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White Bride, Big Black Secret: The Night Before I Do


Chapter 1 – VIP

The bass hit Emma's chest like a second heartbeat. Peachtree Street pulsed beyond the tinted windows of Onyx Lounge, but inside the VIP section the world shrank to velvet booths, bottle sparklers, and the word BRIDE spelled out in rhinestones across her white sash. Her bridesmaids – Kayla, Jess, Megan, and Sophie – were three bottles of rosé deep, screaming lyrics at each other across the table, tiaras crooked, heels already kicked under the booth. Emma nursed her fourth drink, a vodka cranberry that had gone warm in her hand, and watched the dance floor below the mezzanine like she was studying it.

Tomorrow she would marry Tyler Calloway. Tyler with the sandy hair and the safe hands and the way he kissed her forehead before he kissed her mouth. Tyler who proposed at the botanical garden with a ring his grandmother left him. Tyler who made love to her on Saturday nights with the lights off and his eyes closed and three minutes of missionary that ended with him whispering sorry, you just feel so good into her neck. She loved Tyler. She did. She had repeated it to herself in the mirror at the hotel before she zipped up the white mini dress Kayla picked out for her, the one that barely covered the curve of her ass and pushed her chest together like an offering.

I love Tyler. I'm marrying Tyler. This is just a party.

"Oh my God, Emma, look." Kayla grabbed her arm, nails digging in, and pointed toward the roped-off stairs leading up to their section. A man was coming up. No – a man was ascending, because that was the only word that fit the way he moved, unhurried and certain, like the stairs existed to deliver him somewhere he already owned. He was tall – six-three, maybe six-four – with skin so dark it caught the purple and blue club lights and turned them into something richer, like light was a thing that happened to him rather than on him. His head was shaved clean. His jaw was cut sharp enough to cast its own shadow. He wore a black fitted shirt that did nothing to hide the architecture of his chest and shoulders, sleeves pushed up to his forearms, a heavy silver watch on one wrist. His eyes found Emma before he reached the top step.

He smiled. Not at the group. At her. At the sash.

"Ladies." His voice was lower than the bass line, a rumble that Emma felt in the base of her spine. "I'm Kareem. I run the VIP experience here. Saw the bachelorette party and wanted to make sure y'all were taken care of." He set a fresh bottle of Moët on the table with one hand – the bottle looked small in his grip – and his eyes hadn't left Emma. "Who's the bride?"

"She is!" All four bridesmaids pointed, and Emma felt the heat climb her neck and settle in her cheeks. She raised her hand like she was answering a question in class.

"Hi," she said. Brilliant. Eloquent. Her English degree at work.

Kareem's gaze traveled down her body with the patience of someone reading a menu he already knew he'd order from. The white dress. The long legs crossed at the knee. The way her blonde hair fell in loose waves past her shoulders. He didn't hide that he was looking. He didn't rush.

"Congratulations," he said, and it sounded like a dare. "Your fiancé is a lucky man."

He's watching me like I'm already unwrapped.

"Thank you," she managed. "He is."

Kareem slid into the booth beside her like he'd been invited. He hadn't, but no one objected – Kayla's mouth was open, Jess was gripping Megan's thigh under the table, and Sophie was already filming an Instagram story. He poured champagne into Emma's glass, his arm brushing hers, and she registered the size difference in a way that sent something electric skittering along her skin. His forearm was thicker than both of hers together. His hand wrapped around the bottle like it was a water glass.

"One dance before you're off the market," he said. It wasn't a question. It was barely even a suggestion. It was a door he was holding open, and Emma could feel the warm air rushing through it.

I want to. God, I want to. This is the last night. One dance. Just one dance. Tyler would never know. I'm allowed one dance.

"One dance," she said, and smiled, and meant it.

He took her hand and led her out of the booth, and the bridesmaids erupted behind her – Kayla wolf-whistling, Jess clapping, Megan shouting something about living her best life. The DJ had shifted into something slower, heavier, a track with a beat that moved like hips, and Kareem pulled her onto the small VIP dance floor tucked behind the bottle service tables.

