

Spring Break Submission 

A Steamy Interracial Romance of Seduction and Blackmail 

Part of Blacked Wives Series 

More Peaches Dean 

Like this? Please leave a review! 

Other Works You May Like 

Copyright © 2026 Peaches Dean 

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written consent of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. 


Introduction 


Vanessa has spent twenty years perfecting the art of the invisible suburban wife, hiding her lush, heavy curves and stifling the forbidden curiosities that keep her awake at night. But when her daughter Madison returns for Spring Break with Xavier in tow, the carefully constructed walls of Vanessa’s world start to crumble. Xavier isn’t just a guest; he’s a powerful, magnetic force who sees right through Vanessa’s maternal mask. From the moment their eyes meet, a silent, interracial "marking" begins—one that will lead Vanessa from the safety of her marriage into a world of raw, unfiltered dominance where her long-suppressed fantasies are finally brought into the light.

Tropes & Themes (Amazon-Friendly) 

​● ​ Interracial "Marking" Romanc e: Focuses on the intense visual and physical contrast of a high-heat interracial dynamic.

​● ​ Suburban Taboo : A mature, curvy heroine meeting her match in a powerful younger man under her own roof.

​● ​ Total Physical Surrender : Explores themes of internal claiming and the psychological thrill of being "filled."

​● ​ High-Stakes Betrayal : A calculated scheme involving hidden footage and a cold, life-altering reveal.

​● ​ Alpha Male Dominance : Features a commanding, athletic protagonist who takes charge of every room (and every encounter).

​● ​ Dark Awakening : A "no-strings" journey from repression to total, uninhibited submission.


Chapter 1: Suburban Discontent

Vanessa gripped her phone so hard the ridges of the plastic dug into her palm, a pulse throbbing thickly at the base of her thumb. The kitchen was hot, a wet, spring-afternoon heat made worse by her refusal to open the windows for fear of pollen or, God forbid, a neighbor popping by. The air reeked faintly of morning coffee and last night’s chicken grease. Slats of late sun slipped through the blinds, slicing pale zebra stripes across the countertop, the linoleum, and the width of her hips as she leaned against the stove.

“…it’s not like I’m getting wasted every night, Mom,” Madison’s voice trilled from the tinny speaker, too loud and too clear for comfort. “You’re acting like I’m going to join a sex cult instead of a sorority. Can we dial down the drama, please?”

Vanessa flinched, just a little. She pressed her forearm across the front of her loose blouse, as if Madison could see through the line. “Maddie, honey, I’m not—I just don’t want you getting caught up with the wrong crowd. You’re so close to making the Dean’s List, and I—”

“Oh my God, do you hear yourself?” Madison snapped, every syllable diamond-sharp. “This is what college is for. Connections. You can’t just network your way into law school with a GPA, Mom. You of all people should know that.”

There it was again, the implied deficiency. Madison’s voice had a way of dragging all of Vanessa’s insecurities into the light: the years spent managing other people’s schedules, the career ambitions traded away for after-school pickups and band recitals, the way her body—so useful, so nurturing, so frustratingly soft—seemed to swell beyond its boundaries with every year. Vanessa sucked in her stomach and tried, with little hope, to sound firm.

“You’re not even twenty-one yet. I just think it might be better to focus on—”

“Jesus Christ,” Madison hissed. “You’re so controlling. This is what I’m talking about. If you ever actually listened, maybe I’d—” The words ground off, an audible eye roll even over 400 miles of fiber-optic cable. “Never mind.”

Vanessa’s nails dug crescents into the slick back of her phone. “Madison, I love you. I just—”

“You don’t understand what this means for my future.” Madison’s voice went icy, the way it did when she wanted to end a conversation, not win it. “I’m rushing Chi Omega, and that’s final. You can either support me or not. But stop pretending you’re worried about me when it’s really all about you.”

There was a double beat—one, two, heartbeats in the void—then the line clicked dead. Vanessa’s arm dropped to her side, heavy and useless. She stared at the phone, a black slab now useless as a communication device, then set it gently on the granite. Her shoulders slumped; the force holding her together loosened, her blouse clinging to her back with sweat. She pressed her free hand to her chest, felt the arrhythmic jump of her heart beneath the seam where the blouse gaped just enough to reveal the flush at her sternum.

She looked down at herself, not with vanity but with the clinical detachment of someone cataloguing damage: the spread of her hips where the apron had failed to disguise them, the bra digging a faint red line above her ribcage, the pale skin that refused to tan no matter how many walks she forced herself to take. She’d skipped lunch again, on purpose, but her stomach hung loose and traitorous over her waistband. She found herself wishing, for the thousandth time, that she had the wiry self-restraint of her daughter—or even of Richard, whose metabolism had always seemed to work harder out of spite.

The silence of the kitchen thickened until it pressed in from all sides. Vanessa sagged against the stove, feeling the chill of the enamel beneath the sweat at her spine. She couldn’t even summon the energy to cry; her body defaulted to that animal panic, adrenaline fizzing under her skin, lungs expanding and contracting like bellows in a furnace. She gripped the counter until her knuckles went white.

When the worst of it passed, she released the breath she’d been holding. It came out as a quiet, bitter laugh, almost a cough. She reached for her phone with a trembling hand, careful not to drop it, as if the device might shatter and scatter little shards of her failure across the floor.

For a moment, she considered calling Madison back. Begging, or at least apologizing. But the urge guttered out almost as soon as it sparked. Her daughter had made herself clear: there was a line, and Vanessa had crossed it, and now she was on the outside, where she belonged.

She let her phone slide from her grip and thud against the counter; the clatter echoing in the empty house.

Vanessa leaned forward, elbows braced, head bowed so her chin almost touched her chest. She felt the heaviness of her breasts and the ache in her shoulders, the way her pulse still jittered in her neck. She stayed like that, breathing slow and shallow, until her vision blurred—not from tears, but from a simple lack of will.

She wondered, distantly, if this was how mothers were supposed to feel. Or if she’d simply managed, once again, to fuck it all up.

***

She stayed in the kitchen until her legs remembered to work, until the little aftershocks of Madison’s voice had faded to a residual hum. Even then, her body felt rubbery, boneless in its exhaustion. She wiped her palms on her skirt and forced herself through the motions of cleaning up: rinsing a mug, straightening a pile of unopened mail, tightening the drawstring on the garbage bag and hauling it out to the big blue can in the garage. The scent of old banana peels and soured milk stung her nostrils, and she almost gagged, but the pain was useful, something real to ground her against the ache in her chest.

The silence of the house was different now, less empty than accusing. She tiptoed into the living room and lowered herself onto the end of the couch, the leather cushions huffing out a tired breath as they accepted her weight. She folded her arms tight across her middle and stared at the far wall, at nothing in particular, letting her mind unravel into blankness.

She almost didn’t hear Richard’s car pulling up the drive. It was only the mechanical chirp of the automatic lock, followed by the garage door groaning closed, that made her realize she was no longer alone. She straightened her blouse and tried to fix her hair, smoothed the lines at the corners of her eyes, the hot, puffy feeling in her face betraying her, anyway.

Richard entered with a practiced quiet, as if he sensed she was in one of her moods. He moved with surprising grace for a man of his size, his bulk gentled by the soft architecture of middle age: the slight waddle, the beginnings of a second chin, the round swell of his belly beneath the stretched fabric of his golf shirt. His shoes squeaked on the laminate as he set his briefcase by the stairs.

He stopped in the doorway, eyes softening the moment he saw her. “Hey,” he said, voice low and warm. “You okay, Ness?”

She tried for a smile but it snagged on the effort. “It’s nothing,” she said, but the lie came out thin. “Madison called.”

Richard’s eyebrows did a little sympathetic dance. He came to the couch, planting himself at the far end and leaning in, elbows on his knees. “She giving you grief again?”

Vanessa shrugged, feeling the heaviness of her arms and the way her chest compressed, as if she could collapse into a smaller, less vulnerable version of herself. “She wants to join that sorority,” she said, eyes fixed on a spot above the TV. “The one with the girls who—” She trailed off, unable to summon the language for what she feared most: that her daughter, perfect and sharp, was slipping out of her reach into a world of people who would never even glance back at Vanessa, except maybe to judge.

Richard grunted, a sound halfway between amusement and concern. “Kids want to fit in, Ness. She’ll figure it out. You know she loves you, right?” His voice was so unguarded, so stubbornly optimistic, that she almost laughed. She envied the way he could reduce all their problems to a phrase and believe it.

“She hung up on me,” Vanessa whispered. She blinked hard and pressed a hand to her face, her fingers grazing the wetness at the corners of her eyes. “She said I’m controlling. That I don’t get her.”

Richard shifted closer, the couch groaning under the redistribution of his mass. He slid his arm across her shoulders and gave her a little squeeze, fingers pressing into the slope where her neck met her collarbone. His touch was gentle, comforting, but the warmth of it reminded her how long it had been since she’d wanted to be touched for any other reason.

“She’ll come around,” he murmured into her hair. “They always do. You’re just looking out for her, like you always have. She’s lucky to have you, Ness.”

The words should have soothed, but instead they settled in her stomach like cold stew. Vanessa stared straight ahead, focusing on the black mirror of the television, the reflection of herself and Richard side-by-side—two mismatched shapes huddled together against the emptiness. She wondered if Madison would ever see them that way again, or if she already looked at them as artifacts of some lesser life.

Richard’s hand made slow, circular motions along her back, the pressure steadier than her own heartbeat. He didn’t notice the way her breath caught, or how her body resisted the urge to lean away. She was grateful, at least, for his ability to leave things unsaid; there was no interrogation, no demand for explanations. Just presence, and the scent of aftershave and fabric softener and, faintly, the powdery sweetness of the banana bread she’d baked two days ago because she’d read somewhere that the smell of home made people feel safe.

She tipped sideways, resting her head against the wide curve of his chest. The fabric of his shirt was soft with wear, faintly damp from his commute. She listened to the slow thump of his heart, let it drown out the tinny echo of Madison’s voice. If she kept her eyes closed, she could almost believe that nothing had changed, that they were still a family, still anchored to each other in the ways that mattered.

They sat that way for a long time, Richard silent except for the occasional squeeze of her arm or the patting of her leg, and Vanessa sinking deeper into the couch, her body slack and spent. She did not notice when the sun slipped behind the houses across the street, or when the room began to dim.

She let herself go slack against him, letting his arms and his certainty hold her up. She pressed her face into his chest, closed her eyes, and waited for the feeling to return.


Chapter 2: The Surprise

By the time the timer on the oven began its shrill beeping, Vanessa had already lost herself in the layered rhythm of prepping dinner. She julienned vegetables on autopilot, her movements neat but distracted, knife-tip ricocheting off the cheap plastic cutting board with a metallic tick. She’d set the table three times, each time readjusting the silverware by a few centimeters as if hoping to arrange the world into a version she could control. Through the kitchen window, the late sun hung just above the neighbors’ roofline, bloated and luridly orange, its light turning the streaks on her fridge door into a parade of tiny shame-marks she’d have to scrub later.

She was elbow-deep in soapy water when her phone, propped against a flour-dusted recipe binder, lit up and vibrated with a new message.

Madison.

For a heartbeat—a wild, bright, traitorous one—Vanessa felt the old thrill: her baby girl, texting first, a sign of normalcy, maybe even affection. She dried her hands with a paper towel, flinching as the roughness scraped over her knuckles. She took a breath, careful and measured, then picked up the phone.

Maddie’s name filled the screen, bathed in the soft blue glow of her custom background. The previewed words—Coming home for break. Bringing Xavier—split her focus like a cleaver to the breastbone. Vanessa’s pulse thumped hard against her collar, so sudden she thought for a second she’d bitten into a wire instead of a carrot.

She thumbed the notification open.

Hey Mom, I’ll be home Thursday. Bringing Xavier. We’ll probably be in my room most of the time (studying, don’t freak out lol). Hope that’s cool. Can we get almond milk this time? He can’t do regular.

It was so casual, so void of ceremony, that it almost stung. Vanessa read the message again, then a third time, the words “bringing Xavier” swelling until they blocked out all other details.

She braced her hip against the counter, using the pressure to ground herself. Xavier. The boyfriend. The one with the stadium shoulders and the smile that always flickered into a smirk when Maddie’s back was turned. Vanessa had met him twice, each time at a safe, parent-sanctioned event: a holiday open house, a rushed brunch over winter break. He was polite, always—too polite, really, like a man performing deference until everyone forgot it was an act. She remembered how, that Christmas, he’d watched her cross the living room to refill drinks, his gaze heavy and appreciative, lingering on her curves in a way that made her skin buzz with warning and something else she refused to name.

She felt her face growing warm. She set the phone down and smoothed the front of her blouse, pressing the fabric flush against her stomach as if to contain the soft expanse beneath it. Her chest felt tight, ribs clamped by a band of elastic shame. She was forty-four; she was a mother. It was ridiculous; she told herself, to react this way to the thought of a college boy in her house, especially one who belonged, however temporarily, to her daughter.

And yet—

She wiped her palms on her skirt, left twin crescents of dampness above the waistband. Xavier. In Maddie’s room. They’d be sleeping together, obviously, the way everyone did now, even in suburban homes where the parents cooked organic and the daughters aced their APs. The thought made her teeth clench, and she wasn’t sure if it was anger, envy, or simple dread.

She picked up her phone again, thumb poised over the keyboard. She typed, then deleted, then typed again:

Looking forward to seeing you both. Will pick up almond milk. Let me know if you need anything else!

She stared at the exclamation point. It was too eager, too forgiving. She erased it, left the sentence hanging, then added a simple “ Love you. ”

No. Too much.

She backspaced, restored the exclamation point, sent the message before she could change her mind. The phone buzzed again almost instantly, Madison’s read-receipt blinking to life.

Thx mom

That was it. No XOXO, no heart emoji. A business transaction completed; nothing more. Vanessa set the phone down and pressed her fingertips to her eyelids, massaging tiny circles until her vision filled with sparks.

In the hallway, the grandfather clock chimed a single, hollow note. She checked the oven, checked the stovetop, checked the text message again as if it might mutate in her absence.

Bringing Xavier.

She pictured the two of them: Madison, as confident and put-together as ever, and Xavier, taking up all the space in the kitchen, his voice rumbling through the drywall, his eyes tracking her every movement with that sly, unhurried hunger. She tried to imagine them “studying” and failed. Xavier was a man who was always hunting.

The kitchen suddenly felt much smaller, her own body crowding the room as she reached for a wineglass and poured two fingers more than she intended. The first sip was cold and sharp, the flavor all acidity and unresolved tension.

She forced herself to move through the checklist: salad, dressing, garlic bread, the chicken resting on the stovetop. Everything in its place, as it should be. She set the table again, realigning the forks and knives so precisely she felt, for a moment, like she might split in half from the effort.

By the time she heard Richard’s car in the drive, the world had righted itself enough to pass for normal. She tucked the phone into her apron pocket, wiped her mouth, and called out, “Dinner’s almost ready!”

Her voice sounded almost cheerful. She was amazed, and then dismayed, by how good she was at faking it.

***

Richard’s footsteps were always a little too loud, as if he needed to announce himself to the house at the end of every day. He set his briefcase by the door, kicked off his shoes in the entryway, and called “Honey, I’m home!” with the same ironic inflection he’d used since their first year of marriage. If she’d had the energy, Vanessa would have smiled at the predictability of it.

“In the kitchen!” she called, arranging the salad bowl for a fourth time.

Richard entered, peeling off his windbreaker. His hair, what was left of it, had that wind-tousled look that always gave him the air of a friendly Labrador, eager to please and slightly overwhelmed by the world. He sniffed at the food, made a low, appreciative noise, and came up behind her.

“Smells amazing,” he said, dropping a soft kiss on her shoulder. She knew he’d say that even if she were frying cow-patties.

She let him, but her body stayed rigid, bracing for the weight of his hands. He didn’t squeeze, just let them rest at her sides, as if she were too fragile to be handled. Sometimes she wondered if that was how he actually saw her.

“I got a text from Madison,” she said, voice careful and flat.

“Oh, yeah?” He circled around to face her, his eyes hopeful but a little wary. He’d learned to treat news from their daughter like a possibly bad test result: hope for the best, prepare for the worst.

“She’s coming home Thursday,” Vanessa said, watching his face for the micro-expressions Madison always accused her of missing. “And she’s bringing Xavier with her. They’ll be staying here for the week of spring break.”

Richard’s eyebrows went up, but there was no hint of scandal or even mild surprise. He just nodded, as if that was the most natural thing in the world. “That’s great! Haven’t seen Maddie since New Year’s, and the big guy… what was it, Christmas Eve? He’s a good kid. Polite.”

Vanessa bit the inside of her cheek. “She says they’ll be in her room most of the time. Studying.” She made air quotes that felt childish even as she did them.

Richard laughed, a quick, self-deprecating sound. “Right, ‘studying.’ I’m not an idiot.” He gave her a wink, then plucked a carrot from the cutting board and popped it into his mouth.

She tried to match his tone, tried to laugh along, but the effort made her lips go numb. “You’re really okay with that?” she asked.

He chewed, shrugged. “She’s twenty. They’re adults. I mean, as much as it freaks me out, I can’t exactly tell her not to have a boyfriend, can I?”

Vanessa looked at her hands, at the pale ridges of her knuckles. “I just wish she’d… I don’t know. I wish she’d talk to me.”

Richard finished his carrot, wiped his fingers on a napkin, and closed the distance between them. He cupped her face in one hand, thumb gentle on her cheek. The gesture was so tender it almost undid her.

“She loves you,” he said softly. “She just doesn’t know how to say it anymore. Not with all this… growing up.”

Vanessa closed her eyes. She wanted to believe him. She wanted to believe she wasn’t just a cautionary tale to her daughter—a warning about what happened to women who gave up too much of themselves.

Richard let her go, moved to the fridge, and surveyed its contents. “Did she say if Xavier has any allergies? I’ll pick up that weird oat yogurt if he needs it.” He pulled out a beer, twisted off the cap, and leaned against the counter.

“Almond milk,” Vanessa said, reading the message again, as if Madison might have added an apology in the intervening minutes. “She said he can’t do regular.”

“Almond milk, got it. See? I can be the cool dad.”

She almost laughed. Instead, she ran her hands down the sides of her blouse again, feeling the outline of her hips under the fabric. She’d changed before Richard got home—something slightly tighter, less matronly—but she could already feel the sweat blooming under her arms, the fabric clinging in places she wished it wouldn’t.

Richard sipped his beer and made small talk about his day: office drama, the guy in accounting with the smelly lunch, some new software he didn’t understand. She nodded and made the right noises, but all the while her mind ticked back to Xavier, to the way he’d looked at her that last time, the way he’d shaken her hand and held it for just a fraction too long.

She’d mentioned it to Richard afterward, a joke—“Your daughter’s boyfriend is very… intense”—but he’d just shrugged it off. “Athletes are all like that. Confidence or whatever.”

Dinner passed in a blur of unremarkable conversation, the only interruption coming when Richard refilled her wineglass without asking. By the time the plates were cleared, she felt the edges of her self-control fraying.

“Want to watch something?” Richard asked as he loaded the dishwasher. “You pick.”

Vanessa hesitated, then nodded. She wiped her hands on a dishtowel and went to the living room, her phone heavy in her pocket. She queued up a reality show—something trashy and distant, a world where the worst thing that could happen was someone being voted off a cooking competition.

Richard joined her, settling onto the couch with a contented sigh. He draped his arm around her, pulling her close. She let him, tucking herself into the curve of his body, and tried to focus on the flickering shapes on the screen.

But her mind kept drifting. To Madison, to Xavier, to the message she’d read a dozen times now. To the possibility—no, certainty—that this visit was something more than a friendly reunion. Madison had to be stewing over the sorority thing.

She stared at her phone until her eyes stung, until the world shrank to the single line of text: Bringing Xavier.

Somewhere in the middle of the third episode, Richard’s breathing went heavy and even. He’d fallen asleep, mouth slightly open, the warmth of his arm now a gentle pressure across her shoulders. Vanessa stayed perfectly still, afraid that if she moved, the tenuous peace of this moment would shatter.

On the screen, a contestant wept over a collapsed souffle. In the quiet between the judge’s comments, Vanessa heard her own heartbeat, loud and persistent, as if it belonged to someone younger and more reckless.

She closed her eyes, counted to ten, and waited for the feeling to pass.

***

Vanessa lay on her back in the darkness, counting the seconds between Richard’s breaths. He’d rolled toward her in his sleep, arm flopped across her midsection, palm warm and heavy. She focused on the weight, let it anchor her, but every few minutes he’d twitch, and the hand would slip higher, seeking her breast or collarbone before settling again. She didn’t move. She just let him possess her in that oblivious way, the way men always seemed to do, even when they were unconscious.

The digital clock on the nightstand glared 1:04 a.m. in radioactive green. She’d been lying awake for two hours, her mind chewing on the message from Madison, the implications of Xavier’s impending arrival. Each time she managed to drift, her body would jolt her awake with a spike of adrenaline, a twinge in her thigh, a phantom itch along the waistband of her underwear.

She slipped out from under Richard’s arm and padded barefoot down the hallway. The house at night was different—shrunk, almost sinister, the edges of furniture sharper and more dangerous. She passed the door to Madison’s old room, hesitated, then went in.

The air was stale, faintly chemical from months of disuse. She turned on the light and blinked at the sudden exposure. The room was exactly as Madison had left it in December: bedsheets rumpled, a heap of dirty laundry in the corner, a line of face creams and makeup on the dresser that looked more like a laboratory experiment than a beauty routine.

Vanessa stared at the twin bed, still made up in the cartoon-print sheets Madison had refused to give up. She smoothed the comforter, pulling the corners taut, then stripped it off entirely and balled it into the laundry basket. She found clean sheets in the linen closet—plain navy, the set she’d bought during a back-to-school sale. She made the bed with hospital corners, tucking the sheet so tightly she could bounce a coin off the surface.

It was pointless; she knew. Madison and Xavier would mess it up within seconds. Still, the act of making the bed gave her something to control, however small.

She dusted the dresser, collecting a fingertip’s worth of powdery debris from the surface. As she wiped, she caught her reflection in the mirror: hair frizzy from sleep, skin splotchy and shiny under the LED glare. She pressed her hands to her belly, feeling the plush give of flesh, then pinched at the spare tire around her waist. She leaned in closer, searching for signs of age or fatigue, anything Madison might have inherited or, worse, rebelled against.

She checked the closet, looking for extra hangers. The shelves were crammed with detritus: yearbooks, shoeboxes, a stack of outdated fashion magazines. Vanessa reached up to stow the spare pillows and knocked over a folder that tumbled to the floor, splaying its contents in a fan across the carpet.

She knelt, collecting the spilled pages. The folder was filled with Madison’s old college applications, printouts of acceptance letters, and a thick packet from Chi Omega, the sorority she’d set her sights on since freshman year. Vanessa thumbed through the contents, half of them covered in color-coded highlights and sticky notes in Madison’s scratchy, all-caps handwriting.

