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Chapter 1

The pregnancy test was face-down on the edge of the bathroom sink, as if it could be reversed by simple inattention. Allie watched it in the mirror—her reflection’s gaze locked on the pale plastic rectangle—while her own eyes hovered, unable or unwilling to look directly at it. The glass above the sink was stippled with toothpaste flecks and a half-moon fingerprint at the corner, a thumbprint she didn’t remember making. The room hummed with a faint, unreliable heat from the floor vent, air moving just enough to lift a strand of hair against her cheek before letting it fall.

She pressed her palms to the porcelain, letting the unexpected chill run up her arms and into the sockets of her shoulders. Goosepimples rose on her exposed thigh where the old sleep-shirt had ridden up. Her body felt like a stitched-together project, a thing assembled in a hurry with no regard for future repairs. A sour exhaustion coated her tongue, a bitterness that lived deeper than bone.

She flipped the test over with two fingers. The result was immediate, unambiguous. Negative.

Allie set it down with an unshowy precision, as if this time it would be different if she simply performed the ritual correctly. She didn’t want to cry, didn’t even feel the prickle behind her eyes, but her jaw set in a way that made her neck tense and the cords stand out along her throat. In the mirror her mouth was a clean, straight line, mascara smeared under both eyes, the left worse than the right. She hadn’t bothered washing her face before bed, hadn’t expected to sleep anyway.

The rest was mechanical: She peeled off the sleep-shirt and let it crumple to the floor, left her underwear on, ran a hand over her scalp to check for bobby pins. None. She took the test, wrapped it in four squares of toilet paper, and held it in her palm. Her palm was still wet from the sink; the toilet paper darkened and began to disintegrate. She watched it dissolve in slow motion, then folded the whole thing once, twice, pressing her thumb in hard, and carried it out.

The hallway between the bathroom and bedroom was short, barely six feet, but at this hour the dark stretched it out into something she had to cross rather than simply pass through. The only illumination came from the open bathroom and the band of yellow beneath the bedroom door. Allie padded barefoot across the hallway carpet, the pile worn low in the middle, and opened the bedroom door with her elbow. Inside, Todd was already in bed, phone face-down on his chest, eyes fluttering just above sleep.

She let the door click shut behind her. The air in the bedroom was warmer, layered with last week’s candles, this week’s skin, the leftovers of something cooked hours ago that still lived in the carpet. Todd didn’t say anything, just opened his eyes enough to watch her walk around the bed to her side, the mattress creaking as she slid onto it. She dropped the test bundle into the wastebasket next to the nightstand, a pale cocoon among cough-drop wrappers and a single, bent Q-tip.

She sat on the bed’s edge for a moment. Her hands found each other, fingers knotting and unknotting, palms still damp. Across the room, Todd’s breathing was regular but not feigned. He was awake, but not moving. She knew this rhythm, the careful stalemate of two people waiting for the other to speak first.

She looked at him—really looked, for a second. The lamp behind him threw a yellowish light across one side of his face, leaving the other half in shadow, eyebrows casting downward shadows, lips parted slightly as if in the middle of a word that had gotten lost. His hair was mussed, the swirl at his crown flattened from the pillow, and he hadn’t shaved in a day or two, so his jaw was shadowed in uneven, sandy growth. The bedsheets, gray and pilled, were rucked up to his waist. His chest rose and fell with each breath, the phone shifting minutely with the movement.

Allie slipped her legs under the covers, the sheet shockingly cold. She didn’t shiver. She scooted toward the wall, facing away from Todd. Her back was a long curve, shoulders rounding in. She waited.

It took maybe thirty seconds. Todd set his phone on the nightstand with a controlled click and reached over, laying his hand on her hip. The contact was cautious, as though she were breakable, or worse, contagious.

“Hey,” he said, his voice so soft it could have been mistaken for the air settling in the ductwork.

She didn’t answer. His thumb moved in a small, rote circle over her skin, a gesture he’d made a thousand times before.

A minute passed. She heard him shift behind her, the sheet making a small, sticky sound as it came loose from his thigh. He inched closer. When his chest met her back, the temperature difference was dramatic. He was always a furnace, always overheating, even when they were first together and she loved that about him, that heat. His hand slid around to her stomach, not low enough to mean anything, just anchored there like a lifeline.

He kissed her neck, close to the hairline. She could feel him breathing in her scent. The moment hung, indecisive, neither of them wanting to be the one to escalate.

She spoke first. “It’s fine.” The words hit the room and fell to the carpet, too heavy for either of them to pick up.

He didn’t reply, but his hand tightened around her, the fingers finding the hollow just above her hipbone. He started to move, slow and deliberate, the way he did when he was unsure if she’d rebuff him. She didn’t. She rolled onto her back and looked at the ceiling, counting the patterns in the white, swirling drywall, then turned her head to watch him.

He was above her now, propped on one elbow, expression not quite readable in the lamp’s anemic glow. She could see the small gap where his second tooth had never grown in right, the one that made his smile look slightly unfinished. The sight made her oddly tender for him, or maybe for the kid he used to be. He kissed her, mouth dry and hesitant, tongue barely flicking against her lip. She kissed back, not deepening it, just accepting it.

His hand traced up her stomach, over her ribcage, up to her breast. She didn’t have to fake interest. Her body responded—the usual set of signals, the tightening and the ache—but her mind stayed elsewhere, watching her body as if from across the room. She slid her own hands up to his shoulders, feeling the wiry muscle there, the not-quite-firmness of someone who goes to the gym but doesn’t really enjoy it.

He reached down, peeling her underwear aside, then hesitated, waiting for confirmation. She gave it by shifting her hips, just enough. He eased into her, and the fit was familiar, practiced. He moved slow at first, then faster, but the rhythm never quite matched what her body wanted. She closed her eyes and tried to focus on the feeling—warmth, pressure, the friction of the sheets under her back and the occasional catch of his thigh hair against hers.

The lamp hummed, the clock on the nightstand ticked. The headboard knocked the wall with every other thrust, a metronome counting down to silence. She kept her eyes closed. She listened to his breathing, the way it stuttered and evened out, the tiny whimpers he tried to hide. His hand groped for hers, fingers interlacing and squeezing, sweaty in the small, stifling room.

When he finished, he slumped onto her, exhaling with a sharpness that bordered on relief. She let him rest there, feeling the weight of him, the damp heat between them, the way his heart thudded hard against her ribs for a full minute before slowing.

He didn’t move right away, and she didn’t ask him to. When he finally rolled off, he lay on his back, staring at the ceiling like it held some answer. She turned to the side, pulling the sheet with her, tucking it under her chin. She didn’t look at the wastebasket, but she could feel its presence—could picture the soggy, pulped bundle at the bottom, indistinguishable from a used tissue or a crumpled receipt.

Todd reached out, touching her arm, then letting his hand fall away. The lamp made a faint click as she turned it off, and for a while, the only sounds were the humming duct and the ticking clock and their breathing, slow and not quite synchronized.

…

The ceiling was barely visible in the half-light, flat white fractured by shifting shadows. Allie moved on top of Todd, knees digging into the mattress, one hand braced on the wall above his head, the other steadying herself on his chest. The sheets were half-kicked to the floor, the duvet a twisted heap at the foot of the bed. The only light now was from the digital clock, its digits too bright in the darkness, casting blue onto Todd’s shoulder. The house, the block, the world outside the room—all of it had gone silent except for the whir of the heating unit and the wet, rhythmic sound of their bodies colliding.

Allie set the pace, head tipped back, eyes unfocused, jaw loose. Sweat dripped down her breastbone and Todd licked it away when she leaned over him. His hands worked her hips, sometimes tight enough to bruise, sometimes featherlight as if he was afraid she’d spook and run. His gaze would drift toward the ceiling, unfocused, then snap back to her face, his expression startled, as if he’d forgotten for a moment that she was there.

She rode him harder, chasing a sensation she hadn’t felt in years. She’d gone quiet, not even bothering to pant, her breathing so shallow it barely ruffled the air above his face. Her thighs burned. Her knees felt raw. The bed frame ticked against the wall with a metronomic inevitability. Todd’s breath came in quick, wet hitches, his hands kneading her flesh, his mouth working at her shoulder, then her clavicle, then just open and sucking at the air.

And then, as if it were an afterthought, he spoke.

“You ever think maybe we should, I don’t know—” A laugh that wasn’t really a laugh. “—outsource the job?”

It was low, meant to be a joke, but the word “outsource” landed heavy and mean, like a stone dropped into an aquarium. He was trying to be funny, self-deprecating, maybe even supportive, but the words lived a life of their own once they escaped. He blinked as if startled at himself.

Allie stopped. Her hands went still on his chest, every muscle gone stiff. A hard silence bled out from her pores and into the room, smothering even the clock for a moment.

Neither of them spoke, and the quiet pressed in like a held breath between two people who had run out of things to pretend. She stayed astride him, perfectly still except for a single bead of sweat that trailed from her temple to her jaw.

Todd’s face registered first confusion, then regret. He reached for her, one hand sliding from her thigh to her hip, the other seeking her fingers. His lips parted, looking for a word to pull her back.

“Allie?” he said, her name a question.

She didn’t look at him. Her gaze fixed on a point above his head, where the wall met the ceiling in a jag of uneven paint. She felt something shift inside her, a deep and brutal clench, a phantom contraction that stole her breath. Heat flooded her cheeks and chest. She wanted to hit him, or kiss him, or both. Instead, she let the silence stretch, let it grow taut as skin over a drum.

She let go of the wall and leaned down, hands on either side of his face. Her hair fell in a dark curtain around them, shutting out the world. She kissed him, deep and hard, teeth scraping his lip. When she pulled away, she finally met his eyes.

“I think about it all the time,” she said. It was barely a whisper, but it cracked something open.

He blinked. “What?”

She didn’t repeat herself. Instead, she started moving again, slower now, dragging her pelvis in deliberate circles, feeling every inch of him inside her. Her breath was hot against his face, her voice ragged when she spoke.

Her breath was hot against his face, her voice ragged when she spoke.


“I want it,” she said, the words shocking even her. “I want to feel someone else. Something you can’t give me.”


She watched Todd’s pupils go wide, his hands tightening on her hips. His jaw worked but nothing came out. He didn’t push her off—he held her there, his silence demanding she keep talking. 

Todd’s breathing went sharp. His grip was brutal now, pulling her down onto him, matching her slow, grinding rhythm. She felt the need claw up her spine, her hands going white-knuckled on his chest.

She didn’t stop. She leaned close, lips grazing his ear.

“I want to feel what it’s like to be fucked by a Black man.”

She could feel him freeze, just for an instant, then all at once he was thrusting up into her, the energy in his body electric and shivering. His hands dug into her hips so hard she knew there would be marks in the morning. She kept going, the words tumbling out, each one an electric jolt to her system.

“I want to know what it’s like to have him fill me, to come inside me, to make you watch—”

Todd’s hands trembled. He was close, she could tell; his body was right at the edge, needing only a push. Allie took him in both hands, leaned down so her mouth was at his ear, and whispered:

“Would you like that? Would you?”

He came with a sharp, animal sound, fingers gouging her flesh, his face twisting in some mix of pain and release. Allie followed, her orgasm sudden and overwhelming, wracking her whole body. She cried out—loud, reckless, the first true sound she’d made all night—and kept rocking on him until the waves faded.

When it was over, she collapsed on his chest, breathing hard, sweat slick between them. Todd didn’t move. His hands stayed on her hips, not gripping now, just holding.

She didn’t get off him. She let her weight settle, let the air return to its normal density. The room was very, very quiet. The clock flickered, the heater kicked on. In the wastebasket by the bed, the soggy pregnancy test stared up at the underside of the night.

Todd finally spoke. “You mean it?” It was small, the way he said it. Human.

Allie let her cheek rest on his shoulder, listening to his heart stutter and slow.

“Yes,” she said. “I mean it.”

They stayed like that, tangled together, the secret burning in the space between them, turning the dark gold with possibility.


Chapter 2

The air in the bedroom was still thick with the night before—stale and intimate, as if their sweat had soaked into the drywall. Allie sat up, careful not to jostle Todd. He was facedown, mouth open against the pillow, looking younger than he was.


She found her robe by feel and padded downstairs. The house was quiet, the only sound the refrigerator’s low hum. In the kitchen’s half-light, she saw the normal mess on the table: mail, a stained placemat, a magazine she’d meant to share with Todd. She set her phone screen-up on the one clear space and started the coffee, the motion automatic, her thoughts already on the message she was about to send. 

The phone, though, was a persistent pulse at the corner of her vision. She ignored it for a minute, maybe two. When she did look, it was as if her hands and her eyes were not fully in agreement. Her thumb hovered over the lock button, then dropped. She checked for notifications (none) and then, without warning herself, opened a new text to Todd.

You remember what you said last night? the text read, followed by a tongue-out emoji. It was too much, so she deleted the emoji, but then the text felt bald, too honest, so she added a winking face instead. She hit send, immediately regretted it, and set the phone down facedown on the table.

The coffee brewed. She waited. The silence stretched in the kitchen, thick and breathable. After thirty seconds, she flipped the phone over and stared at the screen. No reply. Allie poured herself a cup, hands shaking just enough to rattle the spoon against the rim. She took her coffee black, always had, but this morning it tasted acid-bright and strange. She drank it anyway.

Upstairs, the water went on in the shower. She listened to the pipes chatter in the wall, imagined the steam filling the small bathroom, condensing on the mirror. She pictured Todd standing under the spray, eyes squeezed shut, the heat peeling away the night from his skin. She found herself wanting to be in there with him, not for sex but for something quieter—standing close enough to touch, sharing the same rectangle of space and time, as if their bodies alone could outlast the awkwardness that would inevitably follow.

The phone buzzed, startling her. Todd’s reply: Lol, I was hoping that was a dream.

She thumbed out a response before she could talk herself out of it:

Nope, still real.

And then, in a separate message:

You seemed into it.

She sent that, too, heart racing. There was no unsend. She left the phone facedown again, as if by refusing to look at it she could unmake her own boldness.

She finished her coffee, the silence stretching. Her own boldness felt like a live thing in the room. She paced from the sink to the table, her bare feet cold on the floor. She imagined him reading the words, his face changing, his stomach dropping the way hers had. The phone stayed dark. She picked it up, then set it down. When it finally vibrated, a jolt went through her so sharp she almost cried out.


This one was longer:


Not gonna lie, it’s the hottest thing you’ve ever said to me. But also kind of freaked me out, ngl. 

She typed, then deleted, several responses. Eventually she settled on:

Why did it freak you out?

Todd’s reply was nearly instantaneous:

Bc you’ve never said you wanted that before

A beat, then another message:

Bc I don’t know what I’m supposed to do with it

Allie typed:

You don’t have to do anything

And then:

Just…thought you should know

She put the phone down again, but now she was smiling, a strange and involuntary curl at the side of her mouth. She set her heel to the bottom rung of the kitchen stool and bounced it in small, arrhythmic kicks. Each time she looked back at her phone, her pulse jumped.

Upstairs, the shower went off. She heard the low scrape of the towel bar and then Todd’s feet on the bedroom floor. She knew his routine—he’d dry off, stand naked for a minute in front of the fogged mirror, then pull on boxers and a shirt from the top of the hamper. He’d check his phone before coming down.

She waited, refusing to check the time, refusing to check her face in the microwave’s reflection. When he finally appeared, he did so with a studied nonchalance, hair still dripping, T-shirt clinging to his shoulder. He walked to the fridge, fished out the orange juice, and drank from the carton.

He didn’t look at her right away. She watched the line of his jaw, the way it tensed as he swallowed. He set the juice down, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and leaned against the counter.

“Hey,” he said.

Allie said, “Hey.”

A pause. Not quite uncomfortable, just uncertain.

“So,” he said. “You wanna talk about it?”

She shook her head, but her lips betrayed her with a smile.

“Not unless you want to,” she said.

Todd shrugged, but his eyes were fixed on her. “I mean, what you said. About…” He trailed off, the color in his cheeks creeping higher.

She enjoyed it—his discomfort, the way it made him vulnerable in a new way. “About what?” she prompted, feigning innocence.

He rolled his eyes, but there was no heat in it. “You know.”

She bit her lip. “You mean about me wanting it?”

He nodded.

She considered making him say the whole sentence, but relented. “Yeah. I meant it.”

Todd let out a breath that was almost a laugh, almost a groan. “Fuck, Allie.”

She liked the way he said her name then, as if it were both a question and a plea.

He moved toward her, close enough for her to smell the shampoo in his hair. “You ever… actually think about doing it? Or is it just talk?”


It was her turn to feel the heat rise in her face. “I don’t know,” she hedged. “It was just… a thought.”


He watched her, his expression unreadable. She saw the conflict in the line of his jaw, the way he seemed to be arguing with himself. He looked from her eyes to her mouth and back again, and a switch seemed to flip behind his gaze. The caution gave way to something else—darker, sharper. “You should,” he said, his voice rough. 

The words hung between them, charged and delicate.

“Would you want to?” he added, softer now. “Would you want me to be there?”

She nodded, the motion small and quick.

Todd looked at the floor, then at her, then away again. “I keep picturing it,” he said, so quietly she almost missed it.

She felt her heart in her throat. “Me too.”

He set his hand on her hip, fingers gentle, and pulled her in. “Fuck,” he said again, this time into her hair.

She wrapped her arms around his waist, felt the damp warmth of him, the tension running through his muscles like a current. She pressed her cheek to his chest, listening to his heartbeat. It was faster than usual.

They stood that way for a minute, maybe two, before Todd pulled away, gave her a sheepish smile, and said, “I gotta get dressed.”

She let him go, feeling both hollowed out and full at once.

…

After Todd left for work, Allie wandered the house, the morning conversation replaying in her head. Every familiar object seemed charged with a new, dangerous energy. She found herself standing in the kitchen, rereading their texts, her thumb hovering over the screen. Had they crossed a line, or just drawn it more clearly? She opened a browser tab she’d never dared to before, the words on the screen making the air in the quiet house buzz with a strange, almost physical hum.

At 11:16, Todd texted:

You up for a call?

She didn’t reply, just waited for the phone to ring. When it did, she answered on the first vibration.

“Hi,” she said, voice low.

“Hey,” he answered, and she could hear the clatter of his keyboard in the background, the faint echo of the office. “So, uh. About last night.”

She let the silence dangle. She wanted him to say it first.

He did. “You’re serious?”

Allie closed her eyes, leaning her forehead against the cool marble of the countertop. “Yeah. I think I am.”

On the other end, Todd let out a breath. “You want to actually do it? For real?”

She took her time, letting her teeth graze her lower lip. “If you want to.”

A beat. “I do.”

She pressed the phone harder to her ear, as if she could close the distance with pressure. “You do?”

Todd’s laugh was rougher now, a little wild. “You have no idea.”

She did, actually. An image flashed in her mind, quick and hot—Todd watching, unable to interfere, his face a mask of conflict and desire. She swallowed, pushing the thought away before it could fully form. She swallowed, trying to keep the fantasy from leaking into her words.

“You’d want to be there?” she asked, voice dropping a notch.

“God, yes.” No hesitation.

Allie’s pulse climbed. She tried to say something, but the words caught in her throat.

Todd filled the silence. “What would you want? Like, what would you want him to do?”

She answered honestly. “Everything you can’t.”

He made a choked sound on the other end, and she let herself enjoy it.

“Would you pick him?” Todd asked.

“I want you to,” she said. “I want you to watch and choose.”

He went quiet, but she could hear him breathing.

After a long moment, he said, “We should talk about it. More. When I get home.”

She let herself smile, unseen. “Okay.”

There was a pause, and then Todd said, “I love you.”

She said it back, softer than she meant, but she knew he heard.

…

By two o’clock, the day was washed in that thin winter light that made everything look remote and untrustworthy. Allie pulled the sheets from the bed and started the laundry, her body moving with a sharpness she didn’t quite recognize. She checked her phone compulsively, even though Todd had said he was in meetings all afternoon. Each time she unlocked the screen, her eyes went straight to the top, scanning for a new message that wasn’t there.

She lay on the couch, mind skittering, and re-read the last thing he’d said:

We should talk about it. More.

She read it a dozen times, then closed her eyes and let her hand slip down the front of her sweatpants. Her body was electric, the smallest touch magnified, every thought braided with the image of Todd’s face as she said the words. She pictured what he’d look like watching her, what it would feel like to be seen, really seen, by both of them at once.

The phone buzzed. She jolted, pulse thudding. It was a calendar alert: dinner at Todd’s parents tomorrow. She let out a laugh, then a sigh, then closed her eyes again, holding the phone against her cheek, the heat from its battery warming her skin.

She drifted into a light, fitful sleep, the kind where every dream picks up exactly where the last waking thought left off. When she woke, the sun was low, the living room thick with the blue gloom of approaching dusk.

Allie checked her phone once more. Still no message, but she knew Todd. He’d come home, and they would talk, and the world would shift again.

She curled up tighter on the couch, shivering in the growing cold, and waited for the night to start all over again.

…

Todd came home at six-fifteen, the edge of dusk staining the windows violet, and found Allie on the couch under the living room lamp, her legs folded pretzel-tight beneath her, her phone clutched but not in use. The lamp threw an amber disk across the rug, a luminous island in the otherwise darkening room. She didn’t look up when he entered, only flicked her gaze his way and offered a small, distracted smile.

He hung his jacket, untied his shoes by the door, and carried the day’s detritus—his work bag, the stack of unopened mail from the box—into the kitchen. The house was thick with the scent of onions and something garlicky, stew or curry maybe, as if Allie had cooked just to fill the air with flavor. He dropped the mail on the table and peered into the pot, steam fogging his glasses. Chicken paprikash. A favorite, or maybe just a safe choice.

“I made enough for leftovers,” she called, as if reading his mind.

