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Chapter 1

I saw Claire before she saw me.

Breakfast buffet, nine-something in the morning, the resort restaurant half-full of sunburned Europeans and the same rotation of fruit and eggs they'd been serving all week. I was on my second coffee, scrolling through the pictures Greg had sent me last night — him on the couch in his boxers, the dog asleep on his lap, a thumbs up and a text that said "Go get em tiger. Love you." My husband. Fifty-three years old and still sends thumbs-up emojis like a dad who just discovered texting.

I loved that man. Even from four thousand miles away, sitting in a Ghanaian resort restaurant with sand in my sandals and a sunburn creeping up the back of my neck, I loved him. Not every woman in this place could say that about the man she'd left at home. Most of them were here because their marriages were dead. Mine was alive and weird and ours.

"Hopefully come back pregnant," he'd said at the airport, kissing my forehead at the gate. "God knows we need some color in the family."

I'd smacked his arm. He'd grinned. The woman behind us in line had stared. Greg didn't care. He never cared. That was the thing about being married to a man who knew exactly what he was — he didn't waste energy pretending to be anything else.

So yeah. I was here with his blessing, his credit card, and a carry-on full of bikinis he'd picked out himself. Fifty-one years old, still a size twelve on a good day, fourteen on a real one, blond hair that needed roots done, tits that needed a better bra, and a husband at home who got hard thinking about what I'd be doing this week.

We'd been in the lifestyle for six years. Swinging first — house parties in Alpharetta, the kind where everybody's a lawyer or a dentist and the wine is expensive and the fucking happens in the guest bedroom while someone's playlist loops the same R&B album. Then Greg started noticing what got me going. What really got me going. Who really got me going. And instead of making it weird, he leaned into it. Bought me a plane ticket. Told me to have fun.

That's how I ended up in Ghana. Second trip. I was the one who'd found this place first — last year, solo, three weeks of sun and Ghanaian men and the best sex of my life. Came home glowing. Greg picked me up at the airport and I couldn't sit still and couldn't stop smiling and he knew exactly why and he loved every second of it.

Claire I'd known for three years from the gym. Quiet. English. Married to Peter, which was basically the same as being single except lonelier. I'd told her about Ghana. Told her to stop moping and book a ticket and let one of these boys put his hands on her. She'd looked at me like I'd suggested she rob a bank. But she'd booked it. And she'd met Malik. And she'd come back a different woman.

Peter. God. That man was a walking advertisement for why women cheat. If neglect were an Olympic sport, Peter would've medaled. Claire deserved better and she'd finally gone out and gotten it. Because I'd shoved her toward it.

This trip, we'd come together. Booked rooms on the same floor. The plan was simple — sun, drinks, and whatever Ghana had to offer. Claire had been here four days already. I'd arrived two days ago. She'd been spending most of her time with Malik, the young guy from her first trip. He'd remembered her. He'd been waiting.

I hadn't seen her since yesterday afternoon. She'd said she was "going to the beach" and I'd said "sure you are" and she'd blushed like a teenager and disappeared.

That was eighteen hours ago.

And now here she was. Coming through the restaurant entrance like a woman who'd been in a car accident and was trying to pretend she hadn't.

I put my coffee down.

Claire was fifty-nine years old. Thin. Pale skin that the Ghana sun had turned a permanent pink. Short blond hair that she kept tucked behind her ears. A face that was pretty in a quiet, English sort of way — the kind of woman who'd been beautiful at thirty and handsome at fifty and was now just tired. Except this morning she wasn't tired. She was something else.

She was destroyed.

She walked in holding the door frame. Not leaning — holding. Like if she let go, her legs would buckle. Her left hand was pressed flat against her lower back. She was wearing a long cotton dress — the white one with the blue flowers, I'd seen her in it before — and it was wrinkled to hell. Slept-in wrinkled. Didn't-make-it-back-to-her-room wrinkled.

She took a step. Then another. Each one careful and deliberate and slightly bowlegged, like she was walking on a surface she didn't trust. Her face was tight. Not pain exactly. More like the memory of pain. The kind of expression you see on someone the morning after something they're still feeling.

She spotted me. Our eyes met and something crossed her face — embarrassment, amusement, exhaustion, all at once — and she started making her way over to my table.

It took her a while.

I watched every step of it. Sipping my coffee. Not helping.

She reached my table and stood there for a second, looking at the chair across from me like it was a personal enemy. She put both hands on the back of it. Took a breath.

Then she lowered herself into it. Slowly. Inch by inch. Both hands gripping the armrests. Her jaw clenched. A tiny sound — "mmh" — escaped through her teeth when her ass made contact with the seat.

She sat perfectly still for a few seconds. Eyes closed. Breathing.

Then she opened her eyes and looked at me.

"Morning," she said. Her voice was hoarse.

I looked at her over my coffee cup. Took a long sip. Set it down.

"The whole floor heard you."

Her face went red. Not pink. Red.

"I was on the other end of the hall," I said. "Third floor. Room 312. And I heard you, Claire. Through the walls. Through the floor, maybe. I heard you at — what time was it? Eleven? Eleven-thirty? Screaming like someone was murdering you."

"Kendra—"

"And then again at one. And then AGAIN at — what, three? I actually checked the time at three because I thought, there is no way this woman is still going. She's fifty-nine. Her knees crack when she stands up. There is absolutely no way."

"Kendra. Please."

"And yet." I gestured at her. All of her. The wrinkled dress. The death grip on the armrests. The way she was sitting on one hip because sitting flat was apparently no longer an option. "Here you are."

Claire stared at me. Her face was still red. Her lips were pressed together and I could see her fighting it — fighting the embarrassment, fighting the smile that was trying to break through underneath it.

The smile won.

It spread across her face slow and helpless, and by the time it reached her mouth she was biting her lip and shaking her head and looking at the table like a woman who'd done something absolutely filthy and couldn't bring herself to regret a single second of it.

"He did my arse," she said. Quiet. Almost a whisper. Her English accent making it sound prim even though the content was anything but.

I set my coffee down.

"He did your arse."

"Kendra, he — I can't even — I've never—" She stopped. Put her hands over her face. Her shoulders were shaking. Laughing or crying, I couldn't tell. Both maybe. "I've never done that before. Not once. Thirty years married and Peter never even asked. And Malik just — he had this oil and he—"

"Start from the beginning."

She peeked through her fingers. "What?"

"Start from the beginning, Claire. He showed up at your room. With oil. And then what." I pulled my chair in. Crossed my arms on the table. "I've got nowhere to be."

Claire looked at me. Looked around the restaurant — nobody was paying attention, just the usual crowd of retirees and honeymooners and the Ghanaian staff clearing plates. She leaned forward.

"You can't tell anyone."

"Who the fuck am I going to tell? Greg? He'll just ask for pictures."

That got a real laugh out of her. Short. Surprised. She shook her head again.

"Your husband is insane."

"My husband is honest. There's a difference. Now talk."

Claire took a breath. Let it out slow. Shifted in her seat — winced — and settled back onto the one hip that still worked.

"Okay," she said. "Okay. So. Last night."


Chapter 2

I'd just gotten off the phone with Peter.

Told him I was extending the trip. Another week, maybe two. He'd gone quiet for a few seconds. I could hear the telly in the background. Some football match. Then he said "Right, well, the flight change fee—" and I stopped listening.

That was Peter. Thirty years of marriage and the man's first response to his wife ringing from another continent was the flight change fee. Not where are you. Not are you safe. Not I miss you. The fee. How much it would cost him to have me gone a little longer.

Five days in Ghana and he'd rung me twice — both times about the gas bill and whether I'd cancelled the milk delivery. I had. He asked again anyway.

I used to cry about it. Sit on the edge of our bed in Chelmsford and cry because my husband could go a week without touching me. I'd buy new lingerie and he'd ask if I'd kept the receipt. I'd try to initiate and he'd roll over.

Stopped crying somewhere around year twenty. You run out eventually.

He'd hung up without saying I love you. I couldn't remember the last time he'd said it. Christmas maybe. In front of his mother. Because his mother was watching.

I set the phone on the nightstand and sat on the edge of the bed in my robe. Room 203. The fan turning slow above me. The sounds of the resort through the open window — music from the bar, waves, someone laughing in the pool.

My body was ruined. My hips ached from what Malik had done to me on the beach. My back was stiff. My thighs were bruised in places I couldn't see without a mirror. I'd showered twice and I could still feel him. Still feel where he'd been. That deep, stretched-open soreness between my legs that no amount of hot water was going to fix.

Thirty years with Peter and I'd never been sore after sex. Not once. Because there was never enough sex to be sore from. Two minutes of him on top of me with his eyes closed and his face scrunched up like he was concentrating on a maths problem. Then the grunt. The roll. The snoring. And me staring at the ceiling wondering if that was it. If that was all there was.

Malik had fucked me on a beach for forty-five minutes today and I could still feel the shape of him inside me. I had sand in places I didn't know sand could reach. I had bruises on my thighs from his hands. I had bite marks on my neck that I'd have to cover with a scarf.

I should sleep. I should take some paracetamol and crawl under the sheets and sleep for twelve hours and let my body recover from what I'd put it through today.

I had no business doing what I'd done on that beach. No business whatsoever.

But Peter hadn't said I love you. And Malik had left bruises on my thighs. And one of those things made me feel something and the other one didn't. Not anymore.

The knock came at half ten.

Three knocks. Slow. Spaced out. I knew it was him before I stood up. Nobody else knocked like that. Nobody else would be at my door at this hour.

I almost didn't answer. My legs were jelly walking across the room. Every step reminded me of what he'd already done to me. My body was begging me to stop. To rest. To behave like a woman my age.

I opened the door.

Malik filled the doorway.

No shirt. Just his shorts and his sandals. Sweat still drying on his chest from the heat outside. The hallway light behind him catching the sheen on his skin — dark, smooth, stretched tight over muscle that didn't come from a gym. Malik's body came from carrying things. From labour. From being twenty-something and Ghanaian and built in a way that made Peter look like he'd been assembled from spare parts.

His shoulders were wider than the door frame. Arms thick even hanging loose. His shorts hung low on his hips and I could see the V-cut pointing downward and I knew what was below that waistband. I'd had it inside me three hours ago.

He was looking down at me. He had to. I was five foot four and the top of my head barely reached his collarbone. Standing in front of him in my robe with my wet hair, I looked like his grandmother.

I didn't feel like his grandmother. My stomach had dropped the second I'd opened the door. A clench low in my belly. A flush spreading up my chest. Peter hadn't done that to me in twenty years.

He was holding something. A bottle. Brown glass. No label. Small enough to fit in one hand.

"What's that?" I said. My voice came out thinner than I wanted it to.

"Oil." He held it up. Shook it. "Herbal."

"What's it for?"

He looked at me. That look. The one that made my knees go soft. Patient and knowing and slightly amused, like he could see everything I was thinking before I thought it. Like he could see the flush on my chest and the clench in my stomach and the way my thighs had pressed together the moment I'd opened the door.

He didn't answer. Just gestured with his free hand. A turning motion. Turn around.

"Turn around," he said. "I show you."

I knew what he meant. And I'd never done it. Not with Peter. Not with anyone. Ever. My arse had never been part of any equation I'd been in.

I stepped aside and let him in.

He walked past me into the room. Set the bottle on the nightstand next to my phone. Turned around.

I was still standing by the door. Holding the handle. My heart going fast and my legs going weak and my brain running through every reason I should tell him to leave.

He didn't come to me. He just stood there by the bed. Waiting. The way he always waited. Malik never chased. He just existed in a space and you either came to him or you didn't.

I closed the door.

The lock clicked. Whatever happened next, I'd chosen it.

He was behind me before I could turn around. His hands on my shoulders. Not resting. Gripping. Big hands. Warm through the cotton of the robe. His chest against my back. The heat of him. His breath on the back of my neck.

His hands moved down. Over the robe. To the tie at my waist. He yanked it loose. The robe fell open and he shoved it off my shoulders. Didn't wait for me to help. Just pushed the cotton down my arms until it dropped.

I was naked. Hadn't put anything on after the shower. Standing in front of the locked door with his hands on my bare hips and his shorts pressed against my arse and the ceiling fan clicking above us.

That fast. Robe on to robe off in three seconds. He hadn't asked. Hadn't waited for me to untie it myself or fold it over a chair like a civilized person. He'd just ripped it off me like it was in his way.

On the beach he'd been rough too. Grabbing. Flipping me over. Pulling my hair while he fucked me in the sand. But that had felt like sex. This felt like preparation. Like he was getting me ready for something and my comfort wasn't part of the plan.

He squeezed my arse. Both hands. Hard. His dark fingers digging into my pale skin. Spreading my cheeks apart. I gasped. Felt the air hit me where nobody had ever spread me open before and my whole body clenched.

I should stop this. Pick up the robe. Say not tonight. The thought was there and gone before it finished forming.

He pointed at the bed. One finger. Then made a gesture — hands down, palms flat. Get on it. Like that.

I walked to the bed.

The part of me that let him fuck me raw on a public beach two days ago had been running things since I opened the door. The sensible part was just watching now.

I crawled onto the mattress. Put my hands flat and my knees apart and my face toward the headboard. My arse in the air. Pointed at him. Naked and open and more exposed than I'd ever been in my life.

I could feel him looking at me. The weight of his eyes on the parts of me nobody had ever seen like this. I wanted to cover myself. I wanted to press my face into the pillow and hide.

I didn't. I stayed exactly where he'd told me to stay.

The bed shifted. Malik climbing on behind me. His knees between mine. He pushed my knees wider apart with his own. Spreading me more.

I heard the bottle open. The pop of the cap. Then a wet sound — oil being poured into his palm. The smell hit me. Earthy. Warm. Ginger maybe, or something herbal I didn't recognize. It smelled like the earth.

His left hand pressed down on my lower back. Pinning me. Flat palm. Heavy. Holding me in place so I couldn't arch away from what was coming.

His right hand — the one with the oil — went between my cheeks.

And his finger pushed into me.

No circling. No teasing. No easing in. Just his thick oiled finger pressing against the ring and pushing through.

My whole body seized. Every muscle from my shoulders to my ankles locked tight. My fingers clawed the sheets. My thighs tried to clamp together — his knees held them apart. A sound came out of me. A whimper. High and sharp.

"Mmh — oh — oh GOD—"

It burned. Deep. A stretching burn that radiated outward from the centre of me. His finger was inside me to the first knuckle and I was shaking and my breathing was fast and shallow and scared.

He hadn't eased in. Hadn't rubbed circles around it first. Hadn't asked me if I was ready. Just pushed his finger into my arse like it belonged there.

And the mad thing was that I didn't want him to have done it any other way. If he'd been gentle I would have tensed up. Overthought it. Talked myself out of it. He knew that.

His hand pressed harder on my back. Keeping me still. I could have said stop. One word and he'd have pulled out and left. I knew that.

I didn't.

He pushed deeper. Past the first knuckle. Didn't stop. The full length of his finger sliding into me in one slow push.

My mouth fell open. My eyes went wide staring at the headboard. I could feel every millimetre of him inside me. In a place that had never been filled.

"Ahh — ahh — oh God — oh—"

I was gripping the sheets so hard my knuckles were white. My elbows threatening to buckle. My whole body shaking head to toe.

He didn't wait for me to stop shaking. He started moving it. In and out. Not gentle. Not rough either. Steady. Purposeful. The oil making everything slick and warm and the burn turning into something else.

My body fought it at first. Every instinct clenching against the intrusion. But he didn't care about my instincts. He just kept going. And after a dozen strokes the clenching eased. The burning faded. And what replaced it was deeper than anything Peter had ever reached from the front.

My hips moved. Tiny. Involuntary. Pushing back against his finger. Meeting his rhythm. Whatever this was, wherever it was going, I wanted more of it.

I was fifty-nine years old and on my hands and knees in a hotel room in Ghana with a young African man fingering my arse. And I was pushing back for more.

Peter would have fainted.


Chapter 3

He added a second finger.

No warning. Just shoved it in alongside the first. The stretch doubled and my arms gave out. Elbows hit the mattress. Face in the pillow. A sound ripped out of me that didn't sound like me at all.

"AHH — oh — oh fuck—"

I never say fuck. But Malik's fingers were in my arse and that was the only word that fit.

He didn't wait for me to adjust. He started moving them. Both fingers. In and out. Pumping. Not gentle about it. The oil made it slick but the stretch was enormous. Two fingers doesn't sound like much. It is when they've never been there before.

I was gasping into the pillow. Short ragged bursts. My thighs trembling. My toes curled so tight my calves were cramping. And he just kept going. Scissoring them apart on the pull-out. Stretching me wider. Faster than I was ready for.

"Mmph — mmph — oh God — mmph—"

Every push made me grunt. My pussy was soaking already. Dripping onto the sheets between my knees. Nobody was touching it. Nobody needed to. What he was doing to my arse was sending jolts straight through to the front of me. A connection I didn't know existed.

He curled his fingers. Pressed hard against the wall inside me. Something lit up and I screamed into the pillow.

Not pain. Pleasure. Deep pulsing pleasure that shot through my pelvis and up my spine and made my eyes roll back. He found it again. Pressed again. Harder. My whole body jerked.

"Oh — OH — what is — what are you—"

He didn't answer. He just kept hitting that spot. Not slow circles. Firm jabs. And every jab sent another wave through me. Building. Stacking. My thighs shaking so hard the bed was moving.

I turned my head to the side. Gasping. My cheek wet against the pillow. I was drooling and I didn't care.

"Malik — Malik, I can't — it's too—"

His free hand came down on my arse. A slap. Hard. The crack of his palm against my cheek echoed off the walls.

I yelped. My whole body jolted forward. His fingers drove deeper from the motion and I screamed again.

He slapped me again. Same cheek. Harder. My skin stinging. My arse clenching around his fingers from the shock and the clench made the pleasure spike and a moan ripped out of me that sounded nothing like pain.

"Oh — oh fuck — do that again—"

The words came out before I could stop them. I didn't even know whose voice that was. That wasn't me. Claire doesn't say things like that. Claire says please and thank you and would you mind.

He slapped me again. I screamed. Pushed back against his fingers. Grinding. Wanting them deeper. Wanting the jabs and the stretch and the burn and all of it.

"More — Malik — more — please—"

I was begging a young man I'd met two days ago to finger my arse harder.

He pulled his fingers out.

The emptiness was instant. My body clenched on nothing and I whimpered like he'd taken something from me.

I heard the bottle again. More oil. A lot more this time. Being poured. Not into his hand.

Onto me. Directly. The warm oil running down between my cheeks. Over the spot where his fingers had been. Pooling. Dripping down to my pussy. Warm trails sliding down the insides of my thighs.

His hand spread it. Rough. Rubbing the oil over me. Around me. His thumb shoved into my hole — stretched now, looser, still clenching but not as tight. His thumb pumped in and out. Quick. Not testing. Claiming.

Then I heard something else.

His shorts coming off. The fabric sliding down his legs. Hitting the floor.

My heart stopped.

I'd known what was coming since he walked in with that bottle. I'd let him in anyway.

The bed shifted. His weight behind me. His thighs against the backs of mine. And then I felt it.

His cock. The head of it. Pressing against me. Not my pussy. Higher. Right where his fingers had been. Hot and smooth and hard and so much bigger than two fingers.

So much bigger.

"Oh God," I whispered. "Oh God. Oh God."

Both hands on my hips. Fingers digging in. Holding me so I couldn't pull away.

He pushed.

And the head popped in.

The sound that came out of me was not human. A scream that started in my stomach and tore through my chest and ripped out of my mouth into the room. Not the pillow. The room. My fists balled in the sheets. My back arched so hard my spine cracked.

"AHHH — AHH — STOP — WAIT — AHH—"

He didn't stop.

He held the head in and pushed another inch. My scream went higher. His fingers dug harder into my hips. I tried to crawl forward, away from it, and he yanked me back onto him.

"No — NO — it's too big — Malik—"

Another inch.

I was sobbing. Actual tears. It hurt in a way I'd never felt before. Deep. Thick. A fullness that my body wasn't built for. The ring of muscle screaming around his shaft. Clenching and unclenching in spasms I couldn't control.

He grabbed a fistful of my hair. Pulled my head back. My face came off the pillow and my mouth fell open and the sounds coming out of me bounced off every wall in room 203.

"AHHHHH — ohh — oh God — oh GOD—"

He held my hair and pushed deeper. Steady. Not fast but not slow either. Not giving me time to adjust. Just taking inch after inch of my arse.

My body was on fire. My thighs were shaking. My elbows were sliding on the sheets. Tears and drool running down my chin. And still he pushed.

"Unh — UNH — mmph — oh fuck — oh FUCK—"

His hips met my arse. All the way in. Every inch of him buried inside me.

He let go of my hair. My face dropped back to the pillow. I couldn't move. All I could do was feel him. Every inch. Stuffed full in a place that had never been touched.

His hands went back to my hips. Both of them. Gripping hard enough to bruise.

I was crying and moaning and drooling into the pillow and my pussy was dripping and my body was shaking and I had never felt anything like this. Not even close.

He held still. Buried. My arse throbbing around him.

Then the pain cracked open and something warm bled through underneath it. My pussy clenching in rhythm with my arse. One stuffed, the other dripping and desperate.

My hips twitched. Back toward him. Involuntary. I couldn't help it. I wanted him to move.

"Malik," I said into the pillow. My voice wrecked. Hoarse. "Malik — move. Please. Move."

He slapped my arse. The sound cracked through the room. I screamed and my hips bucked back against him and his cock shifted inside me and the feeling that shot through me made my vision go white.

"AHHH — oh GOD — do it — fuck me — please—"

Sobbing and pushing my arse back against a cock that had just made me scream for mercy thirty seconds ago.

He pulled back. Halfway out. The drag of it made my toes curl and my mouth fall open. The ring of muscle gripping his shaft on the way out. Clinging to him. Not wanting to let go.

Then he slammed back in.

"AHHHHHHH—"

The whole bed moved. The headboard cracked against the wall. My scream filled the room.

He slapped my arse again. Left cheek this time. I screamed louder. Pushed back. Wanted it. Wanted all of it.

"Again," I gasped. "Again — harder — please—"

He started to move.


Chapter 4

Slow at first.

Long deep strokes. Almost all the way out. All the way back in. His hands locked on my hips — not guiding. Holding. Keeping me exactly where he wanted me while he took what he'd opened up.

The headboard tapped the wall. Soft. Rhythmic.

Tap. Tap. Tap.

He grunted on every push. Low. From somewhere deep in his chest. No words. No checking in. Just those grunts timed with his hips. The sounds of a man settling into a rhythm he planned to keep.

I couldn't keep quiet. Every stroke pulled something out of me — a gasp, a whimper, sounds I didn't have names for. My mouth hung open against the pillow. Eyes shut. Fingers twisted in the sheets because I needed to hold onto something.

The oil made everything slick and warm. His cock slid in and out with less resistance now. Not easy — never easy, not with his size — but my body had stopped clenching against it. Stopped fighting.

And then pushing back.

I noticed it before I could stop it. My hips rolling backward on the pull-out. Following him. Chasing the fullness he'd just taken away. My body deciding it wanted him back before he'd even finished leaving.

The first time it happened I froze. Horrified at myself. Fifty-nine years old. Hands and knees. Pushing my arse back onto a cock that had me screaming for mercy two minutes ago.

The second time I didn't freeze. I just did it. Rolled my hips back. Met his thrust. Took him deeper than he was giving me.

His fingers tightened on my hips. He made a sound — not a grunt. Something shorter. Surprised. Like he hadn't expected me to start helping.

I did it again. Harder. Shoving my arse back into him. And the tapping on the wall got louder.

Bump. Bump. Bump.

---

"Claire."

I looked up. The restaurant. The cold eggs. The fruit flies circling the papaya neither of us had touched. Kendra was staring at me across the table with her coffee cup frozen halfway to her mouth.

"You were pushing back," she said.

"I was pushing back."

"After two minutes."

"It wasn't—" I stopped. Thought about it. "It might have been two minutes."

Kendra set her coffee down. Leaned back. Crossed her arms.