He didn't ask how she wanted to dance. He turned her around so her back was against his chest and put his hands on her hips, and Emma felt the size of him behind her like standing in front of a wall that radiated heat. His fingers spanned her hipbones completely. She was five-five in heels, and the top of her head barely reached his collarbone, and something about that ratio – the way she disappeared against him – made her breath catch.

She moved. Instinct overrode the part of her brain still reciting I love Tyler. Her hips pressed back into him, finding the rhythm, grinding in a slow circle that matched the bass, and that's when she felt it.

Oh.

Oh my God.

It was pressed against the small of her back, thick and heavy even through his pants, and it wasn't even hard yet – she could tell, the way it shifted against her, half-swollen, lazy, like it hadn't decided to wake up all the way. And it was – she couldn't stop the calculation – it was big. Not big the way Tyler was when he told her he was big. Not big the way she'd been raised to expect. This was something else entirely. This was the kind of size that rearranged a woman's understanding of the word.

Tyler isn't even half. Tyler isn't even half of that.

The thought hit her like a shot of tequila – hot, immediate, and followed by a second wave of something that pooled between her thighs and made her clench. She should have pulled away. She should have laughed and said thank you for the dance and gone back to the booth and her warm vodka cranberry and her rhinestone sash and her safe, scheduled life.

She pressed back harder.

Kareem's hands tightened on her hips. Not rough. Firm. Possessive in a way that made her feel small and chosen at the same time. His mouth came down to her ear, his lips brushing the shell of it, and she shivered so hard her knees almost buckled.

"You feel that?" he murmured. The question was rhetorical. She was grinding against it like she was trying to climb it. "That's what you're about to give up tomorrow."

I'm not giving up anything. I'm just dancing. I'm just – oh God, it moved. It's getting harder. It's pushing against me and it's not even out and I can feel every inch of it through his pants and my dress is so thin and – I'm wet. I'm so wet right now. My panties are ruined. I ruined my panties because a man I've known for fifteen minutes is pressing his –

She rolled her hips in a deliberate, slow grind, pressing the curve of her ass into the rigid length of him, and felt it twitch in response. Her lips parted. Her eyes closed. The club, the bridesmaids, Tyler, the wedding, the flowers, the seating chart, the registry at Crate & Barrel – all of it receded behind the immediate, overwhelming reality of Kareem's body against hers.

"Come with me tonight," he said. Still at her ear. Still quiet enough that only she could hear. "No pressure. You say stop, we stop. But I see the way you're moving, and I think you want what I want."

Say no. Say no, Emma. You're getting married tomorrow. You love Tyler. You love –

She turned in his arms. Looked up at him. His eyes were dark brown, almost black in the low light, and they watched her with a patience that was somehow more dangerous than urgency. He was giving her the choice. Clean and simple. The door was open. She could walk through it or she could walk away.

I want this. I've never wanted anything this badly. Just once. Just tonight. I'll never have another chance to know what this feels like.

"Yes," Emma said. Clear. Certain. Consenting. "Take me home."

His smile was slow and knowing, like she'd confirmed something he'd understood before she did.

He texted something on his phone. "Car's downstairs in two minutes."

She went back to the booth. "I'm leaving," she told Kayla, and Kayla looked at Kareem standing by the stairs and then back at Emma and her eyes went wide and then wider and then she grinned like a woman watching her best friend jump off a cliff into warm water.

"Use protection," Kayla whispered, and hugged her, and Emma could feel her own heartbeat in her throat.

Kareem's hand found the small of her back as they descended the stairs, and even that simple touch – his palm wide and warm through the thin fabric – made her body hum at a frequency she'd never reached with Tyler. The bouncer at the bottom nodded at Kareem like a soldier saluting a general. The car – a black SUV with tinted windows – was idling at the curb. Kareem opened the door for her, and she climbed in, and the Atlanta night swallowed them.


Chapter 2 – The Penthouse

The elevator opened directly into the apartment. That was the first thing Emma registered – that this wasn't a door off a hallway, this was a private elevator that opened into a living room with floor-to-ceiling windows showing the Atlanta skyline, Midtown glittering below like a circuit board, the Ferris wheel at Centennial turning slow and bright in the distance. The second thing she registered was that Kareem didn't turn on the lights. The city provided enough.