Todd let the steam clear, then reached for the bowls in the cupboard, his hands steady but his insides not quite matching. He poured two glasses of water, brought them to the table, then hovered in the kitchen, waiting for her to join him.

Allie stayed on the couch until the silence threatened to become something else. She rose slowly, stretching, the hem of her sleep-shirt riding up her thigh before she tugged it back down. She moved like she was underwater, not heavy exactly, just slowed by the current of her own thoughts.

They ate with the TV on mute, the silence between them heavier than the food. After two bites, Allie set her spoon down. She traced the condensation on her glass, refusing to meet his eye.


Todd watched the tremor in her jaw. The unspoken thing sat on the table between them, and every attempt at normal conversation—work, the neighbors, a dying fern—withered in its presence. He gave up, clearing his throat as he stood to stack their dishes. 

She followed him into the kitchen, taking the bowls from his hands and loading the dishwasher with the precision of ritual. He wiped the counter, more vigorously than required, and risked a glance at her. She caught it, and this time didn’t look away.

“So,” she said, her voice pitched too high, then softening. “Did you think about it today?”

He stared at the countertop, a smear of paprika tinting the paper towel orange. “Couldn’t really think about anything else.”

They stood in silence, surrounded by the click and whir of appliances: the refrigerator cycling, the dishwasher beginning its muttered argument with itself.

Allie leaned back against the counter, arms folded. She looked tired but not defeated. “Do you want to talk about it?”

Todd shrugged, though he had no idea what he meant by it. “Sure. I mean, yeah.”

She nodded, as if satisfied, and walked back to the living room. He followed her, noting the way her shoulder blades moved under the fabric of her shirt, the line of her calf as she tucked herself once more into the corner of the couch. He sat at the other end, leaving a gulf between them but angling his body toward hers.

Neither spoke for a long moment.

Allie broke the silence. “I wasn’t just saying it for effect. I actually want it.” She watched him, daring him to flinch.

He didn’t. He felt his heartbeat, insistent and a little irregular, in the tips of his fingers and the backs of his knees. “Okay,” he said, not knowing what else to say.

Allie’s voice steadied. “I want it to happen. Not just talk about it. Not just a fantasy.”

Todd let that settle in. A muscle jumped in his jaw, and he stared at the wall over her shoulder as if the answer were written there. He looked like a man on the edge of a high ledge, fighting the urge to look down.

He set his glass down, noticed the ring of condensation it left on the end table, and pressed his thumb to it. The water wicked instantly into his skin.

“How would it work?” he asked, not as a challenge but a genuine question. “Would you pick someone? Or is it, like, a thing where I’m supposed to…”

He couldn’t finish the sentence, the words caught in his mouth like a stone.

Allie didn’t make him finish. “I don’t know. Maybe we both look. Or you pick. I just—I want it to be someone I actually want.” She glanced at him, then away. “Not, you know, a stranger off a list.”

He nodded. That made sense to him. He tried to picture it, but his mind kept stuttering, skipping ahead to the aftermath, to himself watching, the question of what his face would look like as it happened.

“Would you want me to be there? Like, in the room?”

Allie’s voice was calm, as if she’d rehearsed it in her head all day. “Yes. I think that’s the point.” Her face reddened, but she didn’t shy away from his gaze. “If I’m honest, that’s what I want most. You, seeing it. You, seeing me.”

Todd’s breath hitched. He didn’t recoil. Instead, he leaned in, his expression shifting into something she recognized—the look he got right before doing something reckless, his eyes greedy for the sharpness of it.

He asked, “Would you want to use, you know. Protection?”

Allie considered. “Yes, but…” She hesitated. “Eventually maybe not. But the first time, yes.”

He nodded. “Okay.” He found his hands clasped tight in his lap, fingers pressing hard into the backs of his knuckles. “What if it’s weird after?”

Allie gave a wry smile. “I think it will be weird. For a while. But I’d rather be weird together than keep pretending.”

Todd laughed, surprised at the release it gave him. “Yeah. I get that.”

She watched him for a long moment. “Are you okay with this?”

He didn’t answer right away. He wanted to be, more than he wanted anything. “I think so,” he said. “It’s not what I expected, but… I think I want it, too.”

She nodded, and some of the tension unspooled from her shoulders. “We don’t have to rush. Or even do it at all. We can just talk about it. Or not.”

He leaned forward, elbows on knees, and stared into the lamp’s gold glow on the coffee table. “No,” he said. “I want to.”

Allie’s breath shuddered in her chest, an exhale that was almost a laugh, almost a sob. “Okay,” she said.

They sat in the warmth, the air thick with mutual understanding and something like relief. The TV’s blue glow flickered silently. Todd reached for her hand, found it waiting on the cushion between them, and laced his fingers through hers.

He said, “So what’s next?”

Allie squeezed his hand, her grip firmer than he expected. “We find someone, I guess.”

Todd nodded, but neither of them moved to let go. They sat there, hands joined, staring into the future as if it might become clearer the longer they looked at it.

The lamp buzzed softly overhead, and somewhere in the walls, the house settled with a low, satisfied groan.

…

Hours later, the room was dark except for the lamp. They remained on the couch, his hand still holding hers, the decision settling in the air between them. He pulled her against his chest, and she let her head rest there, listening to the steady, reassuring rhythm of his heart. It was a silent promise. They had stepped over a line together, and the world on the other side was still intact.

…

The next morning, the world outside their windows was bleached and featureless, every branch glazed in the lacquer of overnight sleet. The city seemed to move in slow-motion. Inside, though, the house was a steady pulse of warmth. The heater kicked on and off with hydraulic sighs. The floorboards vibrated with their footsteps, even when they tried to walk quietly.

Allie woke to the scent of coffee and found Todd in the kitchen, back to her, phone propped against the coffeemaker, scrolling. He looked up when she entered, his hair askew from sleep, his eyes already awake and bright.

“Morning,” he said. There was a crackle in his voice, not quite tension but anticipation.

She pressed herself against the radiator, feeling the old metal hum through her bathrobe. The air in the kitchen tasted like burnt toast and possibility.

He handed her a mug, the heat catching her by surprise. Their hands touched, and for a split second, neither of them let go.

Allie sipped, then said, “So, what now?”

Todd grinned, a flash of mischief and nervousness. He nudged the phone toward her. “Look.”

On the screen, the tab was open to a forum thread: Couples Seeking, one of the more reputable, discreet ones. Dozens of posts, hundreds of replies. He scrolled down, not lingering on any one face, the photos all cropped to anonymity—lips, torsos, the occasional artfully-shadowed erection. Most of it was static, oddly mundane.

Allie rolled her eyes, but took the phone from him and began to scroll. Todd hovered behind her, his chin near her temple. She could feel the heat of his breath, the way his chest moved with each inhale, the not-quite-brushing of his arm against hers.

They spent twenty minutes that way, passing the phone back and forth, reading aloud the most ridiculous usernames and the most floridly written “About Me” sections. Every so often, Todd would raise an eyebrow at a particular photo and Allie would make a face, or vice versa. It was, strangely, the easiest they had felt with each other in weeks.

After a while, Allie pulled up a new tab—one of the matchmaking apps, this one with more robust verification, less possibility for catfishing or disaster. She created a profile for the two of them, inventing a username and filling in the blanks with language that was honest but not explicit. Todd read over her shoulder, sometimes correcting her punctuation, sometimes just watching the movement of her fingers.

When the profile was live, she set the phone on the table and pressed her forehead into the crook of her arm, exhaling a laugh that was equal parts relief and disbelief.

“I can’t believe we’re actually doing this,” she said.

Todd leaned forward, elbows on the table, and touched her wrist, just a graze. “Me neither.”

They didn’t say anything else for a few minutes. The silence was dense but not uncomfortable.

…

By afternoon, the profile had its first handful of messages. Most were the sort of thing they’d expected: too short, too long, aggressively forward or disappointingly bland. Allie filtered through them, deleting without mercy, sometimes sharing the worst offenders with Todd, who would make a show of mock horror or disgust.

Then there were the maybes. These, Allie read slowly, sometimes aloud, sometimes in her head. A few were worth saving. One, from a guy named Evan, stood out—not for the photo, which was just a blurry shot of a basketball court, but for the message. It was polite, specific, and contained none of the usual red flags.

Allie read the message twice before she noticed her jaw had gone tight, her teeth pressed together hard enough to ache.

She showed it to Todd, who read it, then read it again.

“He seems normal,” Todd said.

“He seems too normal,” Allie replied, but there was a note of hope in her voice.

They sent a reply together, negotiating every word, each sentence a new round of careful honesty and coded flirtation. When they hit send, both stared at the screen, waiting for the next move.

…

That night, Allie was in bed early, sprawled in a tangle of sheets, the blue glow of her phone painting stripes across her arm. She scrolled through the messages again, then toggled over to her calendar, where she marked the coming Saturday with a small, pink dot. No label, no note—just the dot. She thought about telling Todd, but decided against it. He’d see it, or he wouldn’t.

From the other room, she heard him brushing his teeth, the rise and fall of his humming. When he joined her, he slid into bed without a word, but she could feel the tension in his body, the hum of adrenaline in his touch. He didn’t reach for her, but lay on his back, staring at the ceiling as if waiting for it to collapse in on them.

They were both wide awake.

After a while, Todd said, “Do you think he’ll be, you know. What you want?”

Allie didn’t answer right away. She let the silence roll over them, heavy and inviting. “I don’t know,” she said at last. “It’s not really about him, is it?”

Todd turned his head, eyes searching her face in the near dark. “What’s it about, then?”

She thought for a moment. “It’s about us, I think. Or maybe just me. I want to see what happens. I want to see what I become.”

Todd made a noise—half laugh, half sigh—and reached for her hand, their fingers tangling on the mattress.

“Me too,” he said, barely audible.

They lay there, the only light the phone’s blue halo, the only sound the wind rattling the windows and the synchronized click of their breaths.

Somewhere between the blue and the dark, Allie started to drift. Just before sleep caught her, she looked at the phone one last time, thumb hovering over an unsent message.

Then she hit send.


Chapter 3

The hotel bar looked like something conjured from an architect’s fever dream: not quite modern, not quite retro, but engineered with a specific type of seduction in mind. Pendant lamps cast honey-warm pools onto the marble countertop, making the steel-gray veinwork shimmer like water under ice. The Meridian’s bar was a long, low-lit channel, lined with barstools that looked stitched from the ghosts of a thousand handshakes—leather-wrapped, each one the color of old money and polished to an unnatural sheen. The air tasted faintly of orange rind and the top-shelf scotch that people here mostly pretended not to order.

Allie stepped inside first, her heels skittering once on the threshold, as if she’d expected the floor to be slipperier than it was. Her dress—navy silk, sleeveless, unseasonably thin—brushed against her bare arms with every movement. Behind her, Todd navigated the airlock of the lobby, his hand splayed out flat against her lower back. The touch was neither possessive nor protective; it was there for balance, or maybe as a kind of reassurance for himself.

For a moment, they hovered just inside the entry, letting their eyes adjust. The bar was sparsely populated, the patrons nursing drinks or staring into their phones. From a far corner, the low thrum of a jazz trio vibrated in the air, a sound less like music and more like a shared, unspoken secret.

Allie checked her phone one last time before dropping it into her clutch. The screen glowed her own nervous energy back at her: Evan’s final confirmation text, a little after six, with nothing but a thumbs-up and a smiley that somehow read as both confident and mocking. She tucked the phone away, flexed her hand once as if to shake off the charge, and led Todd toward the far end of the bar.

They claimed two stools set apart from the other customers—close enough to hear the music but not so close as to be studied. Todd gestured for her to sit first. When he joined her, he leaned in so their knees touched. His jaw was set tight, but his eyes were moving, tracing the entire bar in a slow, methodical loop. The bartender, a man whose hair was as sculpted as the ice in the rocks glasses he filled, appeared within seconds.

“Something dark for me,” Todd said, then looked at Allie.

“Cold and…clear,” she said, not trusting herself to say vodka, the word suddenly too transparent.

The bartender gave her a nod, not a smile, and drifted away to build the drinks. Allie could feel every muscle in her body as a separate instrument, each one vibrating at its own pitch. She stole a glance at Todd. He was doing the thing he always did when he was nervous—his thumb stroking the rim of the glass, counting off invisible time.

She let her gaze linger, then looked away toward the mirrored back of the bar. In its reflection, she caught the slow roll of the room: a couple at the end arguing in low tones, a woman in a suit typing with both thumbs, the jazz trio, the bar staff. For a moment she imagined they were just another couple, anonymous and adrift, but then she caught the look in her own eyes—a kind of guarded brightness, like the light in a dentist’s office right before the drill.

Each time someone entered, Allie’s posture tightened. The first three were a wash—two suited men, one harried woman, all dragging the cold in with them. The fourth time, she almost missed him, not because he was inconspicuous, but because he moved with an unnerving lack of ceremony, as if the room should already have been expecting him.

Evan stepped out from a dark corridor just past the bar’s end, not from the front door, and for a moment it looked like he belonged here—part of the staff, or a guest who lived in this space between elevator and cocktail lounge. He was tall, even with the slight stoop of someone ducking through a doorway. His skin caught the pendant light in a way that seemed both intentional and accidental, reflecting golds and oranges across his cheekbones and jaw. He wore black—an open-collar shirt, jacket, and pants that fit him in a way that suggested not expense but care. Even the way he scanned the room was measured, deliberate. He didn’t smile, but there was a lift at the corner of his mouth that implied he’d already read the punchline to the evening.

Allie’s fingers went rigid around her glass. Todd’s knee pressed in harder against hers, the pressure silent and hot.

Evan’s eyes met hers first. It was a direct hit—no searching, no uncertainty. He held her gaze for a beat, then flicked his attention to Todd, as if cataloging the scene before making his approach. He moved through the room in three strides, each one unhurried but unambiguous.

He stopped in front of them and held out a hand to Todd first. “Evan,” he said. His voice was low, dry, and unforced, as if he were saying it only for the two of them and not the whole bar.

Todd stood, shook Evan’s hand. The grip lasted a half-beat longer than it should have. Allie saw Todd’s jaw clench, but he didn’t look away.

Evan turned to her, and something in her chest went quiet, the way a room does when everyone in it stops talking at once. He offered his hand to her, too. His skin was warm, the palm slightly callused. Allie squeezed, not too hard, and was surprised at the steadiness of her own voice when she said her name.

Evan nodded, and for a moment he just looked at her, not up or down or around, but at her, in a way that made her feel briefly unburdened from her own body. He gestured at the open stool next to her. “Mind if I join?”

“Of course,” she said, then realized her drink was nearly gone. She set it on the napkin with unnecessary precision.

Evan sat, angling his body not toward the bar but toward them. When the bartender reappeared, Evan caught his eye and tapped the counter twice—a silent order, so effortless it might have been choreographed. The man gave a single, professional nod and moved away.

Todd finally broke the silence. “You find the place okay?”

Evan smiled now, just enough to make a dimple flash near his mouth. “I’ve been here before.” He didn’t elaborate, but the implication hung in the air.

Allie could feel the heat radiating from his shoulder, though he wasn’t touching her. She shifted on her stool, crossing her legs, the slide of silk against her skin a private thrill as the hem of her dress rode an inch higher on her thigh.

“So,” said Evan, turning slightly more toward Todd, “you’re both locals?”

“Yeah,” Todd said. “Other side of the park. You?”

“I’m around,” Evan said. He watched Allie over the rim of his water glass as he drank. “I move a lot for work. But I know the city.”

A silence then, but not a bad one. The bartender slid two drinks to Evan—a beer in a heavy glass, and something neat, probably whiskey.

“Do you work nights?” Allie asked, then felt immediately stupid for asking.

Evan’s smile widened, then flattened. “No. Not tonight, anyway.” He sipped the whiskey, then set the glass down and tapped it once with his middle finger. “I like meeting new people.” The words were plain, but not innocent.

The band took a break, and for a moment, the bar’s noise was all glasses and soft voices. Allie’s stomach twisted, but not from nerves. There was a steadying sensation, as if everything that had led to this point was lining up into a clean, sharp edge.

The conversation skimmed the surface. When Todd asked what he did, Evan’s answer was brief. “Logistics,” he said, his gaze on Allie. “I make sure things end up where they’re supposed to be.” Later, he mentioned his main hobby was “trying new things.” The way he said it made Todd smirk and sent a flare of heat across Allie’s cheeks.

At one point, Evan leaned in to hear something she said about the jazz band. His face was close enough that she caught a note of his cologne—a little spice, a little citrus. His eyes met hers and didn’t let go. She felt the fizz of attention in the small, secret places beneath her skin.

Todd watched all this, saying little, but he hadn’t stopped the thumb-rub on his glass. Every so often, Evan would direct a question at him, and Todd’s answers were clipped but not hostile. More than once, Allie saw Todd watching her, watching how she reacted.

Evan never touched her again after the handshake, but he didn’t need to. The line of his body, the casual way he occupied the space, the way he smiled when she made a joke—it was enough.

When the drinks were nearly empty, Evan checked his phone, glanced at the time, and said, “I don’t want to keep you both. But I’m glad you came.”

Allie opened her mouth, then shut it, unsure of what she’d been about to say.

Todd cleared his throat. “We should do this again.”

Evan’s gaze lingered on Allie a beat longer than polite, then flicked to Todd. “I’d like that.” He stood, and both of them did, too—some choreography older than memory. Evan shook Todd’s hand again, the grip even tighter than before. When he turned to Allie, he just looked at her, waiting to see what she would do.

She offered her hand, but Evan took it in both of his, warm and steady. “It was nice to meet you,” he said, and this time it was to her and only her.

As Evan left, he didn’t look back. Allie and Todd watched him go, neither speaking until the door shushed shut behind him. The amber light seemed suddenly thinner, the air colder.

Todd stared at the empty space where Evan had been. He set his glass down with a sharp click and exhaled, the sound tight in his throat.”

Allie didn’t trust herself to answer. Instead, she picked up her clutch, tucked her arm through Todd’s, and led him into the night, unsure which of them was holding up the other.

…

Outside, the city air had shed its warmth and now clung icy and precise around their skin. The sidewalk was slick with an invisible mist, the world shrunk to halos of streetlamp and the glint of passing cars. Allie clutched Todd’s arm, half for balance and half as an anchor, and let him set the pace down the empty block toward the parking lot.

They didn’t speak, and the silence wasn’t companionable. The heat of the bar—the leftover glow of Evan’s nearness—still radiated through Allie’s chest. She tried to focus on her heels against the concrete, but her thoughts echoed with the memory of his direct gaze, the low resonance of his voice, the brief, callused warmth of his palm against hers.

She replayed the conversation, how it had slipped and slid around the usual obstacles, how each question from Evan carried a double meaning and each answer from Todd was a dare in return. Todd’s eyes had never left her, not for a second, and even now she could feel the afterimage of his attention, wrapped around her like an electric field.

Halfway to the car, Todd’s hand closed hard around her wrist. He steered her, sudden and sure, away from the lot and down a narrow alley that ran between the back wall of the hotel and a row of empty storefronts. The alley stank of spent fryer oil and wet cardboard, but Allie didn’t protest; she followed, heels skidding slightly on the uneven pavers, until the street sounds fell away and it was only the two of them.

Todd pressed her back against the wall, not gentle, not rough, just absolutely certain of what he wanted to do. His mouth found hers with a ferocity that was all salt and heat and the sharp edge of his teeth against her lower lip. She let herself be pinned, let his body do the talking, and matched him kiss for kiss, their breath condensing in the cold and mingling, impossible to tell whose was whose.

He broke off, face inches from hers, his eyes searching and a little wild. “You liked him,” he said, voice shaking out the words.

Allie didn’t pretend. “I did.”

Todd’s hands were on her hips, fingers digging into the fabric of her dress. He was trembling, just barely, and she realized it was from adrenaline, not the cold. “I could see it,” he said. “You didn’t even try to hide it.”

Allie smiled, baring her teeth, her own need rising up so fast it made her dizzy. “Neither did you.”

For a moment, nothing moved except the vapor from their mouths, a shared cloud of heat and adrenaline. The fight went out of Todd’s posture, replaced by a raw need. He kissed her again, the pressure still firm but searching now, as if trying to find the answer to a question he didn’t know how to ask.

His hand slid under her coat, found bare skin at her side. “You want to go home?” he asked.

Allie nodded, but neither of them moved. She wrapped both arms around his neck and pulled him closer, feeling his pulse leap where their wrists touched. She whispered into his ear, “You want it too. Don’t you?”

Todd groaned, the sound dark and animal, and pressed his forehead to hers. “More than anything.”

She wanted to laugh, or maybe cry, but instead she pushed her hips into his, pinning him as much as he had her. “Let’s go,” she said, and this time it was a command.

They stumbled back to the car, tripping over themselves with urgency, not letting go even when they reached the unlocked doors. Inside, the cab of the car was instantly fogged with their breath, and the only light was the digital glow from the dashboard. Todd’s hands never left her—one anchored on her thigh, the other tangled in her hair. He kissed her with the abandon of someone who had already let go of the ledge and wasn’t thinking about the ground.

Allie let herself go to it, hands roaming over his chest, her mouth hungry for his. She thought of Evan, of the way his voice had gone low when he said her name, the way he’d looked at her like he could see under her clothes and right through to the secret things inside her. The thought made her kiss Todd even harder, pulling him so close she couldn’t tell where she ended and he began.

They didn’t fuck in the car. They didn’t even try. The anticipation was enough, more than enough, and Allie wanted to save it, wanted to let it build until she couldn’t bear it any longer. Todd seemed to know this, too, because he slowed the kiss, then stopped, just holding her face in his hands, his forehead tipped down against hers, eyes closed, not moving, not saying anything.

When they finally broke apart, Todd just looked at her. There was terror in his eyes, and something else—something like wonder. He laughed, a ragged edge to it. “You’re incredible,” he said, and for once, she believed him.

