
  
  
      
        
          Secret Benefits: My Wife’s Union Slut Pact

          
		      
          Nadia Sloane

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Copyright ©2026 by Nadia sloane 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Picnic Heat
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        The Truck Negotiation
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Home Again
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Overtime Hours
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Picket Line Lies
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Union Wife
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Suspicious Signs
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Confrontation Edge
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        The Alliance Deepens
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Labor Day Reckoning
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter one
Picnic Heat


Lauren West tugged at her sundress again, bored out of her mind. The Labor Day picnic was the same shit as every year: smoke from cheap grills, sticky kids darting around, and Brent in the middle of it all, clipboard in hand, grinning like a fucking idiot. The sight of him used to make her proud. Now it just made her chest ache with something closer to regret. 
Brent West fucking lived for this. Eight years as union steward, always first to show up, last to leave, acting like organizing a picket line was some kind of championship game. Lauren stood off to the side, clutching a cup of piss-warm beer, nodding at the other wives, all of them looking just as dead inside as she felt.
Thirty-four, but still tight where it counted. Her hips filled out the sundress, tits big enough to get stares even when she wasn’t trying. Not that it mattered. Nobody did anything about it. Not since Brent stopped fucking her like he meant it and started treating sex like another box to check off between meetings.
“Mrs. West.”  
The voice rolled over her like gravel under tires. Lauren turned and found herself looking up at Frank Monkam.  
He was bigger than she remembered from the handful of times she’d seen him at union events—broad shoulders straining the seams of a faded black polo, thick forearms corded with muscle and old scars, salt-and-pepper beard framing a mouth that looked like it didn’t smile often but meant every word when it did. Union president for the last twelve years. The man who actually got contracts signed, not just talked about them.  
“Frank,” she said, keeping her voice even. “Good to see you.”  
He didn’t offer a handshake. Just looked her over slowly, the way men used to when she was younger and still bothered wearing shorter hems. “Brent’s got you out here again, huh? Same dress as last year?”  
Lauren felt her face burn. "It’s comfortable," she muttered, knowing how pathetic that sounded.
“Comfortable,” Frank repeated, tasting the word. His eyes flicked to where the thin cotton clung to the swell of her breasts. “You don’t strike me as the type who settles for comfortable, Lauren.”  
She should have walked away. Should have gone and found Brent and told him the big boss was being weird. Instead, she took a sip of her beer and met his stare. “What type do I strike you as?”  
Frank stepped closer, close enough that she caught the scent of engine grease and something sharper—cigar smoke, maybe. “The type who knows exactly what she wants but hasn’t been getting it.”  
Her cunt throbbed. Stupid. She was married, her husband right there. But Frank’s voice made her thighs squeeze together, sundress sticking to her skin.
Brent’s voice carried over the crowd—“Hey, we need three more bodies for the morning shift!”—and Lauren glanced over. Her husband was red-faced, gesturing wildly, happy as a pig in shit.  
Frank followed her gaze. “He’s a good man. Loyal. Works hard for the guys.”  
"He is," Lauren said, but it sounded empty, even to her.
Frank’s hand brushed the picnic table beside her, knuckles grazing the wood like he was testing its strength. “Loyalty’s expensive, though. Workers keep giving it away for nothing. You ever think about that?”  
Lauren swallowed. “What are you saying?”  
“I’m saying sometimes you gotta negotiate better terms.” His voice dropped even lower. “Sometimes the wife of the steward might want to talk about… benefits. Real ones. Not the kind that come with speeches and lukewarm beer.”  
Her nipples stabbed against her bra, hard and obvious. She hated how fast her body betrayed her. Hated it, loved it, wanted more. "You offering to help Brent’s career, Frank?"
Frank’s mouth curved—just a fraction. “I’m offering to help you, Lauren. If you’re interested in helping yourself.”  
She should have laughed it off. Should have told him to fuck off. Instead, she felt her lips part and heard herself ask, “And what would those benefits look like?”  
He leaned in until his breath brushed her ear. “The kind that leaves you sore in the morning and smiling all day. The kind your husband can’t give you even if he tried for the rest of his life.”  
Lauren’s cunt throbbed, slow and heavy. She could smell him now—sweat, man, power. Across the field, Brent was laughing, clueless as ever.
Frank straightened up, casual as anything. “Think about it. I’ll be by the equipment shed in twenty minutes. Door’s unlocked.”  
He left without waiting, broad back slicing through the crowd like he owned the place. Lauren gripped her cup until it nearly cracked. Her thighs were slick. Her brain spun with every filthy excuse to stay put.
Twenty minutes later, she was sneaking away from the picnic, heart pounding, lying to herself that she’d tell him no.
The equipment shed sat at the edge of the trees, half-hidden. Lauren pushed the door open and stepped inside. It smelled of oil and cut grass. Frank was already there, leaning against a workbench, arms crossed over his chest.  
“Took you long enough,” he said.  
“I haven’t agreed to anything,” Lauren shot back, but her voice came out breathy.  
Frank pushed off the bench and closed the distance in two strides. He didn’t grab her. Just stood close enough that she had to tilt her head back to meet his eyes.  
“You’re here,” he said simply. “That’s agreement enough for now.”  
His big hand came up, slow, and cupped her jaw. Thumb brushing her lower lip. Lauren’s breath hitched.  
“You ever had a man look at you like he knows exactly how wet your pussy is right now?”  
She tried to deny it. Couldn’t. Her clit pulsed hard against the damp cotton of her panties.  
Frank’s thumb pressed between her lips, just enough to part them. “Say it, Lauren. Tell me what you want.”  
Her tongue touched his skin before she could stop herself. She tasted salt and something darker. “I… I want to feel something real.”  
Frank smiled then—slow, satisfied. “Good girl.”  
He pulled her in and kissed her hard, nothing gentle about it. His tongue pushed into her mouth like he already owned it. Lauren moaned into the kiss, hands fisting his shirt. His other hand slid down her back, palmed her ass through the sundress, and squeezed.  
When he broke the kiss, she was panting.  
Frank stepped back just enough to look her over again. “Take the dress off. Let me see what I’m negotiating for.”  
Lauren’s hands shook as she yanked the straps down. The dress slid off and hit the floor. She stood there in plain white bra and panties, every inch of her body exposed, every spot Brent hadn’t bothered to touch in months.
Frank’s eyes darkened. “Fuck. Look at you.”  
He reached out and hooked a finger in the front of her bra, tugging it down until her tits spilled free. Heavy, nipples already stiff. He thumbed one roughly, and Lauren gasped.  
“These need attention,” he muttered. “Your husband ever suck on them till you can’t think straight?”  
She shook her head, embarrassed by how true it was.  
Frank bent and took one nipple into his mouth, sucking hard. Lauren’s knees buckled. She grabbed his shoulders to stay upright. His teeth scraped, tongue flicked, and she felt it all the way down to her cunt.  
When he stood up, his hand was already between her legs, grabbing her through panties soaked with her own need.
“Jesus Christ,” he growled. “You’re dripping, Lauren. All from a little talk and one kiss.”  
She whimpered as his fingers worked her clit through the wet cotton, slow and rough.
Frank leaned in close again. “You want my cock, don’t you? Want me to bend you over that bench and fuck the frustration right out of you.”  
Lauren’s hips rocked against his hand before she could stop them. “Yes,” she breathed. “God, yes.”  
He chuckled low. “Not yet. First, you’re gonna show me how bad you want it.”  
Frank guided her down to her knees on the dusty floor. The concrete was cool against her skin. He unzipped slowly, watching her face the whole time. When he pulled his cock out, Lauren’s mouth went dry.  
Thick. Heavy. Veined. Way bigger than Brent’s sad little cock. The head was already leaking.
“Suck it,” Frank said, voice rough. “Show me you’re serious about these benefits.”  
Lauren wrapped her hand around the base—couldn’t even close her fingers all the way—and leaned in. She licked the head first, tasting the salty leak there, then opened her mouth and took him in.  
Frank groaned and put a hand on the back of her head. Not forcing, just guiding. “That’s it. Nice and wet. Get it sloppy for me.”  
She started slow, then took him faster, cheeks hollowing out. Spit dripped down her chin. The sounds were filthy—wet sucking, her needy moans, his grunts. Her cunt ached so bad she squeezed her thighs together, desperate for friction.
Frank’s hips started moving, fucking her mouth in shallow thrusts. “Good girl. Look at you on your knees for the union boss while your husband’s out there handing out picket signs.”  
She should have been ashamed. Instead, she sucked harder, taking him deeper, gagging when he hit the back of her throat. Frank cursed and held her there, making her eyes water before letting her up for air.
“Again,” he ordered.  
She did it again and again. Tears ran down her face, but she didn’t stop. Her nipples throbbed, her pussy a dripping mess.
Frank finally pulled her off with a wet pop. Strings of spit connected her lips to his glistening cock.  
“Stand up,” he said.  
Lauren staggered to her feet. Frank grabbed her, bent her over the workbench, and ripped her panties down. Cold air hit her soaked cunt.
“Fuck, look at that pretty married pussy,” he muttered, spreading her open with two thick fingers. “All puffy and dripping for me.”  
Lauren pushed back against his hand, desperate. “Please…”  
Frank lined up and pushed inside in one slow, relentless thrust.  
She cried out. He was thick, stretching her in ways Brent never could. The burn was perfect. When he bottomed out, his balls mashed her clit and she almost came on the spot.
Frank gripped her hips hard. “This is what you needed, isn’t it?”  
He started fucking her, deep and steady, making the workbench groan. Lauren’s tits bounced with every thrust. She bit her lip to keep quiet, but it was pointless. Little cries slipped out anyway.
“Harder,” she gasped. “Fuck me harder, Frank.”  
He gave it to her. Skin slapped, wet sounds echoed, the shed filled with the noise of her getting fucked right for the first time in years. His hand found her clit, rubbing it hard.
Lauren came hard, body locking up, cunt squeezing his cock, a ragged moan ripping out of her. Frank didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, making her shake.
When he finally pulled out, she felt empty. Frank turned her around, lifted her onto the bench, and stepped between her spread thighs.  
“Open your mouth,” he said.  
She opened wide. He jerked his cock twice and shot thick ropes all over her tongue, lips, and tits. Lauren swallowed what she could, dazed and still twitching.
Frank wiped the head of his cock across her nipple, smearing the last drops.  
“Clean yourself up before you go back out there,” he told her, voice calm again. “And think about what else you want from this deal.”  
He zipped up and left her on the workbench, cum drying on her skin, cunt still twitching, sundress in a heap on the floor.
Lauren smeared two fingers through the mess on her chest and licked them clean. She tasted him. Tasted her own filth.
Outside, she could hear Brent’s voice calling for more volunteers.  
She smiled, small and secret, and started pulling her dress back on.