"You filthy old woman," she said. "Keep going."

---

The pain was still there. It never went away entirely. A deep ache that pulsed with every thrust. Heavy. Constant. But it wasn't the point anymore.

His cock was dragging across that spot on every stroke. The one his fingers had found. And every time it hit — every single time — a jolt went through me. Electric. Starting deep and spreading outward through my pelvis and up my spine.

"Unh — unh — oh — oh God—"

My sounds had changed. I could hear it. They weren't pain anymore. They were needy. Hungry. Pulled out of me on every thrust like he was squeezing them from somewhere I couldn't control.

I was dripping. Not the oil. From the front. My pussy soaking and nobody touching it. Wet heat sliding down the insides of my thighs and onto the sheets below me. Every thrust from behind sent a pulse straight through. A connection I didn't know I had. Thirty years with Peter and nobody had ever shown me that the back and front were wired together.

I spread my knees wider. Dropped my chest lower. Arched my back.

I knew what I was doing. Adjusting. Presenting. Tilting my hips so he'd hit that spot at the right angle on every stroke.

He noticed. His grip shifted. Thumbs pressing into the meat of my cheeks. Spreading me open so he could watch himself slide in and out. I could feel his eyes on the place where his body disappeared into mine. Dark skin into pale skin.

The room was filling with sound. Skin on skin on every thrust. The wet noise of oil. The headboard tapping faster. And me — moaning in a steady rhythm I couldn't break if I wanted to.

"Unh — unh — unh — ohh — mmph—"

His palm cracked across my right cheek.

No warning. Mid-stroke. The slap bounced off the walls and I yelped and my whole body jolted forward. My arse clenched hard around him from the shock and the clench made everything tighter and he growled behind me.

Low. From his chest. The first sound he'd made that wasn't a grunt.

I felt that growl between my legs.

My hips slammed backward. Taking every inch on my own.

"Again," I gasped.

He hit me again. Same cheek. Harder. The burn spreading through my skin. I screamed and the scream broke into a moan halfway through — low and long and shameless.

"Oh — oh fuck — again —"

Claire doesn't beg. Claire says please and thank you and would you mind. Claire doesn't shove her arse back onto a cock and ask to be hit harder.

He smacked the left cheek. I screamed louder. Pushed back harder. Both of us speeding up now. The polite tapping gone.

BUMP. BUMP. BUMP.

The room full of it. Skin and grunting and the bed hitting plaster and my voice cracking on sounds I couldn't hold in.

"Harder," I begged. "Harder — Malik — please — fuck me harder—"

He grabbed my hair.

A fistful at the roots. Yanked my head back. My face came off the pillow and my back arched and the angle changed and he went deeper than he'd been all night and a scream ripped out of my open mouth and hit every wall in room 203.

"AHHHHH — oh fuck — OH FUCK—"

He held my hair. Pulled harder. And started to hammer.


Chapter 5

Fast. Brutal. His hips crashing into my arse so hard the slap of skin echoed off the walls and back again.

The slow strokes were done. The patient rhythm was done. Malik was hammering me. His fist in my hair keeping my head yanked back, my spine arched, my mouth open to the ceiling. Every thrust slammed me forward on the mattress and the grip on my hair snapped me back and the two forces met somewhere in my lower spine and turned everything below my waist into static.

"AHH — AHH — AHHH—"

The headboard wasn't tapping anymore. It was cracking into the wall. Proper hits. Plaster crumbling behind it — I could hear bits of it falling to the floor — but I couldn't see because my head was pulled back and my eyes were shut and the only thing I could process was his cock slamming into my arse at a speed my body had no business surviving.

He let go of my hair. Both hands back on my hips. My head dropped forward and I was staring down at the sheets between my white-knuckled fists. Watching my arms shake. Watching the mattress jump with every stroke. A dark wet patch spreading beneath my hips where I was dripping from the front. Nobody touching my pussy and it was soaking the bed anyway.

He yanked me back to meet every thrust. Not guiding. Hauling. Dragging my body onto his cock like I weighed nothing. And I was helping — slamming my arse backward into him just as hard. Two bodies colliding in the middle. The bed frame groaning like the bolts were loosening.

SLAM. SLAM. SLAM.

My elbows sliding forward on the sheets. My knees spreading wider. Every impact shoved me an inch toward the headboard and he dragged me back and did it again. My breasts swinging beneath me. My stomach clenching with each hit. The oil making everything obscenely loud — wet slapping sounds layered under the crack of wood and the sound of my voice which I barely recognised anymore.

The windows were open. The walls were thin. The whole second floor could hear what was happening in room 203. Every scream. Every grunt. Every crack of the headboard punching into plaster.

I didn't care.

"DON'T STOP — MALIK — DON'T — PLEASE—"

Full volume. Not holding anything back. My voice bouncing off the walls and out the window into the Ghana night. Let the whole resort hear. Let them lie in their beds and listen to a fifty-nine-year-old English woman scream herself hoarse getting her arse fucked for the first time.

He grunted behind me. Louder. Rougher. His rhythm somehow still getting faster. His hand cracked across my arse mid-stroke — right cheek. Then the left. Right again. Each slap landing while his cock was buried deep and the sting blooming through my skin and mixing with the fullness and the fullness mixing with that spot and all of it becoming one sensation I couldn't separate if I tried.

I couldn't tell where the slap ended and the pleasure began. They were the same thing now.

"Unh — UNH — oh GOD — oh GOD — MALIK—"

---

"Hold on." Kendra held up one hand. "He was slapping your arse while—"

"While he fucked it. Yes."

"Both cheeks. While hammering you."

"Alternating."

Kendra picked up her coffee. Put it down. Picked it up again. Took a long drink that was more gulp than sip.

"And the screaming. That was you."

"That was me. All of it."

"The German couple next to me turned their telly up to drown you out, Claire. Three in the bloody morning."

"I'd apologise but I wouldn't mean it."

She fanned herself with the breakfast menu. Paper flapping hard enough to move her hair. "Christ almighty. Keep going."

I looked at her across the table. My face was burning. My tea was stone cold. I shifted on my hip — the one that still worked — and took a breath.

---

Something was building.

Low in my pelvis. Deep. Not like any orgasm I'd ever had before. Not that quick rising crest I knew from my own fingers in the dark while Peter snored in the next room. This was something else. Slower. Heavier. Like a weight settling into my bones and pressing outward against every wall inside me. Pressure that kept growing and had nowhere to go.

I'd never come from anal. I didn't even know it was possible. I thought orgasms came from the front. From the clitoris. From the things I'd figured out on my own because Peter certainly wasn't going to teach me anything about my own body.

But something was happening. My body knew what it was even if my brain was three steps behind.

"Malik — Malik — something's happening — I don't know what—"

He didn't slow down. Didn't check in. He could feel it. My arse was clenching around him in a rhythm I couldn't control — squeezing and releasing and squeezing harder. My pussy throbbing in time with it. Both working together, pushing me toward something that was getting bigger with every stroke he gave me.

"Oh — ohh — OHHH—"

Each thrust made it worse. The pressure spreading from my pelvis into my thighs. Into my stomach. Up through my ribs. My toes curled so hard my feet were cramping. My calves seized. My fingers clawed the sheets until my nails caught in the cotton. My arms shaking from the effort of staying up on all fours.

He grabbed my hips and changed the angle.

One hand on the back of my neck. Shoved my face down into the mattress. My arse went higher. My back dropped into a sharp arch — chest flat, face turned sideways on the sheets, pinned.

And the next thrust hit that spot dead centre.

"AHHH — OH — OH GOD—"

My vision went white. The pressure in my pelvis doubled. Every nerve between my waist and my knees fired at the same time. I screamed into the mattress and the sound came out muffled and raw.

"Oh God — oh God — Malik — it's — I think I'm going to—"

I didn't know what I was going to do. I'd never felt this. Not with my fingers. Not with Peter. Not with Malik on the beach that afternoon. This was building. Pressure behind it enormous and getting bigger and I couldn't hold it and I couldn't stop it.

He hammered that spot. Hand on my neck pinning me down. Other hand gripping my hip hard enough to leave marks I'd see in the mirror tomorrow. His cock hitting the exact same place on every stroke with accuracy that shouldn't have been possible at this speed. Fast. Relentless. The bed shaking underneath us. The headboard punching dents into the plaster. The lamp on the nightstand rattling toward the edge.

"SOMETHING'S — MALIK — I CAN'T — I CAN'T HOLD—"

He smacked my arse. One vicious crack that sent my body lurching forward. Then he yanked me back onto his cock and held me there. Buried. Every inch. And instead of thrusting he started grinding. Slow circles. His hips rolling. His cock stirring my insides — pressing that spot from the left, the right, above, below.

Every angle.

"Ohhh — oh God — oh GOD — OH GOD—"

Shaking from head to toe. Vibrating. The pressure in my pelvis was unbearable. A fist clenching tighter and tighter somewhere deep in my stomach. My body right on the edge of something enormous and he was holding me there. Not letting me over. Not letting me back down. Just grinding. Stirring. Keeping me at the breaking point.

"Please — Malik — please — I need — let me — please—"

Begging him to let me come. Through clenched teeth with tears on my face and drool on the sheets. My whole body locked so tight my muscles were cramping.

He pulled back. Slow. Agonising. Inch by inch until just the head was left inside me. My arse clenching around it. Swollen. Stretched. Refusing to let go.

He held there.

One second.

Two.

Three.

My body vibrating. Every muscle locked. Teetering. I could feel the orgasm right there — just past what he was giving me. One stroke. That's all I needed. One more stroke.

"Please," I whispered. Nothing left in my voice. "Please."

He slammed in.


Chapter 6

The orgasm hit like a wall.

Not building. Not cresting. Hitting. One second I was on the edge and the next I was over and the next I was gone.

My arse clamped down on his cock so hard he made a sound I'd never heard from him. A groan. Deep. Almost a word. Almost language. Like my body had squeezed something human out of him for the first time all night.

My pussy convulsed. I felt myself gush — wet heat flooding my thighs and the sheets underneath me. Not dripping. Gushing. My body releasing everything it had been holding since he walked through the door with that bottle.

"AHHHHHHHHHHHHH—"

The scream came from somewhere below my lungs. Somewhere I didn't know could make sound. It tore through my chest and ripped out of my open mouth and filled room 203 wall to wall and I couldn't stop it. My voice cracking halfway through and going hoarse and still going.

"AHHHHH — OHHHH — AHHHHHH—"

My back arched so hard my spine popped. My fingers tore at the mattress. My thighs locked and shook so hard the whole bed vibrated underneath us.

And it kept going.

Wave after wave. Each one harder than the last. My arse clenching and releasing around his cock in spasms I couldn't control. My pussy convulsing in time with it — the two of them pulsing together, one stuffed full, one empty and gushing. Shockwaves rolling up through my stomach into my chest.

He didn't stop.

He fucked me through it. Through the clenching and the screaming and the convulsing. His hands locked on my hips holding me in place while my body tried to buck him off. Tried to crawl forward. Tried to do anything other than take more of what was already too much.

"OH GOD — STOP — DON'T STOP — I CAN'T — DON'T STOP—"

Both at once. Stop and don't stop in the same breath. My body fighting it and chasing it at the same time.

His cock pounding into my arse. Hitting that spot on every stroke. Every thrust extending it. Dragging the orgasm out. Every time I thought it was fading he slammed in and another wave crashed through me and my scream spiked again and I was right back in the middle of it.

"AHHHHH — AHHHHH — MALIK — AHHHHH—"

I was crying. Tears streaming down my face. Sobbing between screams. My nose running. Drool pooling under my mouth on the sheets. Everything my body had was coming out of me somewhere.

My pussy gushed again. A second wave. Soaking my thighs, soaking the bed, soaking him where his skin met mine on every thrust. I could feel the wetness everywhere — under my knees, between my legs, running down to the mattress. The sheets were ruined. The mattress was ruined. I didn't care about any of it.

His hand came down on my arse. Mid-orgasm. The crack of it jolted my whole body and the jolt made my arse clench and the clench made his cock press harder against that spot and a fresh wave ripped through me on top of the one that was already rolling.

"AHHHHHHHH — OH FUCK — OHHHH—"

Waves overlapping now. One starting before the last one finished. Stacking. Building instead of fading. I was coming apart — there's no other way to say it. The orgasm wasn't ending. It was compounding. And he wasn't slowing down.

My arms gave out. Elbows buckled. My face hit the mattress. Couldn't hold myself up. My whole body had stopped taking orders. I was just a thing being fucked and coming and screaming and shaking and I had no say in any of it anymore.

He adjusted. Didn't slow down. His hand flat on my lower back. Pinning me to the mattress face down. My arse still up, my chest flat, my body folded underneath him. And he kept going. Kept hitting that spot. Kept dragging it out of me stroke by stroke.

"Mmph — mmph — MMPH — ohhh—"

Muffled. My screams going into the sheets because I didn't have the strength to turn my head. I could barely breathe. My lungs fighting for air between convulsions. Short ragged gasps stolen between waves.

I don't know how long it lasted. A minute. Three. Five. I have no idea. Time had stopped meaning anything. There was his cock in my arse and the waves rolling through me and the sounds coming out of me that didn't sound human and that was the entire world.

When it finally faded — when the waves started spacing out, getting smaller, letting me breathe between them — I was finished.

I collapsed flat. Belly on the mattress. Legs splayed. Arms dead at my sides. Twitching. Aftershocks pulsing through me in little jolts that made my arse clench and my thighs twitch and small broken sounds leak from my mouth.

"Mmh... mmh... ohh..."

The pillow was destroyed. Tears and drool and snot. The sheets under my hips were soaked through to the mattress. The room smelled like herbal oil and sweat and sex.

I couldn't move. Genuinely could not move. My arms were dead weight. My legs were numb. My whole body felt wrong. Rearranged. Like nothing was where it used to be.

I lay there. Breathing. Fast shallow breaths that slowed down one at a time. My heart hammering against the mattress through my ribs. My arse throbbing around him in weak aftershock pulses. My pussy still twitching.

And then I felt it.

Him. Still inside me.

Still hard.

He hadn't come.

---

"He hadn't COME?"

Kendra was leaning so far across the table her blouse was in the butter dish. She didn't notice.

"He'd just — all of that — you screaming the building down — and he hadn't—"

"He hadn't come."

"Claire." Kendra sat back. Stared at me. Blinked. "What the fuck."

"I know."

"You had the orgasm of your life. From your arse. Loud enough for the German couple to consider a noise complaint. Gushing everywhere. Crying. The whole floor heard it. And this man is still hard inside you."

"He was."

Kendra looked at me for a long time. Then down at her cold eggs. Then back at me.

"What did you do."

I shifted on my chair. Found the working hip. Let out a long breath.

"I told him to keep going."


Chapter 7

His hand pressed flat on my lower back. Pinning me. Heavy. Warm.

His cock shifted inside me and a whimper came out of me — high and thin and raw. Every nerve in my body was oversensitive. Spent. Screaming at me to stop. And underneath all of that, somewhere deeper than the soreness, I still wanted him.

He pulled back. Slow. Almost all the way out. My arse swollen and stretched and clenching around the head because it had forgotten how to be empty.

Then he grabbed my hip and flipped me over.

Not gently. He rolled me like I was a piece of furniture he was rearranging. My back hit the mattress. The wet sheets cold against my skin. My legs in the air and he caught my ankles — one in each hand — and spread them apart.

And for the first time since this started, I was looking at him.

Him.

Malik. On his knees between my spread legs. Sweat running in lines down his chest and stomach. Every muscle visible. Defined. Moving under his dark skin when he breathed. His shoulders and arms gleaming under the slow fan. His jaw tight. His eyes on me — on all of me — naked and wrecked and soaked in my own mess on the sheets below him.

And his cock. Standing straight up from his body. Slick with oil. Hard. Impossibly, stubbornly hard after everything he'd just put me through. Thick and dark and shining in the light. I stared at it. I couldn't help it.

Peter's cock was a thumb next to this. A pale pink thumb. I'd held Peter in my hand a thousand times and felt nothing — literally nothing, because there was barely anything to feel. Two minutes of him soft inside me was all I'd ever known. Thirty years of a man who couldn't stay hard long enough to make me gasp. Who blamed me for it. Who said maybe I should see the doctor. As if it was my body that was the problem.

Malik had been rock hard inside my arse for over an hour. And he hadn't even finished yet.

If Peter could see this. His wife. Naked. Arse stretched open and dripping. Looking up at a man who'd been hard inside me for over an hour and still wasn't done.

It would break him. Good.

Malik wanted me. And I wanted him back.

"Don't stop," I said. Looking straight up at him. My voice was a ruin — hoarse, cracked, barely there. "Don't you dare stop."

He pushed my knees up. Back toward my shoulders. Folding me in half. My arse tilted up off the mattress. Open. Exposed. I could feel cool air against my stretched hole and then the blunt heat of him pressing against it.

He pushed in.

"Ohhh — ohh — oh God—"

Different from behind. I could watch. Watch the inches disappear. Watch his body slide into mine. Watch my arse take something it had no business taking and take it anyway. His dark skin against my pale thighs. The contrast filthy and exactly what Peter would never be able to unsee if he were standing in that doorway.

My hands went to his arms. Gripping his biceps. My fingers couldn't wrap halfway around them. His arms were thicker than Peter's thighs.

He buried himself. All the way. My arse swallowing every inch until his hips pressed flat against me and I could feel him deep — deeper than before in this position. In my stomach. Filling places that ached.

"Unh — God — Malik—"

He started. No slow build. Straight to hard and deep and steady. My knees pinned beside my ears. His weight behind every stroke. His eyes locked on mine. Watching my face as he fucked my arse.

SLAM. SLAM. SLAM.

The bed screaming underneath us. The headboard punishing the same dents in the plaster. And I could see everything now — his stomach muscles clenching on every thrust, sweat dripping off his chin onto my chest, his jaw set tight with effort. A body built for this. A man built for this.

He was chasing his own finish now. I could feel the difference. The strokes weren't for me anymore. They were for him. Deeper. Harder. Each one driving down like he was trying to get further than the last. Using my arse. Using me.

"Harder — fuck me harder — use me—"

The words came out and I meant them. Every syllable.

---

"You said use me." Kendra's eyebrows were near her hairline.

"I said use me."

"Claire. You iron Peter's shirts."

"I did iron Peter's shirts. With a cock in my arse, I had some clarity about that."

Kendra laughed so hard coffee came out of her nose. She grabbed a napkin. Pressed it to her face. Her shoulders shaking.

"And Peter — he hasn't got a clue?"

I looked at her. Thought about it. Peter was asleep right now. In our bed in Chelmsford. The one where he rolled away from me every night for years. Snoring. Football highlights on the telly. The house dark and quiet and exactly the same as it always was.

Four thousand miles away, his wife was getting the arse-fucking of her life from a man who made Peter look like he'd been assembled from leftover parts.

"He hasn't got a clue," I said. "He'd have a stroke."

"He'd deserve it."

I didn't argue with her.

---

He was grunting on every thrust now. Loud. Rough. Not the controlled sounds from before — these were raw. Urgent. His rhythm getting faster and less steady. His fingers denting the backs of my thighs where he held them apart. His whole body working. Driving into me with everything he had.

I reached up and grabbed his shoulders. Pulled him closer. His face above mine. Our breath mixing. His eyes locked on mine and for the first time all night I saw something in them that wasn't patience.

Need. He needed to come. And he was going to use my arse to get there.

"Come in me," I said. Quiet. Looking straight into his eyes. "Come in my arse, Malik."

His rhythm stuttered. His jaw clenched. A sound came out of him that was almost a growl.

He went harder. Faster. Pounding into me like the bed didn't matter and the walls didn't matter and the plaster crumbling behind the headboard didn't matter. My body bouncing on the mattress with every stroke. My breasts shaking. My moans breaking into short sharp cries that matched his pace.

"Unh — unh — UNH — yes — come in me — please—"

Peter wouldn't even come inside my pussy. Hadn't in years. Said he couldn't finish. Blamed me for that too.

I clenched around him. Tight. Squeezed his cock with everything my arse had left. Milked him. His eyes went wide. His mouth fell open. A sound punched out of him like I'd hit him in the stomach.

"Yes," I whispered. "Give it to me."

His rhythm broke. His whole body went rigid — every muscle locked, his hands shaking where they gripped my thighs, his back arched, his hips pressed flat against me.

And I felt him start to pulse.


Chapter 8

His face broke first.

I was looking right at him — face to face, my legs around his waist, his body above mine — and I watched the control leave him. His eyes went wide. Then unfocused. His jaw dropped open and his brow crumpled and for the first time all night Malik looked like he wasn't in charge anymore. Like his body had taken over and there was nothing he could do about it.

The first pulse hit me from inside.

Hot. Thick. A burst of heat deep in my arse that I felt all the way up my spine. His cock throbbing — actually throbbing, every contraction distinct — and then another pulse. And another. Pumping into me in long heavy spurts that I could feel hitting my walls and pooling.

"OHHH — oh GOD — he's coming — he's — AHHH—"

I could see it on his face. Every pulse registered. His eyes squeezing shut. His mouth falling open. His whole expression twisting into something raw and exposed — a look I'd never seen on a man before. Not Peter. Peter came with a grunt and rolled off. Forty-five seconds. Done.

Malik looked like he was being taken apart.

His hips were still moving. Not the steady rhythm from before — erratic. Desperate. Short hard jabs that drove his cum deeper with every thrust. His whole body trembling. I could feel it through his hands on my thighs. Through his hips against mine. Through his cock jerking and swelling inside me with every pulse.

A sound came out of him.

Not a grunt. Not a groan. Something from the very bottom of his gut. A growl that crawled up through his chest and out of his open mouth in a language I didn't speak. Not English. Not Twi. Not any language that had words. Just sound. Raw. Animal. His teeth bared. His neck straining. The sound of a man past thought. Past control. His body doing something his brain had stopped having a say in.

I didn't understand a word of it. Didn't matter.

"YES — oh God yes — give it to me — every drop — AHHH—"

Another pulse. Hotter than the last. I could feel the heat spreading — thick heavy warmth flooding my arse, coating my walls, leaking around the edges of his cock where my stretched hole couldn't hold the seal. His cum seeping out of me even while he was still pumping more in.

Malik was pumping his cum into my arse in pulses I could count. And he wasn't close to done.

I squeezed him. On purpose. Tightened my arse around his cock and gripped and milked. Felt him throb harder inside the squeeze. His eyes flew open. His mouth made a shape that wasn't a word. I squeezed again. Harder. Working him. Pulling every pulse out of him with my body.

"Give me all of it," I whispered. Looking right into his eyes. "Fill me up. Every last drop."

He groaned — deep, shattered — and his hips jerked and another hot pulse flooded into me and I squeezed him through it. Milking. Taking. My arse wringing his cock in rhythmic contractions that I was doing on purpose now. I wanted every drop this man had. I wanted to walk back into my house in Chelmsford still feeling what Malik had left inside me.

And my body — my stupid, wrecked, oversensitive, fifty-nine-year-old body — started climbing again.

"No — oh no — not again — I can't—"

I could. My arse was clenching around him in spasms that went past deliberate and into involuntary. Squeezing his cum out of him in pulses that matched his. My pussy throbbing in time with it. The heat of him inside me spreading outward. Growing. Another orgasm — impossible after the last one — rising from the same destroyed place.

I slapped his thigh. Open palm. Hard. The crack of my hand against his dark skin loud in the room.

"FUCK ME — FASTER — CUM IN MY WHITE ARSE — HARDER—"

I slapped him again. Harder. My other hand clawing at his hip — nails dragging down his dark skin, leaving red tracks on black. Raking him. Digging in. Both hands working — one slapping, one scratching — pulling him into me.

"FASTER — MALIK — GIVE IT TO ME — AHHHHH—"

He roared.

From the bottom of his belly. His mouth wide open. His neck corded. Veins standing out in his arms. The sound filled room 203 wall to wall — deep and raw and primal. Not language. The sound of a man being wrung dry. His body emptying into mine and his voice emptying into the air and both of them pouring out of him at the same time.

