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Chapter 1

My husband hasn't touched me in four months.

Not a hand on my hip. Not a kiss that lasted longer than a peck. Not a single look that made me feel like he saw me as anything other than the woman who shared his last name and split the mortgage. Four months. I counted. I stopped counting after that because it started making me sick.

We used to be good. Or at least I thought we were. The kind of married that people looked at and said yeah, they'll make it. Twenty-two years. Two kids raised and shipped off to college. A house in Buckhead with a pool we never used and a master bedroom with a king-size bed that might as well have been two twins pushed together for how far apart we slept.

Richard was fifty-eight. Soft around the middle. Softer everywhere else. He'd been a good-looking man once — tall, broad-shouldered, the kind of guy who filled out a suit. Now he filled out his waistband and not much else. Spent his evenings in the recliner scrolling through his phone or watching bass fishing tournaments on YouTube. Bass fishing. That was his passion now. Not me. Fish.

Which is how I ended up here. Bellhaven Plantation Resort, Natchez, Mississippi. A "romantic getaway" — his words — built on the grounds of an antebellum plantation they'd converted into a luxury resort. Spanish moss hanging from the oaks. White columns. Wraparound porches. The whole Gone With The Wind fantasy, except the only wind in our marriage had died years ago.

The trip was supposed to fix things. That's what the therapist said. "Do something together. Reconnect." Richard heard "fishing trip." I heard "last chance."

We'd arrived the night before. Separate suitcases. He'd fallen asleep in his clothes watching his phone on the bed while I unpacked. Didn't even pull the covers down. Just lay there on top of the duvet like a sack of laundry someone had dropped off and forgotten about. I stood in the bathroom doorway for a full minute looking at him. His mouth was open. He was snoring. His belly rose and fell under his polo shirt.

This is my husband, I thought. This is the man I'm supposed to want.

I didn't cry. I was past crying about it. Crying is what you do when something surprises you. Nothing about Richard surprised me anymore.

The fishing charter was booked for two o'clock. Some guided thing on the river — a pontoon boat, rods provided, the whole package. Richard had been talking about it since we booked the trip. More excited about the catfish than the king bed. More animated about the bait shop than the couples' massage I'd suggested. I'd stopped suggesting things.

But I had one card left to play.

I'd bought it three weeks ago. A bikini — and I use that word loosely because calling it a bikini was like calling a Lamborghini a car. It was a two-piece but designed like lingerie. Sheer mesh panels along the sides of the bottoms. A top that was more bralette than swimwear — underwire, lace trim along the cups, a clasp in the back instead of a tie. Black. The kind of thing you'd see on a woman half my age in a magazine and think she's brave for wearing that.

I was forty-seven. I didn't have the body I had at twenty-five. My stomach wasn't flat. My thighs touched. I had lines around my eyes and my tits had settled lower than where they'd started. But I looked good. I knew I looked good. I ran four days a week. I watched what I ate. I had hips and an ass and a waist that still curved in the right places. Men looked at me. At the grocery store, at the gym, at restaurants — men looked. Just not my husband.

I put it on after my shower. Took my time. Did my makeup. Nothing over the top — just enough to make my eyes pop, a little gloss on my lips. Rubbed lotion into my legs until they shone. Spritzed perfume on my wrists, behind my ears, between my breasts. I looked at myself in the full-length mirror on the back of the bathroom door.

Damn, Karen.

The bikini fit like it was sewn onto me. The mesh panels showed the curve of my hips without showing everything. The top lifted and held me in a way that made my chest look full, round, deliberate. I looked like a woman who wanted to be looked at. A woman who was asking a question with her body.

I walked out of the bathroom.

Richard was on the porch. Cargo shorts, faded t-shirt, beat-up sneakers. He was reading something on his phone — probably the weather report or some fishing forum. A can of Bud Light sweating on the railing next to him.

"Hey," I said.

I stood in the doorway. Posed, almost. One hand on the frame. Hip cocked. The afternoon light was behind me, which meant I was basically backlit in a black lace bikini. If this were a movie, there would have been music.

Richard glanced up. His eyes passed over me the way they'd pass over a piece of furniture he'd seen a thousand times.

"Hey. Charter's at two. You want to grab lunch first?"

That was it.

No double-take. No pause. No what the hell are you wearing. No come here. Not even a you look nice, which would have been insulting in its own way but at least would have been something. He looked at me in a lace bikini designed to make men stupid and asked me about lunch.

"Sure," I said. My voice was flat. "Lunch sounds great."

I grabbed the resort sarong and tied it around my waist. Covered myself. No point standing there like an idiot, advertising something nobody wanted to buy.

We ate at the resort restaurant. Pulled pork and coleslaw. Richard talked about the river and what kind of fish were running this time of year. I nodded and said mm-hmm and drank my sweet tea and felt the bikini under my sarong like a secret that nobody cared about.

After lunch we headed down to the beach. The resort had a stretch of sand along the river — lounge chairs, umbrellas, a little tiki bar that served frozen drinks nobody needed in heat like this. The fishing charter wasn't until four. Richard wanted to "scout the water" first, which meant sitting in a chair staring at the river like it owed him something.

I spread a towel on the lounger. Untied the sarong. Let the bikini do what it was designed to do.

Richard was two chairs over. Already on his phone. Already gone.

I lay back and closed my eyes and tried not to think about how loud the silence between us had gotten.

That's when I heard the dock creak.

I tilted my sunglasses down.

There was a man at the far end of the beach, stepping off the old wooden dock. Tall — six-two, maybe six-three. Black. Had to be in his sixties, maybe pushing seventy, but you wouldn't know it from the neck down. Arms like dock rope. Broad chest under a faded denim shirt with the sleeves rolled to the elbows. Forearms thick and veined and dark against the rolled cuffs. His hair was cropped close — silver-gray, almost white at the temples. A beard to match, trimmed neat. Face weathered and lined from decades on the water, but handsome. Not pretty-boy handsome. Lived-in handsome. The kind of face that had stories behind every crease.

He was carrying a tackle box in one hand and a coiled rope in the other. Easy. Like he'd been hauling gear his entire life and the weight was just part of him.

He walked past us. Past me. His eyes found mine for half a second — a quick sweep, face to bikini to face — and the corner of his mouth turned up. Not quite a smile. Just the suggestion of one.

Then he kept walking toward the dock house.

Richard didn't look up from his phone.

I pushed my sunglasses back up and stared at the river.

My heart was beating faster than it had any right to.


Chapter 2

I have a body that men notice.

I'm not saying that to brag. I'm saying it because it's true and because the one man who's supposed to notice stopped noticing a long time ago and it's turned me into the kind of woman who keeps score with strangers.

I shifted on the lounger. Stretched my legs out long. The bikini bottoms rode up on my hips and I let them. The mesh panels caught the sun and threw little patterns on my skin — light and shadow tracing the curve from my waist to my thighs. My stomach wasn't twenty-five anymore but it was taut from the running. Soft in the right places. The kind of belly a man could press his palm flat against and feel warmth. My tits filled the bralette top like they were built for it — heavy, full, pushed together by the underwire into a line of cleavage that started at my collarbone and didn't stop. My thighs were thick. Strong. The kind that looked good wet, looked good oiled, looked good wrapped around something.

I was forty-seven years old and I was in my prime. I knew it the way you know the weather — not because someone told you, but because you could feel it on your skin. Every nerve in my body was awake. Had been for months. Years, maybe. A low, constant hum that nobody was answering.

A couple walked past. The man — thirties, maybe — looked. His eyes dropped from my face to my chest to my legs and stayed there a beat too long. His wife tugged his arm. He looked away. But he'd looked.

I felt it in my stomach. That little flare. Not arousal exactly. Validation.

A few minutes later, two men from the tiki bar wandered past with their drinks. One of them — tall, sunburned, wedding ring — slowed down as he passed my chair. Didn't say anything. Just looked. A long, lazy sweep from my ankles to my sunglasses. His buddy said something low and they both laughed. Not mean. Appreciative.

That flare again. Hotter this time.

I glanced at Richard. He was still on his phone. Hadn't moved, hadn't looked up, hadn't noticed the men noticing me. Oblivious. He was reading something — his lips were moving the way they did when he read — and his free hand was scratching his belly under his shirt. Absently. Like he was alone.

Twenty-two years.

Twenty-two years I'd been faithful to that man. Through the years when he traveled for work and I was home with two kids and no help. Through the years when our sex life went from three times a week to once a week to once a month to whenever I begged for it. Through his weight gain. Through his snoring. Through the slow, grinding erosion of being wanted by everyone in the room except the person who'd promised to want me forever.

I'd had chances. God, I'd had chances. Mark from the gym who spotted me on bench press and let his hands linger. David from book club who texted me at midnight about things that had nothing to do with books. The contractor who redid our kitchen and spent three weeks finding excuses to stand close enough that I could smell his cologne.

I turned them all down. Every one. Didn't even entertain it. Because I was married. Because I was loyal. Because I believed that the vows meant something and that if I just held on long enough, Richard would come back to me. Would see me again. Would want me the way he used to want me when we were young and couldn't keep our hands off each other.

I held on.

And for what?

For a man who looked at a lace bikini and asked about lunch. For a man who fell asleep in his clothes every night and snored through every attempt I made to reach him. For a man who booked a couples' trip and turned it into a fishing expedition. Who brought his wife to a plantation resort in Mississippi and couldn't be bothered to look at her.

Twenty-two years of loyalty. Of turning down men who wanted me. Of lying in bed at night, wet and aching and alone, telling myself it was enough. He was enough. We were enough.

He wasn't enough. He'd never been enough.

The thought had been living in my chest for years. I'd felt it in the shower, in bed, in the car, in all the quiet places where the truth lives when you won't let it out in the open. But this was the first time I let it sit there without arguing with it. Without shoving it down.

My husband didn't want me. Hadn't wanted me in years. And I'd spent those years turning down men who did.

Another man walked past. Older — fifties, gray at the temples. He stopped at the tiki bar and ordered something. While he waited he leaned against the counter and his eyes drifted over to me. Not aggressive. Not leering. Just looking. The way men look at a woman who looks like something worth looking at.

I met his eyes. Held them for a second. Then I looked away.

Two years ago I wouldn't have done that. Two years ago I would have looked at my lap. Would have adjusted my bikini. Would have felt guilty for being seen.

Now I just felt angry.

Angry at Richard for making me invisible. Angry at myself for letting him. Angry at all those years I'd spent being good. Being faithful. Being the wife who never strayed, never flirted, never gave anyone a reason to doubt her. And what did it get me? A man two chairs over who didn't know I was alive.

The sun was heavy on my skin. The heat pressed down like a hand. I could feel sweat gathering in the crease under my breasts, between my thighs, at the small of my back. My body was alive. Humming. Begging for something it hadn't gotten in months.

I closed my eyes and let the anger cook.

I thought about the man from the dock. The guide. His arms. His chest. The way he'd looked at me — half a second, nothing more — but in that half second I'd felt more seen than I had in Richard's presence in a year. The way his mouth had turned up. Like he'd noticed something worth noticing and wasn't ashamed of it.

I thought about his hands. How big they were. How rough they'd looked gripping that tackle box.

I thought about—

A sound ripped through everything. Loud, wet, guttural.

Richard. Snoring.

I opened my eyes. Turned my head.

He was out. Head tilted back against the lounger, mouth wide open, phone face-down on his chest. The Bud Light was going warm in the cup holder. His belly pushed against his t-shirt with each breath, rising and falling in that soft, shapeless rhythm I knew better than any song.

Asleep. On the beach. At two in the afternoon. On our romantic getaway.

I sat up. Pulled my sunglasses off. Looked at him the way you look at something you've finally decided to stop fixing.

From somewhere down the beach, I heard the dock creak again.


Chapter 3

"Y'all the four o'clock?"

That voice again. Deep and unhurried. Like a river running over gravel.

I turned on the lounger. Moses was standing a few feet from our chairs, tackle box in one hand, a set of keys dangling from the other. Up close he was bigger than I'd registered from a distance. His shoulders blocked out the tiki bar behind him. The denim shirt was unbuttoned lower than I'd noticed before — or maybe I hadn't been close enough to notice — a wide V of dark chest, gray hair curling tight against the skin, a thin gold chain resting in the hollow of his collarbone. His forearms were crossed with veins. His hands made the tackle box look like a lunchbox.

He looked at me first. Then at Richard.

Richard was still asleep. Head tilted back against the lounger. Mouth wide open. Snoring like a man who'd checked out of the world and left no forwarding address. His phone had slid off his chest and was face-down in the sand. The Bud Light in the cup holder had gone flat in the heat. His t-shirt had ridden up and a strip of pale, soft stomach was showing above his cargo shorts. He looked like something that had washed ashore.

"That's us," I said. I sat up and grabbed Richard's arm. Shook. "Richard. Hey. Wake up."

Nothing.

I shook harder. "Richard."

He snorted. One of those big, wet, choking snorts that yanked him back to consciousness like a dog on a leash. His eyes cracked open, squinting against the sun. Red and puffy from the nap.

"Hm? What?"

"The fishing charter. It's time. The guide's here."

Richard blinked. Slow. He looked at Moses standing there — this big, composed man holding a tackle box and waiting patiently — and then looked at me like I'd woken him up to tell him the mail came.

"What time is it?"

"Four," I said. "The boat's ready."

He gave a single nod. "Name's Moses, ma'am. Got her fueled up and loaded. Rods are set. Y'all can head down whenever you're ready." His voice was easy. Patient. A man used to waiting on people who didn't respect his time.

Richard groaned. Long and theatrical. He sank deeper into the lounger like it was pulling him back to sleep by the spine. Rubbed his face with both hands. Yawned into his palms.

"Babe, I'm wiped. Drove six hours yesterday. My back's killing me. Give me another twenty minutes."

"Twenty minutes? Richard, you've been asleep for two hours. The man is standing right here."

He didn't even glance at Moses. "It's vacation, Karen."

"It's your fishing trip. You planned this. You've been talking about it for three weeks. You showed me the website. You showed me the boat. You made me watch a YouTube video about catfish noodling."

"I know, I know. And I still want to go. Just... later."

"This is later. This is the time you booked."

He waved a hand. Limp, dismissive, his standard dismissal when he didn't feel like engaging. Like my words were gnats. "Just go without me. I'll catch the next one."

I stared at him. "There is no next one, Richard. This is the charter. The one you reserved. The one you put on the credit card."

"Then I'll fish off the dock tomorrow morning. Early. It'll be better anyway — fish bite more at dawn." He said it like he was doing me a favor by having a backup plan. Like the issue was logistics and not the fact that he was lying on a beach chair choosing sleep over his wife for the thousandth time in a row.

He rolled onto his side. Away from me. The lounger creaked and groaned under his weight. He tucked his hands under his cheek like a child. "I'm tired, Karen. Just give me a bit."

Something hot moved through my chest. Not the slow burn from earlier. Not the simmering anger I'd been marinating in all afternoon. This was sharper. Meaner. The kind of anger that has teeth.

"You dragged me to Mississippi," I said. My voice was low. Controlled. The kind of controlled that's one wrong word away from not controlled at all. "You said this would be good for us. The therapist said do something together. Reconnect. Those were her exact words. And your idea — your idea, Richard, not mine — was a fishing trip. A fishing charter on the river. You picked the resort. You picked the date. You picked the activity. Not me. I don't even like fishing. I've never liked fishing. You know I don't like fishing. I came here because you asked me to. Because you said it would be—"

I stopped myself.

I wasn't going to say romantic. I wasn't going to stand here in a bikini I'd bought to save my marriage and admit out loud — in front of a stranger — that I'd hoped a fishing trip in Mississippi would reignite something. That I'd pictured the two of us on that boat, late afternoon sun turning the water gold, his hand on my knee for the first time in months, the rocking of the hull pushing us closer together. That I'd packed lingerie for this trip. That I'd shaved my legs in the shower this morning and thought about him while I did it and hated myself for it.

I wasn't going to say any of that. Not to Richard. And definitely not with Moses standing five feet away, quiet as a church, watching this play out with an expression I couldn't read.

I swallowed it. All of it. Packed it down into the space behind my ribs where I kept everything else he didn't deserve to hear.

"—fun," I finished. Flat. "You said it would be fun."

Richard didn't open his eyes. Didn't move. Didn't turn to face me. Just lay there on his side in his cargo shorts and his sweat-stained t-shirt and his beat-up sneakers and said:

"If you want to go so bad then go, babe. I'm not stopping you."

Babe. Like a pat on the head. Like shutting a drawer.

The silence after that was specific. The kind of silence that happens when something breaks between two people and only one of them hears it.

I stood up. My jaw was clenched so tight my teeth ached. My hands were shaking and I balled them into fists at my sides so he wouldn't see. Not that he was looking. Not that he'd been looking all day. All week. All year.

"Fine," I said.

One word. I made it sound like nothing. Made it sound like sure, whatever, no big deal. But the word sat in my mouth like a lit match.

I grabbed the sarong off the back of the chair. Didn't tie it around my waist. Just balled it up in my fist and walked. Barefoot across the hot sand. Heading toward the dock with my back straight and my jaw locked and my eyes stinging — not tears, not yet, just sun and fury and the specific kind of humiliation that comes from begging your husband to spend time with you and being told to go away.

Behind me, Richard was already snoring again.

Moses didn't speak. He'd watched the whole thing without a word. No reaction. No sympathy face. No awkward glance away. Just those dark, steady eyes taking it in the way the river takes in rain — absorbing it, letting it move through, keeping whatever it wanted to keep. He picked up his tackle box and fell into step beside me. Slightly behind. Close enough that I could smell him — not cologne, not aftershave, just heat and sun and something clean underneath it. Like river water and warm skin.

The dock planks were hot under my bare feet. I walked fast, fists clenched, sarong bunched in one hand. The old wood creaked with each step. The boat was tied at the end — a flat-bottom pontoon with a canvas canopy and an outboard motor and two bench seats with faded cushions. The water lapped against its hull in small, lazy slaps.

I was almost to the end of the dock when Moses reached past me to unhook the mooring rope from the post. His arm extended beside my hip — long, dark, the rolled sleeve tight around a bicep that was thicker than Richard's thigh. His fingers worked the knot loose.

And as he pulled the rope free, the back of his hand brushed the outside of my thigh.

Light. Barely there. Two knuckles grazing the skin just below where the bikini bottom ended. The kind of touch that could have been nothing. An accident. Bodies in a narrow space doing what bodies do when the space runs out.

But his hand was warm. And the calluses on his knuckles were rough against my skin. And the touch lingered — a fraction of a second longer than nothing. A fraction of a second that had weight to it. Purpose. Like a question asked so quietly you could pretend you didn't hear it.

I stopped walking.

He didn't say anything. Didn't look at me. Just stepped past me — calm, easy, deliberate — down into the boat with the rope coiled in one hand. The hull barely moved under his weight. He set the tackle box down, stowed the rope, and then turned back to face me.

He held out his other hand.

"Watch your step, ma'am."

I looked at his hand. Open. Palm up. Rough and dark and wide enough to hold both of mine.

I took it and stepped down into the boat.

My thigh was still tingling where he'd touched it.


Chapter 4

The engine hummed low and steady as Moses pointed us upriver. The pontoon cut through the brown water in a lazy line, leaving a white wake that spread behind us and disappeared into the current. The canopy blocked the worst of the sun but the heat was everywhere — rising off the water, sitting in the air, pressing against my skin like something alive.

I sat on the front bench with my hands in my lap and my sarong balled up beside me and wondered what the hell I was doing out here.

I didn't fish. I didn't want to fish. I didn't care about catfish or rod weights or whatever Richard had been babbling about for three weeks. I'd stormed onto this boat to make a point — to show him that fine, if he didn't want to come, I'd go without him, and maybe that would sting. Maybe he'd sit up and watch me walk away and feel something. Regret. Jealousy. Anything.

But he was already snoring before I'd reached the dock. My big dramatic exit and the audience was unconscious. I'd done it to spite him and he didn't even care enough to be spited.

So here I was. On a river. With a stranger. For no reason.

I should have been furious. I was furious. My husband was asleep on a beach chair while I sat on a boat with a stranger, heading upriver to fish for something I didn't care about catching. He'd waved me off like a cab he didn't need. Didn't ask if I'd be okay. Didn't hesitate. Didn't even sit up. Just rolled over and went back to sleep and let his wife climb onto a boat with a man she didn't know.

Didn't that bother him? The thought turned in my head like a key in a lock. Didn't it occur to him — even for a second — that maybe sending your wife off alone with a man you've never met wasn't the smartest move? That a woman in a bikini on a boat in the middle of nowhere with a stranger might be a situation worth being present for?

No. Because Richard didn't think about me in those terms. It never crossed his mind that other men might want me, that his wife might be worth protecting or worrying about or staying awake for. To him I was Karen. Furniture with a pulse.

The anger sat in my chest for a while. Hot and familiar. I held onto it because it was easier than the other thing — the thing underneath it, the thing that had been there since the dock, since his hand brushed my thigh, since I'd stepped into this boat and felt the whole afternoon tilt sideways.

The river widened as we moved away from the resort. The banks were thick with trees — cypress and tupelo, their trunks standing in the shallows, draped in Spanish moss that hung like gray curtains. No other boats. No other people. Just water and trees and the low drone of the outboard and the occasional cry of something winged and unseen in the canopy.

I looked at Moses.

He was standing at the back of the boat, one hand on the tiller, the other resting on his thigh. Steering without thinking about it. His eyes were on the river — reading the current, the eddies, the places where the water darkened and the channel deepened. He hadn't said a word since we'd left the dock.

Except his eyes weren't always on the river.

I caught it once, then twice, then stopped counting. Quick glances. Stolen. His gaze would drift from the water to me — to my legs, to my chest, to the strip of bare stomach between the bikini top and the bottoms — and then slide back to the river like nothing happened. Smooth. Practiced. A skill you learn after decades of practice — how to look without getting caught.

But I caught him. Every time. And he didn't seem to mind that I caught him. That half-smile would flicker at the corner of his mouth — there and gone — and he'd adjust the tiller and watch the water and wait a few minutes before doing it again.

The old man was looking at me. Studying me. The way a man studies something he's been thinking about taking.

His shirt was a work shirt. Thin, faded, washed a hundred times. The kind of shirt that used to be blue and was now something between blue and gray and nothing. It hung loose at the waist but pulled tight across his chest and his shoulders in a way that made the fabric look like it was trying to hold on. The sleeves were rolled to just below the elbow. His forearms were thick, ropy with muscle, dark skin pulled taut over tendons that flexed every time he adjusted the tiller. A scar ran along the outside of his left forearm — pale against the dark, old, healed smooth.

He wasn't trying to look good. That was the thing. Richard spent forty-five minutes getting dressed for a trip to Home Depot. Picked out shirts, debated shoes, checked himself in the mirror twice. Moses looked like he'd grabbed the first thing off the back of a chair and put it on because it was there and he had work to do. The shirt had a small tear near the collar. His pants were heavy canvas, faded at the knees, cinched with a plain leather belt. Work boots, scuffed and salt-stained. Everything about him was functional. Used. Earned.

And underneath all of it — the faded shirt, the worn canvas, the plain belt — his body was something else entirely.

His chest was broad. Not gym-broad. Labor-broad. A chest built from decades of hauling rope and lifting motors and pulling nets and doing whatever the hell else a man does on a river for forty or fifty years. His shoulders rolled into his arms without a gap — no softness, no padding, just muscle packed dense and hard under dark skin. His neck was thick. His back, when he turned to check behind us, was a landscape of ridges and planes moving under the shirt like something caged.

He was sixty-something. Maybe seventy. And he was built like the men half his age at my gym wished they were built. No supplements. No protein shakes. No personal trainer. Just a life spent working and the body that life had made.

I was staring. I knew I was staring. I couldn't stop.

His waist was narrow for a man his size. The belt sat on his hips and below it the canvas pants hung straight, not straining but not loose either. His thighs were thick, even through the heavy fabric. When he shifted his stance — widening his feet as the boat rocked over its own wake — the muscles in his legs moved visibly, like plates shifting under the earth.

I thought about Richard's body. Pale. Doughy. The belly that spilled over his waistband. The soft arms that couldn't open a pickle jar without grunting. The chest hair that had gone from thick to thin to patchy, like a lawn nobody watered. His thighs that rubbed together when he walked. His back that seized up getting out of bed.

My husband was eleven years younger than this man and looked twenty years older.

Moses turned his head. Caught me looking. Not a quick glance — he caught me in the middle of a full, unguarded stare. Eyes on his chest. On his arms. On the way his body filled the space at the back of the boat like it was supposed to be there.

I didn't look away fast enough. Nowhere close to fast enough.

The corner of his mouth turned up. That same flicker at the corner of his mouth. Slow and easy and not the least bit surprised.

"All natural, missy," he said. Low. Almost to himself. Like he was letting me in on something he'd known for a long time. "Sixty-eight years of haulin' lines and pullin' nets. Ain't never seen the inside of a gym."

His voice had that old Southern thing — the deep drawl, the dropped g's, the way certain words came out round and warm like they'd been held in the mouth a beat longer than necessary. A voice from another era. A man who'd grown up on this river and never left it.

I felt the heat rush into my face. My neck. My chest. The blush spread fast and obvious and there was nothing I could do to stop it. I was a forty-seven-year-old woman sitting on a boat in a bikini blushing like I'd been caught passing notes in class.

"I wasn't — I didn't mean to—" I started, and it came out stammering and stupid and I hated the sound of my own voice.

He just chuckled. Low and quiet. Not laughing at me. Just amused. The way a man is amused when he's seen something a thousand times and it never stops being funny.

I smiled. Awkward. Tight. The smile you give when your mouth doesn't know what else to do. I turned back toward the front of the boat and fixed my eyes on the water and pressed my lips together and willed my face to stop burning.

The river stretched out ahead of us. Wide and brown and empty. The resort was gone — lost behind a bend, swallowed by trees. No dock. No beach. No other boats. No other people. Just water and cypress and moss and the low rumble of the motor.

Just me and him.

The thought arrived quietly. Not in words, not at first. Just a feeling — a cold awareness that settled in the pit of my stomach and spread outward like ink in water.

We were alone. On a river. In the middle of nowhere. Nobody knew we were here. Richard was asleep on a beach. My phone had no signal — I'd noticed that when we'd passed the tree line. The banks were thick and wild and there wasn't a house or a road or another human being in any direction.

It was just me. And him. A woman in a bikini and a man twice her strength on a boat that he controlled, heading somewhere she didn't know.

What if he stopped the boat.

What if he turned off the engine and let the current take them and the river went quiet and it was just his breathing and hers and the lap of water against the hull.

