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Polly Bane


Before You Begin

Thank you for picking up one of my stories. You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender, and I am thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I have put together something special for you: a free bonus book. If you would like it, you can download it here: pollybane.com/free-book

It is my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane


Disclaimer

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Age Declaration

All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24 at all times during the events described and in any referenced past. No character is depicted as a minor at any point in the narrative, including in flashbacks, memories, or backstory. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred.

Content Nature

Themes of explicit adult sexual fantasy, kink, and power-exchange depicted in this work occur exclusively between consenting adult characters engaged in fantasy role-play. All depictions represent adult kink between adults aged 24+ and are purely fictional. No real person, place, or actual event is intended or should be inferred.

Image Disclaimer

All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional.

Copyright

Copyright 2026 Polly Bane. All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.


Chapter 1: The Guest Room Script

Iset the kitchen timer for the roast and checked the ice again. Two trays. Full. The second bottle of wine sat open on the counter, breathing like I had told it to. I wiped my hands on a dish towel and looked at the clock over the stove the way a man looks at a finish line he put there himself.

Mara came through from the hall in the black dress we picked last week. The zipper sat low on her back. Her hair was up. Thirty-four now, and she wore it like a woman who knew exactly what she was doing. She smelled like the perfume she only wore when we left the house, and tonight we were not leaving.

“He will be here in ten,” she said. “You still want this.”

“I scripted it,” I said. “I want it.”

My mouth went dry on the last word. My cock was filling against my zipper, too early, too stupid, before the door even rang. I hated that. I wanted it anyway. Thirty-three years old and hard over a plan I had written on a yellow pad like a grocery list.

The doorbell cut through the kitchen.

Devon stood on our porch in a dark shirt and no coat. Tall. Broad across the chest. Thirty-nine, and settled in his own weight the way younger men never are. Dark skin under the porch light. Hospital badge clipped to his belt, the plastic catching when he moved. I read the date on it before I meant to. Forty-one days left on a locum contract at Marion County Regional. The same number I had circled on the kitchen calendar in black marker that morning.

“Ben,” he said. His voice sat low and even. “Mara.”

“Come in,” I said.

We did the small talk in the living room. Wine. Work. The roast smell from the kitchen. My hands stayed busy with the bottle so they would not shake. Mara sat with her legs crossed, one heel hooked on the other, and her eyes kept finding Devon the way they used to find me on our third date, when she was thirty-one and still laughed at my jokes like they mattered.

Devon set his glass down.

“Before we go any further,” he said, “you both understand the clock. My contract runs out in forty-one days. The permanent post offer dies the same day. Whether I sign is not my call to make. You decide what this is. I walk in or I walk out.”

“We decide,” Mara said. She looked at me. “Ben already did.”

I nodded. The nod cost more than I expected. “Guest room. I watch. You two… do what we said.”

“And if I tell you to stay in that chair,” Devon said to me, “you stay.”

“Yes.”

Mara stood. “Follow me.”

I grabbed the reading chair from the corner of our bedroom and hauled it down the hall the way I had that afternoon. My shoulders burned. Good. Something to do with the body besides stand there hard and useless. I set the chair against the far wall of the guest room, facing the bed. The plug and the wand and the bottle of lube sat on the nightstand where Mara had put them an hour ago, lined up like tools.

The guest room door shut behind the three of us.

The air in there was warmer than the hall. Close. My skin prickled under my shirt.

Mara turned to me first.

“You will do exactly as I say.”

The line landed in my gut and stayed there. I nodded again.

“Sit,” she said. “Hands on the arms of the chair. You do not touch yourself until I tell you. You do not leave. You watch.”

I sat. The wood dug into my palms. My cock throbbed in my pants, thick and wet at the tip already, and I had not even seen her undress.

Devon locked the door. The click was small and final.

“Clothes off,” he told her. “Slow enough that your husband sees every inch.”

Mara pulled the zipper down her own back. The dress dropped. Black bra. Black panties. She unhooked the bra and her tits spilled free, nipples already tight. The panties went next. She stepped out of them and stood bare on the rug in front of a man who was not me, in a room we painted together last spring.

My throat closed. My dick jumped so hard it hurt.

Devon walked a circle around her. He cupped one tit, pinched the nipple until she hissed, then slid two fingers between her legs.

“Soaked,” he said. “For a man she met twice. Say it for him.”

Mara looked at me while Devon’s fingers worked her cunt. “I’m soaked for him, Ben. My pussy is dripping and you have not even touched me.”

I made a sound I did not mean to make. Shame burned up my neck. My hips shifted in the chair.

Devon stripped without rush. Shirt. Belt. Pants. His cock hung heavy and thick, darker than the rest of him, half hard already and still growing. Bigger than mine. I clocked that in one look and could not put the thought away. He tore a condom open with his teeth and rolled it on, then reached for the lube and the plug.

“On the bed,” he told her. “Ass up. Face the chair. He gets the full view of what he asked for.”

Mara climbed on. Knees wide. Chest down. Her ass lifted, pink and open to the room, her cunt shiny between her thighs. She turned her head on the pillow so her eyes could find mine.

Devon drizzled lube down her crack. The wet line ran over her asshole and dripped onto the sheet. He pressed the tip of the plug there and pushed.

Mara’s mouth opened. A low noise scraped out of her.

“Take it,” Devon said. “Open that tight little hole for me.”

The plug stretched her. Her asshole gave, ring by ring, until the base sat flush against her skin. She clenched around it. Her thighs shook.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

Devon picked up the wand. He flicked it on. The buzz filled the room, a hard flat hum. He pressed the head to her clit and held it there.

Mara jerked. “Oh God.”

“Stay,” he said. “Husband is watching his wife get her holes worked open. Do not hide it from him.”

He rubbed the wand in tight circles. Her hips bucked. Slick sounds rose under the buzz, wet and dirty. Her cunt dripped onto the plug’s base. The smell of her hit me across the room, sharp and raw, and my mouth flooded.

“Tell him what you are,” Devon said.

“I’m a slut,” Mara gasped. “I’m a whore opening my ass in our guest room while my husband sits in a chair.”

“Louder.”

“I’m a dirty fucking hole and I want your cock in me.”

My hands crushed the chair arms. Pre-cum wet a dark circle through my pants. I wanted to stand up and stop it. I wanted to stay and burn.

Devon shut the wand off right as her breathing went ragged. She cried out.

“Not yet,” he said. “You come when I say, and you count them out for him.”

He pulled the plug free. Her asshole gaped for a second, shiny and loose, then tried to close. He poured more lube, lined up his cock, and pushed into her ass in one long steady drive.

Mara screamed into the pillow. The sound ripped through me.

Devon bottomed out, hips pressed flush to her cheeks. “Tight. Christ. Your wife’s ass is gripping me like it was made for this.”

He started to fuck her.

Deep strokes. Slow at first, then harder. The slap of his body against hers filled the room. Wet. Heavy. Her asshole stretched wide around his thick shaft every time he pulled back and slammed in. The bed frame knocked the wall in a dull rhythm.

“Look at him,” Devon ordered. “Do not close your eyes.”

Mara’s eyes locked on mine while he railed her ass. Tears at the corners. Mouth open. Drool on the pillow. Her tits swung under her with every thrust.

“Ben,” she moaned. “He’s so deep. He’s splitting my ass open.”

I could not breathe right. My cock ached so bad I almost doubled over. This was the script. My script. And I had not written how small I would feel watching her take a cock that pulled sounds out of her I never had in our own bed.

Devon grabbed the wand again. He pinned it to her clit while he fucked her ass. The buzz and the wet slap and her broken moans stacked on top of each other.

“Come,” he said. “First one. Count it.”

Mara shattered.

Her whole body locked. Her ass clenched around his cock in hard pulses I could see from the chair. She sobbed through it, hips jerking, cunt gushing down her thighs onto the sheet.

“One,” she gasped. “That’s one. Fuck. One.”

Devon did not stop. He kept pounding, kept the wand on her swollen clit, riding her through it until she tried to crawl forward and he hauled her back by the hips.

“Again,” he said. “You do not get to run.”

“Too much,” she cried. “It’s too…”

“Take it. Be a good little toy and take it.”

He drove into her ass harder. The wet squelch of lube and her body got louder. Slick. Obscene. Sweat ran down his chest. Her hole was ruined around him, red and stretched, taking every inch.

My own orgasm sat right behind my teeth. I bit it down. Hands stayed on the chair. She had said so.

Mara came a second time with a raw shout, legs kicking, asshole fluttering around his cock while the wand forced it out of her.

“Two,” she sobbed. “That’s two. One more. Please. One more…”

“Beg properly,” Devon said. He pulled out of her ass. Her hole hung slack, a dark wet gape that winked and failed to close. He pushed two fingers into it, then three, then worked his hand until his knuckles pressed her rim.

Mara’s scream went high.

“Fist,” Devon said, almost calm. “You asked for a night you would not forget. Open.”

He pressed. Her asshole stretched wider, shiny and straining, until his hand sank past the flare of his knuckles and her body took him to the wrist. She shook. Spit ran from her open mouth. The smell in the room went thicker, sex and sweat and lube.

“What are you,” he said.

“A hole,” she choked. “A used fucking hole. A whore with a fist in her ass while her husband watches. Please make me come again. Please.”

He fucked her with his fist in short deep pumps. The wet drag of it was filthy. Every squelch carried. My balls drew up tight. Shame sat on my tongue like metal. This was my wife. This was our guest room. This was the fantasy I had offered her because I thought permission was free, and nothing real would get spent.

Devon pulled his fist free. Her ass gaped, open and raw. He shoved his cock back into that loose hole and pinned the wand hard to her clit.

“Three,” he ordered. “Give him three.”

Mara broke.

She came so hard her arms gave out. Face in the pillow. Ass up on his cock. Body jerking in ugly, helpless spasms. Cum and slick poured down her thighs. She counted through clenched teeth, voice wrecked.

“Three. That’s three. Fuck. Three.”

Devon shut the wand off. He pulled out, stripped the condom, and stroked his bare cock over her open ass. Thick ropes of cum striped her lower back and dripped into her crack, into the used gape of her asshole. He rubbed the head through his own mess and pushed a little back into her, smearing it deep.

“Stay like that,” he told her. “Show him.”

Mara held the pose. Ass up. Cum shining on her skin. Hole loose and leaking. She looked at me with wet eyes and a mouth that still hung open.

“Ben,” she whispered. “Touch yourself. Come for me. Now.”

I tore my zipper down. My cock sprang out, red and wet, smaller than what had just ruined her, and the comparison would not leave me. I stroked hard and fast, no skill, no pride, just need. The chair creaked. My hips snapped up.

I came harder than I had in ten years.

The orgasm ripped out of me in long white pulses that hit my shirt and my fist and the floor. A broken sound left my throat. My whole body shook through it, empty and full at once, and the worst part landed with the last spurt: that load had nothing to do with fucking her. It came from watching.

I sat there spent, cock soft and wet in my hand, staring at my wife’s used ass and the man who had put that look on her face.

Devon wiped his hand on the sheet. He stood. His badge hung at his hip. Forty-one days.

Mara rolled onto her side. Cum smeared the sheet under her. She reached for me with one hand, fingers sticky.

“You still with me,” she said.

“Yes.”

“Then hear me.” Her voice had gone steady again, the same voice that told me which paint for this room. “Tomorrow you strip this bed. You wash everything. You leave the chair where it is. And when I text you a time, you set a second place at the table and you do not ask me if I am sure.”

Devon pulled his pants on. “I will be back when she calls. Your call too, Ben. The hospital only waits forty-one days. After that I am gone or I am permanent. Someone in this house has to say which.”

He unlocked the door. The click sounded different now.

Mara held my eyes while the hall light cut across her bare thighs and the mess on her skin.

“Get a clean towel from the linen closet,” she said. “Wipe me down. Then you sleep in our bed alone tonight. I am taking the guest room. In the morning you will make coffee for two, and you will leave the porch light on when you go to work, so the neighbors on Fenmore Court see it burned all night.”

I stood on weak legs. My spent cock hung out of my open fly. The air in the room had gone cool on my wet skin.

“Yes,” I said.

She smiled with her mouth only. “Good. Start with the towel. And Ben. Tomorrow night, if I tell you to sit in that chair again, you sit.”


Chapter 2: The Kitchen Island Rulebook

Istood at the kitchen sink with soap on my wrists and the taste of her stuck under my tongue. Ten minutes earlier she had come on my face against the shower tile, thighs locked around my ears, and I had been on my knees when she shut the water off and told me to make coffee.

The phone sat face up on the island between the full mug and the unopened mail. It buzzed once. Then again. Neither of us moved.

She poured creamer with one hand and kept her eyes on the screen. I dried my hands on the dish towel and counted the tiles under my bare feet so I would not reach for it first.

“Read it,” she said.

My throat closed. I picked up the phone. The name on the banner was his. Not mine. Hers. Day three, and the locum trauma surgeon from Marion County Regional was texting my wife like the night in the guest bed had been the start of a shift, not the end of a fantasy I had written myself.

I cleared my throat and spoke the words out loud because she told me to.

Still thinking about you on that bed. Free Thursday. Tell him the terms if he wants in again. My badge says thirty-nine days left. After that I am gone or I am permanent. Your call.

She took a sip of coffee. “Sit down, Ben.”

I sat on the stool across from her. The wood dug into the back of my thighs. My dick filled under the soft cotton of my shorts, traitor-fast, and I hated that more than the text.

“We said one night,” I said.

“We said one night,” she answered. “That was before. This is after. He is offering a schedule. So we are going to write rules, and you are going to help me write them.”

Help. The word landed wrong. I had scripted the first night. I had dragged the reading seat in and set the lube on the nightstand and told myself I was in charge of the shape of it. Now she wanted me to bargain like a man who still held the pen.

She slid a legal pad across the island. A black pen on top of it. The kitchen calendar on the wall behind her had a red circle on a date thirty-nine days out, the day his contract ran dry and the permanent post sat waiting on an answer.

“Write,” she said. “What do you need so you can stand it.”

I picked up the pen. My hand shook. I wrote Once more and stopped.

“Say it,” she said.

“Once more. Only in this house. Condom. I am present.”

She tilted her head. “Cross out once more.”

“Mara.”

“Cross it out. That word is a lie and we both know it.”

I drew a line through Once more. The paper tore a little. Under it I wrote Standing arrangement until his contract ends. The ink dried. I had just killed the one-night story with my own hand.

“Good,” she said. “Now the rest.”

Only here.

Condoms.

Ben present.

She took the pad and read each line under her breath. Then she put a check next to Only here and Ben present. At Condoms she left a blank.

“That one is mine to decide each time,” she said. “You can request. You do not get to order.”

“That is the whole point of a rule.”

“No. That is the whole point of a wish. Rules need two people to hold. You write. I agree. Or I do not.”

I stared at the blank space. The power I thought I owned shrank to a veto I was already too scared to use. If I said stop, she would have to say yes to stopping. She had not offered that yes.

“What if I want out,” I said.

“Then you ask me. And I decide if we are done.”

My cock throbbed against the seam of my shorts. Shame burned up my neck. Bargaining for my own marriage in black ink while my body got hard for the man who had stretched my wife two nights ago.

She pushed the pad back. “Add one more. You do not touch yourself during. Hands on your thighs or behind your back. If you come, you come after, and only if I say so.”

I wrote it. The letters came out small and dirty on the page.

She signed under the list first. Her name, clean and sure. Then she spun the pad and held the pen out to me.

“Your turn. This is a contract now, Ben. Contracts have two names.”

I signed. The ink looked like a confession.

She set the pen down and came around the island. Her robe hung loose. One breast showed when the fabric slipped. She smelled like soap and cunt and the coffee she had just drunk. She took my wrist and put my palm flat on the cool quartz.