He slammed in. Hips crashing against me so hard my whole body slid up the mattress. And he kept coming. I could feel each pulse — hot, thick, flooding me. His cock jerking inside my arse with every throb. Pumping me full while he roared.

"AHHHH — YES — DON'T STOP — FILL ME — CUM IN ME — AHHHHH—"

My nails dug into the meat of his arse. Both hands. Pulling him deeper. Dragging him into me. My heels locked behind his back. I was pulling and clawing and screaming and squeezing and every pulse of his cum inside me pushed me closer to the edge.

He grunted. Guttural. From his gut. A sound like something tearing loose inside him. His body shuddering above mine. His cock still pulsing. Still filling me. How much did he have? Each pulse adding to the heat pooling inside me. Heavy. Thick. Leaking out around him and running down between my cheeks onto the ruined sheets.

---

"He was still coming?" Kendra's voice was hoarse. She'd stopped fanning herself. Just staring.

"He came for — I don't know. It felt like a full minute. It probably wasn't. But it felt like it."

"And you could feel it. Each one."

"Every pulse. Like a heartbeat. Inside my arse."

Kendra closed her eyes. Opened them. Picked up her water glass instead of her coffee. Drank the whole thing.

"Peter can't even—"

"Peter can't even get hard, Kendra. Let's not compare."

"I wasn't going to compare. There's nothing to compare. That's like comparing a bicycle to a freight train."


Chapter 9

My arse was burning. Not pain — heat. His cum and the friction and the fullness melting into a searing warmth that spread from my core through my pelvis into my spine. Every vertebra lighting up from the base of my back to the base of my skull. Tingling. Electric. My legs went rigid. My thighs locked around his waist.

The second orgasm hit.

Deeper than the first. Slower. Rolling through me in long heavy waves that made my whole body convulse. My arse clamping on his cock — on his cum — milking him in contractions I couldn't control anymore. My pussy spasming. My stomach cramping. My fingers tearing into his skin.

"OHHHHHHH — OHHHHH — MALIK — OHHHHHH GOD—"

Both of us at the same time. His roar and my scream filling the room together — his deep and guttural and mine high and shattered. His cock pulsing inside me and my arse wringing every last drop out of him and my pussy gushing onto the sheets between us. His body shaking. My body shaking. The bed shaking underneath both of us. One sound. One thing happening to two people at once.

A roar and a scream.

His hips jerked. Another pulse. Another roar. I screamed back at him. Dragged my nails up his spine — felt the ridges of torn skin under my fingertips. He slammed deeper. The spot flared. Another wave crashed through me and I arched off the mattress and howled at the ceiling.

"AHHHHHHHH — AHHHHHHHH — AHHHHHHHHHHH—"

And somewhere in the middle of it all — the screaming and the cumming and the shaking and the roaring — his hands started moving. Fast. His palm cracking against my thigh. Hard. Then again. Then the other thigh. Then the side of my arse. Rapid. A barrage. Slap after slap after slap raining down on me while he came inside me and I came around him. His hand hitting my outer thigh — CRACK. My arse — CRACK. Inner thigh — CRACK CRACK CRACK. Wailing on me. Both hands. Smacking whatever skin he could reach while his cock pumped the last of his cum into my stretched, clenching, ruined arse.

I didn't feel them as slaps. My brain had stopped sorting. Everything had collapsed into one sensation — his cum flooding me and my orgasm milking it out and his roar in my ears and my scream in his and the CRACK CRACK CRACK of his palms on my skin. All one thing. All blurred together into a single overwhelming experience that had no edges and no parts.

I found out about the slapping later. In the bathroom mirror. Red handprints layered on top of each other across my thighs and arse. Both sides. Some already turning purple. I counted nine distinct prints before I stopped counting.

In the moment I felt none of them. Just him.

Then stillness.

His body went heavy on top of mine. Dead weight. His face dropping into the crook of my neck. His breath ragged and hot against my skin. His cock still inside me — softening now, the last weak pulses fading, the twitching slowing down. My arse still clenching around him in aftershock squeezes I couldn't stop. Both of us trembling. Neither of us moving.

My arms fell to my sides. My legs slid off his back. My fingers uncurled from his skin and I could see the scratches I'd left on his shoulders. Red lines on dark skin. Some of them beading.

We lay there. Breathing. The fan turning above us. The sounds of the resort filtering back in through the window. Waves. Music. Someone laughing by the pool.

His cum was already leaking out of me. Around his softening cock. A slow warm trickle I could feel but couldn't stop.


Chapter 10

He pulled out.

Slowly. Inch by inch. I felt every bit of him leaving. The drag of his softening cock against my swollen walls. The ring of muscle gripping him on the way out because it didn't know how to stop. The wet sound of oil and cum.

And then the head slipped free.

The emptiness was instant. My arse tightened — hard, involuntary, gripping at emptiness — and a whimper came out of me that I couldn't hold back.

I could still feel where he'd been. The stretch. The heat. The pressure that had been constant for so long my body had moulded around it. Gone now. And my arse didn't know how to close.

His cum slid out of me.

Thick. Warm. A rush of it — not a trickle, a pour. Running out of my arse and down between my cheeks in a heavy stream that I couldn't clench hard enough to stop. Pooling on the sheets beneath me. Mixing with everything I'd already soaked them with. I could feel it spreading. Warm and wet under my lower back and my arse and my thighs. The sheets were destroyed. The mattress beneath them was probably destroyed too.

"Mmm... mmh... mmm..."

I couldn't stop making sounds. Small broken ones that came with every aftershock. My arse clenching on nothing — squeezing, releasing, squeezing — and each clench pushing out another warm trickle of his cum and each trickle sending a tremor through my oversensitive body that pulled another whimper from my mouth. A cycle I couldn't break. Clench, leak, whimper. Clench, leak, whimper.

"Mmh... ohh... mmm..."

I was staring at the ceiling fan. Watching the blades turn. My arms were at my sides. My legs were splayed where they'd fallen when they slid off his back. I couldn't close them. The muscles in my thighs had given up. Everything below my waist was numb and throbbing at the same time — a contradiction that made no sense but was absolutely real.

My arse was on fire. A deep burning ache that radiated outward from the centre of me. Not sharp anymore — dull, heavy, constant. A soreness that would still be there tomorrow. And the day after.

Tears were drying on my face. On my cheeks, on my chin, on the sheets where they'd soaked through. I hadn't stopped crying since the second orgasm. Maybe the first. I couldn't remember. My face was a mess — tears and drool and snot and sweat — and I didn't care. I was past caring about how I looked. Past caring about anything except the warm leak between my cheeks and the phantom stretch inside me and the ceiling fan going round and round above me.

"Mmm..."

Another clench. Another trickle. Another whimper.

If Peter could see me now. Lying in a wrecked hotel bed in Ghana. Naked. Legs open. Cum running out of an arse that had never been touched before tonight. Red handprints blooming across my thighs that I couldn't see yet but would find in the morning. Whimpering at a ceiling fan.

Peter would leave me. If he saw this he would actually leave me. Not because of the cheating — Peter didn't care enough to feel betrayed. He'd leave because of the mess. The indignity. The fact that his wife was lying in a puddle of African cum making animal sounds. Peter couldn't handle mess. Peter couldn't handle anything that wasn't neat and quiet and controlled.

Good thing Peter was four thousand miles away. Asleep. With the telly on and the milk cancelled and not a single thought in his head about what his wife was doing.


Chapter 11

The bed shifted. I turned my head.

Malik was standing. He'd put his shorts back on. His sandals were on his feet. His chest was still shining with sweat and I could see the scratches I'd left — red lines across his dark shoulders and down his back. Some of them beading. I'd done that. My nails. My hands.

He was looking down at me. Not with hunger. Not with lust. With something quieter. Something patient and warm that I didn't have a word for.

He was leaving.

I should say something. Thank you felt stupid. That was amazing felt like something from a film. I don't know what to say felt honest but useless. My mouth opened and nothing came out. Just another small sound.

"Mmh..."

He stepped closer to the bed. Leaned down. And his hand touched my face.

I flinched. Oversensitive everywhere — my skin prickling at the contact. But his touch was so light I went still almost immediately. His palm against my cheek. Warm. Rough. Calloused from work. The same hand that had yanked my hair and pinned me to the mattress and slapped my arse and smacked my thighs until they bruised.

Gentle now.

He cupped my cheek. His thumb brushing under my eye where the tears had dried. Wiping the mess away. Careful.

He leaned down and kissed my cheek.

Soft. Warm. His lips dry against my skin. Nothing to do with what had happened in this room tonight. Just a man being gentle with a woman he'd wrecked.

My eyes stung. Fresh tears. Not from pain. From the gentleness — those hands, this touch. This man who barely spoke my language kissing my cheek like I was something worth being careful with.

Peter hadn't touched my face in fifteen years.

A tear rolled down my cheek and onto Malik's thumb. He wiped it away.

Then he straightened up. Looked at me one more time — that quiet look, patient, warm — and turned toward the door.

I grabbed his arm.

My hand shot out before my brain told it to. My fingers closing around his wrist. Tight. He stopped. Looked back down at me.

I pulled him back. Turned my head on the pillow. Reached up with my other hand and cupped the back of his neck and pulled him down and kissed him.

On the mouth. Not soft. Firm. Tasting salt and sweat and him. My tongue touching his lower lip.

He kissed me back. Brief. His hand on my jaw. Gentle even now.

I let go of his neck. My hand slid down. Over his shoulder. Down his arm. Past his elbow. Down to his hip. And then around. To his arse.

I grabbed it. Full palm. Squeezed. The muscle under my hand was firm and round and tight. Built. Not like Peter's flat nothing of a backside that sagged in his trousers.

Malik raised an eyebrow.

I squeezed harder. Ran my fingers over the curve of him. Appreciating it. My hand on his arse the way his hands had been on mine all night. Taking my turn.

Then I wound up and smacked it.

Hard. Open palm. The CRACK loud in the quiet room. His skin warm under my hand. The sting in my palm satisfying.

His eyes went wide. Surprised. For the first time all night, genuinely caught off guard.

I laughed.

It burst out of me — wet and cracked and ridiculous. A laugh that shook my whole body and made my arse clench and the clench made more cum leak out and that made me laugh harder. Naked in a destroyed bed. Tears on my face. Cum running out of me. Laughing.

"That's for the nine I didn't feel," I said. Laughing. Crying. Both.

He didn't understand the words. I knew that. But he understood the laugh. And the smack. And the tears.

He grinned. That boyish grin. Wide and white and warm. The same grin he'd given me at the door three hours ago when this started. Before the oil. Before the fingers. Before any of it.

He leaned down. Kissed my forehead. One last time.

Then he walked out of room 203 and pulled the door shut behind him.

Click.

I lay there listening to his footsteps in the hallway. Heavy. Steady. Getting quieter.

Gone.

The fan turned. The waves kept coming through the window.

"Mmm..."

One last clench. One last trickle of warmth onto the sheets.

I closed my eyes. Smiled. Cried a little more. Didn't move until the sun came up.


Chapter 12

Claire stopped talking.

She picked up her orange juice — the ice had melted twenty minutes ago — and took a long sip. Set the glass down. Dabbed her lip with a napkin. Folded the napkin. Put it back on the table. All very proper. All very Claire. Like she hadn't just described getting her arse wrecked for three hours by a man half her age.

I stared at her.

My eggs were cold. My coffee was cold. The toast had gone stiff on the plate and I hadn't touched it since she said the word "oil." The restaurant had filled up around us — German couple two tables over arguing about sunscreen, a group of local staff resetting the buffet for the late crowd — and I hadn't noticed any of it. I'd been sitting here with my arms crossed and my thighs pressed together and my mouth open for the last God-knows-how-long while Claire described things I was going to be thinking about for the rest of this trip.

"So," Claire said. She smoothed her hair behind her ear. "That's what you heard last night."

I picked up my coffee. Took a sip. Stone cold. Didn't care. Put it down.

"Claire."

"Yes?"

"You smacked his arse."

The blush came back. Full force. Fifty-nine years old, English, prim, and blushing like a girl caught with her hand in the biscuit tin. "I did."

"You smacked his arse and laughed in his face."

"I was — it was a moment of—"

"You absolute legend."

She looked at me. The blush cracked into a grin. A real one. Not the prim tight-lipped smile she usually gave. A wide, teeth-showing, eyes-crinkling grin that made her look ten years younger and fifteen years less English.

"I rather liked it," she said.

"Liked what? The smack or the three hours of anal?"

"Kendra!"

"Don't 'Kendra' me, you just told me about round two in missionary while I'm trying to eat scrambled eggs. My eggs are ruined, Claire. I can never look at scrambled eggs the same way again."

She was laughing now. Real laughing. Her hand over her mouth, shoulders shaking, wincing every time the laugh made her shift in the chair because her arse was still on fire from last night. She'd been sitting on that one hip the entire time she told the story and she was still sitting on it now.

"Does it still hurt?" I asked.

She thought about it. "Hurt isn't the right word."

"What's the right word?"

"Present." She shifted again. Winced again. "It's... present. I can feel where he was. Every time I move. Every time I sit down or stand up or walk. It's like he's still—" She stopped. Looked at the table. "It's like a reminder. That it happened. That I let it happen. That I wanted it to happen."

"And that you slapped his arse and laughed about it."

"Yes. That too."

I leaned back in my chair. Crossed my arms. Looked at her — really looked at her. The wrinkled dress. The messy hair. The fingernails that were chipped from clawing his back. The mark on her collarbone that she hadn't bothered to cover. The way she was glowing underneath all the soreness and exhaustion. Glowing. That was the word. The same glow I remembered from last year when I'd been the one telling her to loosen up and give it a try. Only this time it was brighter. Deeper. Claire had gone somewhere I hadn't pushed her toward. She'd found it on her own.

I'd been the one who showed her the ropes on her first trip. Told her to stop moping by the pool and let one of these boys put his hands on her. She'd looked at me like I'd suggested she rob a bank. Three days later she was sneaking out of Malik's hut at sunrise trying not to wake the whole resort. I'd laughed so hard I'd spilled my mimosa.

That was a year ago. And now here she was, a full graduate. Anal. Round two. Arse-smacking. Claire had lapped me.

Good for her. Genuinely. Good for her.

Claire had spent thirty-two years married to a man who couldn't be bothered to touch her. Peter and his newspapers and his armchair and his complete disinterest in the woman sleeping next to him. I'd dragged her out of that. This same resort, this same breakfast buffet, telling her life was too short to go home without a story.

She had a story now. One hell of a story.

"Peter doesn't know?" I asked. Stupid question. I already knew the answer.

"Peter thinks I'm at a wellness retreat." Claire said it flat. No guilt. No tremor. Just a fact. "He didn't ask which one. He didn't ask where. He said 'have a nice time' and went back to his crossword."

"His crossword."

"The Telegraph cryptic. He does it every evening."

"While his wife is in Ghana getting—"

"Yes."

I shook my head. Not at Claire. At Peter. At every man like Peter. Greg had his problems — the man couldn't load a dishwasher and he snored like a dying engine — but he had never, not once in twenty-six years, made me feel invisible. Unwanted. Boring.

Greg would have loved this story. He would have sat right here at this table and asked follow-up questions and gotten hard under the tablecloth and texted me about it for the next six months. That was the difference between a Greg and a Peter. Both of them knew their wives liked other men. One of them got off on it. The other one didn't even notice.

I pulled out my phone. Typed a text to Greg.

*Claire had a good night*

Three dots. Then:

*HOW GOOD*

*Three rounds good*

*JESUS. WHAT ABOUT YOU?*

*Working on it*

Thumbs up emoji. Then a second text: *GO GET EM TIGER. TAKE PICTURES.*

I put my phone down and looked at Claire. She was watching me with that knowing smile. The one that said she understood exactly what my marriage was and didn't judge it.

"Greg?" she asked.

"Greg."

"He's a good man."

"He's a freak. But he's my freak."

She laughed. Small. Warm.

"You know," I said, picking up my cold toast and tearing off a piece, "I've been doing this longer than you. Six years in the lifestyle. House parties. Clubs. This is my second trip here. I've had good ones. Great ones, even. Big ones." I chewed. Swallowed. "But I've never had someone show up with a plan and a bottle of oil and take three hours to do what he did to you."

Claire tilted her head. "What do you mean?"

"I mean my guys have always been — good. Fun. Athletic. They get the job done and they do it well and I go home happy and Greg goes home hard and everybody wins. But it's always been..." I waved my hand, searching for it. "Recreational. You know? Like a really good workout. Hot, sweaty, everybody has a great time, and then it's over and you move on."

I pointed at her. At the wrinkled dress. The one hip. The glow.

"That's not recreational. What you just described — that's not a workout. That's a religious experience. And I want one."

Claire's eyebrows went up. "You're jealous."

"I'm not jealous, I'm competitive. There's a difference."

"You're jealous that prim, proper Claire had better sex than Kendra the swinger."

"I will throw this toast at you."

She grinned. That new grin. The post-Malik grin that had no business being on the face of a fifty-nine-year-old English woman who ironed her husband's shirts.

"So what are you going to do about it?" she asked.

I leaned back. Crossed my arms. Looked out the window at the beach. The morning crowd was starting to gather — tourists settling into chairs, staff setting up umbrellas, and scattered among them, the local guys. Tall. Built. Dark skin catching the sun. I'd been watching them for two days. Talking to a few. Flirting. Nothing had clicked yet because I was picky and I knew what I wanted and none of them had given me that feeling.

But I'd noticed one.

Yesterday at the pool bar. Tall — taller than Malik. Broader in the shoulders. Older, too. Not some twenty-year-old. Late twenties, maybe thirty. He'd been serving drinks and I'd watched the way he moved. Slow. Deliberate. Confident. He'd handed me my rum punch and his fingers had brushed mine and he'd held my eyes for exactly two seconds longer than he needed to. Didn't smile. Didn't try to charm me. Just looked at me like he already knew something I didn't.

I'd thought about him last night. In my room. Alone. With Claire's screaming coming through the walls.

"There's a guy," I said. "Pool bar. Yesterday."

Claire leaned forward. "Tell me."

"Nothing to tell yet. He made me a drink. Looked at me. That's it."

"That's it?"

"That's it. But it was the way he looked at me, Claire. Not like the young ones who stare at your tits and grin. This one looked at me like he was deciding something." I picked up my coffee. Took another sip of the cold dregs. "I'm going to the pool today."

"And?"

"And I'm going to order a drink. And I'm going to let him look at me again. And if I like what I see, I'm going to do what I do."

"What you do."

"I'm from Georgia, Claire. I don't wait for men to come to me. I go get what I want and I bring it home and Greg asks me to describe it in detail while he jerks off in the bathroom." I shrugged. "It's a system."

Claire stared at me for a second. Then she burst out laughing — real laughing, the kind that made her grab her side and wince because every muscle south of her ribcage was still sore from last night.

"You're unbelievable," she said.

"I'm efficient." I stood up. Left my cold eggs and my cold coffee and my stiff toast on the table. "Go take a bath. Take some aspirin. Put something on that hickey." I nodded at her collarbone. "Or don't. Your call."

Claire touched the mark on her neck. Smiled.

"I'll see you at the pool," she said.

"Bring a book. Pretend you're not watching."

"I'm English, Kendra. Pretending not to watch is what we do best."

I grinned at her. She grinned back. Two women — one wrecked, one ready — sitting in a Ghanaian resort restaurant with cold food and warm plans.

I grabbed my phone off the table. Texted Greg one more time.

*Found one. Pool bar. Tall. Wish me luck.*

Three dots. Then:

*DON'T NEED LUCK. YOU'RE YOU.*

*Love you, you pervert.*

*LOVE YOU MORE. PICTURES.*


Chapter 13

The pool was packed by noon.

Same crowd as every day — sunburned tourists baking themselves into leather, a few younger couples pretending to read on loungers, and the local staff weaving between them with towels and drinks and the kind of patience you develop when your job is babysitting white people on vacation. The water was bright blue and smelled like chlorine and coconut oil. Steel drum music was playing from a speaker somewhere near the bar. It was hot. Stupid hot. Hot enough that your thighs stick together when you cross your legs and your bikini bottoms ride up every time you shift in your chair.

I'd worn the red one. Greg's pick. Too small in the top — my tits were spilling out of it in a way that would've been embarrassing back in Alpharetta but seemed about right for a Ghanaian resort pool where half the European women were topless anyway. The bottoms were fine. High-cut. Showed off my hips and my ass, which were my best features and I knew it. Size fourteen, blond, fifty-one years old, and I still turned heads when I walked past the pool. Some of them were turning now.

I wasn't looking at them.

I was looking at the bar.

He was there. Same spot as yesterday. Behind the counter, pouring something for a German couple who were arguing — the same ones from breakfast, still going at it about the SPF. He was wearing the resort polo, dark green, stretched across his chest and shoulders like it had been made for a smaller man. Sleeves tight around his arms. His skin was dark — darker than Malik's, a deep rich black that caught the sun and threw it back. He was tall. Maybe six-three, six-four. Broader than Malik. Thicker in the chest and arms. Older, too — no boyish face on this one. Jaw sharp. Cheekbones set high. A thin scar above his left eyebrow. He looked like he'd been doing something other than mixing drinks for most of his life.

He moved slow. That was the thing. Every other bartender at this resort hustled — grabbing bottles, wiping counters, rushing between orders. This one moved like he had all day and the drinks could wait. He picked up a glass and it looked small in his hand. He poured a measure of rum and set the bottle down and slid the glass across the counter and none of it looked like work. It looked like something he was doing because he felt like it.

I watched him for about ten minutes from my lounger. Letting myself look. He hadn't seen me yet — or if he had, he wasn't showing it.

Claire was three loungers over, wearing a giant sun hat and holding a paperback she hadn't turned a page of in twenty minutes. She caught my eye and raised an eyebrow. I ignored her.

I stood up. Adjusted the bikini top. Pulled the bottoms out of my ass crack. Picked up my empty glass from yesterday — I'd brought it as a prop — and walked to the bar.

He saw me coming. His eyes tracked me for about three steps before he looked away and went back to wiping a glass. Not ignoring me. Just not jumping.

Good.

I set the empty glass on the counter and sat on a bar stool. The seat was hot from the sun and it burned my thighs through the bikini.

"Rum punch," I said. "Same as yesterday."

He glanced at the empty glass. Then at me. His eyes went from my face to my chest — quick, not hiding it — and back to my face. He nodded once and turned to make the drink.

I watched his hands while he worked. Big hands. Long fingers. The muscles in his forearms shifting under his skin as he poured and stirred. He had a way of holding the bottle that made it look deliberate. Like he was measuring something more than rum.

He set the drink in front of me. His fingers brushed mine when I took it. Same as yesterday. And same as yesterday, he held my eyes for two seconds longer than he needed to.

"Thank you," I said.

He nodded.

"What's your name?"

"Kofi."

Deep. Low. Two syllables that came from somewhere in his chest and didn't rush to get out. He had more English than Malik — I could hear it in the way he held the consonants. But he wasn't chatty. Wasn't trying to be.

"Kendra," I said. I took a sip of the rum punch. Strong. He'd made it stronger than yesterday. I noticed. "You made this stronger."

"You came back."

"That's how it works? Come back, you get the strong stuff?"

"That's how it works."

He wasn't smiling. His face was still — not unfriendly, just composed. But his eyes were doing something. Moving over me. My arms on the counter. My tits pressed together by the too-small bikini top. The sweat on my collarbone. He was looking at me the way he'd looked at me yesterday — not staring, not leering, just taking it in. Filing it away.

I sipped the drink. He wiped the counter. Neither of us rushed.

"What time do you get off?" I asked.

He didn't blink. "Six."

"What do you do after six?"

"What do you want me to do after six?"

Direct. No smile. No game. Just a straight question thrown back at me like a ball I'd lobbed and he'd caught one-handed.

I liked that.

I reached for a napkin from the stack on the counter. Pulled a pen out of my beach bag — I'd brought it for this exact reason — and wrote three numbers on the napkin.

312.

I slid it across the counter.

