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What’s Inside

He Came to Claim What the Marriage Couldn't.

A Story of Total Surrender and Biological Destiny.

Brad knew he was inadequate. Mary knew she was hungry. When the door opened for Jack, the sterile rules of their union were stripped away, replaced by a raw, undeniable "New Law." As the "Successor" fills the gaps in their life, the couple finds a dark, addictive thrill in their own displacement.

This isn't just an affair. It’s a systematic takeover. It’s the "Seed" that transforms a home into a legacy.

What Readers are Saying:

●  "Visceral, high-contrast, and deeply provocative."

●  "The perfect exploration of domestic surrender."

●  "A chillingly sophisticated take on biological takeover."

Tropes & Themes:

●  Breeding Imperative : The drive for a superior genetic successor.

●  The Cleanup Ritual : A devotional act of marital submission.

●  High-Heat Taboo : Pushing the boundaries of domestic law.

●  Shared Possession : A community of donors; one permanent vessel.

●  Found Legacy : Raising the child of a superior man.


Chapter 1: The Sterile Union

The master bedroom was engineered for sleep: white walls, white duvet, the hint of lavender on a pillow, not a single picture frame or potted plant to cut the antiseptic blankness. Even in the low lamplight, the air held a faint, irrefutable trace of latex and silicone—less a scent than a residue, stubborn as a chemical spill.

Mary stood at the foot of the bed, arms folded across her stomach. She wore nothing but an old Harvard rowing tank and the incongruously expensive black panties she reserved for weekends. The tank was almost vulgar in its honesty, the way it gapped under her arms and rode up high on her hips, mapping the deliberate muscle beneath. Her skin was a study in contrast: soft along the jaw and neck, iron from clavicle downward, all of it pulled tight over a yoga-honed frame that seemed to draw every glance in a room. She kept her hair up, always—something between vanity and discipline, though tonight it had half-collapsed into a dark coil behind her left ear, where pins had surrendered to sweat and gravity.

Brad sat on the edge of the mattress, hands folded in his lap, his weight pressing the edge of the bed into a permanent depression. His body was soft in all the places Mary was hard, the sort of man who’d once kept up but hadn’t bothered since tenure and the first mortgage. His t-shirt—heathered blue, generic, bought in a three-pack—pulled tight over a swelling gut. The flesh below his jawline spilled gently over the edge of his collar, and the thinning blond hair had haloed away from his temples in earnest. He watched Mary with the haunted focus of a man waiting for a verdict he already knew was coming.

She moved to the nightstand on her side of the bed. Not the top drawer, with its boneyard of chargers and stray hairbands, but the bottom—the one Brad never opened, not even when cleaning, not even when desperate for a spare AA. She knelt, feet flat against the rug, and curled her fingers under the lip of the drawer. The wood gave with a reluctant clatter, the runners sticky with neglect, and the room filled with the high, synthetic sweetness of lubricant and rubber.

Inside, a row of dildos, each arranged by size and color, the leftmost slender and shyly translucent, the rightmost nearly monstrous: black, veined, ten full inches and as thick as her wrist, its surface beaded with the ghost of yesterday’s lube, the kind that never really washes off. There was nothing accidental about the arrangement, and nothing gentle in the escalation.

Brad looked over her shoulder and said, “How about the black one?”

Mary retrieved the device, running her hands over the fake veins, feeling the weight of it, the slight stickiness that never washed off. She studied her husband. “You sure? I mean…”

Brad nodded, cutting her off, “Yeah. I know. Nothing like me–but I know it’s your favorite.” He added, almost shyly, “And I like to see you after.”

“I can do this in the bathroom,” she offered, aware of the emotional wound that might be inflicted.

“No, I want to.” Brad reached for the lube on the side table, aware that it was for the toys, not him. He didn’t have enough ‘package’ to require lube. When they were first together, six years in the past, he was always ready; always rock hard. Mary was soft and loving.

The years had made her harder–yoga, pilates, running had sculpted her, made her harder. The years had the opposite effect on Brad–sitting at a desk had made him softer, heavier–the fat making him shorter and softer, reduced his ability to ‘rise’ to the occasion every time.

At least he could pleasure her this way. She pretended that it was enough, but he could see the unsatisfied hunger in her eyes, could feel the disappointment in her kiss, her look.

Mary climbed onto the bed, moving with the practiced grace of someone who had choreographed these motions to the millimeter. She settled herself against the headboard, knees bent and splaying open the way a ballet dancer might before a split. She stared at the ceiling for a beat, then at Brad, then down to her own center.

Mary looped two fingers under the band of her panties and drew them off, keeping her gaze level with Brad’s until the moment she had to break eye contact to untangle the silk from her calves. She draped the panties over the lamp on the nightstand, the motion so casual and practiced.

Brad moved carefully, positioned himself between her legs, watching her glistening opening, eager and waiting. As he lubed the black invader, he wished he was endowed like their silicone friend. He applied the lube generously, watching it run down the sides, diverted by the veins and pooling at the half ball-sack at the base, functionally a handle.

Brad placed the broad tip against her labia, wiggling gently until they parted slightly. He looked up at Mary, and asked, “Ready, baby?”

Mary placed her hand on her stomach, feeling her rippled abs, prepared to feel the intrusion, and nodded, “Do it.  Deep, Brad–I need this.”

Brad pressed, watching her body open for it. Her lips stretched until they were white from the strain, as he watched the head push into her, popping forward as the flared head entered her. Mary’s breath hitched at the feeling. She was staring intently at Brad, waiting…

He pressed forward, watching the veiny shaft slide into her, her body opening to let it in, while her breathing sped up. He could feel the resistance as he continued to push, spreading her insides to accommodate the fake cock. He once again tried to imagine how it would look if this were real–would she make the same noises? Would she so passively accept the intrusion?

He watched her stomach ripple and legs tense as he worked the heavy rubber device into her. She was adjusting herself to take it in, and he was thrilled to watch her move, actively working to open for the monstrous cock.

There was about four inches to go when he felt the most resistance. He knew she could take more, but didn’t want to hurt her. He looked up at her, and saw her staring back, her eyes fixed on the place where the dildo entered her.

“Enough?” he asked softly, waiting for permission.

Mary’s answer was to grasp the base of the device–trapping his hands between hers and the base–and she pulled violently as she groaned, “Deeper!” He felt her inside give way, as the last four inches disappeared inside of her in one fast motion, shocking him at the violence. When the dong bottomed out inside of her, Mary let out a low, strangled gasp—nothing theatrical, just pure response. Her hands shook with the force of restraint, nails digging into the black base as she felt the weight inside her.

Brad’s chest rose and fell in shallow, irregular bursts. When Mary pulled back on the rubber intruder to withdraw it, he let his hands slip away. She was focused on the sight of where the cock entered her, watching her lips hanging onto the dildo as it slowly withdrew.

Brad pulled back and watched–it was clear that Mary was taking care of things herself. It made his stomach sick at the failure, but his need to watch her coupling overrode any secondary feelings.

Mary fucked herself in earnest, at first slow, warming up, then with gathering force. She levered her hips upward on every thrust, driving the massive shaft deeper, the stretch transforming her: jaw slackening, eyes narrowed to slits. The sounds were nothing like the ones she made during sex with Brad. They were raw, unmodulated, as if she was the only one in the house. The slap of silicone against skin, the obscene gurgle of lube, the animal whine she made when she bottomed out—Brad catalogued every noise and filed it next to every night he’d heard only his own shallow panting and her polite, effortful moans.

She pressed the toy all the way; her fist now flush against her pubic bone, and paused. Her chest shuddered. Then she worked it in shallow, grinding circles, as if trying to reshape herself from the inside. A flush bloomed across her face and neck. Her left foot flexed, toes digging into the sheet, knuckles bleaching white as she kept herself from collapsing. Brad heard his own breath, ragged and loud. He could smell her sex, overriding the scent of lube, the slippery wet clinging to the shaft was more her than chemical.

Mary’s climax was a series of desperate, involuntary spasms. She writhed upward, back arching away from the headboard, her entire body gone taut with effort. The toy stayed buried inside her, almost as if she’d been impaled by it, and her hands gripped the base with a ferocity bordering on panic. She cried out—a single, guttural bark, not even a word, but so loud Brad almost recoiled.

He let out a sound, too, but his was the opposite: a small, whimpering exhalation, somewhere between awe and envy.

The bedroom stilled. Mary slumped back into the headboard, her arms splayed at her sides, the toy still inside her. Her chest heaved. Sweat shined along her temples and collarbones, hair plastered damply against her cheek. For a moment, neither of them moved. The only sound was the cooling, sticky sigh of her body coming down.

When Brad finally spoke, his voice was not what Mary expected. It was soft, almost clinical, but there was an edge—something sharp and cracked around the vowels.

“I want to see you do that,” he said. “With someone real. Not a toy. Someone who can—” He stopped, searching for a word that didn’t exist. “—actually fill you. Stretch you out–make you feel what I can’t give you.”

Mary turned her head. Her eyes were wild and unfocused, face still flushed and beautiful in its disarray. “You’re serious.”

He nodded, hands still locked on his knees. “I’ve thought about it. Let’s be truthful–I can’t satisfy you anymore. I want to see it. I want you to want it. We know I can’t do that to you, and I’m sure the toy isn’t enough.”

She licked her lips. A droplet of sweat traced the hollow of her throat. “And then what?” The question was honest, unguarded.

Brad looked at her—at the defiled, splattered perfection of her; at the obscene girth still jutting from between her legs, a grotesque bookmark. He leaned forward, grasped the black intruder between her legs, and slowly withdrew it, causing her to moan. As her body reluctantly released it, her labia clinging to its fake head, she remained open and gaping, glistening with lube and her juices. He swallowed, then looked her in the eye. “I want to see you after you’ve had a real one.” he said. “I’ll watch everything. I want to see you cum on another man’s cock.”

Mary said nothing for a long moment. Her breathing steadied. Her hands, still sticky with lube, traced mindless circles against the sheets. Finally, her mouth curled into a slow, involuntary smile—small at first, then growing. She looked at Brad, and something in her expression shifted: surprise yielding to calculation, then to something older and deeper.

The rubber cock glistened, laying between her thighs. Brad watched her watch him, the silence swelling, neither of them moving to clean up or even cover themselves. The air in the room changed, becoming dense, as if heavy with possibility.

Mary tipped her head back, eyes half-lidded, and let her legs drift wider apart. The smile had vanished, replaced with a look of utter, brutal satisfaction.

“I’ll do it,” she said, almost a whisper. “If I can find someone. And I want you to watch.”

She drew a long, shuddering breath, and Brad felt the world tilt slightly on its axis. This, he realized, was the new shift in their house: white walls, white sheets, and all the rules rewritten in sweat and plastic and shame.

He nodded, because there was nothing else he could do, and the air between them hummed with the low, electric promise of what would come next. He had watched Mary pleasure herself so many times after he failed to make her orgasm; the dildos growing larger each time. He knew they had to change something to save the marriage.


Chapter 2: The Return of the Ex

The kitchen was lit like an autopsy suite: overhead LEDs, all blue-white glare, laid every fingerprint and water stain bare against the granite. Even in the aftermath of dinner, with the smell of browned butter still trailing in the air, there was a sharp undercurrent of something more clinical. Not the simple tang of bleach, but a finer haze—latex, faint silicone, the pheromonal runoff from what had happened an hour earlier upstairs.

Mary rinsed a chef’s knife under the tap, her palm steady on the blade, the motion precise. Her arms, bare past the shoulder, flexed with small, exacting movements—no wasted energy, no tremor, just the patient disassembly of the night’s meal. She wore a sports bra and the same yoga shorts she’d pulled on after showering, but somehow the domestic uniform made her look even more disciplined: a body built for endurance, every line and shadow exaggerated by the hard, cold light.

Brad dried the plates with the edge of a faded kitchen towel, each motion automatic. His chest and arms were soft, the muscle gone pillowy under a layer of domesticity, and his skin—especially now, in the unforgiving light—showed a delicate, almost translucent pallor. He stood a foot away from Mary, not crowding but close enough for their respective warmths to overlap. He could smell her, the dark heat of her scalp and something faintly floral from her wrists.

The dishwasher moaned open on a hydraulic hiss. Mary loaded the plate with a single flick of her wrist and slid the rack home. She kept her back to Brad as she spoke.

“Jack’s back in town.”

The words dropped with casual precision, the tone neutral as if reciting the weather. She picked up a wineglass by the stem, thumbed away a lipstick print, and rinsed it, not turning.

Brad’s hands stilled on the bowl he was drying. The terry towel hung limp from his fingers. He did not speak right away.

Mary stacked the glass upside-down in the rack. “I ran into him at Trader Joe’s. He’s back in town for a project.”

She turned then, leaning into the counter, elbows planted behind her. The posture was an open challenge. Brad had to look away from the planes of her arms, the way the flesh banded tight across her triceps. “Are you still interested, after you broke up? After he…”

“Cheated on me?” Mary finished. “He was always interested in any hole, as long as it was wet and open. Doesn’t matter now, does it?”

Brad shook his head.

“He looks the same,” Mary said, eyes steady on her husband. “Wider, maybe. But still—” She paused, a breath catching at the edge of a smile, as if she wanted to see if he’d ask. “—huge.”

Brad swallowed. The motion in his neck was visible, a wave rolling under pale skin. He set the bowl down carefully, as if it might explode, and reached for the next dish. His hands shook a little.

“What do you mean by that?” He pitched the question lightly, as if they were still trading banter, but his voice betrayed him on the last syllable.

Mary watched him, her face unreadable. “You know what I mean.”

He dropped his eyes to the granite, then forced them back up. “You mean—”

“I mean,” she said, “the same as always. The way you want me to mean it. He wears tight jeans to show off.”

A silence opened between them, wide and clear. The only sound was the refrigerator’s low, predatory hum. Brad’s breathing became shallow and audible, every inhale an act of commitment.

Mary looked thoughtful, “I know I said I never wanted to see him again. He’s an asshole. He’s arrogant and possessive. But he has a legendary cock and fucks like a machine. I want his cock and body, not the man.” She snorted, “It might be justice–he sees women as holes, now this  woman sees him as just a cock.”

He laid the towel across the counter, straightened it with a single swipe. “You should call him,” he said, voice softer now. “You should.”

Mary’s jaw twitched. The sinews in her neck stood out, pale against the dark line of her hair. She let her arms cross over her chest, biceps pressing into rib. “I don’t know about that.”

Brad stepped closer, not quite closing the gap. “I want you to,” he said. “I want to see it–as long as he’s just a cock.”

She held his gaze for a long beat. Her hands pressed flat against the counter, the knuckles whitening, but she didn’t pull away.

“Say it again,” Mary said.

He flinched, but complied. “I want you to have sex with him. I want you to do it.”

The word hovered between them, dense and sweet as a clot.

Mary exhaled through her nose, then looked past him, as if something in the middle distance required study. She flexed her fingers, then stilled them. The overhead light etched every fine vein in her wrist, every striation in her forearm.

“Okay,” she said, finally, not quite a whisper. “Maybe.”

Brad stood there, trembling, as if bracing for a verdict. Mary did not look at him again; she scrubbed her hand over the counter, even though it was already clean, and the room filled with the arrhythmic tap of her nails on granite. Above it all, the refrigerator’s hum, the sound of machinery anticipating a need.

The scene did not end so much as pause, locked in a state of potential. Neither of them moved to turn off the lights.

***

At 11:49 p.m., Brad stood beneath the migraine glare of the pharmacy parking lot, keys clenched in his pocket. The strip mall was functionally dead, just the round-the-clock drugstore at the far end still burning with life, its interior overexposed and clinical as a hospital exam room. The automatic doors parted, and the first thing he noticed was the solvent-sharp tang of cleaning chemicals. The place was empty, not a soul in the fluorescent tunnel of aisles. Each footstep sounded wet against the polished tile.

He moved like a man on assignment, zero hesitation, though his skin crawled with the memory of the kitchen—Mary’s voice, the word “huge,” the way it had hung in the air and stayed there long after she’d said ‘maybe.’ The sensation followed him down the personal care aisle, a tightening band around his chest. Every color and label screamed under the overheads, a planet of product in perfect, unnatural rows.

The condoms lived halfway down, across from the baby formula and sanitary napkins—a detail that struck Brad as deeply cruel. He scanned the shelves: the rainbow array of choices, the brands that promised pleasure, duration, invisibility. He’d always bought the same box for himself and Mary: generic, snug, unremarkable. He kept his gaze high on the rack, looking for something different, something engineered for the explicit impossibility Mary had carried in her hips all night.

There: XXL. The box was matte black, the font metallic, almost obscene in its confidence. He reached for it, and the cardboard was colder and heavier than expected, like a box of ammunition. Brad turned the package in his palm. The label said nothing he hadn’t already expected: extra strength, extra length, lubricant, for the man who requires more.

He stared at it for a full minute, thumb drifting along the edge until a passing stock boy rounded the corner and caught his eye. Brad looked down and fumbled the box into the crook of his arm. He wove toward the registers, each step a little less stable.

At the counter, he stacked the box on the plastic belt, careful not to let the label face the clerk. She was college-aged, bored, chewing gum as she scanned his item. She did not look up, did not ask if he had a rewards card. He handed over cash—small bills, folded in half—and waited for the receipt with a heart jack hammering in his throat.

“Have a good night,” she said, not looking up. Brad mumbled something and hustled out, the bag crinkling in his grip, the night air feeling thick and sweet compared to the pharmacy’s cold sterility.

In the car, he sat for a moment, the engine off, just letting the silence pool around him. The box rested in the passenger seat, black against the vinyl, the print shining in the dashboard’s blue clock light. For a long time, he just looked at it, his erection stirred, anticipating the scene. He pulled away and headed home, heart hammering excitement in his chest.

The house was pitch-black but for the microwave’s digital clock, a single white eye in the kitchen. Brad entered quietly, shoes left by the door, and set the pharmacy bag on the center of the kitchen table. He pulled out the box and placed it upright, logo visible from the hallway. The rest of the house was silent—the hum of the fridge, the faraway clunk of pipes settling in the walls. He could almost sense Mary above him, asleep or not asleep, her body curled into itself somewhere between the realm of hunger and satisfaction.

Brad sat at the table. He did not turn on the light. The box stood between his hands, a neutral marker, its presence both ridiculous and monumental. He thought of Mary—her hands, her voice, the muscle in her forearm when she’d pressed her palm to the counter and stared him down. He pictured her taking this box in the morning, her expression when she’d see it–realizing he wanted her to do it.

