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CHAPTER 1

"There he goes again!"

I hissed it at Pete, who was sprawled on the couch next to me, doom-scrolling through his phone like the world outside our window wasn't worth watching.

"Who?" He didn't look up.

"The new neighbor. He's moving in today, remember? I told you this morning."

"Mmhm."

He wasn't listening. Of course he wasn't. I could have told him the building was on fire and he would have given me the same absent "mmhm" without taking his eyes off whatever Reddit thread had captured his attention.

I turned back to the window.

The moving truck had pulled up about an hour ago—a small one, the kind you rent from U-Haul when you don't have much to move. Two younger guys had been hauling boxes ever since, making trip after trip up the stairs to 4B. The apartment right next to ours.

But it was the old man who kept drawing my attention.

He was Black, tall even with the stoop in his shoulders, and he moved with the careful deliberation of someone who couldn't see where he was going. White cane in one hand, tapping the ground ahead of him. Dark glasses—not sunglasses, the kind blind people wear. He'd been sitting on the bench by the entrance for the last forty minutes, patient as stone, while the younger guys did all the heavy lifting.

"He's blind," I said.

"Who?"

"The new neighbor, Pete. Jesus. Are you even listening to me?"

Pete finally looked up from his phone, craning his neck to peer out the window. "Huh. Yeah, looks like it. That sucks."

"I wonder if he has anyone helping him. Like, living with him, I mean. Not just the movers."

"Dunno." Pete was already looking back at his screen. "Probably has a nurse or something."

I watched the old man shift on the bench, turning his face toward the warmth of the afternoon sun. He was wearing a short-sleeved button-up shirt, pale blue, and I could see the muscles in his forearms even from here. He'd been strong once, you could tell. Big man. The kind of big that doesn't go away even when age softens everything else.

"We should introduce ourselves," I said.

"Sure."

"I mean today. When they're done moving."

"Sure, babe."

I looked at my husband, his face lit by the glow of his phone, his thumb mechanically scrolling through content he'd forget in five minutes. We'd been married for three years. Together for six. And somewhere along the way, this had become our default—me talking, him not listening, both of us pretending it was fine.

It wasn't fine.

But that was a problem for another day.

*

The movers finished around four. I watched them shake the old man's hand, help him to his feet, and guide him toward the building entrance. He moved slowly but not helplessly, the cane sweeping in practiced arcs ahead of him.

"I'm gonna go say hi," I announced.

Pete grunted something that might have been acknowledgment.

I checked my reflection in the hallway mirror on my way out. Thirty-four years old, blonde hair pulled back in a messy ponytail, no makeup, wearing leggings and an oversized t-shirt that had definitely seen better days. Not exactly the welcome wagon aesthetic, but it would have to do.

The hallway smelled like cardboard and old carpet. I could hear movement in 4B—the movers were still inside, doing final placement probably. I hesitated outside the door, suddenly uncertain.

What was I even going to say? Hi, I'm your neighbor, I was watching you from my window for an hour like a total creep?

The door opened before I could decide.

One of the movers—young guy, maybe mid-twenties, sweating through his shirt—nearly walked right into me. "Oh, shit. Sorry."

"No, I'm sorry, I was just—" I stepped back. "I live next door. 4A. I wanted to introduce myself to—"

"Earl?" The mover turned back. "Hey, Unc! Neighbor lady's here!"

Unc. So they were family, not hired help.

The old man appeared in the doorway, still wearing those dark glasses, one hand resting on the doorframe to orient himself. Up close, he was even bigger than I'd realized. Taller than Pete by at least four inches, broad through the shoulders and chest despite his age. His skin was dark brown, weathered by decades of sun, and his white stubble caught the hallway light.

"Well, hello there." His voice was deep. Rumbly. The kind of voice you feel in your chest. "Earl Thompson. Pleasure to meet you, now."

He extended his hand in my general direction—slightly off-target, aimed at a spot about a foot to my left. I stepped into it, taking his hand in mine.

"Rachel," I said. "Rachel Miller. I'm in 4A with my husband Pete."

His grip was firm but gentle. His hand was huge, calloused, swallowing mine completely. I had the sudden strange thought that this was the most physical contact I'd had with another person in weeks. Pete and I barely touched anymore. Not on purpose, not with intention. We moved around each other like furniture.

"Rachel." He smiled, showing teeth that were surprisingly white and even. "Pretty name."

"Thank you." I laughed, awkward.

"My late wife passed fifteen years ago now." He released my hand. "Cancer took her. But she lived a good life. We had forty-two years together."

Forty-two years. I couldn't imagine being with Pete for forty-two more years. I could barely imagine next week.

"Well," I said, pushing that thought aside, "welcome to the building. It's pretty quiet here, mostly older tenants. If you need anything—groceries, help with anything—we're right next door. You can knock anytime."

"That's mighty kind of you." Earl tilted his head slightly. "I should warn you, though—I'm near deaf. Lost most of my hearin' about a decade back. Progressive thing, the doctors say. So if I don't answer right away, ain't rudeness—I probably just didn't hear you."

"Oh. I'll—I'll knock loud, then."

He chuckled, a warm rumble. "I'd appreciate that, missy."

*


CHAPTER 2

I told Pete about the conversation over dinner. Leftover pizza, reheated in the microwave because neither of us had felt like cooking. He nodded in the right places, made the appropriate sounds, but I could tell he wasn't really absorbing any of it.

"Seems nice," he said when I finished. "Old guy, blind, deaf. Gonna be a quiet neighbor at least."

"He was married for forty-two years."

"Cool."

"Pete."

"What?"

I stared at him across the kitchen table, at this man I'd married, this man I'd promised to spend my life with. When had he stopped being interested in anything I said? When had I become background noise?

"Nothing," I said. "Never mind."

We finished eating in silence. Pete cleared the plates—his one contribution to domestic life—and then retreated to the couch with his phone. I sat at the table for a while longer, picking at a stray piece of pepperoni, thinking about Earl Thompson and his forty-two years of marriage. His dead wife. The way his voice had softened when he mentioned her.

Pete had never talked about me like that. Not even when we were dating. Not even when he proposed.

I'd told myself it was fine. That not everyone was romantic. That actions mattered more than words, and Pete showed his love in other ways.

Except lately, I couldn't remember what those other ways were.

*

That night, we went to bed at ten. Pete was out cold within minutes, snoring softly on his side of the bed. I lay there in the dark, staring at the ceiling, listening to the sounds of the building settling around us.

It was quiet.

Earl had been right about that—most of the tenants here were older, retired, the kind of people who went to bed early and didn't make noise. Our building wasn't fancy, but it was peaceful. That was why we'd moved here in the first place, back when we still did things together, back when decisions were made as a team.

I closed my eyes and tried to sleep.

Couldn't.

I never could, these days. My brain wouldn't shut off. It cycled through worries, regrets, mental to-do lists that never got done. The Henderson account at work. My mother's missed calls. The slow unraveling of my marriage that I couldn't seem to stop or even name.

Pete shifted beside me, mumbled something unintelligible, went still again.

I turned onto my side, facing the wall. The wall we shared with 4B. With Earl.

I wondered what he was doing right now. Unpacking, probably. Trying to find his way around a new space without being able to see it. That had to be terrifying, didn't it? Moving somewhere new when you couldn't even see where you were?

Maybe he had the layout memorized. Maybe the nephews had helped him walk through it before they left. Maybe he was fine, perfectly capable, and I was being condescending by worrying about him.

But I couldn't stop thinking about those forty-two years. About having someone for that long and then losing them. About being alone in a new apartment at seventy-something with no sight and almost no hearing.

Compared to that, what did I have to complain about?

I had a husband. A job. An apartment. A life that looked, from the outside, like everything was fine.

Everything was fine.

I repeated it to myself like a mantra until sleep finally came.

*


CHAPTER 3

The first week was uneventful.

I saw Earl a few times in the hallway—always with his cane, always moving slow and careful, always friendly when I said hello. He learned to recognize my voice, which felt strangely intimate. Like I mattered enough to be memorized.

"That's Rachel," he'd say when I greeted him, before I even told him who I was. "How you doing today, missy?"

"Good, Earl. How are you settling in?"

"Slow but steady. Still bumping into furniture I forgot I put there."

He'd laugh, and I'd laugh, and then we'd go our separate ways. Normal neighbor stuff. Nothing weird about it.

Pete, predictably, had zero interest in getting to know the new neighbor. He'd grunt a vague "hey" if they passed in the hall, but that was the extent of it. Earl was old, blind, and male—three strikes against capturing Pete's attention for more than half a second.

I told myself I wasn't disappointed by that. I told myself a lot of things.

*

It started on a Thursday.

We'd been in bed for maybe twenty minutes. Pete was already drifting off, his breathing going slow and even, phone finally dark on the nightstand. I was in my usual position—on my back, staring at the ceiling, waiting for my brain to stop spinning.

And then I heard it.

Faint at first. So faint I thought I was imagining it. A woman's voice, muffled by the wall between our apartments. Not talking. Not laughing.

Moaning.

I went still, straining to hear. Maybe it was a TV show. Maybe it was—

"Oh god. Oh god, yes."

Not a TV show. Or rather, a very specific kind of TV show.

The sounds got louder. The woman's moans turned into rhythmic gasps, punctuated by deeper sounds underneath. Male grunts. The unmistakable wet slap of bodies colliding.

Porn. Earl was watching porn.

At full volume.

I sat up in bed, heart pounding for reasons I didn't want to examine. "Pete."

He mumbled something, eyes still closed.

"Pete. Wake up."

"Wha—" He blinked, groggy. "What's wrong?"

"Listen."

We both went quiet. The sounds from next door filled the silence—getting louder now, more urgent. The woman was practically screaming. "YES! RIGHT THERE! FUCK ME WITH THAT BIG BLACK COCK!"

Pete's face went through several expressions in quick succession. Confusion. Recognition. And then—of course—amusement.

He started laughing.

"Oh my god." He pressed his hand over his mouth, shoulders shaking. "Oh my god, is that—"

"It's Earl."

"Holy shit." Pete was fully awake now, grinning like this was the funniest thing that had ever happened. "The old blind guy is watching porn?"

"Loudly."

"I mean—" He gestured at the wall. "He's deaf, right? Probably can't hear it unless it's cranked."

"That doesn't make it okay!"

"It's kind of hilarious, though."

I stared at him. The woman next door was making sounds I'd only ever heard in... well, in porn. High-pitched, desperate, begging for more. And the things she was saying—

"DEEPER! I WANT IT DEEPER!"

Interracial porn. The old blind Black man next door was watching interracial porn. There was something almost poetic about that, in a fucked-up way.

"You hear what she said?" Pete was grinning wider now. "Big black cock. Classic."

I didn't respond. My face felt hot.

"We should say something," I said.

"Say what? 'Hey, Earl, we can hear your porn'? That'll be a fun conversation."

"We can't just—"

"Babe." Pete was still grinning. "He's seventy years old, blind, and deaf. Let the man have his fun. It's not hurting anyone."

The woman next door orgasmed loudly. At least, that's what it sounded like—a crescendo of screaming that went on for what felt like an inappropriately long time, then faded into breathless whimpers.

I realized my face was hot.

"This is insane," I muttered.

"It's funny," Pete corrected. "Come on, you have to admit it's a little funny."

I didn't admit anything. I lay back down, pulling the covers up to my chin, and stared at the ceiling while the sounds continued. New scene, apparently—the moaning had started up again, different pitch this time, different rhythm.

How much porn was he planning to watch?

*


CHAPTER 4

A lot, as it turned out.

The sounds went on for over an hour. Pete fell back asleep around the thirty-minute mark, because of course he did—nothing kept that man awake once he'd decided to be unconscious. I lay there in the dark, listening to woman after woman moan and scream and gasp through our shared wall.

I should have been annoyed. I was annoyed.

But underneath the annoyance, something else was happening. Something I didn't want to name.

The sounds were... affecting me.

Not in a turned-on way. Obviously not. I was just—aware of them. Hyper-aware. Every moan, every grunt, every wet sound that made it through the drywall. My body was responding to the stimuli whether I wanted it to or not. Elevated heart rate. Heightened senses. A warmth low in my belly that I refused to acknowledge.

It was biology. That was all. Hearing sex sounds triggered a physical response. It didn't mean anything.

I pressed my thighs together and tried to think about work.

The Henderson account. The quarterly reports. The meeting I had on Monday with the marketing team.

"STRETCH MY WHITE PUSSY! OH GOD IT'S SO BIG!"

Jesus Christ.

I grabbed my pillow and pressed it over my head. The sounds were muffled but not blocked. I could still hear her—whoever she was, whatever video this was—begging for more. Begging to be fucked. Begging in a way I'd never begged for anything in my life.

Did women actually do that? Actually beg like that? Or was it performance, scripted moans for the camera, fake pleasure manufactured for male consumption?

Pete had never made me beg for anything. Our sex life was... fine. Functional. He got hard, I got wet enough, he put it in, he finished, we went to sleep. Sometimes I came. Usually I didn't. It had been that way for years and I'd stopped expecting anything different.

But the woman in Earl's porn sounded like she was experiencing something transcendent. Something that went beyond functional. Beyond fine.

Was that real? Could sex actually feel like that?

The sounds stopped.

I pulled the pillow off my head, breathing hard. Silence from next door. Earl had finally turned it off, or fallen asleep, or—I didn't want to think about what else he might be doing.

Pete snored beside me, oblivious.

I turned onto my side, facing away from the wall, and closed my eyes. My heart was still pounding. My skin felt too sensitive, too aware of the sheets against my body. The warmth between my legs hadn't gone away.

I was not going to touch myself. That would be admitting something I wasn't ready to admit.

Instead, I lay there in the dark, waiting for sleep, trying not to think about the sounds I'd heard. The desperate moaning. The begging. The screaming orgasms that sounded like something I'd never experienced.

Everything was fine.

I was fine.

I fell asleep eventually, and if I dreamed about anything, I didn't remember it in the morning.

*

"So that happened," Pete said over breakfast.

I looked up from my coffee. "What?"

"Last night. The porn symphony from next door." He was grinning again, scrolling through his phone with one hand and shoveling cereal into his mouth with the other. "That was wild."

"It was inappropriate."

"It was hilarious. Wait until I tell the guys at work."

"Pete, don't—"

"What? It's funny! Old blind dude cranking porn at midnight? That's comedy gold."

I set my coffee down harder than necessary. "He's our neighbor. He deserves some dignity."

"He's the one watching porn loud enough for the whole building to hear. That ship has sailed."

I wanted to argue, but he had a point. Earl had to know the walls were thin. He had to know we could hear. Maybe he didn't care. Maybe at seventy-something years old, with no sight and barely any hearing, you stopped caring what other people thought.

There was something almost admirable about that, in a twisted way.

"Just don't be cruel about it," I said finally. "He's a person, not a punchline."

"Relax, babe. I'm not gonna make fun of the guy to his face."

No, I thought. You'll just make fun of him behind his back, like you do with everyone.

I didn't say that out loud. I never said the things I actually thought. That was part of the problem.

*


CHAPTER 5

That night, I found myself listening for it.

We went to bed at ten, same as always. Pete was out within minutes, same as always. And I lay there in the dark, facing the wall, waiting.

Ten-fifteen. Nothing.

Ten-thirty. Still nothing.

Maybe last night was a fluke. Maybe Earl had just been... settling in. Maybe it wouldn't happen again.

Ten forty-five.

The moaning started.

My whole body tensed. Not with annoyance this time—with something else. Anticipation. Awareness. That same warm feeling from the night before, blooming in my belly without permission.

The sounds were different tonight. Slower. Softer. Less frantic screaming, more rhythmic moaning. The woman's voice was lower, breathier. And underneath it, a man's voice—deep, commanding.

"You like that black dick, don't you?"

"Yes... yes... I love it..."

"Say it louder."

"I love your black cock! I love it so much!"

I closed my eyes and listened.

I told myself I was just curious. Just trying to understand what Earl found so compelling about this. Just... research. Anthropological interest.

My hand rested on my stomach. Just resting. Not moving.

The woman moaned louder. "You're so much bigger than my husband... oh god... he could never reach this deep..."

My fingers twitched.

I shouldn't.

I really, really shouldn't.

Pete snored beside me, dead to the world. The sounds from next door kept coming, relentless, flooding through the wall and filling our bedroom with secondhand sex.

I turned onto my back and stared at the ceiling and absolutely did not touch myself.

Not yet.

*


CHAPTER 6

The third night, Pete got ideas.

We were lying in bed, lights off, his phone finally dark. The sounds from Earl's apartment had started up about ten minutes ago—same routine, same volume, same shameless moaning through our shared wall.

"Give me that BBC... yes... fuck your little white slut..."

I was trying very hard to ignore it. Trying very hard to keep my breathing even, my body still, my mind on anything other than the filthy words and desperate sounds filling our bedroom.

Then Pete rolled toward me.

"Hey."

His hand landed on my hip. Not gentle, not rough—just there. Proprietary. The way you'd touch furniture you owned.

"Hey," I said back, already knowing where this was going.

"You awake?"

"Obviously."

His hand slid up my side, fumbling under my sleep shirt. "I can't stop thinking about it."

"About what?"

"You know." He gestured vaguely toward the wall. The woman over there was really going at it now, high-pitched wails that sounded almost painful. "That."

Great. The neighbor's porn had put my husband in the mood. How romantic.

"Pete—"

"Come on." His hand found my breast, squeezing without finesse. "When's the last time we did it?"

I tried to remember. Two weeks ago? Three? It all blurred together—the same routine, the same positions, the same disappointing ending.

"I'm tired," I said.

"You're always tired."

That stung, mostly because it was true. I was always tired. Tired of work, tired of this apartment, tired of lying next to a man who only noticed me when porn sounds reminded him I existed.

But I didn't say any of that. I never said any of that.

"Fine," I heard myself say. "Okay."

Pete took that as enthusiastic consent. He was on top of me in seconds, shoving my shirt up, yanking my underwear down. No foreplay. No warm-up. Just his weight pressing me into the mattress and his hand fumbling between us.

I stared at the ceiling and waited.

"Fuck, you're not—" He spat on his fingers, reached down, and rubbed clumsily at my entrance. "Hold on."

I wasn't wet. Of course I wasn't wet. Nothing about this was arousing—his rough hands, his impatient movements, his complete lack of interest in whether I was actually ready.

But Pete didn't let that stop him.

He lined himself up and pushed in. Or tried to. His dick was only half-hard, that sad in-between state where it was firm enough to attempt penetration but not firm enough to actually accomplish it. The head pressed against me, slipped, pressed again.

"Just—hold on—"

He grabbed himself, tried to force it in. I winced at the friction, the uncomfortable stretch of my body not cooperating.

"Relax," he muttered. "You're too tense."

I wasn't tense. I was dry. There's a difference. But I didn't correct him. I just lay there, legs spread, waiting for this to be over.

Finally, something gave. He slid in—barely. Maybe two inches. Maybe three. His dick felt soft inside me, like trying to fuck a half-filled water balloon.

"Oh yeah," Pete breathed. "That's good."

It wasn't good. It was the opposite of good. He started thrusting, shallow and uneven, and I could feel him slipping out with every other stroke. In, half out, back in, all the way out. He'd shove it back in, grunt, lose it again.

The woman next door screamed through her orgasm.

Pete's rhythm stuttered. "Fuck—hearing that—"

He was listening to it. Getting off on it. Not on me—on the sounds of some stranger moaning through the wall.

I turned my head and stared at the dark outline of our dresser. The framed photo on top, our wedding day, both of us smiling like we knew something the camera didn't.

Lies. All of it.

Pete's thrusts got faster, more desperate. His breath was hot on my neck, sour with the beer he'd had after dinner. I could feel his dick softening even as he tried to fuck me harder, that pathetic half-mast flag refusing to stay at attention.

"Shit—shit—I'm gonna—"

He pulled out. Not a dramatic withdrawal, not a deliberate choice—his dick just slipped out again and this time he didn't bother putting it back in. Instead, he grabbed himself, pumped twice, and came.

On my stomach.

Weak, watery spurts that dribbled onto my skin like an afterthought. He groaned like it was the best orgasm of his life, hips jerking, hand working his softening cock until there was nothing left.

"Holy shit." He collapsed beside me, breathing hard. "That was amazing, babe."

I stared at the ceiling. My underwear was tangled around one ankle. My shirt was bunched up under my armpits. And my husband's lukewarm semen was cooling on my belly.

"Yeah," I said. "Amazing."

He didn't catch the sarcasm. Or didn't care. Within two minutes, he was snoring.

*


CHAPTER 7

I lay there for a long time.

The porn was still going. Earl was apparently watching a marathon tonight. Different video now—I could tell by the change in voices, the shift in rhythm. This one was slower. Deeper. The woman wasn't screaming; she was moaning. Long, drawn-out sounds of genuine pleasure.

Or fake pleasure. How would I know the difference? I'd never made sounds like that in my life.

Pete's cum had gone cold and sticky on my stomach. I should get up. Clean myself off. Put on fresh underwear and go to sleep like a normal person.

Instead, I lay there and listened.

The woman moaned again. "Oh god... oh god... yes..."

My hand moved without my permission. Down my stomach, through the mess Pete had left, lower. I told myself I was just going to clean up. Just wipe away the evidence of my husband's pathetic performance.

My fingers brushed my clit and my whole body jolted.

I was wet.

Not from Pete—he hadn't done anything worth getting wet over. This was something else. This was my body responding to sounds, to stimulation, to the promise of pleasure that had nothing to do with the man snoring beside me.

The woman next door moaned louder. "Right there... don't stop... please don't stop..."

I shouldn't do this.

I really, really shouldn't do this.

My fingers circled my clit anyway. Slow at first. Tentative. Testing.

The sensation hit me like a truck.

When was the last time I'd touched myself? Months? A year? I used to masturbate regularly, back before Pete, back when I understood that my pleasure was my responsibility. But somewhere along the way I'd stopped. Told myself it wasn't necessary. Told myself I had a husband for that.

What a joke.

I pressed harder, finding a rhythm, matching the sounds from next door. The woman was building toward something now—I could hear it in her voice, the way her moans were getting higher, tighter, more desperate.

"Yes... yes... oh fuck... oh fuck yes..."

My hips lifted off the mattress. I bit my lip to keep from making noise. Pete was right there, inches away, and if he woke up and saw me like this—

But he wouldn't wake up. He never woke up. A bomb could go off and Pete would sleep right through it, dreaming his boring dreams in his boring brain.

The woman next door screamed.

I came.

Not a polite orgasm, not a quiet one. It ripped through me like something feral, like something that had been caged too long and finally broke free. My back arched. My thighs clamped together, trapping my hand between them. I shoved my fist against my mouth to muffle the sounds—

"Mmph—nnnh—ah—"

Wave after wave. My clit pulsed under my fingers, electric, almost too sensitive to touch but I couldn't stop touching it, couldn't stop riding the sensation until my whole body was shaking.

The woman in Earl's porn was whimpering through her aftershocks. So was I.

I lay there, panting, hand still cupped between my legs, staring at the ceiling with tears leaking from the corners of my eyes. Not sad tears. Overwhelmed tears. The kind that come when your body experiences something it forgot it was capable of.

Pete snored.

The porn stopped.

Silence.

I pulled my hand away, sticky with my own wetness and Pete's dried cum. My heart was pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat.

What the fuck had I just done?

I'd masturbated. To my elderly neighbor's porn. While my husband slept beside me, his pathetic load still crusting on my skin.

I should feel guilty. I should feel ashamed.

Instead, I felt... alive. For the first time in months. Maybe years.

I got up quietly, went to the bathroom, cleaned myself off. The woman in the mirror looked flushed, wild-eyed, like a stranger wearing my face.

"What are you doing?" I whispered to her.

She didn't answer.

I went back to bed. Pete hadn't moved. I slid under the covers and turned away from him, facing the wall. Facing Earl's apartment.

The silence over there felt different now. Charged. Like we'd shared something, even though he had no idea I existed beyond the polite neighbor who said hello in the hallway.

I closed my eyes.

My clit was still throbbing faintly. Aftershocks. Echoes of something I'd denied myself for far too long.

Tomorrow, I told myself, things would go back to normal. Tomorrow I'd be Rachel Miller, marketing coordinator, dutiful wife, functional adult.

But tonight—

Tonight I'd remembered what my body was for.

And I wasn't sure I could forget again.

*


CHAPTER 8

The next morning was awkward.

Not because Pete noticed anything—he didn't. He woke up cheerful, showered, made himself coffee, kissed me on the forehead like he always did. "Last night was great, babe." He winked. Actually winked. "We should do that more often."

I smiled and said nothing.

He left for work. I stood in the kitchen, staring at my reflection in the microwave door, and tried to process what I'd become.

A woman who masturbated to her neighbor's porn. A woman who came harder from her own fingers than she ever had from her husband. A woman who was already—god help me—wondering when the sounds would start again tonight.

I went to work. I sat through meetings. I answered emails and made phone calls and pretended to be a functional human being. But underneath the surface, my brain kept replaying it. The sounds through the wall. My hand between my legs. The orgasm that had torn through me like a revelation.

And the guilt. There should be more guilt, shouldn't there? I'd essentially cheated on my husband—not physically, but mentally. Spiritually. I'd used another man's porn as fuel for my own pleasure while Pete slept oblivious beside me.

Except it didn't feel like cheating. It felt like survival.

*

I got home before Pete, like always. Made dinner—chicken stir fry, nothing fancy. Set the table. Poured myself a glass of wine and drank half of it standing at the counter.

The building was quiet. Late afternoon sunlight slanted through the windows. From somewhere down the hall, I could hear a TV playing—one of the older tenants watching the news, probably.

I found myself staring at the wall. The wall we shared with Earl.

What was he doing right now? Sitting in his dark apartment, waiting for night? Did he have a routine, a schedule? Did he eat dinner first, or just go straight to—

Stop it.

I drained my wine and poured another glass.

*

That night, I told Pete I had a headache.

"Really?" He looked disappointed. Not concerned—disappointed. "You seemed fine at dinner."

"It just came on. I'm going to lie down early."

He shrugged. "Suit yourself."

I went to the bedroom, changed into my sleep clothes, and got into bed. It was barely eight o'clock. The sun hadn't even fully set. I lay there in the dim light, heart pounding, and waited.

Nothing.

Eight-thirty.

Nine.

Maybe he wasn't going to watch tonight. Maybe I'd imagined the whole routine. Maybe I was lying here like an idiot, waiting for porn sounds that weren't going to come.

Nine-fifteen.

The moaning started.

My whole body went tight. Pavlovian response. Three nights of conditioning and I was already trained, already responsive to the sound of a stranger's pleasure.

This was sick. This was wrong.

I didn't care.

I lay there and listened, not touching myself—not yet. Just... absorbing. The sounds were clearer tonight, or maybe I was listening harder. A woman's voice, high and breathless. A man's voice underneath, deep and commanding.

And then I heard the words.

"Yes... oh god... your cock is so big..."

My breath caught.

"Give it to me... give me that big black cock..."

Black.

The word hit me like a physical thing. My face went hot. My thighs pressed together. Earl was watching interracial porn. Specifically. Intentionally.

"Fuck me... fuck me with that huge black dick... I've never had one this big..."

The woman's voice was reverent. Worshipful. Like she was experiencing something transcendent, something her body wasn't built for but craved anyway.

"You're so deep... oh god... you're splitting me open..."

I closed my eyes. Behind my lids, images formed without permission. Dark skin against light. Big hands gripping pale hips. A body stretched around something massive, something overwhelming.

Earl's hands had been big. I remembered that from the handshake. Calloused. Strong.

Stop it.

"Yes! Yes! Fuck me harder! Fuck your white slut with that BBC!"

My hand was moving. I hadn't given it permission but there it was, sliding down my stomach, pushing past the waistband of my shorts.

Pete wasn't home yet. Or maybe he was—I couldn't remember hearing him come in. It didn't matter. Nothing mattered except the sounds coming through the wall and the ache between my legs.

"I love your black cock... I love it... it's so much better than my husband's..."

Oh god.

My fingers found my clit and I nearly cried out. Already swollen. Already sensitive. Like my body had been waiting all day for this, building toward this moment without my conscious awareness.

"He could never fuck me like this... his little white dick could never fill me up like you do..."

I circled my clit in tight, desperate movements. The woman in the video was getting louder, her moans turning to screams, but I could still hear the words underneath—

"Breed me... please... give me your black babies... I want your cum so deep inside me..."

My hips bucked against my hand. I was panting now, quiet but uncontrolled, my other hand gripping the sheets like an anchor.

"Fill me up... I'm your white whore... use me... breed me..."

The orgasm built fast, faster than last night, like my body had learned something and was eager to demonstrate its new knowledge. I felt it cresting, felt myself tipping over the edge—

"YES! CUM INSIDE ME! GIVE ME YOUR BLACK SEED!"

I came with a choked gasp, biting my pillow to muffle the sound. My whole body convulsed, clenching around nothing, wishing—god help me—wishing there was something to clench around. Something big. Something that would fill the emptiness Pete had never touched.

"Unh... unh... nnnh... ah—"

Waves crashed through me, relentless, pulling me under. I rode them until I couldn't anymore, until my clit was too sensitive and my body was shaking with aftershocks.

The porn kept going. The woman was whimpering now, thanking him, telling him how good it felt to be full of his cum.

I lay there, hand still cupped between my legs, and stared at the ceiling.

Interracial. BBC. Breeding.

Those weren't just categories on a porn site anymore. They were inside my head now, burned into my brain alongside the best orgasm of my life.

Earl was old. Blind. Nearly deaf.

But he was also Black. And big. And right on the other side of that wall.

I squeezed my eyes shut, horrified by my own thoughts.

This couldn't become a thing. This was temporary. A phase. A weird sexual awakening triggered by thin walls and an absent husband. It would pass.

It had to pass.

*


CHAPTER 9

The next morning, I saw Earl in the hallway.

He was coming back from somewhere—the mailboxes, maybe, or the trash room. Moving slow with his cane, dark glasses reflecting the fluorescent lights.

"Morning, Earl."

"Rachel." He smiled, recognizing my voice. "How are you today?"

Fine, I should have said. Great. Normal.

Instead, I stood there staring at him like I'd never seen him before. His hands, wrapped around the cane. His shoulders, still broad despite his age. The way he held himself, patient and solid, like a man who'd learned to take his time.

Your cock is so big.

The memory of those words—the woman's voice through the wall—flashed through my brain and I felt my face go hot.

"I'm good," I managed. "You?"

"Can't complain. Beautiful day out, from what I could feel walking to the mailbox."

His voice was so deep. Rumbly. The kind of voice you feel in your chest. Had I noticed that before? I must have. But it felt different now. Significant.

"That's—that's great."

Brilliant, Rachel. Stunning conversationalist.

Earl tilted his head slightly. "You alright? You sound a little..."

"I'm fine. Just—coffee hasn't kicked in yet."

"Ah." He nodded. "Well, don't let me keep you. Have a good day, neighbor."

"You too."

He moved past me, cane tapping, and I stood there in the hallway like an idiot, watching him go. Watching the way he moved. The width of his back. The size of his hands.

Fuck your white slut with that BBC.

I went back into my apartment and closed the door and leaned against it, heart pounding.

This was not passing.

This was getting worse.

*


CHAPTER 10

I baked cookies.

I don't bake. I've never baked. The last time I used our oven for anything other than frozen pizza was... never, probably. But there I was on Saturday afternoon, following a recipe on my phone, measuring flour and sugar like a domestic goddess.

"What are you doing?" Pete asked from the couch, not looking up from his phone.

"Making cookies."

"Why?"

"For Earl. The new neighbor. I thought it would be nice."

Now he looked up, eyebrows raised. "You're baking cookies for the old blind guy?"

"He lives alone. He probably doesn't get many home-cooked things."

Pete shrugged and went back to his phone. "Whatever. Save me some."

I didn't respond. The truth was, I didn't know why I was doing this. Or rather, I knew exactly why, and I didn't want to examine it too closely.

I wanted an excuse to see him. To talk to him. To stand close enough to study the details I'd been cataloging in my mind—his hands, his voice, the way he filled a doorway.

The cookies came out lopsided but edible. I arranged them on a plate, covered them with plastic wrap, and stood in front of the mirror by the door.

I'd changed three times already. First outfit too casual, second too dressy, third—what I was wearing now—somewhere in between. Jeans that made my ass look good. A v-neck sweater that showed just a hint of cleavage.

For an elderly blind man.

Jesus Christ, Rachel.

I went anyway.

*

Earl answered on the third knock—loud knock, like he'd told me.

"That Rachel?" He smiled before I'd even spoken, head tilted toward the sound. "Rachel, right?"

"That's me. I made cookies. Chocolate chip. Thought you might like some."

"Well now, ain't that sweet of you." He stepped back, opening the door wider. "Come on in, missy. Was just fixin' to make some coffee."

I hesitated on the threshold. His apartment was dim—of course it was, he couldn't see—with only a lamp in the corner providing any light. It smelled like him, I realized. Soap and something deeper, muskier. Male.

"I don't want to intrude—"

"Nonsense. Old man like me don't get many visitors. Come on, sit yourself down."

I stepped inside and closed the door behind me.

*

His apartment was the mirror image of ours, same layout reversed. But where our place was cluttered with Pete's gaming stuff and my work papers, Earl's was sparse. Clean. A couch, a coffee table, a bookshelf with what I assumed were audiobooks or Braille editions.

And a massive TV mounted on the wall.

I stared at it. That was the source of everything. The moaning, the screaming, the filthy words that had rewired my brain over the past week. It looked so innocent right now, dark and silent.

"Coffee?" Earl's voice came from the kitchen.

"Sure. Thanks."

I sat on the couch—the couch where he probably sat every night, watching his porn, doing god knows what with those big hands—and tried to calm my heartbeat.

He came back with two mugs, navigating the space with practiced ease. He knew exactly where everything was, counting steps, trailing his fingers along the wall. He handed me a mug without spilling a drop.

"Thank you," I said.

"Appreciate these cookies." He settled into the armchair across from me, angled toward my voice. "Been a long while since anybody baked for me. My late wife, she used to make the best oatmeal raisin you ever tasted. Lord, I miss that woman's cooking."

"I'm sorry. About your wife."

"Ah, it was a long time ago now." He sipped his coffee. "You get used to bein' alone. Don't mean you gotta like it, though."

We sat in comfortable silence for a moment. I watched him—really watched him, in a way I couldn't when he might notice. The breadth of his shoulders under his flannel shirt. The size of his hands wrapped around the mug. His forearms, still muscled despite his age, dark skin catching the lamplight.

Those hands.

"Your husband," Earl said suddenly. "Pete, that's his name? What's he do for work?"

"Software. He works from home most days." Which meant he was always there, always underfoot, always ignoring me while being physically present. "What about you? What did you do before you retired?"

"Construction, baby. Forty years of it." He chuckled, low and warm. "Started out haulin' bricks when I was nineteen. Ended up runnin' my own crew 'fore my eyes gave out."

That explained the muscles. The calluses on his palms. The way he seemed solid, grounded, even sitting still.

"That's impressive."