He looked at it. Picked it up. Folded it once. Put it in his back pocket without reading it again.

"Six," he said.

"Six."

He turned back to the bar. Picked up another glass. Started wiping it. Conversation over.

I took my rum punch and walked back to my lounger. My heart was thumping and my thighs were warm and it had nothing to do with the sun or the barstool. I sat down. Took a long sip. Pulled out my phone.

Claire was staring at me over her paperback. Not even pretending to read anymore.

"Well?" she mouthed.

I gave her a thumbs up.

She grinned. I flipped her off.

I texted Greg.

*His name is Kofi. Pool bar. Six tonight.*

Three dots.

*IS HE BIG?*

*Everything about him is big.*

*GOD I LOVE YOU. PICTURES KENDRA. I NEED PICTURES.*

I put the phone down. Leaned back. Closed my eyes. Let the sun hit my face.

Six hours. I had six hours to kill and a rum punch that was too strong and a room number in a man's back pocket and a husband in Georgia who was probably already hard.

This was going to be a good night.


Chapter 14

I had both hands on his face and my mouth on his and I was kissing him like I was trying to climb inside him.

He'd knocked at six-fifteen. I'd opened the door in the black lace set — the one Greg bought me for our anniversary, the one that was a size too small on purpose because Greg liked the way my tits bulged over the cups and my hips strained against the waistband and the whole thing looked like it was one deep breath away from snapping. The bra was doing its job. Barely. My tits were pushed up and pressed together and overflowing out of the lace like dough rising out of a pan. The panties cut into my hips and the flesh spilled over the edges in soft rolls that I'd stopped being embarrassed about ten years ago. I looked like exactly what I was — a fifty-one-year-old woman who had every intention of getting fucked tonight and dressed for it.

Kofi had looked at me when I opened the door. Didn't say a word. His eyes went from my face to the bra to the panties to my thighs to my feet and back up again. Slow. Like he was reading me. Like he was taking inventory.

His dick had twitched in his shorts. I'd seen it. A jump behind the fabric — involuntary, obvious — and he hadn't tried to hide it. Hadn't adjusted. Hadn't looked away. He'd just stood there in the doorway and let me see what looking at me did to him.

Then he'd stepped inside and I'd grabbed his shirt and pulled him down and kissed him.

That was ten minutes ago. His shirt was on the floor. His shorts were gone. He was standing in front of me in nothing but his boxers — black, tight, the bulge pushing against the cotton so hard the waistband was pulling away from his stomach — and I had my tongue on his neck.

His skin tasted like salt and cocoa butter. The muscle underneath was hard — not gym hard, labor hard. Carrying things, lifting things, using his body for something other than show. I pressed my tongue flat against the side of his neck and dragged it down to his collarbone and I felt my clit twitch.

That was the thing. Every time my mouth found a new part of him, something pulsed between my legs. Not building toward anything yet. Just pulsing. Reminding me it was there. Reminding me what was coming.

I'd been with a lot of men. Six years in the lifestyle. House parties in Alpharetta where the guys were lawyers and accountants and weekend CrossFitters with decent bodies and average dicks and a willingness to perform. I'd fucked men who were bigger than Kofi. I'd fucked men who were better looking than Kofi. But I had never stood in front of a man and felt my pussy react to the texture of his skin under my tongue. That was new. That was Kofi.

I pulled back from his neck and looked at him. His face hadn't changed. Same expression he'd had at the pool bar. Composed. Patient. Watching me. His breathing was steady. His arms hung at his sides. He wasn't touching me — hadn't touched me once since I'd started. He was letting me run this. Letting me explore. Standing there like a wall of dark muscle and heat and waiting for me to do whatever I wanted.

The men at the house parties never did that. They grabbed. They groped. They rushed to get their hands on your tits or between your legs because that's what they thought the job was. Kofi wasn't doing any of that. He was just standing there. And his patience was making me so wet I could feel it soaking through the lace panties.

I put my hands on his chest. Spread my fingers wide. Ten pale fingers on dark skin. He was warm — giving off heat in waves, like his body ran a few degrees hotter than mine. I could feel his heartbeat under my right palm. Steady. Slow. Barely above resting. This man had a half-naked white woman pressing herself against him with her tits spilling out of her bra and his heart rate was calm.

That did something to me. Knowing I hadn't rattled him yet. Knowing he could stand there with my hands on his body and my tongue still wet from his neck and his dick hard enough to pitch a tent in his boxers — and still be calm. It made me want to break him. Made me want to find the thing that cracked that composure wide open.

I ran my hands down his chest. Over his pecs — hard, flat, with a thin layer of softness over the muscle that told me he ate well and worked hard and didn't give a shit about a six-pack. His skin was smooth here. Barely any hair. Just dark skin stretched over hard muscle with a sheen of sweat starting to form. I dug my fingertips in. Pressed into the muscle. Felt it flex under my hands — dense and solid, unyielding. My clit pulsed. A small one. A tap.

His nipples were dark, almost black. Wider than mine. Flat. I brushed my thumb over one and his stomach tightened. Just a flicker. The only reaction he'd given me.

I wanted more.

I leaned in and put my mouth on his chest. Kissed the flat space between his pecs. Pressed my tongue against it and held it there — flat, wide, pushing into the muscle like I was trying to taste what was underneath the skin. Salt. Sharper here. Concentrated in the hollow where sweat collected during his shift. I dragged my tongue sideways. Slow. Felt the ridge where his pec met his ribcage. Felt the edge of the muscle and the dip where it ended and the bone began. My clit pulsed again. Harder. A squeeze that made my thighs press together.

Every new patch of skin my tongue found sent a signal between my legs. This one. This one. This one.

I kissed my way to his left nipple. Took it between my lips. Sucked. Not gentle — I pulled it into my mouth and pressed it against my teeth and ran my tongue over the surface and felt it stiffen.

His hand came up. Rested on the back of my head. Not pushing. Not pulling. Just resting. Heavy. His palm covering half my skull. His fingers loose in my hair. Like he was acknowledging what I was doing without telling me to stop or keep going. His choice was my choice.

I sucked harder and his breath changed. Just slightly. The exhale came out a fraction longer than the inhale. A hint of something in his throat — not a moan, not a grunt, just the start of a sound that he caught and swallowed before it got out.

I was getting to him.

I switched to the other nipple. Same treatment. Lips, tongue, teeth. This time I bit — light, just enough to see what happened. His fingers tightened in my hair. One quick squeeze. Then released. His stomach flexed. His hips shifted — barely, a centimeter forward — and I felt the heat of his bulge brush against my stomach through the cotton.

He was hard. I already knew that. But feeling it bump against me while my mouth was on his chest — that was different. That was his body answering mine without his permission. His face was still calm. But his dick was telling me what his face wouldn't.

I let go of his nipple and moved lower. His ribs. I kissed each one. Dragged my tongue along the spaces between them. Felt the expansion when he breathed in — his ribcage swelling under my mouth — and the contraction when he breathed out. My tongue was learning him. Every new inch made my clit throb.

His abs. Not a six-pack — a thick wall of muscle with a line down the center and grooves on the sides that appeared when he breathed. Working muscle. The kind that comes from hauling crates and stacking boxes and standing on your feet for twelve hours, not from planks and crunches in a mirrored gym. I ran my tongue along the center line. Pressed hard. Felt the muscle tense under my tongue — hard, rigid, clenching — and felt my clit clench in response.

I pressed harder. Pushed my tongue into the groove between two ridges of muscle and held it there. My jaw aching from the pressure. His stomach tight and trembling. My panties ruined — soaked through, the lace sticking to me, my clit throbbing in a steady rhythm that matched my heartbeat.

I dragged my tongue lower. To the V-line where his abs angled down toward his hips. The muscle here was sharper — cut deeper, the skin stretched thinner. I followed the line with my tongue. Down his left side. Along the edge where his hip met his stomach. His boxers started here. The waistband sitting low on his hips. I could see the dark hair starting below it. Could see the base of something thick disappearing into the fabric.

I ran my tongue along the waistband. Left to right. My lips brushing the elastic. My chin bumping against the bulge every time I crossed the center. He was so hard the cotton was pulling away from his stomach. I could feel the heat coming off him through the fabric. My face was inches from his cock and I hadn't touched it yet and my pussy was aching for him.

I wanted to stay here forever. Mouth on his skin. Tongue on his muscle. Every lick a pulse between my legs.

But the bulge was right there. And my mouth was right here. And my knees were already bending.

I dropped to my knees.


Chapter 15

I didn't go for his cock. Not yet.

I was on my knees in front of him and his bulge was right there — black boxers stretched tight, the outline of his shaft running thick down his left thigh, a dark wet spot spreading where the head pressed against the cotton — and I ignored it. I leaned past it. Put my face against his thigh.

His skin was coal black. Not brown, not dark, not any of the polite words people use. Black. Deep, pure, ink-dark black that absorbed the lamplight and threw back nothing. The color of his skin against mine — my pale fingers, my pink lips, my flushed white face pressed against his thigh — was obscene. A white woman on her knees worshipping a Black man's body. I knew what this looked like. I knew what Greg would say if he could see it. I knew what every suburban housewife at the Alpharetta house parties would think if they could see prim, PTA-attending, book-club-hosting Kendra on her knees with her mouth on a Ghanaian man's inner thigh.

Fuck them. Fuck all of them.

I dragged my tongue up the inside of his thigh. Slow. His muscle was hard here — the quad taut, the skin smooth and hot. I pressed my tongue flat and pushed into it. Felt the muscle bunch under my mouth. My clit squeezed. I licked higher. The skin got softer as I moved up. Warmer. The sweat was thicker here — collected in the crease where his thigh met his groin. I buried my nose in it. Inhaled.

His musk hit me.

Not cologne. Not soap. Him. Raw and thick and animal. The concentrated smell of a man who'd worked a full shift in the Ghanaian heat and then walked to a white woman's hotel room without showering first because he knew — somehow he knew — that the smell of him would do more than any cologne could. It was sweat and skin and something underneath that I didn't have a word for. Something earthy. Something that went straight from my nose to my clit and made it throb so hard my hips jerked.

I pressed my face deeper into the crease. Licked. Tasted the salt. Thick and sharp, concentrated. The sweat of his body pooled in the places where skin folded against skin and the taste was so strong it coated my tongue. I groaned. Couldn't help it. My mouth was open against his groin and I was lapping at him and my pussy was throbbing.

"Mmm," I heard myself say. Muffled against his skin. "Mmmmm."

His hand came down. Rested on my head again. His fingers curled into my hair. I felt his stomach tighten — a clench, held, released.

I moved to the other thigh. Same treatment. Tongue flat, pressed hard into the muscle. Licking my way up from his knee to his groin. Tasting every inch. His skin was so dark my spit shone on it — a wet trail of shine on black skin, marking where my mouth had been. I wanted to mark all of him. I wanted to lick every inch of this man's body until he was covered in my spit and I could taste nothing but him.

I pulled back and looked up. His body from this angle — on my knees, looking up — was a wall. A wall of black muscle and dark skin. His chest. His abs. His shoulders. Everything tight and hard and built from work, not vanity. His skin gleamed with sweat now — a thin sheen catching the lamplight, making every muscle pop. The ridges of his abs. The cut of his V-line. The thick cords of his neck. Coal black and rippling and so fucking beautiful it made my teeth ache.

I stood up.

He watched me. Didn't move. I put my hands on his shoulders and walked around behind him.

His back.

Jesus Christ, his back.

Wide. Thick. Muscles I didn't know the names of stacking and layering from his shoulders to his waist. I put both hands on his shoulder blades and pressed. Hard. Felt the muscle shift under my palms. Dense and solid and warm. I leaned in. Put my mouth between his shoulder blades. Licked. The taste was different here — saltier, muskier, the sweat heavier because his back had been against the chair all day. I dragged my tongue up his spine. Felt every bump of his vertebrae under my tongue. My clit was pounding now. A steady beat between my legs that matched every heartbeat.

I reached his neck. The back of it — thick, the tendons standing out on either side. I licked the tendon on the left side. Pressed my tongue into the groove beside it. He made a sound. Not a grunt this time. A hiss. Sharp. Through his teeth. A word in Twi that I didn't understand — short, guttural, bitten off.

I licked the same spot again. Harder.

"Sssss." His head dropped forward. His shoulders tightened.

"You like that?" I whispered. My lips against the back of his neck. My tits pressed against his back, the lace of my bra scraping against his skin.

He said something else. Low. In Twi. I didn't understand a word of it but I understood the tone. The strain in it. The way it came out through clenched teeth.

I was cracking him.

I moved to his left arm. His bicep. I grabbed it with both hands — my fingers couldn't get halfway around it — and I put my mouth on it. Licked the peak of the muscle. Bit it. Felt the hardness against my teeth. My clit throbbed. I licked down to the inside of his elbow. The skin was softer here, thinner, and I could see a vein running underneath it. Blue-purple against the black. I pressed my tongue over it and felt his pulse. Fast now. Faster than it had been when I was on his chest. I was getting to him. His face might still be composed but his blood was racing.

His arm. The underside. I lifted it. He let me. And there it was — his armpit. Dark. A thick tuft of coarse black hair. The smell hit me before my face got there. His musk, concentrated, trapped, fermented by a full day's work in the heat. The strongest version of his scent I'd found on his body.

I should have been repulsed. Any normal woman would have wrinkled her nose. Pulled back. Made a joke about showering.

I buried my face in it.

His arm hair was coarse and damp against my cheek. The smell was overwhelming — thick, heady, animal, the raw concentrated essence of him. I inhaled until my lungs were full. My eyes rolled back. My clit clenched so hard it hurt. I opened my mouth. Pressed my tongue into the hollow of his armpit and licked.

"TSSSS—" He hissed. Loud. His whole body stiffened. His arm clamped down on my head — trapping my face against him — and a string of Twi came out of him. Fast. Breathless. He broke. I could feel his chest heaving against my face. Could feel his heartbeat hammering through his ribcage into my cheek.

I licked again. Long. Slow. Dragging my tongue through the hair, tasting the salt and the musk and the sweat. Slobbering on it. My spit mixing with his sweat. My face wet. His pit wet. The sounds coming out of my mouth filthy — wet, sloppy, hungry.

"Mmmphhh. Mmmm. Mmmmmphhh."

He groaned. A real groan. Deep and raw and torn out of him. His hips bucked forward — his bulge pressing into my stomach through his boxers — and his hand grabbed the back of my head and held me there. Held my face against his armpit. Not letting me leave. Not letting me stop.

I didn't want to stop.

I was addicted. The smell, the taste, the coarseness of his hair against my tongue, the sounds he was making. Six years of polite suburban swinging and nothing had ever hit me like this.

I pulled back. Gasping. My face shiny with spit and his sweat. He was breathing hard now. Finally. His chest rising and falling. His eyes locked on mine — dark, heated, stripped of that careful patience he'd been wearing all night.

"You like that?" I said again. Grinning up at him. My lips wet. My chin wet.

He looked down at me. His jaw tight. His nostrils flared. Then he grabbed me by the hair — firm, rough, the first time he'd been rough all night — and pushed my face down. Toward his boxers.

His bulge. Right against my mouth.

The cotton was soaked. His precum had spread the dark spot across the entire front. The heat coming off him through the fabric was insane. I pressed my face against it and moaned. My nose against the shaft. My lips against the head. The outline of him thick and hard and pulsing under the cotton.

I ran my tongue up the length of him through the boxers. Base to tip. The wet fabric sticking to my tongue. The ridge of his shaft filling my mouth through the cotton. He twitched — the whole thing jumping against my face — and the grunt that came out of him was raw. Animal. From somewhere in his gut that language didn't reach.

I licked him again. And again. Slobbering on his cock through his boxers. Soaking the cotton with my spit. Making a mess of it. His hand tight in my hair, his hips rocking forward, feeding me his bulge through the fabric while I lapped at it.

I hooked my fingers into his waistband. Pulled the boxers down. Slow. Letting the elastic drag over the shaft. Letting it catch on the head — stretching the cotton tight over the swollen tip, then releasing. Letting him feel every inch of fabric sliding off his cock.

It came free. Swung up heavy and slapped against his stomach. Thick. Dark. Veined. The head swollen and shining with the precum that had been soaking his boxers. His balls hung low and heavy. The whole thing twitching in the open air, throwing heat.

I wrapped my hand around the shaft. My fingers didn't close. My clit was hammering now — not pulsing, not throbbing, hammering. A fist beating between my legs. I squeezed. Iron hard. The skin smooth and hot against my palm. His cock darker than the rest of him — almost purple-black at the head, the veins running thick and blue along the shaft.

I looked up at him. His chest heaving. His composure in pieces on the floor next to his boxers.

He was watching me.


Chapter 16

I wrapped my hand around his cock. My wedding ring caught the lamplight. My hand didn't make it halfway around. Greg's dick, I could circle with my thumb and one finger. Pinch it between two fingers and cover it tip to base. Four inches on a good day. Pink. Thin. So small it barely reached the back of my mouth when I sucked it — never my throat, never deep enough to gag on, never deep enough to feel like anything more than a warm lump on my tongue.

Kofi's cock was the size of my forearm. My fingers didn't even make it halfway around.

Greg would be jerking off to this right now. Back in Georgia, on the couch, phone in one hand, his little pink dick between two fingers — that's all it took, two fingers — stroking it while he waited for the pictures his wife promised him. He'd come in under a minute. He always did. He couldn't help it. Four inches of thin, oversensitive nothing that fired off the second it got touched.

I loved that man. I loved him because he knew what he was. Knew he was small. Knew his wife needed more. And instead of being pathetic about it, he got off on it. Bought me the plane ticket. Picked out the bikini. Texted PICTURES in all caps. Greg didn't pretend his dick was enough. He sent me to Ghana to find what his dick could never be.

I looked up at Kofi. He was looking down at me. His hand came off my head and dropped to my chest. His fingers closed around my left tit through the lace — big hand, the whole breast disappearing into his grip. He squeezed. Hard. My nipple pinched between his fingers. I gasped.

"Husband," I said. Simple. I held up my left hand. Tapped the wedding ring. "Husband. At home."

Kofi's eyes went to the ring. Then back to my face. Then to his cock in my other hand.

"Husband," he repeated. His accent thick. The word clumsy in his mouth.

"Yes." I kept stroking. Slow. My fist sliding over the spit-slick shaft. I held up my other hand. Made a gap between my thumb and finger. Four inches. Small. Tiny. I pointed at the gap, then pointed at his cock. Back at the gap. Back at his cock.

He got it.

A grin spread across his face. Wide. White teeth. The first real expression he'd shown me all night — something I hadn't seen yet. Amusement. He looked at the gap between my fingers and he laughed. A deep, low, rumbling laugh from his chest.

"Small," he said. Pointing at my fingers.

"Small." I nodded. "Very small."

He squeezed my tit harder. His thumb found my nipple through the lace and ground into it. My back arched. My clit throbbed.

"White?" he asked. Pointing at my ring hand. At my pale skin.

"White. White husband. White man. Small dick." I gestured with the tiny gap again.

He laughed again. Squeezed my nipple. Twisted it. I whimpered.

Then he looked down at himself. At his cock in my hand. He didn't have to say anything. He didn't have to gesture. The comparison was standing right there — his fat Black cock next to my tiny finger gap. He just raised an eyebrow.

"Big," I said. "Very fucking big."

He grunted. Satisfied. His other hand came down and grabbed my other tit. Both of them now. Both my breasts in his huge dark hands, spilling through his fingers, the black lace straining. He kneaded them. Rough. Squeezing and releasing. Pinching both nipples at the same time. My head fell back. My mouth opened. My hand tightened on his cock.

I stroked him while he groped me. His big hands mauling my tits, my small hand barely covering a third of his shaft. The lace bra was useless — he'd shoved the cups down and my tits were out, bare, my pale skin flushed pink, my nipples hard and getting harder every time he pinched them. His dark fingers against my white skin. Black on pink. His hands rough from work, calloused, the texture scraping against my nipples in a way that made my clit jump every time.

I opened my mouth and took him in.

My jaw cranked wide. The head filled my mouth — tongue pressed flat, cheeks bulging, lips burning at the corners. Greg's dick never stretched my mouth. Greg's dick sat on my tongue like a finger. It barely reached past my teeth. I could hold the whole thing in my mouth and breathe through my nose and think about what to make for dinner. It was nothing. A nub. A warm pink nub that I sucked out of obligation and love and the knowledge that the sounds Greg made when he came — soft, gasping, grateful — were worth the thirty seconds of effort.

Kofi's cock was four inches deep and I was gagging. My throat clamping. My eyes watering. Spit flooding out around his shaft. He was so thick my jaw was screaming. So deep I could feel the head pressing against the back of my throat. And I wasn't even halfway.

He pinched my nipples. Both at once. Sharp. Twisting. I moaned around his cock — a gargled, choked sound — and the vibration made him hiss through his teeth. A word in Twi. Guttural. Strained.

I pulled off. Spit everywhere. String of drool connecting my lip to his cock.

"Husband." I pointed at the gap again. Small. Then I pointed at his cock. I shook my head. Laughed. Spit on my chin. "No compare."

"No," he agreed. Grinning. He grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled my head back. Leaned down. His face close to mine. His breath hot on my lips. "No compare."

His other hand was still on my tit. He squeezed. Lifted it. Let it drop. Watched it bounce. Did it again. He was fascinated — my pale, heavy tits in his dark hand. He cupped one and pressed his thumb into the nipple and rubbed it in a slow circle. My hips jerked. My clit throbbed. He was barely touching me between the legs and I was soaking through my panties.

I took him back in. Deeper. Forced it. My throat spasming. My eyes squeezing shut. Tears running. I held him there — four and a half inches, the most I could take — and sucked. Hard. My cheeks caving in. The veins on his shaft pulsing against my lips.

His hips twitched. A thrust. Small but sharp. Involuntary. His cock pushed another half inch into my throat and I gagged — loud, wet, ugly — and the sound echoed off the walls.

He liked that sound. I could tell. His grip tightened in my hair. His stomach flexed. Something changed in his breathing — faster, harder, something coming loose in him.

I pulled off. Gasping. Strings of spit everywhere.

"More," I said.

He understood that word.

He grabbed my head with both hands. Off my tits, both hands in my hair. Gripping. Holding me still. He looked down at me — spit on my chin, mascara smudged, bra shoved down, tits out, my hand still wrapped around the base of his cock — and something shifted in his face. The amusement was gone. Something darker. Hungrier.

He pushed in.

Not gentle. Not slow. He fed his cock into my mouth and kept going. Past the back of my tongue. Into my throat. I gagged. He didn't stop. My throat spasmed around him and spit erupted out the sides of my mouth and he held me there. My nose pressed against his stomach. His pubic hair coarse against my face. The smell of him filling my nostrils — musk and sweat and skin. His balls heavy against my chin.

I couldn't breathe.

My eyes rolled. My hands flew to his thighs — not pushing him away, just gripping. Holding on. My throat convulsing around his shaft. My jaw stretched to its absolute limit. My clit hammering between my legs.

He pulled back. Let me gasp. One ragged breath. Then pushed back in.

He fucked my mouth.

Hard. His hips driving forward. His hands holding my head still. Each thrust pushing deeper than Greg had ever been — deeper than Greg could ever be, because Greg's whole dick could fit in the space between the back of my tongue and my teeth. Kofi was past my tongue, past my throat, and I was gagging on every stroke and drooling down my chin and I couldn't stop my hand from going between my legs.

My fingers found my clit through the soaked lace. Pressed. Rubbed. My hips bucking against my own hand while his cock pumped in and out of my throat.

"Mmmph — glkk — mmmphh — glkk—"

Spit running down my neck. Down between my tits. His balls slapping my chin. His grunts coming faster — low, rhythmic, animal. He said something in Twi. Rough. Then: "Good. Good."

I rubbed harder. My clit swollen and throbbing under my fingers. The combination — his cock stretching my throat, his hands in my hair, the gagging, the sounds, the taste of him, the thought of Greg at home with his tiny pink dick between two fingers — all of it piling up. Building. Stacking.

