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Chapter 1: Failures

The chairs were made of a plastic that pretended to be leather, a half-hearted lie against the hard edges that dug into the backs of Elena’s thighs. She gripped Mark’s hand across the low table, their fingers braided, knuckles paling almost to bone beneath her olive skin. The air tasted faintly of sanitizer and the last patient’s fear. Across from them, a flickering digital frame cycled through stock images of grinning infants and pastel nurseries, each new photo a jab in Elena’s gut.

Somewhere above, the lights hummed with the flat monotony of defeat. Elena studied the pattern of water stains on the ceiling tile, mapping the brownish borders like a country she had visited too many times. Around her, magazines—two seasons out of date—sprawled on the table. She kept her eyes on the ceiling, anyway.

Mark sat still. His jaw worked with silent tension, and every so often his thumb swept an unconscious arc along her wrist. A ritual, she supposed. He wore his best navy suit for this meeting, the one that still fit after three years of hormone cycles and hope. He looked as though he were about to negotiate a mortgage refinance instead of their marriage’s last possibility.

When the door opened, Elena knew the news before Dr. Winters even entered. The doctor carried her manila folder with the resigned precision of a mortician; her smile an artifact from some earlier life. She wore the same pale pink lipstick as last time, but today it seemed more faded, her face already settling into that compassionate arrangement that made Elena’s skin crawl.

Dr. Winters sat. She laid the folder on the desk and folded her hands on top, making a neat pyramid. “Thank you for waiting,” she said. “I know this cycle has been difficult.”

Elena nodded, the motion barely more than a twitch of her head.

Mark answered for them both. “We appreciate you fitting us in. We know it’s late.”

The doctor’s smile didn’t touch her eyes. “Of course.” A soft sigh, almost a practiced gesture. “I’ll be direct. I’m afraid the final round was unsuccessful.”

Elena’s vision contracted to a sharp, pinpoint glare. The faint tremor in her hand became a micro-earthquake. She pressed harder into Mark’s palm, her skin damp and cold.

Dr. Winters continued, filling the space with words that rattled like marbles in a tin can. “Your levels were promising, Elena, but we had issues with motility. We explored every protocol, but… sometimes, even with best practices and excellent patient compliance, the outcome—” She paused, not searching for the word but deciding if they needed to hear it.

“Failure,” Elena supplied, her voice so thin it seemed to rise from the seat cushion rather than her own throat.

Mark’s grip tightened, a vice of solidarity and desperation. “Are you sure?” he asked, already knowing but unable to let it go unspoken. “We followed everything to the letter. Is there—could we adjust the hormones? Another donor cycle? Different protocol?”

The doctor offered a gentle tilt of the head, a gesture meant to convey both authority and empathy. “We have truly exhausted the viable options, Mr. Rivera. Some things we can’t alter, in this case, sperm motility and efficacy. Further rounds would likely be emotionally and physically detrimental, and the chances—statistically speaking—are negligible.”

Elena’s mind drifted to the spreadsheet on her laptop, the one she’d color-coded after each appointment, each injection, each failed transfer. She remembered the first time, the slap of hope, the months measured in two-week increments. Now, hope felt like a filthy trick.

Dr. Winters’s voice ebbed, as if moving down a corridor away from them. “You are both young, and adoption remains an excellent possibility for families in your situation. I have some materials—” She nudged the folder forward.

Mark’s other hand moved to the table, his wedding band catching the fluorescent light as he twisted it, a nervous tic she had never seen until this year. “Thank you, Doctor,” he said, but the words didn’t sound like gratitude, more like a scripted acknowledgment.

Elena blinked. Her eyes burned, dry as sand. The urge to cry warred with something deeper, heavier. “There’s nothing else?” she asked, not expecting mercy but needing to hear it.

Dr. Winters shook her head. “I’m so sorry, Elena.”

The woman’s name on her tongue was an obscenity.

The silence that followed was not quiet, but thick, pulsing with the aftershocks of hope deferred. Elena’s lips parted and closed. The words she wanted to say—anger, blame, pleading—recoiled, sticky and unformed, at the back of her teeth.

Mark stood first, moving with the deliberate care of someone carrying a precious, dying thing. He helped Elena to her feet, her legs unfamiliar beneath her. Dr. Winters offered a last smile, almost sheepish, as she handed them the folder. “If you need resources, or someone to talk to, please call. I mean it.” Mark couldn’t look at the report–the confirmation that he  was the problem.

In the corridor, Elena kept her gaze low, focused on the thin gray carpet that always seemed to yield underfoot. Mark led her past the reception, past the billboard of gurgling babies, past the nurse who smiled at them with the barest flicker of guilt.

Outside, the sunset was already fading; the sky gone from apricot to bruised plum. The world felt obscenely normal. Cars in the lot, a family shepherding a giggling toddler toward a minivan, a man in jogging clothes muttering into a Bluetooth headset. Elena wondered how they could all move so easily when she could barely keep her own molecules together.

She felt Mark’s arm hover at her back, not quite touching, waiting for permission. She let him steer her to the car, where she buckled in with numb efficiency. He started the engine and then, instead of pulling away, rested his head on the steering wheel.

Neither spoke. The car idled, burning gas and moments.

Elena stared out at the clinic’s windows, the soft glow behind them. Somewhere inside, another couple was waiting, counting minutes and ovulation strips, bracing for news that would either destroy or briefly resurrect their faith. She envied the not-knowing.

A sob worked its way up her spine, but she strangled it before it breached her lips. Instead, she reached out, placed her hand—steady now—on Mark’s thigh.

He turned to look at her, his eyes rimmed with red, his face wet and open in a way she had never seen before. “I’m sorry,” he said, and she knew he meant for everything: for his genes, his job, the universe’s caprice.

Elena shook her head, half-laugh, half-cough. “It’s not your fault. It’s just…” She let the words die, like the embryos, unfinished.

Mark mumbled, “It is  my fault. ‘Motility’ - my sperm aren’t good. You are beautiful and perfect, I’m…” He couldn’t voice the word.

He took her hand in his, kissing her knuckles as if absolution could be transferred skin to skin. They sat like that until the parking lot emptied and the sky turned the color of old bruises, and Elena finally understood what it meant for something to be truly, irrevocably over.

***

Elena stopped at the nursery doorway, her bare feet rooted to the hardwood as if a current ran through the floor and pinned her there. The door was painted a soft, almost apologetic gray, and she’d left it ajar, expecting—hoping?—to someday nudge it wider with a sleeping child curled against her shoulder. That hope was a ghost now, sour and insistent, hovering just inside the room.

The space was half-finished, a catalog spread frozen mid-gloss. The crib, a labor of Saturday afternoons, remained in pieces: two sides upright, the headboard propped against the wall, a bent Allen wrench left like an artifact on the rug. On the dresser, neat stacks of onesies waited, still creased from their packaging—soft neutrals, safe for any possibility, now surplus to requirements. A mobile dangled over where the mattress would have been, its fabric stars wilting in the heavy dusk. Each stitch, each constellation, had been hand-selected, as if the right combination of effort and intent could lure a soul down from the ether.

Mark’s footsteps approached, slow and careful. Elena heard him pause behind her, read the tension in the air. He didn’t touch her. Instead, he stood shoulder to shoulder, both of them facing into the sepulcher of their intentions.

“You don’t have to go in,” Mark said, voice pitched low, as if loudness would wake the sadness into something uglier.

“I know,” Elena answered. She didn’t move. The air was thick with dust motes, illuminated by the last, slanting rays of the day. She felt the hollow ache in her belly, a phantom limb of motherhood she had never possessed. For years, she’d lived with a constant awareness of her body’s failings—now, the awareness was replaced by absence, a dull static that refused to resolve.

Mark tried again. “We could still adopt.” His tone was measured, careful not to crowd her.

Elena swallowed. Her eyes locked on a stuffed lamb slumped at the corner of the crib, its black eyes blank and unblinking. “I don’t know if I can do it,” she said, the admission as thin and tremulous as old glass.

He nodded, his profile outlined in the reflected glow from the hallway. “We don’t have to decide anything tonight.”

The lamb stared at her, an accusation or an invitation, Elena couldn’t tell which. She imagined holding it against a tiny, squalling body, imagined the heft and heat of an infant’s head in her palm, the sudden, irrevocable bond that everyone promised but she would now never feel.

Her chest tightened. She reached a hand out, fingers splayed against the doorframe for balance. The muscle memory of comfort—the way she would’ve rocked, shushed, soothed—caught her off guard, a lurch that stole her breath. The ache doubled, tripled, blooming hot and merciless in her core.

Mark placed his hand lightly on her back. Just the weight of it, his palm spanning the curve of her waist, was enough to undo her. He loved her. He just couldn’t give her what she wanted most.

She broke. The sob came out raw, no warning, her legs folding under the effort of containing it. Mark caught her as she crumpled, both of them sinking to the floor at the nursery threshold. He wrapped his arms around her, pressing her head to his chest, and for a long moment neither of them spoke, the only sounds her ragged breathing and the muffled drone of the fridge from down the hall.

“Three years,” she whispered into his shirt. “Three years of needles and hormones and hope for nothing.”

His hands found her hair, combed it back from her face, gentle as always. “Not nothing,” he said, but his voice cracked at the lie.

She shook her head. “It feels like nothing.”

He held her tighter until their breathing synced and the shudders eased. His tears landed silently, darkening the fabric at her temple. Grief was the only language left to them, a dialect that required no translation.

They remained on the floor, the doorframe biting into Elena’s shoulder blade, the nursery stretching before them like a horizon that would never be crossed. The mobile twisted in a stray draft, the stars wobbling and colliding with no gravity to keep them aligned.

Eventually, the light faded altogether, leaving only the shadows in the room. The unfinished crib, the unwashed clothes, the waiting toys—all became ghosts in the half-dark, a monument to a possibility that never took root.

Elena closed her eyes. She imagined what it would have felt like to hold her child, the weight, the warmth, the smallness. She memorized the feeling of Mark’s arms around her, anchoring her to this life, this body, this loss.

She tried not to blame him, he didn’t control his ‘motility,’ his weakness.


Chapter 2: The Garden View

Elena stood in the kitchen, barefoot, the tiles cool against her soles. She cradled a mug in both hands, elbows locked, shoulders set, and stared through the window above the sink. Early sun spilled a golden stripe across the granite countertop and glared off the brushed metal of the faucet, making her squint. In the center of the window’s frame, Marcus moved through his backyard with a deliberate, commanding grace.

He wore no shirt, just a pair of faded jeans and boots caked with yesterday’s soil. Even at this hour, sweat shined across his dark chest and the high planes of his shoulders, collecting in the whorls above his collarbones. He bent low over a row of raised beds, the sun catching the ripple of his back, the muscles obvious even from a distance. His hair, cropped close, glistened where it met his skin. Elena watched as he braced himself, one arm extended, and drove a spade into the dirt. The motion was mechanical, but not artless—she could see in the lines of his body the refinement of thousands of repetitions, each thrust an exclamation point of labor.

She catalogued the details as if logging vital signs. Forearms corded with muscle. Calloused hands, the backs a lattice of pale scars and scrapes. The thickening of his neck as he turned to drag a sack of fertilizer from the wheelbarrow. He handled it with a single fluid motion, slung over his shoulder, the entire gesture radiating a kind of primitive satisfaction. Even the gloves he wore—worn leather, stained from seasons of use—spoke of a competence that was almost aggressive in its obviousness.

Her eyes flitted downward, tracing the ridge of his abdomen as he stooped. Elena noted the sweat darkening the denim at his waistband, the stretch of fabric across his thighs as he squatted to lever a weed from the garden bed. The weed yielded instantly. She felt a shiver at the word: yielded. There was a man who was the definition of virile: strong, handsome, bending the world and his garden to his will.

She watched him for another five seconds, then blinked hard, turning her gaze inward. The coffee in her cup had gone tepid. She drank anyway; the bitterness scraping at the roof of her mouth.

She pressed her hip to the counter, grounding herself in the familiar: the fruit bowl, the paper towel holder, the fertility supplements in their cheerful green bottle, still arrayed along the windowsill. She was used to looking at the world through a clinical lens, trained to identify threat and pathology and the million subtleties of failing bodies. But this was not a patient on a table. This was a man, her neighbor, the living antithesis of the problem she and Mark had spent years and fortunes trying to solve.

She willed herself to look away, to focus on the nothing that required doing. The dishwasher needed unloading. The vitamins needed sorting. She could prep breakfast, scroll her phone, check her emails, or simply lose herself in the domestic routines that had kept her upright in the long, empty months since the last IVF cycle. But when she set the mug down, the ceramic thudded louder than she expected, and her eyes snapped back to the window.

Marcus was kneeling now, his knees planted in the mulch, hands plunged wrist-deep in the soil. She watched him lift a seedling from its plastic pod, thumb pressing at the root ball, fingers curling to cradle the fragile stem. He shaped a divot in the dirt with both hands and lowered the plant with a gentleness that startled her. Elena felt a sudden, absurd urge to laugh, or cry, or maybe scream.

She had performed the same motions herself—delicate, life-affirming, careful of trauma or shock—on children in the PICU, on the infant dummies in endless training sessions, even on the small collection of succulents on her own windowsill. But in her hands, nothing ever grew, not for long. The cacti shriveled, the orchids dropped their petals in silent protest, even the vines that should have survived anything crisped up at the edges and died. The apartment had been no better. Life resisted her, or perhaps she repelled it.

But Marcus, she thought, made everything grow. He could take the most indifferent patch of clay and coax it into riotous bounty. She’d seen the haul from his garden—cherry tomatoes warm from the sun, cucumbers that curved like the elegant necks of swans, basil with leaves as large as her palms. Sometimes he left baskets on neighbors’ doorsteps, never with a note, always early in the morning before anyone could thank him. He grew things, and then he gave them away.

Elena felt the flush begin at the base of her neck and move up, heat fanning across her cheeks. She shifted her weight, but the feeling persisted—a prickling, insistent awareness that she could not label or compartmentalize. She stared at his hands, moving with a care that seemed both practiced and newly attentive, as if every seedling was a sacred responsibility.

She became aware of her own breath, the pulse in her chest, the faint stickiness of her skin where her nightshirt clung beneath her robe. The air inside was heavier than she remembered, perfumed faintly with the residue of last night’s lavender diffuser and the sour, animal undertone of old tears. She could still smell Mark on her—his aftershave, his sleep-warm skin—but it was like a postcard from another country, familiar and distant.

Marcus straightened, rolling his shoulders back, and stood with a stretch that exposed the full span of his ribcage, long and lean and unashamed. He picked up a watering can, the motion easy, almost absentminded, and poured a slow arc along the line of seedlings. Water darkened the soil to a rich, loamy brown. The sun behind him drew a gold rim around his silhouette.

Elena pressed her palms flat to the countertop, needing the cold, the hardness, the certainty of something unchanging. She was grateful for the distance between them—the fence, the glass, the half-acre of polite suburbia. Yet she was aware, acutely, of how easily those borders could be breached. There were only so many mornings before a casual wave or a friendly comment turned into something else. She wondered why her attraction to Marcus when she had Mark–it was the prospect of pure enjoyment, no pressure to perform like with Mark.

She knew Mark would be awake soon, shuffling down the hallway in his slippers, hair still damp from his meticulous shower routine. He would find her here, in this exact spot, mug in hand, gnawing at a problem she could neither fix nor ignore. He would ask what she was thinking, and she would answer with a lie designed to comfort them both.

But for now, in the kitchen's privacy, she allowed herself a single, forbidden hypothesis: that some people were born to propagate, and others to admire the harvest. She knew with certainty that Marcus didn’t have ‘motility’ issues, and she hated herself for the comparison with Mark.

She lifted her mug and sipped again, the coffee now gone cold but bracing in its clarity. She watched as Marcus wiped his hands clean on his jeans and moved on to the next row, never once looking up to see who watched him.

Elena decided she would unload the dishwasher after all, if only to have something else to touch. Her hands shook as she opened the cabinet, the plates rattling against each other, white and perfect and incapable of breaking unless she dropped them herself.

***

She tried to clean the kitchen, but her body wouldn’t let her. Elena found herself, again and again, returning to the window above the sink, her reflection ghosting over the glass as the morning brightened.

Marcus had moved to the edge of his garden, where the shade from a sycamore tree striped his torso with bars of shadow. He peeled off the gloves with a slow, considered motion, flexing his fingers as if reacquainting them with air. The backs of his hands were caked with dirt, the skin rough and split along the knuckles, but he moved with the confidence of a man for whom pain was just another part of life. He wiped his forehead with the inside of his arm, leaving a smear of soil above his eyebrow. Then he tipped his head back and drank deeply from a bottle, the column of his throat flexing, an obscene ballet of muscle and necessity.

Elena stood perfectly still, one hand pressed flat to the granite, the other curled around the mug as if it might otherwise fly from her grasp. She watched the water leave a gleaming line at the corner of his mouth, watched his lips part, watched the long breath he released when he was finished. She noticed, with a sudden spike of awareness, the darkness beneath his fingernails, the tightness of his abdomen where it sloped into the waistband of his jeans, the deep score of an old scar running along his left bicep. The image was so sharp it seemed like a diagnostic slide, each flaw and feature rendered in impossible fidelity.

A primal urge stirred within her. Her pulse pounded in her neck, tremors coursing from wrists to jaw. Months of turmoil had worn away her patience and restraint. She imagined a bold, direct conversation that would never take place, her desires laid bare. The air hinted at an iron taste of longing, leaving her craving more. She hated herself for thinking of someone other than Mark, perhaps it was her brain’s way to avoid hating Mark and his dead sperm.

Marcus had moved on to staking the tomato vines, his hands strong and precise as he tied each stalk upright. He scanned the fence line, eyes shielded with a broad hand. For a moment, Elena thought he might look right at her, but then his gaze drifted up and down the length of the yards. He wiped his mouth again, more an afterthought than a gesture, and turned back to his work.