He'd been patient in the car. His hand on her thigh, his thumb making circles on the inside of her knee, but nothing more. He let the anticipation do the work. By the time the elevator deposited them, Emma was vibrating – her skin oversensitized, every nerve ending straining toward him like flowers bending toward sun.

He picked her up. Just like that – his hands gripping her thighs, lifting her off the ground like she weighed nothing, like she was made of paper, and she gasped and wrapped her legs around his waist and felt the hard press of him against the thin cotton of her panties and nearly came from the contact alone. His mouth found her neck, and his lips were full and soft and his tongue traced the tendon from her collarbone to her jaw, and she made a noise that Tyler had never heard come out of her.

He carried her through the apartment – she caught impressions of dark furniture, a kitchen island, art on the walls – and into a bedroom where a king-sized bed sat against the far wall, white sheets bright against the darkness. He dropped her onto the mattress and she bounced once, her blonde hair fanning out around her head, her dress riding up her thighs. She looked up at him standing at the foot of the bed, backlit by the city, and the scale of him stole her breath all over again. He was a silhouette cut from something ancient, shoulders wide enough to block the window, arms hanging at his sides with a stillness that said he knew exactly what was about to happen and was in no rush to get there.

He leaned down. His teeth caught the edge of her bachelorette sash – the white one, the one that said BRIDE TO BE in gold letters – and he pulled it off her body slowly, dragging it across her chest, the satin sliding over her collarbone and the tops of her breasts as he drew it free. He dropped it on the floor.

"That belongs to somebody else," he said. "In here, you're mine."

Yes. Yes, I'm yours. I want to be yours.

"I'm yours," she whispered, and the words fell out of her mouth like she'd been holding them behind her teeth for years.

He pushed her dress up to her waist. Her panties were white – bridal, she'd thought that was cute when she put them on, now they were soaked through and the thought of him seeing the dark wet patch against the white cotton made her face burn and her hips lift. He hooked one finger into the waistband and pulled them down her legs, slow, revealing her inch by inch – the smooth skin of her mound, freshly waxed for the wedding, then the pink of her lips, glistening, swollen, obscene in their readiness.

He looked at her. He studied her. His dark eyes on the most intimate part of her body, and Emma felt pinned to the mattress by the weight of his attention.

"Pretty," he said, and it sounded like a verdict.

He knelt at the foot of the bed. His hands slid under her thighs and pulled her toward him until her ass was at the edge of the mattress and her legs were draped over his broad shoulders. His face was between her thighs and his breath was hot against her and she could feel the contrast – his dark skin against her pale inner thighs, his shaved head between her legs – and the visual alone almost undid her.

Then his mouth was on her.

Tyler went down on her sometimes. Birthdays. Anniversaries. Quick, perfunctory, like he was checking a box. He licked at her like he was afraid of the taste, short strokes that never found the right spot, and she always ended up faking it to spare his feelings.

Kareem ate her like he was starving.

His tongue was wide and flat and hot, and he dragged it from her entrance to her clit in one long, slow stroke that made her back arch off the bed and her hands fist in the sheets. He did it again. And again. Then his lips closed around her clit and he sucked – firm, rhythmic, pulsing – while his tongue flicked against the tip, and Emma's vision went white at the edges.

"Oh God – oh fuck – oh fuck –"

She'd never spoken like that during sex. Tyler would have looked at her like she'd grown a second head. But Kareem's hands were gripping her thighs, holding them open, his fingers denting the soft flesh, and his mouth was relentless, alternating between long licks and focused suction, reading her body like a language he was fluent in. When she squirmed, he held her down. When she tried to close her legs, he pushed them wider. When she reached down and grabbed his head with both hands, pressing his face into her, he growled against her – the vibration buzzing through her clit – and she came.

It broke over her like a wave hitting a seawall. Her hips bucked against his mouth, her thighs clamped around his head, and she screamed – not moaned, not gasped, screamed – a sound ripped from somewhere deep in her chest that she didn't recognize. He didn't stop. He kept licking through the orgasm, lighter now, gentler, drawing it out, and she was still shaking when a second crest hit, smaller but sharper, and her hands scrabbled at the sheets and her toes curled and she whispered please please please without knowing what she was asking for.