She remembered the arguments—late-night shouting matches that left both of them hoarse and trembling. “You don’t understand what this means,” Madison had said, the last time they’d spoken in person. “You think college is about grades, but it’s about connections. It’s about who you know.” Vanessa had wanted to argue, to shout back, but the words never came. She’d just sat there, folding in on herself, unable to admit she didn’t know what college was about anymore.

She stacked the papers, set them on the nightstand. She wondered if Madison would even recognize this version of her room, sanitized and adult, stripped of anything embarrassing or childish.

A thought wormed through her mind, unbidden: would Xavier notice the changes? Would he look at the navy sheets and think them cold, uninviting? Would he care, or would he just see the room as another stopover on a path lined with easily conquered women?

She flushed, ashamed at the meanness of the thought. She’d never even seen him look at another girl, except—no, she would not think about that. She refused to.

Vanessa stood by the window, staring out into the yard. The moon was bright enough to turn the grass blue-white, the patio furniture casting long, crooked shadows. She caught her own reflection again, this time backlit by the darkness, and thought she looked more like a ghost than a mother.

She sat on the edge of the bed; the mattress creaking beneath her. She picked up her phone, opened the message from Madison again. She scrolled up, searching for any trace of the old warmth—an emoji, a typo, a “love you” slipped in at the end. There was nothing.

At the bottom of the thread, a new message blinked in: We’ll be there Thursday. Can’t wait to see you, Mom.

There was a period at the end, formal and final. No exclamation point. No heart.

Vanessa’s eyes filled, but she didn’t let the tears fall. She just sat there, gripping the phone, feeling the heat of her own body pulse through her arms and into the device. It was as if she could will Madison to respond differently, to slip and betray some hint of excitement or love or even basic need.

She waited, the silence swelling around her until she felt like she might scream.

Finally, she stood, smoothed the bed one last time, and turned off the light. She stood in the doorway, surveying the room. She wanted to say something, some benediction or prayer for the girl who used to sleep there, but the words wouldn’t come.

So she closed the door quietly behind her, went back to the master bedroom, and slipped into bed. Richard rolled over, half-awake, and pulled her close, murmuring something into her hair.

She let him hold her, let herself be spooned and contained. She shut her eyes, but the darkness inside was crowded with faces—Madison’s, Xavier’s, and her own.

She was still awake when the sky lightened, when the first birds began their shrill, relentless song. Her phone rested on the nightstand, screen still glowing.

She didn’t check it. She didn’t need to.

She already knew how the story was going to go.


Chapter 3: The Ghost of Christmas Past

Vanessa attacked the kitchen like it was an infection: both hands plunged into a paste of baking soda and vinegar, smearing circles onto the stovetop until her wrists ached and her cuticles stung with micro-abrasions. The house felt even emptier than usual, the silence a vacuum that pressed from every angle and seemed to amplify every wet swipe of the sponge, every breath she took through her mouth to avoid the bleachy tang of Clorox.

The sun inched across the window, turning the soapy film on the glass into a weirdly bright smear, a wound she couldn’t quite close. She caught sight of her own forearm—dappled with foam; the skin splotched and flushed—and in the sudden stillness, a stray drop of suds slipped down toward her elbow. The sensation shocked her out of herself. She froze, rag half-lifted, and watched the droplet trace her arm, bright against the pale skin. The silence yawned wider, as if daring her to break it.

And then—she was nowhere near her kitchen. She was three months and a lifetime ago, standing in the living room in her green-and-red Christmas sweater, sweating through the wool despite the draft, wondering if she could slip upstairs and change before anyone noticed. She remembered how the room had reeked of cinnamon candles, ham, and the marshmallow-y haze of the neighbor’s fire pit next door. Madison’s voice had bounced from the staircase, “Xavier’s here!” and before she even made it to the foyer, she’d caught a whiff of his aftershave: sharp, woodsy, invasive.

She remembered seeing him at the door, his entire body almost blocking out the entryway, his smile white and his eyes dark and consuming. She remembered how Madison, always the queen bee, had taken his hand and led him straight through the house, past Richard, past the dog, as if she were parading a trophy instead of a boyfriend.

What she remembered most, though, was how Xavier’s eyes—black coffee, unblinking—had cut sideways, flicked down and then up with an efficiency so bold it almost seared. She’d felt the heat roll off his gaze before he even said a word. He tracked the lines of her body without apology: the extra inches at her hips, the dent in her sweater where the waistband bit into her, the way her chest rose and fell too fast under his attention.

“Mrs. D.” His voice had been a full octave lower than expected. “Merry Christmas.”

And that should have been it. But he held her hand a moment too long. She remembered the feel of his palm—callused, huge—dwarfing her own. She remembered her pulse, loud in her ears, and the way she’d blurted, “Careful, or you’ll break me,” in that brittle, airy voice that always made her cringe after the fact.

He didn’t laugh. Just looked down at her hand in his, then at her, and said, “You’d be surprised what you can handle.”

The memory of that moment—nothing, little micro-interaction—had stalked her for weeks. She’d thought about it in the checkout line, on her walks, in the grocery store aisle when she reached for the family-size chips she was supposed to have given up after New Year’s. She’d replayed it, tried to smooth the edges, tried to tell herself he wasn’t flirting. He was barely older than Madison. He was a guest. He was, for Christ’s sake, a child compared to her.

But in the memory, as clear as if it was happening again, she saw the way his eyes had moved over her—slow and direct, not even bothering with the fiction of subtlety. Saw the look, the mark of it, when she turned to lead him toward the kitchen and she heard, more than saw, the slight intake of breath as he registered the outline of her backside in the snug Christmas leggings. She’d wanted to crawl out of her skin, or at least to make a joke, some self-lacerating crack to short-circuit the tension before it caught fire.

So she did. She’d spun halfway and said, with a laugh she hated before it even left her throat, “You’ll have to excuse the big butt. The leggings were Madison’s idea.”

For a second, the silence held. Then Xavier grinned, not like he’d been disarmed but like she’d confirmed something he already knew. “That’s the best part,” he’d said. Not even a pause. “That wide, round curve is exactly why I can’t look away.”

She’d gone scarlet to the roots of her hair. She’d heard Madison’s voice, thin and sharp from the next room: “Mom, stop embarrassing me!” as if it was Vanessa who’d said something out of line, not him. And Richard, oblivious, had shouted from the den, “Dinner in ten!” and she’d wanted nothing more than to disappear between the fridge and the dishwasher and never come back.

Instead, she’d laughed again, a choked little sound, and turned to check the casserole, her hands trembling as she pulled the oven mitts on. Behind her, she felt the weight of Xavier’s stare, the way he positioned himself in the doorway so she’d have to brush past him to get to the table. When she did—her hands full, her chest grazing the edge of his arm—he didn’t budge. Instead, he leaned in just enough to murmur, “No need to be shy, Mrs. D. It’s a compliment.”

***

In the present, Vanessa found herself breathing shallowly, her own hand digging into the side of the sponge so hard her thumb went numb. The kitchen was back, harsh and bright, but she felt the memory burning in her skin, replaying the look, the words, the impossible rush of excitement and shame.

She rinsed the rag, wrung it dry, and tried to focus on the ammonia sting in her nostrils. It was useless. The memory was a static field around her, alive and dangerous. She found herself glancing at the window, at her own reflection—a pale, heavyset woman in sweatpants and an old college tee—and wondered if anyone, ever, could see her the way he had.

She hated she cared.

She scrubbed harder, her biceps quivering with the effort, and told herself it was nothing. Just a boy’s bad manners and a mother’s bad imagination. She was forty-four. She was married. She was—

Her thoughts tripped, lost in the static, and she stood perfectly still, sponge dripping onto the counter, paralyzed by the certainty that she would never forget the sound of Xavier’s voice in her ear, or the thrill of being wanted—not for her mothering, not for her cooking, not for her competence, but for the curve of her body, the heaviness she’d carried her whole life as a mark of failure.

That wide, round curve is exactly why I can’t look away.

She closed her eyes and let the heat bloom through her, wave after wave, until the memory faded enough to let her move.

When she finally straightened up, she was out of breath, a fine sweat cooling on her forehead. She wiped it away with the back of her hand, then stared at her reflection again, daring herself to see what he saw.

Even in the present, the memory made her clench her thighs. She found herself gripping the sponge so tight the seams dug into her skin. The rag slipped, plopping onto the tile with a wet thwack. She ignored it, staring at her knuckles, white and ridged from the effort of holding it together.

She told herself—out loud, in a whisper so faint it was more breath than voice—“It’s nothing.” But her body called her a liar. Her chest was tight, pulse a frantic flutter under her breastbone. She realized, with a flash of horror, that her nipples were peaked beneath her shirt, poking through the thin cotton. She crossed her arms, then uncrossed them, hating how the movement only made her more aware of the pressure.

She tried to think about anything else: the groceries, the mail, the meeting she’d skipped. But the memory replayed behind her eyelids, vivid as ever. The look in Xavier’s eyes when he’d turned to watch her cross the room—the way he took her in, top to bottom, like a man at the edge of self-control. The fact that, for one shattering moment, she’d wanted him to look. She’d wanted him to see.

She felt a low, traitorous heat between her legs, a swelling ache that had nothing to do with Christmas or motherhood or anything she was supposed to feel. She pressed her palm flat to the counter, tried to steady herself. The Formica was cold, but not enough to chase away the flush in her cheeks, or the restless energy coiled in her belly.

Vanessa bent to pick up the sponge, and in the motion, her hand slipped down her thigh. She pressed her fingers to the soft flesh, meaning to smooth out the ache, but the pressure only made it worse. She clenched her jaw and stood up straight, her chest rising and falling in short, uneven breaths.

This was insane. She was an adult. She was a mother. She was a wife.

But all her body knew was that it had been seen, wanted, marked by something powerful and impossible and wrong.

She made herself pick up the sponge. She ran it under the tap, watched the bubbles swell and burst, and told herself she was done. But the memory still prowled behind her eyes, as real and inescapable as a shadow.

She didn’t even realize her other hand had drifted down, tracing circles against the inside of her thigh, until she caught herself in the window’s reflection—mouth parted, skin splotched with heat, eyes wide and unfocused. The image shamed her, but it also thrilled her, and she hated she couldn’t tell which feeling was stronger.

She made herself stop. She rinsed the rag, set it aside, and braced herself against the sink, breathing hard. For a long minute, she just stood there, knuckles pressed to the tile, fighting to get her pulse under control.

She failed. But she stayed there anyway, holding herself up, because it was all she could do.

Her phone chirped from the counter, the sound sharp and alien. She staggered over to it, trying to compose herself, to breathe like a normal person.

A message from Madison lit up the screen:

On our way tomorrow morning. Xavier says hi.


Chapter 4: The Pool & The Bikini

The suitcase landed with a thud at the bottom of the stairs. Madison, all legs and sunglasses and barely-there shorts, bounded down after it, a phone already glued to her palm. “We’re meeting at La Vida at six, so don’t wait up,” she called, not bothering to glance at her mother, who hovered near the laundry room pretending to fold towels that were already neatly stacked.

Vanessa watched her daughter for a moment—how confidently she navigated the world, how she seemed immune to the gravitational pull of doubt and shame. Even now, leaving her mother with a houseguest, Madison showed no hint of embarrassment, no acknowledgement that bringing a college boyfriend home might be the stuff of after-school specials.

Madison vanished into the garage, keys jangling. A moment later, the engine coughed to life and the car rolled down the drive, its stereo bleeding bass through the closed windows. Vanessa waited until the noise faded, then pressed her knuckles to her sternum and exhaled, relieved and terrified in equal measure.

“Hey, Moms,” a voice called from the back porch, deep and lazy as poured syrup.

She startled, dropping the towel. There he was: Xavier, sprawled on a chaise lounge, his skin slick with sweat, gold under the late sun. He wore only black swim trunks, and the planes of his chest—impossibly broad, bisected by a hard line down the center—glistened with water and the remnants of sunscreen. His calves were monstrous, the kind that looked like they could vault a person up a tree, and his hands, casually folded over his stomach, seemed engineered for breaking open coconuts or crushing grapefruits one-handed.

He was, in every respect, a problem.

Vanessa forced herself onto the patio, clutching the laundry basket against her hip like a shield. “You’re going to burn,” she said, voice wobbling into a register that was almost maternal.

Xavier didn’t look up, just stretched his arms over his head, his ribcage widening as he yawned theatrically. “I’m good,” he said. “I like the heat.”

She set the basket on a deck box and tried not to stare. “Do you need anything? Water? Iced tea?”

He glanced at her then, his gaze taking a slow tour from her shoes to the neckline of her blouse. He smirked. “You got any of those little umbrella drinks?”

She snorted, more nervous than amused. “We’re fresh out of tiny umbrellas. I can do a lemonade?”

He grinned. “That’s perfect. Thanks, Moms.”

The word—Moms—should have grated. Instead, it burrowed under her skin, somehow more intimate than her given name.

She fled to the kitchen, hands trembling as she rooted through the fridge. She made the lemonade too strong, then diluted it with a handful of ice cubes, needing something to do with her hands. Her palms left damp prints on the counter.

When she returned, glass sweating in one hand, the basket still wedged against her hip, Xavier was gone from the chaise. For a split second, panic gripped her: had he gone inside, up to her bedroom, found some evidence of her private failures?

But no—he was at the edge of the pool, squatting with perfect balance, toes curled over the lip. His back was to her, and the muscles along his spine contracted and released in a way that made her want to look away but also not.

“Brought you lemonade,” she called, her voice paper-thin.

He turned, flashing his teeth, and padded over to her in three strides. He took the glass, fingers grazing hers, and drained half of it in one go. “You spoil me, Mrs. D.”

Vanessa laughed, then flinched at how shrill it sounded. She set the laundry basket down, folding her arms across her chest in a way that felt defensive. “I just… I like to take care of people.”

“Yeah?” He set the glass on the table and looked her up and down again, this time slower, more appraising. “Bet you do.”

She wanted to banter, to volley back something smart, but her mind was a blank. He didn’t seem to care. He angled his head, studying her face.

“You swim, Moms?”

The question caught her off guard. “I used to. Not… not really anymore.”

He squinted. “Why not? You got your own pool.”

She looked down at her bare feet, at the way her toes splayed on the hot cement. “I just don’t have the time. And, uh… I’m not really built for it.”

He snorted. “That’s bullshit. You got curves like a racecar. Bet you glide.”

She went pink, but didn’t protest. Xavier smiled like he’d scored a point.

“You should try,” he said, gesturing at the pool. “It’s nice. Cleaned it myself this morning. No chlorine stink.”

Vanessa found herself considering it. The day was hot, her skin sticky in the places her blouse clung. She looked at the turquoise shimmer of the pool, at the way Xavier’s reflection bobbed and rippled on the surface. For a second, she pictured herself sliding into the water—how the cool would shock her, how she’d feel light, unmoored.

But then she remembered her thighs, her stomach, the breasts that never fit into normal swim tops. She shook her head.

“I don’t even have a suit,” she said.

Xavier’s eyes glittered. “I got you covered.” He strode past her, into the house, and she heard him rummaging through the linen closet, then the guest bathroom. A moment later he returned, holding something tiny and bright between two fingers.

She almost screamed. It was the bikini—the joke bikini—Richard had bought her on a trip to Cancun eight years ago, back when he’d been obsessed with the idea of “bringing sexy back” to their marriage. She’d tried it on once, mortified, and buried it in a drawer marked “never, ever.”

Xavier dangled the suit in front of her, the neon string a garish insult to her dignity. “Saw this in the guest bath. You should rock it.”

She snatched it from his hand, her cheeks flaming. “That’s not—Richard bought that as a joke. I’m not—”

He laughed, low and rumbling. “You don’t want to, you don’t have to. But I think you’d kill in this.”

Vanessa gripped the fabric, every cell in her body screaming to throw it in the trash. But Xavier was watching her, eyes dark and unblinking, and for some reason that made it impossible to move.

“I’ll try,” she said, barely audible.

He grinned, wide and approving. “Nice.”

She hurried inside, heart pounding so hard she thought it might rattle her ribs apart. In the downstairs bathroom, she peeled off her blouse and capris, folding them into a neat pile on the toilet tank. She stared at herself in the mirror: the pale belly, the wide hips, the breasts that defied containment.

The bikini was even smaller than she remembered. She fought with the straps, managed to cinch the bottoms high enough to cover the essentials, then tied the top behind her neck. It was less “coverage” than “suggestion of coverage.” Her nipples threatened the thin triangle of spandex, and the string dug into the plush of her hips, accentuating every roll and dimple.

She nearly broke, then. She almost put her clothes back on, invented an excuse, pretended to have a headache. But instead, she squared her shoulders, wiped her palms on a hand towel, and stepped into the hallway. Perhaps reality would break Xavier’s pull.

She caught her reflection in the living room mirror, and for a moment she just stared. She looked ridiculous, like a parody of a swimsuit model—soft, maternal, embarrassingly human. She almost cried. But under that was something else: a flicker of pride, a sense of owning her body, even if just for a second.

She heard laughter from the patio. Xavier, talking to someone on the phone, his voice a deep, rolling wave. She wanted to hide, but there was nowhere to go. So she walked outside, arms at her sides, chin lifted just enough to signal defiance.

The air hit her skin and raised goosebumps and her nipples. Xavier’s voice caught in his throat, and he turned to look at her, eyes going wide.

“God. Damn,” he said, each word slow and heavy.

She tried to cover herself, crossing her arms over her chest, but the motion only made the fabric pull tighter, lifting her breasts even higher.

Xavier stood, walked over, and did a slow, theatrical 360 around her. “You’re kidding me with this,” he said. “Madison’s gonna have a meltdown if she sees you like that.”

Vanessa blushed, but she couldn’t help smiling, just a little. “Stop it.”

He shrugged, hands open. “I’m just saying, you look insane. Like, hot. Better than half the girls at my gym, and they pay to get their asses looking like that.”

She wanted to tell him off, to call him out for the inappropriate comment, but it landed differently than it might have from someone else. With Xavier, it felt like a dare, and some part of her wanted to rise to it.

“You’re being ridiculous,” she said, but her voice was soft, more flattered than annoyed.

Xavier grinned. “No, I’m being honest. And I like honesty, Moms. Even if it’s dangerous.”

She could have died, right there. But she didn’t. Instead, she moved past him, careful not to let her body brush his, and dove into the pool.

The water was a shock—cold, then perfect, then almost sensual as it slipped over her skin. She surfaced, sputtering, and wiped her hair out of her eyes. She looked to the edge of the pool. Xavier was perched on the rim, feet dangling in, elbows on his knees, watching her with an intensity that bordered on lust.

She felt ridiculous and brave and maybe a little beautiful. And for the first time in years, she was glad someone was looking.

She paddled to the deep end, letting her body move the way it wanted, not caring if her stomach jiggled or if her thighs brushed together underwater. The suit clung to her, the fabric turning nearly transparent in the sun, but she didn’t care. She felt lighter, unmoored. The material was so tiny that she felt naked. Not so much naked to the eye, but naked to the water, feeling it touch her everywhere.

Xavier never took his eyes off her. Even when she ducked underwater, she could sense his gaze, warm and heavy, following her every move.

She swam until her arms ached, and her lungs burned. Then she floated on her back, face to the sky, letting the sun bake her in her absurd neon armor.

***

Vanessa did not realize, until she surfaced, how totally the bikini had surrendered to the water. Where the triangles of fabric had been garish and bright on dry land, they were now translucent, clinging so tightly that every vein and dimple beneath was visible—a documentary close-up rather than the romantic blur she’d hoped for. The bottoms were worse: sheer, high-cut, practically painted on, leaving her with the unsettling knowledge that every movement of her legs would broadcast more than she wanted the world to see.

She tried to keep to the center of the pool, away from the glass wall of windows that faced the street, but it was no use—Xavier was already at the edge, feet in the water, head tilted at an angle that felt predatory. He didn’t even pretend not to look. His eyes flicked over her body with a focused, almost scientific intensity, noting each patch of exposed skin, each quiver of flesh. He smiled, slow and toothy, and she felt her cheeks flush hotter than the sunburn already rising on her shoulders.

“Damn,” he said, drawing out the word as if it were honey on his tongue. “You sure you’re not a swimmer?”

She paddled toward the deep end, trying to keep her back to him. “It’s all buoyancy at this point,” she shot back, trying to sound clever. It came out breathless.

He laughed, the sound bouncing off the tile. “Nothing wrong with that. Some women pay to get a shape like yours.”

She scoffed, but her pulse stuttered. “It’s not the shape I’d pick, if I had the choice.”

“That’s because you don’t know how good it looks,” he said. “You ever see yourself from back here?”

She risked a glance over her shoulder, saw his gaze fixed dead center on her ass, which bobbed to the surface with every kick. Vanessa’s chest seized up, embarrassment fusing with a hot, electric thrill. She ducked under, hair streaming behind her, and when she popped up again, Xavier was gone from the poolside.

He was already in the water, less a swimmer than a force of nature. He moved with a slow, controlled stroke, barely disturbing the surface as he closed the distance between them. She edged backward, one hand sculling for balance, but he stopped a few feet away, treading water with effortless power.

“So why do you hide it?” he asked. “You got a body made for this. Bet you wore a one-piece at the club, right? With the little skirt?”

She tried to laugh it off. “You sound like my husband.”

Xavier’s eyes darkened, his face losing all humor. “Sounds like he likes to show you off, Moms.”

She treaded water, trying to keep her chest under the surface. The cold made her nipples stand out sharply, almost painful. She was acutely aware of them, of the way they seemed to call to Xavier like radio beacons.

He drifted closer, just enough that she could feel the turbulence from his kicks against her thighs. “I like how you look, you should be shown off,” he said, voice dropping low. “I like how you look.”

Vanessa’s breath caught in her throat. She could not look away from his face, the intense focus there—like he was mapping her, memorizing every inch. He let his hand float to the surface, spreading his fingers wide, and for a second she thought he might reach for her. He didn’t. Not yet.

“You ever think about what you want?” he asked.

She tried to answer, but the words jammed up in her mouth. She could only manage a small shake of the head.

Xavier smiled, but there was no condescension in it. “I do. All the time.” He let his legs drift up, floating on his back so his chest and stomach broke the water. The dark triangle of his trunks was barely contained by the stretch of lycra, and when he caught her looking, he didn’t blink. “It’s not a crime to want something. Even if people say you’re not supposed to. You don’t ask, you don’t get.”

Vanessa’s face burned. She tried to move past him, but the pool was a box and she was a trapped animal, and he simply coasted into her path. Their arms touched—a slick, accidental brush—and the heat of him made her shudder.

She twisted away, but Xavier just turned, following. They orbited each other in the shallow end, the only sound the splash of water and the distant whine of a lawn mower.

Vanessa felt the tension in her body ratchet tighter with each pass. She knew, with every rational cell, that she should get out, that she should cover up, that she should run. But she kept circling, drawn in by the gravity of him, the strange certainty that he would never let her drown.

He moved closer on the next pass. This time, their legs tangled below the surface, thigh on thigh, and she felt the unmistakable ridge of him—long, thick, alive—brushing her calf as he kicked. She gasped, the sound tiny in her own ears.

Xavier leaned in, not quite touching, but close enough that she could taste his breath on her mouth. “You’re shaking,” he whispered.

She looked away, but his hand rose from the water and cupped her elbow, steady and hot even through the cold. “Don’t be scared,” he said. “I got you.”