She ran her thumb along his jaw, wiping away the smear of lipstick, and said, “Let’s go home.”

Todd put the car in gear. Allie sat back, feeling the ghost of the brick press against her through the thin fabric of her dress. She could still taste him on her tongue, feel the electric hum of what they’d just unlocked.

As they drove off, the city blurred by, a river of amber and steel. In the side mirror, The Meridian was already shrinking into darkness, but the warmth of the bar, of Evan’s gaze and voice, still lingered in her bones. Allie rested her head against the window, let the streetlights flicker over her closed eyelids, and let herself float in the space between memory and desire.

She didn’t know what tomorrow would look like. But she kept the window open when she went to bed, just to hear the street below.


Chapter 4

The hotel room had a pressure to it, a thick velvet hush that made every movement sound louder than it should have. Even the way the door snicked closed behind them was surgical, final. The city was a smear of blue and orange outside the window, but in here, the world had already shrunk to three bodies and the brittle anticipation that saturated the air.

Allie stood at the foot of the bed, her hands already searching for something to do with themselves, folding in front of her, then at her sides, then finally hanging loose, shaking a little. The lamp beside the bed burned low and sepia, making Evan’s shadow fill half the wall. He stood behind her, close enough that she could feel the slow furnace of his breath on her neck. He smelled of dark, spiced cologne and city wind. There was no small talk, no laughter, not anymore. There was only what came next.

Todd, wordless, slipped into the chair in the corner. He sat upright, hands on his knees, as if bracing for turbulence. His face was taut, not angry, not even scared—just stripped down to some essential structure, all the little expressions drained out. He watched, and he waited.

Evan’s movements were deliberate, contained. When he reached for the zipper at the small of Allie’s back, his palm lingered for a second against the silk, a brief warmth before he unhooked the clasp and drew the zipper down. The sound of the separating teeth was impossibly loud in the hush. He drew the dress from her shoulders, letting it catch at her hips before gravity finished the job. The navy silk puddled at her ankles, leaving her bare except for the new, expensive bra and the sheerest black thong she owned.

She heard Todd exhale, a sharp cut of breath through the quiet, and for a split second she almost turned to look at him, but Evan’s hands were already at her shoulders, gently moving her forward. He bent her slightly over the footboard, the wood cold against her thigh, and she could feel the heat radiate off his body behind her.

Evan’s hands spanned her waist—so wide, his fingertips nearly met at the front. There was a discrepancy in size she hadn’t really registered until now. His skin was a deep, unyielding brown, so dark that her own pale skin looked nearly phosphorescent beneath it. His grip was careful, not rough but inarguable; she could have leaned away, but it would have been a joke, a puppet yanking at its strings.

She heard the subtle rip of a condom wrapper—so loud in the room’s hush it could have been an alarm. Todd made a sound then, not quite a word, more a gust of air forced out through locked teeth. Evan ignored it, or maybe he just didn’t need to acknowledge the rest of the world. He had work to do.

He moved in closer, hips against her ass, one hand holding the base of his cock as he pressed the head to the damp seam of her thong. The difference was immediately, electrically clear—his thickness, his heat, the drag of latex that still wasn’t enough to dull his presence. Evan rolled her thong down with a single motion, exposing her completely, and for a second just ran his fingertips along the wetness that glistened in the low light.

Allie braced herself against the headboard, fingers digging into the smooth wood. Her breath was already stuttering, hips flexing back into him as if her body had its own agenda. Evan stroked her slit with the head of his cock, slow and taunting, not entering but making it clear that she was going to have to take it, all of it, at his pace.

“Fuck, you’re wet,” Evan said, his voice so low it seemed to vibrate through her bones. “You want it that bad?”

Allie nodded, afraid of her own voice, afraid of what would come out if she tried to speak.

Behind them, Todd was a statue, his fingers dug so hard into the armrest that the tendons along his hand stood out in ridges, the muscle in his forearm twitching every time Evan’s voice hit the air. He watched her face first, then dropped his gaze to where Evan’s body met hers. The sight made something in Todd clench, a tightness that didn’t have a name.

Evan teased her, not just with his cock but with his words, with the heavy, measured way he made her wait for it. “You want to tell your husband how much you want this?”

Allie’s mouth went dry. She tried to say something, but the only thing that came out was a half-moan, half-laugh. She gripped the headboard tighter.

Evan pushed in, slow and steady, the stretch immediate and sharp, a burn that made her gasp. The latex wasn’t enough to hide the fact that he was huge, far bigger than Todd, or anyone, really. She felt the blunt pressure as he buried the head inside her, then stopped, holding her in that agony of almost-but-not-quite.

Todd’s jaw was rigid. Something in his chest locked tight, like a fist closing around nothing. He couldn’t look away. He was pinned by the sight of Evan’s cock splitting his wife open, of her back arching, her breath coming out in ragged, disbelieving gasps. For a second, Todd’s vision tunneled, just the black contrast of Evan’s body against Allie’s, the raw geometry of it, nothing soft or sentimental at all.

Evan bottomed out with a single, smooth thrust. Allie’s knees almost buckled, and she yelped—a raw, involuntary noise that sounded nothing like her. He pulled out, almost all the way, then pushed back in, again, again. His pace was mechanical, relentless, but never hurried, a rhythm that was all brutal efficiency.

The dirty talk started as a whisper, then grew louder, more shameless. “That’s it,” Evan muttered, voice pitched just for her and for Todd to hear. “That’s what you wanted, isn’t it? You wanted a real cock. You wanted this fucking thickness. Tell him.”

Allie couldn’t speak. She couldn’t even moan properly—her mouth hung open, her hands clawed at the wood, her hips rocked back for more. The sound of Evan’s skin hitting hers was liquid, wet and slick, punctuated by her own gasps.

He bent over her, chest pressing to her back, and whispered in her ear. “Say it. Say what you wanted.”

Allie choked out, “I wanted it.” Her voice was almost unrecognizable. “I wanted you to fuck me.”

Evan grinned, and drove into her harder. The slap of their bodies was so loud now, Todd could feel it echo through the chair, through the floor. Allie was gone—there was no shame, no pretense, just the animal need to be filled, to be used, to take as much as she could hold.

Evan reached up, wrapped a hand in her hair, and pulled her head back. “Look at him,” he said, and forced her chin up so she was staring at Todd in the chair.

She saw his eyes, wide and shining, and for a second she thought he might be crying. But then she saw his cock, hard and straining against his pants, and she realized that whatever pain he felt was tangled up tight with want.

Evan fucked her even harder, bending her over so her tits mashed against the sheets. The headboard banged the wall with each thrust. He kept his grip on her hair, not pulling, just holding her steady, making her watch her husband watch her.

Allie’s body took it, absorbed it, then demanded more. She felt herself spiral, the sensations piling up—Evan’s size, the brutal fullness, the sting of his hand at her hip, Todd’s eyes burning into her from the other side of the room. She wanted to tell them both what it felt like, wanted to split open and let them see the animal that lived underneath her skin.

Evan’s voice dropped low. “You ever been fucked like this, Allie? You ever had a black man ruin you before?”

She shook her head, the motion jerky. “No. Never. Oh god—”

He doubled his pace, slamming into her, relentless. “You wanted it, though. Bet you fantasized about it. Bet you dreamed about this fat fucking cock stretching you open.”

She let out a noise that wasn’t quite a word, and Evan just laughed, the sound warm and mean.

“Tell him, Allie. Tell your husband what it feels like.”

Allie locked eyes with Todd. He looked like he was about to combust.

She managed to gasp: “It’s so big. I can’t—I can’t—” but she didn’t mean it, not really, she meant she wanted more, harder, all of it.

Evan let her hair go and gripped both hips, lifting her up so she was almost off the floor. The angle changed everything; she could feel him even deeper, the pressure unreal, every nerve ending on fire. The bed creaked and moaned, and the city outside the window didn’t matter at all.

Allie’s orgasm came like a seizure, starting as a deep internal clench and then rolling through her entire body in violent, involuntary waves. She screamed, sobbed, gasped—her body shuddered so hard Evan had to hold her up, even as he drove into her, never breaking rhythm.

She collapsed forward, face buried in the sheet, body jerking with aftershocks. Evan didn’t stop—he fucked her through it, holding nothing back, chasing his own release. When he came, he made no sound, just a tightening of the jaw, a flood of tension, then the slow, satisfied exhale of a man who’d just done something perfectly.

He pulled out, slowly, let her sink to her knees beside the bed. He peeled off the condom and knotted it before tossing it into the trash, then tucked himself away and straightened his shirt, as if he’d done nothing more than step away from a desk.

Allie lay there, face pressed to the sheet, her breath coming in hard, shaking pulls. She felt gutted, emptied out, but in the best possible way. When she finally looked up, Todd was still in the chair, knuckles bone-white, his eyes locked on her.

Evan zipped his pants, smoothed his shirt, and shot Todd a look—something like a dare, or maybe just a question. Todd didn’t flinch, but the flush in his face said everything.

For a moment, no one moved. The only sound was the hum of the vent and the ragged edge of Allie’s breath.

Then Evan turned, said, “I’ll see myself out,” and let the door click shut behind him.

The room was smaller now, thick with the smell of sex and sweat and the echo of everything that had just happened. Allie rolled onto her back, stared at the ceiling, and let the world spin.

Todd sat in the chair, silent, unmoving, the whole room collapsing into a single line between them.

…

The door had barely clicked shut before the world tilted back into motion.

For a long time, neither of them moved. Allie stayed where she’d fallen, one arm draped across her ribcage, the rest of her sprawled in the wreckage of the sheets. Her skin was stippled with sweat and cooling fast, her hair stuck to her cheek in a tangled snarl. There was a smear of lipstick on the pillowcase and a bruise beginning to flower where Evan’s hand had anchored her hip. The lamp on the nightstand bled a soft, exhausted light over everything—spilled clothes, the empty condom wrapper, a single heel tipped on its side.

Todd hadn’t left his chair. He was so still he might have been part of the furniture, but for the furious rhythm in his jaw, the way he bit the inside of his lip, the endless flex and release of his hands.

Allie rolled onto her side, every muscle rebelling, and looked at him. She couldn’t read his face—not rage, not sorrow, something far more stripped. He met her eyes for a beat, then looked down at his hands, as if surprised to find them empty.

A minute passed. Maybe more. Somewhere outside, a car went by, and then it was quiet again. Then, without any warning, Todd stood and crossed to the bed.

He didn’t ask permission. He didn’t even hesitate. He caught Allie’s wrist and pulled her up, not gently, but not to hurt—just with a brute, clumsy urgency. She let herself be gathered, let him press her backward into the mattress. The force of it knocked the lamp, which jittered on the nightstand but didn’t fall.

Todd kissed her with his whole mouth, clumsy and too hard, his hands wild in her hair, her face, her throat. The kiss tasted of salt and ruin, and she clung to it, dug her nails into his shoulder, his back, until she could feel his heartbeat through the skin. He pressed her down, their bodies aligning in a mess of awkward limbs and aftershock shivers.

He didn’t bother undressing. He just yanked his fly open and freed himself, already rock-hard, the flush of his arousal so intense it bordered on rage. Allie felt the head of his cock press against her, and then she gasped as he pushed inside—no finesse, no teasing, just the ragged, desperate need to claim what he’d already seen taken.

The first thrust punched the air from her lungs, and she arched into it, letting the momentum batter them both. Todd was never rough with her, not like this, but tonight he moved with a punishing force. He buried his face in her neck, inhaled her sweat and the stranger’s cologne that lingered on her skin, and bit down—hard enough to leave a mark, but not quite to break the surface.

Allie wrapped her legs around his waist, locking her ankles, pulling him deeper. She wanted to feel everything, to take the burn of it and turn it into something new. The room was still thick with Evan’s scent, with the humid tang of latex and sex, but Todd was a different heat altogether—sharp and wild, nothing measured, nothing rehearsed.

They didn’t speak. The only sounds were the slap of skin, the gasp and sob of air through clenched teeth, and the wet, obscene percussion of their bodies colliding.

Todd found her mouth again, kissed her so hard her lip split, and she tasted blood, salt, the ghost of bourbon from earlier in the night. She kissed him back, bit him, too, her hands clawing at his scalp, pulling him closer, wanting to get as much of him inside her as she could.

It didn’t last long. Neither of them wanted it to. When Todd came, it was with a shudder so intense it lifted him off the bed, his arms locked around her so tight she felt her ribs compress. She felt him pulse inside her, felt the aftershocks ripple through his whole body, and that was enough to drag her over, too—one last, savage orgasm that left her shaking and breathless.

They collapsed together, a pile of sweat and skin and wreckage. Todd rolled onto his back, panting, his chest heaving. Allie lay beside him, her head on his shoulder, her hand pressed flat to his stomach. For a long time, neither spoke. The only sound was the distant whoosh of cars outside and the faint mechanical pulse of the lamp as it hummed against the dark.

There was no conversation. No confession. Just the heat fading, the world settling back into its ordinary shape.

On the nightstand, the empty condom wrapper glinted in the lamplight. Allie watched it, eyes half-lidded, her pulse visible at her throat. Todd stared up at the ceiling, one hand curled around her wrist, the other flat and open, as if holding on to something he couldn’t see.

They stayed that way, tangled, uncertain, until the blue glow of morning started to leak through the window.


Chapter 5

It started with the headboard knocking against the wall in a dull, repetitive thud that she felt in her back teeth. The sheets were already off the mattress, bunched around her ankles, the fitted corner pulled loose by the force of Evan’s thrusts. Her vision was reduced to three things: the slats of the headboard, Evan’s hands wrapped massive and dark around her waist, and the split shadow of Todd reflected in the dresser mirror across the room.

The lamp on Todd’s nightstand was the only light—a wan, jaundiced glow that threw everything into sharp, filmy relief. It made the scene look like a photograph half-developed, all bones and shadow. Allie’s hair was damp, stuck to her cheek, her mouth open so wide she could feel her own pulse in her teeth. Each time Evan bottomed out, she let out a guttural sound, less a moan than a warning.

Todd sat in the green velvet chair in the corner, the same one they’d ordered after the wedding and almost never used. He was frozen, hands flat on his thighs, his face arranged into something almost polite, like a man waiting for a bus. The room was filled with the wet, clapping sound of skin and Allie’s ragged panting. The noise was obscene, amplified by the hush of the house—no music, no TV, nothing to cover the animal fact of it.

Evan didn’t speak. He just moved, piston-smooth, sweat running off his temples and down the lines of his back. The condom was perfunctory, rolled on at the last second, its wrapper tossed carelessly onto the nightstand where it glared in the lamplight. When he first entered her, the difference was instant—Allie had grunted, half-shocked at the stretch, knuckles white against the headboard. Now there was only the headboard, the pressure, the next thrust, her whole mind narrowed down to the inch of space between them.

He wrapped a hand around her hip, so wide his thumb almost reached her navel. The other hand found her shoulder, holding her steady as he fucked her deeper. There was a bruise already forming there, the shape of his fingers in stark violet against her pale skin. She liked that. Liked the way her body looked marked and used.

“Jesus,” Todd said, the word soft, reverent, almost involuntary.

Evan heard it. He smiled, just a flash of teeth in the half-dark, and slowed his pace, grinding in so deep Allie nearly sobbed.

“She’s so fucking tight,” Evan said, low, for Todd’s benefit. “You ever stretch her like this, man?”

Todd didn’t answer, but the vein in his neck bulged. His eyes went glassy, tracking the slide of Evan’s cock in and out, the slick gleam of latex, the ring of Allie’s cunt stretched around him.

Evan leaned in, his chest pressing Allie’s back, mouth close to her ear. “You want your husband to see how much you love this?” he growled, just for her. “How much you need this black cock?”

Allie nodded, unable to form words, her face smashed into the pillow. Her ass was high, thighs trembling, her cunt gushing around him. She wanted to scream, wanted to say Yes, fuck me, fuck me like you own me, but all that came out was a strangled whimper.

He pulled her higher, off her knees, forcing her to arch for him. The new angle made her see stars. The slap of their bodies was louder now, echoing off the hardwood. In the mirror, Allie could see the line of her back, the way Evan’s frame dwarfed hers, the shine of sweat on his skin. She saw Todd’s reflection, too, saw him biting his fist, saw his free hand working at his crotch, not even pretending anymore.

Evan’s voice filled the room. “You want me to ruin you? Want me to make you a real slut in front of your little white husband?”

“Fuck, yes,” Allie gasped, shocked at her own voice—how broken, how desperate it sounded. “I want it. Please.”

He drove into her harder, faster. “Say it. Say what you are.”

She choked on her own spit, then spat it out onto the pillow. “I’m a black cock slut. I want you to fuck me harder, show him how it’s done, please, just fucking—”

He clamped a hand over her mouth, muffling her scream as she came. The orgasm racked her from scalp to toes, her whole body convulsing so violently she lost vision for a second. Her cunt clamped down on Evan’s cock, milking him, and he groaned, deep and guttural, but kept moving, fucking her through the aftershocks.

Todd watched, eyes glued to the scene, his breathing almost as ragged as Allie’s. He was jerking off now, openly, hand working his cock in a punishing grip. There was a kind of pain in his face, like he hated what he was seeing but couldn’t turn away.

Evan leaned forward, sweat dripping onto Allie’s back, and hissed, “You take it so good. You love it. You want me to breed you, don’t you?”

The word detonated in Allie’s head. She nearly blacked out, the wave of pleasure so intense it left her clawing at the sheets.

“God, yes. I want your cum in me. I want you to breed me in front of my husband, make him watch—”

Evan pounded her then, the bed frame crashing into the wall, every thrust threatening to snap her in half. He was close, she could feel it, the way his cock swelled and jerked inside her.

“You hear that?” Evan called, looking straight at Todd, whose eyes were wild, mouth open. “Your wife wants to be bred by a black bull. She wants to be a fucking whore for me. She’ll never be tight for you again.”

Todd shuddered, a choked sound escaping his throat as he came, his release a messy smear against his jeans where his hand was still clenched.

Evan snarled and grabbed Allie by the hair, yanking her head back so she was looking straight into the mirror. “Watch yourself, bitch. Watch yourself get fucked by a real man.”

She saw it, saw her own eyes gone wide and blank, mouth slack with need. She loved the way she looked: fucked open, destroyed, not herself at all. The sight pushed her into another orgasm, this one less a peak than a long, shivering plateau.

Evan slowed, then slammed into her once, twice, three times, and came. She could feel it, even through the condom, the heat of it. He held her there, both of them trembling, his cock still throbbing inside her.

When he pulled out, he did it slow, savoring the drag, letting Allie feel every millimeter. She collapsed onto the bed, face in the sheets, cunt spasming. She barely registered the sound of the condom snapping off, the wet slap as Evan knotted it and dropped it into the trash. He dressed without a word, his movements precise and efficient, and paused only once—to look at Todd, whose face was still fixed on Allie, eyes shining with some unreadable emotion.

Evan buttoned his shirt, checked his phone, then slipped out the door. The air he left behind was thick with the scent of his cologne, sharp and clean over the smell of sweat and sex—a scent that clung to the sheets, to her skin.

The house was silent except for Allie’s gasping breaths.

Todd sat in the chair, motionless for a full minute, then crossed the room in three strides. He gripped Allie by the hips and pulled her upright, spinning her around so she landed hard on her back. He yanked down his pants, his cock still hard, slick with his own cum. Without warning, he slammed into her, no preamble, no hesitation.

Allie screamed at the sensation—raw and so soon after Evan, the stretch still there, her cunt aching and used. Todd fucked her with a violence she’d never seen in him before. He gripped her wrists above her head, pinned her to the mattress, his mouth a feral snarl at her throat.

There was nothing gentle, nothing familiar. He was almost sobbing as he thrust, his eyes squeezed shut, his whole body shaking. Allie let him take what he needed. She wanted to be ruined for him, wanted to be the wreckage he had to put back together.

He came fast, slamming deep and holding there, chest heaving. For a moment, they were both frozen, every muscle locked.

Then Todd collapsed onto her, crushing her into the mattress, and finally, finally let himself cry. The sound was muffled against her neck, but she felt every shake of it, every wet breath.

Allie wrapped her legs around his back, holding him in place, and stroked his hair as he shook. She didn’t say anything. There was nothing left to say.

When they finally separated, the room told the whole story—sheets tangled and half-off the bed, two used condoms glinting in the lamplight, the mirror streaked with sweat. The smell of sex was thick and heavy, impossible to ignore.

Allie rolled to her side and closed her eyes, letting the aftershocks roll through her. Todd sat on the edge of the bed, head in his hands, but she could feel his eyes on her, the way he watched her body, the bruises and the marks, the evidence of what had just happened.

She smiled, slow and tired, and whispered, “You liked it.”

Todd didn’t answer, but she saw his hands clench and unclench, saw the flush of want and shame bloom on his face.

They lay there, breathing, the house settling around them.

She closed her eyes, but the image of Todd’s face—that mix of want and shame—was burned onto the back of her lids.

…

The third time, it felt almost rehearsed. Still in their bedroom, with the same lamp casting the same shadows. Allie wasn’t sure if they’d even bothered to change the sheets; she could still smell the lingering mix of his cologne, her sweat, and something sharper, like latex.

Evan wasted no time. He stripped off his shirt, dropped it onto the radiator, and joined her at the edge of the bed. His hands found her hips—always her hips—and manhandled her into position, ass perched on the mattress, feet barely grazing the floor. He didn’t ask if she was ready, didn’t need to. She was slick the moment he touched her, her body recognizing him before her brain caught up.

This time, the condom wrapper sat on the nightstand, unopened, a silent witness to what they all wanted and what none of them could quite say. Evan lined up at her entrance, the heavy crown of his cock nudging at her lips, parting her inch by inch. He leaned over her, his mouth at her ear.

“You want it raw, don’t you,” he murmured, not a question.