"It was honest work, is what it was." He shrugged. "Kept me strong. Probably why I'm still kickin' at seventy-three. Body don't know how to quit."

Seventy-three. He was more than twice my age. Old enough to be my father. Old enough to be my grandfather, technically.

And I was sitting in his apartment with my heart racing, thinking about his hands.

"Can I ask you something personal?" The words came out before I could stop them.

"Go on, now."

"Do you miss it? Being with someone? Physically, I mean?"

The question hung in the air. Earl's face didn't change, but something shifted in his posture. A slight tension. A new awareness.

"Mm." He made a sound low in his throat. "That's a mighty personal question, missy."

"I'm sorry. I shouldn't have—"

"Nah, I ain't say I minded." He set his coffee down. "Yeah. I miss it. Body don't stop wantin' just 'cause the eyes stop workin'. If anything, make you want it more." He leaned back in his chair. "Touch become everything when you can't see. Everything."

Touch become everything.

I crossed my legs, pressing my thighs together.

"I should go," I said. "Pete will wonder where I am."

"Of course." Earl stood, and I stood, and suddenly we were closer than I'd realized. Close enough that I could smell him—that soap and musk smell, stronger now, filling my head. Close enough that if I reached out, I could touch his chest.

He couldn't see me looking at him. That was the thing. He had no idea I was staring at his body, cataloging every detail, wondering what was under that flannel shirt. He was blind to my hunger.

"Appreciate you comin' by," he said. "And them cookies."

"Thank you for the coffee."

I left before I did something stupid.

*


CHAPTER 11

That night, the porn started at ten-thirty.

Pete was already asleep. I lay in the dark, listening to the familiar sounds through the wall—the moaning, the begging, the wet slap of bodies. But tonight, something was different.

"Fuck me... fuck me with that big black cock..."

I closed my eyes, and instead of faceless porn actors, I saw Earl.

His hands on my hips. His body over mine. Those calloused palms sliding up my thighs, spreading me open, positioning me for—

My hand was already between my legs.

"You're so much bigger than my husband..."

Earl's voice in my ear, that deep rumble: "Touch becomes everything when you can't see."

I imagined his hands mapping my body. Learning me by feel, every curve and dip and soft place. He wouldn't see the cellulite on my thighs or the stretch marks on my stomach. He would only feel—warmth and wetness and a woman who wanted him.

"Breed me... give me your black babies..."

I was rubbing my clit in fast, desperate circles. This wasn't about the porn anymore. This was about Earl. His seventy-three-year-old body pressing mine into the mattress. His thick fingers pushing inside me. His cock—because of course I imagined his cock, big and dark and hard—stretching me open while Pete slept in the next room.

"Unnh... Earl..."

His name slipped out before I could stop it. A whisper, barely audible, but I heard it. I heard myself moan another man's name while my husband snored beside me.

And instead of stopping, I rubbed harder.

"Earl... oh god... Earl..."

I imagined him fucking me on that couch in his apartment. The couch where he sat every night, listening to women beg for black cock. I'd be one of those women now. Begging. Desperate. Taking his old, blind, massive cock while he felt every inch of me with those construction worker hands.

"Yes... fuck me... please..."

The orgasm hit like a freight train. I shoved my fist in my mouth to muffle the scream, whole body arching off the mattress, clenching around nothing while I imagined clenching around him.

"Mmmmph—nnnnh—NNNH—"

It went on and on, wave after wave, the most intense orgasm I'd had yet. When it finally released me, I was shaking. Tears were leaking from my eyes. My hand was cramping between my legs.

Pete hadn't moved. Still snoring. Still oblivious.

I lay there in the aftermath, panting, staring at the ceiling. The porn next door had gone quiet. Maybe Earl was done too. Maybe he was sitting in his armchair right now, spent, satisfied, with no idea that his neighbor had just cum screaming his name into her fist.

This was wrong.

This was so deeply, profoundly wrong.

But as my heart rate slowed and sleep crept in at the edges of my vision, I knew one thing for certain:

I was going to do it again.

And eventually, the fantasy wasn't going to be enough.

*


CHAPTER 12

I woke up thinking about his hands.

Not Pete's hands—Pete's hands were soft, pale, the hands of a man who'd never lifted anything heavier than a laptop. No. I was thinking about Earl's hands. Those massive, calloused, dark-skinned hands that had swallowed mine whole when we shook. Hands that had built things for forty years. Hands that could probably wrap all the way around my waist.

Hands that could hold me down.

I pressed my face into the pillow and groaned. My pussy was already wet. Already aching. I'd been awake for thirty seconds and I was already soaked, already clenching around nothing, already desperate for something my husband could never give me.

Pete was in the shower. I could hear the water running. He'd be in there for another ten minutes at least—he took forever in the bathroom, probably the only place he could jerk off without me noticing. Not that I cared anymore. Let him stroke his pathetic little dick to whatever vanilla porn he liked. It wasn't like he could satisfy me anyway.

I slid my hand between my legs. Just to check. Just to see how bad it was.

Soaked. My thighs were slick. My clit was swollen and throbbing before I even touched it.

I pulled my hand away. If I started now, I wouldn't stop. And I had plans today.

*

The excuse came to me over breakfast.

"I think Earl got some packages yesterday," I said, not looking up from my coffee. "I saw the delivery guy leave a bunch of boxes outside his door."

Pete grunted. Scrolled through his phone. "Cool."

"He's blind, Pete. He can't read the labels. What if it's something important? What if it's medication?"

"So tell the building manager."

"Or I could just help him." I kept my voice casual. Neighborly. "It would take five minutes."

Pete finally looked up. Not suspicious—Pete was never suspicious, Pete was fucking oblivious—just mildly annoyed at having to participate in a conversation.

"Sure, babe. Whatever. You're a good person."

A good person. Right. A good person who came screaming her elderly neighbor's name last night while her husband snored beside her. A good person who was currently plotting how to get inside that man's apartment again so she could—

What? What exactly was I planning to do?

I didn't know. I just knew I needed to be near him. Needed to smell him, hear his voice, feel the heat of his body. The fantasy wasn't enough anymore. I needed something real.

"I'll go check on him after you leave for work," I said.

Pete was already back on his phone. "Mmhm."

*

I spent an hour getting ready.

An hour. To help an old blind man read his mail.

I told myself it was normal. I told myself I always took this long. But I'd never stood in front of my closet for twenty minutes trying to decide what to wear for a seventy-three-year-old who couldn't even see me.

I picked a sundress. Yellow. Thin straps. The fabric was light enough that you could see the outline of my bra through it—not obviously, not slutty, but there. Present. I wasn't wearing it for him to see. I was wearing it because I wanted to feel pretty. Wanted to feel desirable. Wanted to feel like a woman instead of Pete's neglected houseplant.

No. That was a lie.

I was wearing it because some sick part of me wanted Earl to sense it somehow. To smell my perfume and hear the swish of the fabric and know that I'd dressed up for him. Even if he couldn't see it. Even if he'd never know.

I put on makeup. Light. Natural. Just enough to make me look awake, alive, fuckable.

Fuckable. Jesus Christ, Rachel.

I stared at myself in the mirror. Thirty-four years old. Blonde hair brushed until it shone. Lips glossed. Cheeks flushed—and I hadn't even left the apartment yet.

What are you doing?

I didn't have an answer.

I went anyway.

*


CHAPTER 13

The hallway smelled like nothing. Carpet cleaner and recycled air. I stood outside 4B with my heart hammering against my ribs, feeling like a teenager about to knock on her crush's door.

He's seventy-three. He's blind. He's your neighbor.

He's also the only man who's made you cum in months. Even if he doesn't know it.

I knocked. Loud, like he'd told me.

Silence. Then shuffling. The tap of his cane. The click of the deadbolt.

The door opened and there he was.

Earl Thompson. Six-foot-something even with the stoop in his shoulders. Dark skin weathered by decades of sun. White stubble catching the hallway light. Those dark glasses hiding eyes that couldn't see me but somehow made me feel seen anyway.

He was wearing a plain white t-shirt today. The fabric stretched across his chest, his shoulders, his arms. I could see the muscles underneath—not the gym muscles Pete pretended to have, but real muscles, earned muscles, the kind you got from forty years of hauling bricks and building houses.

"That Rachel?" His voice rumbled through me. Deep. Warm. The kind of voice you felt in your chest and between your legs.

"Hi, Earl." My voice came out breathy. Stupid. "I noticed you got some packages yesterday. Thought maybe you could use help reading the labels?"

His face split into a smile. White teeth, even and straight. "Well now, ain't that thoughtful of you. Come on in, come on in."

He stepped aside and I walked past him into the apartment.

The smell hit me immediately.

Him. That soap-and-musk smell I remembered from the cookie visit. But stronger now, more concentrated, filling the dim space like something physical. Something I could taste.

My pussy clenched.

"Packages are over by the kitchen," Earl said, closing the door behind us. "My nephew dropped 'em inside yesterday but I ain't had nobody to tell me what's what."

I looked toward the kitchen. Three cardboard boxes stacked on the counter. But I wasn't really seeing them. I was too aware of Earl moving behind me—the tap of his cane, the weight of his footsteps, the heat of his body as he passed close enough that I could have reached out and touched him.

"Let me take a look," I said.

I walked to the kitchen. He followed. The apartment was small—his kitchen wasn't much bigger than ours—and suddenly we were standing close together. Too close. His arm brushed mine as he reached for the counter to orient himself and I felt the contact like an electric shock.

Dark skin against my pale arm. Just for a second. Just a brush.

My clit throbbed.

"This one's from Amazon," I said, picking up the first box. My hands were shaking. Could he hear that in my voice? "Looks like... household supplies? Paper towels, maybe?"

"Mm. My nephew set up one of them subscription things. Stuff just shows up."

"Smart."

I set the box down and picked up the next one. Tried to focus on the label instead of the fact that Earl was standing right beside me, close enough that I could feel the warmth radiating off his body. Close enough that if I turned my head, my face would be level with his chest.

That broad, muscled chest.

"This one's from a pharmacy," I said. "CVS. Prescription, probably."

"Blood pressure pills. They send 'em every month."

"And this last one..." I picked it up. Lighter than the others. "No label. Just your name and address. Handwritten."

Earl's expression shifted. Something flickered across his face—almost like embarrassment, but not quite. "That'll be from my sister down in Georgia. She sends me things sometimes. Cookies, mostly. Treats."

"That's sweet."

"She worries about me. Thinks I'm gonna waste away up here all by myself." He chuckled, low and warm. "Told her I'm fine. Got good neighbors looking out for me."

He reached out as he said it. His hand found my shoulder—or tried to. He was aiming slightly too high, his palm landing on the curve between my neck and shoulder, his fingers brushing the bare skin above my sundress strap.

I stopped breathing.

His hand was huge. Warm. Calloused against my soft skin. He was just steadying himself, I knew that, just orienting in space the way blind people do. But he didn't pull away immediately. His fingers lingered on my shoulder, my collarbone, the edge of my dress.

"Sorry," he said. But he didn't sound sorry. And he still didn't pull away. "Can't always tell where folks are standing."

"It's okay." My voice was barely a whisper. "I don't mind."

His thumb moved. Just slightly. A small stroke against my skin, so subtle it might have been accidental. Might have been.

"You smell nice today," he said. "That perfume. Flowers?"

"Jasmine."

"Mm." His hand finally dropped. But slowly. Trailing down my arm before falling to his side. "My late wife used to wear jasmine. Long time ago now."

I was trembling. Actually trembling. From one touch. One brush of an old man's hand on my shoulder.

"You want some coffee?" Earl asked, already moving toward the counter. "Just made a pot. Least I can do for a neighbor who helps out an old blind fool like me."

"Coffee sounds great," I heard myself say.

*


CHAPTER 14

We sat on his couch.

His couch. The couch where he sat every night listening to women beg for black cock. The couch where he probably touched himself, those big calloused hands wrapped around—

Stop it.

I took a sip of coffee. Tried to focus on the taste, the warmth, anything other than the fact that Earl was sitting barely a foot away from me. His thigh was close to mine. If I shifted even slightly, we'd be touching.

"So tell me about yourself, Rachel." He angled his body toward me, toward my voice. "Pretty young thing like you, married to—Pete, right? How'd that happen?"

Pretty young thing. The words sent a flush of heat through me.

"We met in college," I said. "He was... safe. Reliable. The kind of guy your parents approve of."

"Mm. Safe." Earl said the word like it tasted sour. "That what you wanted? Safe?"

No. I never wanted safe. I wanted to feel alive. I wanted to feel desired. I wanted someone who looked at me like I was something worth having.

"I thought I did," I said quietly. "Back then."

"And now?"

I looked at him. He couldn't see me looking, but I looked anyway. At his dark skin, his strong jaw, his massive shoulders. At the hands resting on his thighs—those hands that could span my entire waist, that could hold me down and spread me open and—

"Now I'm not sure what I want."

That was a lie. I knew exactly what I wanted. I just couldn't say it out loud.

Earl nodded slowly. "Had me a woman once. White woman. Back in '71. She was with another man when I met her—some man her daddy approved of. Nice fella. Boring fella. I asked her to dance anyway."

"What did she say?"

"Said yes." He smiled at the memory. "Her date didn't like that much. Neither did her daddy. But she didn't care. We danced all night. And then some."

"What happened?"

"Life happened." He shrugged. "Black man and a white woman back in '71? Couldn't last. But lord, while it lasted..." He trailed off, lost in the memory. "Some women you don't forget."

A black man and a white woman. He said it so casually. Like it was something he'd done before.

And might do again.

"Do you miss her?" I asked. "Being with someone?"

"I told you before. Body don't stop wanting just 'cause the eyes stop working." He turned his face toward me—toward my voice, my breath, my presence. "Touch becomes everything when you can't see. Everything."

My heart was pounding so loud I was sure he could hear it.

"What do you mean?"

Earl's hand lifted from his thigh. Reached toward me. Found my knee.

I froze.

His palm was warm through the thin fabric of my sundress. His fingers curled around the curve of my knee, gentle but firm. Not groping. Not aggressive. Just... holding.

"I mean," he said slowly, "that when you can't see a person, you learn 'em other ways. The sound of their voice. The smell of their skin. The feel of 'em."

His thumb stroked my knee. Once. Twice.

"You nervous, Rachel?"

"What?"

"Your heart's beating fast. I can feel it through your leg."

Oh god. He could feel my pulse. He could feel how my body was reacting to him, to his touch, to his voice in this dim apartment that smelled like him.

"I'm not nervous," I lied.

"Mm." His hand stayed on my knee. Warm. Heavy. Anchoring me in place. "Then why you trembling?"

I didn't have an answer. Not one I could say out loud.

His thumb stroked again. Higher this time. Not by much—just an inch up my thigh, just past the hem of my sundress—but enough. Enough to make my breath catch. Enough to make my thighs clench. Enough to make my pussy flood with heat.

"Earl..."

"You ever think about it, Rachel?" His voice was low. That rumble I felt in my chest. "Being with somebody different from what you got?"

Yes. Every night. Every night I listen to you through the wall. Every night I touch myself imagining your hands instead of my husband's.

His hand lifted. Slowly. Let it fall back to his own thigh.

I stood. Tugged my sundress down.

"Thank you for the coffee."

"Thank you for the help, neighbor." He smiled. "You come back anytime you want. My door's always open for you."

I walked to the door.

"Same time tomorrow?"

Earl's smile widened. "I'll be here."

*


CHAPTER 15

I didn't sleep that night.

Every time I closed my eyes, I felt his hand on my knee. That warm, heavy palm. Those calloused fingers. The way his thumb had stroked up my thigh like it belonged there.

Pete fucked me that night. Or tried to. He rolled on top of me around eleven, already half-hard from whatever he'd been watching on his phone, and I let him. Spread my legs and stared at the ceiling while he pumped his sad little dick into me for three minutes before losing his erection completely.

"Sorry, babe," he panted, rolling off. "Long day."

"It's fine."

It was fine. It was always fine. Because while Pete was flopping around on top of me like a dying fish, I wasn't there. I was in Earl's apartment. On Earl's couch. With Earl's hand sliding up my thigh, higher and higher, until those thick dark fingers found the wet heat between my legs—

I came that night. Twice. Both times with my hand between my legs and Pete snoring beside me. Both times with Earl's name silent on my lips.

*

The next morning, I was at his door by ten.

I'd told Pete I was going to the gym. He didn't question it. Didn't notice that I wasn't wearing gym clothes. Didn't notice the sundress—different from yesterday, this one shorter, tighter, the kind that rode up when I bent over.

I'd chosen it on purpose. Told myself it was because of the heat. But I knew. I knew exactly what I was doing.

I knocked. Loud.

The door opened faster this time. Like he'd been waiting.

"Rachel." That voice. God, that voice. "Right on time."

"I said I'd come back."

"That you did." He stepped aside. "Come on in. I was just about to make lunch. You hungry?"

I wasn't hungry. Not for food.

"Sure," I said. "I could eat."

*

His kitchen was small. Too small for two people, really. But I followed him in anyway, watching the way he moved. Confident despite the blindness. Counting steps, trailing fingers along the counter, knowing exactly where everything was.

"Thought I'd make sandwiches," he said. "Nothing fancy. Ham and cheese. That work for you?"

"That's perfect."

He opened the refrigerator. Started pulling things out—bread, deli meat, cheese, mustard. Setting them on the counter with practiced precision.

"You could help me, if you don't mind," he said. "Hard to spread the mustard even when I can't see where it's going."

"Of course."

I moved to stand beside him. Close. Closer than necessary. Our arms brushed as I reached for the bread.

"Sorry," I said. Not sorry at all.

"Don't be." His face turned toward me—toward my voice. "Nice to have company in here. Gets lonely making meals for one."

We worked side by side. Him slicing, me spreading. The kitchen was warm, the air thick with proximity. Every few seconds, our bodies would touch—his elbow against my arm, his hip grazing mine as he turned, his hand brushing my fingers when I passed him the cheese.

Each contact sent a jolt through me. Each touch made me wetter.

He knew. He had to know. I could feel his awareness of me, that preternatural sense blind people develop. He could probably smell my arousal by now. Probably hear my quickened breathing. Probably feel the heat radiating off my flushed skin.

But he didn't say anything. Just kept making sandwiches. Kept brushing against me like it was nothing.

The bastard was torturing me.

*


CHAPTER 16

"Plates are up there," Earl said, pointing to a cabinet above the counter. "Top shelf. My nephew put 'em up there and I keep forgetting to ask him to move 'em down."

I looked at the cabinet. It was high. Higher than I could comfortably reach without stretching.

Without bending.

"I'll get them," I said.

I moved in front of him. Positioned myself between Earl and the counter. Reached up for the cabinet.

The stretch pulled my sundress up. I felt it ride up the backs of my thighs, felt the hem creep higher as I stood on my toes to reach the top shelf. I wasn't wearing shorts underneath. Just a thin cotton thong that was already soaked through.

My fingers found the plates. I grabbed two, started to lower my arms—

His hands landed on my hips.

I froze. The plates trembled in my grip.

"Steady now," Earl murmured behind me. "Don't want you falling."

His hands were huge. Spanning my hips, fingers curling around toward my stomach. He was right behind me. I could feel the heat of his body, feel his chest almost touching my back.

"I'm okay," I breathed. "I've got it."

"Just making sure."

His hands slid down. Slowly. Following the curve of my hips, the swell of my—

He grabbed my ass.

Not a brush. Not an accidental graze. He cupped both cheeks in his massive palms and squeezed. Hard. His fingers dug into my flesh through the thin fabric of my dress, groping me like he was testing produce at the grocery store.

"AH!" The sound escaped me before I could stop it. A yelp. A moan. Something in between.

The plates clattered onto the counter. I gripped the edge with both hands, knuckles white, my whole body trembling as this seventy-three-year-old blind man groped my ass like he owned it.

Then his hands were gone.

"Lord have mercy." Earl stepped back quickly. His face shifted—concern, embarrassment, apology. "Rachel, I'm so sorry. I couldn't tell where—I thought I was steadying your waist—"

"It's—it's okay—"

"These old hands don't work right anymore. Can't feel where I'm grabbing half the time. Please forgive an old fool."

His voice was so sincere. So apologetic. So goddamn convincing.

But my ass was still tingling where he'd grabbed it. Still feeling the imprint of his fingers. And something wasn't adding up.

"It's fine, Earl. Really." I turned to face him, my dress still rucked up around my thighs. "Accidents happen."

"You sure? I didn't mean nothing by it. Just trying to help."

"I know. I know."

He nodded. Looked relieved. Went back to the sandwiches like nothing had happened.

But I stood there, heart pounding, mind racing, replaying what had just happened.

He'd grabbed my ass. Both cheeks. Squeezed hard enough to make me yelp.

That wasn't a fumble. That wasn't an old man's clumsy hands missing their target. When his palms landed on my hips, he'd been perfectly accurate. He knew exactly where my waist was.

And then he'd slid down. Deliberately. Slowly. Found my ass and grabbed it like he knew exactly what he was touching.

The squeeze. That confident, firm squeeze. The way his fingers had dug in, testing the give of my flesh. That wasn't a blind man's accident. That was a man who knew what an ass felt like and wanted to feel mine.

Was he lying?

The thought hit me like a slap. Was Earl Thompson—sweet, elderly, blind Earl Thompson—playing me?

I watched him at the counter. The dark glasses. The white cane leaning against the wall. The way he moved so carefully, counting steps, feeling his way.

But there were things that didn't add up. The way his hand had found my shoulder yesterday—slightly off-target at first, then perfectly placed. The way he'd known my heart was racing. The way he'd stroked my thigh with such precision, such deliberate intent.

And now this. The grope that was too accurate to be accidental. The squeeze that was too firm to be a mistake.

*


CHAPTER 17

We ate lunch on the couch.

I couldn't stop looking at him. Studying him. Trying to catch him in something—a glance, a slip, anything that would confirm my suspicions.

But he was good. So fucking good. He ate his sandwich carefully, never looking at it, using his fingers to guide the food to his mouth. He asked me to hand him his water and reached slightly to the left of where my voice came from, like he was estimating based on sound alone.

"You're quiet," he said. "Everything okay?"

"Just thinking."

"'Bout what?"

About your hands on my ass. About whether you can actually see me right now. About whether you know exactly what I look like in this too-short dress with my thighs pressed together and my thong soaked through.

"Nothing important," I said.

Earl set his plate down. Turned his body toward me on the couch. We were close again—knees almost touching, his presence filling the space between us.

"I really am sorry about what happened in the kitchen," he said. "I know it must've been uncomfortable. Young woman like you, having some old man grab at her like that."

"It's okay. I told you."

"I just want you to know—I ain't that kind of man. Never was. Forty-two years with my wife, I never once looked at another woman. Never touched one that wasn't her."

His voice was so earnest. So sincere. I almost believed him.

Almost.

"But she's been gone fifteen years now," he continued. "And I'm still here. Still got this body that wants things, even if the mind knows better." He shook his head. "Gets hard sometimes. Being alone. Being old. Being stuck in the dark."

"Earl..."

"I don't mean to make you uncomfortable with all this talk." He reached out—and this time his hand found my knee perfectly. First try. No fumbling. "You've been kind to an old man. Don't want to ruin that."

His palm was warm on my bare skin. His fingers curled around the inside of my knee, just like yesterday. Just like he knew exactly where to touch.

"You're not ruining anything," I heard myself say.

"No?"

"No."

His thumb stroked. Up my thigh. Past the hem of my dress. Higher than yesterday. High enough that another inch would put him at the edge of my underwear.

"You're trembling again," he murmured.

"I know."

"Your heart's beating fast."

"I know."

"And if I'm not mistaken..." His nostrils flared slightly. "You smell different than yesterday. Sweeter. Richer."

He could smell me. He could smell how wet I was.

"Earl, I—"

"You don't have to say nothing." His hand stilled on my thigh. Didn't retreat. Didn't advance. Just held me there, suspended on the edge. "I told you before. Touch is everything when you can't see. I know what a woman feels like when she wants something. Knew it with my wife. Know it now."

My breath was coming in short gasps. My pussy was clenching, aching, desperate for his hand to slide just a little higher.

"What do you think I want?" I whispered.

Earl didn't answer. Just let his thumb stroke one more time—higher, bolder—before pulling his hand away.

*


CHAPTER 18

I needed to know.

The question had been eating at me all night. Through another failed attempt at sex with Pete—he'd gotten soft inside me again, blamed stress, rolled over and passed out. Through another session with my hand between my legs, biting my pillow to keep quiet. Through the shower the next morning where I'd made myself cum twice before the water even got warm.

Was Earl Thompson actually blind?

The more I thought about it, the less sure I was. The way he'd grabbed my ass—both hands, perfect placement, firm squeeze. The way his hand always found my knee on the first try now. The way he seemed to know exactly where I was in the room, exactly how close I was standing, exactly when I was looking at him.

But then I remembered other things. The white cane he actually used, tapping ahead of him when he walked. The way he counted steps in his apartment. The way he'd reached for his water glass yesterday and missed by two inches.

Maybe he was partially blind. Could see shapes, movement, light and dark. Enough to know when a woman was bending over in front of him. Enough to aim his gropes.

There was only one way to find out.

*

I showed up at his door with a tray.

Tea. Cookies—store-bought this time, I wasn't going to waste another afternoon baking. Nice ceramic cups, a little pot, the works. I'd arranged it all carefully, made it look presentable.

Made it look like something worth reacting to if it fell.

"Rachel." Earl smiled when he opened the door. "Three days in a row. Gonna start thinking you like me."

"I brought tea," I said, ignoring the flutter in my chest. "Thought we could have something nicer than coffee."

"Well ain't you sweet. Come on in."

I walked past him into the apartment. Set the tray down on the coffee table. My heart was pounding but not from arousal this time—from anticipation. From the test I was about to run.

"Smells good," Earl said, settling onto the couch. "What kind?"

"Earl Grey." I almost laughed at the coincidence. "Seemed appropriate."

He chuckled. That low rumble. "My mama used to say I was named after the tea. Don't know if that's true or not."

I poured two cups. Handed him one—and watched carefully as he reached for it. His hand went slightly to the left of where the cup was. I had to guide it into his grip.

Blind. That was a blind man's reach.

But I needed to be sure.

"Let me get the cookies," I said, standing up. I picked up the small plate of cookies from the tray. Held it in front of me.

This was it. The test.

I was going to pretend to stumble. Pretend to spill. If he flinched, if he reacted, if his eyes tracked the falling objects—I'd know. I'd know he could see.

I took a step toward him. Fake-wobbled on my heel.

And then my ankle actually rolled.

*


CHAPTER 19

"Shit—!"

The plate flew out of my hands. Not a controlled drop—a real fumble, cookies scattering, the plate spinning through the air. I grabbed for the coffee table to catch myself and my elbow caught the teapot, sent it tipping, hot tea sloshing over the rim—

Earl didn't move.

Didn't flinch. Didn't react. Didn't even turn his head toward the chaos happening right in front of him.

Not until the hot tea splashed across his thigh.

"Goddamn!" He jerked back, the liquid soaking through his pants. "What in the—"

"I'm sorry!" I was on my knees in front of him, grabbing napkins, dabbing at his leg. "I'm so sorry, I tripped, I didn't mean to—"

"It's alright, it's alright—"

"I'm sorry, I'm sorry—" I was babbling, mortified, pressing napkins against his thigh while tea dripped onto the floor and cookies lay scattered across the carpet. "God, I'm such an idiot, I'm so sorry—"

"Rachel." His hand found my shoulder. "It's fine. Calm down now."

"It's not fine, I spilled hot tea all over you—"

"I've had worse." He was trying not to laugh. I could hear it in his voice. "Construction site, you learn to handle a little burn. This ain't nothing."

I kept dabbing at his thigh. The tea had soaked through his pants, spread across his lap. I grabbed more napkins, pressed them higher—

His hand caught my wrist.

"I got it from here," he said. But he didn't let go of my wrist. "Why don't you clean up the floor while I go change?"

"Okay. Yes. I'm so sorry."

"Stop apologizing." He released my wrist. Started to stand.

I stood too, moving back to give him room. But the coffee table was right behind me and I bumped into it, stumbled forward—

Right into him.

My hands landed on his chest to catch myself. His hands landed on me to steady us both.

On my waist.

Then lower.

Then—

His right hand cupped my breast.

Full palm. Fingers curling around the soft flesh. Not a brush, not a graze—a grip. He squeezed, firm and deliberate, his calloused palm rough against the thin fabric of my dress, my nipple hardening instantly against his touch.

"Mmmmh—"

The moan escaped before I could stop it. Low, needy, pulled from somewhere deep in my chest. My whole body went rigid, my clit swelling so fast it actually throbbed, pushing out from its hood like it was reaching for him.

Earl's other hand was on my hip. Holding me in place. His right hand was still on my breast, still squeezing, his thumb brushing across my nipple through the fabric.

"Sorry," he murmured. But he didn't sound sorry. And he wasn't letting go. "Lost my balance there."

"It's—" I couldn't breathe. Couldn't think. His hand was on my breast and I'd moaned and he had to know, he had to feel how my nipple had gotten hard, had to feel my heart slamming against my ribs. "It's okay."

"You sure?" Another squeeze. Gentle this time. Testing. "Didn't mean to grab you like that."

Yes you did. You knew exactly where your hand was. You knew exactly what you were touching.

But I didn't say that. Because if I said that, I'd have to acknowledge what was happening. And if I acknowledged what was happening, I'd have to decide what to do about it.

And I already knew what I wanted to do.

"I'm sure," I whispered.

His hand lingered for another moment. Thumb tracing across my nipple one more time—slowly, deliberately, making sure I felt it. Making sure I knew it wasn't an accident.

Then he let go.

"I'm gonna go clean up," he said. Like nothing had happened. Like he hadn't just groped my breast and felt me moan into his palm. "Bathroom's just down the hall. You okay to handle the mess out here?"

"Yes." My voice was shaky. "I've got it."

He grabbed his cane from where it leaned against the couch. Tapped his way down the hall. Disappeared into the bathroom.

I heard the door close.

I stood there trembling. Breast tingling. Nipple hard against the thin fabric. Clit pulsing between my legs.

I'd moaned. Out loud. While his fingers squeezed my breast.

He'd heard it. Felt my nipple harden against his palm. There was no taking it back.

*


CHAPTER 20

I dropped to my knees and started cleaning. Picking up cookies. Soaking tea with napkins. Trying to focus on the task.

All I could think about was his hand. The size of it. The roughness. The way his fingers had curled around my breast like they belonged there.

Pete never touched me like that. Three years of marriage and he still handled my body like he was afraid of it. Tentative. Careful. Asking permission with his eyes.

Earl grabbed me like he owned me.

I pressed a napkin into the carpet harder than necessary. My thighs were pressed together so tight it almost hurt. My clit was throbbing, actually throbbing, still swollen from that one touch. I could feel my pulse between my legs. Could feel the wetness soaking through my panties, probably through my dress by now.

If I touched myself right now—right here on his living room floor—I'd cum in seconds. I knew it. My body was that wound up, that desperate, that close to the edge from nothing more than an old blind man's hand on my breast.

I heard water running in the bathroom. He was probably washing up. Changing into dry pants. Taking his time. Leaving me out here to stew in my own arousal while I cleaned up the mess I'd made.

The test. I needed to think about the test.

He was blind. The experiment had proven that much. When the plate flew out of my hands, when the teapot tipped, when everything went to chaos right in front of him—he hadn't reacted. Hadn't flinched. Hadn't turned his head or reached out to catch anything. A person who could see, even partially, would have had some response. Some instinct. Some flicker of movement toward the falling objects.

Earl had sat perfectly still until the hot tea splashed across his lap.

That was real blindness. That was a man who genuinely couldn't see the world around him. Whatever suspicions I'd had about him faking it, about him being able to see more than he let on—they were wrong. He was exactly what he claimed to be: old, blind, and living in the dark.

But that didn't explain the rest of it.

The way his hands always seemed to find exactly where they wanted to go. The ass grab yesterday—both cheeks, perfect placement, firm squeeze. The breast grab today—landing directly on target, fingers curling around the curve like he'd mapped my body in his mind.

He couldn't see me. But he knew where I was. Knew what I felt like. Knew how my body was shaped and how to touch it.

Forty-two years with the same woman. Forty-two years of learning a body by feel, by sound, by smell. Maybe that's what this was. Maybe he'd learned how to navigate women the same way he'd learned to navigate his apartment—by counting steps, by following warmth, by reaching out until he found what he was looking for.

Or maybe he was just a dirty old man who knew exactly what he was doing and used his blindness as cover to get away with it.

Either way, I was on my knees in his living room, soaking wet, cleaning up spilled tea while he washed my moan off his hands in the bathroom.

*


CHAPTER 21

I was still on my knees, scrubbing at a tea stain that had already set into the carpet, when I heard his voice from down the hall.

"Rachel?"

I froze. My hand stopped moving. The wet napkin dripped onto my knuckles.

"Rachel, you still out there?"

"Yes." My voice came out thin. Reedy. "I'm here."

"I hate to be a bother, but—" A pause. The sound of him moving around in the bathroom. "I can't remember where I put my spare pants. My nephew, he organized everything when I moved in, and I ain't found half of it since."

My heart was pounding. He needed help. He needed me to come back there, to the bathroom, where he was changing. Where he was undressed.

"They might be in the bedroom closet," I called back. "Do you want me to check?"

"Would you mind? Top shelf, probably. Derrick always puts things up high where I can't reach 'em."

I stood up slowly. My legs felt unsteady beneath me. The wet spot on my dress had spread—tea and something else, something I didn't want to think about too hard. I wiped my hands on a dry napkin and looked toward the hallway.

The bedroom. I should go to the bedroom. Find his pants in the closet, bring them to him, slide them through the bathroom door without looking. That was the sensible thing to do. The appropriate thing. The thing a married woman helping her elderly neighbor would do.

I started down the hall.

His apartment was laid out like mine, reversed. Bedroom on the left, bathroom on the right. The bathroom door was open a crack, light spilling out into the dim hallway. I could hear water running. The sink, not the shower.

The bedroom door was right there. Three steps away. I could see the edge of the closet from where I stood.

But the bathroom door was closer.

I stopped walking. Stood in the middle of the hallway, equidistant from both doors, my heart slamming against my ribs so hard I could feel it in my throat.

What was I doing? What was I thinking? This was insane. He was seventy-three years old. He was blind. He was my neighbor. And I was standing here in his hallway, soaking wet between my legs, trying to decide whether to peek into his bathroom while he changed.

I'd spent two weeks listening to him through the wall. Two weeks touching myself to the sounds of his porn. Two weeks imagining what was under those clothes, what those big hands would feel like on my body, what that deep voice would sound like saying my name while he—

Stop it. Stop it, Rachel.

I took a step toward the bedroom.

Then I heard him shift in the bathroom. Heard the clink of something being set down on the counter. Heard him clear his throat.

"Actually, hold on now."

I stopped.

"Think I might've left some sweatpants in here somewhere," Earl called out. "In the cabinet under the sink. You mind taking a look? These old knees don't bend like they used to."

The cabinet under the sink. Inside the bathroom. Where he was. Where he was currently standing without pants on.

My mouth went dry.

"Sure," I heard myself say. "I can look."