Elena exhaled, long and slow, fogging the inside of the mug with her breath. She was uncomfortably aware of the thinness of her robe, the way it bunched at her hips and exposed the backs of her knees. She thought of Marcus’s hands, the deftness and force with which he tamed the garden, and pictured them sliding over the bare architecture of her own body. The vision shocked her with its clarity—a memory of a sensation she had never actually felt, yet knew, in her bones, would be irrevocable. She pressed her thighs together, a useless, childish gesture, and tried to focus on the act of swallowing.

The kitchen light clicked on behind her, startling her out of reverie. She turned to find Mark standing just inside the doorway, a line of sleep still marking his face. His hair was wet, his pajamas immaculate, as if he had dressed for a job interview rather than a morning at home. He watched her for a long moment, his gaze traveling from her face to the mug to the window beyond.

“Is he out there again?” Mark asked, voice flat, the syllables oddly hard.

She nodded, once. “He’s always out there.”

Mark said nothing for a moment. He stepped closer, arms folded across his chest, and followed her gaze through the glass. “You know he’s single, right? Divorce or something. The neighbors gossip.”

Elena shrugged, feeling the pressure of his presence, the way it re-colored everything. “He’s good with plants,” she said. “That’s all I know.”

Mark grunted. “He’s good with a lot of things, from what I hear.” The words hovered, dense and heated, then fell between them with a finality that felt like the closing of a cell door.

She felt her cheeks burn, but did not look away. Outside, Marcus straightened, arching his back in a stretch, then pivoted to look directly at their window. He saw them—saw her—and smiled, a slow, almost private acknowledgment. Then he picked up a shovel and returned to his labor, the point of the blade biting cleanly into the earth.

For a few seconds, no one in the kitchen spoke. The hum of the refrigerator and the faint tick of the wall clock marked the passage of time. Elena imagined the fence outside, once a line of demarcation and now a challenge, a dare. The boundary had become porous, irrelevant.

She heard Mark set his jaw, a faint grind of teeth audible over the white noise. He turned away, started the coffeemaker, and busied himself at the pantry, rummaging with unnecessary force. She waited for the admonishment, the accusation, but none came.

Instead, Elena stood motionless, coffee cold in her hand, pulse thudding, and watched Marcus till the garden, tearing a neat row in the earth, turning soil and root and stone. She felt the echo of the motion in herself, something fundamental dislodged and yearning for the surface.

When Mark finally re-entered her periphery, he offered her a measured, brittle smile. “Do you want eggs?” he asked, voice gentle, as if nothing had ever happened.

She said yes, barely trusting herself to speak, and together they moved through the rituals of morning—measured, practiced, but no longer comforting. Outside, the neighbor worked, untroubled by the drama unfolding just out of sight. He claimed his space, his function, his legacy, one handful of earth at a time.


Chapter 3: The Proposal

They ate in silence, a grid of candlelight and leftover asparagus spears between them, the air thick with everything that couldn’t be said. Elena chewed with automatic precision, not tasting the salmon, not hearing the gentle clink of cutlery, barely registering Mark’s face behind his glass of merlot. They’d eaten like this before—after failed cycles, after arguments about the next “option,” after any day punctuated by a call from the clinic—but tonight there was a heaviness, different, and she couldn’t localize it.

Mark swirled his wine. The motion was methodical, like decanting an idea he couldn’t bear to spill. His gaze fixated on the tablecloth, at the splay of red where he’d already sloshed some, the stain blossoming outward with every lap of liquid. He inhaled, started to speak, but the words dissolved into the first syllable. Elena counted the seconds of his silence, wondering if the delay was mercy or cowardice.

Finally, he placed his glass down, aligning it so precisely with the woven placemat that Elena’s molars ached from the tension.

“I’ve been thinking,” he said, and the way he said it made her freeze, fork poised above her plate. He only ever said that when the next sentence would be a splinter under the skin.

“Okay,” she said, tone so flat she almost surprised herself. She flexed her toes under the table, a ritual for grounding herself, but her foot tapped against the leg and she forced it still.

Mark cleared his throat. He didn’t look up. “You know, the, uh…” He gestured vaguely with his hand, as if the ghost of a subject might take shape in the air between them. “Our situation.”

Elena pressed her lips together, feeling the salt of tears she would not shed. “The infertility,” she supplied, voice soft but sharp. She felt the old shame flare in her chest, but with it something else—a detachment, as if she were observing herself from the ceiling, already deadened to whatever Mark would suggest.

He nodded, finally meeting her gaze, his eyes rimmed with exhaustion but bright with some new, feverish energy. “What if there’s another way?” he said, and she watched the words hang there, motes of possibility swirling in the heat rising off the candle.

She took a slow breath, felt her pulse speed up. “Another clinic?” she asked, already bracing for the cost, the months, the inevitable failure. But Mark shook his head.

“No. Not… that,” he said. His fingers traced the rim of his glass, circling, circling. “Look, I know the problem is me. ‘Motility’ is just a scientific term for ‘broken sperm’,”

Elena started to speak, to say something comforting, but knew he was right.

“No,” Mark waved his hand to stop her from speaking. He looked softly into her eyes, “You’ve been wonderful. Not blaming me, but we both know it’s me–my sperm are just wimps.” He tried a weak smile, but unfortunately matched his weak smile to his weak sperms, and Elena tried not to get angry at him for–everything.

She hated herself for needing to hear the next part, for the way her skin tingled with anticipation and dread.

He pressed on, lowering his voice as if the house itself might be listening. “What if we didn’t go through another round? What if we tried… the natural way. But with someone who—” He faltered, and for a moment she wondered if he’d lost his nerve. But then, with a flicker of resolve, he said it: “With someone who can actually give you what you need.”

The words landed like a dropped glass, shattering her pretense of composure. Elena’s throat tightened. She placed her own glass down and folded her hands in her lap, not trusting them not to shake.

She stared at him. “You mean… with another man.” Her voice was not a question, but a verdict.

Mark winced, but nodded. He ran his thumb along the edge of the table, a tic she recognized from every moment he’d ever felt powerless. “Yes. I mean, only if you wanted to, of course. It’s your body, your—” He stopped, and the silence rang with the word he couldn’t say: choice.

Elena felt a spasm of laughter rise in her chest, wild and bordering on hysteria. “You’d be okay with that?” she asked, the words small and incredulous. “You’d be okay watching me—” She let the thought trail off, unable to say the rest.

He looked at her then, and the depth of longing in his eyes undid her a little. “I’d rather see you happy, see you complete, than keep pretending this is ever going to work with just us. And…” His cheeks reddened, but he didn’t break the gaze. “Yes, I’d like to see you with another man.”

Elena’s mouth hung open as she processed his confession. She wasn’t sure what was more shocking - the idea of Mark watching, or that he wanted another man to impregnate her.

“Uh, OK,” she stalled. “Did you have someone in mind, or just find some guy on message boards, or pick up someone in a bar?”

Mark met her eyes and said a single word, “Marcus.”

It was her turn to wince. “Marcus.” She said the name like a blasphemy.

Mark gave a small, guilty smile. “You look at him the way you used to look at me. I can tell you like him, and I see the way he looks at you.”

That stung, and Elena opened her mouth to protest, but nothing came out.

“He’s… different,” Mark continued, emboldened. “He’s not like anyone else. He’s strong. He’s… I mean, look at the guy.” He let out a helpless laugh, the sound high and thin. “If we’re really honest, he’s everything I’m not. And I think maybe he could do what I can’t.”

The sentence hung there, naked and obscene.

Elena’s pulse thudded in her ears. She watched her own hand reach for the glass, watched her fingers wrap it so tightly the stem could have snapped. She thought of Marcus—of his arms, his hands, the quiet confidence that radiated from him even when he was just turning soil. She remembered the way he’d looked at her through the kitchen window, the not-quite-smile, the slow survey from head to toe. She felt the blush start at her collarbone, and she hated herself for it.

She forced herself to answer. “You’re talking about me sleeping with him.” She tried to put venom in it, but the word “sleeping” sounded almost gentle. She couldn’t disguise the tremor in her voice.

Mark nodded. He looked down, then up, then down again. “Not just that. I mean, yes, that. But…” He swallowed. “I want to watch.” The words came out in a rush, a dam breaking. “I want to see you, um, be filled by someone who can give you a child. Someone who can do it the way it’s supposed to be done.” He looked away, ashamed, but his hands betrayed him, drumming a frantic Morse code on the table.

The shock of it struck Elena silent. She’d always suspected, somewhere in the fog of their sexual history, that Mark’s devotion had a shadow side, a need to witness or be erased. But this—this was raw, unfiltered, beyond what she’d imagined even in her wildest, darkest hours.

For a moment, she tried to muster outrage, to summon some vestige of dignity, but her body refused to cooperate. She felt the heat spreading up her neck, the electric hum in her thighs. Her skin tingled at the memory of Marcus’s gaze, at the thought of his hands replacing her husband’s.

She looked at Mark, at the fragile hope twisting his face. “You really want this?” she whispered. “You want me to be… with him?”

He nodded, voice trembling with urgency. “I want you to be happy. I want you to have a baby, our baby, even if it’s—” His voice broke, and the next word came out choked. “His.” His eyes pried into her, pleading, “I want you to enjoy doing it.”

Elena closed her eyes, fighting the dizzying rush of arousal and fear. She imagined Marcus, the way he’d tower over her, the animal certainty in his movements. She imagined herself naked beneath him, Mark watching from the shadows, and the thought shamed and thrilled her in equal measure.

She opened her eyes, found Mark watching her with a hunger she hadn’t seen in years.

“I don’t even know if he’d… want to,” she said, a feeble protest.

Mark’s lips twitched, the barest echo of a smile. “You’re beautiful. He’d be crazy not to.”

Elena tried to think about more objections, even though her dampening panties told her what she wanted. “The baby will be black. What about that?”

Mark looked at her, as if he was in a trance, “I’m OK with that if you are. As long as it’s healthy.”

Elena tried again, “People will know I…”

Mark interrupted, “And they’ll know it’s not mine.”

She looked at her husband and realized that this was a fantasy for him, “You’re OK with that?”

“Yeah. It’s kind of thrilling, actually.”

Elena considered the looks, the gossip, how people would look at her and Mark when they were out with the baby. It was  thrilling.

She felt her resistance ebbing, replaced by a raw curiosity, a craving she hadn’t allowed herself to name.

She placed her hand over Mark’s, fingers cold and trembling. “Are you sure? What if I like it?”

He turned his palm to grip hers. “I hope you like it, and yes, I’m sure.”

The words pulsed between them, a living thing, and Elena felt the boundary she’d held so tightly dissolve, replaced by something hotter, more dangerous, more honest. She felt the heat flare between her legs as she imagined feeling Marcus inside her.

***

They sat, the candle guttering between them, hands clasped in the open like a contract. For a long time neither spoke, both afraid that saying the wrong word would break the spell. The silence was different now, expectant, almost alive. Elena looked down at their knotted fingers, then up at Mark, who seemed smaller and larger at the same time, as if he’d been stripped to his elemental self.

She let go first, sliding her hand back across the table to her wine. She took a sip, the bitterness a welcome slap. “So,” she said, careful to keep her tone neutral, “you want a baby. But not a baby that’s… ours. Not really.” She let the words stand, watched him bristle, then watched him relax into it.

Mark shook his head, smiling in a way she recognized from their first months together, back when their ambition was enough to sustain them. “No. I want a family. I want you to have what you need, even if it’s not mine. Besides—” He leaned in, voice dropping. “Have you thought about what it would be like? For people to see you with a baby that isn’t… obviously mine?”

The question sent a jolt through her, unexpected and not entirely unpleasant.

She rolled the glass between her palms, thinking. “You mean, you’d want everyone to know?” Her voice trembled at the word “everyone.”

He nodded, and there was no flinch of shame this time. “I thought about it a lot, actually. The idea of everyone seeing. Knowing what you did.” He paused, weighing the next admission. “Knowing it’s not my child.”

Elena stared at him. For a moment, the rawness of his confession filled her with horror. But there was also a glimmer, a sharp spike of something predatory. She thought of Marcus’s arms, his sure stride, the total ease with which he dominated his garden and the gaze of anyone who crossed his path. She wondered if he would look at her that way while inside her, if he would make Mark watch.

A heat crawled up her throat. “You want people to know you’re… what, not the real father?” She tried to sound mocking, but it came out low and reverent.

“Yes.” The word was a stone thrown into the pond of their marriage. “Is that so strange?”

She laughed, more exhaling than sound. “It’s not the strangest thing tonight.”

Mark looked at her, hope and fear warring in his face. “What about you?” he asked, almost shy. “Would you want that? For people to know?”

Elena hesitated, but only for a second. “I think about it, too. What people would say. What they’d assume.” She took another sip of wine, then set it down. “I imagine being in public and knowing… that it couldn’t possibly be yours.” The words tasted illicit, heavy with implication.

Mark’s eyes widened, a pulse jumping in his throat. “And?”

She surprised herself by not looking away. “And it excites me,” she said. The admission felt like a key in a long-locked door, a rush of cold air into a room she’d refused to enter.

Mark’s breath hitched. “So you’d want to do it?” he whispered. “You’d want him to breed you?”

She didn’t answer right away. She uncrossed her arms, sitting up straighter, feeling the tension wind down her spine and then disappear. “I don’t know what I want,” she said, but it was a lie, and they both knew it.

Mark leaned forward, the candle making a cathedral of shadows on his face. “If we do this, it has to be for real. Not a one-off. We have to give it every chance.”

Elena nodded, voice soft. “You mean, like a… full cycle? As many times as it takes?”

“Yes,” he said, and there was a hunger in it. “Until you’re pregnant. Until we know for sure.”

The directness stunned her. “You want to see it?” she asked, daring him to say yes.

His cheeks flushed, but he nodded. “Every time.”

“It could be months,” she persisted.

“I’m OK with that.”

She let the fantasy run through her head, let it warm her from within. The idea of Marcus—tall, broad, effortless—claiming her in their own bed, Mark in the corner, helpless, watching. She wondered if Marcus would make her beg, or if she’d need to at all.

“So,” she said, trying to sound clinical, “how do you think we… ask him?” The question hovered, obscene and beautiful.

Mark answered in his most project-manager tone. “We’ll invite him for dinner. He likes you, I can tell. And if he’s not into it, we just go back to normal. No harm, no foul.”

Elena’s laugh was almost a sob. “Normal,” she repeated. “That’s funny.”

He reached across the table, his hand finding hers. “Are you scared?” he asked, gently.

She shook her head. “Terrified.” But she didn’t let go.

Mark squeezed her hand, voice low and insistent. “You can stop anytime. You’re in control.”

She looked at him. “Am I?”

He grinned, boyish and raw. “Yes. Unless you want not to be.”

Elena closed her eyes, letting the possibilities parade before her. She saw herself round-bellied, neighbors gossiping, her mother’s sharp eye flicking from baby to Mark to her, connecting the dots. She imagined the taste of Marcus’s sweat, the scrape of his beard, the inexorable weight of his need. She wondered if Mark would want to hold her afterward, or if he’d be too shattered.

She opened her eyes; the decision solidifying like a clot. “Okay,” she said, voice steady. “Let’s do it.”

Mark’s relief was almost palpable, his grip tightening until her fingers ached. For a moment, they just stared, a wild animal recognition flickering between them.

Then, almost as an afterthought, Elena asked, “What if it works?”

Mark’s smile was radiant, tragic and perfect. “Then we’ll be a family. The three of us.”

The candle burned low, pooling wax on the tablecloth, as they sat there plotting the terms of their new, feral domesticity. The future stretched ahead, dark and wild, but Elena craved it, the unknown, the risk, the certainty of being filled.

When they finally rose from the table, it was with the cautious, giddy solemnity of conspirators about to commit a crime. Elena extinguished the candle with her thumb and forefinger, not flinching at the burn, and followed Mark up the stairs.


Chapter 4: The Interview

By seven-thirty, the last of the sunlight peeled away from the backyard, surrendering the lawn to the amber haze of the patio string lights. The bulbs floated above the deck like a chain of minor suns. Marcus arrived precisely on time—he always did, Elena realized, even for the most informal invitations. When Mark greeted him at the gate, Marcus’s shadow stretched clear across the planks, darkening the path to the table where Elena arranged the evening’s offerings with a practiced, trembling efficiency.

“Evening,” Marcus said, voice low and unhurried. He wore a shirt this time—a battered Henley that hugged the thickness of his arms and left little to the imagination. The denim was familiar, but cleaner, the boots were mud-free and purposeful. His presence was unmistakable, displacing the air itself; Elena felt it the moment he set foot on their deck, the way the string of lights seemed to sharpen around him.

Mark’s handshake was quick, damp. “Thanks for coming,” he said, as if Marcus was doing them a favor instead of upending the order of their universe.

“Thanks for the invite. Nice night for it.” Marcus took in the yard with a brief, cursory glance before his gaze locked on Elena—inspecting her, but also assessing, as if she were a property line he might someday annex.

She straightened her skirt, even though it was already smooth, and picked up the tray with three glasses and a cold sweating carafe. She’d gone for the second-best stemware, neither the wedding crystal nor the mismatched tumblers—a hedge for all outcomes. As she approached, Marcus’s eyes didn’t track the tray, but her hips, and Elena felt the stare like a claim staked before any paperwork was signed.

“Hi, Marcus,” she said, and her voice didn’t betray the thrum in her chest. “Pinot or IPA?”

He let the question hang, measuring her with the lazy confidence of a man who already knew his answer would be honored. “Beer’s good,” he said.

She smiled, small and involuntary, and poured three glasses—two wine, one beer. Mark hovered at her shoulder, nodding along to a conversation that had not yet started. When Elena set the glasses down, Marcus’s fingers grazed hers, and the spark was real, not imagined, not the stuff of whispered fantasy.

The three of them sat. Elena tried to look casual as she crossed her legs, but she caught Mark’s sideways glance—he was bracing for impact, for the conversation they had rehearsed in the living room, the script still wet in their minds.

It was Marcus who broke the ice, as he always did. “So.” He rolled the word between his teeth, then took a deliberate pull from his bottle. “You wanted to talk.” The statement was both an invitation and a boundary.

Mark made a sound halfway between a laugh and a cough. “Yeah,” he said, then hesitated. “We wanted to ask you about something. About… helping us.”

Marcus waited, completely still.