  
  Chapter two
The Truck Negotiation


Lauren West staggered back to the picnic, looking every bit like a woman who’d just been railed senseless and didn’t care who noticed. Her sundress was back where it belonged, but her panties were a sticky mess, drenched with Frank’s cum and her own desperate juice. Every step made her cunt twitch, still gaping from being split open on the workbench by that fat cock. She could taste him on her tongue, the flavor of sweat and cock, even though he hadn’t bothered to finish in her mouth yet. 
Brent was still out there waving his clipboard around as the world depended on next week’s picket schedule. He flashed her that same earnest grin when he spotted her. “There you are, babe! Everything okay?”  
“Fine,” she said, forcing a smile that felt too wide. “Just needed some air.”  
Air. Sure. What she really needed was another round with Frank’s cock, and the damn picnic wasn’t even in full swing yet. She ought to feel sick with guilt, but all she felt was her pussy clenching up, hungry for more, and she had to squeeze her thighs together so she didn’t end up leaking cum down her leg in front of the whole union crowd.
She managed to survive twenty more minutes, nodding along with the other wives and pretending to care while Brent strutted around like he ran the place. All she could think about was Frank bending her over and pounding the stress out of her. When Frank caught her eye from across the field and jerked his head toward the parking lot, she was already halfway there in her mind.
Lauren muttered something to Brent about getting more ice from the truck and bolted before he could even look up. Her heart was pounding, not from nerves but from the raw need between her legs. Frank was waiting at the edge of the lot, leaning against a hulking black pickup, half-hidden by the trees. He didn’t bother with small talk. Just popped the passenger door open and waited for her to crawl in.
She climbed in.  
The cab reeked of Frank: engine grease, stale cigar smoke, and the kind of sweat that clung to real men. He slammed the door, shutting out the world, and slid into the driver’s seat, staring at her with those dark, hungry eyes.
“You came looking for more already,” he said. His voice was low, rough like gravel. “That didn’t take long.”  
Lauren’s face burned, but her cunt was throbbing so hard she could barely keep from grinding against the seat. “We need to talk about the benefits. The real ones. For Brent. For the union.”
Frank’s mouth curved. “Sure. We can talk.” He reached down and palmed the thick bulge in his jeans. “But first you’re gonna show me how serious you are about negotiating.”  
She didn’t argue. She didn’t want to. Lauren leaned over the seat, hands fumbling at his belt, the metal clinking loud in the cramped cab. When she finally yanked his cock out, it was already thick and heavy, half-hard and still bigger than Brent ever got. She wrapped both hands around it, needing to feel just how much cock she was about to swallow.
“Fuck,” she muttered. It looked even bigger than she remembered from the shed, thick veins bulging along the shaft, the head already slick with pre-cum.
Frank put one big hand on the back of her head and guided her down. “Suck it, Lauren. Show me what that pretty married mouth can do.”  
She opened her mouth wide and stuffed him in. The taste hit her right away: salt, sweat, and the faint tang of her own pussy still clinging to his cock. She moaned around the thick shaft, bobbing her head, taking more with every stroke until the fat head mashed against the back of her throat.
Frank groaned low. “That’s it. Get it wet. I want to feel you choke on it.”  
Lauren shoved herself down further, gagging when his cock punched into her throat. Spit dribbled down her chin and splattered onto his balls, but she didn’t give a damn. She sucked harder, cheeks hollowed out, tongue working the underside the way she used to for Brent—back when he still bothered to notice.
Frank’s fingers tightened in her hair. “Look at you. Husband’s out there talking strike strategy, and you’re in here slobbering on my cock like a good little union whore.”  
The words shot straight to her clit. Lauren whimpered, jamming a hand between her legs and yanking her soaked panties aside so she could rub her swollen clit in frantic circles.
Frank noticed. “Playing with that married cunt while you suck me? Greedy girl.”  
She moaned louder, stuffing his cock all the way down until her nose was buried in his sweaty pubes. Her throat clenched around him, and Frank let out a filthy curse.
“Fuck yes. Keep doing that. Milk it with your throat.”  
Lauren held him there until her lungs screamed, then yanked off, gasping, spit ropes dangling from her lips to his spit-slick cock. She jerked him with both hands, desperate, then dove back down, sucking loud and messy, not caring who heard.
Frank leaned the seat back a little, giving her more room. His hand stayed in her hair, guiding her rhythm, now fucking her face in slow, deep strokes. “You like this, don’t you. Like knowing your husband’s right outside while you’re gagging on the boss’s dick.”  
She nodded frantically, mouth stuffed full of cock. Yes. God, yes. The shame burned in her gut and made her cunt clamp down even harder. She rubbed her clit faster, shoving two fingers into her dripping hole, sucking him as if her life depended on it.
Frank’s breathing got rougher. “That’s right. Finger that pussy. Make yourself cum while you swallow my cock.”  
Lauren rocked her hips against her hand, the cab echoing with sloppy slurps and her muffled moans. She took Frank deeper than she’d ever managed with Brent, gagging, drooling, loving every filthy second. Her throat burned, but she didn’t care. She wanted to be used. She wanted to be owned.
Frank started thrusting harder. “Gonna feed you this load, Lauren. You gonna swallow every drop like a good negotiation slut?”  
She moaned yes around his cock and sucked harder, fingers plunging deep into her cunt, curling against that spot that made her see stars. The pressure built, filthy and fast.
Frank groaned and shoved her head down, his cock swelling in her throat before he exploded. Thick, hot ropes of cum blasted straight into her belly. She swallowed, throat milking him, while her own orgasm ripped through her. Her cunt clamped down on her fingers, and she squealed around his cock, eyes streaming, spit and cum leaking from her mouth.
He kept coming. Pulse after pulse until she thought she might drown in it. When he finally eased her off his cock she was gasping cum smeared across her lips and chin. She licked it all up, greedy and shameless.  
Frank watched her with dark, satisfied eyes. He tucked his spent cock back into his jeans and zipped up.  
“Good start,” he said. “But we’re not done negotiating yet.”  
Lauren sat up, breathing hard, her dress bunched around her waist, panties shoved to the side. Her cunt still fluttered with aftershocks. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and looked at him.  
“What else do you want, Frank?”  
He smiled slowly. “Everything. And you’re gonna give it to me. Every time I say. Every way I want.”  
She should have said no. Should have been disgusted with herself. Instead, her pussy clenched at the thought, and she heard herself whisper, “Yes.”
Frank reached over and cupped her soaked cunt possessively. “Good girl. Now go back to your husband before he starts looking for you. And remember who’s really taking care of the union now.”  
Lauren stumbled out of the truck on shaky legs, cum still coating her throat, clit throbbing. She yanked her dress down and headed back to the picnic, Frank’s words pounding in her skull.
Brent waved at her from the grill line, holding up a fresh beer like nothing in the world had changed.  
Lauren smiled back, the same filthy little grin she’d worn when she left the shed.
Everything had changed.