“Hold still. This is for your own good.”

I did not move. She opened the drawer under the island and took out the black wand and the small steel plug we kept in the cloth bag for when she was in a mean mood. She set both on the counter next to the legal pad. My pulse kicked.

“Up,” she said. “Shorts off. Hands on the edge.”

I stood and shoved the shorts down. My dick sprang free, already leaking at the tip. She made a soft sound that was almost a laugh and wrapped her fingers around me once, a dry stroke that made my knees flex.

“You wrote the rules,” she said. “Now you feel what they cost.”

She turned me, bent me over the island so my chest met the cold stone and my ass stuck out into the kitchen air. Oil. Her fingers. One pressed at my rim and pushed in without warning. The burn lit up my spine. I sucked air through my teeth.

“Stay,” she said.

A second finger joined the first. She worked me open in short thrusts, the wet sound of it loud in the quiet house. Scent of the oil. Her behind me, warm and close. Then the steel plug, thicker than her fingers, and she shoved it home until the base seated flush against me. Full. Wrong. My cock jumped against the cabinet door and left a smear.

She spun me back around and hopped her ass up onto the island edge, robe open, bare from the waist down. Her pussy was shiny from the shower. She grabbed my hair and pulled my mouth to it.

“Taste what he is going to fuck again,” she said. “And beg me to keep him.”

I licked. Salt and soap and her. My tongue found her clit and she rolled her hips into my face. The plug shifted inside me when I leaned in. I groaned into her cunt.

“Louder,” she said. “Use your words, Ben. Tell me what you want.”

I pulled back enough to speak, chin wet. “I want the arrangement. I want him here. Thursday.”

“Filthier.”

“I want him to fuck you while I watch. I want you full of his dick. Please keep him. Please do not let the thirty-nine days end with him gone.”

She switched the wand on. The buzz filled the kitchen. She pressed the head to her clit right above my mouth and I tasted the vibration through her flesh. Her thighs shook. She kept one hand in my hair and used the other to drag me by the wrist until my cock lined up with her cunt.

“In,” she said. “Slow. You do not get to come until I hear you ask like a bitch.”

I pushed into her. Hot. Tight. Slippery. She clenched around me and the plug in my ass made every inch land twice as deep. I bottomed out and held still because she told me to hold still. The wand hummed between us. Her cunt made a wet suck when I drew back and drove in again.

“Look at me,” she said. “Say what you are.”

“I am the husband who signed for another man to use his wife.”

“Again.”

“I am a cuck. I am your cuck. Please let me stay in the room when he takes you. Please do not leave me out of it.”

She turned the wand up. The buzz climbed. Her pussy fluttered on my shaft. I fucked her in short, mean strokes against the island, the legal pad lying open beside her hip with both our names at the bottom. Each thrust shoved the plug deeper into me. My balls drew up. I bit the inside of my cheek hard enough to taste iron so I would not spill.

“Beg for permission,” she said. Her voice stayed even. “Beg to come. Beg for him. Beg for the rule that says you cannot stop this alone.”

“Please.” The word cracked. “Please let me come. Please keep the standing arrangement. Please do not give me the veto I will be too weak to use. Please let him breed the nights I am only allowed to watch. Please, Mara, I am your hole for this. I am the man who wrote his own cage. Let me finish. Let me stay inside you while I finish.”

She laughed under her breath and hooked her heels into my lower back. “One more. Meaner.”

“Please fuck me with the idea of him. Please use my dick like a toy while you plan his next visit. Please make me thank you for every rule I signed. Please I am going to break. Please I need it. Please.”

She shut the wand off. The quiet landed like a slap. She set it aside, grabbed my face with both hands, and kissed me so I tasted myself and her and the coffee on her tongue.

“Come,” she said into my mouth. “Now. In me. Then you clean it.”

I drove in deep and lost it. My cock kicked hard inside her, thick spurts that washed the edges of the room white. My legs shook. The plug stretched me through the whole orgasm until I was gasping against her shoulder, spilling, locked to the edge of the island like a man who had sold something he could not buy back.

She held me there until I stopped twitching. Then she pushed me down by the shoulders.

“Out. Tongue. All of it.”

I dropped to my knees on the kitchen tile. My cum leaked from her in a slow white string. I licked it up. Salt and bitter and warm. I sucked it off her folds and off the inside of her thighs while the plug sat heavy in my ass and my spent dick hung soft and shiny between my legs.

She watched from above with her elbows on the quartz. “Good. That is what bargaining gets you. A signature. A plug. A mouth full of your own mess. And a Thursday you cannot cancel without me.”

I wiped my chin on the back of my hand. The legal pad sat in my sightline. Our names. The crossed-out lie of once more. The blank she had claimed next to condoms.

“Thirty-nine days,” I said.

“Thirty-nine days,” she said. “And every one of them runs on rules we both hold. You wanted a fantasy. You have a contract. Get used to the taste.”

She hopped down, cinched her robe, and left me on the floor with the wand still warm on the counter and the steel base of the plug pressed between my cheeks. I stood and reached back to ease it free. She caught my wrist without looking.

“That stays in until I say. Write the Thursday time on the calendar. Seven. Guest bed. Same as before.”

I walked to the wall calendar in bare feet, dick sticky, plug grinding with each step. I wrote 7:00, guest on Thursday in black marker under the red circle that already owned the end of the count. My handwriting looked small next to her red ink.

The doorbell rang.

One short press. Then another.

She froze with her coffee halfway to her mouth. I froze with the marker in my hand.

Nobody came to Fenmore Court at this hour. Not without a reason.

She set the mug down. “Get your shorts. Leave the plug. Answer the door.”

I yanked the shorts up. The steel base made a hard line under the cotton. My mouth still tasted like cum and cunt. I walked down the hall on legs that did not quite track straight and put my hand on the deadbolt.

Through the frosted glass I caught a tall shape and the edge of a hospital badge on a lanyard.

I opened the door.


Chapter 3: Not Without the Story

Ialready had two fingers in her cunt when the rain thickened on the skylight. My wife had one palm flat on my chest and the other wrapped around my dick, working the shaft in a lazy, greased stroke that never got me there. Folded laundry sat in a neat stack by our feet. Sunday. Day six. No knock at the door. No other man in the house.

She dragged her thumb over the head and smeared the slick down. My hips jerked. The stroke stopped.

“Stay,” she said.

I stayed. My thighs shook. My stomach pulled tight. I wanted to thrust up into her fist and finish like a normal husband on a normal afternoon, and my body would not climb the last inch. It hung there, stupid and swollen, waiting for a permission it would not name.

She shifted off my lap and rolled onto her belly, then pushed up onto her knees. The low padded bench at the foot of our bed held a stack of towels. She swept them to the floor with one arm and planted her elbows on the leather.

“On the bench,” she said. “On your back. Hands under your ass.”

I went. The leather stuck to my shoulders. My cock stood up against my stomach, dark and shiny where her hand had left it. She straddled my face the wrong way, knees bracketing my ribs, and lowered her pussy until the heat of it sat a breath above my nose. I lifted my head. She put two fingers on my forehead and pressed me flat again.

“No,” she said. “You edge. I use.”

From the nightstand she pulled the black silicone plug, the thick glass dildo, and the wand with the fat round head. She set them on my chest like tools on a tray. The plug was cold. The glass had weight. The wand’s cord dragged across my nipple when she clicked it on for half a second, a buzz that jolted my hips, then off.

“Hold still, Ben.”

She reached back, found my cock, and fed the tip between her folds. She sank onto me in one long slide until her ass met my hips. Her cunt clenched around me in a wet, greedy pull. I groaned. She did not move.

Instead she leaned forward, reached between her cheeks, and pressed the tip of the plug to her asshole. The pressure of it carried through the thin wall between her holes. She breathed out and pushed. The plug popped past the ring. She kept going until the flared base sat flush against her rim.

My dick throbbed inside her. She did not ride.

“Look at you,” she said. “Stuck under your own wife with a plug in her ass and you cannot even thrust. Poor little husband.”

“I can,” I said. It came out thin.

She laughed once, low. “Then do it.”

I tried. I drove up. She lifted with me so the thrust went nowhere, a cruel float that left me punching air inside her heat. When I dropped, she dropped with me, seated full again, and the plug’s base kissed my balls. Texture and weight. The leather under my shoulders. The dense, packed feel of her around me.

“Again,” she said.

I thrust. She floated. I dropped. She sat. Edge. Edge. Edge. My cock ached in a dull, deep way that made my eyes water. Precome slicked the place where we joined. Each time I got close, she went still and pinched the base of my shaft until the climb fell apart.

“Beg for the story,” she said.

“What story.”

She rolled her hips once, a slow grind that dragged my head over her front wall. “You know which. The night down the hall. The spare bed. His weight on me. Say you need it.”

My throat closed. Part of me still wanted to be the man who could fuck his wife on a rainy Sunday and come clean. That part was losing.

“I need it,” I said.

“Need what.”

“The guest night. Him. What he did.”

She lifted off my cock. The cool air hit the wet skin and I almost cursed. She turned so she faced me, straddling my hips, and reached for the glass dildo. She spat on the shaft, twice, thick strings of spit running down the clear glass, then pressed the blunt head to her cunt and worked it in beside where I had been. Inch by inch. Her face went slack with the stretch. When it was seated she left it there, buried to the base, and picked up the wand.

She put the round head on her clit and turned it on low. The buzz ran through the glass and into the plug. Her thighs jumped.

“Start at the door,” she said. “You were sitting in the hallway. Tell me what you remember first. Then I fill in the rest.”

I swallowed. “You took him past me. You had your hand in his.”

“Good boy.” She turned the wand up one notch. Her free hand found my cock and stroked, slow and mean, palm loose so I got friction without finish. “I kissed him against the doorframe while you sat there with your hands on your knees. He tasted like mint. His tongue was thicker than yours. I put his hand on my tit and told him to squeeze.”

My cock jumped in her fist. She smiled with half her face.

“He squeezed until it hurt,” she said. “I liked it. I told him so. I told him my husband was listening and that made me wetter. He laughed. He said, then make sure he hears everything.”

She pulled the glass dildo halfway out. The wet sound was loud under the rain. She shoved it back in. Her cunt made a thick squelch around the glass. The plug in her ass shifted with the motion, the base rocking.

“He put me on the bed face down,” she said. “Pulled my hips up. Spread my cheeks with both hands and spit on my asshole. Right on it. Then he pushed two fingers in while I was still tight and I yelped into the pillow. You heard that. You shifted on the floorboards.”

I had. The memory landed low and heavy, and my dick leaked over her knuckles.

“Say you jacked yourself in the hall,” she said.

“I did.”

“Louder.”

“I jacked myself in the hall while he fingered your ass.”

“Slut husband,” she said, almost fond. “Keep listening.”

She pulled the glass free and set it on my stomach, shiny and smeared. Then she rose, turned, and lowered her plugged ass over my face.

“Tongue the base,” she said. “Get it wet. Then you are going to work me.”

I licked the silicone base. Soap and her. The weight of her sat on my jaw. She reached back, gripped the base, and eased the plug out. Her hole clung and then released with a soft wet pop. The ring stayed loose, dark, twitching.

“Two fingers,” she said.

I pushed two into her ass. Hot. Tight at the first knuckle, then yielding. She groaned and pushed back onto them. I added a third. The stretch caught her breath. My cock stood untouched, dripping on my belly.

“Four.”

I forced the fourth. Her rim burned under my knuckles. She took it anyway, rocking, fucking herself on my hand while she worked her clit with the other. Spit ran down my wrist. The smell of her sex filled my nose.

“Make a fist,” she said.

I folded my thumb in and pushed. My hand stuck at the widest knuckle. She bore down. The ring gave. My fist sank into her ass up to the wrist. She made a broken sound and the wand slipped, then she jammed it back on her clit harder.

“Hold it there,” she said. “Do not pump. Just fill me.”

I held. The weight of her sat on my arm. Inside, her walls clamped and fluttered around my fist. My shoulder ached. My dick throbbed in time with her pulse.

“He did that with three fingers first,” she said, voice rough. “Then he put the head of his cock against my asshole and told me to push out. I did. He went in in one shove. No teasing. I screamed into the mattress. You stopped stroking for a second. I heard your breath stop.”

My fist twitched inside her. She hissed.

“He fucked my ass like he paid for it,” she said. “Long strokes. Heavy. His hips slapped my cheeks. Every time he bottomed out I saw white. He reached under and rubbed my clit with two fingers and told me to come on a black dick in my ass while my husband sat outside like a good dog.”

“Mara…”

“Say it. Say what you are.”

My face burned under her. “A good dog. A husband who listens.”

“A cuck,” she said. “A hole-watcher. A man who gets stiff from another man stretching his wife’s ass.”

I nodded against the flesh of her ass. She lifted off my fist with a slow, dragging pull that left her hole gaping for a second before it tried to close. The empty look of it turned my stomach over. She spun again, grabbed my cock, and sat on it in one drop. Her cunt swallowed me to the root. The wand went back to her clit. The glass dildo she pressed to my lips.

“Suck the taste off,” she said. “That is me. That is what he got to fuck.”

I sucked the glass. Her flavor. Thick. I hated how much I wanted more of it.

She rode me then. Real strokes. Heavy. Her tits bounced. Sweat ran down the line of her stomach and pooled where our bodies met. Each time she came down, the wet slap filled the space under the rain. My hands found her hips and she peeled them off and pinned my wrists to the leather above my head.

“You do not steer,” she said. “You take what I give.”

I took it. The climb came back fast. Too fast. She caught it in the way my cock swelled and stopped dead, lifted until only the head stayed in, and pinched the base again until the edge died screaming.

“Not yet,” she said. “You do not get to come until you ask for the part that ruins you.”

“What part.”

“The part where I told him he could stay as long as he wanted. The part where I said my marriage had a new rule and you would learn it.”

My breath snagged. Day six. Thirty-six days left on the kitchen calendar where she had written his name in pencil next to the hospital’s deadline. His locum badge lived in my head from the first night, the countdown strip along its edge. I had told myself the fantasy was mine. The body under me had already moved past that story.

“Tell me,” I said.

She sank down again, full, and ground her clit on the wand’s head. “He came in the condom in my ass. Pulled out. Tied it. Dropped it on the nightstand where you would see it later. Then he flipped me over, pushed my knees to my chest, and put his tongue on my raw hole. Cleaned me. I came on his face with my hand in his hair and I said your name when I finished, Ben, because I wanted you to know I still remembered you were out there.”

My cock kicked inside her. She edged me with a dead hip and a smile.

“Then he put two fresh fingers in my cunt and asked if the husband was allowed to fuck what was left. I said yes. I said he could have the mess. I said he should thank you for warming me up. He laughed into my thigh.”

“I did thank him,” I said. The words tasted like metal. “In my head. I thanked him.”

“I know.” She leaned down until her lips brushed my ear. “You came in the hall with his name in your mouth. I heard the wet sound of it. I came again from that alone.”

She started to ride in earnest. Short, mean strokes. The wand on high. Her cunt gripped and released in a rhythm that pulled the orgasm up out of my spine whether I wanted it or not. I tried to hold it. I tried to be the man who could finish on his wife alone.

I could not.

“The story,” I gasped. “More. I need more of him or I will not…”

“There it is.” She bit my lower lip. “Say the truth. Out loud.”

“I cannot come without him in it. Without you telling me. Without the weight of him on you.”

She went still again. The denial tore a snarl out of me. Tears came. My cock pulsed, angry and denied, buried to the hilt in the woman who had married me.

“You do not get to decide that anymore,” she said.

The line landed and stayed. My wrists flexed under her hands and went loose.

