

Chapter 1

The fluorescent lights of Green Leaf Grocers buzzed like a swarm of angry bees, their sterile glow casting long shadows over the produce section. Lena Carter exhaled slowly, rolling her shoulders to ease the tension coiling between them. She’d been here for twenty minutes, staring at the same bunch of kale like it held the secrets of the universe. It didn’t. But the way her husband’s voice had sounded on the phone—distant, dismissive—had left her feeling like a ghost in her own life. "Babe, I’ll be late again. Client dinner. You know how it is." She did. She knew how it was. Three years of "client dinners," "late meetings," and "just one more drink." Three years of pretending she didn’t notice the way his cologne faded by morning, the way his hands no longer lingered on her waist when he walked past. Three years of swallowing her needs like they were bitter pills.

Lena adjusted the strap of her tote bag, her fingers brushing the smooth leather of her wedding ring. A reminder. A lie. She wasn’t his anymore—not really. Not since the fire had gone out between them, leaving behind only embers and ash. Her fingers traced the tiny scratches on the gold band, each one a memory of a better time, of hands that once explored her body with such reverence. Now, they only touched her in passing, casual brushes that felt more like an obligation than a connection. The ring felt heavier tonight, more of a burden than a promise.

She reached for the kale, her fingers curling around the thick, glossy stems. Healthy. Balanced. Just like our lives should be. But the truth was, her life felt like a grocery list—full of things she should want, but nothing that made her ache. The crisp green leaves felt alien in her hand, a symbol of the nutrition her marriage so desperately lacked.

A sharp thud echoed through the aisle, making her jump. The sound was powerful, jarring, a complete contrast to the sterile silence that had settled around her. She turned just in time to see a black duffel bag hit the floor with a force that sent a football bouncing across the tile and a half-empty energy drink rolling toward her feet. The drink left a sticky trail on the floor, a messy streak that somehow felt symbolic of her own unraveling life. Before she could react, a deep, rumbling voice cut through the silence. "Shit. Sorry about that." Lena’s pulse spiked at the sound of it. It was a voice that commanded attention, that wrapped around you like a physical touch. She turned slowly, her gaze climbing up a body that looked like it had been carved from stone. Broad shoulders, corded arms, the kind of physique that made her forget how to breathe. His white tank top clung to his chest, the fabric stretched taut over rippling abs and defined pecs, the muscles flexing as he bent to retrieve his things. The movement was fluid, powerful, a ballet of strength that had her completely mesmerized. His skin was a deep, warm brown, sun-kissed in places where the tank top rode up just enough to tease the V of his hips. And his hair—short, curly, damp at the edges like he’d just come in from practice or a long run, the strands sticking to his forehead in a way that made her want to reach out and smooth them back. But it was his jeans that did her in. They were low-slung, the denim straining over something thick and heavy between his legs. Lena’s breath hitched. Oh. My. God. She could see the outline—long, thick, the head pressing against the zipper like it was begging to be set free. With each movement he made to pick up his things, the denim pulled tighter, offering her glimpses of what lay beneath. The outline was unmistakable, a promise of what she hadn’t felt in far too long. The man straightened, and Lena’s gaze snapped up to his face. Dark, almond-shaped eyes locked onto hers, knowing. Teasing. A smirk played at his full lips, like he knew exactly what she was thinking. "You okay?" His voice was smooth, low, the kind of voice that made her stomach clench. "I—I’m fine," she stammered, her fingers tightening around the kale stems. "Just… surprised." "Yeah, well, surprise’s my middle name." He chuckled, deep and rich, stepping closer. The scent of leather and sweat and something musky hit her, intoxicating. He was tall—too tall, his head nearly brushing the fluorescent lights, forcing her to tilt her chin up to meet his gaze. And when she did, she realized—he was looking at her like he wanted to eat her alive. "Name tag, sweetheart." His finger tapped the plastic strip on her shirt—LCarter—before he leaned in just enough for his warm breath to ghost over her ear. "Lena." Her name on his lips sent a shudder down her spine. The way he said it, slow and deliberate, made her imagine him whispering it in other contexts, in other places. Her name became an invitation, a challenge, all at once. "You ever need help with anything else…" His voice dropped, rougher now, deliberate. His hand brushed her waist, his fingers lingering just long enough to make her gasp. The contact sent electric currents through her body. His touch was firm yet gentle, a contradiction that made her heart race. She should step back. She should tell him to get his hands off her. But instead, she stood there, breathless, her body betraying her with every racing heartbeat. "I—I’m married," she whispered, though the words felt weak, meaningless. "Married men's wives are always the spiciest." His smirk deepened, mocking, but hungry. "Trust me, I know." Before she could respond, he straightened, grabbing his bag with a flex of his forearm that made his biceps bulge. The movement was deliberate, a show of strength that had her completely captivated. He wasn't just walking away; he was performing a departure, ensuring she got a final view of his impressive physique. "Have a good day, Lena." She froze. "How—?" "Name tag, sweetheart." He winked, then turned, his ass flexing under his jeans as he walked away, the outline of his cock still unmistakable, thick and proud, pressing against the denim. Lena stood there, kale forgotten, her mind spinning. What the hell was that? The encounter had left her feeling disoriented, her body humming with an energy she hadn't felt in years. The stranger—Darius, if his duffel bag was any indication—had awakened something in her that she had thought long dormant. Later that night, she lay in bed beside her husband, his soft snores filling the silence. She should've been asleep. She should've been dreaming of nothing. Instead, she was Googling. "Big black cock" popped up in her search history, the results graphic, explicit, the images thick, veiny, dripping with pre-cum. Her fingers trembled as she scrolled, her breath coming in short gasps. With one hand on her laptop, she began to touch herself, imagining Darius's smirk, the way his voice had dropped when he'd whispered "spiciest." The way his jeans had hugged his thick length, the way his hips had swayed as he walked away. Her fingers found their way beneath her panties, the lace damp with anticipation. She circled her clit slowly at first, then faster, her mind's eye replaying the encounter in the grocery store. "Lena?" Her husband's groggy voice cut through the haze. "Hmm?" She pulled her hand away, forcing herself to sound sleepy. "You okay?" "Yeah," she lied, blushing. "Just… tired." But as she closed her eyes, all she could see was Darius's cock, thick and proud, and the promise in his voice: "You know where to find me."