For now, Brad let himself linger in the dark, the pulse in his wrists loud as a warning. He did not want to go upstairs, not yet. He waited, the kitchen filling with the slow pressure of anticipation, every surface holding its breath for what would follow.

***

Jack arrived exactly seven minutes late, boots thudding against the floorboards like a judge’s gavel. The doorframe barely registered against his broad shoulders; for a heartbeat, the hallway seemed too small to contain him. He wore faded denim—knees spattered with paint, thighs worn thin—and a simple thermal, sleeves pushed above forearms thick as timber. The first scent to reach them was sawdust and sweat, underscored by something feral.

Brad cracked the door and Jack nodded once, heavy as a settling beam, then stepped inside without invitation. Their eyes barely flickered across each other; Jack’s gaze swept the room—light fixtures with naked bulbs, the unadorned banister—before settling on Mary.

She stood at the stove, spine straight, hair coiled atop her head. A gray tank clung to her shoulders; her arms glistened under the can lights, a single tendon at her elbow quivering. She didn’t turn.

“Mary,” Jack said, the corners of his mouth sharpening. He brushed a thumb along his jaw, as though erasing the day’s stubble.

She finally faced him, expression blank, and nodded once, still gripping the skillet.

Brad hovered behind Jack, uncertain. Clearing his throat, he ventured, “You made it.”

Jack waited a beat, eyes roaming the room again, then shrugged. “Traffic’s shit,” he said, “but at least your neighbors are asleep.” He flashed Brad a grin, letting the silence thicken. “I like that.”

Mary plated steak with careful precision, the blade slicing through meat in one smooth motion, juices pooling on the rimmed china. She arranged potatoes, then broccoli, each element turned just so. When she spun the plates toward them, the motion was exact, deliberate.

Jack yanked a chair back, sat solidly, then leaned on the table so the wood groaned. Brad, shrinking opposite him, folded inward like thinning cloth. Mary took her seat between them—neither close nor distant, perfectly centered.

Above them, a copper pendant cast a warm circle over starched linen. Three water glasses, three wine stems; a half-full tequila bottle waited just beyond arm’s reach. The kitchen receded behind this stage of poised tension.


Chapter 3: The First Sampling

The kitchen belonged to no one. The overhead fluorescents rendered everything equally harsh: the quartz countertop with its perfect, irrelevant veining, the barstools with their factory-fresh vinyl, the cold grid of the tile. Even the remnants of dinner had surrendered all the illusion of home—just three plates, edge-wiped and stacked by the sink, and the air around the table shivering with the ghost of garlic and charred protein.

Jack had planted himself at the head of the table, his arms flanking his water glass and flexing as if he were about to tear a phone book in half. The tendons in his hand tensed and relaxed as he twirled his fork, not eating, just testing the flex of the metal. A smell came off him that was more than sweat—it was wood shavings and machine oil, a vibration of the blue-collar world that clung to him even after the shower. He did not so much sit in the chair as occupy it; the backrest seemed close to snapping under his weight.

Mary sat perpendicular to him, shoulders squared, posture immaculate, as if she’d been called in to observe a procedure. Her tank top was the color of wet slate and traced the twin ridges of her clavicles down to a delicate gold chain at her neck. Dark hair, loosed from its usual knot, fell over her left eye, where it moved only when she allowed it. Her arms—sculpted and brown from hours of sun—were crossed, but not in defense: it was the stance of someone taking careful inventory of the scene and herself in it. Her erect nipples were the only indicator of anticipation, noted by both Brad and Jack.

Brad rounded out the triangle, hands folded on the table, not touching either his glass or his plate. There was nothing remarkable in his clothes—just a department store button-down and khakis, the kind you bought for work events and never really wore elsewhere. The flesh along his jaw and at his chest was pale, almost reflective in the laboratory light, and the sight of him across from Jack brought to mind before-and-after photos in the back of bodybuilding magazines. His voice, when it came, was measured but lacked a center of gravity.

Conversation had already failed once, sometime during the broccoli. Now, the three were rebuilding from zero. Jack’s gaze flitted to the half-full tequila bottle posted up on the granite behind them, then to the array of glassware: three shot glasses, each one close to empty but waiting. And, just beyond, the black box, its condom logo unsubtle and massive, positioned in the direct sight line of everyone at the table.

It should have been a joke. It wasn’t.

Mary glanced at the box, then at Jack, then at Brad. “You still working for that concrete outfit?” she asked, the words crisp but feather-light, as if to test the air.

Jack grinned, rolling the fork between his fingers. “More or less. Got my own crew now. Remodels, mostly. Fixing shit the cheap guys fuck up.” He let the words hang, not quite looking at Brad, but near enough.

Mary nodded, then chewed her next question with clinical patience. “You like it?”

Jack shrugged, an enormous gesture that made his biceps billow the fabric of his shirt. “Pays well, keeps the blood moving. Beats sitting on your ass all day. I’m back here as a favor to a buddy, probably 3 months, then gone.” He leaned back, stretching his legs so the table rattled, and looked straight at Brad. “You still teaching, right?”

Brad smiled—small, apologetic. “Chair of the department now. Curriculum committee, budgets, that kind of thing.” He reached for the tequila, topped off each shot glass with the precision of a man measuring medication, and handed one to Jack.

Jack tipped the glass back and winced with pleasure, the tequila burning a path down his throat. “You always were the brains,” he said to Brad, but his eyes pivoted instantly to Mary, like a dog checking its owner for a reaction.

She kept her face neutral but her hands twitched, briefly uncrossing, then tightening again over her ribs.

They passed the bottle another time. This round, the alcohol cut through the undercurrent of expectation, the tension beginning to outpace the calories. The conversation failed again, the silence now stretching long enough to be purposeful. Jack let the pause ride; he wasn’t uncomfortable with quiet, only bored by the limitations of it.

He took another shot, then licked his thumb, savoring the brine on the rim. “So,” he said, “am I the only one who remembers what this is actually about?”

Mary smiled, but not with her mouth. “I remember,” she said.

Jack nodded, looking her over as if for signs of wear. His eyes skimmed her jaw, the angle of her collarbone, the way the tank top clung to her chest and then relaxed across her stomach. The smile stayed, a slash across his face.

He turned back to Brad. “You good?” The question was low and granular, a construction worker’s inquiry—practical, nothing sentimental.

Brad did not blink. “I want this, we want this,” he said, the words so soft that Mary almost flinched. “I want to see it. All the way.”

Mary’s pulse ticked in her neck, the artery visible for a single, betraying moment. She poured the next round with hands that were suddenly, infinitesimally less steady.

Jack looked at the tequila, then at Mary, then at the condom box on the counter. “I know you want it. Still got a taste for it?” he asked, his voice leveled just above a whisper.

Mary met his stare head-on. “Always,” she said. The word came out hard.

Jack grinned, teeth bared in a way that was almost primate, and nodded once. “Alright,” he said, voice final.

He reached for the box on the counter, but Brad got there first. With a slow, careful motion, he palmed it, then set it on the table directly in front of Jack. It was a transfer of power, naked and deliberate.

Jack’s hand landed on the box, the weight of it compressing the cardboard. He looked at Brad, who was watching the box with the solemnity of a bomb tech. Then Jack looked at Mary, whose eyes had gone dark, jaw working in anticipation or dread.

The box sat between them, a contract, a loaded gun, a line drawn and then obliterated.

No one moved for a long time. The kitchen was silent but for the slow, arrhythmic pulse of the fridge, the sound of glass settling on the counter, and the quickening syncopation of three hearts, each drumming its own wild rhythm against the chest.

***

Mary stood up first, not with the polite negotiation of a dinner host but with the unceremonious snap of an athlete leaving the blocks. The chair rocked back and the air around the table seemed to thin, as if oxygen itself could sense the escalation. Jack followed, boots hitting tile with a hollow double-thud, already closing the gap before Brad had even managed to rise from his own seat.

The rules, written in tequila and latex, required no further rehearsal.

Jack reached her in two strides. He put his hands on Mary’s hips—no warm-up, no uncertainty, just the sudden, total assertion of grip. His fingers wrapped around the twin ridges of her iliac crest and compressed, flesh whitening under the pressure. He spun her, so she faced the counter, then pressed her forward until her palms landed flat on the polished granite. The sight of her in profile, back arched and legs braced, sent a sharp, foreign pulse through Brad’s chest.

Brad remained in the chair for a moment longer, eyes flicking between Mary’s body and Jack’s. He was close enough to see how Jack’s hands nearly spanned the width of Mary’s waist, the size differential more graphic now than any private fantasy had prepared him for. The soft give of Mary’s skin against Jack’s hard palms, the subtle tremor in Mary’s thighs, the outline of veins along Jack’s forearms—they were details that rewired every memory Brad had ever stored about his wife.

Jack let go of her left hip just long enough to reach for the hem of her tank top. He yanked it up, not roughly but with the efficiency of someone who’d done it a thousand times, exposing the flat, ironed plane of her lower back. Mary didn’t flinch. She helped, shrugging her right arm free, the fabric peeling away from her skin with a sound like surgical tape leaving flesh.

Jack reached for the waistband of her yoga shorts and shucked them to her knees in a single downward sweep. The shorts crumpled at her ankles, leaving Mary exposed: the sculpted line of her glutes, the high, disciplined curve of her hamstrings. Jack squeezed, as if testing a product in the store, and only then did he move to his own belt. The unbuckling was loud, metallic, final as Mary stepped out of her shorts, spreading her legs slightly, ready for Jack.

Brad watched, the moment looping in slow motion. He’d seen her naked every day for years, but not like this: not raw, not on display, not with someone else’s hands mapping the territory. His own hands were on his knees, squeezing with involuntary pressure, and every breath he took was shallow and high in the chest.

Jack unzipped, dropped his jeans just enough, and fished out his cock. It was grotesque, not just in length but in the angry, vascular thickness that made it look more weapon than organ. The head was purple-red and slick, and the way it bobbed in his grip set off a primitive warning in the air. Jack didn’t bother to look at Mary’s face; he looked at the place where her body waited.

Mary bent at the waist, spreading her feet to shoulder width, bracing for the inevitable. She reached back, found the condom box on the counter, and tore it open with a practiced thumb. She held the packet, then turned to hand it to Jack, but he shook his head. “You do it,” he said, his voice velvet and grit.

Mary obeyed. She opened the foil, pinched the tip between two fingers, then rolled the latex down the impossibly long shaft with slow, clinical attention. Her hands shook, just a little, as she worked the condom down to the base. She stared at Jack’s cock with something like respect, maybe nostalgia.

“God, I’ve missed this,” she said, and her voice was low and husky, not the one Brad knew.

Jack grinned, teeth bared, and planted a hand in the center of her back. “Missed being stretched open by a real cock?”

Mary swallowed. She nodded. She turned, placed her hands on the counter and spread her legs even further, presenting herself for the assault.

Brad’s ears rang; his pulse thudded in his temples. It was better than Brad had imagined, the reality of the scene more raw and charged than anything his imagination had conjured.

Jack took himself in hand and placed the head at Mary’s entrance, nudging forward with a single, testing motion. The tip disappeared, and Mary’s spine curled in reflex, the muscles along her back standing out in relief. She made a sound—half hiss, half whimper—and dug her nails into the granite for leverage.

Jack pressed in further, using small, grinding thrusts. Each inch was a negotiation with Mary’s body, every millimeter claimed and held. The stretch was merciless. Brad could see the way Mary’s ass dimpled under the pressure, the flesh deforming to admit Jack’s girth. Her head was bowed, hair falling over her face, but the low, primal noises escaping her were not ashamed—they were aroused, startled, hungry.

By the time Jack was halfway in, Mary was panting. She forced herself to breathe, the air rattling through her chest. She rocked back, trying to take more, but Jack resisted, holding her at the edge, savoring the hold she had on him.

“Still tight,” Jack said, as if reporting on the weather. He forced another inch in and Mary gasped, arching her back. The blunt force of it traveled up her spine; her body took the shape of Jack’s demand.

Brad was so hard it hurt. He watched, transfixed, as Mary accepted more and more of Jack, her body reshaped around the invading presence. The obscene outline of the cock, visible even under latex, looked like it was trying to punch straight through her.

Mary’s first orgasm hit suddenly, violently. Her whole body convulsed around Jack, her thighs quaking. She made a noise, a ragged, animal cry, and the sound almost scared Brad. It was nothing like the soft, careful moans of their marital bed—this was pure, involuntary.

Jack grunted, then pushed all the way in. He leaned over her, pinning Mary between himself and the countertop, and began to fuck her with piston-like, relentless strokes. The slap of flesh was loud and final. Mary’s body yielded and then fought, then yielded again, lost in a feedback loop of sensation.

Brad’s hands were shaking now. He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, eyes never leaving the junction of their bodies. The scene was obscene in every sense, but he couldn’t look away. He watched the way Jack’s hips battered Mary, how she opened wider for him with every stroke, how her ass rippled and flexed, how her hands clawed at the granite as if she might be swept away.

Mary’s second orgasm came harder. Her knees buckled, and she nearly collapsed, only Jack’s hands kept her upright. She screamed this time, a sound so high and raw it bordered on pain, but when Brad looked at her face, he saw only joy and surrender.

Jack kept going. He shifted his grip, one hand anchoring Mary’s hip, the other planted flat between her shoulder blades. He adjusted her angle, found the leverage he liked, and drove into her at a pace that made the countertop groan. Mary took all of it. Her legs spread wider, her breath coming in short, frantic bursts.

Brad saw the sweat on her lower back, the slick where their bodies met, the bruises forming in real time on her hips where Jack’s fingers dug in. The kitchen was filling with the smell of sex, layered on top of the lingering odor of tequila and cooked meat.

Jack’s finish was abrupt and absolute. He rammed into Mary one final time; the impact shoving her hard against the counter. He held her there, buried to the hilt, groaning low in his throat. Brad watched Jack’s ass muscles working as he filled his wife, the condom the only barrier to complete ownership.

Jack pulled out slowly, latex still stretched tight over his cock, and stepped away from Mary. He stripped the condom off with one quick motion, tied it, and then, with casual indifference, dropped it onto the small of Mary’s back, where it rested like a trophy, obscenely full of his cum.

He zipped up, buckled his belt, and pulled his shirt back down. He glanced at Brad, who had not moved from his spectator post. “She’s all yours now,” Jack said, his tone flat, almost bored. “Go ahead and reclaim your property.”

Then Jack picked up his jacket from the chair, slung it over his shoulder, and strode out of the kitchen. The front door closed with a hollow, unhurried click.

***

Brad sat there, listening to the sound of Mary’s ragged breathing and the ticking of the kitchen clock. His wife was slumped over the counter, her hair covering her face, the latex baggie of semen cooling against her skin. The room was quiet except for the slow, viscous drip of sweat down Mary’s thigh.

He stood up, moved to her, and placed a hand on her shoulder. The muscle was quivering, still live with aftershock. He stroked down her back, stopping just above the condom, and let his palm rest there.

Mary turned her head, eyes glazed and wet, a smile forming at the corner of her mouth. She did not speak, but she did not need to. Brad looked at her, at the marks left by Jack’s hands, at the evidence of what had just happened. He had never seen her look so open, so ravaged, so completely and unapologetically alive.

He didn’t say a word. He knelt behind her, planting a soft kiss on the globe of her ass, then another, closer the gap of her thighs. He gently spread her, examining her red, swollen labia, recovering from the pummeling of Jack’s cock. Brad saw she was still gaping slightly, stretched by her ex-boyfriend.

Brad ran his tongue along her swollen lips, slipped his tongue inside of her, thrilled at the knowledge that another man had been inside of her–that she had so easily surrendered herself to his cock, to his power. Mary moaned, as if accentuating his thoughts.

He licked again, this time Mary groaned, “Lower.” The smell of sex was overwhelming as Brad licked deeper and closer to her bud. The angle wasn’t right, his tongue wasn’t long enough, so he stroked her with his finger while he continued to lick her, darting his tongue inside. He could feel her panting, and wanted to make her come like Jack did, so increased his efforts.

With no warning Mary moaned louder and shivered, her legs clamping tight against Brad’s face as he felt her juices coating his mouth, tongue and hand. It didn’t last long, and she released him as she lay on the counter, panting.

He sat back on his heels, still reeling from the taste and visual evidence of Jack’s invasion of Mary. As he continued to stare at her gape, and swollen lips, Mary’s hand reached back, seeking the filled condom so she could turn around.

Brad reached up, grabbing it by the knot, both sickened and thrilled to hold another man’s semen. Mary turned around, pulling herself onto the counter, legs spread in front of Brad. Brad noticed her satisfied smile, and the sheen of sweat on her body.

“What was that?” she asked softly.

Brad nudged her legs apart further, “I wanted to see what you looked like after him.”

“Well?” Mary prompted.

Brad smiled, “It is unbelievable. You look gorgeous - your lips spread and pink. I could smell your sex…” He held up the filled condom, “He came a lot.” His hand moved to hold it next to her opening, against her still swollen labia. “He looked at his wife shyly and said, “I wonder what it would look like inside you.”

Mary’s eyebrows raised, then she gave a mischievous look, grasping the filled condom as Brad released in. I watched as she pushed it against her opening, using her fingers to work it into herself, raising her legs to make it easier. She pushed it as deep as she could, then met Brad’s eyes. “Now I have his cum inside me. Is that what you wanted?”

Brad’s heavy breathing was audible as he said, “Fuck. That’s amazing. You’re amazing.”

Mary smiled, “Next Friday? Maybe in bed this time? The granite’s tough.”

Brad nodded, wondering how many times she would agree. “I want to watch from closer next time.”


Chapter 4: The Souvenir

Jack entered the Carpetti house the way a man might enter a worksite—no preamble, no pause, just a measured stride that communicated certainty. He shut the front door behind him with the deliberate click of someone who understood the physics of leverage, then crossed the hall in heavy, unsentimental steps. There were voices upstairs, muffled by drywall and distance: one, Mary’s, clipped and low; the other, Brad’s, an unsteady thread of sound barely surviving the descent.

He took the stairs two at a time. The master bedroom door was half-open, exposing a wedge of light and a slice of immaculate white wall. Jack palmed the edge and let himself in, not bothering to knock.

The room was museum sterile, almost hostile in its refusal of ornament. The duvet was a sheet of matte white, ironed and tense across the mattress, with pillows stacked in regimented rows at the headboard. To the left, a single nightstand punctuated the scene: granite top, squared edges, a lamp with a shade so white it threatened to disappear against the wall. And on the nightstand, the opened box of XXL condoms—black, metallic print catching the lamplight—placed so deliberately it might as well have been an exhibit card.