He meant it as comfort, but it sounded like a threat, and the wordless part of her responded with a surge of hunger so intense she almost groaned.

Vanessa forced herself to break away, arms slicing hard through the water, but Xavier was faster. He caught up to her at the ladder, blocking her exit. He reached up, gripped the chrome rail, and hauled himself out in one impossible motion. For a moment he stood above her, water pouring from his body, the trunks suctioned tight to his skin.

Vanessa’s eyes locked onto the bulge in his suit. It was huge—almost cartoonish—jutting down his thigh, a dark, solid line that seemed to pulse with its own heartbeat. The tip of it pressed against the hem of the trunks, threatening to break free.

He caught her looking. He didn’t smile, not exactly. But he nodded, just once, acknowledging the connection, the secret they now shared.

“See something you like, Moms?” he asked, voice a full octave lower.

She wanted to deny it, to laugh, to turn away. But she couldn’t. She just floated there, silent, her heart thrashing in her chest.

He watched her a moment longer, then turned, grabbed his towel, and walked off across the patio. The muscles of his back flexed with each stride, the trunks riding lower and lower until she thought she might see the start of something forbidden.

Vanessa could not look away. Even when he vanished inside, she kept her eyes fixed on the spot where he’d disappeared, her mind spinning, her body still trembling in the blue, chlorinated hush.

***

The air above the pool was hot, heavy, shuddering with sun and chlorine, but Vanessa felt nothing but the icy hum of her own skin. She drifted in the deep end, arms numb, watching the glassy blue surface fracture with each flutter of her heart. Her gaze snagged again and again on the place where Xavier had stood, the shadow he’d left behind, the memory of his body rendered in full, obscene detail.

She tried to move, but every part of her seemed locked in place—each nerve ending replaying the impossible image of his trunks, stretched taut and glistening, the dark line of his cock insistent and unignorable beneath the thin, soaked fabric. It had been a sight both alarming and magnetic: not something you could politely avert your eyes from, not something the mind could dismiss as an accident. Even now, with Xavier gone from view, Vanessa’s body pulsed with a shame that did not feel like punishment.

She didn’t realize she’d drifted to the shallow end until her knees bumped the tile step. She sat there, water at her waist, trying to slow her breathing. She pressed her hands flat to the concrete, willing herself to focus on the burn of the sun on her back, the slap of water against the wall, the ordinary world. But her mind spun in loops, returning always to the feeling of being wanted—of being the target, the prey, the thing that could not be ignored. She thought about his bulge, about how he would feel, how he would react if she just reached out.

She didn’t hear Xavier return until his shadow blotted out the sun. He crouched at the edge of the pool, elbows on his knees, watching her with a smile that was almost gentle. Her eyes reflexively moved to his crotch, the obscene bulge, only now, a purple-brown head poked free, boldly staring at her.

“Nice view,” he said, the words a slow drawl.

Vanessa’s face flamed. She opened her mouth to tell him off, to demand he look away, but nothing came out. She could only stare, every muscle tensed for flight.

Xavier tilted his head, eyes dark and serious. “You like what you see, don’t you?”

She made a small, helpless noise, half denial and half plea.

He leaned closer, so that their faces were almost level. “You don’t have to lie, Moms. I see the way you look at me.” His voice was soft, intimate, a secret passed from mouth to ear.

She gripped the step, knuckles white, wanting to tell him he was wrong, that he was imagining things, but the words would not come. Instead, she watched, transfixed, as a droplet of water rolled from his chin, followed the line of his throat, and disappeared into the V between his collarbones.

Xavier shifted, feet braced on the pool lip, his trunks still soaked and clinging. “You know what I think?” he said. He didn’t wait for her to answer. “I think you’ve been starving. I think nobody’s touched you in a long, long time. Not right, anyway.”

Her jaw clenched. “You don’t know anything about me.”

He smiled, not unkindly. “I know enough. I know what it’s like, wanting something you shouldn’t.” He let the words hang in the air, thick and humid, before he added, “You’re not the only one.”

For a long moment, Vanessa could not look at him. But when she finally did, she saw it: a hunger that was not theatrical, not performed, but raw and focused and real. The kind of hunger that frightened her—and thrilled her—because she recognized it in herself.

He reached out, one hand cupping the edge of the pool, the other extended palm-up in a gesture both offering and command. “C’mon,” he said, “let me see you.”

Vanessa shook her head, but her body was already moving, drawn to the gravity of his presence. She floated closer, her legs brushing the concrete, her chest rising from the water. The bikini top, now more an idea than a garment, left her exposed in every way that counted.

Xavier’s eyes never left hers. He reached down, fingers wet and strong, and traced a line along her cheekbone, then down to her chin. He hesitated, just a beat, and then his thumb pressed lightly to her bottom lip, parting it.

“Don’t hide,” he whispered. “Not from me.”

She could have bit him. She could have pulled away. Instead, she let her mouth open, let herself taste the salt on his skin. She was trembling, every inch of her alert and hungry and terrified.

He held her there, thumb on her lip, gaze locked to hers. The air was thick with something reckless, a dare, a promise. She wondered if he would kiss her, or if he’d simply watch her self-destruct, right there in the backyard. She wanted to suck his thumb in, telegraph what she’d been thinking.

And then—

A slam, sudden and sharp, from the front of the house. The unmistakable thud of a car door, the shuffling impact of shoes on the porch.

Xavier pulled back instantly, his face wiped clean of anything illicit. “Your old man’s home,” he said, almost amused. “Saved by the bell.”

Vanessa panicked. She lunged for the towel she’d left on a deck chair, wrapping it around herself, fumbling with the ends until they knotted tight under her armpit. She pressed her body flat to the pool wall, chest heaving, every cell vibrating with the aftermath of what almost happened.

Xavier, cool as ever, leaned back on the lounge chair, arms behind his head, every inch of his body the picture of innocent relaxation. If anything, he looked even bigger, even more intimidating, in repose.

The back door banged open. Richard’s voice called out, “Honey? You out here?”

Vanessa’s mind whirled. She forced her breathing to slow, plastered on a smile, and called back, “We’re by the pool, Rich!”

He came around the corner, red-faced from the heat, eyes darting immediately to Xavier, then to Vanessa, then back again. “Hey, champ,” he said, clapping Xavier on the shoulder. “Making yourself at home, I see.”

Xavier grinned, easy. “Thanks, Mr. D. Pool’s great.”

Richard turned to Vanessa, concern flickering over his features. “You okay, Ness? You look… flushed.”

She laughed, too high, too brittle. “Just the sun. Didn’t realize how strong it was.”

He smiled, satisfied. “That’s my girl. Getting a jump on summer.” He bent down and kissed her damp forehead, then squeezed her shoulder. “Gonna change and then fire up the grill. Burgers sound good?”

Vanessa nodded, unable to speak. Richard disappeared inside, humming to himself.

The instant he was gone, Xavier turned his head, eyes flicking to her over the top of his sunglasses. There was a challenge in his gaze, a promise that this wasn’t over—not by a long shot.

Vanessa clutched her towel tighter, heart racing. She could still feel the imprint of his thumb on her mouth, the ghost of his touch on her skin.

She looked at Xavier, at the way he lounged so casually, as if nothing had happened, as if they weren’t both marked by the moment. She realized, with a jolt, that she wanted more.

She wanted everything she shouldn’t.

And she had a feeling Xavier knew exactly how to make it happen.


Chapter 5: Steam and Surrender

Vanessa woke to the sound of nothing, the house hollowed out by Richard’s absence and the dull, post-traumatic ache that pulsed between her ears. She lingered in the warmth of the sheets, her body sticky with a faint sweat that was more dream than weather, every muscle honeyed with exhaustion. The clock on the nightstand glared a vengeful 9:48 a.m.; the silence said Richard was already two conference calls deep, maybe halfway to Des Moines by now. She pressed her palms to her eyes until the world behind her lids exploded in blue-green pinwheels, as if to exorcise the memory of what had happened by the pool.

It didn’t work. Her body betrayed her instantly: the flutter in her core, the way her hips seemed to ache from within, the embarrassment that still burned beneath her skin like a bruise.

She showered last night, but felt ruined anyway. She rolled out of bed, feet hitting the carpet with a finality that belonged to someone else. She drifted naked to the closet, the cool air puckering her skin, and picked a robe almost at random. Pale blue silk, a birthday present from Madison’s freshman year—the kind of thing she used to wear as a treat, before it became just another costume in the daily performance of wife and mother.

She wrapped it around herself, knotting the belt at her waist, and checked her reflection in the bedroom mirror. The robe barely closed over her breasts, the hem skimming the top of her thighs. She looked like she’d stolen it from a stranger: a pale, fleshy ghost, hair wild and eyes too bright.

She padded to the master bath, meaning only to brush her teeth, maybe drown her shame with a bucket of cold water. But as she rounded the doorframe, the sound of running water froze her in place—a thick, wet rush, echoing hard off the tile and glass.

She blinked, listening. For a moment, she considered turning around, pretending she hadn’t heard it, that she hadn’t just caught the whiff of something forbidden in the air. But her feet moved her forward, bare soles slapping the heated marble.

Steam rolled out from the glass enclosure of the shower. The outline was there, impossible not to see: a silhouette backlit by mist, big and broad and moving with a slow, unhurried power that could only be Xavier.

He was turned sideways, head bowed as he scrubbed at his scalp, water sluicing over the deep cut of his back, the tight scoop of his ass, the endless line of thigh. For a moment, Vanessa could only stare—at the way his muscles bunched and released, at the black shine of his skin under the halogen lights, at the silhouette of his cock, hanging huge and heavy even at rest.

She knew she should leave. Everything in her body screamed to turn away, to vanish into the safety of the linen closet, but she stood transfixed, pulse hammering under the silk at her throat.

Then Xavier turned. Not all the way—just enough that the long, pendulous arc of his cock swung into profile. He cupped his hands under the spray, rinsed his face, then looked up. Vanessa felt her breath catch, chest too tight for oxygen. She saw, in high relief, the way the water beaded on his shoulders and streamed down his chest, the dark, glassy ridges of his abs, the cock thickening as if it had just remembered what it was made for.

He saw her. He knew she was there. And instead of covering himself, instead of embarrassment, he just stood taller, letting the water roll off him in sheets, his cock growing even longer, harder, until it pointed up and away from his body like a lever.

“Morning, Moms,” he said, voice low and almost amused. “Didn’t mean to steal your hot water, but I didn’t want to wake Madison.”

Vanessa could not move. Her mouth worked for words, but nothing came. The robe felt suddenly ridiculous—silly, cheap, insufficient. She wrapped her arms tighter around herself and stared at the fogged glass, as if she could erase what she’d just seen by sheer force of will.

Xavier reached out, thumbed the latch, and slid the glass door halfway open. The rush of humid air filled the bathroom, carrying with it the smell of his body—salt, heat, and a faint, resinous tang of the soap she’d stocked just for guests.

“Want to join me?” he asked. The line should have been a joke, but there was nothing playful in his face. His eyes were dark, ancient, predatory. They said: I know what you want. I want it, too.

Vanessa felt herself flush, a heat that started in her cheeks and spilled down her neck, pooling in her chest. She looked away, but her eyes dragged back, drawn magnetically to the place where his cock jutted out, impossibly large, black as coffee, every vein standing out in sharp relief against the shaft. The head was so thick it seemed to flare wider than the rest, the slit glossy and wet even under the shower’s assault.

She was aware of her own nipples, sharp points straining against the silk. She was aware of the air between her thighs, suddenly slick, the ache that had haunted her all night now a living animal.

Xavier didn’t move. He just stood there, the length of him hard and almost proud, his body as casual as if he were modeling for a painting.

“Don’t be shy,” he said. “You want to look, you can look.”

Vanessa choked on a protest, but nothing emerged. She gripped the edge of the sink for balance, the marble cold and wet under her fingers. She could not look away. The more she tried to control herself, the more she felt her body betraying her: the way her breath came in shallow little pants, the way her legs threatened to buckle.

He stepped half out of the shower, water streaming down his legs, and reached for a towel. He made no effort to hide himself—in fact, as he blotted his face, he angled his hips toward her, as if to force her to take him in fully. The tip of his cock bobbed as he moved, a bead of pre-come already forming and sliding down the shaft.

“Didn’t mean to scare you,” he said, his voice dropping an octave. “I just… saw you watching me yesterday. Figured you’d want a closer look.”

Vanessa was frozen, unable to move, unable to look away from the unreal penis that seemed to stare her down.

“Come here,” he said, holding out his hand. “Don’t pretend you’re not curious.”

Vanessa’s feet moved before her brain did. She took one step, then another, the silk of the robe swishing around her legs. She felt herself tremble—shoulders, hands, even her lips quivering as she got closer.

Xavier didn’t wait for her to decide. He reached out and took her wrist, gently but firmly, his hand dwarfing her own. His skin was hot and slick with water, and the contact sent a jolt up her arm that made her shudder.

She tried to pull back, but he only smiled wider, turning her wrist in his grip so her palm was splayed, helpless and pale.

“You ever seen anything like this?” he asked, angling his hips so that his cock swung just inches from her fingers.

She shook her head, unable to lie.

He laughed, low and soft. “Go on. Touch it.”

She froze. But Xavier guided her hand, slowly, inexorably, until her fingertips grazed the base of his shaft. The skin there was fever-hot, satin over steel, a throbbing, vascular column that twitched at her touch.

Vanessa gasped, a tiny squeak of sound. She couldn’t help it. Soft, the shaft was thicker than her wrist. Hard, it was a battering ram—so heavy she couldn’t believe he could walk around with it.

He let her explore, her hand barely closing around the width of him. Her wedding ring flashed gold as it traveled up the dark length, the paleness of her fingers in obscene contrast to the rich, nearly blue-black of his cock. Even the veins looked exaggerated, a ropey relief that made her thumb shudder as she traced one from root to crown.

She looked up, searching his face for any trace of mockery. But Xavier’s eyes were half-lidded, dreamy with pleasure. He looked down at her hand, then placed his own over it, showing her how to stroke him, slow and deliberate.

“That’s it, Moms. Just like that.”

The words hit her like a slap. Vanessa gripped him tighter, marveling at the sheer size, the way the head of his cock flared out, leaking a viscous string of pre-come that ran over her knuckles. She worked her fist up and down, faster, emboldened by the raw animal sound he made—a guttural grunt, nothing like the boys she’d dated in college, nothing like the men in the corporate world who made love like it was an obligation.

She found herself breathing in time with the pump of her fist, her body unconsciously leaning closer, the silk robe falling open so her nipples grazed the wet, ridged plane of his stomach. Xavier shuddered when her bare skin touched his. His cock jumped in her hand, pre-come now flowing freely, slicking her fingers until the sound of her stroking was a wet slap.

She didn’t care. She was past caring. She was lost.

“Harder,” he said, and she obeyed, pumping faster, twisting her wrist the way he showed her. The tip of his cock blushed purple, then nearly black, and she watched in awe as it throbbed in her grip, growing impossibly harder, impossibly more alive.

Her ring caught the light as she stroked him. The thought should have mortified her, but it only made her wetter, made her want to kneel and take him in her mouth, to show him how grateful she was for being chosen, for being seen.

Xavier braced his hands against the glass of the shower, muscles flexed and glistening. “You feel that?” he said, voice ragged. “Feel how much you got me going?”

Vanessa nodded, too far gone to speak.

He grunted, hips pumping against her hand, the head of his cock leaking so much now it ran in rivulets down her wrist, pooling in the hollow between her thumb and finger. She marveled at the size of it, the heat, the way it seemed to demand all of her attention, all of her effort.

Her own body responded in kind. She could feel the flood between her legs, the clench and unclench of her core every time he groaned, every time his cock jerked in her hand. She squeezed her thighs together, desperate for relief, but all she could do was focus on Xavier, on the cock she was milking with both hands now, her wedding ring gliding slick up the shaft, then down, again and again.

“That’s it, Moms,” Xavier said, sweat and water dripping from his brow. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

She wouldn’t have, even if the house burned down around them.

She watched his face as he tipped into the edge, watched the way his teeth clenched, the way his eyes rolled back. She could feel the power coiling inside him, the inevitability of what was coming.

He was close. She could sense it in the way he tensed, in the way the veins in his cock stood out even harder, the shaft growing even hotter in her grip.

Vanessa gripped harder, pumped faster, desperate to see him come, desperate to feel it, to taste it, to own the moment forever.

Xavier growled, a deep, animal sound, and his hands slapped the glass so hard it rattled in its frame. His whole body bowed forward, every muscle straining.

“Fuck, Moms, I’m gonna—”

The warning didn’t even register before it happened.

***

Xavier’s cock jerked once, twice, then unleashed a thick, white stream that caught Vanessa high on the thigh, just below the crease where her leg met the silk robe. The first impact was hot, almost scalding, and she gasped—more in awe than disgust—as another jet followed, this one painting a creamy streak down to her kneecap. She didn’t let go, not even when the third and fourth pulses erupted, splashing her wrist, the back of her hand, and finally her bare stomach as she clung to him with both fists.

The sight was obscene: her pale skin marbled with bright, pearly ropes, each spatter a contrast so intense it made her dizzy. She could feel the cum soaking through the robe, dripping down her stomach into her pubic hair, seeking her own wetness as she waited to feel his seed coat her pussy.

For a moment, all she could do was stare. Xavier’s breathing slowed, a lazy exhale as he stepped back and admired his handiwork. His cock, still half-hard and glistening, twitched again, smearing another bead of white against the tip of her ring finger.

The world rushed in, bright and punishing. Vanessa’s body responded before her mind could. She yanked her hand away, clutching it to her chest, but the cum smeared instantly onto the silk, leaving a wet, spreading stain. She stumbled back, eyes wide, mouth working for words that wouldn’t come.

“I—I have to—” she tried, but the rest of the sentence died in her throat.

Xavier just smiled, all satisfaction. He leaned back against the shower glass, arms folded over his chest, and watched her with the calm of a man who knew he would never be denied again.

Vanessa couldn’t look at him. She half-ran, half-limped from the bathroom, leaving a trail of damp, sticky footprints on the marble. In the hallway, she sagged against the wall, knees gone to water, heart pounding so hard she worried it would shake the seed loose from her leg.

She should have gone straight to the laundry room, found a towel, scrubbed herself clean. Instead, she slid her hand down her thigh, tracing the line of cum as it cooled on her skin. Her fingertips came away coated, the slickness bright and unreal. She stared at them for a long time, her wedding ring shining through the mess, the symbol of everything she had just destroyed.

She brought her hand to her lips. It was pure instinct, animal and reckless. The taste was salt, sweet, nothing like she expected, and everything she’d wanted.

The act was so obscene, so beyond the pale of anything she’d ever done, that she almost laughed. But her body didn’t let her. Instead, she pressed her palm between her legs, felt the cum slick the silk, the heat of it bleeding through to her skin. Her pussy clenched in response, so hard she thought she might collapse from the force of it. Vanessa reveled in the pure raunchiness of what she’d done, then used her fingers to gather the sticky fluids running down her leg and belly, examining the pool of semen before she slapped it against her dripping pussy, shoving it inside of herself, pushing the black man’s cum inside of herself.

She leaned her forehead against the wall, breathing in short, sharp gulps. The shame was there, a dull roar at the back of her head, but it was nothing compared to the thrill that flooded her every nerve ending. She felt greedy, starved, like she’d just discovered an entirely new way of being alive.

She straightened up, wiped her hand on the inside hem of the robe, and shuffled back to the bedroom. The walk was slow, each step a reminder of what she’d just done, the cum already drying on her thigh and gluing the robe to her skin.

Once inside, she collapsed onto the bed. She looked at the ceiling, at the patterns of light and shadow, and let herself drift, the memory of Xavier’s cock and the taste of him replaying in her mind on an endless loop.

She knew it was wrong. She knew it was insane.

But she also knew she would do it again.

Soon.

She closed her eyes, and the house fell silent around her.

All she could hear was the echo of Xavier’s groan, the splash of his seed on her skin, the soft, wet sound of her own hand milking him for more.

And she smiled, for the first time in years, a real smile, wide and savage and full of promise.


Chapter 6: A Taste of Taboo

The cafe’s terrace was a grid of white linen and polished steel, each table set just far enough from its neighbors to simulate privacy for people who had never truly been alone in their lives. Vanessa sat at the far edge, under an umbrella that haloed the sunlight into a shifting lattice of diamonds across her bare knees. The air hummed with the muted discord of cutlery and clinking glasses and, somewhere under that, the slow churn of easy Sunday money.

She checked her phone. Again. The screen was still an expanse of nothing, except for the last message from Madison, sent thirty-eight minutes ago: “Facial at the spa went way long. Order without me!” A follow-up emoji with its tongue out, a performative carelessness that was the sum of her daughter’s communication style now.

She exhaled, tried to smooth her skirt, and instantly felt the problem: the hem of her sundress had crept up to the dangerous territory of mid-thigh, exposing the soft underside of her legs. She tugged it down, only to realize that the movement drew more attention to the stretch of pale skin above her knee, the faint shadow where her thighs pressed together. She told herself it didn’t matter. The tablecloth concealed most of her anyway, and it’s not like anyone here was looking at her.

Except, as she’d noticed more than once, sometimes they were. The waiter, with his accent so perfectly engineered it had to be an affectation. The tanned older woman a few tables over, who’d taken a single, appraising look as Vanessa walked in and then deliberately, ostentatiously, looked away. People didn’t have to stare to make you feel seen.

She fiddled with her phone again. Still nothing. Madison had told her not to wait, but every time Vanessa tried to flag a server, she lost her nerve and wound up fussing with the tiny potted lavender centerpiece or re-tucking her hair behind her ears, the sense memory of adolescence rising like a bad hangover.

She was still caught in the recursive cycle of straightening her posture and then deflating when she heard him approach: a slow, ground-eating walk that managed to be both lazy and inevitable, like a thunderstorm rolling up from the horizon.

Xavier.

He wore linen shorts and an open shirt that looked like it cost more than her last two pairs of shoes combined. The shirt was unbuttoned to the midpoint of his chest, framing a vertical canyon of muscle so perfect she found herself thinking, for a brief, traitorous moment, that it couldn’t be real. His skin had darkened in the summer sun, shining a little where sweat or sunblock traced the lines of his collarbones. He radiated heat, literal and otherwise.

“Moms,” he said, and it was almost a greeting, but mostly a summons. He dropped into the chair across from her and sprawled, legs angled wide, his knee bumping the table and, just barely, the toe of her sandal.

She flushed instantly. “You’re early,” she said, because the alternative was to say nothing, and in her experience, nothing was what got her in the most trouble.

He shrugged, a rolling gesture that made the shirt fall even wider. “Spa’s not my thing. Figured I’d give you some company.” He smirked, eyes darting to her phone. “You waiting for Maddie?”

“She’s… running behind,” Vanessa said. “But she wanted us to get a table.”

Xavier grinned, flashing those impossible white teeth. “She’s always late. Never met a girl who could burn through two hours getting her nails done and still show up with wet polish.”

Vanessa tried to laugh, but her voice got stuck. She sipped from the water glass, ice cubes rattling against her teeth.