  
  Chapter three
Home Again


Lauren West stumbled back into the chaos of the Labor Day picnic, Frank’s cum still coating her tongue, her pussy still spasming from the orgasm she’d clawed out in the cab of his filthy truck. Her legs wobbled, her nipples poked through the cheap sundress, and every step made the sticky mess between her thighs squish against her skin, a constant, humiliating reminder of what she’d just let Frank do to her. She spotted Brent, her sweet, clueless husband, waving his clipboard around like he was leading a fucking revolution. He caught her eye, flashed that dopey, trusting grin, and hoisted a beer in salute, as if she hadn’t just been choking on another man’s cock. 
“Hey, babe! You find the ice?”  
“Ice?” For a second, she blanked. “Oh. Yeah. They were out. Grabbed a cold one from somebody’s cooler instead.”  
She grabbed the beer from Brent and chugged it, desperate for the bitter fizz to drown out the taste of Frank’s cum still clinging to her tongue. No luck. Every swallow just brought back the memory of Frank’s fat cock battering her throat, the way she’d gagged and drooled for him, the way she’d swallowed every drop like a good little slut.
Brent squinted at her. “You okay? You look kinda… flushed.”  
“It’s hot out here,” she said quickly, fanning herself with one hand. “All this running around.”  
He nodded, already turning back to the guys arguing about shift coverage. “Yeah, tell me about it. Frank wants us to tighten the morning picket. Says we gotta show strength this time.”  
Lauren’s stomach twisted at the sound of Frank’s name. She squeezed her thighs together, feeling her own slick leaking out to mingle with the sticky mess Frank had pumped into her earlier. “Frank knows exactly what he’s doing,” she muttered, barely trusting herself to speak.
Brent laughed. “That’s what I keep telling everybody. The man gets results.”  
You have no idea, she thought, and the dark little thrill that shot through her cunt made her bite the inside of her cheek.  
The rest of the afternoon crawled by in a haze of fake smiles and forced laughter, Lauren playing the part of the perfect union wife while her cunt throbbed and leaked every time she caught sight of Frank swaggering across the field. Broad shoulders, that graying beard, the cocky way he stomped around like he owned every inch of dirt—every glimpse made her pussy clench like he was right there, shoving his thick fingers inside her again. By the time Brent loaded up the car, Lauren’s panties were soaked through and her thighs were sticky with need.
Brent drove with one hand on the wheel, the other resting on her thigh like always. “Good turnout today. I think we’re really building momentum.”  
“Mmm,” Lauren mumbled, staring out the window, her jaw still aching from being stretched wide around Frank’s cock.
“You sure you’re okay?” Brent glanced over. “You’ve been quiet.”  
“Just tired. Too much sun, too much beer.” She forced a smile, slid her hand over Brent’s, and squeezed his fingers. “Take me home and fuck me. I need it.”
Brent’s eyebrows shot up. “Whoa. Straight to the point tonight.”  
She squeezed his fingers. “I need it.”  
The second they stumbled through the door, Lauren was on Brent, shoving him against the hallway wall and smashing her mouth to his before he could even speak. She kissed him hard, tasting cheap beer and grill smoke, but all she could think about was Frank—how Frank’s kiss had been brutal, how his hand had clamped her jaw and forced her open, how his cock had filled her throat until she choked and drooled for him.
Brent groaned into her mouth and grabbed her ass. “Jesus, Lauren. You’re on fire.”  
She yanked his shirt up and over his head, nails scraping down his chest. “Bedroom. Now.”  
They barely made it to the bedroom, clothes littering the hallway like breadcrumbs. Lauren was naked and dripping by the time she shoved Brent onto his back and climbed on top, straddling his hips. His cock—so familiar, so average, so safe—stood up between them. She wrapped her hand around it, stroked it a couple times, but it felt small and unsatisfying after Frank. Not enough. Not even close.
“Fuck me,” she whispered, lining him up.  
She sank down in one smooth motion. Brent’s eyes rolled back. “Fuck, you’re so wet.”  
Lauren didn’t bother to answer. She started riding Brent hard, hips grinding, tits bouncing, but every time she slammed down, she imagined it was Frank’s fat cock splitting her open on that filthy workbench, Frank’s rough hands bruising her hips as he pounded her deep. She squeezed her eyes shut and let the fantasy take over—Frank’s voice calling her his good little union whore, his heavy balls smacking her clit, his cum flooding her mouth while Brent was just outside, clueless, handing out picket signs.
“Harder,” she gasped, grinding down. “Fuck me like you mean it.”  
Brent grabbed her hips and tried to fuck up into her, but it was useless. He wasn’t thick enough, wasn’t rough enough, wasn’t Frank. Lauren reached down and rubbed her clit furiously, desperate to get herself off.
“You feel so good tonight,” Brent panted. “What got into you?”  
You have no fucking idea, she thought, and the filthy secret sent her over the edge. Lauren came with a strangled cry, her cunt squeezing down on Brent’s cock while her mind screamed Frank’s name over and over. Her whole body shook, but she kept grinding, milking every last spasm out of herself.
Brent groaned and came a few seconds later, hips jerking as he pumped his load into her. It was warm, familiar, and so fucking disappointing. Not enough. Not even close.
Lauren collapsed onto his chest, breathing hard. Brent stroked her back, pleased with himself. “Damn, babe. That was intense.”  
“Yeah,” she mumbled into his chest. In her head, Frank was still ramming his cock down her throat in the truck, still bending her over the workbench, still calling her his filthy little slut. Her pussy fluttered weakly around Brent’s soft cock, and she had to bite her lip to keep from moaning Frank’s name right there.
They lay there a while, Brent’s fingers tracing lazy circles on her hip. “You know,” he said softly, “if Frank keeps pushing these new contracts, things could finally get better for everybody. Real benefits. Overtime pay that actually means something.”  
Lauren’s heart kicked. She lifted her head and looked at him—sweet, dedicated, clueless Brent. “Yeah. Frank seems like the kind of guy who delivers.”  
Brent smiled, proud. “Exactly. I knew you’d see it.”  
She kissed him, tasting her own lie, then rolled off and hurried to the shower before Brent could see the fresh mess still leaking down her thighs or the way her nipples were still hard and aching for more.
Under the hot spray, Lauren scrubbed herself, but her fingers kept drifting between her legs. She replayed every filthy second in Frank’s truck—how he’d grabbed her hair and shoved her head down, how his cock had pulsed and dumped load after load onto her tongue, how she’d swallowed it all like a starving whore. Her clit throbbed under her fingers. She came again, quietly, biting her arm so Brent wouldn’t hear her moan Frank’s name.
When she finally crawled back into bed, Brent was already half asleep. He pulled her close and kissed her forehead. “Love you, babe.”  
“Love you too,” she whispered.  
But as she lay in the dark, Brent’s arm draped over her, Lauren’s mind kept crawling back to Frank’s black pickup and the filthy bastard inside it. She could still feel her throat stretched raw, still taste his cum on her tongue. And she knew, in the place where shame was supposed to live, that she was already plotting the next time she could sneak away and let Frank use her again.
She squeezed her thighs together and grinned into the pillow, hungry and filthy and already aching for more.
Tomorrow was another long day at the union hall.  
Over time, maybe.