Brad stood beside the bed in a t-shirt and boxers, hands clasped in front of him like a man at a public urinal. His face was pale, almost sickly, the eyes not quite meeting Jack’s. He nodded once, small and automatic.

Mary was already in the room, perched on the edge of the mattress. She wore nothing but a loose Harvard rowing tee, hair scraped back in a high, punitive ponytail. Her legs were bare, muscled and sharp above the knees, feet planted flat on the carpet. She glanced at Jack, then at the nightstand, then back to Jack—eyes flicking in fast, animal intervals.

Jack said nothing at first. He walked to the nightstand and took up the condom box in one hand, shaking it slightly as if confirming inventory. He plucked a packet, tore the foil with his teeth, and rolled the latex onto himself in three quick, impersonal strokes after he shucked his jeans. The motion had all the ceremony of prepping wood to saw - mechanical, practiced. He flicked the empty wrapper onto the nightstand, where it landed with a staccato snap.

He turned to Brad. “On the bed. On your back.”

Brad’s face froze. The color ran out of his neck, leaving him a raw, mottled shade of pink. He hesitated a beat too long.

“Now,” Jack said, not raising his voice, just flattening it into a fact of nature.

Brad complied. He climbed onto the duvet and lay flat, arms at his sides, the flesh of his thighs and abdomen settling into the soft give of the mattress. His breath moved the t-shirt up and down, exposing a wedge of belly, the faint blue veins that mapped his torso.

Jack addressed Mary with a chin nod. “Over him. So he can see up close.”

She got on all fours, the muscles in her thighs tightening into ridges as she moved. She positioned herself above Brad so that her face hovered above his groin, her knees bracketing his ribcage, her back a taut, unbroken line from neck to coccyx. Jack adjusted her by the hips, guiding her into an angle that brought her pelvis directly over Brad’s face, then moved to the foot of the bed to admire the geometry.

“Good,” he said.

Mary’s hands sank into the mattress, fingers splayed wide, nails biting the fabric. She looked down at Brad, whose eyes darted from her face to her pussy, then closed altogether.

Jack climbed onto the bed, each motion practiced and economic. He knelt behind Mary, the mattress dipping under his weight, and placed a hand on the small of her back, pressing until her spine arched. He nudged her legs wider with a gentle but absolute force, then grasped the base of the condom, positioning himself with the care of a carpenter aligning a mortise.

The physical logic of the arrangement was brutal and inarguable: Mary’s body, suspended above Brad’s, her knees indenting the white duvet on either side of his head; Jack, behind her, his forearms bracketing her hips, the latexed head of his cock resting against her opening, just inches above her husband’s face. The scent of lube and latex was instant and overwhelming—a chemical haze that erased any lingering memory of the kitchen, or of the world outside the four walls of the room.

Jack pushed in with a single, fluid motion. The sound was wet, a hissing intake of breath amplified by the stillness of the space. Mary’s back rippled with the effort of acceptance, her shoulders tensing, then shuddering loose. Brad’s eyes snapped open. From his vantage, there was no abstraction, no metaphor—just the blunt, undeniable reality of Mary’s body being opened, inch by latex covered inch, above his own. Her knees pressed into the mattress with increasing pressure, the tendons in her calves standing out as she braced.

Jack wasted no time on hesitation. He set a rhythm—deep, grinding strokes, his hips snapping forward with the measured insistence of a piston. Each time he bottomed out, the impact traveled through Mary’s body and into Brad, who flinched beneath her with every cycle. There was no language for the noise that filled the room: the slap of flesh, the wet friction of lube and latex, the guttural sounds leaking from Mary’s throat. None of it matched the ambient soundtrack of marital sex that Brad had known; all of it was alien, elemental.

Mary’s hands clawed at the sheets, her jaw clenched in a rictus of focus. She tried to stay silent, but failed: a gasp escaped, then another, each one sharper than the last. Her hair, dark and heavy, came loose from the ponytail and fell across her cheek in wet, sticky strands. Sweat beaded along her lower back, tracing a line down to where Jack’s hands anchored her hips in place.

Brad did not move. He stared up at the convergence of Mary’s body and Jack’s, every detail rendered in obscene clarity: the latex sheath bulging as it withdrew, the raw stretch of Mary’s opening, the viscous drip of lube pooling at the crease of her thigh. He felt the mattress quake beneath him, his own breath coming faster in a reflexive echo of the pace above.

Jack’s tempo increased, his grip tightening. He pulled Mary back into him with each thrust, the force of his arm compressing the flesh at her waist into new shapes. The bed frame creaked in time, the sound an wooden metronome. Mary’s head hung lower, her hair a dark curtain obscuring her face, but Brad could hear her breath—wet, hitching, nearly animal.

With a final, shuddering push, Jack buried himself to the hilt and held. Mary’s whole body went rigid as she screamed, then slackened all at once, collapsing onto her elbows. Jack stayed there for a moment, his chest heaving, then withdrew slowly, the latex hissing free with a sound that made Brad’s teeth ache. He gripped the base of the condom, inspected it, then let go.

Mary slumped forward, her forehead nearly touching Brad’s thigh. Her body quaked with aftershocks, sweat slicking every inch of exposed skin. Jack sat back on his haunches, surveying the aftermath with the calm satisfaction of a man who had finished a hard job well.

The room was silent but for the three of them breathing, the sharp stench of sex and rubber blanketing the air. The white duvet was creased and rumpled, the master bedroom now definitively claimed.

Jack rolled his shoulders, then spoke in a voice that left no room for doubt. “Stay there,” he said, addressing Brad. “You’re not done watching.”

Mary’s head jerked up, her eyes blazing with a mixture of relief and hunger. Brad stared at the ceiling, a single tear tracking sideways across his temple and into his hairline. He did not move. He could not.

Jack reached for another condom, tearing the foil with the same mechanical precision. The world had narrowed to this: the stretch of latex, the throb of muscle, the cold, white universe of the room. All other laws had been suspended.

And so, the scene reset. Three bodies, three roles, each locked into place by the geometry of need.

The new dynamics of their bedroom.

***

The world contracted to a single, horizontal plane. Brad lay flat, his face tilted up, the field of view dominated by the undersides of Mary’s thighs, the outline of her glutes and the vivid, anatomical spectacle of Jack’s cock—sheathed in latex, knotted with veins, entering and withdrawing with ruthless regularity. The tip glistened with each emergence, coated in slick, and every push showed Mary’s body opening to receive him, her labia gripping tight as he entered her, each withdrawal showing her lips clinging, as if reluctant to let him go, all just inches from his face.

Each thrust made the mattress buckle, sending a wave of heat and pressure through Brad’s own body, pinning him to the white expanse. The lube, cold when first applied, had now warmed to body temperature, and it streaked the crease of Mary’s ass in slippery, translucent rivers. The smell was more than air could hold: latex, synthetic sweet, then the more organic tang of sweat and arousal. Brad’s nose filled with it; his lungs moved in shallow, rabbit-fast bursts.

From below, he saw Mary’s arms trembling, triceps flexed hard against the demand of keeping herself elevated. Her hands were planted in the mattress at his sides. The rest of her—shoulders, chest, neck—shivered in the rhythm of Jack’s movement behind her. Mary’s face was a mask of concentration, lips parted, eyes closed, a strand of hair pasted across her cheek with sweat. Every time Jack drove in, her whole body shifted forward an inch, her arms momentarily bending before she fought to straighten them again.

The soundscape was pure function: the slap of Jack’s hips, the wet catch of penetration, Mary’s voice stripped to the bare minimum. Gone was the careful, considerate partner of Brad’s memory. This was not communication. This was a system being stress-tested at the edge of capacity.

“Fuck,” Jack said, the word thrown out on a grunt. “God, you take it better now. Jesus, Mary.”

Mary answered, if it could be called that, with a ragged whimper. It was the sound a person might make if they were alone, under a weighted blanket, or in the grip of a fever. Brad felt the vibration of it through the mattress and up into his chest.

Jack bent forward, folding over Mary’s back. His left hand found her hip, the right braced on her shoulder. He slowed for a second, grinding in a circle, and Brad saw the latex bulge at the base, the skin of Mary’s opening stretched impossibly tight around it. For an instant, Mary’s eyes flicked open. She looked down at Brad, not through him, but at him—a flash of total, unmasked hunger and shame. Then her eyelids fluttered, and the gaze was gone, replaced by the relentless drive of sensation.

Jack’s rhythm rebuilt, faster and deeper, now punctuated by the rough slap of his stomach hitting Mary’s ass. The mattress shimmied under Brad, who found his hands clutching the duvet so hard his knuckles ached. He did not touch himself. He was aware only of the wet heat, the sweat of Mary’s body, and the growing, involuntary pressure in his own groin.

Mary’s voice spiked, a series of escalating moans, each one higher and more desperate than the last. Her elbows finally buckled, and she crashed down onto them, her ass tipped even higher in Jack’s favor. From Brad’s vantage, the scene was vivid: the thick, wet shine of the condom, the brute force with which Jack’s cock rammed into Mary, the visible stretch of her body as she took every inch. The latex, slicked with so much lube and Mary’s fluids it dripped onto Brad’s chin, caught the overhead light and glared like wet glass.

Then, with no warning, Mary screamed—a guttural, animal sound, her voice reduced to pure need. Her body seized around Jack, shuddering so violently that for a second, Brad feared she would collapse entirely. But Jack did not let up. He held her at the hip, driving in through the wave of her orgasm, until his own breath went shallow and he slammed in, hard, and stayed there, trembling.

Brad watched as Jack ground his pelvis into Mary, the condom ballooning slightly as he came, the thick shaft pulsing inside her. Mary’s eyes shot open. She looked down, first at the rumpled sheets, then at Brad’s face, then—finally—at Brad’s groin.

Somewhere in the space between Jack’s climax and the aftershock of Mary’s, Brad’s own body betrayed him. Without a hand, with no friction but the brush of Mary’s thigh against his ribs, he felt a full-body spasm overtake him. The sensation was hot and shameful and absolute. He came, violently, the front of his boxers instantly soaking through, the wet patch visible even in the flat white light. For a moment, he could not breathe.

Mary watched it happen. Her gaze stayed locked to the spreading stain on his shorts, her own breathing wrecked and unsteady. She held the stare for a full five seconds, her lips parted, her jaw slack. There was nothing left to say. The only sound was the diminishing slap of flesh and Jack’s low, satisfied groan.

***

Jack pulled out with a wet, slow suction that echoed in the space between breaths. He reached for the condom with two fingers, peeled it from himself with a practiced snap, and pinched the rim tight. The reservoir bulged, heavy and opaque, the latex distended by the load it held. For a moment he weighed it in his palm, the way a man might judge a ripe fruit at the store. Then he tied a hard knot in the base, lifted it, and let it dangle above Brad’s bare chest.

He didn’t bother to look Brad in the eye—just lowered the trophy onto Brad’s sternum, letting it land with a soft, wet plop. It stuck for a second, then slumped sideways, a slug of semen and latex clinging to the pale skin.

Jack zipped up, tucked in his shirt, and swept a hand through his sweat-damp hair. He looked at Mary, who was still kneeling on the mattress, her body flushed and trembling, then at Brad, who had not moved, not even to brush the condom away.

Jack buttoned his jeans, grabbed the condom box from the nightstand, and tossed it onto the bed within arm’s reach. Then he looked down at Brad, and said, “She’s all yours,” in a tone that carried no trace of irony or cruelty. Just the resignation of a man finishing a job, a contractor handing over the site.

Jack left the room with the same certainty he’d entered, his boots thudding across the hallway. A pause. The sound of the front door opening, then closing. Silence closed in on the bedroom, thick and unbroken.

The master was now a battleground after the ceasefire. The sheets were rucked up and creased, the white duvet marked with spatters of lube and sweat and the faint, brownish crescent where Mary’s hair had left a trace. The lamp on the nightstand cast a cone of light onto the bed, hard shadows cut into the walls. The box of XXL condoms sat open, a black marker against the white covers.

Mary did not move. She stayed on her knees, straddling Brad’s ribcage, her breath still coming hard. Her hair hung over one eye, sweat tracking down her neck in slow, glistening runs. She looked down at Brad, at the latex bundle perched on his chest, then up into his face. Her own expression was impossible to read: exhausted, yes, but also charged with a new, dangerous voltage.

Brad lay perfectly still, pinned by the weight of the condom and of everything it meant. The chill of the room seeped into his back, but the place where the latex touched his skin felt burning, almost radioactive. His hands lay limp on the sheets, palms up.

The air was full of the reek of sex, the after smell of chemical lube and the heavy, unfiltered drift of arousal. Each inhalation was a reminder. Brad could taste it at the back of his throat, could feel the sweat drying tacky under his arms and between his thighs. The stain on his boxers had gone cold, a sticky patch pressed between his softening cock and the fabric.

Brad’s hands found Mary’s ass, tried to pull his face to her wrecked hole, his tongue out to verify her act of infidelity. Mary felt him struggle, and lowered herself onto his mouth, feeling his tongue enter her and lick her sore labia. She moaned at the feeling of him, the thrill of giving herself to Jack while Brad watched. Brad licked tentatively at first, then more aggressively as he forced his tongue inside her, tasting where another man had been. She lowered onto him, pressing the condom between them, her chin resting on his damp boxers, the wasted seed of her husband while a real man took her.

Brad felt it—the squelch of latex against his sternum, the deliberate pressure. He closed his eyes, then opened them again. He worked his hand between them, seeking the condom. Mary lifted her belly slightly, letting him grasp the latex wrapped semen of her lover. After he pulled it free, she settled on top of him, waiting for his next action.

He could feel his erection stirring as he lifted the still-warm bag of cum to his wife’s slightly gaping opening, and pressed it there. Her moan around the word, “Yes,” was permission. He pressed the squishy bag into her, using his fingers to work it as deep as he could, wondering how long she would keep it inside of herself.

Mary rolled over, lifting her knees to keep Jack’s latex sack of seme inside of her. She looked at Brad curiously, “You like that?”

Brad wasn’t sure what ‘that’ was, but answered, “I like his cum inside of you. Do you?”

Mary put her hand over her pussy, “Mmm, yes. But just this way.”

Brad met her eyes, “What if he didn’t wear a condom?”

Mary’s eyes widened softly, “Risky. I’d be letting him ‘claim’ me. And you’d still go down on me?”

Brad’s breathing picked up, thinking about Jack’s balls twitching, his throbbing cock pumping his seed into Mary. His wife, a willing receptacle for him. He nodded slightly.

Neither of them spoke. Neither of them needed to.


Chapter 5: Breaking the Barrier

The white room was quieter than a hospital. No music, no television, not even the hum of air conditioning—just the faint chemical halo from fabric softener, the distant thump of a neighbor’s heat pump in the night. Mary sat on the edge of the bed, back perfectly straight, her Harvard tee discarded somewhere on the floor. She wore only a pair of black panties—high-waisted, minimal; the kind designed to be used for attraction rather than worn for comfort. Her hair had slipped loose from its tie, dark as oil, damp at the ends from her shower, preparation to be taken. The muscles in her back flexed and reset, prey waiting to be taken by her alpha.

Brad hovered at the far corner of the mattress, not quite on or off, waiting for the show. He looked smaller than usual, shirt stuck to his midsection with a band of sweat, the fabric outlining the soft ring at his waist. His eyes darted between Mary and the condom box on the nightstand. He examined his wife, posed and eager to be taken by another man.

Jack had not bothered with a shirt. His jeans were only halfway zipped. The veins along his arms were dark ropes under the skin, and his chest, still mottled with the heat of the day, rose and fell in slow, predatory waves. He leaned against the bedroom wall, arms crossed, the entire pose engineered to render him both a fixture and a threat. In this context, the term “bull” was neither insult nor metaphor; it was simply the only word that would fit.

Brad cleared his throat. The sound cracked, high in the register, and for a moment even he looked surprised to have made it. He wiped his palms on his thighs and tried again. “Can we—” His mouth worked, formed a word, lost it, then tried again. “Can you—this time—”

Mary looked at him, head slightly tilted, as if reading a transcript in her mind. “Say it,” she said, her voice flat and precise.

Brad did not look at Jack, only at Mary. “No condom.” The phrase escaped in a single exhale. “I want to see it.” Then, softer: “You, filled.”

Jack did not move, but his grin was visible even from across the room. He let the silence hang, then raised his eyebrows at Mary, as if to say: This is your show.

Mary didn’t blink. She let Brad marinate in the request until his face flushed two shades darker, then she smiled—a tiny, involuntary quirk at the left corner of her mouth. “That’s a lot of mess,” she said, not teasing, but stating the fact as a nurse might discuss a hemorrhage.

Brad nodded, desperate. “I’ll—I’ll clean it. After.” He did not say how. He did not have to.

Mary rolled her shoulders, then stood up in a single, fluid motion. The lighting—one bedside lamp—cut her body into hard, architectural shadows. The white duvet, a white cloud upon which she floated, her nipples hard and dark, her body clearly prepared for the assault.

She looked at Brad, then at Jack. “That’s the deal?”

Jack pushed off the wall, arms uncrossing. “I’m fine with it,” he said, voice low and sure. He looked at Brad, then at Mary. “You want to call the shots, go ahead. But if I’m not using a rubber, I’m doing it my way.”

Mary nodded, as if she’d known this clause was coming. “Your way,” she said, voice still light, but not insubstantial. “But after, he’s the clean-up crew.”

Brad’s jaw worked. He didn’t trust himself to speak, so he just nodded, once, then twice, the motion so quick it bordered on tremor.

Jack stepped forward, the floorboards under his feet giving a single, muted pop. The bulk of him seemed to pull the center of gravity in the room. He flicked his hand toward the mattress: “On your back, Mary. I want it all inside of you.”

She didn’t hesitate. She climbed onto the bed, folding herself down onto the white field with a gymnast’s economy. The contrast of her skin against the sheets was beautiful. She spread her arms, her legs, an anatomy model at rest, and stared up at the ceiling. The triangle of the three bodies—Jack, Brad, Mary—was now perfectly arranged. Only the method of intersection was in question.

Jack undid his jeans, letting them fall to his knees. The cock was there, half hard already, as if it had just been on a break, not finished for the day. Brad stared at it—at the way it hung, at the way it grew with each heartbeat, the shaft veiny and throbbing, hungry for Mary.  Jack ignored Brad completely, focusing all attention on Mary’s body.

He climbed onto the mattress with a weight that compressed the entire bed frame. He knelt at the foot, hands planted on either side of Mary’s thighs. He spread her legs, bent her knees, then hooked her ankles over his shoulders with a single, brutal motion. The exposed flesh was red where the skin met cotton, and the scent of sex—half chemical, half animal—flooded the room.