Elena watched as Mark squared his shoulders and dove in, exactly as planned. “We’re serious about starting a family,” Mark said, voice strained but serviceable. “But, as you know, biology hasn’t been kind. So we thought… if you were open to it, we’d ask if you’d be willing to, um, be a donor. For Elena. Not through a clinic, but—” He faltered, looking at Marcus, then at Elena, then away. “The natural way.”

If Marcus was surprised, he showed none of it. His eyes lingered on Elena’s, then shifted to Mark. “You mean, fuck your wife.”

Elena’s heart leapt, a spasm of both horror and arousal. Mark swallowed, his Adam’s apple jumping. “Essentially,” he said, voice scraping the edge of audibility.

The silence that followed was not empty, but loaded, as if the air itself waited to see how Elena would react. She felt her cheeks flush, but she didn’t look away from Marcus. “We’d like you to consider it,” she said, even and clear. “If you’re comfortable. And if you think you can… help.”

Marcus leaned back in the patio chair, balancing it on two legs with the ease of a man who trusted his own equilibrium. “Let’s be clear about what we’re doing here,” he said, his tone gentler than his words. “I’m not looking to be a sperm donor. That’s for test tubes. You want a real shot, you do it the old way. Like animals.” He grinned, the expression honest but edged. “That’s what you’re asking?”

Elena nodded. “Yes.”

He set the chair down with a decisive thud, then leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “You two really  think this through?” He turned to Elena and said, “You’ll have a half-black baby, so everyone will know you’re a snow bunny. That’s a magnet for black guys.” He turned to Mark and said, “And of course they’ll all know you let her.” He let the implication hang in the air.

Elena said, “We talked about it. I’ll be fine, and I know how to say ‘no’ to any guys that hit on me.” She wondered how that would feel–whether it would be flattering and exciting, or threatening. She wanted a baby so bad, she’d worry about that later.

Marcus turned to Mark, waiting for an answer.

“I’m OK with it,” Mark said, not explaining anything more.

Marcus looked at the two of them, “So, I get to fuck your pretty wife and put my baby in her, and you two raise it? No strings attached?” He smiled and said, “Of course, I’ll do it.”

Mark exhaled loudly Elena almost laughed.

“But there are terms,” Marcus added.

Mark’s eyes darted to hers, and Elena recognized the terror and thrill mirrored there.

“First,” Marcus said, “no medical intervention. No turkey basters, no fertility voodoo. If we’re doing this, it’s you and me, as many times as it takes, until you’re knocked up. That’s the only way I’ll do it.”

He waited, letting that settle.

Mark nodded, brow already shining. “We understand.”

“Second,” Marcus continued, “I don’t want any weirdness. If you want to watch, fine, but you don’t get to step in. No tag-teaming, no interruptions. You stay where I tell you. Understood?”

Elena felt her thighs tense beneath the table. Mark’s mouth opened, then closed. “That’s… fine,” he said, voice gone soft.

Marcus finally turned his gaze fully on her, unblinking. “And third,” he said, “I decide how this goes down. You want results, you leave it to me. We do this on my schedule, in my way, and you do anything I say. You got that?”

Elena nodded, unable to look away from the force of his stare.

He seemed satisfied. “Good. Then let’s talk about the details.”

He swept his eyes over her body, slow and explicit. “You’ve got good potential,” he said, as if discussing livestock. “Wide hips, sturdy frame. You’ll carry it well.”

The words should have stung, but instead they hit some hidden trigger. Elena felt the pulse between her legs, the primal urge that had guided her toward Marcus in the first place. She folded her hands in her lap to keep them from shaking.

Mark cleared his throat, clinging to whatever dignity he could muster. “Do you have, uh, a preference for how… often?”

He leaned forward, forearms braced on his knees. The table creaked under his weight, or maybe it just felt like it did. “Here’s how it’s going to work. You track your cycle, we start as soon as you hit the window. We go every night—more, if you can handle it.” He didn’t say if Elena or Mark was the ‘you’ in question, and the ambiguity pressed Elena’s pulse into overdrive.

Mark wet his lips. “Is there, um, a statistical reason for… that frequency?”

Marcus didn’t look at him. “Because that’s what works. If you want something done right, you don’t half-ass it.” He glanced at Mark then, just long enough to make the point. “You want a shot at success, you don’t take days off. Biology doesn’t care about schedules.”

Marcus leaned back, smiling, “Believe me, I want to knock her up as much as she wants it. I’ve always wanted a kid to continue my line, but don’t have the room for drama that a wife creates.”

He turned to Mark and said, “This is perfect. I get to fuck your wife, use her womb and leave the kid to you.” He grinned as he nailed Mark’s kink: “You want to see a black guy fuck Elena, use her, huh?”

Elena felt the shame rise in Mark; she saw it in the way his fingers dented the label of his beer, twisting it until it wrinkled and split. She almost wanted to put a hand over his, but she kept herself anchored.

Marcus continued. “You want to watch, fine, but you’re not in the game. Elena and I handle business, and you stay out of the way. No interruptions, no coaching from the sidelines. We fuck however we want.” He turned to her, his gaze like a hand on her chin. “Any questions from you?”

She shook her head, not trusting her voice to stay even. Marcus saw through it anyway.

“You okay with this?” he asked, and the softness of the question caught her off guard.

She looked him straight on. “Yes,” she said, and the word was simple, unadorned, unassailable. “I want this. I want you to do this.”

Mark inhaled sharply, and the sound was louder than it should have been in the stillness.

Marcus’s lips curled into a slow, predatory smile. “That’s how it should be.” He leaned back, chair groaning, hands open on his thighs. “This is perfect. I’ve got a beautiful plot to plant my seed. I can’t wait to see you ripening.”

Mark cleared his throat. “You’re sure about the timing?” His voice trembled on the edge of a laugh, but the sound never emerged.

Marcus raised an eyebrow. “You got a problem with the plan?”

Mark looked at Elena, then shook his head. “No. Just—making sure we’re all clear.”

“Crystal,” Marcus said. He finally turned his attention to Mark, studied him for the first time all evening. “You know this is what she wants, right?”

Mark nodded, face drained, but his jaw was set. “I do. It’s what we both want.”

Marcus considered this, then nodded as if he’d just signed off on a blueprint. “Alright, then.” He stood, a movement that seemed to take up more space than the sum of his body. He walked to Elena’s chair, stopping just behind her, and let his hand rest for a moment on her shoulder. The weight was neither light nor threatening—it was a claim, final and immediate. He bent down, voice so low it was almost a vibration. “Text me when you’re ready,” he said. “And get some sleep. We’ll need it.”

He didn’t say goodbye. He just left, boots thumping down the stairs, the gate swinging shut behind him with a snap that echoed longer than it should have.

The patio felt suddenly vast and vacant. Mark looked at Elena as if seeing her for the first time that night.

“You’re really okay?” he asked. There was no challenge in it, only awe and a touch of fear.

Elena nodded, feeling the heat in her cheeks. “I think I am,” she said, surprised by the conviction.

Mark looked down at his bottle, then up at the sky, searching for a shape in the night that could hold what they’d just agreed to. He found nothing, so he just sat, letting the silence fill in around them, as patient as the garden after a rain.

Elena didn’t move, didn’t blink. She felt the echo of Marcus’s hand on her skin, and for the first time in years, she wanted nothing more than to be seeded, to be claimed, to become what she was built for.


Chapter 5: The Fertile Window

Elena woke in darkness. Not the soft, forgiving dark of midnight but the sterile absence of light that comes just before daybreak, when the world was between breaths and nothing was expected of her, not yet. The master bedroom was still and cool, the silence a perfect vacuum. She lay on her side, sheets tangled at her hips, and waited for her heart to slow, though it never did. Instead, it beat a tribal tattoo against her ribs, annoying as a child with a pot and spoon.

She knew before opening her eyes. Her body hummed at a different frequency this morning, the muscles along her thighs tight, her nipples aching beneath the thin tank, a deep fullness settling low in her belly. The physical certainty announced itself first, like the aftertaste of copper or the sharp warning before a fever. She curled her toes into the memory-foam mattress and let herself register each point of contact—the brush of percale at her calves, the ambient chill on her exposed arms, the warm patch where Mark's body had spent the night and then, quietly, left her alone.

She reached for the pillow beside her, still creased from Mark’s head, but the emptiness was expected. He left early, before dawn, in deference to the schedule: her schedule, Marcus’s, the one now dictated by the alien intelligence of a fertility app. Mark had pressed his lips to her temple as she slept, a kiss like the closing of a file, and slipped from their bed, letting her wake into this new, monstrous anticipation without the need to pretend at normalcy.

Outside, the first suggestion of morning edged the room’s perimeter. Sheer curtains turned the window into a rectangle of foggy blue, lightening with every minute. In the half-dark, details emerged by degrees—the reinforced bedposts (purchased, she told Mark, for “durability and resale,” but really for the utility of bracing her against a heavier man); the new, extravagantly dense sheets that promised not to tear or pill or fail beneath real stress; the wedding photo in its antique frame, soon to be witness to her infidelity.

Her phone vibrated against the glass of the nightstand. The sound was thin, urgent—a mosquito at the ear. Elena’s arm shot out before she had decided to move, her hand closing around the phone so hard her knuckles flashed white against olive. She brought it level with her eyes, the screen’s cold blue glow slicing through the dark.

The reminder notification sat atop the cascade of texts and email notifications:

“4 days until peak. Start today.”

She started at the notification. She had extended her window from the 48 hours that the app suggested, to 96 hours. For the twentieth time, she questioned her logic: Was she planning for Marcus’ sperm to live for the five days that were advertised, or was she maximizing the time that he would be inside of her?

Mark hadn’t questioned her reasoning; either he was eager to ensure her pregnancy, or he wanted to watch Marcus take her as soon as possible. She was a little anxious about how both of them would feel once the deed was done - would they freak out and pull the plug, or would the act be as exciting as they both expected.

She inhaled, measured and deliberate. In the hospital, they taught breath control for trauma: four seconds in, hold, four out, release. She followed the script, felt her pulse drop by the smallest decimal.

There was a ping from her phone, text from Mark: “ Home at 3:00. Today, right? ”

“ Yes ” was all she could manage. She wanted to say “ Marcus breeds me today ” or “ Today our life changes, ” or something outrageous like, “ Today I let a black man fuck me bare .” The simple answer was enough for Mark.

She set the phone on her chest and let her head loll back against the pillow. Above her, the ceiling was a plain expanse—no water stains here, no flaking, nothing but smooth, unmarred surface. Elena catalogued her body the way she would a patient: clear lungs, steady rhythm, no fever, but—she traced the inside of her thigh with one fingertip—moisture gathering already, a tanginess thick on her tongue. Her skin was hypersensitive, each hair a live wire. She squeezed her knees together, a reflexive modesty, and the ache intensified.

The weight of what she had agreed to hovered just above her, a second, invisible body. She had wanted this. Had orchestrated it, even. But now that the mechanism was in motion, she felt herself split—one part coldly, almost comically professional (justifying the timing to maximize her chances); the other, something animal, a rooting hunger she had spent years camouflaging with polite restraint.

***

Elena moved through the bedroom with a sense of ceremony. She navigated the space as if each step were a motion in a larger ritual, a sequence of necessary gestures leading toward one unalterable outcome. The room was brighter now, morning sunlight filtering through the curtain’s weave and painting a grid of gold and ivory across the bed. She stood in the thick of it, letting the light pool at her feet, and took a long, deliberate breath.

The lingerie drawer was newly organized—another project from the previous week. She surveyed its contents with the practiced detachment of a nurse prepping a surgical tray. She bypassed the delicate, the impractical, the showy pieces bought for anniversaries that had never quite landed the way she’d hoped. Today was not about illusion or ornament. She briefly considered staying naked–showing Marcus that she was open for him.

She selected a sports bralette in a pale, eggshell white—supportive, comfortable, cut low across the front, just enough to frame her breasts and leave the lines of her collarbones exposed. The matching briefs were cotton, soft and thin, with a discreet stripe of mesh at the hip. She weighed the aesthetics: pure, almost clinical, but with an undercurrent of the deliberate. This was what Marcus would see when he came for her. It felt both pragmatic and raw, and she imagined his face when he saw her.

She dressed herself with slow, steady hands, savoring the friction of the fabric against her skin. The bralette pressed her breasts into subtle, natural curves, the band tight across her ribs. The cotton underwear hugged her hips and made her acutely aware of every movement, every swell and dip in the flesh beneath. She caught her reflection in the full-length mirror and lingered, turning slightly to judge the effect from every angle. She didn’t see Mark’s wife. She saw something new, as yet unnamed—a receptacle, a woman ready to violate vows in her bed–all in pursuit of a baby..

She left the bedroom and padded into the hallway, drawn by a compulsion stronger than habit. The bay window at the end of the corridor offered a panoramic view of the backyard and, just beyond the fence, Marcus’s garden. She approached it with a silent intent, feeling the cool, lacquered wood beneath her soles, the subtle creak of the floorboards. She rested her forearms on the windowsill, leaning forward, and scanned the yard for any sign of him.

He was there, of course. He always was, sometimes even in the rain.

Marcus’s garden was already alive—dark green and purple tendrils tangled in the raised beds, tomato cages haloed with yellow blossoms, the rich black of freshly turned earth. Marcus moved among the rows with measured certainty, never pausing, never wasted. He wore a sleeveless undershirt and faded jeans, the kind that looked painted on, the fabric stretched tight over his glutes and thighs. He gripped a hoe in both hands, clearing the soil with rhythmic, almost hypnotic swings. Sweat stained the small of his back and made the edges of his shirt cling to the hard line of his torso.

Elena felt a flush ignite in her chest and spread outward, a tidal heat that turned her knees soft and her scalp prickly. Her jaw clenched. She steadied herself by gripping the windowsill until her knuckles stood out white against the wood. She watched the way Marcus’s arms flexed, the muscles thick and corded beneath his skin, the veins raised and blue in the sunlight. She watched his hands, large and rough, the calluses visible even at this distance. Every time he bent to lift a rock or weed, his hips pivoted in a way that was indecent, his ass flexing, his back a smooth, living map of sinew and strength.

She was aware of her own breathing—shallow, erratic. She pressed her thighs together, feeling the fabric of her underwear grow damp with need. It was embarrassing how little restraint she had left, how her body answered instantly to even the smallest provocation. She considered, for a moment, what it would be like to simply open the window and call to him, to announce her readiness with nothing more than her voice and her posture. The thought made her shiver, and she gripped the sill even harder.

She remembered the words from the other night, Marcus’s voice cutting through the pretense: “No medical intervention. No turkey basters, no fertility voodoo. If we’re doing this, it’s you and me, as many times as it takes, until you’re knocked up.” She heard it on a loop in her head, the finality of his tone, the confidence that bordered on cruelty but never crossed the line. She wondered if he would speak to her that way when he was inside her, if he would tell her what to do and she would do it, no questions, no protests.

She wondered if she would like it. She didn’t really have a doubt; it was just her built-in skepticism.

She let her forehead rest against the glass; the coolness leeching some of the fever from her skin. She imagined, with perfect clarity, the moment Marcus would cross the threshold of her home, the sound of his boots on the stairs, the scent of dirt and sweat and inevitability. She pictured herself opening the door in nothing but the bralette and panties, inviting him in without a word, surrendering in plain sight. She felt the hardness of her nipples beneath the cotton, the ache that ran straight from her chest to her core.

She knew it was ridiculous, this drama, but she couldn’t help herself. It was as if the possibility of being bred—of being filled, claimed, planted—had rewritten her biology overnight. She was no longer Mark’s wife, not really. That role had dried up and flaked away, leaving behind a field desperate for seed.

She stood at the window for ten minutes, maybe longer, watching Marcus finish his rounds. He paused, at one point, and scanned the yard, as if sensing her gaze. For a terrifying instant, their eyes met. She didn’t flinch. If anything, she pressed herself tighter to the glass, daring him to see the want written on her face.

When he finally turned away, Elena exhaled in a rush, as if she’d been underwater the entire time. She drew back from the window and sagged against the wall, her head spinning. She looked down at her own body—the flat, trembling stomach, the damp spot spreading across the cotton at her crotch—and felt a rush of shame and pride in equal measure.

She pushed off the wall and returned to the bedroom, nerves buzzing. She stripped out of the bralette and panties, dropping them on the bed, then hesitated, unsure whether to put them back on or let Marcus find her nude, already reduced to the simplest, most primal self. She settled on the panties, no bra, and pulled on a loose, worn T-shirt over the top—an old favorite of Mark’s, threadbare but soft. It was a half-measure, a nod to decorum that fooled no one. She liked the symbology of Marcus removing the shirt that belonged to her husband, and taking her for himself.

She sat on the bed, thighs parted, and reached for her phone. This time, she did not hesitate. She typed a new message:

Today. Anytime after 3.

She sent it without looking back.

She lay back on the mattress, arms above her head, and waited. The sheets were cool against her skin, the anticipation a live wire. She wondered if Marcus would respond, or if he would just appear, summoned like some ancient god of the harvest, intent on filling her to bursting.

Her heart thudded against her ribs, her skin alive with every passing second. She let herself drift, picturing the future—the heaviness in her belly, the knowledge that it would be him growing inside her, his legacy, his claim.

She would not resist. She would be his field, his vessel, his prize.

When the phone finally buzzed, she nearly jolted out of her skin. She grabbed it, hands shaking, and read the message:

I’ll be there.

She didn’t bother to reply. She lay there for the rest of the day, imagining what he would do to her; what he would make her do. All while her husband watched.


Chapter 6: The First Planting

Elena sat on the edge of the master bed, hands folded so tightly between her knees that the nail beds blanched. Afternoon light sifted through the bedroom curtains, the stripes on the carpet warping as the wind shifted the sheer fabric. She’d opened the window earlier for air, then closed it again, afraid the neighbors might hear her heart hammering through the screen. The room was clean, aggressively so—laundry basket empty, throw pillows aligned, the bed freshly made except for the slight indentation where her body kept failing to hold still.