The words came out before I could stop them. Before my brain could catch up to what my mouth was agreeing to. Before I could think about what I was about to walk into.

I was already moving toward the bathroom door.

"I'm sorry to trouble you," Earl said from inside. "I know this ain't exactly proper, asking a young woman to come in here while I'm—well. But I can't see nothing anyway, and you'd be doing me a kindness."

"It's fine." My hand touched the door. The wood was warm under my palm. "I don't mind."

I pushed it open.

The bathroom was small. Standard apartment layout—toilet on one side, sink on the other, shower stall with a frosted glass door at the far end. The light was bright after the dimness of the hallway, harsh fluorescent that made everything look clinical and exposed.

Earl was standing at the sink with his back half-turned to me. He had a small towel in his hands, dabbing at his thighs where the tea had splashed and soaked through. His shirt was still on—that white t-shirt stretched across his broad shoulders—but below the waist—

Below the waist he was naked.

I saw his ass first. Round and solid, darker than his arms, the muscles still defined despite his age. Construction worker's body, I thought dimly. Forty years of labor written into every line.

Then he turned.

Not all the way. Just a quarter turn, reaching for something on the counter, his body angling toward me in the cramped space.

And I saw it.

Hanging between his legs. Swinging with the motion of his turn. Dark brown, almost black against the white of the towel he'd draped over his arm.

His cock.

"Holy shit."

The words fell out of my mouth before I could stop them. Before I could think. Before I could do anything but stand there in the doorway with my jaw hanging open and my eyes locked on what was hanging between his seventy-three-year-old thighs.

It was huge.

Not hard. Not even close to hard. Completely soft, completely relaxed, just hanging there like it was nothing. Like it wasn't the biggest thing I'd ever seen attached to a human body.

Thick as my wrist. Maybe thicker. Longer than my hand from palm to fingertip. The head was fat and heavy, weighing the whole thing down so it swung when he moved, pendulous and obscene. The shaft was veined, dark, impossibly substantial. And beneath it, hanging low in their wrinkled sack, balls that looked like they could fill my palm. Each one.

I couldn't breathe.

All those nights listening to his porn. All those women moaning through the wall about big black cock. All those fantasies I'd had, lying in bed next to Pete, imagining what Earl might look like under his clothes.

I hadn't imagined this.

I hadn't come close.

This wasn't just big. This was something else entirely. Something that made Pete's dick look like a literal joke. Something that made even the other men I'd dated before Peter look like absolute jokes.

Even soft—even completely, utterly soft—it was bigger than Pete had ever been fully hard. Three times bigger than I'd thought dicks could actually get outside of porn.

It looked like a literal club of meat.

Black. Veiny. Full of life.

And it was right there. Four feet away from me. Swinging gently as Earl shifted his weight, the head brushing against his inner thigh, leaving a faint trail of—

I realized I was staring. I realized I hadn't moved. I realized my mouth was still open and my pussy was clenching and my nipples were hard against my dress and I was standing in a seventy-three-year-old blind man's bathroom doorway having a complete mental breakdown over the sight of his cock.

Earl's head turned toward me.

"Rachel?" His brow furrowed above those dark glasses. "That you? You come in alright?"

I couldn't answer. My voice had abandoned me completely. There was nothing in my head except the image burned into my retinas—that massive, heavy, impossible cock swinging between his legs like a third limb.

"Rachel?"

I opened my mouth. Nothing came out.

"You okay, missy? You went real quiet there."

Say something. Say anything. Tell him you're fine. Tell him you'll check the cabinet. Tell him you suddenly remembered you have somewhere to be and you'll send Pete over instead.

But I couldn't stop staring. Couldn't make myself look away. Couldn't do anything except stand there, frozen, while my entire understanding of the male anatomy rearranged itself around what I was seeing.

That was going to be inside me. The thought hit me like a physical blow. Not a question. Not a fantasy. A certainty. A prediction. A promise my body was making without consulting my brain.

What the fuck was I thinking? No-.

No, that massive, dark, heavy cock was  definitely going to be inside me. I didn't know when. I didn't know how. But standing there in that bathroom doorway, staring at something I'd only ever heard about through walls and porn dialogue, I knew it as surely as I knew my own name.

I was going to fuck my seventy-three-year-old blind neighbor.

And there wasn't a goddamn thing I could do to stop it.

*


CHAPTER 22

"Rachel?"

His voice cut through the fog in my brain. I blinked. Swallowed. Tried to remember how to form words.

"Sorry." It came out as a croak. "Sorry, I—I stubbed my toe on the door frame."

Weak. Pathetic. But it was all I had.

"You alright?"

"Fine. I'm fine." I forced my eyes up to his face. Away from his cock. Away from that impossible thing hanging between his legs. "I'll check the cabinet."

I stepped into the bathroom.

The space was tiny. Maybe five feet wide, if that. Earl was standing near the toilet, and the cabinet was under the sink on the opposite wall, and there was no way to get from point A to point B without passing directly by him.

Directly by that cock.

I turned sideways. Tried to make myself small. Started to edge past him, my back to the sink, my front facing his body.

"Here, let me just scoot over there, missy." He shifted. Tried to give me room.

But the bathroom was too small and he was too big and when he moved, his cock swung with him.

It hit my ass.

Not hard. Not a slap. Just a brush—the heavy head dragging across my left cheek through the thin fabric of my dress. Warm. Solid. Impossibly thick.

"Mmmmh—"

The moan escaped before I could stop it. Quiet, under my breath, but it was there. My mouth fell half-open. My chest started heaving, rising and falling in quick shallow breaths. My eyes dropped back down to his cock, watching it sway from the contact, watching it settle back against his thigh.

"Sorry 'bout that," Earl said. "Tight quarters in here."

"It's—" My voice was barely a whisper. "It's okay."

I couldn't look away. I was staring directly at his cock now, inches away from my body, and I couldn't make myself look anywhere else. The dark skin. The thick veins running along the shaft. The heavy head, fat and round, still warm from where it had touched me.

He couldn't see me staring. That was the thing that made it okay. That was the thing that let me stand there with my mouth hanging open and my chest heaving and my eyes locked on his genitals like a woman possessed.

He was blind. He had no idea what I was doing.

I inched forward. Tried to squeeze past him. My hip brushed his thigh. My arm brushed his arm. And then—

My hand brushed his cock.

It wasn't intentional. Or maybe it was. I couldn't tell anymore where accident ended and desire began. But my fingers grazed the shaft as I passed, and the contact sent a jolt through my entire body.

It was hot.

Not warm—hot. Like there was a furnace inside him, like the blood pumping through that massive organ was running at a higher temperature than normal human blood. The skin was soft, velvety, stretched tight over something impossibly hard underneath. Even soft, there was a firmness to it. A solidity. A promise of what it could become.

I should have pulled away.

I should have mumbled an apology and kept moving, gotten to the cabinet, found his pants, and gotten the fuck out of there.

Instead, my hand stopped.

My fingers rested against his shaft. Feeling the heat. Feeling the weight. Feeling the slight pulse of blood beneath the skin—his heartbeat, I realized. I could feel his heartbeat through his cock.

"Rachel?"

I didn't answer.

My fingers curled.

Slowly. Almost without my permission. They wrapped around his shaft—or tried to. He was too thick. My fingertips didn't meet my thumb. Not even close. I was holding a cock that my hand couldn't even fit around, and it wasn't even hard yet.

I squeezed.

"Well now..."

Earl's voice had changed. Lower. Rougher. That deep rumble I felt in my spine and between my legs.

"What's this, missy?"

I still couldn't speak. My hand was wrapped around a seventy-three-year-old man's cock and I was squeezing it and feeling it start to thicken in my grip and I couldn't form a single coherent word.

So I stroked.

One slow pull. Base to tip. Feeling every ridge, every vein, every inch of that impossible length. The head was even thicker than the shaft, flaring out under my palm, slick with something—precum, I realized. He was already leaking.

"Mmmmh—" Another moan. Louder this time. My own voice, needy and desperate, filling the small bathroom.

I stroked again. And again. Feeling him grow in my hand. Feeling that soft heaviness transform into something else entirely—hard, rigid, alive. Pulsing against my palm like a second heartbeat.

"Well, well, well." Earl's hand found my shoulder. Slid down to my arm. Squeezed gently. "Ain't this a surprise."

It wasn't a surprise. We both knew it wasn't a surprise. He'd been working toward this for days—the touches, the gropes, the "accidents" that weren't accidents. And I'd been moving toward it for weeks—the porn through the wall, the fantasies, the orgasms with his name on my lips.

But I didn't care about any of that right now.

I didn't care about the game he'd been playing or the lies I'd been telling myself or the husband waiting in the apartment next door.

All I cared about was the cock in my hand.

I stroked faster. Harder. Felt him throb against my palm. Felt the precum dripping over my fingers, slicking my grip, making obscene wet sounds in the quiet bathroom.

"Easy now," Earl murmured. "Ain't no rush. We got time."

But I didn't want to go easy. I didn't want time. I wanted—

I didn't even know what I wanted. I just knew I needed more. Needed something. Needed—

I surged up onto my toes and kissed him.

No warning. No hesitation. Just my mouth on his, desperate and hungry, my free hand grabbing the back of his neck to pull him down to me. My lips parted and my tongue pushed into his mouth and I kissed him like I was drowning and he was air.

"Mmph—" A sound of surprise from deep in his throat. His body went rigid for a moment—genuinely caught off guard, I realized. For all his games, for all his deliberate touches, he hadn't expected this. Hadn't expected me to break this fast, this completely.

Then his hands found my waist.

And he kissed me back.

*


CHAPTER 23

I was kissing another man.

The thought crashed through my brain like a wave, and then it was gone, swept away by the feeling of his lips against mine. His mouth was warm. Soft. Patient. He kissed like he had all the time in the world, like nothing existed outside this bathroom, like the only thing that mattered was learning the shape of my lips.

I was kissing another man and I couldn't stop.

My husband was next door. Twenty feet away. Probably on the couch with his phone, scrolling through nothing, completely unaware that his wife had her tongue in another man's mouth. That his wife was moaning into another man's throat. That his wife was—

"Mmmmh—"

The sound came from somewhere deep inside me. Not my mouth. My stomach. My chest. A place I didn't know could make sounds like that. It vibrated through me, into him, and I felt his lips curl into a smile against mine.

He knew what he was doing to me.

Three years of marriage. Three years of lying next to Pete, waiting for him to touch me, waiting for him to want me, waiting for something that never came. Three years of forgetting what it felt like to be desired.

And now this.

Now Earl Thompson, seventy-three years old, blind, nearly deaf, kissing me like I was the only woman left on earth.

His hands tightened on my waist. Drew me closer. My body pressed against his—chest to chest, hip to hip, my thin sundress the only thing between my skin and his bare body.

I could feel him everywhere.

The heat of him soaking through the fabric. The solid wall of his chest against my breasts. The coarse hair scratching through my dress. The smell of him filling my lungs with every desperate breath—soap and musk and something deeper, something primal, something that made my pussy clench and my nipples ache.

"Nnnnh—"

Another moan. I couldn't stop them. They kept coming, pulled from somewhere inside me that had been silent for years. Every time his lips moved against mine, every time his tongue stroked into my mouth, every time his hands squeezed my waist—another sound escaped. Another piece of the wall I'd built around myself crumbled away.

I was grinding against him.

I didn't decide to do it. My hips moved on their own, pressing forward, seeking friction, seeking contact, seeking something to ease the ache that was building between my legs. My body knew what it wanted even if my brain was still catching up.

And then I felt it.

His cock.

It had been soft when I touched it. Heavy and thick, but soft. Now it was rising. I felt it grow against my stomach, felt it lengthen and thicken, felt it push against me like something waking up. Like something coming alive.

Because of me.

This seventy-three-year-old man was getting hard because of me. Because of my mouth on his. Because of my body pressed against him. Because of the desperate sounds I was making into his throat.

"Mmmmh—god—mmmph—"

I kissed him harder. Deeper. My tongue fucking into his mouth the way I wanted him to fuck into me. My hands gripped his shoulders, his neck, the back of his head. I couldn't get close enough. Couldn't get enough of his taste, his heat, his presence surrounding me.

This was wrong.

This was so fucking wrong.

I was a married woman. A faithful wife. I'd never cheated, never even thought about cheating, never looked at another man with anything more than passing appreciation. I was Rachel Miller, marketing coordinator, responsible adult, good person.

And I was kissing my elderly Black neighbor like my life depended on it.

His cock pressed harder against my stomach. Fully hard now, or close to it. A thick, rigid bar of heat pushing into my flesh, demanding acknowledgment. I felt it pulse. Felt the heartbeat inside it, strong and steady, pumping blood into that massive organ.

My hips ground forward.

I couldn't help it. My body was acting without my permission, chasing pleasure I'd been denied for years. The hard length of him dragged against my belly, slid lower, lower, until the head was pressing between my thighs. Pressing against my mound through the thin fabric of my dress.

"Unnnh—"

The moan that came out of me was almost a scream. Guttural. Animal. Rising from my stomach, tearing through my chest, escaping into his mouth. I was shaking now. Trembling against him, my whole body vibrating with need.

He just kept kissing me.

Slow. Deliberate. Unhurried. His tongue explored my mouth like he was memorizing it. His hands held my waist like he owned it. His cock throbbed against me like a second heartbeat, like a promise, like a threat.

I was going to fuck him.

The certainty of it washed over me again, stronger this time. Not a question. Not a fantasy. An inevitability. I was going to let this seventy-three-year-old blind man put that massive cock inside me. I was going to let him do things my husband had never done, reach places my husband had never reached, make me feel things my husband had never made me feel.

And I didn't care.

That was the thing that should have scared me. The complete absence of guilt. The total lack of hesitation. Some distant part of my brain was screaming that this was wrong, that I should stop, that I was destroying my marriage and my life and everything I'd built.

But that voice was getting quieter.

And the ache between my legs was getting louder.

"Mmmmmh—Earl—nnnnh—"

His name slipped out between kisses. Half-moan, half-prayer. I ground myself against him harder, feeling his cock slide between my thighs, feeling the head drag against my pussy through my soaked dress and ruined panties.

I was so wet.

Wetter than I'd ever been with Pete. Wetter than I'd been in years. I could feel it dripping down my thighs, soaking through the fabric, leaving a trail of need wherever his cock touched me.

And still he just kissed me.

Slow and patient and maddening. Like he had all the time in the world. Like he wasn't hard as steel between my legs. Like he could do this forever, just stand here in his bathroom and kiss me while I fell apart against him.

"Please—" The word escaped without permission. "Please—"

I didn't even know what I was asking for.

His lips left mine. Traced along my jaw. Found my ear.

"Easy now, missy." That voice. That deep, rumbling voice that I felt in my spine and my clit and every nerve ending in my body. "I got you. Ain't goin' nowhere."

And then he kissed me again, deeper this time, and my mind went blank.

*


CHAPTER 24

The kiss turned sloppy.

Wet. Messy. Desperate. Our mouths moved against each other with growing hunger, tongues sliding together, teeth catching lips. Saliva pooled between us—I could feel it slipping from the corner of my mouth, running down my chin, and I didn't care. I didn't care about anything except the taste of him, the heat of him, the solid wall of his body pressed against mine.

"Mmmmmph—nnnnnh—ah—"

The moans were getting louder. I couldn't control them anymore. Every breath was a sound, every exhale a whimper, every heartbeat another pulse of need between my legs.

And god, my legs.

I was dripping.

Not wet. Not damp. Dripping. I could feel it running down my inner thighs, hot and slick, soaking through my panties, soaking through my dress. Every time I shifted, every time I ground against him, I felt the wetness spread. Felt it gush out of me in waves, like my body was preparing itself for something. Like it knew what was coming.

His hands moved.

From my waist to my hips. From my hips to my ass. Those massive, calloused palms cupped my cheeks through the thin fabric and squeezed. Hard. Possessive. Like he was claiming me.

"Unnnh—!"

I gasped into his mouth. My hips bucked forward, grinding my soaked pussy against his cock. He squeezed again, fingers digging into my flesh, pulling me tighter against him.

This wasn't like Pete.

Nothing about this was like Pete.

Pete touched me like he was afraid I'd break. Gentle. Hesitant. Asking permission with his eyes even after three years of marriage. His hands were soft—office hands, computer hands, hands that had never done a day of real work.

Earl's hands were weapons.

Rough and calloused and strong. Construction hands. Working hands. Hands that had spent forty years building things, lifting things, shaping the world. Hands that grabbed what they wanted and didn't apologize for it.

He kneaded my ass like dough. Spreading me, squeezing me, pulling my cheeks apart and letting them bounce back together. I felt exposed even through my dress. Felt like he could see me somehow, despite the blindness. Like he knew exactly what he was doing to me.

"God—" I pulled back from the kiss, gasping for air. Saliva stretched between our lips, a thin string of spit connecting us. "Earl—oh god—"

"That's it, missy." His voice was a growl. Low and rough and hungry. "Let me hear you."

His hands slid up my back. Found the zipper of my dress.

I should stop him. Some distant part of my brain knew that. Knew that once my clothes came off, there was no going back. Knew that I was standing on the edge of something I couldn't undo.

But my body didn't care.

My body wanted his hands on my skin.

The zipper came down. Slow. Deliberate. The sound of it was obscene in the quiet bathroom—metal teeth parting, fabric loosening, my dress falling open down my back.

He pushed the straps off my shoulders.

The sundress pooled at my feet.

I was standing in front of him in nothing but my bra and panties. Both white. Both soaked through. I could see my nipples through the thin fabric of my bra, hard and dark and desperate. Could see the wet patch spreading across the front of my panties, the cotton clinging to my pussy lips like a second skin.

He couldn't see any of it. But somehow that made it worse. Made me feel more exposed, more vulnerable, more seen.

His hands found my waist again. Bare skin this time. The contact made me gasp—his palms were so warm. So rough. So different from anything I'd felt in years.

"You're soft," he murmured. His hands slid up my sides, thumbs tracing my ribs. "Soft all over."

Pete never said things like that. Pete barely looked at my body anymore, let alone commented on it. I'd stopped feeling desirable years ago. Stopped feeling like a woman worth touching.

But the way Earl's hands moved over me...

Like I was something precious. Something worth exploring. Something he wanted to memorize with his fingertips because his eyes couldn't do the job.

"Please—" The word came out choked. Desperate. "Please, Earl—"

"Please what?"

I didn't know. I didn't have an answer. I just knew I needed more. Needed his hands everywhere. Needed to feel every inch of his body against every inch of mine.

His hands came around to my front.

Slid up my stomach. My ribs. Higher.

He cupped my breasts through my bra.

"Oh fuck—"

The sound that came out of me was barely human. A guttural moan that started in my stomach and tore through my chest and escaped into the bathroom like something dying. His hands were huge. My breasts—average, nothing special, the breasts Pete barely bothered to touch anymore—disappeared into his palms. He squeezed and I nearly collapsed.

"Sensitive," he observed. Like he was taking notes. Like he was filing away information for later. "That's good. I like sensitive."

He found my nipples through the fabric. Pinched.

"NNNNH—!"

My knees buckled. I grabbed onto his shoulders to stay upright, fingers digging into muscle—hard muscle, dense muscle, the kind of muscle that didn't go away just because you got old. His shoulders were like rocks under my hands. His arms were thick and corded, biceps flexing as he groped me.

This body.

This seventy-three-year-old body.

It was more powerful than Pete's had ever been. More solid. More real. Pete was soft in all the wrong places—doughy stomach, skinny arms, chest that had never seen the inside of a gym. Pete was the kind of man who got winded walking up stairs.

Earl was the kind of man who had spent four decades hauling concrete.

The contrast made my head spin. My pale hands against his dark shoulders. My soft fingers against his hard muscle. My white skin pressed against his black skin, slick with sweat and spit and the wetness dripping down my thighs.

He unhooked my bra.

I didn't even feel him do it—just suddenly the pressure was gone and the straps were sliding down my arms and my breasts were falling free. Bare. Exposed. My nipples so hard they ached.

His hands found them immediately.

Skin on skin. His rough palms against my soft flesh. He cupped and squeezed and kneaded, thumbs circling my nipples, and I thought I might cum just from that. Just from the feeling of his hands on my tits.

"Beautiful," he murmured. "Can feel how beautiful you are."

"Earl—" I was panting. Couldn't catch my breath. Every touch sent electricity through my body, straight to my clit, building and building toward something I couldn't stop. "Earl, please—I need—"

"I know what you need, missy."

One hand stayed on my breast. The other slid down.

Down my stomach. Down to my panties. Down to the soaked fabric clinging to my pussy.

He cupped me.

"Goddamn." His voice was thick. Reverent. "You're drippin' through your drawers. Feel like a river down here."

I couldn't respond. Could barely stand. His hand was pressed against my pussy, palm flat, feeling the heat and the wetness through the ruined cotton. My hips rocked against him involuntarily, grinding into his touch, seeking pressure.

"That all for me?" he asked. "All this wetness?"

"Yes—" The word came out as a sob. "Yes, it's for you—all for you—"

"Good girl."

His fingers hooked into the waistband of my panties.

And pulled them down.

*


CHAPTER 25

I didn't let him finish.

My hands shot down, grabbed the waistband, and shoved my panties the rest of the way off. Frantic. Desperate. I kicked them away without looking, didn't care where they landed, didn't care about anything except getting naked. Getting every layer of fabric off my body so there was nothing between my skin and his.

I needed to feel him.

All of him.

I pressed myself against his chest.

"Uhhh—"

The sound came out broken. Whimpering. My bare breasts crushed against his body, nipples dragging through the coarse gray hair on his chest. My stomach pressed against his stomach. My hips pressed against his hips. And between us—his cock. Hard and hot and throbbing against my belly.

I wrapped my arms around him.

Hugged him tight.

Just held on.

"Uhhh... uhhh... nnnh..."

I couldn't form words. Didn't want to. All I wanted was this—his body against mine, his warmth surrounding me, his scent filling my lungs with every desperate breath.

God, his scent.

I buried my face in his chest and inhaled. Deep. Greedy. He smelled like soap and sweat and something underneath—something dark and musky and male. Something Pete had never smelled like. Pete smelled like nothing. Like laundry detergent and the faint staleness of someone who sat in front of a computer all day.

Earl smelled like a man.

A real man.

I breathed him in again. And again. Couldn't get enough. My nose pressed into his chest hair, dragging through it, finding the skin beneath and pressing there. Inhaling the source. The concentrated musk of his body, seventy-three years of life radiating off his skin.

"Mmmmph—"

My hips moved on their own.

Grinding. Rubbing. His cock was trapped between us, pressed flat against my stomach, and I was sliding against it. Up and down. Feeling the length of him drag across my skin. Feeling the heat of him, the hardness, the thick veins pulsing with blood.

I was humping him.

Like an animal in heat. Like something feral that had forgotten how to be human. I couldn't stop. My body wouldn't let me stop. Every nerve ending was screaming for friction, for pressure, for contact with this man who wasn't my husband.

This man who wasn't my husband.

The thought flickered through my brain and vanished. Pete. Pete Miller. My husband of three years. The man I'd promised to love and cherish and forsake all others for.

I was naked in another man's arms.

Grinding myself against another man's cock.

Breathing in another man's scent like it was oxygen.

And I felt nothing. No guilt. No shame. No hesitation.

Just hunger.

"Uhhh... god... uhhh..."

I kissed his chest. Open-mouthed, sloppy, tasting the salt of his sweat. My tongue dragged through his chest hair, found his nipple, circled it. He grunted above me—a low, satisfied sound—and his hands tightened on my ass.

I kissed higher. His collarbone. His throat. The underside of his jaw, rough with white stubble that scraped against my lips.

"Nnnnnh—"

My hips kept moving. Grinding. Buckling against him in waves. His cock was so hard now, so impossibly hard, leaking precum that smeared across my stomach every time I rubbed against him. I could feel it—warm and slick, marking my skin.

I wanted more of it.

I wanted all of it.

I tilted my head up and found his mouth again.

The kiss was messier than before. Wetter. More desperate. Our lips smashed together, teeth clicking, tongues tangling. Saliva ran down my chin and I didn't care. Dripped onto my chest and I didn't care. I just kept kissing him, kept grinding against him, kept making sounds I didn't recognize.

"Uhhh—mmph—uhhh—nnnh—"

Whimpers and moans and gasps. A constant stream of noise escaping my throat without my permission. Every exhale was a sound. Every inhale was a gasp. I was drowning in sensation and the only way to survive was to make noise.

Pete never made me feel like this.

Pete never even came close.

Three years of marriage and I'd never once lost control like this. Never once forgot my own name. Never once became nothing but a body, a collection of nerve endings, a creature that existed only to feel.

But Earl's body was doing things to me I didn't know were possible.

The heat of him. The solidity. The way his muscles flexed under my hands when I gripped his back. The way his cock throbbed against my belly like it had its own heartbeat. The way his big hands kneaded my ass, spreading me, squeezing me, owning me.

I was his.

In that moment, I was completely his.

"Uhhh... Earl... uhhh..."

His name fell out of my mouth between kisses. Between moans. Between the wet sounds of our bodies sliding together. I said it again and again, like a prayer, like a spell, like the only word I knew anymore.

"Earl... Earl... uhhh... Earl..."

His cock twitched against my stomach. Hard. Urgent.

I ground against it harder.

My wetness was everywhere now. Smeared across my thighs, my stomach, his cock. Every time I moved, I felt it—slick and hot, making everything slippery, making our bodies glide together like we were made for this. Like we were designed to fit.

I couldn't think, couldn't reason—could only feel his dark skin against my pale flesh, his heat surrounding me, his hardness pressing into my softness.

And still I kept grinding. Kept kissing. Kept moaning into his mouth like a woman possessed.

"Mmmmph—uhhh—nnnh—please—"

*


CHAPTER 26

My hand found his cock.

I didn't decide to reach for it. My body just moved, my arm sliding between us, my fingers wrapping around that impossible thickness.

Or trying to.

My fingers couldn't close. Not even close. I squeezed and there was still a gap—a full inch, maybe more, between my fingertips and my thumb. The shaft was too thick. Too solid. Too much.

I tried to stroke him anyway.

My hand moved up. Slow. Feeling every ridge, every vein, the velvet skin stretched tight over something hard as iron underneath. The head flared out under my palm, wider than the shaft, slick with precum that smeared across my fingers.

"Uhhh—"

The sound came from both of us. His grunt. My moan. Overlapping in the small bathroom.

I stroked down. Then up again. Trying to find a rhythm. Trying to do what I'd done a thousand times with Pete—but this wasn't Pete. This wasn't anything like Pete. Pete fit in my hand with room to spare. Pete was easy to grip, easy to stroke, easy to bring to his sad quick finish.

This was something else entirely.

The heat was unbearable.

His cock radiated warmth like a furnace. Like holding a hot pipe. Like wrapping my fingers around something that was going to burn me if I held on too long. I felt it in my palm, in my fingertips, spreading up my wrist like fire.

I tried to keep stroking. Tried to maintain my grip.

But my hand was shaking. My fingers were slipping. The combination of precum and sweat and the sheer overwhelming size of him—I couldn't hold on. Couldn't keep a steady rhythm. My strokes turned jerky, uneven, desperate.

"Easy, missy." His voice rumbled above me. Calm. Patient. Amused. "Ain't gotta rush."

"I can't—" My voice cracked. "It's too—you're too—"

"I know." His hand caught my wrist. Gently pulled my fingers away from his cock. "I know, baby. Let me."

His hand slid down my arm. Down my side. Down to my hip.

And then between my legs.

"Oh god—"

His fingers found me. Found the soaked, swollen mess of my pussy. Found the heat and the wetness and the desperate ache that had been building for weeks.

One finger traced my slit. Slow. Deliberate. Parting my lips, sliding through the slickness, not pushing inside—just exploring. Learning me by touch the way he learned everything.

"Goddamn, girl." His voice was thick. Rough. "You're soaked clean through. Wettest pussy I ever felt."

I couldn't respond. Could barely breathe. His finger was tracing circles around my entrance, teasing, testing, and my hips were rocking toward him without my permission.

"Please—" The word came out strangled. "Please, Earl—"

"Please what?"

"Inside—please—I need—"

He pushed in.

One finger. Just one. But it was thick—thicker than two of Pete's fingers put together. I felt myself stretch around him, felt my walls grip him, felt the rough pad of his fingertip drag against places inside me that Pete had never reached.

"UHHH—!"

My whole body jerked. My hands flew to his shoulders, nails digging in, holding on for dear life. His finger was inside me. A seventy-three-year-old man's finger was inside my married pussy and it felt better than anything my husband had ever done.

He started to move.

Slow. In and out. Curling on the upstroke, finding that spot on my front wall that Pete didn't even know existed. Every thrust sent sparks through my body. Every curl made my knees buckle.

"That's it," he murmured. "That's my girl. Let me feel you."

"Nnnnnh—uhhh—oh god—oh fuck—"

I was falling apart. Unraveling. Coming undone around his single thick finger while his massive cock pressed against my hip, reminding me of what was still to come.

"That's it, missy." His voice was so gentle. So patient. Like he was coaxing a frightened animal. "Just relax now. Let me take care of you."

His finger curled inside me again and I nearly screamed.

I looked down.

Couldn't help it. Had to see.

His hand between my thighs. Dark brown skin against my pale flesh. His thick finger disappearing inside me, my pink lips stretched around him, glistening wet. The contrast was obscene. Beautiful. Everything I'd been fantasizing about for weeks made real.

Black and white.

Old and young.

Him and me.

All those nights listening through the wall. All those women moaning about big black cock while I touched myself in the dark. All those shameful fantasies I'd never told anyone—not Pete, not my friends, not even myself most of the time.

Now I was living it.

Now I was the married white woman getting fingered by the old Black man next door.

"Uhhh—god—Earl—"

He added a second finger.

The stretch made me gasp. Two thick fingers spreading me open, pushing deeper than Pete had ever reached. I watched them sink into me—watched my body swallow his dark fingers—and something cracked open in my chest.

This was real.

This was actually happening.

My husband was next door. My wedding ring was on my finger. And I had a seventy-three-year-old Black man's fingers buried in my pussy, stretching me wider than three years of marriage ever had.

"You're tight, ma'am." Earl's voice was thick. Appreciative. "Real tight. Been a while, ain't it?"

"Yes—" I couldn't lie. Couldn't pretend. "Pete doesn't—we don't—"

"Shh." His thumb found my clit. Started circling. Slow. Devastating. "You don't gotta explain nothing to me."

But I wanted to explain. Wanted to tell him everything. How Pete hadn't touched me properly in months. How sex had become a chore. How I'd forgotten what it felt like to be wanted until I heard the sounds through his wall.

Until I saw him.

Until I touched him.

His dark skin was so warm against mine. His fingers so thick inside me. I could see my wetness coating his knuckles, see the contrast of his black hand against my pale thighs, see everything I'd only imagined in the dark.

"Nnnnnh—please—"

"Please what, missy?"

"More—I need more—"

He gave me more.

His fingers pumped faster. Deeper. Curling on every stroke, finding that spot inside me that Pete had never found, that Pete probably didn't even know existed. My hips rocked against his hand. My moans filled the bathroom. My eyes stayed locked on the image between my legs—his fingers fucking me, black disappearing into pink, over and over and over.

"That's my girl." His voice was a rumble. "That's it. Take what you need."

I was taking it. God, I was taking it. Taking everything he gave me, grinding down on his hand, chasing something I'd been denied for years.

My legs were shaking. I couldn't hold myself up. I clung to his shoulders—his broad, muscled, dark shoulders—and let him hold me together while his fingers took me apart.

"Earl—" His name kept falling out of my mouth. "Earl—uhhh—Earl—"

"I'm right here, missy." His thumb pressed harder on my clit. "Ain't going nowhere."

*


CHAPTER 27

It started in my toes.

A tingling. A warmth. Something building at the base of my spine, coiling tighter with every thrust of his fingers, every circle of his thumb.

"Uhhh—"

Low. Quiet. Just a breath.

His fingers curled. Hit that spot.

"Uhhh—"

Louder now. My voice climbing.

"Oh—oh god—"

The pressure was building. Building like nothing I'd ever felt. Not with Pete. Not with my own fingers. Not with anything. This was different. This was bigger. This was a wave forming somewhere deep in my gut, gathering strength, preparing to crash.

"Earl—something's—I'm gonna—"

"I know, missy." His fingers moved faster. "Let it come. Let it all come."

"Uhhh—UHHH—"

My voice was rising. I couldn't control it. Couldn't keep quiet. The sounds were being pulled out of me, climbing higher and higher like scales on a piano.

"Oh god—oh god—OH GOD—"

His thumb ground against my clit. His fingers fucked into me, deep and relentless. And the wave inside me crested.

"I'M—I'M GONNA—EARL—EARL—"

It hit.

"AHHHHH—!"

The scream ripped out of my throat. Raw. Primal. A sound I'd never made in my life—not during sex, not during anything. My whole body seized, every muscle locking tight, my back arching so hard I thought my spine might snap.

"NNNNNH—FUCK—FUUUUCK—"

I came.

Violent. Explosive. My pussy clamped down on his fingers so hard it must have hurt him. My hips bucked forward, grinding against his hand, chasing the sensation. My thighs slammed together, trapping his wrist between them.

"UHHH—UHHH—AHHH—GOD—"

I couldn't stop screaming. The orgasm wasn't one wave—it was a series of them, crashing over me one after another, each one bigger than the last. My body thrashed against him. My nails dug into his shoulders hard enough to draw blood.

"That's it—" His voice was distant, muffled by the roaring in my ears. "That's it, let it out—"

"EARL—EARL—FUCK—I'M—I'M STILL—"

Still cumming. Still shaking. Still screaming his name while my husband sat twenty feet away.

My legs gave out completely.

I collapsed against him, my full weight falling onto his shoulders, my face buried in his chest. But my hips kept moving. Kept bucking. Kept grinding against his hand as wave after wave tore through me.

"Nnnnnh—nnnnh—uhhh—uhhh—"

The sounds coming out of me weren't human anymore. Grunts and whimpers and sobs, muffled against his skin. Tears were streaming down my face. My whole body was convulsing, jerking against him like I was being electrocuted.

And then I started crying.

Not just tears. Sobbing. Deep, wrenching sobs that came from somewhere in my chest I didn't know existed. My body was cumming and crying at the same time, orgasm and breakdown tangled together into something I couldn't separate.

"Shhh, shhh." Earl's free hand cradled the back of my head. "It's alright now. Let it out."

But I couldn't stop. The sobs kept coming, mixing with my moans, my whole body shaking with the force of both. Three years of dead bedroom. Three years of feeling invisible. Three years of wondering what was wrong with me, why my husband didn't want me, why I couldn't make him hard, why sex felt like a chore.

All of it came pouring out.

"I'm—I'm sorry—" I choked between sobs. "I don't know why I'm—"

"Don't apologize." His voice was so gentle. "Body's just letting go of what it's been holding. Ain't nothing wrong with that."

I cried into his chest while I came on his fingers. Sobbed and shook and fell apart completely, years of frustration and loneliness and neglect releasing all at once.