Allie shivered, her hands fisting the sheets. She glanced at the nightstand, then at Todd, who stood at the foot of the bed, not even pretending to sit this time. He watched her, watched them, jaw clenched so tight she wondered if his teeth would break. His hand was flat on his thigh, fingers white.

Evan slid inside, slow at first, then harder, the stretch just as punishing as before. No condom. Nothing between them but heat and the sound of her gasping. For a few thrusts, he fucked her bare, slow and deep, and the friction was electric. Allie felt the difference instantly—the burn, the slide, the knowledge of what they were doing. She looked up at Todd, and in that moment, their eyes met and held.

He saw it, saw her taking another man raw, saw the flush on her chest and the sweat at her temples, and his own cock jerked in his hand. There was a look in his face—jealousy, awe, maybe hunger. Maybe all of it at once.

Evan didn’t last long. He pulled out, reaching for the wrapper, but he did it slowly, one hand still wrapped around the base of his cock, keeping himself on edge. The pause stretched, a second too long, then two, then three. The silence was a presence in the room, thick as velvet. Allie wanted to say something, to beg him to fuck her raw, to let him finish inside her, but her mouth was dry, the words glued to the roof of her mouth.

Finally, Evan tore the wrapper open with his teeth, rolled on the condom in a motion so slick it was almost part of the fuck itself, and plunged back inside her. The latex felt like a loss, a withdrawal, but then the pace changed, and he made up for it with the violence of his thrusts.

Allie came twice before he did, her cries muffled by his hand on her throat, the bed frame slamming into the wall with every stroke. Todd came too, painting the sheets near her knee, but kept watching, never breaking eye contact with her until the very end.

When it was over, Evan stayed deep inside for a long time, breathing hard, his hands kneading her thighs like he was trying to memorize them. Then he pulled out, peeled off the condom, and left it hanging off the edge of the nightstand.

No one said anything about the pause.

No one said anything at all.

…

The fourth time, they went to a hotel. High-floor, view of a parking garage, a bedsheet that smelled of bleach and old cigarettes. The only light came from the bathroom, the door cracked just enough to cast a wedge of pale yellow across the carpet. A hum from the wall unit, a steady drip from the sink—the sounds of a place where no one lived.

Allie was naked before Evan finished closing the door, her body moving on some automatic, needy script. Evan was already hard, tearing open a condom wrapper. He paused with the latex at the tip of his cock, his eyes finding hers, the unspoken question hanging in the air.

She lay back on the edge of the bed, knees apart, heart hammering. Todd was in the chair again, this one a battered club chair with a cigarette burn in the armrest. He was less than three feet away, but it felt like he was watching from a different world. His eyes were wide and bright, hands folded tight in his lap, knuckles white against the skin.

Evan lined himself up. He pressed the head to her slit, rubbing it up and down, not teasing, just letting her feel the size, the weight. His hand lingered, and Allie watched him as he paused, looking down at her, then at the condom, then at her again.

For a long, trembling second, no one moved.

Allie said, “I want it. Please.”

Evan’s eyes flickered. He peeled off the condom with a single twist, tossed it onto the bedspread, and pressed the head to her again. This time, when he slid in, there was no latex, no barrier. Just heat, just skin, just the raw, wet sound of him parting her.

Allie gasped, her body clamping down, the sensation so much more than she’d remembered, so much more than she could have imagined. The drag was different, the friction; she felt every pulse, every ridge. He pushed in slow, feeding her inch by inch, until she was split wide and burning. She let out a sob, equal parts pain and relief, and wrapped her legs around his back.

Todd made a sound then, something between a groan and a whimper. Allie turned her head and saw him watching, jaw unhinged, hands now in his lap and gripping his own cock through his jeans. She held his eyes as Evan started to fuck her, long slow strokes, his hands digging into her hips.

The slap of skin was louder now, wetter, the sound filling every space in the shabby little room. Allie felt herself come undone, nerves sparking, the orgasm threatening to tear her apart. She reached back, grabbed the headboard, and arched up to take him deeper.

Evan grunted, his rhythm never faltering. “You like it raw, don’t you?”

Allie nodded, teeth gritted. “Yes. Yes, god, yes—”

He leaned in, hand around her throat, his mouth close to her ear. “Tell your husband what you want me to do.”

She stared at Todd, lips trembling. “I want him to fill me. I want to take his cum. I want him to ruin me for you, right here, right in front of you.”

Todd’s hand worked faster. His face was glazed, lost, like he was high on the fumes of what was happening.

Evan let go of her throat and grabbed her ass, lifting her off the bed. He fucked her with savage, punishing force. The whole mattress creaked; the sound of it would have carried through a dozen closed doors. Allie was screaming now, open-mouthed, not even trying to hold it back.

She came, hard, her whole body seizing up. She felt herself gush, felt the sheets go wet under her. Evan slammed into her and held, buried to the hilt, cock throbbing as he emptied inside her. She could feel it, every jet, every pulse. She wanted to scream for more, but there was no air left.

Evan stayed inside, panting, one hand holding her hip, the other pressed flat to the bed. He pulled out slow, the mess of their bodies leaking down her thighs. She lay there, eyes closed, listening to the pounding of her own heart.

No one spoke.

Evan dressed with the same economy as always. He checked his phone, slid on his jacket, and left without looking back.

The door clicked shut. The room was suddenly cold.

Allie rolled to her side, knees to her chest. She felt the cum running out of her, pooling on the sheets. She didn’t care.

Todd was already across the room, crouched by the bed. He touched her hair, her shoulder, her hip, as if checking for broken bones.

“Are you okay?” he asked, voice raw.

Allie nodded. “I wanted it.”

Todd swallowed, then slid onto the bed beside her, holding her close. His hands were shaking.

“It just happened,” he said, the words barely more than a breath.

Allie looked at him. She didn’t disagree.

They stayed like that, silent, until the sun started to rise over the parking garage and the first car door slammed somewhere below them.

…

The morning after was the kind of grey that made the whole world feel underwater. Allie woke to the taste of her own tongue, dry and bitter, and the grainy texture of Todd’s pillowcase pressed into her cheek. It was their bedroom, their house, but the light was all wrong. She pulled the comforter tighter around her chest and sat up, feeling the soreness in her thighs and the tenderness at the base of her spine.

Todd was still sleeping, one arm thrown over his head. His hair was a mess, sticking up at odd angles. A dark bruise bloomed on his jaw. She couldn’t remember if it was from her teeth or Evan’s elbow; the whole night was a sequence of overexposed, blurry images she couldn’t quite put in order.

The house was quiet. Too quiet. No birds, no cars, just the faint rumble of the heater and the whir of the refrigerator down the hall.

Allie stood up, sheets falling to her ankles, and padded to the bathroom. Her reflection was a stranger—red eyes, wild hair, a bite mark on her collarbone and fingerprint bruises along her waist. She ran water, splashed her face, and watched as the droplets traced down her neck, pooling in the hollow above her sternum. She didn’t bother with makeup. There was nothing to cover.

She returned to the bedroom and sat on the edge of the mattress, hands folded in her lap. The room smelled like sex and sweat and the citrus tang of the detergent they’d started using in an effort to make things feel “fresh.” It hadn’t worked. If anything, the newness of the scent only made the oldness of everything else more apparent.

Todd woke with a start, the kind of gasp that sounded like a man surfacing from deep water. He looked at Allie, then at the window, then at her again. For a long time, he didn’t speak.

She traced the pattern on the comforter, her nails short and bitten. “You okay?” she said.

Todd nodded, but then shook his head. “Are you?”

“I think so.”

A pause. The heater kicked on and made the register clatter.

Todd sat up, cradling his head. “Did you…” He let the sentence trail off, but the meaning was clear.

“Yeah,” Allie said. “I wanted it.”

He exhaled, shoulders slumping. “I know.”

Another silence. Then, very softly, Todd said, “Are you scared?”

Allie thought about the taste of Evan’s skin, the way her cunt had ached for hours after, the hot slip of cum leaking out of her in the cab ride home. She remembered the way her body had taken over, how her brain had flickered out and let pure want drive the machinery.

She nodded. “A little.”

Todd reached for her hand. His palm was cold, but the pressure was real. He squeezed.

“It’s just…” He trailed off again, like he’d run out of vocabulary.

Allie finished for him. “It’s just what we wanted.”

“Yeah.”

They sat like that for a long time, fingers tangled, the silence in the room a heavy, breathing thing.

Allie felt the tension building in her chest, something between panic and laughter. She pressed her free hand to her stomach, flat and unmarked, and let herself imagine. The possibilities. The consequences. The next time.

A bubble of something hot and hysterical rose in Allie’s chest. She pressed her lips together, fighting it down, but then Todd let out a sharp, high note—less a laugh than a hiccup of pure disbelief. That’s what broke her. A snort escaped, then a giggle, and suddenly they were both laughing, a wild, unspooling sound that clawed its way up their throats until it was half a sob.

Then they were in each other’s arms, clutching tight, holding on as if to keep from floating away. Todd kissed her neck, her shoulder, her mouth, rough and hungry, and Allie pulled him down with her into the mattress. The sheets were still twisted and damp from the night before, but neither of them cared.

This time, it was different. There was no anger, no edge of competition, just a need to connect, to fuse skin to skin. Todd moved inside her with a slowness that bordered on reverence, his hands never leaving her body. Allie wrapped her legs around him and held on, digging her nails into his back, leaving her own marks to match the ones Evan had left.

They fucked until the light through the curtains shifted from grey to the weak gold of mid-morning. Afterward, they lay together, sweat cooling, the world outside sharpening into focus.

Her phone was on the nightstand. She reached over, her thumb waking the screen. The period tracker app sat in the corner, its icon a small, potent square. She didn’t open it, but her eyes lingered there for a second too long. When she looked up, Todd was watching her hand, his expression unreadable.

They didn’t say anything. There was no need.

They knew what they’d done, and what might come next.

Outside, a car door slammed somewhere down the street, and a dog started barking, and the ordinary world went on without her.


Chapter 6

The front door’s latch barely echoed down the hallway, but both of them heard it. The house, made of cheap drywall and pilled carpet, suddenly felt older, as if it had collapsed inward on the violence it had just witnessed. The air in the bedroom still vibrated with the last moans and shouts, a chemical haze of sweat and expensive cologne, of raw cunt and the coppery tang of bruised skin.

Allie lay sprawled, half-off the bed, her arm draped down to the carpet, knuckles grazing the matted beige the way a dropped thing just stops where it lands. The sheets underneath her were wrecked—twisted, soaked, spotted with slick trails and handprints. Her chest rose and fell, sharp at first, then stuttering toward a more human rhythm. She could feel every beat of her heart in the spread of her thighs, the leak of something warm still running down her asscrack. The lamp on the nightstand was the only witness, its shade canted at an angle that sent a ragged wedge of amber across the room, striping her skin in lurid, liquid bands.

Todd hadn’t moved. He stood a foot from the bed, belt half-buckled, jeans pushed down his hips. His T-shirt was stretched and darkened at the collar, sweat staining the armpits. His hands flexed and unflexed at his sides, useless, and his eyes were locked on the arch of Allie’s back—on the two perfect prints of Evan’s hands, which still marked her in parallel streaks from hip to rib.

The house fell quiet but for the rasp of Allie’s breath and the faint squish each time she shifted on the wet mattress. Todd’s eyes never left her, tracking the bruised imprints circling her wrists, the two perfect handprints Evan had left on her back. He tried to swallow, but his throat was desert-dry. Every part of him vibrated with a need so violent and unclear he thought he might either shatter or kill something.

Allie rolled to her side, the sheets peeling from her skin with a sound like tearing wax paper. Her thigh burned where the stubble on Evan’s jaw had left a rash. The inside of her knee was sticky, a mix of sweat and spit and that last, dangerous flush of cum. She barely noticed it. All her focus was on Todd, the way he hovered near the bed, eyes black and wide, mouth half open.

He moved before she could say a word, a single step closing the space between them. For a moment he just loomed, his shadow falling across her body. Then he was on the bed, his knees sinking into the mattress on either side of her, pinning her with his weight. His hands found her hips, the grip rough, and she tensed, expecting a shake, a cruel word. Instead, he just lined himself up and shoved inside her.

She gasped—no warning, no finesse, just the sharp, wet punch of his cock, still raw and bright with arousal. He was smaller than Evan, so much smaller, but the difference was a shock to her system. The aftershocks of the fuck from earlier made her hypersensitive, every ridge of Todd’s shaft a live wire. The mess inside her—the cum, the sweat, the leftovers of a stranger—made it so slippery she barely registered the friction at first. But Todd went slow, at least for the first few strokes, and the drag of his skin inside her finally set her nerves ablaze.

He didn’t speak. He just braced his hands on either side of her ribcage and began to fuck her with a steady, relentless rhythm. Each time he bottomed out, the tip of his cock nudged against her cervix, and she could feel the heat of his breath on her neck. The lamp threw shadows over his face, carving deep hollows in his cheekbones, and his eyes glittered, locked on the place where their bodies met.

Allie let her head fall back, legs trembling as she wrapped them around Todd’s waist. She could feel how desperate he was, how close to the edge, and the knowledge was a drug. It wasn’t the same deep, gut-level pounding Evan had given her; this was frantic, almost pathetic, and that made it even hotter. He was trying to fuck the other man out of her, and all he was doing was driving him deeper.

He bent over her, nose mashed into her shoulder, and fucked her harder. The headboard clattered against the wall. Allie arched up, pushing back against him, chasing the raw, urgent feeling. She didn’t want to think; she only wanted to feel him breaking apart inside her.

The first words came out of her almost by accident, a bare scrape of sound:

“You’re not using a condom.”

Todd’s hips stuttered, just for a beat. His hands tightened on her waist, almost as if to steady himself.

“No,” he said, voice gravelly. “Not tonight.”

She dug her nails into his shoulder, leaving marks. “It’s still in me. His cum.”

That did something to him—she felt his cock jump, felt the pace kick up another gear. His face twisted, somewhere between agony and triumph.

“Fuck, Allie,” he growled. “You’re so full of him. You like it, don’t you.”

She didn’t answer. She didn’t have to.

He fucked her faster, the sound of skin on skin obscene, slick, and echoing. Allie clawed at his back, her breath coming in short, animal bursts. She couldn’t stop thinking about it—the feel of Evan’s load shooting deep inside, hot and thick, a pool of it still left in her. She could feel Todd’s cock stirring it, pushing it higher up her channel. The image sent a pulse of want straight to her core.

The bed frame groaned. The lamp shook on the nightstand, flickering shadows over the ceiling. Allie’s legs started to shake. She bucked up against Todd, meeting each thrust, her vision going white at the edges.

He bent down, lips to her ear, his voice rough and hungry. “You’re ovulating soon, aren’t you?”

She didn’t answer, just moaned as he drove deeper, and the sound was all the confirmation he needed.


“Do it,” he growled, the words a command against her skin. “Let him breed you.” 

Her breath hitched. She looked at him, searching his face in the amber light. Her voice was a bare whisper. “And what if I get pregnant with… a Black baby?”

“Fuck,” he groaned, his hips slamming into hers, bruising. “That’s so hot, babe.”

Todd’s whole body jerked. He was there, right at the edge, and her words shoved him over. He drove into her, each thrust deeper than the last, his hands shaking on her hips as he repeated it like a prayer. “A Black baby… fuck…”

Allie came, hard. Her vision narrowed to a single bright point, her body clamped down on Todd’s cock, squeezing out every drop. She screamed, the sound muffled by Todd’s mouth on her throat, his teeth sinking into her skin. Her muscles locked, then shuddered, her cunt milking him, taking everything.

Todd came with a grunt, hips locked to hers. She could feel him pulsing inside, mixing with the slick of Evan’s load. The sensation was so filthy, so complete, that it sent aftershocks through her, waves that rolled from belly to toes and back.

They collapsed together, a tangle of limbs on ruined sheets. After a long moment, Todd rolled to his side, but his hand stayed on her stomach, fingers splayed out over her womb. It wasn’t a gentle touch; it was a brand. Allie stared at him, at his wide, wet eyes fixed on the ceiling. The amber lamplight caught the slick on her inner thighs, the sheen of sweat on his back. In the silence, she could feel the faint, foreign throb deep inside her, where two men’s futures now mixed into one.


Chapter 7

Evan was already inside her when the late sun cracked through the slatted curtains, banding the bedroom in stripes of honey and bruise. The bedspread—still twisted and damp from last time—bunched around Allie’s knees, pinning her in place as Evan’s hands caged her hips, holding her exactly where he wanted. His rhythm was steady, at odds with the dark heat of his body. Slow. Even. Each thrust pressed her flat into the mattress; he let her rise, just barely, before pulling her down again. The only noise was the hush of breath and the muffled percussion of skin on skin.

Todd watched from the same green velvet chair as before, its seat permanently concaved by his weight and the history of what had happened in this room. He wore jeans and a T-shirt, but his feet were bare, toes flexed against the edge of the rug. His fingers had found the carved wooden edge of the armrests and pressed in, nails gone pale against the grain. The chair had been angled just so, a stage-side view, close enough for detail but far enough to keep him out of the light. He looked like he might be holding his breath.

Allie’s fingers curled into the bedding. She couldn’t decide whether to press her face into the pillow or keep her chin up, so she alternated: gasping for air, then burying herself, letting Evan’s rhythm do what it wanted with her spine. He didn’t talk. He didn’t have to. The difference was obvious: the absence of latex, the raw slide of him inside her, the way her cunt gave and gave, more with each stroke. The first time had been a negotiation. Now, no one even mentioned it. Bare was the new arrangement. The only arrangement.

Evan’s hands looked even bigger against her waist now. Dark, wide-palmed, one thumb skimming the ridge of her iliac crest while the other anchored at her belly. Each time he pulled her back, she felt the swell of his cock root-deep, hitting nerves she hadn’t even known she had. Her thighs trembled, not with fear but from the effort of holding on, of giving herself over to his size, his pace, the fact of him.

She risked a glance at the mirror over the dresser. It caught her at an angle, a movie still: her ass framed by Evan’s hips, the flex and release of his abdominals as he drove into her, the wet sheen tracking down the inside of her leg. She was blushed from the jaw down, red and slick and ruined. Her eyes looked back at her like a stranger’s, too wide, too bright, her mouth slack and wet.

Todd’s gaze was glued to the scene. Not just to Allie, but to the point where Evan’s body disappeared into hers. He watched the slow, relentless grind, the almost clinical way Evan stretched her open, then watched the ripple in her back as she adjusted to take him deeper, as if her body was being remade one stroke at a time. He didn’t touch himself, but his jaw worked back and forth, grinding on nothing, like a man trying to break something between his back teeth.

Evan shifted his grip, pulling Allie up so her shoulders rose from the bed. The new angle made her gasp, and he caught her around the middle, fucking her with a force that was almost slow-motion—so deep she could feel it in her throat, so patient she thought she’d go insane. He kept at it, relentless, the same pace, the same invasion, until she broke, the orgasm coming with no warning. It wasn’t a scream this time, just a full-body tremor that left her clawing at the sheets, legs spasming against his thighs.

Evan let her ride it out. Only then did he speed up—two, three, four hard strokes—and when he finished, he stayed inside her, chest pressed to her back, both of them frozen in place. Allie felt the shudder of him as he came, the way his breath went sharp and hot in her ear, the brutal pulse of warmth as he emptied himself. She stayed pinned beneath him, unable or unwilling to move.

The room went silent except for their breathing and the small, wet noises where they were still joined.

Todd’s hands fell from the chair arms. He flexed his stiff fingers once, twice, then stood. He stood, then crossed the room in three steps, stopping at the edge of the bed. For a second he just watched the tangle of their bodies. Then, very slowly, he crouched at Allie’s side, his hand reaching out to where Evan’s cock still filled her, and traced the slick line where their fluids mixed and tracked down her thigh.

Allie’s eyes found Todd’s. She watched his face as he touched her, the way he measured her pulse at the femoral artery with a thumb, the way he circled the smear of cum and pushed it gently back inside her. She didn’t say a word.

Evan slipped out with a wet sound, the kind that would have been obscene if it weren’t so matter-of-fact. He dressed with a detached efficiency—boxers, jeans, a quick buttoning of his shirt. No apology in his movements. He didn’t say goodbye. Just caught Todd’s eye, nodded once, and let himself out. The door clicked shut.

The bedroom, suddenly twice as large, held only the sound of the furnace and the tick of the digital clock on the nightstand.

Todd’s hand didn’t leave Allie’s leg. He stayed crouched beside her, thumb still moving in slow circles, drawing patterns in the evidence Evan had left behind. Allie’s head rolled to the side, her cheek flattening against the ruined sheet. Her hand snaked out and found Todd’s, pressing it flat to her thigh, holding it there as the warmth of what had just happened leaked from her body and soaked into the mattress.

Neither spoke. The amber light crept up the wall, thinning into nothing as the sun set, and the room grew colder around them, the air thick and almost sweet.

For a long time, nothing moved but their hands, and the dark stain spreading wide across the sheets.

…

The second time, it was still dark when Evan arrived. The world outside was compressed to wet asphalt and sodium vapor, a syrupy blue-black that made the bedroom seem warmer by contrast. Allie heard the door before she saw him, the click of the latch and the slow, deliberate tread of his boots on the hallway tile. She hadn’t bothered to put on underwear; the sleep shirt hung almost transparent against her skin, hem barely covering the dark slash of her mound.

Evan paused at the door, a silhouette even larger in the half-light. He said nothing. He didn’t have to. He closed the distance in three strides, hands already at her waist, fingers sliding under the fabric. He raised her arms with a wordless gesture, tugged the shirt up and off. For a second, her body flashed cool in the early morning air, and her nipples peaked from more than just want.

Todd was there, already awake, already in the chair, which he’d pushed even closer to the foot of the bed. He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, his jaw resting on his knuckles. He tracked every microexpression on Allie’s face, but the focus was different now—not questioning, not fighting it, just a fixed, dark attention that consumed every detail.