  
  Chapter four
Overtime Hours


Lauren West told Brent she had volunteered to help organize the union files after hours. 
Lying to Brent was almost boring. She kissed him at the door, promised not to stay out too late, and drove straight to the union hall with her cunt already leaking and her nipples stabbing through her bra. The parking lot was dead except for Frank’s monster of a black pickup, parked right under the security light like a warning.
She didn’t bother knocking. She just walked in, heart pounding, and found Frank waiting in his office at the back. Door open, lights low. He sat behind the desk in a black polo that barely contained his chest, sleeves rolled up to show off those meat-hook forearms. He didn’t bother with a smile. He just leaned back and stared at her tits like he was already deciding how to use them.
“Lock the door,” he said.  
Lauren turned the deadbolt. The click echoed through the empty building, loud as a gunshot.
Frank crooked a finger. “Come here.”  
She crossed the room on legs that barely worked. Frank stood up, towering over her, and jammed two fingers into her blouse. One yank and the buttons exploded across the floor.
“Frank—”  
“Shut up.” He ripped the blouse off her shoulders and popped her bra open like he’d done it a thousand times. Her tits flopped out, heavy and desperate. He grabbed one, squeezing hard, thumb grinding her nipple. “You’ve been dripping for this all day, haven’t you?”
Lauren nodded, breath catching. “Yes.”  
“Good girl.” He grabbed her by the hair and pulled her in for a brutal kiss, tongue fucking her mouth the way she wanted his cock to. When he broke it, she was gasping.  
Frank spun her and bent her over the desk, sending papers flying. He yanked her skirt up and tore her panties down, leaving them tangled around her knees. Cold air hit her dripping cunt and she moaned, shameless.
“Look at this married cunt,” he growled, spreading her open with two fat fingers. “Dripping before I even touched you. You’ve been leaking since the picnic?”
“Since the truck,” she admitted, pushing back against his hand.  
Frank snorted and jammed two fingers inside her without warning. Lauren yelped, back arching. He pumped them in and out, curling, stretching, making sure she felt every inch.
“You’re gonna learn how to take me proper tonight,” he said. “All the way down that pretty throat. And you’re gonna thank me for it.”  
He yanked his fingers out, glistening with her mess, and smeared them across her lips. Lauren sucked them clean, eager and filthy.
Frank unzipped. His cock slapped out, thick, veined, already drooling. He grabbed the base and smacked it against her cheek. “Open up.”
Lauren opened her mouth. He shoved in slow at first, letting her tongue lap at the head. Then he tightened his grip in her hair and started using her throat, fucking her face in long, punishing strokes.
“Deeper,” he ordered. “Relax your throat.”  
She tried. The head bumped the back of her mouth, and she gagged. Frank didn’t pull back. He held her there, eyes locked on hers.  
“Breathe through your nose. You can take it.”  
Lauren forced her throat to open. Another inch slid in. Tears spilled down her cheeks, but she kept her eyes on him. Frank groaned and pushed further until her nose pressed against his pelvis and her throat bulged around his cock.  
“Fuck yes. That’s my girl.”  
He held her there, cock buried to the balls, her throat convulsing around him. Lauren’s vision blurred. Her cunt dripped down her thighs. Just when she thought she might pass out, he pulled back. She gasped for air, strings of spit connecting her lips to his glistening shaft.He rammed back in, harder, fucking her throat with short, savage thrusts. Lauren clawed at the desk, gagging and drooling, still shoving herself forward for more..  
Frank reached down and wrapped one big hand around her throat, squeezing just enough to feel her pulse. “You like choking on my cock while your husband thinks you’re filing papers?”  
She moaned around his shaft, the vibration making him curse.  
He used her mouth for long, filthy minutes, deep and rough, owning every inch. Spit poured down her chin, dripping onto her tits. Mascara smeared down her cheeks. She looked ruined, and she fucking loved it.
Frank finally pulled out, panting. He yanked her up by the hair and bent her over the desk again. No teasing this time. He lined up and rammed his cock into her cunt in one savage thrust.
Lauren screamed. The stretch was brutal and perfect. He was thicker than Brent, longer, and he fucked like he wanted to break her. His hips slammed into her ass, balls smacking her clit with every stroke.
“Take it,” he growled, hand fisting her hair. “Take every fucking inch.”  
She did. She shoved back to meet him, moaning loud enough to echo through the empty building. Frank reached around and mauled her clit, rough and fast.
“You gonna cum on the boss’s cock while your husband waits at home?”  
“Yes—fuck—yes!”  
He pinched her clit and she broke, cunt clamping down, squirting slick all over his balls. Frank didn’t slow down. He fucked her through it, pounding harder, the desk groaning under them.
When her orgasm faded, he pulled out, flipped her onto her back, and shoved her legs open. He slammed back in, deeper from this angle, pounding the spot that made her eyes roll back.
Frank wrapped his hand around her throat again, squeezing in time with his thrusts. Not enough to choke her out, just enough to make her head spin and her cunt spasm.
“Look at me,” he ordered.  
Lauren forced her eyes open. His face was inches from hers, beard rough against her skin.  
“You belong to this cock now,” he growled. “Every time I call, you crawl to me. You spread your legs. You swallow. You let me use this married cunt any way I want.”
She nodded frantically, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes. “Yes—yours—fuck, Frank, I’m yours—”  
He slammed in deep and unloaded with a guttural groan. Hot, thick ropes flooded her cunt, pulse after pulse, leaking out around his cock. Lauren came again just from the feeling, her pussy milking every drop out of him.
Frank stayed buried inside her while they both caught their breath. His hand loosened around her throat, but didn’t leave. He stroked her neck almost gently.  
“Good girl,” he murmured. “Real good.”  
He finally pulled out. Cum gushed from her ruined cunt onto the desk. Lauren lay there limp, chest heaving, legs spread wide. Frank stuffed his cock away and stared at the filthy mess he’d made.
“Clean yourself up before you go home,” he said. “But don’t touch my cum. I want you sitting across from your husband with my load still leaking out of you.”
Lauren shivered at the order, cunt twitching. She nodded.
Frank helped her to her feet, surprisingly gentle now. He kissed her once—slow, deep, possessive.  
“Tomorrow night. At the same time. Wear something easier to rip off.”  
She left the union hall on legs that barely worked, blouse held together with safety pins, skirt wrinkled, thighs sticky with Frank’s cum. When she pulled into the driveway, Brent’s car was already there. Lights on in the living room.
Lauren took a deep breath, checked her reflection in the rearview mirror, and walked inside.  
Brent looked up from the couch, smiling. “Hey, babe. How was filing?”  
“Productive,” she said, voice raw from being throat-fucked. She crossed the room and kissed him, letting him taste the salt of Frank’s cum still on her lips. “Missed you.”
He pulled her onto his lap. “You smell like… I don’t know. Something different.”  
Lauren smiled against his mouth and rocked her hips, feeling Frank’s cum slosh inside her. “Just the office. Long night.”
Brent’s hands slid up her thighs under her skirt. His fingers brushed the sticky mess leaking from her cunt. He paused.  
“You’re really wet,” he murmured, sounding pleased.  
Lauren kissed him deeper, grinding down so he could feel the mess leaking out of her. “Been thinking about you all night.”
It wasn’t a total lie. She’d been thinking about cock all night. Just not his.
Brent groaned and carried her to the bedroom. When he pushed inside her a few minutes later, he slid in easily, moaning at how soaked she was. Lauren wrapped her legs around him and closed her eyes.  
In her head, Frank was still choking her, still dumping cum in her cunt, still calling her his good girl.
She came hard around Brent’s familiar cock, moaning loud enough to cover the name that almost slipped out.  
Afterward, Brent passed out with a dumb, satisfied grin. Lauren lay awake, Frank’s cum still leaking out of her, mixing with her husband’s inside her cunt.
She slid two fingers between her legs, scooped up the filthy mix, and shoved them in her mouth.
She licked them clean.  
Tomorrow night couldn’t come fast enough.