So this was what an orgasm was supposed to feel like. What I'd been missing for three years. What Pete had never given me.

"Ah—ah—ah—AH—"

Another wave hit. Smaller but still intense. My pussy spasmed around his fingers, clenching and releasing, milking them like it was trying to pull them deeper. I bit down on his shoulder to muffle my scream, tasted salt and skin, felt his muscles flex under my teeth.

"Easy now." His free hand stroked my back. Soothing. Gentle. "Easy. I got you."

"I can't—" My voice was wrecked. Shattered. "I can't stop—it won't stop—"

"Don't try to stop it." His fingers kept moving, slower now but still there, still inside me, drawing out every last tremor. "Just let your body do what it needs to do."

My body was doing things I didn't know it could do.

Shaking. Thrashing. Gushing around his fingers—I could hear it, the wet sounds of my pussy clenching and releasing, could feel my arousal dripping down my thighs, down his hand, onto the bathroom floor.

"Mmmph—nnnh—oh god—oh god—"

The aftershocks kept coming. Smaller now, but still rolling through me, making my body jerk and twitch against him. I clung to his shoulders like a drowning woman, let him hold me up, let him keep his fingers inside me while I fell apart.

"There you go." His voice was warm. Satisfied. "There's my girl."

I'd just cum harder than I ever had in my life.

On my neighbor's fingers.

While my husband was next door.

But it wasn't enough. Not even close.

*


CHAPTER 28

He pulled his fingers out of me.

I whimpered at the loss. Empty. Aching. My pussy clenched around nothing, desperate to be filled again.

"Earl—"

"Shh." He brought his hand to his mouth. I watched—couldn't look away—as he slid his fingers between his lips and sucked them clean. Tasting me. Tasting what he'd done to me.

"Mmm." A low sound of satisfaction. "Sweet. Knew you would be."

My legs were still shaking. I was still crying a little, tears drying on my cheeks, my body still trembling from the aftershocks. I felt hollowed out. Wrecked. Like he'd reached inside me and rearranged everything.

And then he started lowering himself.

Slowly. Carefully. His old knees creaking as he went down. One hand on the sink for balance, the other on my hip, guiding me back until my ass hit the edge of the counter.

"Earl, what are you—"

"Sit up there for me, missy."

It wasn't a question. His hands found my waist, lifted me like I weighed nothing, and set me on the bathroom counter. The marble was cold against my bare ass. My legs dangled off the edge.

And Earl Thompson knelt between them.

Seventy-three years old. Blind. On his knees in front of me.

"You don't have to—" The words came out weak. Unconvincing. "You already made me—"

"I know what I did." His hands slid up my thighs. Spread them wider. "Now I'm fixin' to do something else."

He leaned in.

I felt his breath first. Warm against my pussy, still swollen and sensitive and soaked from the orgasm. Then his lips. Pressing against my inner thigh. Kissing. Soft, gentle kisses trailing higher.

"Oh—"

Higher.

"Oh god—"

Higher.

His mouth found my pussy.

"FUCK—!"

My whole body jerked. Jumped right off the counter like I'd been shocked. His tongue dragged through my folds—one long, slow lick from my entrance to my clit—and I nearly flew off the sink.

"Easy now." His hands gripped my thighs, holding me in place. "Ain't going nowhere."

He licked again.

"AH—!"

I couldn't stay still. My hips were twitching, jerking, jumping every time his tongue touched me. My feet kicked against the cabinet below, drumming a frantic rhythm. My whole body was doing a dance I couldn't control—thrashing, writhing, trying to escape the sensation and chase it at the same time.

"Please—" The word tore out of me. "Please—please—"

"Please what, missy?"

"I don't—I can't—it's too—"

He sucked my clit into his mouth.

"AHHHH—!"

My hands flew down. Found his head. My fingers dug into his hair—coarse and gray and nappy, so different from Pete's thin, limp strands. I grabbed fistfuls of it, held on for dear life while his mouth destroyed me.

Pete never did this.

The thought flashed through my brain between waves of sensation. Pete never went down on me. Said he didn't like the taste. Said it was unhygienic. Said a lot of things that really just meant he didn't want to put in the effort.

But Earl was eating me like I was his last meal.

His tongue swirled around my clit. Flicked against it. Pressed flat and dragged in slow circles. He found every sensitive spot, every nerve ending, every place that made me scream.

"PLEASE—PLEASE—OH GOD PLEASE—"

I was shrieking now. Couldn't help it. The sounds coming out of my mouth were inhuman—high-pitched wails and desperate screams and a constant stream of begging that I couldn't stop.

My fingers twisted in his hair. Pulled. Hard. Probably hurting him but I couldn't let go, couldn't do anything except hold on while his mouth took me apart.

"Earl—Earl—I can't—it's too much—"

He pulled back just enough to speak. His breath was hot against my soaked flesh.

"Daddy's gonna eat you good, missy."

Daddy.

The word hit me like a punch to the chest. Something broke inside me—some last barrier, some final wall between who I was and who I was becoming.

"What—what did you—"

"You heard me." His tongue traced my entrance. Dipped inside. "Used to do this all the time when I was young. All them pretty white girls back in Macon, lining up for ol' Earl. Couldn't get enough."

The image exploded in my brain. A young Earl—strong, powerful, dark and handsome—with white women spread out beneath him. Eating them out. Making them scream. Making them beg.

Just like he was doing to me now.

"Oh god—oh god—"

"They used to call me daddy too." His tongue found my clit again. Circled it. "Every last one of 'em. Screaming daddy while I made 'em cum on my tongue."

I was shaking violently now. My whole body trembling, my thighs clamping around his head, my fingers digging into his scalp. The combination of his mouth and his words and the images in my head—it was too much. Way too much.

"Please—" I was sobbing again. Tears running down my face. "Please—daddy—please—"

The word fell out of my mouth before I could stop it.

Daddy.

I'd called him daddy.

"That's it." His voice was thick with satisfaction. "That's my good girl. Say it again."

"Daddy—" It came out as a moan. A prayer. "Daddy—please—don't stop—"

"Ain't stopping till you cum on my face, missy."

His mouth sealed over my pussy. Tongue working my clit in fast, relentless circles. Fingers sliding back inside me—two thick digits stretching me open while his lips sucked and his tongue flicked.

I was going to cum again.

I could feel it building. Faster this time. Bigger. My hips were bucking against his face, grinding my pussy into his mouth, chasing the orgasm that was barreling toward me like a freight train.

"Daddy—daddy—I'm gonna—"

My fingers twisted in his coarse gray hair. My thighs clamped around his head. My back arched off the counter.

"DADDY—!"

The scream ripped out of me as I shattered.

*


CHAPTER 29

"Oh—oh—oh—oh—ohhh—ohhh—OHHHHH—"

My voice climbed with every wave. Higher. Louder. Building like a siren winding up. Building like a choir girl hitting notes she didn't know existed. My throat was raw from screaming and still the sounds kept coming, pulled out of me by his tongue, by his lips, by the orgasm tearing through my body like a hurricane.

"DADDY—DADDY—DADDY—!"

I was cumming.

Cumming so hard I couldn't see. Couldn't think. Couldn't do anything but feel.

My vision went white at the edges. My ears filled with static. Every nerve in my body fired at once, overloading my brain with sensation until there was nothing left of me—nothing but pleasure, nothing but this moment, nothing but the old Black man's mouth on my pussy.

And then I squirted.

I'd never done that before.

Not once in thirty-four years of life. Not with the boyfriend in college who thought he was good in bed because he'd watched a lot of porn. Not with the one-night stand after graduation who lasted all of five minutes. Not with Pete—god, especially not with Pete—in three years of mediocre marriage.

Not even alone, on the rare nights I'd bothered to touch myself.

But something inside me released.

A dam breaking. A flood unleashing. A pressure I didn't even know I'd been holding suddenly, violently letting go.

I felt it erupt out of me.

Hot and wet and completely uncontrollable. Gushing onto his face. Onto his chin. Running down his neck and pooling in the hollow of his throat. The force of it shocked me—actually shocked me—my whole body jerking with the release like I'd been hit by lightning.

"FUCK—OH FUCK—I'M—I'M—"

I couldn't even say it. Couldn't form the words. My brain had short-circuited completely. Every neuron was dedicated to the sensation between my legs, to the liquid pouring out of me, to the old man's mouth drinking it down.

"AHHHH—AHHHH—AHHHHHHH—"

Earl didn't pull away.

Didn't flinch. Didn't hesitate. He pressed closer. Sealed his mouth over my pussy like he was trying to catch every drop, like my cum was water and he'd been dying of thirst his whole life.

His tongue kept working. Kept flicking my clit even as I flooded his face. Kept circling that swollen bundle of nerves, kept hitting the exact spot that made me scream.

"DADDY—OH GOD—DADDY PLEASE—"

Please what? Please stop? Please don't ever stop? Please kill me because I can't survive this pleasure?

I didn't know. The words were meaningless. Just sounds falling out of my mouth while my body did things I'd never experienced.

My thighs clamped around his head.

Hard. So hard I thought I might crush his skull. But I couldn't help it. Couldn't control any of my muscles anymore. They were all firing on their own, clenching and releasing in waves that matched the orgasm tearing through my core.

"Nnnnh—NNNNNNH—DADDY—"

Another wave hit. Bigger than the first. My back arched so hard I nearly fell off the counter, my shoulders slamming against the mirror behind me, the impact sending shockwaves through my body that only made the orgasm more intense.

My hands twisted in his hair. Yanked. Pulled. Held his face against my pussy like my life depended on it.

"UHHH—UHHH—FUCK—FUCK—DADDY—"

I squirted again.

A second time. Felt it gush out of me in a hot rush. Heard the obscene sound of it hitting his face—a wet splatter that echoed in the small bathroom, that filled my ears along with my own screaming.

Felt his tongue press harder against my clit. Felt his lips seal tighter around my pussy. Felt him swallow and swallow and swallow.

He was drinking me.

Drinking my cum. Drinking my squirt. Drinking everything my body was giving him like he'd been waiting his whole life for this exact moment.

"OH GOD—OH GOD—DADDY—I CAN'T—"

Rachel Miller didn't squirt. Rachel Miller didn't scream. Rachel Miller didn't wrap her thighs around a seventy-three-year-old Black man's head and call him daddy while gushing all over his face.

Rachel Miller was a marketing coordinator. A wife. A normal woman who had normal sex with her normal husband and never—never—never made sounds like the ones coming out of her mouth right now.

But Rachel Miller was gone.

Something else had taken her place. Something feral. Something hungry. Something that had been caged for thirty-four years and was finally, finally free.

"AHHHHH—DADDY—DADDY—YES—YES—"

My hips bucked against his face. Not gentle movements. Not controlled thrusts. Violent, jerky spasms that ground my pussy into his mouth, that used his tongue and his lips and his whole fucking face to wring every last drop of pleasure out of my body.

I was fucking his face.

Actually fucking it. Using this seventy-three-year-old man like a toy, like an object, like something that existed solely for my pleasure.

And he let me.

"Uhhh—uhhh—UHHHH—DADDY—MORE—"

Another wave. Another gush of liquid. I could hear myself now—hear the wet, sloppy sounds of my pussy clenching and releasing, hear the splash of my juices hitting his dark skin, hear the slurping of his mouth trying to catch it all.

I sounded like a porn star.

I sounded like the women in Earl's videos. The ones I'd listened to through the wall for weeks. The ones who screamed and begged and came like they were dying.

I'd always thought they were faking it. Thought no one could really lose control like that. Thought it was all performance, acting, sounds made for the camera.

But here I was. Making those exact sounds. And there was nothing fake about it.

*


CHAPTER 30

"DADDY—DADDY—FUCK—DADDY—"

The word kept falling out of my mouth. Over and over and over. A chant. A prayer. A confession I couldn't take back.

Every time I said it, another wave crashed through me.

Every time I said it, my pussy clenched harder around nothing.

Every time I said it, I became less of Pete's wife and more of something else entirely.

Pete.

My husband.

Twenty feet away.

The thought flickered through my brain and vanished just as fast. I didn't care. Couldn't care. Not right now. Not while I was cumming on another man's face. Not while I was screaming another man's name. Not while my wedding ring caught the bathroom light every time I gripped Earl's head.

"NNNNNNH—DADDY—DON'T STOP—"

His tongue pressed flat against my clit. Dragged up. Slow and firm and deliberate.

"AHHHHHHHHH—!"

I squirted again.

A third time. My body convulsing with the force of it. My vision going dark at the edges. My lungs burning because I'd forgotten how to breathe.

The liquid gushed out of me in a hot stream, coating his face, running down his neck, dripping onto his broad dark chest. I could see it—see my release covering his black skin, see the contrast of my pale thighs clamped around his dark head, see everything I was doing.

Everything I was becoming.

"That's it, baby girl." His voice was muffled against my soaked flesh. "Give it all to daddy. Every last drop."

"I am—I am—oh god—I can't stop—"

I really couldn't.

The orgasm just kept going. Wave after wave after wave. My pussy spasming, my clit throbbing, my whole body shaking like I was having a seizure.

The squirting had slowed but it hadn't stopped. Still trickling out of me with every clench. Still coating his face. Still dripping down his chin onto his chest.

Pete had never seen me like this.

In three years of marriage, Pete had never even come close to making me feel what I was feeling right now. His fumbling fingers. His soft dick that could barely stay hard. His two-minute fucks that left me staring at the ceiling, wondering if that was really all there was.

So this was what sex was supposed to feel like. What I'd been missing my entire adult life.

"Nnnnnh—uhhh—daddy—daddy—please—"

I was crying again.

Tears streaming down my face, mixing with the sweat, dripping off my chin onto my heaving chest. But I wasn't sad. I was overwhelmed. Completely and totally overwhelmed by the pleasure still rolling through my body in endless waves.

"Shh, shh." Earl's voice was soothing. Gentle. Even as his tongue kept working my clit, even as his mouth kept drinking my release. "Daddy's got you. Just let it happen."

"I can't—it won't stop—it keeps—"

"Don't fight it." His lips closed around my clit. Sucked gently. "Just let your body do what it needs."

"UHHHH—!"

Another wave. Smaller but still intense. My pussy clamped down on nothing, my thighs squeezed his head, my fingers pulled his hair hard enough that clumps came out in my hands.

I was destroying him. Crushing him. Drowning him in my cum.

And he just kept going.

His tongue circling my clit. His lips sealed around my pussy. His big hands gripping my pale thighs, holding them open, keeping me spread for him even as my muscles tried to clamp shut.

"DADDY—DADDY—oh god—oh god—"

The waves were finally getting smaller. The squirting had stopped—my body had nothing left to give. But the aftershocks kept coming. Little tremors that made me twitch and gasp. That kept my pussy clenching. That kept my hips rocking against his face in tiny, involuntary movements.

"Mmmph—nnnh—uhhh—"

Sounds I'd never made before. Whimpers and gasps and little sobbing moans that came from somewhere deep in my chest.

My whole body was limp. Wrung out. Destroyed.

I couldn't feel my legs. Couldn't feel my arms. Could only feel the fading pulses of pleasure between my legs and the heat of his mouth still pressed against me.

Earl pulled back.

Slowly. Gently. His lips leaving my pussy with a wet sound that echoed in the small bathroom.

I looked down at him.

His face was drenched.

Absolutely soaked. My juices covered his cheeks, his chin, his nose, his forehead. They dripped from his gray stubble, ran down his dark neck, pooled in the hollow of his throat. His black skin glistened under the bathroom light.

He looked like he'd just surfaced from a swimming pool.

A swimming pool filled with my cum.

"Goddamn, missy." His voice was thick. Rough. Awed. "Ain't had a woman cum like that since 1972."

I laughed. Or sobbed. Or something in between—a broken sound that came out of my throat without my permission.

My whole body was still trembling. Still twitching. Still trying to process what had just happened.

I'd squirted.

For the first time in my life, I'd squirted. Multiple times. On a seventy-three-year-old man's face. While calling him daddy. While my husband sat in our apartment twenty feet away, probably scrolling through his phone, completely oblivious to the fact that his wife had just had her entire world rearranged by the neighbor's tongue.

"I didn't—" My voice came out wrecked. Shattered. "I didn't know I could do that."

"Most women don't." Earl wiped his face with the back of his hand. Licked his fingers clean. Savoring me. "Just need the right man to bring it out of 'em."

The right man.

A seventy-three-year-old blind Black man.

My neighbor.

Not my husband.

I'd cum harder than I ever had in my life. For the second time in thirty minutes. My body was wrecked, ruined, and still buzzing with aftershocks.

*


CHAPTER 31

I couldn't stop shaking. Full-body convulsions that made my teeth chatter and my limbs jerk and my whole frame vibrate like I was plugged into an electrical socket.

"Easy now." Earl's voice came from somewhere far away. "Easy, missy. I got you."

He was standing now. I didn't remember him getting up. One moment he was kneeling between my thighs and the next he was on his feet, his big arms wrapping around me, pulling me off the counter and against his chest.

"I got you. Good girl. I got you."

My legs didn't work.

The moment my feet touched the floor, my knees buckled. Just collapsed. Like someone had cut the strings holding me up. I would have fallen—would have crumpled onto the bathroom tile in a heap of sweat and cum and tears—but Earl caught me.

"Whoa now." His arms tightened around my waist. Lifted me. Held me against him like I weighed nothing. "I got you, missy. Ain't gonna let you fall."

I couldn't respond. Could barely breathe. My whole body was still spasming, little earthquakes rolling through my muscles every few seconds. My pussy was still clenching—still cumming, I realized. Still having orgasms. Little ones. Aftershocks that made me twitch and gasp every time they hit.

"Nnnnnh—"

The sound came out of me without permission. A whimper. A sob. Something broken and desperate.

"Shh, shh." Earl's hand found the back of my head. Pressed my face against his chest. "Let it out. Just let it all out."

So I did.

I cried.

Not pretty crying. Not delicate tears rolling down my cheeks. Ugly crying. Heaving sobs that wracked my entire body, that mixed with the spasms still rolling through me, that made my nose run and my chest hurt and my whole face contort.

I cried into his chest while my body kept cumming.

Cumming and crying. Crying and cumming. The two sensations tangled together until I couldn't tell where one ended and the other began. Every sob triggered another spasm. Every spasm triggered another sob.

"That's it." Earl's voice was a low rumble against my ear. "That's my good girl. Just let it happen."

Good girl.

The words made me shake harder. Made me cry harder. Made my pussy clench so hard I gasped.

I was a mess. An absolute fucking mess. Naked and trembling and sobbing in a seventy-three-year-old man's arms while my husband sat in our apartment next door completely unaware that his wife was having a complete breakdown.

But I didn't care.

For the first time in years, I didn't care what I looked like. Didn't care what anyone thought. Didn't care about being proper or appropriate or put-together.

I just let myself fall apart.

"Uhhh—nnnnh—I can't—I can't stop—"

"Don't try to stop." His hand stroked my hair. Slow. Soothing. "Body's doing what it needs to do. Just ride it out."

Another spasm hit. My whole body jerked against him. My legs kicked. My arms tightened around his neck. My pussy clenched so hard I could feel my own wetness gushing out, running down my thighs, dripping onto the bathroom floor.

"AH—!"

"There you go." His voice was so calm. So steady. Like he'd done this a thousand times before. Like holding a shaking, sobbing, cumming woman was just another Tuesday for Earl Thompson. "There's my girl. Good. That's good."

I pressed my face harder into his chest.

His bare chest. His dark, muscled, hairy chest. I could feel the coarse hair against my cheek. Could feel the heat radiating off his skin. Could smell him—that musk, that scent, that intoxicating maleness that had been driving me crazy for weeks.

I breathed him in.

Deep. Greedy. Filling my lungs with the smell of him while I shook in his arms.

He smelled like sweat and soap and something else. Something primal. Something that made my pussy clench every time I inhaled.

"You smell so good," I heard myself say. The words came out slurred. Drunk-sounding. "So fucking good."

"Shh." His hand kept stroking my hair. "Don't gotta talk. Just breathe."

But I couldn't just breathe. Couldn't just stand there. My body needed something—needed more contact, more closeness, more of him.

I turned my face against his chest.

Found his nipple.

It was dark and hard, pebbled against my lips. I didn't think. Just opened my mouth and took it in.

"Mmm." A low sound from Earl. Surprised. Pleased.

I sucked.

Gently at first. Tentative. Feeling the texture of him against my tongue—the rough skin, the coarse hair surrounding it, the hard nub of his nipple. Then harder. More desperate. Sucking like I was trying to draw something out of him, like I was a baby at her mother's breast.

"Well now." His voice had gone thick. Rough. "Ain't you something."

I didn't respond. Couldn't. My mouth was full of him, my tongue swirling around his nipple while tears still streamed down my face. I was crying and sucking at the same time. Sobbing against his chest while I nursed at him like my life depended on it.

This was insane.

This was beyond insane.

I was a grown woman—a married woman—sucking on an old man's nipple in his bathroom while my own cum dried on my thighs. What was wrong with me? What had I become?

But I couldn't stop.

Didn't want to stop.

My mouth released his nipple with a wet pop. I kissed across his chest—tasting salt, tasting sweat, tasting him—and found the other one. Sucked it in. Swirled my tongue around it while he grunted above me.

"Goddamn, girl."

Another spasm hit. My body jerked against him. My pussy clenched around nothing. But this time I didn't cry out—my scream was muffled against his chest, vibrating into his skin while I sucked his nipple.

"Mmmmmph—!"

"Still cumming, ain't you." It wasn't a question. He could feel it. Feel my body shaking against his. Feel my wetness dripping down my legs. "Just keep going. Ain't no rush."

*


CHAPTER 32

I released his nipple. Kissed lower. Across his chest, through the forest of coarse gray hair, down toward his stomach.

His body was incredible.

Seventy-three years old and still built like something carved from stone. His chest was broad and solid. His stomach wasn't flat—there was a softness there, a layer of age—but underneath I could feel the muscles. Construction muscles. Laborer muscles. Forty years of hard work written into his body.

Pete had never looked like this.

Pete had never felt like this.

Pete was soft in all the wrong places. Doughy stomach. Narrow chest. Arms like wet noodles. At thirty-something, my husband had the body of a man who'd never lifted anything heavier than a laptop.

But Earl felt like a man.

A real man.

I rubbed my face against his stomach. Nuzzled into him like a cat. Felt the coarse hair scratch against my cheeks, my nose, my lips. Breathed him in. That smell. God, that smell.

I turned my head. Found his armpit.

The scent hit me like a drug.

Concentrated musk. Pure, unfiltered maleness. The smell of sweat and heat and something that went straight to my hindbrain, straight to the animal part of me that didn't care about marriage or morality or anything except this.

I licked.

"Jesus, girl." Earl's voice caught. Surprised. "You don't gotta—"

But I did. I did gotta. I dragged my tongue through the coarse hair of his armpit, tasting salt and sweat and him. Buried my nose in the hollow and inhaled. Licked again. Sucked at his skin like I was trying to consume him.

This was depraved.

This was beyond depraved.

No one did this. No normal person licked another person's armpit. This wasn't in any manual, any guide, any porn I'd ever watched.

But I couldn't stop.

"Mmmmm—" The sound came out of me like a moan. Like I was tasting the best thing I'd ever eaten. "Mmmmm—Earl—"

His hand tightened in my hair. Held my face against him. Let me worship him with my tongue while my body still trembled with aftershocks.

"You're something else, missy." His voice was thick. "Ain't never had a woman do that before."

I didn't care if he'd had it before. I only cared about now. About his taste on my tongue. About his scent in my lungs. About the way his body felt against mine—hard where Pete was soft, dark where Pete was pale, real where Pete was a ghost.

Another spasm hit.

I cried out against his skin. My whole body seized. My pussy gushed. My legs wobbled so badly that Earl had to hold me up, his strong arms wrapped around my waist, keeping me vertical while I fell apart.

"I got you." His voice in my ear. Steady. Sure. "I got you, good girl. Just let it happen."

Good girl.

I sobbed. Actually sobbed. The tears came fresh, streaming down my face, dripping onto his dark skin. I was crying into his armpit while my body orgasmed. Crying and cumming and licking and shaking all at once.

This was what I'd been missing—not just the sex. Not just the orgasms. But this—this intimacy. This closeness. This feeling of being held by someone who actually wanted to hold me. Of being touched by someone who actually wanted to touch me.

Pete hadn't held me in months.

Pete hadn't really touched me in years.

Pete looked at me like furniture. Like something that came with the apartment. Like an obligation he'd signed up for and now regretted.

But Earl was holding me like I was precious. Like I mattered. Like he actually wanted me here, in his arms, falling apart against his body.

"Thank you." The words came out broken. Barely audible. "Thank you—thank you—"

"Shh." His hand stroked my back. Up and down. Soothing. "Don't gotta thank me for nothing. This is what you needed. What we both needed."

What we both needed.

I pulled back just enough to look at his face. His blind eyes pointed in my direction. His expression soft. Satisfied. Content.

He'd needed this too.

Fifteen years alone. Fifteen years without his wife. Filling the void however he could.

Until me.

Until I'd shown up at his door with cookies and excuses and a hunger I couldn't name.

I pressed my face back against his chest. Found his nipple again. Sucked it into my mouth while fresh tears spilled down my cheeks.

His hand cradled the back of my head.

"That's my girl," he murmured. "That's my good girl."

I sucked and cried and trembled in his arms, my body finally starting to calm, the aftershocks fading into a gentle hum beneath my skin.

*
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I don't know how long we stood there.

Minutes. Hours. Time had stopped meaning anything. I just clung to him, my face pressed against his chest, my body slowly calming, the tremors fading into occasional shivers.

And in the quiet, my brain started working again.

Started thinking.

Started comparing.

Pete.

My husband. The man I'd married three years ago. The man I'd promised to love and cherish and forsake all others for.

The man who had never—not once—made me feel like this.

I thought about our wedding night. How nervous he'd been. How quickly it was over. I'd told myself it was fine. First-time jitters. It would get better.

It never got better.

Three years of sex that felt like a chore. Three years of lying beneath him while he pumped away for two, maybe three minutes before finishing. Three years of staring at the ceiling and wondering if this was really all there was.

Pete's dick was small. Too small.

I'd never admitted that to anyone. Not even to myself, most of the time. But standing here in Earl's arms, his massive cock still pressed against my stomach, the head almost touching my sternum, the comparison was impossible to ignore.

Pete was maybe five inches. On a good day. When he could actually get hard—which wasn't always. Half the time he'd start soft and stay soft, fumbling with himself, apologizing, blaming stress or tiredness or anything except the obvious truth.

He didn't want me.

Hadn't wanted me in years. Maybe had never really wanted me at all.

I thought about the way he looked at my body. Or didn't look. The way his eyes slid past me when I changed in front of him. The way he never reached for me in bed anymore. The way he flinched when I tried to initiate.

I thought about asking him to go down on me.

Once. Early in our marriage. I'd been nervous to ask, had worked up the courage for days.

He'd made a face.

This disgusted grimace, like I'd asked him to lick a toilet. "That's not really my thing," he'd said. And then he'd rolled over and gone to sleep.

That was the last time I ever asked.

I'd spent years feeling ugly because of that face. Feeling dirty. Feeling like there was something wrong with me—with my body, with my pussy, with the way I smelled or tasted or looked down there.

But Earl had just spent twenty minutes with his face buried between my legs. Had drunk my cum like it was water. Had told me I was sweet.

Pete made me feel like a burden.

Earl made me feel like a feast.

I thought about all the nights I'd lain awake. Horny and frustrated and alone, even with my husband right next to me. All the times I'd touched myself in the bathroom after Pete fell asleep, trying to finish what he couldn't start. All the mornings I'd woken up aching, empty, wondering why I'd married a man who couldn't satisfy me.

Our marriage was fine.

That was the thing. Outside the bedroom, we worked. We split the bills. We watched TV together. We had the same friends, the same routines, the same comfortable patterns that made up a life.

But the bed—

The bed was a wasteland.

Three years of nothing. Three years of his soft dick and his quick finishes and his disgusted faces. Three years of feeling like I was too much—too horny, too needy, too desperate for something he couldn't give.

And now this.

Now I was standing naked in another man's bathroom. His cum drying on my face. My cum drying on his. His massive cock—still hard, still ready, still waiting—pressed against my stomach like a promise.

I'd cheated on my husband.

The thought landed in my brain like a stone dropping into still water. Ripples spreading outward. Touching everything.

I'd cheated.

Not almost. Not kind of. Not emotionally. I'd had a man's fingers inside me. I'd had his mouth on my pussy. I'd cum screaming his name—calling him daddy—while my husband sat twenty feet away.

There was no going back from this.

No pretending it didn't happen. No convincing myself it was a mistake, a moment of weakness, something I could forget and move on from.

I'd crossed a line.

And looking up at Earl's face—his satisfied smile, his blind eyes pointed at nothing, his dark skin glistening with my release—I realized I didn't want to go back.

So I sank to my knees.

The bathroom tile was cold against my skin. Hard. Real. I knelt in front of him, my face level with his cock—that massive, impossible cock that made Pete's look like a joke.

A literal joke.

Pete was five inches soft and barely bigger hard. Earl was—god, I didn't even know. Ten inches? Eleven? More? And thick. So thick my hand couldn't fit around it. So thick I could barely imagine it fitting inside me.

I reached up. Wrapped my fingers around the base. Felt the heat of him. The weight, like a four pound roast. The pulse of blood through the veins.

He was still hard.

After everything—after making me cum twice, after eating me out until I squirted on his face—he was still rock hard. Still ready. Still waiting for me.

Pete would have been soft by now. Pete would have been asleep by now. Pete would have finished in the first five minutes and rolled over and left me to take care of myself.

But Earl was just getting started.

I leaned forward.

Pressed my face against his cock.

Just rested there. Feeling the heat of it against my cheek. Feeling the weight of it pressing into my skin. Breathing him in—that musk, that scent, concentrated and overwhelming.

I rubbed my face against him.

Side to side. Slow. Feeling the shaft drag across my cheek, my nose, my lips. Feeling the smooth skin, the thick veins, the impossible size of him.

I was worshipping him.

That was the word. Worshipping. On my knees, rubbing my face against his cock like it was something holy. Like he was something holy.

My husband had never made me want to worship anything.

My husband had never made me feel like this—desperate, hungry, willing to do anything just to stay close to him. To touch him. To taste him.

I pressed my lips against the shaft. Kissed it. Dragged my mouth along the length of him, leaving a trail of saliva and tears on his dark skin.

"Mmmmm—"

The sound came from both of us. His grunt of pleasure. My moan of need.

I rubbed harder. Pressed his cock against my face like I was trying to memorize the feel of it. Like I was trying to brand myself with him.

This was who I was now.

Not Rachel Miller, faithful wife. Not the woman who'd never cheated, never strayed, never even looked at another man.

I was the woman on her knees for her seventy-three-year-old neighbor. The woman rubbing his massive black cock against her face while her husband waited next door. The woman who'd crossed every line she'd ever drawn and didn't regret a single one.

Earl's hand found my head.

His big palm cupped my skull. His fingers threaded through my hair. He didn't push. Didn't guide. Just held me there, my face pressed against his cock, his hand warm and heavy on my head.

"Good girl," he murmured.

I closed my eyes.

Good girl.

Yes.

That's exactly what I was.

*


CHAPTER 34

I opened my mouth.

The head was right there. Inches from my face. Fat and round and dark—darker than the shaft, almost purple-black at the tip where the blood had rushed to fill it. A bead of precum glistened in the slit, catching the bathroom light like a tiny jewel. I stared at it. Watched it swell, grow heavy, start to drip.

My mouth watered.

Three years of marriage. Three years of putting Pete's limp, rubbery dick in my mouth and trying not to gag. Three years of bland, flavorless flesh that tasted like nothing—like skin and soap and disappointment. Pete's cock never leaked like this. Pete's cock barely got hard enough to produce anything. I'd spend ten, fifteen minutes sucking him, working my jaw, doing everything I could think of, and he'd give me maybe a drop of watery precum for my trouble. If I was lucky.

This was different.

Earl's cock was dripping. Actually dripping. The precum ran down his shaft in a slow trickle, leaving a glistening trail on that dark, veiny skin. His body wanted this. His body was ready. His body was producing what Pete's never could.

I leaned forward and licked the trail. Base to tip. One long, slow drag of my tongue up the underside of his shaft.

"Mmmmm."

The taste exploded on my tongue. Salt and musk and something else—something dark and rich and unmistakably male. This was what a man was supposed to taste like. This was what I'd been missing all those years with Pete and his flavorless rubber tube.

Pete's dick tasted like nothing. Like licking a warm hot dog. Bland and slightly unpleasant and something I had to force myself to do because that's what wives were supposed to do, right? Put your husband's cock in your mouth and pretend you enjoy it. Pretend the rubbery texture doesn't make you gag. Pretend you don't notice how soft he is, how he keeps going limp, how his sad little dick deflates in your mouth like a punctured balloon.

I'd spent three years pretending.

I wasn't pretending now.

I opened my mouth wider—wider than I'd ever had to open for Pete—and took Earl's head between my lips.

The stretch was immediate. My jaw had to work to accommodate him. Had to actually open, actually adjust, actually feel something for the first time in years. Pete's dick slid into my mouth like nothing. Like a finger. Like something so small it barely registered.

Earl filled me.

"There you go, missy." His voice rumbled above me, that deep bass that I felt in my chest and between my legs. His hand found the back of my head—not pushing, not forcing, just resting there. Warm and heavy and present. "Take your time now."

I didn't want to take my time. I wanted to devour him.

I pushed forward. Took more. Felt the head slide across my tongue, felt the shaft stretch my lips, felt inch after inch of thick, hard cock filling my mouth. The head bumped against the back of my throat and I gagged—actually gagged, my body rebelling against the intrusion.

I wasn't even halfway down.

With Pete, I could take him to the root in one motion. All five inches of him—and that was being generous. I could hold his entire dick in my mouth and breathe through my nose without any trouble. Could let it sit there on my tongue like a limp slug while I waited for something to happen. Could zone out completely, think about work or groceries or anything else, because there was nothing demanding my attention. Nothing stretching me. Nothing making me feel.

Earl demanded everything.

I pulled back, gasping. Spit dripped from my lips, coating his shaft. I stared at what I'd done—at the glistening trail of my saliva on his dark skin, at the angry purple head still leaking precum, at this cock that was twice the size of my husband's.

No. More than twice. Three times as big.

Pete was maybe five inches on a good day. When he could actually get hard, which wasn't often. Most of the time he was stuck at half-mast—this sad, bendy thing that couldn't decide if it wanted to participate or not. I'd lost count of how many times I'd been sucking him and felt him go soft in my mouth. Felt that rubbery flesh deflate against my tongue until I was just holding a limp noodle between my lips, waiting for him to mumble some excuse about being tired or stressed or whatever lie he told himself.

Earl was at least ten or eleven inches. Maybe more. And thick—god, so thick. My fingers couldn't close around him. I'd tried earlier, when I was worshipping him, and there was a gap. A couple of inches between my fingertips and my thumb. Pete's dick fit in my hand with room to spare. I could jerk him off with two fingers, like handling a tube of lipstick.

This was a weapon.

I dove back down.