There was no easing into it. Evan planted a hand in the small of her back and bent her over, palms on the edge of the mattress, ass canted high. His other hand gripped the base of her neck, knuckles pressing against the vertebrae, controlling the arch of her spine with subtle, brutal pressure. Allie’s feet scissored for purchase on the hardwood, toes splayed. She felt the tip of his cock—already rock hard—slide through her folds, finding its mark without hesitation. The first thrust was all the way in, balls to the seam of her cunt, splitting her wide with the slap of skin and the wet give of her insides.

Allie didn’t cry out. She bit the sheet and keened, low, like an animal stuck somewhere between pain and gratitude. The stretch was familiar now, but never routine. Each time, Evan seemed to discover a new depth, a new angle to punish her. He fucked her slow, at first, letting her open to him, then shifted gears—short, savage pumps, his pelvis hammering against the curve of her ass. Each time he bottomed out, her vision flickered, white pinpricks blooming behind her eyelids.

Her muscles quivered, on the edge of failing, and a wave of surrender washed through her. She let go, her body going pliant under his hands.

Evan grabbed a fistful of hair, winding it around his fingers like a leash. He wrenched her head back, forcing her to look at the wall, at the shadows, at nothing. “Take it,” he muttered, almost a hiss, and drove into her, deeper, faster. The hand on her back pressed her down, flattening her to the mattress, forcing her shoulders to collapse. She tried to brace, but her arms buckled. The sound of her breath, wet and desperate, filled the room.

Todd watched. He’d stopped pretending to look away. His eyes were locked on the spread of Allie’s cheeks, the place where Evan’s cock disappeared inside her, the flash of slick each time he withdrew. There was nothing clinical about it. His hands were in fists so tight the knuckles had gone purple.

Evan leaned over, blanketing her body with his, and fucked her in long, punishing strokes. “Again,” he growled, the word hot against the shell of her ear. Allie felt her cunt clench, the friction electric, her thighs shaking with the effort to keep upright. Her legs were giving out, knees buckling, and still he drove into her, his arm locked around her waist the only reason she stayed up. The orgasm was close, ugly and insistent, a pressure low in her belly that made her teeth clench. She shoved back against him, chasing it, her palms slipping against the wall.

She came with a strangled whine, teeth digging into the sheets, legs vibrating. Evan kept going, relentless, fucking her through the aftershocks until her whole body spasmed around him. He lasted another dozen strokes, then gripped her hips and pulled her hard onto him, burying himself to the hilt. She felt the jerk, the hot flood, the unmistakable pulse as he seeded her. He stayed like that, locked inside, for a count of ten, then a count of twenty, hands branding her hips, breath heavy against her shoulder.

He pulled out slow, dragging her open, and the evidence of him followed: thick, wet, leaking from her raw cunt and down the inside of her thigh. She collapsed onto the bed, arms limp, face pressed sideways into the pillow, legs still splayed.

Evan dressed in the dark. The rasp of his zipper was the only sound as he pulled up his jeans and slipped out of the room. The sound of his boots receded, then faded completely.

Allie stayed where she was, breathing hard, the mess between her legs cooling on her skin.

Todd stood, slow and careful, as if afraid to shatter the silence. He crossed to the side of the bed, crouched, and reached out with two fingers. He pressed them to her pussy, parting her lips to reveal the slick, the streak of white against the red. He didn’t move, just held them there, feeling the pulse of her, the heat and the evidence of what had just happened. Allie exhaled, a shudder running the length of her body.

He pulled his hand back and held his fingers up in the grey half-light, studying the slickness that coated them. He just watched her, watched the way her cunt gaped, watched the slow, continuous ooze of semen onto the comforter.

The sun hadn’t even started to rise, but the day already felt spent. Allie stayed face-down, legs open, waiting for the next moment, whatever it might be.

…

The third time, it was Todd who set it in motion. Not Evan, not Allie. The text itself was a study in negative space: nothing but a time and the address, no punctuation, no please or thank you. Allie saw him send it from the bathroom doorway, her hair still dripping onto the shoulder of her T-shirt, the fog of the shower still drifting into the hall behind her She watched Todd’s thumb jab at the screen, the phone slapping down to the nightstand face-down, as if to prevent it from talking back.

She wrapped her arms around her ribs, a chill prickling her skin where the towel failed. Todd didn’t meet her eyes. He paced, wearing a path in the weave of the carpet between the bed and the window. The lamp was on, but the curtains were open, letting in a flat, sodium glare from the street. Each time Todd turned, the shadows cut across his face, carving new expressions—a jaw set hard enough to crack a tooth, then eyes so wide and dark they seemed hollowed out.

Evan’s knock came half an hour later, a single sharp sound, not the sheepish double-tap of a friend but the utilitarian signal of a man summoned for a purpose. He let himself in, as usual, and the air seemed to pressure-drop in the bedroom, as if the walls themselves were bracing for what was about to happen.

This time, Evan didn’t go to Allie first. He caught Todd’s eye, held it a fraction longer than necessary, then turned to her with a smile so small it was almost not a smile. He didn’t speak. He didn’t need to. She let the towel fall, standing in nothing but skin and the old, familiar ache inside her. Evan ran a palm down her side, thumb tracing the line from breast to navel, and nodded toward the bed.

“Lie down,” Todd said, his voice cracking on the final word.

Allie lay back, arms flat at her sides, knees parted. Evan undressed without ceremony, every movement efficient, almost bored. He kicked off his jeans, then his boxers, then crawled onto the bed. The difference in their skin was stark and immediate: her paleness against his brown, his cock resting against her thigh with an intimacy that felt almost too blunt to look at. She shivered, more from anticipation than cold.

Todd stood at the foot of the bed. He didn’t sit, not this time. He folded his arms across his chest, then unfolded them, then balled his hands into fists and let them drop. His eyes never left Allie, but it was unclear what exactly he was seeing.

Evan didn’t rush. He parted Allie’s knees with both hands, wide enough to make the stretch burn in her groin. He lowered his mouth, tongue flicking the seam of her lips, not gentle, not coaxing—just making her wet enough that she could take him. She felt his breath, hot and mean, and the scrape of his teeth as he bit lightly at her clit. It was mechanical, not tender. That was what she needed.

He fingered her, two then three, the stretch brutal and perfect. The slick noises filled the room, punctuated by her breathing, ragged and open. She heard Todd’s own breathing, a counterpoint from the far end of the bed, each inhale sharp, each exhale a study in control.

Evan rose up, bracing himself over her, his cock dark and veined, glistening with the mix of spit and her own need. He lined it up, teased the tip at her opening, then drove it in, all the way, in one movement. Allie arched off the bed, her back bowstring-taut, the fullness more than she’d remembered. She gasped, the sound high and thin, and looked to the foot of the bed.

Todd’s eyes found hers, wide and blazing. She held his gaze as Evan set the pace, slow and devastating, each thrust a punctuation mark, a rewriting of the rules. She couldn’t look away, wouldn’t. Todd’s hands opened and closed, his mouth working through silent words, his legs shaking visibly through the denim.

Evan moved with a patience that felt like violence. He pushed her knees higher, fucking her at a new angle, each time bottoming out, grinding his pelvis against her clit. The sensation was too much; she came, quick and hard, the wave racking her from hips to jaw, her toes curling against Evan’s back. He didn’t slow. He fucked her through it, not breaking rhythm, not letting her down for even a second.

When the next orgasm came, she cried out, not a word but a sound, something desperate and bright. Evan covered her mouth with his hand, muffling her, and kept going, harder now. He drove into her again and again, relentless, and she opened around him, her body giving way with each thrust.

She was leaking, she knew it—felt the mess of it between her thighs, down the crack of her ass and pooling on the comforter. Evan’s hand went to her throat, not tight enough to choke but enough to let her know she couldn’t move, not even if she wanted to.

Todd stepped closer, close enough that Allie could see the veins in his neck, the patch of stubble on his jaw, the way his chest heaved under the thin fabric of his shirt. His hands were at his sides, knuckles white.

Evan was close, she could tell by the rhythm, the angle, the way his grip on her throat tightened. “Ready?” he said, voice a burr against her ear. She nodded, unable to speak, her face turning red, her chest flushed up to her collarbone.

He came with a grunt, burying himself deep, hips locked to hers, cock pulsing. She felt it, the liquid heat flooding her, the obscene fullness, a feeling so final it burned away every other thought.

When Evan finally pulled out, it was slow, deliberate. The cum spilled from her, a river, smeared down her crack and soaking the sheets. Allie reached down, hand shaking, and cupped her pussy, holding the warmth in. She looked up at Todd, who was staring, mouth slightly open, jaw loose, like he'd forgotten how to close it.

Evan dressed, still not speaking, and let himself out. The air in the room was thick, the lamp light sickly and bright, the sheets twisted into a rope at the foot of the bed.

Allie lay there, hand pressed flat to her body, feeling the slow leak between her legs. Todd stood at the foot of the bed, unmoving. His gaze locked on her stomach and stayed there.

They stayed that way for a long time, suspended, until the shadows on the wall began to stretch and the light outside went flat and brown, the way it does before it disappears entirely.


Chapter 8

The clock on the nightstand said 5:47, the digital numbers too sharp against the bedroom’s blue-gray fugue. Allie had been awake for at least an hour, maybe two, her body refusing to go slack even as Todd’s breath sawed in and out, deep and mindless, beside her. She lay flat on her back, arms at her sides, eyes pinned to a water stain on the ceiling that looked, in the weak light, like a dark cloud caught in glass.

For a while she let herself drift in and out of a waking dream—nothing as dramatic as a nightmare, just an endless, looping sensation of falling through the mattress, through the floorboards, through the poured concrete below. There was no fear in it, just motion. Just gravity working as intended.

When she reached for her phone, the motion felt illicit, though Todd didn’t stir. The screen glared to life in the dimness, highlighting the blue half-moons under her eyes. She didn’t check her notifications. Instead, thumb muscle-memoried to the pink-and-white icon, the one she’d downloaded as a half-joke a year ago and now consulted with the regularity of an addict. She flicked through the calendar—this month, last month, the months before. Each circle was a microcosm: a dot here for spotting, a heart for sex, a blue star for a missed day. The app told her what she already knew, but seeing it in hard data was different.

Her period was three days late. Four, depending on what counted as “day one.” She tried to remember: the last time, the exact time, the color of the toilet paper, the volume, the way she’d shrugged and told herself bodies were weird sometimes. She scrolled back, counting the days, lips moving slightly in time with the numbers. Twenty-six. Thirty. Thirty-one. The app’s algorithm suggested “possible conception” with the same cheery neutrality it used to remind her to drink water.

Allie set the phone down, face-first, the glow suffocated by the IKEA birch. The room was still, save for the mechanical click of the thermostat in the hallway and Todd’s oceanic breathing. She wanted to reach over and run her fingers through his hair, but didn’t. He’d told her once that he hated being woken up in the middle of a sleep cycle; it made him feel like he’d never really slept at all.

Instead she got up, slow, careful not to pull at the covers or shift the mattress. Her feet found the cold hardwood, the shock of it grounding. She padded to the bathroom, closing the door with both hands so the latch wouldn’t catch. The light in here was blue-white, the kind that made every flaw on her face—every pore, every undereye groove—stand out in clinical relief.

She stood at the sink, gripping the edges so hard the tips of her fingers went pale. The mirror above was warped at the corner, as if the silver had started to peel back from the glass. Allie stared at herself. Her face looked alien. The eyes too bright, the mouth set in a line she didn’t recognize. Her hair was a chaos halo around her head, frizzing up at the crown where the pillow had rubbed it raw. She wondered what she would look like with a different expression—smiling, crying, anything—but the muscles wouldn’t budge.

She ran the tap, then cupped cold water to her mouth. The metallic taste at the back of her throat came back, just a ghost of it, like biting your tongue days after the wound. She rinsed, spat, watched the water swirl pink around the drain before clearing.

The sleep shirt came off next. Her breasts ached when she lifted her arms, the areolas puffy and dark as bruises. She caught herself prodding at them with the tips of her fingers, as if testing a hypothesis, then stopped. She felt a tightness across her ribs, a subtle inflation that she only noticed when she tried to take a deep breath.

She left the shirt on the counter and stepped into the shower. She didn’t bother waiting for the water to warm up—just stood under the spray, feeling the shock of cold on her scalp, her skin, the line of her spine. The tiles were old and pitted, grout graying with age, but the sensation of standing there was solid. She pressed her palm flat to the wall and just held it there, forehead against the tile, letting the spray numb her shoulders and back.

After a while she shut the water off, toweling herself with short, brutal movements. She dressed in the dark: clean underwear, joggers, a faded T-shirt from a race she’d never run. On her way back to the bedroom, she caught her own reflection again—now blurred, almost smudged out, her features softened by the condensation already crawling across the bathroom mirror.

Todd hadn’t moved. His arm was thrown wide, fingers splayed across her side of the mattress. His face, half-sunk in the pillow, looked younger. Less wary. For a second, Allie let herself imagine what it would be like to crawl back into bed and fold herself into that space, to wake him gently and tell him what she thought she knew. But the vision flickered, replaced by the reality of the still, dark room and the clock now reading 6:04.

She sat on the edge of the bed. Not on top of the covers, but half-under them, knees drawn up, eyes on the ceiling again. She left the phone on the nightstand, screen black, app open and hidden in the darkness. She tried not to think about what came next.

Instead, she lay down, fully dressed, her hair damp and smelling faintly of minerals and city water. She closed her eyes and counted her heartbeat, waited for the sun to push through the blinds. The phone stayed face-down. She didn’t need to look again to know what it would say.

…

It started before the day even began. Allie woke with her mouth tasting of metal and cotton, her tongue heavy as a spent battery. For a while she tried to lie perfectly still, but her brain refused the offer, firing off a thousand tiny signals: the grit in her eyes, the stretch across her ribs, the drumbeat in her lower belly.

The apartment was a box of soft noises—the hum of the heater, the thunk of the fridge compressor, the hiss of cars on wet pavement below. She padded barefoot to the bathroom, not bothering to close the door behind her. In the mirror, her face looked like someone else’s, half-shaded in the low, sick light of morning. She squeezed toothpaste onto the brush, but the smell—a high, sweet, almost floral note—turned her stomach. She gagged, spit, and for a second had to clutch the sink with both hands to keep from dropping to her knees. The wave passed, but left a fizzing in her limbs, a tremor that wouldn’t quiet down.

Todd had left coffee for her on the kitchen counter: a single-serve pod, still steaming, next to the mug she’d bought at the art fair. She sat at her laptop and stared at the cup. It looked the same as always, but when she lifted it, the smell clawed at the inside of her skull. She set it down, nudged it to the far edge of the desk, then opened her laptop. The screen flickered with unread emails, system updates, spam and nothing. She scrolled, answering the most urgent in clipped sentences, then watched the cursor blink in the search bar for a full minute without typing anything.

Every so often she glanced at the phone, but didn’t pick it up. The pink-and-white icon was still open in the background, quietly counting down the hours, the days, the empty space on the calendar.

Todd moved through the rooms around her—a soft-edged, almost spectral presence. He refilled his own coffee, glanced over at her, asked if she wanted breakfast. She shook her head, throat too tight for words. He lingered in the kitchen, measuring out dry cereal, eating it straight from the box with one hand while his other hand scrolled his phone. Allie found herself timing her breaths to the rhythm of his crunching.

Midmorning, Todd appeared in her doorway. He leaned against the jamb, arms folded, looking rumpled and thoughtful. “What do you want for lunch?” he asked.

“Not hungry,” Allie said. She didn’t look up from her screen.

He watched her a moment longer, then nodded and retreated. The silence reknit itself instantly.

By noon the nausea had faded, replaced by a low, stubborn ache behind her eyes. She answered emails, then spent a solid hour arranging and rearranging the folders on her desktop. The urge to clean, to order things, was almost physical. She started a document, typed three sentences, deleted two, then opened a new tab and Googled “early pregnancy symptoms” for the fourth time that week. The sites all said the same things, in the same color-coded bullet points: fatigue, breast tenderness, nausea, missed period, mood swings.

She closed the browser, looked down at her chest. She poked at the soft flesh beneath her T-shirt. It ached, but not in a way she could explain to herself.

She stood, stretched, let her eyes unfocus. For a moment she caught her own reflection in the black glass of the laptop screen. The image made her flinch—a ripple of recognition followed by an immediate turning away.

Todd drifted past the hallway, humming a tune she didn’t know. He stopped at the bookshelf, picked up a novel, read the back cover, put it back. His feet were bare, and each time he took a step, the floor creaked in protest.

At 2:00 he appeared again, this time with a sandwich in hand. He set it down on the edge of her desk, crusts already cut off. “Try to eat,” he said.

She nodded, but didn’t touch it until he’d gone.

The rest of the day sluiced by in waves: short bursts of concentration, followed by minutes of nothing, of blank. By four, her stomach was empty but no longer hostile. She went to the bathroom, locked the door, and sat on the floor with her back to the tub. The tiles were cold and smooth against her thighs.

She pulled out her phone and opened the app again. This time, she clicked into the “Journal” section, scrolling through the entries she’d made in the last three months. Little icons—raindrops, hearts, blue faces—dotted the landscape. She compared the ovulation marker to the dates of the last few...she didn’t let herself finish the thought. She just ran her finger up and down the screen, reading the same numbers over and over.

There was a muffled clatter from the kitchen. Todd, cleaning up, his way of making noise without ever raising his voice. Allie shut the app, set the phone in her lap, and listened to the refrigerator motor tick on. The sound bled through the wall and made the whole room vibrate, just barely.

When the hum faded, she was left alone with her heartbeat, loud in her ears.

In the evening, she curled up on the couch, knees under her chin, an old comforter wrapped around her shoulders. The city outside was awash in streetlights and rain, everything smeared and yellow. Todd came to sit beside her, close, his thigh warm against hers. He picked up the remote, thumbed it on, then set it back on the coffee table without choosing a channel.

They sat for a long time. The only light came from the window, where the sodium glow made everything inside look jaundiced, faded. Todd’s arm hovered behind her, not quite touching, just there.

He broke the silence first. “You okay?”

She turned to look at him. Their eyes met for a second, then slid away. What passed between them wasn’t a conversation, but something heavier—a surrender, a shared weight.

“I’m fine,” she said. It came out a whisper, barely more than the sound of her breath.

Todd nodded, jaw working. He looked at the TV, then at her, then back again. He clicked the remote, and the room filled with canned laughter and the drone of a sitcom they’d never watched.

Allie settled back against the cushions, letting the noise wash over her. She pressed her hand to her stomach, feeling the faint pulse beneath, the way her body seemed to vibrate at a different frequency now.

She closed her eyes and counted the seconds between Todd’s breaths, letting the world shrink to just the two of them, locked in a waiting that neither of them had the language for.

…

The next morning, the air was thin and hard-edged, the sky outside their bedroom window filmed with a crust of frost that refused to thaw. Todd was already dressed and in the kitchen when Allie woke, the kettle rumbling on the stove, the faint scent of bleach and dish soap in the air. She found him at the counter, pouring tea into her favorite mug—the one with the chipped rim and the faded slogan from some tech company neither of them worked for anymore.

He looked up as she entered, something tight and deliberate about the set of his jaw. “We should go,” he said, and she didn’t ask where.

In the car, they didn’t play music or talk. The heater coughed out air that was alternately too hot or too cold, and the windshield wipers squealed in slow, arrhythmic arcs. Todd took the long way, crossing the river twice, and turned into the parking lot of a CVS that was not the closest, not even the second-closest. He pulled into a spot facing the blank concrete wall at the side of the building. For a moment, neither of them moved.

Allie stared at the red letters above the automatic door, trying to find some pattern in the way they flickered. She could feel her heartbeat in her palms, her teeth. When Todd finally opened his door, the sound was sharp enough to make her jump. She followed him out, pulling her coat tighter around her ribs, and together they walked into the cavern of fluorescent light.

Inside, the brightness was unkind, flattening every shadow, making every imperfection on the linoleum glow. Allie blinked against it, then drifted toward the pharmacy section, her path as straight as a surveyor’s line. Todd lingered by the endcap of greeting cards, hands deep in the pockets of his jacket, eyes scanning the far aisles. He looked less like a man on a mission than someone waiting out a weather delay, patience fraying at the edges.

She found the family planning section by instinct, the way you’d find a splinter by touch. The shelf was crowded: store-brand boxes in lurid pinks, digital versions with their bright blue panels, slender boxes promising “Early Results.” Allie picked up three in a row, flipping them over, reading the guarantees as if the fine print would tell her something new. Her hand hovered over the two-pack, then the digital, then both at once. She dropped the third one—some generic with a knockoff name—into the wire basket at her elbow, then added the others, not caring if it seemed redundant. She held the basket against her chest, feeling the edges bite into her sternum.

Todd met her at the end of the aisle, but didn’t speak. Instead, he offered a small, crooked smile and gestured toward the registers. They walked side by side, their bodies angled slightly away from each other, as if trying to avoid collision.

The cashier was a girl—maybe sixteen, seventeen—hair dyed purple, a constellation of pimples around her mouth. She scanned the boxes without looking up, slid them into a plastic bag, and mumbled the total. Allie paid with a ten and a five, not waiting for change. The girl said, “Have a nice day,” in a voice so flat it barely qualified as sound.

Back in the car, Allie cradled the paper bag in her lap, the contents shifting with each bump in the road. Todd started the engine, then pulled out without a word. He drove with both hands on the wheel, knuckles pale against the vinyl.

They’d gone two blocks before he stopped at a light, the red globe hanging in the morning like a planet on fire. Todd glanced over, watching her in profile.

Allie looked straight ahead, both hands spread flat on the bag, fingers overlapping the seams.