She wore Mark’s favorite T-shirt, the one with a faded college crest on the front and a ragged, broken seam at the hem. It was loose on her shoulders but not long enough to cover the band of white cotton underwear she’d changed into, twice, since morning. Her arms and legs were bare, skin prickled with the anticipation of exposure. She tugged at the hem, stretched it downward, then let it recoil to mid-thigh.

Across from her, Mark occupied the reading chair. He sat rigid, back straight, arms locked to the armrests. He had moved the chair yesterday, unprompted, so that it faced the bed from the corner near the window, a command post or a witness box. His face was set, jaw clenched to stifle the tic that always came out when he was nervous. He wore a button-down shirt and dark jeans, the effortful neatness of a man about to meet his executioner and determined to look dignified at the end.

Elena watched his hands. The knuckles were white, the fingers rigid, as if the act of not intervening required its own muscular effort. He kept glancing at his watch, then at the door, then at her, and each time his eyes met hers, he would flinch away. She wondered if he would ever look at her the same way again, or if today would permanently rewire whatever neurons governed affection and disgust.

A deep rumble from the front porch—boots on the slate. Elena’s breath caught and froze at the top of her lungs, a block of ice. Mark’s back stiffened, the movement so involuntary it rippled through the seat of the chair.

The knock was a formality, heavy and deliberate. Elena didn’t answer at first, waiting for Mark to say something, or maybe for the house to collapse and spare them all. When nothing happened, she rose, the T-shirt barely covering her as she walked barefoot across the floor. She was hyper-aware of the sound her feet made on the wood: soft slap, soft slap, then nothing as she reached the rug in the hallway.

She paused at the door, hand on the knob. For a second, she caught her own reflection in the hallway mirror—a woman in a man’s shirt, rock-hard nipples poking the shirt, eyes too wide and too dark. The sight both shamed her and made her want to peel the shirt off entirely.

She opened the door.

Marcus filled the entryway. Not just in presence, but in a literal, spatial way—the doorframe boxed his shoulders, making him seem larger and even more alien to the house’s proportions. He wore a clean, close-fitting black T-shirt and the same battered jeans from the garden, boots wiped but not unsoiled. His hair was still damp from a shower, beads of water glistening along the sideburns and the short nape of his neck. The skin on his arms was golden, shiny with the promise of heat and salt and something primal.

He looked her over, slow and blunt, eyes unashamedly raking from her bare toes to her scalp. The silence between them pressed outward, filling the foyer with more oxygen than Elena could inhale.

She stepped back, opening the door wider, and gestured for him to come in. He did, moving with a calm, predatory confidence—no wasted motion, no apology for the dirt on his boots. He closed the door behind him with a single swing of his arm, then followed her down the hall.

She led the way, the walk short but interminable. With every step, she could feel Marcus’s gaze on the small of her back, on the backs of her knees, on the place where her thighs began. She almost hoped he’d reach out and touch her before they reached the bedroom, just to prove the theory that her body would not, in fact, shatter under pressure. But he let her walk ahead, observing, patient, measuring her stride and her posture, as if noting the readiness of livestock before a show.

In the doorway of the master, she stopped and looked at Mark. He had not moved, but his eyes had. He fixed on Marcus, then on Elena, then down at the carpet. She saw the panic at the edges, the glassiness of a man about to witness an execution in slow motion.

Marcus stepped into the room, and it shrank by a third. He looked around—at the bed, at Mark in the chair, at the framed wedding photo on the dresser, at the newly sturdy bedposts. He smiled, the expression subtle, barely curving the corners of his lips.

“Nice,” he said, surveying the space. He looked at Mark. “You good over there?”

Mark cleared his throat. “Yes. I’ll… I’ll be here.”

“Good,” Marcus said. He let the word hang, then turned to Elena. His voice dropped into something lower, more resonant. “Let’s get started. I’ve been thinking about this a long time.”

He stepped closer, closing the gap between them. He was a full head taller, the width of his chest more than double her own. Elena felt her scalp prickle, her knees flexing slightly to keep her balance.

“Take off the shirt,” Marcus said.

His tone was not cruel or mocking, just flat and practical, as if instructing her on how to avoid a chemical burn. Elena hesitated—she’d imagined this so many times, the shame, the scrutiny, the wordless verdict on her body. Now, under the bright exposure of daylight and with Mark watching, she felt her skin flush with heat, her pulse audible in her ears.

She slipped her fingers under the hem, and lifted. The shirt came up over her head, snagged at her chin for a second, then off. She tossed it onto the bed, arms instinctively folding over her chest, then dropping when Marcus tsked softly.

He circled her once, slowly, letting his gaze linger wherever he pleased. He paused behind her, then at her side, finally returning to face her.

“Turn around,” he said.

She did. His hand reached out and caught her hip, not roughly but with enough pressure to anchor her in place. His thumb pressed into the crest of her hipbone, as if mapping the topography of her pelvis. The gesture was careful, even more so when his other hand came up to trace the line of her ribs.

“Good hips,” he said, mostly to himself, but loud enough for Mark to hear. “Strong.”

She heard Mark exhale, a short gust. She stared ahead, at the painting above the headboard—a generic landscape, trees and water, a scene she’d never really noticed before. Marcus’s hand slipped from her side to her belly, palm wide and flat. He squeezed, then released.

“Breathe in,” he instructed.

She did. Her lungs expanded, chest rising.

He nodded. “Good lungs. Strong diaphragm. You’re built for this.”

The praise should have felt degrading, but instead it electrified her–she was breeding stock. She felt her nipples tighten, her spine straighten. She risked a glance at Mark—he was staring, his face a rictus of arousal and agony.

Marcus looked her up and down one last time, then stepped back.

“Take off the underwear.”

This was the moment Elena had rehearsed, alone, in the shower, late at night after Mark had gone to sleep. Still, her hands trembled. She slid the cotton briefs down her hips, letting them drop to her ankles. She stepped out of them and stood, naked, for both men.

Marcus made a small sound of approval.

He walked to the bed, sat on the edge, and beckoned her with a finger. “Come here.”

Elena crossed the few steps and stood between his open knees. She could see, at this angle, how his arms seemed even larger from up close, the biceps stretching the sleeves, the hands easily spanning the width of her thigh. He reached up and let his fingers drift across her lower stomach, then traced the seam where her legs joined her torso.

“Turn around,” he said again.

She faced away from him, her back to his chest, and felt his hands on her hips, aligning her with a precision that bordered on possessive. He squeezed again, thumbs digging into the flesh, then released. She saw Mark staring, mesmerized by Marcus’ large black hands on her pale skin.

“You’re ready,” he said. “But we’ll see.”

He stood, looming over her, and peeled off his T-shirt. The reveal was theatrical, though he didn’t perform for them—he simply undressed, unhurried, stripping down to his jeans and then unbuckling, letting them drop. He wore nothing beneath. His penis, heavy and half-erect, hung between his legs, the size already intimidating and nothing like Mark’s. He made no move to conceal himself, no joke, no self-deprecation. This was a tool, and he intended to use it.

He turned her to face him. “Look at me,” he said.

She did.

He placed a finger under her chin, tilting her head until their eyes locked.

“I’m going to use you the way you want,” Marcus said. “You’re going to take everything I give you. And your husband is going to watch, see what you are.”

Elena swallowed. Her pulse thudded in her ears.

Mark made a soft, involuntary noise.

Marcus guided her to the bed and set her on the edge, spreading her knees with a nudge of his hand. He let his gaze linger for a long moment, then looked at Mark.

“Watch carefully,” he said.

Then he knelt, face level with her thighs, and ran his hand up the inside of her leg. His touch was rougher now, less clinical, more claiming. He pressed his mouth to the inside of her knee, then higher, then higher, until she gasped and her legs trembled. He didn’t speak, didn’t comment, just worked her with a steady, relentless focus, alternating hands and mouth, coaxing her body to readiness.

When she was slick and panting, Marcus rose. He took his penis in hand and stroked it, slow, deliberate, letting Elena and Mark both watch as it grew to full hardness. It was thick, the skin dark and veined, the head broad and swollen. Elena felt a flicker of terror, but more than that, a greedy curiosity: could she even take him? Would she survive it?

Marcus towered over her, then looked down at Mark.

“Ready?” he asked.

Mark, voice hoarse: “Yes.”

Marcus smiled, the kind of smile that said he already knew.

He gripped Elena’s hips and lifted her onto the bed, positioning her as if she weighed nothing. Then he bent over her, body caging hers, and pressed the tip of his cock against her entrance.

He paused, savoring the tension, and whispered in her ear: “Open up for me. Show him you want me.”

She did.

She felt the stretch, slow and burning, as he entered her. She whimpered, tried to keep from crying out, but he held her in place, one hand splayed across her belly, the other bracing her thigh open.

The sound of Mark’s breathing filled the room, rapid and ragged.

Marcus pushed deeper, every inch a victory, every motion deliberate. He looked down at her, then at Mark.

“You see this?” he asked, his voice a growl. “This is what you needed all along.”

He fucked her, slowly at first, then faster, each thrust driving her higher into the bed. Elena’s body adapted, then craved it, the initial pain melting into a need so raw it bordered on hunger. She moaned, openly now, not caring who heard.

Marcus filled her, claimed her, used her—there was no better word. Every movement said: this is mine, and you are mine, and I will give you what you want, no matter who is watching.

Mark sat, silent, eyes glassy, hands gripping the chair so hard she thought the wood might crack.

Elena arched beneath Marcus, her body stretching to take him, her hands clawing at the sheets. The sensation was overwhelming: the weight, the fullness, the friction, the relentless drive. He held her hips in place and slammed into her, harder and harder, until she was whimpering and sobbing and begging for him not to stop.

She shifted her hands from the bed to Marcus, gripping his arms, less for support and more for acknowledgement that they were coupled. She felt a thrill as she saw her pale hands against his black skin, her wedding ring winking acknowledgement of her infidelity. She wrapped her legs around his, pulling him, letting him claim her deepest area, where Mark had never been.

Her first orgasm hit hard—she screamed and begged and babbled as her body convulsed around him, pulling him in, surrendering to the pleasure of being filled like this.

Marcus didn’t stop. He continued to pump her until his body stiffened, and she felt him flood her, their eyes locked as he bred her. The knowledge of what was happening drove her instantly into another orgasm, her thrashing helping to drain him, milking the baby makers out of him. Marcus stayed that way, watching as she was shaking, spent, and pinned to the mattress by the heft of his body and the certainty of what he had done.

Marcus withdrew, slowly, letting her feel the emptiness, the loss. Then he patted her thigh, gentle again, almost affectionate.

He looked at Mark.

“That’s how you do it,” he said. “See how she liked it?”

Then he left the room, cock still half-hard, walking naked and unhurried into the bathroom. The sound of his feet echoed, then stopped.

Elena lay on the bed, legs splayed, breathing in ragged bursts. She looked at Mark, who still hadn’t moved.

She reached down and felt herself leaking Marcus’ seed, as Mark gave the tiniest smile.

***

Marcus returned to the bedroom without fanfare, a damp hand towel tossed over one shoulder. He found Elena exactly where he’d left her, collapsed on the bedspread, thighs still open, skin red with the aftershocks. Mark was in the same chair, eyes glassy, his breathing shallow and wet. The only sign of time passing was the shift of afternoon sunlight on the far wall, the gold gone harsh and slanting; the air growing thicker with the animal stench of sex.

Marcus dropped the towel at the foot of the bed and looked at Elena, appraising. “That was good,” he said, voice a blunt instrument, “but you can do better.”

He hooked a finger under her chin, lifting her face. “On your hands and knees,” he told her. “Let’s see what you’re made of.”

Elena obeyed. The sheet was still warm beneath her palms as she pushed herself upright. She positioned herself on all fours, hair falling in her face. Her knees wobbled, but Marcus steadied her with a grip on her waist that left white prints on her olive skin.

Elena waited to feel Marcus again. She spread her legs in unconscious acknowledgement of her need. She realized with a guilty thrill that this was no longer about making a baby; it was about surrender and pleasure and the excitement of Mark watching her let big black Marcus take her unconditionally.

He leaned close, breath hot in her ear. “Show your husband what you want. Don’t hide it.”

A sob burst from her, half humiliation, half raw craving. She pushed her ass back, angling her hips upward, arching her spine as Marcus positioned himself behind her. She heard him spit into his hand, then felt his fingers smear the wetness along her cleft, not gentle but thorough, priming her for the next assault. She whimpered, “Fuck me.”

He lined up, one hand at the base of her spine, the other guiding his cock to her entrance. Even after the first round, the stretch was shocking—a burning, splitting ache that radiated through her belly and into her chest. She gasped, face pressed to the sheet, eyes squeezed tight.

“Good girl,” Marcus rumbled, sinking into her in one relentless motion. “Take it. You can handle more.”

She felt every inch, every ridge, every throb. The fullness was overwhelming, pushing against parts of her she didn’t know could be touched. With each thrust, her body gave way a little more, the pain melting into a hot, wild need. She rocked back against him, the bed groaning in protest as Marcus pounded her, harder, deeper, the rhythm unbroken.

She heard Mark’s breathing grow louder, a soundtrack to her surrender.

Marcus grabbed her hair, wrapped it around his fist, and yanked her head up. “Look at him,” he growled. “Show him who you belong to.”

Elena’s eyes found Mark’s, and she saw the agony and awe twined together in his face. He wasn’t crying, but he looked close, his lips parted, pulse fluttering at his neck. She wanted to say something to him—to comfort or to taunt; she wasn’t sure—but her voice dissolved into a keening moan as Marcus slammed into her again.

He held her there, head high, back arched, body open and displayed. “You were built for this,” he said, voice low and reverent. “I could do this all night.”

He did. Marcus fucked her with a single-minded focus, never flagging, his stamina bottomless. He used her, bent her to his will, and praised her for every shudder and cry. “That’s it. You want it so bad. I can feel you squeezing me. You want to be filled, don’t you?”

She whimpered, a “yes” pulled from her throat without thought. Her body was on fire, every nerve exposed.

He fucked her harder. The slaps of his body against her ass echoed in the room, matched only by the squeak of the mattress and her escalating moans. Her arms shook, then collapsed, and she dropped to her elbows, face buried in the sheets as she sobbed and begged and lost herself.

She came, hard, and then again, each orgasm ripping her open and leaving her more desperate for the next. The world shrank to the sensation of Marcus inside her and the knowledge that Mark was watching, unable to look away.

After what felt like an hour, Marcus pulled out. She collapsed, panting, drooling, eyes wet and unfocused.

He flipped her onto her back, manhandling her with a gentleness that came only after the storm. He knelt between her knees, hands splayed on her thighs, pinning her open.

He looked over at Mark. “This is how you breed a woman,” he said. “You don’t stop when she’s tired. You don’t stop when she cries. You go until you’re sure.”

He plunged back inside her, setting a new rhythm, this one slower but no less commanding. He bent over her, chest to chest, sweat dripping onto her skin. His mouth found her neck, her jaw, her mouth, kissing and biting and owning every inch.

She wrapped her legs around his waist, clung to his back, let herself be pounded into the mattress until she was screaming with pleasure and pain. Her body shook, muscles locking and unlocking in spasms. She felt his cock thicken, then pulse, then erupt, flooding her with a heat that seemed to fill her entire pelvis.

He stayed inside her as he finished, grinding against her, holding her still. “Take it,” he whispered. “All of it. Every drop.”

She did. She wanted it.

When he finally withdrew, she felt the loss keenly. She reached down and touched herself, felt the slick mess between her thighs, the proof of what he’d done.

Marcus stood, muscles slick with sweat, cock red and leaking. He looked at her, then at Mark.

“Get her some water,” he told Mark. “She’ll need to hydrate.”

Mark obeyed, stumbling from the chair, nearly tripping as he fetched a glass from the bathroom. He returned, hands shaking, and held it to Elena’s lips. She drank, coughing, the cold water a shock to her system.

Marcus sat at the edge of the bed, stroking her hair. “You did good,” he told her. “I’m impressed. You really wanted it.”

She smiled, too exhausted to do anything but accept the praise.

Marcus grinned. “Good girl.” He stood, stretched, and padded naked to the bathroom, whistling under his breath.

Mark stood awkwardly by the bed, unsure where to look.

Elena reached for him, grabbed his hand, squeezed it tight.

“We did it,” she whispered. “We actually did it.”

Mark nodded, tears on his cheeks now, but also a smile.

In the next room, Marcus’s deep laugh echoed off the tiles. He was already home in this house.

Elena closed her eyes and let the feeling—the soreness, the satisfaction, the certainty—sink in. She was bred and would be bred again and again until she got what she wanted. What they all wanted.

***

They started again after sunset. The bedroom, once bright with hard stripes of afternoon sun, now glowed with the indirect blue of a bedside lamp and the weaker haze of hallway light. Elena had slept, or at least drifted in and out, curled in a nest of sheets, her thighs pressed together, as if to hold in what Marcus had left inside her. The first session had emptied her, the second had remade her, and now this third was a test of what she could endure.

Marcus was gentle only until her body had stopped resisting. He knelt behind her, his knees wide for leverage, hands digging into her hips with a possessiveness that was both mechanical and affectionate. Each time he drove into her, the bed frame rattled against the wall, a hammering sound of inevitability. Elena barely noticed the discomfort. She was somewhere outside her body now, watching as Marcus took her, as Mark watched, as the cycle repeated and escalated.

He slowed, then stopped, buried deep. He bent over, chest to her back, and whispered, “I’m going to plant my seed deep inside you. Right where it counts.”

Elena shuddered. She turned her head, saw Mark’s eyes, saw the shame and the thrill and the terror. She wanted to say yes, to beg for it, to show them both how badly she needed to be filled, but her voice was gone.

Marcus thrust again, harder, the entire length of him slamming home. “Tell me you want it,” he said, voice a rumble against her ear.

“I want it,” Elena gasped. “I want you to breed me. Please.”

He laughed, low and satisfied, and picked up the rhythm. His balls slapped against her, and with every slap she felt her insides rearrange, stretching to accommodate him. She felt his hands tighten on her hips, fingers digging bruises she would discover tomorrow.

“Good girl,” he said. “You’re the best I’ve ever had.”

Mark made a noise, a choked sound, somewhere between a sob and a groan.