She pulled off me, turned onto her hands and knees on the bench beside my hip, and reached back to spread her own cheeks. Her asshole hung loose from my fist, shiny with spit and her own slick.

“Fuck my ass,” she said. “While I tell you how much thicker he was. While I tell you how I pushed back on him like a whore. And when I say come, you come. Not before.”

I got behind her. The leather creaked. I spat on my cock, lined up, and pushed into her ass. The heat ran different from her cunt, tighter despite the stretch, a grip that dragged along every inch. She groaned into her forearm. I sank until my hips met her cheeks.

“Move,” she said.

I fucked her. Long pulls. The wet suck of her rim on the way out. The heavy push back in. Her flesh took the weight of each stroke and gave it back. The wand she had braced under herself buzzed against her clit every time I drove forward. Drool spilled from the corner of her lips onto the leather.

“He made me say I was his hole,” she said between thrusts. “Right there on the spare bed. I said it. I said, I am your hole, use me, fill me, wreck what my husband thinks he owns. He slapped my ass and called me a married slut. I came so hard I bit the sheet through.”

My rhythm broke. I was close again, too close, the ugly climb of a man who has already admitted he is broken.

“Describe his cock,” I said. The shame of asking made my ears ring.

“Dark. Heavy. Veins under my tongue when I sucked him first. When he put it in my cunt before the ass I felt every inch rearrange me. You have never done that. You never will. That is why you are out here fucking the leftovers and begging for the tape in my head.”

“Yes.” The word tore out of me. “Yes. I am. I am the leftovers.”

“Good little toy,” she said. “My pathetic husband. My porch-light bitch. Take my ass and thank me for the story.”

“Thank you.” My voice cracked. “Thank you for telling me. Thank you for letting him…”

“For letting him ruin you,” she finished. “Say that.”

“For letting him ruin me.”

She shoved back onto every stroke now, meeting me, using me the way she had used the glass. The slap of skin got louder. Sweat rolled off my chest onto her back. The rain on the skylight turned to a hard rattle. My balls drew up. The edge went knife-thin.

“Now,” she said. “Come in my ass while you think about his. Come like the cuck you are.”

I buried myself to the root and broke. The orgasm ripped through my hips in hard, ugly pulses. I pumped cum into her stretched hole in thick spurts, hips stuttering, a raw sound punched out of my throat. She kept the wand on her clit and followed me over, her ass clamping down on my cock in rhythmic squeezes that milked another spurt out of me, then another. Her cunt dripped onto the leather between her knees. She cursed into her arm and rode the shake until her elbows gave.

I stayed inside her until my dick softened and slipped free. Cum leaked out of her in a slow, pale drip down her inner thigh. I stared at it. My hands hung at my sides.

She rolled onto her back on the bench, chest heaving, and hooked a heel behind my knee to keep me close. Her fingers found my spent cock and gave it one idle, sticky stroke that jerked a flinch out of me.

“Clean me,” she said.

I knelt. I put my mouth on her used hole and licked. Salt and bitter and the thick taste of my own cum mixed with her. She held my hair and kept me there until the drip stopped and her rim twitched under my tongue. Then she pulled me up and kissed me with the mess still on my lips.

“Sunday,” she said against my teeth. “Ours. And his. You understand the difference now.”

I nodded. Speech had gone somewhere far.

She reached past me to the nightstand, to the small pad where we had started writing rules on day three. She turned it so I could read the new line she had already blocked out in pencil, waiting.

He does not finish without the story.

She did not ask me to initial it. She clicked the pen and signed her first name under the line, then set the pen on my chest.

“Your turn when you are ready,” she said. “Or do not. The rule lives either way.”

I lay there with the pen rising and falling on my breath. Rain ticked on the glass above us. The laundry on the floor had a sock half out of the stack. Ordinary. Everything ordinary, except the cum cooling on my tongue and the new sentence waiting for my hand.

Thirty-six days left on the calendar in the kitchen. His contract. The hospital’s permanent post. A blank that someone in this house would fill.

I picked the pen up. My fingers shook. I set the tip on the pad and wrote my name under hers, small and neat, the way I signed work forms.

The ink dried. Something in my chest went quiet and final, like a door latching from the outside.

I could still want her. I would always want her. But the want had a third shape in it now, and I had just signed the paper that said I would not pretend otherwise. Next time he came through our door I would already be hard before he touched her, and the worst part, the part that sat in my gut like a swallowed stone, was how little of me wanted to fight that anymore.


Chapter 4: Item by Item

Istopped in the hallway because the blue hospital lanyard hung on the peg next to my keys. The plastic badge carried the contract line. Thirty-one days left. Neither of us had spoken yet.

He stood in my kitchen in scrubs, sleeves rolled, a paper bag on the counter. My wife sat on a stool in a thin robe, bare feet hooked on the rung. Her thighs were open a little. Heat rolled off her skin in the cool air from the vent.

I should have thrown him out. I put my keys down under the badge instead.

“Day eleven,” he said. “I do nothing she wants. I do what you ask. Item by item. You say it out loud first, or I go home.”

My throat closed. Pride stuck in it like a stone. Last Sunday I had needed her mouth on the guest-room story to finish. Tonight he wanted me to write the script with my own tongue.

She smiled without soft edges. “He means it. Start talking, Ben.”

My dick jumped against my zipper before I chose it. Shame burned under my ribs. I wanted the clean version of myself, the one who only watched. That man had left the house.

“The remote egg,” I said. My voice scraped. “Put it in her. Leave the remote with me.”

He opened the bag. A small pink bullet, a black remote, a bottle of lube, a thicker toy shaped like a fist, a set of nipple clamps on a chain. He held the bullet up for me to see.

“Say where.”

“Her pussy. Deep.”

She stood, dropped the robe, and braced her palms on the counter. Her slit shone. He coated the bullet, parted her with two fingers, and pushed the toy inside. She hissed through her teeth. Warm slick ran down the inside of one thigh.

He set the remote in my palm. The plastic was cold. I thumbed the lowest setting. The buzz started under her skin. Her knees dipped. A wet little sound left her mouth.

“Good,” he said. “Next item.”

I swallowed. “Clamps. On her nipples. Tight.”

He fixed each clamp. She jerked. The chain swung between her tits. I clicked the remote up one step. Her hips rolled against empty air.

“Tell him what you are,” he said to her, calm as chart notes.

“I’m a slut who takes orders from her husband while another man stuffs her,” she said. “I’m a hole. Say more, Ben. Don’t freeze.”

I hated how hard I got at that. I hated that my thumb was hunting the next button.

“Bedroom,” I said. “On the bed. On her back. Legs open.”

He guided her down the hall. I followed with the remote and the bag. On the mattress she spread wide, clamps tugging, the egg humming inside her. Heat rose off her body. My own face burned.

“Fuck her with your fingers,” I said. “Two. Then three. I want to hear it.”

He worked two thick fingers into her. The squelch filled the room. She moaned and tried to close her thighs; he kept them spread with his free forearm. Three fingers stretched her. Her clit stood swollen and wet. I pressed the remote higher. Her back arched. Slick poured around his knuckles.

“More,” she gasped. “Harder. Use me.”

“You don’t get to ask him,” he told her. “He asks. You take.”

I stood at the foot of the bed with my jeans still on and my dick leaking through the cloth. Spectator was gone. Author sat in my mouth and waited.

“Take the egg out,” I said. “Put the plug in her ass. The thick one. Then turn the egg back on against her clit.”

He coated the black plug. One finger first, circling her tight ring, pressing in. She clenched and then opened. A second finger. The burn showed on her face. He twisted, scissored, fed lube in. The plug followed, slow, fat, stretching her asshole open. She cried out. The base seated flush. He pressed the egg to her clit and I hit the high setting.

She bucked. “Fuck. Fuck. Too much.”

“Name yourself,” he said.

“I’m a dirty whore with a plug in my ass and a vibe on my clit,” she spat. “I’m a toy. Please keep going.”

I had used my second “please” and it was hers, not mine. My free fist dug into my thigh so hard the muscle jumped.

“Your dick,” I said. “In her mouth. Make her gag on it.”

He freed his shaft, long and dark and stiff. He fed it past her lips. She took him deep. Spit ran from the corner of her mouth. He held her hair and pushed. She gagged, wet and loud. Drool hit her chest and the chain. The clamps tugged with every jolt.

I kept the egg hard against her. Her legs shook. She tried to pull off him to breathe; he held her there one more second, then let her gasp.

“Item,” he said to me, voice even.

“Fuck her pussy,” I said. “Condom on. Hard.”

He rolled latex down his length, lined up, and drove in. The slap of skin cracked through the room. She took every inch with a broken sound. The plug in her ass made the fit viciously tight. The stretch showed around him. Slick smeared his hips.

“Look at you,” she said to me, eyes glassy. “You want this more than you will admit.”

The line landed where she aimed it. My thumb stayed glued to the remote. The egg buzzed against her clit while he railed her. Her first finish tore loose. Her whole body seized. She clenched around him and around the plug, a raw cry tearing out of her. Cum-slick gushed down onto the sheet. He kept pounding through it.

“Thank him,” he ordered.

“Thank you for fucking me,” she sobbed. “Thank you for making me take it.”

“Again,” I said, and the word scared me because it was mine. “Don’t stop. Overload her. I want her past counting.”

He flipped her onto all fours. The chain swung under her tits. He shoved back into her cunt from behind and pinned the egg against her clit with one broad palm. I maxed the remote. The buzz turned cruel. She screamed into the pillow. A second orgasm ripped through her before the first fully faded. Then a third, stacked on top, her thighs shaking so hard she nearly collapsed.

Past four. Past whatever came next.

She lost the numbers. Her voice broke into scraps. “Can’t. Too much. More. Hole. Use the hole.”

He spat on her stretched rim around the plug and worked a finger in beside the base. The stretch made her wail. I should have stopped him. I said, “Open her ass. Fist if she can take it. I want her ruined.”

Pride broke down the middle. I had sworn I would never ask for that. The words left me anyway.

He eased the plug free. Her hole gaped, shiny, red, clenching on nothing. One finger. Two. Three. Four. Lube and her own slick turned the sounds filthy, thick and wet with every push. He tucked his thumb and pressed. The widest part of his knuckles fought her ring. She shook her head and shoved back onto him at the same time.

“Breathe,” he said. “Take the fist like the whore you are.”

Her asshole swallowed him to the wrist. She howled. The stretch looked impossible. He held still, then began to fuck her with short hard strokes of his whole fist. The egg ground against her clit. She broke again, no number left, body jerking, spit stringing from her lip to the sheet. Her cunt spasmed empty and dripping. The smell of sex and sweat filled the warm air between us.

“Mouth,” I croaked. “On me. While he fists you.”

She twisted enough to free my dick. I finally shoved my jeans down. She swallowed me to the root while his fist worked her ass. The dual use wrecked her. Gagging sounds, drool, the wet shove of his arm. I held her hair and fucked her throat. Shame and heat fused so tight I could barely stand.

“Tell him what you need,” he said to her.

She pulled off me long enough to choke out, “Breed me. Take the condom off. Cum in my pussy. I want it raw.”

He looked at me. Waiting.

My mouth went dry. That had not been on his list. That was mine to refuse. Mine to grant.

“Condom off,” I said. “In her cunt. Fill her.”

He withdrew his fist. Her ass stayed open, a dark wet circle that would not close. He stripped the latex, lined up at her pussy, and slammed home bare. The heat of him inside her bare changed the sound. Skin on skin, wetter, meaner. He pounded. I held the egg on her clit. She came again with an animal noise, past any count, eyes rolled, a mess of spit and sweat and running slick.

“I’m a breeding whore,” she babbled when he told her to speak. “I’m a used hole. Fill me. Ruin me in front of him.”

He buried deep and unloaded. His hips jerked. His dick pulsed as he pumped cum into my wife. When he pulled out, white leaked from her stretched pussy and ran down over her still-gaping asshole. He pushed two fingers back into her cunt and scooped some of it, then wiped it on her tongue. She licked it clean.

“Your turn,” he said to me. “Or do you only write the list?”

I climbed on the bed. My dick hurt from holding back. I pushed into her cum-slick pussy. Hot. Loose from him. Full of another man’s load. She clenched around me and moaned. The wrongness of it finished me almost at once. I spilled inside her, mixing with him, gripping the sheets, a sound scraping out of my chest.

I stayed buried a second too long. When I slipped free, the mess dripped out of her in a thick string onto the sheet. The egg buzzed in my grip. I shut it off. The silence was worse.

He cleaned his arm with a towel from the bag. She lay open, clamps still biting, thighs trembling, both holes used and shiny. My hands shook.

“You directed every step,” he said. “Including the bare part. That sits on you now.”

I could not find an answer that left me clean. Relief sat next to horror in my gut, the same weight. I had asked. Item by item. No version of this night belonged to a man who only watched.

She reached over and took the remote from me. Her fingers were steady. “Thirty-one days on that badge,” she said. “Next time the list gets longer. You already proved you can write it.”

He packed the toys. The plug went back in the bag last, glossy. He hooked his lanyard off the peg on his way past the keys and set the badge on the kitchen calendar instead, right on today’s square, the contract line face up where anyone walking to the coffee maker would have to read the number.

I stood in the doorway and stared at that plastic card on the grid of days. The porch light across the street threw a thin bar of yellow over the counter edge. The badge caught it and held it. Thirty-one left. My fingerprints all over every one of them.


Chapter 5: March in Her Handwriting

Ihauled the desk drawer free when her text hit the phone on the blotter. Mortgage folder. Now. Guest room. Leave the door.

The summons put a hook behind my ribs and pulled. I dug past tax returns and old insurance binders, fingers thick and stupid. Wrong folder first. Green leather under it. The planner dropped out of the stack and hit the carpet face up, a parking stub wedged in the March page like a tongue.

My knees went soft.

I set the mortgage papers on the desk without looking at them. The March spread stared back. Devon’s name sat in her handwriting on the third, the tenth, the twenty-first. Hospital PT after her father’s funeral, blocked in purple ink she never once mentioned at dinner. And under that, a full page of lines. The exact words she would later put in my mouth. The pitch. The soft lead. The joke that was never a joke.

What if we tried it once?

You bring it up first so it is yours.

Say you want a bull. Say his name.

Four months before I ever opened my mouth in bed and thought the idea was mine.

My cock filled against the zip of my jeans before I could stop it. The shame of that hit hotter than the page. I wanted to rip the paper. I wanted to shove the whole thing back and pretend the drawer had stayed shut. My hand shook instead. I took the planner with me down the hall.

The guest room door stood ajar. Her text had said leave it. I pushed through with the green leather in my fist like evidence in a bad movie.

She sat on the edge of the bed in a black slip, legs crossed, phone loose in her palm. Devon stood at the window with the curtain rod in one hand, sliding the fabric back along the track. Street light from Fenmore Court cut a bright strip across the floorboards. Across her thighs. Across the bulge already thick behind his gray sweats.

“Ben,” she said. Calm. “You found the folder.”

I held the planner up. “March.”

Devon did not turn. He finished with the curtain and left the glass bare. Anyone walking a dog past our front walk could look up and see the bed.

“You wrote this,” I said. My voice cracked on the middle. “You wrote what I would say. Four months out. His name. The hospital visits. You never told me about any of it.”

She stood. Crossed to me. Took the planner from my hand and set it on the dresser without a flinch.

“And?”

“And?” Heat climbed my neck. “I thought I proposed this. I thought it was mine. You built it. You walked me to every line.”

“Yes.”

One word. No sorry in it. No soft edge.

“You used me.”

“I chose you,” she said. “I chose how to get what I needed without breaking the house. You got hard for the story. You still get hard for it. Look at your jeans.”

I hated that she was right. The denim strained. My mouth tasted metal.