  
  Chapter five
Picket Line Lies


Lauren West was late getting home again. 
Third fucking night in a row. Brent stood at the kitchen window, watching Lauren’s car crawl into the driveway, headlights slicing through the dark like a knife. She got out slow, tugging her skirt down like she was trying to hide the evidence of what she’d just been doing. When she finally came through the door, her cheeks were flushed, her hair a mess—like she’d just had a fist tangled in it, yanking her head back while she choked on some other man’s cock.
“Hey, babe,” she said, kicking off her heels. Her voice had that raw, fucked-out rasp it always got after she’d been screaming her throat raw—either at a meeting or with her mouth stuffed full of cock.
Brent crossed the room and pulled her into a hug. She reeked of the union hall—coffee, old paper, and something else, something sharp and dirty that made his stomach knot and his cock twitch. The scent of another man’s sweat clung to her skin.
“Long night again?” he asked, kissing the top of her head.  
“Files don’t organize themselves,” she said, pressing her tits into his chest, her body still humming from whatever—or whoever—she’d just been riding. Her hips rolled against him, like she was still grinding down on a cock that wasn’t his. “But we’re making real progress. Frank says the new contract language is looking strong.”
Frank.  
The name landed like a punch. Brent kept his tone light. “Yeah? That’s great. He’s been pushing hard.”  
Lauren pulled back and smiled up at him, eyes bright. “He knows what he wants, and he goes after it. You should see how he handles the room. The guys listen to him.”  
Brent nodded, but the way she said Frank’s name made his balls ache—like she was savoring the taste of it, the same way she probably savored his cock. He watched her strut to the fridge, hips swaying like she wanted everyone to know she’d just been fucked. When she bent over for a water bottle, her skirt hiked up and he caught a glimpse of a dark, finger-shaped bruise on her thigh. Fresh. Still tender from being gripped while she got railed.
“You okay?” he asked.  
Lauren straightened fast. “Yeah. Why?”  
“Nothing. Just… you look different lately. Happier.”  
She laughed, low and soft. “Maybe I am. Feels good to actually make a difference instead of just talking about it.”  
Brent wanted to believe her. He really did. But when she went to shower, he crept into the laundry room and grabbed her skirt from the hamper. It smelled like her—sweet, musky, and soaked in pussy—but there was something else, too. Cigar smoke. Engine grease. The stink of Frank’s cock.
He stood there holding the skirt, heart pounding, until the shower turned off. Then he shoved it back in the hamper and went to bed like nothing was wrong.  
The next morning, Brent was up early for picket line duty. Lauren stayed in bed, murmuring that she’d meet him later in the hall. He kissed her forehead and left with the usual stack of signs in the back of his truck. Halfway to the factory gate, he realized one was missing—the big red one that said SOLIDARITY FOREVER. He cursed and turned around.  
Back at the house, he searched the garage, then the hallway closet where they kept extra materials. Nothing. He finally checked the trunk of Lauren’s car.  
There it was. Folded neatly on top of her spare tire.  
Brent yanked the sign out and froze. The cardboard was still warm, stinking of Frank—cigar, sweat, and that same cheap cologne he’d smelled on Lauren’s clothes. But the worst part was the back: a thick, crusty streak of dried cum, smeared across the sign like a filthy signature. Frank’s load. A big one.
His stomach dropped. His cock hardened so fast it hurt.  
He stood in the driveway, holding the evidence, his mind spinning. Lauren had taken the sign to the union hall last night. She’d been “organizing files.” And somehow this sign had ended up covered in Frank Monkam’s load.  
Brent’s hands shook as he wiped the worst of the cum off with a filthy rag from the trunk. He shoved the sign back with the others and drove to the picket line like a zombie. All morning, he held his placard and chanted with the guys, but his mind was stuck on one thing: Lauren, bent over Frank’s desk, skirt bunched around her waist, moaning like a whore while the union boss pounded her raw and then splattered his load all over the sign she was supposed to bring home to her cuck husband.
By lunch, he was rock hard again and sick with it.  
Lauren showed up at the line around two, looking fresh and perky in a tight blouse that barely hid the finger marks on her collarbone—if you knew what to look for. She played the perfect union wife, handing out coffee, smiling at everyone, laughing a little too loud when Frank strutted by, and giving Brent a patronizing pat on the shoulder.
“Good work out here, West,” Frank said, voice easy. His eyes flicked to Lauren for half a second—possessive, satisfied. “Your wife’s been a huge help at the hall. Really dedicated.”  
Brent forced a smile. “Yeah. She’s been putting in a lot of overtime.”  
Lauren met his gaze and didn’t even blink. If anything, her cheeks flushed deeper, and she licked her bottom lip like she was remembering the taste of Frank’s cock. “Anything for the cause, right?”
Frank chuckled and walked off. Lauren stepped closer to Brent, pressing her body against his side. “You okay? You look tense.”  
He could smell Frank on her again—faint but unmistakable. “Just tired. Long morning.”  
She slid her hand down his back and squeezed his ass. “Maybe I can help with that later. I’ve been thinking about you all day.”  
The lie should have pissed him off. Instead, it made his cock throb like he was the one being fucked. That night, she rode him hard, wild and loud, grinding down on his cock like she was desperate for something bigger, thicker—something only Frank could give her. Brent fucked her back, hands digging into her hips, but every time she closed her eyes, he knew she was getting off on the memory of Frank’s cock splitting her open.
Afterward, while she slept curled against him, Brent stared at the ceiling. The sign, the bruises, the way she’d come harder than she had in years—none of it left his mind. Even after her shower, the stink of another man’s cum still clung to her skin.
He should have confronted her. Should have demanded answers.  
Instead, he lay there with his wife’s head on his chest and his cock half-hard, throbbing, wondering just how much more of herself she was giving to Frank Monkam—and why the thought of her getting used like a cumrag made him want to watch.
The next evening, Lauren kissed him at the door and said she had to run back to the hall for a couple more hours. “Frank wants to go over the final language before tomorrow’s meeting.”  
Brent nodded. “Don’t stay too late.”  
“I won’t,” she promised, already reaching for her keys. Her eyes sparkled with something hungry. “But these negotiations… they’re finally getting somewhere. I can feel it.”  
She left wearing a short black skirt and a blouse that buttoned low enough to show the tops of her tits. Brent watched her taillights disappear down the street and then went inside.  
He sat at the kitchen table with a beer and stared at the wall.  
His wife was out there right now, probably on her knees or bent over Frank’s desk, getting used like a filthy whore, moaning about how good it felt to have the union boss’s cock stretching her out. And Brent was sitting here, cock hard as steel, jerking off to every filthy detail in his head.
He didn’t know what the hell was happening to his marriage.  
But he knew one thing for sure.  
Lauren’s overtime enthusiasm wasn’t about union files anymore.  
It was about Frank’s cock—thick, heavy, and buried deep in his wife’s cunt.
And some sick, pathetic part of him couldn’t wait to see just how much more of his wife Frank could ruin.