He leaned forward, resting both arms on the table so his shoulders flexed beneath the loose fabric. “You look good, Moms. Blue’s your color.” He gestured at the dress, at the way it clung to her chest and cinched at the waist before flaring out. “Very… Summery.”

She caught the hesitation, the way he paused at “Summery” as if he’d almost said something else. She crossed her arms over her chest, then uncrossed them, self-conscious about the way the dress hugged her body. “Thank you,” she managed. “I haven’t worn it in forever. Didn’t think I could still… fit.”

He arched an eyebrow, the gesture somewhere between skepticism and mockery. “You ever hear the phrase ‘thick thighs save lives?’”

She felt her face burn. “Don’t be ridiculous.”

He laughed, low and smooth. “I’m not. You got nothing to worry about, Mrs. D.” He made the “Mrs.” sound like a joke, as if she was playing at being respectable and they both knew better.

She pressed her knees together, the hem of her dress refusing to cooperate. Her thoughts flickered, unbidden, to the last time she’d seen Xavier in anything less than street clothes—last Christmas, the pool, the memory of his body framed in tile and sunlight, the way his gaze had lingered on her in a way that was both flattering and terrifying. She tried not to think about that, but the sensation of being watched, assessed, had never left her.

“Did you want to order?” she said, voice barely above a whisper.

He nodded. “Yeah, I’m starving.” He reached for the menu, but didn’t bother to open it. “What’s good here?”

“I — I don’t know. I’ve never actually been here before. Madison picked it.”

He grinned. “Figures. She always goes for the bougie spots.”

Vanessa smiled, despite herself. “Bougie is the word.”

He slid the menu toward her. “Pick for me.”

She hesitated, then flipped the menu open. She tried to focus on the food, but the words wobbled on the page, obscured by the memory of Xavier’s hand—how big it looked, how certain, how casually it dwarfed the silverware as he played with the edge of the napkin. She scanned for something safe and landed on a sandwich, something with “artisan” in the name, the kind of word Madison would roll her eyes at and then order, anyway.

“This, maybe?” She tapped the listing.

“Perfect,” Xavier said, not bothering to look. “And for you?”

She closed the menu, trying to seem decisive. “The avocado toast. Cliché, but it’s… you know.”

“Healthy,” he finished, and the look he gave her said: Please. As if she was already wasting away from self-denial.

The waiter appeared, as if summoned by the heat of their conversation, and took their orders with a practiced neutrality. He addressed Xavier first, always, and Vanessa wondered if that was on purpose, or just some unconscious default of the universe.

When the waiter left, Xavier sat back and watched her, his gaze heavy and unhurried. She felt herself shrink under it, her shoulders hunching, her hands twisting the cloth napkin into a tight braid.

“Madison says you’ve been working out a lot,” he said, finally.

She almost choked. “I—I try. It’s hard to keep up, sometimes. With… everything.”

He nodded, as if this was exactly what he expected her to say. “I see you, though. You got that soft muscle. Like, strong, but…” He let his eyes travel openly down her arms, to her chest, to the triangle of exposed thigh above her knee. “Curves. That’s what’s real.” He grinned, “You had a pretty good grip this morning.”

Vanessa felt her skin go prickly, a flush rising up her neck and onto her cheeks. She’d spent the better part of a year starving herself, running laps in the predawn dark, hiding her body in long cardigans and shapeless tees. But here, under the glare of Xavier’s attention, it was impossible not to feel the shape of herself—the heft of her breasts, the way her hips filled the seat, the soft tension in her belly.

She tried to change the subject. “So, what’s next after school? Madison says you’re thinking about coaching?”

He smiled, but it was a different smile, slower, the edge of it almost dangerous. “Maybe. I like being in control. Telling people what to do. Seeing them improve.” He shrugged. “But I’m not in a rush to decide. I like living in the moment.”

The way he said it, “living in the moment” was not a cliché, but a challenge. She looked away, feeling the knot in her stomach pull tighter.

“You always this quiet?” Xavier asked.

She blinked. “I’m not—I mean, I’m just—”

He moved his chair a little closer, so his knee brushed hers under the table, then stayed there, not retreating. “You don’t have to be nervous around me, Moms.”

“I’m not nervous,” she lied.

He grinned, a slow, predatory widening of his mouth. “Yeah, you are. I can feel you shaking.”

She wasn’t. Or, rather, she hadn’t noticed until he pointed it out: the small tremors in her thigh, the way her hands refused to unclench.

He leaned in, lowering his voice to a private register. “You ever get the feeling like everyone in the room’s watching you, that you’re the only one who matters?”

She stared at him, momentarily speechless.

“That’s how I feel right now,” he said. “You’re the only thing I can see.”

It was so brazen, so shameless, that for a moment Vanessa’s embarrassment was wiped away by pure, chemical thrill. She bit the inside of her cheek, unsure what to do with the compliment.

She tried to muster a protest, something to deflate the tension, but Xavier’s gaze had her pinned. His knee pressed a little harder into her thigh, the contact brazen now, and she realized, with a sharp pang, that she didn’t want him to pull away.

The food arrived, breaking the spell, but not dispelling it. The waiter set their plates down and retreated, shooting Xavier a sidelong look of faint disapproval. Vanessa wondered if the brush of knee against knee was visible to anyone but her.

She toyed with her fork, picking at the avocado toast, and tried to ignore the way Xavier inhaled his sandwich in three bites. He didn’t look at his food. He looked at her.

“Can I ask you something?” he said, voice soft, almost hesitant.

“Of course,” she said the words automatically.

“You ever think about doing something crazy? Like, just once, doing what you really want, instead of what you’re supposed to?”

She nearly dropped her fork. Her mouth worked for a response, but none came.

Xavier smiled, the predatory glint back in his eyes. “You ever want to let go, Mrs. D?”

She was about to answer—yes, no, maybe, anything—but he put his hand on her knee, under the table, and squeezed.

It wasn’t a request. It was a promise.

Vanessa felt the shock of it travel up her body, like the first moment of jumping into cold water. Her skin was hot, her chest tight, her heart fluttering against her ribs.

The pressure of Xavier’s hand was relentless, a steady heat creeping up the inside of Vanessa’s thigh, inch by inch, as if he had all day and intended to savor every moment. She tried to concentrate on her food, but every nerve in her leg buzzed in anticipation of the next move: would he stop above the knee? Would he slip higher, into the shadowed space beneath her skirt, where she was already too aware of the sweat and the pulse and the fact that she’d chosen not to wear underwear?

She risked a glance around the terrace. The waiter was clearing glasses two tables over, a pair of retirees in golf polos had their heads together over some secret, and the old woman who’d clocked her earlier was now deep in conversation with her phone. No one was looking at her. No one could see the way Xavier’s massive palm traced her skin beneath the safe, anonymous expanse of the white tablecloth.

But she could feel it. God, could she feel it.

She coughed, feigning a tickle in her throat, but the movement made her shift in her seat, pressing her thigh harder against his hand. She felt, through the soft flesh, the unyielding bone of his thumb as it traced circles nearer and nearer to the place she could least afford to be touched.

Xavier watched her, eyes half-lidded, the smirk at the corner of his mouth returning every time she tried and failed to say something normal. He made no effort to hide his hand. If anything, he widened his knees under the table, inviting her to lean closer.

“Relax,” he murmured, low enough for only her. “No one here cares about what we’re doing.”

Her mouth was dry. She tried to drink from her water, but her hand shook so much that the glass nearly slipped. She set it down, clattering ice against the rim, and bit her lip so hard it almost hurt.

“You’re making me nervous,” she whispered, finally, the words barely audible.

“That’s good,” Xavier replied. “Means you’re alive.”

His hand crept higher. The tips of his fingers grazed the seam where her thigh met her pelvis, and her body reacted before her mind could veto the response: she shifted again, spreading her knees just a little, opening the way for him.

She felt him grin more than she saw it. His thumb pressed softly into the crease, then began stroking, slow and deliberate, drawing lazy shapes that seemed to echo in her core.

“You ever been touched like this, in public?” he asked.

She shook her head, eyes fixed on the untouched avocado toast. She tried to keep her breathing steady, but every exhale came out a little faster, a little less controlled.

Xavier leaned in, his lips almost brushing her ear. “You like it?”

She hesitated, but the lie would not come. “Yes,” she said, so quietly she hoped he’d have to ask her to repeat it.

He didn’t. Instead, he slid two fingers higher, under the loose edge of her skirt, into the place where she was already damp and waiting. He moved with the confidence of someone who could always take what he wanted. Vanessa gasped, the sound sharp in the tablecloth's hush.

He found the slickness immediately, and a barely audible moan left him. “Fuck, Moms. You’re soaked.”

She nearly whimpered, the shame and the need both spiking so hard she thought she might faint. Her hand darted under the table, clamping down on his wrist, but not to stop him—just to anchor herself against the coming storm.

His fingers explored her, slowly at first, then faster, as if testing to see how much she’d allow. The answer, apparently, was everything.

She felt the table move, just a fraction, as Xavier shifted closer. Now both of his knees pressed into hers, spreading her wider. She was dimly aware of the outside world: the ice melting in her glass, the smudge of blue sky visible past the umbrella, the distant sound of traffic. But it was all background noise, drowned out by the sound of her own heartbeat thundering in her ears.

He leaned in again, this time letting his breath warm the hollow of her throat. “I know what you want,” he whispered.

She shook her head, her voice trembling. “I can’t. Not here.”

He laughed, so soft she almost thought she imagined it. “That’s exactly why you want to.”

Before she could protest, he withdrew his hand and, in a single practiced move, dragged the napkin into his lap. She stared, confused, until she realized what he was doing. With a casualness that should have been impossible, he reached beneath the table and, one-handed, unzipped his shorts.

The motion was invisible to anyone else, but to Vanessa it was like an earthquake. The pressure changed, the air changed, the entire world seemed to tilt toward him.

He leaned back, never breaking eye contact, and let his shorts slip just enough to free himself. She saw it then: his cock, darker than the rest of him, thick and veined, arching up from his lap with a slow, deliberate pulse.

She’d seen it before, but not close like this, unobscured by steam or water, but nothing prepared her for the reality of it: the width, the length, the impossible contrast of it against the crisp white of the tablecloth. She could not look away.

Xavier saw her staring and grinned, baring his teeth. “You want a taste, don’t you? I can see it in your eyes.”

She shook her head, but her breath betrayed her, coming in short, desperate pants. She gripped the edge of the table so hard her knuckles went white.

He moved his hand to the back of her knee, then higher, urging her closer to him. She could smell his skin now: musky, clean, overlaid with the faintest echo of her own scent from his fingers. The idea that someone might notice—someone, anyone, the old lady, the waiter—made her clench with shame and hunger.

He leaned in, his lips at her ear. “You ever suck a black cock before, Moms?”

She shuddered, torn between revulsion and arousal. She shook her head, barely able to meet his gaze.

He took her hand and guided it under the table, curling her fingers around the base of his cock. The heat of it was startling; it pulsed against her palm, alive and insistent. She could feel the slickness already gathering at the tip, the evidence of how much he wanted this, wanted her.

“Go ahead,” he whispered, his voice molten. “No one can see.”

She stared at him, at the dark gleam in his eyes, the wicked upturn of his mouth. He was daring her, inviting her to cross the line and destroy the part of herself that was still afraid.

Her hand moved, almost involuntarily, stroking him once, then twice, from base to tip. The pre-come smeared across the head, sticky and hot, gluing her thumb to his skin.

She glanced around the terrace again, but the world was unchanged: no one watching, no one suspecting, just the hum of conversation and the play of sunlight through the umbrella.

She looked down at her hand, then at him, then back at the table. She could feel her own wetness soaking the seat, the air between her legs sharp and electric.

“I can’t,” she said, but even she heard the lie.

He pulled her closer, so their thighs were flush, and leaned in again, whispering in a voice that was pure command. “Do it, Moms. Show me how bad you want it.”

Vanessa hesitated, her mind a riot of fear and hunger, her body already surrendered. She slid from her chair, slow and trembling, her knees buckling under the table as she knelt beside him.

The white cloth draped over her head, blurring the world into a bright, private tent. She reached for his cock, both hands now, and steadied herself.

Her lips parted. She felt the slick heat of him on her tongue, the weight of it in her mouth, and for a moment all she could do was marvel at the size, the impossibility, the taste of him.

Above the table, Xavier sipped his drink, smiling to himself.

Below the table, Vanessa opened her jaw wider, took him in, and gave up any pretense of control.

***

Under the table, time lost its shape. The muffled clatter of plates and the indistinct melody of brunch conversation above faded to a hush, replaced by the steady, overwhelming throb of Vanessa’s heartbeat as she knelt, her dress rumpling against the patio tiles, the white linen tenting the world in a diffuse, illicit light.

Xavier’s cock was an absurd, living thing—thick enough that she could only close her fist around the shaft, the skin of it stretched tight and black as night, the head blushed a dark plum and slicked with clear pre-cum. It pulsed with its own insistence, bobbing with every nervous breath she took. She had never, not in college, not in marriage, not even in her wildest night-owl curiosity, seen anything like it. It looked engineered for ruin.

Her jaw ached by the third pass, her lips stretched in a perfect “O” around the flared head as she tried, and failed, to take him deeper. Her tongue flattened helplessly against the underside, guided by the salt-bitter taste of him and the slick slide of drool pooling at the corners of her mouth. She wanted to impress him, to please him, but her body was already at its limit. Each time she tried to force herself further down, she gagged softly, the noise swallowed by the fabric canopy and the ambient din above.

A hand touched her hair—Xavier’s, steady and huge, his palm engulfing the crown of her head. He didn’t push, not really, but he guided her pace, the pressure alternately gentle and urgent as his cock slid in and out, wet with her spit and his own anticipation. She felt the control slip out of her hands, and the realization made her pussy clench so hard it hurt.

Above, Xavier’s voice sounded distant, composed. He asked for a refill on his drink. He said thank you to the waiter. She wondered if the waiter knew, or was oblivious - it didn’t matter, he left.

She felt thrilled, and revolted, and almost wished that the waiter knew. She could feel herself leaking as she sucked a black cock just feet away from the waiter, tables away from the other diners.

The tablecloth lifted slightly, “That’s it, Moms. Goddamn, you look so good with my dick in your mouth.”

She moaned, the sound vibrating against his shaft, and he shivered in response.

She lost herself in the rhythm, the forward-and-back, the obscene wetness gathering in her throat. She could feel her spit and his pre-cum leaking down her chin, onto her chest, soaking the top of her dress. The shame was exquisite, an engine that kept her moving even when her jaw begged for relief.

At one point, she peeked out from beneath the tablecloth. The world was unchanged. Waiters passed by, oblivious, and the couple two tables over laughed at some private joke, not realizing that a married woman was on her knees, drooling and desperate, trying to swallow a cock that defied logic.

She redoubled her efforts. Her hand gripped the base, her other hand braced to his thigh for leverage. The muscle there was iron-hard, tensed with the effort of holding still. She bobbed her head faster, letting the head bump the back of her throat and relishing the helpless, involuntary noises that Xavier made in response.

“Fuck,” he muttered, so quietly she almost missed it. “Keep going, Moms. Little more.”

She obliged, pushing herself until her eyes watered, until her mascara started to run, until every nerve ending was tuned to the heat and the smell and the need. She loved the way her own lipstick smeared on the shaft, a scarlet ring marking the limit of what she could take.

He began to tremble—just a hint, a warning. She felt his cock swell, the veins rigid and alive beneath her tongue.

His grip tightened. He leaned in, head bent to speak just above the cloth. “Gonna cum, okay? You want it?”

She tried to answer but could only nod, lips stretched around the shaft.

He groaned, a low, animal sound, and then it happened: the first jet was a shock, so hot she flinched. It hit the back of her throat, spattered her tongue, overflowed instantly. She swallowed, or tried to, but the next pulse filled her mouth, spilled out past her lips, dribbled down her chin in a hot, sticky mess.

“Shit, keep going—” Xavier said, not a request but a command.

She obeyed, stroking him with both hands now, milking every drop as the seed spilled onto her face, her chest, staining the pale blue fabric of her dress with bright, indecent streaks. The air beneath the tablecloth was humid with the scent of him, her own scent rising to join it in a sick, glorious cocktail of shame.

She kept sucking until he twitched, oversensitive, and gently pushed her away. She let him slide from her lips; the head glistening and flushed, her own face a ruined canvas of drool and cum and mascara tears.

She waited there, dazed and still, listening to the sound of her own heartbeat and the faint clink of glassware above. She gathered herself, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, then with a napkin she’d snuck under the table. The fabric didn’t absorb much—it just smeared the mess around, turning it into a glossy sheen on her cheeks and chin.

She took a steadying breath, smoothed her hair, and crawled out, half expecting to see a crowd of shocked onlookers.

But the world was exactly as she’d left it. Xavier sat in his chair, looking completely at ease, his hands folded on the table, his drink refreshed and untouched. He met her gaze, and there was nothing but pride in his eyes.

She sat down, crossing her legs to hide the evidence. Her pussy was throbbing, her face still burning, but no one seemed to notice. The waiter brought the check, and Xavier signed it with a flourish, leaving a tip so generous the man’s eyes went wide.

As they left the table, Xavier leaned in, his voice private but not quite a whisper. “Next time, I want you to swallow it all. No excuses.”

She nodded, her face still slick with the last evidence of what she’d done.

Outside, the sun was blinding, the air thick with jasmine and diesel. Vanessa walked beside Xavier, her legs trembling, her heart still galloping in her chest.

She wondered, for a brief, mad moment, if anyone could tell. If the world saw her as changed. If every stranger passing by could see the glaze of cum dried on her lips, the telltale streak on the collar of her dress, the secret she now wore like a badge.

She hoped so.

And as they melted into the sidewalk crowd, Xavier’s arm slipping around her waist, she dared to look back at the café.

No one looked up. No one cared.

Except her.


Chapter 7: The Point of No Return

Vanessa lingered in the steamy dim of the master bath, towel clutched under her armpits, the edge of it pressed deep into the softness above her waist. The mirror was a wet blur, mercifully—she could see only her own outline, a pale, shapeless ghost, and not the places where flesh overran cotton, not the shadowed cleft between her breasts or the roll at her belly or the way her thighs pillowed together even when she tried to stand at attention. She could hear, out in the hall, the muffled cadence of morning television and the bass note of a laugh—Xavier’s—filtered through drywall and closed doors.

She was still in that limbo between humiliation and exhilaration, her body honeyed with the memory of kneeling under the cafe table and the spurt of hot, forbidden seed painting her tongue, her lips, the tiny crease at the base of her throat. The taste lingered in her mouth: salt, sweet, thick. She swished water between her teeth, spat it into the sink, then dabbed at the corners of her mouth with the tip of her towel as if the shame could be blotted out so easily.

The door, never fully latched, drifted open an inch, two. Then it stopped. Vanessa felt it before she heard it: the prickle at her neck, the heat of a gaze on her back.

Xavier leaned against the frame, shirtless, the cotton band of his basketball shorts biting into his hips, the low dip of his stomach visible above the elastic. He was so much bigger than she remembered, so much broader in the shoulders, so much more a force than a presence. His skin was dark enough to make the white of the doorframe glow, his arms folded behind his head, biceps bulging so the veins ran high and blue under the surface. His cock was not fully hard, not quite, but it pressed against the thin mesh of his shorts in a way that made Vanessa’s breath catch and then, traitorously, deepen.

“Moms.” The word was slow, syrupy, but held an edge she hadn’t heard before. It was not a greeting. It was a summons.

Vanessa yanked the towel higher, knuckles whitening around the edge. “You— you can’t just walk in here,” she said. She meant for it to sound stern, motherly, but her voice wavered at the end.

Xavier smiled. “Didn’t mean to scare you.” He stepped inside, crowding the doorway with his bulk, arms lowering to his sides so the definition of his chest was an argument against the towel she clung to. “You’re up early.”

“I had a headache.” She backed against the sink, legs damp where the towel didn’t quite reach. “I wanted to shower before—before everyone else was up.”

He shrugged. “I’m an early riser. Used to doing two-a-days. Madison’s still snoring.”

He said it as if she was supposed to understand. She nodded anyway, not trusting herself to speak.

They stood there, a universe apart, for a few seconds. The air between them was thick with something raw and unmanageable. Vanessa was hyper-aware of the way her skin steamed, of the droplets that crawled down her chest, of the way her nipples—traitors—peaked through the damp terry, visible even in the poor light.

Xavier looked her up and down, unhurried. “You always wear a towel like that, or is this just for me?”

She flushed hot, blood rising under her cheeks and collarbone. “I—I didn’t think anyone would see me,” she said.

“Doesn’t bother me,” Xavier said. He grinned, teeth bright against his skin. “You got nothing to hide, Mrs. D.”

She opened her mouth to protest, but he was already in motion, advancing on her with a casual inevitability. He stopped just shy of her, the tips of his toes overlapping the edge of the bathmat. He was so close she could smell the heat of him, the trace of last night’s cologne, the faint chemical clean of her own shampoo.

He cocked his head. “You scared of me?”

She almost said yes. Almost.

Instead, she said, “I’m married.”

He laughed, low and easy. “That’s not what I asked.”

Vanessa felt the silence press in, thick and absolute.

He reached out, then, and with a single finger—nothing more—hooked the corner of her towel where it tucked into itself above her breast. He didn’t pull, not really, just held it there, the pressure so light it was almost a suggestion.

Vanessa went cold and hot in the same breath. She wanted to slap his hand away, to shriek, to run. Instead she shivered, goosebumps chasing down her arms and thighs. The towel was suddenly so, so heavy, and so, so thin.

Xavier’s voice dropped. “You know what I think?” He was close enough that his breath warmed the side of her face. “I think you like being watched.”

She squeezed her eyes shut, but the darkness only made the sensation worse.

He took a step back, let the towel snap free of his finger. It stayed up, barely, but the threat was still there, hanging in the air between them.

Vanessa found her voice, brittle and soft. “What do you want?”

He smiled again, but it was different now—hungrier, less patient. “Same thing you do.”

She swallowed, throat tight and dry.

“C’mon, Moms. Don’t play dumb.” He shifted, and she realized his cock was fully hard now, the outline a clear, animal curve against his thigh. “You been thinking about me. About this.”

He reached out again, this time setting his palm flat against the wall beside her head, boxing her in. The bathroom shrank to just the space their bodies made, the steam and tile and water running in lines down her skin.

He leaned in, mouth at her ear. “You ever had a Black man inside you, Moms?”

The words vibrated through her, a pulse in her core. She couldn’t move, couldn’t speak.

Xavier’s hand slid up, knuckles tracing her jaw, then cupping her cheek. He turned her face to his, forcing her eyes to meet his.

She was wide-eyed, mouth parted, her breath trembling between them.

He held her there, gaze unwavering. “Want me to be the first?”

Vanessa shook her head, but it was a lie. Every muscle in her body thrummed with need, with terror, with anticipation. She felt her legs go watery, her toes curling on the cold tile for balance.

He saw right through her. “Yeah, I thought so.”

He kissed her then—not soft, not gentle, but deep and thorough, tongue searching her mouth, the taste of him erasing everything that came before. She whimpered, a noise she’d never made in her life, and her hands rose—uselessly—to his chest, to push him away or pull him closer, she wasn’t sure.