What if he decided to —


Chapter 5

The engine cuts off.

The silence is sudden. Total. Just the lap of water against the hull and the hum of insects from the tree line and my own breathing, which has gotten faster without my permission.

Moses lets go of the tiller. The boat drifts. The current takes it slow, turning it gently, and the cypress shadows slide across the deck like dark hands reaching.

He doesn't say anything. He just looks at me.

Not the half-glance from the beach. Not the amused smile when he caught me staring. This is different. His eyes are locked on mine and there's nothing casual in them. Nothing patient. Something has shifted behind his face — something old and heavy and certain — and I can see it the way you see weather coming across flat land. Inevitable.

He steps forward.

The boat rocks under his weight. One step. Two. The deck isn't big. Three steps and he's standing over me. I'm on the bench seat looking up at him and he fills the sky. His shoulders block out the canopy. His shadow falls across my body — across the bikini, across my bare stomach, across my thighs — and the shade is cool against the heat on my skin.

"Moses—" I start. My voice is small. A mouse voice. The voice of a woman who knows what's about to happen and hasn't decided if she wants to stop it. "Sir! HEY! What are you—."

He doesn't let me finish. His hand — that big, rough, calloused hand — grabs a fistful of my hair at the back of my head and pulls. Not gentle. My neck arches. My mouth opens. A sound comes out of me that I don't recognize — something between a gasp and a moan that has no business coming from a married woman on a fishing boat.

His mouth is on my neck. Not kissing. Biting. His teeth sink into the skin below my ear and I feel it everywhere — in my throat, in my chest, between my legs. A current that runs straight down my spine and pools in my hips and makes my thighs fall open like they've been waiting for this. Like my body knew before my brain did.

"HEY — !! Please—"

The words come out but they don't mean anything. They're reflexes. Good-wife words. The words a woman says when she's supposed to say no even though her hips are already lifting off the bench.

He hooks his fingers under the front of my bikini top and I arch into his hand. The clasp gives. The fabric falls away from my chest and my tits spill out — heavy, bare, nipples already hard from the heat and the want.

I try to push him off. My palms flat against his chest. But his chest is a wall — hard, warm, immovable — and my pushing does nothing except let me feel the muscle under his shirt, the heartbeat underneath it, steady and slow while mine is crashing.

He slaps me.

Open palm. Across the cheek. Not hard enough to bruise. Hard enough to shut me up. Hard enough to make my eyes water and my mouth fall open and my pussy clench so hard it hurts.

"Hush," he says. That drawl. Calm. Like he's settling a horse. "Hush now."

He pushes me down onto the bench. My back hits the faded cushion. He's on top of me. His weight pins me — two hundred and something pounds of muscle and bone pressing me into the seat. His knee pushes between my thighs and spreads them apart. His hand is still in my hair, gripping, holding my head where he wants it. His mouth is on my collarbone, my chest, biting the swell of my breast, leaving marks I'll have to explain. Teeth scraping skin. His gray beard rough against me like sandpaper.

I'm clawing at his back. My nails drag across the fabric of his shirt and I can feel the ridges of muscle underneath it. I'm making sounds — unh, ah, God, please, stop, I'm married, no, don't stop — and I don't know which ones I mean.

His free hand yanks the bikini bottoms to the side. Doesn't take them off. Just pulls them over. The mesh rips at the hip. His fingers find me — wet, swollen, embarrassingly ready — and he makes a sound in his chest. A low rumble. Satisfied. Like a man who found exactly what he expected to find.

"Please — I told you I'm married — I can't—"

He doesn't listen. He undoes his belt. The leather hisses through the loops. The canvas pants drop. And I feel him against my inner thigh — thick, heavy, radiating heat — and my brain goes white.

He's big. I can feel that before he's even inside me. The head of his cock pressing against me, spreading me open, and he's thicker than Richard ever was, thicker than anything I've had in my entire faithful marriage. His skin is dark against my pale inner thighs and the contrast makes something fire in my brain — his blackness against my whiteness, this old Black man's cock pushing into a married white woman on a boat in the middle of Mississippi, on a river that used to carry cotton and now carries this.

He pushes in.

I scream. Not for help. Not anymore. My back arches off the bench and my hands grab his arms — those thick, veined, dark arms — and I hold on because there's nothing else to hold on to. He fills me. Stretches me. Splits me open in a way that makes my eyes roll back and my toes curl and my mouth hang open making sounds that aren't words. Sounds Richard has never heard. Sounds I didn't know I could make.

"Unh — oh God — oh fuck — unh—"

He pulls back. Pushes in again. Deeper. My hips jerk. My thighs wrap around his waist — traitors, both of them — and I pull him closer. My heels press into the small of his back. His hands pin my wrists above my head against the bench seat. His hips drive forward in long, slow, devastating strokes that touch something inside me that hasn't been touched in years. Maybe ever.

The boat rocks with each thrust. Water slaps the hull. The cypress trees watch from the banks. The Spanish moss hangs motionless. Nobody for miles. Nobody to hear me. Nobody to see this married white woman getting fucked on a pontoon boat by a man old enough to be her father. A Black man. On a river in Mississippi. My husband asleep on the shore.

His mouth is at my ear. His breath is hot and ragged and he growls something — low, guttural, possessive — and I cum. I cum so hard my vision goes dark at the edges and my whole body seizes and I hear myself screaming across the water, screaming into the trees, screaming a name that isn't my husband's—

"Missy?"

I blinked.

"Missy. You alright?"

The boat was humming. The engine was running. I was on the front bench, hands in my lap. Bikini intact. Sarong beside me. Sitting exactly where I'd been sitting.

My face was on fire. My thighs were pressed together so tight my muscles ached. My heart was hammering and there was a pulse between my legs that was so heavy and so obvious that I was terrified to move. The cushion underneath me was — I shifted, just barely — wet. Not river water.

Moses was at the back of the boat. One hand on the tiller. Fully clothed. Watching me with those steady dark eyes.

"What?" My voice came out cracked. Dry.

"I said — missy, you see that over there?" He pointed toward the far bank. Through a gap in the cypress, a crumbling structure sat at the water's edge. Old brick. Vine-covered. Half-collapsed into the mud. Some ruin from another century, swallowed by the river.

The water was flat and empty in every direction. No boats. No people. Just moss and trees and brown water and the two of us.

"That's the old Beaumont landing," he said. "Used to be a steamboat stop 'fore the war. Ain't nothin' left but the walls."

I stared at the ruin. My hands were trembling. I pressed them flat against my thighs to keep them still.

"Yes. Yes, of course. Yes. It's beautiful," I said. "I can see it. I see it."

My thighs were clamped together. The cushion underneath me was wet. My hands wouldn't stop shaking.


Chapter 6

I was losing my mind.

That was the only explanation. The Mississippi heat had cooked my brain and I was sitting on a pontoon boat in a bikini having a psychotic break. Because normal women — married women, faithful women, women who ran four days a week and ate salads and paid their mortgage on time — did not sit three feet from a stranger and fantasize about being held down and fucked until they screamed.

Normal women didn't soak through their bikini bottoms from a daydream.

But I had. And I was. And the wet fabric clinging between my legs was a fact I couldn't argue with no matter how many times I crossed and uncrossed my thighs trying to make it go away. It wasn't going away. It was getting worse.

The boat pushed deeper upriver. The banks narrowed. The cypress closed in overhead, their branches threading together until the canopy blocked the sky and the light went from bright afternoon to something greener, dimmer, underwater. The air was thicker here. Hotter. It sat on my skin like steam and the sweat broke across my chest first — between my breasts, along my collarbone, down my sternum in a slow trail that disappeared into the bralette. Then my stomach. Then my thighs. A thin, glistening sheen that made the bikini cling tighter and turned my skin slick and shining in the green-filtered light.

I could feel my pulse between my legs. Not a flutter. A throb. Steady, heavy, insistent — like a second heartbeat that had migrated south and set up camp and was now running the entire operation. My clit was swollen. Pressing against the damp mesh of the bikini bottoms. Every shift on the bench, every rock of the boat, every vibration from the outboard sent a jolt through it that made my breath hitch and my fingers curl against my thighs.

I didn't understand it. I didn't understand any of it. I was forty-seven years old. I'd had sex with one man my entire adult life. I'd never cheated. Never seriously considered it. Never sat in a room with a stranger and felt my body do things my brain hadn't authorized.

But my body was doing them. My nipples were hard under the bralette — visible, obvious, pressing against the lace like they were trying to introduce themselves. My skin was flushed from the heat and from something hotter. Every time the boat rocked and my thighs shifted on the wet cushion I felt the slickness between them and my face burned with the knowledge of what it meant.

I glanced back at Moses. He was watching the water. Then he wasn't. His eyes slid to my legs — to the sweat on my thighs, to the way they pressed together, to the dark spot on the bikini bottoms that I prayed he couldn't see from that distance — and then slid back to the river. That flicker at the corner of his mouth. That lecherous little twitch that said he saw exactly what he was looking at and liked it.

He'd been doing it the entire ride. I'd catalogued every glance by now. The ones at my chest when I shifted on the bench. The ones at my ass when I'd adjusted the sarong. The long one — the slow, deliberate one — when I'd leaned back and stretched my legs out and the bikini bottoms had ridden up and he'd looked at the crease where my thigh met my hip for a full three seconds before his eyes returned to the water. An old man. A lecherous, silver-haired old man on a boat with a married woman half his age. And he wasn't even trying to hide it anymore.

Something about that — about being wanted so openly, so shamelessly, by a man who didn't care that I saw him looking — made the throbbing worse.

I needed to do something. I was going to combust on this bench seat if I didn't do something.

The thought arrived fully formed. Not a plan — more like an instinct wearing a plan's clothes. Something my body had decided before my brain could weigh in.

"Moses," I said. My voice sounded different. Breathier. I swallowed and tried again. "I read something in the resort brochure — about a creek? Somewhere off the main river? Some kind of natural spring or swimming hole?"

He looked at me. A beat longer than necessary.

"Tanner Creek," he said. "Little inlet 'bout half a mile up. Spring-fed. Clear water. Pretty spot. Used to take folks swimmin' there back when the resort first opened." He paused. "Ain't nobody go out there no more. Too far off the channel."

"Is it close?"

"Right around the bend, missy. Just through them trees."

My heart was pounding. I could hear it in my ears. "Can we see it? Just — can you take us past it? I just want to look."

He held my eyes for a moment. Something moved behind them — not suspicion, not confusion. Recognition. Like he knew what I was doing even if I didn't. Like he'd seen this before.

"Yes, ma'am," he said. And turned the boat.

The creek opened up through a gap in the cypress. Narrow at the mouth, widening into a still, glassy pool shaded by overhanging branches. The water was clearer here — you could see the sandy bottom, the rocks, the way the light played through the canopy and dappled the surface. It was completely enclosed. Trees on every side. No sight line to the main river. No other boats. No sound except the water and the birds and the low idle of the engine as Moses eased us in.

It was the most isolated place I'd ever been.

He cut the engine. The silence swallowed everything. The boat drifted on the still water, turning slowly, and the only sound was the soft lap of the creek against the hull.

I stood up.

"Oh," I said. Louder than necessary. Performative. "Oh, it's so pretty. Let me see—"

I walked to the edge of the boat. The railing was low — waist-height, thin aluminum. I leaned over it, one hand on the rail, peering down at the clear water like I was fascinated. The boat rocked under my weight. Tilted toward the side where I was standing.

"Careful now, missy—" Moses started. He'd straightened up. Alert. One hand reaching toward me.

I leaned further. Shifted my weight. The boat rocked harder. The water was right there — clear, cool, close enough to touch. I gripped the rail and let my hips press against it and the tilt of the deck made my feet slide on the wet fiberglass.

"Ma'am — sit back down now, you gonna—"

I looked back at him. Over my shoulder. He was staring at me — at my ass pressed against the railing, at my arched back, at the curve of my spine and the way the bikini bottoms had ridden up to show the full round swell of each cheek. His eyes were there. Right there. He wasn't even pretending to look anywhere else.

I held his gaze for one second.

Then I let go of the railing.

My foot slipped — or it looked like it slipped — and my balance went and the boat tilted and I tipped forward over the low rail with a gasp that was half real and half theater and the warm green water came up fast and swallowed me whole.


Chapter 7

The water was warm. That was the first thing — warmer than I expected, almost body temperature, like sinking into a bath somebody had already been lying in. It closed over my head and for a second everything was green and silent and suspended. My hair floated around my face. Bubbles streamed from my nose. The sunlight filtered through the surface above me in shimmering columns.

Then the clasp let go.

I felt it — the small metallic snap at the center of my back releasing, the tension in the bralette going slack, the fabric peeling away from my breasts like a hand lifting off skin. The water had found the clasp and worked it open. The bralette drifted upward, loose, separating from my body. I grabbed at it — one hand catching the strap, pulling it against my chest — and kicked for the surface.

I broke through gasping. Water streamed from my hair, my face, my shoulders. I blinked the creek out of my eyes and sucked air and clutched the loose bralette against my tits with one arm while treading water with the other.

The boat was right there. Three feet away. Drifting on the still water of the creek, barely moving.

Moses was at the rail. Already there. Already reaching.

"Gimme your hand, missy — come on now—"

His voice was urgent but not panicked. A man who'd pulled people out of water before. His arm was extended over the low railing — that long, dark, muscled arm — his hand open, palm down, fingers spread.

I reached up. My free hand found his. His fingers closed around my wrist and the grip was immediate — firm, total, a vice made of calloused skin and tendon. He pulled. My body rose in the water, my chest lifting toward the surface, and the bralette slipped. I felt it slide against my wet skin, felt the strap pull through my fingers, and I grabbed tighter but my hand was slick and the fabric was slick and I was being hauled upward and I couldn't hold on to everything at once.

His other hand came down. Found my waist.

No — lower than my waist. His palm pressed flat against the curve of my hip, fingers wrapping around to my lower back, and he gripped. Squeezed. The way you'd grip a rope you didn't intend to drop. His hand was enormous against my body — spanning from my hip bone to the top of my ass, fingertips pressing into the flesh just above the bikini bottoms. He lifted me like I weighed nothing.

My body came out of the water in a rush — dripping, streaming, the creek pouring off my skin in sheets. He hauled me up and over the railing and for a moment I was in the air, suspended between the water and the boat, his hands the only thing holding me. One on my wrist. One on my hip. His fingers digging into the soft skin above my ass. Squeezing.

Was he squeezing? Or was he gripping? Was there a difference? Was the pressure of his fingertips against my flesh functional or intentional? Was his thumb pressing into the hollow of my hip bone because he needed leverage or because he wanted to feel what was there?

I didn't know. I couldn't tell. My brain was short-circuiting — the cold shock of the water and the hot pressure of his hands and the feeling of being lifted and held by someone stronger than me, someone whose grip I couldn't break if I tried.

He set me down on the deck. Not gently. My feet hit the fiberglass and my knees buckled and I stumbled forward and his hand — the one on my hip — slid. Moved. Traveled across the wet curve of my lower back, over the swell of my ass, fingers dragging across the soaked bikini bottoms. Slow. The way a hand moves when it's memorizing a shape.

Then it was gone. He stepped back. Gave me space.

I stood there. Dripping on the deck. Shaking. Not from the cold — the water was warm, the air was warmer — but from something electric and uncontrollable that was running through every nerve in my body.

The bralette was gone.

I looked down. My hand was empty. The black lace was floating somewhere in the creek behind me — I could see it drifting near the stern, a dark shape on the clear water, moving with the barely-there current toward the cypress roots at the bank. Out of reach.

My tits were bare. Completely out. Heavy, wet, nipples hard and dark from the water. Drops ran down the curve of each breast and fell from the nipples in a steady drip onto the deck. I was standing three feet from a man I'd met two hours ago with my chest completely exposed and the only thing left on my body was a pair of soaked black bikini bottoms that had gone transparent in the water. The mesh panels that had been sheer-but-tasteful on dry land were now invisible. I could see everything through them — every curve, every fold, the dark triangle of hair between my legs. The fabric clung to me like paint. I might as well have been naked.

I crossed my arm over my chest. Instinct. The good-wife reflex. One arm pressed flat across both breasts, forearm squashing them together, hand gripping my own shoulder.

"I — I'm sorry — the clasp came undone and I—"

Moses was standing at the stern. Two steps away. His eyes were on me. Not on my face. Not pretending to be on my face. They were on my body — tracking the water as it ran down my stomach, pooling in my navel, streaming along the V of my hips, soaking into the transparent bikini bottoms. He looked at my arm pressed across my chest and the wet, heavy breasts pushing out above and below it. He looked at the dark, see-through fabric between my legs.

He wasn't smiling this time. The lecherous half-grin was gone. What was on his face now was something heavier. Hungrier. His jaw was set. His chest was rising and falling a little faster than it should have been. His eyes had gone dark — darker than their usual brown — and there was a tension in his body that hadn't been there before. Like something coiled. Something held back.

He reached behind him without looking. Grabbed a towel from the storage bench — thin, faded, resort-issue — and held it out to me.

"Here, missy."

His voice was lower than before. Rougher. Like something had scraped across it on the way out.

I took the towel. Our fingers touched. His were warm and dry against mine, which were cold and pruned from the water, and the contact sent a jolt up my arm that I felt in my teeth.

I didn't wrap the towel around myself. I held it in my hand. Hanging at my side. Dripping.

I was still standing there with one arm across my chest and a see-through bikini and a towel I wasn't using, shivering in eighty-degree heat, and I couldn't move. My body had stopped taking instructions. Every signal my brain sent — cover yourself, sit down, wrap the towel, say something normal — died somewhere between my head and my limbs.

Because his hands had been on me. In the water. On the boat. On my hip and my back and my ass. And whether it was rescue or groping didn't matter because my body hadn't cared about the difference. My body had felt his hands and responded the way a starving woman responds to food — completely, desperately, without dignity.

I was still wet between my legs and it had nothing to do with the creek.

Moses held my gaze. Steady. Patient. That same patient stillness he'd had at the tiller, at the dock, standing on the beach with his tackle box. A man who didn't rush. Who waited for things to come to him.

The towel dripped onto the deck.

The creek was silent. The boat drifted. The bralette floated somewhere behind us, unreachable.

Neither of us moved.


Chapter 8

His mouth tasted like river water and tobacco and something darker underneath — something warm and lived-in, like a house that had been standing a long time and knew what it was for.

I don't know who started it. I think I did. I think my hand came up and found the front of his shirt — the damp, faded denim, still warm from his body underneath — and I think I pulled. Or maybe he stepped forward. Maybe he closed the distance the way he did everything else, slow and inevitable, and my mouth just happened to be there when he arrived. It doesn't matter. One second we were standing apart in the silence and the next his mouth was on mine and my back was against the railing and the towel was on the deck and my hands were in his shirt and I was drowning again — not in water this time, in him.

"Mmph—"

The sound came out of me the second his lips touched mine. Muffled against his mouth. Involuntary. My fingers twisted in the denim and pulled him closer and his body pressed against me — all of it, the broad chest and the hard stomach and the thick thighs — and the railing bit into my lower back and I didn't care. I pulled harder.

His hands found my waist. Both of them. Those enormous, rough, calloused hands wrapping around my body like I was something he'd been holding back from grabbing and the holding back was over. His palms were hot against my wet skin. His fingers spanned my entire waist — thumbs on my stomach, fingertips meeting at my spine — and he squeezed. Firm. Possessive. Pulling my hips forward against his.

"Unh — God—"

I was shaking. My arms were trembling, my knees were trembling, my stomach was trembling. Not from cold. From the sheer overwhelming shock of being touched. Of being held. Of having a man's hands on my body with purpose behind them — not the absent, going-through-the-motions pat on the hip that Richard gave me when he rolled over in bed, but actual, deliberate, hungry contact. Hands that were there because they wanted to be there. Because they wanted what they were touching.

His mouth moved from my lips to my jaw. Along my jawline. To my ear. His beard scraped against my neck — rough, wiry, gray — and the friction against my wet skin made me gasp. He bit my earlobe. Gentle. Then not gentle. His teeth tugged and a sound ripped out of me that I'd never made in twenty-two years of marriage.

"Ahh — ahh — sir—"

My hands moved on their own. Up his chest, clawing at the denim, pulling buttons. One popped open. Two. The shirt fell apart and my palms hit his bare chest and the contact was electric — hot, dark skin stretched tight over hard muscle, coarse gray hair curling against my fingers, his heartbeat pounding steady and strong underneath. I spread my hands flat. Felt everything. The ridges of his pectorals. The hard shelf of his collarbone. The thick, ropy scar tissue on his shoulder. The heat pouring off him like he was furnace-built, like his body ran at a temperature higher than other men's.

He smelled like musk and sweat and the river and something animal underneath it all — something raw and male that hit my brain like a drug. I pressed my face into his chest and breathed him in and my hips rolled forward against him without permission and I felt him — hard, thick, pressing against my stomach through the wet canvas of his pants — and the moan that came out of me was obscene.

"Mmph — oh fuck — oh—"

This dirty old man. This filthy, lecherous, gray-haired old bastard. Standing on his boat with his hands on a married woman thirty years younger than him, hard as iron, groping me like I was something he'd ordered. Sixty-eight years old and his cock was straining against his pants like a man half his age. Sixty-eight years old and his hands were strong enough to bruise. Sixty-eight years old and he wanted me — openly, shamelessly, the way Richard hadn't wanted me in years. Maybe ever.

My husband couldn't even look at me in a bikini. Couldn't drag his eyes off his phone long enough to notice that his wife was standing in front of him half-naked and begging to be seen. Couldn't stay awake on a beach chair long enough to spend an afternoon with the woman he'd married. Fifty-eight years old and soft and limp and dead inside and he'd sent me off on a boat with a stranger and gone back to sleep.

And this man — this old, weathered, silver-haired Black man who hauled rope for a living — was pressing me against a railing and kissing me like he'd been starving for it. His hands were moving. Down from my waist. Over my hips. Cupping my ass through the soaked bikini bottoms — both hands, fingers sinking into the flesh, spreading me, kneading me, pulling me tighter against the hard ridge in his pants. He squeezed and I whimpered into his chest.

"Unh — unh — don't stop — don't—"

My arms wrapped around his neck. I couldn't get close enough. I was plastered against him — bare tits crushed flat against his open shirt, my wet skin sliding against his dry-hot skin, nipples dragging across the coarse hair on his chest — and it wasn't enough. I needed more contact. More heat. More of him pressed against more of me. My legs were shaking so bad I could barely stand and his thigh pushed between mine and I ground down on it — hard, shameless, my soaked bikini bottoms sliding against the rough canvas of his pants — and the pressure against my swollen clit sent a bolt through my body that made my vision flash white.

"AH — fuck — sir — unh—"

He grabbed my hair again. The same grip from my fantasy — a fistful at the back of my head, pulling, arching my neck. But this was real. His real hand in my real hair and the pull was firm and deliberate and it tipped my head back and exposed my throat and he put his mouth there. Open. Hot. His tongue flat against my pulse. His teeth finding the tendon in my neck and biting down.

My hips bucked against his thigh. Grinding. Desperate. My hands clawed at his back — nails raking across the muscle, across the scars, across decades of labor written in his skin. I was making sounds — wet, breathy, broken sounds — unh, ah, mmph, please, God, yes — spilling out of me between kisses like something shaken loose.

This perverted old bastard. Doing this to me. Making me rut against his leg like an animal on the deck of a fishing boat while my husband slept onshore. Making me claw and beg and whimper. Making me wetter than I'd been in years — maybe ever — with nothing but his hands and his mouth and the sheer overwhelming fact of his wanting.

Twenty-two years of marriage. Twenty-two years of turning down men and lying in bed alone and telling myself I was enough for Richard and Richard was enough for me.

He wasn't enough. He was never enough. And this old man — this dirty, beautiful, silver-haired old man with his hands on my ass and his teeth on my throat — was more in five minutes than Richard had been in five years.

His mouth found mine again. Deep. Slow. His tongue pushed past my lips and I sucked on it and moaned and my whole body shuddered against him.

"Mmph — mmph — God — sir — unh—"

My arms spasmed around his neck. Gripping. Locking. Holding on like the boat was sinking and he was the only solid thing left.

He growled against my throat. Low. A rumble from deep in his chest that vibrated against my skin. "Mmm." One sound. Approving. Like a man tasting something he'd been craving. His hands tightened on my ass and he pulled me harder against him and the growl came again — rougher this time, more animal.

He pulled back an inch. Looked at me. Those dark eyes. That weathered face. The gray beard wet from my skin.

"You alright, missy?"

I was trembling from head to toe. My nipples were scraped raw from his chest hair. My lips were swollen. My neck was marked. My bikini bottoms were soaked through with something that wasn't creek water.

"Don't stop," I said. "Please don't stop."

His mouth came back to mine. His hands tightened on my ass. The boat rocked beneath us.

I stopped thinking about Richard.


Chapter 9

He dropped to his knees.

Not slowly. Not tentatively. He sank down on the deck of that boat like a man who'd done this before — who knew where he was going and what he'd find when he got there — and his hands gripped my thighs and pushed them apart and his face was between my legs before I could process what was happening.

"Sir — what are you — oh God — wait—"

My hands flew to my face. Both of them. Palms pressed over my eyes, fingers splayed across my forehead, hiding. Like a child who thinks if she can't see it then it isn't real. My face was burning. My ears were burning. I could feel the blush spreading down my neck and across my chest in hot, prickling waves. This man — this sixty-eight-year-old man — was on his knees in front of me with his face between my thighs and I couldn't look at it. Couldn't look at his gray head down there. Couldn't watch his dark hands gripping my pale thighs. Couldn't see what I was doing. What I was letting happen. What I was about to become.

My husband was asleep on a beach a mile downriver.

I was married. I wore a ring. I had two children in college and a house in Buckhead and a therapist named Dr. Feldman who'd told us to reconnect and I was on a boat with a stranger's face between my legs and I couldn't—

His tongue touched me.

"AH—"

Flat. Wide. A slow, firm stroke from the bottom of my slit to the top, pressing the soaked mesh of the bikini bottoms into my folds, dragging the wet fabric across my clit. One lick. Through the ruined bikini. And my hips jerked off the bench like I'd been shocked.

He hooked a finger under the bikini bottoms. Pulled them to the side. The same thing he'd done in my fantasy — but this was real, his real knuckle grazing the crease of my thigh, the fabric stretching and pulling sideways until I was exposed. Open. The hot, swollen, dripping mess of me on full display for a man I'd met two hours ago.

The air hit me first. Warm and humid but cooler than the heat between my legs. Then his breath — slow, hot, deliberate — exhaled against my bare pussy like he was savoring what he was looking at before he tasted it.