Todd reached across the center console and placed his hand gently over hers. He didn’t squeeze. He just covered her hands with his, the weight of it warm and absolute.

The light turned green, and Todd didn’t move for a second, the silence between them expanding to fill every crevice of the car. Then he let go, shifted into drive, and took them home.

They didn’t speak the rest of the way.

The bag sat between them like a secret, humming with all the things they’d chosen not to say.

…

The first thing Allie did when they got home was carry the bag into the bathroom and set it on the counter, unopened. The paper was thin enough to show the dark outlines of the boxes inside—First Response, Clearblue, the knockoff generic—stacked like emergency rations. She ran her thumb along the folded edge of the bag, then washed her hands twice, scrubbing under her nails until her knuckles ached.

For an hour, the apartment became a planet of two people with orbits that never quite intersected. Todd stood at the stove and made scrambled eggs, burning them to a tight, brown film at the bottom of the nonstick pan. He scraped them onto a plate, then left it on the table without eating. Allie took the hamper from the hallway and dumped it out onto the bed, even though the only things inside were the T-shirt and jeans she’d just been wearing. She refolded them, stacking them in sharp-edged piles, then put them back, one at a time, into drawers she closed softly, as if there was a chance of waking something.

The bathroom door was open. Each time she passed it, the bag was still there, a mute invitation on the slick white tile. She caught herself glancing at it, looking for movement, as if the boxes might crawl out and declare themselves. She wanted to open one and get it over with, but the idea of doing it now—midday, in the light, with the world still rotating—felt obscene.

Instead, she went to the living room and sat on the couch, knees to chest, picking at a loose thread in her leggings. Todd came in, sat beside her, and they watched half an episode of a show neither of them liked. She could feel him wanting to talk—about the day, about the tests, about what they would do if—but he never did. His hand rested on his thigh, fingers drumming, then stilling, then starting again.

As sunset leeched the color from the sky, Allie went back to the bathroom and opened the bag. She took out the boxes one by one, setting them in a row. The packaging was loud, insistent: PROMISES ACCURACY. TEST AS SOON AS 6 DAYS BEFORE MISSED PERIOD. OVER 99% RELIABLE. The words felt like shouts in a silent room.

She lined them up on the counter and leaned in close, reading every instruction as if hoping to find a loophole. Beneath the sink, she found the old ovulation kit—half the sticks used, the empty wrappers folded and jammed into a corner of the bathroom trash can. The memory of peeing on all those thin blue sticks made her want to laugh and cry at the same time.

She sat on the edge of the tub, box in hand, reading the instructions over and over. At some point, Todd came to the doorway and stood there, arms crossed over his chest. He didn’t say anything. The light above the mirror made his eyes look even darker, his face carved in shadow. He watched her, then looked at the boxes, then at her again.

She met his gaze in the mirror. “We should wait until morning,” she said. “First morning urine.”

He nodded. “Yeah.” He stayed in the doorway, silent, like he might be holding the frame up with the tension in his shoulders.

Allie set the box down and faced him. They both stood there for a few seconds, neither moving, the packaging bright between them.

Finally, Todd pushed off from the doorframe and crossed to her. He took her face in both hands, his touch rough from nerves. He kissed her, not a gentle peck but a collision—teeth, tongue, the scrape of stubble. She tasted salt, metal, the sour ghost of burnt eggs. His hands slipped to her neck, then her back, dragging her close.

She responded in kind, letting herself fall forward into him, clutching at his shirt, tugging him until they collided, knees banging into the vanity. The urgency was old, familiar, but underneath it was a new hunger, a need to be touched and filled and made certain. They broke apart only to stumble to the bedroom, shedding clothes in uneven increments.

The sex was wordless and uncoordinated, desperate without being romantic. He fucked her with the kind of focus that felt like erasure, each thrust an attempt to outpace thought. She arched under him, nails in his shoulders, mouth open and silent. At the end, he finished with a shudder so violent he almost pulled away, but she held him there, locked together, waiting for the tremors to stop.

They lay afterward in a tangle, sweat cooling on their bodies, sheets twisted beneath them. The digital clock on the nightstand read 11:14, the colon blinking steadily, indifferent. Allie stared at the numbers until they blurred, feeling the pressure in her belly, the ache in her thighs.

Todd’s hand wandered to her stomach, splayed flat over the skin just below her navel. He didn’t say anything, but his palm was heavy, grounding. She covered his hand with hers, pressing it down, as if to keep everything inside.

Outside, the city’s sodium lights painted the blinds in bands of yellow and gray. Inside, the apartment was silent except for the blood rushing in her ears, the soft click of the clock.

Tomorrow was waiting, sealed in cardboard and plastic, lined up on the bathroom counter.

Allie closed her eyes and tried to imagine what it would feel like, holding the stick, watching for the second line to appear.

She pictured it bright and unmistakable, a sliver of certainty in a world made of hesitation.

She pictured the way Todd’s hand would feel on her stomach, then on her back, then on her cheek, the way he might say her name or not say it at all.

She pictured the future, forming in the space between them, silent but sure, already in motion long before they allowed themselves to name it.


Chapter 9

The bathroom was five feet by seven and had never not felt like a holding cell, but in the predawn hush it was something else—womb, maybe, or bunker, or the anteroom to a life she’d never planned to walk into. The air had the cold, blue cast of old milk and the chemical tang of toilet cleaner, and the light overhead buzzed like an exposed nerve. Allie stood facing the mirror, the cheap laminate counter biting into the crooks of her fingers, and watched the test develop in real time.

She had been here for six minutes, maybe seven. On the counter, a second test sat in the neat, white cradle of its box. The first—her first—was in her hand, gripped so tight the edges cut into her skin. The wrapper was already on the floor. The world beyond the bathroom door was a distant hum: the rumble of pipes, the dull click of the thermostat, the city’s never-ending electrocardiogram strobing beyond the windows.

She didn’t have to look at the stick to know the answer. She’d known the second the liquid started to creep up the window—pink to pale, then deepening, fattening into two clear lines so unambiguous that even the manufacturer’s lawyers wouldn’t have dared a “results may vary.” It was done. It was decided. Her arms started to shake before her eyes would allow it. She stood perfectly still and let the lines etch themselves into her future.

It started as a tremor in her shoulders—maybe shivering, maybe laughter, she wasn’t sure. Then her jaw went. She bit the inside of her cheek, tasting blood, willing her face to stay neutral, but the pressure ballooned behind her eyes, forcing tears out in single, uncoordinated drops. They ran hot and fast down her nose, dripping onto the plastic test and leaving darker dots behind.

She covered her mouth with her free hand, not out of modesty but to muffle the next sound. It wasn’t a sob, exactly. More like the noise a knuckle makes when it slips out of joint—a snap, a pop, something ancient and involuntary. It echoed in the tiny room, bouncing off the tile, and for a second she thought she might puke, or fall, or simply go slack and let the urine-stained stick shatter on the linoleum.

The door opened with the slow, uncanny gentleness of someone who knew how fragile this moment was. Todd was there, framed in the spill of hallway light, wearing nothing but his boxers and the startled, soft focus of someone yanked from sleep by a change in the atmosphere. He blinked once, then zeroed in on her, on the test, on the trembling in her arms. His mouth worked, but no words came out.

She watched his face as the reality landed, like a coin falling through water. His jaw set. His chest rose and fell, the first inhale sharp enough to crease his ribs. He crossed the floor in two steps and took the test from her hand. His fingers grazed hers and lingered, not pulling away. He looked down at the plastic stick. Looked at her. Back to the test.

He set it on the counter, careful, then cupped her face in both hands. The touch was light, thumbs barely grazing the heat at her cheekbones. The silence stretched, loud as a siren. Allie realized, belatedly, that she was still crying—silent now, the kind of tears that left tracks but made no sound at all.

Todd’s thumbs moved, one on each side, sweeping the wet away as if he could erase the evidence, rewrite the story. He pressed his forehead to hers, their skin stuck together by the sweat and salt and the ghost of a fever. For a second, neither of them moved, their breath synchronizing in the space between their faces.

Then he kissed her. Not hard, not hungry—just a question, or maybe a benediction. She tasted him: sleep, toothpaste, the iron tang of uncertainty. Her hands found his wrists, and she gripped them, not to push him away but to anchor herself. The pressure in her chest dissolved, replaced by something that felt like the first time you come up for air after a long dive.

He pulled back just enough to look at her again. His eyes were glassy, lashes stuck together, a tremble in his bottom lip that matched her own. He smiled, a thing so crooked and uneven it almost broke her.

Allie tried to speak. The words came out thin, a rasp.

“I didn’t think—”

Todd shook his head, a sharp, tiny movement. “I know.”

He picked up the test from the counter, thumb running over the double stripes, then carried it back into the bedroom. He set it on the nightstand beside the bed, propping it upright against a mug and a battered paperback, like a little shrine. The light from the window cut across it, two white lines backlit against the blue-black city.

When he turned around, Allie was standing in the doorway, arms crossed over her ribs, the outline of her body sharp in the wash of hallway light. Her eyes were red, her hair a tangle, but her mouth was set in a line that was not resignation, not fear. Something else. Something forward-moving.

He went to her. They stood with a hand’s width between their bodies, the space electric. He traced his fingers up her arm, over her shoulder, to the curve of her neck. She let her head fall forward, and he pressed a kiss into the hollow above her collarbone, the skin there hot and thrumming. She gasped, a sound that could have been pain but wasn’t.

The city pressed in: the distant wail of a siren, the hiss of wet tires on asphalt, the rumble of the building’s ancient pipes. The smell of them—skin and shampoo and the faint chemical bite of the test—hung in the air, dense as fog.

They stayed like that, suspended, the world held together by the two lines on the stick and the four hands that had made them possible. Allie felt the old grief—the months of waiting, of maybe, of almost—start to melt, leaving behind a residue that tasted sweet and feral.

Todd’s hands moved to her jaw, framing her face. She leaned into it, eyes locked on his, breath short.

The stillness lasted a single, infinite second, and then it snapped.

…

What followed was nothing like the careful, calendar-driven sex of the last year—no measured pauses, no checking the phone to track cycles or set alarms. It was raw, almost violent in its joy, the two of them colliding on the edge of the bed before either fully registered the lack of foreplay, the absence of context. They fell into each other like a house fire, all dry kindling and accelerant.

Todd shoved her onto the mattress, his palm pressing her shoulder down hard enough to leave a shadow of a handprint. The sheets snapped tight under her back, hospital corners popping loose, the chill of the cotton shocking her skin to full alertness. She wasn’t wearing anything except the faded underwear she’d put on after her shower, and he didn’t bother with them—just ripped them aside, two fingers yanking the gusset clear so he could line up and shove in.

The difference was immediate. His cock was hot and rigid, the angle different from Evan’s but so familiar it hurt. Her body, already raw and slick from the tears and the adrenaline, opened for him with no resistance. Todd drove in to the hilt on the first thrust, and Allie felt the shockwave roll up her spine, turning her bones to jelly.

He braced himself over her, elbows locked, his chest a block of heat and salt and the scent of his sweat. She wrapped her legs around his waist, heels digging into the backs of his thighs, and pulled him deeper, harder. Their bodies snapped together with a noise that was part slap, part suction, part the static crackle of pure need.

The test sat on the nightstand, just to her left, upright and glowing in the early morning light. She caught it out of the corner of her eye every time Todd pushed her back into the mattress. It was a third participant now, mute and unwavering, a thing she’d invited into their bed by accident or maybe on purpose.

He fucked her like he was trying to put her through the bedframe—no rhythm, no art, just the basic animal drive to occupy her completely. His breath came ragged and loud in her ear, wet and sharp, and each time he bottomed out, his pelvis ground against her clit, ratcheting the tension higher, closer, to something that felt more like danger than pleasure.

Her hands raked his back, nails dragging welts down the ladder of his spine. She needed to leave a mark, to prove to herself that this was real, that he was hers and she was his and nothing outside this room could ever touch them. He groaned, a sound so deep it vibrated through her ribcage.

“Fuck, Allie,” he muttered. “I can feel it. Jesus, I can feel him inside you.”

The words shouldn’t have made her wetter, but they did. The thought of it—Todd knowing, not just guessing, but knowing—sent a wave of heat up her belly and out to the tips of her fingers. She arched her back, hips meeting his with a violence that shocked even her.

She didn’t have a plan for what came out of her mouth next. “You knocked me up,” she said, voice shredded. “You did it. You wanted this.”

He stilled, just for a second. “Say it again.”

She smiled, mean and hungry. “I’m pregnant,” she spat, barely more than a breath. “I’m gonna get big and round and everyone’s gonna know you did it. They’ll know you made me a slut for it.”

Todd’s head dropped, lips grazing her ear. “Not me,” he said, and the shame of it made his cock twitch inside her. “Say it, Allie. Say what’s growing in you.”

Her whole body locked up. The air in the room crystallized. She looked him dead in the eye. “I’m carrying a black baby,” she said. “You let him do it, Todd. You wanted to watch him breed your wife.”

The effect was electric. His hips slammed into her, the slap of skin echoing off the window. He buried his face in her neck and bit down, hard, just below the jawline. She felt the blood rise instantly, a bright spot of pain in the rolling sea of sensation.

“Again,” he rasped, voice gone. “Fucking say it again.”

She said it. Again and again. The filth of it—what she was, what she’d become—looped in her brain, each repetition stoking the fire. She was close now, right on the edge. Todd’s hands locked around her wrists, pinning her arms above her head, and she bucked against him, desperate to finish.

The words ran together. “I’m BBC pregnant, it’s so fucking hot, I want it, I want you to watch me—” Her voice broke, splintered into a scream as her orgasm hit, the wave rolling from the tips of her toes to the top of her skull. She shook, every muscle seizing, her pussy clamping down so hard it nearly forced Todd out.

But he didn’t pull out. Not even close. He pounded through it, lost now, wild and unseeing. He came with a shout, hips locked to hers, cock jerking as he emptied into her. She felt the flood, the hot pulse, the aftershock in every cell of her body.

They collapsed together, a pile of sweat and noise and the echo of what they’d just said. For a minute, neither moved. The only sound was their breathing, ragged and sharp, and the steady hum of the city, three stories below.

Allie’s eyes found the test again, propped on the nightstand like a lighthouse. It was still there, unblinking, two bright lines against a sea of white.

Todd rolled to his side, face buried in the pillow, arms wrapped tight around her waist. Allie let herself be pulled into him, the heat of his body as much comfort as it was a prison.

She didn’t say a word. She didn’t have to.

Her hand rested on his chest, right over his heart, and she counted the beats—steady, slowing, the only time in her life she’d ever known what certainty felt like.

The sky outside shifted, the city lights going orange to gray to blue as the sun started its slow crawl up the horizon.

The test stayed on the nightstand, a silent witness to the future that had just been made, or maybe just confirmed.

Neither of them moved to put it away.

The world was different now, and they both knew it.


Chapter 10

Evan’s building had the same low ceilings and blown-glass fixtures as every other apartment on this block—architectural decisions meant to contain lives, not decorate them. Todd drove there in silence, knuckles pale on the steering wheel, his other hand resting at the crook of Allie’s knee as if anchoring her. She let him, but her own hand stayed planted on her stomach, fingers splayed to cover as much surface as possible. The skirt she’d chosen for the visit was supposed to disguise the swell, but it clung at the waist and betrayed her. She watched the city give way to parking lot, the lights outside flickering over the new geometry of her body.

Evan buzzed them up before they’d even hit the intercom, his voice flat in the tinny speaker. “It’s open,” he said, as if he’d expected them for years. Todd took the stairs two at a time, but Allie lagged, one palm on the rail, the other never leaving her abdomen. She could feel the future shifting beneath the skin—nothing more than pressure, but absolute.

The door to Evan’s place was slightly ajar. Todd pushed it open with the kind of caution that implied he’d spent the whole drive here rehearsing how not to look afraid. The apartment was smaller than Allie remembered, or maybe she’d just grown out of its scale. The same thrift-store couch, the same warped coffee table, the same row of thrifted art on the wall. Evan stood in the kitchen area, back to them, pouring water from a pitcher into three mismatched glasses. He turned when they entered, face unreadable in the yellow light.

Evan looked at Todd first, then at Allie. The line of his jaw was set tight, but he didn’t smile or frown. He just waited, arms crossed, the water on the counter sweating slow rings onto the Formica. Todd hovered behind Allie, almost close enough to touch, but not quite. For a moment, no one said anything, the silence stretching until the sound of the refrigerator motor filled it.

Allie stepped forward and set her bag on the coffee table. With hands that only shook a little, she pulled out the test and placed it in the center, pink stripes facing up like a signal flag. Evan’s gaze went straight to it, his shoulders hitching a fraction. He crossed the room, sat on the edge of the armchair, and picked up the test between thumb and forefinger. He didn’t turn it, didn’t even glance at the instructions. Just looked at the lines, the air around him gone brittle.

Todd’s breathing was loud in the room. He stood by the door, jaw locked, watching Evan’s hands with a focus that bordered on hostile. Allie stood between them, half-exposed in the lamplight, unsure which of their reactions hurt more.

Evan’s thumb traced the window of the test, slow and deliberate. Then he set it down, almost gently, as if afraid it would shatter. He didn’t look at either of them, not at first. He just stared at the coffee table.

“How far?” he said, voice as thin as the glass of water sweating beside him.

Allie flexed her toes in her shoes, knees tight together. “Six and a half weeks.”

Evan’s mouth twitched. Not a smile. Something else. “You sure?”

“I took three.” Her voice was even, but she felt Todd’s hand curl at her back, as if the answer was his to give.

Evan finally looked at Todd. The air shifted. For a second, neither of them moved. Evan’s gaze was a drill, all the way through Todd and out the other side, but Todd didn’t look away. He held it, chin up, even as the muscle at the edge of his jaw trembled.

“You plan to keep it?” Evan asked, but the question was rhetorical.

Allie heard the click of Todd’s teeth before he spoke. “We wanted this,” he said, but there was a fracture in the sentence, a hairline crack only she could hear.

Evan pressed the test flat against his chest for a moment, thumb whitening, then set it back down on the table with finality. He let out a breath, all the tension leaving his frame at once. He looked at Allie, really looked, for the first time since she’d entered the apartment.

“You okay?” he asked.

The question landed with more weight than she’d expected. She wanted to say yes, wanted to say something that would make the room less suffocating, but her mouth went dry. She nodded instead, and watched Evan’s eyes track the movement of her hand across her belly, the way it hovered there even when she tried to move it away.

Nobody reached for an exit. The test sat on the table, all of them orbiting it, each unable or unwilling to touch the others. The world outside was winter-black and endless, but inside the apartment the air was warm and heavy, humming with the things that could not be unsaid.

Todd stood, unmoving, behind her. Evan leaned forward, elbows on knees, hands locked together. Allie found herself staring at the glass of water, the ring it left behind, the way moisture pooled at the bottom and then vanished. The silence stretched until it felt like a physical thing, binding them in place.

None of them moved to break it.

…

It was Evan who moved first, a clean break from inertia that sent the whole room snapping into new alignment. He crossed to Allie with the steadiness of a man approaching a ticking bomb, every step measured, but not cautious. For a second, she thought he’d walk straight past her, that maybe he’d changed his mind, or that the reality of what she’d brought had shorted out his interest. But then his hand came up—slow, deliberate—and settled on her belly. Just the flat of his palm, thumb grazing under the hem of her shirt, not enough pressure to move her, but enough to prove he could.

Allie’s breath caught in her throat, and the sound of it felt shamefully loud. Todd shifted behind her, the air stirring with his exhale, but he didn’t move closer. The three of them were an electrical circuit now, and the current was running straight through her.

Evan didn’t look away as he pressed in, his palm spanning the curve that hadn’t existed a month ago. His other hand found her wrist, fingers clamping lightly enough that she could have pulled free, if she’d wanted. But she didn’t.

The skirt rode higher on her hips as he nudged her backward, back of her knees grazing the edge of the couch. He waited for her to sit, but she didn’t—she let him position her, folding her down until she was perched on the cushion, knees together, hands in her lap.

He went to one knee in front of her, an old-fashioned supplicant pose, and lifted the hem of her shirt until it bunched under her breasts. The skin of her belly was warm and faintly mottled, a single dark line just starting to show below her navel. Evan smoothed it with the back of his hand, his touch cool and unhurried.

Allie had expected embarrassment—she’d braced herself for it, had imagined the laughter or the disbelief or, worse, the non-reaction. But what she felt was something raw and basal, like the first burn of alcohol on a wound. She could sense her body reacting before she could process why, every nerve ending shifting into a new configuration. The ache in her breasts, the flutter in her gut, the way her thighs pressed together even as she tried to will them apart.

Evan’s gaze flicked up to hers, and for a split second she saw something like concern. But then his thumb swept low, dipping just below the waistband, and she made a noise—soft, involuntary, nothing like the fake moans she’d practiced in high school bathrooms or cheap hotel rooms. This was pure reflex.

She heard Todd’s breathing pick up. She looked for him over Evan’s shoulder and saw his hands, white-knuckled, gripping the edge of the kitchen island. His mouth was open, lips wet, but he wasn’t speaking. He was watching, eyes darting from Evan’s hand to her face and back, hungry in a way that didn’t read as jealousy at all.

Evan’s hands went to her waistband, thumb hooking inside, tugging the skirt down. She lifted her ass off the couch to help, and the fabric slid easily to her knees. She wasn’t wearing underwear—hadn’t wanted to deal with the lines or the sweat or the way elastic dug in lately. Evan noticed, his eyebrows raising in a silent, almost admiring, approval.

He reached up and tugged her shirt off entirely, leaving her in just a bra. The cups were new—she’d bought them after her old ones stopped fitting, and they were tight, already pushing her tits up and together in a way that made her nipples ache. Evan unclasped it with one hand, the movement so deft it was almost funny, and let it fall to the floor.