Elena came, her body clamping down around Marcus, milking him for all he was worth. He fucked through her orgasm, not slowing, not faltering. The sounds were obscene: wet, desperate, all-consuming.

When Marcus was close, he pulled her up by the waist until she was almost off her knees, ass high in the air, his cock angled perfectly to finish as deep as he could get.

He looked up at Mark. “Watch this,” he said, then slammed into Elena, once, twice, three times.

He yelled. He didn’t just come—he unleashed, his cock pulsing, pumping spurt after spurt into her until Elena thought she could feel it in her stomach, thick and hot and endless.

He held her there, impaled, not moving, not letting a single drop escape. He pressed her hips up, tilted her pelvis to maximize retention, and grunted in satisfaction.

After a long moment, he leaned over and whispered, “Keep it all in, good girl. Don’t let a drop go to waste.”

He slowly withdrew, his cock dragging out, leaving her gaping and leaking, a trickle of white slowly seeping from her, staining the sheets.

Elena collapsed forward, face pressed to the mattress, ass still high. She heard Marcus slap her cheek, not hard but with finality.

“That’s it,” he said. “You’re done for tonight.”

He lay down beside her, sweat still glistening on his skin, cock still heavy and red, wet with the aftermath. He didn’t cover himself. He didn’t need to.

Mark approached the bed, tentatively, as if afraid the spell might shatter. He looked at Elena, then at the mess between her thighs, then back at Marcus.

Marcus propped himself up on one elbow, watching Mark with lazy, predatory amusement. “You got a towel?” he said. “She’ll need it. Unless you want her to just leak all over your nice bed.”

Mark nodded and darted to the bathroom. He returned, towel in hand, and gently dabbed at Elena’s thighs. He was careful not to wipe away too much—he knew what was at stake.

Marcus watched the entire process, arms folded behind his head. When Mark finished, Elena rolled onto her back, legs still splayed. Marcus nodded approval. “Knees up for twenty minutes,” he said, as if reading from a playbook. “Gravity helps.”

Elena obeyed. Mark tucked the towel under her hips, then sat on the edge of the bed and stroked her hair.

Marcus stood, stretched, and dressed, one muscle at a time. He lingered at the doorway, watching his handiwork, then looked at Mark with something like respect.

“She’s perfect,” he said. “You’re lucky.”

Mark nodded. “Thank you,” he said, voice hoarse and raw.

Marcus smiled, wide and wolfish. “See you tomorrow,” he said.

He closed the door behind him, the latch clicking with finality.

The room was quiet now, the only sounds were Elena's breathing and the tick of the wall clock. She kept her knees up, feeling the warmth inside her, the slow trickle of certainty. Mark lay beside her, head on her shoulder, silent.

She stared at the ceiling and thought about the future: about what would grow inside her, about what she would become, about the knowledge that this was just the beginning.

She also wondered how long it would take - whether she’d become pregnant this cycle, or if she had months of “treatments” with Marcus. Somehow, the prospect of needing a few months didn’t seem so disappointing.


Chapter 7: The Morning After

Elena stood at the kitchen counter, motionless in the pink-grey hush of dawn. She wore nothing beneath Mark’s oversized button-down—the one he’d abandoned on the back of a chair late last night, too distracted to remember he’d left it. The cotton skimmed her hips and gaped open with the mildest movement, betraying the curve of her thigh, the raw edge of her skin where the bristles of Marcus’s jaw had rasped against her in the dark. Her hair was twisted into a loose knot, but a few strands had escaped to hang in loose, charged tendrils around her jaw. She stared at the bruises blooming along her hips in the refrigerator’s reflection: thumbprints in purple and faint yellow, a ring of darker red just above the hip bone, as precise as a tattoo.

The kitchen was silent except for the regular thud of the old fridge and the faint click of a baseboard as it cooled. Elena pressed her palms to the cold granite, finding steadiness in the slab’s unyielding chill. Every cell in her body felt hyperactive, a hum beneath the surface, as if she’d been plugged into the house’s circuitry. Her pelvis ached in a good way, in the way that told her it hadn’t been a dream, that she had survived and more than survived, that something inside had been rearranged, ready for more time with Marcus.

The back yard was an indigo silhouette. Through the window, the garden looked dormant, but Elena knew better: every inch of that dirt teemed with life, both visible and hidden. The new fence was visible from the sink—a boundary line, but also a pipeline, a conduit between their tidy domesticity and the wild, overripe possibility next door.

She poured a glass of water. The act felt ceremonial. The way her hands shook as she brought the glass to her lips reminded her of the first time she’d stolen a sip of her father’s whiskey: guilt, thrill, and a bitter aftertaste. The glass trembled, and a bead of condensation ran down her wrist to the cuff of the shirt.

She didn’t hear Mark enter, but she felt him in the room—a shift in the pressure, the way his presence always forced the air into new arrangements. He came to stand behind her, not close enough to touch, but close enough that she could feel the heat of his body through the thin fabric. He made no attempt at a greeting, just inhaled slowly, the way he used to when he wanted to memorize the scent of her skin after a shower.

“Morning,” he said, voice still rough and thick with sleep.

She nodded, not trusting her own voice. She couldn’t stop thinking about the bruises, about how Marcus’s hands had fit around her pelvis, exactly, as if he’d measured her for size. She thought about the words he’d used last night—good hips, sturdy frame, built for this—and felt her cheeks go hot, even now, with the memory.

Mark moved closer, his hands hovering at her waist. She tensed, anticipating pain, but it was nothing like pain when he finally touched her, just a residual soreness, a soreness that felt right. He splayed his palms across her lower back, then slid them forward until his thumbs met at her navel. He pressed his lips to the top of her spine, just below the bun, and exhaled against her skin.

“You’re moving differently,” he said.

She shrugged. “I’m sore.”

He squeezed her gently, as if to test the statement. “Is it… bad sore?”

She shook her head. “No. Not bad. Just… there.” She cupped his hand with hers, pressing it harder against her abdomen. “Here, mostly.”

He slid his hand lower until his palm covered her pelvis. He let it rest, heavy and warm, like he was holding the future in place. “He’s pretty big. Did it hurt?”

Elena closed her eyes, remembering the stretch, the ache, the way Marcus had not hesitated, had filled her so completely she could feel him in her lungs. “Not like you mean,” she said. “Just different. It was…” She trailed off, searching for the word.

Mark waited.

“I still feel him,” she whispered, not out of cruelty but because she needed him to know. “Like he’s still in there. Like it hasn’t worn off.”

“You were amazing. Taking him like that,” Mark whispered.

Elena met his eyes, asking, “Did you like watching.”

Mark nodded slightly.

“Like he said, ‘ watching me fuck a black guy ’?”

Mark’s grip tightened. His breath came quicker, more audible. He bent his head and pressed his face against the back of her neck, inhaling her, the salt and skin, the residue of another man’s possession. His hands drifted to her hips, tracing the arcs of the bruises with the tips of his fingers. He found the deepest one—just above the curve of her ass, a perfect half-moon of pressure—and stroked it, reverent.

“He did this? Why didn’t you say something?” Mark asked, his voice so low she almost missed it.

She tilted her head, “I didn’t notice while it happened. I was focused on feeling… other things.”

Mark made a small sound, an animal sound. He pressed his thumb to the bruise, not enough to hurt, just enough to feel the heat in it.

“I like that it shows,” he said. “I enjoy seeing you marked.”

Elena leaned back into him, letting him support her weight. She tipped her head to rest on his shoulder, her hair brushing his jaw. “It’s all over,” she said. “My thighs, too. He—” She laughed, a single huff of air. “He left marks everywhere.”

Mark’s hands moved slowly, methodically, over every inch she offered. She could feel his hardness pressed against the small of her back through the thin fabric of his pajamas, and it thrilled her, the knowledge that this was what he wanted, that her body—altered, marked, claimed—aroused him more now than it had in years.

He ran his hand up her rib cage, thumb grazing the edge of her breast beneath the shirt. He found another red mark, a scrape left by Marcus’s stubble, and traced it with a trembling finger.

“Does this hurt?” he asked.

She shook her head. “No.”

“Can I… see?”

Elena set her glass on the counter, then slowly unbuttoned the shirt, one button at a time. She let it slide off her shoulders, exposing her chest, her stomach, the valley between her legs where the skin was flushed and tender. The kitchen lights, still set to their nighttime dim, rendered everything in soft contrast.

Mark studied her. He traced every bruise, every scratch, every new constellation on her skin. He bent and kissed the worst of them, then the next, working his way down until he knelt behind her, hands on her hips, forehead pressed to the small of her back. He stayed that way for a long moment, just breathing.

Elena stared at the window, at the garden beyond. In the growing light, she could make out the rows of seedlings, the fence line, the empty patch where Marcus had said he planned to add a new bed—“for melons,” he’d joked, but the way he’d looked at her made it clear he was thinking of something else.

She thought about how he’d fucked her, how he’d held her open, how he’d looked at her with both hunger and a kind of clinical appraisal, as if this was his true vocation. She thought about how, when he was done, he’d patted her thigh and told her, “Good girl. Hold it in.” She thought about how she’d done exactly that, for hours, even after Mark had cleaned her up and tucked her into bed.

Elena’s natural feeling of guilt was damped by her husband’s reaction. Mark was truly excited and appreciative of her act. She wondered how he’d feel once the excitement, the taboo, wore down. Would he really be as excited, feeling another man’s child growing inside of her, reshaping her?

“Are you okay?” Mark asked, not as a husband but as a supplicant.

She turned, lifted his chin, made him look at her. “I want to do it again,” she said.

Mark nodded, like he’d expected nothing less. “You will. Every day, if that’s what it takes.”

She smiled, a slow, crooked thing. “You enjoy seeing me like this?”

He didn’t answer. He just kissed her, hard, then softer, as if afraid she might dissolve if he pressed too close.

Outside, the sun crested the fence line, throwing new shadows across the tiles. The garden shimmered in the early heat, promising another day of growth.

Elena let Mark hold her, let him memorize the changes. She knew there would be more, that the marks would multiply, that soon her body would be less her own and more a ledger of every time Marcus visited. She liked the idea. She liked being proof of the transaction.

She was marked, and she wanted to be marked again.

***

Mark eventually started the harder check-in, “You, uh… you want to talk about it?” He didn’t specify what, but they both knew.

She set down the glass and looked at him. “Do you?”

He hesitated, then nodded. “I think so, yeah.” He looked into her eyes, questioning, “I want to know how it… was. For you.”

Elena let the pause stretch, then said, “You saw most of it.”

He managed a laugh, nervous but not unkind. “I know. But you didn’t say much after. I just want to know you’re… not upset. Not scared.” He bit his lip. “Did he… hurt you?”

She considered, then shook her head. “No. He was—” She stopped, searching for a word that wasn’t clinical or humiliating. “He was determined. Maybe that’s the best way to say it.”

Mark’s eyes shone with relief, but something darker, too—a spark of envy, or longing. “Did you like it?”

She nodded. “I liked I didn’t have to perform. Or pretend.” She let her hands rest, palms down, on the countertop. “It was different. Not better or worse, just… very different.”

Mark studied her. “Different how?”

Elena flexed her hands, recalling how they’d curled into the bedsheet, how she’d gripped the pillow to stifle a cry. “He’s just… physically a lot. I don’t think I ever understood what people meant about size mattering, but—” She laughed, low and embarrassed. “It matters. My body still feels… full.”

Mark swallowed, the movement pronounced. “You said you feel him, even now.”

She nodded. “It’s not psychological. I mean, maybe some of it is, but there’s a literal feeling. Like…” She mimed a gesture, not quite knowing how to articulate. “Like everything’s been shifted to make room.”

Mark’s cheeks colored. He moved closer, fingertips finding her thigh just above the knee, thumb rubbing slow circles over the bruise there. “Is that… good?”

She met his gaze, saw the neediness in it, the raw craving for reassurance or humiliation or both. “It’s good,” she said, voice level. “It makes me think about it. All the time.” She ran her palm over her lower stomach. “Like my body’s still working on what happened.”

Mark exhaled, his entire frame seeming to deflate and then re-inflate, every muscle momentarily slack before tightening again. “Do you think it… helped?” The question was clinical but loaded.

Elena arched an eyebrow. “In terms of biology?”

Mark nodded.

She considered, then: “I think he did everything right. It’s the right time, he finished inside, we did the legs up after—textbook.” She smirked, “More enthusiastic than anything I ever read on the message boards.” She drew a pattern in the condensation on the glass, her nails leaving tracks. “But one round isn’t enough, Mark. If we’re really serious about maximizing chances, we need to go at it every day. Maybe more than once.”

Mark looked at her, hesitating to say what he really thought. Finally, he said, “You liked it, I could tell.”

Alena’s stomach churned. She weighed the proper response—he was right, but she didn’t want to hurt him, to turn this ugly.

Her mouth opened, but Mark cut in, “That’s OK. You looked so beautiful with him, the way you opened for him, the way he took you. You kissed him—I didn’t expect it.”

“I want him again tonight. And tomorrow. For as long as it takes.”

Mark’s hand, still on her thigh, squeezed. He looked down, tracing the difference between his own slender fingers and the bruises Marcus had left on her. “You want him that much?”

She answered honestly. “It’s not about want, exactly. It’s about not thinking. Just responding.” She let her fingers walk up his forearm, felt the hair raise at her touch. “You wanted to watch me enjoy it, didn’t you?”

Mark’s mouth opened, then closed. He nodded, barely perceptible. “Yeah. I did. More than I thought I would.”

Elena smiled. “I could tell.”

He ducked his head, almost boyish. “What if—” He stopped, then forged ahead. “What if you wanted it, not just for the baby?”

Elena’s heart jumped. She considered the question, the way it pulled at something she hadn’t let herself name. “I think I do. At least a little.”

“Does that bother you?” Mark asked.

She shook her head, then reconsidered. “Maybe it should. But right now, it just feels… honest. I want his baby, but I also want him.”

He let that hang for a while. Then: “I want to see you with him again.”

She grinned, not caring if it looked predatory. “Tonight?”

He nodded. “Yeah. If you’re up for it.”

“I’m up for it,” she said, no hesitation. “What if we didn’t make it about schedules? What if we just… let him decide? When he wants. How he wants.”

Mark’s hands stilled. “You’d be okay with that?”

Elena thought about it, the way her whole body reacted to the idea of being taken, not just for a purpose, but for pleasure. She nodded. “I think I’d like that.”

Mark exhaled, a shaky sound of relief. “You’d let him use you, even if I wasn’t there?”

She bit her lip. “I’d prefer you were. But, it would be exciting. And maximize our chances of getting pregnant.”

Mark nodded, but she saw the flash of jealousy, the spark of something darker. She wondered if that was what he needed, to feel powerless and yet part of it. She let him have the fantasy.

Mark kissed her, then looked her in the eye and said, “Text him and let him know what you want. Say whatever you want, what you’re thinking. Don’t hold back, OK?” After a moment, he said softly, “Send me screenshots, maybe?”

Elena nodded, “You want to know. You like the jealousy.” It was a statement of fact, not a question.

Mark gulped and nodded briefly.

They sat in the sunlight, sipping water, every inch of her body alive with anticipation and the knowledge that soon, she would be marked again.

***

The day passed in a series of rituals: breakfast, vitamins, Mark obsessively straightening and re-straightening the kitchen island. Every so often, Elena would catch him staring at her, at the bruises, at the spot on her neck where Marcus had bitten, and she’d feel a surge of something wild and giddy, a pleasure in the transparency of it all.

She texted Marcus right then, “ Anytime after 3, I’m yours. "

The sun arched toward noon, then past it. Elena showered, carefully, as if she might wash away the brushes and undo the reality. She dressed in another of Mark’s shirts, this one crisper and more formal, and nothing underneath. She liked the way the fabric felt on her skin, how it billowed and clung in different places as she moved.

At three-thirty, a shadow moved across the kitchen window. Elena tensed, then exhaled as she saw Marcus cross the yard, his stride casual but purposeful. He wore his work boots, faded jeans, a dark t-shirt that hugged his chest like a second skin. He paused at the fence, scanned the window, and caught Elena’s gaze.

She felt her breath catch. She wondered if Mark saw it, the involuntary response.

A minute later, a knock at the door—three quick raps, then a pause, then one more. Elena opened it.

Marcus filled the doorway. He looked her over, eyes lingering on the mark at her throat, the fresh shirt, the way it hung open at the thighs. He smiled, small but devastating.

“Afternoon,” he said.

She nodded. “Come in.”

He did. Mark stood at the kitchen island, suddenly smaller, suddenly more fragile, but holding his ground.

Marcus’s attention flicked to Mark, then back to Elena. “You ready?” he asked her, not unkind, but direct.

She nodded.

He looked at Mark. “You want to watch?”

Mark’s mouth opened, but nothing came out. He nodded, once, emphatically.

Marcus smiled, broader this time. “Good.”

He took Elena by the hand, not gentle but not rough either. He led her to the living room, to the couch, and sat her down. He knelt in front of her, hands on her knees, and looked at her with a focus so intense she felt stripped bare. Mark took a seat in the chair.

He slid his hands up her thighs, pushed the shirt higher, exposing her completely. He paused, admiring the evidence of his last visit, the way she was still marked and slightly swollen. He bent and kissed the inside of her knee, then higher, then higher, until his mouth found her, opened her, tasted her.

Elena gasped, the sensation electric. She leaned back, let her legs fall open, let Marcus have her. Mark watched, frozen, his hands gripping the chair arms, his breathing shallow and urgent.

Marcus was thorough, relentless, methodical. He licked and sucked until she was shaking, until her voice broke and she begged, not knowing for what. He didn’t stop, not until she was thrashing, sobbing, coming so hard she thought she might black out.

Then he stood and unbuckled his jeans, and freed his cock. It was huge, angry, leaking. He didn’t wait for permission—he just pushed inside, burying himself in one long, brutal thrust.

Elena screamed, then moaned, then went limp, letting him use her. He fucked her hard, each stroke sending a shock wave through her body, each impact a reminder that she was being bred, used, claimed. She watched Mark, saw the tears in his eyes, the hand inside his pants, the way he couldn’t look away.