Chapter 2

The fluorescent lights of Green Leaf Grocers hummed overhead, casting a sterile glow over the sea of shoppers pushing carts with the weary determination of people who had long since given up on the illusion of grocery shopping being anything but a chore. Lena adjusted her grip on the handle of her cart, her knuckles turning white. She hadn't slept well—not since he had walked away three days ago, leaving her with a deep, persistent ache between her legs and a name burned into her memory like a brand.

Darius.

She hadn't seen him since. Hadn't even looked for him. But that didn't stop her from scanning every aisle, every face, every broad-shouldered stranger who happened to be carrying a duffel bag or wearing a tank top that stretched over defined muscle, biceps that flexed with every movement, triceps that tapered beautifully down to strong forearms. She was paranoid. She knew it. But she couldn't help it.

Because the truth was, she wanted to see him again.

---

The freezer section was a blessing of cold air, a reprieve from the stifling heat of the produce aisle where she'd spent the last twenty minutes pretending she wasn't searching for him. She grabbed a carton of vanilla ice cream, her fingers trembling slightly as she set it in the cart. Stupid. Indulgent. Exactly what she needed.

She turned the corner into the snack aisle, her shoulders tensing instantly when a familiar scent hit her - bergamot and sweat, masculine and intoxicating. Her heart stuttered in her chest, doing a little flip that made her breath catch. There he was.

Darius.

Leaning against the granola bar display with his arms crossed, his biceps flexing under the sleeves of his black t-shirt. The fabric clung to his muscles, outlining every curve and ridge. His jeans were tighter today, the denim molding to his thighs, the outline of his cock unmistakable, thick and heavy, pressing against the fabric. Lena's breath hitched at the sight. She could see his length straining against his zipper, the outline of his tip creating a prominent bulge in his jeans.

Darius pushed off the shelf and stepped toward her, his movements fluid, predatory. His eyes locked onto hers, dark and knowing, and she felt it—the heat, the pull, the inevitable. A familiar ache bloomed in her core, spreading through her body with each step he took.

"YOU'RE AVOIDING ME," he said, low and rough, his voice sending a shiver down her spine.

"I—I'm just shopping," she stammered, backing up a step, her cart bumping into the shelf behind her.

"Shopping away from me." He closed the distance, his chest brushing hers, his heat radiating through the thin fabric of her fitted tank top. "Why?"

Lena's mouth went dry. She could feel his breath on her lips, warm and heavy. She could smell him—sweat and cologne and something darker, something feral and primal. His scent alone was making her knees weak.

"I don't know you," she whispered, though the words tasted like lies.

"You know enough." His finger traced her jaw, light as a feather, before dropping to her collarbone. His thumb brushed the sensitive skin just above her bra, and Lena gasped, her nipples hardening into pebbles. "You know I'd make sure you forget your own name."

A shiver ran down her spine. She should push him away. She should walk out. But instead, she leant into his touch, her lids drifting shut.

"Darius—"

"You ever had a man fuck you so hard you saw stars?" His lips brushed her ear, his breath hot, his teeth grazing her lobe. "Not the kind who apologizes after. The kind who doesn't stop."

Her clit pulsed, wetness pooling in her panties. "I—I—"

"Your pussy's screaming for me, isn't it?" His hand slid down, cupping her pussy right through her jeans. "Fuck, you're dripping."

Lena moaned, her hips jerking forward, but he held her still, his fingers pressing harder, teasing her through the fabric. She could feel the friction through her jeans, the pressure building in her clit. Her breathing became ragged, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

"Should I just bend you over this shelf? Or should I take you home and fuck you raw?" he murmured, his lips curling into a smirk. "I could make you come so hard right here, right now. Everyone would hear."

Her breath came in ragged gasps. "Darius—"

"Answer me, Lena."

"Yes," she whispered, her voice trembling.

His low, hungry laugh sent a thrill straight to her core, making her wetter than before. "Good. Because I've been waiting for you to ask."

---

The aisle was empty now. The other shoppers had moved on, leaving them alone, isolated, breathless. Darius pressed her against the shelf, his body pinning hers, his cock—thick, hard, leaking—pressing into her stomach. She could feel the heat through his jeans, the length of him, the weight. The outline of his ridged cock was unmistakable against her belly, and she knew he was already leaking, the wet spot growing on his jeans where his tip pressed against the fabric.

"You're mine now," he growled, his lips crashing onto hers.

Lena whimpered, her fingers tangling in his hair, her nails digging into his shoulders. His tongue forced its way into her mouth, rough and demanding, and she moaned, her body arching into his. He tasted of mint and something musky, something distinctly male. His hands gripped her ass, pulling her closer, grinding his cock against her. She could feel how wet she was, how desperate, how ready.

"Fuck, Lena," he growled, pulling away just enough to look at her. His eyes were dark, feral, hungry. "You're gonna be begging by the time I'm done with you."

She whimpered, her hips rolling against him, seeking more friction. His cock slid against her clit through their clothes, the pressure building with each movement.

"Then make it hurt so good," she purred, her voice barely recognizable.

Darius growled, his hand slipping between her legs, cupping her pussy through her jeans. "You're soaked."

"Because of you," she moaned, her head falling back as his fingers teased her clit.

"Good girl." His thumb pressed down, circulating, driving her wild. "You like that? You like me making you come right here in the grocery store?"

"Yes," she gasped, her body trembling.

"Then come for me."

His fingers worked her faster, harder, and Lena cried out, her orgasm crashing over her in waves of pleasure that rippled through her entire body. She clutched at him, her nails digging into his skin as she rode the waves of ecstasy.

When she came down, Darius pulled her close, his breath hot against her ear. "We're not done yet."

Lena shivered, her body still humming, her mind still reeling. "Take me home," she whispered.

His smirk was dark, promising. "Gladly."

---

The drive to her apartment was a blur of hands, lips, and teeth. Darius kissed her neck, his fingers tracing the sensitive skin just below her ear, his other hand gripping her thigh, squeezing. Lena squirmed in her seat, the friction of her jeans against her still-sensitive clit almost painful in its intensity.