He broke the kiss, just an inch, his lips dragging down to her throat.

“You’re shaking,” he said, voice almost reverent.

She was.

He pressed his body to hers, the heat of his cock against her stomach, the cool water from her skin streaking down his chest as their bodies met. His other hand found her towel, this time with purpose, and he tugged it loose, letting it fall to the floor with a wet slap.

She was naked before him, white and blushing and trembling, and he looked at her like she was a prize, a thing to be won and then devoured.

He bent, taking one of her nipples into his mouth, sucking until it hurt, then biting down just hard enough to make her gasp. His hands found her ass, lifting her up onto the edge of the counter, spreading her thighs until she thought her hips might give way.

He looked up at her, eyes black and bottomless.

“You want it?” he asked again.

She nodded, helpless.

He smiled, dark and hungry. “Good.”

And then he knelt between her legs, tongue hot and slick and insistent, eating her out until she sobbed his name, until her thighs locked around his head and her nails raked stripes into his scalp. He didn’t stop, not even when she came, not even when she begged, not even when she tried to close her legs against the pleasure, the shame, the raw, unbearable sensation of it.

The world had shrunk to a pinprick of sensation—her own heartbeat roaring in her ears, the steam on her skin cooling in pulses as it was licked away, one trail at a time, by the man between her thighs. When Xavier finally lifted his mouth from her, the sound she made was not a gasp or a moan but a whimper of protest, like a child denied a toy. Her body rocked forward, off-balance, so desperate for friction she barely noticed how easily he hauled her down from the counter and spun her to face the bedroom.

***

She stumbled as he backed her down the hall, her hands braced on his forearms, his thumbs hooked around the dimpled flare of her hips. The towel was gone—forgotten, trampled, a casualty of war. Her skin was blotched red with arousal, flecked with the evidence of his stubble and her own sweat, but it was nothing next to the heat that radiated from his chest as he pressed her, step by step, toward the open maw of her own bedroom.

Every touch was a threat and a promise. Xavier’s hands traced her body as if he was memorizing it: he palmed her ass with both hands, squeezed it until the pale flesh went pink, then ran his knuckles down the backs of her thighs until she shivered and arched into his grip. He was rough but careful, like he knew exactly how much force it would take to crack her open.

Vanessa wanted to say something, to resist, to play at being chased. Instead, she let him walk her backward until her knees hit the edge of the bed, and she tumbled, half-sprawled, onto the sheets. She propped herself on her elbows, panting, breasts heaving, hair wild around her face. She looked up at him, saw the way he stared—hungry, triumphant, a conqueror surveying his prize.

He tugged at his waistband, and the shorts dropped to the floor.

She’d thought she was prepared. She’d had time to process it, to see and even taste him, but nothing compared to seeing his cock unveiled in full. It was colossal—black as a nightmare, veined and heavy, the head flared and glossy, the shaft so thick it looked like something engineered in a lab for destruction. It bobbed, impossibly hard, as he stepped out of the shorts and let them join the towel on the floor.

Vanessa’s breath caught. She went cold, then hot, and her thighs fell open without her willing them.

Xavier noticed. Of course he did.

He braced a knee on the mattress and leaned over her; his cock swinging forward so it slapped her inner thigh with a wet, heavy sound. She could feel the heat of it radiating up her leg, the tip smearing a trail of slick against her pale skin. She wanted to close her thighs, but he wedged his hips between them, spreading her wide with his hands on her knees.

She saw the difference in their bodies as if it was painted in neon: his darkness against her white, the expanse of his shoulders dwarfing hers, the way his cock seemed to measure her from crotch to navel.

He guided himself with one hand, ran the crown up and down her slit, teasing her open. She was soaked—she could feel it, see it glistening against his skin—but still, when he pushed, the first inch felt like a violation. She cried out, not from pain exactly, but from the impossible fullness of it, the way her flesh fought to make space for him.

Xavier held her hips down, anchoring her to the bed, and drove in deeper. The stretch was blinding, overwhelming, and for a moment Vanessa thought she might split in half. She dug her heels into the sheets, her hands fisting the comforter. He paused, cock buried to the widest point, and looked down at her face.

“Feel that stretch, Moms?”

She tried to answer, but only managed a sob. He grinned, then leaned down, biting her earlobe as he started to move again.

The rhythm was slow at first, each thrust a little deeper, a little wider, her body forced to yield to the relentless invasion. She could see the shaft when he pulled back—a slick, gleaming black column, ringed with her own white cream. She watched, helpless and fascinated, as it disappeared into her again and again, her pussy swallowing it, straining to accommodate every inch.

He was merciless, but careful; he knew exactly how much she could take, and how much more she would beg for. Each time he bottomed out, he ground his hips in a slow circle, mashing the head against her cervix until her toes curled and she squealed into the pillow. “Fuck, you can take it all, Moms.”

She felt her pussy stretch, mold around him, and each movement became easier, wetter, sweeter. Her embarrassment gave way to a wild, giddy pride: she was taking it, all of it, and Xavier was watching every second, eyes locked to the place where their bodies met.

“Look at me,” he growled. “Watch me fuck you.”

She forced her eyes open, focused on his face, the sweat shining on his brow, the white of his teeth as he bared them in a feral smile. He was beautiful, terrifying, and she wanted him to ruin her, wanted him to see how much she could handle.

He adjusted his angle, and something inside her snapped. She came, a flash fire from spine to skull, her back arching off the bed as the orgasm ripped through her. She howled, clawed at his arms, her body wrung out by the violence of it.

Xavier rode her through it, never slowing, his hands gripping her thighs so hard she knew there would be bruises. He fucked her through the aftershocks, relentless, unbreakable, until she was writhing and begging, “Please, please, oh god, don’t stop, never stop—”

He didn’t.

He moved faster, balls slapping her ass with every stroke, the sound obscene and perfect. He brought his hand to her throat, thumb resting on her pulse, not squeezing but letting her feel the promise of his strength. He bent down and kissed her—deep, brutal, tongue fucking her mouth as his cock destroyed her from below.

Vanessa came again, and again, her body no longer her own. She screamed for him, whined for him, sounds disappearing into his mouth, took everything he gave and begged for more.

She felt herself break apart, melt into the mattress, her vision blurring as the world narrowed to the hot, throbbing stretch between her legs and the steady, punishing rhythm of Xavier inside her.

***

The only things Vanessa could feel were pressure, heat, and the wild thundering of her own pulse in her ears. Every inch of her was stretched, filled, claimed; every nerve ending sang with the shock of being forced open, wider and wider, until pain and pleasure braided into a single, unstoppable current. Xavier was fucking her like she was made for nothing else, his body a piston, his hands everywhere at once—gripping her thighs, anchoring her hips, palming her breast until the flesh overflowed between his fingers, then rolling her up onto her shoulders so he could thrust even deeper.

The bed shrieked and groaned beneath them. Every thrust sent her body sliding up the mattress, until her hair fanned out against the headboard and she clutched the sheets above her for dear life. He didn’t slow down, not for an instant. His cock was a battering ram, relentless, and every time it bottomed out she saw white, her vision sparking at the corners.

At first she was embarrassed by the sounds her body made: the wet, slapping rhythm of his hips on her ass, the breathless gasps that escaped her mouth, the high, keening moans she’d never made with Richard, never even heard in her own ears before today. But Xavier wanted to hear it, wanted to see it. He watched her face with predator’s focus, never letting her look away.

“Look at me,” he growled, voice thick as syrup.

She tried. God, she tried. Her eyes kept rolling back, but each time he slammed into her she fought to meet his gaze, to let him see every shiver of surrender.

He let go of her thighs, braced his hands on the mattress above her shoulders, and lowered himself until they were face to face. His sweat dripped from his brow, landing in cool pinpricks on her hot skin. His chest was a wall of muscle, black and slick, his abs flexing with every pump. He bent, kissed her—hard and hungry, his tongue pillaging her mouth—and the taste of herself on his lips made her pussy clamp so tight she nearly screamed.

Xavier bit her lip, drew back just enough to whisper, “Take it. Take all of it.”

She nodded, frantic, unable to say the words.

He fucked her harder. The headboard slammed the wall with a steady, brutal cadence. She felt herself coming again; the orgasm riding up from her toes and exploding out her mouth in a wail she barely recognized as her own. She clawed at his back, raked her nails down his lats, left red tracks that made him growl and fuck her even harder.

“Please—” she gasped, but she didn’t even know what she was asking for.

Xavier did. He reached behind her head, knotted his fingers in her hair, and yanked her head back to bare her throat. He put his mouth there, licked the sweat from her pulse, then bit down—not gently. Vanessa jerked under him, the pain sweet and hot, and when he let go there was a mark, a perfect oval, already darkening.

He tasted her, then licked his lips. “You ever been fucked like this?” he demanded, eyes burning.

She shook her head, wild.

He grinned, savage and triumphant. “You gonna forget it?”

She whimpered, “Never, never, never—”

He kept her hair fisted in his hand, the other hand sliding down to thumb her clit. He found it instantly, as if he’d mapped her already, and worked it in tight, rough circles. The sensation was too much. Her legs kicked, her core spasmed, and she gushed around his cock, soaking the base of him, the sheets, her own ass and thighs. The shame was annihilated by how good it felt, how right.

Xavier’s pace stuttered, for just a second, and she felt his cock swell even bigger inside her. He pulled her up, bent her in half, and slammed into her with everything he had.

He went rigid, every muscle clenched. His eyes rolled back, teeth bared, and he let out a snarl that vibrated down to her marrow.

Vanessa felt it—the heat, the rush, the flood—her womb painted with his cum, pulse after pulse until she couldn’t hold him any tighter if she tried. The sensation, the knowledge, tipped her into another orgasm, this one shattering, silent, her whole body clenching and then melting to jelly.

He held himself inside her, making sure every drop emptied into her, his arms quaking from the effort of holding back.

They stayed fused together, sweat-slicked and shuddering, for a long, timeless moment.

When Xavier finally pulled out, Vanessa sobbed at the emptiness. He collapsed next to her, breathing hard, one arm flung over her belly, his hand so big it almost spanned her hips.

She stared at the ceiling, unable to speak, her chest still fluttering with aftershocks. She could feel his cum leaking out of her, pooling between her thighs and soaking the ruined sheets. The air was thick with the scent of sex, of him, of her surrender.

Xavier traced lazy circles on her thigh, drawing shapes in the slickness.

“You good?” he murmured, voice rough but gentle.

She nodded, dizzy with it.

He smiled, satisfied, and nuzzled her neck, the tip of his tongue finding the bite mark. “Told you I’d ruin you,” he whispered.

She wanted more.

The bed, the room, the world—they were marked now, changed forever. She would never look at her own body the same way again. She would never be able to change these sheets, or scrub the mattress, or even meet her own eyes in the bathroom mirror, without feeling the afterimage of this morning: the way she spread for him, took him, let him claim her until nothing else mattered.

She belonged to him, now.

And she wanted everyone to know.


Chapter 8: Kitchen Risk

Vanessa was already in the kitchen when the clock ticked over to 5:46. Three minutes, maybe four, before the scrape of tires in the driveway and the slam of the car door that would announce Richard’s return. Three minutes, if she was lucky, before the inevitable—dinner, pleasantries, the entire architecture of home life slotting into place like nothing had shifted at all.

Vanessa had spent the day in a fog, her mind looping back to the morning, to the memory of Xavier over her, pummeling her insides, painting her womb with his hot seed. She no longer felt guilt, only a burning need for more. After he left, she lay on the bed, imagining how she could engineer another encounter while her traitorous pussy leaked onto her marital bed.

She had the day to plan, to imagine, but she knew Xavier would find a way to claim her again–she was sure of it. He and Madison had disappeared for the day, while Vanessa cleaned the evidence of her infidelity and pleasure–sheets laundered, room febreezed to clear the scent of sex and sweat, although her imagination held those smells until the next time she would spread for him.

Maddie and Xavier had returned home an hour ago, and Vanessa had changed clothing, optimized for an encounter. While she prepared dinner, she imagined all the scenarios - after dinner, if Maddie went out, but after Richard had fallen asleep. Maybe she could fall to her knees and service him in the kitchen while Richard watched TV. Maybe she’d wait for him until Madison and Richard were asleep… Maybe Madison would go out with friends again, unwittingly leaving her boyfriend behind, ready to fuck…

She heard the click of the front door, Maddie yelling something about “...out,” then the rumble of the car engine started, then receded. Did Xavier go or stay?

Vanessa stood by the sink, skirt hem grazing the tops of her knees, bare legs trembling with anticipation and something darker. The skirt was obscenely short, navy blue with thin white piping, pleats so shallow they could barely hide what wasn’t underneath. She had left her panties in the laundry room, a calculated omission that made her hyper-aware of every breath of air between her thighs, every time she moved too quickly and felt the brush of fabric against her bare ass. She was ready for Xavier whenever he wanted.

She rinsed a wineglass and set it in the rack, hands moving with an efficiency that was pure performance. She couldn’t focus on the water, on the hum of the fridge, on the pale pinks and blues that filtered through the kitchen window. All she could hear was the creak of the floorboards behind her and the low, animal rumble of his voice:

“Couldn’t wait, huh?”

Xavier was in the doorway, shirt unbuttoned and hanging loose, sweatpants riding low and bulging in a way that was not just obscene but audacious. He leaned there, arms folded, eyes fixed on the place where her ass pushed out, framed by the skirt and nothing else. His cock was already half-hard, the outline visible even from across the room.

Vanessa didn’t turn around. She let the silence hang, let the air vibrate with tension as she raised her skirt, exposing her naked backside.

“You got three minutes,” she said, voice thin but unbreakable. “Make it count.”

She heard the shift—the soft hiss of cotton as Xavier closed the distance. She braced herself on the counter, knuckles whitening, heart pounding out a warning she would never heed.

His hand was on her, then. Not a gentle caress but a claim: thick fingers digging into the meat of her hip, hauling her back against him so she could feel the full, impossible length of his cock pressing up along the seam of her ass. He held the skirt with his free hand, bunched the fabric so it fanned out like a peacock’s tail, and exposed her completely.

“Goddamn,” he said, more exhale than words. “Knew you’d be ready for me.”

She bit her lip, trying not to shiver as his other hand found its way between her thighs, two fingers sliding in with so little resistance she almost laughed. He worked them inside her, slowly at first, then rougher, as if testing the depth, the wetness, the absolute need.

“Look at that,” Xavier murmured, voice right at her ear now. “Already dripping, Moms. You want this more than anything, don’t you?”

She didn’t answer. She didn’t need to.

He let go of her hip, used both hands to tug down his sweatpants. They dropped in a heap, leaving him naked from the waist down. Vanessa saw, in the glint of the stainless steel faucet, the black curve of his cock, jutting out hard and heavy, the tip glossy with pre-cum.

He didn’t waste time. He lined himself up, ran the head along her slit, then pushed inside in one brutal, unstoppable motion. The stretch was sudden, blinding, a white-hot wire that ran from her core to her scalp. She braced harder, forehead nearly touching the cabinets, legs spread wide as he bottomed out.

He started to fuck her, slow and deep at first, then faster, the rhythm building with each thrust. The counter rattled, the glasses in the rack vibrated. Vanessa gasped, a high, desperate sound, and then caught herself, clapping a hand over her mouth to muffle the moans.

“Shit, you’re tight,” Xavier grunted, hips snapping against her ass with a slap that echoed in the tile and linoleum. “Thought I stretched you out this morning.”

She tried to answer, but the words dissolved into static. All she could feel was the fullness, the way his cock filled every inch of her, the way her pussy clenched and spasmed with each punishing stroke.

“Fuck—” she managed, the word barely a whisper.

He put a hand on the back of her neck, pressed her down so her chest was flush against the cool countertop, ass in the air. He leaned over her, the heat of his body enveloping her, and started to piston in and out, harder now, faster, his breath hot at her ear.

“Keep it together,” he said. “We got a deadline.”

She felt the first flicker of panic. She risked a glance at the clock: 5:48. There were footsteps on the walk now, the distant jangle of keys. Vanessa’s core spasmed around the cock splitting her, her body revolting at the idea of stopping but also at the risk, the total annihilation if they got caught.

Xavier didn’t slow down. If anything, he went harder.

“You want me to stop?” he panted, every word punctuated by a slam of hips. “You want me to pull out and leave you empty for your husband?”

She shook her head, tears stinging her eyes. She didn’t want him to stop. She wanted him to finish, to fill her, to make her wear it all evening, all week.

He reached around, found her clit, and rubbed in hard, tight circles. The effect was instant: her knees buckled, her pussy clenched even tighter, and she felt herself teeter on the edge of another orgasm.

“Say it,” Xavier commanded. “Say what you want.”

She was beyond pride, beyond denial.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped. “Please, just—just fuck me. I need it, I need it—”

He laughed, low and mean. “That’s what I like to hear.”

The sound of the garage door rising—louder now, closer. A car engine idling, then cutting off. The thunk of the door as it closed. Time was a noose tightening.

Xavier put both hands on her hips and used her like a toy, pounding her so hard she thought her pelvis might shatter. She felt the head of his cock batter her cervix, felt every vein, every pulse, every twitch. She wanted to scream, to beg him to go even harder, but all she could do was hang on.

She heard Richard’s voice, muffled by the interior door. Heard the jingle of his briefcase, the scrape of shoes on tile.

“Almost there,” Xavier whispered. “You want my cum? You want me to breed you in front of your husband?”

She came, hard, the orgasm ripping through her and locking every muscle in her body. She nearly collapsed, arms shaking, body jerking with aftershocks. Xavier grunted, shoved in deep, and exploded inside her, the heat of his seed flooding her with a rush she could feel all the way to her toes.

He didn’t stop moving. He stayed deep, grinding against her, making sure every last drop emptied into her.

The key turned in the lock. The door opened.

Xavier pulled out in one slick, wet motion, his cock glistening with her cream and his cum. Vanessa gasped, barely able to stand. She grabbed a kitchen towel and bunched it between her thighs, trying to staunch the flood, her mind reeling with panic and savage pride.

She could hear Richard’s footsteps, getting closer.

She turned, adjusted her skirt, and tried to wipe the sweat from her brow. Xavier grabbed his sweatpants, pulled them up with casual ease, and leaned against the fridge, as if nothing had happened.

***

Vanessa fumbled with the cabinet door, snapping it shut just as Richard’s voice ricocheted through the mudroom. She could feel the hot seep of Xavier’s cum dripping inside her, a slick, insistent reminder of what she’d done—what she was still doing, technically, as it clung to her thighs and trickled, slow and decadent, down her legs.

She wiped her hands on a dishtowel and spun, heart in her mouth.

Richard entered the kitchen with the brisk, slightly goofy energy of a sitcom dad—shirt untucked, tie swinging, hair askew from the wind. He set his briefcase on the counter, only a foot from where Xavier leaned, huge and unbothered, against the fridge.

“Hey, babe,” Richard said, bending for a quick, damp kiss. The touch was chaste, a glancing hit on the cheekbone, but Vanessa jerked as if she’d been goosed with a live wire. She forced a smile, tried not to imagine what would happen if he slipped, if his hand skated any lower, if he looked down and saw the evidence spattered across her inner thigh.

“Good day?” she managed, voice a little too bright.

Richard grinned. “Same as always. Boring until it wasn’t.” He glanced at Xavier. “You keeping my wife out of trouble?”

Xavier shrugged, that slow, rolling gesture that seemed to say I can handle anything you throw at me. “She’s no trouble,” he said, smooth as glass. “She’s as easy as can be.”

Vanessa nearly came again at Xavier’s words, felt the electric buzz at her pussy–the traitorous excitement of knowing she was  easy, that she wanted Xavier again. She wanted him to fuck her again, in her house, with her husband nearby.

Richard laughed. “Yeah, she’s too sweet.” He peeled off his jacket, exposing the sweat rings under his arms. He moved past Vanessa to the fridge, forcing her to pivot, to press herself flat against the counter to avoid collision. She did, but not before Richard’s hip grazed hers, just a whisper of contact, but enough to make her gasp, and enough to make Xavier’s eyes go dark with the knowledge of what was really happening.

“Dinner soon?” Richard asked, digging for a beer.

Vanessa nodded, not trusting her voice. She busied herself with the cutting board, slicing tomatoes with unnecessary violence.

Richard cracked open the bottle, took a long pull. “Hey, X, you want one?”

Xavier shook his head. “I’m good, Mr. D. Still need to get a workout in tonight.”

Richard snorted. “Wish I had your discipline.” He popped the cap in the sink, turned, and looked Vanessa up and down. “You okay? You look a little… flushed.”

She wiped her brow, felt the sweat, and tried to laugh. “Kitchen’s hot.”

Xavier watched her, arms folded, cocky and at ease, the bulge in his sweatpants only slightly diminished. Vanessa tried to keep her thighs tight, but every time she shifted her weight, she felt the hot, slippery tickle of semen making its way down her leg.

Richard came over, slinging an arm around her waist. “Missed you,” he murmured, nuzzling her hair. “You smell amazing. Is that… coconut?”

She stiffened, panic in her throat. She hadn’t showered since the morning; the only thing on her skin now was sweat and the musky tang of sex and Xavier’s cologne, which was, in fact, coconut-based.

She laughed, brittle. “Yeah. Trying something new.”

Richard gave her a squeeze. “I like it.” He moved away, still not suspecting, and started laying out plates at the kitchen table. “You staying for dinner, X? Or heading out?”

Xavier tilted his head, as if considering. “If Mrs. D will have me?.”

Vanessa nodded, barely breathing. She wanted him, just not for dinner.

Richard wandered out of the kitchen to check his phone, muttering about conference calls and Madison’s tuition bill.

The instant the coast was clear, Xavier moved behind her. His hands went to her hips, and she shuddered, terrified and thrilled. He leaned in, lips at her ear.

“You leaking yet?” he whispered.

She trembled. “Shut up—”

But he just laughed, low and mean.

Xavier slid his fingers along the inside of Vanessa’s thigh. He brought them up, slick with semen and her own arousal, and held them up to her lips.

“Go on,” he said, voice velvet and smoke.

She looked at him, terrified, but the need was bigger than the fear. She parted her lips, let him slide the finger into her mouth. She tasted herself, tasted him, and the shame made her dizzy.

He grinned, slow and wolfish.

“Good girl,” he said.

And then, as if nothing had happened, he turned and went to set the table.

Vanessa stood there, the world spinning, her pussy still pulsing, her mouth flooded with the taste of what she was now.

She knew she should hate herself.

But all she could do was hope it happened again.


Chapter 9: The Internal Cuckold

The dinner table was set with impossible care—forks aligned like soldiers, the napkins a starched, origami salute to the routines that held their home together. Vanessa sat at the head, a position she claimed only when hosting, or when the need to control her environment outstripped her guilt. Now, every detail felt weaponized: the gleam of the glassware, the gravity of the table, the three plates arranged in a perfect triangle. In the space between, she could smell what she had become.

Richard sat to her left, tie loosened, hands folded as he regaled Xavier with a story about highway construction and the fundamental incompetence of local government. It was a monologue he’d performed, in variations, for years. Tonight, though, his eyes shone with the pleasure of an audience—of another man to receive his jokes, his opinions, the warm, enveloping comfort of suburban inertia.