He pulled back. His lips were shining. He licked them clean while looking at her, and Emma's inner walls clenched around nothing.

He stood. Pulled his shirt over his head, and she saw the body underneath – carved, dense, every muscle visible not in the gym-vanity way Tyler maintained his soft definition but in a way that suggested his body was functional, built for carrying and holding and pinning. His stomach was ridged. His chest was broad and dark and smooth. The V-lines at his hips pointed downward like arrows indicating the direction she should look.

He unbuckled his belt. Unzipped. Pushed his pants and boxer briefs down in one motion, and –

Oh. My. God.

It was the kind of thing she'd seen in the videos she watched alone on her laptop when Tyler was at work, the ones she cleared from her browser history with shaking hands, the ones she told herself were just fantasy. But it was real and it was in front of her and it was – she couldn't even estimate. Thick as her wrist, heavy, curving slightly upward, the head flared and dark, veins running the length of it like rivers on a map. It hung between his thighs with a weight that was almost arrogant.

She sat up on the edge of the bed. Her face was level with it. She could smell him – warm, clean, masculine. Her hand reached out before her brain gave permission, and her fingers wrapped around the shaft, and they didn't meet. Her pale fingers against his dark skin, the contrast pornographic, and she squeezed gently and felt it pulse in her grip.

"You want this?" he asked. Not teasing. Checking. His hand came up and tilted her chin so she was looking at his face.

I want this more than I wanted my engagement ring. I want this more than I want the wedding. I want this more than I've ever wanted anything Tyler has to offer.

"I want this," she said. "Please."

He reached into the nightstand and rolled a condom on – she watched it stretch over the head and down the shaft and even the condom looked strained – and then he guided her back on the bed, her head on the pillows, her dress still bunched at her waist because neither of them could be bothered to take it off. He settled between her thighs, and the weight of him on top of her was like being covered by something warm and inevitable, and she opened her legs wider than she'd ever opened them, wider than she thought she could, making room.

He rubbed the head along her slit. Up and down. Coating himself in her wetness. Each pass bumped her clit and her hips jerked. She was panting. Her hands were on his shoulders and her nails were already digging in.

"Look at me," he said.

She did. His dark eyes inches from hers. The city lights painting them both in blue and gold.

He pushed in.

The first inch split her open in a way that redefined the word. She gasped, her mouth forming a perfect O, her eyes going wide. He paused. Let her adjust. Her body was clenching around him, trying to accommodate the width, and she could feel herself stretching in ways she never had, her inner walls yielding around him like they were learning a new shape.

"More?" he asked.

"More," she breathed.

He gave her another inch. Then another. Slow. Patient. Each one felt like a revelation – deeper than Tyler had ever been, deeper than she thought she went, reaching places inside her that she didn't know existed, places that lit up like switches being thrown for the first time. Her mouth was open and sounds were coming out – whimpers, gasps, small broken syllables – and she was clutching his arms so hard her knuckles were white against his dark skin.

He bottomed out.

She felt full in a way that was almost spiritual. Every square inch of her insides was pressed against him. She could feel him in her stomach – not literally, but the pressure was there, a deep internal fullness that made her feel like her body was his body, like he'd taken up residence inside her and she'd been waiting her whole life for the tenant.

"Oh my God," she whispered. "Oh my God, you're so deep."

He pulled out slowly – she felt every ridge, every vein – and then pushed back in, and her eyes rolled back and her spine arched and the noise she made was guttural and animal and completely involuntary. He set a rhythm. Not fast. Deep. Each stroke a full withdrawal and a full return, his hips rolling against hers, his pelvis grinding against her clit at the bottom of each thrust, and Emma wrapped her legs around his waist and her arms around his neck and held on.

"You're so tight," he murmured against her neck. "Tightest little thing I've ever had."

Because Tyler is small. Because Tyler never stretched me. Because my body was waiting for this – for you – and I didn't know it until right now.

She came again. Harder than before. Her body clenched around him like a fist, rhythmic contractions that she could feel milking his shaft, and she cried out into his shoulder, biting the muscle there, tasting his skin – salt, warmth, him. He groaned at the bite, a deep sound that vibrated through his chest and into hers, and his pace increased, his hips snapping now, the sound of skin on skin filling the room like applause.