I was going to come from sucking his dick. That had never happened. Not with Greg. Not with anyone. Greg's dick in my mouth was like sucking a thumb. Nothing to gag on. Nothing to stretch against. Nothing to fight. This — Kofi's cock rearranging my throat while I choked on it — this was something my body had to struggle against. And the struggle was making me come apart.

His pace picked up. Harder. Faster. His cock slamming into my throat. I gagged with every thrust and the gags turned into moans and the moans turned into one long continuous vibrating scream around his shaft and my fingers were frantic on my clit and—

I came.

On my knees. His cock in my throat. My fingers in my panties. My whole body seizing — pussy spasming, thighs shaking, stomach cramping. I screamed around his dick. Muffled. Choked. Gargling. The vibration ran through his shaft and he felt it and he growled. Deep. From his gut. His hips stuttered. His hands clenched in my hair. He held me there — buried, full, my throat spasming around him — while I shook apart.

I came from sucking his cock. Four inches of Greg had never done that. Not once in twenty-six years.

He pulled out slow. His cock dragging out of my throat. I gasped. Coughed. Spit dripping off my chin. My whole face wet. My lace bra soaked. My nipples hard and aching from his pinching.

He was still hard. Still dripping. Still twitching.

He hadn't come.

Greg would have been done before I got my knees on the floor.


Chapter 17

I stood up. My knees ached from the tile and my thighs were shaking and my jaw felt like I'd been chewing concrete for an hour. Spit on my chin. Spit on my neck. Spit between my tits where it had dripped off his cock. My bra was hanging under my breasts — cups shoved down, straps still on my shoulders, the lace soaked and useless. My panties were ruined. I could feel how wet they were every time my thighs pressed together.

Kofi was standing there. Hard. His cock jutting out from his body, shining with my spit, twitching in the air between us. Patient. Waiting. Like the blowjob had been a warm-up and he was ready for the actual thing.

I shoved him.

Both hands flat on his chest. He didn't move. Not even a step. He was two hundred and something pounds of muscle and bone and my shove was like a breeze hitting a wall. But he got the message. He let himself be pushed. Took a step back. Another. The backs of his knees hit the edge of the bed and he sat down. The mattress groaned under his weight.

He looked up at me. I looked down at him. His cock standing straight up between his thighs, slick with my spit and twitching. His hands resting on the sheets at his sides. His chest heaving. Sweat running down the grooves of his stomach.

I peeled my panties off. Stepped out of them. Left them on the floor — a soaked wad of black lace that I'd never wear again. Unhooked the bra. Let it fall. Naked.

I climbed onto him.

One knee on either side of his hips. My thighs spreading wide over his lap. He was so broad I had to stretch to get my knees on the mattress. My hands on his shoulders for balance. My tits hanging right in front of his face — heavy, swinging, two big pale melons with hard pink nipples inches from his mouth.

His eyes dropped to them. Locked on. He couldn't look away. I watched his face change — everything he'd held in place all night falling apart as he stared at my tits swaying in front of him. His mouth opened. Just slightly. His tongue touched his lower lip.

I reached between us. Found his cock. Gripped the shaft — hot, slick, iron hard — and lined it up. The head pressed against me. Blunt. Wide. Splitting me open before it was even inside.

I sank down.

"OHHH — oh fuck — oh FUCK—"

The stretch was instant. Enormous. His cock pushing my walls apart in a way that Greg's never had to because Greg's dick slid in like a finger into a glove. No resistance. No stretch. No feeling at all, half the time. I'd fake a gasp for Greg. Make a little "mmm" sound so he'd feel like something was happening. Nothing was happening. His four inches barely registered. I'd lie there and wait for the sixty seconds it took him to finish and think about what to watch on Netflix after.

Kofi was three inches in and I was gripping his shoulders so hard my nails were cutting crescents into his skin.

I stopped. Couldn't go further. My body clamped around him — tight, every muscle from my stomach to my thighs locking down. My pussy gripping his shaft like a fist. The stretch was enormous. My walls burning. Straining around his girth. I could feel every vein on his cock pressing against me from inside. Every ridge. Every pulse of blood through the shaft.

"Ohh — oh God — oh God—"

My thighs were shaking. My hands white-knuckled on his shoulders. Three inches and I was already fuller than Greg had ever made me. Three inches of Kofi was more cock than four inches of Greg. More stretch. More heat. More everything.

His hands came up. Both of them. Straight to my tits. He grabbed them like he'd been waiting all night — one in each hand, his fingers sinking into the pale flesh, squeezing hard enough to dent. The flesh bulging between his knuckles. He kneaded them. Rough. Pulling them apart and pushing them together.

"Mmph — oh — Kofi—"

I sank another inch. My mouth fell open. The fullness spreading deeper into my pelvis — thick, solid, stretching me wider than anyone at the Alpharetta parties ever had. Wider than the guys on my first Ghana trip. Kofi wasn't just big. He was built like the cock had come first and the rest of him grew around it.

He pinched my left nipple. Hard. A sharp twist between his thumb and finger. I yelped. My hips jerked down and another inch of him shoved inside me.

"AHH — oh fuck—"

He pinched the right. Same pressure. Same twist. My hips dropped again. Another inch swallowed. My body taking him in jolts — every pinch loosening something in my hips, every spike of pain in my nipples making my pussy unclench just enough to let more of him in. He was feeding himself into me through my tits. Pinch, drop. Pinch, drop. Training my body to open for him.

"Unh — unh — oh God — unh—"

He squeezed both breasts. Hard. Lifted them. Dropped them. Watched them bounce and settle. His eyes glazed. His mouth hanging open. His breathing turning ragged. He was gone — whatever control he'd had was gone. He squeezed again. Harder. Watching the flesh reshape around his grip. Kneading me like dough.

He pinched both at once. Twisted. I shrieked. My hips slammed the rest of the way down.

All of him. Every inch. Buried.

My ass flat against his thighs. His cock so deep I could feel it behind my belly button. Stuffed. Split. Full in a way that made my eyes water. My pussy throbbing around him in weak pulses — clenching and unclenching, trying to adjust to something it had never had to adjust to before.

I couldn't move. Couldn't breathe. Just sat there with his cock buried to the root and my hands clawing his shoulders and my mouth open making small broken sounds.

"Mmh... mmh... ohh..."

His hands never left my tits. Squeezing. Releasing. Squeezing harder. His thumbs grinding slow circles into my nipples. Every circle sent a jolt straight down to where his cock was stretching me open and the jolt made my walls clench and the clench made him grunt.

I sat there. Impaled. Shaking. Both nipples trapped between his fingers. His dark hands mauling my white tits. The contrast — his black skin on my pale flesh, his thick fingers denting my breasts, my pink nipples disappearing between his knuckles — was filthy. If Greg could see this he'd come in his pants.

Greg.


Chapter 18

"Greg," I said. Pointed at my ring. Then held up the tiny gap again. Thumb and finger. Four inches. "Husband. Small." I pointed down at where his cock disappeared inside me. "This — Greg — this—" I made a sliding motion with my hand. In, out. Then held up the tiny gap. Shook my head. "Fall out."

His eyebrows went up.

"Fall out," I said again. I bounced once on his cock — just once, a small lift and drop — and the feeling made my eyes roll. "Greg. I do this—" I bounced again. "Fall out. Every time. Too small. Slip out."

Kofi laughed. A rumble from his chest that I felt through his cock inside me.

I held up my pinky. Wiggled it. Pointed at my ring. "Greg. This. This is Greg."

He looked at my pinky. Looked down at his cock — half of it still visible, slick, my pussy stretched wide around it. Looked back at my pinky. He shook his head. Slow. A grin spreading across his face.

"Pinky," he said. Pointing at my finger. Then he flexed his hips — a small roll, barely a thrust — and his cock shifted inside me and I gasped. "Not pinky."

"No," I breathed. "Not pinky."

He squeezed my right tit. Hard. His thumb grinding into the nipple. I whimpered.

"Greg — bed—" I mimed it. Pumped my hips twice. Quick. Short. Then I went limp. Slumped my shoulders. Closed my eyes. Let my mouth hang open. Snored. Loud. Fake. Then I held up one finger. "One minute. Finish. Sleep."

Kofi stared at me. Then he burst out laughing — real laughing, his chest shaking, his head tipping back. His cock jumped inside me from the force of it and I moaned.

"One minute," he repeated. Shaking his head. His hand found my left nipple and pinched it between his fingers. Twisted. I yelped. He didn't let go. "One minute. Finish."

"Yes." I was gasping. His fingers rolling my nipple. His cock throbbing inside me. "One minute. Greg — on top — push push push — done. Soft. Fall out. Roll over. Snore." I mimed the snoring again. "Every time. Twenty-six years. Same thing. Push push push. Soft. Fall out."

He pinched harder. I cried out. My hips rocked on his cock.

"Greg — I feel nothing," I said. Shook my head. Pointed between my legs where his cock disappeared into me. "Greg — nothing. Empty. His dick—" I held up the pinky again. Curled it. Made it droop. "Soft. Can't stay hard. My pussy too—" I made a wide gesture with my hands. Loose. "Too big for him. He slip out. Every time."

Kofi's grin was gone. Something darker in its place. Hungrier. He grabbed both tits. Pulled me forward by them — using my breasts like handles, yanking me toward his face until my nipple grazed his lip.

"Greg," he said. The name clumsy in his mouth. He shook his head. Squeezed my tits harder. His dark hands swallowing my pale flesh. Then he thrust his hips up — one sharp jab from below — and his cock punched deeper and I yelped.

"THAT — no fall out," he said. Not grinning anymore. Stating it.

"No," I gasped. "No fall out. Never. Oh God—"

He jabbed again. Harder. His cock slamming up into me while his hands crushed my tits together.

"Greg — feel nothing," he said. Throwing my own words back. Then he ground his hips in a slow circle — his cock stirring my insides, pressing against every wall — and I whimpered. "This — feel nothing?"

"No — oh God — no — I feel everything — I feel all of it—"

"Good." He pinched both nipples. Twisted. I screamed. "No Greg. No pinky. No one minute."

"No," I sobbed. "No one minute. Please. Oh God—"

He held my nipples. Didn't let go. Just held them pinched between his fingers while his cock throbbed inside me and my hips twitched and my pussy clenched around him in desperate little squeezes.

"Greg know?" he asked. Quiet. His eyes on mine.

"Greg know," I said. "Greg — he want this. He send me. He say — go. Find big. He know he small. He know." I pointed at the phone on the nightstand. "He want picture. He—" I mimed jerking off. Two fingers. Small. Fast. "He do this. At home. Thinking about me. Here. With you."

Kofi looked at my two-finger jerking motion. Looked at his cock buried inside me. The comparison sat there in the air between us — my husband at home with his little pink dick between two fingers, and me here, stuffed full of something that made my pinky look generous.

He grunted. Squeezed my tits one more time. Then dropped his hands to my hips. Gripped. Lifted me — just an inch — and slammed me back down onto his cock.

"AHHH — yes — oh fuck—"


Chapter 19

I started to move.

Slow. Deliberate. Lifting my hips an inch. Just one. Feeling the drag of him against my walls — every ridge, every vein, the thick head pulling at my entrance on the way up. Then sinking back down. One inch. Taking it back. Feeling the stretch spread through me again.

"Mmh..."

One inch up. One inch down. That's all I could handle. My thighs were trembling from the effort of holding myself above his lap. My hands gripping his shoulders for balance. His cock so thick that even one inch of movement felt like a full stroke. The friction was heavy. Wet. My pussy making sounds I could hear — slick, sticky sounds that came from being this wet around something this big.

I lifted two inches. Dropped.

"Ohh — oh God—"

Better. The angle caught something on the way down — a spot deep inside me that Greg's dick had never reached because Greg's dick didn't reach anything. His cock bumped against it and a jolt went through my pelvis. I shifted my hips. Tilted forward. Tried it again.

"Unh—"

There. Right there. That angle. His cock dragging over that spot on the down-stroke. My clit grinding against his pubic bone at the bottom — the coarse hair and the hard ridge of his pelvis pressing against my swollen clit every time my hips met his.

I lifted higher. Three inches. Dropped. The slap of my ass meeting his thighs. Soft. Wet. His cock filling me up on the drop and my clit crushing against his body at the bottom.

"Unh — mmph — ohh—"

His hands were on my tits. He hadn't let go. Squeezing in rhythm with my movement — harder on the drop, looser on the rise. Like he was timing it. Like he could feel through my breasts what was happening between my legs.

I found my rhythm. Slow rolls. Grinding down at the bottom. Feeling his cock press against that spot and my clit press against his body and both sensations meeting somewhere in my pelvis and stacking.

"Oh — oh God — right there — oh—"

His thumbs found my nipples. Both at once. Pressing into them. Circling. Slow. Matching the rhythm of my hips. Every circle timed to the bottom of my stroke — the moment his cock was deepest, his thumbs ground hardest, and the three sensations hit at once. Cock deep. Clit crushed. Nipples pinched. A triple pulse that made my eyes flutter shut.

"Mmph — mmph — ohh — Kofi—"

I lifted higher. Dropped harder. The wet slap louder now. My tits bouncing with the impact. Heavy. Swinging. Slapping together in front of his face. He watched them — eyes tracking them up and down like a man watching a pendulum. His mouth open. His hands grabbing them mid-bounce. Holding them still. Squeezing. Then releasing just in time for the next bounce so he could watch them swing again and catch them again.

He was playing with them. Fascinated. Grab, squeeze, release, watch, grab. My pale flesh bulging between his dark fingers every time he caught them. My nipples poking out and getting trapped. Pink between black. Soft between hard.

I rose again. Dropped again. Harder. Finding it now. The rhythm locking in. My thighs doing the work. My hips rolling at the bottom to grind my clit against him. The wet sounds getting louder. Filling the room. Sloppy. Obscene.

"UNH — oh — oh fuck—"

His hands were relentless. Every time I bounced, he caught my tits. Squeezed them together. Pulled them apart. Pinched a nipple every third or fourth stroke — random, sharp, no warning — and every pinch made me clench around him and the clench made him grunt. We were feeding each other. My riding making my tits swing, his hands on my tits making me clench, the clench making his cock throb, the throb making me ride harder.

Faster now. The slow grind turning into a proper ride. My ass slapping his thighs on every drop. The bed starting to rock. My moans getting louder. Coming out of me on every down-stroke — punched out of my chest by the impact of him bottoming out.

"Unh — UNH — unh — oh God—"

His hands shifted. Off my tits — I gasped at the loss — and onto my hips. Gripping. His fingers denting my flesh. He started pulling me down onto him. Timing it. Yanking my hips down while I dropped and the collision doubled in force. The slap of skin twice as loud. His cock ramming deeper than my own weight could push it.

"AHHH — oh FUCK—"

My tits were free now. Swinging wild. Bouncing with every impact. Slapping against each other. Slapping against his face. He let them hit him. My nipple dragging across his cheek on one bounce. Across his lip on the next. He didn't grab them. Just let them swing and slap and brush against his mouth while he hauled me down onto his cock by my hips.

Then his hands came back. Off my hips. Back to my tits. Grabbing them hard. He pulled me down — by the breasts this time — and thrust up at the same time and the collision made me scream.

"AHHH — yes — HARDER—"

He did it again. Yanking me down by my tits while his hips drove up. My ass slapping his thighs. The bed rocking. My moans cracking into short sharp screams on every impact.

"Greg — never — this deep — never this full — oh GOD—"

I was riding him fast now. Hard. My thighs burning. My ass bouncing on his lap. The wet sound of his cock sliding in and out of me filling the room — obscene, sloppy, loud. My pussy was drenched. Dripping down his shaft. Dripping onto his thighs. Soaking the sheets beneath us. My clit grinding against his pubic bone on every drop — swollen, throbbing, getting hit with every stroke. My tits bouncing in his hands. His fingers digging in. Squeezing. Pinching a nipple and holding the pinch while I bounced through it.

"UNH — UNH — UNH — oh God — oh GOD—"

My whole body was a circuit. His cock hitting deep. My clit crushing against him. His hands on my tits. Nipples pinched. Every point connected. Every sensation feeding the next. A loop that was getting tighter and louder and wetter with every stroke.


Chapter 20

His breath hit my nipple.

Hot. Wet. His mouth an inch away. I felt it before he touched me — the heat of his exhale against the hard nub. My nipple tightened. Stiffened. Reaching toward the warmth like it had its own brain and its own wants and both of them were screaming at me to shove my tit into his mouth.

I didn't have to. He leaned forward. Slow. His lips brushing my nipple so light it was barely contact. A graze. Dry lips on hard pink skin. My whole body jolted. A whimper cracked out of me — high, thin, pathetic.

"Mmph — oh—"

He did it again. A brush. Then his tongue. The tip of it — wet, hot, flat — pressing against my nipple. Not licking. Pressing. Holding. The heat of it sinking into the nub. My back arched. My hips ground down on his cock and my clit crushed against his pubic bone and the two sensations met the tongue on my nipple and I moaned so loud my voice cracked.

"Ohhh — oh God — your tongue — oh—"

He licked. One long slow drag. From the underside of my nipple up and over the tip. His tongue wide and rough and hot. The texture of it scraping across the sensitive skin. My fingers dug into his shoulders. My pussy clenched around his cock.

He licked again. Slower. Circling the areola now. Wide circles spiraling inward. His tongue tracing the bumped edge where pink turned pinker. Taking his time. In no rush. Tasting me the way I'd tasted him — like there was something in my skin worth finding.

His hand came up to my other breast. Cupped it. Squeezed. Lifted it. Let it drop. Watched it bounce. Then squeezed again — harder, his fingers digging deep into the flesh, my tit bulging between his knuckles. He slapped it. Open palm. Not hard but sharp. The flesh jiggled and the sting spread across my skin in a hot bloom and I gasped.

"Ahh—"

He slapped it again. Watching it bounce from the hit. My pale skin turning pink where his dark palm landed. He squeezed it. Slapped. Squeezed. Bounced it in his hand. Fascinated by the weight. By the way it moved. By the contrast of his black hand leaving pink marks on white skin.

And his mouth was still on the other one. Licking. Circling. His tongue had reached the nipple again — spiraling in from the wide circles to the center, the tip of his tongue flicking the nub. Quick. Light. Each flick a jolt that shot from my breast to my clit.

"Unh — unh — oh — oh God—"

Then he bit.

Not gentle. His teeth closing around my nipple and pressing. Trapping it. His tongue still working — flicking against the captured nub, pressing it against the back of his teeth. The pain was sharp and bright and went straight to my clit like a wire connecting the two.

"AHHH — oh GOD — Kofi — your MOUTH—"

I shrieked. My hips bucked. My pussy clenched so hard around his cock that he grunted — a sound punched out of him, involuntary, from the gut. His teeth tightened in response. Biting harder. My nipple throbbing between them. The pain flaring and the flare feeding straight between my legs.

He sucked. Hard. My nipple pulled deep into his mouth. His cheeks hollowing. The suction so strong it felt like he was trying to pull my whole breast into his mouth. My breast stretching toward him. The flesh distending around his lips. He sucked harder — I could hear it, a wet hungry sound, his mouth working — and my toes curled so tight my feet cramped.

"OHHH — oh fuck — oh FUCK—"

His hand was still on the other breast. He wasn't gentle with it. He squeezed it toward his face — shoving both tits together, the flesh pressing tight, my cleavage narrowing until both nipples were inches apart. He let go of the right with his mouth. A string of spit connecting his lip to my nipple. He turned his head. Took the left.

Same treatment. Tongue first. One flat press against the nub. Then the bite. His teeth closing. Harder this time. He'd learned what the first one did to me and he wanted more of it.

"AHHH — oh GOD — AGAIN—"

My hips were gone. Moving on their own. Grinding, rolling, bouncing in jerky uncoordinated thrusts that had no rhythm and no pattern. His cock stirring my insides. My clit smashing against him on every grind. His mouth on my left nipple — biting, sucking, his jaw working, his tongue flicking. His hand mauling the right — squeezing, slapping, pinching the wet nipple his mouth had just left.

He switched. Back to the right. Bit down. The nipple was spit-slick and oversensitive and his teeth on it made me scream. Full volume. My mouth wide open. The sound bouncing off every wall in room 312.

"AHHHHHH — KOFI — YOUR TEETH — AHHH—"

Back to the left. Sucked it so hard I felt the suction in my ribcage. His cheeks caving. His tongue pressing the nipple flat against the roof of his mouth. I could feel his teeth scraping the areola — the wider circle, not just the nub, dragging his bite across more skin. More nerve endings firing. More signals shooting between my legs.

His hands grabbed both breasts and crushed them together. Tight. Both nipples pointing at his face, almost touching. He buried himself. His whole face between my tits. Mouth open. Tongue out. Licking the space between them. Then turning — left nipple, bite, suck, release. Right nipple, bite harder, suck harder, hold. Left again. Right again. Faster. Switching between them. Biting one while his fingers twisted the other. Never leaving either one alone. Both nipples under assault. Both breasts in his hands. His face buried in my chest like he was trying to eat me alive.

"UNH — UNH — MMPH — oh God — oh GOD—"

His teeth left marks I'd find tomorrow. Red crescents on pale skin. Bite marks ringing my nipples — overlapping, layered, some of them already turning dark. Bruises where he'd sucked too hard. The whole surface of both breasts covered in evidence. His mouth. His teeth. His spit drying on my skin in trails that connected one bite mark to the next.

He bit down on my left nipple and pulled. Stretched it. His teeth clamped tight. My breast distending as he tugged — the flesh pulling away from my ribs, my nipple trapped in his mouth, stretching further than I thought it could stretch. The pain flared — white hot, blinding — and the flare turned to heat and the heat shot between my legs and detonated.

"Oh — oh fuck — something's — Kofi — I'm—"

He let go. My breast snapped back. Bouncing. My nipple throbbing. Red. Swollen. The skin around it flushed dark pink from his teeth and his suction.

He grabbed the right. Pulled it to his mouth. Bit down. Hard. Chewed — his jaw working, his teeth grinding my nipple between them, not enough to break skin but enough that every nerve ending was shrieking. His tongue working the nub while his teeth held it. Grinding it. Rolling it. His hand found the left breast — the one his mouth had just wrecked — and squeezed. His thumb found the bitten nipple. Pressed into it. Ground down. The bruised flesh screaming under his thumb while his teeth worked the other one.

Both nipples. At the same time. His mouth on one. His hand on the other. Biting and pressing and grinding and squeezing. My breasts being worked over from two directions. No break. No pause. No mercy.

"AHHH — AHHH — oh GOD — oh GOD — I can't — I CAN'T—"

My clit was pulsing. My walls were clenching. My thighs were shaking so hard I couldn't hold myself up. I was sinking onto his cock under my own dead weight — my thighs giving out, my hips dropping, grinding him as deep as he could go. The orgasm was building from somewhere deep — low in my belly, spreading outward, pressure stacking on pressure. His cock filling me from below. His mouth destroying me from the front. Two forces meeting in the middle of my body.

"KOFI — I'M GONNA — OH GOD — DON'T STOP — YOUR MOUTH — DON'T—"

He growled against my breast. Low. From his gut. The vibration ran through my nipple into my chest into my spine. I felt it everywhere — in my teeth, in my fingertips, between my legs. His whole mouth buzzing against my flesh while his teeth held the nipple clamped.

His hips started driving up to meet me — hard, fast, slamming into me from below while I ground down on top. His cock hammering that deep spot. His teeth on my nipple. His hand crushing the other breast. Thumb grinding the bitten nub. Three points of contact feeding one orgasm.

He bit harder. Sucked harder. His jaw clenching. His growl getting louder — a continuous rumble that vibrated through my breast and down through my body into my pussy where his cock was buried. The vibration and the fullness and the grinding on my clit all meeting in the same place.

My orgasm crested. Right there. Right at the edge. My whole body locked — thighs clamped around him, fingers clawing his shoulders, my head thrown back, mouth open, a scream building in my chest that hadn't come out yet.