"You're mine now," he growled, his lips brushing her pulse point. "And I'm not letting you go."

Lena moaned, her head falling back against the headrest, her body aching for more. She could feel his cock pressing against her, hard and thick, straining against his jeans. She reached over, her hand resting on his thigh, feeling the muscles tense beneath her touch.

By the time they reached her building, she was dripping, her panties ruined, her mind spinning. Darius grinned, dark and hungry, as he led her inside, his hand resting possessively on the small of her back. The contact sent sparks of electricity through her body.

"Bedroom?" he asked, his voice rough with desire.

Lena pointed, her breath coming in ragged gasps. "I'm going to make you scream," he promised.

Lena whimpered, her body thrumming with anticipation, her mind racing with possibilities. "I'm going to make sure of it."

And then he kicked open her bedroom door, and the game began.




Chapter 3

The bell above the door of Harper’s Market & More chimed as Lena stepped inside, the sterile hum of fluorescent lights pressing down like an invisible weight. She adjusted the strap of her tote bag, her fingers brushing the cold metal of her wedding ring—a habit that had become as automatic as breathing. The ring dug into her skin, a reminder of the life she’d built, the promises she’d made, the man who was never there when she needed him. Her phone buzzed in her pocket, and she didn’t even need to look to know it would be another text from Greg: "Be home by 8, babe. Traffic’s a nightmare." She scoffed silently, shoving her phone back into her pocket. Traffic’s a nightmare? More like your excuses are getting thinner. Another late night at the office, another dinner eaten alone, another night of pretending she didn’t notice the way his breath smelled like stale coffee and regret. Lena exhaled sharply, her breath fogging the air between her lips as she turned down the aisle marked "Fresh Herbs & Greens." She needed kale—needed something to anchor herself to the present, something to remind her that she was still alive beneath the surface of her monotonous existence. She reached for the bag of pre-washed kale, her fingers brushing the crisp leaves, when a sudden shift in the air made her pause. A presence. A heat. A man. "Whoa—watch it, lady." The voice was deep, smooth, and laced with amusement, like dark chocolate melting over a slow burn. Lena turned just in time to see a wall of muscle steadying the wobbling display of leafy greens before they could topple onto the floor. And then—Oh. Goddamn. The man who’d just saved her kale from certain doom was tall. Not just tall—monstrously so, his shoulders stretching the seams of his white tank top, the fabric clinging to broad, corded arms dusted with dark hair. His skin was a deep, rich brown, sun-kissed and smooth, and when he grinned at her, two dimples appeared, making her stomach flip like a traitorous thing. But it was his eyes that did her in. Dark. Knowing. Hungry. The kind of eyes that saw right through her "I’m just a tired housewife" act and laughed. "You okay?" he asked, his voice a rumble, like gravel under tires. Lena blinked, her cheeks flushing. "Y-yeah. Just—clumsy." "Mhm." His gaze dropped, lingering on her full lips, her heaving chest, the way her nipples had betrayed her, tightening against the thin fabric of her tank top. "You sure about that?" She should’ve stepped back. Should’ve apologized and walked away. But instead, she smirked. "Maybe I like being clumsy around you." His eyebrows shot up, and then—that smirk—spread across his face, slow and sinful. "Damn. You’re trouble." Lena’s pulse hammered in her throat as he leaned in, just slightly, his warm breath ghosting over her ear. "You ever need help with anything else…" His voice was a purr, a promise, "…you know where to find me." And then he straightened, leaving her breathless, her panties already damp, her mind racing with images of what those hands could do to her. --- Three days later. Lena was back at Harper’s, this time with a fully stocked cart and a determination to ignore the way her body reacted every time she caught a glimpse of Darius—because that’s what she’d learned his name was—leaning against the snack aisle, arms crossed, watching her with that same smoldering intensity. She told herself it was just attraction. A fling. A fantasy. But fantasies didn’t make her wet just from his smirk. Fantasies didn’t have her Googling "big black cock" at 2 AM, masturbating to the glossy images of men who looked nothing like her husband—and everything like Darius. And fantasies didn’t lead to her "accidentally" brushing past him in the produce section, her hip grazing his, his hand shooting out to steady her waist, his fingers lingering just a second too long. "You’re playing with fire, Mrs. Carter," he murmured, his thumb tracing the waistband of her jeans, right where her pussy ached for him. Lena’s breath hitched. "I—I’m not playing." "Liar." His lips curled, and then—oh God—he bent down, his mouth brushing her ear, his warm breath sending shivers down her spine. "You’re soaking." She gasped, her hand flying to her mouth, but it was too late. His laughter was dark and knowing, and when he pulled back, his eyes were alight with triumph. "You want me to show you how good I can make you feel?" Lena’s heart pounded. Her husband’s ring dug into her finger. And for the first time in years— She didn’t say no. --- Later that night. Lena lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, her fingers tracing the outline of her wedding ring. The ring that had once felt like security now felt like a cage. Her phone buzzed. An unknown number. "You didn’t answer my question." She swallowed hard, her thumbs flying over the screen. "What question?" "The one I asked you in the store. You want me to show you how good I can make you feel?" Her breath hitched. "I—I don’t know." "Bullshit." The reply was instant. "You know. And you’re scared." She wasn’t scared. She was terrified. Terrified of what it would feel like to have his hands on her. Terrified of how good it would be. Terrified of how much she’d want more. But most of all— Terrified of how easy it would be to stop. --- The next morning. Lena woke up early, her body still humming from the dream—the one where Darius’s hands had roamed her, where his mouth had been on her, where his cock had stretched her— "Fuck." She grabbed her phone, her fingers trembling as she typed out a reply. "Meet me at the store. Aisle 7. 10 AM." She hit send before she could chicken out. And then she lay back, her heart racing, her mind already imagining— What would happen next. --- 10:03 AM. Lena stood in Aisle 7, the one marked "Baking Supplies & Spices", her fingers tapping nervously against her thigh. She had told herself she was here for cinnamon. For vanilla extract. For anything that would make this meeting seem normal. But the truth was, she was here for him. The bell chimed, and she turned— And there he was. Darius. Leaning against the shelf, his arms crossed, his tank top stretched over his chest, his jeans hugging his thighs in a way that made her ache. His eyes locked onto hers, dark and knowing, and she felt it—the heat, the pull, the inevitability. "You came," he said, his voice rough, like gravel under tires. Lena swallowed. "I said I would." "Mhm." He pushed off the shelf, stepping toward her, his movements fluid, predatory. "You sure about that?" She should’ve lied. Should’ve made an excuse. Should’ve walked away. But instead, she lifted her chin. "I’m sure." His smirk was slow, sinful. "Good. Because I’ve been waiting." Lena’s pulse spiked as he closed the distance between them, his heat radiating against her skin. His finger traced her jaw, light as a feather, before dropping to her collarbone. His thumb brushed the sensitive skin just above her bra, and she gasped, her nipples hardening into pebbles. "You’re nervous," he murmured, his lips curling. "I’m not—" "Liar." His hand slid down, cupping her hip, pulling her closer. "You’re shaking." She wasn’t. Not from fear. From desire. From the way his touch made her forget everything—her husband, her marriage, the life she was supposed to be living. "What do you want, Lena?" His voice was a growl, his breath hot against her ear. "Tell me." She should’ve said nothing. Should’ve played it safe. But the words slipped out before she could stop them. "I want you to touch me." His laugh was dark, hungry. "Anywhere?" "Everywhere." His hand slid up her thigh, his fingers grazing the inside of her knee, making her shiver. "Here?" His thumb brushed the sensitive skin behind her knee, and she moaned, her legs weakening. "Yes." "Here?" His fingers traced the waistband of her jeans, right where her pussy ached for him. "God, yes." His smirk was wicked. "You’re gonna beg by the time I’m done with you." Lena’s breath hitched. "Then make it hurt so good." Darius’s eyes darkened, his hand slipping under her shirt, his fingers brushing the lace of her bra. "You’re soaked." "Because of you." "Good girl." His thumb circled her nipple through the fabric, and she whimpered, her hips rolling forward. "You like that?" His voice was rough, his breath hot against her neck. "You like me making you wet?" "Yes." "Then come for me." His fingers worked her nipple, rolling it between his thumb and forefinger, and Lena gasped, her body arching into his touch. "Darius—" "Louder." She cried out, her orgasm crashing over her in waves, her body trembling against his. When she came down, Darius pulled her close, his lips brushing her ear. "We’re not done yet." Lena’s breath came in ragged gasps. "Take me home." His smirk was promising. "Gladly." And then he picked her up, carrying her out of the store like she weighed nothing, his cock—thick, hard, leaking—pressing into her stomach. "You’re gonna scream for me tonight," he growled. Lena whimpered, her body thrumming, her mind racing. "I’m gonna make sure of it." And then he carried her to his car, his hands on her, his mouth on hers, and Lena forgot how to breathe. Because this—this—was what she’d been waiting for. And she wasn’t letting go.