Then his mouth.

"OH FUCK — OH — OH GOD — AH — AH—"

My hands ripped away from my face. I didn't decide to move them. They just flew — one grabbing the edge of the bench seat, the other slapping flat against the fiberglass deck behind me — bracing, anchoring, because my body had lurched so hard that I nearly slid off the bench. His tongue was inside me. Not teasing. Not circling. Inside. Pushed between my folds and lapping — long, slow, greedy strokes that scooped through the wetness and dragged it upward toward my clit. My clit — swollen, stiff, standing at attention like it had been waiting years for exactly this — and when his tongue dragged across the tip of it I heard him grunt. A deep, guttural "mmph" that vibrated against my pussy and he did it again — slower — and growled into me like he was eating something he couldn't get enough of. And I was screaming.

I was actually screaming.

Not moaning. Not gasping. Screaming. The kind of sound that comes from a place so deep inside you that you didn't know it existed until something reached down and ripped the lid off. Raw. Unhinged. The shriek of a woman who had spent years — years — lying in a bed next to a man who couldn't be bothered to touch her, who'd faked orgasms for a decade, who'd pressed her face into her pillow and cried from frustration and loneliness and the slow death of being invisible, and now a mouth was on her and it was real and it was good and every single year of repression was cracking open at once.

"SIR — UNH — FUCK — I CAN'T — AH — AH — AHHH—"

His tongue found my clit — found the stiff, erect nub of it standing up from its hood, engorged, throbbing with its own pulse — and he licked it. Slow. Circled it with the flat of his tongue and then pressed — firm, focused, patient — and a growl rolled out of him. "There she is," he murmured against me. Two words. Gravelly. Possessive. Like he'd found what he'd been looking for. His lips closed around my clit and he sucked it into his mouth and lapped at it — quick, firm flicks of his tongue against the stiff tip while his lips held it captive — and my thighs clamped around his head. My heels dug into his back. My hand found his hair — the close-cropped silver stubble — and I grabbed it and held on and ground my hips into his face and the sounds coming out of me were not human. They were the sounds of a woman coming apart. An asylum sound. A sound that would carry across the water and into the cypress trees and the Spanish moss and out over the empty river where there was nobody to hear it. Nobody except him.

"OH GOD — OH GOD — RIGHT THERE — SIR — UNH — UNH — DON'T STOP — PLEASE — AH—"

He didn't stop. His tongue worked in tight, relentless circles around my clit — pressing, releasing, pressing, flicking the stiff bud back and forth until it pulsed against his tongue like a second heartbeat. He grunted into me — "Mmm" — and the vibration shot through my clit and up my spine. "That's it," he growled, low and rough, his breath hot against my swollen flesh. "That's it, missy. Give it to me." His hands gripped my thighs hard enough to bruise. His thumbs hooked into the creases where my legs met my hips and spread me wider — I felt my clit pull taut, exposed, the stiff nub jutting up helpless and erect from between my folds — and his mouth sealed over it and he sucked. Hard. His tongue lashing the tip while his lips squeezed and he growled again, a deep "mmmph" that rumbled against my most sensitive nerve.

I screamed so loud a bird launched from the cypress canopy.

"FUCK — FUCK — SIR — I'M — UNH — NNNH—"

Twenty-two years. Twenty-two years since a man had put his mouth on me with intent. Richard used to go down on me. In the beginning. Before the weight and the snoring and the slow retreat into his phone. He'd do it like a chore — perfunctory, dry, counting the seconds, surfacing after two minutes to ask are you close? like he was timing an egg. I learned to fake it fast so he'd stop. Learned to squeeze my thighs and moan on cue and say yes, baby, that was great, just so his reluctant tongue would leave me alone.

This was not that.

This was a man who ate pussy like he had nowhere else to be. Whose tongue moved with the same steady patience as everything else about him — how he steered the boat, hauled rope, looked at me. No rush. No counting. No are you close. Just his mouth on me, steady and thorough and devastating, taking me apart one stroke at a time while the boat rocked beneath us and the creek water lapped at the hull and the world narrowed to the space between my legs and his tongue.

His gray beard scratched against my inner thighs. The roughness of it — the coarse, wiry hair scraping my most sensitive skin — sent electric jolts through me that made my legs jerk and my toes curl. I could feel the stubble on his upper lip against my clit. Could feel each individual hair as a point of friction that multiplied the sensation until everything down there was raw and swollen and screaming for release.

"AH — AH — AH — PLEASE — I CAN'T — I CAN'T TAKE IT — UNH—"

My voice didn't sound like mine anymore. It was cracked and ragged and pitched somewhere between a scream and a sob. My chest was heaving. My bare tits bouncing with each desperate breath. My stomach muscles clenching in waves. My thighs were shaking — violent, uncontrollable tremors that made my heels drum against his back. I was drenched in sweat, drenched in creek water, drenched in my own arousal that was smeared across his chin and his beard and the bench cushion beneath me.

A married woman. On a boat. In the middle of nowhere. With an old Black man's tongue inside her. While her husband slept.

The taboo of it — the sheer, filthy, irreversible wrongness of it — hit me like gasoline on a fire. I was cheating. I was cheating on my husband. Right now. Not in a fantasy, not in a daydream, in real life, on a pontoon boat in Mississippi with a man old enough to be my father. A man whose name I'd learned two hours ago. A man whose tongue was doing things to me that Richard had never done and would never do and I was letting it happen. I was begging for it. I was grinding my married pussy against a stranger's face and screaming his name into the empty trees and I didn't want to stop. I never wanted to stop.

"SIR — SIR — OH GOD — UNH — SOMETHING'S — I'M — UNH — UNH—"

It built from the base of my spine. A pressure. Dense, heavy, tectonic. It spread forward through my pelvis in a slow, rolling wave — through my hips, through my stomach, pooling behind my clit in a knot so tight it hurt. His tongue pressed harder. Faster. The circles tightened. My thighs locked around his head. My hand fisted in his silver hair. My back arched off the bench until only my shoulder blades and my heels were touching anything solid.

The knot in my lower belly pulled tighter. Tighter. A coil winding past its limit.

"I'M — OH FUCK — I'M GONNA — SIR — I — UNH — UNH — NNNH—"

He heard it. Felt it. His hands slid under my ass and lifted my hips off the bench — tilting me up into his mouth — and he lapped at my clit in fast, firm strokes. Hungry. Relentless. Grunting with each lick — "mmh, mmh, mmh" — the sound of a man working, feasting, taking what was his. "Come on, missy," he growled into me. "Let go."

Tighter.

My mouth opened. No sound came out. My lungs seized. My vision went white at the edges.

Tighter.


Chapter 10

The first wave hit like a fist.

My clit detonated under his tongue — a single, savage pulse that ripped through my pelvis and slammed up my spine and blew the top of my skull clean off. My hips bucked so hard his hands couldn't hold them. My ass came off the bench. My back arched into a bow. Every muscle in my body fired at once — thighs, stomach, chest, arms, fingers, toes — locking rigid, seizing, my whole frame going board-stiff on the deck of that boat while the first contraction tore through my pussy.

"AHHH — AH — AH — FUUUCK — SIR — SIR — UNNNH—"

I squirted.

I'd never squirted in my life. Not once. Not with Richard. Not with my own hand. Not with the vibrator I kept in the nightstand drawer that Richard didn't know about. But my pussy clenched and released and a hot gush of fluid sprayed out of me — across his chin, his beard, his chest — soaking his face, running down his neck, dripping off his jaw onto the deck. My body didn't ask my permission. It just opened and poured like a dam breaking.

Moses didn't pull away. He pressed his mouth harder against me. Sealed his lips over my spasming clit and sucked and licked through it — lapping up the gush, drinking me, his tongue never stopping its rhythm even as my thighs crushed the sides of his head and my hand ripped at his silver hair and my heels hammered against his back.

"OH GOD — OH GOD — OH — UNH — UNH — I'M STILL — IT'S STILL — NNNH—"

The second wave. Deeper. Heavier. A rolling contraction that started in my uterus — I felt it clench, a deep internal fist — and radiated outward through my pussy in thick, squeezing pulses. Each one forced more fluid out of me. Each one made my clit throb against his tongue like a raw nerve being struck over and over. I could feel every individual contraction — my walls gripping around nothing, clenching and releasing, clenching and releasing, desperate for something to hold onto, milking air while this man's mouth destroyed me from the outside.

My cum was everywhere. Smeared across his face. Pooling on the bench cushion under my ass. Running in thin rivulets down the fiberglass deck toward the stern. The wet, obscene sound of his mouth working against my soaked pussy — slurping, lapping, sucking — mixed with his grunting and my screaming and the lap of creek water against the hull in a symphony of filth.

"Mmmm." He growled into me. Vibrating against my clit. "Mmmm. There you go, missy. There you go."

The third wave. My legs gave out. They'd been clamped around his head — shaking, rigid — and they just collapsed. Fell open. Splayed wide on either side of his shoulders, twitching, jerking with each aftershock. My pussy was clenching in rhythmic spasms that I couldn't control — squeeze, release, squeeze, release — each one weaker than the last but each one still strong enough to make my whole body jolt. My clit was so swollen, so raw, so oversensitive that every brush of his tongue made me yelp — sharp, animal sounds, yips and whines that I'd never heard come out of my own mouth.

"Ah — ah — hh — sir — hh — too much — it's too — unh—"

He didn't stop. His tongue gentled — slowed from the relentless lashing to long, flat, soothing strokes — but it didn't stop. He licked me through every aftershock. Cleaned me. Lapped at the mess between my legs with patient, thorough strokes — up through my folds, across my throbbing entrance, along the crease of each thigh where my cum had run, back up to my clit where he pressed one last slow, firm kiss that made my entire body convulse.

"Nnnh — hh — oh fuck — hh—"

My hand was still in his hair. I couldn't unclench my fingers. They were locked in the silver stubble, white-knuckled, trembling. My other hand had found the bench seat rail and was gripping it so hard the aluminum was cutting into my palm. My chest was heaving. My bare tits rising and falling in ragged, desperate breaths, nipples so hard they ached, skin flushed a mottled red from my face to my stomach. Sweat and creek water and cum — mine — glistened on every inch of me.

I could feel my pussy twitching. Still going. These small, involuntary clenches, like hiccups, that pulsed through me every few seconds and made my hips jerk. My clit was jutting out — fat, flushed dark pink, visibly throbbing — still standing stiff and erect even as the orgasm ebbed. Overstimulated. Raw. I could feel my own heartbeat in it. Every beat sending a pulse of sensitivity through the swollen nub that hovered somewhere between pleasure and pain.

I was ruined. Lying on a bench seat on a pontoon boat in a creek in Mississippi with my legs spread and my tits out and an old Black man's face glistening with my cum between my thighs. My bikini bottoms were stretched to the side, the mesh torn at one hip, the fabric soaked through and useless. My bralette was gone — still floating somewhere in the creek. My sarong was a wet ball on the deck. I was, for all practical purposes, naked. Wrecked. Leaking onto a boat cushion that belonged to a resort my husband had booked with his credit card.

My husband.

The thought landed like a stone dropped into still water. Richard. On the beach. Asleep. Snoring. While I came harder than I'd ever come in my life on a stranger's tongue. While I squirted — for the first time ever — across a sixty-eight-year-old man's face. While I screamed sir into the cypress trees and clawed a man's scalp and ground my married pussy against a mouth that wasn't my husband's.

I should have felt guilt. I searched for it. Rummaged around in the blown-out wreckage of my brain for shame or regret or the sick feeling I was supposed to have.

It wasn't there.

What was there — the only thing left standing in the rubble — was a hunger so deep and so raw that it scared me. Because this wasn't enough. The orgasm that had just rearranged my nervous system, that had made me squirt for the first time in forty-seven years, that had left me twitching and gasping and wrecked on the deck of a fishing boat — it wasn't enough.

I wanted more.

Moses lifted his head. Slowly. His face was wet — slick, shining, covered in me. My cum was in his beard, on his lips, across his cheeks. His dark skin glistened. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. Slow. Then he licked his lips. Looked at me with those deep brown eyes that never blinked.

"You been needin' that a long time, missy."

I was still trembling. Still twitching. Still spread open on the bench with my pussy clenching at nothing.

"Yes sir," I whispered. "A long time."

He stood up. The boat rocked under his weight. He looked down at me — this wrecked, dripping, naked white woman sprawled on his boat — and the front of his canvas pants told me everything I needed to know about what was coming next.

I couldn't look away from it.


Chapter 11

His belt was old leather. Cracked. Dark brown, almost black, worn smooth from years of use. A simple brass buckle — no brand, no logo, just a square of dull metal that had been fastened and unfastened ten thousand times.

He undid it with one hand.

The leather slid through the brass with a sound that went through me — a slow, metallic hiss that my pussy answered with a clench so hard I gasped. His other hand found the button of his canvas pants. Popped it. The zipper came down. Heavy fabric. It sounded different than Richard's khakis. Everything about this man sounded different than Richard.

The canvas dropped to his knees.

He wasn't wearing underwear.

I stopped breathing.

It hung between his legs like something that belonged on a different species. Thick. Dark. Darker than the rest of him — a deep, rich black that shaded to a purple-brown at the head. Not fully hard yet. Hanging heavy, swinging slightly with the rock of the boat. Already longer soft than Richard had ever been at his hardest. Already thicker than anything I'd held since my wedding night.

My mouth fell open. Actually fell open. Jaw dropping, lips parting, the involuntary gape of a woman seeing something she didn't know existed outside of the kind of videos she watched in secret on her phone while her husband snored.

It was enormous.

Not just long — long mattered less than people thought — but thick. Girthy. The shaft was the width of my wrist. Maybe wider. Veins ran the length of it — fat, raised cords that pulsed visibly under the dark skin, mapping a network of blood flow that spoke to something primal and terrifyingly alive. The veins throbbed. I could see them throbbing. Each heartbeat pushed blood through those thick channels and the whole shaft pulsed — a slow, rhythmic swell that made it twitch and lift slightly with each beat. Alive. That was the word. His cock was alive in a way that Richard's had never been. In a way that I hadn't known a cock could be.

The head was wide. Broad. A dark, swollen dome that flared out from the shaft like a fist at the end of an arm. The slit was already glistening — a bead of clear fluid pooling at the tip, catching the green-filtered light, stretching into a thin string that dangled and swayed with the boat's motion. Precum. He was leaking for me. This sixty-eight-year-old man was leaking for me.

Richard couldn't leak if his life depended on it.

Richard. My husband. The man I'd shared a bed with our entire marriage. The man whose cock I knew better than my own hand — and that was the saddest sentence I'd ever thought, because knowing it well didn't mean there was much to know.

Richard was small. I'd always known that. From our first time together — fumbling, fast, forgettable — I'd known something was missing. But I was twenty-five and in love and I told myself size didn't matter. Told myself it was about connection, about chemistry, about technique. Told myself all the lies that women who've never had a big cock tell themselves to survive the disappointment.

He was maybe five inches. On a good day. When he could get hard — which, in recent years, was an event rarer than a lunar eclipse and about as predictable. Thin. Pale. The color of raw chicken breast. A sad, veiny little thing that pointed slightly to the left and never quite committed to being fully erect. Even at his hardest, I could wrap my thumb and index finger around the shaft and my fingertips would overlap. I could take all of him in my mouth without opening wide. I could fit him inside me and feel almost nothing — a vague pressure, a slight stretch, the mechanical sensation of something being there without the fullness of being filled.

He came fast. Always had. Two minutes was a marathon. Most nights it was closer to thirty seconds of frantic, rabbit-fast pumping, his pale little dick slipping out every third thrust because he was too thin to stay in, followed by a weak, dribbling orgasm that produced about a teaspoon of watery cum that barely reached my stomach before it dried. Then he'd roll off. Ask me if it was good. Fall asleep without waiting for an answer.

Twenty-two years of that. Twenty-two years of lying underneath a man whose cock couldn't fill me, couldn't stay inside me, couldn't make me feel anything except the quiet, crushing disappointment of knowing this was all there was.

And now I was looking at this.

Moses's cock was still growing. Hardening in front of my eyes. Filling with blood, thickening, rising from its heavy hang to something approaching horizontal. Each pulse of his heartbeat pushed it further — fatter, stiffer, the veins standing out in sharper relief, the head swelling to a dark, angry purple. It was like watching something wake up. Something massive and patient that had been sleeping and was now stretching, yawning, becoming aware of the woman lying naked and spread open in front of it.

It was easily twice Richard's length. Maybe more. I couldn't tell — my brain had stopped processing numbers and started processing something more primitive. Thicker than my wrist. Thicker than anything I'd tried to imagine when I lay in bed next to my sleeping husband and closed my eyes and pretended the fingers inside me were something bigger, something harder, something that could actually reach the places Richard's cock had never found.

This could reach them.

The realization hit me in the clit. A sharp, sudden pulse that made my hips jerk on the bench. This cock — this thick, dark, veiny, throbbing old Black cock — could reach places inside me that hadn't been touched. That existed but had never been found. That I'd spent my whole marriage wondering about, lying awake wondering about, quietly and desperately wondering about every time Richard slipped out of me mid-stroke and I stared at the ceiling and asked myself if this was all sex was supposed to be.

I stared at the proof. Couldn't stop staring. My eyes traced every vein, every ridge, every inch of dark shaft from the thick base — nestled in a patch of coarse gray hair — to the glistening, swollen head. I studied it like a woman memorizing scripture. Completely. Obsessively. Memorizing every detail because some part of my brain understood that this was a before-and-after moment and I was in the after now and there was no going back.

His balls hung low and heavy beneath the shaft. Full. Dense. The size of plums, shifting in their dark sack with the rock of the boat. Even his balls made Richard look like a joke. Richard's testicles had retreated years ago — small, tight, shriveled things that barely produced enough to stain the sheets. These looked like they could flood me. Fill me until it ran down my thighs and pooled on the bench and dripped onto the deck the way my own cum had minutes ago.

Moses stood there. Patient. Letting me look. He knew what he had. Knew what it did. Knew the expression on my face because he'd probably seen it before — the wide eyes, the open mouth, the trembling hands, the married white woman realizing in a single, devastating instant that everything she thought she knew about sex was a lie her husband's small dick had told her.

My mouth was watering. Actually watering. Saliva pooling under my tongue, thick and warm, my body preparing for something my brain hadn't agreed to yet.

I sat up on the bench. Slowly. My legs were still shaking from the orgasm, my pussy still twitching, my clit still standing stiff and raw and pulsing. I sat up and I looked at that cock — hanging heavy and hard and alive in front of me, close enough to touch, close enough to smell the musk and salt and heat radiating off of it — and the only thought left in my emptied-out, rewired, post-orgasmic brain was a single, screaming, primal want.

I needed it in my mouth.

I needed to taste it. To wrap my lips around it and feel the girth stretch my jaw. To feel those veins pulse against my tongue. My mouth had been begging to worship something — anything — for years.

My hand reached out. Fingers trembling. And I touched it.

Hot. Hard. The skin was velvet over iron — smooth, dark, impossibly warm. My fingers couldn't close around the shaft. Couldn't even get close. I wrapped my hand around it and there was an inch of cock visible on either side of my grip. My thumb and fingers were nowhere near meeting. The veins pulsed against my palm. I felt each throb like a heartbeat pressed into my hand.

Moses made a sound. Low. A rumble in his chest. "Mmm."

I held a man's cock in my hand for the first time in twenty-two years that didn't belong to my husband.

It was everything Richard's wasn't. Heavy. Alive. Radiating heat into my palm like an engine idling.

My mouth was already watering.


Chapter 12

I leaned forward and put him in my mouth.

No hesitation. No tentative lick. No working up to it. I opened my jaw as wide as it would go and pushed the head past my lips and the taste hit my tongue — salt, musk, the sharp tang of precum, the deep, earthy warmth underneath — and a sound came out of me that had no place in a married woman's throat. A moan so low and so guttural it vibrated through the shaft.

"Mmph — mmm—"

The girth stretched my lips. Immediately. The head alone forced my mouth open wider than it had ever been — wider than Richard had ever required, wider than I'd thought my jaw could go. My lips strained around the dark, swollen dome. The skin was smooth against my tongue, hot, taut, and I pressed the flat of my tongue against the underside and dragged it from the ridge back to the slit and tasted another pulse of precum — thicker now, saltier — and swallowed it and pushed further.

All of it. I wanted all of it.

My hand stayed wrapped around the base — couldn't close, didn't matter — and I fed myself forward. Inch by inch. The shaft sliding across my tongue, the veins ridged and throbbing against the roof of my mouth. Each inch was thicker than the last. Each inch stretched my jaw a little wider, pushed a little deeper, filled a little more of the space between my tongue and my palate until there was no space left and I could feel the head pressing against the back of my throat and I still had half of him outside my lips.

Half. My mouth was stuffed full and there was still half a cock in my fist.

Richard used to cum from this. From me taking all of him — all five thin inches — into my mouth and bobbing twice. Three times if I was generous. He'd groan and tap my shoulder and it would be over. An appetizer's worth of cock and a dribble of nothing for my trouble.

I started bobbing.

Slow at first. Finding the rhythm. My lips sliding down the dark shaft — stretched, swollen, slick with spit — and back up to the ridge of the head. Down. Up. Down. Hollowing my cheeks, creating suction, pulling at him with each upstroke. My tongue swirled against the underside on every pass — tracing the thick central vein that ran from base to tip, feeling it pulse against my taste buds, alive, so alive.

"Mmm — mmph — mmm—"

I was moaning around him with every stroke. I couldn't help it. The sounds leaked out of me — wet, muffled, obscene — vibrating through the shaft, and I felt him respond. A twitch. A swell. The head pulsing thicker against my palate.

Moses exhaled above me. Long. Controlled. Then a sound — low, from the basement of his chest. A growl that had been sitting there the whole time, waiting.

"Mmmmm." Deep. Approving. The sound rumbled down through his body, through his cock, and I felt it in my jaw.

His hand found my head. Gentle. His palm resting on my crown, fingers curling into my damp hair. Not pushing. Not guiding. Just resting. Feeling me move. Feeling the rhythm of my mouth on him.

"That's it, missy," he murmured. "That's real nice."

I went faster. The praise hit my brain like a drug and my head started working harder — bobbing quicker, sloppier, my lips smacking against the shaft on each downstroke, spit pooling at the corners of my mouth and dripping down the length of him in thick, glossy strings. I was getting messy. I didn't care. The mess was the point. The wet, filthy, graceless hunger of a woman who'd been starving her whole married life and had finally found something worth eating.

"Glk — mmph — mmm — glk—"

Spit was everywhere. Running down his shaft, coating his balls, dripping from my chin onto my bare tits. My hand twisted at the base, spreading the slick, jerking what my mouth couldn't reach. The sounds coming from between us were pornographic — wet, sucking, gagging sounds that echoed across the still creek water. If anyone had been within a mile they would have heard a woman choking on a cock and loving every second of it.

"Mmmh." Moses grunted. His fingers tightened in my hair. Not gentle anymore. A grip. "Mmmh. Yeah."

I looked up at him. My eyes were watering from the girth. Mascara running in black tracks down my cheeks. Lips swollen. Chin slick. His cock stuffing my mouth. And I looked up into those dark, unblinking eyes and moaned around him and pushed deeper until I gagged.

"Glk — GHK—"

My throat closed. Convulsed. A thick rope of spit belched up around the shaft and poured down my chin. My eyes streamed. I pulled back, gasping, a bridge of saliva connecting my lips to the head of his cock — then I dove back down. Hungrier. Greedier. Punishing my own throat because the gagging wasn't a warning, it was a dare.

Moses's hand tightened. His hips shifted. Pushed forward. Just a little. A small, involuntary thrust that sent another inch into my mouth — past where I'd been, deeper than I'd gone — and his cock hit the back of my throat and kept going.

"Ghk — GLHK — mmph—"

My nose pressed against his groin. Coarse gray hair against my face. I could smell him — sweat and musk and river and pure, concentrated maleness — and my eyes rolled back and my pussy clenched and a moan rattled through my stuffed throat.

"Damn, missy." His voice was thick now. Strained. The first time he'd sounded anything less than perfectly composed. His hand gripped my hair — a fistful at the back of my skull — and he held me there. Held me with his cock buried in my throat, my nose in his groin, my jaw screaming, my lungs empty.

Then he pulled back. Slow. The shaft dragging against my tongue, slick and heavy. All the way to the tip. I sucked air through my nose, gasped around the head.

He pushed back in. Harder.

"GHK—"

The rhythm changed. It wasn't me bobbing anymore. It was him. His hand in my hair controlling my head, his hips rocking forward, feeding himself into my throat in long, deliberate strokes. Gentle was gone. Patient was gone. The unhurried Southern gentleman who steered boats and called me missy was replaced by something older and more honest — a man taking what he wanted from a woman's mouth.

"Mmh — mmh — mmh—" He grunted with each thrust. Short, sharp, animal sounds punched out of his chest in rhythm with his hips. His jaw was clenched. The tendons in his neck stood out like cables. His eyes were locked on mine — on my watering eyes and my stretched lips and my ruined mascara — and something dark and satisfied burned behind them.

"Unh — take it — mmh — take it, missy—"

I took it. Gagging, choking, spit pouring from my mouth in thick streams that soaked my tits and my stomach and the bench beneath me. My throat was raw. My jaw ached. My lungs burned. Tears streamed down my face mixing with the mascara and the spit and I didn't care — I didn't want him to stop, I wanted more, I wanted him to use my mouth the way Richard never had the size or the nerve to, I wanted to choke on this old man's cock until my throat was reshaped by it.

"GHK — glk — GLHK — mmph — mmph—"

His thrusts got faster. Shorter. His grip in my hair tightened until it stung. His grunts came quicker — "mmh, mmh, mmh, mmh" — stacking on top of each other, the rhythm breaking, losing its steadiness. His cock was swelling in my mouth. Thicker. Harder. The veins pulsing against my tongue in rapid, heavy throbs.

I felt his balls.

They were pressed against my chin — full, heavy, clenched tight against the base of his shaft. And they were moving. Drawing up. Tightening. Heaving against my skin in slow, rolling contractions, like a fist clenching before a swing.

I knew what was coming.

My eyes went wide. My hands gripped his thighs. His cock swelled one more time — a thick, impossible pulse that stretched my jaw to its limit — and his balls heaved against my chin and his hand locked in my hair and his hips stuttered and his growl broke into something ragged and desperate.

"Missy — unh — I'm—"

I didn't pull off.


Chapter 13

Five months ago. A Tuesday night in January. Buckhead.