  
  Chapter six
Union Wife


Lauren West didn’t bother with the charade of files tonight. She knew exactly what she was here for, and so did Frank. 
She strode into Frank’s office at the union hall, slammed the door shut, and locked it with a click that said she wasn’t here for small talk. Before Frank could even grunt, she was on her knees, blouse hanging open, tits practically falling out, nipples stiff and begging. Frank just grinned down at her, that smug, shit-eating smile under his grizzled beard, already knowing he owned her.
“Eager tonight,” he rumbled.  
“I’ve been wet since lunch,” she admitted, voice husky. “Couldn’t stop thinking about your cock.”  
Frank stood up, unzipped, and hauled out the thick slab of cock Lauren was already hooked on. It was hard as a pipe, veins bulging, the head glistening like it was showing off. Lauren dove in, dragging her tongue from his sweaty balls all the way to the tip, moaning like a bitch in heat. Then she opened wide and swallowed him down in one go, like she’d been starving for it all day.
Frank groaned and fisted her hair. “That’s my girl. All the way. Choke on it.”  
She did, throat bulging around his cock, eyes streaming, spit and drool pouring down her chin and splattering her tits. She bobbed up and down, fast and filthy, gagging like a champ every time the fat head battered her throat. Frank kept her there, choking and gasping, holding her nose to his crotch until she saw stars, then yanking her back just long enough to suck in a breath before shoving her down again.
When he finally yanked out, Lauren was a disaster—mascara streaked down her cheeks, lips puffy and drooling, spit hanging in ropes from her chin. Frank grabbed a fistful of her hair, spun her like a ragdoll, and bent her over the desk. Her skirt went up, panties shoved aside, and he buried his cock in her dripping cunt with one savage thrust.
Lauren cried out, back arching. “Fuck—yes—harder!”  
He didn’t bother with foreplay or mercy. Just brutal, balls-deep strokes that made the desk screech across the floor. His heavy balls smacked her clit with every thrust. One meaty hand clamped around her throat, squeezing, while the other dug under her to maul her swollen clit.
“You’re my union wife now,” he growled against her ear. “This cunt belongs to me. Say it.”  
“It’s yours,” she gasped, voice breaking. “My cunt is yours, Frank—fuck—use it!”  
He fucked her harder, hips pistoning, the filthy slap of skin echoing off the office walls. Lauren came with a shriek, cunt squeezing his cock, girl juice squirting down her thighs. Frank didn’t let up. He just kept hammering, forcing another orgasm out of her before the first one even faded.
“Again,” he ordered, fingers pinching her clit. “Cum on my cock like the greedy little slut you are.”  
She did, again and again. Three times, four, maybe more—she lost track. Each orgasm hit harder, until she was a quivering, sobbing mess, drooling on the desk while Frank pounded her like a piece of meat. Her legs gave out, but he just held her up by the throat and hips, using her like his personal fuckdoll.
Finally, he slammed in balls-deep and unloaded with a guttural groan. Thick, hot ropes of cum blasted her cunt, pulse after pulse, so much that it gushed out around his cock and poured down her thighs in messy streams. Lauren whimpered, feeling every spurt, her pussy still twitching around him.
Frank stayed buried in her, grinding his cock deep, making damn sure every drop was pumped in. When he finally pulled out, a fat glob of cum oozed from her stretched pussy and splattered on the floor.
He slapped her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. “Leave it in. All of it. I want you driving home with my load leaking out of you.”  
Lauren nodded, dazed and glowing like a slut who’d just been ruined. She staggered to her feet, Frank’s cum leaking down her thighs, and fumbled with her clothes. Frank just watched, eyes hungry, as she tried to button up her ruined blouse and tug her skirt into place.
“You’re gonna sit across from your husband tonight with my cum still inside that married pussy,” he said quietly. “And tomorrow you’re coming back for more.”  
“Yes,” she whispered. The word felt like surrender and victory at once.  
She drove home with the windows down, cool air drying the mess between her legs. Every pothole sent another squirt of Frank’s cum leaking out. By the time she pulled into the driveway, her panties were trashed and her cunt was still twitching.
Brent was waiting in the living room, eyes flicking up as she walked in—taking in her flushed face, wild hair, and the way she moved like every step reminded her she’d just been split open by another man.
“Long night again?” he asked, voice tight.  
“Really productive,” Lauren lied, crossing the room and kissing him deep, letting him taste the ghost of Frank’s cum still on her tongue. Her hand slid down to squeeze the bulge in his pants. “I need you.”
Brent fucked her on the couch ten minutes later. She was so stretched and soaked from Frank that he slid in without resistance, groaning at how sloppy she was. Lauren wrapped her legs around him and rode his average cock while Frank’s load squelched around Brent’s smaller one. She came again, moaning loud enough for the neighbors, picturing Frank’s hand squeezing her throat the whole time.
Afterward, Brent lay on top of her, breathing heavy. “God, you’re soaked tonight.”  
“Mmm. Missed you,” she lied, feeling Frank’s cum mixing with Brent’s and oozing out of her ruined cunt.
She showered before bed, but left the last of Frank’s load buried deep where Brent would never find it. When she crawled in beside her clueless husband, she pressed her thighs together and grinned into the darkness.
The cost of being a filthy, cheating slut was starting to catch up with her.
She was lying to the man who thought he owned her heart.
She was sneaking out, getting her cunt wrecked by another man almost every night.
And the worst part, the part that made her pussy throb even now, was that she didn’t want it to stop.
She was turning into Frank’s union whore, and she knew it.
And she was starting to love every filthy, degrading second of it.







  
  Chapter seven
Suspicious Signs


Brent West couldn’t stop noticing. 
It started with the little things. Lauren’s phone would light up on the nightstand at 11:47 p.m., buzzing with a message she snatched up and silenced, her lips curling in a secret smile. In the mornings, she’d stand at the counter making coffee, grinning to herself like she was replaying some filthy memory, probably of another man’s cock in her mouth. There was a new swagger in her walk, a cocky, almost taunting sway of her hips, the kind of strut a woman gets after she’s been fucked so hard she can still feel it leaking out of her.
Then the lingerie started disappearing.  
The black lace set he’d bought her for their anniversary—gone. The red thong she used to wear when she wanted to feel sexy—missing. Even her plain white cotton panties, the ones she saved for laundry day, were vanishing. Brent started checking the hamper every night, his cock twitching as he dug through her dirty underwear, half-hoping, half-terrified he’d find them stiff with another man’s cum. Sometimes he did. Sometimes he stood there, cock throbbing, holding her panties to his face, breathing in the sharp stink of cigar smoke and the musky, used-up scent of her pussy.
Lauren never said a word about the missing lingerie. She just kept coming home later and later, eyes shining, skin flushed, her cunt still swollen and dripping when she let him fuck her. She fucked him almost every night now—wild, desperate, grinding on his cock like she was chasing after a high she could only get from someone else’s dick first.
One Thursday night, she came in at 10:30, blouse misbuttoned, hair wrecked. Brent was on the couch pretending to watch the game.  
“Hey,” she said, kicking off her heels. Her voice had that hoarse, well-used rasp he was starting to recognize.  
“Late again,” he said, keeping it light.  
“Frank wanted to go over the new overtime language line by line.” She crossed the room and straddled his lap without asking, grinding down so he could feel how wet she already was. “He’s really pushing for us.”  
Us.  
The word landed wrong. Brent’s hands settled on her hips anyway. “Must be intense.”  
“You have no idea.” Lauren leaned in and kissed him, tongue sliding deep, letting him taste the faint salt that always seemed to linger on her lately. Her hand slipped between them and freed his cock, stroking it fast. “I need you inside me. Right now.”  
She didn’t even bother taking her skirt off. Just yanked her panties—another black pair he’d never seen, already soaked—aside and dropped down on his cock in one practiced motion. Brent groaned, feeling how loose and slippery she was, his cock sliding through the mess another man had left inside her. She rode him hard, tits bouncing in his face, moaning so loud the neighbors could probably hear every filthy word.
“Fuck me,” she gasped. “Harder—give it to me.”  
Brent thrust up, grabbing her ass, but he knew she wasn’t really fucking him. Her eyes were glazed, mouth open, lost in some filthy memory that made her cunt twitch and milk his cock. When she came, she screamed, body shaking, and Brent couldn’t help but cum too, shooting his load into the sloppy, used hole Frank had already filled.
Afterward, she stayed on his lap, forehead against his shoulder, breathing slowly. Brent stroked her back and tried to keep his voice steady.  
“You’ve been different lately,” he said quietly.  
Lauren lifted her head. Her eyes were soft, but there was steel underneath. “Better different?”  
“Yeah. Just… more confident. Like you know something I don’t.”  
She smiled, small and secret, and kissed the corner of his mouth. “Maybe I do. The union’s finally getting what it deserves. Feels good to be part of that.”  
Brent wanted to push. Wanted to ask about the texts, the missing lingerie, and the way she smelled like another man when she came home. Instead, he held her tighter and let her fall asleep on his chest.  
The next morning, he woke up before her. Lauren’s phone was on the nightstand, screen facing up. It buzzed once. Brent glanced at the bathroom door—she was still in the shower—then picked it up.  
The message preview was short:  
Frank: Tonight. My office. Wear the red set. No panties. Want that married cunt ready.  
Brent’s stomach dropped. His cock surged hard in his boxers. He scrolled up just enough to see older messages—filthy ones.  
Frank: You swallowed every drop last night like a good girl.  
Lauren: Couldn’t get enough. Still taste you.  
Frank: Good. Tomorrow I’m fucking that ass.  
Lauren: Promise?  
Brent’s stomach twisted. His cock jerked hard in his boxers, throbbing with sick excitement. He scrolled up, unable to stop himself, reading message after message—each one filthier than the last.
“Morning,” she said, kissing his cheek. “Sleep okay?”  
“Yeah,” he lied. “You?”  
“Perfect.” She poured her coffee, humming like nothing was wrong. The towel slipped, and Brent saw a fresh bite mark on her breast, deep and red, teeth marks from a mouth that wasn’t his.
Brent swallowed hard. “You seeing Frank again tonight?”  
She didn’t even blink. “Union business. Why?”  
“No reason.” He forced a smile. “Just proud of how involved you are.”  
Lauren’s eyes softened for a second, then sharpened with something darker. “It’s important work, Brent. You’ll see. We’re all gonna get what we deserve.”  
She got dressed right in front of him, slipping on a new red lace bra and thong he’d never seen before. When she bent over to pull on her skirt, Brent caught the glistening wetness between her thighs—she wasn’t wearing panties under the skirt, just like Frank had told her.
All day at work, Brent’s mind spun with the messages, the way Lauren walked like she owned the place, the way she came so hard for him every night after Frank had finished with her. The missing lingerie, the cigar stink on her clothes, the way she said Frank’s name like it belonged on her tongue—all of it made his cock ache and his stomach churn.
By the time he got home, the house felt smaller, emptier, like something precious was leaking out of his life and he was too hard and too scared to do anything but watch it happen.
Lauren left at 7:15 wearing that red set under a simple black dress. She kissed him deeply at the door, tongue teasing, hand brushing his cock.  
“Don’t wait up,” she whispered. “This might run long.”  
Brent watched her drive off, then went inside and sat on the couch with a beer, his cock heavy in his pants. His phone stayed dark. Hers was probably already in Frank’s hand, or tossed aside while Frank bent her over his desk and fucked her in the lingerie Brent had never even touched.
He thought about the texts. The cum-stained picket sign. The way her cunt felt wetter and looser every night, stretched out by Frank’s cock and still leaking when she climbed on top of him.
The heavy price was here.  
His wife was out there right now, getting fucked by the union boss, probably on her knees with Frank’s cock in her mouth, begging for more while she wore lingerie Brent had never even touched. And Brent was sitting at home, cock hard as steel, putting together every filthy clue, knowing exactly what was happening and still too weak to stop it.
He finished the beer, then poured another.  
Tomorrow, he’d have to decide what kind of husband he was going to be.  
But tonight, all he could do was wait for her to come home reeking of another man, crawl into their bed, and ride his cock with Frank’s cum still dripping out of her.
And some sick, broken part of him was already aching for it.