Chapter 4

The fluorescent lights of Harper’s Market flickered like a dying pulse, casting jagged shadows across the linoleum floor of the frozen yogurt aisle. Lena stood frozen, her fingers curled around the edge of a half-melted tub of mint chip, though she hadn’t bought it—hadn’t bought anything. She wasn’t here for groceries. She was here for him.

Darius.

Three weeks since their first stolen moment in the stockroom, and she was still obsessed. Not just with the way his hands had gripped her hips, not just with the way his cock had stretched her, but with the way he made her feel—like a woman, not just a wife. Like someone wanted her. Like she was desired.

The memory of his touch still sent shivers down her spine. The way his calloused fingers had traced patterns on her thighs, the way his eyes had darkened with hunger when he looked at her. The way he’d whispered filthy promises in her ear as he drove her to the edge of sanity. It was intoxicating, thrilling, and utterly dangerous. And that’s exactly why she kept coming back.

Her phone buzzed in her pocket. A text from Greg.

"Running late. Be home by 9. Don’t wait up."

She scoffed, shoving the phone back into her purse. Don’t wait up? More like don’t exist. Another night of pretending she didn’t notice the way his breath smelled like cheap whiskey and regret. Another night of lying in bed, her fingers tracing the cold metal of her wedding ring, wondering what it would feel like to take it off.

How easily she could slip it off her finger, she thought as she glanced down at her hand. The simple gold band that represented a lifetime of promises she wasn’t sure she wanted to keep anymore. With Darius, there were no promises—just pure, unadulterated pleasure. There was no commitment—just the thrill of the chase, the excitement of the forbidden.

The bell above the door chimed, and she turned—

There he was.

Darius.

Leaning against the freezer door, his arms crossed over his chest, his white tank top stretched taut over corded muscle. The sleeves were rolled up, revealing forearms dusted with dark hair, his skin glistening under the harsh store lights. His basketball shorts hung low on his hips, the fabric straining against the thick outline of his cock.

Lena’s breath hitched.

He knew she was here. Of course he did. She’d texted him an hour ago, her fingers trembling as she typed: "Meet me. Aisle 7. 7 PM. Alone."

His reply had been simple.

"Bring your husband’s ring."

Now, his smirk was slow, knowing, as he pushed off the freezer and sauntered toward her, his long legs eating up the distance between them. The air between them crackled, charged with something electric, something dangerous.

"You’re late," he murmured, stopping just inches away. His cologne—something dark, spicy—wrapped around her, making her head spin.

Lena swallowed hard, forcing herself to act casual. "Had to make sure Greg wasn’t following me."

Darius’s chuckle was low, throaty. "You think he’d care?" His fingers brushed her waist, lingering, sending a jolt straight to her core.

She should pull away. She should walk away.

But instead, she leaned in, her breasts pressing against his chest, and whispered, "He doesn’t know about us."

His eyes darkened, his smirk turning predatory. "Yet."

Before she could react, he grabbed her hand, pulling her into the narrow gap between the dairy aisle and the stockroom door. The space was cramped, the air thick with the scent of bleach and old bread. The door clicked shut behind them, sealing them in.

Lena’s pulse roared in her ears.