Xavier sat to her right, body taking up space in a way that made every inch of him part of the table’s architecture. He wore a T-shirt that looked like it had been painted onto his chest; the sleeves threatening to fail at the seams. When he reached for the salad bowl, his biceps flexed, the veins standing proud and blue beneath his skin. He said very little, but every time he caught Vanessa’s eye, he smiled—a secret, hungry curving of the mouth that made her pulse leap and her nipples ache against the crisp cotton of her blouse.

She tried to eat, but her fork wobbled in her hand. Each shift in her seat reminded her she was still leaking: Xavier’s cum, thick and persistent, had found its way past the careful press of her thighs, and now soaked the gusset of her skirt. She’d put on a slip, but it was pointless. The dampness had already spread, the faint shadow blooming under her ass, cool at first but now radiant with heat and humiliation.

Richard passed the dressing. “How’s work, X? I keep meaning to ask you about the coaching gig.”

Xavier accepted the vinaigrette, pouring it with exaggerated care. “It’s good, Mr. D. Still just an assistant, but I’m running most of the drills. The guys are solid. Hungry.”

Richard smiled. “You’ll whip them into shape. I always thought you were a natural leader.”

“Thanks, sir.” Xavier shot Vanessa a look—sideways, sly, loaded. She swallowed so hard it clicked in her throat.

She tried to keep her gaze on her salad, but every movement was a betrayal: the raw slide of lettuce between her teeth reminded her of the rawness between her legs, the burn of arugula echoing the burn in her core. Every time she shifted her hips, she felt a fresh slickness, a memory that made her toes curl inside her shoes.

Richard poured himself a glass of wine, offered the bottle to Xavier, then to Vanessa. She shook her head. She felt too brittle, too full, as if any more liquid would spill her right out of her chair.

“You’re not drinking?” Richard said, voice teasing but kind. “What, you on a cleanse?”

Vanessa forced a smile. “Just… not thirsty.”

Xavier snorted, so quiet only she could hear.

They ate, or pretended to. Richard filled the silence with chatter: Madison’s latest grades, a funny email from a client, the possibility of going to the lake “once things settled down.” The ordinariness of it was excruciating. Vanessa tried to match his energy, but every answer was a heresy. She was not this woman, not anymore. She was something else, something greedy and ruined and desperate for the next excuse to leave the table.

She pressed her knees together, tightening the ache. Her nipples had gone rigid, poking through the lace of her bra and the thin fabric of the blouse. She knew Xavier could see. She knew, because every time she reached for her water, his eyes flicked down and then up, lingering just long enough to make her flush, just long enough to remind her she was still on display.

Richard gestured with his fork, punctuating a point about college athletics. “Tell you what, Ness—if Madison gets half as lucky as we did with you, she’s set for life.”

Vanessa blinked, unsure how to respond.

Xavier answered for her. “I think Madison’s gonna do better,” he said, voice low. “She’s got a killer instinct.”

Vanessa’s hand jerked, the fork clattering onto her plate.

Richard grinned. “There you go. Someone’s team Mom already.”

She tried to laugh, but it came out thin and breathless.

Xavier picked up his fork, loaded it with chicken, then—without warning—let it slip from his fingers. It clattered to the floor, rolling under the table. He ducked down to retrieve it.

The next moment happened in two speeds at once: slow, syrupy dread, and frantic, animal panic. She felt the heat of Xavier’s shoulder under the table, the briefest brush against her calf, then—deliberate, inevitable—the broad palm of his hand slid up her leg. The pressure was light, but insistent. He dragged his hand up the inside of her thigh, over the slick, ruined slip, then higher, fingers searching for the bare flesh beneath the edge of her skirt.

She almost screamed. Instead, she sucked in a breath, lips parting on a silent, shuddering exhale.

Xavier’s hand stopped just below her cunt, two fingers braced against her skin. He pressed gently, then withdrew. The whole thing lasted less than a heartbeat.

He surfaced, fork in hand, and set it on the table with the innocence of a choirboy.

Vanessa couldn’t move. She stared at the tablecloth, willing her body to calm, but it was no use. She could feel the handprint on her thigh, the echo of Xavier’s fingers against her pulse.

Richard reached for her hand. “You’re awfully quiet tonight. Everything okay?”

She nodded, mute.

“Maybe you’re coming down with something,” he said, squeezing her hand.

Xavier smiled at her over the rim of his wineglass. “She looks flushed,” he said, eyes never leaving hers.

Richard turned, concern creasing his forehead. “You feeling all right, Ness?”

She managed to speak. “Just tired. Long day.”

“You should go lie down. I’ll do the dishes,” Richard said.

She stood, knees trembling, and excused herself. She felt the eyes of both men on her as she left the room, but it was Xavier’s gaze she could not shake: patient, hungry, certain.

In the hallway, she pressed her back against the wall, letting the cool paint draw the fever from her cheeks.

She could hear their voices—Richard’s laughter, Xavier’s low, knowing response—echoing down the corridor. She slid a hand down her belly, pressed against the wet heat between her thighs, and shivered.

She wasn’t sick. She wasn’t tired.

She was addicted.

She wanted more.

Vanessa closed her eyes, steadied her breath, and counted to ten.

It didn’t help.

At the count of six, she was already picturing Xavier’s cock, hard and insistent, and knew that she’d spread for him any time he wanted it. She wanted him to ruin her again, here in her home–wanted him to empty himself into her again, make her into his receptacle.

She took a step, then another, the sticky heat making her waddle, the sound of her own breathing louder than the clink of plates in the kitchen.

She made it to the master bedroom, closed the door behind her, and collapsed onto the bed.

She waited.

She waited for the sound of footsteps, for the knock at the door, for the moment when she would give in, and let herself be ruined again.

But it was only silence. Only the evidence, damp and sticky, pooled between her legs and soaking into the sheets.

And as she drifted toward sleep, she dreamed not of Richard, but of the man at her right hand: the one who watched, who waited, who knew exactly how to unmake her.

***

The house was silent, near midnight. The kind of silence that magnified every tiny sound: the hiss of the furnace, the ticking of the fridge, the click of her own breath as she slid from under the sheets. Richard slept like a rock, all heat and inertia, his snores barely more than a tremor in the air. Vanessa extricated herself with careful precision, stripped quietly, stuffing the wet evidence into the hamper. She stood naked at the edge of the bed, her heart pounding so hard she worried it might send out a Morse code warning to the rest of the sleeping world.

She didn’t bother with a robe - that would dampen the raw feeling of sin that she was chasing. The air was chilly, but the engine in her belly burned hotter with every step she took toward the kitchen. The tile froze her feet; the path illuminated only by the spectral glow of the refrigerator’s ice dispenser, eagerly waiting for the next use–just like her.

She waited, palms pressed to the granite countertop, legs spread just enough that the insides of her thighs slicked together with every heartbeat. The stone was icy under her skin, the ridge of the countertop digging into her hip bones, anchoring her to the world.

The wait was excruciating. Every minute stretched forever. She could feel her own pulse in the tips of her nipples, in the raw, pulpy ache between her legs. With every breath she imagined Xavier’s hands, his mouth, the way his cock would feel—hard, hot, stretching her wide and deep and full. She hoped she hadn’t missed him, his midnight ritual of hydration.

She almost missed the sound: the soft, deliberate pad of bare feet, heavy enough to be deliberate, light enough to be almost a ghost.

Then he was there. A silhouette at the edge of the kitchen, darker than the darkness. Shirtless, sweatpants slung low, his cock already up and waiting, a black column stark against the paler skin of his stomach.

Vanessa didn’t turn. She couldn’t. She only braced herself harder against the counter, legs locking, breath suspended at the top of her chest.

He closed the distance in three silent steps. One hand cupped her hip, so wide his thumb and pinky nearly met around the curve of her ass. He pressed his cock against the cleft of her ass, sliding it up and down, letting her feel the weight of it, the threat.

He bent over her, his mouth at her ear. “You need it?”

She nodded, frantic.

He spat into his palm, stroked the head, and lined himself up, one smooth motion. Then he pushed.

The first inch was all stretch, all burn. She gasped, her knees buckling, but Xavier held her up with one arm, anchoring her to the spot. He didn’t wait. He buried himself to the root, the head of his cock wedging against her cervix, and just held there, letting her feel every vein, every shiver of his pulse.

The counter was cold, but her body was fire.

Xavier drew back, then slammed into her again, the force rattling the glass in the cabinet above. He set a rhythm, slow and merciless, each thrust stretching her open, dragging the sensitive flesh of her pussy until she saw stars.

She bit her hand to stay quiet, but it only muffled the sound, didn't erase it. The slap of skin on skin, the wet suck as her cunt tried to swallow him whole. Every few strokes, he would lean in, his teeth grazing the meat of her shoulder, his free hand gripping her other hip so tight she knew it would bruise.

“You love it, don’t you? You love black cock,” he whispered, a statement, not a question.

She tried to answer, but the only thing that came out was a whine, a broken, desperate sound.

He fucked her harder. Her body was liquid, every ounce of her focused on the point where they were joined. She could feel herself leaking down her thighs, the mess from before mixing with the new wet, pooling at her knees.

“Damn, Moms,” he growled, “you’re a fucking mess.”

She was. She didn’t care.

He shifted, lifted one of her legs up onto the counter so her pussy was open, exposed, ready. He held her there, cock pistoning in and out, each thrust punctuated by the scrape of the granite and the slap of his balls against her ass.

“Damn, you were made for this. Look how you take it,” he growled, his breath hot at her cheek.

She could feel the orgasm building, a low tide pulling her under. Her body clenched around him, muscles spasming, and when it hit she nearly screamed, the muffled sound echoing off the tile and into the blackness.

He fucked her through it, never slowing. Her body convulsed, then went boneless, barely holding herself up as he pounded her, harder, faster, desperate.

Mid-thrust, he pulled out. She gasped at the emptiness, at the loss.

“Don’t move,” he said.

She didn’t.

He fished in the pocket of his sweatpants, pulled out his phone, and thumbed the camera to record. The screen’s white light lit her from below, making her look ghostly, ruined, her face smeared with sweat and spit; her ass high and glistening with a mess of slick and seed.

Xavier positioned himself, cock in hand, aimed at her cunt. He looked at the phone, then at her.

“Look at me,” he commanded.

She turned, dizzy, eyes meeting the lens.

“Say what you are.”

She didn’t understand at first. Then she did.

“I’m—” she stammered, voice shaky. “I’m yours. Yours to fuck.”

He smiled, not cruel but proud.

“That’s right. You want more?”

She nodded, desperate.

He slid his cock back in, slowly, letting the camera catch every inch as it vanished inside her, stretching her open. He held it there, grinding, letting her feel the pressure.

“Say what you want,” he ordered.

She hesitated, then: “I want you to fill me up. Please. I want your cum.”

“Say it again.”

“Fill me up,” she begged, voice breaking. “Make me your white cum dump.”

He gripped her by the throat, gentle but firm, forcing her to look into the camera.

“That’s my girl,” he said.

He fucked her again, faster now, hips slamming, the sound obscene. He reached around, pinched her nipple, twisted until she yelped.

“You like being ruined?”

“Yes. God, yes—”

He pounded her, each thrust harder than the last, the slap of his cock against her ass a drumbeat.

“You want me to do this every night?” he whispered.

She couldn’t answer. She was gone, lost, floating.

He bent, lips at her ear. “You’re gonna sleep in it, you hear me? Gonna let it drip out all night. Think about me every time you move.”

She nodded, tears streaming down her face, not from pain but from need.

Xavier groaned, the sound deep, savage. He slammed in, held her there, and she felt it—hot, thick, the pulse of him as he emptied inside her. The sensation was so intense she thought she might faint.

He let go of her throat, cupped her cheek, turned her face to the camera.

“Show them what you are,” he murmured.

She opened her eyes, let the shame and the pride fill her, stared into the lens.

He pulled out, slowly, letting the camera catch the rush of cum as it spilled out, white against her red, ruined pussy. He spread her cheeks, shot a close-up, then made her stand and spread her legs for the camera, letting it drip down her thighs.

“Hold it in,” he ordered. “Don’t let a drop out until you’re back in bed.”

She nodded, still trembling.

He stopped the recording, tucked the phone away, and kissed her on the mouth, hard, like he owned her.

“Go on,” he said. “Back to bed. Be ready for me in the morning.”

She went, her legs shaking, the cum running sticky and hot down her thighs.

She climbed into bed, next to Richard’s warmth, pulled the covers up, and lay there—sore, aching, filled. She could feel every drop inside her, every motion sending a fresh wave of warmth over her skin.

She didn’t sleep.

She just replayed the video in her head, over and over, the words echoing:

I’m a cum dump.

I want your cum.

Fill me up.

She pressed her hand between her legs, felt the heat, the slick, the undeniable proof that she belonged to him now. She watched Richard snoring, felt the wicked thrill, knowing that another man–a black man–had painted her insides with his seed, and she was laying here with her husband; carrying the adulterous sperm inside of her.

She drifted in and out of dreams, but always came back to the same image: Xavier, behind her, inside her, stretching her open, marking her as his.

And the worst part—the best part—was that she wanted it.

She wanted it again.

***

She watched herself on the phone, volume low, the video looping in half-speed so she could see every detail. There she was—Vanessa, Mrs. D, team mom, pillar of the community—bent over the granite counter, her thighs spread and trembling, her pussy split wide open by the impossibly dark column of Xavier’s cock. The skin of her ass shone white and unblemished except for the fingerprints where he’d grabbed her, and the glossy, pink-rimmed gape as she took every inch.

She touched herself as she watched, two fingers circling the ruined, oversensitive bud of her clit, the other hand clutching the phone so hard the plastic creaked. She ran the video back, again and again, pausing on the moment when Xavier pulled out and the rush of cum spilled from her, running in sticky, glistening ropes down her inner thighs. Her own face was visible in the reflection of the stainless steel oven: mouth open, eyes wild, the look of a woman who had lost every last shred of shame and found something better in its place.

It should have disgusted her. It should have sent her scurrying for the shower, the bleach, the slow, punitive ritual of self-loathing. Instead, she watched, and touched, and came—small, helpless spasms at first, then bigger, deeper, until she had to clamp a pillow between her teeth to keep from howling.

She couldn’t stop. She didn’t want to.

She spent an hour this way, marinating in the evidence, until the battery on her phone slipped to red. Only then did she pull herself up from the mattress, legs shaking, sweat running down the small of her back. She walked, naked, to the bathroom, expecting to see a stranger in the mirror.

But it was her. A changed, hungry her.

She wiped the slick from her thighs with a washcloth, then hesitated, the motion stalled by the memory of Xavier’s voice in her ear: “You’re gonna sleep in it.” She squeezed the cloth, watched the white threads bead with the last of his seed, then pressed her fingers to her lips and tasted it.

The shame was exquisite.

She went back to the bedroom, collapsed onto the bed, and stared at the phone, the battery icon blinking accusation. She wanted more.

She wanted to see herself ruined again.

She wanted to see herself get worse.

She rolled onto her back and let her hand drift down again, two fingers hovering at the edge of her cunt, not quite entering. She imagined the next time—the next video, the next proof. What if he filmed her sucking him off in the backyard? What if he made her say things, terrible things, while she came on camera?

What if he sent the videos to Madison? To her husband?

The idea made her pussy clench so hard it hurt.

She was on the verge of another climax, legs twitching, when the bedroom door swung open.

Xavier.

He didn’t knock. He just walked in, as if he had a right to every room in the house, as if the space between her legs was just a door he could open anytime he wanted.

He saw the phone in her hand, the wetness on her fingers, the gleam of sweat on her chest. He smiled, slow and mean.

“Couldn’t wait?” he said.

She wanted to cover herself, but it was pointless. She was soaked, gaping, eyes still wild from the video.

He spotted the phone, her hands between her legs. “You like watching yourself?” he asked.

She nodded, voice gone.

“Yeah,” he said, almost gentle. “You like seeing what you are.”

He stripped, cock already half-hard, and knelt on the bed beside her. He touched her chin, turned her face to the phone.

“You want to make another?”

She hesitated. But the answer was yes.

He fished out his phone, flipped the camera, and aimed it down at her, the little red dot glaring accusation.

“Tell me what you want,” he said, voice low.

She licked her lips, tasted salt. “I want you to—”

He cut her off. “Say it. Don’t just think it.”

She took a breath, summoned the woman from the video.

“I want you to fuck me. I want you to film it.”

He stroked her cheek, his thumb rough and warm. “Good. Now say why.”

She closed her eyes, the words sticky and forbidden.

“Because I want to see what you do to me.”

He laughed, not unkindly. “That’s not all. You want everyone to see, don’t you?”

She did. The thought horrified her. The thought made her cum, again, right there, a spasm so sharp she almost doubled over.

Xavier slid his fingers between her legs, found her cunt, and pressed in, slow and careful. The stretch hurt, but she wanted it, needed it.

“Tell me,” he whispered, recording every word. “Tell me who you are.”

She looked up at him, at the phone, at the face in the reflection.

“I’m a slut,” she whispered.

He pulled his fingers out, coated them in the mess, and smeared them across her lips. “What kind?”

She swallowed, the shame burning and holy. “I’m your slut. I’m your cum dump.”

He smiled, satisfied. “You’re a slut for black cock, aren’t you?”

She nodded, frantic.

He lined up his cock, the head slick with precum, and pressed it against her hole.

“You want it raw?”

“Yes,” she gasped. “Please, just—”

He pushed in, filling her again, the stretch as savage and wonderful as the first time.

He kept the phone trained on her, on her pussy, on her face as he fucked her. He made her say things, made her repeat them until she got it right:

“I need your Black cock.”

“I want to be ruined.”

“I want you to fuck me in every room, every day, until I forget my own name.”

He fucked her hard, his hips slapping against her ass, one hand holding the phone steady, the other tangled in her hair.

He made her look at the camera, made her watch herself as she took every inch, as the head of his cock popped in and out, ringed in white.

He made her beg for the cum, made her say it over and over, until it sounded like a prayer:

“Fill me up. Please, please, fill me up.”

And when he came, it was a flood, the heat of it setting off another orgasm that left her shaking, whimpering, empty.

He didn’t stop recording, not even as he pulled out and watched the cum ooze from her, pooling on the sheets.

He aimed the phone at her face, zoomed in on her wrecked mouth.

“Say thank you.”

She did. “Thank you. Thank you.”

He stopped the video, tossed the phone beside her.

“You’re a natural,” he said, almost admiring.

She lay there, unable to move, the evidence cooling on her skin.

“Want to see?” he asked.

She nodded. He pressed play, and together they watched: the sounds, the faces, the words that would haunt her forever.

She didn’t look away.

She watched and came, and watched again, and knew she would never stop.


Chapter 10: Degradation & Discovery

The afternoon light in the master bath was a fugue of blue and gold, sluicing through the frosted window and fanning out over marble, glass, the glint of chrome fixtures. Vanessa had retreated there, a basket of clean towels balanced against one hip, the ritual of folding and sorting a halfhearted pretext to escape the press of the kitchen and the memory of her own voice, hoarse and raw, echoing in the tile. She’d lost an hour to a blur of online shopping, then another to nothing at all, and now she stood barefoot in a puddle of her own shadow, towel to her face, breathing in the old, familiar comfort of fabric softener and the hot, chemical hush of the afternoon.

The silence broke with a single, hard word.

“Moms.”

Xavier’s voice came from the hall, and then he was in the doorway, shoulders canted against the frame, arms folded so his biceps looked like slabs of anthracite under the thin, sleeveless shirt. The look on his face was part smirk, part warning. Vanessa felt her body jerk into attention, like she’d been caught in some transgression she couldn’t name.

She tried to say something, to apologize for the towels or her slowness or the fact that her hair was still wet and wild around her face, but Xavier just cocked his head and stared her down, making the whole room shrink to the six-foot span between them.

He let the silence stretch, then: “You got a minute?”

She nodded, throat suddenly tight.

He stepped inside. The air seemed to go still with the shift of his weight.

Vanessa tried to make herself small, to recede into the corner by the glass shower, but he just closed the distance in three lazy strides, then boxed her in with one hand braced on the marble behind her, the other plucking the folded towel from her arms and letting it drop, slowly, to the floor.

“Didn’t take you for the shy type,” Xavier said, his voice a low, impossible thing. “After this morning, I thought you’d be waiting for me naked on the damn countertop.”

She stammered, “I—I’m not—” but her own traitorous body was already reacting: nipples hard against the ribbed tank top, skin prickling with electricity where his shadow fell.

He grinned, sensing her weakness. “You’re cute when you pretend you’re in charge.”

“I’m not pretending anything,” she said, but the quiver in her voice ruined it.

He ignored the protest, crowding her further, his hips flush to hers now, the length of his cock a hard, inevitable ridge under his shorts.

“You know what I want,” he said. “Don’t make me ask twice, ‘cause you want it too.”

She looked away, gaze darting to the shower, the mirror, anywhere but his eyes.

He laughed, soft. “Yeah. That’s what I thought.”

He pressed her back against the marble; the coolness biting her bare calves and the small of her back. His hand found the hem of her shorts, tugged them down in one slow, deliberate pull, leaving her naked from the waist down. He ran his palm over her ass, kneaded the flesh until she was squirming, then slipped a finger between her legs, testing the wetness there.

“Already dripping,” he said, half-mocking. “You ever get tired of lying to yourself?”

She shook her head, but the rest of her was paralyzed, skin buzzing with dread and need.

He hooked his finger inside her, deep, then pulled it free and held it up to her face. “Taste it,” he said, a command, not a suggestion.

She hesitated. He raised an eyebrow. “Now.”

Vanessa opened her mouth, let him smear the slickness over her tongue, then suck his finger clean. The taste was sharp, shameful, electric.

He smiled. “Good girl.”

With his free hand, he gripped her hip, spun her to face the mirror above the double vanity. “Look at yourself.”

She did, and the image was appalling: a woman flushed to the hairline, her ass bare and quivering, the curve of her hip gripped in a black hand that accented the white of her skin. Her lips were parted, her chest heaving, her eyes wild.

“You see that?” Xavier said, his mouth at her ear. “That’s what I own now. You want it, don’t you?”

She closed her eyes.

He slapped her ass, hard enough to make her yelp. “Open your fucking eyes, Moms.”

She did.

He leaned in, his breath hot on her neck. “Today we do it my way,” he said, grinding the head of his cock along the seam of her ass. “You ever have it back here?”

She recoiled, tried to twist away, but he just tightened his grip.

“Relax,” he said. “I’ll go slow. You’ll like it. Trust me.”

She wanted to say no. She wanted to scream, or run, or do anything but stand there with her palms flat to the cold marble and her heart beating out a staccato SOS that never left her throat.

But when he spat into his hand, rubbed the head of his cock with it, and lined himself up to her asshole, she did not stop him. She only whimpered, “Please—” but even she didn’t know if it was a plea for mercy or more. She yanked open a drawer, relieved at the sight of the lube, which she slammed onto the counter.

Xavier chuckled, “That’s the spirit,” as he took the lube, slathered his cock, then dripped it onto her asshole. The liquid felt soothing, but couldn’t soothe the reality of what was about to happen.