"Don't stop," she gasped. "Please don't stop. Right there – right there – right there –"

She was going to be sore tomorrow. She was going to walk down the aisle feeling him in every step, and the thought didn't scare her – it thrilled her, a secret branded into her body, a truth that would sit behind her smile when she said I do.

He drove into her with a force that pushed her up the bed, and she braced her hands against the headboard, and the third orgasm built like a storm – pressure in her pelvis, heat spreading outward, her thighs trembling – and when it hit she screamed his name, Kareem, not Tyler, and somewhere in the back of her mind a small voice said remember this, remember what it feels like to be full, because after tomorrow you'll be empty again and the thought made her orgasm peak so hard she saw stars.

He pulled out. Still hard. She whimpered at the loss.

"I'm not done with you," he said.


Chapter 3 – Against the Window

He picked her up again – she was beginning to understand that he enjoyed lifting her, that her size in his hands was part of the pleasure for him – and this time he carried her to the living room, to the wall of windows that overlooked Midtown. The city was spread below them like a circuit board of light, and she caught their reflection in the glass as he pressed her back against it – her, small and blonde and flushed, dress hiked to her ribcage, legs wrapped around a man who looked like he was carved from the Atlanta night itself.

The glass was cold against her shoulder blades. His body was hot against her front. The contrast made her gasp.

He held her up with just his arms – one forearm under each thigh, biceps flexed, veins standing out like cords – and she marveled at the ease of it, the way her hundred and twenty pounds meant nothing to him, the way he held her like she was a pillow, something weightless and soft to be arranged however he wanted.

Tyler can't even carry me from the couch to the bed without putting me down halfway. This man is holding me in the air like I'm nothing. Like I'm a toy. Like I'm his.

She reached between them and guided him in, and the angle – God, the angle – was different from the bed, deeper somehow, the gravity pulling her down onto him as his arms held her in place, and she sank onto him with a moan that fogged the glass behind her head.

"Look," he said, and she turned her head and saw Atlanta – the skyline, the lights, the cars moving tiny on the streets below – and realized anyone in the building across the way with binoculars could see her, see this, see a bride-to-be in a white dress being held against a window and fucked by a man who wasn't her fiancé, and the exhibitionist thrill shot through her like electricity.

I've never felt so full. I've never felt so alive. Tyler fills me like a finger. Kareem fills me like a –

She couldn't finish the thought because he started moving, bouncing her on his shaft with nothing but the strength of his arms, and each downward motion impaled her completely, the head of him hitting something so deep inside her that the pleasure crossed the border into something almost painful, a beautiful ache that made her toes curl and her fingers dig into his shoulders.

"Fuck – Kareem – oh God – you're so – I can't – I can't –"

"You can," he said, and his voice was steady while hers was shattered, and the disparity – his control versus her complete unraveling – made it hotter.

She came watching the city. Her forehead pressed against the glass, her breath making circles of fog that appeared and disappeared, and her body convulsed around him in waves, her inner walls gripping and releasing in a rhythm that was beyond her control. She was making noises she'd never made – high, keening sounds, almost musical, punctuated by deep moans that sounded ripped from her gut.

He never faltered. His arms held her steady through every spasm, his hips kept moving, and he watched her face with an expression of focused, almost reverent intensity – like he was memorizing the way she looked when she came, cataloging the way her brow furrowed and her lips parted and her blue eyes went glassy and unfocused.

He carried her back to the bed without pulling out. She felt him inside her with every step, a shifting fullness that kept her on the edge, and when he laid her down and started again – harder now, faster, his patience giving way to urgency – she pulled her dress over her head and unhooked her bra and lay beneath him completely naked, and his eyes raked over her body with a hunger that made her feel more desired than she'd ever felt in her life.

Her breasts bounced with each thrust. He palmed one – his dark hand covering the pale flesh completely, her pink nipple peeking between his fingers – and squeezed, and she arched into the touch. His mouth found the other nipple, his tongue circling it, his teeth grazing it, and the dual sensation – his hand on one breast, his mouth on the other, his shaft buried inside her – was so much that she started babbling, incoherent fragments of yes and more and please and don't ever stop.