Marcus grunted and slammed into her, again and again. She felt every inch, every ridge, the way he split her open and filled her up. She wanted to be ruined, wanted to be left dripping, wanted to give Mark the proof he craved. Somehow, Mark’s weakness made her want Marcus even more.

He finished with a roar, holding her hips tight, pumping her full. She felt it, deep, a heat that radiated up her spine and into her skull.

Marcus pulled out, watched as his cum leaked from her, coated her thighs, pooled on the couch.

He looked at Mark. “Get her cleaned up,” he said, then left without another word.

Mark stumbled to her, hands trembling, eyes wide. He knelt, and pressed his face to her belly, inhaling the scent, the evidence, the aftermath. He kissed her thighs, licked the mess from her skin, tasting Marcus on her.

Elena wrapped her arms around him, held him close. “You okay?” she whispered.

He nodded, voice lost. “Oh, my God,” he said.

She smiled, and let him hold her.

She knew there would be more nights like this, more sessions, more marking. She knew her body would be changed, both to take Marcus and when his baby started growing. And she wanted it. She wanted all of it.

Chapter 8: The Second Planting

Rain hammered the window above the bed, sheeting the glass with frantic, horizontal stripes. Elena lay on her side, knees drawn up, the thin silk chemise twisted high on her thighs. She watched the clock tick from the corner of her vision, the minute hand shuddering, second by second, toward the time Marcus had said he'd arrive. She ran a thumb over the bruises on her hip—one deep purple, thumbprint-shaped, the others fading to sickly green, a necklace of pressure marks around her waist and thighs. She traced them over and over, as if worried they'd disappear before she could show them off.

Mark sat in the corner, perched at the edge of the reading chair, hands folded and white-knuckled in his lap. He’d been silent for half an hour, just breathing and occasionally shifting his weight from one side of the cushion to the other. The lamp behind him made a warm halo of his thinning hair. The rest of him was all tension, eyes fixed on the door, waiting for the inevitable.

Elena listened for the sound, the specific timbre of Marcus’s boots on the porch, the way he always set his heel first, then the toe, then that slow, rolling stride down the hall. She could tell Mark was listening, too, though he pretended to read the phone on his knee.

At 7:03, Marcus arrived, right on time. The front door opened, closed with a muffled boom. Then came the sound of him: keys dropped in the dish, heavy steps, the squeak of his palms as he wiped them dry on his jeans.

He paused outside the bedroom, as if debating whether to knock. He didn’t. Instead, he just opened the door and stepped inside, taking in the room with a single, wide sweep of his gaze. He filled the space, his head nearly brushing the door frame, his shirt plastered wet to his body, the sleeves darkened from the rain. The denim clung to his legs like shrink wrap, each muscle mapped out in relief. He smelled of ozone and sweat and something earthier, and Elena felt her skin react before he even looked her way.

He scanned the bed, then the chair, then back to the bed.

“Evening,” he said, voice deeper than she remembered, low enough to vibrate in her chest. He peeled off the shirt—just grabbed it at the collar and yanked, the fabric sticking to his shoulders, then coming free in one loud rip. He balled it and tossed it at the laundry basket, missing by a foot. Drops of water fell from his hair, beading along the cut of his neck and the deep, shadowed cleft between his pecs. His arms looked even bigger like this, the skin crosshatched with old scars, a small tattoo on the inside of his bicep: a stylized acorn, barely visible, but somehow entirely appropriate.

Elena sat up. The chemise was nearly transparent in the light; the rain outside made the room feel like a cave, with only the bedside lamps casting a cone of gold across the sheets. She didn’t reach for the blanket. She wanted him to see her, the marks, the evidence of last time.

Marcus walked over and stood at the foot of the bed. He didn’t ask for permission, didn’t look for it, just put his hands on Elena’s ankles and dragged her closer, so her legs dangled off the edge, toes grazing the carpet. His hands were chilly, but his grip was absolute.

He looked at Mark. “You good over there?” The question sounded less like a courtesy and more like a check on the livestock.

Mark nodded, mouth opening and closing, no sound.

Marcus returned his attention to Elena. He ran his palms up her shins, then her knees, then to her thighs, which he gripped hard enough to make her gasp. “You missed me?” he asked, and the words were more statement than question.

She nodded, unable to speak.

He reached up, ran the back of a knuckle along her jaw, then tangled his fingers in her hair and pulled her upright. He kissed her, slowly at first, then rougher, teeth catching her lower lip until she whimpered and tried to get away, but he wouldn’t let her. He just deepened the kiss, his tongue hot and invasive, until she melted against him, hands clutching his forearms. Elena hadn’t expected this—he’d barely kissed her the first time, and it hadn’t seemed necessary—but now, the act of it felt like another claim, another line crossed. When he finally let go, she was panting, chest rising and falling beneath the thin silk.

Mark made a sound, half surprise, half arousal.

Marcus grinned, satisfied, then reached down and gripped the chemise at the hem. “You look good in this,” he said, and with a single yank he pulled it up and over her head, leaving her naked on the edge of the bed, hair wild, skin pebbled with goosebumps.

He ran his hands over her torso, touching the marks he’d left, tracing each one. “You heal fast,” he said, almost as a compliment. He cupped her breast, rolled the nipple between thumb and forefinger, then bent down and sucked it into his mouth, biting just hard enough to leave a mark.

Elena arched her back, the sensation sharp and hot. She could feel herself getting wet already, could feel her body respond with an urgency that left her a little ashamed. She glanced at Mark, who was frozen, eyes wide, hand pressed hard against the arm of the chair.

Marcus let go of her nipple with a pop, then moved down, mouth and hands everywhere, tasting, biting, licking. He pried her knees apart with both hands, leaned in, and pressed his tongue to her, licking up the length of her slit in one slow, deliberate stroke.

Elena gasped, her hands flying to his head, but he pinned them back, one hand on each wrist, holding her open for him. He tongued her with the same patience he’d used in the garden—steady, efficient, focused on the end result. He sucked her clit, then alternated with little flicks, the pace ramping up and up until she couldn’t keep quiet, until the entire room was filled with the sound of her moaning.

He kept her right on the edge for what felt like forever, then pulled away.

She groaned in frustration, but Marcus just looked her in the eyes and said, “Not yet. I want you to come when I put my baby in you.”

He stood, kicked off his boots, and unzipped his jeans. He wasn’t wearing underwear, and when he slid them down, his cock sprang out, thick and already dripping, the head shiny and angry red. It looked even bigger than before, and Elena felt her mouth water and her stomach twist at the same time.

He stroked it a few times, then lined it up and pressed the tip against her entrance.

“You ready?” he said, voice softer, but with an edge.

Elena nodded, biting her lip.

He pushed in, slowly at first, then all at once, bottoming out inside her with a single, brutal thrust.

She cried out, the stretch even more intense this time, but he held her hips and pulled her onto him, making sure she took every inch.

“Fuck,” he growled, closing his eyes for a second. “You’re still so tight. Good girl.”

He moved, not waiting for her to adjust, just setting a rhythm that matched the rain outside—steady, relentless, pounding. Elena clung to his arms, nails digging into the skin, but he didn’t seem to feel it. He leaned over her, chest pressed to hers, and fucked her like he owned her, like he’d waited his whole life to do nothing but this.

She came, hard, the orgasm tearing through her, making her sob and shake. He didn’t slow down, just kept going, his breathing ragged, sweat mixing with the rainwater still slick on his skin.

Mark watched, one hand moving inside his jeans, his face a mixture of awe, shame, and hunger.

Marcus reached down, gripped Elena’s chin, made her look at him.

“You like this?” he said. “You like being used like this?”

She nodded, unable to find words.

He fucked her harder, his hips slapping against hers, the sound echoing in the room.

“Tell me,” he said.

“I love it,” she managed, voice broken. “Please, don’t stop.”

He laughed, low in his chest, and kissed her again, biting her lip until she tasted blood.

Then he pulled out, flipped her over, and bent her across the bed, ass in the air, face pressed to the mattress. He slammed back into her, both hands gripping her hips, fingers leaving new marks.

Elena moaned, pushing back to meet him, lost in sensation. She could feel every ridge, every vein, the way he filled her so completely there was no room for anything else.

He reached around, found her clit, and rubbed it in time with his thrusts. She came again, this time so violently her legs gave out, and he had to hold her up to keep fucking her.

He looked at Mark as he did it, locked eyes, and smirked.

“See how she likes it?” he asked, voice mocking.

Mark nodded slightly, his face filled with lust and shame.

Marcus thrust harder, faster, driving into her with the single-mindedness of a machine.

Elena felt herself coming again, the orgasms stacking on top of each other, until she was crying, begging, not even knowing what for.

“Please,” she said. “Please, fill me. Give it to me.”

Marcus groaned, the sound primal, and slammed into her one last time. She felt him pulse inside her, felt the heat of his cum as it flooded her, leaking out around the base of his cock. He stayed buried in her, grinding his hips, making sure she got every drop.

When he finally pulled out, she collapsed onto the bed, shaking, legs splayed.

Marcus stood over her, cock still half-hard, glistening with their combined fluids.

He turned to Mark.

“She’s a natural,” he said, voice soft. “You picked a good one.”

Mark said nothing, just stared, hands trembling.

Marcus looked at Elena, still sprawled and open, and nodded with approval.

“You did good,” he said, and for the first time, the praise felt almost gentle.

He headed to the bathroom, a lumbering noise disappearing from the wreckage.

Rain battered the window, the sound louder than ever.

Elena lay in the mess, shivering, aching, more alive than she’d ever felt.

Mark stayed in the chair, watching her, eyes wet and unblinking.

She smiled at him, slow and lazy, and said, “I want him again.”

He nodded, helpless to disagree. “He fucks you better.”

Elena looked at him, not unkindly, “Yes, he does.”

***

The bedroom smelled of rain and sex. The storm hadn’t let up; wind bullied the rain against the glass in waves, making the panes tremble with each gust. Elena knelt on the bed, face pressed to the damp pillow, her breath fogging the case with every exhale. The sheets beneath her were still wet from earlier, her own sweat and Marcus’s semen soaking through to the mattress pad.

Now Marcus was behind her again, one knee on the bed, the other foot planted on the floor for leverage. He gripped her hips so hard she thought his fingers might leave permanent indentations in her skin. His cock thrust into her, relentless and perfect, the pain and pleasure already indistinguishable. She’d come once in this position, then again on her back, and now he was making her crawl for it, pushing her forward until she clung to the headboard with both hands just to keep from being shoved into the wall.

Mark watched from the corner, arms wrapped tight around his own torso, knees drawn up in the chair. He looked paler than before, the blue light from the window painting him in corpse colors. His eyes followed every movement, but his face was unreadable.

Marcus slowed, just for a second, and ran one palm up Elena’s spine, pressing her flat to the bed. He leaned in, his mouth at her ear.

“You want me to keep going?” he said, voice dark velvet.

Elena nodded, desperate. “Please.”

He fucked her harder, each stroke deep and final, his thighs slapping against her ass with the wet sound of flesh on flesh. She could hear herself moaning, could hear the way the sound changed pitch when he bottomed out. She imagined what Mark saw—the broad blackness of Marcus’s body caging hers, the way she disappeared beneath him, pinned and helpless, her hips wrenched high and split wide by his cock. The thought made her dizzy, made her clench around him.

Marcus must have felt it; he grunted, slowing, then stopped altogether, still buried inside her. She tried to rock back onto him, but his hands stilled her, the pressure of his thumbs on her sacrum making her whimper.

“Say it,” he said. “Say what you want.”

Elena’s breath hitched. “I want you to fuck me.”

He growled, a sound so low she felt it through her bones. “That’s not enough.”

She hesitated, then looked over her shoulder, locking eyes with him. “I want you to breed me. I want you to finish inside.”

He smiled, all teeth. “That’s better.”

He started again, the rhythm brutal and glorious. Elena lost track of time, lost track of herself; all that existed was the feeling of being filled and taken, of being ruined in the best possible way. She could feel the bruises forming, the fresh heat where his hands gripped her, the soreness that said she was being used exactly as intended.

Between thrusts, she gasped, “You should—” then had to swallow, because the next stroke stole her breath. “You should have access whenever you want. All the time. For the best chance.”

Marcus slowed, not stopping but holding her in place, cock flexing inside her. He looked down at her, then up at Mark.

“You hear that?” he said, addressing Mark for the first time that night. “She wants me whenever I want her. No more waiting. No more schedules.”

Mark’s mouth opened. He nodded, quick and tiny, then looked away. He knew it was more than the baby. Elena wanted the sex, she wanted Marcus. She was still his wife, but she also belonged to Marcus now.

“Say it,” Marcus said.

Mark’s voice was small but clear. “She’s yours. Whenever you want her.”

The air changed in the room. Even Elena felt it, the subtle rearrangement of who belonged to whom.

Marcus leaned over her, putting all his weight into the next few thrusts. “You’re mine now,” he told her. “You get that? You belong to me, not to him.”

She shivered, and it wasn’t from the cold. “Yes,” she said. “I want it. I need it.”

“That’s a good girl,” he said, and the praise set her off. She came, screaming into the pillow, her whole body locking down around him.

He fucked her through it, never slowing, the grip on her hips iron, the sound of his balls smacking her ass echoing louder than the rain. He didn’t stop until he was sure she’d come, didn’t let up until she was crying from the force of it.

He pulled her upright, chest to her back, cock still inside. He bit her neck, then turned her head so she could see Mark.

“Look at your husband,” he said. “Show him what you are.”

Elena met Mark’s gaze. His lips trembled. His hand had crept into his lap, and she saw the slow, desperate motion beneath the denim. He was hard, achingly so, but she knew he wouldn’t dare touch himself until Marcus was done.

Marcus released her neck and thrust again, deeper than before. “I’m going to put my son inside you,” he said, loud enough for Mark to hear. “You’ll carry him, and everyone will know who did it.”

The words made her come again, faster and harder than before. She clawed at the bedspread, hips slamming back to meet his.

Marcus’s breathing quickened. His hands moved to her belly, holding her there as he pounded her, the slap of his cock inside her so wet and loud it must have echoed down the hall. He came with a roar; the sound reverberating in her chest. She could feel him fill her, the heat and pressure more than she’d ever felt before, more than she’d thought possible.

He stayed inside her, milking the last pulses, then withdrew slowly, letting his semen flood out in a sticky rush down her thighs. He grinned at the sight, then patted her ass, leaving a print.

“You’re the best piece I’ve ever had,” he said, matter-of-fact. “Not just for breeding. For fucking. For anything I want.” He let the words hang, not a threat but a promise.

Elena flushed, the color rising from her neck to her cheeks, her nipples hardening again at the sound of it. She felt her pulse in every inch of her skin. The sheets beneath her were cold and sticky, but she didn’t dare move.

Marcus glanced at Mark. “You get it now, don’t you? She belongs to me until I say otherwise. If I want to take her in your bed, on your table, on your goddamn lawn, I will. You’re just here to see how it’s done right.”

Mark tried to answer, but all that came out was a broken whisper: “Yes.”

Marcus smiled, lazy and victorious, then turned back to Elena. “Don’t worry, pretty thing. You’ll get used to it. Might even like it better this way.”

He reached over, grabbed her chin, and turned her face so she was looking at Mark. “He’s gonna think about this all the time. Every time he looks at you, he’ll know who put my son in your belly. That’s what he wanted, right?”

Elena nodded, her eyes shining. She wanted it, too. Maybe more than either of them.

Marcus finally sat up, swung his legs off the bed, and stood. His silhouette cut hard against the pale lightning at the window, the muscle and shadow of his body unreal in its scale. He didn’t bother to dress. He looked at Mark, then at Elena, then back to Mark again.

“I’ll come for her whenever I want. If you’re here, you can watch. If not, you’ll know by the time you get home.” He said it like an announcement, like something that had always been true.

He walked to the bathroom, pausing just before he left. “Clean her up,” he called to Mark. “She’s leaking all over your sheets.”

When Marcus closed the door, the room was suddenly silent, except for the slowing patter of rain. Mark didn’t move. Elena just waited, her body thrumming, still warm and open and wet, her mind blank but for the feeling of being owned.

She closed her eyes and let the sensation linger, the proof of Marcus inside her, the knowledge that she was no longer just herself. She was property, claimed and marked and changed.


Chapter 9: The Waiting Game

The microwave clock glowed 7:14. Elena sat at the counter, knees pulled up, phone cupped in her palm like a talisman. The fertility app glared back at her: a grid of red dots, little X’s, a digital countdown that measured her cycle to the hour. Ovulation: T minus two days. She rolled her thumb across the glass, watching the clock edge lower, the line under “Peak Window” pulsing with a tiny, glowing heart.

She set the phone down. The marble felt colder than usual, a shock even through her forearm. She let her hand drift to her belly, her fingertips spanning the spot just below her navel. There was a difference now—after only a week, she could feel it. Not a pain, not even a soreness, but a weight: a lingering, subtle fullness, like she’d been gently stuffed with wool. Every morning she imagined woken with her abdomen a shade more taut, a fraction more heavy. The textbooks all said that nothing could possibly happen this fast, that the changes were illusory, but the books had never accounted for Marcus.

She closed her eyes. She felt again the imprint of his hands, the shape they’d left on her hips, the way he’d splayed her open and pressed her into the mattress with a force that bordered on violence. The skin at her side still tingled, a faint bruise peeking out from beneath her pajama waistband—four ovals, thumb included, perfectly measured. She ran a fingertip over it, felt the bone-bruise ache radiate outward, and let herself smile, the smile both secret and not.

“Morning,” Mark said, voice gravelled with sleep.

She opened her eyes. Mark wore his usual morning armor: old T-shirt, plaid pajama pants, hair flattened to one side. He moved in measured increments, as if afraid to knock anything out of place—her, the mood, the peace that had settled into the kitchen.

She watched as he made tea, his hands fussing over the details—the twist of the bag, the exactness of the pour. He set her mug down just out of reach, as if expecting her to lean forward and bridge the gap.

Elena did. The effort pulled her torso, twisting her to the side, and the shirt she wore—one of Mark’s, hitched up to reveal her hip. He looked at the bruise; she watched his eyes register it, linger, then move quickly back to her face.