For a second, he just stared at her. Not a sexual stare, not exactly. More like a craftsman appraising a finished job, or a scientist reviewing a hypothesis that had proven correct. He cupped both breasts, weighing them, fingers rolling her nipples between thumb and forefinger until they went hard. The sensation was sharper than usual, almost painful, and Allie’s hips jerked in response.

Evan glanced back at Todd. “You see this?” he said, tone low and clinical.

Todd nodded, once, eyes not leaving Allie.

Evan guided her knees apart, and her body betrayed her instantly—the shine of arousal pooling at the apex of her thighs, streaking down in slow, viscous lines. He thumbed the inside of her knee, then the crease where thigh met crotch. He looked at Todd again. “You want to watch?”

Todd’s answer was a breathless “Yeah.”

Evan knelt closer, face level with her cunt, and blew a slow stream of air across her skin. The cold was a shock, but it was nothing compared to the heat when his tongue followed. He didn’t tease, didn’t circle around or draw it out. He dove in, tongue flat and broad, lapping at her slit in long, hungry strokes. His hands clamped her thighs open, and the pressure made it impossible to close even if she’d wanted to.

Allie gasped, and the sound bounced off the apartment walls. She was hypersensitive—every brush of Evan’s tongue was like a live wire, every suck at her clit a direct hit to the core. She clawed at the couch, fingers scrabbling for something to grip. The sensation built so fast it was almost embarrassing—she was already close, already right there, and she wondered if Evan knew, if he’d planned for this.

He pulled back, lips slick and glistening, and ran two fingers up her slit, gathering the wet before sliding them inside. She clenched down on them, surprised by the force of her own reaction.

“You’re wetter than last time,” Evan murmured. “Guess that’s what happens.”

Allie almost wanted to laugh, but the need was too much. “Fuck me,” she managed, voice cracking.

Evan stood, undressed in a single practiced motion, then lined up his cock at her entrance. She watched the head part her lips, the stretch immediate and profound, and then he was in—slow, deliberate, every inch. She felt impossibly full, her body already tensing in anticipation of what came next.

Evan set a rhythm, fucking her in steady, deep thrusts, his hands braced on her knees, holding her wide. Every time he bottomed out, his pelvis mashed her clit, and the sensation was so overwhelming she saw white. She felt herself get even wetter, felt the slickness drip onto the couch, her body unable to contain it.

Todd moved then, circling around to the other side of the couch. He dropped to his knees at her shoulder, one hand in her hair, the other palming the curve of her breast. He was rock hard, his cock already out and in his fist, but he didn’t rush to join—just watched, transfixed, as Evan worked her open.

Evan leaned forward, one hand snaking up to her belly. He pressed his palm there, right over the barely-there curve, and held it. The pressure was weirdly comforting, like he was trying to steady her.

Todd leaned in close, lips at her ear. “You like that?” he whispered, voice ragged.

Allie nodded, but it came out more like a whimper.

Todd’s hand clamped around her jaw, turning her face to his. “Say it. Say what you are.”

Allie’s whole body vibrated. “I’m your black-bred whore,” she said, the words spilling out before she could even process them.

Evan’s rhythm never faltered, but the hand on her belly pressed harder, as if anchoring the truth in place.

Todd kissed her, rough and hungry, biting her lower lip until she gasped. “That’s right,” he growled, barely more than a breath. “Tell me what’s growing inside you.”

Allie locked eyes with him, her vision blurry with tears and sweat and sensation. “A black baby,” she whispered. “I’m fucking BBC-pregnant baby, fuck!”

The phrase set off something in Evan. He fucked her harder, angle changing, hitting something deep inside that made her cry out. Todd’s hand found her nipple again, pinching and twisting, sending aftershocks through her entire body.

The orgasm took her by surprise—no slow build, no warning, just a detonation. She clenched down on Evan’s cock, the muscles in her legs and back seizing. Her cunt milked him, the spasms so strong they pulled a moan out of him. He didn’t stop, just fucked her through it, his eyes never leaving the place where they were joined.

Todd’s voice was in her ear, chanting it now: “Fucking whore, you’re fucking pregnant with his baby like a fucking black cock whore…” Each repetition drove her higher, kept her riding the edge long after she thought she’d fallen off.

Evan reached up and wrapped his hand around her throat, not tight, just a suggestion of power. He looked at Todd, then at her. “You want me to fill you up again?” he asked, tone almost mocking.

Allie nodded, desperate.

Todd’s grip on her jaw tightened. “Say it.”

She choked it out, “Breed me. I want you to.”

That did it. Evan slammed in, balls flush to her ass, and came. She felt the heat, the pulse, the wetness that overflowed as he stayed deep, emptying himself into her. Her own cunt spasmed again, a second wave hitting before the first had even faded.

For a moment, no one moved. The only sound was their breath, loud and uneven.

Evan pulled out slow, his cock still hard, a mix of their fluids leaking onto the couch. Allie shivered, her whole body limp and uncoordinated, muscles jelly. She saw the mess between her legs, the streak of white and clear, and felt a twisted pride.

Todd wasn’t done. He pulled her up, dragging her over the back of the couch, her body draped across the cushions. He lined up behind her and shoved in, the motion rough and immediate. She was so sensitive it bordered on pain, but she loved it. She wanted to feel every inch, to let Todd have what Evan just left.

He fucked her fast, desperate, his nails raking her hips, his voice low and guttural. “You’re mine,” he said, over and over. “My black-bred whore. My pregnant slut.” The words hit her almost as hard as his thrusts. She reached back, grabbing at his wrist, needing to anchor herself.

Evan stood in front of her, cock slick with her juices, stroking himself as he watched Todd use her. He pressed his palm to the back of her neck, grounding her, and looked down with an expression that was halfway between smug and reverent.

Allie’s body was a riot of sensation—too much, too fast, but perfect. She came again, the wave smaller but just as sharp. She was gasping, sobbing, the words black baby stuck in her head like a song.

Todd finished with a shout, hips jerking, and she felt his load join the rest, the combined mess soaking her thighs and dripping onto the floor. He collapsed on top of her, both of them heaving for air, sweat cooling on their skin.

The world narrowed to the three of them: Allie, wrecked and shaking; Todd, still inside her, his arms caging her in; Evan, hands on her back, breathing steady.

They stayed like that for a long time, the only movement the slow cooling of bodies and the drip of fluid onto the laminate.

Eventually, they untangled, collapsing onto the floor in a heap. The pregnancy test was still on the table, its pink stripes shining in the lamplight, a permanent reminder of what they’d done and what they would keep doing.

No one pretended this was the last time.

Allie stared up at the ceiling, her hand on her belly, feeling the future shift again, one heartbeat at a time.


Chapter 11

The bedroom was half-swallowed by dark, a single amber lamp on the nightstand bleeding slow light into the corners. It picked out the sweat-glossed grains of wood along the headboard, the ripple of tangled white sheets already pulled back from the mattress, the subtle shadow where the wall took over and made everything two-dimensional. There was a smell, not strong, but present: the dry, sweet tang of warm cotton, the faint trace of last night’s sex, and the mineral edge of city water cooling on skin.

Allie stood at the edge of the bed, not quite in the circle of lamplight, wearing a slip so thin the air itself seemed to move it. The cotton clung to her thighs and left the suggestion of everything else; her nipples pressed like thumbprints against the fabric, darker and larger than they’d been even a week ago. She kept one hand braced on the mattress, the other splayed on her belly just below the navel. There was a newness there, a convexity she felt every time she exhaled, the skin stretched and warm under her palm.

She stared at the lamp, willing the room to keep shrinking, to collapse everything to this spot, this moment, until she could breathe again. She didn’t register Todd’s entrance, not until his shadow broke the line of light at the door and painted a brief eclipse across her feet. He didn’t say her name, or any name at all; he just let the door sigh shut, then closed the space between them in four slow steps.

His hands found her hips, the heat of his palms pressing through cotton and into bone. He hesitated, then slid his right hand up, thumb grazing the bottom swell of her belly. The touch was so gentle she nearly didn’t feel it, but when she looked down, his hand covered half her abdomen. His thumb hovered, then drew a single, slow arc across the taut skin, mapping the change.

She expected him to say something, but he just held there, jaw clenched, the cord of his throat working as he watched the play of his own fingers. For a second, neither of them moved; even the lamp seemed to flicker less, as if waiting for the next cue.

Evan was already in the room, not that she’d noticed when he arrived. He sat at the foot of the bed, hands on his knees, watching them with the kind of contained stillness that read less as patience and more as inventory. He wore jeans and a dark T-shirt, the sleeves tight around his arms. In the lamplight, his skin was almost bronze, the hard lines of his cheekbones stark in the shadow. He looked at her, then at Todd, then at the spot where Todd’s hands pressed into her body.

For a moment, that was all: three points suspended, no movement, no talk. The room held its breath.

Allie shifted her weight, but Todd didn’t let go. His hands moved as a unit, tightening, pulling her back a fraction so her body fit more fully into his. She could feel his chest at her shoulder blades, the rhythm of his breathing uneven. His chin grazed her hair, then settled there, just above the crown of her head.

Across the room, Evan’s gaze tracked every detail. He reached up and rubbed at his jaw, the movement slow, then let his hand drop back to his thigh.

Allie reached behind her and found Todd’s wrist. She wrapped her fingers around it, not to pull him away, but to press his palm harder into her belly. She wanted him to feel it, the difference, the fact of it. She wasn’t sure whose hand she wanted more: Todd’s, Evan’s, or her own.

The air was charged and static, heavy with everything unspoken.

Evan broke the silence first. His voice was low, unhurried, barely above the lamp’s hum. “You showing already?” he said, but it wasn’t a question, more an observation.

Allie’s voice caught in her throat. She nodded once, the movement a micro-flinch.

“Yeah,” Todd said, quiet, a thread of pride or fear or both stitched into the single word.

Evan stood. He didn’t rush. He levered himself up from the mattress, the bedsprings creaking as he put weight on them. He stepped to the side, into the lamp’s spill, and the light caught on the lines of his face, sharpening everything: the arch of his eyebrow, the cut of his jaw, the suggestion of a smile that wasn’t quite a smile. He stood close enough now that Allie could smell the laundry soap on his shirt, and the earthier scent of his skin beneath it.

He didn’t touch her. He just looked. His gaze made its way from her eyes to her mouth, down the line of her collarbones, pausing at the points where the slip failed to disguise her nipples, then lower, to where Todd’s hand curled possessive around her belly. He lingered there, watching Todd’s thumb move, then looked back up at her face.

“You look good,” he said, the words flat and undressed.

Allie felt her cheeks go hot. She tried to hold his gaze, but her eyes dropped to the floor, then to the place where Evan’s foot bumped the edge of the rug. She thought about saying thank you, but it felt absurd.

Todd’s hands shifted again, one sliding lower, cupping the hip joint, the other braced around her middle. She could feel the tension in him, every muscle lit. She shivered, and he felt it, because his arms tightened and his chest pressed harder to her back.

Evan stepped closer, close enough that if Allie reached out, she could touch the hem of his shirt. He stopped there, letting the anticipation grow, his hands loose at his sides.

“You want this?” Evan asked, but now it was a real question, and he looked at her, only at her, as if Todd were invisible.

Allie swallowed. Her mouth tasted like ozone. “Yes,” she said, but it was barely more than a breath.

Evan nodded, once. He reached out, not quickly, and drew a line along her jaw with the back of his knuckle. Then, with a fingertip, he trailed the edge of the slip from her collarbone to the dip at her breastbone, lingering at the place where the fabric strained against her nipple.

Allie let out a sound—half sigh, half gasp—then looked over her shoulder at Todd. His eyes were fixed on Evan’s hand, his lips pressed tight.

Evan’s finger traced lower, skating the outside of her breast, then circling the fabric until it gathered at the hem. He pinched the slip between thumb and forefinger and gave it a gentle tug, just enough to lift the weight of it from her skin, then let it fall back into place.

He stepped away, back to his seat at the foot of the bed, but now he was angled directly at her, knees spread, hands planted on his thighs.

The lamp buzzed. The sheets rustled in the memory of bodies. The city outside was all noise and light, but here everything was focus.

Todd let go of her hips and slid his hands up her sides, bunching the slip at her ribs. He turned her to face him, his touch careful but insistent. She looked at his face and saw the nerves there, the flicker of disbelief, but also the hunger, bright as a wound.

He kissed her, hard, then softer, his hands still on her sides. When he pulled back, his eyes were glassy. “You’re beautiful,” he whispered, but it sounded like an apology.

Evan cleared his throat, a suggestion more than a sound.

Allie turned to look at him, and for a second, the world rebalanced itself. Evan smiled, this time a real one, though it was small and crooked. He patted the mattress beside him.

“Come here,” he said.

She went.

The sheets were cold at first, but Evan’s hand was hot where it landed on her knee. He slid his palm up her thigh, slow, and left it there, just above the hem of the slip. His other hand reached for her wrist, guided it to his shoulder, then just let it rest.

Allie’s breathing sounded loud in her own ears.

Todd hovered at the edge, watching, fists in his pockets, the line of his jaw flexing as if he were chewing the words he wanted to say.

Evan looked at him. “You gonna stand there all night?” he said, and this time the smile was a dare.

Todd hesitated, then sat behind Allie on the bed, his hands finding her shoulders, kneading them lightly.

They stayed that way for a long moment: Evan in front of her, hand on her thigh; Todd behind her, lips at her ear. The only movement was the slow tightening of Evan’s grip, the circling of his thumb against her skin, and the way Todd’s hands crept down to frame her ribs.

Allie shuddered. She wasn’t cold, but the tremor ran through her anyway.

Evan noticed. He leaned in and whispered, “Still want it?”

Allie nodded, her voice gone.

Todd pressed his mouth to her ear. “Tell him,” he said, low and rough.

Allie opened her mouth, but the words stuck. She looked at Evan, then at Todd, and felt both their hands pressing into her, anchoring her in this new body, this new moment.

Evan cupped her face, then kissed her, a slow, deliberate press of lips to lips. Todd’s hands clamped down on her sides, holding her steady. For the first time, she let herself feel all of it, every hand, every mouth, every gaze, and it was too much, but she didn’t want less.

The three of them stayed like that, the triangle of touch and want, until the lamp’s glow was the only thing keeping them from dissolving entirely.

Evan pulled back and smiled, just a little.

“Ready?” he said.

And the answer, unspoken, was obvious.

…

The undressing was not rushed, but it wasn’t a ceremony, either. Evan started with the straps, his fingers looping under the threadbare cotton and peeling it down her arms, careful not to let the fabric catch or snag. He guided the slip off her shoulders, then let it collapse in a soft pool at her feet, revealing everything she’d tried to hide in the months before. The room’s warmth made her skin flush instantly, blood rising to the surface in nervous pink, the areolas almost black against the pallor of her breasts.

Evan stepped back, hands at his sides, and took her in. He didn’t say anything right away, just let his gaze walk the new lines of her body—the heavier tits, the faint shadow of a linea nigra bisecting her stomach, the swelling at her hips where the skin looked thinner, more translucent. His eyes flicked up to her face, and the look was neither judgment nor hunger, but something slower, a kind of measuring.

He reached out and pressed his palm flat to her stomach, the hand so broad it covered her almost completely. He didn’t move, didn’t stroke or circle, just left it there, the warmth of his skin bleeding through to her core.

Allie’s breath hitched. The weight of his hand made her insides contract and then bloom, a ripple that started at her spine and rolled outward. She tried to hold still, but the tremor in her knees betrayed her. She felt as if she were being claimed, marked, or maybe read for the first time.

Todd hovered just behind her, close enough that she could sense the heat of him, but not close enough to touch. His fingers flexed at her hip, knuckles gone white from the grip. The movement was involuntary, animal, as if he were restraining himself from stepping in.

Evan’s thumb pressed a fraction harder, and Allie shivered.

He looked at her, eyes steady, and said, “Look at you.” It wasn’t mocking, and it wasn’t soft, either. Just factual, a statement of record.

Allie dropped her chin, suddenly aware of every inch of herself. Her arms went to cross over her chest, but Evan caught her wrists in his other hand and gently pulled them down, anchoring them at her sides.

Todd’s voice was at her ear, the whisper almost a vibration. “Beautiful,” he said, and his hands slid up to frame her ribs, thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts. She felt his breath on her neck, hot and ragged.

Evan stepped closer, close enough that the fabric of his shirt rasped against her nipples. He held her by the shoulders, then bent and kissed her collarbone, working his way up the side of her neck to her jaw. She expected it to be rough, but he took his time, letting the anticipation build, letting the shudders run their course before moving on.

Todd’s hands never left her body. He trailed his palms down her sides, across the curve of her ass, then back up, always skirting the perimeter of the place Evan had claimed with his hand. The two men didn’t look at each other, but the choreography was tight, each movement measured against the other’s, as if they’d rehearsed it.

Evan nudged her backward, toward the bed. Todd caught her from behind, bracing her until she felt the back of her knees hit the edge of the mattress. They lowered her together, the touch never frantic, but not gentle, either. She landed on the sheets with Todd supporting her shoulders, Evan’s hands guiding her hips until she was flat on her back, the amber light painting her body in long, gold stripes.

Evan reached for a pillow and slid it under her hips. The lift changed the angle, made her belly more pronounced, made her thighs open wider and her cunt more visible in the lamplight. He knelt between her knees and ran his hands up her legs, from ankle to inner thigh, spreading her open with a single, unhurried motion.

Todd sat beside her on the bed, one arm behind her shoulders, the other hand splayed over her abdomen. He looked down at her, his face flushed and wet-lipped, eyes flicking from her belly to her breasts and back.

Evan stared at her for a full beat, then reached down and stroked his cock—already hard, already leaking at the tip. He lined up at her entrance, then paused, the head barely grazing her lips.

Allie felt every nerve ending fire at once. The anticipation was physical, her body already wet and open, her clit a pulse point in the dark.

Evan didn’t warn her. He slid in, slow and steady, until she felt the first flare of stretch, the fullness so immediate it bordered on pain. She let out a gasp, not a word but a sound, and Todd’s hand clamped tighter around her belly.

“Fuck,” Todd whispered, voice fractured.

Evan drew back, then pushed in again, deeper this time. The friction was different from before—soaked, slick, but also tighter, her insides reconfigured by the swelling at her center. He fucked her slow, at first, letting her adjust, letting her feel every inch.

Todd leaned over and kissed her, his mouth hard on hers, tongue insistent. He didn’t ask permission, just took what he needed, devouring her as Evan began to build a rhythm.

The bed creaked with each thrust. The headboard rattled against the wall, painting a shadow that shivered with every movement. The smell in the room grew richer: sweat, sex, the animal tang of arousal, all of it layered over the mineral note of the city night.

Evan leaned forward, hands on either side of her thighs, the muscles in his arms standing out like ropes. He fucked her with a focus that bordered on meditative, eyes locked on the place where their bodies joined. Each time he bottomed out, his pelvis mashed against her clit, and Allie felt the shock of it, the jolt, the inevitability of what was happening.

Todd’s hand wandered lower, his palm flat against her stomach, feeling the movements inside her as Evan thrust in and out. He pressed down, gentle at first, then harder, as if trying to mold the shape of her from the outside.

Allie reached down and grabbed Todd’s wrist, the same way she had in the standing room, but now the gesture was desperate. She pressed his hand into her belly, needing him to feel it, to be a part of what was happening. Todd’s breath broke; she felt it, the tremor that ran through him.

Evan’s pace picked up. He slammed in harder, the sound of his hips slapping her ass echoing through the small bedroom. Allie’s legs came up, wrapping around his waist, pulling him deeper. Her back arched off the pillow, tits straining up, the flush on her skin deepening from pink to scarlet.

Todd moved his mouth to her ear. “He’s fucking you,” he said, the words shaking. “You feel that? You feel how deep he is?”

Allie nodded, but couldn’t speak. The sensations were too much—her body clamped down, holding Evan inside, her cunt milking him, her muscles spasming as the first wave of orgasm built at the base of her spine.

Evan braced himself on her thighs and drove in, brutal and relentless. He didn’t need to talk; his body did all the work, all the communication. Sweat ran down his temples, onto her belly, mixing with her own.

Todd’s hand never left her. He kept it pressed to her stomach, as if trying to memorize the shape, the movement, the consequences of every stroke.

Allie came, hard. The orgasm ripped through her, toes curling, hands clawing at the sheets. She cried out, the sound breaking in her throat, and Evan fucked her through it, not slowing, not letting her down for even a second.

She barely had time to recover before the next wave hit. This time, Evan bent over her, his chest against her knees, and pounded her so hard the whole bed shifted. She saw stars, then black, then nothing at all except the movement inside her.

Todd’s mouth was at her ear again. “He’s breeding you,” he whispered, voice hoarse. “He’s going to make you big, make you full.” The words sent a shock straight to her clit, and she clenched down again, another orgasm right on the heels of the first.

Evan groaned. He slammed in once, twice, then held, buried to the root. She felt the jerk of his cock, the pulse of heat as he came, the flood of it inside her. He stayed there, locked to her, both of them shaking.

The world went silent, except for the sound of their breathing.

Evan collapsed forward, his forehead resting on her collarbone. Todd still had his hand on her belly, unmoving. Allie was boneless, body limp, chest heaving as she came back to herself.

No one spoke. The only sound was the lamp’s soft buzz, and the distant hum of cars three stories below.

After a minute, Evan pulled out, slow and careful. He looked at her, then at Todd, then back at her. There was a glint of pride, or maybe satisfaction, in his eyes. He wiped sweat from his brow and sat back on his heels, still catching his breath.

Todd turned to her, face bright with color, mouth slack. He touched her cheek, ran a thumb along her jaw, and leaned in to kiss her again—softer, this time, almost grateful.

Allie lay on the ruined sheets, feeling the aftershocks rippling up and down her body. Her skin was tacky with sweat, her thighs slick with the mess Evan had left inside her. She didn’t care. She wanted to feel this way forever.