He flipped her. Hands on her hips, rotating her like she weighed nothing, and suddenly she was face-down on the bed with her ass in the air and his hands spreading her open and his eyes on the place where their bodies connected – and she could imagine what he saw, the pink stretch of her around the thick dark shaft, the contrast of it, his darkness disappearing into her paleness, and the thought made her clench around him so hard he groaned.

He slammed home. From this angle, somehow, impossibly, he was even deeper, and Emma screamed into the pillow and gripped the sheets and pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, her ass bouncing against his pelvis with a sound that was obscene and wet and wonderful.

"That's it," he growled. "Take it. Take all of it."

"I'm taking it – oh God – I'm – fuck –"

She came again. She'd lost count. Her body was a live wire, every nerve ending singing, and the orgasm was long and rolling, like waves coming in from an ocean she'd never known existed. He followed her – finally, his own rhythm stuttering, his grip on her hips bruising-tight, and he buried himself as deep as he could go and shuddered, and she felt the condom pulse and flex inside her and wished – in a dark, animal part of her brain that had nothing to do with logic or loyalty – that there was nothing between them.

They collapsed. His weight on top of her, warm and heavy. His heartbeat against her back. Her body throbbing, pulsing, thoroughly used.

I'm getting married tomorrow. I just had the best sex of my life with a man I met four hours ago. And I want to do it again.


Chapter 4 – 4 AM

She woke to the sound of water.

The clock on the nightstand said 3:47 AM. The shower was running. She lay in the twisted sheets for a moment, cataloging her body – the ache between her legs, the tenderness of her inner thighs, the pleasant soreness in muscles she didn't know she had. She smelled like him. She smelled like sex. She smelled like someone who had been thoroughly, comprehensively fucked by a man who knew what he was doing.

She got up. Her legs were unsteady – actually unsteady, not the cute-wobbly she'd pretended after sex with Tyler to make him feel good – and she padded naked to the bathroom.

The shower was enormous. Glass-walled, rain-head, big enough for four people. Kareem was standing under the water with his back to her, and she stood in the doorway and watched the water cascade over his dark skin, tracing the lines of his shoulders, the valley of his spine, the swell of his ass, his thick thighs. He was – he was beautiful. Beautiful like a sculpture, like something that existed to be looked at and worshipped.

He turned. Saw her. Smiled.

"Get in."

I want to taste him. I want to know what he feels like in my mouth. I've wanted it since I saw it. I've never wanted to do this for Tyler – it always felt like an obligation. This feels like a craving.

She stepped into the shower. The water was hot, and it hit her skin and she sighed, and steam rose around them and Kareem's hands came up and smoothed her wet hair back from her face, a gesture so tender it almost broke her, because in a few hours she would be getting her hair done for the wedding and a different man's hands would never touch her this way.

She kissed his chest. Then lower. His stomach. The ridges of his abs against her lips. She sank to her knees, the tile warm beneath them, and the water ran down her face and over her shoulders and dripped from her nipples, and she looked up at him through the spray.

He was hard again. Heavy, thick, curving toward his stomach. This close she could see every detail – the veins, the texture, the flared head, the sheer mass of it. Her hand wrapped around the base and she felt it throb.

She looked up at him. Water streaming over both of them. His dark eyes looking down at her. Her pale face, her blonde hair plastered to her skull, her blue eyes wide, her pink lips parted. The visual – the upward angle, her on her knees, him towering, the water – was something from one of those videos she'd always watched and then immediately deleted.

I'm on my knees for him. I'm on my knees in a stranger's shower at four in the morning and I'm getting married in eleven hours and I want this more than I want the wedding.

She took the head into her mouth. Her lips stretched around the width, and she had to open wider than she'd ever had to, her jaw aching immediately, but the sound he made – a low, rumbling groan that echoed off the tile – was worth every bit of discomfort. She tasted him – clean skin and heat and something faintly musky – and her tongue swirled around the head, tracing the ridge, dipping into the slit at the tip.