Mary reached up, bracing her hands against the headboard. “Wait,” she said, not in protest but in process. Jack paused, eyebrows raised.

She turned to look at Brad, who was watching from the side of the bed, jaw loose, fingers pinched together in his lap. “You want to watch?” she asked him.

Brad nodded, afraid to speak, then gingerly approached the bed.

Jack didn’t wait for more permission. He lined up, spat into his palm, and slicked his cock with a few rough strokes. He pressed the head against Mary’s opening and drove in—not gentle, not testing, but a full, deliberate breach. The stretch was instant, the sound a sharp, wet intake. Mary’s back arched, her hands tightening on the headboard, and her mouth made a sound that was all surprise and no pain.

“Oh Fuck! That feels so good!,” she managed.

The first few thrusts were slow, almost lazy, as if Jack was testing the limits of the system. But the tempo increased, and soon the entire bed moved, the headboard tapping a staccato against the drywall. Mary’s body adjusted—opening, yielding, then clutching at the new, raw presence inside her. Each withdrawal left her gaping, slick with the proof of her own response.

Brad’s hands now gripped his own knees, the skin white at the knuckles. He watched the junction, watched as Jack’s cock withdrew and plunged, the blunt head emerging wet, then vanishing again. He could see how Mary’s pussy stretched to accept it, how the lips whitened around the flare, how her entire body seemed engineered only to accommodate this act.

Mary moaned, but it was a different noise than with the rubber. It was uncontrolled, less filtered, the vowels longer, the volume higher. She met every thrust with her hips, the muscle in her abdomen flexing and quivering. Brad catalogued every micro-expression, every pulse and shudder, every time Jack bottomed out and Mary’s jaw dropped open, voice raw.

Jack braced himself over Mary, his hands pinning her wrists to the mattress. He dropped his mouth to her neck and bit, not hard enough to break skin but enough to leave a mark. “Take it,” he said, flat and factual. “You can take more.”

Mary made a sound—half plea, half hunger—and opened her legs wider, the muscles in her thighs flexed to max tension. She looked at Brad as it happened, the eye contact intentional, and did not look away.

Jack set a piston rhythm. Each stroke slammed Mary deeper into the mattress, the weight of him compressing her until the bed frame groaned. Brad watched, hypnotized, unable to reconcile the performance with the careful, considerate version of Mary that made coffee and balanced checkbooks and corrected his grammar in emails. This was a different software entirely, a subroutine that ran on pure input/output.

“Jesus,” Mary said, breathless. “It’s too much.” But she didn’t stop, didn’t resist, only gripped the sheets tighter.

Jack grunted. “You love it.” He bent her legs higher, ankles pinned above her head, and drove in with a force that blurred the outline of his hips. The slap of skin was louder now, echoing off the white walls.

Brad’s heart hammered in his throat. He felt a pulse, low and hot, and realized he was hard again, tenting his boxers in a way that felt both absurd and inevitable.

The crescendo was fast, brutal. Jack’s thrusts grew shorter, deeper, then suddenly he slammed in and held, the cock buried to the root. His whole body tensed, calves straining, back arched. Mary’s head slammed back against the pillow, mouth open in a perfect O, and she let out a sound that was pure, wordless triumph.

Jack stayed inside her, not moving, for a long moment. The room went utterly silent, just the triplet of heavy breathing. Brad watched as Jack’s cock twitched and pulsed, watched as Mary’s body clenched around it. He saw the first drip, milky and thick, seeping out and trailing down to the sheets.

Mary let her legs drop, Jack’s cock still inside her. She stared up at the ceiling, lips parted, hair a black halo around her face. The smell of it—raw, not covered by latex or lube, just the pure, bitter residue of sperm—cut through all the other scents in the room.

Jack pulled out slowly, the movement obscene in its precision. The head emerged, coated in semen and Mary, a line of it stretching between them before it snapped and splattered onto her thigh. Mary’s body gaped open, leaking, a small tide pooling between her legs.

Brad inhaled, audibly. He was shaking now, his whole system on overload.

Mary didn’t speak. She just turned her face to look at Brad, her expression unreadable, then beckoned him closer with one finger. She didn’t have to say the next part. It was simply the new law.

Brad shuffled forward, kneeling between her open legs. He looked at the mess, at the ruin of her body, at the evidence of what had just happened. His hands hovered over her thighs, then he dipped his head, tongue out, and began to clean.

Mary watched him do it, eyes half-lidded, breath steadying. She reached down and laced her fingers through his hair, guiding him to the places that needed most attention. Jack sat at the edge of the mattress, arms folded, watching the process with the calm of a man who has already won the argument.

The white room glowed under the lamp, all evidence thrown into high relief. The mess was everywhere—on the sheets, on the thighs, on the mouth and the hands. There was nothing hidden, nothing abstracted.

Brad cleaned her until there was nothing left to clean, until all that remained was the taste and the memory and the pounding of blood in his ears. When he finished, he looked up at Mary, who pulled his face to her own and kissed him, deep and slow, the two of them breathing each other’s air.

Jack watched, impassive, as if memorizing the pattern for later. Then he stood, zipped his jeans, and left the room, shutting the door with a click that was almost gentle.

When Brad finished, he looked up at his wife and said, “It’s not just the cum. I like to see what he’s done to you, see your pussy after another man has used you.”

Mary’s breath quickened as she processed his words, then said in a low tone, “Fuck, that’s hot. You like my cunt better after I cheat?”

Brad nodded.

Mary smiled wickedly, “And I like how it feels—how eager you are to clean me and taste me.”

***

The next Friday, Mary stood in the bedroom, completely naked and ready for Jack’s visit. Her toned body trembled with anticipation as she watched the door, occasionally flicking her eyes to Brad, standing in a faded t-shirt and boxers, waiting for the show to begin.

He watched his wife, finally managing, “You look so damn hot, Mary.”

Mary smiled at the compliment - there was a reason she was at pilates and yoga nearly every day. The only compliment she could think of for Brad was, “You look so damn hungry.”

Brad smiled weakly, then spotted the box of condoms on the side table. He walked over, picked them up, then dropped them into the trash, “We won’t be needing these, will we?”

“Never,” Mary agreed.

The front door opened, then closed, Jack’s boots clumping heavily through the hall and then up the stairs.

Jack appeared in the doorway, a work too stretched across his chest and arms stretching the fabric. His faded jeans were slightly dusted with sawdust and he smelled slightly of machine oil. When he saw Mary standing naked at the edge of the bed watching him, and Brad standing back watching as well, he smiled, “I guess you’re waiting for the star of the show!”

Mary smirked, “Your cock is the star. You just carry it around.”

Jack gave a surprised look, then grinned, “I guess someone’s getting their cunt destroyed tonight.”

Brad ventured softly, “Yes…”

Jack ordered, “On the bed, on your back. I’ve got a sackful for your wife today.”

As Brad scrambled onto the bed, Jack pushed down his jeans, releasing his already-hard erection, viny and throbbing with need. Mary bit her lower lip as she saw it spring free.

When Jack saw Mary’s reaction, he laughed, “On your hands and knees, woman. Let’s show hubby how I can destroy that cunt.”

Jack stepped to the edge of the bed as Mary positioned herself over Brad, her pussy directly over his face. He could see her glistening with excitement, back arched to expose herself as much as possible.

Jack spit on his hand, fisted his cock a few times to slick himself, then he ordered, “Open your wife for me, buddy.”

As Brad’s trembling hands moved to her ass, Mary encouraged him, “Open me up, baby. Give me to Jack.” She could see Brad’s cock bobbing, and she expected him to cum again soon, untouched.

Jack moved in, his knee sinking into the mattress, the entire bed shifting under his weight. He positioned himself behind Mary, one hand gripping his cock, the other steadying her hip. With no warning, he pushed into her, the slick sound of their flesh meeting filling the room. Brad, inches away, could see everything—the way Jack’s cock slid in, the way Mary’s body yielded, the way her inner lips clung to Jack’s shaft. Jack’s balls swung heavy and full, brushing against Brad’s forehead with each thrust.

Mary let out a surprised exhale, her body stretching to accommodate Jack. She leaned back, letting Jack’s cock fill her completely. “Fuck, you’re big,” she gasped, her voice a mix of pain and pleasure.

Jack grunted, his hips moving in a steady rhythm. “You’re fucking loose now,” he commented, his hands gripping Mary’s ass, spreading her wider. Mary let out a whimpering laugh, her fingers digging into the mattress.

Brad was pinned, forced to watch and feel every movement. The scent of their sex was thick and earthy, the room humid with their combined heat. Mary’s body rocked against his, her body grinding against his with each of Jack’s thrusts.

Mary came with a scream, her body arching, her nails clawing at the bedsheets. Jack didn’t stop; he chased her orgasm, his body slamming against hers. “You wanted this,” he growled into her ear. “You fucking love it.”

Mary could only nod, her forehead pressed against Brad’s thigh. “More,” she begged, her voice hoarse. Her body shook with each impact, her ass flush against Jack’s pelvis.

Jack let out a low growl, his body shuddering as he came. Brad watched as Jack’s cock pulsed, filling Mary, the excess spilling out and dripping onto Brad’s face. Jack pulled out slowly, his cum dripping onto Mary’s ass, then down to Brad’s face.

Mary, shaking, lifted herself up and positioned her pussy over Brad’s mouth. She didn’t ask, just held his face in place as the mix of cum and her juices dripped onto his tongue. Brad choked, then swallowed, his mouth filled with the salty, acidic taste.

Jack, already hard again, watched from the edge of the bed. He smirked, stroking himself. “Another round?” he asked.

Mary didn’t answer, just ground her pussy harder into Brad’s mouth. She came again, her body quaking, her thighs trembling. Jack moved in, rubbing his cock against her ass, smearing his cum over her skin. He spit into her cunt, the mixture dripping onto Brad’s face.

“Open up,” Jack commanded, and Mary obeyed, spreading herself for Brad’s tongue. More cum poured into Brad’s mouth, his eyes watering as he struggled to keep up.

Jack thrust into Mary again, his cock smeared with the mess on Brad’s face. The three of them moved as one, a tangle of limbs and fluids. When Jack finally finished, he stayed inside Mary, his hands stroking her flanks. Mary collapsed onto Brad, her sweat and cum and Jack’s semen coating Brad’s face and mouth.

“Thank you,” she whispered to Brad, her body pressing him into the bed. Brad closed his eyes, the taste of them filling his mouth, their heat surrounding him.

Jack zipped up, a satisfied smirk on his face. He left the room, leaving Mary and Brad in a tangle of limbs and soiled sheets. Mary sat up, her pussy still dripping, and looked down at Brad. “I like that,” she said, a soft smile playing on her lips. “I like that you reclaim me after Jack uses me.”

She ground herself against Brad’s mouth again, making him eat every drop and taste her well-used pussy.


Chapter 6: The Cleanup Crew

It was Friday, and the air in the house throbbed with a static charge—something that started after the third time, when the pattern of Jack’s visits no longer counted as a visit or casual entertainment, but as scheduled service. By 7:58 p.m., Brad was already waiting in the living room, pretending to read on his tablet, flipping the pages of an e-book so fast the screen couldn’t keep up. Every three minutes, he checked the clock in the screen's corner. Every three and a half, he listened for the specific crunch of tires that meant Jack’s truck had pulled up on the curb instead of the driveway, as if Jack wanted even his parking to feel like trespass.

Tonight, Mary didn’t bother with pretenses. She came down the stairs in nothing but a charcoal sports bra and a pair of sheer, high-cut panties that rendered her hips into geometric perfection. The fabric was so fine it made her look unfinished, like a statue still in the sanding phase, muscle definition shadowed with impossible clarity. Her hair was up, as always, but this time there was a single, deliberate wisp dangling at her cheek, damp and freshly combed. She moved with the unhurried, strutting gait of someone who was not just prepared for what was about to happen, but had been waiting for it all day.

She didn’t look at Brad, or at the tablet in his lap, but drifted past him and unlocked the front door, stepping back to frame herself in the hallway’s narrow lens. She put one hand on the doorframe and flexed her bicep, the motion so calculated it might have been a challenge.

Brad looked up, admiring her tight ass and muscled legs. “You seem eager,” he said softly.

Mary looked over, a grin on her face, “I am.” She nodded towards his tablet, “You’re not fooling anyone. You want to see us fuck, too.”

The doorbell rang. Jack didn’t wait for the answer—he just pushed in, boots loud against the tile. He wore the same navy work shirt from the last two visits, but this time he’d rolled the sleeves up to the elbows, exposing forearms so tan they looked almost dusty. The shirt was unbuttoned at the collar, revealing a triangle of hair and skin that glistened slightly in the porch light. His eyes immediately zeroed in on Mary, slowly examining her from head to foot and back.

Jack’s voice was always a little too loud for the house. “Shit, did I catch you getting ready? Am I early?”

Mary tilted her chin. “You know what time it is.”

Jack reached out, one finger hooked under the waistband of her panties, and pulled her into him. He kissed her, hard, with the hungry, open-mouthed sloppiness of someone who wanted to make up for lost hours. Mary leaned in, letting the collision of their hips drive her onto her toes. When Jack finally broke the kiss, he let the waistband snap back and smirked.

He glanced over Mary’s shoulder at Brad. “Dinner ready, or are you saving it for later?”

Mary answered before Brad could. “Dinner’s in your balls, Jack. I couldn’t think about food all day.”

Jack’s grin widened, slow and carnivorous. He stepped past her into the foyer, not breaking contact, his hand splaying out over the small of her back as if measuring it. “I guess we’ll get right to the fucking part, then.”

He led her up the stairs without waiting for an answer.

Brad followed at a deliberate distance, heart kicking hard enough to make his shirt flutter at the sternum. At the top of the stairs, Jack already had Mary pinned to the bedroom door, one hand around her throat and the other groping her ass with enough force to leave fingerprints. Jack was already hard—Brad could see the outline through his jeans, the head already punching a clear shadow in the denim.

Mary made a noise, not quite a gasp, more like a challenge. “You said you’d make me crawl to the bed tonight.”

Jack cocked his head. “Yeah, I did. Get on your knees.”

She sank down in one smooth motion, her knees landing with a muted thump on the rug. She kept her back straight, shoulders squared, and turned to look at Brad as he entered the hallway. Her face was defiant and lit up from inside, as if the prospect of submission made her stronger, not smaller.

Jack yanked down his zipper, not bothering with the button. His cock sprang free, heavy and flushed, veins twisting up the shaft like the lines in a butcher’s diagram. He was thicker than Brad remembered—if anything, bigger than ever—and the sight of it made Brad’s mouth go dry.

Mary reached up and wrapped both hands around the base, her fingers unable to touch on the far side. She licked the head in a slow, lazy circle, then swallowed him halfway down on the first go. Her lips stretched white against the width; a string of spit and pre-cum snapped between her chin and his cock as she drew back.

Brad felt himself harden as he watched his wife’s lips stretched around Jack’s cock, her wedding band glinting as she stroked him, saliva coating her hand.

Jack moaned, the sound raw and appreciative. “Fuck, I missed this,” he said. He turned to Brad, “See what your wife needs?”

Mary pulled off, her jaw flexing. “It’s what you’re for,” she said, voice hoarse but steady. “I want it all. Every hole.” She glanced at Brad to see his reaction, then returned to Jack’s cock.

She worked him with both hands and mouth, each motion hungry and calibrated for maximum stretch. Jack rocked forward, his fingers lacing through her hair and guiding her into deeper, messier swallows. Brad stood in the doorway, paralyzed and sweating, eyes locked on the way Jack’s cock forced Mary’s lips wide, the way her throat bulged to accommodate him.

Jack lasted less than a minute before pulling her off. “No. I want to do this right,” he said. He grabbed Mary by the shoulders and yanked her up, spun her so her back hit the door. He hooked two fingers under the bridge of her bra and snapped it up, exposing both breasts. The force left a red slash across her sternum. Jack bent to take a nipple in his mouth, biting and tugging until Mary’s knees buckled.

Brad saw the way Mary’s body gave way, the way her hands clutched at Jack’s shoulders as if to either hold him in place or push him away—impossible to tell. Jack moved both hands down and cupped her ass, then lifted her clean off the floor, walked her the four steps into the bedroom, and dropped her onto the bed. The motion was so fast and so practiced that Mary landed at the edge, legs spread, panties still in place but askew, one breast popping free under the cup.

Jack peeled off his jeans and tossed them aside. He crawled onto the bed and knelt between Mary’s open thighs, then ripped the panties clean in half with both hands. The noise—fabric parting under stress—was more shocking than any slap or shout. He buried his face in her crotch and inhaled, then licked her in broad, heavy laps, each one drawing a fresh, gasping noise from Mary.

Brad edged closer, holding his breath. He could see everything now: the way Mary’s hips jerked against Jack’s tongue, the way the muscle in her thighs quivered and locked. Jack tongued her with a violence that was almost comic, then paused to spit, letting a thick strand of saliva coat her clit before going back in. Within minutes, Mary was writhing, both hands tangled in Jack’s hair, legs hooked tight around his neck.

She came suddenly, with a shudder that traveled up her whole body, a soundless O exploding into a raw, voiceless moan. Jack didn’t stop; he tongued her through it, lapping at the overflow, grunting into her skin like a dog at a kill. When Mary finally pushed his head away, she was panting, eyes half-lidded.

Jack straightened, face shiny with her slick. “You ready?” he said.

Mary propped herself up on her elbows. “Don’t make me beg.”

Jack grinned and lined up, pressing the tip of his cock against her opening. He moved slow for the first inch, then bottomed out in one brutal push. The effect was instantaneous: Mary’s breath caught, her hips shot up, and a high, unfiltered sound ripped from her throat. Jack pulled out halfway, then slammed in again, harder. Each thrust forced a new, sharp angle of Mary’s body, her knees splaying wider with every impact.

Brad was close enough now to see how Mary’s pussy tried to grip Jack, how the lips stretched taut around the shaft and then snapped back with a wet, sucking noise each time he withdrew. The pink around her opening turned white at the edges from the pressure, and the entire scene was obscenely wet—fluids smeared over her thighs, pooling on the sheets.

Jack reached down and hooked both of Mary’s legs over his shoulders, then bent forward until her knees touched her chest. He hammered into her, the slap of skin loud enough to echo in the corners of the room. Mary howled, her hands flailing until Jack grabbed both wrists in one of his own hands and pinned them above her head. He fucked her like that, with a single arm immobilizing her and the other hand clutching her hair, using her head as a handle.