Took him in my mouth again, determined to go further this time. Felt my jaw stretch, felt my throat resist, felt tears prick my eyes as I pushed past my gag reflex. Deeper. Deeper. The head pressed into my throat and I swallowed around it, trying to take more.

"Uhhh—"

Earl's grunt sent electricity down my spine. Made my pussy clench even though I'd already cum more times today than I had in the last year of marriage. I was making him feel good. Me. My mouth. My throat struggling to accommodate his size.

Pete never grunted. Pete barely made noise during blowjobs. He'd lay there like a corpse, scrolling through his phone, occasionally glancing down at me like I was an appliance doing its job. Sometimes he'd give me a patronizing little pat on the head. Sometimes he'd just ignore me completely until he was ready to cum—which was never guaranteed with his unreliable equipment.

"That's it," Earl murmured. His fingers tightened in my hair. Not painful, but firm. Present. "Good girl."

Good girl.

The words hit me somewhere deep. Somewhere I didn't know I had. Pete had never called me a good girl. Pete had never praised me for anything in the bedroom. Pete treated sex—when it happened—like a transaction. Something to get through. Something to check off a list before going back to his phone.

But Earl was looking down at me—well, not looking, but oriented toward me, his blind eyes pointed in my direction, his attention fully on me—like I was doing something special. Like my mouth on his cock was a gift he appreciated.

I started bobbing.

Up and down. Slow at first, finding a rhythm. My lips sealed around his shaft, my tongue pressing against the underside, both hands wrapping around the shaft where my mouth couldn't reach. Because there was so much of him I couldn't reach. So much cock left over after I'd taken everything I could.

Pete fit entirely in my mouth. Every inch of him, from tip to base, without my hand even needing to be involved. I used to blow him with my hands behind my back sometimes, just to prove I could. Just to show him that his dick was so small I could handle it without any help.

He never seemed to notice the insult.

Earl required both hands and my entire mouth and I still couldn't take him all. There were still five or more inches exposed, more than Pete had to offer.

I bobbed faster. Felt him pulse against my tongue. Felt the precum flowing steadily now, coating my throat, making me swallow around him every few strokes. So much fluid. So much evidence that his body wanted this, wanted me, was responding to my mouth in ways Pete's never had.

Pete's precum was practically nonexistent. A tiny, watery dribble that tasted like nothing. His cum wasn't much better—thin and bitter and barely enough to swallow. I'd faked enthusiasm for three years, pretending that sad little spurt was satisfying, pretending I didn't notice how pathetic it was compared to what I'd read about, what I'd seen in porn, what other women described.

Earl's precum was thick. Rich. It coated my tongue and I savored it, actually savored it, rolling it around my mouth before swallowing. This was what it was supposed to taste like. This was what a real man produced.

"Mmmmph—mmm—"

I moaned around him. Couldn't help it. The sounds were coming out of me without permission—wet, desperate sounds that would have embarrassed me an hour ago. But I was past embarrassment now. Past caring about anything except this cock in my mouth and the man it belonged to.

His balls hung heavy beneath. I reached down with my free hand and cupped them, felt the weight of them settle into my palm. Full. Heavy. Churning with what he was going to give me.

Pete's balls were pathetic. Small and tight and barely there, like his body was apologizing for bothering to include them at all. They produced almost nothing. Weak, watery cum that dribbled out in sad little spurts. I used to wonder if something was wrong with him. Used to suggest he see a doctor. He always got defensive, always blamed me for not being sexy enough, always turned it into my fault somehow.

It was never my fault.

I knew that now. Knew it with Earl's massive balls in my hand and Earl's massive cock stretching my throat. Knew it with every thick drop of precum that slid down my tongue. Knew it with the ache in my jaw and the tears in my eyes and the desperate hunger building in my chest.

Pete was the problem. Pete was always the problem.

I moaned louder and kept bobbing. Kept sucking. Kept worshipping this cock that was everything my husband's wasn't.

*


CHAPTER 35

I got sloppier.

Stopped trying to be neat about it. Stopped caring about the spit running down my chin, dripping onto my tits, pooling on the bathroom floor between my knees. This wasn't a polite blowjob. This wasn't the careful, clinical head I used to give Pete—mouth tight, minimal saliva, jaw locked, trying to get it over with as fast as possible so I could rinse the taste of his rubbery skin out of my mouth.

With Pete, I rationed my spit. Kept my mouth as dry as possible because the wetter it got, the more I tasted him. And I hated the way he tasted. Bland and faintly sour, like skin that hadn't been washed quite well enough. Like something I had to endure rather than enjoy.

With Earl, I let the spit flow.

"Mmmmph—mmm—mmmmph—"

It ran down my chin in thick streams. Coated his shaft until his dark skin glistened. Dripped from his balls onto the tile below. I was making a mess—a wet, sloppy, filthy mess—and I didn't care. Couldn't care. The taste of him was too good to ration. That salt and musk and man, coating my tongue, sliding down my throat. I wanted more of it. Wanted to drown in it.

"Goddamn, girl." Earl's hand tightened in my hair. His fingers curled against my scalp, not pulling, just holding. Grounding me. "You hungry for it, ain't you."

I moaned around his cock. The vibration made him twitch against my tongue.

Hungry. Yes. That was the word. I was starving. Had been starving for years without even knowing it. Pete's pathetic little dick had been leaving me empty, leaving me unsatisfied, leaving me wondering why I never craved giving head the way other women seemed to.

Now I knew.

I'd never craved it because there was nothing to crave. Pete's dick was a chore. A bland, rubbery obstacle between me and sleep. I'd kneel between his legs and take him in my mouth and feel... nothing. No excitement. No hunger. No desire to please him. Just the tedious mechanics of sucking a soft, flavorless piece of flesh until it either got hard enough to fuck me or gave up entirely.

Earl's cock made me hungry.

Made me desperate. Made me moan and drool and bob my head like a woman possessed. Made me want to worship every inch of him, taste every drop of his precum, feel every throb of his pulse against my tongue.

"Mmmmm—mmmph—mmmmm—"

I bobbed faster. Let my jaw go completely slack. Let the spit flow freely, coating everything, making obscene wet sounds that echoed off the bathroom tiles. Slurping. Choking. Gagging. Sounds I'd never made for Pete because Pete's dick never went deep enough to make me gag.

Pete's dick sat on my tongue like a dead slug. I could hold the whole thing in my mouth and breathe normally. Could let it rest there, limp and lifeless, while I waited for something to happen. Could literally forget it was there sometimes, my mind wandering to work or chores or what I needed to pick up at the grocery store.

I couldn't forget Earl was there.

Every inch of him demanded my attention. The stretch of my jaw. The ache in my cheeks. The burn in my throat every time I pushed too deep. The tears leaking from the corners of my eyes. The thick streams of spit and precum running down my chin.

This was real. This was overwhelming. This was everything Pete had never given me.

"That's it." Earl's voice had dropped lower. Rougher. Thick with pleasure. "That's my good girl. Suck that dick."

His hips started moving.

Small thrusts at first. Little pushes forward that fed me another inch of cock, then another. He was fucking my mouth now. Not hard, not violent, but deliberate. Controlled. Using my throat for his pleasure while I knelt there and let him.

Let him? No. I wanted him to.

I wanted to be used. Wanted to feel him take what he wanted from my mouth. Wanted to be something more than what I was with Pete—a reluctant participant going through the motions.

Pete never fucked my mouth. Pete barely moved during blowjobs. He'd lie there on his back like a corpse, hands behind his head or scrolling through his phone, occasionally glancing down at me with vague disinterest. He'd twitch sometimes. Grunt sometimes. But he never thrust. Never grabbed my hair. Never took control.

He expected me to do all the work. Expected me to bob and suck and stroke until his unreliable equipment decided to cooperate. And half the time—more than half—it didn't. I'd be kneeling there, jaw aching from the effort, and feel him start to soften. Feel that rubbery flesh go limp against my tongue. Feel his sad little dick deflate in my mouth like a balloon with a slow leak.

"Sorry, babe," he'd mumble. "Just tired tonight."

Always tired. Always stressed. Always some excuse for why his dick couldn't stay hard, why his body couldn't perform, why sex with him was a series of disappointments I was supposed to pretend didn't matter.

Earl's cock was iron in my mouth.

Steel wrapped in velvet. Throbbing with every heartbeat. Pushing deeper with every thrust of his hips. Demanding entrance to my throat and not accepting no for an answer.

"Mmmmmph—nnnh—"

I gagged as he pushed past my resistance. Felt my throat close around his head. Felt tears spill down my cheeks—not from sadness, from the sheer overwhelming size of him. From the stretch. From the intrusion into places Pete had never reached, had never been big enough to reach, had never been hard enough to reach.

I didn't pull back.

I pushed forward. Met his thrust. Opened my throat as much as I could and let him sink deeper, deeper, until my nose was buried in the coarse gray hair at his base and his heavy balls pressed against my chin.

"Shit—" Earl's hand spasmed in my hair. "Shit, girl, you don't gotta—"

But I did. I did gotta.

I held him there. All the way down. My throat stuffed full of old Black man cock while my husband sat twenty feet away in our apartment, oblivious. My eyes watering. My chest burning. Spit and precum running down my chin in thick streams, dripping onto my tits, sliding down my stomach.

I couldn't breathe. Didn't want to breathe. Just wanted to stay here, impaled on his cock, proving to myself that I could take what Pete never gave me.

One second. Two. Three.

My lungs started to burn. My vision started to swim.

I pulled back with a gasp. A wet, choking gasp that sprayed spit across his shaft. A rope of saliva connected my lips to his cock—stretched, thinned, broke. My chest heaved. My throat felt raw. My whole face was wet with tears and spit and precum.

"Fuck," I breathed. My voice was wrecked. Hoarse and ragged and barely recognizable. "Fuck, you're big."

"You doing alright down there, missy?" Earl's hand stroked my hair. Gentle now. Tender. "Ain't gotta hurt yourself."

I looked up at him. At his dark face above me. At those blind eyes pointed somewhere past my shoulder. At the man who'd just been balls-deep in my throat while my husband sat next door playing on his phone.

"I'm not hurting myself," I said. "I'm feeding myself."

And I took him back in my mouth.

*


CHAPTER 36

I pulled off his cock with a wet pop.

Not because I wanted to stop. Because I needed to breathe. Needed to gulp air into my burning lungs. Needed a moment to process what I was doing, what I'd become, what was happening to me on this bathroom floor.

But the moment I pulled away, I missed him.

Missed the weight of him on my tongue. Missed the stretch of my jaw. Missed the taste—god, that taste. Salt and musk and man, coating the inside of my mouth, sliding down my throat. I swallowed and tasted him. Licked my lips and tasted him. He was everywhere now. In my mouth, on my face, dripping down my chin onto my tits.

I looked at his cock. Glistening with my spit. Dark and massive and still rock-hard, jutting out from his body like a weapon. Precum leaked from the tip in a steady stream, running down the underside, mixing with the saliva I'd left behind.

I leaned forward and licked it up.

One long drag of my tongue from his balls to his tip, gathering all that fluid, all that taste. It pooled on my tongue—thick and rich and nothing like the watery nothing Pete produced. I held it there for a moment. Savored it. Then I swallowed.

"Mmmmm."

The sound came out of me like a moan. Like I was tasting something divine. And I was. I was tasting a real man for the first time in my life.

I dove back down. But not to his cock this time.

Lower.

His balls hung heavy beneath his shaft. Dark and full and covered in coarse gray hair. I'd cupped them earlier, felt their weight, but I hadn't tasted them yet. Hadn't worshipped them the way they deserved.

I opened my mouth and sucked one in.

"Ah—" Earl's whole body jerked. "Shit, girl—"

His ball filled my mouth. Heavy and warm and so much bigger than Pete's sad little things. Pete's balls were like grapes—small and tight and barely worth noticing. I could fit both of them in my mouth at once with room to spare. Had done it a few times, back when I still tried to make sex with him interesting. He'd barely reacted. Just laid there with his usual dead-fish energy while I worked.

Earl's single ball stretched my cheeks.

I sucked on it. Rolled it around with my tongue. Felt the coarse hair scratch against my lips and didn't care. The taste was stronger here—muskier, darker, more concentrated. The smell of him filled my nostrils. Sweat and man and something primal that went straight to my hindbrain.

"Goddamn—" Earl's hand found my head again. Not pushing, just resting. Trembling slightly. "Goddamn, missy, that's—"

I let his ball slip from my mouth with a wet sound. Immediately took the other one in. Sucked it. Worshipped it. Let my tongue trace every wrinkle, every fold, every inch of that dark, heavy sack.

My mind was going blank.

Not empty—full. So full of sensation that there was no room for anything else. No room for thoughts about Pete. No room for guilt about what I was doing. No room for the voice in my head that usually told me to be careful, be good, be the wife I was supposed to be.

There was only this.

Only the taste of his balls on my tongue. Only the smell of his musk in my lungs. Only the wet sounds of my mouth worshipping him echoing off the bathroom tiles.

I pulled back. Both balls slipped from my mouth, glistening with spit. I looked up at them—at his cock towering above, at his balls hanging heavy below, at this seventy-three-year-old Black man's genitals that had become my entire world.

I buried my face in them.

Just pressed my face right into his crotch. Nose against his balls. Cheek against the base of his shaft. Breathing him in. Deep, greedy inhales that filled my lungs with his scent.

"Mmmmmmm—"

The moan came from somewhere deep. Somewhere primal. I rubbed my face against him like a cat marking its territory. Felt his coarse hair scratch my cheeks. Felt his balls press against my nose. Felt the heat of his cock against my forehead.

This was what a man smelled like. This concentrated musk. This dark, rich scent that made my pussy clench and my nipples ache. Pete smelled like nothing. Like soap and laundry detergent and the faint staleness of a man who sat in front of a computer all day. I'd never craved Pete's smell. Never wanted to bury my face in his crotch and just breathe.

But Earl—

I couldn't get enough.

I turned my head and ran my tongue along the crease where his thigh met his body. Licked the sweat from his skin. Tasted salt and musk and him. Moved to the other side and did the same thing. Lapping at him like a dog. Like an animal. Like something that had forgotten how to be human.

"Girl, you—" Earl's voice cracked. "You something else, you know that?"

I didn't answer. Couldn't answer. My mouth was too busy. My tongue was tracing every inch of skin I could reach—his balls, his thighs, the base of his cock. Tasting everything. Worshipping everything.

I pulled back just long enough to gasp for air. Spit and precum hung from my chin in long strings. I was a mess. A wet, sloppy, filthy mess with my face covered in his fluids and my mind completely blank except for one thought:

More.

I needed more.

I grabbed his cock with both hands and angled it down toward my face. Precum dripped from the tip—a long, thick strand that stretched toward my waiting tongue. I caught it. Let it pool in my mouth. Swallowed it down and opened for more.

"Mmmmm—mmmm—"

I was making sounds I didn't recognize. Desperate, hungry sounds. Moans and whimpers and wet slurping noises that would have embarrassed me an hour ago. But I was past embarrassment now. Past shame. Past caring about anything except getting more of him inside me.

I took his cock back in my mouth. Bobbed twice. Pulled off and gasped. Spit ran down my chin. I coughed—actually coughed, a wet hacking sound that sprayed saliva across his shaft. Didn't care. Just dove back down. Took him deeper. Gagged. Pulled back and coughed again.

"Easy now—" Earl started.

I didn't want easy. I wanted him to wreck me.

I snorted—snorted like an animal, clearing my throat, clearing my airways so I could take more of him. The sound was disgusting. Wet and phlegmy and completely undignified. I didn't care. Couldn't care. My mind had shut off everything except the need to worship this cock.

Back down. Deeper this time. Throat bulging around his head. Holding it. Feeling him pulse against my tongue. Tears streaming down my face. Spit flowing freely.

I pulled back and gulped air. Gulped spit and precum and whatever else was in my mouth. Swallowed it all down like it was precious. Because it was. Every drop of him was precious. Every taste. Every smell. Every inch of dark skin against my pale face.

"Mmmmmph—"

I buried my nose in his pubic hair. Inhaled deep. Held his cock against my cheek while I breathed him in. The musk was overwhelming here—concentrated, potent, going straight to my brain and short-circuiting whatever was left of my rational mind.

Not Pete. Not my marriage. Not the apartment next door where my husband sat oblivious.

Just this. Just his musk in my lungs and his taste on my tongue and this desperate, animal need I'd never known I had.

I licked along his shaft. Base to tip. Gathered the precum that had pooled there and swallowed it. Licked back down. Sucked his balls into my mouth one at a time. Let them fall out with wet pops. Ran my tongue along every inch of skin I could reach.

Worshipping. Revering. Losing myself completely in the taste and smell and feel of him.

"Missy—" Earl's voice was strained now. Tight. "Missy, you keep that up, I ain't gonna last much longer."

Good.

I wanted him to cum. Wanted to taste it. Wanted to swallow everything he gave me and then lick him clean and start all over again.

I took his cock back in my mouth and started bobbing with purpose.

*


CHAPTER 37

I felt his balls tighten against my chin.

That heavy, full sack that I'd been worshipping—I felt it draw up. Felt it clench. Felt those big black balls prepare to unload everything they'd been saving.

Seventy-three years old. Seventy-three years old and his balls were churning like a man in his prime. I could feel them working, contracting, getting ready to pump his seed into my waiting mouth.

Pete's balls never did this. Pete's balls were sad, shriveled things that barely produced anything. I'd cup them during blowjobs—back when I still bothered giving him blowjobs—and feel nothing. No heat. No weight. No churning fullness that promised a real load. Just two pathetic little grapes that matched his pathetic little dick.

But Earl's balls were alive.

I could feel the cum building in them. Feel the pressure mounting. Feel this seventy-three-year-old man's body preparing to give me what my thirty-something husband never could.

"Girl—" Earl's voice had gone tight. Strained. "Girl, I'm close—"

I didn't slow down. I sped up.

My head bobbed faster. My hand stroked harder. My tongue worked the underside of his shaft, hitting that sensitive spot just below the head. I wanted this. Wanted his cum. Wanted to taste what a real man produced.

"Missy, I ain't gonna be able to—"

I moaned around his cock. Sucked harder. Took him deeper until I gagged and kept going anyway.

His hand clenched in my hair. His thighs trembled against my shoulders. His whole body went rigid—every muscle tensing, every nerve firing, seventy-three years of man about to explode in my mouth.

"AHHH—"

The sound that came out of him was something primal. A roar. A deep, guttural bellow that came from his chest and filled the bathroom like thunder. Not a whimper like Pete made. Not a pathetic little grunt that I could barely hear. This was a man's sound. An old man's sound—rough and gruff and raw, decades of life packed into that single explosive noise.

"FUCK—GIRL—TAKE IT—"

He came.

The first spurt hit the back of my throat like a punch. Hot and thick and so much more than I was expecting. I choked—actually choked, my throat closing around the flood of cum that was suddenly filling my mouth.

This wasn't Pete's cum.

Pete's cum was watery. Thin. A sad little dribble that barely registered on my tongue. I'd spent three years swallowing his pathetic loads—when he could produce them at all—and feeling nothing. No taste. No texture. Just warm water with a slightly bitter edge.

Earl's cum was thick.

Viscous. Heavy. It coated my tongue like honey, like cream, like something substantial. I could feel the weight of it in my mouth. Could feel the texture—god, the texture. Thick ropes of cum that clung to my tongue and slid down my throat in heavy globs.

Another spurt. Another flood. My mouth was filling faster than I could swallow.

"Mmmmph—"

I tried to keep up. Tried to swallow it all. But there was too much. Way too much. Cum spilled out around my lips, ran down my chin, dripped onto my naked tits. I was making a mess and I didn't care. Couldn't care. Could only kneel there and take it while this seventy-three-year-old man pumped load after load into my mouth.

Seventy-three years old.

The thought hit me between spurts. Seventy-three years old and he was cumming like this. Like a fire hose. Like a man half his age. Like someone whose body actually worked, actually functioned, actually produced what it was supposed to produce.

Pete was thirty-four. Thirty-four years old and he could barely get hard. Barely stay hard. Barely cum at all most nights, and when he did it was that sad little dribble that leaked out of his soft dick like an afterthought.

I'd blamed myself for years. Told myself I wasn't sexy enough. Wasn't skilled enough. Wasn't whatever enough to make my husband perform like a man was supposed to perform.

But it wasn't me. It was never me.

Earl was proving that right now. Earl with his seventy-three-year-old cock still spurting cum into my mouth. Earl with his heavy balls still contracting, still pumping, still giving me more than Pete had ever given me in three years of marriage.

"Goddamn—goddamn, girl—"

Earl's voice was wrecked. Ragged. His hand shook in my hair. His hips jerked forward, fucking his last few spurts into my throat.

I swallowed. And swallowed. And swallowed.

The cum kept coming. Thick and hot and endless. It filled my mouth, coated my throat, slid down into my stomach in heavy waves. I could feel it settling inside me—this old Black man's seed, warming my belly, filling me up.

Finally—finally—the spurts slowed. Weakened. His cock pulsed once, twice, and then just throbbed against my tongue as the last drops leaked out.

I didn't pull away.

I held him in my mouth. Sucked gently, milking out every last drop. Felt his cum pooling on my tongue and savored it before swallowing. This was what it was supposed to taste like. Rich and thick and male. Not watery nothing. Not bland disappointment. Real cum from a real man.

I let him slip from my mouth.

*


CHAPTER 38

His cock came out with a wet sound, trailing strings of cum and spit. I looked down at myself—at my naked body kneeling on his bathroom floor. Cum dripped from my chin onto my tits. Long, thick ropes of it, white against my flushed skin. More cum ran down between my breasts, sliding toward my stomach.

I was covered in him.

His cum on my face. His cum on my tits. His cum in my mouth, on my tongue, coating the back of my throat. I could taste him with every breath. Could smell him—that musk mixed with the sharp scent of fresh cum.

"Holy shit, missy." Earl was panting. Leaning back against the bathroom counter for support, his chest heaving, his dark skin glistening with sweat. "Holy shit."

I looked up at him. At this seventy-three-year-old man who'd just cum harder than my husband ever had. Who'd produced more in one orgasm than Pete produced in a month. Whose balls—still heavy, still full-looking even after all that—hung between his legs like a reminder of everything my marriage was missing.

"You came so much," I heard myself say. My voice was hoarse. Raw from having his cock down my throat. "God, you came so much."

"Been a while." Earl's laugh was breathless. Winded. "Body was saving up, I guess."

Been a while. And still he'd produced more than Pete ever did. Still his cum was thick and rich where Pete's was watery and weak. Still his balls worked like they were supposed to work, even at seventy-three.

Pete's balls didn't work at thirty-four.

Pete's whole system was broken. His soft dick that couldn't stay hard. His weak loads that barely registered. His body that had given up on being a man while he was still young enough to be one.

I'd thought it was normal. Thought all men were like that. Thought the women in porn who gagged on massive loads were faking it, exaggerating, performing for the camera.

But Earl's cum was real.

Real and thick and still dripping down my tits in heavy strings. I touched it—dragged my finger through the mess on my chest. Held it up and looked at it. White and viscous, clinging to my finger like glue.

I put my finger in my mouth and sucked it clean.

"Mmmmm."

The taste hit me again. That rich, heavy flavor that Pete's cum had never had. I wanted more. Wanted to lick myself clean. Wanted to gather up every drop he'd given me and swallow it down.

So I did.

I scooped the cum from my tits. Licked it off my fingers. Gathered the strings that had dripped down my stomach and brought them to my lips. Sucking my fingers clean, one by one, while Earl stood there recovering and his cum slid down my throat.

"You're something else, missy." His voice was still rough. Still that deep, gruff rumble that made my pussy clench. "Ain't never had a woman want it that bad."

I wanted it. Wanted every drop. Wanted to consume him, to take him inside me, to fill myself with everything he had to give.

Pete's cum made me gag. Made me want to spit it out, rinse my mouth, forget the experience as quickly as possible. I'd swallowed it because that's what wives were supposed to do, but I'd hated it. Hated the watery texture and the bitter taste and the pathetic little dribble of it.

Earl's cum was everywhere.

In my mouth. Down my throat. Dripping from my chin onto my naked tits. I could feel it cooling on my skin, thick and heavy, nothing like the watery mess Pete left behind on the rare occasions he actually finished.

Pete's cum was like water. Thin and runny and barely there. It would dribble out of his soft dick—because even when he came, he was already going soft—and I'd wipe it away like it was nothing. Because it was nothing. A few drops of lukewarm disappointment that smelled like bleach and tasted like failure.

Earl's cum reeked.

Not bad. Not unpleasant. Just strong. Potent. The thick musk of virile seed, filling my nostrils, coating the back of my throat. I could smell it on my face, on my tits, in every breath I took. This was what a man's cum was supposed to smell like. Heavy and rich and unmistakably male.

I struggled to swallow the last of it. There was so much. So fucking much. My throat worked overtime, gulp after gulp, and still I could feel it pooling in my mouth, sliding down my chin, escaping faster than I could drink it down.

Pete's loads—when he could produce them at all—were one swallow. Maybe two. A sad little spurt that barely registered on my tongue before it was gone. I'd spent three years thinking that was normal. Thinking all men produced that pathetic trickle of watery nothing.

I was choking on Earl's cum.

Actually choking. Coughing around the thick ropes still clinging to my throat. Sputtering as more leaked from my lips and dripped onto my chest. My eyes watered. My nose ran. I was a mess—a wet, cum-covered, coughing mess kneeling on his bathroom floor.

"Kkkhhhh—" I hacked, trying to clear my throat. "Kkhh—god—"

"You alright down there, missy?" Earl's voice was rough. Satisfied. The deep rumble of a man who'd just emptied his balls into a willing mouth.

I couldn't answer. Could only cough and sputter and try to breathe through the thick coating of cum in my throat. It was everywhere. I could feel it in my sinuses. Could taste it with every breath. Could smell nothing but him—that potent, heavy reek of old man seed.

Three years with Pete and I'd never experienced anything like this. Never been overwhelmed by cum. Never had to struggle to swallow it all. Pete's loads were an afterthought. A disappointing dribble that left no trace, no taste, no evidence that anything had happened at all.

This was drowning.

This was being marked. Claimed. Covered in a man's seed so thoroughly that I'd smell like him for hours. Days, maybe. Pete would never know—Pete barely noticed anything about me anymore—but I would know. Every time I breathed, I'd remember this moment. This taste. This thick, heavy cum sliding down my throat.

"Mmmphhh—kkkhh—"

I coughed again. Spat a thick glob of cum and spit onto the floor between my knees. Wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and just smeared the mess around more.

Earl grunted above me.

Then I felt it.

His cock. Soft now, heavy and thick, slapping against my cheek. He was holding it at the base, swinging it lazily, letting that meaty weight smack against my face. Once. Twice. A wet slap of flesh on flesh.

I looked at his cock.

Soft. Spent. Hanging heavy from his body, still glistening with my spit and his cum. And even now—even completely limp, completely drained—it was bigger than Pete's.

Not just bigger. Thicker. Girthier. More substantial in every way.

Pete's hard dick was maybe five inches. Maybe. And thin—pencil thin, barely any girth at all. I could wrap my whole hand around him and my fingers would overlap.

Earl's soft cock was thicker than Pete's hard one.

I stared at it. At this limp, spent piece of meat that was still more impressive than anything my husband had ever shown me. At seventy-three years old, Earl's soft dick put my thirty-four-year-old husband's erection to shame.

He slapped it against my cheek again. Heavy. Wet. Leaving a smear of cum and spit on my skin. Another grunt from above. Satisfied. Possessive.

I knelt there, coughing, sputtering, bathed in the reek of his cum. My throat was raw. My face was a mess. My whole body smelled like him.

And all I could think was: even soft, he's bigger than Pete.

*


CHAPTER 39 — PETE

The moaning started around eleven.

I looked up from my laptop—well, from Reddit on my laptop—and frowned at the wall. The wall we shared with 4B. With the old blind guy.

"Oh, come on," I muttered.

More moaning. Muffled but unmistakable. A woman's voice, high and desperate, the kind of sounds you only heard in one context.

The old man was watching porn. Again. In the middle of the morning.

I shook my head and went back to scrolling. It had been funny at first—hilarious, actually, the idea of this seventy-something blind dude cranking porn at full volume every night. Rachel and I had laughed about it. Well, I'd laughed. Rachel had seemed annoyed.

Speaking of Rachel—

She was going to be pissed when she heard this. She'd complained about the noise before, said it was inappropriate, said we should talk to him about it. I'd told her to let the old guy have his fun. What else did he have going on?

But porn at eleven in the morning? That was a new low. Even I had to admit that was a bit much.

"DADDY—"

I blinked. That was loud. Louder than usual. The walls in this building were thin, but damn.

Rachel was definitely going to hear that and flip out.

Wait.

Where was Rachel?

I looked around the apartment. Empty. Living room, empty. Kitchen, empty. I didn't hear the shower running. Didn't hear her moving around in the bedroom.

Huh.

Had she said something about going out? I tried to remember. She'd been up before me this morning, moving around, getting ready for something. Had she told me where she was going? She probably had. She was always telling me things—about her day, about errands, about stuff I was supposed to remember but never did.

I hadn't been listening. Obviously. I never listened.

Errands, probably. Grocery store. Dry cleaner. Whatever it was wives did during the day while their husbands worked from home.

"OH GOD—OH GOD—"

Jesus. The old man had the volume cranked today. I could hear every moan, every gasp, every desperate sound that woman was making. It was almost impressive, in a fucked-up way. Dude was seventy-something and still had the libido to jerk off at eleven AM.

Meanwhile I could barely get it up for Rachel anymore. Not that she seemed to mind. She'd stopped initiating months ago. We'd both just... stopped.

Whatever. Not my problem right now.

I put my headphones on. Cranked up some music. Drowned out the sounds from next door.

Rachel would probably complain about it when she got home. I'd nod and agree and promise to talk to the old guy about it. And then I wouldn't, because that conversation would be awkward as hell, and honestly? Let the man live.

I went back to Reddit.

Someone had posted a tier list ranking fast food chicken sandwiches. I had opinions about this.

*


CHAPTER 40

I was still on my knees.

The bathroom tile was cold against my skin. Hard. Real. I could feel his cum cooling on my face, my chin, my tits—thick and heavy, nothing like the watery nothing Pete left behind. My throat was raw from choking on it. My jaw ached from stretching around him. My whole body felt like it had been through something violent and beautiful and completely outside anything I'd ever known.

I couldn't move.

Couldn't make my legs work. Couldn't do anything except kneel there on Earl Thompson's bathroom floor, naked and cum-covered and more satisfied than three years of marriage had ever made me.

His hand found my shoulder.

I flinched—not from fear, from sensitivity. Every nerve in my body was still firing, still buzzing from the orgasms and the blowjob and all of it. His touch was warm. Gentle. Those big calloused fingers curling around my shoulder, steadying me.

"Come on now, missy."

His voice was soft. That deep rumble I felt in my chest more than heard with my ears. He squeezed my shoulder once, then his hand slid down my arm until he found my hand. His fingers threaded through mine—dark against pale, rough against soft, old against young.

He pulled.

Gently. Just enough pressure to let me know he wanted me to stand. I tried to obey, tried to make my legs work, but they were shaking so badly I couldn't trust them. My thighs trembled. My knees wobbled. I got halfway up and nearly collapsed.

His other arm caught me.

Wrapped around my waist, pulled me against his body, held me upright when my own muscles couldn't do the job. I sagged into him—into the solid wall of his chest, the heat of his skin, the coarse gray hair scratching against my cheek.

"Easy." His hand stroked my back. "Ain't no rush."

I clung to him. Both arms wrapped around his torso, face pressed into his chest, breathing in the smell of him. Sweat and musk and sex. The thick reek of his cum still coating my face, mixing with my own sweat, filling my lungs with every inhale.

We stood there.

I don't know how long. Minutes, maybe. Him holding me up, me holding onto him, the bathroom silent except for our breathing. My heart was still pounding. My body was still trembling. But slowly—so slowly—the shaking started to ease.

"There you go." His hand kept moving on my back. Slow strokes, up and down, soothing like you'd calm a frightened animal. "There's my girl."

My girl.

The words made something twist in my chest. Something warm and dangerous.

His hand left my back. Found my chin. Tilted my face up toward his—those blind eyes pointing somewhere past my shoulder, but somehow still making me feel seen. His thumb brushed across my cheek, smearing through the cum that had dried there.

"Made a mess of you, didn't I."

I almost laughed. Almost. It came out as a shaky exhale instead, half-sob and half-something else.

"Yeah," I managed. "You did."

"Fixin' to clean you up."

His hand left my chin. Found my hand again. And then he was moving—stepping backward, pulling me with him, navigating his own bathroom with the confidence of a man who could see perfectly.

I stumbled after him.

My legs were still unsteady. My brain was still foggy. But I followed where he led, let him guide me across the tile floor, watched the way he moved through space he couldn't see.

It shouldn't have worked.

He was blind. Completely, genuinely blind—I'd tested that myself with the tea spill, watched him fail to react to objects falling right in front of his face. He couldn't see the bathroom. Couldn't see the obstacles. Couldn't see me stumbling behind him, naked and weak-kneed and covered in his seed.

But he moved like he'd memorized every inch.

Three steps to the left. His free hand found the shower door without looking—without being able to look. His fingers wrapped around the handle, slid it open, the frosted glass gliding smoothly on its track. He'd done this a thousand times. Ten thousand times. Knew the exact distance, the exact angle, the exact amount of pressure needed to open the door without fumbling.

I watched him in something like awe.

Pete couldn't navigate our apartment in the dark. Pete walked into door frames, tripped over his own shoes, stubbed his toe on furniture that had been in the same place for three years. Pete needed lights on, needed to see where he was going, needed his eyes to function in the world.

Earl didn't need any of that.

Earl had built a map in his head. A perfect three-dimensional model of his space, updated by sound and touch and memory. Every step was deliberate. Every movement was confident. He knew exactly where the shower was, exactly where I was, exactly how to guide me through a room he'd never seen.

"Step up," he said.

I obeyed. There was a small lip at the entrance to the shower stall—maybe two inches high—and I lifted my foot over it without thinking. His hand steadied me as I stepped inside, his grip firm on my fingers.

Then he followed.

The shower was small. Standard apartment size, barely enough room for one person to move comfortably. With both of us inside, there was nowhere to go. His body filled the space—that broad chest, those wide shoulders, the solid mass of him crowding me against the tile wall.

I pressed back into the cold tiles and watched him reach for the faucet.

His hand found it on the first try. No fumbling, no searching—just reached out and turned the handle like it was the most natural thing in the world. Water erupted from the showerhead above us, cold at first, making me gasp and flinch away.

"Give it a second."

He adjusted the temperature. Still not looking—couldn't look—but knowing exactly which direction to turn the handle, exactly how far to go. The water warmed. Heated. Steam started to rise around us, filling the small space with humid air.

I tilted my head back and let it hit my face.

The water ran down my cheeks, my chin, my neck. It caught the cum that had dried there—his thick, heavy cum—and washed it away in pale streaks. I felt it running down my body, over my tits, down my stomach, swirling around my feet before disappearing down the drain.