Darius pinned her against the shelves, his body pressing into hers, his cock already hard against her hip. "You’ve been a bad girl, Lena," he murmured, his hot breath ghosting over her ear. "Thinking about my cock while your husband was right there."

She whimpered, her nipples aching through her bra. "Yes."

His hand slid up her thigh, his fingers hovering just above the waistband of her leggings. "You want me to fuck you right here?" His voice was a growl, rough and demanding.

Lena’s breath came in ragged gasps. "Yes."

Darius’s smirk was wicked as he yanked her leggings down, exposing her soaking panties. "Fuck," he breathed, his fingers trailing along the lace. "You’re dripping for me."

She moaned, her hips rolling against his hand, begging for more.

Instead, he dropped to his knees, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties, peeling them down her thighs. The cool air hit her bare pussy, and she gasped, her fingers clawing at his shoulders.

"Look at you," he murmured, his breath hot against her skin. "All ready for me."

Lena’s legs trembled as his fingers brushed her folds, teasing, tormenting. "Please—"

"Please what?" His thumb circled her clit, and she cried out, her body arching into his touch.

"I need you inside me."

Darius chuckled, his fingers sliding down, pushing inside her in one smooth motion. "You’re so tight."

Lena whimpered, her walls clenching around his fingers. "More—"

He added another finger, scissoring them inside her, his thumb grinding her clit in perfect rhythm. "You like that?" His voice was rough, his breath hot against her skin.

"Yes—!"

"You like me making you come?"

"Yes—fuck—!"

His fingers curved, hitting that perfect spot inside her, and Lena screamed, her orgasm crashing over her in waves. Her pussy clenched around his fingers, her body trembling, her moans echoing in the small space.

Darius didn’t stop.

He kept fucking her with his fingers, his thumb keeping her right on the edge, until she was gasping, begging, her body sensitive and aching.

"Please—more—!"

He pulled his fingers out, licking them clean, his eyes locked on hers. "You want my cock now?"

Lena nodded, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

Darius grinned, unzipping his shorts, his thick cock springing free, veiny and leaking with pre-cum. "You sure about that?" He stroked himself, his grip tight, his cock glistening.

Lena reached for him, but he caught her wrist, shaking his head. "Not yet."

Instead, he dropped to his knees again, his mouth crashing onto her pussy. Lena screamed, her fingers tangling in his hair as his tongue lashed her clit, his fingers plunging back inside her.

"Oh God—!"

"That’s it," he murmured against her skin, his breath hot and humid. "Come for me again."

And she did.

Her second orgasm hit her like a wave, her body arching, her moans filling the stockroom. Darius didn’t stop—he kept licking, keeping her right on the edge, until she was trembling, gasping, begging for more.

"Please—more—!"

Darius stood, lifting her into his arms, her legs wrapping around his waist. "You’re mine, Lena," he growled, his cock pressing against her soaking entrance. "Every time you think about that weak-ass husband, you’ll remember who really fucks you."

And then—

He slammed into her.

Lena screamed, her nails digging into his shoulders as his thick cock stretched her, filling her to the hilt. "FUCK—!"

"You can take it," Darius panted, pulling out slow, then slamming back in, his hips snapping, his cock hitting her G-spot with every thrust. "You’re gonna take every inch."

Lena whimpered, her body adapting, her pussy clenching around him, milking his cock for more. "Harder—!"

Darius obeyed.

His thrusts turned rougher, his cock hitting deeper, his balls slapping against her ass. Lena came again, her back arching, her moans echoing through the stockroom, her husband’s ring glinting in the dim light.

"That’s it," Darius groaned, his cock swelling, his release building. "You’re mine."

And then—

He came, his cock pulsing, his hot cum filling her, marking her as his.

Lena collapsed against him, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her body still sensitive, her mind reeling.

Darius kissed her forehead, nuzzling her hair, his cock still half-hard inside her. "We should go," he murmured, though neither of them moved.

Lena smiled, trailing her fingers down his chest, feeling his heartbeat steady under her touch. "Next time," she whispered, "I want you in my bed."

Darius chuckled, pulling out slowly, his cock glistening with her cum. "Deal."

And with that, they stepped out of the stockroom, adjusting their clothes, laughing like two schoolkids getting away with a secret.

But the truth?

This was far from over.




Chapter 5

The rain didn't stop. It drummed against the kitchen window like a metronome counting down to something inevitable, something hungry. Lena stood at the stove, the pot of chicken noodle soup she'd thrown together long forgotten, the burner hissing as she stared at the dark screen of her phone. Another text from Greg, another lie, another night where she'd be left to wonder if he was even alive.

She wasn't waiting up. She was waiting.

The doorbell rang.

Not the chime of a neighbor stopping by, not the polite knock of a salesman with a catalog. This was three sharp raps—the same rhythm Darius had used that first night in the stockroom, the same rhythm that had made her pulse throb between her thighs. Her breath caught in her throat, a shiver of anticipation running down her spine that had nothing to do with the cold kitchen air.

She exhaled, her breath fogging the glass of the peephole. There he was. Darius. Leaning against the frame, one arm propped above his head like he didn't have a care in the world, the other holding a small cardboard box. His tank top was damp, clinging to the ridges of his abs like a second skin, the material stretched taut across his broad chest. The sleeves were pushed up to reveal forearms dusted with dark hair, the muscles beneath flexing as he shifted his weight. His smirk was the same—knowing, hungry—but his eyes were darker now, sharper, like he'd been thinking about this moment for weeks. Raindrops caught in his eyelashes, making his gaze glisten in the porch light.

Lena unlocked the deadbolt, pulling the door open just enough to slip out. The rain hit her instantly, cold and sharp, but she barely felt it. The second the door clicked shut behind her, Darius was there, his body heat seeping through her thin robe, his breath warm against her ear.

"You're late," she murmured, though she already knew the answer.

"Had to make sure you didn't chicken out." His fingers brushed her waist, lingering, his touch electric. "Or that your husband wasn't home."

She rolled her eyes, but the corner of her mouth twitched. "He's not."

"Good." He set the box on the counter with a thud, the sound loud in the quiet kitchen. "Open it."

Lena hesitated, then lifted the lid.