Brad watched the entire apparatus—Jack’s massive body bearing down, Mary’s body folded and completely at his mercy, the mattress creaking and shifting with every stroke. Brad’s own cock was hard and leaking, but he didn’t touch it. He just watched, as if the act of observation alone could keep the world from flying apart.

Mary came again, this time with a scream so loud that Brad flinched. She thrashed under Jack, heels drumming against his shoulders, her entire body gone rigid and red. Jack rode it out, never breaking rhythm, his breath coming now in ragged shouts.

After the second orgasm, Jack pulled out and flipped Mary over. He yanked her up onto her knees, then slid in from behind, grabbing her hips with both hands. The angle made Jack look even larger, the thick root of his cock visible with every thrust. Mary arched her back and pushed into him, the two of them locked in a feedback loop of speed and force.

Brad moved to the side of the bed for a better angle. He could see the point of impact now—the way Jack’s cock forced Mary’s pussy to stretch around the head, the way it plunged in and out with ruthless efficiency. Each time Jack bottomed out, a ring of wetness glistened at the base, mixing their fluids into a frothy mess that coated both their bodies.

Jack slowed down and leaned over, one hand snaking around to rub Mary’s clit. She gasped and bucked, her head snapping back so her hair whipped Jack across the face. “You like this?” Jack growled, his voice so deep it sounded like it was coming from the floorboards.

Mary sobbed, “Yes, fuck, don’t stop, please don’t stop.”

Jack upped the tempo again, the bed frame now slamming into the wall with each thrust. Brad could see Mary’s face, eyes rolled back, mouth slack and drooling. She was gone, her mind erased by sensation. Jack looked up at Brad and grinned—a flash of teeth, a dare. He gripped Mary’s hair and yanked her head back, then reached out and grabbed Brad by the chin.

“Watch this,” he said, not a question.

Brad nodded, mute.

Jack spat in his free hand and smeared it over the length of his cock as he pulled out. He lined up at Mary’s ass and pressed the tip against the tight, puckered opening. Mary tensed, a line of sweat breaking on her spine.

“You want this?” Jack asked, voice calm and even.

Mary shuddered, then nodded. “Please, Jack. I want it everywhere.”

He pressed in, slow at first, letting Mary’s body fight and then surrender to the intrusion. The stretch was brutal—Brad could see the tight rim widen, see the head of Jack’s cock force its way inside. Mary’s whole body shook, but she didn’t scream this time. She just gasped, a long, desperate sound that seemed to come from the bottom of her lungs.

Jack worked in, inch by inch, until the entire shaft was buried. He set a slow, grinding rhythm, one hand circling Mary’s hip, and the other wrapped in her hair. Brad watched, transfixed, as Mary’s ass opened and closed around the cock, as her entire body adjusted to make space for Jack.

Mary moaned, “Fuck, yes, I feel it everywhere, oh god—”

Jack pounded her like that, using her ass as if it were built for no other purpose. Mary came again, her whole body convulsing, her pussy leaking onto the sheets in a hot, viscous flood. Jack’s balls slapped against her, loud and final, and Brad watched as they tightened, readying for release.

Jack grunted, “Gonna cum. You ready for this?”

Mary groaned, “Yes, please, please—”

Jack pulled out of her ass and shoved back into her pussy, the motion so violent it made the bed jump. He fucked her for another half-dozen strokes, then buried himself to the hilt and held, every muscle in his back standing out in relief.

He came, and Brad could see the pulse of it—see the way Mary’s pussy gaped and then overflowed, white semen pouring out around the cock and dripping down onto the ruined sheets.

***

Jack stayed buried, his whole body rigid and hunched, as the last surges of his orgasm rattled through the room. Brad had never seen anything like it—the raw animal violence of the act, the way Jack’s cock seemed to pulse and swell as it filled Mary. Her body spasmed in perfect time, milking every drop out of him, and as the last jet pumped inside, Jack let out a sound between a bark and a sigh. Then he drew back, moving with the slow gravity of a man whose work was done.

He stood up, his cock still glistening, beads of cum weeping from the tip onto the sheets. Jack tucked himself away, zipped up, and watched the display on the bed. “I’m done with her,” he said, the smile never leaving his face. “I’ll let myself out, maybe grab a burger.”

Mary didn’t even look up. “Don’t eat too much,” she called after him. “You know you’re coming back for seconds.”

Jack laughed, a deep, amused rumble, and then the front door banged shut. The house went silent, except for the ragged, entangled breathing in the master bedroom.

Brad was on all fours, his face inches from Mary’s ruined pussy. The folds were raw and stretched, gaping wide and seeping thick rivers of white. Mary still trembled with aftershocks; each time Brad pressed his tongue to her, she clenched, and a new blob of cum oozed out, coating his lips and teeth.

He sucked and lapped, chasing every drop, until the taste of Jack was so strong it overwhelmed everything else. The flavor was nothing like what he’d ever experienced—bitter, salty, musky, unmistakable. It was the taste of loss, of surrender, and of something sacred being reclaimed.

Mary watched him, propped up on one elbow, her body shining with sweat. She reached down and stroked Brad’s hair, petting him like a favored pet. “You’re such a good boy,” she murmured. “Clean it all up for me. Clean up Jack's mess.”

Brad obeyed, licking the seam of her pussy until it was almost as clean as before, except for the flush of red around the edges and the residual shine of slick. He kept going, working his tongue in deep, scooping out every clot and glob, savoring the humiliation and the helpless need. He moved to her ass, giving the tender pucker gentle licks that caused her to shiver.

Mary patted her husband’s head as he dutifully reclaimed her. “Did you see how much he came?” she asked, her voice gone slow and lazy. “That’s what a real man’s load looks like. Did you enjoy seeing me get filled, Brad? Seeing him take my ass?”

He nodded, not trusting himself to speak.

She gripped the back of his head, pulled him tighter against her. “I want to hear you say it.”

He tried, voice muffled by her skin. “Yes. I liked it.”

She let go and laughed, low and rich. “I bet you did.” Mary reached down and pushed two fingers into herself, scooping out a fresh deposit, then offered the glistening mess to Brad’s lips. He took them in, sucking the last residue off her skin, his eyes rolling back in bliss.

“He’s still a jerk,” Mary said, her voice going sharp and cruel. “But he fucks me so good. I think you like his cum even more than you like mine, don’t you?”

Brad didn’t know how to answer. He licked the last glob from her folds and whispered, “I love you. I love cleaning the mess–seeing what he did to you. And taking you back.”

Mary snorted. “Of course you do.” She reached down and cupped his cheek, smearing a streak of semen across his skin. “You love being my little clean-up crew, don’t you? That’s your real job now.”

“Do you want me to fuck him again next week?” she asked, her tone suddenly businesslike, as if she were checking the grocery list.

Brad looked up, breathless. “Yes. Please, Mary. I want to watch you.”

Mary smiled, the kind of smile that betrayed confidence. “I thought so.” She lay back and let him finish the job, wringing out the last residue of Jack’s DNA until her body was wiped clean.

When Brad finally sat up, his mouth was glazed white, his chest streaked with spit and sweat. He looked at Mary, at the marks on her hips, at the vivid redness between her thighs, at the evidence of what had been done.

She pulled him close, hugged his head to her chest. “You did good,” she whispered. “You’re my favorite.”

He closed his eyes, drinking in the smell and the heat of her, and in that moment he felt more alive than he had in years. The ache between his legs, the soreness in his jaw, the sharp salt on his tongue—all of it was proof that he had found his purpose, that he had finally figured out how to belong.

Brad’s stomach growled, loud enough for both of them to hear.

Mary started laughing, really laughing, the kind that shakes your whole ribcage. She rolled over and kissed the side of his mouth, then the front, then the jaw, licking off the last traces of cum.

“Still hungry?” she asked, wiping her chin on his shoulder.

He looked at her, eyes shining. “Eating you is always my favorite dinner.”

Mary nodded, satisfied. “Good. There’s plenty more where that came from.”

She stretched her arms above her head, showing off the lattice of muscle and bruise, and let Brad curl up beside her, content in the warm, sticky aftermath.


Chapter 7: The Pregnancy Fantasy

The master bathroom could have been a set from a pharmaceutical ad—white tile, counter in quartz, every joint and edge grouted with antiseptic intent. The fluorescent above the mirror hummed, exaggerating the paleness of every surface, even the steel faucets, even the clear bottles lined up on Mary’s side of the double vanity. It was a room for sterilizing, not relaxing.

Mary stood at the sink in a cotton robe, not even bothering with the sash. Her feet were bare, toes gripping the tile as if the floor might, at any moment, tilt. She pressed her thumbnail into the foil of her birth control pack—Sunday’s pill—without breaking the surface. She ran the pad of her finger along the raised, rhythmic bumps of the remaining capsules. The plastic and foil, bright blue and silver, looked out of place against the muted, skin-and-milk palette of the rest of the bathroom.

Brad leaned in the doorway. His undershirt was the color of skim milk and stretched gently over his midsection. He filled the frame, his presence both a barrier and a shield, the kind of posture that wanted to be protective but had forgotten how. His eyes flickered from the birth control pack to Mary’s face, then up to her hair, which hung in an uneven curtain against her cheek.

She held up the pack so the label faced him: a target, a litmus, a dare. “You worried I’ll get pregnant?” she asked. Her voice was flat, calibrated to be neither joke nor threat. “Even with the pill?”

Brad’s knee bounced against the doorframe. He watched her with a lab animal’s intensity—observing, cataloging, waiting for signs of mutation or collapse. His Adam’s apple worked once, twice, before he answered, and when he did, his voice was lower than usual, hoarse at the margins.

“If you do,” he said, and let the rest of the thought hang, as if waiting for Mary to interpolate the consequences. She didn’t. She just watched, thumb stroking over the next capsule in line. Brad tried again, more deliberate this time. “If you do, it means Jack never leaves you. He’s always inside you. Always mine to reclaim.”

The room contracted, a thousand watts of light with no warmth. Mary set the pill pack on the counter but did not take one. Her fingertip rested on the foil, then slid off. She straightened her spine, chin lifting just enough to catch her own eyes in the mirror, not Brad’s. Her profile in the glass was the same one she used to study for rowing meets: high, focused, a blade in the process of being sharpened.

Brad’s knuckles whitened on the frame. He waited for Mary to say something, but she didn’t, so he tried to fill the void himself. “I mean—” and his words atomized into fragments. “The chances are very low, almost impossible. I never thought about it, but you’d have his baby inside of you, growing, always walking around with him inside you.

Mary looked at the pill pack the way a historian might handle an artifact: delicate, slightly contemptuous, seeing not what it was but what it implied. She turned it over in her palm, reading the back, then set it upright next to a row of glass droppers—retinol, hyaluronic acid, a serum for every contingency except this one. She did not break the foil.

Brad tried again. “It’s the only thing standing between us and—total surrender.” He cut himself off. “I don’t know how we feel about that; about you giving yourself completely.”

She didn’t answer. Instead, she opened the top drawer, revealing a chaos of old makeup brushes, travel toothpaste, expired Advil, and, at the back, a spent condom wrapper, folded and hidden behind a bottle of purple silicone lube. She dropped the pill pack in, sliding it behind the bottles with the sound of plastic on plastic. Then she closed the drawer, careful not to let it slam.

She met Brad’s eyes in the mirror, the bathroom suddenly colder for the lack of sound. “We’re going to have to be sure about that,” she said. There was no anger or challenge in her voice, only the finality of an engineer stating a load limit.

Brad nodded, breath catching in the back of his throat. “It’s your choice,” he said, almost a whisper. “The pill isn’t a hundred percent, anyway. Maybe… just let it happen. If it happens.”

She considered this, weighing it not as a philosophical stance but as a data point, something to be integrated into her own calculations. She nodded once, then stepped away from the mirror. As she moved, the robe slipped off her shoulder, exposing a tattoo Brad had forgotten she had—a tiny oar, inked in the negative space below her collarbone.

She left the bathroom, brushing past Brad so close that the static of her robe caught on his forearm. He stood for a minute, listening to the silence she left behind. Then he looked in the mirror at his own reflection, which now seemed both paler and more honest. He stared until the buzz of the fluorescent light grew unbearable, then killed the switch and stood in the sudden dark, breathing in the memory of what she’d just done.

Outside the bathroom, the sound of Mary’s footsteps receded down the hall, and with them the last defense against what might come next.


Chapter 8: The Shadow Affair

Brad always hated coming home before five—there was something sad about the house in midafternoon, every surface half-lit and anxious, as if the rooms were holding their breath for the return of someone better. But that day, he’d left campus after a series of back-to-back meetings left him with a migraine and useless. He parked in the drive, shut the car door with the careful gentleness of a man who didn’t want to admit to his own early arrival, and fumbled his keys at the front lock until the entire bundle clanged off the steel plate and scattered.

It took three seconds for the sound to register from upstairs. A muffled silence, like a radio turned off mid-sentence. Brad paused with his palm pressed flat to the door, waiting to see if the house would reveal itself, if the background hum of the HVAC or the refrigerator compressor would swallow up whatever he’d almost heard. But another sound rose up—a low, percussive slap, and under it, a woman’s breathing, cut into uneven pieces.

Brad’s pulse stuttered, then sprinted. He slipped the keys into his pocket and stepped inside, trying to move with the studied quiet of someone sneaking into a movie halfway through. The white foyer was sun-blasted, tile floor cold and hard even through his socks. He moved through the living room, where the afternoon light from the southern windows sliced through the dust and caught the far wall—the one with the floor-to-ceiling mirror. It was always Mary’s joke, the absurdity of such a thing in a house with no art. “Let’s just reflect our own emptiness,” she’d said. He’d agreed at the time, not knowing how much emptiness there would one day be to reflect.

The sounds sharpened: now there was a voice—Jack’s, unmistakable, a blue-collar growl softened into a low, instructive cadence. Brad recognized the rhythm from every previous encounter, but never with this much daylight, never with the raw, public exposure of a mirrored wall. He could see his own pale, blocky silhouette on the edge of the glass, and behind it, in the heart of the living room, the show in progress.

He did not have to step forward. The mirror gave him everything.

Jack was behind Mary, both hands gripping her hips like he was about to snap her in half. His jeans, stiff with work and paint stains, were bunched at mid-thigh, framing a bare, vascular ass and the hard, brutal arch of his spine. The muscle across Jack’s shoulders looked like something out of an instructional anatomy chart—every inch tensed, moving in an endless piston cycle. Jack’s left hand, at the crest of Mary’s pelvis, was so large it palmed the entire front of her body. The right dug into the meat of her thigh, holding her open at a near-impossible angle.

Mary was bent over the armrest of the white sofa, her face turned sideways into the cushion. Her hair, which she never wore loose, now tumbled over her forehead in slick, black snakes, half plastered to the sweat-sheened skin of her neck and temple. Her blouse was bunched up under her armpits, her skirt wrinkled into a useless flag at her waist. Brad could see the knuckles of her left hand, bone-white, bracing against the armrest, wedding ring glinting her infidelity, while the rest of her fingers clawed at the material, bunching the fabric into angry ridges.

Brad’s own jaw hurt; he realized he’d been clenching it since he stepped inside. His hand, still on the door frame, went so tight that every tendon stood out in stark relief, pink skin bleaching to white. He thought, for one second, about just leaving—backing out, getting in the car, driving until the world went dark and indifferent. But his body wouldn’t move. It only watched.

In the mirror, the scene had a doubled, almost cinematic clarity. The raw, concave scoop of Mary’s lower back, the way her tailbone trembled with each thrust. The smooth slide and catch of Jack’s cock—thicker, longer than Brad remembered it, than maybe any human cock should be—pulling out and plunging back, each cycle dragging an extra ribbon of slick from between Mary’s thighs. The wetness was already staining the white upholstery in an oval the size of a dinner plate.

Mary’s breathing came in bursts, each one sharper than the last, and as the rhythm built her voice broke open—at first a whine, then a staccato sob, then nothing but a pure, guttural exhalation. Brad had never heard that sound from her, not in all their years. The thought snaked through him, cold and hot at the same time. It should have made him want to smash something, but instead it made his knees weak.

The wet slap of flesh got louder, faster. Jack’s hands pulled Mary back into each thrust, his hips slamming home with enough force to make the entire sofa judder against the floor. Mary’s body—so honed, so rigid and uncompromising in the gym or at her job—went limp under the onslaught, reduced to a trembling, open vessel for whatever Jack wanted to fill.

Brad’s anger popped like a soap bubble. What replaced it wasn’t even humiliation, not exactly. It was an almost nauseous relief, as if every suspicion and insecurity he’d ever had about his own inadequacy had just been confirmed, once and for all, by an outside auditor. He let his head rest against the wall and watched, breathing through his mouth.

Then Mary spoke, voice barely more than a gasp but so bright and clear it ricocheted across the tile.

“I’m such a slut for you, Jack. I love how you use me.” The words sounded like they’d been waiting inside her for years, only now clawing their way out, each syllable brittle and pure. There was none of the polished restraint, none of the gentle, wifely modulation she used with Brad. This was just hunger, raw and unfiltered.

The statement hung in the air, denser than any sound that had come before it. Brad felt it slam into him, a jolt that started at the center of his chest and radiated out in concentric circles, warping every thought in its path. He wanted to look away, to hide, but the mirror wouldn’t let him. Something about watching her from the shadows, letting her reveal her true self with Jack, was more exciting than the staged viewing that he had been experiencing. This was no show - his wife was a willing fucktoy for Jack, and something burned hot inside Brad as he watched.

Jack growled something indistinct, but the meaning was clear enough—he was close. He pulled Mary upright, her back flush to his chest, and used both hands to crush her hips against his pelvis. Mary’s head lolled back, mouth open, her eyes half-shut in a look that was almost blank from overload.

Jack’s climax was a full-body shudder, his hands squeezing Mary so hard that the flesh at her waist popped up around his fingers in bright, furious welts. He buried his face in her shoulder and groaned, the sound low and territorial. Mary didn’t move, just let herself be held, her arms hanging limp at her sides. The silence that followed was so thick it felt manufactured.

Brad didn’t know how long he stood there. The light outside shifted; the afternoon’s gold edge faded into blue, filling the room with a colder, more forensic clarity. In the mirror, he watched as Jack pulled out, his cock leaving a wet, gaping split between Mary’s thighs. He zipped up with a single, fluid motion and bent to grab his jacket from the floor. He didn’t speak to Mary, didn’t touch her again. He just looked up, caught Brad’s reflection in the glass, and smirked—so brief and confident it could have been a tic.