The kids had been gone for six months by then — Tyler at Georgia Tech, Megan at Auburn — and the house had that hollowed-out quiet that comes when you realize the noise was the only thing holding you together. No more backpacks in the hallway. No more fighting over the bathroom. No more excuses to be in the same room.

Richard came to bed at eleven. I was already there. Had been since nine. Reading a book I wasn't reading. Waiting for something I knew wasn't coming.

He shuffled in wearing his boxers and the Georgia Bulldogs t-shirt he'd had since before we were married. The shirt had a hole under the left arm and a faded stain on the belly that might have been barbecue sauce from 2019. He didn't bother changing it. Didn't bother with anything anymore.

He climbed into his side. His side. Three feet of mattress between us that might as well have been the Atlantic Ocean. The bed dipped under his weight — more weight every year, his belly spreading, his chest sagging into the soft, shapeless mound of a man who'd stopped trying. He plugged his phone in. Checked it one more time. Set it face-down on the nightstand.

Then his hand found my thigh.

I almost flinched. Not because it hurt. Because it was so rare that the contact startled me like a noise in an empty house. His hand. On my thigh. On a Tuesday.

"Hey," he said.

"Hey."

His hand moved up. Under my nightgown. Clumsy. His fingers were soft — no calluses, no roughness, just the doughy, moisturized fingers of a man who hadn't done manual labor since college. They found the waistband of my underwear and tugged. Not seductively. Functionally. The way you'd tug a drawer open.

I lifted my hips. Let him pull them down. My heart was beating faster and I hated that it was, hated that after everything — after months of nothing, after being ignored and overlooked and made to feel like furniture — my body still responded to him. Still wanted to believe that this time would be different. That something had woken up in him. That he'd finally seen me.

He rolled on top of me. His weight — two-twenty, maybe two-thirty now — settled over my body and pressed the air out of my lungs. His belly sat on my stomach like a sandbag. His elbows dug into the mattress beside my head. He didn't kiss me first. Didn't touch my face. Didn't look at me in the dark.

I felt him between my legs. Trying to get in.

Trying.

He was soft. Not semi-hard, not mostly-there — soft. His cock pressed against me like a finger made of lukewarm dough. He shifted his hips. Pushed. It folded against my entrance and slid sideways across my thigh.

"Shit," he muttered.

He reached down. Grabbed himself. Tried to feed it in manually — holding the base between his thumb and two fingers, guiding the limp head toward my opening. I wasn't wet. I hadn't been touched in months. My body hadn't had time to respond because there was nothing to respond to.

He pushed. The head slipped in — barely. Soft, formless, collapsing inside me like a balloon with a leak. I felt a vague pressure. An intrusion. Not penetration. Not fullness. Just the awareness that something was technically inside me that didn't have the structural integrity to stay.

He started moving.

Short, frantic thrusts. Shallow. His hips pumping in quick, desperate strokes trying to generate enough friction to get hard. His belly slapped against my stomach with each thrust — a wet, fleshy sound that made me want to scream. Not in pleasure. In despair.

He was getting harder. Slightly. Enough that I could feel the shape of him now — thin, inadequate, tilting left tilting left like it always did. Enough to stay inside me if I didn't move. If I held perfectly still and kept my thighs pressed together to create the tightness his cock couldn't create on its own.

So I held still. The way I always held still. Lay there with my hands on his back — his soft, damp, shapeless back — and stared at the ceiling and waited for it to be over.

"Unh — yeah — yeah—"

His sounds. The same sounds he'd always made. Breathy, nasal, thin. The sounds of a man exerting himself, not a man consumed by desire. Workout sounds. Effort sounds. Like he was trying to finish a set of push-ups before the timer ran out.

He pumped faster. His thin little dick pistoning in and out — and I use that word generously because half the time he slipped out and had to reach down and stuff himself back in and start over. Each time he slipped out I felt the absence of nothing. Each time he pushed back in I felt the presence of almost nothing.

"You feel so good, babe," he panted.

I said nothing. Stared at the ceiling fan. It was dusty. I should clean it.

Then the change. The telltale acceleration. His thrusts going from frantic to spastic — uncoordinated, jerking, his whole body tensing. His breathing hitched. That squeaking sound he made in his throat, like a dog toy being stepped on.

"Oh — oh — I'm gonna — oh—"

He pulled out. He always pulled out. Not as birth control — I was on the pill — but because he couldn't stay inside me long enough to finish. His cock slipped free and he grabbed it and pumped it with two fingers — that's all it took, two fingers, thumb and forefinger making a little circle around a shaft that didn't require more — and he came.

A teaspoon. Maybe less. Thin, watery, almost clear. It dribbled over my mound in a pathetic little trickle that ran sideways into my pubic hair and cooled immediately. No heat. No force. No flood. Just a sad, lukewarm drizzle that my body absorbed the way dry ground absorbs a sprinkle — barely noticing, certainly not satisfied.

"Mmm." He collapsed beside me. Panting like he'd run a mile. "That was good, right?"

I looked at the ceiling fan. Counted the blades. Five.

"Yeah," I said. "That was good."

He was snoring within ninety seconds. I counted those too.

I lay there. His watery cum drying on my mound. My pussy untouched, unstimulated, unfinished. My nightgown bunched around my waist. My underwear around one ankle. Staring at a dusty ceiling fan in a house that was too big and too quiet and too empty.

I didn't touch myself that night. Some nights I did — after he fell asleep, quick and silent and ashamed, with my face in the pillow and my hand between my legs chasing the orgasm he couldn't be bothered to give me. But that night I just lay there. Let the disappointment settle into my bones where it lived now, permanent as marrow.

My marriage. My sex life. Twenty-two years of loyalty, and this was all it earned me.

A man who couldn't get hard. A cock that couldn't stay in. A load that couldn't fill a thimble. And a question — "that was good, right?" — that I'd been lying about since the Clinton administration.


Chapter 14

The first time I ever put Richard's dick in my mouth was March of 1993. I was twenty-four. He was thirty-five. We'd been dating for four months.

He was different then. Not good — different. He wore suits that fit and drove a BMW he couldn't afford and had a full head of hair and the kind of confidence that comes from being the oldest guy at every party. I'd graduated UGA two years earlier with a communications degree that wasn't paying for itself, working my first real job at a PR firm in Buckhead, and he was a junior account manager at a finance company who'd asked for my number at a friend's birthday dinner. Older man. Real job. Real car. My best friend told me I'd hit the jackpot.

We were on his couch. His apartment in Midtown. Leather couch, too big for the room, bought to impress women like me. We'd been making out — him on top, his hand up my shirt, the usual — and he leaned back and unzipped his pants and looked at me with that expectant look. The look that said your turn.

I'd given head before. Twice. Both unremarkable. I wasn't scared of it. Wasn't even nervous. I liked Richard. I wanted to make him feel good. I wanted to be the kind of girlfriend who was good at this — who he'd brag about to his friends, who he'd think about at work, who he'd drive across Atlanta to see on a Tuesday because he couldn't stop thinking about her mouth.

I reached into his boxers and pulled him out.

And I thought — okay. This is it? This is what I'm working with?

He was soft. Not fully soft — there was some life in it, a rubbery half-firmness, like a stress ball that someone had already squeezed most of the air out of. I held it between my fingers and it sat there. Limp. Lukewarm. The color of uncooked shrimp — a pale, translucent pinkish-gray that didn't look attached to a living person. More like an illustration in a medical textbook under a heading nobody wanted to read.

It was small. Even at twenty-two, even with limited experience, I knew it was small. My hand closed around it and my fingers overlapped at the knuckles. My thumb and index finger made a ring around the shaft and there was room to spare. It sat in my palm like a cocktail sausage someone had left out too long — room temperature, slightly damp, vaguely sad.

But I was twenty-four. And I liked him. And I told myself the things women tell themselves when they're holding a disappointing dick and don't want it to matter. Size doesn't matter. It's about chemistry. It's about connection. Maybe it'll grow when I put it in my mouth. Maybe he's a grower. Maybe this is normal and I've just been watching too much porn.

I leaned down.

The second it touched my tongue I wanted to pull away. Not because it tasted bad — it didn't taste like anything, which was almost worse. No heat. No salt. No musk. No weight. Just this tepid, rubbery nub of flesh sitting on my tongue like a wad of flavorless gum. I closed my lips around it and there was nothing to close around. Nothing to stretch my mouth, nothing to fill the space between my tongue and my palate, nothing to push against my throat. I could fit the entire thing in my mouth — shaft, head, everything — without opening wide. Without effort. Without adjusting. My lips touched the base of his cock and my gag reflex didn't even know I was there.

I started bobbing. Doing the things I'd seen. The things I'd read about in Cosmo and heard about from my roommate and practiced on popsicles during a drunken Tuesday night that we'd sworn never to speak of again. I hollowed my cheeks. I swirled my tongue. I moaned — fake, performative moans that I hoped sounded enthusiastic because the alternative was the silence of a woman realizing she was sucking on a pinky finger.

"Oh yeah, babe. That's so good."

His hand was on the back of my head. Not gripping. Resting. The way you'd rest your hand on a lamp you weren't planning to turn on. Light. Passive. No urgency. No tension. No fingers curling in my hair or pulling me closer or pushing me deeper. Just a limp hand on a limp head getting a limp blowjob from a girl trying her hardest to pretend she wasn't disappointed.

I bobbed faster. Tried to generate friction. Tried to make something happen with my tongue, my lips, my hand. I jerked the base while I sucked the tip and there was nothing to jerk. My fingers slid up and down a shaft that offered no resistance, no girth, no topography. No veins to feel. No ridges to trace. Just a smooth, slim, tepid tube of flesh that was somehow getting softer the longer I worked on it.

He was losing his erection. In my mouth. While I was actively sucking his cock, it was deflating. I could feel it — the rubbery firmness giving way to something spongier, limper, the head shrinking against my tongue like a balloon with a slow leak.

I worked harder. Sucked harder. Made more noise. Moaned louder. Pumped my hand faster. Did everything I could think of to bring this sad little thing back from the dead. It was like giving CPR to a pool noodle.

"Oh — oh babe — I'm close—"

Close? He was barely conscious down there. But his hips were moving — those same frantic, shallow, jackrabbit thrusts I'd endure for the next two decades — and his hand tightened on my head just slightly and his breathing went squeaky and thin and I thought well, at least it'll be over.

He came in my mouth.

If you could call it that. A small, cold pulse against my tongue. Like someone had squeezed a single packet of off-brand mayonnaise into my mouth. Thin. Watery. Barely warm. The volume of a teaspoon measured generously. It sat on my tongue and tasted like diluted salt water and disappointment.

I swallowed because spitting seemed meaner than what was already happening.

"God, babe." He collapsed against the couch. Panting. Eyes closed. That satisfied grin. "You're incredible. Best head I've ever had."

I sat there with the ghost of his watery cum dissolving on my tongue and thought — if that's the best head you've ever had, what the hell has your life been like?

But I smiled. And I said thank you. And I kissed him. And I told myself it didn't matter because he was kind and he was stable and he had a real job and a BMW and a leather couch and that was what mattered at twenty-four when you didn't know any better.

That was the first time.

There weren't many more. Because the blowjobs were always the same — me working on a half-hard nothing, him squeaking through a thirty-second buildup, then a cold little squirt of water pretending to be cum. After we got married I stopped volunteering. After the kids I stopped altogether. He never asked. He probably didn't miss it. Hard to miss something you never really had.

Twenty-two years. From that leather couch in Midtown to a king bed in Buckhead. The dick never got bigger. The loads never got thicker. The sounds never changed. The hand on my head never gripped.

And now — right now, on a boat in Mississippi — I had a cock in my mouth that was so thick my jaw ached. A cock that pulsed with heat and life and veins that throbbed against my tongue. A man whose hand in my hair pulled so hard it stung. Whose growl I felt in my chest. Whose precum tasted like salt and iron and want.

I'd been settling for cold mayonnaise for twenty-two years. And Moses's cock was still in my throat, swelling, pulsing, getting ready to give me what Richard's body had never once produced.


Chapter 15

A year ago. A Saturday night. Buckhead.

Richard had just finished. The usual — ninety seconds of frantic pumping, his thin little dick slipping out twice, then a wheezy groan and a dribble of nothing across my stomach. He was already rolling off. Already reaching for his phone. Already gone.

But I wasn't done. I wasn't even close. I hadn't been close. I'd been lying there with my legs apart and my nightgown bunched around my ribs staring at the ceiling fan — five blades, still dusty — while my husband rutted into me like a dog humping a throw pillow and finished before my body had time to register he was inside me.

"Richard."

He paused. Phone halfway to his face. "Hm?"

"Can you..." I swallowed. I hated that I had to ask. Hated that after twenty-one years of marriage the words still felt like begging. "Can you go down on me?"

The look on his face.

I will never forget the look on his face as long as I live. It wasn't surprise. It wasn't confusion. It was disgust. A quick, involuntary contortion — his nose scrunching, his upper lip pulling back, his eyebrows pinching together — that lasted maybe half a second before he smoothed it out and replaced it with something neutral. But I saw it. In that half-second I saw exactly what my husband thought about putting his mouth on me. The same mouth I'd wrapped around his limp, flavorless dick a hundred times. The same mouth that had swallowed his cold, watery cum and smiled and said mmm. The same mouth that had lied for two decades about how good he tasted.

And he couldn't even look at my pussy without flinching.

"Sure, babe," he said. The way you'd say sure when someone asks if you want to hold their spider. Brave. Forced. Already regretting it.

He moved down the bed. Slow. Like a man walking toward something he'd been court-ordered to do. He settled between my legs and I felt his breath — shallow, reluctant — against my thighs. His hands rested on my hips. Didn't grip. Didn't squeeze. Just sat there like he didn't know what to do with them.

His tongue touched me. Once. A single, tentative lick that started nowhere and ended nowhere. A lick you'd give an envelope you weren't sure you wanted to mail.

Then another. Flat, dry, skimming the surface without commitment. His tongue was stiff — tense, held rigid, minimizing contact like he was trying to taste as little of me as possible. He licked like a kid forcing down vegetables — fast, mechanical, just trying to get through it.

I lay there and felt every ounce of it. Every reluctant stroke. Every shallow breath through his nose. Every micro-hesitation that told me my husband found my pussy repulsive. That the most intimate thing a man could do for a woman was, for him, an ordeal. Something to survive. Something to get credit for.

His tongue circled my clit once. Missed it. Circled again. Missed again. Twenty-one years and he still didn't know where it was. Couldn't find the one spot on my body designed specifically for pleasure if I drew him a map and bought him a headlamp.

"A little higher," I whispered.

He went lower.

"No — up. Higher."

He grunted. Annoyed. Adjusted. His tongue hit my clit with all the enthusiasm of a man filing his taxes and stayed there for exactly four seconds before retreating back to the general area of not-quite-right.

A minute passed. Maybe ninety seconds. His licks got faster — not better, just faster. Trying to speed-run it. Trying to generate enough stimulation through sheer frequency to make me cum so he could stop. His jaw was already tiring — I could feel the strokes getting shorter, weaker, his tongue losing whatever minimal pressure it had started with.

"Okay," I said. "Okay, that's enough."

He surfaced like a man coming up from a dive he'd been dreading. Wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. Actually wiped his mouth. Like he'd eaten something he needed to get off his face.

"Was that good?" he asked. That fucking question.

"Yeah," I said. "That was great."

He smiled. Relieved. Grabbed his phone. Within three minutes he was snoring.

I lay there.

My pussy was wet from his spit and nothing else. My clit was still swollen, still aching, still desperate for something his tongue hadn't provided and never would. My body was vibrating with a need so sharp it felt like pain — a physical, screaming demand for release that my husband had tried to answer for ninety seconds and abandoned.

I waited until the snoring was steady. Deep. The kind of snoring that meant he was gone for the night and nothing short of a fire alarm would bring him back.


Chapter 16

My hand slid between my legs.

My fingers found my clit instantly. Swollen. Stiff. Throbbing. The pad of my middle finger pressed against it and my hips jerked and I bit my lip to keep quiet.

I closed my eyes.

They filled the doorway first.

Big. Dark. Shadows made of muscle and heat and intention. Two of them. Maybe three. Tall, broad, faceless — just shapes that blocked the light from the hallway and made the bedroom feel small.

Richard saw them and froze. Sat up in bed. His mouth opening and closing. That soft, pale body shrinking against the headboard — shoulders curling in, belly folding, everything about him contracting. Getting smaller. The way small things get smaller when something bigger enters the room.

They didn't even look at him. That was the best part. They walked past him like he was a lamp. Like he wasn't worth acknowledging. One of them — the biggest, the broadest — gestured toward the corner with his chin. The reading chair I'd bought at Pottery Barn that Richard had never read a single book in.

"Sit," he said.

And Richard sat. Got up from the bed on shaking legs and shuffled to the chair and sat down like a child sent to the corner. Nobody forced him. Nobody touched him. He just — obeyed. Because what else was he going to do? These men were twice his size. Three times his strength. Built from a different blueprint entirely. Richard looked at them with the full, humiliating understanding of a house cat staring at lions.

And honestly? He'd love it. I knew he would. Somewhere in that soft, pathetic, porn-addicted brain of his, behind all the bass fishing and the phone scrolling, my husband would love watching real men pleasure his wife. Watching men who could actually fill me, actually make me scream, actually do what he'd been failing to do for twenty-one years. He'd sit in that chair and his little dick would get harder than it ever got for me — harder than it got on our wedding night, harder than it got for the birth of our children — because this was what men like Richard were built for. Not fucking. Watching.

My fingers circled faster.

The men turned to me.

I was on the bed. Legs open. Nightgown gone. Naked. Waiting. My hand still between my legs, fingers slick, clit pulsing under my fingertip.

The first one climbed onto the bed. His weight dipped the mattress — real weight, dense, muscle weight, not the soggy sandbag of Richard's body. His hands gripped my thighs and spread them wider and I felt the heat of him between my legs. Big. Thick. Dark against my pale skin. He pushed inside me and I moaned — not the fake moan I gave Richard, a real one, loud and broken and animal — and behind us, in the Pottery Barn chair, Richard watched.

His boxers were tented. Of course they were. His little dick straining against the fabric harder than it had ever strained for me. His hand drifted to his lap. Hovering. Then gripping. Then stroking through the cotton. Tears running down his face but his hand moving anyway — rhythmic, desperate, jerking his pathetic little thing to the sight of his wife getting what he could never give her.

Bet he'd never been this hard in his life. Bet this was the most aroused Richard Calloway had ever been — not touching me, not fucking me, but watching someone else do it right. Watching a real cock disappear inside his wife. Watching her back arch and her mouth fall open and hearing sounds from her throat that he didn't know existed because he'd never been man enough to pull them out.

My fingers moved faster under the sheets.

The second one took his place. Bigger. Rougher. Flipped me onto my stomach and pulled my hips up and drove into me from behind and the headboard slammed against the wall — the same wall Richard slept next to every night, the same wall that had never once received a single impact from anything Richard's body could produce.

Richard moaned from the chair. Not in pain. In need. His hand was inside his boxers now, pumping fast, that thin little dick finally getting the stimulation it actually craved — not my body, not my mouth, but the humiliation of watching his wife outgrow him in real time.

"You like that, babe?" I heard myself say. Looking right at him while another man filled me to the hilt. "You like watching a real man fuck your wife? This is what I needed, Richard. This is what you couldn't do."

He nodded. Crying and nodding and stroking. Because of course he did.

The third one stepped forward. Grabbed my hair. Turned my face toward him.

I opened my mouth.

Under the sheets, in the dark, next to my snoring husband, my hips rocked against my hand. My teeth sank into the pillow. My breath came in short, ragged bursts through my nose. The fantasy was so vivid I could smell them — musk and sweat and heat — could hear the slap of skin and the creak of the mattress and Richard's whimpering and the wet, rhythmic sound of a woman being fucked properly for the first time in her life.

They used every part of me. Every hole. Every position. They passed me between them like something shared and I came every time — real, screaming, convulsing orgasms that I had to muffle with the pillow and my own fist and still my body shook so hard the mattress trembled and I was terrified Richard would wake up and feel it. And in the chair, Richard came too — once, weak, into his own fist — and went soft immediately and kept watching with his spent little dick dripping onto his thigh while the real men kept going. And going. And going.

He didn't wake. He never did.

I came three times. Alone. In the dark. Next to my husband. With my hand between my legs and a fantasy in my head that was more real than anything Richard had given me in twenty-one years.

When I was done I pulled my hand free. Wiped it on the sheets. Rolled onto my side. Looked at Richard's sleeping face — soft, slack, oblivious.

I'd just cum harder from my own fingers and a five-minute fantasy than I had from every time he'd touched me combined.

And the men in my head — the ones who'd made him sit in the corner, who'd used me, who'd made him watch — they didn't have faces.

But they were dark. All of them. Every time.

I closed my eyes and wondered what that meant. And decided I didn't care.


Chapter 17

The boat. The creek. The present.

Moses's hand was in my hair and his cock was in my throat and I was back — ripped out of the flashbacks and the memories and the twenty-two years of nothing and slammed into the right-now with the force of a man about to cum.

"Fuck — fuck — missy — unh—"

His voice broke. The composure cracked open like an egg. The easy drawl, the patient gaze, the man who'd called me ma'am and steered boats with one hand — all of it gone. What was left was raw. Primal. His face was twisted above me — jaw clenched, tendons straining in his neck, veins standing out at his temples. His eyes were squeezed shut. His chest heaved under the open denim shirt. Sweat ran down his sternum and disappeared into the gray hair on his stomach.

His hand tightened in my hair. Not holding. Gripping. His nails dug into my scalp — sharp, biting pinpoints of pain that made my eyes water and my pussy clench. He pulled my head forward. Pushed his hips. Deeper. His cock swelled in my mouth — impossibly thicker, the veins pulsing so hard I could feel each individual beat against my tongue.

"Take it — unh — take it — goddamn — filthy — unh — white bitch — TAKE IT—"

The words hit me like a slap. Each one landing in my chest and exploding. My eyes went wide. My hands gripped his thighs. My pussy flooded and my clit throbbed and every nerve in my body lit up because this man — this sixty-eight-year-old man — had just called me exactly what I was. What I'd spent my whole marriage pretending I wasn't. What the dark, faceless men in my fantasies never had voices to say.

"Mmph — GLHK — mmph—"

His hips stuttered. Lost their rhythm. The long, controlled strokes broke apart into short, savage thrusts — erratic, desperate, his cock punching the back of my throat in rapid bursts that made my gag reflex fire and fire and fire. Spit erupted around the shaft. My eyes streamed. My nose ran. I couldn't breathe and I didn't care.

"Gonna — unh — gonna fill you up — unh — fuck — FUCK—"

His nails raked across my scalp. Five lines of white-hot pain that arced from my crown to the back of my skull. His fingers twisted in my hair and wrenched my head forward until my nose was buried in his groin and his cock was lodged so deep in my throat that I could feel it pulse against my esophagus. His balls — clenched, heaving, drawn tight against the base — spasmed against my chin.

"UNNNH — TAKE — IT — ALL—"

He came.

The first shot hit the back of my throat like a punch. A thick, heavy rope of cum that fired straight down my esophagus with enough force that I felt it land in my stomach. Hot. Scalding. So thick it was almost solid — not the watery drizzle I'd choked down my entire marriage but something dense and viscous, something with weight and substance, something that coated the walls of my throat and sat there.

I gagged. My throat convulsed around his cock and he groaned — "UNNNH" — a sound ripped from somewhere animal and ancient — and the second shot came. Thicker. More. Filling my throat, my mouth, the space under my tongue. It pooled behind my teeth. Pushed against the insides of my cheeks. I tried to swallow — my throat working, clenching, trying to process the sheer volume — and I got some of it down but there was already more. A third pulse. A fourth. Each one as heavy as the last. Each one adding to the flood.

"Mmm — unh — unh — yeah — unh — fuck—"

Moses was growling through it. Guttural, broken sounds punched out of his chest with each contraction. His hand held my head locked in place. His hips pushed forward in slow, grinding pulses — not thrusting anymore, just pressing, burying himself as deep as he could go while his cock pumped load after load into my mouth.

My cheeks bulged. I could feel them — swollen, packed, my mouth so full of cum that my jaw ached from a different kind of pressure. It was overflowing. I felt it first at the corners of my lips — warm, thick rivulets escaping the seal between my mouth and his shaft, running down my chin in slow, heavy drips. Then my nose. It hit the back of my nasal passage and forced its way up and I felt cum — his cum, thick, white, obscene — drip from my nostrils. Two warm lines running from my nose down to my upper lip. I must have looked insane. A forty-seven-year-old married woman with cum pouring from her mouth and her nose, eyes streaming, mascara destroyed, gagging on an old man's cock in a creek in Mississippi.

He was still cumming. How was he still cumming?

Another pulse. Weaker now but still thick. Still more than Richard produced in a month. My throat worked desperately — swallow, swallow, swallow — gulping it down in heavy, audible swallows that I felt all the way to my stomach. But for every mouthful I managed to get down, more replaced it. The cum that had spilled from the corners of my mouth was running down my chin, dripping off my jaw, landing on my bare tits in thick, warm drops. The cum from my nose had reached my lips and mixed with what was already leaking and my entire lower face was glazed.

"Mmmh — mmmh — goddamn — mmh—"

His sounds were slowing. The grunts spacing out. His cock was still twitching in my mouth — each twitch producing another small pulse that my tongue caught and swallowed — but the flood was ebbing. The contractions in his balls softened against my chin. His grip in my hair loosened. His hips stilled.

He pulled out.

Slow. Inch by inch. The shaft dragging across my tongue — still hard, still thick, still slick with cum and spit. The head popped free from my lips with a wet, obscene sound that echoed across the still water of the creek. A string of cum connected his cock to my lower lip — thick, white, sagging under its own weight before it snapped and fell to the deck.

I sat there.

My mouth was full. Still. Even after everything I'd swallowed — and I'd swallowed more cum in the last thirty seconds than Richard had produced in our entire marriage — there was still a pool of it sitting on my tongue. Thick. Heavy. Coating the inside of my cheeks, the roof of my mouth, the backs of my teeth. The taste was everywhere — salt and musk and iron and something bitter underneath, something potent, concentrated. The taste of a man who actually produced. Who actually had something to give.

I tried to swallow. My throat was raw, scraped, aching from the abuse. The muscles clenched and I got half of it down — a thick, slow-moving slug of cum that I felt travel all the way to my stomach. The rest sat there. I worked my jaw. Swallowed again. More went down. Again. The last of it — the dregs, the thick residue clinging to my palate and the creases of my cheeks — took three more attempts before my mouth was something close to empty.