Inside, the six-pack of beer was still cold, condensation beading on the cardboard in tiny pearls. But beneath the cans, something else glinted in the dim light—a silver keychain, small and unassuming, attached to a key. She picked it up, turning it over in her fingers. It was simple, elegant. Not flashy, but significant.

She frowned. "What's this?"

Darius's hand closed over hers, stilling her fingers. "Your house key." His thumb brushed her knuckles, slow, deliberate. "So you can let me in whenever you want."

Her breath hitched. "You're serious?"

"Dead serious." His free hand slid up her thigh, beneath the hem of her robe. The heat of his palm sent a jolt through her, and she bit back a moan. "You like that idea, Lena? Me showing up whenever I damn well please?"

She should pull away. She should tell him this was too much, too dangerous. But instead, she leaned into his touch, her body remembering the way he made her feel—wanted, needed. Her robe parted slightly, revealing a glimpse of the lace trim of her panties. Darius's eyes followed the movement, his gaze darkening even more.

"Yes," she whispered, the word barely audible over the sound of the rain.

Darius's chuckle was low, dark. "Good." His fingers found her center, already slick through the thin fabric of her panties. She gasped as his fingers circled, teasing, his touch light but insistent. "You've been thinking about me too, haven't you? Wondering if I'd come. If I'd make you scream?"

"Yes," she admitted, her hips rocking against his hand of their own accord. The counter pressed against her back, its cool surface a stark contrast to the heat radiating from Darius's body.

"Fuck, you're soaked." His voice was rough, gritty, and the vibration traveled from his chest to hers. "You've been dreaming about my cock, haven't you? About the way it stretches you. The way it fills you?"

Lena moaned, her fingers clawing at his shoulders. The material of his tank top was damp beneath her touch, the muscles beneath contracted and hard. "Yes—"

Darius pulled his fingers out, bringing them to his mouth. "Taste yourself." His tongue swiped over them, slow, possessive. "Fuck, you're delicious."

She should have been horrified. She should have slapped him. But instead, her body ached for more. Her nipples hardened against the thin fabric of her robe, and she could feel the increasing wetness between her legs. Darius's eyes followed hers, a knowing smile playing on his lips as he watched her reaction.

His hand gripped her hip, lifting her onto the counter. The cold granite bit into her skin, but she barely noticed—his body pressed between her thighs, his cock already hard, thick against her through his jeans. She could feel its outline, impressive even through the denim. The box of beer slid slightly with the movement, the cans clinking together softly.

"You want me to fuck you right here?" he murmured, his lips brushing her ear. His breath was warm, sending shivers down her spine. "Or you wanna wait until we're in your bed?"

She reached between them, fumbling with his belt. "I don't care. Just—take me."

His laugh was a growl as he kicked off his shoes, then shoved his jeans down, freeing his cock. It sprang up, veiny, the head dark and glistening with a drop of pre-cum. He gave it a slow stroke, his hand large around his thick shaft.

"Fuck," she breathed. "You're always like this."

"For you?" He gripped his shaft, stroking it once, slow. "Nah. I'm always like this. But I save the best for you."

She whimpered as he stepped closer, the tip of his cock dragging through her folds. He was hot, burning against her sensitized skin. "Then prove it."

He didn't need to be told twice.

With one hand on her hip, he guided himself to her entrance, the wide head pressing against her. She was soaked, ready, but even still, she felt the stretch as he pushed inside. Her back arched off the counter, her nails digging into his shoulders.

"You're so big," she gasped, her voice breathless.

"And you're so tight." He groaned, his hips stuttering as he bottomed out, his balls heavy against her ass. "Damn, you feel good."

She whimpered, her walls clenching around him. "Move. Please—"

Darius obeyed.

He pulled out slow, then slammed back in, his cock hitting her G-spot with every thrust. The counter rattled beneath them, the beer cans clinking in the box with each impact. She wrapped her legs around his waist, her heels digging into his ass, urging him deeper. His hands gripped her thighs, pulling her closer with each thrust, the sound of their skin meeting filling the kitchen.

"You like that?" he panted, his voice rough. "You like being filled by me?"

"Yes—God, yes!" She could feel her orgasm building, coiling tight in her belly. The counter was slick beneath her palms, and she had to grip it to keep from sliding. "I'm gonna—oh—I'm gonna—"

"Come for me." His hand snaked between them, his fingers finding her clit. "Now."

That was all it took.

She shattered, her back arching off the counter, her pussy clenching around his cock as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. Darius groaned, his thrusts turning erratic, his cock pulsing inside her.

"Fuck—fuck—" He buried his face in her neck, his breath hot against her skin. "You're gonna be the death of me."

She laughed, breathless, her limbs still trembling. "Good."

He pulled out slowly, his cock glistening with her release. "We're not done."

Lena grinned, already reaching for the keychain in the box. "Oh, we're just getting started."

Darius chuckled, taking the key from her fingers, kissing her palm. "Tonight, I'm staying."

And as he tore open a condom with his teeth, Lena knew one thing for certain: She was his. And he was hers. For now, at least.




Chapter 6

The rain had stopped by the time Melissa locked the back door behind Darius, her fingers trembling as she pressed the key into the deadbolt. The kitchen light cast long shadows across the tile floor, the only sound the distant hum of the refrigerator and the erratic beat of her pulse in her ears. Raindrops still clung to her hair, dripping down her neck in tantalizing little rivulets that sent shivers down her spine. She shivered again, but not from the cold—no, this was something entirely different, something that curled in her belly and spread warmth through her veins. The faint scent of his cologne, mixed with something primal and masculine, hung in the air between them.

She should have been afraid.

She should have been panicking.

Instead, her body ached in the most delicious way, her thighs still slick with her own arousal, her lips still swollen from the way he’d kissed her—possessive, demanding, like he owned her. Her skin still tingled where his rough hands had gripped her, where his mouth had devoured hers. She could almost taste him still—spicy and male, with a hint of something more dangerous, something forbidden. The memory of his tongue tangling with hers, of his teeth nipping at her lower lip, sent a fresh rush of wetness between her legs, making her shift uncomfortably on her feet.