She took more. Inch by inch, her head bobbing forward, feeling him slide deeper into her mouth, heavy on her tongue. She got halfway down and gagged – her throat closing involuntarily – and pulled back, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his shaft, and looked up at him with watery eyes.

"Take your time," he said. His hand rested on the back of her head. Not pushing. Present. Patient.

She tried again. Relaxed her throat. Breathed through her nose. Took him deeper, feeling the head push past the back of her tongue and into the opening of her throat, and she swallowed around him and his hand tightened in her hair and his hips jerked forward – just slightly – and she moaned around his shaft because the loss of control, his loss of control, was the hottest thing she'd ever experienced.

She found a rhythm. Bobbing her head, taking as much as she could – not all of it, not even close, there was simply too much – but enough that each stroke dragged her stretched lips along the veined shaft and made him groan. Her hand worked what her mouth couldn't reach, stroking in time with her head, and she looked up at him the entire time – his dark skin gleaming wet, his stomach tensing, his jaw clenched, his eyes burning down at her.

I'm good at this. I was never good at this with Tyler because I never wanted it. I want this. I want this man in my mouth. I want to be on my knees for him forever.

She used her tongue on the underside, pressing against the thick vein that ran the length of him, and his knees actually buckled for a second, and the power – the power of making this massive, powerful man weaken – surged through her like a drug.

"Fuck," he breathed. "Look at you."

She pulled off with a wet pop. Stroked him with both hands, pumping the slick shaft, her face inches from the head, looking up at him from her knees in the steam and the water with makeup running down her cheeks and her eyes glazed and her lips swollen and pink from the stretch.

"I want you to finish in my mouth," she said. And was shocked by her own voice – low, husky, certain. She had never said those words before. She had never wanted to say those words before.

He cupped her face with one hand. His thumb traced her lower lip.

"Open."

She opened her mouth. Wide. Her tongue extended, her eyes locked on his. He stroked himself – his dark fist moving fast over the shaft, her saliva slicking the motion – and she watched the tension build in his body, the clenching of his abs, the tightening of his jaw, until he groaned deep in his chest and the first thick rope hit her tongue, warm and heavy and salty, and she caught it and stayed open, stayed looking up at him, as more followed – two, three, four pulses – painting her tongue and her lips and her chin, more than she'd ever seen, more than she thought possible, and she swallowed what she could and let the rest run down her chin and mix with the shower water cascading over her chest.

She licked him clean. Every drop. Her tongue tracing the length of him, the head, the underside, while he shivered and his hand stayed gentle in her hair.

She stood. He pulled her close and kissed her – deep, unhesitating, tasting himself on her mouth and not caring – and the kiss under the hot water with his arms around her and her body pressed against his was the most intimate moment she'd ever experienced with anyone.

I'm going to remember this when Tyler kisses me at the altar. I'm going to taste Kareem when I say I do.


Chapter 5 – Morning Goodbye

Light through the blinds. She checked her phone. 6:12 AM. Twenty-three missed texts from Kayla, ranging from suggestive emojis to girl are you ALIVE to a final I told the hotel you had food poisoning, hair and makeup is at 10, you need to be back by 9 at the LATEST. The wedding was at 2 PM. She had less than three hours.

She should have been panicking. She was calm. Her body was heavy with satisfaction, her muscles loose, her skin still warm from the shower. She could feel the ache between her legs with every micro-movement – a delicious, persistent reminder, like a fingerprint left inside her.

Kareem was awake. Lying on his back with one arm behind his head, the sheets pooled at his waist, his dark chest rising and falling with easy breaths. He watched her check her phone and didn't ask who was texting. He already knew.

"I have to go," she said.

"I know."

She got up. Found her dress on the floor. Found her panties – still damp, ruined – and shoved them in her clutch. She walked to the bathroom to splash water on her face, to try to make herself look like someone who hadn't spent the night being taken apart and reassembled, and she gripped the edges of the vanity and stared at herself in the mirror.

Her lips were swollen. Her neck had a mark below the collarbone – low enough that the wedding dress would cover it. Her eyes were different. Something behind them had shifted, a tectonic plate moving deep underground, rearranging the landscape.

She heard him behind her. Felt his hands on her hips. Felt the press of him against her ass – hard again, or still, she wasn't sure which was more impressive – and her body responded immediately, a Pavlovian rush of heat to her center, her inner walls clenching in anticipation.