And underneath me — deep, pulsing against my walls — his cock started to swell. Thicker. Harder. His balls tightening against me. Drawing up. His rhythm stuttering. His thrusts getting shorter, sharper, more desperate. His growl breaking into a groan against my breast. His teeth clenching harder on my nipple — the hardest yet, his jaw locked, his whole body tensing underneath mine.


Chapter 21

The first pulse hit me like a gunshot.

Not a warm trickle. Not a dribble. Not the sad lukewarm drip that Greg squeezed out after sixty seconds of trying. This was a blast. A thick hot burst of cum that erupted from the head of his cock and slammed into my walls with force I could feel in my spine. Boiling. Scalding. So hot it felt like he'd been storing it at the center of the earth and just now let it loose.

"AHHHHHHHH—"

My orgasm detonated. The scream ripped out of my chest and filled room 312 wall to wall. My pussy clamped down on his cock so hard my whole body seized — thighs locking, stomach cramping, fingers clawing bloody crescents into his shoulders. And his cum kept coming. The second pulse right behind the first. Thick. Viscous. I could feel the weight of it — heavy inside me, coating my walls, filling spaces Greg's cum had never reached because Greg's cum was watery and thin and barely there. A teaspoon on a good day. A sorry little squirt that I sometimes didn't even feel.

Kofi was flooding me.

His teeth clamped harder on my nipple. His jaw locked. His growl turned into a roar — deep, guttural, vibrating through my breast — and the vibration ran through my nipple into my chest into my clit and my orgasm spiked. Doubled. A wave crashing on top of a wave.

"AHHHHHH — OH GOD — OH GOD — HE'S CUMMING — HE'S—"

Third pulse. Fourth. Each one a hot thick rope of cum pumped into me from his swollen cock. I could feel his balls against my ass — tight, drawn up, contracting. Pumping. Working. His body doing what it was built to do. Emptying everything he had into the deepest part of me.

His mouth switched to my other breast. His teeth found the nipple — already bruised, already raw — and bit down. Hard. Chewing. His jaw grinding while his cock pulsed inside me. The pain in my nipple and the heat of his cum in my pussy hit at the same time and my orgasm went nuclear.

"AHHHHHHHHH — KOFI — YOUR MOUTH — DON'T STOP — AHHHHHHH—"

I was cumming so hard my vision went white. My pussy convulsing around his cock in spasms I couldn't control — clenching, releasing, clenching harder. Every clench wringing another pulse out of him. Every pulse adding more heat to the flood inside me. His cum was thick. I could feel it pooling. Hot and dense. Every drop of it built to do one thing and that one thing was happening right now at the deepest part of me.

Greg's cum was like warm water from a leaky faucet. Kofi's cum was molten.

His teeth chewed my nipple. His jaw working. Grinding the nub between his molars while his tongue pressed it flat. Not sucking anymore — eating. Devouring. His mouth making wet brutal sounds against my breast and every sound sent a vibration down through me that made my pussy clench tighter around his pulsing cock.

"MMPH — OHHH — OH FUCK — HARDER — BITE HARDER—"

He did. His teeth sinking deeper. The pain screaming through my breast and I didn't care. Wanted more. Wanted his teeth to leave marks I'd feel for a week. Because every spike of pain in my nipple made my orgasm sharper. Harder. The pain and the pleasure weren't separate anymore. They were the same thing. His teeth in my tit and his cum in my pussy and my body couldn't tell the difference between agony and ecstasy.

His hips were still thrusting. Short. Sharp. Desperate jabs that drove his cum deeper with every stroke. His balls slapping against my ass — still contracting, still pumping, still emptying into me. How much did this man have? Every pulse as thick as the first. Every rope of cum hitting my walls with heat I felt in my stomach.

"AHHH — oh GOD — I can feel it — I can feel every — AHHH—"

I could. Every single pulse. His cock throbbing inside me in a rhythm that matched his heartbeat. I counted them. Three. Four. Five. Six. Each one a burst of thick hot cum that added to the flood. The heat was spreading — filling me up from the inside. I could feel the volume of it. The weight. Sitting deep in the lowest part of me. Pooling. Accumulating. More cum than Greg produced in a month being pumped into me in the space of thirty seconds.

And it had nowhere to go.

His cock was plugging me shut. Thick enough to seal the entrance while his cum piled up behind it. I could feel the pressure building — hot, dense, the cum pressing outward against my walls because there was no room left. I was full. Stuffed. His cock and his cum filling me so completely that my pussy was making sounds I'd never heard before. Wet. Sloppy. Squelching on every thrust. His cum being shoved deeper with each jab of his hips and then sucked back toward the entrance on the pull-out and then shoved deep again. In and out. The thick flood sloshing inside me with every movement.

"Ohh — oh God — I'm so full — Kofi — I'm so—"

The seal broke. His cum started leaking past his cock. I felt it — hot and thick, forcing its way out around his shaft. Not a trickle. A seep. Dense. Slow-moving. Sliding out of me in a warm slow stream that ran down the underside of his cock and pooled where our bodies met. I could feel it collecting in the crease where his balls pressed against my ass. Warm. Wet. Getting wetter with every pulse that added more to the flood.

"Mmph — oh — ohh—"

It kept coming. Leaking out of me in thick strings. Running down between my ass cheeks. Down onto his thighs. Down onto the sheets. I could hear it. Wet sounds. Dripping. The room filling with the obscene noise of a woman too full of cum to hold any more of it. Every time he thrust — those short sharp jabs — a fresh surge of cum squeezed out around his shaft. I could feel it on my inner thighs. Warm and slick and spreading. Coating everything. His balls were soaked with it. My ass was soaked with it. The sheets under us were soaked with it.

And he was still pumping more in.

Pulse seven. Eight. Each one adding to the mess. His cum so thick it didn't run like water — it oozed. Clung. Stuck to his shaft in dense ropes that stretched between us every time he pulled back. Pouring out of me while he was still inside and still pumping more in.

Greg came once. One pulse. One sad dribble. Then soft. Then done. Then snoring.

Kofi was on pulse nine and still going.


Chapter 22

He switched breasts again. His mouth finding the left nipple. Sucking it deep — his cheeks caving, the suction pulling my breast into his mouth, his teeth raking the areola on the way in. He sucked and bit at the same time. His teeth pressing into the flesh while his tongue worked the trapped nub. His hand found the right breast — his fingers closing around the nipple he'd just been chewing. Slick with his spit. He pinched. Twisted. Pulled it away from my body while his mouth devoured the other one.

Both nipples. His mouth on one. His hand on the other. And his cock still pumping cum into me from below.

"AHHHHHH — AHHHHHH — I'M STILL — OH GOD — I'M STILL CUMMING—"

My orgasm wouldn't stop. Every time I thought it was fading — every time the waves started to space out and let me breathe — he'd bite harder or pulse thicker or thrust deeper and another wave would crash through me on top of the one that was already rolling. Compounding. Stacking. My pussy wringing his cock in convulsions that pulled his cum deeper. Milking him. My body pulling his seed toward the place it was meant to go.

His balls contracted again. Another pulse. Hot. Heavy. I felt it hit deep — deeper than the others. A burst of heat against my cervix that made my stomach clench and my back arch and a sound come out of me that wasn't a scream or a moan. Something lower. Something animal.

"OHHHHH — oh GOD — deep — so deep — fill me up — don't stop—"

I grabbed the back of his head. Shoved his face harder into my breast. His teeth grinding my nipple. His growl vibrating through my flesh. I held him there — my fingers in his hair, crushing his mouth against my tit — while his cock pumped pulse after pulse into the deepest part of me.

What Greg's body couldn't produce in a month, Kofi was pumping into me in a single round.

His teeth found the curve of my breast — not the nipple, the underside, the soft heavy flesh where the weight hung. He bit into it. A deep bite. His jaw opening wide and closing around a mouthful of my breast and clamping down. I screamed. Not pain. Beyond pain. My whole body jolted. My pussy clenched around him so hard he groaned into my flesh and another pulse erupted — thick, hot, pumped directly against my cervix.

"AHHHHHHHHH — YES — OH GOD YES — BREED ME — FUCKING BREED ME—"

"Breed me," I said again. Quieter. Looking down at him. His face buried in my breast. His teeth in my flesh. His cock pumping cum into the deepest part of me. "Baby," I said. Pointed at my stomach. Then at him. "You. Me. Baby."

His eyes snapped up. Dark. Locked on mine. His teeth still clamped on my breast. He understood that word. Every man in every language understands that word.

"Baby," he repeated. His voice muffled against my tit. A growl more than a word.

"Yes." I ground down on him. Hard. Took his cock as deep as it would go and held it there. His cum pooling at my cervix. Hot. Heavy. "Baby. Your baby. Not Greg. Not—" I held up the pinky. Wiggled it. "Not pinky baby. YOUR baby."

Something shifted behind his eyes. A hunger that had been patient all night and wasn't patient anymore.

His hand came off my breast and cracked across my ass.

"AHH—"

Hard. The slap echoing off the walls. My flesh stinging. My pussy squeezing his cock from the shock and the squeeze wrung another thick pulse out of him and I felt it hit deep.

"OHHH — yes — again — HARDER—"

He hit me again. Harder. Open palm. The crack louder. My ass bouncing from the impact. The sting spreading through my skin in a hot bloom. No pain. Just heat. Just pleasure wearing a different mask.

I started rutting. Not riding — rutting. Grinding back and forth on his cock. My hips rocking. Forward and back. His cock stirring inside me. His cum sloshing with every movement. I dug my nails into his chest. Ten nails. Into the hard dark muscle of his pecs. Dragging. Leaving white tracks on black skin that turned red behind my fingers.

He growled. Deep. From his gut. His mouth full of my breast — he'd bitten down again, a fresh spot, the heavy underside where the flesh was softest. His jaw clamping. His teeth sinking into me while his growl vibrated through the trapped flesh. The sound of an animal with its mouth full. Not a man anymore. An animal.

"AHHHH — oh GOD — don't stop — don't you fucking STOP—"

His hand cracked my ass again. The other cheek. I screamed. My nails dug deeper into his chest. I could feel the muscle under my fingertips — hard, dense, flexing every time he grunted. I clawed downward. Ten red lines from his pecs to his stomach. His abs clenching under my nails. His skin tearing under the pressure and I didn't care and he didn't care and neither of us was a person anymore.

He smacked my ass again. Harder. A barrage starting. CRACK. CRACK. CRACK. Alternating cheeks. Fast. His palm landing flat and full on my flesh. Each slap jolting me forward on his cock and the jolt driving him deeper and every inch deeper pushed more of his cum against my cervix.

"AHHH — AHHH — AHHH — YES — BREED ME — HARDER—"

I was rutting wildly now. My hips slamming forward and back. His cock churning my insides. The wet squelching sounds obscene — his cum being stirred and sloshed and pushed deeper with every grind. My tits bouncing in his face. He caught the right one in his mouth. Bit the nipple. Chewed. His jaw working while his hand beat my ass in a rhythm that had no pattern. Random. Savage. CRACK against my right cheek. CRACK against the left. CRACK CRACK on the same spot twice and the skin burning and the burn feeding straight between my legs.

"OHHHHH — OH FUCK — OH FUCK—"

I clawed his shoulders. Raked my nails up from his chest to his traps. Up his neck. Into his scalp. Grabbed fistfuls of his hair and yanked his face harder into my tit. His teeth clenched. His growl turned into a snarl — the vibration running through my breast so hard I felt it in my spine.

His hips were driving up now. Not short jabs anymore. Full thrusts. Slamming up into me while I ground down. Collision on every stroke. The slap of his hips meeting my ass mixing with the crack of his palm on my cheeks. Two rhythms. His cock from below. His hand from behind. Both relentless. Both getting harder.

"BREED ME — KOFI — PUT A BABY IN ME — OH GOD—"

He snarled against my breast. His hand hit my ass so hard my whole body lurched forward. His cock drove deep from below. His cum erupted — another thick pulse, hot, slamming against my cervix. I felt it. Felt the heat bloom at the deepest point inside me. His seed pooling right where it needed to be. Right where Greg's dead sperm had failed for twenty-six years.

I dug my nails into his pecs and dragged down to his abs. Hard. Drawing blood this time. Thin red lines on dark skin. He roared into my breast. His jaw opening wider. More flesh in his mouth. Biting the full curve of me. His teeth leaving a ring of dents in my skin.

"AHHHHHH — AHHHHHH—"

I couldn't tell my screams from his roars. Both filling the room. Both animal. His mouth savaging my breast — switching from the right to the left, biting, chewing, sucking, his face covered in his own spit. My hands savaging his chest — clawing, scratching, leaving marks he'd see in the mirror tomorrow. His palm savaging my ass — CRACK CRACK CRACK CRACK, harder every time, my flesh burning hot pink under his dark hand.

And none of it hurt. Nothing hurt. My ass was on fire from his slaps and my tits were being chewed raw and my nails were tearing his skin and there was no pain anywhere. Just pleasure. Thick and hot and pulsing through every nerve. The slaps were pleasure. The bites were pleasure. His cum pumping into me was pleasure. My pussy clenching around him was pleasure. Everything was the same thing and the same thing was his cock and his cum and his hands and his teeth and my body screaming yes to all of it.

"MORE — HARDER — DON'T STOP — BREED ME — FILL ME UP—"

He was grunting with every thrust now. Loud. Rough. Guttural sounds punched out of him on every upstroke. His mouth releasing my breast just long enough to suck air and then biting down again. A new spot every time. The top of my breast. The side. The nipple. The areola. The heavy underside again. His teeth everywhere. Marking every inch of me.

His hand hit my ass. The hardest yet. A crack so loud it sounded like a gunshot. My whole body jolted. His cock punched deep. Another pulse of cum erupted inside me. My pussy clamped down and milked it. Pulled it deeper. My body working on its own now — pulling his seed in, wringing it out of him, sucking it toward my cervix with convulsions I couldn't control.

"OHHHH — I CAN FEEL IT — EVERY DROP — GIVE ME EVERY DROP—"

He hit me again. And again. CRACK CRACK CRACK. Each one making my pussy clench. Each clench milking another pulse. A cycle that fed itself. Slap, clench, pulse, scream. Slap, clench, pulse, scream. His hand beating my ass raw and his balls emptying into my womb and my body taking every last drop like it was built for this. Like twenty-six years with Greg's pinky dick had been the waiting room and this — Kofi's cock pumping me full, his teeth in my tits, his hand on my ass — was the appointment.

He bit the underside of my left breast. Full jaw. Deep. His teeth sinking into the heaviest part. Clamped. The flesh trapped and throbbing in his mouth. His growl constant now — a low vibrating snarl that buzzed through my breast tissue and straight down into my pussy. I grabbed the back of his head with both hands. Crushed his face into my tit. His teeth bit harder. I screamed louder. My nails in his scalp. His hand on my ass. CRACK.

"AHHHHHHHHH — AHHHHHHHHH — AHHHHHHHHHHHH—"

One last pulse. I felt it build in his balls — they tightened against my ass, contracted, drew up hard. His whole body went rigid underneath me. Every muscle locking. His abs turning to stone under my clawed-up handprints. His thighs like concrete. His cock swelling one final time — thicker, harder, stretching me at the peak — and then the pulse hit.

The biggest. A hot burst that erupted from him with a roar that shook the breast clamped in his teeth. I felt the heat of it slam against my cervix. Spread through me. Radiate outward. Through my pelvis. Through my stomach. Up my spine. Into my chest. Down my thighs to my toes. The heat of his cum reaching every corner of my body.

His hand came down on my ass one final time. CRACK. The hardest of the night. My flesh burning. My pussy convulsing. My orgasm cresting one last time — towering, impossible, fed by his cum and his teeth and his hand and the knowledge that this man had just emptied his balls into me and meant it.

I came screaming his name. My nails buried in his chest. My tits trapped in his mouth. His cum flooding my cervix. My pussy milking his cock in long rolling contractions that pulled every last drop as deep as it would go. Deeper than Greg. Deeper than anyone.


Chapter 23

I collapsed forward.

My full weight onto his chest. No strength left to hold myself up. My arms giving out. My thighs giving out. Everything south of my ribcage shutting down at once. I hit his body like a sack of something dropped from a height — heavy, boneless, finished.

"Mmh... mmhh... ohhh..."

My breasts mashed against his chest. The bitten flesh — chewed, bruised, spit-slick, throbbing — pressing into the hard muscle of his pecs. I could feel my own heartbeat through my nipples. Pounding against his skin. Every beat sending a dull ache through the bite marks. His chest hair scraping against the raw abraded skin around my areolas. It should have hurt. Everything should have hurt. My tits should have been screaming.

They were humming. A low constant throb that was half pain and half something warm that I didn't want to stop.

His cock was still inside me. Softening. Shrinking. My pussy throbbing around it in weak aftershock squeezes I couldn't control. Clench. Release. Clench. Each one pushing out a warm trickle of his cum that slid down his shaft and pooled where our bodies were still pressed together.

"Mmm... mmm... ohh..."

I couldn't stop making sounds. Small broken ones that leaked out of my mouth on every exhale. My jaw was slack. My lips parted against his chest. My breath coming in short shallow hitches that shook my whole body. I was trembling. Not shaking — trembling. A fine vibration running through every muscle. My arms. My legs. My stomach. My fingers. Like someone had plugged me into a current and left it on low.

My walls squeezed. His cock shifted inside me — softer now, smaller, but still there — and the shift sent a jolt through me that made my hips twitch and a whimper crack out.

"Mmph—"

More cum leaked out. Thick. Warm. I could feel it running. Down between my ass cheeks. Down onto his balls. Down onto the sheets beneath us. A slow steady leak that I couldn't clench hard enough to stop. My body had given up holding anything in. His cum was everywhere — inside me, leaking out of me, coating his cock, smeared between our bodies. The sheets under us were soaked. I could feel the wet warmth against my knees, my shins, my thighs.

I pressed my face into his neck.

His skin was hot. Damp. The sweat hadn't dried yet. I breathed in — deep, slow, filling my lungs with him. Salt and musk and cocoa butter. The same smell I'd chased with my tongue across every inch of his body an hour ago. His armpit. His chest. His thighs. His groin. The smell was everywhere now — on my face, in my hair, coating the inside of my mouth. I would smell like him for days. I'd get on the plane home smelling like Kofi and Greg would pick me up at the airport and bury his face in my neck and inhale and know.

I pressed my lips against his throat. Soft. Barely a kiss. Just my mouth resting on the pulse point below his jaw. I could feel his heartbeat against my lips. Fast. Hard. Slowing down. Coming back from wherever he'd been.

I kissed him again. Firmer. My lips pressing into the damp skin. Tasting the salt. My tongue slipped out — just the tip, barely — and touched his neck. Licked. A small wet sound in the quiet room.

"Mmm..."

I couldn't help it. My mouth was moving on its own. Kissing up his neck. Small kisses. Soft. Wet. Each one landing on a new patch of skin. His pulse. His jaw. The tendon running up the side of his neck that I'd licked hours ago. My lips dragging over his stubble. Rough against my swollen mouth.

He made a sound. Low. A rumble in his chest that I felt through my breasts more than I heard with my ears. Not a growl. Something softer. Something that vibrated through his throat under my lips.

I kissed his jawline. The hard edge of it. The muscle that had been clenching around my breast for the last twenty minutes. I kissed the corner of his jaw. Below his ear. My lips finding the soft spot behind his earlobe. He exhaled. Long. Heavy. His chest falling underneath me. His hands — I noticed them now for the first time — were on my back. Both of them. Spread wide. His palms flat against my skin. Heavy and warm and still.

My hips twitched. My body tightened around his softening cock and another trickle of cum leaked out and I whimpered against his ear.

"Mmph... ohh..."

My body wouldn't stop. The aftershocks kept rolling. Every thirty seconds. Every twenty. A clench that started deep and pulsed outward and made my thighs tremble and my stomach cramp and a sound fall out of my mouth. Each one smaller than the last but each one there. Present. Reminding me of what had just happened.

I kissed down his jaw. Across his chin. His stubble rough under my lips. I found the corner of his mouth. Kissed it. Tasted sweat and spit and something metallic — my own skin, I realized. The taste of my breast still on his lips from where he'd been chewing me.

His head turned. Toward me. His mouth finding mine.

The kiss was nothing like what we'd done all night. It wasn't rough. Wasn't hungry. His lips pressed against mine — warm, full, slightly chapped. Just pressure. Just contact. My swollen lips against his. Both of us breathing hard through our noses. Both of us too wrecked to do anything more than press our mouths together and hold still.

Then his tongue touched my lower lip. Light. A brush.

Something broke open in my chest.

I grabbed his face. Both hands. My nails — wrecked, some of them cracked from clawing his chest — cupping his jaw. I pulled him into me and kissed him hard. My mouth opening. His mouth opening. Tongues. Not gentle. Messy. Sloppy. Tasting each other. His tongue thick and hot in my mouth. My tongue pushing into his. Both of us groaning into the kiss — my high broken moan mixing with his low rumble. The sound vibrating between our mouths.

"Mmmphhh — mmmmm — ohhhh—"

I kissed him like I was trying to crawl inside him. Like his mouth was the only thing keeping me from falling apart. My hands on his face. His hands sliding up my back — slow, heavy, his fingers dragging up my spine. My tits crushed between our chests. The bitten nipples grinding against his pecs and the friction sending jolts through my spent body that made me whimper into his mouth.

"Mmph — mmhh — mmph—"

My hips twitched. Aftershock. My body gripping his cock — almost soft now, barely there, but the squeeze still registered. Still sent a pulse through my walls that made my legs jerk. His cum leaking out of me in a warm rush. I moaned into his mouth. He swallowed the sound.

His hand found the back of my head. Cradled it. His fingers in my hair — not pulling, not grabbing. Holding. His palm warm against my skull. He kissed me deeper. His tongue slow now. Not fighting. Exploring. Running along the inside of my lower lip. Along my teeth. Against my tongue in long lazy strokes.

I was shaking. Still shaking. The trembling hadn't stopped. My arms were vibrating against his chest. My thighs were vibrating against his hips. My stomach muscles fluttering in spasms I couldn't control. Every part of me was twitching. Firing. Misfiring. My body couldn't find its off switch.

"Ohh... mmm... ohh..."

I broke the kiss. Gasping. A string of spit connecting our mouths. I looked down at him — his face, his eyes, the scar above his eyebrow. His lips were swollen. Wet. His chest was clawed to pieces — ten red tracks running from his pecs to his abs. Some of them beading. His shoulders had crescent moons from my nails. His scalp had scratches.

I looked down at myself. At us.

My white body on his black body. My pale legs straddling his dark hips. My bruised breasts — purple bite marks blooming across both of them, teeth rings around my nipples, handprint-shaped bruises on the undersides where he'd clamped his full jaw. My ass — I couldn't see it but I could feel it. Burning. Every cheek on fire. His handprints layered on top of each other in overlapping welts.

His cum was leaking out of me in a steady stream now. His cock had slipped free without either of us noticing. The absence was a hollow ache between my legs. My pussy gaping. Swollen. The cum running out of me unchecked — thick and warm, sliding down my inner thighs, dripping onto his stomach, pooling in the grooves of his abs.

My pussy squeezed. An aftershock. Hard. My whole body jerked. A moan ripped out of me — short, surprised, raw.

"Ohhh—"

Another. Fifteen seconds later. A clench that started deep and pulsed outward. My thighs locking. My stomach cramping. The moan coming out higher this time. Thinner.

"Ahh — ahh—"

I couldn't stop them. My body was running a program I hadn't agreed to. Clench. Pulse. Moan. Tremble. Every aftershock pushing out more of his cum. Every trickle of cum triggering another aftershock. A loop. Like the one that had built the orgasm but smaller now. Echoes of what had just destroyed me.

I pressed my face back into his neck. Bit him. Soft. Not like before. Just my teeth resting against his skin. Holding on.

"Mmh... mmhh... mmm..."

His arms tightened around me. Not squeezing. Gathering. Like he was making sure all the pieces of me were still in one place. His hands flat on my back. His chest rising and falling under my ruined breasts. The fan turning above us. The waves through the window.