Darius leaned against the counter, the marble surface cool against his back, contrasting with the heat radiating from his body. His hoodie was slightly damp from the rain, riding up just enough to reveal the dark line of hair trailing down his stomach, disappearing beneath the waistband of his jeans. It was a temptation she found impossible to resist, her eyes drawn to it like a magnet. His eyes—dark, hungry—never left hers as he slowly reached into his pocket and pulled out a single, crumpled napkin, unfolding it with deliberate, torturous slowness. The paper made soft, seductive crinkling sounds in the quiet kitchen.

"You dropped this," he said, his voice rough and low, like gravel and sin rolled into one. It vibrated through her, settling somewhere deep in her belly.

Melissa blinked, her thoughts muddled with lust and confusion. "What?"

He unfolded the napkin slowly, carefully, like he was revealing a secret, like he was savoring the moment. Inside, scribbled in messy, hurried handwriting that she recognized as her own—though she couldn't remember writing it—were the words:

"Meet me. Tonight. Alone."

Her stomach dropped, a thrill of both fear and excitement coursing through her. "That’s—" Her voice came out breathy, barely a whisper. She swallowed hard, her throat suddenly dry. "That’s not mine."

Darius smirked, a slow, wicked curve of his lips that made her knees weak. He tucked the napkin back into his pocket, the movement fluid and predatory. "Bullshit."

"I didn’t—" She shook her head, her mind racing, trying to remember. Had she been absentmindedly scribbling again, lost in some private fantasy? "I never—"

"You did," he interrupted, taking one deliberate step closer. The space between them seemed to crackle with electricity, and the heat radiating off his body was palpable, warming her despite the damp clothes clinging to her skin. "You’ve been waiting for this. Ever since the grocery store. Ever since you saw me in those jeans, the way they hugged your ass like they were made for you."

Her breath hitched at his words, at the raw hunger in his voice. She remembered that moment—how she’d been reaching for an item on a high shelf, her body stretched out, her shorts pulled tight across her rear. The way his eyes had burned into her, the way he’d stood there for a moment too long, like he was committing the sight to memory.

"You wanted me to find you," he continued, his fingers brushing her waist, lingering just below the hem of her tank top. The touch was electric, sending sparks of pleasure shooting up her spine. The contrast between the cool air and his warm skin was intoxicating. "You wanted me to take you."

She should have denied it. She should have shoved him out the door, called her husband back, pretended this never happened. This was wrong. This was dangerous. This was reckless and stupid and... exciting.

But the way his thumb traced the waistband of her shorts, the way his gaze darkened as it dropped to her lips, then to the swell of her breasts beneath her thin tank top, then lower... it was like he was undressing her with his eyes, and she was letting him.

"You’re soaking me," he murmured, his voice a dark purr that vibrated through her. He was closer now, his body almost pressed against hers. "You’ve been thinking about this since the moment I walked in. Admit it."

She should have lied.

She couldn’t.

"Yes," she whispered, her voice barely audible, almost lost in the silence of the kitchen.

Darius’s smirk turned predatory, his eyes gleaming with triumph and lust. "Good girl."

His hand gripped her hip, yanking her against him with surprising force, and she gasped. The heat of his body seared through the thin fabric of her shorts, his cock already hard against her stomach, a throbbing presence that made her unable to think straight. He was big—bigger than she remembered, bigger than her husband had ever been. The knowledge thrilled her.

"You’ve been bad, haven’t you?" His lips brushed her ear, his breath hot against her skin, sending a shiver down her spine. "Sending me texts you didn’t mean to send. Letting me in when you shouldn’t have."

She whimpered, her fingers clawing at his hoodie, fisting the damp fabric in her hands. The scent of him, of rain and something uniquely him, surrounded her, making her dizzy with desire.

"You like danger, don’t you?" he murmured, his free hand sliding up her thigh, his touch firm and possessive. "You like the way it feels when I take what I want."

"Yes—" Her voice broke, her hips rocking involuntarily against his hand as it pushed her shorts aside, his fingers finding her skin.

His fingers found her, slick and ready, already aching for him. "Fuck, you’re dripping," he growled, his voice thick with approval. "You’re soaked for me, aren’t you? Just thinking about my cock inside you is doing this to you."

"Yes—" She moaned, her hips rocking against his hand, seeking more of his touch.

"You’ve been fantasizing about this, haven’t you?" he continued, his voice dropping to a whisper, his fingers circling her clit, teasing, tormenting her with expert precision. "About me fucking you while your husband’s just feet away? About how I’d make you scream my name?"

"Yes—" She moaned, louder this time, her fingers digging into his shoulders, her nails scratching at the fabric of his hoodie through his t-shirt.

"Good." His fingers pushed inside her, curling just right, stretching her in a way that made her gasp. "Because I’ve been thinking about you too. About the way you’d scream if I bent you over this counter. About the way you’d clench around my cock if I fucked you hard and deep."

She whimpered, her nails digging deeper into his shoulders.

"You want that, don’t you?" His voice was a growl, low and dangerous, his fingers pumping inside her, fast, rough, his thumb still working her clit in tantalizing circles. "You want me to take you like this? Right here, where anyone could walk in? Where your husband could come home at any moment and find us like this?"

"Yes—God, yes—" Her voice was a desperate plea, her body writhing against his hand, chasing the climax he was so skillfully building.

Darius chuckled, dark and wicked. "Then beg for it. Tell me what you want."

She should have been embarrassed. She should have been ashamed of the wanton need coursing through her.

Instead, she whimpered, her voice breaking, full of desperate, hungry need. "Please—fuck me— Please, please fuck me, Darius. I need you. I want you inside me. Now."

His fingers pulled out, leaving her empty, aching, throbbing with need. She made a sound of protest, her hips jerking forward involuntarily.

"On your knees," he ordered, his voice steel, his hands moving to her shoulders, turning her around and pushing her gently but firmly to the floor. The cool tile was a shock against her kneecaps as she obeyed, sinking to the floor, her hands shaking as she unzipped his jeans, her movements eager and clumsy with desperate need.

His cock sprang free, thick, veiny, the head dark and glistening with pre-cum that she could see even in the dim light of the kitchen. He was magnificent, larger than she had imagined, and she licked her lips in anticipation.