He walked past the sofa, stepped around the corner, and moved down the hallway toward the front door. As he reached the threshold where Brad stood, he gave a short, two-fingered salute, not quite ironic, not quite mocking. “Have a good one,” he said, tone light as air, and left.

The front door clicked shut with a noise that sounded like a trigger pull.

Brad was alone in the hallway, the house suddenly too large for his body. He forced himself to breathe, slow and deep, and counted the hammer blows of his heart until his hands stopped shaking. In the mirror, Mary was still bent over the sofa, her skirt twisted, her blouse half off, her face pressed flat to the cushion. She made no move to clean up, no move to pull herself together. She just breathed, in and out, waiting for her pulse to stabilize as Jack’s semen ran down her leg.

***

Brad waited until the silence in the hallway seemed less like a hiding place and more like a punishment, then pushed himself off the wall and stepped into the living room. The smell hit him first—less sex than ozone, a sharp tang of pussy and sweat, and something saltier and heavier underneath. Sunlight had shifted further, and now the white sofa was a study in negative space: Mary sprawled across it, her skirt twisted, the navy blouse askew, hair pasted to her cheeks and temples with a precise, exhausted wetness.

She was still breathing hard, but the breaths were longer now, more like stretches than gasps. She didn’t look up when he entered, but straightened her arms, peeled her face off the cushion, and blinked herself back into the room. Her skirt was bunched at her hips, the black panties underneath slashed sideways into a line that barely covered her. There was a vivid, almost obscene imprint of Jack’s hands on the skin above her waist—deep, red, exactly like a fossil. Mary rolled her head to the side, saw Brad, and just watched him for a long, impossible moment.

He stood in the middle of the room, feeling oversized and disposable all at once. He didn’t know where to put his hands, so he let them dangle, useless, at his thighs.

Mary moved slowly, deliberately—she did not cover herself, did not tug at the hem of her skirt, but instead levered herself up onto her elbows and let her legs drape over the armrest, knees open. It was the opposite of apology: she presented herself with the blank, fearless efficiency of someone checking her own vitals after a crash. She glanced down at the wet patch between her legs, then back up at Brad, as if to confirm what he already knew.

The moment stretched. Brad tried to say something, but his voice caught and dissolved. He coughed once, cleared his throat, then tried again.

“I’m not angry,” he said, softer than he’d intended. “Not about—him. Not about what just happened.”

Mary didn’t answer. She closed her eyes for a second, then let them drift open, soft focus.

Brad took a breath. “But you didn’t tell me.” The word “tell” hung on his tongue, laced with more pleading than anger. “You didn’t say he was coming over. I didn’t—I just wish you’d at least said something.”

Mary’s head cocked a few degrees, her lips parting. There was no guilt in her expression, no shame—just the mild curiosity of a scientist studying a result she had expected, but still found novel. She ran her hand up the inside of her thigh, brushing over the mark Jack had left, and set her palm flat just above her knee.

“He’s been coming by during the week,” she said. “After you leave for work. Sometimes at lunch.” She didn’t flinch, didn’t look away. “You get home late. I figured you wouldn’t mind.”

Brad’s chest hollowed out, but what came rushing in to fill it was not betrayal—just a kind of desperate fascination. “How long?” he asked. “How often?”

Mary’s mouth quivered, a half-smile. “Every day since last Friday.” The answer was so casual it felt like she was reading a line off a spreadsheet.

Brad’s jaw moved, working over something invisible. He forced himself to meet her eyes. “You should have let me know. I mean—I want you to do this. I want you to want it. But not like I’m… not like I’m out of the loop.”

Mary held his gaze, watching the color rise in his cheeks, the way his hands twitched at his sides. She waited until his breathing slowed, then nodded, once. “Okay,” she said. “From now on, I’ll text you. Or call. You can watch, if you want. Or just know about it.”

A silence followed, full but not empty. Brad nodded, his body unclenching, his shoulders lowering with something like relief. He let his gaze drop for a second, catching the slick, sunlit stain on the cushion next to Mary’s thigh, the proof of everything he’d just missed. When he looked up again, Mary was already watching him, eyes wide and unblinking.

He took a step closer, then stopped himself.

Mary stretched her legs out, catlike, and smiled—a real one, this time, with the canines showing. “You like that I’m a slut,” she said. There was no question in it.

Brad said nothing. But his face answered.

Mary got up, smoothed her blouse down, and pulled her skirt over her hips with a single, unhurried motion. She walked past Brad toward the kitchen, pausing for just a second to brush her fingers across the small of his back. The touch was light, but it felt like a brand.

Brad watched her go. Then he looked back at the couch, at the deepening shadow of the wet spot, the twin, rising curves where Mary’s ass had pressed into the cushion. He reached out, and with the back of his hand, touched the fabric. It was still warm.

He smiled, just a little, and sat down in the impression she’d left, letting the heat and the smell of her soak through the thin cotton of his slacks.

Mary returned from the kitchen, a glass of wine in hand. She saw him thinking, face against the wet spot. “What?”

Brad looked at her, then asked weakly, “Is there anyone else?”

Mary studied him, her mouth forming the smallest smile, “Not yet.”

Brad nodded, even though she couldn’t see him, and leaned back, letting the reality of his new life settle around him like a weighted blanket.


Chapter 9: The Team Project

The Rusty Nail was the kind of bar that did not pretend to be anything other than what it was: a box of decades-old cigarette smoke, walls molting their cheap wood paneling, and a floor sticky with the memory of every beer ever spilled since Carter left office. Overhead, a rectangle of fluorescent tubes screamed down on two pool tables with more burn scars than felt, and every two feet along the wall a neon beer sign bled its color into the jaundiced air. The place was alive in the same way a bad tooth is alive—painfully, and with a low hum of threat.

Jack entered first, palming the door so it banged against the stopper, then slouched inside like he’d never in his life met a threshold that could stop him. Mary followed, dark hair loose down her shoulders, a white tank top gone almost translucent at the collarbones from the humidity outside and her own running heat. The tank mapped every rise and hollow of her upper body, the fabric now a second skin. Her jeans were the kind that seemed engineered not for modesty but as a challenge to Newtonian physics, each curve and muscle group left with nowhere to hide. She paused in the entryway, letting the cold inside air condense the sweat at her neck, her nipples responding to the chill, then squared her shoulders as Jack waved her toward the back.

Brad trailed behind, his shirt already wilted at the chest, damp patches blooming into dark shapes below each arm. The chinos he’d thought were “casual” for a night out with Jack’s crew read, here, like a surrender flag. There was a patch of fabric at his knee that had frayed into threadbare, the sort of defect that would have driven Mary crazy with embarrassment two years ago. He walked two steps behind Mary, and the space between them was a buffer—her body running hot and present, his fading behind her like an afterimage.

Jack’s men spotted them before they were halfway across the floor. There were five of them at the high-top: two at the table proper, three more orbiting on barstools, all of them in work shirts so stained and faded they seemed issued rather than owned. There was the one Jack called Dex, a man whose neck was wider than his head and who wore a goatee so black it must have been drawn on every morning. Next to him, a bald guy with the kind of forearms that suggested a prison history or a lifetime of low, back-breaking labor. The others blurred together—a wall of biceps, sunburn, and blue-collar sneers—except for the one in the camo cap, whose eyes tracked Mary from the second she stepped into the light.

Jack steered Mary by the small of her back, his hand spanning her waist as if bracing for a windstorm. The move was nothing new, but here—under the full gaze of his crew—it hit differently. She felt the contact as a pressure point, a silent transmission of: You’re mine to display.

“Boys,” Jack said, voice low and just this side of a growl, “this is Mary. Belongs to a buddy of mine.”

A pause. The crew sized her up with an unapologetic sweep, eyes moving top to bottom and then looping for seconds on the glutes, the legs, the triangle of her neck, the points of her nipples. Mary’s face went a half-shade darker, but she did not look down; instead she squared her chin and gave a brisk, team-captain’s nod.

“Mary,” Dex said, voice thick as motor oil. He didn’t bother to shake her hand, just grinned and raised a bottle in her direction. “You’re a lot more than Jack described. No offense, Jack, but you left out all the good shit.”

The crew chuckled, some of them outright, others with the muffled snort of men who’d been raised not to show their teeth. The man in the camo cap piped in: “She even looks smart. Fuck, I thought you were bringing a stripper, not a rocket scientist.”

Mary smiled, the tight, practiced smile of someone who had spent years in rooms where her body was the first thing anyone noticed. “You’d be surprised,” she said. “I can drink most men under the table.”

The bald one—Bo, according to his patch—leaned in, elbows propped on the sticky surface. “Careful. Jack likes his girls with a little fight in ’em. Doesn’t know what to do if they say yes right away.”

Jack’s hand had not moved. If anything, his grip on Mary’s waist firmed, thumb now digging in just above her hipbone. He laughed, a sound meant less for the group than for Mary, to let her know exactly where she stood.

Brad hovered at the outer ring, a beer in hand, uncertain if he was meant to join or observe. He felt the heat of their eyes every time Mary shifted her weight, every time she tucked hair behind her ear or reached for her own drink. No one looked at Brad for longer than necessary, but each glance left him just a little smaller, a little further from the center of gravity in the room.

Jack ordered tequila for the table. The bartender—an old, tattooed woman with a voice like shredded steel wool—delivered a dozen shot glasses and a salt shaker with a flourish. Jack slid one toward Mary, then took his own and raised it.

“To good work and even better women,” he said. The crew downed their shots in a collective slam, the sound of glass on wood a single, orchestrated beat.

Mary shot hers, barely flinching. She set the glass down, and this time, it was Dex who reached over and patted her on the shoulder, his palm broad and a little too familiar.

“Damn,” he said. “Guess you were right, Jack. She’s got a pair.”

Jack didn’t laugh. He just watched Mary, his eyes narrowed, reading the flickers of tension in her jaw and the way her hands gripped the edge of the table. Then, without looking away from her, he reached up and threaded his hand through the base of her ponytail, drawing her head back just enough to force eye contact.

“You good?” he asked, low enough that only she could hear.

Mary nodded, her pulse ticking at her throat.

“Good,” Jack said, and let go, but his hand lingered at her neck, thumb tracing a circle just below the hairline.

Brad, watching, felt every inch of the exchange. He tried to say something, but the noise in the bar had risen, and his words stuck to the inside of his mouth like paste.

Another round. Then another. The crew got looser, voices rising, jokes sharper and closer to the bone. Mary kept pace, her laugh getting bigger, her posture more relaxed with each shot. The tank top was now fully transparent at the shoulders, and the men made no effort to hide their admiration. Jack kept his hand on Mary—sometimes at her waist, sometimes lower, sometimes drifting up to cup the back of her neck. Each time, Mary did not move away. If anything, she seemed to lean in, her spine arching to accommodate his hand.

Brad was now seated, but at the far edge, half-turned away from the group. His beer had gone warm in his palm, the label peeled off and shredded into tiny curls on the table in front of him. He watched Mary—how she’d started to touch her own face more, how her laugh edged into something looser, less calculated. When the crew’s comments got raw, she didn’t retreat; she lobbed back, matching their filth with her own, voice pitched to carry over the clatter of cues and jukebox static.

Dex told a story about a girl in Miami who’d sucked his dick so hard she’d chipped a molar. “You ever break a tooth on a blowjob, Mary?”

Mary didn’t blink. “I have,” she said, voice level. “But the guy said the blood made it better.”

The table exploded. Even the old bartender barked a laugh.

Bo raised his shot. “That’s some fuckin’ wife you’ve got there, Brad.”

Brad’s cheeks burned, but he managed a smile. “She’s one of a kind,” he said, and tried not to look at Jack, whose hand now rested high on Mary’s thigh, just above the sweep of denim.

The night deepened. At some point, the jukebox bled into a Zeppelin cover, and Dex started pounding out the drum line on the table. Jack pulled Mary to her feet and spun her in a lazy circle, holding her close with both hands at her waist. She did not resist, letting the movement carry her, her head tipped back, hair catching the neon glare.

Brad watched, a hundred feet away.

The table had refilled with men—two new arrivals, more noise, more jokes. He shrank into his chair, picking at his beer, unable to find a handhold in the conversation. Every time he looked up, Mary was deeper in orbit around Jack, her body moving with the beat, her arms draped around his neck. When Jack whispered in her ear, Mary’s eyes fluttered, her lips parting for a half-breath before she smiled.

Brad finished his beer and gestured to the bartender for another, but she ignored him, pouring for the bigger crowd at the other end. He sat, inert, and let the weight of the room push him into himself.

Jack walked Mary back to the table, one hand now openly gripping her ass. She laughed and collapsed into the chair, then leaned over and whispered something to Dex that made him blush redder than the beer sign overhead. The rest of the table joined in, each man laying a hand on Mary—her forearm, her shoulder, her back—nothing overt, but each touch more confident than the last.

Brad closed his eyes for a moment, breathing through the sweat and tequila. When he opened them again, Mary was staring at him. Her face was flushed, but her gaze was clear. She held his eyes for a long, impossible moment, then looked away, reaching for the next round.

Jack’s hand migrated from Mary’s waist up her back, his hand snaking to cover her breast. She did not shrug him off. If anything, she leaned into the pressure, her chin lifting in submission or defiance—it was impossible to tell.

The table noise dimmed as the men watched the new geometry of the room. Jack’s grip on Mary was a collar, a leash, a contract. She wore it with a strange, athletic grace, back straight, arms open, eyes shining with adrenaline and whatever else.

Brad felt the moment calcify. He was there, but also nowhere. All the air in the bar condensed around the high-top, around the tableau of Jack and Mary, the two of them now welded together by the attention of every man in the room.

Jack looked over at Brad. “You cool, man?” he called, voice rough but not unkind.

Brad nodded, but the gesture felt alien. “I’m good,” he said, the words thin and brittle.

Jack grinned, then turned back to Mary, pressing his lips to the top of her head and holding them there for a long second.

In that freeze-frame, Brad saw every variable locked in place: Mary, arched into Jack’s hand; the men, leaning in with hunger and awe; himself, hovering at the edge, the only witness to their marriage contract being rewritten before his eyes.

The shot glasses on the table blurred into a single, shimmering line. Outside, the dark pressed harder against the windows, and the world contracted to this: the hot, sour air of the bar; the sweat running down Mary’s neck; and Jack’s hand, huge and final, at the back of her head.

***

The night unraveled in increments—time running loose and ragged as the bar filled; the air saturated with the heat of so many bodies packed wall to wall. The music got louder, or maybe it just seemed that way as the hours stacked up. The speakers spat out a diet of classic rock, every song slurred by a blown woofer, but the pulse of it still managed to drive a dozen or so regulars onto the postage-stamp dance floor near the jukebox.

Jack watched the scene for a while, one hand resting heavy on Mary’s thigh, the other nursing a beer that barely moved between sips. He leaned in and said something to her that was lost in the crowd roar, but whatever it was made her laugh—a sound looser, brighter, almost girlish in its abandon. Then, without warning, Jack stood and pulled Mary up after him, steering her by the hip toward the dance floor.

She followed, the tank top now half untucked, her jeans riding lower after three hours of shifting in her seat. Her hair had frizzed out at the edges, darkening with sweat, the strands at her temples plastered to her face in high relief. As she moved, every man in the bar seemed to watch the motion; Dex even raised his bottle in a little salute, and the camo-hat guy whistled, long and low.

On the floor, Jack pulled her in from behind, bracketing her hips with his palms. He pressed himself flush to her, his chest dwarfing her upper back, his face tucked close enough that he could have bitten her earlobe if he wanted. He didn’t dance so much as steer her, slow, rhythmic, a torque at the waist that turned every movement into something raw and practiced.

The men at the high-top watched, and Brad watched them. He saw the ripple effect each time Mary and Jack’s bodies shifted in concert—the way the group’s eyes tracked Mary’s hips, the almost instinctive mirroring in the roll of shoulders, the bounce of a knee. Even the bartender watched, her tattooed fingers still on the glass she was wiping, gaze locked on the pair.

Brad realized he hadn’t touched his beer in fifteen minutes. The sweat from his palm had turned the label into pulp, and he could feel the cardboard flakes dissolving between his fingers as he squeezed.

On the dance floor, Mary started to really move. She dropped her hips and rotated them, slow at first, then with more intent as Jack pulled her tighter. He had both hands on her now, fingers splayed flat against her abdomen, thumbs hooked above her waistband. The song shifted, and Jack spun her to face him, one palm riding up her spine until it palmed the base of her neck, just under the hairline.

Brad could see the flash in Mary’s eyes as she looked up at Jack. She was grinning, mouth open, her teeth catching the blue light off the Miller sign behind the bar. When Jack said something else, she bit her lower lip, then nodded. He stepped back and gave her a little push, sending her into a solo groove that was all hips and hair, the lines of her body exaggerated by the movement and the light.

Then Dex was there, sliding off his stool and weaving through the crowd with the easy confidence of someone who owned every inch of space he walked through. He tapped Jack on the shoulder—some wordless hand-off—and Jack stepped aside, letting Dex take his place behind Mary.

Brad’s chest tightened as he watched Dex’s hands go low, circling her hips and drawing her back until she was pressed against him, ass to groin. Dex was taller than Jack, but not as thick through the chest; he compensated by moving Mary with a rough, almost possessive grip, guiding her into a rhythm that left no doubt about the purpose behind the dance.

Jack had retreated to the bar, leaning back against it with his arms folded, bottle dangling from one hand. He watched the scene unfold with a grin that said everything. Every few seconds, his gaze flicked over to Brad, checking to see if he was watching. Brad tried to hold his stare, but it never lasted.

Mary’s head tipped back, her hair fanning across Dex’s shoulder. She looked out over the crowd, searching, and found Brad’s eyes. She didn’t look away. If anything, she stared harder, the dark of her irises shining with reflected neon. Brad saw her mouth part, her lips wet and open, and then she rolled her hips back into Dex, slow and deliberate.

The table of men howled their approval, a sound that sliced through the wall of music. The camo-cap guy slapped the table. Bo hooted and raised his beer. Even the old bartender grinned, tongue between her teeth.

Brad’s hand went so tight on the beer bottle that the glass creaked. He could see the sweat on Mary’s chest now, how the tank had gone so damp at the sternum that it was almost see-through. Her nipples were hard, the outline clear through the stretched white fabric. As Dex spun her, the tank rode up, exposing a slick strip of her stomach, and the way her abs flexed under the skin sent a pulse of heat straight to Brad’s jaw.

Jack came over, slid onto the stool next to Brad, and clapped a hand on his shoulder. The weight of it was immense—enough to tip him forward on the seat.