I lay there. On top of him. His cum leaking out of me. My body twitching. My lips against his neck making sounds that weren't words. Wrecked and bred and trembling. Every muscle trembling. Every nerve still firing.

Another aftershock. Another moan. My fingers curling against his chest.

"Mmph..."

His hand stroked my hair. One slow pass. His fingers gentle in a way that made my eyes sting. The same hand that had beaten my ass red. Gentle now. Stroking my hair while I shook apart on top of him.

I turned my head. Found his mouth again. Kissed him. Slow this time. Soft. Both of us barely moving. Just lips. Just breath. His cum warm between my thighs. His heartbeat under my breast. The aftershocks spacing out now. Every forty seconds. Every minute. Getting smaller. My body finally winding down.

"Mmm..."

One last clench. One last trickle. One last whimper into his mouth.

I pulled back. Looked at him. His eyes were half closed. His breathing slow. That composure was gone — nothing left but a man who'd emptied everything he had into a woman and was lying in the wreckage of it.

I rested my head on his chest. Listened to his heartbeat. Closed my eyes.

My phone was on the nightstand. The screen had gone dark hours ago. Greg would be asleep by now. On the couch. The dog on his lap. ESPN on low. His phone next to him, waiting for the pictures his wife promised.

He was going to need more than pictures.

Greg was going to need a very detailed phone call.


Chapter 24

I'd been waiting at the breakfast table for forty minutes.

My tea was cold. My toast was stiff. The eggs had gone that awful rubbery texture they get when they sit too long in the chafing dish and you regret taking them but you eat them anyway because you're British and waste is a sin. The German couple were back — same table, same argument, something about the hire car today — and the buffet staff were starting to clear the late platters.

No Kendra.

She was never late for breakfast. Kendra ate breakfast like it was a competitive sport. First in the restaurant, last to leave, two plates minimum, three coffees, and a running commentary about everyone else in the room that she delivered at a volume that made me want to crawl under the table. The woman treated the breakfast buffet like a stage.

Not today. Her chair was empty. Her place unset. I'd been sitting here with my cold tea and my sad eggs staring at the entrance and she hadn't appeared.

I texted her.

*Breakfast?*

Nothing. No dots. No read receipt. Just silence.

I waited another ten minutes. Finished my toast. Ordered a second tea. Stared at my phone.

*Kendra. It's half nine. Are you dead?*

Nothing.

I picked up my bag and my sun hat and left the restaurant.

---

Room 312 was at the far end of the third floor corridor. I could hear something before I reached it. Halfway down the hall. Faint at first, then louder with every step.

Sounds.

Guttural sounds. Low. Coming through the door. Through the walls. A voice — deep, male — grunting in a rhythm I recognised. And underneath it, or on top of it, or tangled through it — Kendra. Moaning. Not quiet moans. Not the polite breathy sounds you hear in films. These were raw. Guttural. Pulled out of her in short sharp bursts.

"Unh — UNH — ohh — OHHH—"

I stopped walking.

I was standing in the middle of the corridor, my sun hat in one hand and my phone in the other, listening to my friend get fucked through a closed door at half nine in the morning.

The German couple from 310 walked past me. The wife gave me a look — tight-lipped, eyebrows up, the universal expression for "we've been hearing that all night." Her husband stared at the floor and walked faster.

"AHHH — oh GOD — KOFI—"

Good Lord.

I stood there for another thirty seconds. Considered leaving. Considered texting again. Considered pretending I'd never come up here and going back to my cold eggs and my cold tea and the safety of not knowing what was happening in room 312.

I knocked.

Three knocks. Polite. British. The kind of knock that says "I'm terribly sorry to interrupt but it's half nine and you were supposed to meet me for breakfast."

The sounds stopped. A beat of silence. Then shuffling. A creak — the bed. A thump — something falling off the bed. Then Kendra's voice. Wrecked. Hoarse. Like she'd been gargling gravel.

"One — one minute. Be right — give me a minute."

I stood in the corridor. Arms folded. My face burning. From down the hall I could hear the German wife say something in rapid German to her husband. The word "wahnsinnig" came through. I didn't speak German but I got the gist.

More shuffling behind the door. A low voice — male, deep, speaking in a language I didn't understand. Kendra's voice answering in broken fragments. "My friend — door — just — here, take your—"

The door swung open.

A man walked out.

Tall. Very tall. Broader than Malik — and Malik was broad. Dark — darker than Malik, a deep rich black that the corridor light couldn't do anything with. A deep black that made his skin look polished. Carved. He was naked. Completely naked. Holding a pair of black boxers bunched up in front of his crotch with one hand.

The boxers were doing their best. They were not doing enough.

The fabric shifted when he stepped through the doorway and I saw — I didn't mean to look, I truly didn't, but the boxers slipped and for half a second before he adjusted them I saw what was behind them and my brain stalled. Thick. Dark. Heavy. Hanging even soft. I looked away. Too late. The image was already in my head and it was staying there.

Bigger than Malik. That was the thought I didn't want to have and had anyway.

His other hand hung at his side. His chest was covered in scratches — red lines running from his pecs to his stomach in long parallel tracks. Some of them still beading. I recognised those marks. I'd left the same ones on Malik's shoulders two nights ago. Nails. Dragged hard enough to break skin. The marks of a woman who'd been holding on to something because she needed to hold on to something.

Kendra's nails had done that. Kendra, who kept her manicure perfect. Kendra, who got gel tips every two weeks at a salon in Alpharetta. Those were Kendra's nails.

He smelled like sex. I could smell it from three feet away in an open corridor. Sweat. Musk. Something sharp and biological. And underneath it — faint, almost buried — Kendra's perfume. The Chanel one she wore every day. Clinging to his skin. Mixed into his sweat.

He looked at me.

I looked at him.

He had a scar above his left eyebrow. His jaw was sharp. His shoulders were wider than the door frame and I watched him angle himself sideways to get through it. His stomach was marked up — more scratches, these ones running diagonally across his abs, deeper than the ones on his chest. Kendra hadn't just held on. She'd clawed.

His face registered something between embarrassment and amusement. He ducked his head. A sheepish nod. Like a man caught sneaking out of a room he shouldn't have been in — which was exactly what he was, except the room was Kendra's and the sneaking was happening at half nine in the morning in a well-lit corridor while a fifty-nine-year-old English woman in a sun hat stared at him.

"Morning," I said. I don't know why I said it. Reflex.

He nodded again. Adjusted the boxers. Turned sideways to get past me — he was too broad for us to share the corridor without contact — and his arm brushed my shoulder as he passed. Warm. Hard. The muscle under his skin like something carved from wood.

He started walking toward the stairwell.

He was limping.

Not slightly. Properly. A hitch in his left leg that made his whole gait lopsided. His hip dropping on every other step. Like something in his groin was sore. Something that had been worked too hard for too many hours.

What on earth had Kendra done to him?

He moved down the hallway — naked, scratched up, limping, smelling like sex and Chanel, holding his boxers over his privates with one hand — and I watched him go. His back was scratched too. Long red lines from his shoulder blades to his waist. His arse — I caught myself looking and stopped — was muscular and round and also had marks on it. Fingertip bruises. On his hips. Small round dents in the dark skin where someone had gripped him. Hard. For a long time.

He turned the corner and disappeared.

I turned back to the door. It was open. The smell hit me before I stepped inside.

Sex. The room smelled like sex. Not faintly. Not "oh, someone's been intimate." The room smelled like sex had happened in it for twelve hours straight and nobody had opened a window. Sweat — thick and musky, a male scent, concentrated and heavy. Cum — unmistakable, sharp, biological. Something herbal underneath it — cocoa butter maybe, or something local. And Kendra's perfume somewhere at the bottom of it all, buried under everything else.

I stepped inside. The door swung shut behind me.

The room was destroyed.

The sheets were on the floor. Half of them. The other half were still on the mattress but bunched and twisted into ropes. There was a wet patch in the centre of the bed the size of a dinner tray. The pillows were everywhere — one on the floor by the window, one wedged between the headboard and the wall, one missing entirely. The lamp on the nightstand was crooked. A glass of water had tipped over at some point and nobody had bothered. The headboard had been shoved away from the wall by about three inches and there were marks in the plaster behind it. Dents. Several of them. Fresh.

And Kendra.

Kendra was on the bed. On her back. Spread. Not artfully — not posed, not arranged. Spread like someone who'd fallen from a great height and landed wherever gravity put her. Her arms were out to the sides, palms up, fingers curled. Her legs were apart — wide apart, knees bent, feet dangling off the edge of the mattress. She was naked. Completely.

I walked around the bed. I don't know why. Some instinct to assess the damage. The same thing I'd done in my own bathroom mirror yesterday morning after Malik — standing there cataloguing the marks on my body like evidence at a crime scene.

Kendra's body was the crime scene.

Her face first. Flushed. Not pink — red. Deep red. Blotchy. Sweat shining on her forehead, her cheeks, her neck. Her hair was plastered to her scalp in dark wet streaks. Her makeup was gone — smeared off or sweated off or cried off, I couldn't tell which. Her mascara was under her eyes in dark half-moons. Her lips were swollen. Cracked. Her jaw hanging slightly open like the muscles had given up on the idea of holding it shut.

Her breasts. God. Her breasts looked like she'd been attacked. They were big — Kendra's breasts were always big, she complained about them and showed them off in equal measure — and right now every inch of them was marked. Purple bite marks everywhere. Not love bites. Not the polite little bruises you get from enthusiastic kissing. These were jaw marks. Full bite impressions. I could see individual teeth — the top row and the bottom row pressed into her pale skin in dark rings. Around her nipples. Across the tops. Along the heavy undersides where the flesh was softest. Some of the marks were layered — one bite on top of another, newer bruises blooming over older ones. Like he'd gone back to the same spots. Again and again.

Her nipples were swollen. Raw. An angry shade of red that was already darkening at the edges toward purple. The skin around them was abraded — rough, chafed, the surface broken in tiny patches where his teeth had scraped too hard or too many times. I winced looking at them. I could feel the ghost of Malik's mouth on my own breasts — he'd been gentle, comparatively. This wasn't gentle. This was a man who'd spent hours with his mouth on her and hadn't held back.

I counted the bite marks. I stopped at fourteen. There were more.

Her stomach had scratches. Not his — hers. Her own nails had been there at some point, I could tell by the angle. Dragging down her own body. She must have been clawing at herself while he—

I moved on.

Her arse. I could see the edge of it from the side of the bed. Red. Not pink. Red. Handprints. Layered. Overlapping. I could make out individual finger impressions in some of them — long dark welts where his palm had landed flat and full on her flesh. Both cheeks. Some of the marks were darker than others — the older ones already turning purple-blue at the edges, the fresher ones still bright angry red. I counted five distinct handprints on the cheek I could see. There were more on the other side. There had to be.

I'd had a man slap my arse before. At the Alpharetta parties. Once or twice during. A playful smack. A sting that faded in seconds.

These weren't playful. These were the marks of a hand that had been hitting the same flesh for a long time with no intention of stopping.

Her thighs were streaked. Dried cum. White against her flushed skin. Running in crusted trails from between her legs down to her knees. Some of it dried and flaking. Some of it still wet — fresh, glistening, thick. She was still leaking. I recognised that. The afterleak. The thing you can't stop no matter how hard you clench because your body has given up trying to hold anything in. I'd been doing it yesterday morning — standing in the shower watching Malik's cum run down my legs in a stream I couldn't control.

Kendra's was worse. More of it. Thicker. Pooling on the sheets underneath her in a wet patch that had soaked through to the mattress. Her inner thighs were pink — not from the cum, from friction. The skin rubbed raw. Chafed. Hours of contact. Hours of his body between her legs.

More cum on her stomach. A smear across her hip. A dried streak on her left breast where it had run from somewhere — or been wiped, or splashed. It was everywhere. On her. Under her. In her. Still coming out of her.

Her hands. I noticed last. Her fingernails were wrecked. Three of them cracked. Two of them had dark residue under the tips — his skin, I realised. She'd clawed him hard enough to keep pieces of him under her nails.

Her wedding ring was still on. Catching the light from the window. The thin gold band Greg had put on her finger twenty-six years ago, now coated in dried sweat and God knew what else.

She was breathing. Slow. Shallow. Her chest rising and falling in a rhythm that suggested she might be awake but hadn't committed to the idea. Her breasts lifting and dropping with each breath. The bite marks shifting. The bruises moving. She made a small sound on the exhale — not a moan, not a whimper. A hum. Like her body was still vibrating on a frequency that hadn't switched off yet.

"Kendra?"

Her eyes opened. Halfway. Glazed. She looked at me like I was a stranger who'd walked into her house and she was too tired to ask me to leave.

"Kendra. Are you alright?"

She stared at the ceiling. Her mouth opened. Her jaw moved. A breath came out first — long, shaky, the exhale of a woman whose body had been through something it was still processing.

"No," she said.


Chapter 25

We made it to lunch.

Not breakfast. Breakfast was a lost cause. By the time Claire got me vertical and into the shower and into a sundress that didn't require bending — bending was off the table, bending was retired, bending had left the building — it was quarter past noon and the breakfast buffet had been cleared two hours ago.

Claire walked ahead of me into the restaurant. I walked behind her. Slowly. Very slowly. Each step a negotiation between my legs and the rest of my body about how much movement was acceptable. The answer was: not much. I was walking like I'd just gotten off a horse. A very large horse. A horse that had been inside me for six hours and left something behind that I could still feel shifting every time I took a step.

I sat down. That was its own event. I lowered myself into the chair the way Claire had lowered herself into hers yesterday morning — both hands on the armrests, inch by inch, jaw clenched. When my ass hit the seat I made a sound that I will not describe.

Claire watched all of this from across the table. Sipping her tea. Not helping.

"Don't," I said.

"I didn't say anything."

"You're thinking it."

"I'm thinking several things."

"Don't think any of them."

She sipped her tea. Her eyes were doing that thing — the amused English thing where she looks like she's about to say something devastatingly polite and absolutely brutal at the same time.

"The German couple asked if they should call an ambulance," she said. "Last night. Around two in the morning. The wife knocked on my door in her dressing gown."

"Oh God."

"I told her you were fine. That you were just — enthusiastic."

"Enthusiastic."

"I didn't know what else to say, Kendra. You were screaming 'breed me' through the walls. I could hear individual words. The woman looked like she'd witnessed a crime."

I put my face in my hands. "Please stop."

"She asked if the man was hurting you. I said no, he's from the pool bar, and she said 'the tall one?' and I said yes, and she went quiet for a moment and then she said—" Claire paused. Sipped her tea. "She said 'ah. Yes. That makes sense.'"

"I'm going to die."

"You're not going to die. You're going to eat your lunch and tell me everything."

I looked at her through my fingers. She had that face on. The Claire face. The one that looks prim and proper and curious and absolutely filthy underneath it. The same face she'd had when she told me about Malik and the oil and the arse and the three hours.

"You want details," I said.

"I want details."

"You saw me up there, Claire. You saw the room. You saw — all of it. What else do you need?"

"I saw the aftermath. I want the story." She set her tea down. Leaned forward. "He walked past me in the corridor holding his boxers over his bits. Scratched to pieces. Limping. Smelling like you and sex and something I can't identify. His chest looked like he'd been attacked by a cat. A very large, very angry cat."

"That was me."

"I gathered."

"I clawed him. During. I couldn't — I wasn't thinking. My nails just —" I looked down at my hands. Three nails cracked. Two with dark stuff still under them that I hadn't been able to scrub out in the shower. "I have his skin under my fingernails, Claire."

"I noticed."

"And he bit me. Look." I pulled the neckline of my sundress down an inch. The top of a purple bite mark peeked out above the fabric. "That's one. There's fourteen more."

Claire's eyes went wide. "Fourteen?"

"You counted them. In the room. I saw you counting."

"I stopped at fourteen because I ran out of visible skin. Are there more?"

"There are more."

"Where?"

"Everywhere. Both tits. The undersides. Around my nipples. He chewed on me, Claire. For — I don't even know how long. Twenty minutes? Thirty? He had my nipple between his teeth and he just —" I made a grinding motion with my jaw. "Like he was trying to eat me."

Claire's teacup was frozen halfway to her mouth. "Good Lord."

"Greg would have lost his mind. You know what Greg would've done if he'd walked in instead of you? He'd have pulled up a chair and jerked off. He'd have watched Kofi chew on my tits and he'd have had his little dick out before his ass hit the seat."

"Kendra —"

"He'd have come in thirty seconds. Tops. Then he'd have asked for a replay."

"You're obscene."

"I'm honest. That man gets off on this. He picked out the lingerie I wore last night, Claire. He texted me at six o'clock — right when Kofi was supposed to show up — and said, and I quote, 'PICTURES OR IT DIDN'T HAPPEN.' All caps. He put his credit card in my purse before I left Georgia and told me to buy condoms. I didn't use them."

Claire set her teacup down. "You didn't use—"

"He came inside me. Raw. Multiple times. I lost count of the pulses. It was — Claire, Greg's cum is like water. Thin. Barely there. You know what Kofi's cum felt like? Like someone poured hot concrete inside me. Thick. Heavy. I could feel it hitting me. Each one. Like a pulse. And it just kept coming."

"Kendra."

"I can still feel it leaking out of me." I shifted in my chair and winced. "Right now. Sitting in this restaurant. Eating this salad. His cum is still inside me and it's been — what — six hours? Seven? I showered. I cleaned up. Doesn't matter. It's still coming out. Every time I move. Every time I clench. I can feel it."

Claire's face was red. Not embarrassment red — the other red. The one I'd seen on her face yesterday when she was telling me about Malik's cock in her ass. The interested red.

"God," she said. "That's —"

"Filthy?"

"I was going to say a lot."

"It is a lot. The man produced more cum in one go than Greg produces in a month. His balls were pumping like — I don't even know. I could feel them against me. Contracting. Working. Pulse after pulse. I counted nine and then I stopped counting because I was too busy screaming."

I took a bite of my salad. Chewed. Swallowed. Claire was staring at me.

"Wish Greg had been the one to walk in this morning," I said. "Instead of you. He'd have cleaned me up."

"Cleaned you — Kendra. Stop."

"He would have. On his knees. Tongue first. He's done it before. We had this couple in Alpharetta — she was a dental hygienist, he was a contractor, big guy, came buckets — and afterward Greg got between my legs and just—"

"I do not need to hear about Alpharetta."

"Your loss. My point is Greg would have loved every second of this morning. Walking in. Seeing me like that. The bite marks. The cum. The handprints on my ass." I shifted again. Winced again. "He'd have photographed me. Framed it. Put it on the mantle next to the wedding photos."

Claire shook her head. But she was smiling. That helpless English smile.

"Wouldn't Peter?" I asked. Casual. Sipping my water.

The smile died.

"No," Claire said. The word came out flat. Quick. Like a door closing.

I waited.

Claire picked up her teacup. Put it down. Picked it up again. Took a sip that lasted too long.

"Peter wouldn't notice," she said. Quiet. Her accent sharper when she was being honest. "If I came home tomorrow — covered in bruises, walking funny, smelling like another man — Peter would ask if I'd had a nice holiday and go back to his crossword. He wouldn't notice. He doesn't notice anything. He doesn't notice when I've had my hair done. He doesn't notice when I wear the dress he bought me for Christmas. He doesn't notice when I cry in the bathroom at eleven o'clock at night."

She set the teacup down. Her hand was steady but her jaw was tight.

"Greg sends you to Ghana and picks out your knickers and texts you in all capitals because he wants to be part of it. Even from six thousand miles away. He's there. He's present. He cares about what happens to your body because he cares about you."

She looked at the table.

"Peter doesn't care what happens to my body because Peter stopped looking at my body fifteen years ago. I could come home pregnant and he'd ask me to pass the remote."

The restaurant was quiet around us. Plates clinking. The buffet staff restocking the salad bar. The German couple two tables over, arguing about something new.

"I didn't come to Ghana because I'm adventurous," Claire said. "I came because my husband makes me feel invisible. And Malik made me feel like the only woman in the world. For three hours. On a hotel bed. With oil."

She straightened up. Smoothed the napkin in her lap. Blinked twice. The English armor clicking back into place.

"So no. Peter would not clean me up. Peter would not pull up a chair. Peter would not text me in capitals or buy me lingerie or get excited about anything I did with my body because Peter has not been excited about my body since the Blair government."

I looked at her. My friend. Fifty-nine years old. Thin and pale and proper and aching for something her husband couldn't be bothered to give her.

"Then fuck Peter," I said.

"I'd rather not. That's rather the point."

I snorted. She smiled. Small. Tired. Real.

"Eat your lunch," I said. "And stop being sad about Peter. You've got Malik. Malik does things Peter can't spell."

"Malik does things Peter can't imagine."

"There you go."

She picked up her fork. I picked up mine. We ate. Two women in their fifties sitting in a Ghanaian resort restaurant — one covered in bite marks under her sundress, the other still sore from three nights ago — eating salad and drinking tea and not talking about their husbands anymore.

My phone buzzed. Greg.

*How was he? Scale of 1-10.*

I looked at Claire. Looked at my phone. Typed back.

*They don't make numbers that high, baby.*

Three dots.

*THAT'S MY GIRL. PICTURES???*

I put the phone face down on the table and ate my salad.

He was going to have to wait.


Chapter 26

I waited until she'd finished her salad.

"I have an idea," I said.

Claire looked up. Tea in hand. That careful English face that gives nothing away.

"A foursome. Two guys. Two of us. One room. Tonight."

She put the tea down. "Absolutely not."

"Claire—"

"No. I'm not — I don't do that. I'm not a swinger. That's your world, Kendra. The Alpharetta parties and the golf club couples and the — no. That's not me. I had one man. In one room. With the door locked. That's as far as I go."

"You had one man oil your ass and fuck it until you couldn't walk for two days."

"That was private."

"So is this. Just with more people."

"That's the opposite of private."

I leaned back. "Alright. Fine. Forget it."

I sipped my water. Let the silence sit. Didn't push. Didn't say a word. Just sat there and let Claire do what Claire does — which is argue with herself while pretending she's not.

Ten seconds. Twenty.

"It's not that I'm a prude," she said.

"Didn't say you were."

"I'm not. I've done things this week I never — things Peter couldn't begin to—" She stopped.

There it was.

"Peter," I said. Not pushing. Just putting the name on the table like a card.

She stared at her tea. Her jaw was tight. That thing she does when she's being honest and hates it.

"You heard what I said at lunch," she said. Quiet. Her accent going sharp the way it does when she's hurt. "About Peter. About being invisible."

She smoothed her napkin. Folded it. Unfolded it.

"I'm tired of being invisible, Kendra. I'm tired of being careful. I'm tired of being the woman who changed out of the low-back dress because her husband said 'bit much.' You know what?"

She picked up her tea. Set it down without drinking.

"Fuck it," she said. "Okay."

I didn't grin. I wanted to. But I didn't.

"Fuck it," she said again. Louder. Like the English part of her brain was short-circuiting and the Ghana part was taking over. "How does it work? Where do we find — we can't just knock on doors."

"The concierge gave me a brochure this morning. Gold letters. 'NIGHTLIFE AND ENTERTAINMENT.' There's a club in town. Ladies' night. Male dancers."

"Male dancers."

"Strippers, Claire. Big ones. African ones. The brochure had a picture — three men in gold shorts and nothing else. Oiled up. Thighs like tree trunks."

She stared at me. "You want to go to a strip club."

"I want us to go to a strip club, have some drinks, watch some very large men take their clothes off, and invite two of them back here to fuck us in my hotel room."

"Strangers," she said. "Not Malik. Not Kofi. Strangers."

"Brand new. Nobody who knows us. Just two men who look good with their shirts off and want to have a good night."

She exhaled. Long. Shaky. But her eyes were bright.

"What would I wear?"

That was the yes. When Claire asks about clothes, she's already decided.

"Something short. Something tight. And those black lace knickers you left drying on the bathroom door handle."

"How do you know about—"

"I saw them yesterday. French cut. Lace trim. You've been holding out on me."

She went pink. "Fine. The black ones."

I texted Greg under the table.