  
  Chapter eight
Confrontation Edge


Lauren West came home again after midnight. 
Brent was slumped on the couch, pretending to watch some game, but really just waiting for his wife to come home reeking of another man's cock. The second the door opened, the stench hit him: cigar smoke, sweat, and the unmistakable tang of sex. Lauren's hair was a rat's nest, her lips fat and bruised, and the black dress she'd left in looked like it had spent the night bunched up around her waist while she got railed. She kicked off her heels and flashed him that filthy, knowing grin.
“Hey, babe,” she said, voice hoarse. “Sorry it ran so late.”  
Brent stood up. His cock was already half-hard from the waiting, from the imagining. “Frank keeps you busy?”  
“Very.” She walked straight to him and pressed her body against his, letting him feel the heat still radiating off her skin. “But I’m home now.”  
He kissed her, shoving his tongue in, tasting the salty smear of sweat and cum that definitely wasn’t from dinner. His hands grabbed her ass—bare, no panties, just like she’d promised in her slutty little text. When he squeezed, she moaned, but it was the kind of moan she probably gave Frank when he was balls deep in her.
“Bed,” he said, voice rough. “Now.”  
Lauren let him drag her upstairs. He yanked the dress off her, letting it crumple on the floor. The red lace bra was still on, one strap dangling, her tits covered in finger marks and a fresh bite that was already turning purple. Her pussy was swollen, lips shiny and stretched, and when he shoved two fingers in, she was sloppy and leaking, stuffed full of Frank’s cum.
Brent’s gut churned, but his cock was rock hard. He threw her onto the bed, spread her legs, and stared at the mess between her thighs before climbing in to claim his turn.
“Mine tonight,” he growled, pushing inside her in one thrust.  
Lauren gasped and wrapped her legs around him. “Yes—fuck me, Brent.”  
He fucked her hard, slamming his hips, desperate to erase the memory of Frank’s cock stretching her out. Every thrust made a filthy squelch as Frank’s cum coated his dick, the sound making Brent want to puke and cum at the same time. Lauren moaned, but her eyes kept rolling back, like she was still getting fucked by someone bigger.
“Harder,” she whispered. “Give it to me.”  
Brent pounded into her, sweat pouring off him, sucking at the bruises on her tits like he could mark her as his. But every sound she made was for Frank, for the man who’d left her gaping and ruined. Her cunt squeezed him, but he knew it wasn’t for him.
“Look at me,” he demanded.  
Lauren’s eyes opened. They were glassy, distant. She smiled and pulled him closer, but the smile didn’t reach her eyes. “I’m looking, baby. Feels so good.”  
It was bullshit. He could feel it in her cunt, in the way she barely bothered to fake it. She was still getting off on Frank’s fat cock, while Brent just pounded away in the leftovers. He fucked her harder, frantic, trying to fuck Frank out of her, but every moan was empty, just noise.
“Cum for me,” he begged, rubbing her clit the way she liked.  
She came, or pretended to—her cunt fluttered, but it was weak, nothing like the screaming, leg-shaking mess Frank left her in. Brent shot his load anyway, groaning as he dumped his pathetic cum on top of Frank’s. When he pulled out, a sloppy mess of jizz oozed from her ruined pussy onto the sheets.
Lauren kissed his shoulder and rolled onto her side, breathing steadily. “That was nice,” she murmured.  
Nice.  
The word hit him like a kick in the balls. Brent stared at the ceiling, chest tight, his wife next to him, still dripping with Frank’s cum, and all she could manage was nice.
“You’ve been different,” he said into the dark.  
Lauren turned her head. “Different how?”  
“Confident. Hungry. Like you’re getting something somewhere else that I can’t give you.”  
She was quiet for a long moment. Then she reached over and stroked his softening cock. “You give me everything I need, Brent. You’re my husband.”  
Another lie. He could hear it in her voice, the same way he could feel Frank’s cum still leaking out of her.
He rolled on top of her again, sliding back inside the messy heat. “Then show me. Fuck me like you mean it.”  
Lauren wrapped her legs around him and started grinding, but it was robotic—just acting, moaning on cue, squeezing him like she was checking a box. Her head was miles away. Brent could feel it in every thrust, reminded over and over that Frank had already stretched her out, choked her, filled her up until she screamed for real.
He came again anyway, fast and empty, then flopped beside her. Lauren kissed his cheek, muttered 'Love you,' and passed out, probably dreaming of Frank’s cock.
Brent lay awake for hours.  
The confrontation edge was right there. He could wake her up right now, show her the texts he’d seen, demand the truth about the picket sign, the lingerie, the bruises. He could ask her why she came home every night smelling like Frank Monkam and still climbed into their bed as if nothing had changed.  
But he didn’t.  
Because some twisted part of him craved the humiliation. He loved the way her pussy felt after Frank had wrecked it, the filthy thrill of knowing his wife was turning into the union boss’s cumdump and still crawling back into his bed.
He turned on his side and watched her sleep—peaceful, glowing, satisfied in a way he hadn’t seen in years.  
Tomorrow he’d have to face it.  
Tomorrow, he’d have to decide if he was going to fight for his marriage or watch it burn while he jerked off to the ashes.  
Tonight, he just lay there, cock twitching pathetically at the thought of Frank’s load still leaking out of his wife, letting the shame and arousal sink in.
His wife was slipping away.  
And he wasn’t even sure he wanted her to stop.