“You see that?” Jack said, not even trying to hide his satisfaction. “She’s a fucking natural.”

Brad nodded, throat tight.

Jack leaned in, lowering his voice to just above a whisper. “All the boys want a shot. You cool with that?”

Brad looked at him. The words came out hoarse. “If Mary wants it…”

Jack’s grip tightened, then released, as if confirming that Brad wouldn’t bolt. “She wants it,” Jack said. “You can see it. Hell, everyone can.”

On the floor, Dex had turned Mary to face him. He had one hand at her waist, the other lower, fingers pressed into the back pocket of her jeans. He pulled her in and ground against her, slow and filthy. She tipped her chin up, eyes locked on Brad, and for a moment the world narrowed to just the three of them: Mary, Dex, and the empty shell of space Brad’s body was now occupying.

The song ended, replaced by something harder and meaner. Dex slid his hands up, palms flattening at Mary’s ribcage, just under her breasts. She didn’t push him away. Instead, she raised her arms and draped them around his neck, pulling him closer.

The table of men was shouting now, their voices blending into the chaos of the bar. Someone started a chant—“Mary! Mary! Mary!”—and it rolled through the air, not quite loud enough to be a riot, but enough that every head in the place turned.

Brad felt a chill run through him, a pulse that started at the base of his spine and shot up behind his eyes. He watched as Dex bent down, said something in Mary’s ear, and then spun her again, this time dipping her back so far that her hair almost brushed the sticky floor.

As Dex pulled her upright, Mary threw her head back and let out a wild, ecstatic laugh. The sound carried over the crowd, slicing through the music and the shouting and the dense, humid air.

And then she said it. Loud enough for the entire bar to hear, loud enough that the men at the table stood up to catch it:

“I’m Jack’s slut!”

The bar didn’t go quiet—there was too much noise for that—but the words cut a channel through the room, leaving a wake of hoots, whistles, and open-mouthed grins. Dex pumped a fist, the camo-cap guy banged his beer bottle on the table, and Jack, back at Brad’s side, lifted his own drink in a mock salute.

Brad’s hand finally broke through the beer label, peeling it off in wet, ragged strips.

On the dance floor, Mary was panting, her chest heaving under the thin fabric, the sweat on her skin catching every stray beam of neon and jukebox blue. She held Dex by the waist, her body pressed against him, and didn’t let go even as the music changed again.

Jack leaned in, one more time, voice like sandpaper. “You’re good, right? You can see she wants it.”

Brad tried to answer, but the words stuck. He nodded, eyes glued to the vision of his wife—her shirt riding higher, her face bright and wild, her whole body giving itself to the gaze of every man in the place.

The crew at the table started the chant again, louder this time, and the bartender banged a shot glass on the bar to the beat.

Mary raised her arms above her head, showing off the sweat-shine on her stomach, the deep cut of muscle at her side. She spun, letting Dex’s hands travel wherever they wanted, and for a moment, she caught Brad’s gaze and winked. Not a secret, not a private joke—just a flare of certainty that this was happening, and she wanted him to see it.

He saw it all. The sweat at her collarbone. The tank top clinging to every inch of her. The way Dex’s hands slid from her hips to her ribs and then back, not even pretending to be shy.

Brad sat in the center of the noise, the beer warm and forgotten in his hand, and let the world flow around him as his wife transformed.

***

Back at the house, the white-walled master bedroom felt like a negative of the bar—nothing but hard edges, raw light, the faint reek of bleach and laundered sheets, every molecule of color or noise scraped away. The only evidence that anything real ever happened in here was the ripple in the duvet where Mary’s body had left a hollow, and the sweat-shadows that lingered at the headboard. Even those seemed reluctant, like they could be wiped away by a single pass of the housekeeper’s rag.

Jack led Mary up the stairs with a hand hooked into the waistband of her jeans, steering her the way a man would guide a recalcitrant dog through a crowd. Brad followed, two paces behind, feeling the residual heat of the bar still clinging to his skin. His ears were ringing, the rhythm of “Mary! Mary! Mary!” still stitched into the soft matter of his brain.

At the bedroom door, Jack paused and turned to Brad. “You wait here,” he said, voice blunt and unblinking. “We’ll let you know when it’s your turn.” He shoved the door open, dragged Mary inside, and shut it behind them, but left it open a bare two inches—the exact width of a cheap interior doorstop.

Brad hovered in the hallway, his own breath coming so loud it echoed off the drywall. Through the gap, he could see the white ellipse of the bed, Jack’s broad back bent over Mary, her hair dark and wild on the pillow. He heard the headboard thump, a regular, meaty sound, and then Mary’s voice—unmuffled, unguarded, nothing like the voice she used to order coffee or answer the phone or even to speak to Brad. This was a new register, deeper, hoarse at the edges. She was begging, the words indistinct, but the meaning as sharp as a broken bottle.

Jack’s voice was lower, almost a growl: “Take it. Come on, you can do better than that.”

The rhythm of the bed got harder, then faster. Mary’s voice went high and thin, then snapped into a keening whine. There was a crack, not wood breaking but the sound of the frame jumping a screw, and then the wet, smacking noise of bodies colliding at speed. The sounds made Brad’s spine tense. He could feel the blood pressure in his face, the pulse at the base of his throat, the straining in his pants.

He didn’t touch himself. He didn’t need to.

After a while, the sounds dropped into a panting, then a hush. Through the two-inch gap, Brad watched Jack stand, naked to the waist, sweat dappling his chest. He pulled on his shirt, not bothering with the buttons, then turned and looked straight through the gap at Brad.

Jack grinned, wiped his mouth, and said, “She’s ready for you, cleanup.”

Brad’s body moved before his brain did. He slipped into the bedroom, passing Jack as he left the room, his needs satisfied. The white light was absolute, even blinding, after the dim red of the bar. On the bed, Mary lay spread out, her hair tangled across the pillow, her arms above her head. The tank top had ridden up, exposing her ribs and breasts, and the jeans were dangling off one leg. Her skin was slick with sweat and smeared mascara, and the inside of her thighs shone wet and pink. There was a glistening line of cum trickling from her, pooling on the white cotton of the sheets.

Brad knelt at the foot of the bed. He bent forward, pressed his face to the inside of Mary’s thigh, and inhaled. The scent was overpowering—salt, sweat, sex, and the metallic tang of a man he’d never be. He dragged his tongue up the seam of her thigh, then into the mess at the apex, lapping at the mix of fluids with a devotion that felt equal parts worship and penance.

Mary’s hands gripped the duvet, knuckles whitening. She arched her back, hips rolling up into Brad’s mouth, guiding him, insisting. The taste was strong, bitter, almost electric; the slick heat of Jack’s release mixed with the raw, living flavor of Mary’s own. Brad swallowed, then dove back in, letting his jaw go slack, letting the mess paint his chin and lips.

He lost himself in the work. It was the only thing in his life that he knew he did perfectly. He ate her until the mess was gone, until there was nothing left to clean except the trace of salt and the feel of Mary’s legs locked around his head. She bucked hard, voice cracking. “Don’t stop. God, don’t fucking stop.”

Brad moaned into her, his own hips grinding uselessly against the duvet. He heard her breathe in, hold, then let out a sound that was pure, chemical release. Her thighs clamped around his ears so tight he thought the blood vessels would burst, and for a moment there was nothing but the pressure, the taste, the animal noise of her coming on his face.

When it was over, Mary let her legs go limp, her whole body settling into the mattress like it had been uncaged. Brad lifted his face, chin glazed, eyes watering from the clampdown, and looked up at her. She was smiling, eyelids heavy, a thread of sweat tracing her temple down to her cheekbone.

He hovered above her, breathing hard.

Mary ran a finger along his chin, collecting a bead of cum, then sucked it off her fingertip with a slow, pointed gesture. “Does my pussy look good?” she asked, voice ragged but happy.

Brad nodded. “Perfect,” he said, and meant it.

She propped herself up on one elbow, her hair hanging in a thick curtain. “Good. Let’s see if Jack’s friends can do the same. Dex felt like he might be bigger than Jack.” She grinned, her tongue flicking over her teeth. “You’re OK with him sharing me around? It’s only sex, right?”

Brad thought of the men at the bar—their hands, their eyes, the way they’d looked at Mary as if she were already theirs. He imagined each one of them in turn: Dex, then Bo, then the camo-hat guy. He pictured the mess they’d make, Mary’s wrecked holes, the job he’d have to do to reclaim her. The thought made him shudder, not with fear, but with a joy so sharp it bordered on pain.

He nodded, once, then again, harder.

Mary flopped back onto the bed, arms above her head. “Next time, we’ll see how many it takes to fill me up,” she said, laughing. She looked down into Brad’s face with intensity he rarely saw, “I’ll be SUCH a slut, huh?”

Brad knelt there, eyes fixed on the evidence of what had just happened, and realized he could not wait.


Chapter 10: The Master Bedroom Takeover

Brad arrived home early on Friday, and immediately set up his viewing station. He pulled the loveseat out of the guest room, dragging it by the feet until the fabric skinned and pilled against the hardwood. He could have watched from further down the hall, or from the dark at the top of the stairs, but he needed proximity. He needed the hot, living draft of air that slipped under the master door each time the bodies inside shifted and adjusted. He assumed he would be there most of the night, so wanted to be comfortable with a good view, or at least access to the auditory documentation of Mary the slut.

Mary had told him that Jack was leaving town this weekend, and that Friday would be his last ‘visit.’ She explained, not unkindly, that Jack wanted her to himself, and that she had bargained for Brad’s presence outside the master bedroom. She smiled at Brad and touched his soft chest gently as she said, “After all, I’m his slut and I can’t say ‘no’ to him staying all night,” she paused for a moment, then finished, “taking your place.”

Brad felt both sick and excited at her words. He said softly, “Jack’s slut.”

Mary smiled more brightly and added, “His three-hole whore tonight.”

She retrieved a pillow from the guest room, and fluffed it on the loveseat, kissing Brad on the forehead. She then took his hand and led him into the bedroom, all the decorative pillows moved aside, the bed now a stage for her final infidelity.

Mary stepped back, then seductively removed her top, then bra - her tight abs and excited nipples on display. She bit her lip and did a slow twirl, then pushed off her yoga pants and panties, standing naked in the room. She ran her hands down her sides and asked, “You like this baby?”

Brad’s cocks stirred as he smiled and said, “Oh yes, you are gorgeous.”

Mary winked and said, “If you had Jack’s cock and stamina, we wouldn’t be here.” Brad felt his stomach sink at the hard truth. Mary climbed onto the bed, unshy of her nakedness, on full display for Brad. She tilted her head and said, “Why don’t you tell me how you’d like me to pose for him when he gets here? What pose do you want your little slut wife to assume? On my back, legs and arms spread for him? On my knees, ready to swallow his meat?”

Brad gulped, his mind swirling. Mary waited for him to find his voice, “On your hands and knees on the bed, ass to the door, holding yourself open.” He was surprised at the confidence in his voice, and so was Mary. She nodded, then assumed the position. Brad was mesmerized as she pulled her cheeks apart, displaying her little brown crinkle and delicious pussy, slightly parted, wet and pink and ready.

“Like this?” she almost giggled. “What hole do you think he’ll want?”

“Both,” said Brad flatly, causing Mary to moan.

At that point they both heard the front door shut, and the heavy footsteps of Jack as he walked through the house as if he owned the place and they were just trespassers.

“Slut time,” Mary whispered as she remained in her position.

Brad exited the room to leave the space for Jack and met him in the hallway. Jack looked down at him, then at the loveseat in the hallway. “Your bed tonight?”

Brad nodded, his hands fidgeting with the hem of his shirt, trying to make himself small so that Jack would pass. Jack wasn’t done with him yet, though.

Jack gave Brad a sympathetic smile, “You probably don’t want to be in there tonight. It’s my last night, and I plan to break your whore.” He leaned forward, amused when Brad receded. “See, I won’t need her after tonight, so I plan on leaving her broken, every hole fucked so loose that her insides fall out. I bet you can’t wait to see her properly fucked out, huh?”

Jack turned towards the door, and threw over his shoulder, “You’ll have a proper mess by the morning.”

Brad nodded at his back, answering his question in silence.

Jack closed the door but left it unlatched—a tiny gap at the frame, no privacy even attempted. The strip of light underneath cut a razor through the hallway’s black. It caught the scuff on Brad’s shoe, the faint latticework of veins at his own wrist, and the glimmer of sweat that ran from the crook of his elbow to the base of his palm. He sat with his knees wide, forearms braced against his thighs, the posture of a man awaiting discipline or confession.

Jack’s voice came loud as he spotted Mary, “Well, I see you can’t wait, you slut. Your two best holes waiting for me, huh?”

Brad heard Mary’s giggle.

The next sound was a low, hollow boom, the bedframe broadcasting Jack’s weight into the floor joists. A pause, then Mary’s shriek, followed by a slower, heavier repeat—the timber deepening as the headboard bounced back and forth between drywall and the inertia of Mary’s body. Each thud had its own echo, a resonance that climbed the walls and vibrated, slightly, in the cartilage of Brad’s ear. The sounds from Mary varied between whimpers, moans, and yelps–timed with the thudding of the mattress.

Brad did not close his eyes, even though there was nothing to see. He kept them wide, pupils ballooned, watching the luminous stripe as if a message might be slid under the door at any second. The line grew brighter with each acceleration of the mattress, each increase in the wet, percussive rhythm.

Mary’s voice arrived in pieces. The first was a sigh, then a whimper, then, after three or four cycles of the frame, a sound that might have been a cry or a command. It cut through the wall, perfectly preserved, no longer filtered by the negotiations or jokes of the kitchen. Brad catalogued each new note, mapping it against the tempo of the bedframe and the intervals between Jack’s thrusts.

At some point, Mary stopped making words. Her noise became just that: a raw, repetitive sound, half gasp and half protest, as if her body needed to make noise but had lost the capacity to form words. The volume didn’t rise so much as layer, each new pitch folding over the last until the space between the walls was dense and hot.

At one point, he could hear her say, “Jack!” then a gargling, gagging, wet sound. He imagined Mary’s head gripped tight by Jack as he used her throat as a masturbatory device, uncaring of her discomfort or ability to breathe.

Brad felt his pulse ramp, his breath getting shallower with each new loop of the cycle. He dug his fingers into the armrest, the texture of the fabric abrading the skin at his knuckles. He had trained himself, over months, not to move—not to touch himself, not to betray any of the need that burned under the skin. His only action was to listen, to absorb, to record the exact physics of his wife being broken open by another man.

The bedframe’s rhythm changed—harder now, faster, as if Jack were racing a deadline. Mary’s voice spiked, cut with a sharp, unfiltered animal sound. Brad tensed, hips rolling involuntarily, then forced himself to stillness.

A new beat joined the chorus: the slap of flesh, loud and sharp, overlapping the bone-thud of the frame. The impact was so regular it might have been metronomic, a metric for tracking how much more she could take before something gave out.

Brad’s own body responded, sweat blooming in the pit of his back, his jaw slackening until he realized he was drooling a little. He wiped it on his wrist and tried to slow his breathing, but it kept syncing up with the action in the room. Inhale, as the frame recoiled; exhale, as Jack drove home. Inhale, Mary’s cry; exhale, the slap.

He heard Mary beg. The word— please —came out high and wild, all the more shocking for its context. Then Jack’s answer, not even a word, just a grunt of acknowledgment, the exhale of a man chasing a personal best.

The sequence repeated, again and again, time dissolving into a feedback haze of sound and anticipation. Brad lost count of the minutes. He became only the act of hearing, the vessel for a single, engineered sensation. Mary’s orgasms repeated, sometimes one after another, sometimes building with maddening intensity. Jack continued his assault, keeping his promise to destroy her.

Despite the auditory overload, Brad nodded off. He woke to the muffled screams of Mary, her body being pushed to limits by Jack. Brad wasn’t worried, he wondered how she would look once Jack discarded her.

Sometime later, he thought about what would happen if he got up and walked in. If he just opened the door, stood in the frame, and watched the whole thing in real time. He thought of the way Mary’s body would look under Jack, how her legs would knot around his hips, how her face would twist not in fear but in surrender. He felt his own cock, hard and insistent, pressing against the zipper of his jeans.

He didn’t get up. He stayed glued to the couch, every muscle locked in place. He was not permitted the luxury of agency—just the endless, hungry act of surveillance.

The sounds on the other side of the door rose to a crescendo. The headboard hammered the wall, Mary’s voice cracked open into a scream, and Brad felt his own lungs clamp down. His hand, against all training, moved once—just a brief, shaking contact with the outline in his pants—then snapped back to the cushion.

In the sudden, jarring silence that followed, Brad heard his own heartbeat, loud and wet in his ears. His tongue felt heavy, his jaw unhinged, and his vision doubled at the edges.

He counted the seconds; the hallway stretched out to infinity. The light under the door seemed to pulse, as if it had a heartbeat of its own.

Then, a single, final thud from the bedframe—a full stop—and the noise in the room went dead.

He could hear gentle gagging and coughing from Mary–it was unclear if this was recovery or preparation.

***

Brad rode out the silence, body loose on the couch, every cell flooded with post-adrenaline static. The echo of the last bedframe impact rattled through the house’s skeleton, then vanished, leaving only the background hum of the air conditioning and the little clicks of the hallway settling back into shape. He pressed his palm to his chest to feel the flutter of his heart, uncertain if the tremor belonged to his body or the memory of Mary’s voice.

He counted ten, then twenty, then thirty seconds—waiting for some postmortem noise, a joke, a moan, anything to break the surface tension. But the room behind the door stayed perfectly, exquisitely quiet. Brad’s breathing slowed, but the air in his mouth tasted different now: thicker, sour at the back of his throat, as if he’d run a long, humiliating race and come in exactly where everyone expected.

A new sound: Jack shifting on the mattress, the box spring creaking as he rotated and planted his feet. A low grunt, then the susurrus of fabric sliding over skin. Brad’s eyes stayed locked on the strip of light under the door, watching for shadows, for any sign of movement or change.

The doorknob rattled. The gap widened. Jack stepped into the hallway, naked to the waist, the hardline of his torso crisscrossed by the sweat of exertion and the shadow of Mary’s nails. He didn’t look at Brad at first; he reached down, scooped his shirt from where it had fallen, and wiped the wet from his face and neck. Only then did he turn, eyes sweeping once across the tableau of Brad on the loveseat, the open mouth, the hands at the knees, the sweat stippled across the brow.