Devon spoke without leaving the window. “Twenty-five days left on the locum. Badge says forty-two total. Day seventeen tonight. Permanent post still waiting on a name. I do not pick that name. You two do.”

The calendar in the kitchen had the same red X’s. I had counted them like a man who still thought he held the pen.

“I can leave,” I said. Rebellion. Thin. “I can take the car and go.”

She stepped into the doorway. Filled it. “You will not. You will stay in this room and hear the terms without the fairy tale on top.”

“What terms.”

“This is the marriage now,” she said. “Not a game I play because you asked pretty. You were the audience for a pitch. The pitch worked. Own what you bought.”

My throat closed. Four months of her hand on my cheek after work, her laugh when I first said the filthy thing out loud, the way she let me think I was brave. All of it construction. Scaffolding. I was the mark and I wanted her so bad my teeth ached.

Devon crooked two fingers at me. “Come here, husband. Since you are done inventing authorship.”

I stayed put. One last stupid inch.

She reached past me, shut the door, and turned the lock. “On your knees at the window. Now.”

My knees hit the floorboards before my pride finished its speech. The strip of street light painted a path from the glass to her bare feet. I crawled it. Devon set a hand on the top of my head and turned my face toward the glass. A car rolled past. A porch light two doors down went on.

“People can see,” I said.

“That is the point,” she said behind me. “You wanted a private fantasy. You get a marriage that does not hide. Hands on the sill.”

I put my palms on the cool wood. She stripped the slip over her head. No bra. Dark nipples already tight. She stepped out of the matching bottoms and kicked them aside. Devon pulled a black duffel from under the bed and unzipped it. The zipper tore through the quiet.

He took out a thick black butt plug, a bottle of lube, a pair of nipple clamps on a short chain, and a remote egg. Then a longer black dildo with a flared base and a strap harness. He laid them in a row on the dresser like tools.

“Say what you found,” she told me. “Out loud. For him.”

I swallowed. “Your planner. March. His name. Appointments. The script you wrote so I would propose first.”

“Louder.”

“You planned the whole thing,” I said, voice rising. “I was never in charge. I was the last piece you set.”

Devon smiled with half his mouth. “Good. Now watch me use the piece you thought you owned.”

He lifted her by the hips and set her on the wide sill, back to the glass, legs spread toward the room. The street got the curve of her spine, the press of her shoulders to the pane, the way her thighs framed empty air. He slicked two fingers and pushed them into her pussy without warning. The wet sound of it carried. She gasped once and then went still, taking it.

“She is already dripping,” Devon said. “Been wet since you texted her the folder was missing. Tell him what you are, Mara.”

She held my eyes. “I am the whore your marriage runs on. Say it back, Ben.”

“You are the whore my marriage runs on.”

“Mean it.”

“You are the whore my marriage runs on.” The words scraped. My dick ached against the denim.

Devon scissored his fingers inside her. Pulled them free shiny. He pressed the remote egg to her entrance and worked it in with a twist. She clenched around it. He thumbed the remote. The buzz started low. Her hips jerked. He turned it higher. The hum climbed until I could hear it from the floor.

“Clamps,” he said.

She held her own tits up for him. He pinched each nipple and set the teeth of the clamps on. The chain hung between them and swung when she breathed. She hissed through her teeth. He tugged the chain once. Her whole body answered.

Then the plug. He coated it thick. Pressed the tip to her asshole. “Push out.”

She did. The first bulge of it stretched her. He worked it past the ring with steady pressure. The second bulge made her moan, raw and open. He seated it flush. Her hole gripped the neck of it. He slapped the base once with two fingers. The jolt ran up through her and she made a sound I had never pulled out of her in our bed.

Jealousy turned over in my gut. He could get that noise on day seventeen. I had spent years chasing it.

“Stand up,” Devon told me. “Drop the jeans. Hold her knees.”

I rose. Unbuttoned. Shoved denim and shorts down. My cock sprang free, flushed and leaking. I took her knees in both hands and spread her wider against the glass. The egg buzzed. The plug sat dark between her cheeks. From the street she would look like a woman pinned to a window with her legs apart for anyone who cared to look up.

Devon freed his dick from the sweats. Thick. Dark. Full. He rubbed the head through the slick on her pussy lips and then pushed in to the root in one long drive. She cried out. The sound hit the glass and came back. He fucked her in deep strokes that made the clamps bounce and the chain clink. Each thrust shoved her shoulders into the pane. The wet slap of it was filthy and constant.

“Taste her,” he ordered me. “Mouth on the chain. Suck.”

I leaned in and took the metal into my mouth. Her skin smelled like sweat and soap. The chain was warm from her body. I sucked and the clamps tugged. She moaned around nothing. Devon kept pounding. My tongue caught a drop of spit at the corner of my own mouth and I almost laughed at how broken the picture was.

He pulled out. Her pussy gaped for a beat and then clenched on empty air. He had not finished. He was saving it.

“The dildo,” he said. “Harness. You wear it.”

I blinked. “What.”

“You heard me, husband. Strap on. You are going to fuck her throat while I take her ass. Window stays. Curtain stays. If a neighbor looks, they get the full show.”

My fingers fumbled the buckles. The harness went around my hips. The black shaft jutted from me, longer than my own dick, which hung under it leaking onto the strap. She dropped off the sill onto her knees in front of me. Devon stood behind her, working the plug free with a slow twist. It came out with a wet pop. Her asshole stayed wide for a second, pink and used, before it fluttered.

He poured more lube. Pushed two fingers into her ass. Then three. She took them with her mouth on the tip of the strap-on, eyes up on mine.

“Say what you are while he fists you,” Devon said.

She pulled off the dildo with a string of spit. “I am a hole. I am a dirty little toy. I am the bitch you both use.”

He added a fourth finger. Twisted. Her breath hitched. He tucked his thumb and pressed. The broad span of his hand met resistance. He did not rush. He worked. The stretch made her shake. I held the back of her head and fed the dildo between her lips so she had something to choke on while her ass learned the size of a man’s fist.

The sound she made when his knuckles slipped past the ring was half sob, half groan. He was in to the wrist. Her belly jumped. He held still. Let her body fight and then accept. The egg buzzed on in her pussy. I could hear it knocking against his hand.

“Look at your wife,” Devon said to me. “Fist in her ass. Street light on her face. You wrote none of this. You only signed.”

I fucked her mouth on the strap-on. Shallow. Then deeper. She gagged. Spit ran down her chin and dropped onto her clamped tits. Tears stood in her eyes and she did not pull back. Devon moved his fist in short, careful pumps. The wet drag of it was thick and ugly. Her thighs trembled. My real cock throbbed under the harness, untouched, furious.

He eased the fist out. Her asshole held its shape, a dark circle that would not close. He lined up his cock and shoved into that gape in one stroke. She screamed around the dildo. He fucked her ass the way he had fucked her pussy earlier: deep, steady, mean. Each thrust pushed her further onto the strap-on. I held her hair. The clamps swung. The egg kept buzzing.

“Beg,” she ordered me around a mouthful of rubber, words muffled and raw. She pulled off long enough to make it clear. “Beg him to breed my ass in front of the whole court. Beg like the man who thought he ran this.”

I could have refused. The part of me that still wanted the old marriage tried. It died in my throat.

“Please,” I said. “Please fuck her ass. Please fill her. Please use my wife where everyone can see.”

“Filthier.”

“Please ruin her hole. Please cum in my wife’s asshole while I hold her. Please make me watch you own what I never did.”

Devon groaned once. His hips snapped. He buried himself and held. The pulse jumped in his stomach as he emptied into her. She shook. The egg had not stopped. He stayed locked deep and reached under to press the remote higher.

“You do not get to come yet,” he told her. “You take the load and you hold the edge.”

She whined. Nails dug into my thighs. He pulled out. Cum followed, thick and white, leaking from her stretched asshole down over her pussy and onto the floor between her knees. The room smelled of sex and lube and sweat. He wiped the head of his dick on her cheek and left a smear.

“Sill again,” he said. “Facing out this time.”

We lifted her. Pressed her tits and the clamps to the glass. Her breath fogged a circle. He put me behind her with the strap-on still on. “In her pussy. Slow. She stays on the edge.”

I pushed the black shaft into her. She was soaked. The squelch was loud enough I flinched. Outside, the window framed her flat to the glass with a man behind her. I stroked. The harness rubbed my own dick on every thrust. Friction without release. Torture by design.

Devon stood to the side where the street could see his bare chest and the shine on his cock. He held the remote. He turned the egg up. Then down. Then up again. Each climb brought her closer. Each drop made her sob.

“Please,” she said. “Please let me.”

“Ask your husband. He is the one who found the page. He decides if the whore gets to finish.”

The power he handed me was a joke and a test. The answer he wanted was the one my body wanted more than air.

“Come,” I said against her ear. “Come on the window. Come for the street. Come for the man you wrote into our life before I ever knew his name.”

Devon slammed the remote. The egg roared. I drove the dildo deep and held. Her whole body seized. The orgasm tore through her in long brutal shudders. She screamed. The glass took the sound and threw it back. Her pussy clamped and fluttered around the shaft. Cum and lube and her own slick ran down the insides of her thighs in shiny tracks. The clamps jumped with every pulse. Spit ran from her open mouth onto the pane. She kept coming past the point where it looked like pleasure and into the place where it looked like breaking. One long cruel crest. No stack. No second round. Just that single massive collapse that left her hanging from my arms and the sill, shaking, spoiled, used.

I almost went with her from the rub of the harness alone. Devon caught my wrist.

“No. You hold.”

He unbuckled the strap-on. Pulled it off me. My real cock stood dark and angry. He put my hand on it.

“Stroke once for every month she planned you,” he said. “Four. Then stop.”

I stroked. One. Two. Three. Four. On the fourth my balls drew up and I had to bite my tongue to stay off the edge. He took my hand away. Pre-cum strung from the tip to the floor.

She turned from the glass, still weak, and put her palm on my chest. “This is the marriage,” she said. Low. Final. “No more story where you invented us. No more soft lie that I am doing you a favor. I wanted a bull. I wrote the path. You walked it. You stay on it.”

Devon checked his phone on the dresser. The hospital badge clipped to his bag caught the light. Day count on the screen. Twenty-five left. The permanent post blank where a signature should go.

“Whether I sign is not my call,” he said. Same as before. He zipped the duffel halfway and left the toys out, as if they lived here now.

I looked at the green planner on the dresser. March. Her handwriting. Four months rewrote themselves in one page and I could not unread it. Under the jealousy, worse, sat the craving that had made me hard when the planner first hit the carpet. I had rebelled. I had brought the proof. I had ended on my knees with my wife fogging the glass for the street and another man’s cum dripping out of her.

She brushed her thumb over my lower lip. Tasted like the metal of the chain and her skin.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: The Word Before Midnight

Iset both glasses on the back step and sat. The house stood dark behind us. Ten at night. Crickets. The wine smelled like cheap red and old cork.

Mara took her glass. She did not drink yet.

“Ask me anything and I’ll answer it,” she said. “And then you choose.”

My tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth. Four days since the green planner. Four days of her at work and me at the kitchen table with the mortgage papers unopened. Twenty-one days left on the hospital clock. The kitchen calendar had a red X on the date his badge ran out. I had put that X there myself.

“How long,” I said.

“Before you.” She drank. “Eleven weeks from the first time in the PT room to the night I put the idea in your head. You want dates, Ben. I kept them.”

“After the funeral.”

“After the funeral.” Her knee pressed mine on the step. Warm. Heavy. “My shoulder was a mess from the casket. They sent me to physio at the hospital. He was covering a shift. He put his hands on me to stretch the scar tissue and I came home and fucked you like I hated you. That was week one.”

I drank too fast. The wine hit.

“Week three I asked for later appointments,” she said. “Week five I stayed after the clinic closed. Week eight he told me his locum ran forty-two days from a start date in May and the permanent post would land in the same window. I wrote the pitch that night. The lines you said out loud. Word for word.”

My dick thickened in my jeans against my will. Shame ran beneath it like heat under a blister. I had been the audience. I had clapped for my own trick.

“Say stop and I call him,” Mara said. “Right now. Before midnight. Permanent. No fight. He never comes back to this house. You get the old marriage. You get me as I was before the funeral. That door is open for one hour. Then it shuts.”

I looked at the dark lawn. Fenmore Court slept. A dog barked once and quit.

I did not say the word.

She waited. She finished her glass. She set it down with a small click on the concrete.

“Say it, Ben. Or don’t. But use your voice either way.”

“No,” I said. The sound came out thin. “Don’t call him off.”

She stood. She held out her hand. I took it. Her palm was dry. Mine was not.

Inside, she locked the back door. She walked me past the kitchen calendar with its red mark and down the hall to our room. She left the overhead off. The porch bulb threw a strip of light across the floor through the blinds.

“On your knees,” she said.

I went down on the rug. My belt buckle dug into my stomach. She stripped in front of me, shirt first, then the soft pants she wore for nights in. No underwear. Her cunt was slick, the dark hair there matted. The scent of her hit me first, salt and skin and the wine on her breath when she leaned close.

“Open.”

I opened. She stepped in and put her pussy on my face.

I licked. She held the back of my skull and rolled her hips. Her weight settled on me. Full. Solid. I breathed through my nose and tasted her, thick and sharp. My jaw ached in the first minute. She did not ease off.

“That’s it,” she said. “Service me. You sat on that step and kept him. Now work for what you kept.”

I worked. Flat tongue up the slit. Suck on the clit. She ground down when I got it right and my nose mashed into her. I gagged once on nothing and she laughed, low.

She reached into the nightstand. The drawer stuck. She yanked it free. The wand came out first, fat head, white handle. Then the black plug with the flared base. Then the leather cuffs.

“Hands.”

I put my wrists up. She buckled them behind my back, snug enough that my shoulders burned. My jeans stayed on. My dick strained against the zipper, trapped and stupid.

She sat on the edge of the bed and spread. “Back on it. Tongue on my clit. Don’t stop until I tell you.”

I shuffled forward on my knees and buried my face again. She turned the wand on. The buzz filled the room. She pressed the head to the top of her mound, right above where my tongue worked, and the vibration ran through her into my teeth.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “Look at you. On the floor. Face full of cunt. You had a clean out and you choked on it.”

I made a sound into her. She pushed my head harder.

“Say what you are.”

I tried to lift enough to speak. She let me an inch.

“Your husband,” I said.

“Wrong.” The wand pressed firmer. “Try again.”

“A cuck.” My ears went hot. “Your cuck. The man who eats his wife’s pussy after she plans another man’s place in the house.”

“Louder.”

“I’m your cuck.” The word scraped. “I suck your cunt while you keep him. I chose it.”

“Good boy.” She dragged my face back in. “Now shut up and drink.”

I drank. Slick coated my chin and ran down my throat. The wand buzzed against her and against me. Her thighs clamped my ears. The room shrank to weight and scent and the wet sound of my tongue.

She came the first time with a shake that went through her thighs. Her free hand twisted in my hair. Juice flooded my lower face. I kept licking through it because she had not told me to stop. My own cock leaked in my jeans, a cold wet patch against my thigh. I hated how hard I was. I needed it more for the hate.

Mara killed the buzz and pushed my forehead back with two fingers.

“Stay.”

She stood. She took the plug and the bottle of lube from the drawer. She put one foot on the bed and reached behind herself. The lube clicked wet. She worked the plug into her own ass, slow, until the base sat flush between her cheeks. Her breath hitched once. Then she sat again and opened her knees.

“You get my cunt,” she said. “He gets the rest later. For now you clean what he already owns.”

She pulled me in by the hair. I put my tongue back on her. The plug made her tighter when she clenched. The shift pressed my nose. Her scent was stronger now, mixed with lube and the musk of her hole stretched around silicone.