He didn’t comment, just offered a lopsided smile. “You keeping track?” He nodded at the phone, not quite able to make it a joke.

She touched the glass again. “It says I’m right on schedule.”

He sat beside her at the counter, their knees not quite touching, both of them staring forward as if watching a screen only they could see. The silence was dense, not uncomfortable but something closer to loaded—a moment holding its breath.

She took a sip of tea, let the warmth fill her mouth, then her chest, then seep outward into her limbs. The ache in her thighs—another Marcus signature—reminded her of last night, of the way she’d been split open, remade. She squeezed them together, not for modesty but for the pleasure of pressure.

Mark’s voice, careful: “How do you feel?”

She considered. The old answer was always “fine,” or “tired,” or “same as always.” None of those were true now. “Like I’m changing,” she said, and the words surprised even her with their certainty. “Like my body knows what it’s doing now.”

Mark nodded. His face was impassive, but his eyes flickered: sadness, awe, maybe envy. He reached over, not for her hand but for her hair, tucking a strand behind her ear the way he used to before the world broke. “You look different,” he said, almost reverent.

“Do I?” She could hear the challenge in her own voice.

He nodded again, this time slower, more deliberate. “You’re… brighter. Or sharper. I don’t know.”

She smiled, less secret now. “You want to hear something weird?”

He lifted his chin in invitation.

“It feels good. I don’t mean just the sex, but—” She fumbled for the word, settled on the plainest one. “Everything. The soreness, the… changes. It makes sense now, like it’s what I was supposed to do.” She looked away, embarrassed by her own honesty.

Mark exhaled, a slow leak. “I enjoy seeing it,” he admitted. “I enjoy seeing you after.”

She looked at him, caught the spark of shame that flickered and died just as quickly. “You don’t mind? You’re not jealous?”

He shrugged. “I thought I would be. But now… It’s exciting.”

They let that hang. The kitchen clock counted off thirty seconds, maybe more.

Her phone buzzed against the counter, the vibration a tiny jackhammer. She picked it up. The message was from Marcus, no subject line, just the words: “Coming over at noon.” There was no question mark. There never was.

She showed Mark the screen. He read it, lips moving. “Okay,” he said, the word a release, not a concession.

Elena stood, the shift in gravity sending a jolt through her pelvis. She stretched, hands above her head, feeling the shirt pull tight across her breasts—another change she’d noticed in the mirror this morning, the way her nipples had gone darker, the flesh heavier and more sensitive. She let Mark look. She wanted him to see.

“Are you going to shower?” he asked, the question more intimate than it sounded.

She shook her head. “I want to keep the scent on me.” She held her arms close, inhaled the mixture—her, Marcus, the ghost of the night.

Mark watched her, something like gratitude settling in his posture. “You’re not scared?”

She smiled, teeth showing this time. “I’m scared,” she said. “But I want it more than I’m scared of it.”

He got up and kissed her forehead, gently, then let his lips linger at her temple. “Good,” he said.

She watched him leave the room, her body humming, her mind a coil of want and fear and purpose.

Elena stared at the app one more time, the countdown ticking lower. She imagined what she would look like in a month, or two, or nine. She imagined Marcus’s hands, Mark’s gaze, the growing certainty inside her. She smiled to herself, thinking that maybe it wouldn’t happen this month, but that Marcus would continue using her until whenever.

She touched the bruise at her hip again, pressing until it hurt, then let the pain drift away, replaced by a sense of inevitability.

***

By the third day, Marcus stopped using the front door.

He came in through the back, boots scraping over the mat, the screen door left to slap itself shut behind him. The first time he did it, Elena had been standing at the stove, stirring oatmeal for herself and Mark, the air above the pot already thick with steam and the shadow of another, less domestic heat. She heard the door, the measured tread, and felt her entire body tense and open at once—spine straight, knees softening, a pulse blooming in the low place she’d begun to think of as Marcus’s territory.

She didn’t turn. She didn’t need to.

He was behind her in a step and a half, gigantic hands bracketing her waist, the heat of him making the silk robe she wore irrelevant. She felt his chin brush the back of her head, then the rumble of his voice, a vibration through her shoulder blades.

“My good girl,” he said, the words almost a purr. “Ready for me again?”

Elena’s knees buckled, but his grip caught her, cinched her against him so she could feel exactly how ready he was. She caught her own reflection in the coffeemaker's chrome, hair wild, eyes wide, the color in her cheeks. Her hands fumbled at the countertop, steadying herself, but he flattened her forward, pressing her belly to the cold granite. One hand snaked down, found her thigh, then higher, fingers spreading her open over the band of Mark’s boxers she’d slept in.

She gasped, half in protest, half in anticipation. The boxers were damp already; the evidence mortifying and exhilarating. Marcus hooked a thumb into the waistband and yanked them down, the motion efficient. His other hand never left her hip. He pressed his cock—already hard, impossibly so—against the small of her back, then lower, the head nudging her slickness, testing her with short, rude prods.

“You mine?” he asked, not a real question.

She nodded, unable to find her voice.

He bent her further, her forearms flat on the counter, face level with the granite. He spat into his hand, then spread her with three thick fingers, finding the exact spot that made her tremble. With no warning, he lined up and pushed inside. The stretch still shocked her, made her gasp aloud; he filled her so completely that for a moment she couldn’t think or breathe.

He pumped once, twice, then set a slow, punishing rhythm, every stroke rocking her forward against the countertop. She braced her hands, nails scraping against the granite, desperate for leverage.

She heard a sound—mug clink on porcelain. She looked sideways and saw Mark in the doorway, cradling his coffee, watching with an intensity that bordered on hunger. The blush rose in her face, but she didn’t turn away. She wanted him to see.

Marcus noticed, too. He reached up and gripped her hair, twisting it around his fist. He pulled her head back so she was looking straight at Mark.

“You watching?” Marcus said, a challenge and a taunt. “Watch how your wife wants me.”

Elena’s face burned, but she couldn’t stop the noise she made when Marcus fucked her harder. He kept his hand in her hair, using it to steer her head so she never lost sight of Mark. With the other, he gripped her hip, holding her in place as he drove into her, faster now, the slap of flesh echoing against the cabinets.

She came hard, the orgasm sudden, a spasm that left her gasping and drooling on the counter. Marcus didn’t let up. He kept going, relentless, using her until he groaned and emptied inside, the heat of it flooding her, making her whimper.

He let go of her hair. She slumped over, legs shaking, hands braced against the sticky, cooling countertop. She heard Mark breathe out, a long, trembling exhale.

Marcus zipped up, slapped her ass with a flat palm, then left her there. “Be back later,” he said, voice casual, as if they’d just exchanged emails.

She straightened, pulling Mark’s boxers up with unsteady hands. Mark approached, set the mug down, and touched her back.

“You okay?” he whispered, the question tender.

She smiled, a tear sliding down her nose. “I like that you watched.”

He kissed the side of her head. “I want to see you enjoy it. I want you to get what you need.”

She leaned into him, let herself be held, and felt the mess between her thighs, the proof of the arrangement, and wondered if she would ever want anything else.

***

Day six. The living room was dark, blinds drawn against the heat outside. Elena sat on the edge of the couch, knees together, arms crossed over her chest. She wore nothing but a thin tank and panties, the rest of her clothes abandoned somewhere in the hallway. Mark sat in the armchair opposite, legs crossed, hands knotted in his lap. The room was heavy with anticipation; the silence broken only by the hum of the AC and, beneath it, the sound of Marcus approaching.

When he entered, he didn’t acknowledge Mark, just stood over Elena, arms folded, gaze sweeping over her with a clinical thoroughness. He sat down next to her; the cushions groaning under his weight, and placed a hand on her thigh.

“Spread,” he said.

She obeyed, unclenching her knees, letting the air cool the wetness there. Marcus touched her with the back of his knuckles, then cupped her mound, his thumb stroking slow circles over the fabric of her panties. She whimpered.

He leaned in, mouth at her ear. “You like showing off for him?” He didn’t wait for an answer. “You like when he sees you belong to a black man?”

She nodded, pulse banging in her neck.

He hooked a finger into her panties and pulled them aside, exposing her. He didn’t take them off; just made a hole and used it. He unzipped his jeans, pulled himself out, and pressed the head against her entrance. He teased her, back and forth, soaking the tip, then pushed in with a single, measured thrust.

She moaned, the sound involuntary. Marcus set a slow, grinding rhythm, making each stroke last, drawing out the friction and heat. He watched her face, then looked over her shoulder at Mark.

“Your body knows who it belongs to now,” he said, the words not just for Elena.

Mark didn’t respond, but his hands moved to his thighs, nails digging in.

Marcus fucked her, hard but with precision, his hands spanning her waist, his thighs bracketing her smaller ones. Elena was lost in the sensation, the way her body stretched to fit him, the way every part of her felt rearranged and reconfigured. She could feel his cock all the way to her belly, the pressure immense, insistent.

She came, shaking, her hands flailing for purchase. Marcus caught her wrists, pinned them to her chest, holding her in place as he pounded into her. He never looked away from Mark.

When he finished, he stayed inside, letting her milk him for every drop. He whispered, “That’s my girl,” then finally let her go.

He stood, slimy cock hanging half-erect in front of her, and said, “Clean me.”

Elena blinked, surprised at the change. She looked up, and he said, “Suck me clean. Show your husband how much you appreciate me.”

Elena glanced at Mark quickly, saw the look of surprise and lust in his eyes, then grasped Marcus’ enormous member, and gave it a kiss before she took his head in her mouth. She could taste the mix of her fluids and his, sucking slightly to taste the last bit trapped inside of him. He was too big to take all the way into her mouth, so she proceeded to lick and suck up and down his shaft, alternately looking into Marcus’ eyes, then into Mark’s. She felt a thrill coursing through her body as her husband watched her sucking on Marcus’ big black cock, her pale hands holding him, feeling the heavy weight of him. She could feel her arousal rising again, so soon after Marcus had made her come.

When Marcus had determined that she was finished, he stepped back and tucked himself away, “Good girl. You’ll be able to take me down your throat after some practice.”

Marcus turned to Mark and smiled, “See how good she looks with my cock in her mouth?”

Mark just nodded slightly, confused and excited by the fresh development.

Marcus turned and left.

Mark watched her, his eyes wide, then approached. He knelt in front of her, his cheek pressed to her thigh, his hands shaking.

“Are you okay?” he asked again.

Elena stroked his hair. “Yes. It felt natural to do that..”

Mark looked up, and she saw a fierce pride there, mingled with something older and sadder. “He’s right,” Mark whispered. “You do belong to him now.”

***

Day thirteen.

The master bedroom was unrecognizable—sheets bunched at the foot of the bed, a constellation of stains drying on the comforter, the scent of sex and sweat embedded in every surface. Elena lay on her back, completely naked, arms spread above her head. Her body was covered in marks: bites, hickeys, bruises old and new.

Marcus stood over her, one hand stroking his cock, the other braced on the headboard. Mark knelt on the floor beside the bed, eyes fixed on Elena’s face.

Marcus climbed onto the bed, the mattress dipping under his weight. He knelt between her legs, spread them wide, and pressed the head of his cock against her opening.

“You know what’s going to happen now?” he asked, looking down at her.

Elena nodded, breathless. “You’re going to breed me.”

He smiled, all teeth. “That’s right. I’m going to fill you up, and you’re going to take it all. You’re going to give me a son.”

He slid in, slowly at first, then deeper, faster, fucking her with a purpose. Elena sobbed, the stretch nearly unbearable, but she wanted it, craved it. Marcus leaned over, mouth to her ear.

“This isn’t even about breeding anymore,” he said. “It’s about showing you what you’re made for,” as he lifted her legs over his arms, pinning her.

She came, a convulsion that left her gasping. Marcus kept going, never relenting, until he came, hard, filling her. He stayed buried, hips grinding, hands holding her pinned to the bed.

He pulled out, watched as his cum spilled from her, then scooped it up and pushed it back inside with his fingers.

“Don’t waste it,” he said. “You need every bit.”

Mark watched, awed and broken and happy all at once. He realized he wasn’t focused on Elena getting pregnant anymore–he wanted to see how she gave in to Marcus, letting him do anything.

Marcus kissed her forehead gently, then left the room.

Elena lay there, spent and sticky, staring at the ceiling. She felt Mark climb up next to her, his head on her shoulder, his hand rubbing her thigh.

“Are you happy?” he whispered.

She smiled, a tired, radiant thing. “I am,” she said. “I’ve never been more sure of anything.”

They stayed that way until the sun had set, and the room darkened, and the next cycle began.

***

On the fourteenth morning, Elena stood naked in the bathroom, picking herself apart in the full-length mirror.

She looked at her face. She hardly recognized herself. Hair wild, lips raw, a constellation of healing bites marching down her neck. The left side of her jaw still bore the shadow of a bruise, a trophy from night eight or ten, when Marcus had decided she needed to be claimed with more than just words. She traced it, smiling, then moved her hands to her breasts. They felt denser, more alive, the areolas now a shade darker than she’d ever seen them. Her nipples peaked with the lightest brush.

She knew it couldn’t be signs of pregnancy, but of her non-stop coupling with Marcus. He was stopping in two or three times a day, whether or not Mark was there. He would regularly stop first thing in the morning and make her suck him off while Mark sipped coffee. It wasn’t about making her pregnant anymore—that would be a side benefit. He was just using her as a sex object, which she would have normally bristled at, except that she liked it too much. Whenever Mark watched her submitting to Marcus, it made her hyper-aroused, and she said the words and acted the part of Marcus’ property.

She inhaled, felt the entire torso flex and relax, the fullness settling lower. She wondered what she would look like in another month, or three, or nine. She wondered how much of her original body would remain.

The door cracked open and Mark’s voice, soft, “Can I come in?”

She didn’t answer, just stood there, letting him find her.

He entered, already dressed for work—tie loose, collar half-popped, belt slung at an angle like a boy who’d borrowed grown-up clothes. He took in the sight of her, eyes widening. He lingered at her breasts, then her stomach, then the bruises.

She held his gaze in the mirror, saw the naked want there, the fear and pride and loss and hope all tangled together. He came up behind her, close enough that she could feel the warmth of him through his shirt.

Mark’s hands hovered, then found her waist. He squeezed, tentative, as if worried she might shatter. “You’re changing,” he said.

She nodded, not breaking eye contact with her own reflection. “I know.”

He touched the swell of her belly, traced the line from navel to pubic bone, fingers featherlight. “Does it hurt?”

“No,” she said, “It’s good. It feels right.”

He kissed her shoulder, then the bruised place on her jaw, reverent. She felt his grip tighten, as if he needed to memorize this shape before it became something else.

He whispered, “I love you,” into her hair.

She believed him. But she also knew it was no longer enough.

There was a noise from the hallway—the heavy, assured tread of someone who didn’t need permission to enter. A moment later, Marcus filled the doorway, backlit by the hallway’s fluorescent glow, the bulk of him dwarfing the space. He wore nothing but sweatpants, chest bare, hair still damp from the shower. He took in Elena and Mark together, a tableau, then grinned. Not unkind, but smug—this was a man who’d already won the contest before anyone else had entered.

“Morning, lovers,” Marcus said, voice low and certain.

He stepped into the bathroom. The small room shrank instantly. Elena could feel her body respond, muscles tightening, heart rate quickening. She watched in the mirror as Marcus approached—until he stood directly behind Mark.

He placed his hands over Mark’s on Elena’s waist, engulfing them. His skin was a shade darker than she remembered; the difference looked exaggerated in the bathroom’s harsh light, but his hands made Mark’s look like a child’s. He leaned forward, his chest brushing Mark’s back, and spoke into the crook of Elena’s neck.

“This is working,” he said, words meant for both of them. “I can feel it taking root.”

He pressed his palms firmly over Mark’s, sandwiching Elena between them. She closed her eyes, letting the warmth radiate through her. The three of them stood like that—Elena, Mark, Marcus—in a layered press of flesh and need. She felt herself breathing in time with them, the inhale and exhale moving up and down the line.

Mark met Marcus’s eyes in the mirror. There was no challenge left, no fear, just a brittle awe and an acceptance that bordered on relief. He nodded, once, a gesture small and deliberate.

Elena leaned back into them both, her body settling into the space as if it had been measured and made for this. For the first time, she didn’t care about the outcome—not the test, not the cycle, not the what-ifs. What mattered was this: the pressure of their hands, the slow burn in her belly, the certainty that she belonged to something larger and wilder than herself.

She looked in the mirror, studied the three of them, and saw a family. Not the one she’d imagined, not the one her mother would have recognized, but something new, and better, and perfectly, brutally honest.


Chapter 10: The Harvest

At 6:00 AM, the master bathroom radiated its typical chill—a cleanliness that could never quite banish the smell of bodies from the towels, or the memory of what had been done on the counter two nights before. Elena perched on the edge of the tub, knees together, bathrobe cinched so tightly it pressed her breasts flat. The robe was Mark's, blue terrycloth, sleeves still damp at the cuffs where she'd compulsively washed her hands. In her palm, the pregnancy test: a slender white wand, digital window blank, plastic and weightless as a pencil.

She'd performed this ritual before, dozens of times—sometimes for real, sometimes in desperate hope, sometimes just to prove to herself that her body still worked, that something in her was still open to possibility. The sequence was always the same. Wake with a cramp behind her navel, recall the date, feel the first sting of hope, then tamp it down. Strip off whatever she’d slept in and pad to the bathroom, leaving Mark to doze. Collect the sample, cap it, set the test on the back of the toilet and wait the required three minutes. In previous years, she'd tried distractions—organizing the medicine cabinet, running the shower, reciting her multiplication tables in her head. None of it worked.

This time she didn’t pace, didn’t fidget. She sat perfectly still, the coolness of the porcelain soaking through the terrycloth and into her bones. She held the test level in front of her, eyes unblinking, pulse a visible flutter in the hollow of her throat.