The evidence of what we'd done, washing away.

But not really. Not completely. Because he was still here. Still standing in front of me, the water pouring over both of us, his dark skin glistening wet in the dim bathroom light.

I opened my eyes and looked at him.

Really looked.

*


CHAPTER 41

The water ran down his body in rivers.

I watched it trace the contours of his chest—the broad expanse of dark skin, the coarse gray hair matted down by the spray, the muscles that age hadn't completely erased. The water followed the lines of his body like it knew the way. Down his sternum. Over the slight swell of his stomach. Into the creases of his hips.

Seventy-three years old.

Seventy-three years of life written on this body. I could see it now, in the harsh light of the shower. The scars on his hands from decades of construction work—pale lines against dark skin, some thick and raised, others faded to near-invisibility. The slight stoop in his shoulders that came from years of manual labor. The wrinkles around his eyes, the sag beneath his jaw, the gray in his hair and his stubble and his chest.

He was old.

Really, genuinely old. A man who'd been alive for more than twice as long as me. A man who'd been married and widowed and alone for fifteen years. A man whose body had seen seven decades of use and abuse and life.

And standing there in the shower, water streaming over his dark skin, he was the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen.

The thought should have shocked me. Should have made me question everything—my sanity, my morality, my sense of what was attractive and what wasn't. I was thirty-four years old, married to a man my own age, and I was standing in a shower staring at a seventy-three-year-old's body like it was a work of art.

But Pete's body had never made me feel like this.

Pete was thirty-four. Pete was supposed to be in his prime—young and fit and desirable. But Pete's body was soft in all the wrong places. Doughy stomach from too many hours at a desk. Narrow shoulders that had never lifted anything heavier than a laptop. Chest that was pale and hairless and somehow feminine in its smoothness.

Pete looked like a boy.

Earl looked like a man.

A real man. The kind of man who'd spent his life building things with his hands. The kind of man whose muscles came from work, not vanity. The kind of man whose body told a story of decades lived, not just years existed.

I watched the water run down his chest. Down his stomach. Lower, to where his cock hung heavy between his thighs—soft now, spent, but still thick and dark and impossibly big. Even soft, it was bigger than Pete's had ever been hard. Even drained, it looked more alive than Pete's sad little dick ever did.

The contrast was everywhere.

His skin was dark—deep brown, almost black in the shadows, rich and warm where the light hit it. My skin was pale—flushed pink from the heat, almost red in places, white where the water hadn't touched. Where his body pressed close to mine, the difference was stark. Black against white. Dark against light. Him against me.

I looked down at my own body.

The water had washed away most of his cum, but I could still feel it. Still feel the ghost of it on my skin, the places where it had been thickest, the trails it had left as it slid down my body. My tits were flushed—pink and swollen, nipples hard from the heat and something else. My stomach was heaving with each breath. My thighs were pressed together, hiding the mess between them, hiding how wet I still was even after everything.

I looked pale.

Not just white—pale. Washed out. Like all the color had drained from my body and pooled in my cheeks, my chest, the places where the blood was still rushing from what we'd done. Next to Earl's rich, dark skin, I looked almost translucent. Almost fragile. Almost like something that could break if he squeezed too hard.

He'd squeezed hard.

Earlier. His hands on my ass, my tits, my thighs. Those calloused palms gripping me, holding me, owning me. And I hadn't broken. I'd moaned and begged and came harder than I ever had in my life.

"You just gonna stare all day, missy?"

His voice cut through my thoughts. That low rumble, barely audible over the rush of the water. He was smiling—I could see it even through the steam. That knowing, amused smile that said he could feel my eyes on him even if he couldn't see them.

"Sorry," I said. The word came out automatic. Reflexive. Like I'd been caught doing something wrong.

"Ain't nothing to be sorry for." He shifted under the spray, letting the water hit his shoulders, his back. "Like being looked at. Even if I can't look back."

I swallowed. My throat was still raw, still sore from swallowing his cock. From choking on his cum. The memory made my pussy clench.

"I want to wash you."

The words came out before I could think about them. Before I could question them. Before I could wonder why I wanted to put my hands on this old man's body again, why I wanted to touch every inch of him, why I wasn't already running back to my apartment and my husband and my safe, boring, sexless life.

Earl's smile widened.

"Well alright then."

He turned.

Presented his back to me—that broad, dark expanse of muscle and skin. The water ran down his spine, pooling in the small of his back before continuing its journey south. I could see the scars here too. A long one running diagonally across his shoulder blade. A cluster of smaller ones near his hip. Stories written on his skin that I'd never know.

I reached for the soap.

It was sitting in a dish on the shelf—plain white bar, nothing fancy. My fingers closed around it, slick and wet. I brought it to my chest and worked it between my palms, building lather, white foam against pink skin.

Then I stepped forward.

Reached out.

Pressed my soapy hands to his back.

"Mmmm."

The sound came from deep in his chest. I felt it more than heard it—a vibration that traveled through his body into my palms. Satisfied. Content. The sound of a man being touched after years of not being touched.

His skin was warm under my hands. Warmer than the water. Warmer than anything I'd felt in years. The soap made my palms glide easily over his muscles, tracing the contours of his back, the ridges of his spine, the breadth of his shoulders.

Dark skin under pale hands.

I looked down at the contrast and something twisted in my stomach. My white fingers spread across his brown back. The soap leaving trails of white foam on dark skin. Black and white. Old and young. Him and me.

I started to wash him.

*


CHAPTER 42

My hands moved across his back.

Slow. Deliberate. The soap made everything slick, my palms gliding over his skin like I was painting him. I traced the muscles of his shoulders—broad and solid, still powerful despite the decades. Found the ridge of his shoulder blade. Followed it down to where that long scar cut diagonally across.

I pressed my fingers into the scar tissue. Felt the raised skin, the rough texture where the wound had healed.

"Mmmm."

That sound again. Deep in his chest. Satisfied. He didn't flinch from my touch, didn't pull away. Just stood there under the water and let me explore him.

I moved lower.

Down the center of his back, following his spine. Each vertebra a bump under my fingers, a landmark on the map of his body. The muscles on either side of his spine were thick, corded—construction muscles, earned from forty years of labor. My hands weren't big enough to span them. I had to work in sections, one side and then the other, spreading soap across dark skin and watching it foam white.

Lower still.

To the small of his back, where the water pooled before running down. His skin was softer here, warmer. I pressed my thumbs into the muscles and felt him shift his weight, leaning back into my touch.

"Uhhh." A grunt. Low and rough.

I kept going.

My hands reached the curve of his ass.

I stopped. Hesitated. My soapy palms resting on the top of his cheeks, right where his back ended and his ass began. The water ran down between them, carrying soap suds in little white rivers.

This was different.

This was deliberate. This wasn't washing—not really. This was touching. Groping. Wanting to feel every part of him the way he'd felt every part of me.

I squeezed.

Both hands. Both cheeks. Dug my fingers into the firm muscle and felt it flex under my grip. His ass was solid—not the flat, saggy thing I'd expected from a man his age. Round and full, the muscles still defined from years of climbing ladders and hauling materials.

"Mmmmm."

Earl's hum was deeper now. Approving. He widened his stance slightly, shifted his hips—giving me better access. Inviting me to keep going.

I kneaded his ass like dough.

Squeezing. Spreading. Pulling his cheeks apart and letting them bounce back together. The soap made everything slippery, my hands sliding over his dark skin, white lather trailing across brown flesh. I watched my pale fingers dig into him and felt something primal stir in my stomach.

I was groping a seventy-three-year-old man's ass.

In his shower. While my husband sat in our apartment twenty feet away, probably still scrolling through his phone, probably not even wondering where I was.

Pete's ass was nothing.

Flat and pale and unmuscled. Soft in a way that wasn't appealing, that spoke of too many hours sitting in an office chair. I'd stopped touching Pete's ass years ago. Stopped wanting to touch any part of him. Stopped caring whether my hands ever made contact with his body again.

But Earl's ass—

I couldn't stop touching Earl's ass.

My hands moved on their own. Squeezing and kneading and exploring, memorizing the shape of him the way he'd memorized me. I pressed my thumbs into the crease where his thighs met his cheeks. Felt the heat there, the softness of skin that rarely saw light.

"You enjoying yourself back there, missy?"

His voice was amused. Calm. Not breathless, not desperate—just pleased. Like a man getting a massage, not a man being groped by his neighbor's wife.

"Yes." The word came out hoarse. Honest.

"Take your time then."

I did.

I washed his ass until there was no soap left on my hands. Until I had to reach for the bar again, had to lather up fresh, had to make excuses to keep touching him. My fingers traced the curve of his hips, the crease of his thighs, everywhere I could reach without him turning around.

But I wanted him to turn around.

I wanted to see his chest again. Wanted to put my hands on that broad expanse of dark skin and coarse gray hair. Wanted to feel his heartbeat under my palms.

Wanted to put my mouth on him again.

"Turn around," I said.

He did.

*


CHAPTER 43

His chest was right there.

Inches from my face. Broad and dark, water streaming down through the gray hair that covered it. His nipples were hard—small and dark, pebbled from the heat or something else. I stared at them. Couldn't look away.

I'd sucked on them earlier.

After I came on his fingers, after he went down on me, after I fell apart completely—I'd found his nipple and latched onto it like I was starving for him. Sobbing and shaking and nursing at him while he held me together.

The memory made my face flush hotter than the shower steam.

I raised my soapy hands to his chest.

Started with his shoulders. Safer territory. Spread lather across the dark skin, over the rounded muscle, down the front of his arms. His biceps were thick under my palms—not gym muscles, real muscles, the kind that came from decades of physical work. I squeezed them and felt them flex.

"Mmmmm."

That hum again. Content. Patient. Like he could stand here all day and let me wash him, let me touch him, let me do whatever I needed to do.

I moved to his chest.

My hands spread across that broad expanse of dark skin. The gray hair was coarse under my palms, scratchy against my fingers. I could feel his heartbeat—slow and steady, so different from my own frantic pulse. His skin was hot. Hotter than the water, hotter than should have been possible. Like there was a furnace burning inside him.

My thumbs found his nipples.

I didn't mean to—or maybe I did. But suddenly my thumbs were circling them, tracing those dark, hard nubs, feeling them pebble tighter under my touch. Earl's breath caught. Just barely. Just a tiny hitch that I might have imagined.

But I didn't imagine the way his chest pushed forward into my hands.

"Sensitive?" I asked.

"Mmm." A low grunt. "Bit."

I circled again. Pressed harder. Watched his face—those blind eyes closed now, his head tilted back slightly, water running down his cheeks and jaw. He looked peaceful. Relaxed. Completely at ease with my hands on his body.

Pete never looked like that.

Pete always looked uncomfortable during sex. Always looked like he wanted to be somewhere else, doing something else. Even when I touched him—back when I still bothered to touch him—he'd squirm and shift and give me that look. That "are you done yet" look.

Earl looked like a man being worshipped.

And suddenly I wanted to worship him.

I leaned forward.

Pressed my lips to his chest. Kissed the dark skin, tasted the soap and water and something underneath—that musk, that scent that had been driving me crazy for weeks. My tongue darted out. Traced a line through his chest hair. Found his nipple.

"Ah—"

Earl's grunt was sharper now. Surprised. But he didn't pull away. His hand found the back of my head—those big, calloused fingers threading through my wet hair—and held me there.

I sucked.

Drew his nipple between my lips and sucked on it like I was trying to pull something out of him. The texture was strange—rough and hard, nothing like my own sensitive nubs. But the sound he made—that deep, rumbling "mmmmmm"—went straight to my cunt.

I sucked harder.

"Goddamn, girl."

His voice was thick now. Rougher than before. His fingers tightened in my hair—not pulling, just holding. Keeping my mouth on his nipple while I licked and sucked and swirled my tongue around the hard little peak.

I couldn't stop.

I didn't want to stop.

There was something about this—something about having my mouth on his chest, nursing at him, worshipping him with my lips—that made me feel safe. Made me feel small. Made me feel like I could let go of everything and just exist in this moment, tasting this man, breathing him in.

I pulled off with a wet pop. Found his other nipple. Latched on.

"Mmmmmm—"

The moan came from both of us. His chest vibrating under my lips, my throat humming against his skin. I sucked and licked and kissed, my hands gripping his sides for support, my whole body pressed against him under the spray.

Pete would never let me do this.

The thought bubbled up from somewhere dark. Pete thought nipple play was weird. Pete thought any touch that wasn't directly related to his dick was a waste of time. Pete wanted blowjobs—quick, efficient blowjobs that got him off in five minutes—and nothing else.

"Pete never lets me touch him like this."

The words came out against Earl's chest. Muffled. Honest.

Earl's chest shook.

A chuckle. Deep and warm, vibrating against my lips.

"That right?"

"He thinks it's weird." I kissed his nipple again. Licked it. "Says men don't like—that it's not—he doesn't—"

I couldn't finish the sentence. Couldn't explain the years of rejection, the flinches, the way Pete would push my hands away when I tried to explore his body.

"Mmm." Earl's hand stroked my hair. Gentle. Soothing. "Sounds like your husband don't know what he's missing."

"He doesn't know anything."

The bitterness surprised me. The venom in my own voice. I pulled back from Earl's chest and looked up at his face—those blind eyes, that calm expression, the water running down his dark skin.

"He's never made me feel like this." The words kept coming. Couldn't stop them. "Not once. Not in three years. He just—he doesn't—he can't—"

"Shhh." Earl's thumb brushed across my cheek. Wiped away water or tears, I couldn't tell anymore. "Ain't gotta explain nothing to me, missy."

"His dick doesn't even work half the time." I was rambling now. Confessing. Spilling secrets I'd never told anyone while standing naked in my neighbor's shower. "He goes soft inside me. Just—just loses it. Like his body doesn't even want to be there."

Earl chuckled again.

Low and warm. Not mocking—sympathetic. Like he understood something I was only beginning to see.

"Some men ain't built for it," he said.

"He's thirty-four." My voice cracked. "He's supposed to be in his prime. He's supposed to—and you're—you're seventy-three and you—"

"And I what?"

I looked down.

Between our bodies.

His cock.

Even soft, even spent, even after cumming harder than Pete ever had in his life—it was still there. Still thick and heavy, hanging between his thighs, still more impressive than anything my husband had ever shown me.

"You're more of a man than he'll ever be."

Earl laughed.

A real laugh this time. Deep and full, his whole chest shaking with it, the sound echoing off the shower tiles. Not cruel. Not boastful. Just genuine amusement at the absurdity of it all.

"Well now," he said when the laughter faded. "Ain't that something."

His hand found my chin. Tilted my face up toward his. Those blind eyes pointed somewhere past my shoulder, but I felt seen anyway. Felt known.

"You deserve better than that, missy." His voice was soft now. Serious. "Deserve a man who knows how to treat you right."

"I know." My voice was barely a whisper. "I'm starting to figure that out."

His thumb stroked my jaw. Traced down to my lips. I kissed it without thinking—pressed my lips to the rough pad of his thumb and kissed it like it was the most natural thing in the world.

"Mmmm." That satisfied hum again. "There's my good girl."

I leaned back into his chest. Found his nipple again. Sucked it into my mouth and held it there, my tongue circling the hard peak while his hand cradled the back of my head.

The water poured over us.

And I stayed there. Nursing at him. Worshipping him. Letting myself be small and needy and taken care of for the first time in years.

*


CHAPTER 44

His hands found my shoulders.

Gentle at first. Just resting there, those massive palms covering the curve of muscle and bone like they were made to fit. His thumbs pressed into the hollows above my collarbones. Rubbed small circles. Testing.

I shivered.

Not from cold—the water was still hot, steam rising around us in thick clouds. From something else. From the way his calloused skin scraped against mine. From the roughness of hands that had spent forty years building things, gripping things, shaping the world.

Pete's hands were soft.

Soft and smooth and utterly forgettable. Office hands. Keyboard hands. Hands that had never lifted anything heavier than a coffee mug. When Pete touched me—back when he still bothered—I barely felt it. His fingers would ghost over my skin and leave nothing behind. No heat. No friction. No memory.

Earl's hands left marks.

Not literal marks—not yet—but I could feel the path of his touch like a brand. Every ridge of his calluses. Every rough patch of working-man skin. Every place where his fingers pressed into my flesh and claimed it.

"My turn now, missy."

His voice was low. That deep rumble I felt more than heard, vibrating through the small space between us. His hands started to move—sliding from my shoulders down to my upper arms. Squeezing the soft flesh there. Measuring me.

"Mmmm."

That sound from him. Satisfied. Approving. Like he was pleased with what he found.

His hands kept moving.

Down my arms to my elbows. Down to my forearms, my wrists, my hands. He lifted one of my hands to his face—brought it to his lips and pressed a kiss to my palm. Then the other. Soft, deliberate kisses that made my heart stutter.

"Soft," he murmured against my skin. "Soft little hands."

"Earl—"

"Shh." His lips moved to my wrist. Kissed the thin skin there, where my pulse was hammering. "Let me touch you."

He released my hands. Found my waist instead.

Those big palms wrapped around me, fingers spreading across my lower back, thumbs pressing into the soft flesh of my stomach. He pulled me closer—not hard, just insistent. Closing the distance between us until my body was flush against his.

I gasped.

The contact was overwhelming. His chest against my breasts, flattening them. His stomach against mine, warm and solid. His thighs pressing between my legs, forcing them apart slightly. And lower—

His cock.

Soft against my hip. That massive, spent thing that had just pumped a gallon of cum down my throat. It pressed into the crease where my thigh met my pelvis, heavy and warm and impossible to ignore even in its deflated state.

"Mmmm." Earl's hands slid around to my back. "There we go."

He held me there. Just held me. Our bodies pressed together under the spray, water running down between us, steam swirling around our joined forms. I could feel his heartbeat against my chest—slow and steady, so different from my own frantic rhythm.

And then he kissed me.

No warning. No buildup. His hand found the back of my head and he tilted my face up and his mouth covered mine.

"Mmmmm—"

The sound came from both of us. Vibrating between our lips, humming through our joined mouths. His lips were soft—softer than I expected from a man his age—but his kiss was firm. Insistent. He kissed me like he had all the time in the world and intended to use every second of it.

His tongue found mine.

Slow. Exploring. Not aggressive, not demanding—just present. Tasting me the way I'd tasted him. Learning the shape of my mouth the way his hands were learning the shape of my body.

"Ummmm." A low hum vibrated from his chest into mine. "Mmmm mmm."

I melted into him.

Couldn't help it. His mouth was doing things to me that Pete's kisses had never done. Making my knees weak. Making my cunt clench. Making my whole body go soft and pliant in his arms.

Pete kissed like it was an obligation.

Quick pecks. Closed-mouth formalities. Even during sex—back when we still had sex—he'd turn his face away. Avoid my lips. Act like kissing was something teenagers did, something beneath him, something he'd outgrown.

Earl kissed like it mattered.

Like my mouth was worth exploring. Like the taste of me was something to savor. His tongue stroked against mine in slow, deliberate movements, and every stroke sent electricity straight to my clit.

"Mmmm—nnnnh—"

I moaned into his mouth. Pressed closer. My hands found his chest, his shoulders, the back of his neck. I was clinging to him now, holding on like he was the only solid thing in a world gone liquid and hot.

His hands moved lower.

Down my back. Over the curve of my ass. He grabbed both cheeks and squeezed—hard, possessive, the same way I'd squeezed his—and used that grip to pull me tighter against him.

Against his cock.

And that's when I felt it.

A twitch.

Small at first. Just a flutter against my hip. But then another. And another. His cock was moving. Stirring. Coming back to life against my body.

I pulled back from the kiss.

"Earl—"

"Mmmm?" His eyes were still closed. That peaceful expression on his face, water running down his dark cheeks.

"You're—" I looked down. Between our bodies. "You're getting hard again."

He chuckled.

That low, warm laugh that shook his whole chest. "Appears so."

I stared.

Watched it happen in real time. His cock thickening against my hip. Lengthening. The soft, heavy weight of it slowly transforming into something else. Something rigid. Something alive.

"That's—you just—"

"Just what, missy?"

"You just came." The words came out strangled. Disbelieving. "Like, twenty minutes ago. You came so much I was choking on it."

Another chuckle. "Mmmm hmm."

"And you're already—"

"Already what?"

I couldn't stop staring.

His cock was half-hard now. Maybe more. That massive shaft filling with blood, rising from between his legs, pressing harder against my hip with every passing second. At seventy-three years old. After cumming harder than I'd ever seen anyone cum. After flooding my mouth with more seed than Pete produced in a month.

He was getting hard again.

Pete couldn't do that.

The thought hit me like a slap. Pete couldn't get hard the first time half the nights we tried. And on the rare occasions he actually finished—that sad little dribble of watery cum—his dick went soft immediately. Deflated like a punctured balloon. Shriveled back into nothing and stayed that way for the rest of the night.

I'd never seen Pete hard twice in one session.

Never.

Not once in three years of marriage. He'd cum—if he could manage it—and then roll over and go to sleep. His limp, rubbery little dick retreating between his legs like it was ashamed of itself. Useless. Finished. Done.

But Earl—

Seventy-three-year-old Earl—

His cock was pressing against my hip now. Thick and insistent, pulsing with the blood that was filling it. Growing harder by the second. Longer. Thicker.

"How—" My voice cracked. "How is that possible?"

Earl's hand found my chin. Tilted my face back up toward his. That smile on his lips—knowing, amused, patient.

"Some men still got it, missy." His thumb stroked my jaw. "Some men's bodies still work the way they supposed to."

Unlike Pete.

He didn't say it. Didn't have to. The implication hung in the steam between us, heavy and obvious.

"Mmmm." He leaned down. Pressed his lips to my forehead. "Now. Where was we?"

His mouth found mine again.

And this time the kiss was different.

Hungrier. More urgent. His tongue pushed past my lips and claimed my mouth while his cock pushed against my hip and claimed my attention. Both parts of him demanding, insisting, making it impossible to think about anything else.

"Ummmm—mmmm—mmm—"

He hummed into my mouth. Low, satisfied sounds that vibrated through my whole body. His hands were moving again—up my sides, over my ribs, around to my front. Finding my breasts.

"Nnnnnh—"

I gasped against his lips as his palms cupped me. Squeezed. Those rough, calloused hands engulfing my soft flesh, his thumbs finding my nipples and circling them through the water.

My whole body was on fire.

Every nerve ending screaming for attention. My nipples hard and aching under his touch. My cunt throbbing, empty and desperate. My clit pulsing between my legs, demanding friction, demanding contact, demanding something to ease the ache that was building with every second.

He'd already made me cum twice today.

His fingers. His mouth. He'd taken me apart completely, left me shaking and sobbing on his bathroom floor. And here I was again—desperate, needy, ready to fall apart at the slightest touch.

His cock was fully hard now.

I could feel it against my hip—that thick, massive rod of flesh pressing into me like a promise. Like a threat. Like something that was going to change everything all over again.

"Earl—" His name came out as a moan. "Earl, please—"

"Please what, missy?"

"Touch me." My hips rocked forward without permission, grinding against his thigh. "Please, I need—I need you to—"

"Mmmmm." That satisfied hum. His hands left my breasts, slid down my stomach. "Where you need me to touch you?"

"You know where."

"Want you to say it."

His hand stopped just above my mound. Fingers spread across my lower belly, so close but not close enough. Teasing. Making me beg.

"My—" The word stuck in my throat. "My pussy. Please. Touch my pussy."

"Mmmm. There's my good girl."

His hand slid lower.

And his fingers found me.

*


CHAPTER 45

"AHHH—!"

The sound ripped out of me the moment his fingers made contact. Loud. Desperate. Echoing off the shower tiles like a scream.

His fingers slid through my folds—two of them, thick and rough, parting me like I was nothing. Finding the slick heat that had been building since the moment we stepped into the shower. Since before that. Since the moment I woke up this morning knowing I was going to end up right here.

"Loud little thing, ain't you."

His voice was amused. Not annoyed. Not telling me to shut up. Just... observing.

"Sorry—" The word came out automatic. Reflexive. "Sorry, I'll be quiet, I—"

"Didn't say be quiet."

His fingers curled inside me. Found that spot on my front wall—the same spot he'd found before, the spot Pete had never once touched in three years of trying.

"FUCK—!"

My voice bounced off the walls. Filled the small bathroom. Probably carried through the thin apartment walls to god knows where.

"That's it." Earl's voice was low. Approving. "Let me hear you."

Let me hear you.

Pete never said that.

Pete hated when I made noise. Hated the moans, the gasps, the sounds that escaped when my body actually responded to something. He'd shush me. Put his hand over my mouth. Tell me to keep it down, the neighbors would hear, it was embarrassing.

So I'd learned to be quiet.

Learned to swallow my sounds. Bite my lip. Bury my face in the pillow and stay silent while Pete pumped away on top of me, finishing in minutes, leaving me empty and voiceless.

But Earl wanted to hear me.

"NNNNNH—!"

His fingers pumped into me. Hard. Rough. Not gentle, not careful—demanding. Taking what he wanted from my body while I shook against him.

"That's my girl." His free hand found my breast. Grabbed it. Not cupped—grabbed. His fingers digging into the soft flesh, his palm crushing my nipple. "Scream for me."

"AH—AH—AHHH—!"

I couldn't have stayed quiet if I'd tried. His fingers were fucking me now—actually fucking me, in and out, the wet sounds of my pussy obscene in the small space. His hand was mauling my breast, squeezing and twisting, his calloused palm rough against my sensitive nipple.

And I was screaming.

Actually screaming. The sounds coming out of me weren't moans anymore—they were cries, wails, desperate noises I didn't recognize as my own voice. Three years of silence breaking apart in Earl Thompson's shower.

"Louder."

"I—I can't—the neighbors—"

"Fuck the neighbors." His fingers drove deeper. His thumb found my clit and pressed down. Hard. "Scream."

"FUUUUCK—!"

My whole body jerked. My back arched. My hands flew to his shoulders, nails digging in, holding on for dear life while he played my body like an instrument he'd been practicing for decades.

Pete would have stopped by now.

Pete would have told me I was being too loud, too much, too embarrassing. Pete would have pulled out his sad little dick and rolled over, muttering about how I was making a scene.

But Earl's fingers kept pumping.

And his mouth found my breast.

"AHHHH—!"

He didn't kiss it. Didn't lick it gently. He attacked it. His lips sealed around my nipple and sucked—hard, brutal suction that made my vision go white. His teeth scraped the sensitive peak. Then he bit down.

"FUCK—EARL—FUCK—!"

Pain and pleasure mixed together into something I couldn't separate. His teeth on my nipple, his fingers in my cunt, his thumb grinding my clit. My whole body was a live wire, sparking and shorting out.

"Too loud," I gasped. The words came out broken. Desperate. "Pete always says—I'm too loud—he makes me—"

Earl's mouth released my nipple with a wet pop.

"I ain't Pete."

His voice was hard now. Not angry—commanding. The voice of a man who expected to be obeyed.

"You make all the noise you want, missy. Scream. Cry. Wake up the whole damn building." His fingers curled inside me again, hitting that spot that made me see stars. "I want to hear every sound that pretty mouth can make."

"NNNNNH—OH GOD—!"

I was sobbing now. Actually sobbing, tears mixing with the shower water on my face. Not from sadness—from relief. From the overwhelming sensation of being given permission. Permission to feel. Permission to respond. Permission to be loud and messy and desperate.

His mouth found my other breast.

Bit down without warning.

"AHHHHH—!"

My scream echoed off the tiles. Filled the bathroom. Probably filled the whole apartment, the whole floor, the whole building. I didn't care anymore. Couldn't care. Earl's teeth were on my nipple and his fingers were in my pussy and I was falling apart completely.

"That's it." He released my nipple. Licked the bite mark. "That's my good girl. Loud as you want."

"Daddy—daddy—I'm gonna—"

"Not yet."

His fingers slowed. Pulled back from that spot inside me. His thumb lifted off my clit—not leaving, just easing the pressure.

"No—please—I was so close—"

"I know you was." That calm, amused voice. "Ain't time yet."

I whimpered. Actually whimpered, like a dog denied a treat. My hips tried to chase his fingers, tried to grind down onto his hand, but he controlled the pace. He controlled everything.

His free hand left my breast. Slid around to my back. Down my spine. Lower.

Lower.

Until his fingers found the crack of my ass.

I froze.

"Earl—"

"Shh." His fingers kept moving. Trailing down between my cheeks. Finding the tight pucker of my asshole.

"I've never—no one's ever—"

"I know."

His fingertip pressed against that tight ring of muscle.

"FUCK—!"

I jumped. Actually jumped, my whole body jerking against him, trying to escape the sensation. No one had ever touched me there. Not Pete—god, Pete would never. Not any boyfriend before him. That was dirty. That was wrong. That was—

"Easy now." Earl's other hand pressed flat against my lower belly. Held me in place. "Just relax."

"I can't—it's—that's—"

"That's what, missy?"

His finger circled my asshole. Slow. Deliberate. Not pushing in—just tracing the rim, spreading the water and the soap over that sensitive skin.

"It's dirty," I whispered. The word came out small. Ashamed.

Earl laughed.

That low, dismissive chuckle.

"Girl, quit playin'." His finger pressed a little harder. Still not entering—just testing. Teasing.

I didn't have an answer for that.

Pete would have cared. Pete would have wrinkled his nose and pulled away and made me feel ashamed for even having a body with holes in it.

But Earl's finger kept circling.

"I don't—I don't know if I can—"

"You can." His finger pressed harder. The tip breaching that tight ring just barely—just enough to make me gasp. "And you will."

"NNNNNH—!"

The sound that came out of me was something between a moan and a scream. The sensation was so foreign—not painful, not exactly, but overwhelming. Too much. Too new. My body didn't know how to process it.

"That's it." Earl's voice was soft now. Encouraging. "Just breathe."

I tried. Sucked in air through my teeth while his fingertip held steady, not pushing deeper, just staying there. Letting me adjust. Letting my body learn this new intrusion.

"Pete never—" I couldn't finish the sentence. Couldn't explain the years of vanilla, missionary, lights-off sex. The complete absence of exploration. The way my husband treated my body like a chore to get through rather than a landscape to discover.

"Pete never did a lot of things." Earl's finger circled again. Still just the tip, still just barely inside, but the movement made me moan. "That's why you're here with me."

His other hand—the one that had been inside my pussy—moved. Found my clit. Started rubbing slow circles while his finger teased my ass.

"AHHH—OH GOD—"

Two sensations at once. His thumb on my clit, his finger in my ass. My body didn't know which way to move, which sensation to chase, which overwhelming feeling to focus on.

"Loud," Earl reminded me. "Loud as you want."

"FUCK—DADDY—FUCK FUCK FUCK—"

I was screaming again. The words coming out broken, desperate, punctuated by moans and gasps and sounds I'd never made before. My voice bouncing off the shower walls, filling the small space, drowning out the sound of the water.

Pete would have died of embarrassment.

Pete would have stopped everything and lectured me about volume control.

But Earl just kept touching me.

His finger pressed deeper into my ass. A knuckle now. Maybe more. The stretch was strange—unfamiliar—but not bad. Not painful. Just... full. Full in a way I'd never been full before.

"NNNNNH—!"

"There you go." His thumb pressed harder on my clit. "Taking it so good."

"I can't—it's too much—"

"You can. You are." His finger moved. A slow pump, in and out, stretching that tight ring. "Your body's made for this. Made to be touched everywhere. Made to feel everything."

Made to feel everything.

I'd spent three years feeling nothing.

Three years of Pete's soft hands and softer dick. Three years of going through the motions, of faking enthusiasm, of lying in silence while my husband failed to make me feel anything at all.

Now I was feeling everything.

Earl's finger in my ass. Earl's thumb on my clit. Earl's hard cock pressing against my hip, reminding me of what was still to come. The hot water pounding on my back. The steam filling my lungs. The sound of my own voice, screaming and moaning and begging without shame.

"Please—" I didn't know what I was begging for. "Please, Earl—"

"Please what, missy?"

"I don't know—I need—I need—"

His finger pulled out of my ass. Pressed back in. A slow, deliberate fuck that made my knees buckle.

"AH—AH—AH—"

"You need to cum." His voice was matter-of-fact. "I can feel it. Your whole body's shaking for it."

"Yes—please—let me—"

"Not yet."

His thumb lifted off my clit. His finger stilled in my ass.

I sobbed.

"No—please—I was so close—"

"I know you was." That calm, patient voice. "Gonna get a lot closer before I'm done with you."

His finger slid out of my ass. Left me empty. Clenching around nothing.

"Earl—"

"Shh." His hands found my hips. Turned me around. Pressed my back against the cold tile wall.

I gasped at the temperature change. Hot water on my front, cold tile on my back. Earl's body blocking the spray, his dark form looming over me in the steam.

"Now," he said. "Let's see how much you can take."

*


CHAPTER 46

He reached past me.

His arm brushing my shoulder, his body pressing closer, that hard cock dragging across my hip as he moved. I heard the squeak of metal—the showerhead, I realized. He was adjusting the showerhead.

I didn't understand why until he angled the spray downward.

And aimed it directly between my legs.

"OH—!"

The water hit my clit like a fist.

Not gentle. Not a soft patter. A concentrated jet of hot water, pounding directly onto the most sensitive part of my body. The pressure was intense—almost painful—my swollen nub taking the full force of the spray.

"FUCK—EARL—!"

My hips jerked. Tried to twist away from the sensation. But his hand was already there—pressed flat against my lower belly, pinning me to the cold tile wall. Holding me in place.

"Stay still."

His voice was calm. Unhurried. Like he wasn't torturing me with a goddamn shower jet.

"I can't—it's too much—"

"You can."

The water kept pounding. Relentless. Hitting my clit in a steady stream that made my whole body vibrate. The heat of it. The pressure. The constant, unending stimulation that I couldn't escape.

"NNNNNH—!"

My legs were shaking. My hands flew to his shoulders—those broad, dark shoulders—and dug in for support. The sensation was overwhelming. Too much and not enough at the same time.

Pete had never done anything like this.

The thought flashed through my mind between waves of sensation. Pete and his two-minute missionary. Pete and his soft dick and softer touch. Pete who thought foreplay was asking "you ready?" before climbing on top of me.

Pete had no imagination.

Pete had no creativity.

Pete had never once thought to use water pressure on my clit while pinning me to a shower wall.

"AH—AH—AH—!"

The sounds were being punched out of me. Every pulse of water forcing another noise from my throat. I couldn't control it. Couldn't stay quiet. My voice filled the bathroom, echoing off the tiles, mixing with the rush of water.

"That's it." Earl's free hand found my breast. Squeezed. "Let me hear you."

"FUCK—I'M—I'M GONNA—"

"No you ain't."

His hand moved. Angled the showerhead slightly—just slightly—so the jet hit lower. Still on my pussy, still intense, but no longer directly on my clit. The pressure shifted from unbearable to maddening.

"NO—!" I bucked against his hand. Tried to angle my hips to get the water back where I needed it. "Please—I was right there—"

"I know you was."

That calm fucking voice. Like he was discussing the weather while I fell apart against the tile.

"Earl, please—"

"Please what?"

"Let me cum—please—I need to—"

"Not yet."