“Deeper. Get your tongue in me.”

I pushed in as far as I could. She fucked my face in short rolls. Spit and slick ran down my neck into my collar. My arms burned behind me. My dick throbbed, useless.

The front door opened down the hall.

My whole body went stiff. Mara did not.

“In here,” she called.

Footsteps. He filled the doorway in scrubs, badge clipped to the pocket, the countdown strip on it clear even in the half light. Day twenty-one marked in black. He looked at me on the floor with my face shiny and my hands bound. He looked at Mara with the plug base showing when she shifted.

“She told me you had until midnight,” he said.

“He passed,” Mara said. “Come watch him finish what he started.”

He stepped in and closed the door with his heel. He did not touch her yet. He stood at the foot of the bed and crossed his arms, tall and calm, the doctor at the end of a long shift.

“Keep going, Ben,” Mara said. “He likes to see the husband work.”

I put my face back between her legs. The shame hit harder with an audience. My cock jumped anyway. I licked her open cunt while the man she had written into our life stood three feet away and breathed.

“Messier,” he said. “Get her thighs shiny.”

I did. I slobbered. I made it ugly on purpose because ugly was what they wanted and my body had sold me out. Mara turned the wand back on and pinned it to her clit while I tongue-fucked her. The buzz made her hips jump. Slick smeared my cheeks.

“Tell him what you refused tonight,” she said.

I lifted my head. “The out. She said she’d cut him loose. I said no.”

“Say it to him.”

I turned my face toward the foot of the bed. Slick cooled on my skin. “I kept you. I had the word and I swallowed it.”

He nodded once. “Then you belong to this. Not the fantasy. The fact.”

Mara grabbed my hair and shoved me back down. “Make me come again. Then you get his dick in your throat while I sit on your face. That’s the deal you bought.”

I worked her. Harder. Faster. The wand and my tongue together. She cursed and ground and the plug base rubbed my forehead. When she broke the second time she flooded me. I swallowed what I could. The rest ran off my chin onto the rug.

She shut it off and tossed it aside. She stood on shaky legs and undid my belt with one hand. She shoved my jeans and shorts to my knees. My cock sprang free, red and wet at the tip. She ignored it.

“On the bed. Back. Head hanging off the edge.”

I climbed up clumsy, hands cuffed behind me. I lay back. My skull tipped off the mattress. The room inverted. He stepped in close. He pushed his scrub pants down. His cock hung heavy over my face, thick, half hard, the dark head near my lips. The scent of him was soap and hospital and skin. Different from her. Bigger in the nose.

Mara climbed over me the other way. She planted her knees beside my ribs and lowered her cunt onto my face again, facing him. I was buried. Blind. Her weight on my mouth and nose. The flared base hard against my brow.

“Open wide, husband,” she said from above. “Choke on what you kept.”

He fed his cock into my throat.

I gagged at once. He held still and let me spasm around him. Saliva ran into my eyes. Mara rocked on my face and laughed when I made wet panicked sounds around his shaft.

“Breathe when he lets you,” she said. “You’re a hole with a wedding ring. Take it.”

He started to fuck my throat in short strokes. Slow at first. Then deeper. My gag kicked and kicked. Spit poured. My chest heaved. My own dick slapped my stomach untouched, dripping. Every time I tried to turn my head Mara sat heavier and smothered me in pussy until I went still.

“Good little toy,” she said. “Look at you. Throat full. Face full. You could have been free an hour ago.”

He gripped my jaw and pushed all the way in. My nose crushed into his base. I could not breathe. Panic flared white. He held. Held. Then pulled back enough for air and I sucked it in a raw gasp around him before he filled me again.

Mara reached back and found my cock. She gave it two dry strokes and stopped. “You come when we say. Not before. Say yes.”

I tried. The sound came out around his dick as a choked grunt.

“He said yes,” she told him. “Use him.”

He used me. Harder. My throat burned. Tears ran into my hair. The wet gluck of it filled the room under Mara’s soft filthy talk.

“Suck. Harder. Show him you mean the no you gave me on the step.”

I sucked. I hollowed my cheeks when he let me. I took the next thrust until my throat opened around him and stayed open. My mind went thin. Grief sat under the filth like a stone. The man who walked into marriage without a script was gone. This one stayed on the bed and opened wider.

Mara lifted off my face long enough to spit into my open mouth around his cock. “Swallow that too.”

I did.

She turned the wand on again and reached between her own legs, past my nose, and held it on her clit while she sat back down on my tongue. The vibration shook my skull. She rode my face and he fucked my throat and the two rhythms crashed. My jaw locked in a cramp. I did not stop.

“I’m going to come on his face,” she told him. “Then you paint his tongue. He doesn’t get to wipe any of it.”

“Works for me,” he said. His voice stayed even. Work voice. “Hold still, Ben.”

I held still. He drove deep and stayed. Mara’s thighs shook. She came with a broken sound and a gush that filled my nose and ran into my open eyes. I sputtered and licked and took it. My lungs screamed. He pulled out of my throat at the last second, stroked twice over my face, and came.

Hot ropes hit my tongue and lips and chin. He pushed the head back between my teeth.

“Swallow.”

I swallowed. Bitter. Thick. It stuck in my ruined throat. More of it cooled on my cheeks.

Mara slid off me. She uncuffed my wrists. Blood rushed back in pins. I lay there with my head hanging, face a mess of spit and cum and her slick, chest heaving.

She climbed down and straddled my hips the other way. She took my cock in her fist and lined me up and sank down in one drop. I was so hard it hurt. Her cunt was soaked and loose from coming and she took all of me at once. The plug in her ass made her grip tight on the underside.

“Don’t you dare come yet,” she said. “You hold.”

She rode me slow. Heavy. Each drop of her weight shoved me into the mattress. She reached behind and worked the plug, easing it out an inch and pushing it back while she fucked herself on me. The dual stretch made her moan low. Every shift ran through me.

He sat on the chair in the corner and watched. Half hard. Calm.

Mara leaned forward and put her hands on my chest. “Say the terms. Out loud. What you chose tonight.”

“I stay,” I said. My voice was shredded. “He stays. No exit. I service you. I take what you give me.”

“And what are you.”

“Your cuck. Your hole when you want a throat. The husband who keeps the bed warm between turns.”

She squeezed around me. “Again.”

“I’m the man who said no to freedom.” The words came out cracked. “I belong here.”

“You belong in this room now.” She said it flat. A fact. She ground down hard and the wand, buzzing on the sheet, got trapped between us against her clit. The vibration ran into my cock through her. “Come.”

I broke.

The orgasm tore up from the base and emptied me in hard spurts inside her. My back arched. My hands found her hips and held on. Short crude noise left me. Too much. Full. Gone. I pumped until I had nothing and kept twitching.

She kept riding through it until I flinched from the raw. Then she lifted off. Cum leaked out of her onto my stomach in a thick string. She scooped it on two fingers and pushed the fingers into my mouth.

“Clean.”

I cleaned. My own taste mixed with her.

She shut the wand off. She left the plug in. She lay down along my side and put her head on my chest. Her hair stuck to the mess on my skin. He stood, fixed his scrubs, and checked his badge by habit.

“Twenty-one days,” he said. “I don’t decide the post. You two do. Call me when you want the next night.”

He left. The front door shut. The house went quiet except for our breath.

Mara’s fingers traced the wet on my collarbone. “You had the word,” she said. “You buried it. From here you don’t get to pretend someone else wrote your part.”

I stared at the ceiling. My throat ached. My jaw ached. My cock lay soft against my thigh, twitching in aftershocks I could not stop. The taste of him sat on the back of my tongue. Her weight pinned my side to the bed.

Outside, a car rolled past on Fenmore Court. The porch light threw its strip across the floor and up the wall. I did not get up to turn it off.

The throb in my throat stayed. Every swallow brought him back. Every breath brought her scent off my own skin. Sleep did not come. The ache sat there in the dark and beat with my pulse, a raw small drum I would carry into morning, into the red mark on the calendar, into the next time the door opened and I stayed on my knees without being asked.


Chapter 7: Steel Above the Gold

Iset the first folding table down on the asphalt of Fenmore Court and kicked the legs open until they locked.

My palms stuck to the warm metal. Tess handed me the next one without looking at the street.

“Who is the tall one by the grill?” she asked.

The honest answer climbed up my throat before I could choke it back.

“That is the man fucking my wife.”

Tess stopped with the table half open. Her mouth parted. A paper plate fluttered off the stack and skidded across the cul-de-sac.

I should have laughed it off. I should have said friend from the hospital. The words sat between us in the heat coming off the blacktop.

“Ben.” Her voice went thin. “Say that again.”

I set the next table. The legs scraped. “He works with her at Marion County. Locum. Twelve days left on his contract.”

That was true and also a lie of shape. Tess stared past me toward the grill where he turned burgers with a long fork, white shirt rolled to the elbows, badge clipped to his belt like he had walked straight off a shift.

My wife stood beside him in a sundress, beer in one hand. On her left hand the gold band sat where it always sat. Above it a plain steel ring caught the sun.

Mrs. Keene from two doors down pointed at it first.

“That is pretty. New?”

My wife smiled the smile she used at work. “A gift. Keeps the gold from spinning.”

Three people asked before the ice melted in the cooler. Keene. Then Holt from the corner lot. Then Tess again, quieter, her eyes on my hands instead of the ring.

I passed out beers. I smiled when I was supposed to. My cock sat thick in my jeans the whole time, stupid and eager, because the steel rode there in plain sight and nobody knew what it meant except the three of us, and part of me wanted the whole street to learn it.

The badge on his belt said day thirty in marker on the back of the plastic. I had seen the kitchen calendar that morning. Twelve squares left. The permanent post offer died on the same day the locum ran out. He had said at breakfast, calm as weather, that whether he signed was not his call to make.

I had not answered. I had refilled his coffee.

Kids ran through the sprinkler two houses down. Someone put on a radio. I carried a tray of plastic cups and tried not to track how close he stood to her hip, how his knuckles brushed the small of her back when she laughed at Holt’s joke about the HOA.

Tess caught my elbow by the chip bowls.

“You were joking,” she said. “Tell me you were joking.”

I looked at my sister. The sun put sweat at her hairline. I could unsay it. I could shove the whole night back into a bedroom where it belonged.

“I was not joking.”

She let go of me like my skin burned. Then she walked to the drinks table and poured something clear into a cup and drank it in one go.

My wife found me by the garage a half hour later. She pressed a cold bottle into my palm. The steel ring clicked against the glass.

“Open the door,” she said. “Hold it. Twenty minutes. If anyone walks over, you talk about the grill.”

My throat worked. “Out here?”

“In there. You stay at the threshold.” Her eyes stayed flat and bright. “Hands only for you until I say. You inspect. You report. You do not come.”

Heat crawled up my collar. My jeans pulled tighter. The part of me that still wanted a clean marriage tried to stand up and failed.

I thumbed the pad on the wall. The garage door rolled up with a grind of old chain. Cool concrete air spilled out over my shoes, thick with oil and cut grass.

He walked past me without asking permission. My wife followed. The sundress hem brushed my wrist.

I stood in the open bay with my back to the street and my body blocking the angle from the folding tables. Music and talk rolled in behind me. Anyone who cut across the lawn would see my shoulders and the dark beyond.

“Close it halfway,” he said.

I hit the button. The door stopped at my chest. Light from the cul-de-sac cut a bright bar across the floor and died against the workbench.

She bent over the scarred wood without being told. The sundress rode up. No underwear. Her cunt already shone, slick along the inner lips, and the base of a black silicone plug snug between her cheeks, the flared rim warmed by her body.

He set a small zip pouch on the bench. Clamp. Wand. A thicker plug still in its sleeve. A bottle of lube that caught the light like syrup.

“Hands,” he told me.

I stepped in far enough that my belt cleared the door track. My fingers shook when I set them on her hips. Heat came off her skin into my palms. She pushed back into the contact like she had waited for it all afternoon, smiling at neighbors.

“Inspect her,” he said. “Out loud. I want the street husband to tell me what he married.”

I spread her with both thumbs. The plug shifted. Her hole clenched around the stem and a thin line of slick ran down toward her clit.

“She is dripping,” I said. The words scraped. “The plug is seated. Her pussy is open. Swollen.”

“Deeper.”

I hooked two fingers past the plug’s rim. The stretch gave. She moaned into her forearm. The sound was low and private and far too loud for a door open to Fenmore Court.

He took my wrist and pushed my fingers farther until my knuckles hit the silicone. “Twist. Feel how loose she already is for me.”

I twisted. Her walls fluttered. More slick coated my hand, warm, sticky between the fingers. My cock jerked against my zipper. Shame went dense and cold in my gut, and still my hips wanted to rut the empty air.

“Say what she is,” he said.

I swallowed. “A whore who wore his ring to a block party.”

“Her words.”

My wife turned her cheek on the wood. “I am a dirty hole who brought her bull to the street. Tell them, Ben. Keep talking.”

I worked a third finger in beside the plug. The burn of the stretch showed in the way her thighs jumped. The texture of her, slick and gripping, pulled at me. I hated how good she felt. I hated how fast my mouth went dry.

He clicked the wand on. The buzz filled the garage, a cheap plastic whine beneath the radio outside. He pressed the head to her clit and held it there.

She jerked. “Fuck…”

“Quiet,” he said. “Your husband is on door duty. You come when I count it. Not before.”

He edged her in short presses. On. Off. On longer. Her cunt clenched around my fingers in greedy pulses. I kept them buried to the last knuckle because he had not told me to pull free.

“Please,” she whispered.

He lifted the wand. “Beg, and I might let you.”

She dragged a breath. “Please let me come on his hand while the neighbors eat my potato salad. Please use me. Please ruin me where they could walk by.”

He put the wand back. “Come.”

She broke on a choked cry, hips slamming the bench edge, pussy spasming so hard my fingers went numb for a second. Slick gushed over my palm and pattered on the concrete. The smell of her hit me sharp and clean under the oil.

“That is one,” he said. “Thank him.”

“Thank you,” she panted. “Thank you for holding me open.”

He did not give her a rest. The wand stayed on her clit while he pulled my hand free and closed her fingers around the thicker plug instead.

“Swap them,” he told me. “Slow. I want to watch the gape.”

I worked the smaller plug out. Her ring of muscle clung, then released with a soft wet pop. It gaped a second, dark and used, before it tried to close. I lined up the bigger one, coated it from the bottle, and pressed.

She took the first inch with a hiss. The second inch made her rise on her toes. I kept pushing until the thickest swell breached and the base seated flush. Her asshole gripped the new girth in little flutters that carried through the silicone.

“Full report,” he said.

“Stretched,” I said. “Shiny. She is taking it. She wants more.”

He laughed once, quiet. “Of course she does.”

He worked his cock out of his jeans. Thick. Dark. Already beading at the tip. He wiped the head along her slit, gathered her mess, and fed it into her pussy in one long drive that shoved her hips into the bench.

The slap of skin cut under the wand’s buzz. He fucked her in deep, measured strokes, each one seating to the root, the plug in her ass making the fit brutal and tight. I kept one hand on her lower back because he pointed and I obeyed. The other braced the door track so I would not drift into full view of the lawn.

“Look at your wife,” he said. “Steel above the gold. She came to the party already plugged for me.”

My mouth opened. No sound. My dick leaked a wet spot through cotton.

He pinched her clit between two fingers while the wand still hummed against the side of his hand. “Two. Ask for it.”

“Please,” she sobbed. “Please make me come on your cock in our garage. Please let the whole court almost see.”

“Come.”

She shattered harder the second time. Her cunt milked him in visible pulls. Spit stringed from her lip to the wood. Her knuckles went white on the bench edge. I counted the spasms like a fool, six, seven, while my own balls drew up and I bit the inside of my cheek to keep from finishing untouched.