Two minutes left, according to her watch. The silence was so perfect she could hear her own pulse beating, and underneath it, the subtler rhythms of her body: the tight ache across her chest, the soreness between her legs, still tender from the last time Marcus had "tended" to her. She felt her skin spark with the memory—the bite of his hand on her hip, the way he'd fucked her flat against the vanity until her knees had gone numb, the mingled taste of sweat and saliva she'd licked from his shoulder after. Even now, a faint twinge in her pelvis: not pain, not pleasure, just a sense of having been permanently reconfigured.

A text notification buzzed faintly from the bedroom, the phone set to vibrate so as not to wake Mark. She ignored it. Her hands were trembling. She focused on the test, willing the little window to hurry.

The sky behind the frosted glass was still black, but the light over the vanity cast everything in a blue-white haze, sterile and unforgiving. Elena regarded her own reflection: hair up, circles under her eyes, skin still flushed at the cheeks. The person looking back at her seemed older, more animal, but also somehow lighter, as if the last two weeks had sloughed off some unwanted layer of self.

She blinked. The world snapped back to the white plastic rectangle in her hands. The window was clouding, ink bleeding out in two blue lines, one faint and tentative, the other bold as a cut. She stared, waiting for the second line to fade, to recede into a phantom like so many times before. But it held. It grew darker. Her hands shook harder; she set the test on the vanity and covered her mouth, as if she might accidentally call the whole thing off with a single exhale.

For a moment she didn’t feel anything. The old scripts—relief, disbelief, joy—were overwritten by pure blankness, a reset. Then, all at once, the world filled in again: her knees felt gelatinous, her palms damp, the pulse at her throat a hummingbird's wing. Her nipples ached under the thick robe, heavier than before. She pressed her hand to her belly and felt the skin there, smooth and yielding, still flat but full of possibility.

The sound of footsteps—a soft shuffle, a yawn, the rub of bare feet on tile. Mark’s silhouette appeared in the doorway, bathrobe gaping, hair standing in every direction. He looked at her, bleary and concerned, then saw the test on the counter.

He didn’t speak, just crossed to her and knelt, his face level with hers, eyes darting from her face to the test and back again.

Elena tried to speak, but her voice caught in her throat. She gestured at the test, words stuck behind her teeth.

Mark picked up the stick, hands steadier than hers, and peered at the lines. He brought it up to eye level, as if more scrutiny could make it real. When he finally looked at her, the shock in his eyes was real and total—genuine, as if he’d never considered this was how the story would end.

“It happened,” Elena said, voice so thin it sounded like someone else’s. “Mark, it actually—” She broke off, the words turning to a sob, half-laugh, half-cry.

He laughed with her, then folded her into his arms, the hug so sudden it nearly knocked her off the tub. His breath was hot against her ear, his hands finding her waist, then her belly, then her face. He was crying, actual tears running down his cheeks, and when she tasted salt at the corner of her mouth, she realized she was too.

They stayed like that, kneeling on the cold tile, for a long time.

Elena’s awareness tunneled in, body hypersensitive. She felt Mark’s hands on her, familiar but different now, almost reverent. She felt the ache in her thighs, the soreness in her breasts, the way her nipples pressed against the robe, begging for more stimulation. Her body wanted—no, expected—to be touched, to be filled, to be used. There was nothing clinical or abstract about it now. Her skin was lit up, every nerve ending awake and twitching.

She realized Mark’s hands had slid to her stomach, thumbs gently stroking the skin just above her navel, as if he were afraid to press too hard and disrupt whatever was growing. “Can you feel it yet?” he asked, voice wet.

Elena almost laughed again. “Of course not, it’s a zygote, it’s—” She stopped, feeling the emotion catch in her chest. “But I do. I feel different.” She placed her own hand over his, pressed them both into her belly. “It’s really there.”

Mark wiped his nose on the back of his hand. His eyes flashed as he said, “You’re black bred, honey. You’re having a black baby! We should call Marcus. He’ll want to know.”

The name hit Elena with a fresh wave of sensation: the image of Marcus’s hands gripping her hips, the sound of his voice telling her she was built for this, the relentless, unstoppable way he’d worked himself into her over and over until she couldn’t remember a time when she wasn’t stretched to accommodate him. The inside of her body still felt bruised, remade. She nodded. “He should come over. He’ll want to—he’ll need to see it himself.”

Mark nodded, then kissed her forehead. “I’ll text him,” he said, rising from his crouch, but he lingered for a moment, hands still on her belly. He kissed her again, this time at her mouth, and the kiss was hungrier than she expected, a little desperate. Elena kissed back, letting herself lean into the contact, the taste of him, the evidence of his arousal pressing against her even now. He met her eyes, “I want you… after.”

When he finally left the room, she allowed herself a moment alone. She gazed at her reflection again, eyes rimmed red but shining. She let the robe fall open, exposing her skin to the cold light. The changes were all in her imagination, but she enjoyed believing she could already see them: the slight roundness at her belly, the darkening of her nipples, the fine, branching veins that spidered out across her breasts.

She closed her eyes and imagined Marcus seeing her like this, seeing the evidence of his ownership not just in bruises but in the slow, inevitable growth of a child that was unmistakably his.

Elena felt her knees tremble again, but this time she didn’t mind. She let it happen, the weakness, the need, the absolute certainty that this was what she’d always wanted.

She looked down at the pregnancy test, blue lines bold as ink, and smiled.

***

The house felt different. There was a gravity to it, as if the positive test had condensed the air, packed it down with certainty and fate. Elena walked through the bedroom, the test stick still warm in her hand, and sat on the edge of the bed. Mark hovered nearby, not quite touching her, as if proximity might jinx the fragile reality of what they’d just learned.

She glanced at her phone. The text Mark had sent to Marcus was simple, almost abrupt: “Come over. We have news.” The reply came before she could even set the phone down: “Be there in five.”

Elena felt the seconds stretch, every one a drumbeat in her chest. She ran her fingers over the test, memorizing the texture, the way the lines intersected—a cross, a plus sign, a promise. Mark paced to the window and back, stopping once to kiss her forehead, then again to squeeze her hand. He said nothing, but his eyes flickered with restless, hungry excitement.

When the knock sounded, it was a single, deliberate blow—no question, no hesitation. Mark went to answer, shoulders squared, but Elena saw the tension in the set of his jaw.

Marcus filled the doorway, just as he always did, but now the effect was amplified. He’d come straight from the yard, forearms streaked with dirt, shirt plastered to his chest by sweat and the morning’s heat. He wiped his boots on the mat, but didn’t wait to be invited; he strode into the bedroom as if it were already his.

He took in the scene with a quick, predatory glance: Elena sitting on the bed, robe askew, face flushed; Mark to the side, unsure of where to stand, hands fidgeting. Marcus’s eyes locked on the plastic stick in Elena’s grip.

He crossed to her in three strides, his shadow passing over her body before his hand did. He knelt, not on both knees but one, the way a contractor might squat to examine the foundation of a new build.

“Show me,” he said.

Elena held out the test, arm trembling despite herself. Marcus took it, holding the stick between thumb and forefinger. He inspected the lines, brows furrowed in mock scrutiny, then looked up at her. A grin spread across his face—genuine, wolfish, triumphant.

“We did it,” he said, “You’re having my baby.”

He turned to Mark, who hovered a respectful step behind. “You see this?” Marcus said. “Your wife’s got my baby.”

Mark nodded, his eyes damp and glassy. “Thank you,” he said, the words thick with a gratitude that sounded almost religious.

Marcus laughed, low and rumbling. “Don’t thank me yet. There are months to go.” But his gaze never left Elena’s, and when he spoke again it was for her alone: “I knew you’d take to my seed. Knew you were fertile ground.”

He set the test on the nightstand, careful not to disturb the lamp or the row of vitamins Elena had lined up the week before. Then he ran his hand over her thigh, kneading the flesh, his grip tight enough to leave pale marks. Elena felt herself flush, felt her pulse trip into a faster gear.

Marcus leaned in, his face close to hers, and said, “You’re my perfect garden. You’re going to give me a harvest like nobody’s ever seen.”

The words hit her like a slap—half insult, half benediction. Elena felt herself go soft, her body yielding, her mind floating.

Mark stood at the foot of the bed, hands balled, eyes flicking from Elena’s face to Marcus’s and back again.

Marcus noticed. He patted the bedspread, beckoning. “Come here,” he said, his voice neither invitation nor order, but something in between.

Mark came, sitting at the edge, his back ramrod straight.

Marcus settled next to Elena, his presence so vast it seemed to make the bed smaller. He pulled her onto his lap, straddling his thigh, the robe falling open to expose her legs. He cupped her belly with one huge hand, thumb stroking slow circles above the pubic bone.

“You feel that?” he said, looking down at her. “That’s the future right there. My legacy. And you get to carry it.”

Elena nodded, unable to speak.

He looked at Mark. “You good with that? With her carrying me inside her?”

Mark swallowed, then nodded. “Yes. More than good.”

Marcus grinned again, satisfied. He kissed Elena’s temple, then her cheek, then her mouth. The kiss was not gentle. He bit her lower lip, drew her in, made her gasp. When he released her, she felt her body dissolve; the world shrinking to the pressure of his hand on her skin and the taste of him in her mouth.

He shifted, pulling her fully onto the bed, then stretched out beside her, one arm draped over her torso, possessive and heavy. He looked at Mark, then said, “You see the difference?” He squeezed her, hand pressing into her belly. “She’s not just for you anymore. She’s for both of us.”

Elena felt Mark’s hand on her foot, a gentle, grounding touch.

Marcus rolled Elena onto her back, then propped himself on his elbow, hovering over her. “You ever see a pumpkin patch?” he said, tone oddly gentle. “The way they swell up overnight? That’s you now. You’re going to balloon with my kid. Everybody’s going to see it. Everybody’s going to know.”

The image made Elena shiver. She closed her eyes, imagining how it would feel to have a little Marcus growing inside of her.

Marcus ran his hand up and down her belly, then leaned down and kissed the skin there, lips soft but insistent. He mouthed along the curve, tracing the border where hip met abdomen, then looked up at her, eyes bright and wild.

After a while, Marcus sat up, stretching his arms behind his head. “You’re going to have to eat more,” he told Elena, “if you want to keep up with the baby.”

Elena snorted. “I’ll do whatever it takes.”

Mark squeezed her hand. “We both will.”

Marcus grinned, then stood. He looked down at her, then at Mark, then back to her. “You want me to stick around? Or should I come back later?”

Elena looked to Mark, then back to Marcus. “Stay,” she said, then smiled, “Fuck me.”

Marcus nodded. “Good answer.”

***

Marcus shifted behind her, slid his knee between hers and parted them. Elena shivered, arousal reasserting itself in her belly, her thighs. The sensation was sharper than before, tinged with a new urgency—her body’s way of telling her to submit, that this was no longer about reproduction.

Marcus kissed the side of her head, then bit lightly at her earlobe. “Ready?” he asked, though he didn’t wait for an answer. He peeled away the robe, letting it puddle at her waist, and cupped her breast in one hand, weighing it, testing it. He pinched the nipple between thumb and forefinger, rolling it until Elena gasped.

Mark reached over, his hands trembling, and smoothed her hair back from her face. “You okay?” he asked, voice hoarse.

She nodded, “I’m his now, I want you to see. This isn’t about making babies, it’s about him and me.”

Mark withdrew, a choked whimper, whether of defeat or lust, she couldn’t tell.

Marcus’s hand drifted lower, over her belly, then between her legs. His fingers found her swollen and slick, still stretched from the night before. He slid two fingers inside without resistance, then added a third, working her open. Elena’s hips bucked, the feeling both painful and perfect. She could hear the wet sounds, obscene and necessary, and it made her flush all over.

“You’re horny today,” Marcus murmured, voice a purr in her ear. “That’s good. Means you want it. Means you want me.”

He withdrew his fingers and brought them to her lips. “Taste yourself,” he said.

Elena opened her mouth, let him push his fingers between her teeth. She sucked them clean, the taste salty and bright, and saw Mark watching her, eyes dark with awe.

Marcus shifted again, lining his cock up with her entrance. He was already hard, thicker than she remembered, the head swollen. He pressed it against her, teasing her open, then slid in slow. The stretch was immense—every time felt like the first, as if her body would never get used to it.

She cried out, but Marcus held her steady, his hands like clamps on her hips. “Take it,” he said. “You can handle more.”

He bottomed out, hips flush against her ass, then held there, letting her adjust. Elena could feel herself trembling, the effort of accommodating him shaking her whole body.

Marcus started to move, long strokes that drew out nearly to the tip before plunging back in. Each time he withdrew, she felt the emptiness, the loss; each time he returned, it was like being made whole. The pace was slow at first, but he ramped up, driving harder, faster, the bed rattling under the force.

Elena buried her face in the pillow, muffling her screams. Mark kissed her neck, whispered his thoughts, no longer hidden—“Take it. You look so good, full of black cock, baby.”

Marcus pounded her, his grunts a counterpoint to her moans. He leaned forward, putting all his weight behind each thrust, his sweat dripping onto her back. He didn’t let up, didn’t slow, just used her until she couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe, could only feel.

Mark was bolder now that she was pregnant, he encouraged Marcus, “That’s it, pound her, ruin her.”

Her first orgasm hit out of nowhere, a shockwave that arched her spine and left her sobbing. Marcus fucked through it, driving her higher, Mark’s hands holding her tight, grounding her. The second orgasm was even harder, her body clamping down on Marcus’s cock, desperate to milk him dry.

He finally let go, groaning as he emptied inside her, cock pulsing, the heat spreading through her womb. He stayed buried, grinding his hips, making sure every drop was planted deep.

Elena was delirious, body still wracked with aftershocks, her mind a blank white noise.

When Marcus pulled out, she felt the gush; the slickness running down her thighs, pooling under her. He rolled her onto her back, spread her legs wide, and admired his work. “You look good like this,” he said, voice thick with satisfaction. “Full. Used. Exactly how I want you.”

Mark knelt beside her, wiped the hair from her eyes. He leaned in and kissed her, gently at first, then deeper, tasting the sweat and the salt and the rawness of her. “You’re incredible,” he whispered.

Marcus flopped onto the bed, propped himself on one elbow, and watched them with a lazy, victorious gaze.

Marcus reached over and patted her belly. “This is just the beginning,” he said. “You’re going to need a lot of attention. I’ll be checking in every day. Making sure you get what you need. And if you don’t, you let me know.”

Elena nodded, too exhausted to argue.

Mark covered her with the edge of the robe, then lay down beside her, his arms around her shoulders. He looked at Marcus, then at Elena, then back at Marcus again. There was no jealousy in his face, no regret—just acceptance, and excitement.

Marcus closed his eyes and smiled. “Looks like I’m part of the family now,” he said.

THE END

If you enjoyed the story, please consider leaving a review here.
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Sarah’s Jamaican Awakening: A Wife Works the Streets 


Sarah's world has always been one of normality. Her sister Holly, however, thrives in sensual chaos. Her string of black-skinned "Bulls," as she calls them, tells of a life of untamed passion, a world far removed from Sarah's comfortable existence with her loving husband, Barry. But when Barry encourages Sarah to explore her desires during a conference trip to Jamaica, everything changes.

Sarah finds herself surrounded by a sea of attractive dark bodies and hungry smiles. The allure of their lust is undeniable, and Sarah suddenly understands her sister’s cravings. When Sarah meets Jocko, whose powerful personality matches his physique, she feels a connection she's never felt before. What starts as a flirtation turns into nights of brutal passion, releasing the true submissive Sarah.

Jocko’s spell over Sarah is so complete that when he passes her around to his friends, as someone would lend a tool, she happily complies, returning after each is finished using her, eager to see the satisfaction in Jocko’s eyes.

Sarah quickly realizes that she enjoys being treated as an object more than she ever imagined, and agrees to be another of Jocko’s girls, available for sale on the street for any act. Her new life feels so exciting and real, that she is jolted when her trip to Jamaica ends, and Barry takes her back to her life of normality.
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The Black Bull’s Wives: A Neighborhood's Dark Bargain

They moved for peace, but found a hidden world of temptation. When Greg and Wendy stumble into the discreet, thrilling scene of their neighbors, an innocent foray into swinging spirals into something far more dangerous and deliciously binding.

Kenny, with his magnetic allure and undeniable power, introduces them to a lifestyle where wives are shared, and every boundary is blurred. But as Wendy delves deeper into this erotic underworld, she uncovers a secret that flips her world upside down: Kenny isn't just a swinger; he's a master of desire, orchestrating a lucrative trade in neighborhood wives.

Instead of repulsion, a new, thrilling desire awakens within Wendy. She sees a path to ultimate liberation, convincing Greg to completely surrender her to Kenny's will, to be his primary property.

What could possibly be in it for Greg? A shocking, irresistible side benefit: as Wendy embraces her new life with Kenny, three of the "owned" women, now free to explore their own desires under Kenny's banner, move in with Greg. His home transforms into a haven of shared pleasure, while Wendy, happy that Greg has found his own version of bliss, revels in being Kenny's most prized possession.


Blacked Wives Series
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If you love stories about wives succumbing to taboo urges, you should love the stories in the Blacked Wives series. Stories of wives seducing black lovers, being seduced by big black men, or given by their husbands to be used and stretched. Each is a standalone story of heated conversions.

Taking Their Deposits

Brown Always Delivers

Sampling the Butcher’s Meat

Cleaning Her Pipes

Extra (Big) Credit

Pickle Balled

Taken by the Block

Black Lights, Blacker Nights

Nothing But Nut

Blue Collared CEO

The Starting Lineup
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Caylee, Laid of Honor. A Wife’s Interracial Revenge
Caylee was in a failing marriage, miserable with her husband and lack of sex life. A trip to London for her sister’s wedding was the perfect break.
When Caylee met Jenni’s fiance, Jimmy, she was surprised at how attractive her new black husband was. She was equally floored by Jenni’s black boyfriend, who was Jimmy’s best mate.
After Jenni explained their open marriage, she offered Jimmy as a loaner bedmate. As Jimmy’s friends regularly stopped by to hook up with Jenny, Caylee became so aroused that she couldn’t resist, and took her sister’s cuckold fiance to bed.
To her surprise, Jenni was happy to share, and offered other men to her sister. How far would Caylee go to get even with her cheating husband and satisfy her newfound hunger for large black men?
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