Xavier’s cock was wider than any she’d had, even in her college days, and the blunt pressure at her rim was enough to make her knees shake. He didn’t wait. He pressed forward, slow but merciless, splitting her open by fractions of an inch, then a full inch, then more. The burn was incredible, a bright, blinding wire of sensation that ran up her spine and shattered into a million tiny stars behind her eyes.

She heard herself sob, “I can’t—I can’t—” but Xavier just shushed her, stroked her hair with one hand while the other guided his cock deeper.

“You’re fine,” he said. “You’re doing fucking amazing. Just breathe.”

She tried. She tried to breathe, to relax, to make room for the impossible thickness inside her. But her body was in revolt: every muscle clenched, every cell screaming for release. It had been decades since she had done this.

“Push back,” he said, voice all business now. “Do it.”

She did, and the head of his cock popped past the tightest ring, flooding her with a rush of pain so pure she thought she might faint.

“Good girl,” he said, and began to move.

He fucked her slowly at first, withdrawing almost all the way, then pushing back in until her ass swallowed him to the hilt. Each thrust was a fresh shock, a recalibration of what her body could endure. She saw it all in the mirror: the way her face twisted with each stroke, the way her ass blanched then reddened around the black girth of his cock, the way her breasts bounced helplessly with the rhythm.

“Take it,” Xavier said, voice rising. “Fucking take it.”

She was. She did. She wanted to die, but she also wanted more.

He reached around, found her clit, and started to rub. The sensation was overwhelming—pain and pleasure fused together, an endless loop that made her legs buckle and her mouth open in a wordless, helpless moan.

“Goddamn, you’re tight,” Xavier groaned, picking up speed. “You were made for this.”

She felt her asshole stretch, then spasm, then yield completely. She felt her pussy gush, a wet stream that trickled down her thigh and pooled on the marble. She felt herself go somewhere beyond shame, beyond fear, beyond anything but the brutal, raw fact of being used like this.

He fucked her harder, now, hips slapping against her ass, the sound echoing off the tile and glass. He pinched her nipple, twisted it until she cried out, then bit down on her shoulder, leaving a mark that would last for days.

“Look at yourself,” he panted. “Look at the mess you are.”

She did. She watched herself get ruined, over and over, until the pain melted into a hot, animal pleasure that made her clench around him, milk him for more.

He felt it. He slammed into her, deep and final, and she felt the heat of his cum flood her, jet after jet, until it oozed back out and ran, sticky and white, down the backs of her thighs.

He held her there, locked to the spot, breathing hard against her ear.

“All your holes are mine now,” he said.

And she knew it was true.

He pulled out, slowly, and the loss was a new pain, a fresh ache that made her shiver. She staggered to the sink, braced herself, and watched as the cum leaked from her, thick and obscene, trailing down her legs and pooling at her feet.

He watched, too, eyes dark and satisfied.

He turned her to face him, wiped the tears from her cheeks with his thumb, and kissed her, hard, on the mouth.

“Clean up,” he said, then left the room.

She stood there, the world spinning, her body raw and shaking, her asshole burning with every tiny movement.

She looked in the mirror, at the face she no longer recognized.

She ran the shower, but didn’t step in right away.

She wanted to remember this.

***

The rest of the afternoon passed in a state of blank, white noise. Vanessa drifted from shower to closet to kitchen, the echo of Xavier’s voice—his teeth at her ear, the weight of his cock splitting her in half—still humming beneath the banal cadence of housework. She changed clothes twice: first into a long, linen sundress (abandoned when she caught her reflection and saw the red thumbprints ringed around her hip), then into a short skirt and a tee, both a size too small, both cut so high and tight they felt like a punishment. She skipped the panties, ready for Xavier.

By five, she was in the kitchen, hands deep in the rubbery slick of raw chicken breasts, mind locked on the clock above the stove. She’d always prided herself on punctuality—on dinner served before Richard’s car crested the driveway—but today her movements were ragged, each muscle shot through with a lazy, sexual exhaustion. The apron she wore was an old one, yellow, cartoon lemons on the front; she’d found it at the bottom of the laundry basket and put it on without thinking. The ties bit into her waist, pulling the fabric tight around her ass, and as she diced herbs for the marinade, she was acutely aware that she’d forgotten, or chosen not to, put on anything underneath.

She heard Xavier before she saw him. The scrape of his bare feet on the tile, the refrigerator opening and closing, the slow, predatory thump of him circling the kitchen island until he was behind her.

He didn’t say her name, didn’t speak at all. Instead, he reached around from behind and gripped her by the hips, hands huge and hot, his fingertips dipping under the apron and splaying across her lower belly.

She jumped, the knife clattering against the cutting board.

“Scared?” he murmured, voice thick as honey.

She shook her head, but the flush on her skin said otherwise.

He slid a hand up, cupping her breast through the thin cotton of the apron, thumb flicking over the nipple until it peaked and throbbed against his palm. With his other hand, he pulled the hem of her skirt up, exposing her completely, the cool air prickling her thighs and the backs of her knees.

Vanessa twisted, tried to glance toward the mudroom, but Xavier’s body caged her in, his chest pressed to her spine, cock already stiff and urgent under the thin sweat shorts he never bothered to tie.

“Not here,” she whispered, even as she ground back against him.

He laughed, the sound low and dangerous. “Why not? Maddie’s in the shower, Richard’s on his way home.”

She tried to answer, but his hand was already between her legs, fingers sliding up her slit, finding her wet and ready.

“Goddamn, Moms. You don’t even try to play hard to get.”

He spun her around, so her back was to the counter and the front of her was flush with him. He reached for her, but she backed up, ass hitting the cold granite, her hands braced on the edge. The apron billowed out, framing her bare skin, and for a second she almost laughed at the absurdity of it: suburban housewife, naked but for a cartoon lemon, about to get fucked in the kitchen by a man half her age.

“Please,” she tried again. “Richard—he’ll be home—”

Xavier looked at her, cocking his head. “You want to be full when he gets home, don’t you?”

Vanessa couldn’t lie, nodded her head, small and quick.

“Knew it. Mouth, ass or cunt, Moms?” Xavier's eyes bored into her like he could read her deepest cravings.

Vanessa spread her legs, signalling her choice before she said softly, “Cunt. Breed me.”

Xavier’s mouth was already at her throat, his teeth scraping the delicate skin above her collarbone. He reached under the apron, grabbed her thigh, and lifted her up onto the counter, spreading her legs with a single, decisive movement.

She gasped, the cold stone against her bare ass shocking her into focus.

Xavier yanked down his shorts, cock springing free, heavy and dark, already dripping at the tip. He didn’t bother with a preamble. He lined himself up, braced her hips with both hands, and slid in, bottoming out in one smooth, brutal thrust.

She bit her lip, hard, to keep from screaming.

He fucked her like that—hard, fast, all business—each thrust rocking her back against the backsplash, her hands scrambling for purchase on the smooth marble. The sensation was as raw as it had been in the bathroom, but different, too: less pain, more hunger, a need so acute it bordered on violence.

“Look at you,” he said, panting. “You can’t get enough, can you?”

She shook her head, too far gone to speak.

He reached up, grabbed her hair in one fist, and pulled her head back so she was forced to look him in the eye.

“Say it,” he growled. “Say you want my dick.”

She tried to resist, but her body betrayed her.

“I—I want it,” she whispered.

“Louder.”

“I want it,” she said, voice breaking.

He grinned, triumphant, and fucked her harder, the sound of their bodies slapping together almost louder than her ragged breathing.

She felt the orgasm build, a deep, molten thing, and when it hit, she arched her back, legs locking around his waist, nails digging into his shoulders. He kept going, kept pounding, until her aftershocks faded to whimpers and she slumped, boneless, on the countertop.

He wasn’t done. He pulled out, spun her around, and bent her over the island so her ass was in the air, the apron bunched around her waist.

“You want it back here again?” he asked, voice taunting.

She shook her head, but he spat in his hand, slicked himself, and pressed the head of his cock to her ass.

She braced for pain, but this time he was almost gentle, pushing in slow, letting her adjust to the stretch before he began to thrust.

She moaned, the sound muffled by her arms folded on the counter.

He fucked her like that, one hand on her neck, the other kneading her hip, until she felt the telltale swell of him inside her, the way his cock twitched and thickened as he neared the edge.

“Beg for it,” he said, breath hot against her ear.

“Please—” she whimpered. “Please, cum in me—”

He groaned, slammed in deep, and she felt the rush of it, hot and flooding, filling her with a wave that made her knees buckle.

He held her there, cock still buried to the hilt, until the tremors faded. Then he pulled out, wiped himself on the hem of her apron, and tucked himself away.

She stayed bent over, breathing hard, until she heard the unmistakable sound: the rumble of Richard’s sedan pulling into the driveway.

“Shit—” she whispered, scrambling to her feet.

Xavier was already at the fridge, pouring himself a glass of water, looking for all the world like he hadn’t just destroyed her on the kitchen counter. “Kiss him, while you have my cum in you.”

Vanessa scrambled to smooth the apron, tugged it down to cover the evidence, and tried to wipe the cum off her thigh with a paper towel. Her hands shook so badly she could barely manage it.

The door opened, Richard’s voice a familiar, clumsy thunder.

“Hey! Smells amazing in here.”

Vanessa’s heart hammered in her chest. It smelled like sex in here.

“Hey, babe,” she called, voice thin.

Richard came into the kitchen, dropping his briefcase on the tile and wrapping her in a hug from behind. He kissed her cheek, then frowned.

“You okay?” he asked. “You’re burning up.”

She forced a smile, wiped her hands on the apron. “Just—just hot in here.” She turned and kissed his lips, her eyes on Xavier, proving that she was his slut. The cheating wife who craved black dick.

“Wow, nice surprise!” He squeezed her, then turned to Xavier.

“Hey, X. Ready for dinner?”

“Starving,” Xavier said, meeting Vanessa’s gaze over Richard’s shoulder.

She’d serve dinner. She’d play the part.

But every time she looked at Xavier, every time she caught his eye, she felt the echo of his cock inside her, the stretch, the heat, the proof that she belonged to him now.

And she hated, and loved, how much she wanted it to happen again.

***

The house settled into its late-night equilibrium: the hush of television from the master suite, the intermittent whirr of the ice maker, the creak of timber as it cooled under the moon. Vanessa waited until Richard was in the shower before she slipped into the guest room, the old sewing machine’s lamp illuminating her like a slice of stage light. She stood at the edge of the bed and peeled her shirt over her head, then her shorts, then—nervously, with shaking fingers—her bra.

She turned, angled her body to the full-length mirror, and catalogued the evidence. Her throat, her breasts, the inside curve of her thigh—each spot marbled with bruises, deep and blue-black, like she’d been handled by an industrial machine and not a person at all. They were not artless; they were precise, the shape of a mouth, the press of teeth, a trophy wall of conquest.

She touched one of the marks, above her left breast, and it stung under her finger. The memory bloomed: Xavier’s head bent over her, his lips pulling the flesh up, then holding it, unmoving, until she thought she’d scream.

She’d let him do it. Worse, she’d asked for it, begged for it, even as her mind screamed to stop. She wanted the proof. She wanted to be changed.

She cupped both hands to her chest, squeezed, felt the ache of the hickeys flare to life. A sick thrill washed through her—equal parts shame and pride. She looked in the mirror and saw not the mother, not the wife, but something else entirely. A woman who had been marked.

Richard’s voice, muffled but close: “Babe? Where’d you go?”

She scrambled to dress, yanked the shirt down and the shorts up, her hair still wild from Xavier’s rough hands. She ducked into the bathroom, splashed her face with cold water, and tried to breathe.

Richard poked his head into the hall. “You coming to bed?”

She forced a smile. “Yeah. Just needed a second to—to cool off.”

He smiled back, then disappeared into the bedroom.

She followed, feeling every rub of the fabric against her sensitive skin. She crawled under the covers, careful to face away from him.

He slid in behind her, spooned her, his arm heavy and warm over her hip. “Missed you today,” he murmured, nuzzling her neck.

She tensed.

He kissed her cheek, then her jaw, then, gently, the line of her throat. She stiffened when his lips hovered over a fresh bruise, but he didn’t notice, just pressed onward, his hand sliding up her shirt, cupping her breast.

She froze, pulse racing.

He found the mark. He paused, thumb brushing over it, then pulled her closer.

“You okay?” he whispered. “You feel—different.”

She swallowed. “Just tired. Long week.”

He kissed the back of her neck, then rolled onto his side, arm still draped over her.

She waited until his breathing evened, until the faintest snore rippled at her shoulder, before she eased herself out of bed. She stripped–nakedness her welcome sign to Xavier, then tiptoed down the hall, every step a gamble. She was still trembling when she reached the kitchen, her bare feet silent on the tile.

Xavier was already there, sitting at the island, shirtless, a glass of water sweating on the marble.

He didn’t say a word. Just looked her up and down, eyes taking in the way she stood, the way her nipples stood at attention, the faint outline of the marks he’d left hours before.

He crooked a finger.

She crossed the room, feeling the hum start again in her belly.

He tugged her between his legs, ran both hands up her body, found the hickeys with expert precision.

“Still sore?” he whispered.

She nodded.

He pressed his mouth to the base of her neck. “Want more?”

She shivered, whispered “That’s why I’m naked.”

He grabbed her ass, lifted her so she was sitting on the counter, legs split wide, her wetness evident. He kissed her, deep and bruising, and she let him, every sense tuned to the knowledge that her husband could walk in at any moment.

He pushed her legs apart further, feeling no resistance–she was ready for him. He slipped two fingers in, pumped slowly, eyes never leaving hers.

“You like being marked?” he said, voice soft but dark.

She nodded, unable to speak.

“Say it.”

“I—I like it,” she whispered.

He grinned, then licked her throat, teeth grazing the bruise. “Good. Tomorrow I want to see you again, wearing nothing.”

She moaned, soft.

He fingered her until she came, silent and shaking, clutching his shoulders for balance. Then he pulled his hand away, wiped it on her bare thigh, and left her on the counter, legs trembling, mind spinning.

He stood, stretched, then leaned in, his lips grazing her ear. “You’re mine. Remember that.”

She nodded, tears stinging her eyes.

He left, leaving her alone in the kitchen, the pulse of her orgasm still echoing in her bones.

She cleaned herself up as best she could, then padded back to bed.

She lay awake for a long time, tracing the bruises with her fingertips, listening to the house breathe.

When she finally slept, she dreamed of being marked—again, and again, and again.

***

The house was so still that the thump of Vanessa’s pulse sounded like a clock, ticking time down to the moment of reckoning. She’d spent the morning on autopilot, buying groceries, vacuuming, replacing the sheets in the master bedroom with a set fresh from the dryer—blue pinstripe, Richard’s favorite, crisp enough to scrape her knees when she knelt on the comforter. Madison was off again, but dropped Xavier back before disappearing to be with friends, or maybe the spa, or shopping. It didn’t matter. All that mattered was the waiting. If she wouldn’t take care of Xavier, Vanessa would. She’d give him everything he wanted, he wouldn’t have to tease it out of her daughter.

Vanessa showered, shaved, and stood for a long time in front of the mirror, tracing the fading outlines of Xavier’s marks on her skin. The bruises had gone from indigo to yellow, almost healing, as if her body wanted to erase the proof. She felt a flare of panic at the thought, a sense of loss so sharp she nearly called him right then and there.

Instead, she dried her hair, left it wild and loose, and lay on the bed in her favorite silk chemise—navy, barely opaque, cut to the tops of her thighs. She was cold at first, but soon the nervous heat returned, spreading from her chest to her fingertips to the place between her legs that had not been truly cold in days.

She waited. She knew he’d come.

He came in through the sliding glass door, a shadow stretched tall across the carpet. He wore nothing but basketball shorts and a t-shirt, and when he closed the door behind him, he did it so softly that not even the cat noticed.

He looked at her for a long moment, arms folded, lips parted like he was about to speak but then thought better of it.

“Miss me?” he said, and the words sounded ridiculous, but she laughed anyway.

“Always.”

He grinned, then yanked the shirt off over his head, tossed it to the floor, then his shorts. His body was even bigger than she remembered, every line of muscle hard as if it had been cut from obsidian. His cock was hardening, pointing the way to his willing receptacle. He crossed to the bed, knelt on the edge, and ran his hands up her calves, over her knees, all the way to her hips.

He hooked his fingers in the hem of her chemise and pulled, slow and deliberate. She lifted her ass so he could slide it off.

“Keep the bra,” he said. “It looks good on you.”

He pushed her back against the pillows, then straddled her chest, cock already stiff and heavy, pressing against her collarbone.

He reached for the phone—his own, from the side table—and aimed it down at her.

“Ready for your close-up?” he said.

She flushed, but didn’t look away.

He started to stroke himself, slow at first, then faster, the head glistening. “Open your mouth.”

She did.

He fed her his cock, inch by inch, filling her mouth until she gagged, then pulled back and made her lick the head, then the shaft, then his balls, rolling them over her tongue.

“Lick my ass,” he ordered.

She hesitated, but the camera was already watching, so she obeyed, flicking her tongue over the taut skin, tasting sweat and soap and something darker.

“Good,” he said. “Slutty. Just how I like it.”

He made her say it: “I’m your slut. I’ll do anything for you.”

He had her get on all fours, filmed her from behind, made her spread her ass for the camera and beg to be fucked. He fingered her, first one, then two, then three, making her gasp and squirm. He showed the camera her gaping pussy, the slick mess of it, and made her describe what she looked like, what she wanted, how she needed his cock inside her.

“Say you’re my cum dump,” he commanded.

She did, voice shaking but clear. “I’m your cum dump. Please, use me.”

He fucked her hard, bent over the bed, hair in her face, her own hand pressed to the sheets to keep from being shoved forward. She felt the stretch, the fullness, the burn of it as he bottomed out again and again, each thrust punctuated by the slap of skin and the lewd, wet sound of her own need.

He reached around, found her clit, and rubbed it, rough and fast. She came almost instantly, the orgasm so sudden it made her collapse, face buried in the pillow, breath sobbing out of her.

He kept going, didn’t stop until she came again, and again, and then he pulled out, made her roll onto her back, and came on her face, thick and hot, rope after rope painting her cheeks and mouth and chin.

He made her look at the camera.

“Open up,” he said, and she did, let him rub the head of his cock over her lips, let him push it into her mouth so she could taste herself and him together.

When it was done, he handed her the phone.

“Watch it,” he said. “See what you look like.”

She did. She watched the whole thing, from start to finish, the trembling of her own hands, the wildness of her own eyes. She felt nothing but pride.

He wiped her face with a towel, tucked her in, and kissed her, soft this time, almost sweet.

“Good girl,” he whispered, then left her alone in the bed, the taste of him still on her tongue, the sheets damp and ruined.

She lay awake for a long time, phone on her chest, watching the video again and again.

She knew she should feel used, or shamed, or broken.

But all she felt was whole.

And when Richard came home later, she kissed him with a smile, knowing that he would never see the new woman living just under his nose, marked in ways he’d never understand.

She couldn’t wait for the next time.

She knew there would be one.

***

She waited until the house was silent, until Richard’s snores were a soft, dependable rumble and the glow of the streetlight outside painted the window in amber bars. She slipped from the bed, tiptoed down the hall, and ducked into the guest bathroom, phone in hand. She had time before Xavier would appear in the kitchen, ready to fill her so she could sleep with him inside of her.

Xavier had sent her the videos, told her to watch, to get better–be a better video slut for him. She wanted to be better, be sluttier, be used. She told herself if was practice to improve, but the truth was simpler.

She wanted to see herself as he saw her.

She woke the screen. The gallery opened to the last video—a thumbnail of her own face, flushed and swollen, mouth open around Xavier’s cock. Her wedding band glittered on her finger, clutching at the base.

She pressed play.

The sound hit first: a wet, obscene soundtrack of sucking, gasping, gagging. Then her own voice, unrecognizable, a hoarse, urgent moan as she tried to take him deeper. Her mascara ran in black tracks down her cheeks. At the edge of the frame, her pale thigh trembled.

She watched as Xavier pulled her off, wiped the drool from her chin, and laughed. “You want more?” Her own voice, desperate: “Yes, please, don’t stop—”

The video cut to the kitchen, her bent over the counter, apron bunched around her waist, Xavier pounding into her so hard the camera jiggled. Her ass was red, marked with fingerprints. He held her hair, pulled her back to show her face. She saw herself—eyes wild, lips parted, lost in sensation. She looked nothing like the woman she saw in the mirror every day.

The next clip: the bathroom. Xavier behind her, one hand on her neck, the other on her breast, his cock sliding in and out of her asshole. She heard her own voice, again: “It’s too much, please—” but she was pushing back, begging for it with her body even as her mouth tried to protest.

She couldn’t stop watching.

Each video was worse, more graphic, more undeniable. In every one, Xavier’s hand dwarfed her flesh, his cock stretched her open in ways she’d never imagined. In every one, she was complicit, greedy, not a victim but an accomplice.

Her cunt throbbed with every new angle. She reached between her legs, fingers already wet. She found her clit, circled it, kept her eyes glued to the screen. She watched herself get used, get ruined, and came with a ferocity that left her gasping, doubled over, palm flat to the cool marble.

She paused the video, heart racing, shame and heat flooding her at once.

She wiped her hand on a guest towel, looked at her reflection in the mirror—cheeks flushed, hair wild, eyes wide and unblinking.

She hated herself, a little. She wanted more, a lot.

She slipped into the kitchen, naked, legs spread and holes ready for whatever Xavier wanted to do to her. She prayed that he would show up, hungry, horny.

Her prayers were answered. He did not disappoint, using her like the slut she was born to be.


Chapter 11: Black Male'd

Vanessa sat on the edge of her bed, knees pressed together, toes curling over the wool rug. Her phone was a small, luminous brick in her hand—no new messages, just the flickering ghosts of old ones from Xavier: You up, Moms? Thirsty yet? Come downstairs, bring the good ass.

She kept reading them, over and over, even as a thin, cold thread of fear spooled in her belly. This was the last day of spring break, and she wasn’t sure when or how Xavier could take her.

She was wearing a sundress, powder blue, so short it barely covered the top third of her thighs when she sat. No panties. Her skin still prickled from the memory of his hand fisted in her hair, the stretch of her mouth and jaw, the impossible, choking fullness as he fucked her face and filmed it. Her lips tingled. Her throat was raw. Every time she shifted, she could feel a slick warmth between her legs—she was still leaking him, hours later, the musky sweetness of his cum a secret perfume that no amount of soap or shame could erase.

She checked the time: 11:03. Richard had left early, off to golf. The house was silent but for the pulse of the central air and the thin, bright hum of birds outside the window.

Vanessa let her head tip back, stared at the ceiling. She wanted to masturbate. She wanted to text Xavier and beg him to come over, except Maddie was home. She wanted to scrub herself raw and never leave the house again.

She was still deciding which urge to indulge when the door opened.

Madison. No knock, just a flick of the handle and the easy, confident glide of her daughter across the threshold. She was in black Lululemon leggings and a tight, cropped hoodie that read CHI OMEGA in looping, gold script. Her hair was scraped back in a severe ponytail, face bare but for a thin line of kohl around her eyes and a gloss on her lips that made them look both soft and razor-sharp.