I wiped my chin with the back of my hand. It came away white. I wiped my nose. White. I looked down at my tits — streaked, dripping, drops of his cum rolling down the curve of each breast toward my nipples and hanging there in thick, heavy beads before falling to the deck.

Moses stood above me. His cock was softening but still hung heavy between his legs — glistening, slick, obscene. He was breathing hard. His chest rose and fell. Sweat and exertion and the specific look of a man who'd just emptied himself into a woman so thoroughly that there was nothing left.

He looked at me. My ruined face. My glazed tits. My swollen lips.

"Damn, missy," he said. Still breathing hard. That crooked grin spreading slow. "You somethin' else."

I licked my lips. Tasted him. Thick and warm and still there.

My brain was foggy. Blown out. Every thought moved through a haze of cum and aftershock and the dull, throbbing ache in my jaw and my throat and between my legs where my pussy was clenching around nothing, demanding its turn.

But one thought cut through the haze. Clear. Vivid. Fully formed.

I wished Richard was here.

Not to save me. Not to stop this. Not to wrap me in a towel and take me home and pretend it never happened.

I wished he was here so I could walk over to him — cum dripping from my chin, leaking from my nose, glazed across my tits — and grab his face with both hands. Pull his mouth to mine. Kiss him deep. And push every thick, viscous, salty drop of this old Black man's cum off my tongue and into his mouth. Make him taste what a real man produced. Make him swallow what his wife had been swallowing. Make him choke on the difference between his cold little teaspoon and the flood that had just poured out of a sixty-eight-year-old who was more man than Richard had ever been.

I'd hold his jaw shut. Look him in the eyes. And say swallow.

And he would. Because men like Richard always do.

I licked my lips again. Swallowed the last trace of him.

The creek was silent. The boat drifted. Moses tucked himself back in and reached for the tiller.

My jaw ached. My throat was raw. My pussy was still clenching around nothing, demanding its turn. And the sun was still high over the cypress.


Chapter 18

Moses stepped to the side of the boat, leaned over the railing, and fished my bralette out of the water with one hand.

I watched him do it. Watched his body move — loose, easy, like every motion was something he'd done a thousand times and his muscles had memorized the choreography. His shirt was still open. The denim hung from his shoulders and framed his chest — dark, broad, glistening with sweat and creek water and some of what I'd spilled on him. His pants were back up but the belt hung undone, the leather strap dangling from the loops, and below his waistline his cock swung heavy against his thigh with each step. Soft now. Spent. And still bigger than anything Richard had ever put inside me.

I couldn't stop looking at it. The way it moved — pendulous, thick, this dark, heavy thing swinging lazily between his legs like it had its own gravity. Even soft it had heft. Even soft it was longer than Richard at full attention. It brushed against the inside of his thigh when he walked and I could see the outline of the head through the canvas — fat, round, resting against his leg like a sleeping animal. The gray hair on his lower stomach trailed down toward it in a silver line that made my eyes follow whether I wanted them to or not.

He was so black. The thought landed without apology. Not a judgment — an observation. An appreciation. The deep, rich darkness of his skin against the faded denim and the gray hair and the green of the creek behind him. He looked like he belonged to this river. Like the river had made him. His forearms were wet and the water beaded on his dark skin and caught the light and he looked — beautiful wasn't the right word. Beautiful was for sunsets and paintings. He looked vital. Alive. Sixty-eight years of living carved into every muscle and every line and every gray hair and none of it diminished him. All of it added up.

Richard was fifty-eight and looked like something deflating. Moses was sixty-eight and looked like something that would outlast the trees.

He wrung the bralette out with one twist of his fist — water streaming through his fingers — and held it out to me.

"Here you go, missy."

I took it. The lace was heavy and dark with water. I held it in my lap. Didn't put it on. Didn't see the point. He'd had his mouth between my legs and his cock down my throat and my tits had been out for the better part of an hour. Modesty felt like a joke someone had told in a language I no longer spoke.

"Thank you," I said. My voice was hoarse. Raw. The kind of voice that comes from having your throat used as something it wasn't designed for. I swallowed and felt him — the ghost of his cum, thick and sticky, coating the back of my throat like syrup that wouldn't dissolve. I'd swallowed what felt like a pint of him and there was still residue. Still traces. Every swallow reminded me. Every breath tasted like salt and musk and Moses.

He sat down on the opposite bench. The boat rocked and settled. He leaned back, arms spread along the railing behind him, legs wide. Relaxed. A man at ease in his own body in a way that Richard hadn't been since the Clinton administration. His shirt fell open wider and I could see the full expanse of his chest — the gray hair, the dark skin, the hard shelf of his pectorals, the old scar on his shoulder. The gold chain rested in the hollow of his throat, glinting.

The creek was silent around us. No engine. No wind. Just the soft lap of water against the hull and the distant chatter of birds in the canopy and the sound of two people breathing in the aftermath of something neither of them had named yet.

I looked at him. He looked at the water. Then at me. That steady, measured gaze.

"Are you married?" I asked.

The question came out before I'd decided to ask it. Post-orgasm honesty. The part of your brain that handles filters and boundaries had been blown clean off the hinges.

Moses was quiet for a moment. His eyes moved to the tree line. Something shifted behind his face — not pain exactly, but the memory of it. An old ache that had settled into something more like weather than a wound.

"Was," he said. "Long time ago. Bernice. Thirty-one years we had." He paused. "Cancer took her in oh-eight. Lungs."

"I'm sorry."

He nodded. Not dismissive — acknowledging. The way a man nods when he's heard that sentence enough times that it doesn't sting anymore but he still respects that people mean it.

"Got three boys," he said. "All grown. All up in Atlanta. Marcus is the oldest — forty-four now, got grandkids I barely see. Darnell's in real estate. Youngest is Jerome, he teaches high school. History." A small smile. "They want me to move up there. Get an apartment. Be closer." He looked at the river. "I tell 'em this is where I live. This water. Can't put a river in an apartment."

I smiled. The first real smile I'd given anyone in days. Not the tight, polite smile I gave Richard. Not the fake, performative smile I gave waiters and hotel staff. A real one. Small and warm and involuntary.

He caught it. His eyes came back to mine and he looked at me — not at my body this time, not at my tits or my legs or the bikini bottoms that were still pulled to one side. At my face. At the smile.

"You remind me of somebody," he said. Quiet. Almost to himself.

My smile faded. Not gone — shifted. Something electric replaced it. A current that started in my chest and ran downward.

"Who?"

He didn't answer right away. He looked at the creek. At the cypress. At the moss hanging motionless in the still air. His hand rested on his thigh and his fingers drummed once, twice — the only nervous gesture I'd seen from him all afternoon.

"Women I used to bring out here," he said. "Long time ago. When I was young."

The current in my chest dropped lower. Settled between my hips.

"What women?"

He looked at me. One corner of his mouth lifted. Slow. Knowing. The lecherous old man and the patient river guide merging into something that was both and neither.

"You sure you wanna hear that, missy?"

I leaned forward. My bare tits hung heavy. My throat was raw. My pussy was still wet and swollen and my clit pulsed with my heartbeat. I could still taste his cum.

"Tell me everything."


Chapter 19

Moses leaned back. His arms spread wider along the railing. His legs opened another inch and that heavy, soft cock shifted against his thigh and he didn't adjust it. Didn't care. A man who'd lived in his body long enough to stop apologizing for what it carried.

"Nineteen seventy-four," he said. "I was twenty-six. Right here on this river. I'd been runnin' charters since I was seventeen — started with my daddy's boat, took over when he passed. By twenty-six I knew every bend, every creek, every sandbar from Natchez to Vicksburg."

His voice had settled into something different. Slower. Deeper. The drawl thickening like honey left on a counter. His eyes were on the water but they weren't seeing the water — they were seeing something forty-odd years behind it.

"Back then this resort was still a plantation house. Old family money. They'd rent rooms to rich white folks from Jackson, Memphis, sometimes all the way from New Orleans. Couples mostly. Husbands who wanted to fish, wives who didn't. Same as now." A low chuckle. "Ain't much changed."

I pulled my knees up onto the bench. Turned my body toward him. My tits were still bare and I didn't care. The bralette sat in a wet heap beside me like something from a past life.

"The wives," I said. "That's who you'd bring out here."

"Mmhmm." He nodded slow. "Plantation wives, we used to call 'em. Didn't mean nothin' by it — just what they were. Rich white women married to rich white men who couldn't see 'em no more. Same story you told me without tellin' me, missy. Same story since the beginning of time."

My stomach tightened. Not from shame. From recognition.

"First one was a woman named Catherine. Thirty-two. Husband was a lawyer from Jackson. Big man, real loud, liked to drink bourbon on the dock and talk about himself. She was — Lord." He shook his head. The memory moving through his face like light through water. "Blonde. Tall. Legs that started at her neck and didn't quit. She'd come down to the dock in a white sundress with nothin' under it and stand there in the sun and you could see everything. Every curve. The shadow between her thighs. She knew what she was doin'. Same as you knew what you was doin' in that bikini."

My breath hitched. My thighs pressed together.

"She booked a charter. Just her. Husband was passed out drunk by noon every day — same as yours was passed out on that beach." That knowing look. "I took her up this same river. Same creek. Same spot we sittin' right now."

"What happened?"

He chuckled. Low and warm. "What you think happened, missy?"

"Tell me."

"She sat right where you sittin'. Pulled that sundress up over her head and threw it in the water. Buck naked on my boat in broad daylight. Prettiest thing I ever saw — all that white skin glowin' in the sun, her pink little nipples hard as cherry pits, blonde hair between her legs shinin' like spun gold. She spread her legs on that bench and said 'I been watchin' you all week and if you don't put your mouth on me right now I'm gonna lose my mind.'"

I exhaled. A shaky, uneven breath that came out louder than I meant it to. My pussy clenched. I could feel myself getting wet again — the slickness spreading, my clit beginning to swell against the ruined mesh of my bikini bottoms.

"So I did," Moses said. Simple. Like he was describing fixing an engine. "Got on my knees on this deck and ate that woman's pussy till she screamed loud enough to scare the birds outta the trees. Same as I did to you." He looked at me. Direct. "She came three times 'fore she let me stop. Then she got on her knees and returned the favor. Then I bent her over that railin' right there—" he pointed to the stern railing, two feet from where I was sitting "—and fucked her till the boat damn near tipped."

"Oh God," I whispered. Not to him. To myself. To the pulse between my legs that was now hammering so hard I could feel it in my ears.

"After that she came back every day. Every day for two weeks. Husband never knew. Never asked. Too busy drinkin' and fishin' and runnin' his mouth." Moses paused. "Last day, she cried when she left. Tried to give me money. I wouldn't take it. She wrote me a letter instead. Kept it for years."

"Were there others?"

"Others." He said it like the word amused him. "Missy, I spent forty years on this river bringin' women out to this creek. Catherine was the first. She wasn't the last."

He shifted on the bench. His cock moved against his thigh — still soft, still heavy, but I could have sworn it was thicker than it was a minute ago.

"There was Margaret from Memphis. Red hair, freckles everywhere — and I mean everywhere. Husband sold insurance, limp as a dishrag. She'd ride out here twice a week all summer long. Woman had a mouth on her that coulda sucked the chrome off a trailer hitch."

I made a sound. A small, involuntary "mmh" that I couldn't swallow in time.

"Diane from New Orleans. Tiny little thing, barely five foot. Husband was some banker, big fat man, couldn't find his own dick with both hands and a flashlight. Diane would come out here and I'd lay her down right on this deck and she'd wrap them little legs around me and hold on like she was drownin'. Prettiest sounds you ever heard comin' outta that woman."

My hand was on my thigh. I didn't remember putting it there. My fingers were kneading the skin, inching higher, my body making decisions my brain was too fogged to override.

"Linda. Patty. Susan." He counted them on his fingers. Casual. Like a grocery list. "Couple of girls from the sorority houses at Ole Miss who'd drive down on weekends — grown women, mid-twenties, said they wanted to learn to fish." He smiled. "They didn't wanna learn to fish."

"How many?" My voice came out thin. Strained.

Moses looked at the canopy. Thinking. Genuinely counting.

"Couldn't say for sure. Over the years? Thirty. Maybe more. Hot, pretty, blonde white wives — most of 'em — with husbands who didn't deserve 'em and pussies that hadn't been touched right in years. They'd come to this creek with me and for an afternoon they'd get what they needed. What their husbands were too lazy or too limp or too stupid to give 'em."

He looked at me. That dark, steady gaze.

"Same as you, missy. You came out here starvin'. I could see it on you the second you stepped on my dock. A woman that hungry — it comes off her like heat. Like perfume. Every man in a mile can smell it." He paused. "Your husband couldn't smell it 'cause he stopped smellin' a long time ago."

My hand was between my thighs now. Not inside. Not yet. But pressed against the wet mesh. Pressing. My palm flat against my mound, the heel of my hand grinding slowly against my clit through the ruined fabric. Subtle. Or I thought it was subtle. The way a woman touches herself when she thinks no one's watching and doesn't fully care if they are.

Moses watched. His eyes dropped to my hand. To the slow, rhythmic pressure between my legs. He didn't look away. Didn't pretend he hadn't seen it.

"But the one you really remind me of," he said, his voice dropping lower, rougher, "was a woman named Eleanor. Come out here summer of seventy-eight. Prettiest woman I ever put my hands on. Blonde hair down to her waist. Body like a pin-up girl — thick hips, full chest, tiny waist, skin so pale it almost glowed in the shade. She had a pink little cunt that would glisten in the sunlight — swollen and wet and shinin' like fresh dew on a peach."

"Mmm — mmh—" The sound leaked out of me. My hand pressed harder. My hips rocked forward against my palm. I was grinding on my own hand in front of this man while he described another woman's pussy and I didn't care. I didn't care about anything except the sound of his voice and the throbbing between my legs and the image of him — young, dark, powerful — spreading pale thighs open on this same boat forty-some years ago.

"Eleanor'd come out three, four times a week. Husband was some politician — useless man, soft hands, couldn't fuck his way out of a paper bag. She'd lie right there on that bench, same as you, and spread her legs in the sunshine and I'd watch that pretty pink cunt open up for me like a flower. She'd get so wet it'd run down her thighs and drip on the deck. And I'd put my fingers in her—"

"Put your fingers in me," I said.

The words were out before I could stop them. Raw. Desperate. A command dressed as a confession.

Moses looked at me. Held my gaze. That slow, patient, knowing look.

He leaned forward. His hand — that big, rough, dark hand — reached between my thighs. His fingers replaced mine against the soaked mesh. He pressed. I gasped. He hooked a finger under the fabric, pulled it aside — the same gesture, the third time now, each time more natural, more owned — and his fingertip found my slit.

"Just like Eleanor," he murmured. "Pink and glowin' and hungry as hell."

His finger pushed inside me.

"AH — sir — oh God — unh—"

My back arched off the bench. My hands grabbed the railing behind me. His finger was thick — thicker than two of Richard's, thicker than anything I'd put inside myself in the dark — and it slid into me with zero resistance. I was so wet his hand was soaked to the knuckle before he'd bottomed out. He curled his finger inside me — a slow, deliberate hook against the front wall — and my hips bucked so hard the boat rocked.

"There she is," he said. That growl. "Just like Eleanor. Just like every pretty white wife that ever laid on this boat and let me find what her husband couldn't."

He added a second finger. I screamed.


Chapter 20

I was shaking.

Not trembling. Not shivering. Shaking. My whole body vibrating like something had come loose inside me and was rattling around in my chest trying to get out. My teeth were chattering — actually chattering, clicking together in rapid little bursts — and my arms had goosebumps from shoulder to wrist even though the air was eighty-five degrees and the sun was pressing down through the canopy like a hot hand.

Cold. I was cold. Freezing. Skin prickling, nipples so hard they ached, every fine hair on my body standing upright. My body was confused — overloaded, short-circuiting, running hot and cold at the same time like a fever breaking. Because underneath the chill, underneath the goosebumps and the chattering teeth, my skin was burning. Boiling. Heat pouring off me in waves I could almost see. My stomach was on fire. My thighs were on fire. The space between my legs where his thick, dark fingers were buried was a furnace — hot, slick, clenching, radiating a heat so intense I could feel it in my kneecaps.

His fingers moved inside me. Slow. Curling. That deliberate hook against my front wall — pressing, releasing, pressing — each stroke finding the spot that Richard had never once located in all his clumsy fumbling. Moses found it on the first try. Found it and stayed there. Working it with the patience of a man who'd been doing this since before I was born.

"Unh — unh — sir — oh God — unh—"

My hips were rolling. I couldn't stop them. They moved in circles on the bench — grinding down onto his hand, taking his fingers deeper, chasing the pressure and the fullness and the blinding, white-hot friction of his calloused fingertips against that swollen ridge of nerve inside me. My hands gripped the railing behind my head. My knuckles were white. My back was arched off the bench and my bare tits pointed at the canopy and I was shaking — shaking so hard the boat trembled with me, the hull sending small ripples out across the still creek water.

"That's it," Moses murmured. His voice was low. The drawl thick as tar. He was watching his own hand — watching his dark fingers disappear inside my pale, swollen pussy, watching how my folds gripped him on each stroke, watching the mess of wetness that coated his hand and ran down his wrist and dripped from his knuckles onto the bench cushion. "Lord have mercy. Pink as a sunset and twice as pretty. Just like them plantation wives."

"Mmph — ah — AH — sir — please—"

"Used to have 'em just like this." His fingers curled harder. Faster. "Layin' on this boat with they legs spread and they little pink cunts drippin' all over my deck. Every one of 'em the same. Pretty white wives married to men who didn't know what to do with 'em." He twisted his wrist. His thumb found my clit — pressed flat against the stiff, swollen nub — and started circling. "White bitches. Just like you."

I came off the bench. My spine arched so hard my shoulder blades lifted. A sound tore out of my throat — not a moan, not a scream, something between the two, raw and cracked and feral.

"YES — oh FUCK — sir — YES—"

"Bet your husband never fuck you good." It wasn't a question. His thumb circled my clit faster. His fingers pumped deeper. Two thick, dark fingers stretching me open while his thumb ground against the most sensitive nerve in my body. "Bet that man never once made this pretty little cunt squirt. Bet he don't even know what he got."

"He doesn't — unh — he DOESN'T — ah — he can't — sir — he CAN'T—"

The words erupted. I found my voice and it was a shriek — high, unhinged, the voice of a woman who'd been muzzled her entire married life and the muzzle had just been ripped off.

"He can't fuck me — unh — he can't get HARD — his dick is — ah — AH — his little white dick is NOTHING — sir — NOTHING—"

Moses grunted. His fingers sped up. Pumping. Curling. His palm slapping wetly against my pussy with each thrust. The sounds were obscene — slick, squelching, the sound of a soaking wet cunt being worked by fingers that knew exactly what they were doing.

"Tell me," he growled. "Tell me about that little white dick."

"It's SMALL — unh — it's so fucking small — I can't even feel it — AH — twenty-two years and I never — he never made me — sir — oh GOD—"

I was squirting. Already. Before the orgasm even crested. My pussy clenched around his fingers and a gush of hot fluid sprayed from me — coating his hand, his wrist, the bench, streaming down between the cushions. My thighs were soaked. His forearm was soaked. The deck was puddling.

"He's NOTHING compared to you — unh — unh — your cock is — AH — you're so much bigger — sir — you're so much BIGGER than him—"

"Mmhmm." That growl. Satisfied. Patient. Like a man hearing exactly what he expected to hear. "Bigger and blacker and better, missy. Always was. Always will be."

"YES — yes sir — oh fuck — AH — AH — he's a JOKE — his little limp dick is a JOKE — I faked it — unh — every time — every FUCKING time for twenty-two YEARS—"

His thumb pressed harder on my clit. Grinding the swollen nub in tight, vicious circles. His fingers hammered inside me — deep, fast, relentless — hitting that spot over and over and over. I was gushing around his hand. Squirting with each thrust. The fluid arcing from my pussy in jets that hit his chest, his stomach, the deck between us. My body was a faucet with a broken handle and he was the one who'd turned it on and nobody was turning it off.

"Twenty-two years with that little pencil dick — unh — UNH — and you — you — sir — one afternoon — one AFTERNOON and you already — AH — already fucked me better than he ever — EVER—"

"That's right, missy." His voice dropped. Gravel and smoke. "That's what this old Black cock do to pretty white wives. Been doin' it forty years. Ain't one of y'all ever went back to your husbands the same."

"I WON'T — unh — I won't go back the same — sir — I CAN'T — AH — AH — AHHH—"

My body went rigid. Every muscle. From my curled toes to my clenched jaw to my white-knuckled fists on the railing. The shaking that had been running through me consolidated into a single, massive vibration — my entire body humming at one frequency like a tuning fork struck against concrete.

The pressure in my lower belly — dense, molten, unbearable — pulled tight. Tighter. His fingers curled inside me one more time. His thumb ground down on my clit. And the knot behind my pubic bone wound past its breaking point.

"SIR — SIR — I'M — UNH — I'M GONNA — OH GOD — OH — UNH — UNH—"


Chapter 21

The orgasm hit like a freight train.

The first contraction ripped through me — a single, crushing clench that locked his fingers inside me like a trap slamming shut. My pussy gripped him so hard I felt his knuckles grind together. My walls clamped down in a spasm so violent it was almost painful — a deep, savage convulsion that tore through my hips, my stomach, my thighs, my spine, my chest, my throat, my skull. Everything fired at once. My whole body went off like a bomb.

"AHHH — AHHH — FUCK — SIR — UNNNH—"

I squirted. Hard. A jet of hot fluid that shot past his fingers and sprayed across the deck in a long, glistening arc. My hips jerked off the bench — lifted by the force of the contraction — and slammed back down. The boat rocked. Water slapped the hull. My hands ripped free from the railing and my nails clawed at the bench cushion and tore into the faded fabric and I didn't feel it. Didn't feel anything except the orgasm shredding through me like something with teeth.

The second contraction hit before the first one finished. Stacked on top of it. My pussy clenched again — tighter, harder, a rhythmic squeeze-and-release that pumped more fluid out of me with each pulse. Squirt after squirt. Coating his hand, his wrist, running up his forearm in warm rivulets. Pooling on the bench cushion between my thighs. Dripping through the gap in the seat onto the fiberglass deck in a steady patter like rain.

"Mmh." Moses's grunt was low. Approving. His fingers stayed buried inside me — not moving now, just held there, letting my pussy convulse around them, feeling every contraction from the inside. His thumb stayed on my clit — light pressure, not moving, just anchoring the swollen nub against the pad of his thumb while my body did the rest. He was a man holding steady in a storm he'd created. "That's it, missy. Let it all out."

"UNH — UNH — UNH — OH GOD — OH — SIR — SIR — NNNH—"

My voice was gone. Shattered. What came out of my mouth wasn't words — it was wreckage. Jagged, broken sounds punched out of my chest with each contraction. My lungs couldn't fill properly. Every time I tried to breathe the next spasm hit and the air ripped back out of me in a scream that thinned to a wheeze that broke into a sob that became a scream again.

The third wave. Deeper than the others. Starting not in my pussy but behind it — deep in my belly, somewhere low and primal that I didn't have a name for. A rolling contraction that felt like my insides were wringing themselves out. My stomach muscles clenched so hard they cramped — my whole midsection knotting, seizing, locking up in waves that ran from my ribs to between my legs. I curled forward off the bench. My forehead almost touched my knees. My body folding in on itself around the epicenter of the orgasm like a fist closing.

Then it opened. My back arched the other way. Spine bowing, chest thrusting upward, tits bouncing with the violence of the spasm. My mouth locked open in a silent scream. No air. No sound. Just the wide, frozen gape of a woman being electrocuted by her own pleasure.

I squirted again. Three rapid pulses — each one weaker than the last but still enough to send fluid streaming down the insides of my thighs and onto the deck. My clit was so swollen it hurt — fat, throbbing, raw — and every time my thighs twitched together the contact sent a jolt through me that was half pleasure and half agony. I could feel it pulsing with my heartbeat. Each beat like a tiny electric shock.

"Hh — hh — hh — sir — hh — I can't — hh—"

The aftershocks. Rippling through me in diminishing waves. My pussy still clenching — and then relaxing — the intervals stretching longer, the contractions weakening, but each one still strong enough to make my whole body jolt on the bench. My thighs were twitching. Jumping. My calves cramped and released and cramped again. My toes were curled so tight they ached.

Moses slowly withdrew his fingers. Slow. Letting my walls drag against him on the way out. Letting me feel every ridge of his knuckles, every callus, every inch of thickness leaving me. When his fingertips finally slipped free I made a sound — a whimper, small and lost, the sound of something being emptied that didn't want to be empty.

His hand was drenched. Glistening from fingertip to wrist. He held it up and looked at it — at the thick, clear coating of my cum shining on his dark skin — and he brought his fingers to his mouth. Licked them. Slow. One by one. His tongue dragging from knuckle to fingertip. Tasting me. Savoring me. His eyes on mine the whole time.

"Mmm." That rumble. "Sweet as peach water."

I was destroyed. Lying on the bench like something washed ashore. One leg hanging off the side, foot dangling over the deck. The other bent at the knee, thigh still twitching. My arms were splayed — one across my stomach, one hanging off the bench with my knuckles brushing the fiberglass. My bare tits rose and fell with each ragged breath. My stomach was sheened with sweat. My bikini bottoms were a joke — stretched to the side, the mesh torn at both hips now, soaked through with cum and creek water and sweat. My pussy was swollen. Flushed a deep, angry pink. My folds were slick and parted and I could feel the air on the exposed, tender flesh inside. My clit jutted out from its hood — stiff, dark pink, visibly throbbing. Pulsing with each heartbeat like a beacon.

The bench cushion underneath me was soaked. A dark, wet stain that spread from beneath my ass to halfway down the seat. The deck was splattered — droplets and puddles and the thin, glistening trails where my squirt had arced and landed.

I couldn't move. My muscles had been replaced with warm water. My brain was static. White noise. A television left on after the broadcast ended. The only signal cutting through was my pulse — in my chest, in my temples, between my legs — steady and heavy and everywhere.

I lay there and breathed. The creek was silent. The canopy filtered the sun into soft green columns. The boat drifted in slow, lazy circles on the still water. A bird sang somewhere. The world went on. The world didn't know or care that a forty-seven-year-old married woman had just squirted across the deck of a fishing boat while a sixty-eight-year-old man fingered her to the hardest orgasm of her life.

Then I heard it. A sound. Low. Subtle. The creak of the bench across from me. The shift of weight. The rustle of canvas.

I opened my eyes. Lifted my head.