He adjusted the spray again. Higher this time—hitting my stomach, my ribs, nowhere near where I needed it. The sudden absence of stimulation made me whine. Actually whine, like an animal in heat.

"Earl—"

"Shh."

His hand left the showerhead. Found my face instead. Those thick fingers cupping my jaw, tilting my head up toward his. I couldn't see his eyes behind those dark glasses, but I felt his attention. Felt him studying me.

"You're close," he said. Not a question.

"Yes—god, yes—please—"

"How close?"

"So close—I can feel it—it's right there—"

"Mmm." His thumb brushed across my lower lip. "Gonna get closer."

His hand dropped from my face. Found the showerhead again.

And aimed it back at my clit.

"AHHHHH—!"

The scream tore out of me. The water was hotter now—or maybe I was just more sensitive. Every nerve ending between my legs firing at once, the pressure building so fast I couldn't breathe.

"EARL—EARL—I'M—I'M GONNA—"

"Don't."

One word. Quiet. Commanding.

"I can't—I can't hold it—"

"You can." His hand pressed harder against my belly. Pinning me. Trapping me. "Don't you cum yet, missy."

"NNNNNH—!"

I was trying. God, I was trying. Clenching every muscle in my body, fighting the wave that was building at the base of my spine, trying to hold back the orgasm that was right fucking there—

The water pounded my clit.

My body screamed for release.

And I held on.

Barely.

"Good girl." Earl's voice was warm now. Approving. "That's my good girl."

The praise made it worse. Made my pussy clench harder, made the pleasure spike higher, made me whimper against the tile as I fought to obey.

"Please—" Tears were streaming down my face now. Mixing with the shower water. "Please, I can't—it's too much—"

"You can take it."

"I CAN'T—!"

"You can." His hand found my breast again. Pinched my nipple—hard, twisting, sending a bolt of pain-pleasure straight to my core. "And you will."

"AHHH—!"

The combination was too much. Water on my clit. Pain in my nipple. His voice in my ear. His body pressing me into the wall. His hard cock against my hip, reminding me of everything still to come.

I was going to cum.

I couldn't stop it.

The wave was cresting—

He moved the showerhead.

"NO—!"

The water hit my thigh instead. Hot spray on skin that wasn't my clit, stimulation that wasn't enough, the orgasm crashing back down before it could break.

I sobbed.

Actually sobbed, my whole body shaking with frustration and need and something close to rage.

"You fucking—you can't—I was RIGHT THERE—"

Earl chuckled.

That low, warm sound that made me want to hit him and kiss him and beg him all at once.

"I know you was."

"Why—why are you doing this—"

"'Cause I can." His hand stroked my belly. Soothing now, gentle, so different from the torture he'd just inflicted. "'Cause your body's gonna do what I tell it to do. Not the other way around."

I shivered against the tile. My clit was throbbing—actually throbbing, pulsing with the ghost of stimulation that wasn't there anymore. My whole body felt like a live wire, sparking and desperate.

"Please," I whispered. "I'll do anything. Just let me cum."

"Anything?"

"Yes—anything—please—"

"Mmmm." His hand slid lower. Brushed through my folds—just a whisper of contact, just enough to make me gasp. "We'll see about that."

His fingers found my clit.

Just his fingers this time. No water jet. Just those thick, calloused fingers pressing against my swollen nub, circling slowly.

"UH—UH—UH—"

I couldn't form words anymore. Just sounds. Desperate, animal sounds that came from somewhere below language.

"That's it." His fingers moved faster. "Build it up again."

"NNNNNH—!"

It didn't take long. I was so close already, had been so close for what felt like hours. His fingers circled my clit and the pleasure built immediately—steep and fast, climbing toward that peak again.

"Getting close?"

"YES—yes—please—don't stop—"

"Mmm."

His fingers kept moving. Faster. Harder. Pressing into my clit with a pressure that was almost painful.

"FUCK—FUCK—I'M GONNA—I'M—"

He stopped.

Pulled his hand away completely.

Left me gasping against the tile, empty and aching and right on the edge of an orgasm that wouldn't come.

"EARL—!"

His name came out as a scream. A sob. A curse.

He just chuckled.

"Not yet, missy."

"WHY—"

"'Cause I said so."

His hands found my hips. Turned me around again—face to the tile now, my breasts pressing against the cold surface, my ass jutting out toward him.

I felt him step closer.

Felt his body heat against my back.

Felt his cock—hard and thick and impossibly big—press into the crack of my ass.

"When you cum," he said, his voice low in my ear, "it's gonna be 'cause I let you. Not 'cause your body decided to. You understand?"

I nodded. Couldn't speak. Could barely breathe.

"Say it."

"I—I understand."

"Understand what?"

"I cum when you let me." The words came out broken. Defeated. "Not before."

"Good girl."

His cock pressed harder against my ass. Not entering—just there. A reminder of everything he could do to me. Everything he was choosing not to do. Yet.

"Now," he said. "Let's try again."

His hand slid around my hip.

Found my clit.

And started all over.

*


CHAPTER 47

"NNNNNH—!"

The sound ripped out of me before I could stop it. His fingers on my clit, circling, pressing, relentless. My face smashed against the cold tile, my ass pushed back toward him, his cock a thick hot brand against my skin.

"UH—UH—UH—"

Too loud. I was being too loud. The old reflex kicked in—Pete's voice in my head, telling me to keep it down, telling me I was embarrassing, telling me—

I slapped my hand over my mouth.

Bit down on my palm. Tried to muffle the sounds coming out of me. Tried to be quiet, be good, be the silent wife Pete had trained me to be.

Earl's free hand caught my wrist.

Yanked it away from my mouth.

"AHHH—!"

The sound exploded out of me. Loud. Desperate. Echoing off the tiles.

He pinned my wrist to the wall above my head. Pressed it there with his massive palm, his fingers wrapping around my forearm, holding me open and exposed.

"Mmmm mmm." A low growl from his chest. Disapproving.

His fingers never stopped moving on my clit.

"FUCK—EARL—FUCK—!"

I tried to bring my other hand up. Tried to cover my mouth again. That instinct so deep I couldn't fight it—three years of being shushed, being silenced, being made to feel ashamed of my own pleasure.

He caught that wrist too.

Pinned it next to the first one. Both my hands trapped above my head now, my body stretched against the tile, completely exposed. Completely helpless. Completely unable to muffle the sounds pouring out of me.

"NNNNNH—! NNNNH—! AH—AH—AH—!"

His chest rumbled against my back. A sound somewhere between a growl and a laugh. His hips pressed forward, grinding his cock into the crack of my ass while his fingers worked my clit.

"UH—UH—UH—UH—!"

I couldn't stop. Couldn't be quiet. Every stroke of his fingers pulled another sound from my throat—moans and gasps and screams and things that weren't even words anymore. Just noise. Just pure animal noise.

"Mmmmmm."

That rumble from his chest again. Satisfied. Pleased.

His fingers moved faster.

"FUCK—! FUCK—! NNNNNH—!"

My hips bucked back against him. Grinding into his cock, chasing his fingers, my whole body moving without my permission. The pleasure was building again—steep and fast, that familiar tightening at the base of my spine.

"Grrrrmmmm."

A growl. Low and rough, vibrating through his chest into my back. His hips rolled forward, his cock sliding through the cleft of my ass, the thick head catching on my tailbone.

"AH—! AH—! DADDY—!"

I was close. So fucking close. My body knew it, my clit knew it, every nerve ending screaming for release.

His fingers slowed.

"NO—! NO NO NO—!"

I thrashed against the wall. Tried to grind down on his hand, tried to get the stimulation back, but he controlled the pace. He controlled everything. My wrists pinned above me, my body trapped between him and the tile, I couldn't do anything but take what he gave.

"Mmm mmm mmm." That low hum. Amused. Patient.

His fingers circled my clit. Slow now. Teasing. Keeping me right on the edge but not letting me fall.

"PLEASE—! NNNNNH—! PLEASE—!"

Words mixing with sounds. Language breaking down into something more basic. My hips jerking, my legs shaking, my whole body one raw nerve begging for release.

"Grrrmmm."

His growl vibrated through me. His cock twitched against my ass. His fingers pressed harder—just for a second—then eased off again.

"AHHH—! FUCK—! I CAN'T—!"

Couldn't what? Couldn't take it? Couldn't hold back? Couldn't survive another second of this torture?

All of it. None of it. I didn't know anymore.

"Mmmm."

His lips found my ear. Hot breath against my skin. No words—just that low rumble, that satisfied hum, that sound of a man completely in control while I fell apart against him.

His fingers sped up.

"UH—UH—UH—UH—UH—!"

The sounds came faster. Higher. My voice climbing toward something—toward release, toward breaking, toward shattering completely.

"DADDY—! DADDY—! I'M—! I'M—!"

"Mmm mmm."

A warning. I felt it more than heard it. That low rumble saying not yet without words.

But I couldn't stop it this time.

The orgasm was right there. Right fucking there. Cresting—

He pulled his hand away.

"NOOOO—!"

The scream tore out of me. Raw. Wrecked. My whole body convulsing with the denied release, my pussy clenching around nothing, my clit throbbing in the empty air.

"PLEASE—! PLEASE—! I CAN'T—! I CAN'T—!"

Tears streaming down my face. Mixing with shower water. My body shaking so hard my teeth chattered. I was breaking. Actually breaking. Three edges in a row and I couldn't take anymore.

"Grrrrmmmm."

His growl was softer now. His lips pressed to the back of my neck. A kiss—almost gentle—while his cock throbbed against my ass and his hands kept my wrists pinned to the wall.

"NNNNNH—nnnnh—nnnnh—"

My sounds were turning into sobs. Whimpers. The fight draining out of me, leaving nothing but need. Pure, desperate, animal need.

"Mmmm."

He released my wrists.

My arms dropped to my sides. Useless. I didn't have the strength to lift them anymore. Didn't have the strength to cover my mouth, to muffle my sounds, to do anything but stand there and shake.

His hands found my hips instead.

Gripped them. Hard. Those massive palms wrapping around my hip bones, his fingers digging into my flesh.

"Grrrmmm."

A growl of intent. I felt him shift behind me. Felt his cock drag down through the crack of my ass—lower, lower—until the head pressed against my soaked entrance.

"AH—!"

Not inside. Just there. Just pressing. Just reminding me what he could do whenever he decided to do it.

"Mmmm mmm mmmm."

That rumbling hum. Question and statement at once.

"YES—!" The word exploded out of me. "YES—PLEASE—ANYTHING—!"

"Grrrrmmmm."

But he didn't push in.

Instead, his cock slid up. Through my folds. The shaft dragging across my swollen clit—thick and hot and impossibly hard.

"NNNNNH—!"

He rocked his hips.

Sliding his cock through my pussy lips. Not entering. Just grinding. The length of him rubbing against my clit with every stroke—up and down, up and down, that massive shaft providing friction where his fingers had been.

"UH—UH—UH—UH—!"

The sounds started again. Loud. Uncontrolled. I didn't even try to cover my mouth this time. Didn't have the strength. Didn't have the will. Just let the noises pour out of me while he used his cock to edge me all over again.

"Mmmmmm."

His chest rumbled against my back. Satisfied. In control. A seventy-three-year-old man grinding his massive cock against my clit while I screamed and sobbed and begged against the shower wall.

Pete could never.

The thought flashed through my mind between waves of sensation. Pete could never do this. Pete could never make me feel this. Pete could never reduce me to nothing but sound and need and desperation.

"DADDY—! DADDY—! PLEASE—!"

"Grrrmmm."

His cock dragged across my clit one more time.

And stopped.

*


CHAPTER 48

"You want it?"

His voice was rough now. That patient calm gone, replaced by something hungrier. His cock pressed against my entrance—just the head, just that fat, swollen tip nudging at my hole.

"YES—!" The word ripped out of me. "YES—PLEASE—!"

"Want this black dick inside you?"

"YES—!"

"Say it."

"I want—I want your black dick inside me—please—"

"Mmm." His hands tightened on my hips. "Little white wife begging for it. Your husband know you out here begging for black cock?"

"No—he doesn't—he—"

"He don't know shit, does he."

It wasn't a question.

"No." My voice cracked. "He doesn't know anything."

"Mmm hmm."

He pushed in.

"AHHHHHHH—!"

The scream tore out of me as he entered. That massive head stretching me open—wider than Pete ever had, wider than anything ever had. My pussy resisted for a split second and then gave way, swallowing him, pulling him deeper.

And I came.

Instantly.

The moment he breached me, the orgasm that had been building for an hour finally broke. It crashed through me like a tidal wave—violent, overwhelming, my whole body seizing around his cock.

"FUCK—! FUCK—! I'M CUMMING—!"

"I know you are."

He didn't stop.

Didn't wait for my orgasm to fade. Didn't give me a moment to adjust. He just kept pushing—inch after inch of thick black cock forcing its way into my spasming pussy.

"NNNNNH—! OH GOD—! OH FUCK—!"

I was cumming and being filled at the same time. My walls clenching around him, trying to pull him deeper, while he fed me more and more of his length. The stretch was impossible. The fullness was impossible. Everything about this was impossible.

"That's it." His voice was a growl. "Take it. Take all of it."

"I CAN'T—! IT'S TOO—!"

"You can."

He bottomed out.

His hips pressed against my ass. His cock buried to the hilt inside me—so deep I could feel him in my stomach, pressing against places Pete had never reached, filling spaces I didn't know I had.

"AHHHHH—!"

The scream echoed off the tiles. My orgasm was still going—rolling through me in waves, my pussy milking his cock, my whole body shaking against the shower wall.

And then he started to move.

"OH—! OH—! OH FUCK—!"

He pulled back. Slow. I felt every inch of him dragging against my walls, that thick shaft scraping nerve endings I didn't know existed. Then he slammed forward.

"AHHH—!"

Hard. Fast. No warmup. No gentle strokes to let me adjust. Just raw, brutal fucking—his hips snapping against my ass, his cock pounding into me, the wet slap of flesh on flesh filling the bathroom.

"UH—UH—UH—UH—!"

The sounds were being fucked out of me. Every thrust forcing another noise from my throat. I couldn't think, couldn't breathe, couldn't do anything but brace against the wall and take it.

"Tight little white pussy." His voice was rough in my ear. "Squeezing my dick so good."

"NNNNNH—!"

"Your husband ever fuck you like this?"

"NO—!" The word exploded out between thrusts. "NEVER—!"

"'Course he didn't." Another brutal slam. "Little white boy don't know how to fuck his own wife."

"AH—! AH—! AH—!"

He was right. Pete didn't know. Pete had never known. Pete with his soft dick and softer strokes, his two-minute sessions, his pathetic attempts at sex that left me empty and aching.

This was different.

This was being fucked.

Actually fucked—hard and deep and relentless. Earl's massive cock splitting me open with every thrust, reaching places Pete couldn't dream of, making me feel things Pete couldn't imagine.

"FUCK—! DADDY—! FUCK—!"

"Mmm hmm." His hands gripped my hips harder. Pulled me back onto his cock as he thrust forward, doubling the impact. "That's right. Scream my name."

"DADDY—! DADDY—! OH GOD—!"

The first orgasm hadn't even finished before the second one started building. That impossible pressure at the base of my spine, coiling tighter with every thrust of his hips.

"Gonna cum again, ain't you."

"YES—! YES—! I'M—!"

"Already?" A dark chuckle. "White girl can't handle black dick?"

"I CAN'T—! IT'S TOO MUCH—!"

"You're gonna handle it." His pace didn't slow. If anything, he fucked harder. "Gonna take every inch. Gonna cum on this dick till you can't see straight."

"NNNNNH—! FUCK—!"

His hand left my hip. Slid around to my front. Found my clit.

"NO—! TOO MUCH—!"

"Take it."

His fingers pressed against my swollen nub. Started rubbing—fast, rough, in time with his thrusts. Cock inside me and fingers on my clit and his other hand gripping my hip hard enough to bruise.

"AHHHHH—!"

The second orgasm hit.

Harder than the first. My whole body convulsing, my pussy clamping down on his cock so tight he grunted, my legs giving out completely. Only his grip on my hip kept me standing.

"CUMMING—! I'M CUMMING—! FUCK—!"

"I feel it." His voice was strained now. Rougher. "Feel that white pussy squeezing my black cock."

"NNNNNH—! NNNNNH—!"

He didn't stop fucking me.

Through my orgasm, through my screams, through my body shaking and my legs failing—he just kept pounding. That relentless rhythm, that brutal pace, his cock hammering into me like he was trying to break me.

Maybe he was.

Maybe I wanted him to.

"Look at you." His lips brushed my ear. "Married white woman cumming on her neighbor's dick. Your husband's right next door and you're in here screaming for black cock."

"YES—! YES—!"

"This what you needed? What your little white husband couldn't give you?"

"YES—! GOD YES—!"

"Mmm." His thrusts got harder. Faster. "Gonna give you something else he can't."

I didn't know what he meant. Couldn't think enough to figure it out. Could only hold on while he fucked me into the tile, my face pressed against the cold surface, my ass bouncing against his hips, his cock destroying me from the inside.

"DADDY—! DADDY—! I CAN'T—!"

"You can." Another brutal thrust. "And you're gonna cum again."

"I CAN'T—! I ALREADY—!"

"Again."

His fingers pressed harder on my clit. His cock drove deeper—if that was even possible. I felt him in my chest. Felt him in my throat. Felt him everywhere, filling me, overwhelming me, remaking me into something that existed only for this.

"FUCK—! FUCK—! FUUUUCK—!"

The third orgasm crashed through me.

This one was different. Bigger. My whole body went rigid—every muscle locking, my back arching so hard it hurt, a scream tearing out of my throat that didn't even sound human.

"AHHHHHHHHHHH—!"

I was gone.

Completely gone. Nothing left of Rachel Miller, nothing left of Pete's wife, nothing left of the quiet, frustrated woman who'd moved next door two weeks ago. Just this. Just sensation. Just a body being fucked into oblivion by a seventy-three-year-old black man in his shower.

"There it is." Earl's voice was a growl. "There's that cum. Feel it all over my dick."

"NNNNNH—! NNNNH—!"

I couldn't form words anymore. Just sounds—desperate, broken sounds that came from somewhere below language. My pussy was spasming around him, milking his cock, gushing around his shaft until I could hear it. That wet, obscene squelch of a cunt being fucked raw.

"Tight." His breath was ragged now. "Still so fucking tight. Husband ain't never stretched you out, has he."

I shook my head. Couldn't speak.

"Little white boy with his little white dick." Another thrust. "Couldn't fill you up if he tried."

"NO—!" The word finally came out. "He can't—he never—"

"I know he can't." Earl's pace was getting faster. Rougher. Losing that controlled rhythm. "That's why you're here. That's why you're taking this black dick."

"YES—!"

"That's why you're gonna keep coming back."

"YES—! DADDY—! YES—!"

But I was fading.

Three orgasms. Three brutal, back-to-back orgasms that had drained everything out of me. My body was giving up—my legs completely useless now, my arms hanging limp at my sides, my head lolling forward against the tile.

I was going limp.

And he was still fucking me.

Still pounding into my used, spent body like it didn't matter that I'd already cum three times. Like my pleasure was just a side effect of his. Like I was a thing to be used until he was finished.

"NNNNNH—nnnnh—nnnnh—"

My sounds were getting weaker. Quieter. My throat raw from screaming. My body too exhausted to make noise anymore.

But Earl didn't slow down.

His hands gripped my hips—the only thing keeping me upright now. His cock drove into me over and over, that relentless pace, that brutal rhythm, using my limp body like a rag doll.

"Still tight." His voice was strained. Rougher than before. "Still squeezing me even when you can't move."

I couldn't respond. Could barely breathe. Could only hang there, pinned between his body and the wall, while he fucked me through my own exhaustion.

This was what it felt like.

This was what it felt like to be truly fucked. Not the careful, considerate sex I'd had before. Not the timid, soft-dicked attempts from Pete. This was a man taking what he wanted from a woman's body, using her until he was satisfied, and not giving a damn if she was conscious enough to participate.

"Uhhh—uhhh—uhhh—"

Weak sounds. Pathetic sounds. The sounds of a woman who'd been fucked past the point of response but was still being fucked anyway.

His thrusts were getting shorter now. Sharper. That controlled rhythm finally breaking apart.

He was getting close.

*


CHAPTER 49

"Gonna cum."

The words cut through the fog in my brain. His voice—rough, strained, that deep rumble I felt more than heard.

"Gonna cum inside this white pussy."

Inside.

The word registered somewhere distant. He wasn't wearing a condom. Hadn't even asked. Hadn't even pretended to care. He was going to—

"You want it?"

"Uhhh—" I couldn't form words. My body was too wrecked. Too used. Too far gone to respond properly.

"Asked you a question, missy." His hips slammed forward. Hard. "You want my cum inside you?"

"YES—" The word came out broken. Desperate.

"Want me to breed this married pussy?"

"YES—!"

"Want me to knock you up?"

The question hit me like ice water. Knock me up. He was talking about—he meant—

"Your husband can't do it, can he." Not a question. "Little white boy with his weak little swimmers. Bet y'all been trying for a baby and he can't get the job done."

We hadn't been trying. We'd been avoiding it—or I had. Using birth control because I knew, deep down, that I didn't want Pete's baby. Didn't want to be tied to that soft, passionless man forever.

But I wasn't on anything right now.

I'd stopped the pill three months ago because Pete wasn't fucking me anyway. What was the point? We hadn't had sex in weeks before this. I hadn't thought—hadn't planned—hadn't imagined I'd be in this position, pinned to a shower wall with a seventy-three-year-old man's cock buried inside me.

"Earl—" My voice cracked. "I'm not—I'm not on anything—"

"I know."

He knew?

"Can smell it on you." Another thrust. Deep. "Fertile. Ready. Your body's been waiting for this even if you didn't know it."

"But—but I could—"

"You could what?" His hand found my chin. Turned my face toward him. I couldn't see his eyes behind those dark glasses, but I felt his attention. "You could get pregnant? That what you scared of?"

"Yes—"

"You should be."

His hips pulled back. Slow. I felt every inch of him dragging against my walls.

"'Cause I'm gonna pump this pussy so full of cum it'll be dripping out of you for days." He slammed forward. "Gonna fill you up till there ain't no room left."

"NNNNNH—!"

"Gonna breed you like your husband never could."

The words were doing something to me. Something I didn't understand. My wrecked, exhausted body was responding—my pussy clenching around him, my clit throbbing, a new wave of heat building in my core.

I should have been terrified.

I should have been pushing him away, begging him to pull out, thinking about Plan B and morning-after pills and all the ways to undo what was about to happen.

But I wasn't.

"Do it." The words fell out of my mouth before I could stop them. "Do it—please—"

"Do what?"

"Cum inside me." My voice was shaking. "Breed me. Knock me up. I don't care—please—I need it—"

"Mmmmm." A dark, satisfied sound. "There it is. There's that white wife begging for black seed."

"Please—daddy—please—"

"Begging to get knocked up by her neighbor while her husband sits next door."

"YES—!"

"What would Pete say if he knew?" Another thrust. Harder. "If he knew his wife was in here begging for an old black man's cum?"

"He'd—he'd—"

"He'd what? Cry? Get mad? He ain't man enough to do nothing about it."

"No—he's not—"

"That's right." Earl's pace was getting erratic now. Losing control. "He ain't. And you know what else?"

"What—"

"Even if you took Plan B—" His voice dropped lower. Rougher. "Even if you swallowed a whole bottle of them pills—my cum's too strong. Too potent. Seventy-three years of seed backed up in these balls, waiting for a tight little white pussy to put it in."

"NNNNNH—!"

"You're gonna be pregnant, missy. Ain't nothing you can do about it now."

The words should have scared me.

They did the opposite.

"YES—!" I was screaming again. Finding strength I didn't know I had left. "YES—DO IT—KNOCK ME UP—!"

"Grrrmmm." His growl vibrated through me. His thrusts got faster. Shorter. His cock swelling inside me, getting even bigger, even harder.

"BREED ME—! PLEASE—! I WANT IT—!"

"You want this old black man's baby?"

"YES—!"

"Want to carry my seed while your husband thinks it's his?"

"YES—! DADDY—! PLEASE—!"

His hands clamped down on my hips. Brutal grip. Holding me in place.

"Then take it."

He buried himself to the hilt.

And came.

"GRRRRAAAAHHHHH—!"

The roar shook the bathroom. Shook me. That deep, primal sound ripping out of his chest—a seventy-three-year-old man emptying his balls into a thirty-four-year-old married woman.

I felt it.

The first spurt hit deep inside me—hot and thick and so much more than Pete ever produced. I gasped. Then another spurt. And another. His cock pulsing, throbbing, pumping wave after wave of cum into my womb.

"AHHH—! AHHH—! I FEEL IT—!"

"Mmmm." His hips ground forward. Still cumming. Still pumping. "Feel me filling you up?"

"YES—! OH GOD—!"

And then I started crying.

Not from sadness. Not from regret. From something else—something I didn't have a name for. The tears poured down my face, mixing with the shower water, my whole body shaking with sobs and aftershocks.

"There you go." Earl's voice was soft now. Almost gentle. "Let it out."

"I can—I can feel it—" I was babbling between sobs. "So much—there's so much—"

"Told you." Another pulse of cum. Another hot flood deep inside me. "Seventy-three years of seed. Been saving it up."

"NNNNNH—!"

He was still cumming. Still pumping. How was there so much? Pete would have been done in two weak spurts—his sad little dribble that barely coated his own dick. But Earl was flooding me. Actually flooding me. I could feel the pressure building inside, feel his cum filling spaces I didn't know existed.

"That's it." His hand stroked my hip. "Taking it all. Good girl."

"Daddy—" I sobbed. "Daddy, I'm gonna—you're gonna—"

"Gonna knock you up?" He chuckled. Low and dark. "Yeah. I am."

"I know." The words came out wet. Broken. "I know and I don't—I don't care—I want it—"

"Shhhh." His lips brushed my ear. "I know you do."

His cock finally stopped pulsing. But he didn't pull out. Stayed buried inside me, plugging me, keeping his cum trapped where he'd put it.

"Gonna stay right here for a minute." His voice was lazy now. Satisfied. "Let that seed soak in good."

I nodded. Couldn't speak anymore. Could only cry and shake and feel the heat of his cum inside me—so different from Pete's watery nothing. Thick and hot and potent. Alive.

I wasn't Pete's wife anymore.

I was something else now. Something that belonged to the old blind man next door. Something that would keep coming back to this shower, this cock, this cum, until—

Until I was round with his baby.

The thought made my pussy clench around him. Made fresh tears spill down my cheeks. Made me moan—weak and broken and completely surrendered.

"Feel that." Earl's voice was amused. "Pussy squeezing me again just thinking about it."

"I can't help it—"

"I know you can't." He ground his hips forward. Stirring his cum inside me. "That's how it's supposed to be. That's what your body's been waiting for."

"Yes—"

"That little white boy never stood a chance."

"No—"

"You was always gonna end up here." Another slow grind. "On this black dick. Full of this black seed. Getting bred like you was meant to be."

"Yes—" I was still crying. Couldn't stop. "Yes, daddy—I was—"

He held there. Buried deep. His cum soaking into my womb. His hands steady on my hips. His body pressed against my back—warm and solid and more present than Pete had ever been.

The water poured over us.

And I stayed pinned to the wall. Full. Bred. His.

*


EPILOGUE


CHAPTER 50

I don't remember leaving Earl's apartment.

Don't remember getting dressed—though I must have, because I was wearing my clothes when I walked through my own front door. Don't remember the hallway, the twenty feet between 4B and 4A, the journey from his world back to mine.

What I remember is the fullness.

His cum still inside me. Thick and hot, plugged deep where he'd left it. I could feel it with every step—that heavy, liquid weight shifting in my core. Some of it had leaked out in his bathroom, running down my thighs while I fumbled with my dress. But most of it was still there. Still soaking into places Pete had never reached.

Earl had made me shower with him after. A real shower this time—actually cleaning, not just fucking. His hands had been gentle. Almost tender. He'd washed my hair with his shampoo, worked soap across my shoulders and back, rinsed me clean of sweat and tears and everything except what he'd pumped inside me.

"Can't wash that out," he'd said when I'd reached between my legs. "Leave it."

So I had.

Now I stood in my own doorway, keys in my hand, smelling like Earl's jasmine soap instead of my usual lavender. My hair was still damp. My legs were still unsteady. My body was clean on the outside and absolutely ruined on the inside.

Pete was on the couch.

Of course he was on the couch. Where else would Pete be at four in the afternoon on a Saturday? He was sprawled across the cushions in his usual position—laptop balanced on his stomach, phone in his hand, the TV playing something he wasn't watching in the background. The same position he'd been in when I left. The same position he was always in.

He didn't look up when I walked in.

I closed the door behind me. Dropped my keys on the side table. Stood there in the entryway of my own apartment, waiting for my husband to acknowledge my existence.

Five seconds.

Ten seconds.

He scrolled through something on his phone. Tapped. Scrolled again.

"Hey," I finally said.

"Hmm?" He still didn't look up. "Oh, hey babe. What's up?"

What's up. I'd just spent the last three hours getting fucked senseless by our seventy-three-year-old neighbor and my husband wanted to know what's up.

"Nothing." I walked into the living room. My thighs pressed together with every step, hyperaware of the slickness between them. "Just got back."

"Got back from where?"

He asked the question without any real curiosity. Just words filling space while his thumb kept scrolling.

"I was..." I hesitated. The lie was right there, easy and obvious, but I wanted to see something first. "I was next door. At Earl's."

That got a reaction. Sort of.

Pete's scrolling paused for half a second. His eyebrows twitched upward. Then he snorted and went back to his phone.

"Again? You're like his personal assistant now. What'd he need this time, help finding the remote?"

"Something like that."

"You're too nice, you know that?" Pete shifted on the couch, adjusting his laptop. Still not looking at me. "Guy's got family somewhere, right? Let them deal with him."

"He doesn't have anyone, Pete. His wife died fifteen years ago."

"Still." He shrugged. "Not your problem."

I stared at the back of his head. At the soft brown hair that was starting to thin at the crown. At the pale strip of neck visible above his t-shirt collar. At this man I'd married three years ago, this man I'd promised to spend my life with, this man who couldn't be bothered to look at me while we talked.

"Pete."

"Yeah?"

"Can you look at me when I'm talking to you?"

He sighed. The put-upon sigh of a man being asked to do something unreasonable. But he paused his scrolling and turned his head, giving me approximately forty percent of his attention.

"What?"

I didn't know what I wanted him to see. The guilt on my face? The flush in my cheeks? The fact that I was standing differently, holding myself differently, existing differently than I had three hours ago?

He saw none of it.

"Nothing," I said. "Never mind."

"Okay." He turned back to his phone. Conversation over.

*


CHAPTER 51

I walked past the couch toward the kitchen. Needed water. Needed something to do with my hands. Needed to not be standing in front of my husband while another man's cum slowly leaked into my underwear.

"Hey, did you change your shampoo or something?"

I froze with my hand on the refrigerator door.

"What?"

"You smell different." Pete sniffed the air without looking up. "Like... I don't know. Flowers or something. It's nice."

My heart was pounding. He'd noticed. He'd actually noticed something. For one terrible, thrilling second I thought—

"Did you go to the gym? There's that new place on fifth that has showers."

The relief was dizzying. And right behind it, the disappointment.

"There's no gym on fifth, Pete."

"Isn't there? I thought I saw—"

"I went for a run."

The lie came out smooth. Easy. Like I'd been practicing it for years instead of inventing it on the spot.

"Oh." Pete nodded, satisfied with this explanation. "That explains it. You look kind of sweaty."

I looked kind of sweaty. I'd just been fucked for three hours straight, had four orgasms, got bred by an old man in his shower, and my husband thought I looked "kind of sweaty."

"Yeah." I pulled a water bottle from the fridge. "It was hot out."

"You should do that more often. The running thing. You've been saying you want to get more exercise."

Had I? I couldn't remember saying that. Couldn't remember most of the things I'd said to Pete over the last few months. Our conversations blurred together into one long, meaningless hum of "how was your day" and "what do you want for dinner" and "I'm going to bed."

"Maybe I will," I said.

"Good for you, babe."

He went back to his phone. I stood in the kitchen drinking water I didn't taste, watching the back of my husband's head, feeling Earl's cum slowly cooling inside me.

This was my life.

This was what I'd chosen. Three years ago I'd stood in front of our families and promised to love this man forever. I'd meant it then. I'd really, truly meant it. Pete had been funny and sweet and attentive in those early days. He'd looked at me like I was something special. He'd touched me like he wanted to.

When had that stopped?

When had he become this? This lump on the couch, this phone-addicted stranger, this man who couldn't muster enough interest to wonder why his wife smelled like someone else's soap?

"Pete."

"Hmm?"

"Did you eat lunch?"

"Uh..." He thought about it. "I had some chips earlier. And there was that leftover pizza."

"That's not lunch. That's snacking."

"Same thing."

It wasn't the same thing. But I didn't have the energy to argue. Didn't have the energy for any of this—the small talk, the pretending, the acting like everything was normal when I could still feel Earl's handprints on my hips.

"I'm going to take a shower," I said.

"Didn't you just shower? At the gym?"

"There is no gym, Pete. I went for a run. And I want a real shower, in my own bathroom, with my own stuff."

"Okay, okay." He held up his hands in mock surrender, still not looking at me. "Jeez. Someone's touchy."

Someone's touchy. I'd just let another man cum inside me and my husband thought I was being touchy.

"I'll start dinner after," I said, already walking toward the hallway.

"Sounds good. Hey, can we do that pasta thing? The one with the—"

"Sure, Pete."

"—with the red sauce and the—"

"Sure."

"Cool. Thanks babe."

I walked into the bathroom and closed the door. Locked it. Pressed my back against the wood and stood there, breathing, trying to remember how to exist in this apartment, in this life, in this body that didn't feel like mine anymore.

The mirror was right there. I could see myself in it—flushed cheeks, swollen lips, hair still damp and wavy from Earl's shower. I looked different. I looked like a woman who'd just been thoroughly, completely fucked.

Pete hadn't noticed.

Pete wouldn't notice if I walked in wearing a sign that said "I JUST FUCKED THE NEIGHBOR." He'd glance up, say "nice sign babe," and go back to his phone.

I peeled off my dress. My bra. My underwear—soaked through, heavy with the cum that had been leaking out of me for the last twenty minutes. I held them up and looked at the mess. The white streaks on dark fabric. The evidence of what I'd done.

Then I dropped them in the hamper and stepped into the shower.

The water was hot. My own water pressure, my own temperature, my own tiles. Everything familiar. Everything the same as it had been this morning, before I'd gone next door, before Earl had pulled me into his bathroom, before everything changed.

I reached between my legs.

He was still there. Still inside me, even after all this time. I pressed two fingers into myself and felt the thick, sticky remnants of what he'd left behind. So different from Pete's watery nothing. So much more.

I brought my fingers to my lips.

Tasted him.

Closed my eyes and remembered the sound of his voice—"Gonna breed you like your husband never could"—and felt my pussy clench around nothing.

Tomorrow, I thought.

Tomorrow I'd go back.