“Two,” he said. “One more minimum. Maybe two. You do not get to pick.”

He pulled out glossy and dragged the head up to the plug. “Ben. Fingers under the base. Hold her open around it while I decide.”

I hooked and pulled the rim, spreading her. The muscle shone. Heat poured off her. He spat on the stretch and worked two of his own fingers in beside the plug, then a third, scissoring until she made a broken sound that was half laugh.

“Fist,” he said to me. “Yours. You wanted the fantasy. Own the mess.”

My stomach dropped. I folded my thumb into my palm and pressed. The plug stayed in. Almost no room. She pushed back anyway, greedy, and the ring of her ass gave under the steady drive of my knuckles until my hand sank past the widest part and her body locked around my wrist.

“Jesus,” I whispered.

“Full,” she gasped. “So full. Do not stop.”

He drove back into her cunt while my fist stayed buried. The double fill turned her voice into raw scraps. The wand went back to her clit. Outside, someone called for more ice. Tess’s laugh carried, too bright.

Terror of that laugh went through me cold, and still I twisted my fist the way he showed me, small turns, her body opening and fluttering and failing to close.

“Three,” he ordered. “Name yourself first.”

“I am the block party slut,” she said, each word punched out of her by his thrusts. “I am the wife who gets fisted in the garage while her husband holds the door. Please. Please. Please.”

“Come.”

She came with a scream she bit into her arm. Her ass clamped my wrist so tight my fingers tingled. Pussy juice ran down over his balls and hit the floor in fat drops. She shook through it, oversensitive already, trying to crawl forward on the bench, and he hauled her back by the hips and kept the wand pinned.

“Too much,” she cried.

“Four,” he said. “Beg.”

“I cannot…”

“Beg, and I might let you.”

The line landed clean. She broke on it.

“Please force another one out of me. Please use my holes until I cannot stand at the dessert table. Please make my husband feel every clench. Please. I am your toy. I am his shame. Please.”

He nodded at me. “Pump the fist. Short.”

I did. The drag was slick and filthy and wrong in a way that had my cock throbbing in time. He pounded her cunt through the overstimulation, mean, relentless, and when she tipped into the fourth orgasm it was ugly, all spasm and tear-streaked cheek and a gush that left a dark patch on the wood.

“Four,” he counted. “One more. Then I fill you.”

She could barely form words. “Please. Last one. Breed the whore. Let him feel it through my gut.”

He dropped the wand. Both hands on her waist. He railed her until the workbench walked a half inch toward the wall. My fist stayed locked in her ass because he had not said remove it. The wet sounds got louder, squelch and slap and the tiny broken yes she kept spilling.

“Come,” he growled.

She did, limp and wrecked, a long continuous clench that dragged a curse out of him. He buried deep and emptied, hips stuttering, heat pumping into her in thick pulses I could almost map by the jump of her belly under my free hand.

He held there. Breathing. Then he looked at me over her back.

“Pull out. Slow. Show me the gape.”

I eased my hand free. Her asshole stayed open, a dark O that twitched and tried to shut around nothing. Cum leaked out of her cunt, white along the plug seated beside the stretch. I wiped my knuckles on a shop rag. It came away shiny.

“Report,” he said.

“Used,” I said. My voice did not sound like mine. “Gaping. Your cum is running out of her. She is still shaking.”

He fixed his jeans. Tucked. The badge on his belt flashed when he turned. Day thirty. Twelve left.

My wife stayed bent a moment longer, then pushed up on her elbows. Her mouth was swollen. The steel ring scraped the bench when she moved her hand.

“Door,” she told me. “Full up. Smile.”

I hit the button. Bright evening poured in. I stepped out onto the apron like a man who had only been looking for a spare spatula. Music. Smoke. Tess by the cooler, eyes already on me.

Behind me, my wife smoothed her sundress down. She walked out first, beer smile locked in place, a thin shine at the inside of one knee she did not bother to wipe.

He followed with the zip pouch under one arm like tools.

Holt waved. “Find what you needed?”

“Spare tongs,” I said. The lie sat easy. My hand still smelled like her.

We lasted another forty minutes of cake and small talk. The steel band collected two more comments. I handed out napkins. I did not look at Tess when she left early without hugging me.

When the last folding table went back in our garage, the bench still held the dark wet mark.

Inside, at the kitchen calendar, my wife put my palm flat on the square marked with a red X.

“Tomorrow you drive him to Marion County for the permanent interview,” she said. “You sit in the staff lot. You wait in the car. You do not come in. When he walks out, you ask him what he told them, and you bring me the answer in your mouth before you bring it in words.”

She tapped the twelve open squares with one fingernail.

“Clock is running, Ben. Hold the door again if you have to. Just do not lose count.”


Chapter 8: Porch Light Thursdays

Istood on the stepladder at dusk with the new bulb between my teeth and last Thursday’s sheets sloshing in the washer. The old glass came out dark and weak. From the corner you could miss it.

The evening air bit my knuckles. The brass socket was still warm.

I almost put the dim one back.

Mara opened the front door under my feet. She held the card I had copied this morning, her writing under mine, the ink still shiny in the crease.

“Brighter,” she said. “If he has to guess from the stop sign, you did it wrong.”

I seated the white bulb until it clicked. The porch jumped hard and clean. A moth hit the glass at once, a dry tick against the heat.

My cock thickened in my jeans on the rung, stupid and early, while I held a hardware-store box. I had to shift so the denim would stop biting. She looked at that shift and did not smile.

“Come down. You have work.”

I came down. The new light made my hands look pale and dirty. She put the card against my chest until I took it.

Strip the guest bed. Remake it. Set out what she wears. Wait at the foot. Clean after.

My own block letters. I had written them at the kitchen table while the coffee went cold.

“Read it,” she said.

“I just wrote it.”

“Read it out loud, Ben.”

I did. My voice came out thin under the moth and the washer. When I hit “clean after,” my mouth went dry.

“Again. The last two.”

“Wait at the foot. Clean after.”

“Good. The calendar next.”

The kitchen calendar hung by the fridge, the cheap one from the credit union. Thursday already had a circle. I put a heavier mark through it with her pen, a black box that ate the number. Seven squares to the right, a hospital date was already written in her hand. I wrote a 7 in the corner of that square because she pointed.

“That is the last day they will hold the post,” she said. “You will look at that box every morning.”

I looked at it now. The ink bled into the cheap paper.

She left me there and went down the hall. I followed because the card said I had work.

The guest room at the end of the hall held last Thursday in the mattress. A dent. A wet spot I had missed, dried to a map. I stripped the fitted sheet and the smell came up warm, sex and his skin and the soap she used after. My cock jumped again. I pressed my wrist against it through the jeans and that only made it worse.

Fresh sheet. Hospital corners, tight enough to bounce a coin. I set the extra pillows the way he liked them, two under her hips. On the chair I laid out the black dress with the low back and the plain steel band she had started wearing above her ring. No panties. The wand, the steel plug, the clamps, the cuff keys, a towel folded like a tray.

The radiator ticked. The room held yesterday’s heat like a closed mouth.

I took off my clothes because the card said wait, and waiting naked was what she had added in the margin. I put my jeans on the dresser. My cock stood out from me, wet at the tip. I sat on the footboard with my hands on my knees and listened to the house.

The washer clicked into spin. The moth kept at the glass. Somewhere a neighbor dragged a trash can to the curb.

Dread was cold water in my gut. I could still put the jeans back on. The truck keys hung on the hook by the door.

Mara came in already showered. She checked the corners of the sheet with two fingers. She picked up the dress and the band and let me stand to help her into both. The zipper stuck once. My hands shook on it. The steel band clicked against her wedding ring when she settled it.

“Cuffs,” she said.

I cuffed her wrists to the headboard slats. The chain was short. She tested it and the wood answered with a small knock.

“Plug.”

The steel was cold from the chair. I put lube on it and more on her asshole, and she was slick there, loose from last time, the rim dark and used. I seated the flared base and she breathed out through her teeth. The wand I left on the towel. The clamps I set on the nightstand.

“Foot of the bed, Ben. You do not touch yourself. You do not speak unless one of us tells you to.”

I went back to the footboard. The wood was cool on my ass. My cock pointed at the mattress like it had a vote.

The porch light made a white bar under the guest room door.

A car door shut at the curb. Not a slam. A careful sound, the way he did most things.

Mara’s nipples stood up under the dress. The steel band flashed when she turned her face toward the hall.

“Go let him in.”

I walked naked to my own front door with my cock wet against my stomach. The new bulb turned the whole porch into a stage. Anyone on Fenmore Court who looked would get me, bare, opening up.

I opened anyway.

Devon stood under the white glass in a dark shirt with his hospital badge clipped at his belt. The badge had a red date on it. Seven days. He looked at the bulb, then at my cock, then past me into the house.

“Brighter,” he said. “That will do.”

I stepped aside. He smelled like cold air and soap. He hung his jacket on my hook like it had always been his hook.

In the kitchen he stopped at the calendar. He tapped the black Thursday box with one finger.

“They posted the permanent offer this afternoon,” he said. He said it to the calendar, then he turned his head so I had to take it. “General surgery. Marion County Regional. I told them I do not sign my own life. The answer is not mine to give.”

The date sat on his chest, red and plain.

My throat closed. I found words anyway, and they came out too loud for the kitchen.

“Then go take it or leave it. This house is still mine. The week is still mine.”

It sounded like a man. It sounded like I had a door I could shut.

Mara’s voice came down the hall, even and bored.

“Ben. Here.”

I went. Devon walked behind me. The guest room light made her look tied and ready, dress shoved to her waist, the plug base bright between her cheeks.

She looked at my face, then at my cock, which had not gone down at all.

“Put your hands on the footboard and say the card again.”

“Mara.”

“The card.”

I held the wood. “Strip the bed. Remake it. Set out what you wear. Wait at the foot. Clean after.”

“Who wrote that.”

“I did.”

“Who will do it next Thursday.”

I swallowed. “I will.”

“There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged.”

She let that hang. The radiator ticked once.

“On your knees. You wanted a vote. This is what your vote looks like.”

I went down. The floor was cold. My knees found the groove they had already worn in the rug.

Devon unbuckled without hurry. His cock came out dark and heavy, half hard, thickening in his fist as he looked at her spread and cuffed. He stepped in until the head painted my mouth with a smear of salt.

“Open,” he said. “You talk like the mortgage is a lock. Show me what you do with a lock.”

I opened. He fed me the head and then more, and my jaw burned around the girth. He held still and made me take it. Spit ran off my lip onto my chest, warm, then cold in the draft from the hall.

Mara shifted on the pillows. The chain knocked.

“Look at me while you suck him,” she said. “I want you to see who you are doing this for.”

I looked. Her eyes were steady. My cock jerked untouched, a bead of wet dropping to the rug.

Devon pulled out and slapped the wet shaft once against my cheek.

“Dress off her. Clamps. Then the wand. You keep that wand on her clit until I say stop. If your arm gets tired, you switch hands. You do not lift it.”

I stood long enough to work the dress up and off her arms. It bunched at the chain. Her tits were already tight. I opened the clamps and set them on her nipples. She hissed. The little chain between them lay in her cleavage like a second necklace.

The wand had a fat head. I put it against her clit and thumbed it to a low buzz. She jerked and the cuffs rang. Her cunt was shiny, open, the inner lips dark. The plug sat in her ass and the buzz traveled into the steel. It rattled in the base, cheap.

Devon put his cock back in my mouth and used my throat while I held the wand. He fucked my face in short pushes. I gagged and drooled and it ran down onto my fist on the wand. The room filled with the wet choke and the buzz and her breath.

“Good hole,” he said, and I did not know which of us he meant.

He pulled free and climbed onto the bed between her knees. He rubbed the head of his cock up her cunt and pushed in with one long drive that shoved her up the pillows. The sound was thick, a slick punch. She moaned through her teeth. The clamps jumped.

“Hold that wand still, Ben.”

I held it. My arm shook. Her clit swelled under the head. Devon fucked her in a steady rhythm, hips slapping her wet skin, the plug making her tighter around him. Each thrust pushed a little grunt out of her. The bedframe knocked the wall.

“Tell him what your cunt is doing,” Devon said.

“Taking you,” she said. “Taking all of it while my husband holds the toy.”

“Filthier.”

“His cock is splitting me and I am dripping on the sheet he just put on.”

My face burned. I switched the wand to my other hand. A string of her wet hung from the head to her clit when I moved it, then broke.

Devon fucked her until her thighs jumped, then he pulled out shiny and put two fingers where his cock had been, scooped her slick, and smeared it on the plug.

“Out,” he said to me. “Slow. Then lube. Then you watch my hand go where that plug was.”

I worked the base. Her asshole clung and then gave. The plug came free with a soft pop and her hole held the shape a second, a dark ring, before it tried to close and could not quite. I put lube on my fingers because he pointed, and I pushed it into her, two fingers, then I added more on the rim until it shone.

“Now get your mouth on her clit beside the wand. You lick what the toy does not cover. You thank her when she soaks your chin.”

I bent in. She smelled like cunt and metal and the rubber of the wand head. I licked the sides of her clit while the buzz hammered the top. Devon put one thick finger in her ass, then a second. She clenched and a sound came out of her that was almost a laugh.

“Breathe,” he said. “You have taken more than this.”

A third finger. She swore. The stretch showed white at the rim. He worked her with a twist, in and out, the lube making an obscene wet suck. I licked and the wand buzzed against my teeth.

“Four. Relax.”

Her voice went thin. “It burns.”

“I know. Take it.”

Four fingers. Knuckles at the widest. Her asshole shone, pulled thin, trying to swallow him. I kept licking because that was the job. My own cock leaked a string to the rug and my hands cramped on the wand to keep off it.

“Tell your husband what is in you.”

“His hand,” she said. “Devon’s hand. In my ass. While Ben eats me.”

“Ask for the rest.”

She swallowed. “Give me your fist. Please. Open me.”

Devon tucked his thumb. He pressed. The widest part of his hand met her rim and for a second it would not go, and then it did, a sudden give, and she cried out and her cunt clenched so hard a splash of wet hit my mouth, warm and thin.

His wrist sat in her ass. Her hole was a shiny cuff around it.

“Fuck,” she said. “Fuck. Full. Do not pull it out.”

He did not pull it out. He fucked her with it, short pulses, and the wet sound was deeper now, a heavy squelch. I kept the wand on her clit and licked what I could reach. She came with her mouth open and no sound at first, then a broken groan, her whole belly jumping, her ass locking on his wrist so hard the tendons stood up in his forearm. Piss-warm slick ran down over his knuckles onto the towel I had folded so neatly.

Too much. Her clit jumped away from the wand and I followed it because he had said do not lift.

“Stay,” Devon said to me. “She is not done being used.”

He worked his fist in a slow grind. She whimpered and came again on it, messier, a gush that hit my chin and dripped off my jaw. I did not count. I did not speak. My brain came apart in scraps. Her hole. His wrist. My mouth. The sheet I had pulled tight, wrecked already.

He eased his hand out. Her asshole stayed open, a dark gape that pulsed and failed to shut. He wiped his fist on her inner thigh and fed his cock into that gape in one push. The head sank out of sight. His shaft followed. He bottomed out in her ass and held, and she made a punched sound.

“That is mine tonight,” he said. “Say it.”

“My ass is yours tonight.”

“And the man at the end of the bed.”

She looked at me over the wand, eyes wet, mouth slack.

“He waits. He holds the toy. He cleans. He is how this house runs on a Thursday.”

Devon fucked her ass. Long strokes now, the slap of his hips on her wet cheeks, the slick drag of a hole that had taken a fist and still took a cock. Sweat ran down my back. The radiator kept ticking like it wanted to help.