Moses was sitting on the opposite bench. His legs were spread. His belt was still undone. And between his thighs — rising, thickening, swelling with blood in real time — his cock was coming back to life.

I watched it grow. Watched the dark shaft fill and lengthen and lift from his thigh like something waking from a nap. The veins rising to the surface. The head swelling. Darkening from brown to purple. Until it stood half-hard — angling upward, heavy, pulsing with each heartbeat.

He was sixty-eight years old and he was getting hard again. Twenty minutes after cumming down my throat. Twenty minutes and he was ready for more. Richard couldn't get hard once on a good day and this old man was getting hard twice in an hour.

Moses looked at me. At my wrecked body. At my spread legs and my swollen pussy and my glazed expression. That slow grin crept back onto his face. Warm. Lecherous.

"Well now, missy," he said. His hand wrapped around his stiffening cock and gave it one slow, lazy stroke. "Seems like we ain't done."

My pussy clenched around nothing. My clit throbbed. My body — exhausted, shaking, drained — answered before my mouth could.

I spread my legs wider.


Chapter 22

He stood up and the boat shifted under him. Steady. Grounded. A man who'd spent his life on water and never lost his footing. He stepped between my legs — one boot planted on the deck between the bench and the railing, the other braced wide — and he looked down at me with those dark eyes and his cock was right there. Fully hard. Jutting out from the gray hair at his groin like something carved from ironwood. The head was swollen almost black — dark, angry purple, slick with the residue of what I'd done to it with my mouth an hour ago. The shaft was veined and rigid and so thick that seeing it from this angle — from below, with my legs open and my pussy still twitching from the last orgasm — made my stomach drop the way it drops on a roller coaster. That thrill. That terror. That certainty that something was about to happen to your body that your body wasn't fully built for.

He took himself in one hand. Wrapped those thick, calloused fingers around the base and angled it down. Toward me.

The head touched my folds and I flinched.

"Ah—"

Hot. The skin of his cock was burning against my swollen lips — a searing, radiating heat that made my clit pulse and my entrance clench. He didn't push. Not yet. He dragged the head through my slit — slow, top to bottom, parting my folds with the broad tip, spreading the mess of wetness that was still leaking out of me. Coating himself. Getting slick. The fat dome nudging my clit on the upstroke and I jerked — "unh" — and he did it again, dragging back down through the slick groove, and I could hear it. The wet, obscene sound of his cock gliding through the mess between my legs. Thick. Audible. The sound of a woman who was so wet the boat cushion was ruined under her.

"Please," I whispered. My hands were gripping the edges of the bench. My knuckles white. My thighs shaking. "Please — sir — put it in — please—"

He lined up. The head settled against my entrance — that fat, broad dome pressing into the notch between my folds — and he held there. Pressure. Not enough to enter. Just enough to let me feel the width of what was about to split me open. My pussy fluttered against the head. Clenching at the promise of it. Trying to pull him in.

"Easy, missy," he murmured. That drawl. Low and thick. "Ain't no rush."

He pushed.

"OH — oh God — oh — AH—"

The head breached me and the stretch hit my brain like a flashbang. My jaw dropped. My eyes went wide. My fingers ripped into the bench cushion and my back arched and a sound came out of my chest that was somewhere between a scream and a prayer. He was thick — I knew he was thick, I'd had him in my mouth, I'd felt him in my hand — but knowing and feeling were different countries and I'd just crossed the border without a passport.

The rim of his head popped past my entrance and my walls clamped down around the shaft behind it. Tight. Impossibly tight. My body gripping him like a fist that didn't know whether to hold on or push away. The stretch burned — not pain exactly, but the razor edge between pleasure and something more dangerous. The feeling of being opened beyond what you thought you could take. Of your body making room for something it had never been asked to hold.

"Unh — unh — sir — oh fuck — you're so — unh—"

He gave me an inch. Slow. I felt every millimeter — the veins dragging against my walls, the ridges of his shaft catching on the sensitive flesh inside me, the girth forcing me wider and wider until I could feel the stretch in my hip bones. In my lower back. In my stomach. He was filling spaces that had been empty my entire life. Rooms in my body that Richard didn't know existed. That Richard's cock couldn't reach with a running start.

Another inch. My breath caught. My chest locked. The pressure was building deep inside me — not pleasure yet, not anything with a name yet, just fullness. A dense, heavy, spreading fullness that radiated outward from my pussy through my pelvis and into my gut. I could feel him in my stomach. Not figuratively. His cock was so deep inside me that I felt the head pressing against something internal — the end of me, the back wall, whatever was up there — and the pressure made my abs clench and my mouth fall open and a thin, reedy whine leak out of my throat.

"Nnnh — hhh — oh God — it's so — you're so deep — sir — unh—"

Another inch. I grabbed his forearms. My nails sinking into the dark skin, into the muscle underneath. Holding on. His arms were solid under my grip — warm, hard, immovable. Anchor points. The only solid things in a world that was tilting and blurring and narrowing to the single, overwhelming sensation of being penetrated by a cock that was rewriting everything I thought I knew about sex.

Richard slipped out. That was the thought that arrived unbidden and refused to leave. Every time. Every single time he was inside me, he slipped out. Mid-stroke, mid-thrust, his thin little cock would lose its place and slide free and he'd have to reach down and stuff it back in and start over. I'd spent my whole marriage having sex with a man whose dick couldn't maintain contact with the inside of my body. Whose cock treated my pussy like a parking space it couldn't quite fit into — circling, attempting, failing, trying again.

Moses wasn't slipping out. Moses was so deep inside me that pulling out would have required a deliberate act of will and several inches of withdrawal. His cock was lodged — planted, rooted — filling me from entrance to cervix with a continuous, unbroken column of hard, hot flesh that my walls gripped in a stranglehold. There was no space between us. No gap. No room for his cock to wander or retreat or lose its way. He was inside me the way a hand is inside a glove. Completely. Inescapably.

He bottomed out.

I felt his hips press against the insides of my thighs. His coarse gray hair scratching my shaved skin. His heavy balls settling against the curve of my ass — warm, full, resting there like they belonged. Every inch of him inside me. All of it. Base to tip. I was stuffed so full that breathing felt optional — each inhale pushing my diaphragm down against the pressure of his cock, each exhale letting me feel the shape of him even more clearly. I could map him with my insides. Could feel the ridge of the head pressing against my front wall. Could feel the thick vein that ran along the underside pulsing against the sensitive floor of my canal. Could feel the girth stretching my entrance into a tight, aching ring around the base of his shaft.

I had never been this full. Not once. Not with Richard. Not with my own hand and every toy I'd ever bought in secret and hidden in my nightstand. Not in any fantasy or any dream or any desperate, midnight imagining. Nothing in my forty-seven years on earth had prepared me for the feeling of Moses buried to the hilt inside my body.

He held still.

The boat rocked beneath us. The creek lapped at the hull. A dragonfly landed on the railing and sat there, oblivious. The world was quiet and green and still and I was impaled on the biggest cock I'd ever seen and I couldn't speak. Couldn't form words. My mouth was open but the only things coming out were small, broken sounds — "hh, hh, hh" — pushed out of me with each shallow breath like air escaping a tire.

His hand found my face. His palm cupping my cheek. Rough. Warm. His thumb brushing the tear track from my mascara. The gesture was so gentle — so impossibly gentle, from a man whose cock was currently rearranging my insides — that something cracked behind my sternum and my eyes blurred.

"You alright, missy?"

His voice. That voice. Gravel and honey and decades of Mississippi river water. Patient. Checking. The same tone he'd used on the dock when he'd asked if we were the four o'clock. Like this was just another thing he did — split married women open on his cock and then asked if they were okay — and maybe it was. Maybe it was exactly that.

"Unh — hh — I—" My voice cracked. Broke apart. I swallowed. Tried again. My hands were still locked around his forearms and my nails were drawing crescent moons in his dark skin and my pussy was clenching around him in involuntary spasms that I couldn't control — gripping, releasing, gripping again — my body trying to adjust to the sheer volume of what was inside it.

"Yes sir," I managed. Barely a whisper. "I'm — unh — I'm alright."

He held my gaze. Steady. Those dark eyes reading something in my face — permission, maybe, or surrender, or the look a woman gets when she's crossed a line she can't uncross and has decided she doesn't want to.

His hips drew back. One inch. The drag of his shaft against my walls sent a bolt through my spine that made my toes curl.

Then he pushed forward. Slow. Deep. All the way back in.

"AH — fuck — sir — unh—"

The sound ripped out of me. And he started to move.


Chapter 23

Long strokes. Slow. The full length of him pulling back until just the head remained inside me — that fat, swollen ridge catching on my entrance, stretching it, holding it open — and then pressing forward in one continuous, devastating slide until his hips met mine and his balls pressed heavy against my ass and every inch of him was buried so deep I could feel the head nudge something behind my navel.

"AH — AH — sir — oh God — unh—"

Each stroke rearranged me. I could feel my pussy reshaping around him — my walls gripping, releasing, gripping again, the tight ring of my entrance dragging along the veined shaft gripping every ridge on the way. The friction was blinding. Every ridge, every vein, every pulse of blood through that thick dark cock registered against the raw, sensitized flesh inside me like braille being read by nerve endings I didn't know I had.

The boat rocked. His rhythm set the whole vessel moving — a slow, creaking sway that matched his hips. Forward, the hull dipped. Back, it rose. Water slapped the stern in lazy claps timed to his thrusts. The bench groaned under us. The aluminum frame biting into my shoulder blades each time he drove forward and my body slid an inch up the cushion.

His hands found my tits.

Both of them. Those big, rough, calloused palms closing over my breasts like he was claiming land. He squeezed. Not gentle. His fingers sank into the soft flesh — deep, kneading, his thumbs pressing hard against my nipples and grinding them in slow circles. My tits were heavy in his grip. Full. Wet from sweat and creek water. His dark fingers disappearing into the pale, flushed skin. The contrast — his blackness against my whiteness, those weathered brown knuckles dimpling my pink flesh — sent something electric through my brain that had nothing to do with the physical sensation and everything to do with the image. What this looked like. What this was. An old Black man's hands mauling a white woman's tits while his cock split her open on a fishing boat in Mississippi.

"Mmh." He grunted above me. Low. His jaw set. His chest heaving under the open denim shirt. "Goddamn. Look at these."

He squeezed harder. His thumbs and forefingers found my nipples and pinched — sharp, sudden — and I yelped. A high, animal sound that cracked across the creek. He rolled the stiff nubs between his fingers. Tugged. Pulled them away from my chest until my tits stretched into points and the pain shot straight down through my stomach into my clit and my hips bucked up against him and I clenched so hard around his cock that he grunted.

"UNH — sir — fuck — that hurts — don't stop — AH—"

His mouth came down. His lips closed around my left nipple — hot, wet, the scratch of his gray beard against the swell of my breast — and he sucked. Hard. His teeth finding the stiff bud and biting down just past the point of pleasure and I screamed. Full-throated. The shriek bouncing off the water and the cypress and the moss and coming back to me like an echo of a woman I didn't recognize.

He bit harder. His teeth leaving crescents in the pale skin around my nipple. Red marks that would bruise. Marks I'd have to explain — or hide — or look at in the bathroom mirror tonight while Richard snored in the next room and pretend I didn't know how they got there. His tongue lapped across the bitten skin — rough, flat, soothing the sting for half a second before his teeth found the other nipple and bit down and I grabbed his head. Both hands in his silver hair. Pulling him into my chest. Holding his mouth against my breast while his cock drove into me and his teeth marked me and I made sounds that would have embarrassed me if I had any shame left.

"YES — sir — yes — unh — bite me — mark me — AH — AH—"

He was fucking me harder now. The slow, deliberate strokes shortening. Getting faster. His hips snapping forward with more force — a wet, heavy slap of skin each time his pelvis met mine. My tits bounced with every thrust. Shaking. Jiggling in his grip, the flesh rippling, his handprints red on my pale skin. His nails raked down the curve of my right breast — four lines, four hot trails of scratched pink skin that I felt all the way to my tailbone — and I arched into it. Pushed my chest up. Offering. Begging for more with my body because my mouth was busy screaming.

"Unh — you like that, missy?" His voice was thick. Strained. His drawl cracking at the edges. He was sweating — his chest glistening under the open shirt, his forehead beaded, drops falling from his brow onto my stomach. "This what your husband don't give you?"

"HE CAN'T — unh — he can't — sir — his dick slips OUT — AH — every time — he slips out and he has to — unh — shove it back in with his FINGERS — AH — AH—"

The words poured out of me like the confession they were. Every humiliating detail. Every pathetic truth I'd swallowed for two decades spilling onto the deck of this boat between my screams.

"He can't stay HARD — unh — his cock goes soft INSIDE me — sir — I have to squeeze my legs together just to keep him IN — AH — and he still slips out — UNH — and you — you're so — oh GOD—"

My pussy clenched around him. A spasm — hard, involuntary — my walls crushing his shaft in a grip so tight I felt every vein in sharp relief. A gush of fluid sprayed from where we were joined — squeezed out around his cock by the force of the contraction — and splattered across his stomach, his gray hair, the bench between my thighs. I was leaking around him. Squirting in thin, pressurized jets each time his cock drove forward and compressed whatever reservoir of fluid my body kept producing.

"UNH — I'm — sir — I can FEEL you in my stomach — AH — Richard never — he was never even CLOSE to — UNH—"

"Mmh." Moses grunted. His hands slid from my tits to my hips. Gripped. Pulled me down onto him as he thrust up. Meeting in the middle. The impact made my teeth clack. "That little white dick. Can't fill this pussy. Can't even find it."

"He CAN'T — unh — unh — he CAN'T — you're so much BIGGER — sir — so much — AH — HARDER — oh God — oh GOD—"

His strokes were fast now. Relentless. The creak of the bench had become a rhythmic scream of aluminum and wood — a squeal with every forward thrust that harmonized with my own shrieking. The hull slapped the creek in sharp, percussive cracks. Water sloshed over the low railing. The whole boat was rocking so hard the mooring line — tied to a cypress root — went taut and slack, taut and slack, in time with his hips.

His dark hands gripped my pale hips hard enough to bruise. Fingertips pressing into the soft skin above my hip bones, the hollows beside my pelvis, pulling me open, pulling me onto him. I could see it — I lifted my head and looked down between my bouncing tits and saw his cock disappearing into me. Dark. Thick. Glistening with my cum. The shaft emerging slick and wet on the backstroke, the veins shining, my pink folds stretched obscenely around the girth, clinging to him, pulled outward when he withdrew and pushed inward when he thrust. The visual hit me like a drug. His blackness. My pinkness. His massive, veined cock splitting my swollen, flushed pussy. In Mississippi. On a river. While my husband slept.

"SIR — SIR — I'M — UNH — SOMETHING'S — AH — AH — OH FUCK — OH FUCK—"

He drove into me. Hard. One stroke that went deeper than all the others — a savage, bottoming-out thrust that pushed the head of his cock against my cervix and sent a bolt of pleasure so sharp it crossed into pain. My vision flashed white. My back arched off the bench. My hands clawed at his forearms, his chest, the open shirt, anything I could reach. My thighs locked around his waist — ankles crossing behind his back, heels digging into his spine — pulling him deeper, trapping him inside me.

"DON'T STOP — sir — DON'T — UNH — UNH — RIGHT THERE — AH — HARDER — FUCK ME HARDER—"

He obliged.

His hands slid under my ass. Lifted my hips off the bench — tilting my pelvis up, changing the angle — and he hammered into me. Fast. Vicious. The sound of his hips against mine was a continuous, wet crack that echoed across the still water. My tits were bouncing so hard they slapped against my own collarbone on each thrust. His nails dug into the flesh of my ass — ten sharp points of fire — and he growled. Deep. From the center of his chest. The sound of a man who'd stopped holding back.

"Mmh — mmh — mmh — goddamn — tight — unh — tight little married pussy—"

I was screaming so loud my throat was shredding. A continuous, ragged, broken sound — not words anymore, just noise. The raw, animal wail of a woman being fucked past her limits by a man who had no intention of stopping. My pussy was clenching in rhythmic spasms around his pistoning cock — squeeze, release, squeeze — each contraction spraying more fluid between us, the bench cushion beneath me a lake, the deck beneath the bench streaked and puddled. My clit was grinding against his pubic bone on every downstroke — the stiff, swollen nub crushed between our bodies — and the friction was building something in my lower belly that felt like a spring being wound past its limit.

"AH — AH — AH — SIR — I'M GONNA — UNH — UNH — I'M GONNA CUM AGAIN — I CAN'T — AH—"

His teeth found my neck. Bit down. His beard scraping my jaw. His breath scalding against my pulse. His cock buried to the root inside me, his balls slapping my ass, his hands bruising my hips, his mouth marking my throat.

I came apart.

My pussy locked down on him — one brutal, seizing contraction that gripped his cock so hard he groaned and his rhythm broke. A gush of hot fluid shot from between my legs — spraying past his shaft, arcing across his stomach. My thighs crushed his waist. My heels drummed his back. My nails tore red lines down his chest. And the scream that came out of me — raw, cracked, inhuman — carried across the empty creek and into the cypress canopy and sent birds scattering from the branches for the second time that afternoon.

He didn't stop. He fucked me through it. Through the clenching and the squirting and the screaming. Through the convulsions that racked my body and the aftershocks that made my legs jerk and my stomach spasm. He kept going. Relentless. Patient in his violence. Taking what the orgasm gave him — the extra tightness, the extra wetness, the extra sounds — and feeding it back into his strokes.

My orgasm hadn't finished before the next one started building.


Chapter 24

He pulled out of me and the emptiness was violent.

My pussy gaped. I felt it — the shocked, aching openness of a body that had been stretched around something massive and was now gripping air. My walls clenched on nothing. Spasmed. A thin stream of fluid ran from my entrance down the crack of my ass and pooled on the soaked bench cushion. I whimpered — a small, pathetic sound, a sound Richard had never pulled from me because Richard had never filled me enough for his absence to register.

"Turn around."

Two words. That drawl. An instruction, not a request. The voice of a man who'd been giving orders on this river since before I was born.

My body obeyed before my brain translated. I rolled onto my stomach — clumsy, shaking, my arms barely holding my weight — and pushed myself up off the bench. My legs were rubber. My knees buckled twice. His hand found my hip and steadied me — one palm, firm, proprietary — and he guided me toward the stern.

The railing.

The same aluminum railing I'd leaned over to fake my fall. The same railing where he'd pulled me from the water with his hand on my ass. The same railing he'd bent Catherine over in 1974. Forty years of married white women gripping this bar while Moses took them from behind on a boat in the middle of nowhere.

I grabbed it. Both hands. The metal was hot from the sun — almost too hot, biting into my palms — but I held on. Bent forward. My back arching, my ass pushing out, my legs spreading on the wet fiberglass deck. My tits hung heavy beneath me — swollen, bitten, scratched red, the nipples still aching from his teeth. Creek water and sweat dripped from them onto the deck.

The view from here was the creek. Still, glassy, green. Cypress on every side. Moss hanging motionless. Not a soul for miles. Just the water and the trees and the silence and me — bent over a railing with my ruined bikini bottoms stretched to one side and my pussy swollen and gaping and dripping, waiting for a man who wasn't my husband to put himself back inside me.

His hands landed on my hips. Both of them. Dark against the pale curve of my waist. His thumbs pressing into the dimples above my ass. His fingers wrapping around to my stomach. He pulled me back — sliding my feet on the wet deck — until my ass pressed against his groin and I felt it. His cock. Hard. Hot. Resting in the crease between my cheeks. Heavy. Pulsing. The shaft lying along the cleft of my ass like a bar of heated iron.

He was still hard. After cumming down my throat. After fucking me missionary until I squirted across his stomach. Still iron-rigid. Still thick. Still ready. Sixty-eight years old and his cock had more endurance than Richard's entire body.

Richard would have been done twenty minutes ago. Richard would have been done in the first thirty seconds. Richard would have squeaked through his little orgasm and rolled off and asked "that was good, right?" and been snoring before my heart rate returned to normal. Richard had never fucked me twice in one session in our entire marriage. Richard had never stayed hard long enough to change positions. Richard had never — not once, not ever — bent me over anything and taken me from behind because his cock was too short and too thin and too unreliable to maintain penetration at that angle.

Moses lined up. The head of his cock nudging my entrance from behind. Pressing. Spreading.

And he slammed in.

"FUCK — OH — OH GOD — SIR — AHHH—"

No inch by inch this time. No easing in. No patience. One stroke. All of it. The full, devastating length of him ramming into me from behind so hard my hips hit the railing and the bar dug into my pelvis and the boat lurched forward in the water. The depth from this angle was obscene — deeper than missionary, deeper than anything, his cock driving past where he'd been before into some pocket of sensation I didn't have a name for. A place so deep inside me that the pressure registered in my stomach, my lungs, behind my eyes.

He pulled back. Slammed in again.

"AH — AH — AH—"

Again. Again. Again. Pistoning into me with a force that made the railing shudder under my grip. His hips cracking against my ass — a sharp, wet slap of dark skin against pale skin that echoed across the creek like a handclap. Each impact jolting through my body — up my spine, through my ribs, rattling my teeth. My tits swinging beneath me in wild, heavy arcs. My ass rippling with each collision. The sound of it — the slap, the squelch, the creak of the railing, the splash of the hull — filling the silence of the creek the way a congregation fills a church.

"Unh — unh — unh—" His grunts were timed to his thrusts. Punched out of him. Short and brutal and animal. His fingers dug into the meat of my hips — ten points of pressure that would leave ten bruises — and he used them as handles. Pulling me back onto his cock as he drove forward. The double force making each stroke hit like a car crash.

"SIR — SIR — OH FUCK — UNH — YOU'RE SO DEEP — AH — I CAN FEEL YOU IN MY — UNH — OH GOD—"

I was screaming into the trees. My face pointed at the creek, at the cypress, at the moss and the water and the empty green cathedral of this hidden inlet where nobody could hear me and nobody would come and nobody would ever know that Karen Calloway from Buckhead — faithful wife, PTA volunteer, woman who drove a Lexus and attended book club and hadn't so much as kissed another man since her wedding day — was getting her brains fucked out over a railing by a sixty-eight-year-old Black fishing guide who'd been doing this to women like her since Nixon was president.

His hand left my hip. Found the back of my neck. Pressed down. Pinning my upper body against the railing — my chest crushed against the hot aluminum, my cheek flat against the bar, my arms stretched out gripping the rail in a posture that felt like surrender because it was surrender. His other hand gripped my ass — one cheek, the fingers sinking deep into the soft flesh, spreading me, opening me wider for his cock.

"Look at this," he growled. Talking to himself. To me. To the river. "Look at this pretty white ass takin' every inch. Goddamn."

"UNH — yes — yes sir — every inch — give me every — AH — AH — AHHH—"

His thumb grazed my asshole. Barely. Just the rough pad of his thumb dragging across the tight pucker as his hand spread my cheek. The contact — unexpected, filthy, thrilling — made my whole body jerk and my pussy clench around him so hard he hissed through his teeth.

"Tight," he grunted. "Mmh. Tightest married pussy I had in years."


Chapter 25

Something about that — about being ranked, catalogued, filed among the decades of white wives he'd bent over this same railing — made my clit throb so hard my knees almost buckled. I wasn't special. I was one of many. Catherine. Margaret. Diane. Eleanor. Karen. Another neglected wife on another sunny afternoon, getting what her husband couldn't provide from the same man who'd been providing it since before the bicentennial. And instead of shame — instead of the revulsion a good wife should feel at being just another notch on an old man's boat rail — I felt a rush of heat between my legs so intense my vision tunneled.

I wanted to be one of his women. Wanted to join that list. Wanted to be the name he mentioned to the next desperate wife who sat on this bench in a bikini and starved for touch. "Karen from Buckhead. Brunette. Thick hips. Screamed like a banshee. Squirted all over my deck."

"HARDER — sir — please — HARDER — UNH—"

He gave me harder.

The thrusts turned savage. His hips a piston — mechanical, tireless, punishing. The railing was squealing under the force. My knuckles were white on the bar. My toes were curling against the fiberglass. His cock was battering something inside me — some bundle of nerves deep on my front wall that his head was hammering on every instroke — and each hit sent a white flash through my skull and a clench through my pussy and a sound from my throat that was getting less human by the second.

"AH — AH — AH — AH — SIR — I'M — UNH — AGAIN — I'M GONNA — OH FUCK — OH FUCK—"

The orgasm crested fast. Brutally fast. A wall of pressure slamming up from my pelvis — not building, not climbing, just arriving — and my body convulsed over the railing. My pussy clamped down. My legs locked. Fluid sprayed from between my legs — jetting backward, hitting his thighs, running down the inside of my own legs in hot streaks. I screamed — one long, shattered, airless scream with my cheek pressed against the hot railing and my eyes squeezed shut and his cock still pumping into the seizure of my clenching walls.

"NNNH — FUCK — SIR — UNH — UNH — I CAN'T — I CAN'T STOP — AH—"

He didn't slow down. His hands gripped my hips and he kept driving. Through the orgasm. Past it. Into the raw, oversensitive aftermath where every stroke was too much and not enough at the same time. My clit was crushed against the railing — swollen, stiff, rubbing against the aluminum bar each time his thrust pushed my hips forward — and the friction was unbearable. Electric. A constant, screaming stimulation that kept the aftershocks rolling through me in waves that wouldn't stop.

A second orgasm hit on the tail of the first. Not separate — stacked. A new peak rising out of the wreckage of the last one. My pussy clenched again — harder, tighter — and another gush of fluid sprayed from me and my scream broke into a sob. An actual sob. Tears running down my face and snot leaking from my nose and drool stringing from my open mouth to the railing and I was crying and cumming at the same time because my body didn't know what else to do with the volume of sensation this man was forcing through it.

"That's it, missy." His voice was ragged now. Strained. Close to breaking. "Give it all to me. Every drop."

"I — unh — I can't — sir — it's too — hh — hh—"

But my body kept giving. My pussy kept clenching. My legs kept shaking. The squirt kept leaking from me in diminishing pulses that ran down my thighs and pooled at my feet on the deck. I was a wreck. Bent over a railing on a boat in a creek in Mississippi with a sixty-eight-year-old man's cock buried inside me and my body wringing itself out like a wet rag.

Richard couldn't make me cum once. This man had lost count.

Richard went soft inside me. This man had been hard for an hour.

Richard was done before I started. This man had been fucking me through two position changes and three orgasms and showed no signs of finishing.

My husband was fifty-eight years old and was everything a man shouldn't be. Soft where he should be hard. Small where he should be big. Quick where he should be slow. Absent where he should be present. A man who fell asleep on a beach chair while a stranger dismantled his wife on a pontoon boat. A man who didn't deserve what he had. Who'd never deserved it.