“She’s a great piece of ass. You know she’s gonna find other cocks, right? She’s a regular whore now.” He chuckled as turned and walked down the hallway, every step a metronome, and turned left at the stairs, his boots hitting the wood with a sound that was almost cheerful. Brad listened to the descending pattern, the pause at the bottom, the metallic click of the front door unlatching, then closing with a soft, hydraulic thud.

Light poured from the bedroom, flooding the hall in an oblong puddle. For a moment, Brad thought he should get up, go to Mary, offer comfort or at least clean up the mess. But the impulse was faint, somehow diminished by her total surrender. He stayed where he was, watching the rectangle of brightness, his own silhouette now outlined perfectly against the far wall.

The noise of the house emerged as if it waited for the animalistic sounds of sex to subside. No shuffling, no words, just the tick of the air vent. Brad let his tongue roll behind his teeth, tasting the salt of his own sweat. He was hard, but not with the urgency of earlier—a leftover signal, softening now, more memory than need.

He thought about what Mary would look like, alone on the bed, the sheets wet and tangled beneath her, the muscle in her legs gone to jelly. He wondered if she was thinking of him, or just of the stretch and the ache and the voice in her ear that wasn’t his. It didn’t matter. He knew his own place. He was the witness, the cleanup, the man at the edge of the ellipse.

The house felt bigger than before, as if the noise and violence had somehow pushed the walls further out. The light from the bedroom was warm, almost golden, and the air in the hall was cooler, with a chemical undertone from the finish on the hardwood.

Brad sat, unmoving, hands relaxed now, palms flat on his thighs. His body ached, but in a way that felt earned, like the bone-deep fatigue after a hard day’s work. He closed his eyes, counted to five, then opened them again, letting the light and the silence settle around him.

He thought of Jack’s words— she’s a regular whore now —and felt a flicker of anticipation, an electric pang in the center of his chest. The new relationship was simple. He had only to obey, and to watch, and to wait for the next round.

Brad did not get up. He let the light from the bedroom mark him, the sole fixture in the open hallway, and sat there until the rest of the house went dark.


Chapter 11: The Reveal of the Seed

Finally, Brad entered the bedroom.

It looked like a murder scene: Mary lay naked, draped across the corner of the bed, her hair completely unraveled, sweat-soaked across her face and also hanging off the bed. Her arms lay limp at her sides, her legs splayed as if she was a doll tossed onto the covers.

The entire room reeked of sex and sperm and Jack. The smell was unmistakable. Jack’s scent—a mean compound of sweat, aftershave, and the dry, high note of cologne that no amount of showering could scrub. It was not just in the sheets, but in the drywall, in the dust motes riding the beam of light that knifed between the blackout curtains. The funk of it overpowered even the lemony reek of disinfectant from the nightstand, where Mary had left an upturned pump bottle–the lubricating contents glistening on her, the headboard and bedposts. Upon closer examination it was a combination of lube and sex and semen.

Brad approached closely and had to look closely to be sure Mary was still breathing. Her lips were bruised and swollen, probably because of being used like a sex toy by Jack, Brad remembering the echoes of her gagging and choking.

His eyes moved over her body, cataloguing the damage to his beautiful bride: Purple hickeys on her chest and neck and shoulders, bite marks on her neck and around her nipples. Her hips were bruised, and ugly yellow bruises were blooming between her thighs where Jack's hips had pummeled her cruelly.

She had marks on her neck, finger marks and handprints. Brad wondered if that was from holding while he fucked her mouth, or if he held her down and choked her while he punished her other holes.

Her face looked like a woman after an emotional episode: her mascara and makeup smeared cruelly across her face, her lipstick painted a cruel, random set of lines across her cheeks–made even more garish by the swelling and purple lips.

Her legs were splayed in such a way that he could see her labia bright red and swollen, as Jack’s fluids leaked from her. Lower, her pucker was gaping and red and swollen, also leaking fluids and lube.

She had striations and bruises on her ankles and legs, likely from being held down or suspended by them while his enormous cock wrecked her holes. The brutality painted on her body was greater than the noises communicated–he wondered if he had, or could, doze during the most merciless activities.

***

He leaned forward and kissed her eyelids, afraid to touch her anywhere else–for the fear of hurting her further.

Her eyes fluttered open, taking a moment to focus, “Hi,” she rasped, her voice also wrecked.

Brad smiled gently, “Hi.”

She turned her head, winced, “Is Jack here?”

Brad shook his head, “He’s done with you. He left.” He couldn’t read her face, was it relief or disappointment? “You are a mess.”

She smiled weakly, “I bet. I know now what ‘fucked to death’ means.” Her eyes focused on Brad as she said, “It was awesome.”

He looked her over, “Want me to reclaim you?”

She winced and said, “Not now. Everything hurts, sorry.”

Brad nodded, “Let’s get you a warm bath. You are bruised everywhere and covered in cum everywhere else.” He reached under her and gently lifted her, surprising them both. He carried her to that bathroom and placed her on the edge of the tub as he started running the water.

Mary was examining herself in the mirror from across the room. “Not too bad, I think.”

Brad looked at her, “You are bruised nearly everywhere. And bite marks on your tits.”

She looked at Brad and said, “I begged him to do it.”

“And the marks on your neck?”

“I wanted him to choke me while he had me pinned, folded in half. I thought he was going to puncture a lung.”

Brad nodded.

Mary adjusted herself, attempting to lower into the tub. “Ooof. I think I’ll be farting sperm for days.”

Brad nodded, “Your asshole looks like a fire ant mound.”

Mary raised an eyebrow, “And I’ll be burping sperm for just as long.” Before Brad could comment, she nodded, “Yeah, I begged him to face-fuck me until I passed out.”

Brad looked both excited and concerned.

Mary’s face softened, “I was the best slut, baby.”

Brad smiled hungrily, “What a night to not get to watch. Maybe next time?”

Mary nodded, “Definitely,” then winced as she slid into the water.

“I’ll get some coffee and Tylenol,” he said as he left his wife in the bath, passing through the wrecked bedroom that smelled like a bag of well-used whores.

***

While Mary recovered in the tub, Brad returned the loveseat to the guest room, both relieved that he’d get his wife back and sad that the adventure was over. He wondered idly if she’d let him reclaim her after her tub. He desperately wanted to see and taste her abused holes–Jack had never caused as much damage as last night.

He returned to the bedroom and began the process of stripping it down–a ritual he had repeated so many times it was automatic: first, strip the top sheet and fold it lengthwise, then smooth the fitted sheet, flattening out the islands of sweat and fluid with careful, even sweeps of the palm. Then the pillows—strip, shake, re-case. The smell only got stronger as he worked, the act of cleaning raising Jack’s ghost from every crease and fiber, only this time it was Mary’s scent that filled the room. She had been so wrecked that her fluids were everywhere. Brad considered she should get some electrolytes, she was probably dehydrated.

He was so focused on the cleanup that he didn’t notice that Mary had emerged from the tub and was watching him from the doorway, towel in her hair and damp robe on her shoulders. She didn’t bother to tie it, there was no illusion about modesty at this point.

Just as Brad used the spent pillowcase to while the lube and semen from the headboard and posts, Mary said softly, “Thanks.”

Brad turned to see her in the doorway. Mary had been observing the ritual in silence, catching each detail with the cool detachment of someone reviewing security footage that had already been played. Her face had already started to heal—color returning to the cheeks, the split at her lower lip cleared of blood, the swelling in her lips had receded. She held the towel in place with her left hand; the action displaying her bite and hickey riddled breasts, her nipples hard, whether from the material or the memory, he couldn’t tell.

Her right hand, unconsciously, pressed flat against her lower abdomen. She did not rub, did not move, just held her palm there, feeling for something invisible.

The silence between them did not feel like a truce or a ceasefire. It was simply the only language they had left.

Brad finished the bed and stood, hands at his sides, waiting for Mary to tell him what to do next. She said nothing, only flexed her toes against the rug and let her hand rest heavy on her stomach.

A shaft of sun made it through the curtains and illuminated the precise area where Jack’s scent was thickest—right at the crease of the mattress, where the fabric still showed the wet bloom of Mary’s own body. Brad stared at it, his breath fogging the air in a slow, visible rhythm. The urge to touch, to taste, to somehow reconcile the physical proof of what had been done was overwhelming.

She looked at him, chin lifted, her eyes hard and glassy. She waited for him to ask.

He did not. He waited for her to tell.

***

Brad broke first. “So he’s really gone? Jack? For good, I mean. Moved back to another state?”

His voice surprised even him, a rasp in the clinical white of the bedroom.

Mary didn’t answer right away. She turned in profile to the mirror, tucking her hair behind one ear with a flick that seemed to reset her posture. She studied her own face, then the geometry of her torso in the loose robe. Her hand stayed cupped against her belly, thumb digging in just below the navel.

“He’s gone,” she said, her tone neither triumphant nor mournful. “But not exactly out of the picture.”

Brad tried to parse that, but his body was still catching up. He leaned back against the dresser, fingers drumming a Morse code on the pine. “What does that mean? He left the state. You said it yourself. What, he’s sending you postcards?”

Mary didn’t smile, but her eyes sparked in the glass. “Not that kind of picture.” She turned to face him, squaring her shoulders so the robe tee fell perfectly straight, displaying her core. Her legs, long and bare, bracketed the gleam of the floor. She ran her hand up and down her belly, a slow caress, then looked Brad dead in the eyes.

“I’m pregnant,” she said.

There was no echo, no cinematic pause for the words to ricochet. It hit Brad square, a collision at close range. He blinked, waited for his tongue to start working. “You—what?”

She watched his face with a scientist’s focus, tracking every muscle. “It’s been two months. You didn’t notice, but… I stopped the pill. The day we talked about it, I just quit. I made sure it would take.”

He opened his mouth, closed it. His hands found the mattress behind him, gripping the wrinkled edge so tight his knuckles blanched. “Are you… Is it Jack’s?” He flinched as he said it, as if the question itself could rebound and injure him.

Mary held his gaze. “Of course it’s his. That’s the point.”

Brad’s jaw shivered with a tiny, visible tremor. “I thought you said—” He stopped. He had no idea what he thought she’d said, or what he’d wanted her to say.

Mary crossed the room, bare feet silent on the rug. She stopped in front of him, their bodies almost touching. She reached down, took his hand, and placed it flat on her stomach. Her skin was warm, the tissue beneath surprisingly dense, like a small drumhead.

“I wanted it,” she said. “I wanted you to see him do it. I wanted you to watch him fill me and know exactly what it meant. And I wanted it to be real. Not just a show. Whenever I begged him to ‘breed me’, I meant it.”

She waited for him to move his hand, but he didn’t. She let hers rest over his, fingers spread like a trap.

“It worked,” she said. “You should be happy. You were right there, every time. You were right there when I was impregnated.”

He stared at their hands, at the pressure of her palm pinning his. The pulse at his wrist beat through both of them, erratic and loud.

“I… I don’t know what to say,” he managed. “Are you—are you happy about this?”

Mary let her lips curl at the edge, just enough to show she was not afraid of the answer. “Why not?” She nodded at his crotch, where the outline of his cock had started to tent the old sweatpants. “You’re hard right now. Don’t pretend you’re not. This is what you wanted, too.”

He looked away, then back. “It’s just—Jack. What does he think?”

Mary laughed, but it was a huff, not a melody. “He doesn’t know. I didn’t tell him. You think I want him in our lives after this? That’s not what this is about.” She leaned forward, letting her forehead touch Brad’s for a second. “This is ours now. Not his.”

He nodded, but she could see his throat working, swallowing words he couldn’t quite get out.

She answered for him. “It’s a boy,” she said, low and clear. “Jack’s son. Our boy. At least we know he’ll have a big cock.”

The words were a slap, and Brad jerked like he’d been shocked. For a moment, there was nothing but the drone of the HVAC and the wet sound of their breathing.

He whispered, “So he’s going to be—”

“Everything you’re not, physically,” Mary finished, her voice a blade with no softness in it.

She pulled his hand tighter against her stomach, nails digging into the back of his hand. Brad shuddered, a full-body convulsion that made his eyes go wet. He clamped his free hand over her wrist, not to escape, but to hold her there, as if afraid she might vanish if he let go.

Mary looked at him from above, her chin up, the shadow of her jaw sharp and beautiful. “You did this, too,” she said. “Never forget that.”

He shook his head, tears now visible at the corners of his eyes. “I won’t.”

She let him hold her wrist for as long as he needed. When he finally let go, his hand fell limp to his thigh, but the mark of her fingers was still red across his skin.

For a long minute, neither of them said anything. The house was silent except for the low hum of the world outside, a neighbor’s car starting, the distant whine of a leaf blower. The clinical white of the room made everything seem brighter, more permanent.

Mary turned to the mirror, the robe hanging loose around her. She looked at herself, then at Brad’s reflection behind her. She smiled, just a hint, and let her hand linger on her stomach. The satisfaction in her face was not cruel, but absolute—a machine built to do one job, now humming in perfect, smug silence.

Behind her, Brad sat on the edge of the bed, breathing in the new reality.

***

After the confession, the bedroom air curdled into a humid, living thing. Brad sat at the foot of the bed, knuckles steepled between his knees. The silence pressed at his temples; every time he tried to find a handhold in the new reality, the facts slid away, slick and viscous.

Mary caught his eye in the vanity mirror and held it. He tried to work up the courage for a joke, a self-deprecating quip—something to break the surface tension—but when he opened his mouth, only a wheeze came out. He swallowed hard and tried again.

“Will you miss him?” he asked, eyes on the rug.

Mary’s reflection grinned, but not unkindly. “Jack? I’ll miss the sex and his cock, but not the man.” She turned, giving him a full-body flash of the open robe and the bare, muscle-ridged thighs. “He was a means to an end. I think we both knew that.”

Brad made a noise, part laugh and part sigh. He tried to smile, but the corners of his mouth wouldn’t obey. “You always said you liked it big, but… isn’t it going to be weird? Not having him here?”

Mary crossed the room, her stride loose, almost lazy, the way it was after a long morning row. She sat next to him, one hand coming to rest on his knee. “I said I’d miss the sex, not the person,” she said. She glanced down at the crotch of his pants, at the way his hard-on had refused to recede, and arched an eyebrow. “We can still have fun, Brad. I’m not quitting.”

He managed a genuine laugh this time, the sound soft but real. “Really?”

She shrugged. “I know what I like.”

Brad searched her face, then asked, “So what now? You just… have his kid, and that’s it? You don’t want him involved at all?”

Mary shook her head. “Absolutely not. I don’t need the drama. But I do need the action.” She paused, her lips quaking at the edges, as if deliberating how much to share. “You asked if I’d miss him. The truth is—I already have a backup.”

He stared, not quite processing. “A backup? You mean, like, a new guy?”

Mary’s grin went feline. “No, Brad. A whole team. I’ve been fucking Jack’s crew for a month.” She let the words hang in the air, relishing the way they darkened the room. “You know the guys from the bar? Dex, Bo, even the one in the camo hat—every single one of them. Jack started passing me around during the day. They all wanted a piece. I didn’t say no.”

Brad’s face went slack. He tried to speak, then stopped, then tried again. “You’ve been… with all of them?”

Mary nodded, her hand sliding up his thigh, warm and certain. “I’ve tried them all. Dex is probably bigger than Jack, if you want the stats. Bo isn’t as thick, but he lasts forever. And the camo guy—don’t even get me started.” She giggled, a noise so clear and bright it rewired the air in the room.

Brad looked at her, then away, then back. “You’re serious.”

She nodded. “Dead serious. I didn’t tell you because I wanted to be sure it was something I liked. Now I know for sure.” She looked at him guiltily, “I know I promised I’d tell you, and I did. Every time. You just assumed it was Jack, but most times it was him and one of the guys.”

Brad’s jaw worked, struggling to align the new data. “So Fridays are still a thing?”

“Fridays, Saturdays, whenever. Dex wants to see you clean me out, by the way. He’s already talked about it.” She let her hand squeeze his leg, then slipped it into his lap, cupping the tented fabric. “I think he’d like to watch you lick me, while he finishes on your face. Would you like that?”

The question knocked the air from Brad’s lungs. He felt his cock twitch in her hand, the sensation sharp and humiliating. His cheeks burned. “You really are something else,” he whispered.

She leaned in and kissed him, slow and open-mouthed, her tongue exploring as if they’d never kissed before. She pulled back and grinned. “Maybe I’ll have two at once, sometimes. There’s no rule against it, is there?”

He shook his head, dizzy, not trusting his voice.

Mary stood, stretching her arms overhead, her shirt riding up and exposing the long, pale cut of her abdomen. She looked at him; her face shining with pleasure and pride. “You’re going to be a great dad, Brad. And a great clean-up man.”

He watched her move to the bathroom, her silhouette crisp against the clinical white. He listened to the click of her urine stream in the toilet, the sound somehow obscene, and realized he could not wait to see what came next.

***

Later, in the cool hush of late morning, Brad sat at the edge of the bed with his knees wide, Mary standing between them. His hand still pressed flat to the spot just below her navel, fingers splayed, thumb moving in a slow, unconscious orbit.

He looked up at her and tried to make his voice work. “I’m glad,” he said, and it was true. “I’ve been soft my whole life. Small, you know? Never enough. Now our kid won’t be. He’ll have everything I didn’t.” The words left him hollowed and somehow light at the same time.

Mary looked down at him with an expression that didn’t soften, but deepened. She understood—of course she did—the exact logic of his want, the completeness of his surrender. “The house is going to be different now,” she said. “I’m different, too. I’m going to be the slut you really want.”

Brad nodded, not trusting himself to say anything more. He pressed his forehead against the warm plane of her stomach, his eyes closing. The gesture was devotional, almost religious, as if paying tribute to the new rules written in her body. His palm stayed at her belly, the movement slow and reverent.

Mary let him linger there. She placed one hand on the back of his head, the other resting at her own abdomen. Her eyes found their reflection in the vanity mirror across the room: Brad kneeling, his face at her stomach, the memory of the devastation of the bed behind them, and herself—hair wild, posture straight, chin up—settled into her new shape.

The room still held the scent of the man who’d made it possible, a thick, living residue that neither time nor tide would scrub away. It braided into the air, into the sheets, into the very paint of the walls.

Mary watched herself in the mirror, her face neither proud nor ashamed, but complete. She held that image—her own, and the man who had finally become exactly what she needed him to be.

Outside, the sun climbed higher, flattening the world to a sheet of white. Inside, the new reality of the house radiated out from the center, permanent as bone. Mary wondered how long she’d be sore–she really wanted to call Dex.

THE END

If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review here.
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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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