One more time. Just one more. I need one more to hold me. I need to walk down the aisle with him still inside me.

"One more," she whispered, and bent forward over the vanity, her forearms flat on the marble, her ass pressing back against him.

He didn't make her wait. She heard the condom wrapper, heard the latex roll, and then he was inside her – one smooth stroke, her body so open and ready for him now that he slid home like a key into a lock he'd personally machined – and the moan she made was exhausted and desperate and grateful all at once.

He gripped her hips and set a pace that was hard and fast – no time for slow this time, they both knew it, the clock was running – and she watched herself in the mirror. Watched her own face as he fucked her. Watched the way her mouth fell open, the way her brow creased, the way her eyes went half-lidded and glassy. She watched expressions cross her face that Tyler had never seen – raw, unguarded, animal – and she understood, watching herself, that this was what she looked like when she was actually being satisfied.

That's me. That's my face when I'm being fucked properly. Tyler has never seen this face. Tyler will never see this face. This face belongs to Kareem.

His strokes were deep and sharp, each one jolting her forward, and she could hear the wet sound of their bodies meeting, could see his dark hands on her pale hips in the mirror, the contrast – always the contrast, always devastating – and she pushed back into him, matching his rhythm, her ass slapping against his pelvis.

"Harder," she demanded. And he obliged. The vanity creaked. Her cosmetics rattled. Her reflection blurred with the force of each thrust and sharpened in the pauses between, a strobe of clarity and chaos.

She watched him in the mirror over her shoulder. His jaw set. His shoulders flexing. His dark body moving behind her pale one, powerful and relentless, and the visual was so explicitly, undeniably erotic that she came from the sight of it as much as from the sensation – her reflection orgasming, her mouth open in a silent scream that became very much not silent as the wave crested and she cried out and her legs gave way and only his grip on her hips kept her upright.

He followed – slamming deep, holding, his body pressed against her back, his forehead between her shoulder blades, and she felt him throb inside her through the condom and wished again, treacherously, that there was nothing between them.

Silence. Both breathing hard. The mirror fogged from their exertion.

He pulled out slowly. She winced at the loss – the sudden emptiness felt like a small bereavement. He disposed of the condom. She straightened up, trembling, and fixed her hair with shaking hands.

He appeared behind her in the mirror. His hand slid into the front pocket of her clutch and left something there. She watched him do it but didn't check. Not yet.

"Go marry your man," he said. He kissed the mark on her neck. "You know where to find me."

The car took her back to the hotel. She showered quickly, mechanically, but didn't scrub too hard between her legs because she wanted to keep the ache, wanted it there when she said her vows, a secret burning beneath the white lace. Kayla helped her into the dress and didn't ask questions, just looked at her with knowing eyes and zipped her up.

At 2 PM, Emma walked down the aisle on her father's arm. The church was full. Tyler stood at the altar in his rented tux, his sandy hair combed, his eyes wet, his smile so sweet and safe and familiar that guilt flickered through her like heat lightning – there and gone.

She smiled. She said her vows. She said I do.

Tyler kissed her, and the church erupted, and Emma kissed him back with lips that had been wrapped around a stranger's shaft six hours ago, and the thought sent a dark pulse through her that she mistook for joy.

At the reception, while Tyler danced with his mother to a song Emma had picked from a list, she checked the pocket of her clutch. A business card. Black, with silver text. Kareem Waters – Events & Nightlife. On the back, handwritten: his number. And one line.

Text me when it gets boring.

She slid the card back into the clutch. Watched her husband dance with his mother. Crossed her legs under the table and felt the ache, still there, patient, waiting.

The honeymoon was in Cancún. Day three, poolside, Tyler snoring on the lounger beside her, his chest already sunburned, his mouth open. Emma's phone buzzed.

Unknown number: How's married life treating you?

She stared at the message. Looked at Tyler. Looked at the ocean. Looked at the phone.

I shouldn't. I really shouldn't. I'm married now. I'm a wife. I took vows. I –

She typed three letters and hit send before she could stop herself.

Boring.

Three dots appeared immediately.
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