And Moses — gray-haired, scar-shouldered, river-built Moses — was everything Richard wasn't. Hard. Big. Slow. Present. A man who fucked like he hauled rope. With his whole body. With patience that outlasted endurance. With a cock that hadn't softened and a stamina that hadn't flagged and hands that hadn't let go.

He was still going. Still pumping. Still grunting — "mmh, mmh, mmh" — behind me. His cock still stretching me. His balls still slapping my clit. His dark hands still gripping my pale hips.

I hung over the railing and let him take what he wanted.

I had nothing left to give that I hadn't already given.


Chapter 26

Something changed in him.

I felt it before I heard it. A shift in his rhythm — the strokes getting shorter, choppier, the controlled piston-drive breaking apart into something more ragged. More desperate. His grip on my hips tightened past bruising into something that felt like branding. His grunts climbed in pitch — "mmh" becoming "unh" becoming a low, continuous growl that rumbled through his chest and down through his cock and into the walls of my pussy where I felt it vibrate against every overstimulated nerve.

His hand left my hip and came down on my ass.

CRACK.

"AH—"

Open palm. Full force. The sound ricocheted off the water like a gunshot. Pain bloomed across my right cheek — a hot, stinging bloom that radiated outward from the point of impact and sank deep into the muscle. My skin burned. My ass clenched. My pussy clenched harder — gripping his cock in a spasm so tight he hissed.

"Unh — filthy white bitch—"

CRACK.

The other cheek. Harder. My body jolted forward against the railing and my fingers screamed on the aluminum bar and a sound ripped from my throat that wasn't a scream and wasn't a moan — something lower, something guttural, something that came from the same place his growl came from.

"AH — sir — oh God — AH—"

"Mmh — you like that?" His voice was different now. Thicker. The drawl had curdled into something darker. Meaner. The mask of the patient river guide stripped down to bare wood. "Like gettin' your white ass beat while I fuck you?"

CRACK. CRACK. Two in rapid succession — right cheek, left cheek — his palm landing flat and heavy and each slap driving his cock deeper on the forward stroke. My ass was on fire. I could feel the handprints forming — hot, raised welts on my pale skin that would be purple by morning.

"YES — unh — yes sir — hit me — AH—"

"Forty years on this river." His hips snapped forward. Hard. His cock punching deep. "Forty years I been fuckin' white bitches on this boat. White wives. White hussies. Pretty little white sluts married to men who can't satisfy 'em." CRACK. His palm on my ass again — the hardest one yet — and I shrieked. "Sendin' 'em home stuffed full of my black seed. Sendin' 'em back to they husbands drippin' down they legs. They lyin' in bed next to they man with my cum still inside 'em. Smilin'. Couldn't walk straight for a week."

"UNH — oh fuck — sir — unh—"

His hand fisted in my hair. Pulled. My head snapped back. My spine arched. My throat exposed to the canopy and my mouth open and my eyes watering and he held me there — bent backward over the railing by my hair while his cock hammered into me from behind.

"Had one — unh — little blonde thing from Vicksburg — mmh — husband was some preacher man — she'd come out here every Sunday mornin' — every SUNDAY — unh — while her man was sermonizin' about sin she was on my boat takin' Black cock — mmh — go straight from my boat to the church pew — my cum still warm in her belly — sittin' next to her husband — singin' hymns—"

CRACK. Another slap. My ass was numb and screaming at the same time. The pain had crossed some threshold where it became something else — a heat, a current, a direct line from my stinging skin to my swollen clit that made me wetter with every strike.

"UNH — SIR — FUCK — AH — AH—"

"Had another one — mmh — college girl — daddy was doing some fucked up to us black folks down in Meridian — brought her sorority friend too — both of 'em — unh — right here on this deck — two of them white girls bouncin' on this Black cock while they daddy was home burnin' crosses — mmh — sent 'em both home full — dripping — couldn't tell they daddy why they was walkin' funny—"

He was fucking me so hard the boat was swinging on its mooring line. The cypress root groaning. The hull crashing against the water on every backstroke. The sound of his hips against my bruised ass was a continuous, brutal percussion — slap, slap, slap, slap — wet and heavy and relentless.

"That's what I do to white bitches, missy." His growl dropped to a snarl. "Been doin' it since I was a young buck on this river. Find 'em. Fuck 'em. Fill 'em up. Send 'em home. Ain't a single one ever said no. Ain't a single one ever wanted to stop. And ain't a single one—" he slammed into me so hard my feet left the deck "—ever went back to they white boy the same."

"I WON'T — unh — I won't go back the same — SIR — AH — AH—"

"Damn right you won't." CRACK. CRACK. Both hands. Both cheeks. The double impact jolting through my hips and slamming his cock against my cervix and I saw white. "Gonna send you back to that soft, limp, sleepin' man with my cum leakin' outta you — mmh — he gonna kiss you goodnight and he ain't gonna know his wife's pussy is full of old Black cum — ain't gonna know his bed sheets gonna have my seed on 'em in the mornin'—"

"YES — oh God — YES — sir — fill me — UNH — FILL ME UP—"


Chapter 27

His rhythm was breaking apart. The savage, metronomic hammering fracturing into something spastic. Erratic. His thrusts coming in bursts — three fast, one slow, two hard, a pause, then a flurry that shook the whole boat. His breathing had turned to gasping — deep, ragged, pulled through clenched teeth. The growl in his chest had become continuous. A low, sustained rumble like an engine redlining.

I felt his cock swell inside me. Thicker. Harder. That impossible last pulse of blood that made the veins stand out in sharp relief against my walls. His balls — slapping my clit for the last forty minutes — drew up tight against the base of his shaft. I felt them contract. Felt them heave against my flesh. Felt the twitch run through his cock from base to head like a fuse burning toward the charge.

"Gonna — unh — FUCK — gonna breed this white pussy — UNH—"

CRACK. One last slap — brutal, full-armed, his palm connecting with my right cheek so hard I felt the shockwave in my jaw. The pain exploded through my pelvis and my clit pulsed and my pussy clenched around him and I heard my own voice screaming words I'd never said to any man in my life:

"CUM INSIDE ME — SIR — CUM INSIDE ME — FILL ME UP WITH YOUR BLACK CUM — BREED ME — UNH — BREED MY WHITE PUSSY — PLEASE — PLEASE — AH—"

He buried himself to the root. His hips crushing against my bruised ass. His cock lodged so deep I felt the head pressing against the entrance to my womb. His hands locked on my hips — iron, immovable, trembling — and his whole body went rigid behind me. Every muscle. I felt them seize against my back — his chest, his abs, his thighs — a full-body contraction, like a man being electrocuted in slow motion.

"UNNNH — TAKE IT — TAKE ALL OF IT — FUCK — UNNNH—"

He came.

The first pulse was seismic. A thick, scalding rope of cum that fired from the head of his cock directly against my cervix with enough force that I felt the impact. Hot. So hot it burned. The heat spreading through my insides like lava poured into a mold. Dense. Heavy. Nothing like the thin, watery dribble I'd wiped off my stomach for two decades. This was cum. Real cum. The cum of a man whose body still produced like he was thirty — thick, viscous, voluminous, the output of balls that actually worked.

"AH — OH GOD — I CAN FEEL IT — SIR — I CAN FEEL YOU — UNH—"

The second pulse. Longer. Thicker. Filling me. I felt my pussy stretch around the volume — his cock plus his cum plus my own fluids creating a pressure inside me that had nowhere to go. The cum pooled around the head of his cock. Pushed backward. Filled the space between his shaft and my walls. I felt it seeping into every fold, every crease, coating me from the inside, hot and heavy and claiming. Marking territory. Staking a flag.

"UNNNH — mmh — unh — unh—" His grunts came with each contraction. His balls spasming against my ass in heavy, rolling pulses. His cock twitching inside me — swelling and releasing, swelling and releasing — each twitch delivering another load. Three. Four. Five. Six. I lost count. I felt each one — a distinct, heavy pulse of heat deposited deep inside me where nothing of Richard's had ever reached.

The cum was overflowing. I felt it first as warmth — a trickle of heat escaping the seal between his cock and my entrance, running down through my folds, over my clit, dripping from my swollen lips onto the deck. Then more. A thicker stream. Pushed out of me by the sheer volume of what he was pumping in — white cum spilling from my stuffed pussy around the dark shaft of his cock, running down the inside of both thighs in slow, heavy rivulets. Dripping from my legs. Puddling at my feet.

I was overflowing with him. Filled past capacity. His cum in my pussy, in my womb, leaking down my legs, and the feeling — the fullness, the heat, the knowledge of what was inside me and who put it there — triggered something in my body that I didn't see coming.

My pussy clenched. Hard. One savage, involuntary contraction that gripped his still-pulsing cock and my clit spasmed and my knees buckled and an orgasm slammed through me — not built, not earned, just detonated by the feeling of being bred. Of being filled. Of a sixty-eight-year-old Black man pumping his seed into a forty-seven-year-old white wife while her husband slept a mile downriver.

"AHHH — AHHH — SIR — SIR — UNH — I'M CUMMING — I'M — OH GOD — AHHH—"

My scream tore across the creek. Across the water. Through the moss and the cypress and the green, endless silence of this river that had heard it all before — every scream, every moan, every shattered wife who'd bent over this railing and given herself to this man. My voice joining theirs. Forty years of white women screaming into these same trees.

His last pulses emptied into me while my pussy milked him. Clenching. Squeezing. Drawing every drop from his cock with contractions I couldn't control. His cum and mine mixing inside me in a hot, churning flood that leaked from my body in a steady stream and pattered onto the deck like warm rain.

He held still. Buried. His chest heaving against my back. His breath hot and ragged at the base of my neck. His cock still thick inside me — softening now, finally, but slowly, reluctantly, like a man who wasn't quite done even though his body had given everything it had.

His hand released my hair. Smoothed it down. A slow stroke from my crown to my shoulder blades. Gentle. The same hand that had been beating my ass raw thirty seconds ago now petting me like something precious.

"Mmm." A low rumble against my spine. Satisfied. Spent. "Good girl, missy."

I hung over the railing. My arms shaking. My legs shaking. His cum running down the inside of my thighs in thick, white lines that caught the green-filtered light.

The creek was still. The boat drifted. Somewhere in the canopy, the birds had come back.


Chapter 28

The engine started and I didn't move.

I was on my back on the bench seat. Legs apart. Knees bent and fallen open against the railing on one side and the storage bench on the other. My hands were over my face — palms pressed into my eye sockets, fingers laced across my forehead — and I was shaking. Not the post-orgasm tremors from before. Something deeper. A full-body vibration that started in my pelvis and radiated outward through my ribs and my shoulders and my jaw and my fingers and wouldn't stop. My teeth were chattering behind my palms. My toes kept curling — clenching, releasing, clenching — in rhythmic spasms I couldn't control.

Between my legs, his cum was still coming out of me.

I could hear it. That was the worst part. A wet, thick, audible sound — a slow drip punctuated by heavier gushes each time my pussy clenched in another involuntary aftershock. Dripping onto the bench cushion. Pooling. Running sideways off the edge of the seat and pattering onto the deck in fat, heavy drops. The sound was obscene in the quiet — louder than the engine, louder than the water against the hull, louder than anything. A metronome of cum marking time while the boat turned and the creek mouth opened up and the main channel of the river swallowed us back into the current.

Moses didn't speak.

He stood at the tiller. I could feel the boat moving — the shift of current under the hull, the slight rock as we entered the main channel, the hum of the outboard climbing as he opened the throttle. The wind picked up. Warm air moving across my bare skin — my stomach, my tits, the insides of my thighs where his cum was drying into a tacky film while fresh cum kept leaking over it.

I pressed my palms harder into my eyes and saw colors. Red and black and bursting white. Behind the colors I saw his hands on my hips. His cock disappearing into me. The railing biting into my pelvis. The creek spinning. His voice — forty years on this river — growling through my body like something that had gotten inside me alongside the cum and wasn't coming out.

My jaw clenched. My toes curled. My pussy clenched around nothing and another thick gush of semen pushed out of me and I heard it hit the puddle on the bench and I made a sound behind my hands. A small, wet, broken sound. Not a moan. Not a cry. A whimper. The sound of a woman whose body was still processing something her brain hadn't caught up to yet.

The boat hummed. The river slid past. Moses said nothing.

I tried to think about Richard. Tried to summon the guilt. Reached for it the way you reach for a light switch in a dark room — muscle memory, habit, the reflexive grasp for something that's supposed to be there.

It wasn't there.

I searched harder. Dug around in my chest for shame, for regret, for the sick churning that a wife is supposed to feel after letting a stranger cum inside her. After screaming breed me on a boat in Mississippi. After begging a sixty-eight-year-old man to fill her up while her husband slept a mile away.

Nothing. A clean, empty space where the guilt should have been. Swept bare. Like a room someone had moved out of and taken everything, even the curtains.

What was there instead was something harder. Something with edges. A certainty — cold, settled, load-bearing — that Richard Calloway had earned this. Every year of falling asleep on me. Every year of his limp dick and his watery cum and his are you close and his that was good, right. Every year of making me invisible. Of choosing his phone over my body. Of looking at a woman in a lace bikini and asking about lunch.

Twenty-two years of neglect. Of being faithful to a man who didn't deserve my faithfulness. Of turning down every man who wanted me because I'd made a promise to a man who couldn't be bothered to keep his.

He earned every inch of Moses inside me. Every orgasm. Every scream. Every drop of cum still leaking out of me onto this bench.

My toes curled again. Hard. My thighs twitched. My pussy spasmed and another wet gush pushed free and I bit the inside of my cheek until I tasted copper.

The boat turned. The current shifted. The engine changed pitch — slowing, easing back. The trees thinned. The light changed from green-filtered to something warmer. Brighter. I could feel the sun on my legs. On my stomach. Direct, unfiltered late-afternoon sun replacing the canopy shade.


Chapter 29

"We're out in the open now."

His voice. The first words he'd spoken since good girl, missy. Low. Even. Matter-of-fact.

"I think you oughta put your clothes back on, missy."

I took my hands off my face. Blinked. The sky was enormous — wide and orange and burning at the edges where the sun was dropping toward the tree line. The river was broad around us. Open. Other boats were visible in the distance. The resort dock was a dark line maybe half a mile ahead.

I sat up. Everything hurt. My abs were cramped from the convulsions. My thighs burned. My arms were rubber. My ass — God, my ass. Each cheek was a solid, throbbing welt of heat. The skin felt swollen, tender, pulsing with its own heartbeat. I could feel the individual handprints. The raised edges where his palm had landed hardest. They'd be purple by tomorrow. Purple and shaped like his hands.

The bralette was on the deck where I'd left it hours ago. Still damp. I picked it up and put it on. The clasp caught on the second try — my fingers were shaking too badly for the first. The lace sat against my bitten, scratched tits and the friction made me wince. His teeth marks were still there. The nail tracks down my right breast. The red crescents around both nipples. The bralette covered them but I could feel every one.

The bikini bottoms were still on me. Technically. The mesh was torn at both hips and the fabric had been pulled to one side for so long it had stretched into a permanent twist. I tugged them back into place. They sat crooked and loose and the wet, cum-soaked crotch pressed against my swollen pussy and I hissed through my teeth.

The sarong. I found it in a damp wad near the stern. Tied it around my waist. My hands fumbled the knot three times.

I looked down at myself. The sarong covered my hips. The bralette covered my tits. Everything else was a crime scene. My stomach was streaked with dried sweat and creek water. My arms had red marks where I'd gripped the railing. My neck — I touched it, felt the raised ridges of bite marks, the tender spots where his mouth had been. My face was a ruin. I could feel the stiff tracks of dried mascara on my cheeks. My lips were swollen. My hair was a tangled, matted disaster.

"Do you have a robe?" I asked. My voice was hoarse. Sandpaper. "Or a towel? Anything I can — cover up with?"

Moses looked at me from the tiller. That steady gaze. No expression.

"No, ma'am."

I looked at the dock. Getting closer. I could make out the tiki bar. The lounge chairs. People. Guests walking along the beach. A couple at the water's edge.

They were going to see me.

They were going to see the bite marks on my neck. The scratches on my chest. The bruises on my upper arms where his hands had gripped. The way I walked — because I already knew I wouldn't be walking straight. My pussy was swollen and raw and my ass was welted and my inner thighs were chafed and every step was going to show it.

I tried wiping between my legs with the edge of the sarong. Reached under the fabric and pressed the cloth against my entrance and held it there. Pulled it away. It came back wet. White. I wiped again. Pressed harder. Held longer. Pulled away. Still wet. Still leaking. His cum was still inside me — deep, pooled in places my fingers couldn't reach — and it was going to keep coming out. In the lobby. At dinner. In the bed I shared with Richard. It was going to seep out of me for hours and there was nothing I could do about it.

I wiped a third time. The sarong fabric was streaked with white. Between my legs, a fresh trickle ran down my inner thigh and caught the evening sun and glistened. A thin, slow rivulet of old Black cum rolling down a married white woman's pale thigh in the golden light of a Mississippi sunset.

The dock was fifty yards away now. I could see individual faces. A man at the tiki bar. A woman adjusting an umbrella. A kid running along the sand.

A wave of something hit me. Guilt. Real guilt. For the first time since the creek it landed in my stomach like a swallowed stone. I was about to walk off this boat looking like I'd been mauled. Looking like exactly what I was — a woman who'd been fucked for three hours by a man who wasn't her husband. Everyone would see. Everyone would know. The resort staff. The other guests. The woman with the umbrella. The man with the drink. They'd look at me and look at Moses and look at the bite marks and the ruined mascara and the way I couldn't stand up straight and they would know.

The guilt swelled. Rose in my throat. My hands trembled on the sarong knot and my eyes stung and for one horrible second I felt the full weight of what I'd done —

Then I saw him.

Richard. On the lounge chair. The same lounge chair. In the same position. Cargo shorts. Faded t-shirt riding up over his pale belly. Head tilted back. Mouth open. Phone face-down on his chest. Bud Light can still in the cup holder — a different one, maybe, or the same one gone flat hours ago.

Asleep. Still asleep. The fishing charter had left and come back and the sun had crossed the entire sky and my body had been used and filled and wrecked and put back together wrong and my husband had slept through all of it.

The guilt evaporated. Instant. Complete. Like a match dropped in a puddle. Gone before it could catch.

The boat bumped against the dock. Moses cut the engine. He tied the mooring line to the post with one hand. Quick, practiced, the same knot he'd tied ten thousand times.

"Off you go, missy."

I stood. My legs barely held. The dock was right there — the old wooden planks, the hot sand beyond them, the lounge chairs, Richard.

"Is this how you brought them back?" I asked. My voice was quiet. Hoarse. "The others. Catherine. Margaret. Eleanor. Is this how you sent them home?"

He looked at me. That weathered face. Those dark, steady eyes.

"Yes, ma'am."

No other word. No smile. No see you next time. No number. No wink. Just the flat, honest answer of a man who'd done this forty years and didn't need to dress it up.

I stepped off the boat. The dock planks were warm under my bare feet. I walked. Each step sent a pulse through my swollen pussy and a throb through my bruised ass and a fresh trickle of cum down the inside of my left thigh. I didn't look back.

I reached the lounge chairs. Stood over Richard. His chest rose and fell. His mouth hung open. A line of drool had dried on his chin.

I touched his arm. "Richard."

He snorted. Blinked. Squinted up at me. "Hm? Wh—" He rubbed his face. Looked around. The sun was low and orange over the river. The shadows were long. "Damn. How long have I been sleeping?"

He looked at me. A beat. His eyes moved over my face — the swollen lips, the mascara tracks, the tangled hair. Down to my neck. The red marks. The sarong tied crooked. My legs, pink and blotched.

"You okay, babe?"

I nodded. Smirked. A small, closed-mouth smirk that I felt in my bruised jaw.

He squinted harder. Reached out and touched my forearm. The skin was flushed. Hot. Reddened from hours of Mississippi sun and friction and a man's rough hands.

"Jeez, Karen. Looks like you've been out in the sun too long."

"Yeah," I said. "The sun."


Epilogue — Part 1

The hotel room was cold.

The air conditioning had been running all day — Richard had left it on full blast when we went to the beach that morning, because Richard left everything running and never thought about it — and the room was an icebox. Sixty-eight degrees according to the thermostat by the door. The chill hit my sunburned skin the second I walked in and every hair on my body stood up.

I locked the bathroom door. Turned on the light.

The mirror showed me what Richard had been too oblivious to see.

My neck was a topographic map of his mouth. Three bite marks — two on the left side below my ear, one on the collarbone — dark red, the centers already purpling, the tooth impressions still visible in the swollen skin. My chest was scratched. Four parallel lines down the curve of my right breast where his nails had raked, the skin raised and angry pink. Both nipples were swollen — bitten, sucked raw, ringed with crescent-shaped indentations from his teeth. My stomach had red splotches from the friction of his body against mine. His belt buckle had left a faint rectangular bruise on my hip.

I turned around. Looked over my shoulder.

My ass.

Both cheeks were a deep, mottled crimson. Handprints. Actual handprints — his palm, his fingers, the heel of his hand — stamped into my skin in overlapping welts that covered everything from my tailbone to the crease where my ass met my thighs. The right cheek was darker. More purple. The last slap — the one that had triggered my final orgasm — had left a mark that looked like I'd been hit with a board. Raised. Hot to the touch when I pressed my fingers against it. I'd be sitting on these bruises for a week.

My inner thighs were chafed raw. Red. The skin irritated from the width of him between my legs for hours. And running through the irritation — faint, drying, but still visible — were the tracks of his cum. Thin white lines that had dried on my skin in the evening air during the walk from the dock to the room.

I turned on the shower. Hot. Stood under the water and watched it run off me in streams that were clear, then cloudy, then clear again. His cum washing out of me in slow, heavy pulses that I felt deep inside — clots of thick white releasing from wherever they'd pooled, sliding down my inner walls, dropping from between my swollen lips and swirling down the drain. I stood there until the water ran clear. Then I stood there longer.

I put on a nightgown. A long one. Cotton. Covering the bruises, the bites, the scratches, everything. I looked like a wife. A normal wife getting ready for bed after a day in the sun.

My voice was gone. Not hoarse — gone. I'd screamed it out on the creek. Three hours of shrieking into the cypress canopy had shredded my vocal cords and what was left was a cracked, breathy rasp that didn't sound like me. I sounded like a woman recovering from surgery. Or a woman who'd been screaming for reasons her husband would never know.

Richard was on the bed. On top of the covers, of course. Shoes off but still in his cargo shorts and t-shirt. He had the resort menu in one hand and his phone in the other. He looked up when I came out.

"Babe, your voice sounds weird. You getting sick?"

"Just the sun," I said. A whisper. "My throat's dry."

He nodded. Already looking back at the menu. "You want to order room service? They've got a shrimp po' boy that looks—"

"Sure."

He ordered. I sat on my side of the bed. My side. The Antarctic side. The three-foot demilitarized zone that our marriage had drawn down the middle of every mattress we'd shared for years. I sat carefully. Lowered myself onto the duvet and felt my bruised ass make contact with the mattress and clenched my teeth against the sting.

We ate. He talked about the fish he was going to catch tomorrow morning. About the bait shop he'd found online. About how the bass were running upriver this time of year and the guy on YouTube said the best spots were near the tree lines where the water cooled. I nodded. Said mm-hmm. Ate my shrimp po' boy and felt the shower-loosened remnants of Moses's cum seep into the cotton of my underwear.

Richard finished eating. Wiped his mouth with a napkin. Put the plates on the nightstand. Checked his phone one more time.

Then his hand found my thigh.

I almost laughed. The same move. The same limp, halfhearted reach across the mattress. His soft fingers landing on my nightgown, finding the hem, sliding underneath to the bare skin of my thigh. The identical gesture from five months ago. From ten months ago. From every rare, reluctant attempt he'd made in the last three years to fulfill a marital obligation he clearly wished he could outsource.

But I didn't pull away.

His hand moved up. Under the nightgown. His fingers — soft, moisturized, uncalloused — found the waistband of my underwear. Tugged.

I lifted my hips. Let him pull them down.

He rolled toward me. On top of me. His weight settling over my body — two-twenty-five of soft, shapeless mass pressing the air out of my lungs. His belly against my stomach. His chest against my scratched, bitten tits. I winced. He didn't notice.

I felt him between my legs. Trying.

Soft. The same lukewarm nothing. The rubbery nub of his half-dead cock pressing against my entrance without the structural integrity to enter. He shifted. Pushed. It folded against me and slid sideways across my thigh.

"Shit," he muttered. Reached down. Grabbed himself. Tried to feed it in.

The head slipped past my entrance. Barely. And the second it did — the second his soft, thin, tepid little cock pushed into the space that Moses had occupied three hours ago — I heard him inhale.

"Oh — oh wow — babe—"

He pulled back. Pushed in again. Shallow, frantic. His eyes were wide.

"Jesus, Karen. You're so — you're soaking wet. My God." He thrust again. Slipped out. Stuffed himself back in. "How long has it been? You're so — fuck — you're drenched down there."

I stared at the ceiling fan. Five blades. Still dusty.

He was right. I was wet. Drenched. Flooded. But not for him. Not from him. What Richard's useless little cock was sliding around in — what was coating his shaft and making those slick, wet sounds between us — was not arousal. Not desire. Not the product of his touch or his body or anything he had done or would ever do.

It was what was left of Moses.

Three hours of cum. Pumped into me by a cock twice Richard's size, produced by balls that actually functioned, deposited so deep inside me that the shower hadn't reached it all. The thick, heavy, viscous cum of a sixty-eight-year-old man who'd bred me over a railing while my husband slept. It had been seeping out of me all evening — through the walk, through dinner, through the shower that only got the surface — and now Richard's frantic little thrusts were stirring up what was left. Churning it. Mixing his thin, watery nothing with the dense, potent remnants of another man's load.

My husband was fucking me in another man's cum and thought I was wet for him.

"God, babe — you feel amazing — it's been so long—"

His thrusts were fast already. Jackrabbit speed. That thin little dick pistoning in and out — slipping out every third stroke, getting shoved back in, slipping out again — and each time he pushed back inside I felt the wet squelch of Moses's cum being displaced around his inadequate shaft. I could feel Richard in there. Technically. A vague, distant pressure. Like being poked with a finger through a winter coat.

Three hours ago Moses had filled me so completely I couldn't breathe.

"Oh — oh — I'm gonna — oh—"

Thirty seconds. Maybe less. The telltale acceleration. The squeaky breathing. The spastic jerking. His whole body tensing over me like a man trying to pass a kidney stone.