*


CHAPTER 52

That night, something shifted.

We'd eaten dinner—the pasta Pete wanted, the one with the red sauce—in our usual silence. Him scrolling through his phone between bites. Me pushing food around my plate, not tasting any of it. The TV playing some show neither of us was watching. Just two people existing in the same space without actually being together.

Normal. This was normal for us now.

But I didn't feel normal.

I felt electric. Restless. My body was still humming from what Earl had done to it, still aching in places I'd forgotten could ache. Every time I shifted in my chair, I felt the soreness between my legs. Every time I breathed, I remembered his hands on my ribs, his mouth on my neck, his cock buried so deep I could feel him in my chest.

Pete noticed nothing.

He finished his pasta, dropped his plate in the sink without rinsing it, and wandered back to the couch. Same position as before. Same phone in his hand. Same complete disinterest in the woman he'd married.

I did the dishes. Wiped down the counters. Stood in my own kitchen feeling like a stranger in my own life.

And then I made a decision.

"Pete."

"Hmm?"

"Come to bed."

He looked up from his phone. Actually looked up, which was unusual enough that I noticed it. His eyebrows were furrowed, confused, like I'd asked him to solve a math problem.

"It's like... eight-thirty."

"I know what time it is."

"You want to go to bed at eight-thirty?"

"Yes."

He stared at me. I could see him trying to process this, trying to figure out what I was really asking. It had been so long since I'd initiated anything that he'd forgotten what it looked like.

"Oh," he said finally. "Oh, you mean like... bed bed."

"Yes, Pete. Bed bed."

"Huh." He set his phone down on the coffee table. Stretched his arms over his head like this was some great inconvenience. "Yeah, okay. Sure. Let me just finish this—"

"Now."

The word came out sharper than I intended. Pete's eyebrows shot up.

"Okay, jeez. Someone's eager."

I wasn't eager. That wasn't the right word for what I was feeling. I was... testing something. Trying to figure out if my husband could make me feel even a fraction of what Earl had made me feel. Trying to give him one last chance before I wrote him off completely.

We walked to the bedroom.

Pete pulled his shirt over his head and tossed it toward the hamper. Missed. Left it on the floor. He shucked off his pants the same way—careless, sloppy, leaving a trail of clothes behind him like he expected someone else to pick them up.

I stood by the bed and watched him.

His body was so different from Earl's. Soft where Earl was solid. Pale where Earl was dark. Hairless and smooth where Earl was rough and textured. Pete's chest was the chest of a man who'd never done physical labor in his life. No definition. No history written on his skin. Just... flesh. Unremarkable flesh.

He climbed onto the bed in his boxers and looked at me expectantly.

"You coming?"

I pulled my shirt over my head. Unhooked my bra. Let them both fall to the floor.

Pete's eyes went to my breasts. Finally, some interest. Some sign that he was actually present, actually paying attention to the woman undressing in front of him.

"Nice," he said.

Nice. Earl had called my body a lot of things. Beautiful. Perfect. Made for this. Nice wasn't one of them.

I slid off my pants. My underwear. Stood there naked in front of my husband for the first time in weeks.

Pete's hand moved to his crotch. Started rubbing himself through his boxers—lazy, mechanical, like he was trying to wake something up that didn't want to be awake.

"Come here," he said.

I didn't move.

"I want you to do something for me."

"What?"

"I want you to go down on me."

The words hung in the air. Pete's hand stopped moving. He stared at me like I'd just asked him to lick the floor.

"You want me to... what?"

"Eat me out, Pete. Lick my pussy. Whatever you want to call it."

"I..." He shifted uncomfortably. "I mean, I'm not really... that's not really my thing."

"I know it's not your thing. You've never done it. Not once in three years."

"Because it's..." He made a face. That face. The one he always made when I suggested anything outside his narrow comfort zone. "It's kind of gross, isn't it? Like, hygiene-wise."

"Hygiene-wise."

"You know what I mean."

I did know what he meant. I'd heard this argument before, years ago when I'd first suggested it. Pete thought oral sex was dirty. Pete thought putting his mouth on a woman was somehow beneath him. Pete was perfectly happy to shove his dick in my face whenever he wanted a blowjob, but the idea of reciprocating made him wrinkle his nose like it was the most disgusting thing he'd ever been asked to do.

"I showered," I said. "Twice, actually. I'm clean."

"It's not about being clean, it's just..." He shrugged. "I don't know. It's weird."

"Earl didn't think it was weird."

The words came out before I could stop them.

Pete froze.

"What?"

My heart was pounding. What was I doing? Why had I said that? Some part of me wanted him to know, wanted him to figure it out, wanted to blow up this whole pathetic farce of a marriage right here and now.

But Pete wasn't capable of figuring anything out.

"The porn," I said quickly. "Earl's porn. Through the wall. You can hear them talking about it all the time. The guys going down on the women. They don't seem to think it's weird."

Pete's face relaxed. Of course. Of course he'd accept that explanation without question.

"That's porn, babe. It's not real. Those guys get paid to do that stuff."

"So you'll only go down on me if someone pays you?"

"That's not what I—" He sighed. Rubbed his face with his hands. "Why are you being like this?"

"Like what?"

"I don't know. Pushy. Demanding. It's not like you."

He was right. It wasn't like me. The Rachel from this morning would never have pushed this hard, would never have demanded anything, would have just accepted Pete's excuses and given him a handjob and gone to sleep unsatisfied like always.

But that Rachel was gone.

That Rachel had been fucked out of existence in Earl Thompson's shower.

"Please," I said. The word tasted foreign in my mouth. I couldn't remember the last time I'd had to beg my own husband for anything sexual. "Just try it. For me."

Pete looked at me. Really looked, for maybe the first time all day. I could see him calculating—weighing his discomfort against my request, trying to figure out the minimum effort required to make this go away.

"Fine," he said finally. "But if it's weird, I'm stopping."

"Fine."

I climbed onto the bed. Lay back against the pillows. Spread my legs.

Pete positioned himself between my thighs with all the enthusiasm of a man approaching a tax audit. He looked down at my pussy like it was something that might bite him. His nose wrinkled slightly—that face again, that disgusted little scrunch that made me want to scream.

"Okay," he said. "Here goes."

He leaned down.

And licked me.

One single, hesitant lick. His tongue barely making contact, skimming across my surface like he was afraid of getting too close. Then he pulled back and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

"There," he said. "How was that?"

I stared at the ceiling.

How was that. He'd touched me for approximately half a second and he wanted to know how it was.

"Keep going."

"Seriously?"

"Yes, Pete. Seriously. That was nothing."

He sighed again. That put-upon, long-suffering sigh that I was starting to hate more than anything else about him. But he leaned back down and tried again.

This time he actually made contact. His tongue pressed flat against me, dragging upward in a slow, mechanical stroke. No technique. No attention to what might actually feel good. Just a tongue moving across flesh because I'd asked it to.

I closed my eyes.

Tried to feel something. Tried to find some spark of pleasure in what he was doing. But there was nothing. Just wet pressure. Just the physical sensation of being touched without any of the electricity, any of the heat, any of the overwhelming pleasure Earl had given me.

Earl had eaten my pussy like he was starving for it.

Earl had buried his face between my legs and made sounds—those satisfied "mmmm" sounds that vibrated through my whole body. Earl had found my clit with his tongue and worked it until I screamed, until I squirted, until I forgot my own name.

Pete was licking me like he was trying to get it over with.

"Am I doing it right?" His voice came from between my thighs, muffled and irritated. "I can't tell if—"

"Just keep going."

He kept going. More mechanical strokes. His tongue moving in the same pattern over and over—up, down, up, down—like he'd read about oral sex in a manual and was following the instructions without understanding any of it.

I thought about Earl.

Thought about his gray beard scratching my thighs. His big hands spreading me open. His blind eyes closed in concentration as he worked me over with his mouth. The sounds he made. The way he growled against my pussy when I pulled his hair.

"Daddy..."
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The word slipped out before I could catch it.

Pete's head shot up.

"What?"

"Nothing." My face was burning. "I didn't say anything."

"You said—" He stared at me. "Did you just call me daddy?"

"No."

"You did. You definitely did." His face twisted into something between confusion and disgust. "Since when is that a thing? We've never done that."

"I didn't say it. You're hearing things."

"I'm not—" He shook his head. Sat back on his heels, wiping his mouth again. "You know what, this is weird. I told you this was weird."

"Pete—"

"No, I'm done." He climbed off the bed. Grabbed his boxers from where he'd dropped them. "I tried, okay? I did what you asked. But you're being strange tonight and I don't know what's going on with you."

I lay there with my legs still spread, watching my husband pull his clothes back on. Watching him retreat from the bed like I was contaminated. Watching him choose his own comfort over my pleasure, the way he always did, the way he would always do.

"Fine," I said.

"Don't be like that."

"Like what?"

"All... cold and whatever." He pulled his shirt over his head. "I said I tried."

"You licked me four times, Pete. Four times in three years."

"And it was gross, okay? I'm sorry, but it was. I don't know how guys do that." He shuddered. Actually shuddered, like the memory of touching me was physically unpleasant. "Can we just do normal stuff? Like regular sex?"

Regular sex.

Pete's version of regular sex. Him on top, pumping away for three minutes, finishing before I felt anything, rolling over and falling asleep.

"No," I said.

"No?"

"I don't want to have sex tonight."

Pete stared at me. "But you just—you were the one who wanted to come to bed early. You said—"

"I changed my mind."

"Rachel, what the hell is going on with you today?"

I didn't answer. Just pulled the blankets over my body and turned away from him. Faced the wall. The wall we shared with Earl.

I could hear him over there. Not the porn—not tonight. Just the faint sounds of movement. Footsteps. A door closing. The quiet rhythm of someone else's life happening twenty feet away from mine.

"Fine," Pete said behind me. "Fine. Whatever. I'm going back to the living room."

"Okay."

"Don't wait up."

I wasn't planning to.

I heard him leave. Heard the bedroom door close. Heard the TV turn on in the other room—loud, aggressive, Pete's way of punishing me for not giving him what he wanted.

I lay there in the dark and listened to him sulking in the other room.

The TV volume was obnoxious. Some action movie, explosions and gunfire, Pete's passive-aggressive way of letting me know he was upset. He'd stay out there for an hour or two, stewing, waiting for me to come apologize.

And the pathetic thing was—I was going to.

Not because I wanted to. Not because I thought I'd done anything wrong. But because this was my life. This was my marriage. And no matter what had happened with Earl today, I still had to exist in this apartment, with this man, pretending everything was normal.

I got out of bed.

Pulled on a t-shirt—one of Pete's old ones, soft and worn—and walked out to the living room. He was exactly where I knew he'd be. Sprawled on the couch, phone in hand, TV blaring. He didn't look up when I entered.

"Pete."

Nothing.

"Pete, I'm sorry."

That got a reaction. A small one—a slight turn of his head, a flicker of acknowledgment.

"For what?"

"For being weird tonight. I don't know what got into me."

I knew exactly what had gotten into me. About a foot of it, buried to the hilt, pumping me full of cum. But Pete didn't need to know that.

"You were being really weird," he said. Still not looking at me. "The whole daddy thing? What was that about?"

"I don't know. I heard it in... in something I was watching. It just slipped out."

"It was creepy."

"I know. I'm sorry."

He was quiet for a moment. I could see him processing, weighing his wounded pride against his desire to not be in a fight. Pete hated conflict. Hated anything that required emotional effort. He'd forgive me just to make this awkwardness go away.

"Okay," he said finally. "But like... can we just be normal? I don't want to do weird stuff. I just want regular, normal sex. Is that too much to ask?"

Regular, normal sex. The kind where he climbed on top of me for three minutes and I lay there feeling nothing.

"No," I said. "That's not too much to ask."

"Good." He shifted on the couch, making room. An invitation. "Come here."

I sat down next to him. He muted the TV—a gesture so rare I almost commented on it—and turned to face me. His hand found my thigh. Started sliding upward.

"So..." He gave me that look. The one he thought was seductive but really just looked hopeful. "You want to try again? Go back to the bedroom?"

"I'm tired, Pete."

"Oh come on." His hand squeezed my thigh. "You got me all worked up earlier and then just left me hanging. That's not fair."

Not fair. He'd licked me four times, made a disgusted face, and then stormed off—and he was the one who'd been left hanging.

"I said I'm tired."

"Can you at least..." He glanced down at his lap. At the slight bulge forming in his boxers. "You know. Help me out? Since you started this whole thing?"

I looked at my husband. At his soft face, his hopeful eyes, his half-hard dick tenting his underwear. This man who couldn't go down on me for more than thirty seconds. This man who thought his pleasure was more important than mine. This man who had no idea that his wife had spent the afternoon getting bred by the neighbor.

"Fine," I said.

I reached over and slipped my hand into his boxers.

He was already half-hard—which was impressive for Pete. Usually it took several minutes of direct stimulation before anything happened. Maybe the earlier attempt at oral had actually gotten him going. Maybe the fight had turned him on somehow. Men were weird about that.

I wrapped my fingers around his shaft.

And there it was. That familiar, disappointing feeling. Pete's dick in my hand—soft and thin and unremarkable. I'd touched this dick hundreds of times over the years. Stroked it, sucked it, let it inside me. And I'd never felt anything like what I'd felt holding Earl's cock.

Earl had been thick. So thick my fingers couldn't close around him. Heavy and hot and alive, pulsing with blood, twitching at my touch.

Pete was... Pete.

I started stroking.

"Mmm." He leaned back against the couch. Closed his eyes. "Yeah, that's good."

Was it? I was barely doing anything. Just moving my hand up and down, mechanical and bored, the same motion I'd made a thousand times before. But Pete acted like it was the best thing he'd ever felt.

"Little faster," he said.

I went faster.

His dick was fully hard now. Which meant it was maybe five inches long, thin enough that my fingers overlapped when I gripped him. The head was small and pink, nothing like the fat, dark mushroom tip of Earl's cock. The whole thing looked pathetic. Underwhelming. Like something that should've come with an apology.

"Yeah," Pete breathed. "Just like that."

I kept stroking.

Thought about Earl. About the weight of him in my hand. About the way he'd twitched and pulsed when I touched him, the way his whole body had responded to my fingers. About the sounds he'd made—those deep, rumbling grunts that vibrated through his chest.

Pete made sounds too. Little whimpers. High-pitched gasps. Noises that sounded more like complaints than pleasure.

"I'm close," he said. Already. It had been maybe two minutes. "Keep going, I'm gonna—"

His hips jerked.

And he came.

I watched it happen with something like clinical detachment. His face scrunched up. His body tensed. And then—

A dribble.

That's all it was. A sad, watery dribble that oozed out of his tip and ran down over my fingers. Thin and clear, barely white, more like precum than actual cum. I'd seen Pete cum before, obviously, but after Earl—after that massive, flooding, seemingly endless load that had filled me up and leaked out for hours—this was almost comical.

This was what my husband produced.

This weak, watery nothing.

"Fuck," Pete groaned. He slumped back against the couch, breathing hard, like he'd just run a marathon instead of receiving a two-minute handjob. "That was good. I needed that."

I looked at my hand. At the small puddle of thin liquid in my palm. At the evidence of my husband's orgasm—if you could even call it that.

Earl had cum so much I'd choked on it. Earl had cum so hard his roar shook the bathroom walls. Earl had pumped load after load into my pussy until I felt it in my stomach.

And Pete produced... this.

"I'm gonna go wash my hands," I said.

"Okay babe." His eyes were already closing. Post-orgasm Pete was sleepy Pete. "Thanks. That was really good. Love you."

"Love you too."

The words came out automatic. Meaningless. I walked to the bathroom and washed Pete's cum off my fingers—it took about three seconds, there was so little of it—and stared at myself in the mirror.

*


CHAPTER 54

PETE

Things were good.

Like, really good. Better than they'd been in a while, actually. I couldn't quite put my finger on when it started—maybe a few weeks ago?—but something had shifted in my marriage and I was here for it.

Rachel was different lately.

Good different. She had this energy about her, this glow or whatever you want to call it. She was exercising more, which was great. She'd started going for runs almost every day, sometimes twice a day, and it was clearly doing something for her. Her skin looked healthier. Her eyes were brighter. She seemed more... alive, I guess. More present.

And she was being nicer to the neighbor, which I appreciated.

Earl. The old blind guy in 4B. Rachel had really taken him under her wing over the past few weeks. She was over there all the time—bringing him food, helping him with stuff around the apartment, just being a good person. That was one of the things I'd always loved about her, honestly. She had a big heart. She cared about people.

Even if the guy was kind of weird.

I mean, the porn thing was still happening. Every night, sometimes during the day too, you could hear it through the walls. Those ridiculous movies with all the moaning and the dirty talk. "Take that black cock" and "breed that white pussy" and whatever. It was honestly kind of hilarious. This seventy-something blind dude just blasting interracial porn at full volume like he didn't have neighbors.

Rachel didn't think it was as funny as I did.

She'd get this look on her face whenever we could hear it. This intense, distracted look, like she was thinking about something far away. I figured it probably embarrassed her. She was kind of a prude about that stuff—or she used to be, anyway. Lately she'd been... different. More open. More willing to try things.

Well, some things.

Our sex life was weird right now, if I'm being honest. Rachel didn't really want to have actual sex anymore. She'd jerk me off sometimes—which was fine, great actually, she'd gotten really good at it—but whenever I tried to initiate the real thing, she'd say she was tired or not in the mood or whatever.

At first I thought she was mad at me.

But then I figured it out.

She was probably saving it for when we started trying for a baby.

We hadn't talked about it explicitly, but I knew Rachel wanted kids eventually. And she'd gone off birth control a while back—she'd mentioned something about hormones or side effects or whatever, I hadn't really been paying attention. But the point was, she wasn't on anything anymore. And lately she'd been asking me about my "swimmers," making jokes about my sperm count, stuff like that.

She was getting ready.

Building up to the conversation. That was so Rachel—she never just came out and said what she wanted. She dropped hints, circled around the topic, waited for me to pick up on it. And I was picking up on it. I was ready to be a dad. Ready to take that next step.

I just had to wait for her to bring it up.

In the meantime, things were good.

I was sitting on the couch—my usual spot, laptop open, phone in hand—when Rachel came through the front door. She was wearing those yoga pants that made her ass look amazing and a loose t-shirt, her hair pulled back in a ponytail. Sweaty. Flushed. She'd clearly just been on one of her runs.

"Hey babe," I said. "Good workout?"

"Mhmm." She kicked off her shoes and headed for the kitchen. "Really good."

"You've been crushing it lately. What is that, like your second run today?"

"Something like that."

She grabbed a water bottle from the fridge and chugged half of it. I watched her throat move as she swallowed. There was something sexy about her lately—this confidence she hadn't had before. The way she carried herself. The way she moved.

"You seem happy," I said.

She paused. Looked at me over the water bottle.

"Do I?"

"Yeah. Like, glowing or whatever. It's a good look."

Something flickered across her face. I couldn't quite read it—amusement, maybe? Or something else.

"Thanks," she said. "I feel good."

"The exercise is really working for you."

"Yeah." She finished the water. "It really is."

Through the wall, I heard it start up. The familiar sound of Earl's porn—muffled moaning, a deep male voice saying something I couldn't quite make out. Rachel's head turned slightly toward the sound. That look on her face again. That distant, distracted look.

"There he goes again," I said, laughing. "Old guy's got stamina, I'll give him that."

Rachel didn't laugh.

"I'm gonna shower," she said.

"Cool. Hey, you want to order Thai later? I found this new place that has—"

But she was already walking down the hall.

I shrugged and went back to my phone.

That was the thing about Rachel lately. She was happy, but she was also... somewhere else. Like part of her brain was always thinking about something I couldn't see. Probably planning the baby conversation. Probably figuring out the best way to bring it up. Women were like that—always three steps ahead, always orchestrating things.

I heard the shower turn on.

She was showering a lot lately. Like, a lot a lot. Sometimes two or three times a day. I figured it was the exercise—all that running made her sweaty, so she needed to clean up. Made sense. And honestly, I wasn't complaining. Rachel always smelled amazing after her showers. This floral scent, jasmine or something, that wasn't her usual soap but that I'd started to associate with her.

Through the wall, the porn got louder.

I snorted.

“What a pervert.”

*


YOUNG EARL

Three Stories from the Summer of '74

A PREVIEW

---


THE SHERIFF'S WIFE

Georgia, 1974.

The sun was mean that summer. The kind of heat that made the air shimmer over the blacktop, made your shirt stick to your back by seven in the morning, made every white man on the crew find reasons to sit in the shade while the Black workers kept swinging hammers.

I was twenty-one years old and built like I'd been carved out of oak. Six-foot-three, two hundred and twenty pounds, arms thick from three years of construction work. My daddy had worked the same trade before me, and his daddy before him. Thompsons built things. It was what we did.

That morning we were framing a house on the north side of town. Nice neighborhood. White neighborhood. The kind of place where women watered their lawns in pearls and men drove Cadillacs to jobs where they never broke a sweat.

I was up on a ladder nailing joists when the patrol car rolled up.

Sheriff Buford Clayton.

Everybody knew Sheriff Clayton. Everybody Black, anyway. He was the kind of lawman who'd pull you over for driving while colored, who'd find reasons to search your car, who'd call you "boy" no matter how old you were. His daddy had been sheriff before him, and his granddaddy before that. The Claytons had been running this county since before the war—and I don't mean the one in Korea.

He stepped out of his cruiser slow and deliberate, hitching up his belt like he was about to do something important. He was a big man—not tall, but wide, with a gut that hung over his buckle and a red face that said he'd been drinking since breakfast.

"Hey, boy!"

I kept hammering. Pretended I didn't hear.

"Boy! You deaf?"

I set down my hammer and looked down from the ladder. "You talking to me, Sheriff?"

"Who else I be talking to?" He squinted up at me, one hand shading his eyes from the sun. "Get down here."

I climbed down slow. Took my time. Made him wait. It was a small thing—a tiny act of resistance—but it was all I had. When I reached the ground, I stood at my full height and looked down at him. He had to crane his neck to meet my eyes.

He didn't like that.

"Got a job for you, boy." He reached into his cruiser and pulled out a package—brown paper, about the size of a shoebox. "Need this delivered to my house. Wife's expecting it."

I looked at the package. Looked at him.

"I'm working, Sheriff."

"Did I ask if you was working?" His face got redder. "I said I need this delivered. My house is on Maple Street. The big white one with the columns. You know the one?"

I knew the one. Everybody knew the Clayton house. It was the nicest place in town—built by my grandfather's crew back in the twenties, not that anybody remembered that anymore.

"I'm sure one of your deputies could—"

"My deputies got real work to do." He shoved the package into my chest. "This is colored work. Delivering packages. Running errands." He smiled, showing yellow teeth. "That's what y'all are good for, ain't it?"

My jaw tightened. My hands wanted to ball into fists. But I'd learned a long time ago what happened to Black men who raised their hands to white sheriffs in Georgia. My cousin had learned that lesson the hard way back in '68. He still walked with a limp.

"Yes sir," I said. The words tasted like ash.

"That's more like it." He patted my cheek—actually patted my cheek, like I was a dog that had finally learned a trick. "Now get going. And don't be taking your time neither. My wife's waiting."

He got back in his cruiser and drove off, leaving a cloud of dust behind him.

Foreman Davis came over, shaking his head. He was white, but he was decent—one of the few who treated the Black workers like men instead of equipment.

"You don't have to do that, Earl. I can tell him you were needed here."

"And then what?" I wiped the sweat off my forehead with my arm. "He comes back tomorrow with a reason to arrest me? Finds some prior I ain't never heard of? Nah." I looked at the package in my hands. "I'll deliver his package."

Davis sighed. "Just... be careful over there. Jolene Clayton is..." He trailed off, looking uncomfortable.

"Jolene Clayton is what?"

"Nothing." He shook his head. "Just deliver the package and get back here. We got work to do."

I walked to my truck—a beat-up Ford I'd bought with two years of savings—and tossed the package on the passenger seat. Maple Street was on the other side of town. Nice and shady. Big houses set back from the road. The kind of street where Black folks only went if they were cutting grass or cleaning houses.

The Clayton place was exactly like I remembered. White columns. Wraparound porch. American flag hanging limp in the still air. My grandfather had laid those foundation stones fifty years ago. Now I was delivering packages to the back door like hired help.

Because that's what I was. That's what we all were, in Sheriff Clayton's eyes.

I parked on the street and walked up the long driveway, package under my arm. The front door was painted red—blood red, the kind of color that was supposed to mean something about Southern hospitality but really just reminded me of all the blood that had been spilled to build places like this.

I rang the bell.

Footsteps inside. Light ones. Then the door swung open.

And there she was.

Jolene Clayton.

I'd seen her around town, of course. Everybody had. She was the kind of woman you noticed—blonde hair pinned up in a style that was fashionable ten years ago, blue eyes that always seemed to be looking for something she couldn't find, a body that her husband probably hadn't appreciated in years.

She was wearing a summer dress. Thin cotton. The kind that showed the outline of everything underneath when the light hit it right.

The light was hitting it very right.

"Well," she said, her eyes traveling up my body slow—from my work boots to my dusty jeans to my sweat-soaked shirt to my face. "You must be the delivery boy."

"Yes ma'am." I held out the package. "From the Sheriff."

She didn't take it. Just stood there in the doorway, one hand on the frame, looking at me like I was something she wanted to unwrap.

"It's awful hot out there," she said. "Why don't you come inside for a glass of lemonade?"

---


THE PREACHER'S DAUGHTER

Sundays were supposed to be for the Lord.

That's what Reverend Whitmore told his congregation every week from the pulpit of First Baptist Church. Sundays were for prayer, for reflection, for keeping your thoughts pure and your hands clean. The Lord's day was sacred. The Lord's day was holy.

The Lord's day was boring as hell.

I was twenty-one years old, and I'd spent every Sunday of my life inside a church. First with my mama, God rest her soul, at the colored Baptist church on the south side of town. Now, on my own, I didn't bother with services anymore. What was the point? God hadn't done much for folks who looked like me.

But I still worked on Sundays.

The crew had the day off, but Foreman Davis needed the church annex framed by Monday, and he was paying double time for anyone willing to put in the hours. Double time meant I could afford new tires for my truck. Double time meant I could send a little extra to my sister in Atlanta. Double time meant swallowing my pride and building an addition to a church that wouldn't let me through the front door.

First Baptist Church of Crawford County.

The white church. The big church. The church where Reverend Whitmore preached hellfire and damnation to a congregation that had burned crosses on lawns not ten years ago. Some of them probably still did.

I was around back, working on the frame, when I heard the side door open.

Didn't think much of it at first. People came and went during services—bathroom breaks, crying babies, men sneaking out for a smoke. I kept my head down and kept working. The less attention I drew, the better. A Black man alone on church property was asking for trouble, even if he was there to work.

But then I heard footsteps in the grass. Light ones. Coming toward me.

I looked up.

She was twenty-two, maybe twenty-three, with honey-brown hair that fell past her shoulders and wide blue eyes that caught the sunlight. Pretty, in that soft, sheltered way that church girls often were. She was wearing a white cotton dress—Sunday best—with little yellow flowers embroidered around the hem. The kind of dress a good Christian woman wore to make her daddy proud.

I recognized her. Reverend Whitmore's daughter. Grace, I think her name was. I'd seen her around the site a few times over the past weeks, bringing lemonade to the crew, smiling politely, keeping her distance.

She wasn't keeping her distance now.

"You're Earl," she said. Not a question.

I set down my hammer. "Yes ma'am."

"I'm Grace."

"I know who you are, Miss Whitmore."

She stopped a few feet away from me. Close enough that I could smell her perfume—something floral and innocent, like she'd dabbed it on in secret before leaving her bedroom. Her eyes traveled over me the way women's eyes sometimes did when they thought I wasn't paying attention. Taking in my arms, my chest, the sweat soaking through my shirt.

But she wasn't being subtle about it.

"You're working on the Lord's day," she said.

"Yes ma'am. Foreman needs it done by Monday."

"Doesn't that bother you? Working on the Sabbath?"

I almost laughed. "Miss Whitmore, I got a lot of things that bother me. Working on Sunday ain't high on the list."

She was quiet for a moment. I could hear the hymns drifting out from inside the church—"Amazing Grace," which I figured was probably intentional on her parents' part. The whole congregation singing about salvation while the reverend's daughter stood outside making eyes at the help.

"Can I ask you something?" she said.

"Depends on what it is."

"The other women in town..." She bit her lip. Looked down at her feet. "They talk about Black men sometimes. When they think no one's listening."

My jaw tightened. I knew exactly what kind of talk she meant. The whispers. The rumors. The things white women said to each other behind closed doors—half fear, half fascination. I'd been hearing that talk my whole life.

"That so," I said.

"They say things." Her voice dropped lower. "About... about how you're different. How you're... bigger."

"Miss Whitmore—"

"Is it true?"

The question hung in the air between us. Inside the church, the hymn reached its crescendo. Amazing grace, how sweet the sound.

I should have walked away. Should have picked up my hammer and gotten back to work and pretended this conversation never happened. Getting caught alone with a white woman was dangerous enough. Getting caught alone with the preacher's daughter, talking about what she was talking about—that was the kind of thing that got Black men killed.

But something in her eyes stopped me.

She wasn't afraid. She wasn't disgusted. She was curious. Hungry, even. Like she'd been thinking about this for a long time and had finally worked up the courage to ask.

"Why you want to know?" I asked.

"Because I'm tired of not knowing." She took a step closer. "I'm tired of everyone telling me what to think and what to feel and what to want. I'm tired of being good all the time."

"Your daddy know you're out here?"

"My daddy thinks I'm in the bathroom." Another step closer. "He'll be preaching for at least another hour. He always goes long when he gets to the part about temptation."

Temptation. That was a good word for what was happening right now.

"Miss Whitmore," I said slowly, "I think you should go back inside."

"Why?"

"Because you don't know what you're asking for."

"Then show me."

She was right in front of me now. Close enough to touch. Close enough that I could see the pulse jumping in her throat, the flush spreading across her cheeks, the way her nipples had hardened beneath that innocent white dress.

"I had a boyfriend once," she said. "Tommy Miller. We did it behind the bleachers after a football game." She laughed—a short, bitter sound. "It lasted about thirty seconds. He didn't even take his pants all the way off."

"That ain't none of my business."

"I want to know what it's supposed to feel like." Her hand reached out. Touched my chest. I felt the contact like a brand, even through my shirt. "I want to know what all the fuss is about."

Behind us, the church doors opened. Voices spilled out—the service was letting out for a hymn break. Five minutes, maybe ten, before people started wandering around looking for fresh air.

"Not here," I heard myself say.

Her eyes lit up. "Where?"

I nodded toward the half-built annex. The frame was up, the walls were bare studs, but there was a back corner that couldn't be seen from the main building. A corner where a man could take a preacher's daughter and show her exactly what all the fuss was about.

"Follow me," I said.

---


THE PLANTATION HEIR

The Beaumont plantation had been in the family for six generations.

They didn't call it a plantation anymore, of course. That word had gone out of fashion after the war—the real war, the one that was supposed to change everything but somehow hadn't changed much at all. Now they called it an "estate." The Beaumont Estate. Three thousand acres of Georgia soil that had been worked by slave hands for a hundred years before the Emancipation, and by Black hands paid barely more than slave wages for a hundred years after.

My crew had been hired to build a guest house on the property. Rich folks like the Beaumonts were always building something—additions, renovations, whole new structures just because they were bored with the old ones. This guest house was for Mrs. Charlotte Beaumont-Ashworth, the family's only daughter, who had recently moved back home with her husband.

Theodore Ashworth III.

Teddy, everyone called him. I'd met him twice—once when he came out to inspect our work, once when he wandered over drunk at midday looking for someone to complain to. Both times he'd looked at me like I was furniture. Like I was part of the landscape, no more worthy of attention than the oak trees or the red Georgia clay.

That was fine by me. The less attention men like Teddy Ashworth paid me, the better.

His wife was another story.

Charlotte Beaumont-Ashworth was twenty-four years old, with dark hair and pale skin and the kind of body that expensive dresses were designed to show off. I'd seen her watching from the windows of the main house—a shadow behind the glass, always there when I looked up, always gone when I looked again.

I knew that look. I'd seen it before on other women. Curiosity and hunger wrapped up in something they'd been taught to be ashamed of.

It was a Thursday afternoon when she finally made her move.

The rest of the crew had gone home for the day. I was staying late to finish the framing on the north wall—wanted to get it done before the rain came in tomorrow. I was up on a ladder, driving nails, when I heard footsteps on the gravel path.

She was wearing a blue dress that probably cost more than I made in a month. Her hair was pinned up in some complicated style, and she was carrying a glass of iced tea like she was just being neighborly, just being polite, just bringing refreshments to the help.

But her eyes told a different story.

"Mr. Thompson."

"Mrs. Ashworth." I climbed down from the ladder. Wiped my hands on my jeans. "Something I can help you with?"

"I brought you some tea." She held out the glass. "It's hot out here."

"Thank you, ma'am."

I took the glass. Drank half of it in one swallow. She watched my throat move as I swallowed, watched the sweat drip down my neck, watched me like I was something she wanted to consume.

"The guest house is coming along nicely," she said.

"Should be done by end of next week."

"That's good. That's..." She trailed off. Looked back toward the main house, then at me again. "Can I ask you something personal, Mr. Thompson?"

"Depends on what it is."

"Are you married?"

The question surprised me. "No ma'am."

"A girlfriend?"

"No ma'am. Not at present."

She nodded slowly. Like she was filing that information away for later.

"I've been married for three years," she said. "Did you know that?"

"I'd heard something about it."

"Three years." She laughed, but there was no humor in it. "Three years and no children. My mother asks me about it every time I see her. When are you going to give us a grandchild, Charlotte? When are you going to do your duty to this family?"

I didn't say anything. This wasn't a conversation I wanted to be part of.

"The doctors say nothing's wrong with me." She stepped closer. "They've run every test. Done every examination. I'm perfectly healthy. Perfectly fertile." Another step. "So if there's nothing wrong with me..."

"Mrs. Ashworth—"

"He can't do it." Her voice was flat now. Bitter. "My husband. He can't... perform. He gets soft, or he finishes too fast, or he just..." She waved her hand. "Nothing. Three years of trying and nothing to show for it but disappointment."

"I'm sorry to hear that, ma'am, but I don't see what that's got to do with me."

She looked at me. Really looked, her eyes traveling down my body and back up again with an intensity that made my skin prickle.

"I think you know exactly what it's got to do with you, Mr. Thompson."

The air between us went thick. Heavy. I could hear birds singing in the trees, could hear the distant sound of a tractor somewhere on the property, could hear my own heartbeat pounding in my ears.

"What you're suggesting," I said carefully, "could get me killed."

"No one would have to know."

"Someone always knows."

"Not if we're careful." She reached out and touched my arm. Her fingers were cool against my hot skin. "I need an heir, Mr. Thompson. My family needs an heir. And my husband can't give me one."

"And you think I can?"

Her eyes dropped to my belt. To the bulge that I couldn't quite hide, no matter how hard I tried.

"I think," she said softly, "that you can give me exactly what I need."

---
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