“Switch hands, Ben. I can see you shaking.”

I switched. Pins and needles in the dead arm. I put my mouth back on her. She tasted like lube and her own cum and the faint iron of stretched skin.

“Beg him to keep the wand there,” Devon said.

“Keep it there,” she told me. “Do not you dare take it off. I want to come on his cock with your tongue in the mess.”

I kept it there. She broke again, a hard clench that shoved Devon half out of her ass before he drove back in, and a thick wet noise followed, his balls slapping the soaked towel.

He pulled out without warning. Her gape winked, empty, leaking. He grabbed my hair and put his cock, filthy from her ass, on my tongue.

“Clean it. Then put it back in her.”

I sucked him. The taste was bitter lube and her ass and his skin. I gagged and did it anyway. Spit ran. He pushed until my nose was in the coarse hair at his base and held me there while my throat jumped.

“Good. Now put me back.”

I took his cock in my hand and lined it up with her open asshole and watched it sink. I put it back in my wife like I was seating a tool. My cock jumped so hard it hurt.

Devon took her in long drives after that, one hand on the chain between the clamps, tugging until she yelped. I held the wand. I licked. I dripped on the rug.

“You want to come, Ben?” he said, almost kind, like a man asking if I needed water.

I nodded against her cunt.

“You come on the floor. You do not put a hand on it. You come because your wife is getting her ass ruined on the bed you made, or you do not come at all.”

I shoved my hips at nothing. The air was cool on the wet head. Shame sat on the back of my neck, hot. I looked at the steel band clicking against her ring and at his dark cock pistoning in the hole I had plugged for him, and my balls drew up.

I came like that, untouched, a hard spurt that hit the rug and then another that smeared my own stomach. My thoughts went to junk. Floor. His cock. Her ass. Mine on the rug. Stupid. Hard. More. I shook through it with the wand still pressed to her, and she came around him while I was still jerking, a wet clamp I could hear.

Devon drove deep and held. His jaw went tight. He poured into her ass with a low sound, pulse after pulse, and when he pulled out the cum followed, thick and white, sliding out of the gape and down over her cunt onto the sheet.

“Clean after,” Mara said. Her voice was hoarse. The authority was in it. “That is your line. Do it.”

I put my mouth on her used hole. His cum was still hot. I licked it out of the gape and off her cunt and off the inside of her thighs. The smell was sex and ass and the soap from his skin. She twitched and pushed her wrecked hole at my tongue for more, and I gave it, swallowing what I gathered.

Devon sat on the edge of the bed and put a hand in my hair, almost careful, and that was worse than a shove.

“You hospital-cornered the sheet,” he said. “I noticed. Do it again when you remake it.”

I nodded with my mouth still on her.

He unlocked the cuffs. Her arms dropped. He took the clamps off and she hissed at the blood coming back. He wiped her mouth with the corner of the towel I had folded, tender as a nurse, and left the mess of the rest for me.

“Seven days,” he said. He touched the badge without looking at it. “They want a name on a line. I already told you it will not be mine.”

Mara turned her face into the pillow. She did not offer him an answer. She did not look at me when she did not offer it.

I remade the bed around them while they cooled down. Fresh sheet from the hall closet. Hospital corners. My cum still tacky on my stomach. Her plug and the wand I washed in the guest bath sink, hot water, then laid them back on a clean towel for next time.

Next time. I had already made a next time in my head.

In the kitchen I put a circle on the next Thursday before I put my jeans back on. The pen scratched. The 7 in the far square looked bigger than it had at dusk.

The doorbell rang.

I froze with the pen in my hand. Devon was in the hall pulling his shirt on. Mara stood in the guest room doorway in his dark shirt, bare legs, the steel band still on.

I opened the front door under the white bulb.

A woman I had never seen stood on my mat with an envelope. Hospital logo in the corner. Her coat smelled like car heat.

“Nell,” she said. “Medical staffing. I need a signature confirmation that this reached the house. The board packet for the permanent post. They need it back in seven days.”

She looked at the bright bulb over my head, then at me. Behind me the hall held two other adults and a third coffee cup I had set out by habit.

I held out my hand for the envelope because that was my job now too.


Chapter 9: Whatever You Decide

Her knuckle was already past my rim when she plucked the pen out of my fingers.

“Leave it,” Mara said.

I stayed bent over the kitchen counter, cheek to the cheap laminate, the calendar an inch from my eye. Forty black X marks. One clean square. Tomorrow.

She worked that finger deeper and my cock jumped against the cabinet door. I had come in here to cross the day off like a man finishing a job. She had followed with lube slick on her hand.

“Devon is in Charlotte. Last shift. He flies back in the morning.” Her second finger pressed and I hissed through my teeth. “Then you talk.”

“I was going to mark it.”

“You do not mark the last one. Not until you use your mouth for something else.”

She scissored inside me. The burn ran up my spine. My balls pulled tight. Too fast. I should have taken the pen back. I should have stood up and said Charlotte was a gift and we were done.

My hips pushed onto her hand instead.

“There,” she said. “The grateful little hole.”

I bit the inside of my cheek. The calendar square sat blank and clean, and her fingers made a wet sound in my ass that the fridge hum could not cover. She added a third. My mouth fell open on a stupid sound.

“Kitchen,” I got out. “Anyone could…”

“Fenmore is dark. The porch is dark. He is in another city.” She curled her fingers and dragged them over the spot that made my knees dip. “And you are dripping on my cabinet.”

A thread of pre-cum hung from my cock to the wood. I shut my eyes. She twisted her wrist and the lube squelched. The smell of it rose, sweet and chemical, mixed with the musk of my own ass opening.

“Please.”

“Please what.”

“I do not know.”

She pulled her fingers out. The empty ache made me clench on nothing. She wiped them on my lower lip.

“Taste it.”

I did. Bitter lube. Salt. Me. My face went hot and my dick kicked in the air.

“Good boy.” She took the black pen and set it on top of the fridge, out of reach. “Bedroom. Now. Bring the letter.”

The letter sat under a magnet. Cream paper. Marion County Regional at the top. Permanent post. Offer expires tomorrow. I had read it four times since it arrived. My hands shook when I pulled it free.

She walked ahead of me down the hall. Her robe hung open. The cleft of her ass showed when she moved, a little swollen from last time, a faint bruise on one cheek in the shape of a thumb. Devon’s thumb. I wanted to put my mouth on it. I wanted to lock the front door and throw the letter in the trash.

I followed her.

She pointed at the bed. “On your back. Knees up. Hold them.”

I did. The letter lay on my chest and lifted with every breath. She opened the drawer and took out the black silicone plug first, the fat one, then the string of beads, then the bottle. Then the strap harness, fitted with the thick cock she used when she wanted me quiet. Then the wand.

My own dick lay hard on my belly, leaking onto the hospital crest.

“Hours,” she said. “That is what you get. I am going to open this ass until you forget how to close it. I am going to take you to the edge and leave you there. You do not come until I say. If you do, we stop, and you sleep with this letter on your face, and tomorrow you still have to talk.”

“Mara.”

“Hold your knees.”

She poured lube down my crack. Cold. It ran over my hole and onto the sheet. She pressed the tip of the plug to me and pushed. My rim stretched, burned, gave. The thickest curve of it pushed through and I grunted. Full. She tapped the base and the plug shifted inside me.

“Clench.”

I did. The weight of it sat on that spot. My cock jumped and smeared a wet streak across the letter.

She picked up the wand and set the head under my balls, low, a dull buzz. My hips jerked. She took it away.

“Already?” She clicked her tongue. “We just started.”

“I cannot…”

“You can. You will.” She climbed onto the bed and swung a knee over my face. Her cunt hovered, pink, slick, the smell of her hitting me before the taste did. She had been wet in the kitchen. She had been wet walking down the hall. “Eat. Slow. You get my pussy while I work. You do not get to come in it.”

I put my mouth on her. She tasted like salt and heat and the soap from the shower. I licked her clit and she made a small sound and sat heavier. Her hand went back between my legs. She tugged the plug halfway out and shoved it in again. My groan went into her cunt.

“Louder. I want to feel it.”

I groaned again. She fucked me with the plug in short strokes while I sucked her. The wand came back, a second, two, on the head of my cock. My thighs shook. She pulled it off. I almost bit her.

“Greedy,” she said. “You get a taste of vibration and you try to steal it. Ask.”

“Please put it back.”

“Put what back, Ben. Use your words. Filthy ones. You know them.”

My mouth was shiny with her. “Please put the wand on my cock. Please fuck my ass with the plug. Please, I need…”

“Need is a start.” She pressed the wand to the underside of my dick and left it there while she worked the plug. The buzz stacked too fast. My hole clenched. I was going to go over. I tried to say so and she lifted the wand and held the plug still.

The edge died in my gut like a cramp. I made a noise I hated.

“Again,” she said.

She did it again. Plug. Wand. Her cunt on my tongue. The smell of her filled my head, thick and sweet, and under it the rubber smell of the toy and the sharp smell of lube. She took me to the shake and stopped. My cock stood dark and wet and angry. A wet strand bridged it to the letter. The ink had started to smear.

She pulled the plug out. My hole stayed open for a second, cool air moving on the wet.

“Beads,” she said.

The first bead was small. She popped it in. Then the next. Then a bigger one that made me hiss. She fed them into me one by one until the last fat bead stretched my rim and seated. The string hung down over my balls.

“Clench on those. Keep them in while you tell me what Devon does to me on Thursdays.”

I swallowed her taste. “He fucks you.”

“More.”

“He puts that big black cock in your cunt and he fucks you in our bed. He makes you come. He fills you. I clean it after.”

“You love the taste of him in me.” She tugged the string. One bead dragged out and my toes curled. “Say that.”

“I love the taste of him in you.” My voice cracked. “I love eating his cum out of your pussy. I love how wide you are after. I love…”

She pulled another bead. The stretch going the wrong way made my eyes water. My dick leaked a thin pulse and I almost lost it from that alone. She saw. She put two fingers around the base of my cock and squeezed until the throb passed.

“Stay.”

“I am trying.”

“Try harder. You have all night. He is in Charlotte and I have your ass and this letter and the last square. We are not rushing.”

She pulled the rest of the beads in one long drag. I shouted. My hole fluttered, empty, used. She pushed three fingers into me with no pause. Then a fourth. The burn went sharp. I held my knees so hard my fingers cramped.

“Look at me.”

I looked. Her mouth was calm. Her cheeks were pink. She twisted her hand and pushed and my rim gave around her knuckles.

“Take it.”

“I cannot, I…”

“You can. Breathe. Push out.”

I pushed. Her hand slid in. The widest part of her knuckles popped through and then her fist was inside me, a hard round weight, and I could not think. Too much. Full. Split. My cock jerked and spilled a watery spurt onto the letter without going over. She laughed once, low.

“Messy boy. That does not count. You still do not get to come.”

She punched her fist a short way in and out. The wet sound was filthy. Squelch. Slap of lube. My hole clung to her wrist. I drooled on my own chest. The letter stuck to my skin.

“Tell me what you are.”

“A hole.”

“More.”

“I am your hole. I am the husband who takes a fist in his ass while his wife waits for another man’s cock. I am a slut. I am…” My voice broke. “Please let me come. Please. I will do anything.”

“You will do anything anyway.” She opened her fingers a little inside me and I sobbed. “That is the point.”

She fucked me on her fist until my legs shook, and when she set the wand back on my cock my vision went white at the edges. She took it off. She did it again. The clock on the nightstand crawled. An hour. More. Sweat ran into my hair. The room smelled like ass and cunt and hot rubber.

She pulled her fist out. I stayed open. I could not close. The ache was a pulse.

“On your hands and knees. Face in the pillow.”

I rolled. The letter fluttered to the sheet. She picked it up and set it on the pillow under my cheek so the words sat in front of my eye. Permanent. Offer. Tomorrow.

Leather straps went around her hips. The click of the buckle. The thick cock jutted from her, shiny with lube. She lined it up and shoved in to the hilt in one stroke.

I yelled into the paper.

She fucked me. Hard. Deep. Her hips slapped my ass. The toy hit that spot on every thrust and my neglected cock swung and dripped on the bed. She reached under and gave me the wand low, just enough to keep me crazy, and she fucked and fucked, and when my hole started to flutter she pulled it away and held still.

“Do not you dare.”

I bit the letter. Ink on my tongue. Bitter.

She started again.

Time went strange. She took me to the edge and left me there until I was shaking and dumb, a raw open thing with a dick that hurt from being hard so long. She made me thank her after every stop. She made me say I was her whore. She made me say I was Devon’s leftover. She made me say I wanted his cock in her tomorrow night in this bed while I held the letter.

I said all of it.

She pulled out and flipped me. My hole gaped, slack, no closing it. She wiped the strap-on on my tongue.

“Clean.”

I sucked our mess off the toy. Lube and ass. I gagged and she held my head and pushed deeper until my eyes ran.

“Good. Now listen to me.”

She turned the harness cock aside and sat on my hips, her wet cunt sliding along the underside of my dick, not taking me in. The heat of her almost finished me. I grabbed the sheet.

“Tomorrow he comes back from Charlotte. The hospital wants an answer. He told you the answer is not his.” Her nails dug into my chest. “I am going to tell you the rest.”

I stared at her mouth.

“I will do whatever you say. If you tell him to sign, he signs. If you tell him to go, he gets on a plane and this house goes back to two people and a dark porch.” She leaned down. Her breath smelled like the mint she had chewed in the kitchen, under the sex. “I will not tell you what I want. I will not help you. I will not nod. I will not tip my head. You speak. I follow.”

The room tilted.

That was worse. That was so much worse. When she took things I could tell myself I was caught. When she wrote the lines I could tell myself I was the audience. This put my name on it.

My cock twitched against her cunt. Traitor. Harder than before. A drop of me smeared her cunt lips.

“You want me to choose.”

“I want you to own it.” She took my jaw in her hand. “You proposed this. You thought you did. Then you found the planner and you found out I led you to your own mouth. Tomorrow the mouth is yours for real. No script. No green page. You.”

I should have been angry. The old version of me would have sat up and said that was cruel, that a wife does not hand a man a knife and smile. That version had died somewhere around the first Thursday he remade a guest bed.

What I had left was this: her weight on me, my ass wrecked and open, my dick screaming, and a stupid wet heat in my throat that wanted to thank her for giving the knife back.

“Mara. Tell me. Please. One word. Stay or go.”

“No.”

“I cannot do this if I do not know…”

“You can. You will. That is the marriage now.” She rubbed her cunt along my cock again, a slick drag that made my teeth click. “I already put it in your mouth. All that is left is for you to use it.”

She reached back and guided the strap-on into my ass again from this angle, a deep slow seat that made me arch. She rode the harness, working herself wet along my dick while the toy filled me, and she put the wand in my hand.

“On your cock. Low. You keep yourself there. You do not come. If you get close, you take it off and you say so.”

I pressed the buzzing head to my dick. Too good. I yanked it away. Put it back. My arm shook. She used my ass and her own clit on the shaft of me and her breath went ragged.

“Tell me what you will say to him if you keep him,” she said.

“I… I would tell the hospital to keep him. I would tell him the guest room is his. I would…” The wand slipped. I slapped it back on and almost lost it. I ripped it off, gasping. “Close. Close, fuck, close.”

She stopped moving. We stayed locked, her toy buried, my cock purple and wet against her belly. The smell of us was thick enough to taste. I breathed through my teeth until the crest sank.

“Again,” she said.

We went on. She came first, a hard clench of her cunt against my dick, a broken sound, her nails in my chest. Wet ran down my hips. She did not let me follow. She sat through her aftershocks and kept the strap-on seated and looked at me like a thing she had decided to keep and hand back at the same time.

“You do not get yours yet.”