He pulled out. Grabbed himself. Pumped with two fingers.

A dribble. Thin. Cold. Landing on my mound and sliding sideways into the wet mess that was already there — disappearing into Moses's cum like a drop of water falling into the ocean. Gone. Meaningless. A footnote added to another man's manuscript.

Richard collapsed beside me. Panting.

"God. That was — wow. You were so wet, babe. Was that good?"

I stared at the ceiling fan. Counted the blades. Five.

Since you fucked me, Richard? Five months.

Since I got fucked?

A couple of hours.


Epilogue — Part 2

I didn't answer him.

Richard was on his back. Panting. Spent. His soft little cock already retreating — shrinking back into the nest of pale pubic hair, glistening faintly with the mixture of his watery cum and everything else that had been inside me. He'd rolled off with the satisfied grunt of a man who believed he'd just performed. His hand was already reaching for his phone on the nightstand.

I grabbed his wrist.

He looked at me. Confused. His hand hovered in the air between the phone and my grip.

"Go down on me," I said.

My voice was a ruin. A scraped, broken whisper that barely made it past my teeth. But the words were clear enough. His face did the thing — the same thing it had done a year ago in Buckhead. The scrunch. The involuntary contraction of his nose and upper lip. The half-second of undisguised revulsion that he smoothed over with a brave, forced smile.

"Sure, babe. Yeah. Of course."

He started to move down the bed. Slow. Reluctant. That same funeral procession from the flashback — a man walking toward a duty he found repulsive.

I didn't wait for him to get there.

My hand went to the back of his head. Fingers in his thinning hair. And I pushed. Shoved him down the mattress — past my chest, past my stomach — and clamped my thighs around his ears before he'd settled.

"Karen — wait — let me just—"

"Lick."

His face was between my legs. Pressed there. My thighs locked around his head — tight, the muscles still sore from the afternoon but functional enough to hold him where I wanted him. His nose was against my mound. His mouth was on me. And what was waiting for him there — what his lips were pressing into, what his reluctant tongue was about to find — was not what he thought it was.

Richard's thirty-second performance had stirred the pot. His frantic thrusting had reached deep enough to churn up what the shower hadn't washed out. What was between my legs now was a thick, warm, churned mixture — Richard's thin, watery contribution dissolved into the dense, viscous remains of a load deposited hours ago by a man whose cum was heavier than anything Richard's body had ever produced. The consistency was wrong for arousal. Too thick. Too heavy. Coating my folds in a slick, pearlescent film that didn't taste like a wife who was wet for her husband.

He licked.

One tentative stroke. Flat tongue. The same reluctant, envelope-lick from every other time.

"More," I said. I pulled his head closer. My thighs squeezed. "Harder."

He licked again. Longer. And I felt it — his tongue dragging through the mess, scooping through the thick coating on my folds, collecting it. A full, heavy stroke from my entrance to my clit that gathered everything in its path.

He swallowed.

I felt his throat work against the inside of my thigh. An automatic swallow. He didn't pause. Didn't pull back. Didn't ask what it was. He swallowed Moses's cum — mixed with his own, mixed with mine, a cocktail of adultery sitting on his tongue — and went back for more.

My eyes were on the ceiling fan. Five blades. Still dusty.

My husband was eating another man's cum out of my pussy and he didn't know.

The thought hit my clit like a live wire. A bolt of electricity that made my hips jerk against his face and my thighs clamp tighter and a sound came out of my shredded throat — raw, cracked, barely audible — "unh."

He licked faster. Encouraged by the sound. Thinking he was doing something right for once in his miserable sexual life. His tongue found my clit — actually found it this time, blind luck or divine intervention — and circled it. Sloppy. Wet. His chin pressing into my entrance, his mouth sealed over my clit, and every movement of his jaw squeezed more of the thick mixture out of me and onto his face.

"Unh — unh — harder — Richard — harder—"

My voice was gravel. A raspy, wrecked whisper. My throat burned with every sound. But I couldn't be quiet. Because his tongue was on my clit and the thought was in my head — he's tasting Moses, he's swallowing Moses, the cum of the man who bred his wife is in his mouth right now — and the thought was doing what Richard's tongue had never been able to do alone.

I was getting close.

Not from skill. His technique was the same as always — uncoordinated, off-rhythm, too much pressure then not enough, circling my clit like a man stirring soup with his face. Terrible. Twenty-two years of marriage and he still ate pussy like he was being punished for a crime.

But the knowledge. The filthy, irreversible, nuclear knowledge of what he was swallowing. Of what was smeared across his chin and his lips and coating the inside of his cheeks. The cum of a sixty-eight-year-old Black man. Thick. Potent. Hours old and still heavy enough to taste. My husband lapping it up like a dog at a bowl. Eager. Oblivious.

The orgasm built from a place I didn't expect. Not my clit — deeper. Behind it. A dark, rolling pressure that was more psychological than physical. The pressure of twenty-two years of faking it. Of lying under this man and staring at the ceiling and saying yes baby that was great while my body screamed for something he couldn't give me. Twenty-two years of his pathetic loads and his limp dick and his are you close and now — now — his tongue was bathing in the cum of the man who'd made me scream so loud the birds fled and he thought he was pleasing his wife.

"Unh — Richard — don't stop — unh — don't — AH—"

My thighs crushed his head. My hands fisted in his hair. My hips ground against his face — smearing him, coating him, wiping the last of Moses across his chin and his cheeks and his stupid, oblivious mouth. His tongue kept working. Sloppy and wrong and it didn't matter because the orgasm wasn't coming from his tongue. It was coming from the thought. From the image. From the knowledge that burned behind my eyes like a sun I couldn't look away from.

"AH — AH — FUCK — UNH—"

My scream was a whisper. A loud, cracked, airless rasp that tore through my shredded vocal cords and came out sounding like something dying. My throat was on fire. My voice was gone — completely gone — and the sound that escaped was barely human. A strangled, broken shriek muffled by the pillow and the air conditioning and the four walls of a hotel room my husband had booked for a romantic getaway.

I came.

Hard. Harder than Richard had ever made me come. Harder than my own hand in the dark. My pussy clenched against his chin and my clit spasmed against his tongue and my thighs locked around his skull and I rode his face through the orgasm — grinding, shaking, my hips rolling in tight circles that smeared the last of everything across his mouth and his nose and his closed eyes.

He stayed down there. Dutiful. Licking through the aftershocks. Swallowing what my contractions pushed out. His tongue gentle now — slow, careful, the first time in twenty-two years he'd ever bothered to lick me through a real orgasm instead of surfacing the second he thought he was done.

My body shuddered. One final tremor. Then still.

Richard lifted his head. His face was wet. Slick from ear to ear. His chin dripping. His lips coated in a sheen that caught the lamplight — thick, pearlescent, not the thin gloss of a woman's arousal but something heavier. Something that didn't belong to his wife alone.

He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. Smiled up at me. That proud, dopey, golden-retriever smile.

"Was that good, babe?"

I looked at his wet face. At the cum of another man glistening on his chin.

"Yeah, Richard," I whispered. My voice was barely there. A ghost of a sound. "That was good."

He beamed. Climbed back up the bed. Kissed my cheek with lips that tasted like Moses. Plugged in his phone. Rolled onto his side.

He was snoring within ninety seconds.

I lay there. In the dark. In the cold hotel room. My pussy still twitching. My throat raw. My ass throbbing against the mattress.

My husband had just licked another man's cum out of me and fallen asleep smiling.

I didn't cry. I didn't laugh. I closed my eyes and listened to him snore and felt something settle into my chest — heavy, permanent, and mine.





Epilogue — Part 3

Six months later. December. Buckhead.

The house smelled like pine and cinnamon. Richard had put up a tree in the living room — the first time in three years he'd bothered — and strung lights along the mantel and bought one of those plug-in candles that made the whole downstairs smell like a Hallmark store. He was down there now. I could hear him. Humming. Actually humming. Some Christmas song — "Jingle Bells" or "Rudolph" or one of those — while he rattled around in the kitchen making decaf coffee and arranging the little plate of cookies he'd picked up from the bakery on Peachtree.

Richard Calloway was happy.

Genuinely, visibly, infectiously happy. Happier than I'd seen him since Tyler's first Little League home run. Happier than our wedding day, if I was being honest. The man who'd spent the last three years as a lump on a recliner — scrolling his phone, watching bass fishing, falling asleep in his clothes — had come back to life. He opened doors for me now. Brought me tea in the morning. Put his phone down at dinner. Last week he'd rubbed my feet for twenty minutes without being asked and I'd almost fallen off the couch.

All because of the baby.

I stood in front of the full-length mirror on the back of the bedroom door. The same mirror I'd stood in front of seven months ago in a black lace bikini, turning sideways, checking my angles, preparing for a trip that was supposed to fix my marriage.

I turned sideways now. The reflection was different.

My belly was enormous. Six months along and I was carrying big — a tight, round, hard drum of a belly that pushed the front of my nightgown out in a smooth curve from my ribs to my hips. My breasts had swollen a full cup size. My face was fuller. My hips had widened. My body was doing what it had done twice before — reshaping itself, making room. Except this time, what was growing inside me had nothing to do with Richard.

I put my palm flat against the belly. Felt the warmth of my own skin through the cotton. Underneath, something shifted. A flutter. Not a kick yet — too early for that — but a movement. A turn. A tiny body rearranging itself in the dark, warm space I was providing.

Richard had cried when I showed him the test. Standing in this same bathroom, holding the plastic stick with both hands, his soft face crumpling into that red, wet, blubbering mess that men make when they feel something they can't articulate. He'd pulled me into a hug — gentle, careful, like I was suddenly made of glass — and pressed his face into my neck and sobbed.

"A baby, Karen. My God. I thought — at our age — I thought we were done. I thought it was over."

He'd called his mother that night. Called both kids. Called his brother in Savannah. Told everyone. Put it on Facebook with a photo of the test and a caption that said "God's plan" and got two hundred and fourteen likes. He'd painted the spare bedroom yellow the following weekend. Bought a crib from Pottery Barn — the same store where I'd bought the reading chair he'd never read in, the one the men in my fantasy had made him sit in. He'd downloaded a name app on his phone and spent his evenings scrolling through it instead of fishing forums. Ethan. Oliver. Charlotte. Grace.

He was going to be a father again at fifty-nine. And the joy had resurrected him. The man who'd been dead on a recliner for three years was suddenly alive again. Attentive. Present. Touching me. Looking at me. All because his wife was pregnant. Just not with his baby.

I looked at the mirror. At my belly. At the curve of it under the nightgown.

The doctor said everything was progressing normally. Advanced maternal age — they'd used that term, clinical and cold, like I needed reminding that forty-seven was not twenty-five. But the bloodwork was good. The ultrasound was good. The heartbeat was strong. They'd asked if we wanted to know the sex. Richard had said yes immediately. I'd said let's wait. He'd looked surprised but agreed because he agreed with everything I said now. Because I was carrying his miracle.

I hadn't wanted to know the sex because the ultrasound technician would have looked at the screen and seen what I already knew. What the bloodwork might eventually flag. What the delivery room would make unavoidable. And I wasn't ready for that conversation. Not yet. Not until the baby arrived and the truth was lying in a hospital bassinet for everyone to see.

I pressed my palm harder against my belly. The flutter came again. Stronger.

I thought about Moses.

His voice. His hands. The creek. The railing. The way he'd said good girl, missy with his cock still inside me and his cum flooding my womb. The stories he'd told — Catherine, Margaret, Diane, Eleanor. Forty years of married white women on his boat. Thirty, maybe more. Sent home to their husbands dripping. Sent home stuffed full.

He never said if he'd gotten any of them pregnant.

In all those stories — the preacher's wife from Vicksburg, the young white woman from Meridian, the politician's wife Eleanor with the pink cunt that glistened like dew — he'd talked about filling them. Breeding them. Sending them home with his seed inside them. But he'd never mentioned a child. Never said there was a caramel-skinned baby born nine months later to a white couple in Jackson or Memphis or New Orleans. Never mentioned a panicked phone call or a paternity question or a marriage that shattered when the delivery nurse placed a brown baby in a white woman's arms.

Forty years. Thirty women. Maybe more. And he'd never said.

I couldn't ask him. I had no number. No address. No way to reach a sixty-eight-year-old river guide who lived on a boat dock in Natchez and didn't own a cell phone. He'd said off you go, missy and I'd stepped off the boat and that was it.

But I knew something now that he might not.

I knew for certain that at least one of those white women — at least one, out of the forty years and the thirty-plus wives and the countless loads pumped into countless married pussies on that boat — had ended up getting pregnant with his seed.

Me.

There was no reason to doubt it.

I looked at my belly in the mirror. Ran my hand over the tight, round curve. Felt the flutter underneath — that tiny movement, that small life turning in the dark.

Downstairs, Richard was singing now. Full voice. Off-key. Happy. A man who believed God had given him a second chance at fatherhood. Who believed the baby growing in his wife's belly was his — the miraculous product of one wet night in a Mississippi hotel room after a day in the sun. Who would stand in the delivery room in five months with tears streaming down his soft, pale face, waiting to meet his son or daughter.

The baby kicked. The first real kick. A sharp, sudden thump against the inside wall of my belly that I felt in my palm and in my ribs.

I looked at my reflection. At the curve. At my hand on the belly. At a forty-seven-year-old married white woman carrying a sixty-eight-year-old Black man's baby while her husband sang Christmas carols downstairs.

I smiled. A real one. Just for me and the belly.

From downstairs, the smell of cinnamon and pine. The sound of Richard humming. The clink of coffee cups on the counter.

I turned away from the mirror and went to join my husband.


Epilogue — Part 4

Eight months. February. Buckhead.

I'd ordered the Ancestry kit two weeks after the positive test. Swabbed my cheek in the bathroom with the door locked while Richard was at the hardware store buying yellow paint for the nursery. Mailed it. Waited six weeks for the results.

I didn't care what the results actually said. I never opened the real email. What mattered was the story I was going to tell Richard the results said.

I'd been planning this since the first ultrasound. Since the technician had pressed the wand to my belly and the grainy image on the screen had shown me something Richard couldn't read but I could — the shape of a nose, the width of a forehead, the shadow of features that didn't come from either parent in the room. I'd looked at that screen and felt the clock start ticking. Eight months to build a lie strong enough to survive a delivery room.

I spent two weeks writing the script. Researching. My family was from South Carolina — that part was true. The Hargroves. Three generations outside Charleston. Whether they'd owned slaves, I honestly didn't know and had never bothered to find out. But half the old white families in the lowcountry had plantation ties. The math was plausible. The story wrote itself.

Eleven percent Sub-Saharan African. A number I'd pulled from thin air — specific enough to sound clinical, vague enough that Richard would never question it. Richard didn't understand percentages. Richard didn't understand most things.

I chose a Wednesday. A quiet night. We were eating at the kitchen table — chicken and rice, his favorite, because I wanted him comfortable and full and soft. I waited until he was halfway through his second helping. Then I set my fork down.

"Richard."

He looked up. Something in my voice. The tone I'd been practicing in the shower for a week.

"I need to tell you something."

His face shifted. Worried now. His eyes went to my belly — eight months swollen under my maternity top — and back to my face.

"What's wrong? Is the baby—"

"The baby's fine." I paused. Let the silence work. Then I reached into my pocket and pulled out the printout I'd made. Not the real results — a version I'd typed up myself, formatted to look like an Ancestry report, printed on the home office laser jet while he was at work. I slid it across the table.

"I did one of those DNA tests. A few weeks ago. I was curious. You know, with the baby coming, I thought it might be nice to know our heritage. For her."

He picked up the paper. Read it. His chewing slowed.

"Eleven percent Sub-Saharan African?" He looked up. "What does that mean?"

I took a breath. Let my chin tremble. Not hard — I'd always been good at this. The skill of a woman who'd faked orgasms for twenty-two years. Faking grief was easier.

"My family, Richard." My voice cracked. Perfectly. A hairline fracture right down the middle. "I-I did some research into my family, my parents. And their parents. Great-grandparents. The Hargroves. In South Carolina. They — they owned people." I pressed my hand flat on the table. Let it shake. "They owned plantations. I could confirm one of them at least. Six hundred acres outside Charleston. Three or four generations. And they didn't — they didn't just—"

I stopped. Bit my lip. Looked down at my plate. Let the tears come. They came easier than I expected — not because the grief was real, but because once you open the valve, the body doesn't know the difference. Tears are tears. They just need a direction to flow.

"Hey — hey, Karen, come on—" Richard was up. Out of his chair. Around the table. His hand on my shoulder. That clumsy, lumbering tenderness that he only found when he thought I was falling apart. "It's okay. Hey. Look at me."

"They did things to them, Richard." I looked up at him. Wet eyes. Quivering mouth. An Oscar-worthy performance from a woman whose only audience was a man too stupid to question it. "The slave owners. My ancestors. They used the people they owned. The men. The women.  I-I think that's where the eleven percent comes from. That's — that's my ancestry? I think? That's what's in me. What's in our baby."

His face went through the stages I'd predicted. Shock. Discomfort. Then — because Richard was nothing if not predictable — the earnest, liberal guilt of a man who'd once posted a black square on Instagram and thought he'd solved racism.

"Karen." His voice was solemn. His hand tightened on my shoulder. "That's not your fault. You didn't do that. Your ancestors did. I mean, shit. My ancestors too probably. And you know what? That doesn't mean that we're fucked up too. Babe, the fact that you're owning it — that you're confronting this — that's brave. That's really brave."

I almost laughed. My chest convulsed with the effort of holding it in, and the convulsion passed for a sob, and Richard pulled me into his chest and held me.

"It's okay," he murmured into my hair. "It's okay, babe. This is a good thing. We know now. And if the baby — if she looks—" He paused. I felt his brain working. Felt the gears engage. "I mean, it's genetic, right? If there's African DNA in your family, it could show up. In the baby."

I pressed my face into his shirt and bit the inside of my cheek so hard I tasted blood.

"It could?" I whispered. Innocent. Trembling.

"Of course it could. That's how genetics work. Recessive genes. They can skip generations and then — boom — they show up." He was warming to it now. Getting confident. I could hear the Wikipedia article forming in his head.

"But what if people-."

"I've heard of this. White couples having — you know — darker babies because of ancestry they didn't know about. It happens. It's science."

"You're not — you don't think it's—that I did something behind your back?"

"What? No. Karen. No." He pulled back. Held my face in both hands. His soft, doughy palms against my cheeks. His eyes wet. Sincere. Completely, catastrophically sincere. "What are you talking about? This doesn't change anything. Why would you even say something like that? This is our baby. Our family. And if she comes out looking a little different — if the DNA shows up — then that's beautiful. That's our history. That's part of who we are."

I nodded. Let my lip tremble one more time. Wiped my eyes with the back of my hand.

"Thank you, Richard," I said. Small voice. Fragile. "I was so scared to tell you."

He hugged me again. Tighter. His belly pressing against my eight-month bump. His chin on top of my head.

"I love you," he said. "Both of you."

He went to bed that night and Googled for three hours. I lay beside him pretending to sleep, listening to the tap of his fingers on the phone screen. The next morning at breakfast he showed me what he'd found. Articles about recessive genes. Blog posts about mixed-ancestry surprises. A Reddit thread about a white couple in Virginia whose baby came out dark-skinned because of the wife's Creole grandmother.

"See?" He turned the phone toward me. Eyes bright. "It happens all the time. It's totally normal. If the baby has darker features, we'll know why. It's your South Carolina family. It's the Hargroves."

He bookmarked the Reddit thread. Showed it to his mother that weekend. She'd nodded along. Hadn't questioned it. Why would she? Her son was happy. Her daughter-in-law was pregnant. Even though we were in our forties and fifties.

The story had footnotes and a DNA test to back it up.

By Thanksgiving, Richard was standing at the head of his mother's dining table with a wine glass, telling the whole family.

"Karen found out she's part African American. Goes way back to the plantation days. I mean, she's not proud of it. But we think it's important to acknowledge that history. Especially now, with the baby coming, I think we should make it a point to acknowledge that terrible part of our history and our family's ancestry."

Tyler and Megan exchanged a look across the table. My sister stared at me. I smiled back. Took a sip of sparkling water. Touched my belly.

The performance was complete. The framework was built. My husband had constructed his own alibi — researched it, footnoted it, evangelized it to his family — and when the delivery room showed him a caramel-skinned baby with tight dark curls and a wide nose, he would have his explanation ready. A Reddit thread and a DNA test and a family history he'd never bother to verify.

I lay in bed that night. Richard was asleep. Snoring. The same snoring. The same slack jaw. The same soft, shapeless body rising and falling beside me.

I put my hand on my belly. Felt the baby move. A slow turn. A kick.

Richard Calloway was going to raise Moses's child and tell everyone it was God's plan.

I closed my eyes and slept.


Epilogue — Part 5

Three and a half years later. August. Buckhead.

The baby was born on a Tuesday in March. Seven pounds, four ounces.

Richard's breath caught the second the nurse lifted her up. That sharp, wet inhale. But his eyes didn't narrow. They widened. Because he'd spent three months preparing for exactly this — Googling, bookmarking, rehearsing the explanation — and when the nurse placed a caramel-skinned baby girl on my chest, Richard Calloway was ready.

"Oh my God," he whispered. "Karen. Look at her. She's beautiful."

Her name was Grace. Richard picked it. Said it felt right.

Grace Calloway was three and a half now.

Caramel skin that turned golden in the summer. Thick, dark curls. Wide-set brown eyes. Full lips. A stubborn jaw that set hard when she didn't get what she wanted. She looked nothing like Richard. Not a single feature.

Richard didn't see it. Richard saw his miracle. His late-in-life blessing. His karmic-retribution baby — a phrase he'd started using at dinner parties during my third trimester and hadn't stopped since.

"It's poetic, really," he'd tell people. Leaning back with his wine, belly pressing against the table. "Karen's family owned slaves. Hundreds of years ago. And now here we are, raising a beautiful Black child. The universe correcting itself. Karmic retribution. Right, babe? She looked like she was really upset but not me." 

He said it at Tyler's college graduation dinner. At Megan's engagement party. At Christmas with his mother. At the pediatrician's office to a nurse who hadn't asked. At the Whole Foods checkout to a cashier who definitely hadn't asked. Richard had found his story and he was going to tell it to every human being within earshot for the rest of his life.

The neighbors had their own theories. How I wished I could tell them that whatever they were thinking was right.

I could see it anyway — the tight smiles, the careful compliments, the way Susan from three doors down would look at Grace and then look at me with eyes that said I know what you did. Nobody said anything. Not in Buckhead. In Buckhead you smiled and complimented the child and saved the real conversation for the group text after you left.

I didn't care. Let them text.

The thing people wouldn't understand — the thing I couldn't explain to Susan or the book club or anyone who'd ever look at Grace and do the arithmetic — was that I loved my husband.

I did. I loved Richard. Not the way I'd loved him at twenty-five when he wore suits that fit and drove a BMW and made me feel chosen. Not the desperate, clinging love of the woman who'd bought a lace bikini to save her marriage. Something else. Something that had survived the creek and the lie and the fake DNA test and the three-and-a-half years of watching him raise another man's child with more devotion than he'd ever shown our first two.

Richard was a better father to Grace than he'd been to Tyler and Megan combined. He was on the floor with her every evening — building block towers, reading picture books, making animal sounds that sent her into hysterics. He'd cut his work hours. Stopped traveling. Turned down a promotion because it would mean less time at home. He fed her, bathed her, braided her hair — badly, always lopsided, but he watched YouTube tutorials and tried — and when she woke up crying at two in the morning he was out of bed before I was. Every time.

The child we had together had woken something up in him. Some version of Richard that had been buried under the weight and the snoring and the phone and the twenty years of checked-out autopilot. The man I'd married was in there the whole time. He'd just needed something to reach in and pull him out. I couldn't do it. The bikini couldn't do it. The therapy couldn't do it. Moses's daughter did it.

And I was grateful for that. Genuinely. I watched Richard carry Grace on his shoulders through the Whole Foods parking lot, her little brown hands gripping his thinning hair, her laugh cutting across the asphalt — and I felt something warm for him. Not desire. I'd never desire Richard. That part of me belonged to a creek in Mississippi and always would. But love. The steady, load-bearing kind that keeps a house standing even when the foundation has a crack running through it.

He still couldn't fuck me. That hadn't changed. The sex was the same — rare, brief, his sad little performance followed by the same question, the same snoring. I still stared at the ceiling fan. Still counted the blades. Still waited for him to finish and roll off. But he'd gotten better at eating pussy. That night in Mississippi had taught him something — or the sound I'd made had taught him something — and now when I pushed his head down he went willingly. Even eagerly. He'd never be good at it. But he tried harder. Stayed longer. And if I closed my eyes and thought about a creek and a boat and a voice that said good girl, missy, I could get there. It bothered me less now. The resentment had drained out of it somewhere around Grace's first birthday. Hard to hate a man for being bad in bed when he's downstairs at midnight warming a bottle with one hand and rocking his daughter with the other. Hard to hate him for anything when he looks at that child — that caramel-skinned, dark-eyed child who shares none of his blood — with more love than most men have for their own flesh.

He didn't deserve the lie. I knew that. On the long list of things Richard Calloway didn't deserve, the lie sat right at the top, heavy and permanent. He didn't deserve to raise another man's baby. Didn't deserve to stand at dinner parties talking about karmic retribution while his wife sat across the table holding the real explanation behind her teeth. Didn't deserve the neighbors' pity or Susan's knowing looks or the quiet, corrosive whisper network that followed us through Buckhead like a weather system.

But he also didn't deserve twenty-two years of a sexless marriage. Didn't deserve a wife who'd faked every orgasm since Clinton. Didn't deserve the slow, grinding loneliness of sharing a bed with a woman who'd stopped wanting him a decade ago. I'd given him those things. He'd given me reasons to. We were even in the way that long marriages are even — not through fairness, but through the accumulated weight of mutual damage that eventually balances out into something you can call a life.

And Grace. Grace tipped the scales.

She was the best thing in our marriage. The best thing in the house. The best thing that had ever happened to either of us — and Richard would say that himself, with tears in his eyes, at any opportunity. She'd given him purpose. Given him joy. Given him a reason to get out of the recliner and rejoin the living. If the price of that was a lie — if the cost of Richard's resurrection was a secret his wife would carry until the grave — then the math worked out. For everyone.

Would I do it again? Board that boat? Follow Moses up the creek? Let him bend me over that railing and pump his cum into me until it took?

Yes. Without hesitation. Without a second thought. I'd do it again tomorrow.

Even if it meant getting pregnant with another half-black child.

On vacation.
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