"Fuck, you’re beautiful like this," he murmured, his fingers tangling in her hair, fisting the strands gently but possessively. "So submissive for me. So eager."

She licked her lips, her tongue swiping over the tip, tasting the salt of his pre-cum, savoring the taste of him. It was masculine, primal, and she wanted more.

"Good girl," he groaned, his hips rocking forward slowly, guiding himself deeper into her mouth. The taste of him, the feel of him stretching her lips, the way he groaned her name—it was all intoxicating. "Take it all, baby."

She moaned, her hands gripping his thighs, her fingers digging into the firm muscles as he fucked her mouth—hard, deep, his cock hitting the back of her throat in a way that made her gag slightly. She relaxed her throat, taking him deeper, wanting to please him, wanting to feel him lose control.

"Fuck—fuck—" He gripped her hair tighter, his thrusts turning erratic, his breathing ragged. "You’re gonna make me come like this?" He looked down at her, his eyes dark with lust, watching as she sucked him, her lips stretched around his girth, her eyes watering slightly but never leaving his. "You look so damn sexy with my cock in your mouth."

She whimpered, her lips sealed around him, her tongue swirling around the head, seeking out the sensitive ridge, wanting to feel him pulse in her mouth, wanting to taste him.

"Shit—shit—" He pulled out suddenly, his cock pulsing, a bead of cum dripping onto her chin. The sight of it, the knowledge that she had brought him to this point, made her feel powerful and desirable.

"Clean it," he ordered, his voice rough, his hand still fisted in her hair.

She obeyed, her tongue flicking over the tip, licking up every drop of his cum, savoring the taste of him, the evidence of his pleasure. She looked up at him, wanting to see his reaction, wanting to see the desire in his eyes as she pleased him.

"Good girl," he murmured, zipping up his jeans, his gaze holding hers. "Now stand up."

She did, her legs wobbly, her body aching for more, craving the fulfillment he had so tantalizingly promised. She wanted him inside her, wanted to feel him stretch her, to feel him take her completely.

Darius spun her around, bending her over the counter, his hands yanking her shorts down in one rough movement, the sound of the fabric ripping slightly in the quiet kitchen. The cool marble of the counter was a contrast to the heat of her body as she braced herself, her fingers curling around the edge, her breathing ragged with anticipation.

"Hold on," he murmured, his fingers teasing her entrance, circling it, dipping inside just enough to make her gasp before pulling out, leaving her empty and aching once more. "You want this?"

"Yes," she breathed, pushing back against his hand, silently begging him to fill her.

Then—push.

She screamed as his wide head stretched her, burning, filling her in ways her husband had never managed. He wasn’t gentle. He didn’t stop. He kept going, his cock thickening inside her, expanding her, his hands gripping her hips tightly enough to leave bruises, marking her as his.

"Fuck—!" she gasped, her nails scraping the counter, her knuckles white with the force of her grip. "You’re too big—!"

"You can take it," he growled, his voice thick with lust and primal possession. His hips slammed into her once, hard and deep, bottoming out inside her. "You were made for this, Melissa. Your pussy was made to take my cock."

And then he fucked her—hard, deep, his cock hitting her in ways that made her see stars, that made her forget everything except the intense, overwhelming pleasure of him. With each thrust, he hit a spot inside her she didn't know existed, a spot that made her gasp and moan and beg for more. She could feel her orgasm building, a coiled spring of pleasure deep in her belly, growing tighter and tighter with each powerful stroke of his cock.

"Oh God—" she moaned, her voice breathy and desperate. "I’m going to come—please—don't stop—"

"Come for me," he ordered, his voice a rough command. "Let me feel you come on my cock."

His hands left her hips, moving to her hair, fisting it loosely and pulling her head back, changing the angle of his thrusts, making them even more intense, even more penetrating. She screamed his name, a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure, as her orgasm crashed over her, her walls clenching around him in rhythmic pulses, her body wracked with the force of it. Stars exploded behind her eyes, and she was vaguely aware of the sound of the counter scraping against the floor from the force of her convulsions.

Then—one last thrust—so deep and so hard that it pushed her over the edge again, a smaller but no less intense wave of pleasure crashing through her. He paused, buried to the hilt inside her, his cock pulsing inside her, filling her with his heat, his release spilling deep within her in hot, thick jets that she could feel in every fiber of her being.

"Fuck—" he groaned, his grip on her hair tightening for a moment before loosening, his other hand splaying across her lower back, holding her in place as he rode out his climax. "God, you feel so fucking good around my cock."

Slowly, he pulled out, the sensation of his cock leaving her body making her shiver. She felt empty, sated but still hungry, her body throbbing with the aftermath of their passionate encounter. She stayed bent over the counter, her breathing ragged, her body trembling with the intensity of her orgasms.

"Clean me up," he said, his voice soft but commanding, his hand gently patting her ass, the sound loud in the otherwise quiet kitchen.

She did, turning around to face him, her hand reaching out to unzip his jeans once more, freeing his half-hard cock and taking him in her hand. He was still big, still impressive, and she stroked him slowly, watching as he began to harden again in her grip. She licked her lips, wanting to taste him again, wanting to feel him in her mouth once more.

"Good girl," he murmured, his fingers carding through her hair as she leaned in, her tongue flicking over the tip, tasting the mixture of her and him on his skin. He was clean, but the memory of their passion lingered, and she savored the taste.

Darius smirked, zipping up his jeans once she was finished, his gaze holding hers. "Tomorrow night," he said, his voice low and promising. "Your husband’s got that work thing again. I’ll be here."

She nodded, her body still humming with pleasure, her mind reeling from what they had just done. She wanted more. She wanted him again. She wanted this forbidden pleasure to continue.

He stepped closer, his body pressing against hers, his hand cupping her cheek. He leaned down, his lips brushing against hers in a soft, gentle kiss that was in stark contrast to the rough passion they had just shared. His tongue swept inside, tasting her, claiming her in a way that made her feel owned, possessed.

"Mine," he whispered, his voice a promise and a threat all at once.

And she didn’t argue.

Because for the first time in years, she didn’t want to.
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