She closed the door, then—strangely, pointedly—locked it.

“Hey, Mom,” she said, voice smooth as a blade.

Vanessa’s heart thudded. She tugged the hem of her dress lower, fought the urge to cross her arms over her chest. “Hi, honey. I thought you were out with friends?”

Madison’s eyes flicked over her, up and down, slow as a scanner. “Just got back. Needed to talk to you about something.” She didn’t move closer, just perched on the corner of the dresser, elbows on her knees, phone in her hand.

Vanessa tried to match her nonchalance. “Is this about summer? I told you, I’m not mad about the drinking. You’re in college—”

Madison cut her off. “No. It’s not about that.”

There was a long silence, the kind that fills up every empty space with dread.

Vanessa’s phone buzzed in her hand. She looked down, a reflex, but it was just a calendar alert. She willed herself to breathe, to not telegraph her nerves.

Madison watched her, something cold and calculating behind the blue of her eyes.

“You ever wonder what people say about us?” Madison asked, casual, like she was reading from a script. “Like, when we walk into a room together. Grocery store. Parent night. Orientation mixer.”

Vanessa’s mouth was dry. She licked her lips. “I— I haven’t really—”

“Sure you have. You always cared about that stuff.” Madison tapped her phone with one perfectly manicured nail. “Always wanted me to be perfect. To make you look good.”

“That’s not fair,” Vanessa said, too quickly.

Madison shrugged. “Maybe not. But you know what’s really not fair?” She stood, crossed to the bed, and sat, leaving a careful six-inch gap between them. “Getting lied to by your own mother.”

The accusation landed like a slap. Vanessa felt her body tighten, every muscle tensing for a blow.

“I don’t know what you mean,” she said, her voice a thread.

Madison smiled, but it was not kind. “Don’t play dumb, Mom. You’re not as good at it as you think.” She swiped her phone, pulled something up, then turned the screen toward Vanessa.

At first it was just a blur of kitchen tile. Then the camera panned up, shaky but insistent, to Vanessa on her knees. Hair wild, mascara smeared. Xavier’s hand on the back of her neck, guiding her mouth over his cock. The sounds were low and wet and obscene. Vanessa watched herself, watched her own lips stretch wide, watched her eyes flutter closed as she took him in and then, choking, pulled off, a strand of saliva and cum draping her chin. She heard herself say, thick and ragged: “Please, I need it, please cum in my mouth—”

She slapped the phone from Madison’s hand. It bounced on the comforter, rolled to a stop, video still playing.

“Where did you get that?” she whispered. Her face was hot, then ice cold. “Who sent you that?”

Madison didn’t flinch. “Does it matter?”

“It—it’s not real. It’s not—” But even as she said it, she knew it was hopeless.

Madison picked up the phone, paused the video. Her hands were rock-steady.

“There’s more,” she said. “A lot more. Want to see the one where you let him fuck you on the pool lounger?”

Vanessa shook her head, mute.

“Or the bathroom? Or maybe the one where you’re in bed, and you tell him you’re his ‘cum dump’?”

She wanted to scream. She wanted to tear out her own eyes. She wanted to wake up, anywhere else.

Madison leaned forward, voice low, almost gentle. “I know everything, Mom. I know you started this. I know you begged him for it. I know you can’t stop.”

Vanessa reached for the phone, desperate to erase it, but Madison pulled it back, lightning-fast.

“Don’t,” Madison said. “If you delete it, I’ll download the cloud copy and send it out.”

Vanessa’s hands trembled. “Why are you doing this?” she said. The words came out broken.

Madison watched her, something new and unfamiliar in her eyes. “Because you lied. Because you thought you could have everything—perfect family, perfect life—and no one would ever find out.” She snorted, a laugh with no joy. “Turns out, you’re just like everyone else.”

Vanessa tried to speak, but the words clotted in her throat.

“You’re not special,” Madison said, soft but lethal. “You’re just a slut with a secret.”

“You’re worried about the influence of the sorority? How about my own mother? None of the girls are fucking black men in their husband’s bed, in their daughter’s bed. Want to teach me how to be a cheating whore, Mom?”

Vanessa sat, stunned at the words from her own daughter.

***

Madison watched until Vanessa broke the silence. Her voice came out as a rasp. “Please—can we talk about this, honey?”

Madison scoffed. “Oh, we’re talking. We’re going to talk about all of it.”

She tapped her phone, AirPlayed the next clip to the bedroom TV. Vanessa didn’t realize the TV was on, didn’t realize the room had become a theater until her own face flashed five feet wide, mouth agape, eyes rolling back as Xavier’s cock battered her throat and a staccato chant of “Take it, slut” filled the speakers.

Madison crossed her arms, stood between Vanessa and the door, a sentinel with no intention of leaving. “You see yourself yet, Mom? You see what you are?”

The video looped. This time, Madison didn’t look away. She watched the screen with a calm, diagnostic detachment, like she was grading a science fair project.

Vanessa stared at her knees. The sound was louder than air. She tried to curl into herself but Madison would not permit it.

“Next one’s my favorite,” Madison said, scrolling. “You on the pool lounger.”

The camera caught Vanessa from above, legs splayed wide, Xavier’s cock splitting her open. The sound was wind and pool filter and the wet, unbroken litany of her own voice: “I’m your white slut, I’m your fuckhole, use me, please—” It went on and on, every word a new barbed hook. In the background, the neighbor’s kid shrieked from behind a fence. The world had been watching, and she hadn’t cared, hadn’t even noticed.

“Jesus, Mom,” Madison said, a hint of awe in her tone. “You’re a fucking animal.”

Vanessa tried to protest, but the words never left her mouth. Her body was shaking. She couldn’t stop seeing herself on the screen, her pale flesh battered and blooming red where Xavier’s hands squeezed, the ugly flush of arousal and surrender written all over her.

The next video was the shower—Vanessa on all fours, ass in the air, Xavier’s cock disappearing inside her. She didn’t even remember being filmed, didn’t remember begging, but there it was: her voice, high and panicked and hungry. “Please fuck me, please, I’ll do anything, please—”

Madison let the video run, then paused it mid-frame. Vanessa’s face, open-mouthed and blank with pleasure, was frozen on the screen.

“That’s you, Mom,” Madison said. “You know how many of these he made? Seventeen. He named them all after you.”

Vanessa’s mouth worked, but nothing came out.

Madison turned, leaned against the dresser, phone in hand. “You want to know how I got them? Or should I just keep playing the greatest hits?”

“How—” Vanessa croaked. “How did you get these? Why would he—”

“Send them to me?” Madison smiled, bright and sharp. “Because it was our agreement. Because we broke up weeks ago, and you were his next target.”

***

She let that sink in, waited for Vanessa to find the bottom.

Madison’s voice dropped, all business. “The whole spring break was a setup, Mom. He asked if I wanted to come home. I told him I’d rather die. Then he asked if he could fuck you instead.”

A long pause.

“I said yes.”

Vanessa gagged on the memory, the thick, salty taste that she could never quite scrub away. “You—you told him—”

Madison nodded. “He said he wanted the mother-daughter set. His words, not mine.”

Vanessa’s hands fluttered, useless, over her lap. “But why? Why would you do that to me?”

Madison rolled her eyes, as if the answer was self-evident. “Because you always get what you want. Because you never let anyone else have the spotlight. Because you’re so controlling, and I wanted to see if he could control you.”

She crossed to the bed, sat at Vanessa’s side, not touching her but close enough that their thighs nearly grazed.

Madison’s next words were slow, deliberate, each one a drop of acid: “How’s that for mother-daughter bonding? Sharing the same cock.”

Vanessa’s tears started, silent, as if her ducts had given up even the dignity of a sob.

Madison patted her knee. “Don’t cry. You love this. You loved every second of it. You’re the one who said yes, remember?”

She brought up another clip, this one shaky, filmed from behind a crack in the door. Vanessa’s voice, again: “Please, Xavier, I’m so empty, I need to be filled, please—”

Madison watched her mother flinch at the sound of her own voice. “You’re not a victim, Mom. You’re his slut. You’re mine, too, now. That’s how this works.”

Vanessa curled in on herself, tried to cover her face with her hands.

Madison didn’t allow it. She grabbed Vanessa’s wrists, surprisingly strong, and held them down on the bedspread. “You want to see the worst part?”

She didn’t wait for an answer. She played the next clip: the night in the guest room, Vanessa in the navy silk chemise, begging Xavier to record her, to fuck her face while she called herself a “cum dump,” a “whore,” a “nasty little bitch.” At the end of the video, she looked straight into the camera, eyes wet with tears and spit, and whispered: “Thank you.”

Madison let go of Vanessa’s wrists.

“It’s all there,” she said. “Every angle. Every hole. Every word.”

Vanessa’s body shook with a sudden, uncontrollable shudder. She wanted to vomit, or disappear, or maybe just get railed so hard she’d forget what her own name was.

Madison stood, dusted off her hands, and tucked her phone away.

“Here’s the deal, Mom,” she said. “You’re going to do what I say. No more controlling, no more contention.” She bent and kissed Vanessa’s forehead, mock-sweet. “You’re free now.”

“God,” she said, not looking up, “I mean, I figured he might seduce you, but I never expected you to be a three-hole whore for him.”

Vanessa’s ears burned. She hugged her knees tighter.

The next video started mid-action, camera angled up from the tile as Xavier’s cock stretched her asshole open, the glistening black head disappearing into the blanched ring of her body. Vanessa’s face was in frame, eyes wide, mouth slack, a moan leaking out with every push.

Madison snorted. “You take it like a fucking champ. For real, Mom—he tried that with me and I said hell no.”

Vanessa tried to block out the sound, but Madison turned the laptop so she was forced to watch. “Look at you. Jesus. You like getting wrecked, don’t you?”

She didn’t answer. Her pulse hammered in her throat.

Madison clicked through the next clip—Xavier pinning Vanessa to the bed, hand around her throat, cock slamming in and out of her as she begged to be “bred” and “used.” In another, she was on her knees outside, swallowing him to the hilt while water from the hose ran in rivulets over her chest.

“Even I don’t do anal,” Madison said, scrolling. “You really are a nasty whore, aren’t you?”

She seemed genuinely impressed. Vanessa wanted to die.

“Let’s see,” Madison mused, counting on her fingers. “He filmed you eating his ass, taking facials, sucking him off while Dad was in the next room… Oh—this one, you’re bent over the kitchen counter. No apron this time, just you, completely naked and letting him go wild. Wow, he really had you trained.”

Each word was a fresh brand. Each clip, a new record for how far she could fall.

But the worst part was her own body: every insult, every taunt, every frame of her own slutty debasement made her thighs go slick, her cunt pulse and throb in time with the humiliation. She hated herself, but the hatred was indistinguishable from need.

Madison looked up, lips curled in a smirk. “You getting off on this, Mom?”

Vanessa’s voice was tiny. “No. Please—just stop.”

But Madison was relentless. “I mean, it’s honestly incredible. He said you were the most submissive woman he’d ever met. Even made you call yourself his ‘white cum dump’ on camera. Can’t wait to see what Dad thinks when he gets home.”

Vanessa’s blood iced over. “You—you can’t—”

“Can’t what?” Madison arched an eyebrow. “Tell him? I thought about it. But then I figured, why not let you pick the playlist order? Want to start with the anal, or maybe the blowjob compilation?”

Vanessa’s world narrowed to a pinpoint of panic. “No. Please, Madison. I’ll do anything. Please don’t show him.”

Madison’s eyes glittered, bright and cold. “That’s more like it.”

She put the phone down and looked at Vanessa with new, undisguised hunger.


Chapter 12: Summer Sentence

Madison reached into her mother’s top drawer and pulled out a blue leather checkbook. She flipped it open, then tapped the top sheet with a nail that shimmered like a knife.

“Four thousand,” she said. “For the sorority. Now.”

Vanessa blinked. She expected violence, threats. Not… this.

“I—” she started, but the rest of the sentence evaporated under the weight of Madison’s glare.

“Cut the check, Mom,” Madison said. “Or I hit ‘Send All’ on these. You know what that means, right?” She thumbed her phone, the motion lazy. “Your friends. Your yoga group. Dad. Maybe even Grandma and Grandpa.” She looked up with a smile, “Think Grandpa wants to see his little girl as a black cock whore?”

The room went hot and heavy, like someone had doubled the gravity.

Vanessa’s hands shook as she reached for the checkbook. She tried to steady herself, but the pen wobbled in her grip, the numbers swimming on the page.

Madison watched her with cold delight.

“Don’t fuck it up,” she said. “Make it out to Chi Omega. Spelled right. Don’t forget about the memo line.”

Vanessa’s vision swam. She wrote the numbers—four, zero, zero, zero—each digit a hammer to the chest. Her body still ached from Xavier, a dull, happy soreness between her legs and a line of bruises on her hips that felt like signatures. Every shift in her seat sent a pulse of heat through her, an embarrassing slickness that threatened to stain the skirt she’d worn to look respectable.

Madison must have noticed, because she smirked.

“You’re leaking,” she said, sotto voce.

Vanessa’s face went nuclear.

“I know what this is,” Madison continued, still standing, arms folded. “You think you’re being punished, but you love it. You were made to be a slut. That’s why you’re so easy to blackmail.”

She picked up the phone and scrolled through the videos, tapping one at random. Vanessa heard the wet, frantic noises of her own mouth, the grunt of Xavier’s voice: “Take it all, Moms. You’re gonna swallow every fucking drop.”

She tried not to look at the TV, but Madison turned her face to it.

“You really thought he wanted you?” Madison asked, voice like acid. “God, Mom. You’re pathetic. It was all a setup. All it took was a couple of texts and a promise you’d be easy. He just wanted to score mom-daughter pussy, and you delivered.”

Vanessa’s hand slipped. The pen dragged a jagged line across the signature, almost tearing the paper. Her eyes blurred with tears, but she didn’t dare wipe them.

“Black Male’d,” Madison said, enunciating every syllable. “That’s what they call it online. You know that, right? Getting off on being a stupid little race slut for a guy who doesn’t even love you.”

She laughed—a short, bright sound—and Vanessa felt her knees buckle, her whole body going slack.

“Sign it again,” Madison ordered, “and this time, try not to mess it up.”

Vanessa fumbled for a new check, hands shaking so bad she could barely line up the numbers. The shame was a physical thing now, a metallic taste in her mouth and a hot, sticky mess between her thighs that she knew would out her the moment she stood up.

“Is that what you want, Mom?” Madison pressed. “You want him to fuck you in front of me? Or maybe you want me to film it. Get a better angle next time, make sure you’re really famous on the internet.”

Vanessa whimpered. She hated how it sounded—small and animal, a whine that belonged to someone younger, dumber, needier.

Madison leaned in, her ponytail swinging forward.

“Don’t pretend you’re the victim here,” she said, each word a nail in Vanessa’s coffin. “You fucking begged for it. Begged him to fill you, to own you, to make you his little cum hole.”

She pointed at the checkbook.

“Now finish what you started.”

Vanessa pressed down, hard, and scrawled her name at the bottom. The signature was barely legible. Her hand cramped from the effort, and a tiny spot of moisture darkened the fabric of her skirt where her thighs pressed together.

She tore the check free and slid it across the table.

Madison plucked it up, inspected it with the same care she might use for a tip at brunch. She tucked it into her purse, then picked up the phone and, for a moment, just held it out, screen still glowing.

***

“Look at you,” Madison said, voice softer now, almost pitying. “You’re fucking leaking, Mom. You get off on this, don’t you?”

Vanessa stared at her lap, fists balled tight.

Madison scrolled, paused, then glanced at her mother, her mouth curling up at one corner. “You’re going to need to get used to this, you know.”

Vanessa, numb: “Used to what?”

“To being humiliated,” Madison said, as if explaining a simple math problem to a child. “To being reminded that you’re just a walking cautionary tale.” She flicked her thumb again, then stilled the screen. “You know what Xavier said about you?”

Vanessa felt her heart drop. The mention of his name was a landmine now.

Madison kept going: “He said you took it better than any of the girls at State. That you were the only one who begged to be used. That you even—” She laughed, shaking her head. “That you even thanked him for ruining you.”

Madison, pleased, let the silence bloom for a moment, then dropped the next bomb. “We broke up, by the way. Weeks ago. This was just business for him. Just a bet.”

Vanessa went cold. “I—I didn’t know.”

“Of course not. You weren’t supposed to. I thought he could get you to make out, maybe finger-bang you on video so I had leverage to join Chi Omega. I never imagined you’d be a full-on slut.”

Vanessa felt herself surge at that - it was more pride than shame.

“I’ve never had so many manicures or spa days in my life. Once Xavier got a taste, he kept sending me out so he could be alone here. Cost him a small fortune, so maybe you’re more a whore than a slut.”

A small thrill rippled through Vanessa, knowing that Xavier wanted her - it wasn’t all transactional blackmail.

“Yeah, he said you are even better than me.” Madison rolled her eyes, “Of course, because I would never do most of those degrading things that you apparently love.”

She put her hands on her knees, preparing to rise. “So, here’s the good news. I told Xavier he could stay with us for the summer. And he’s bringing friends.” A pause, to let it land. “Football players, Mom. You know how many of them have heard about you already? Half the team wants to see if the rumors are true.”

Vanessa felt the bottom drop out of her soul. She gasped, breath hitching, but it didn’t sound like a cry—it sounded like a moan.

Madison heard it too. She cocked her head, a new suspicion dawning. “Are you… are you actually into this? Holy shit.”

Vanessa shook her head, but the denial was transparent as tissue.

Madison laughed, long and low. “You’re fucking disgusting. You want to get passed around, don’t you? You want to be the house whore.”

The words struck Vanessa like bullets. Her chest flushed red, her breathing turned shallow and rapid. She pressed her knees together so hard it hurt, but the need wouldn’t stop; it just pooled and thickened and made her dizzy with want.

Madison stood, dusted invisible lint off her shorts, and moved toward the hallway. She didn’t even bother to turn off the TV, video still paused on the worst frame.

Vanessa remained frozen, listening to Madison leaving. Her mind was on Xavier—on the idea of him returning, bringing a pack of teammates, all of them hungry, all of them primed on the legend of the suburban “cum dump” just waiting to be used.

Vanessa’s eyes glittered. She leaned forward, elbows to her knees, and let the skirt ride up even higher. She wanted to reclaim a little control. “When are they coming?” she asked, voice ragged.

Madison recoiled, a little afraid. “You’re sick.”

“I want to know,” Vanessa insisted. “When will they be here?”

Madison backed away, her face a mask of horror. “Jesus. You are so much grosser than I ever imagined.”

She slammed the front door behind her, leaving a thunderclap of silence.

Vanessa didn’t move for a long time. She just watched the sky go from peach to purple, the room shrinking around her, the ache in her cunt now a constant, hungry burn. She pictured it: the line of boys at the door, all bigger and stronger than Xavier, all of them eager to try her out, to see if the rumors were true. She pictured herself on her knees in the foyer, on the kitchen counter, on all fours in the backyard.

She pressed her fingers inside her, shallow at first, then deeper, twisting and curling until she was dripping down her wrist. She whispered it, like a prayer:

“Black Male’d… yes…”

She came again, harder this time, clenching around the idea of her own ruin, of being broken and passed around and laughed at, over and over, forever.

She slumped on the couch, cunt pulsing, breath ragged, the term echoing in her head like an anthem.

She was ready for summer.

THE END
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The Neighbor’s Harvest: An Interracial Fertility Romance

In the garden next door, everything grows. In Elena’s home, nothing does. 

Elena is tired of the white noise of clinics and the sterile taste of failure. She spends her days watching Marcus, their neighbor, command the soil to life. He is a riotous bounty of strength and health—the living antithesis of the "weakness" her husband, Mark, can no longer hide. 

When the medical path reaches a dead end, Mark offers a new way forward. A "natural" solution. 

The arrangement is simple: Marcus provides what Mark cannot. But as the lines between necessity and desire disappear, Elena finds herself caught between the man she loves and the man who is literally bringing her back to life. Some harvests require more than just soil—they require a total surrender. 

Tropes & Themes:  * Building a Family / Secret Baby Drama 

​● ​ Hotwife / Husband-Sanctioned Romance 

​● ​ Gardener Alpha Male 

​● ​ Emotional Domestic Drama 

​● ​ High-Heat Contemporary Spicy 
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Sarah’s Jamaican Awakening: A Wife Works the Streets 


Sarah's world has always been one of normality. Her sister Holly, however, thrives in sensual chaos. Her string of black-skinned "Bulls," as she calls them, tells of a life of untamed passion, a world far removed from Sarah's comfortable existence with her loving husband, Barry. But when Barry encourages Sarah to explore her desires during a conference trip to Jamaica, everything changes.

Sarah finds herself surrounded by a sea of attractive dark bodies and hungry smiles. The allure of their lust is undeniable, and Sarah suddenly understands her sister’s cravings. When Sarah meets Jocko, whose powerful personality matches his physique, she feels a connection she's never felt before. What starts as a flirtation turns into nights of brutal passion, releasing the true submissive Sarah.

Jocko’s spell over Sarah is so complete that when he passes her around to his friends, as someone would lend a tool, she happily complies, returning after each is finished using her, eager to see the satisfaction in Jocko’s eyes.

Sarah quickly realizes that she enjoys being treated as an object more than she ever imagined, and agrees to be another of Jocko’s girls, available for sale on the street for any act. Her new life feels so exciting and real, that she is jolted when her trip to Jamaica ends, and Barry takes her back to her life of normality.
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The Black Bull’s Wives: A Neighborhood's Dark Bargain

They moved for peace, but found a hidden world of temptation. When Greg and Wendy stumble into the discreet, thrilling scene of their neighbors, an innocent foray into swinging spirals into something far more dangerous and deliciously binding.

Kenny, with his magnetic allure and undeniable power, introduces them to a lifestyle where wives are shared, and every boundary is blurred. But as Wendy delves deeper into this erotic underworld, she uncovers a secret that flips her world upside down: Kenny isn't just a swinger; he's a master of desire, orchestrating a lucrative trade in neighborhood wives.

Instead of repulsion, a new, thrilling desire awakens within Wendy. She sees a path to ultimate liberation, convincing Greg to completely surrender her to Kenny's will, to be his primary property.

What could possibly be in it for Greg? A shocking, irresistible side benefit: as Wendy embraces her new life with Kenny, three of the "owned" women, now free to explore their own desires under Kenny's banner, move in with Greg. His home transforms into a haven of shared pleasure, while Wendy, happy that Greg has found his own version of bliss, revels in being Kenny's most prized possession.


Blacked Wives Series
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If you love stories about wives succumbing to taboo urges, you should love the stories in the Blacked Wives series. Stories of wives seducing black lovers, being seduced by big black men, or given by their husbands to be used and stretched. Each is a standalone story of heated conversions.
Taking Their Deposits
Brown Always Delivers
Sampling the Butcher’s Meat
Cleaning Her Pipes
Extra (Big) Credit
Pickle Balled
Taken by the Block
Black Lights, Blacker Nights
Nothing But Nut
Blue Collared CEO
The Starting Lineup
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