Todd curled up beside her, one arm around her shoulders, the other hand still resting on her belly. Evan watched them, eyes steady, then reached out and stroked her leg, just once, from knee to ankle.

The three of them stayed that way, connected by the aftermath, by the lamp’s warm glow and the memory of what they’d just done.

No one said the word out loud. There was no need.

It was everywhere, in the room, in the sweat and the sex and the throb of her pulse under Todd’s hand. In the way Evan’s eyes lingered on her stomach. In the way her own body seemed to stretch outward, already making room for the next version of herself.

Eventually, the world resumed: a car horn, a shout from the street, the rattle of pipes as someone above them turned on the shower.

Evan stood, stretched, and dressed with a lazy economy of movement. He bent and kissed her forehead, then Todd’s, then let himself out, the door clicking shut with a soft finality.

Todd rolled to his side, gathering her in. He held her, his breath on her shoulder, his palm wide over her belly. She listened to the rhythm of his heart, and for the first time in a long time, it matched hers exactly.

They drifted in and out of sleep, the bed still warm from the bodies that had just left it.

When Allie finally closed her eyes, she dreamed not of loss or longing, but of the future, bright and loud and right there in her hands.

…

Evan dressed in near-silence. He pulled on his boxers, then his jeans, the zipper raspy in the hush. He stood at the side of the bed for a moment, head bowed, then ran a hand down Allie’s calf, thumb tracing the bone all the way to her ankle. He lingered there, palm pressed to her shin, as if anchoring her to the mattress. Then he let go, bent and kissed her on the inside of the knee—so quick and unselfconscious it barely qualified as a gesture—and moved toward the door.

He didn’t look back at her. But when he reached the threshold, he paused and glanced at Todd. Their eyes met, and something passed between them, weighty but unsigned. Then Evan let himself out, the latch catching in the frame with a gentle click.

The apartment reknit itself around the absence. The lamp cast its wedge of gold over the pillows, the sheets soaked through and cooling at her thighs. Allie stayed on her back, hands folded across her belly, the aftershocks rolling through her in slow, soft waves. The place where Evan’s hand had pressed was still warm, as if some echo of his touch lingered under the skin.

Todd moved first. He shifted closer, until their shoulders touched, then propped himself on one elbow and just looked at her. His eyes were too open—blue circled by red, the whites shot through with nerves and sleeplessness. He didn’t say anything at first. His hand drifted to her stomach, lighter now, the palm a ghost of the grip it had been before.

Allie covered his hand with hers, laced their fingers together. She wondered if she should say something—thank you, or I love you, or Are you okay?—but the moment felt too tender, too exposed for any words at all.

Instead, Todd bent over her, pressing his lips to the curve of her belly, right at the place where the skin went from flat to rising. He stayed there a long moment, breathing in the smell of her, the scent of Evan still clinging to her skin. When he straightened up, his expression was unreadable: flushed, jaw set, eyes dark with something between awe and uncertainty.

Allie pulled him down, and they kissed, slower than before. She tasted salt, and the sharp tang of their shared sweat, and something sweeter she couldn’t name.

He slid over her, careful this time, bracketing her hips with his knees, his hands on either side of her stomach. She felt the difference immediately: the way his body moved more cautiously, the way he paused with every inch, as if recalibrating who she was now.

He entered her, slow and careful, and the sensation was new—not just from the slick and the stretch, but from the tenderness that radiated through every movement. He held her face in his hands, kissed her eyelids and the tip of her nose and the hollow above her clavicle. He moved inside her, never losing contact, never letting the rhythm overpower the touch.

They fucked like that for a long time, in silence except for the sound of skin and the creak of the mattress, the noise barely enough to cover the hum of the city outside.

When the words came, they were softer, private.

“You feel good,” Todd whispered, voice gone raw.

Allie smiled, or tried to. “You too.”

He bent and nuzzled her neck, his hand splaying across her belly again. “Can you feel it?” he said, but the words were more wonder than question.

She nodded, and the answer moved through both of them.

He finished with a gasp, hips pressed flush, hands shaking as he emptied inside her. Allie clung to him, arms and legs wrapped tight, as if she could keep them both from unraveling.

Afterward, he rolled to her side, but didn’t let go. He pulled the sheet up, covering her from the hips down, then tucked himself behind her, one arm draped over her waist, the other tangled in her hair.

They lay like that, the room dimming as the city outside slid toward dawn. Todd’s breath evened out, his hold on her loosening as sleep took over.

Allie stared at the wall, watching the shadows flatten and grow. She let her mind drift, following the path of Evan’s hand, the shape of Todd’s body curled around hers, the future stitched under her skin.

The lamp was still on. She reached for the switch and flicked it off. The dark washed everything to gray, the outlines of the room soft as the inside of a closed fist.

She pressed her own hand to her belly, fingers splayed, palm flat. She waited for something—movement, certainty, a sign—but all she felt was her own pulse, steady and sure.

Todd’s hand covered hers, anchoring them both.

Outside, the city murmured on, indifferent and unchanging.

Inside, the world shrank to the shape of a bed, the hush of two bodies, and the secret between them, already growing louder by the hour.


Chapter 12

The city was a rumor behind the window: tire hiss, horn, the sudden percussion of a man shouting at nobody. Allie stood in the kitchen, one bare foot folded up on the heel, the other planted for balance, stirring oatmeal that was half burned, half glue, and all she could think about was how the waistband of her favorite pajama shorts cut a raw red line into the slope of her stomach.

The sun made a pale, triangular bruise across the counter, illuminating the crusted-over honey jar, the spoon dried and welded to the rim from last night. Todd sat on the couch, the ratty green one with two cushions always threatening to split at the seam, his elbows on his knees and a baby-care brochure limp between his hands. It was open to the section about “bonding,” but he wasn’t reading it. Every thirty seconds he’d flip the page or run a thumb down the edge, but his eyes didn’t track, and when Allie looked over she saw the flick of a tongue at the corner of his mouth—a nervous tic, like he was trying to taste the fear out of the air.

Neither of them spoke. Not at first. There were things that didn’t need to be said, at least not while the oatmeal boiled and the traffic outside ran its endless circuits.

Allie’s t-shirt, oversized and faded by years of bleach, hung like a flag from her collarbones. Her breasts had outgrown it—had outgrown every shirt she owned—but she liked the way the fabric pulled tight across her chest and then floated, tent-like, over the swelling that was now unmistakable. Her belly was rounder, the skin shot through with a faint network of blue veins if you looked close. Sometimes she caught herself pressing the heel of her palm to the curve just to confirm that it was real, that it was happening, that she hadn’t dreamed the last month into being.

She set the wooden spoon down, letting the handle clatter against the enamel rim. The sound echoed, cheap and hollow.

Todd made a noise that might have been a laugh or a cough, and then slumped farther down the couch until his head tipped over the back. The brochure flopped off his knee and landed open, splayed, on the laminate floor. He didn’t reach for it.

Allie ladled the oatmeal into two chipped bowls, added a squirt of honey to one, then set both on the counter. She didn’t call him to eat. Instead, she wandered back to the window, pressed her forehead to the cool glass, and watched as a bus splashed through a crosswalk, trailing the day’s first grit and slush behind its tires. The building across the street threw back the sunlight with a low-grade malice, striping her arms and face with uneven bars.

The air was warmer than she’d expected, heavy with the sweet, burnt milkiness of the oatmeal and the ghost of last night’s sex—a sour note, low in the register. She could feel the place on her throat where Todd’s beard had abraded the skin raw, and the echo of his fingers where they’d pressed into her thighs, marking the new terrain.

She shivered, but not from cold.

Todd appeared at her side without sound, his hand flat on the counter next to her. He didn’t touch her, just stood close enough that she could feel the heat coming off his chest. She didn’t look at him, not directly; instead, she traced the line of the sidewalk with her eyes, all the way to the corner where a crossing guard held up a stop sign with less conviction than most people held a cell phone.

He reached for the coffee pot, filled the blue mug with a logo worn to near-blank, and then stood sipping it. He looked at her, really looked, his eyes snagging on her belly for a second too long.

She caught the glance in the glass. “Say it,” she said, but it came out barely above a breath.

He didn’t. Instead, he set the mug down and put his hand at the small of her back, just above the waistband, where the skin was warm and slightly damp from standing so close to the window. The touch was gentle, but insistent, a weight rather than a caress.

Allie stiffened, not in protest but in anticipation, and for a moment everything in the room—her pulse, the radiator, the city—seemed to hold its breath.

He kept his hand there, heel of the palm pressed just so, and waited for her to move. When she didn’t, when she let the moment stretch until her legs went unsteady, he turned her by the waist until they were face to face. The city behind them blurred and doubled in the reflection, two bodies superimposed, a third taking shape in the space between.

Neither of them said a word.

Todd’s hands slid up the sides of her shirt, bunching the cotton into a rope that twisted just beneath her breasts. His grip was tight, knuckles pale, and Allie felt herself pulled forward, off balance. She liked that—liked the lack of options, the fact that her body was already pitching toward him before her mind caught up.

The brochure was still on the floor. She saw it, just for a second, as Todd backed her into the kitchen wall. It lay face up, a baby with a perfect, uncanny smile staring at the ceiling, oblivious. Todd’s mouth was on her neck, his hands shoving the hem of the t-shirt up until her belly was bare to the cold, and then higher, until the fabric bunched under her arms and she raised them to let him pull it over her head.

He dropped the shirt on the counter and stepped back, just enough to look at her. Her breasts were flushed, the areolas wide and almost purple. The stretch marks, new and faint, fanned out from her navel like lightning in slow motion.

He touched her stomach, not softly, but with the flat of his hand, as if testing for a fracture. Allie drew in a breath and held it.

Todd bent, pressing his lips to the skin just below her ribs, then again lower, and with each kiss his beard scraped at the surface until her nerves lit up and her legs buckled. She caught herself on the countertop, the Formica edge biting into her palm.

He dropped to his knees and ran his tongue along the underside of her belly, tracing the curve until it met the waistband of her shorts. He tugged them down, slow at first, but then faster, as if he’d realized the impatience was mutual.

Allie’s underwear was already damp. He peeled it off and let it hang at her ankle. Her thighs trembled—not from cold, not from shame, but from the weird, boiling mixture of arousal and uncertainty that had been her new default for weeks.

Todd gripped her hips and turned her, so her ass was pressed to the edge of the counter, and then stood, hard and urgent, and kissed her mouth with an almost childish desperation. She felt his cock, already leaking, pressed hot against her thigh.

They didn’t move to the bedroom. NotThey didn’t move to the bedroom. Not at first. Todd crowded her against the kitchen counter, the bowl of oatmeal going cold and lumpy behind her, his cock hot and heavy against her hip. His hands were all over, roaming from her breasts—too sensitive, too much, but also not enough—to the arch of her ass, kneading at the new flesh like he was trying to reshape her, remap her. His breath was in her ear, then at her neck, and she heard herself make a noise that was too loud for a city apartment at 10 a.m., but she didn’t care.

She hooked her fingers in the waistband of his boxers and yanked, hard enough to leave red lines across his thighs when they finally slipped past his knees. He grunted and shoved a hand between her legs, not delicate, just a flat palm and two fingers spreading her open, finding her wet already. His mouth crashed into hers and they kissed, messy and teethy, until she couldn’t get enough air and had to break away.

He spun her by the shoulders, pinning her chest to the counter, and entered her from behind, the angle a little awkward, but the friction and the pressure so perfect she cried out. Todd’s grip on her hips was almost painful, and he thrust so deep she could feel his pubic bone slam into her ass with every stroke. Her belly—their belly—swung with the force of it, bumping the edge of the countertop on each forward shove. It hurt and it felt good, like a fight she’d chosen and was determined to win.

He lasted less than two minutes. Maybe less than one, if she was honest with herself, but she came anyway, the orgasm rolling up from her tailbone and cracking open her spine like a zipper. She bit down on her own arm to keep from screaming. Todd slammed in one final time and finished, the muscles in his forearms standing out like braided cables, the sweat rolling down the side of his face and dripping onto her back.

When he pulled out, he left a mess: a thick, hot spill that dripped down her leg and pooled at her ankle, seeping into the mat by the sink. She stood there, shaking, the cold air raising goosebumps along the curve of her ass. For a second, the only sound was the heater ticking in the wall and the faint burble of traffic three stories below.

Todd pressed his forehead to her shoulder, breathing her in, his hands still clamped at her waist like he was afraid she’d run. Then he straightened, reached around for a paper towel, and wiped her down with the kind of tenderness that would have made her cry, if she weren’t still wrung out. He kissed her once, soft at the base of her neck, then left her to stagger back to the couch, his own legs unsteady.

Allie watched him collapse onto the cushions, boneless, a man who’d finally run out of moves. She pulled her shorts up and felt the elastic catch on her still-tingling skin, the waistband now too tight to close without pinching. She padded into the bedroom, found a clean t-shirt on the radiator, and threw it on, skipping a bra. She heard Todd flip the brochure closed and toss it onto the coffee table, then start the old video game console, the familiar bleeps and boops cutting the silence.

She didn’t join him right away. She leaned in the hallway and stared at her reflection in the full-length mirror, taking inventory. Her hair was wild, lips swollen, one nipple already leaking a clear, sticky bead. Her belly looked bigger today, a little more out there, like it had its own intention. She smoothed her hand over it, tracing the faint, silvery lines, and wondered if the baby could hear what had just happened. If it could feel the aftershocks through the cushion of her flesh.

When she finally drifted into the living room, Todd was staring at the TV, not really playing, just letting the game run. His hands rested in his lap, fingers loosely intertwined, but his attention tracked her as she entered. She sat beside him, tucking her feet under his thigh, and he covered her toes with one hand. They sat like that for a while, the oatmeal untouched, the city still rumbling outside.

“I’m sorry,” Todd said, eventually. He didn’t look at her.

Allie shrugged. “For what?”

He shook his head, slow. “I don’t know. For not knowing what to do. For… that.” He gestured, vague, at the counter, at the kitchen, maybe at her.

She considered for a second, then reached over and pried open his hand, threading her fingers through his. “Me either,” she said.

They let the silence settle again. On the street, a siren flared and faded. The radiator rattled back to life. Todd squeezed her hand once, then let go, picking up the controller with his free hand and mashing buttons at random.

Allie looked at the clock on the wall. She’d expected the day to be shorter somehow, that time might speed up now that the waiting was over. But the hands ticked forward at the same rate as always. There was a kind of comfort in that.

She closed her eyes and drifted, not quite sleeping, the city noise and the warmth of Todd’s thigh keeping her anchored. She dreamed about nothing. She dreamed about everything.

When she woke, the sun had slid to the far edge of the sky, and the apartment was gold and purple, the light streaking through the window and lighting Todd’s face from below. He’d dozed off, mouth open, a smudge of oatmeal at the corner of his lip. His hand still rested on her foot.

Allie touched her stomach. She waited for the flutter she’d read about, the quickening, but all she felt was her own heartbeat.

She liked that. She liked that a lot.

…

That night, the apartment was a box of heat and shadow. They ate takeout on the bed, spicy noodles that made Todd sweat, and watched half a movie before giving up. The city had gone to sleep, but the air was thick with the memory of everything that had come before, every sound amplified by the hush.

They lay in the dark, neither of them talking, just breathing together. Allie pressed her hand to her belly and Todd, without asking, found it and covered it with his own.

They stayed that way until the world began again.

Nothing had changed, and everything had.

And that was enough.

THE END


Other Works by F. Rey Noel

(Complete Works Here)

Coming Clean: An Interracial Hotwife Novella: We need to talk. Those four words bring Mark's world crashing down around him when his wife Blair finally comes clean to him about a massive indiscretion on a recent business trip.

Mark finds himself even more confused and upset when Blair shows no signs of remorse, only pity for him. And what she proposes they do next to fix things between is wilder than anything Mark could have ever imagined.

But despite his intellectual reservations, Mark finds himself curious and intrigued as his baser instincts take over and call the shots.

Will Mark be able to handle watching Blair fulfill her deep, dark desires right in front of him? Or will reality be too much for him to handle?

Hidden Desire - Hannah’s Hotwife Awakening (2-Book Series): Something is off. Oscar can feel it. His wife, Hannah isn't the same and neither is their marriage. She's hiding something, but he can't quite figure out what it is.

When Hannah finally comes clean, will Oscar be able to hand the truth? Is he willing to go along for the ride to save his marriage and keep his wife satisfied?

One Sweet Summer Night: A Hotwife Romance: A shy, conservative couple tries to shake their religious upbringing and the sexual hangups that go along with it.

Joey and Alice have been married three years and have a great marriage. The only thing missing? Passion in the bedroom.

Luckily, one night at a friend's pool party, a tall, dark, and handsome stud gets Alice riled up enough to push the boundaries and explore her wild side. It's everything Joey dreamed it could be and more...but can he handle the heat?

She Wants It Darker: A Hotwife Fantasy Romance: Will a snooping wife's dark discovery about her husband's internet habits be the nail in the coffin for their faltering marriage...or will it be just the kind of spark it needs to reignite their flame? Kendra is fed up with her husband's apathy and evasiveness as their marriage falls apart. As her fears mount, she begins to suspect he's having an affair.

But when she goes looking for evidence of it and finally manages to break into his computer, she's shocked by what she finds. She's even more shocked at how much she likes it.

Will Kendra keep this dirty little secret to herself, or will she tell her husband she's more than willing to give it a try?

Heartbreak Cove: A Hotwife Vacation Romance: Amy and Noah Harrington are all set to take the trip of a lifetime to a super exclusive lifestyle resort on a private island in the middle of the Caribbean with their friends, Claire and Liam. When Noah finds out that their friends have to cancel last minute due to a family emergency, he worries that Amy will get cold feet and back out.

After all the work Noah put into convincing his wife to give this trip a try, he doesn't want to give up his dream now. So, he decides to lie - or rather, not fill her in on the new development. When Amy finds out about his deception, it's too late and they're already en route but she's livid and dying to settle the score once they arrive.

Does Noah's lie of omission come back to haunt him?

Sometimes fantasies should just stay fantasies and the saying, be careful what you wish for is wise advice.

Sharing Annabelle: A Hotwife Vacation Romance: William and Annabelle have escaped the dreadful New England winter (and their annoying families) to spend the holiday season in Playa Del Carmen at a posh, luxury resort on the Caribbean. Their Christmas getaway proves to be just what their marriage needed as they reconnect and rekindle their love in paradise.

But Annabelle has discovered a secret about Will that she's just dying to tell him about. She knows about Will's deepest, darkest fantasies and is surprised to find herself totally game to try them out.

When a tall, dark, and handsome man makes an impression on them at dinner one night and then the following day on the beach, Will and Annabelle find themselves faced with a tough choice. Do they answer the call and put their relationship to the test or do they play it safe and risk regretting it for the rest of their lives?

The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books):

These wives only travel for pleasure and their husbands love to watch them play. The SHARED On Vacation series, by F. Rey Noel features the steamiest Hotwife fantasy romance tales set in tropical and exotic locations all over the world.
 

Lana’s List - The Making of a Hotwife Series (Books 1-3):

Can a marriage survive an unsuspecting husband finding a list of his wife's deepest, darkest fantasies and realizing they don't involve him? Can it somehow not only survive but...thrive? 

David and Lana will have to answer this very question after David finds a specific and emphatic list while cleaning the house one morning after his wife's book club that states, in no uncertain terms, one BIG fantasy that Lana can't seem to get out of her head.

And what makes David sick to his stomach is that he knows for sure he can't be the one to fulfill it. But when he confronts her about it, he's surprised at just how much this fantasy of her's turns both of them on as he finds himself inexplicably willing to entertain the idea of actually making it happen for her.

Just how far are they willing to take things and will they get burnt by this scorching, debaucherous fantasy of Lana's? Sometimes fantasies should stay just that and other times they need to be allowed to come to fruition. David and Lana are walking a fine line. Will it make their marriage stronger or end it in one fell swoop?
 

Demi’s Dark Thoughts: An Interracial, Cheating Wife Story:

Demi has had it with her husband. He's never home and hardly notices her. She has unmet needs and a score to settle.

She wants to teach him a lesson and the hot, single guy next door has just the kind of package she's looking for. Her dark desires have been fantasies for far too long. It's time to make them a reality and show her loser husband how a real man takes care of a woman like her.

Told from the wife’s POV.

A Curious Little Hotwife: A Short, Wife-Sharing Story:

Brett and Leah are a curious couple that enjoys the hotwifing lifestyle. When Brett's old college roommate, Jax, informs him he'll be in town, Brett insists he come stay at their place.

Leah has never met Jax before, but she's heard so much about his conquests back in college and his prowess in the bedroom that she can't help but be curious.

She's eager to find out if the stories are true and Brett is more than willing to watch her find out for herself. So, they hatch a little plan and embark on a devious weekend adventure together.

Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance:

It's the last day of vacation and Jeff and his wife, Reya, have a bad case of the last day blues. They finally got an entire week away from their kids and responsibilities and while they had a good time, they didn't quite get around to exploring each other - physically - as much as they'd hoped.

When they go for one final, sunset walk on the beach, a dark and mysterious stranger named Joss wanders into their lives and just so happens to be staying at the same resort as them. He also just so happens to provide them with the perfect opportunity to get over their case of the last day blues by exploring one of their biggest fantasies.

Will Jeff and Reya take a leap of faith and make up for all the lost time? Or will they keep making the same mistake they've been making all week?

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc153.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc152.jpg
OUTSOURCED

——« An Interracial Hotwife Romance +—





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Chapter 1

		Chapter 2

		Chapter 3

		Chapter 4

		Chapter 5

		Chapter 6

		Chapter 7

		Chapter 8

		Chapter 9

		Chapter 10

		Chapter 11

		Chapter 12

		Other Works by F. Rey Noel




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133