“Please. I have been good. I held it. Mara, please, I will say anything.”

“You will say one thing.” She pulled the toy out of my ass. The gape stayed. She picked up the fat plug, slicked it, and pushed it home. My rim closed around the neck and the weight filled the sore space. “This stays in until you speak tomorrow. You sleep on it. You shower on it. You make coffee on it. When you open your mouth for the hospital, then you may take it out.”

A mark. A claim I would carry to the phone.

She shifted down my body and took my cock into her mouth. Hot. Wet. She sucked hard, no mercy, and set the wand buzzing against my balls at the same time. After hours of stops, the pleasure had nowhere to go but out. My hands hovered over her hair.

“May I? Please. I am going to, I cannot, please let me come, I will be good, I will choose, I will…”

She pulled off long enough to speak, lips shiny, voice flat and sure.

“Mine. Say it.”

The choice. The last square. The letter. The plug in my wrecked ass. Her mouth. All of it.

“Mine,” I said.

She swallowed me down and pushed the wand against my balls and my body broke.

Coming. Too hard. Cannot stop. My ass clamped on the plug and the ache flipped into a raw white spike. Cum hit her tongue in thick pulses. She drank it. I shot again and she let the rest spill out over her lips and down my cock, messy, wasted on my belly. My hips jerked off the bed. I made a sound like I was hurt. She kept sucking until I twitched and tried to crawl back, too sensitive, and then she held my hip down and took two more ugly aftershocks out of me.

I lay there wrecked. Sweat. Spit. Cum on my stomach. Her mouth red. The plug heavy inside me. The letter crumpled under my shoulder, smeared, still readable.

She licked me clean. Slow. Tender in the way that made my throat close. She kissed the inside of my thigh. She pulled the sheet up over my hips and left the plug where it was.

“Sleep,” she said. “I will be here. I will not decide for you in the night. Do not ask me again.”

She turned off the lamp. Her hand stayed on my chest, light, a wife in bed. The tenderness sat on me heavier than the fist had.

I stared at the dark.

Tomorrow he would come back from Charlotte. Tomorrow the hospital would wait on a line. Tomorrow I would stand in the kitchen with a plug in my ass and a pen I was finally allowed to hold, and I would have no script and no nod from her, and the only words left in my mouth were ones I had not been taught.

Keep him.

They had been there since she took the pen. I tasted them under her cunt and my own cum. I lay still, grateful she had given the choice back, and that gratitude sat in me like the plug, deep and seated, whether I wanted the weight or not.

One square left. I would mark it after I spoke. I would pick up the phone and I would ask Marion County Regional to keep him, and then I would have written the thing myself, and there would be no one left to blame.


Chapter 10: In His Own Voice

Istood at the kitchen island with both envelopes under my thumbs when Mara caught me.

Seven in the morning. Day forty-two. Zero days left.

One envelope read Charlotte. The other read Marion County Regional. A stamp sat between them, still dry.

“Pick,” she said from the doorway.

I did not look up. My cock was already hard against the seam of my jeans, stupid and early, and the heat of that made my face burn. She had not touched me. The choice alone did it.

“You said you would do whatever I chose,” I said.

“I will.”

She came to the island and set a mug down. Steam rose. She did not reach for either envelope.

“I will not tell you which one I want,” she said. “You already know that.”

My throat closed. Last night she had edged me for hours and left me raw, and the sentence she had given me sat under my ribs all night: she would obey the deadline, and she would keep her wish to herself. The whole marriage now hung on my stamp.

I hated how much that made me throb.

A knock hit the front door.

I crossed the hall barefoot. He stood on the porch in a dark jacket, a folder under one arm, carrying it like it weighed something.

“Morning, Ben,” he said.

I stepped aside. He came in like a man who already owned half the air in the house.

Mara poured a second mug and did not speak.

He laid the folder on the island beside the envelopes. Inside sat a signed acceptance for Charlotte, unmailed, the ink dry and final. Next to it sat the permanent-post packet for Marion County Regional, blank where a signature belonged.

“I brought you a clean door,” he said. He tapped the Charlotte packet with two fingers. “I take this. I go. No calls. No visits. Your marriage goes back to two people under one roof. I mean it.”

My pulse hammered in my neck.

He looked at Mara. She sipped her coffee and kept her eyes on the counter. Her silence was the trap she had built for me, and she left me in it.

“Whether I stay is not mine to choose,” he said. He tapped his badge, the date stamped on the plastic in bold black. “The locum ends today. The permanent post dies with it if nobody answers. So answer.”

I picked up the Charlotte envelope. The paper was thick. Heavy. The kind you send when you want a life to end clean.

Mara’s free palm rested on the island near mine. She did not grab me. She waited.

I set Charlotte down.

I took my phone from the charger. My fingers shook so hard I nearly dropped it. I dialed the hospital HR line from memory, the number off the kitchen calendar under forty-two red X marks.

It rang twice.

“Marion County Regional, human resources, this is Priya.”

Mara’s eyes lifted to my face. He leaned on the counter and gave me the room.

“This is Ben,” I said. My voice came out rough. “I’m calling about the permanent surgical post. The locum candidate. I want you to keep him. I want the offer held for him. He accepts. He stays.”

A pause on the line. Keys clicked.

“We can process that this morning if he signs and returns the packet by end of day,” Priya said. “I’ll note the call. Who am I speaking with again?”

“His household,” I said. “Put it through.”

“Understood.”

I hung up.

The kitchen went quiet enough that the fridge kicking on sounded loud.

He slid the Marion County packet toward himself, signed his name in one long stroke, and dated it. The pen tip scraped. That sound belonged to me now. I had put it there.

“Done,” he said.

Mara set her mug down. She looked at me the way she looked at a plan that had finally closed.

“You will thank me when it is done,” she said.

My cock jerked in my jeans. Shame lit under my skin so hot I almost laughed. She had written the start months ago in green ink. I had written the end on a phone call. The peace that hit me then was ugly and deep, and I did not fight it.

“Bedroom,” I said.

We went down the hall in a line. I stripped as I walked. Shirt on the floor. Jeans shoved to my ankles. My dick stood hard and dark at the tip, leaking a thin string that clung to my stomach.

Our bed waited with the covers already shoved to the footboard. Mara pulled her sleep shirt off in one lift. Bare tits, nipples tight. She pushed her shorts down and stepped free, and her pussy shone between her thighs, slick from standing in that kitchen while I gave her away.

He undressed without rush. Broad chest. Dark skin. His thick shaft rose heavy, the head blunt, veins standing. The weight of it dried my mouth out, so I stopped thinking and started serving.

“On the bed,” I told her. “On your back. Knees wide.”

She climbed on and spread. I crawled between her thighs and pressed my face into her cunt. She tasted sharp and ready. I licked her clit in flat strokes and shoved two fingers into her pussy, curling, and she rocked up into me with a low sound.

“Look at your husband,” he said above us. “Eating you like a dog while I get ready to take what he just gave me.”

“Yes,” Mara said. “Ben. God. Use your tongue.”

I sucked her clit hard. My dick dragged against the sheet, smearing pre-cum into the fabric. I wanted to come already. I locked my hips down and kept working her.

He came to the nightstand and took what we kept there. A fat black plug. A wand with a wide head. A bottle of lube. Cuffs on a short chain.

He cuffed her wrists to the headboard posts, arms stretched. The metal clicked. Her tits lifted with the pull.

“Tell him what you are,” he said.

Mara’s voice stayed steady even while my tongue worked her open. “I’m your hotwife whore. I’m the hole he called the hospital to keep filled.”

“Filthier.”

“I’m a married cunt who needs a real dick. I’m a slut who lets her husband watch her get ruined.”

My face burned against her pussy. My cock throbbed so hard it hurt. I should have hated every word. I licked deeper instead.

He lubed the plug and pressed it to her asshole. She clenched. He pushed. The wide base stretched her rim and then her body took it with a wet suck, and she moaned long and broken.

“Full,” she said.

“Not yet,” he said.

He set the wand against her clit and switched it on high. The buzz was brutal. Her hips jerked. I pulled my face back so the head could sit flush on that swollen nub, and I held the shaft of the wand steady with both palms while he lined his dick up with her pussy.

He drove in.

One thick stroke. Root deep. Her cunt stretched around him with a slick sound, and the plug in her ass made the fit vicious. Mara cried out and yanked on the cuffs.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “So big. Ben, he’s in me. He’s all the way in.”

“I know,” I said, and my voice cracked.

He fucked her in long hard drives. Each thrust shoved her up the mattress and forced the plug deeper. The wand screamed on her clit. Her pussy made wet, dirty squelches around his shaft, loud enough to fill the room. Sweat shone on her stomach.

“Say it,” he ordered.

“I’m a hole,” she panted. “I’m a used little toy. Breed my married pussy. Ruin me in front of him.”

He spat on her tits and rubbed it into her nipples with his thumb. Then he pinched both buds hard enough that she yelped and clenched, and his next thrust punched a raw sound out of her.

“Count,” he said.

“One,” she managed, already shaking.

He kept pounding. The wand stayed pinned. Her thighs trembled. She came hard, body seizing, cunt fluttering around him, a gush of slick coating his shaft and soaking the sheet under her ass.

“Two,” she tried, and he did not slow.

The second orgasm hit before the first fully left. She thrashed against the cuffs. Drool ran from the corner of her lips down her cheek. I kept the wand locked on her clit even when she tried to twist away.

“Too much,” she sobbed. “I can’t…”

“You can,” he said. “Take it, bitch.”

He pulled free, flipped her onto her stomach with the cuffs twisting the chain, yanked her hips up, and slammed back into her pussy from behind. The plug base flashed between her cheeks with every thrust. I crawled to the side of the bed and put my dick near her face.

“Suck me,” I said.

She opened for me. I pushed into the heat of her throat and she gagged, spit running down my shaft, eyes wet. He fucked her so hard her whole body jerked on my dick. The wet slap of his hips on her ass mixed with her choked sounds.

“Good little whore,” he said. “Choke on your husband’s dick while I wreck this cunt.”

She came again. The count broke. She tried to say three and only moaned around me, throat working, drool stringing from her chin to the sheet.

I pulled out so she could breathe. She gasped and shook.

He shut the wand off for three seconds, then slammed it back on. Mara screamed into the mattress.

“Past four,” she babbled. “Past, I don’t, Ben…”

“Keep going,” I said, and the peace in me sat cold and clean beside the shame. I had called. I had asked. This was mine.

He pulled out of her pussy, yanked the plug free with a lewd pop, and poured more lube down the crack of her ass. His thumb worked her rim. Then two fingers. Then three. Mara pushed back onto them, greedy and wrecked.

“More,” she begged. “Stretch me. Use my asshole. Please…”

The word slipped out. I let it stand.

He worked a fourth finger in. Her rim stretched pink and shiny around his knuckles. He twisted and pushed, and then his whole fist sank past the ring with a slow, brutal give. Mara’s cry went high and thin. Her body locked, then melted, taking the bulk.

“Look at that,” he said. “Your wife’s ass eating my fist. Tell him what it feels like.”

“Full,” she sobbed. “Burning. Split. I can’t close. I’m a dirty fist-slut, Ben, I’m, fuck…”

He fucked her on it, short deep strokes, while I put the wand back under her and pressed it to her clit from below. She came again with no number left, just broken noise, pussy dripping onto the sheets in a mess of slick.

He eased his fist out. Her asshole gaped for a beat, shiny with lube, before it fluttered and tried to shrink. He did not give it time. He lined his cock up and drove into that stretched hole to the hilt.

Mara howled.

He railed her ass hard. Full strokes. Skin slapping. The wand buzzed under her. I fed my dick back into her throat and held her hair so she had to take it. Spit soaked my balls. Tears streaked her face. She was past clean words, past count, past anything but take and more and can’t and still coming.

“Past whatever came next,” I said, half out of my head. “She’s gone. She’s just a hole.”

“Say what you are,” he growled at her, pounding deep.

She pulled off my dick long enough to choke the words out. “I’m your breeding whore. I’m the house slut. I’m the reason he called. Use me. Fill my ass. Don’t stop.”

He reached under, found her clit beside the wand head, and rubbed rough circles while he fucked her. Another orgasm tore through her, then another on its heels, her whole body jerking in the cuffs, her face blanking down to crude scraps.

Losing it.

Can’t stop.

Too much.

More.

Her pussy clenched on nothing and spilled more slick down her thighs. The smell of sex and sweat filled the room, thick and animal. His shaft dragged in and out of her ass with a filthy wet sound, and every thrust shoved a grunt out of her.

I was so close my vision tunneled. I pulled from her throat and stroked myself once, twice.

“On her,” he ordered.

I came across her cheek and into her open lips. Thick ropes. She licked what she could reach and left the rest shining on her skin.

He buried himself in her ass and unloaded with a low groan, hips locked, pumping cum deep into her. When he pulled free, it leaked out of her used hole in a slow white drip that ran down over her empty pussy and onto the sheet.

Mara hung in the cuffs, shaking, past speech.

He uncuffed her. She crumpled onto her side. I lay down facing her and took her fingers in mine. She laced them tight and did not let go.

He stood at the foot of the bed, breathing hard, waiting.

I said the terms out loud while her grip stayed locked on mine. No one had fed me the line. It came out flat and clear.

“She is yours on Thursdays,” I said. “The porch light stays on when you come. I prepare the bed and the toys. I clean up after. I do not stop you. I do not take her back from you. This house runs on three now. That is the rule.”

Mara’s eyes stayed on me. She squeezed my fingers once.

“Yes,” she said.

He nodded. “Then we make it paper.”

We showered in turns. The water ran gray with sweat and lube. Mara moved loose and soft, humming with it, a small smile she did not hide. I toweled off and went to the closet for the green planner.

March sat marked with his name and the hospital dates and the script she had written for me months before I thought the idea was mine. I tore that page free.

On the blank back I wrote the house rules in my own block print.

Thursdays.

Porch light on.

Bed turned down. Lube out. Toys charged.

I wait in the chair unless told otherwise.

I do not interrupt.

I clean the sheets.

I keep my ring on.

I keep my mouth shut on Fenmore Court.

I signed under the last line.

Mara took the pen and signed under my name, neat as a contract.

He added his initials in the corner.

“Guest room,” Mara said.

We walked to the end of the hall. The walls held the pale blue from the first repaint, back when the arrangement was supposed to be temporary. He ran his knuckles along the doorframe.

“Second coat,” I said. “Your color. Your room when you stay over.”

“Gray,” he said. “Dark. I’ll bring the paint tomorrow.”

“I’ll buy the brushes,” I said.

He left the signed Marion County packet on the entry table for the morning drop. The Charlotte envelope went into the trash, torn once down the middle.

Afternoon light cut across the floor. Mara slept on the wrecked sheets for an hour, then rose and made coffee like any other day. He took a call from the hospital confirming receipt. I stood in the kitchen and listened to the ordinary sounds of a house that had just changed its bones.

Near dusk I went to the porch with a new bulb.

The old one came out easy. The brighter one screwed in with a grit of glass and metal under my fingers. I flipped the switch.

Light spilled down the steps and into the street, hard and clean, bright enough that anyone on Fenmore Court could see it from their drive. A car passed. A neighbor’s dog barked twice. I left the switch on.

Behind me, Mara moved through the hall toward the guest room with a tape measure, already talking paint and a wider bed frame. His low answer followed her. The planner page with our three signatures lay under a magnet on the fridge, ink still fresh.

I stood under that porch light and let the night air cool the sweat at my collar. My ring sat heavy on my finger. My wife laughed once from inside the house, low and pleased, and the sound did not cut me the way it used to.

I had not written the beginning.

I had written this.

The bulb hummed above my head, bright as a marker, and I did not turn it off.


THE END
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