  
  Chapter nine
The Alliance Deepens


Lauren West had stopped pretending a long time ago. Excuses were pointless. 
She told Brent she had a late meeting with Frank, the same lie she always used, and left the house at 7:30. She wore a short black skirt, no panties, and the red lace bra Brent had never even glimpsed. The drive to the union hall was just a slow tease, every stoplight making her cunt wetter, until by the time she walked into Frank’s office, slick was running down her thighs.
Frank sat behind his desk, sleeves rolled up, thick forearms planted on the wood like he was about to break it in half. He looked at her the way a man looks at something he owns. Which, of course, he did.
“Lock it,” he said.  
She turned the deadbolt.  
Frank crooked a finger. Lauren crossed the room, dropped to her knees between his legs, and yanked his cock out of his pants. No teasing tonight. She shoved him down her throat in one desperate gulp, gagging as the fat head battered her tonsils. Frank groaned, his hand heavy on the back of her head, holding her nose to his crotch while her throat spasmed around his shaft.
“Good girl,” he rumbled. “Missed this mouth all day.”  
Lauren moaned around his cock, spit leaking down her chin and dripping onto her tits. She bobbed her head fast and messy, ramming his cock down her throat again and again, choking herself because she needed it. Needed to feel like a used hole. Like property.
Frank finally pulled her off by the hair, strings of spit connecting her swollen lips to his glistening shaft. “Up. On the desk.”  
She stood, bent over the desk, and hiked her skirt up around her waist. Frank came up behind her, slapped the fat head of his cock through her dripping slit, and buried himself balls-deep in one brutal thrust. Lauren yelped, back arching, cunt stretched wide.
“Fuck—yes—harder!”  
He fucked her like he was trying to break her in half. Each thrust made the desk groan and her tits slap against the wood. One big hand clamped around her throat, squeezing, while the other reached under and slapped her clit hard enough to sting. Lauren came in seconds, cunt spasming, squirting around his cock. Frank didn’t stop. He pounded her through it, then flipped her onto her back, spread her legs like a whore, and shoved back in.
“Look at me,” he ordered.  
Lauren forced her eyes open. Frank stared down at her, beard scratchy, eyes black with ownership.
“You’re mine now,” he said, pounding into her. “Not just for fucking. For everything. You’re gonna help me run this union the way it should be run. And you’re gonna keep your husband in the dark while you do it.”  
Lauren moaned, legs trembling around his hips. "Yes. Fuck. I’m yours. I’ll do anything you want. Anything."
Frank’s hand tightened on her throat. “Tell me the truth. Does Brent suspect?”  
She nodded, tears leaking from her eyes, half from pleasure, half from shame. "He’s starting to. He found the sign. He’s seen the texts. He fucks me every night, but he knows I’m thinking about you. He knows he’s just cleaning up after you."
Frank grinned, slow and mean. "Good. Let him stew. But you keep lying. You come home reeking of my cum, crawl into his bed, and let him fuck my leftovers. You tell him the overtime is for the union. In return, I’ll give you real power. The kind your husband can’t even imagine."
He slammed in deep and ground his cock against her clit. Lauren came again, screaming, cunt milking him for all he was worth. Frank groaned and dumped another load inside her, pumping rope after rope until it oozed out around his shaft.
When he finally pulled out, he kept her legs spread wide and watched his cum drool from her gaping cunt.
“From now on, you’re my union wife,” he said quietly. “You negotiate the contracts. You keep the guys in line. You use that married cunt and that greedy mouth to get what we need. And Brent stays clueless until we decide otherwise.”  
Lauren lay there panting, cum running down her ass, feeling more alive than she had in years. "I want it," she whispered. "I want the power. I want your cock. I’ll keep him clueless. I’ll do anything."
Frank leaned down and kissed her hard, tongue claiming her mouth. “Good girl. Now go home. Let him fuck you with my load still inside you. And tomorrow night you’re taking it in the ass.”  
Lauren dressed on shaky legs, Frank’s cum still leaking down her thighs. She drove home with the windows cracked, cold air blasting her, but nothing could cool the filthy heat between her legs.
Brent was waiting up again. He looked tired, eyes searching her face the second she walked in.  
“Long night?” he asked.  
"Productive," she said, crossing the room and straddling his lap. She kissed him deep, letting him taste the faint mix of Frank’s cum and her own spit. "I missed you."
She rode him right there, skirt bunched up, no panties, Frank’s cum squelching around Brent’s cock with every bounce. She moaned and rocked, faking the old enthusiasm, all while her mind stayed on Frank’s promise of power and the way his cock would split her ass tomorrow.
When Brent came, she held him close and whispered “I love you” against his neck.  
It wasn’t a total lie.
She still loved him.  
But she loved the power Frank shoved into her even more.
And she was willing to lie, cheat, and come home every night dripping with another man’s cum if it meant she got to keep both.
The alliance had gone deeper. Much deeper.
Lauren West was no longer just Brent’s wife.  
She was Frank Monkam’s union slut.
And she was never going back.









  
  Chapter ten
Labor Day Reckoning


The second Labor Day picnic rolled around exactly one year later, and everything had changed. 
The union had finally gotten a contract worth a damn. More money, real overtime, protections that actually meant something. Brent should have felt like a king. Instead, he stood off to the side, clutching a piss-warm beer, watching his wife giggle with Frank Monkam. The two of them looked like they were sharing some filthy secret, something Brent would never be allowed to know.
Lauren looked different now. She moved like a woman who knew exactly how good she got fucked. Her sundress hugged tits and hips that looked fuller than last year, her ass swaying with every step. Every time Frank leaned in and whispered in her ear, she bit her lip and squeezed her thighs together, like she was remembering his cock inside her. Brent’s gut twisted with that same old cocktail of jealousy and the kind of sick, humiliating hard-on he hated himself for.
He’d read the filthy texts. He’d smelled Frank’s cigar stink on her hair and clothes. He’d fingered her after she got home and felt Frank’s cum leaking out of her pussy more nights than he could count. But he’d never said a word about it. Not until tonight.
When Lauren finally walked back toward him, cheeks flushed and eyes bright, Brent stepped into her path.  
“We need to talk,” he said quietly. “Now.”  
She blinked, then gave him that bright, practiced smile. “Can it wait? Frank wants to—”  
“No.” Brent grabbed her wrist, not hard enough to hurt but firm enough that she felt it. “It can’t.”  
He dragged her away from the crowd, past the grills, past the kids, all the way to the equipment shed where she’d first let Frank fuck her a year ago. The door groaned when he shoved it open. Inside, it still stank of oil, cut grass, and the sour, lingering smell of old sex.
Lauren crossed her arms, lifting her chin. “What’s this about, Brent?”  
"You know exactly what this is about." He slammed the door. "Frank. The late nights. The filthy messages. The way you come home with his cum still dripping out of your cunt. I’ve known for months."
Lauren didn’t flinch. If anything, her eyes darkened with heat. “And you let it happen.”  
The words hit him like a punch. Brent stepped closer, voice cracking. "I watched you turn into his whore. I sat at home jerking off, thinking about you getting fucked by him. Why did you do it?"
"Because he gives me what you never could." She didn’t bother to soften it. "He fucks me for real. He leaves me sore, used, and begging for more. You’re a good man, Brent. But good men don’t fuck their wives the way I need to be fucked."
Brent’s cock twitched, hard and aching, even as his face burned with shame. "So that’s it? You’re his slut now?"
Lauren pressed up against him, her tits squashed against his chest. "I’m still your wife. I still love you. But I need him too. I need his cock. I need the way he uses me, the way he owns me. You need it too, don’t you? You get hard every time I come home with his cum running down my legs." She squeezed his cock through his jeans, grinning.
Brent grabbed her hips and bent her over the same filthy workbench she’d been fucked on last year. He yanked her dress up and found her bare—no panties, her cunt already wet and swollen, glistening with another man’s cum. He shoved two fingers inside and felt the hot, sticky mess leaking out of her.
“You let him fuck you right before the picnic?” he growled.  
“Twice,” Lauren moaned, pushing back on his hand. “Once in his truck, once in the office. He came so deep I can still feel it.”  
Brent yanked his cock out and shoved it into her in one rough, desperate thrust. The sloppy squelch of Frank’s cum around his cock made him groan out loud. He fucked her hard, furious, his hips smacking her ass, balls slapping against her messy, used cunt.
“You’re my wife,” he snarled.  
“Yes,” she gasped. “But I’m his whore.”  
Something snapped in Brent. He wrapped his hand around her throat and squeezed, fucking her harder, deeper, like he could erase Frank’s cock from her with his own. Lauren screamed, her cunt spasming around him, milking his cock.
“Tell me,” he demanded. “Tell me how much you need both of us.”  
“I need you to love me,” she panted, voice breaking. “I need him to ruin me. I need your gentle hands and his rough cock. I need to come home to you dripping with his cum and let you fuck his sloppy seconds because it makes us both crazy.”  
Brent fucked her like an animal, the shed echoing with the filthy slap of skin and Lauren’s shameless moans. She came hard, screaming, her cunt squeezing his cock while Frank’s cum oozed out around him. Brent groaned and shot his own load deep inside her, mixing with Frank’s mess.
They stayed locked together, breathing hard.  
Lauren turned her head, eyes glassy. “I’m not leaving you, Brent. But I’m not stopping with him either. The union needs me. I need this. And you… You need it too.”  
Brent pulled out, staring at the mess of cum—his and Frank’s—dripping down her thighs. He felt ruined, humiliated, and somehow more alive than he’d ever been.
“I don’t know what I need anymore,” he admitted.  
Lauren straightened her dress and turned to face him. She cupped his face with both hands. “Then we figure it out together. But no more lies. You can watch. You can join. Or you can just keep getting hard while I tell you every filthy detail. Your choice.”  
She kissed him softly and deeply, tasting like sin and love at the same time.  
Outside, the picnic kept going—laughter, music, union men celebrating like nothing had changed. Inside the shed, Brent stood next to his wife, her cunt still leaking with two men’s cum, and realized his marriage had been broken and rebuilt into something filthy, humiliating, and maybe even better.
Lauren took his hand and led him back toward the crowd.  
Frank was waiting by the grill, eyes meeting Lauren’s with that possessive smirk.  
Brent felt his cock twitch again.  
The reckoning wasn’t over.  
It was only just beginning.
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