*Organizing a foursome in Ghana. Strip club. Two new guys. Tonight.*

Three dots.

*THIS IS THE BEST DAY OF MY LIFE.*

Then:

*VIDEO KENDRA. I SWEAR TO GOD. VIDEO.*

I put the phone away.

"Nine o'clock," I said. "Lobby. Short dress. Black knickers. Eat something heavy for dinner — you're going to need the energy."

Claire picked up the gin and tonic that had arrived while I was texting. Took a long swallow. Set the glass down.

"Nine o'clock," she said.


Chapter 27

Claire showed up at my room at eight fifteen. Forty-five minutes early. Wearing a beige blouse buttoned to the neck and a knee-length skirt that belonged in a dentist's waiting room.

I looked her up and down.

"No," I said.

"What?"

"Claire. We're going to a strip club. You look like you're about to chaperone a school trip."

"This is what I packed."

"This is what you packed for museums." I pulled her inside. Handed her a rum and Coke from the minibar. "Drink. I'll find you something."

She sat on the bed while I dug through my suitcase. Greg had helped me pack, which meant half of it was lingerie and the other half was dresses that left nothing to the imagination.

I held up a black one. Short. Low-cut. The kind of thing that turned my tits into a shelf.

"That's obscene," Claire said.

"That's the point." I tossed it to her. "Try it on."

"I can't wear that."

"Why not?"

"Because I'm fifty-nine. Because my arms. Because—" She gestured vaguely at her body like it was something to apologize for.

"What's Peter say when you wear something low-cut?"

She went quiet. Sipped the drink.

"He doesn't say anything," she said. "He said something once. Years ago. I'd bought a dress with a low back for his firm's Christmas do. He looked at me in the hallway and said 'bit much, isn't it?' So I changed. And that was — that was the last time."

"How long ago?"

"Eleven years."

"Claire. You haven't worn anything sexy in eleven years because Peter said 'bit much'?"

"When you say it like that it sounds—"

"It sounds like Peter wouldn't know what to do with a sexy woman if one sat on his face. Which, lucky for you, is exactly what you're going to do to a stripper tonight. Now put the dress on."

She laughed. Shook her head. But she was already unbuttoning the beige blouse.

She stood up and unzipped the skirt. Let it drop. Standing there in her bra and the black lace knickers — the French cut ones, the Malik ones — and I could see what Malik saw. She was thin, yes. Pale, yes. But her legs were long and her waist was narrow and the knickers sat on her hips like they were made for her. The bite mark Malik had left on her collarbone three days ago was still there. Purple fading to yellow.

"You know what Peter wears in bed?" she said. Pulling the dress over her head.

"Tell me."

"Brown socks. M&S. Every single time. Keeps them on through the whole — well, the whole forty-five seconds. Doesn't take them off. Just climbs on, does his business, rolls off, says 'that was nice,' and falls asleep with his brown socks on."

"Forty-five seconds?"

"On a good night. Sometimes it's one thrust. Literally one. He pushes in, makes a face, and it's over."

"What kind of face?"

"Like he's sneezed. Like he's mildly surprised by his own orgasm. Every time. For thirty-two years."

I handed her a drink. "And Malik?"

Her face changed. The tight jaw loosened. Her eyes went soft and warm and somewhere far away.

"Malik doesn't wear anything in bed," she said. "Malik walks into the room already hard. Malik smells like salt and skin and something warm I can't name. Malik takes forty-five minutes, not forty-five seconds. And Malik has never once made the sneeze face."

"There she is," I said.

She looked at herself in the mirror. The dress was tight on her — different body than mine, narrower, but it worked. The hem hit mid-thigh. The neckline showed collarbone, the tops of her small breasts, that bite mark peeking out.

She turned sideways. Turned back.

"God," she said. Quiet. "I'd forgotten I had legs."

"You've got great legs."

"I've got legs that haven't been looked at since Tony Blair was Prime Minister." She ran her hands down her thighs. Over the fabric. Watching herself in the mirror. "Malik looked at them. He put his mouth on the insides of my thighs and worked his way up and I nearly came before he got there."

"That's what tonight's going to be," I said. "Times two."

She was still looking at herself. Something shifting in her face. Not anger at Peter. Not sadness. Something hungrier than that.

"Do you have heels?" she asked. "Mine are all flats."

I tossed her a pair of black ones. She stepped in. Three inches taller. Legs longer. The dress riding up just enough.

I got myself ready — red dress, tits out, the gold hoops Greg bought me for our anniversary. We stood side by side in the mirror. Me: thick, tanned, tits spilling everywhere. Her: thin, pale, legs for days, Malik's bite mark on display.

Us. In Ghana. About to go pick up strippers.

I poured us one more round.

"To tonight," I said.

"To tonight." She clinked her glass against mine. Drank. Something sharp behind her eyes. Not nervous anymore. Ready.

My phone buzzed. The taxi.

"Let's go," I said.


Chapter 28

The club was called Onyx.

Black walls. Purple neon. Bass so heavy I could feel it in my chest before we got through the door. The bouncer — wide, bald, arms like logs — looked us up and down. Two white women in tight dresses and heels. He didn't ask for ID. He smiled. Waved us in. Ladies' night meant we didn't pay cover.

Inside it was dark and loud and packed with women. Local women. Tourist women. A bachelorette group near the bar wearing matching pink sashes. A table of older women — our age, maybe older — drinking champagne and screaming at each other over the music.

And the stage.

The stage was lit up in gold. Three men dancing. Shirtless. Oiled. Gold shorts so tight they left nothing to the imagination. The music was Afrobeats — heavy drums, slow rolling bass — and the men moved to it like water. Hips grinding. Muscles rolling under skin so dark it caught the light like polished wood.

Claire grabbed my arm.

"Oh my God," she said.

"Welcome to ladies' night."

We got drinks. Found a table near the stage. The rum was cheap and strong and I was already buzzing from the minibar rounds. Claire was drinking faster than I'd ever seen her drink. Eyes on the stage. Not blinking.

The three dancers rotated off. Three new ones came on. Taller. Bigger. The crowd screamed. A woman in the front row tucked a bill into the waistband of the middle one and he rolled his hips toward her face and she almost fell off her chair.

"This is insane," Claire said. She was leaning forward. Elbows on the table. Her drink forgotten. "They're — Kendra, look at them."

"I'm looking."

"That one. On the left."

I looked. The one on the left was tall. Six-three, maybe six-four. Lean but heavy in the shoulders and chest. Dark skin — not coal black like Kofi, more like rich coffee. Sharp cheekbones. A jaw that could cut glass. When he moved his hips the gold shorts shifted and you could see the outline of what was underneath and it was not small.

"I see him," I said.

"He's beautiful."

"He's hung."

"Both. He's both."

The one on the right caught my eye. Thicker than the tall one. Shorter — six-one, maybe — but built like a wall. Broad chest. Arms that stretched the skin. Thighs so heavy the shorts were straining at the seams. His skin was deep dark brown, smooth, not a hair on him. He had a gap between his front teeth and when he smiled at the crowd it was the kind of smile that made you want to do something stupid.

He looked at me. Directly at me. While rolling his hips. Held eye contact for three seconds. Four. Then moved on to the next woman.

I was wet. Just from that.

"The thick one," I said to Claire. "On the right."

"I saw."

"He looked at me."

"He looked at everyone."

"He looked at me different."

Claire laughed. "You're delusional."

"I'm horny. Same thing."

The set ended. The dancers came off stage. Some of them circled the room — talking to women, offering private dances. The bachelorette group swarmed one of them. The older women at the champagne table were negotiating something with another.

The tall one — Claire's — walked past our table. Close enough that I could smell him. Coconut oil and sweat and something warm underneath. Claire's hand tightened on her glass.

He stopped. Looked at Claire. Looked at my dress. Looked at Claire's legs.

"You enjoy?" His English was accented. Functional. Broken, but functional. A man who knew enough to work tourists but thought in Twi.

"Very much," I said.

Claire was mute. Just staring at him. At his chest. At the oil catching the purple light on his collarbone. At the V of muscle disappearing into his waistband.

He tapped his chest. "Kwame." Said it to Claire. Not to me. He'd picked his target.

"Claire," she said. Her voice came out higher than normal.

He smiled. White teeth. Gestured between himself and Claire. "Dance? For you?"

"She wants more than a dance," I said.

Claire kicked me under the table. But she didn't correct me.

Kwame looked at me. Then back at Claire. His smile changed — slower. Knowing. He pointed at Claire, then at me. Then at the hallway behind the stage. "More?" he said. "Not just show?"

"We might be," I said.

He turned his head. Whistled. Short. Sharp. The thick one — mine — looked over from across the room. Kwame waved him over.

He walked to our table. Up close he was bigger than he'd looked on stage. His shoulders were wider than the chair back. His neck was thick. The gap-toothed smile was still there.

"Yaw," he said. Pointing at his chest. Then at Kwame. "My friend."

"Kendra." I held out my hand. He took it. His hand swallowed mine. His palm was rough and hot.

He pointed at my empty glass. "You drink? I buy."

"Whatever you're buying."

He laughed. Low. Warm. Pulled a chair over and sat down next to me. His thigh pressed against mine under the table. Solid. Heavy. Hot through the fabric.

Kwame sat next to Claire. Not touching her yet. Giving her space. But close enough that she could smell him. I watched her breathe in. Watched her pupils dilate.

Drinks came. We talked — or tried to. Their English came in fragments. Kwame did most of it. They were dancers. From Accra. Kwame held up two fingers and eight fingers — twenty-eight. Yaw tapped his own chest, three and one — thirty-one. They worked the club circuit. Onyx on weeknights. Private events on weekends. They didn't need fluent English to communicate what mattered. Their bodies did that.

Yaw's hand found my knee under the table. Just resting there. Heavy. His thumb moving in slow circles on the inside of my thigh. I didn't stop him.

"Private room," Kwame said. Looking at Claire. Gesturing toward the hallway. "More quiet. More —" He made a gesture with his hands. Closer together. Intimate.

Claire looked at me. I looked at her. We didn't need to say anything. We'd decided this the moment Claire said "fuck it."

"Lead the way," I said.

Kwame stood. Offered Claire his hand. She took it. He pulled her up gently and put his hand on the small of her back. Claire didn't flinch. Claire leaned into it.

Yaw stood next to me. His arm went around my waist. His hand rested on my hip, fingers curling over the curve of my ass through the red dress.

They walked us through the crowd. Past the bar. Past the bachelorette group. Down a hallway lit in red. Doors on both sides. Music softer here. Bass you could feel in the floor.

Kwame opened a door. Dark room. Purple lighting. Two leather couches facing each other. A low table with a bottle of champagne already on ice.

"After you," he said.

Claire walked in first. I followed. The door closed behind us.

Four people. One room. The bass pulsing through the walls. And I needed another drink.


Chapter 29

The room was small. Smaller than I'd expected. Two leather couches facing each other. A low glass table between them with a bottle of champagne sweating in a bucket of ice. Purple lighting — low, warm, the kind that turns everything soft and makes skin glow. The walls were padded. Fabric over foam. Soundproofing. But not enough — I could hear the bass from the main floor vibrating through the panels. Could feel it in the couch cushions. In the floor under my heels. And through the wall to our left, muffled but unmistakable, a woman was moaning. Long, drawn out, rising. Another private room. Another woman watching another man do what these two were about to do for us. She hit a peak and went quiet and then started again. Louder. The walls weren't thick enough to hide what happened in these rooms. They weren't meant to be.

The leather was already warm under my thighs. Sticky. The room smelled like coconut oil and champagne and sweat and something muskier underneath — something male, accumulated, soaked into the couches and the padding from every woman and every man who'd been in here before us. The air was heavy. Ghanaian heat that the air conditioning couldn't quite kill. It sat on your skin. Made everything damp. My dress was clinging to my back. Claire's borrowed dress was clinging to her chest. The champagne in the bucket was already sweating through the ice.

Kwame poured four glasses. Handed one to Claire, one to me. Yaw took his without sitting down. He was standing in the middle of the room. Rolling his shoulders. Loosening up. The light sliding across his oiled skin.

"Show?" Kwame said. Leaning against the wall next to Claire's couch. Close. His hip at her eye level. He gestured at himself and Yaw, then rolled his hips once. A sample. "Or talk?"

"Show," I said.

Claire nodded. Fast. Sipping her champagne like it was water.

Kwame looked at Yaw. Something passed between them — a look, a nod, the kind of silent communication men have when they've done this together a hundred times. Yaw set his glass down. Kwame pushed off the wall.

The music was already there. Bleeding through the walls from the main floor. Afrobeats. Slow. That heavy rolling drum that vibrates somewhere below your stomach. The kind of beat you feel in your chest and your hips and your pussy before your brain catches up. The woman in the next room had gone quiet. Or I'd stopped hearing her. The bass was all there was now. The bass and the heat and two dark bodies about to move.

Yaw went first.

He stood in front of me. Three feet away. Close enough to touch. Didn't touch. Just started moving.

His hips first. A slow grind. Left to right. The shorts catching the light. His abs tightened and released with each roll — a ripple that started at his chest and moved down through his stomach like something alive under the skin. Deep dark brown skin. Oil still on him from the stage show. Every ridge visible. Every groove between the muscles holding shadow. His body was dark enough that the purple neon slid across it in streaks — highlights on the peaks, nothing in the valleys. Hypnotic.

I stopped blinking. I didn't decide to stop. I just did.

He rolled his hips again. Slow. Circular. The movement started deep — not in his legs, not in his knees. In his pelvis. In the root of him. Not a gym movement. Something deeper. Something in the hips that white men don't have. Tribal. Primal. Each rotation perfectly timed to the bass coming through the walls. Boom. Roll. Boom. Roll.

My clit pulsed. Once. On the beat.

I pressed my thighs together. Didn't help. The next beat came and it pulsed again. In sync with his hips. In sync with the drum. Like my body had tuned itself to his frequency without asking me first.

He put his hands behind his head. Elbows wide. It made his chest expand — the pecs widening, the dark nipples pulling apart, everything opening up three feet from my face. His biceps swelled. Veins running down his forearms. The oil on his skin catching light with each flex. His armpits were dark hollows — I could see the coarse hair, could almost smell the musk from here. His ribcage moved with each breath. Slow. Controlled. His body was doing all of this and his breathing hadn't changed. Like this was nothing. Like making a woman's clit throb from three feet away was just something he did on a Tuesday.

The shorts pulled tighter across his thighs. Across the front where —

"Oh my God," I said.

The outline. Through the gold fabric. Thick. Heavy. Running down his left thigh. Not hard — not yet — just resting there, packed into the shorts like it didn't fit. Because it didn't fit. The shorts were designed to be tight and they were losing the fight against what was inside them.

He rolled his hips forward. Deliberate. The bulge shifted. Swung. I could see the shape of the head through the fabric. The ridge of it. The weight. Each grind made it swing — left, right, left — heavy enough that the fabric moved with it a half-second behind, playing catch-up.

My mouth was open. I closed it. Swallowed. My lips were dry. My tongue was thick. Something was building behind my teeth — saliva, pooling, filling my mouth the way it does before you eat something you've been craving for hours. I was salivating. Watching a man dance in gold shorts and my mouth was watering like I was staring at a meal.

"Jesus Christ," I said. Barely a whisper.

Yaw smiled. That gap-toothed grin. He knew exactly what he was doing. He'd done this to a hundred women and he'd do it to a hundred more and every single one of them reacted the same way — thighs clenched, mouth open, eyes locked on the thing swinging between his legs.

He stepped closer. One foot between my knees. Pushing them apart. Not forcing — just placing his foot there, and my knees opened on their own. His hips at my face level now. Rolling. Grinding. The shorts six inches from my nose.

I could smell him. Coconut oil and sweat and underneath that something heavier. Something that made the back of my brain light up. Musk. Not cologne. Not soap. Musk — the kind that comes from skin and hair and heat and a body that's been moving. His groin was right there. The crease where his thigh met his hip, dark and damp. The shorts riding up into it with each roll. I could see individual beads of sweat trailing down the inside of his thigh. Disappearing into the fabric.

My nipples were hard. Both of them. Pressing against the lace of my bra, aching. My clit was still pulsing with the beat — boom, throb, boom, throb — and I was getting wetter with each cycle. I could feel it. Hot. Slick. Soaking through my underwear into the red dress. If I stood up there'd be a mark on the leather couch.

He isolated his hips. Stopped the rotation and did something else — a thrust. Forward and back. A slow, dirty pump. His pelvis pushing out and pulling back. The bulge coming toward my face and retreating. Coming toward my face and retreating. The fabric straining each time he pushed forward. The outline of the head getting clearer with each thrust. He was getting harder. I was watching it happen. Growing. Thickening. The fabric losing more ground with every beat.

I bit my lip. Hard. Tasted something metallic. My breathing had gone shallow — short quick pulls through my nose. My hips were moving. I hadn't told them to. Small circles on the leather couch. Grinding down. Trying to press my clit against something, anything. Finding nothing but leather and air.

A sound came out of me. Low. Under my breath. Not a word. A moan. A soft "mmh" that I didn't plan and couldn't stop. He heard it. His eyes dropped to my mouth. Watched me bite my lip. Watched me swallow. His hips didn't stop.

"Touch," he said. Low. Nodding at my hands. "Okay. Touch."

I put my hands on his thighs. Hot. Solid. Like putting my hands on warm stone that was alive. The muscle didn't give. I squeezed and nothing moved. My fingers looked pale and small against his skin — white on coal black, the contrast making something twist in my gut. I ran them up. Over the quad. Feeling the muscle shift as he rolled his hips. Along the outside to his hip bone. The shorts were damp with sweat and oil and the fabric was warm and slick under my fingers.

I ran my thumbs along the inside of his thighs. The skin there was softer. Hotter. I could feel the tendons moving. Could feel the heat coming from what was between them. My thumbs traced up. Closer. The fabric was wet here — soaked through with sweat and oil and whatever else. My thumb brushed the base of the bulge through the shorts.

He flexed. The whole thing jumped. Twitched against the fabric. Getting harder under my hands.

He rolled his hips one more time and the bulge pressed against my chin. Through the fabric. Heavy. Hot. I felt the full weight of it drag across my jaw. The head. The shaft. The heat soaking through gold fabric onto my skin. My mouth fell open. My tongue pressed against the back of my teeth. I wanted to taste it. I wanted to open my mouth and press it against the fabric and suck the sweat out of the shorts. I wanted —

"Fuck," I said. Quiet. Shaking. "Fuck."

Yaw stepped back. One step. Grinning. His cock was fully hard now. Tenting the shorts. The fabric stretched to its limit. A dark spot forming at the tip where the head was leaking through.

He was done dancing. He stood there, hard, leaking, waiting. I was still gripping the leather.


Chapter 30

To my left, Kwame was working Claire.

He'd started different. Slower. More predatory.

He was circling her. Walking around the couch with long slow strides. Trailing his fingers along the back of it, behind her head, close enough that his fingertips brushed her hair. Claire was sitting straight. Rigid. Champagne glass clutched in both hands. Eyes following him. Not blinking.

He came around to the front. Stood between her knees. She didn't close them. He put one hand on the back of the couch and leaned over her. Slow. His chest hanging above her face. Rich coffee skin. Oiled. She could see everything — the dark nipples, hard and flat against the muscle. The line of hair running down from his navel, thin and black, disappearing into the gold waistband. The veins running across his forearms. The sheer size of him blocking out the light above.

He looked down at her. Smiled. Tapped her chest lightly with one finger. "Breathe." One of his few words. Said it like a command.

She exhaled. She'd been holding her breath. I could see her chest shaking under the black dress.

He straightened up and started to move. Slower than Yaw. More controlled. Where Yaw was power, Kwame was precision. His hips made small circles. Tight. Each one deliberate. His stomach rippled — not flexing, just moving, the muscles firing in sequence as his pelvis rotated. The gold shorts rode low on his hips. Low enough that you could see the cut of his obliques. The V-lines carved into his pelvis like they'd been drawn there. Two dark arrows pointing down. And between those arrows — the bulge. Long. Where Yaw was thick and packed to one side, Kwame was long and ran straight down the center. Even soft it stretched the fabric from waistband to mid-thigh. A pipe. A tube. The shape of it unmistakable through the gold material — the shaft running down, the head resting against his inner thigh, the whole thing shifting with each rotation of his hips.

Claire's knuckles were white on the champagne glass.

He stepped closer. Put his foot between her legs the way Yaw had done with me. Her knees fell open. He didn't look down at them. He looked at her face. Kept eye contact while his hips rolled. That dark face looking down at her pale one. His jaw sharp. His eyes steady. His mouth slightly open, tongue resting against his bottom lip.

Claire was staring up at him. A fifty-nine-year-old English woman looking up at a twenty-eight-year-old African man grinding his cock at her face. Her lips were parted. Her chest was heaving. I could see her nipples through the black dress — hard, pressing against the fabric. She'd worn no bra. The dress was tight enough that you could see the shape of them. Small. Pointed. Stiff.

His hand came down. He put his palm against her cheek. Cupped her jaw. Tilted her face up toward his. His thumb traced her bottom lip. Slow. His skin against hers — dark on pale. His thumb was thick and rough and it dragged across the pink of her lip and she made a sound. A small one. A whimper.

Her tongue came out. Touched his thumb. Just the tip. Tasting. Salt and oil and skin.

He smiled. Pushed his thumb between her lips. Just the first knuckle. She closed her mouth around it. Sucked. Her eyes closed. Her cheeks hollowed.

He grunted. Low. Approving. His hips rolled forward — a slow thrust that pushed the bulge toward her chin while his thumb was still in her mouth.

Claire's thighs clenched. I saw it happen. Both legs pressed together around his calf. Squeezing. Her hips tilted forward on the couch. Grinding. Doing what I'd been doing — searching for pressure, for friction, for anything.

He pulled his thumb out. Wet. Traced it down her chin. Down her neck. Left a shiny trail on her pale skin. Down to her collarbone. To the neckline of the dress. His wet thumb resting right above her breast.

He turned around. Gave her his back. Rolled his shoulders. Flexed. His shoulder blades moved under the skin. His back was wide and tapered to a narrow waist and his ass was round and hard in the shorts. He dropped low — a slow squat, thighs spreading, that brought his ass to her lap level. He pushed back. Not touching. Almost. An inch from her thighs. The heat of his body reaching her bare legs.

Claire's hand came up. She put it on his hip. He hadn't told her to. She just did it. Her pale fingers on his dark waist. She was shaking. I could see it from my couch — her whole hand trembling as she touched him. Her fingers slid down. Over his hip. Onto his ass. She squeezed. Dark flesh bulging between white fingers.

"Oh God," she said. Not small. Not English. Rough. Hungry.

I was watching her more than I was watching him.

This was Claire. Beige-blouse, tea-at-every-meal, "bit much" Claire. And she had her legs wrapped around a stranger's calf and spit on her chin from sucking his thumb and she was grinding on a leather couch like a woman half her age.

"Look at your face right now," I said.

She didn't hear me. Or she heard me and didn't care. Her eyes were glazed. Jaw slack. The dress had ridden up her thighs and she hadn't pulled it down. One strap had slipped off her shoulder and she hadn't fixed it.

This was the woman who ironed Peter's shirts.

"Claire," I said. Grinning. "Claire. You're drooling."

She wiped her mouth. Looked at her hand. Looked at me. Her eyes were wide and dark and completely gone.

"I'm not drooling," she said. She was drooling. There was a wet spot on her chin where his thumb had been and she hadn't wiped it and she didn't care.

"Peter's wife," I said. "Peter's prim, proper, M&S-knickers wife. Grinding on a couch in a strip club. Your mother would be so proud."

"Shut up, Kendra."

"You grabbed his ass."

"I know I grabbed his arse."

"You grabbed it hard. I saw your knuckles go white."

"It was — it's a very good arse."

"You weren't testing it, Claire. You were holding on."

She laughed. Short. Breathless. Her face was red from her hairline to her chest and the laugh came out shaky and raw and she covered her mouth with both hands and looked at me over her fingers.

"I can't believe I'm doing this," she said.

"You're doing it. And you love it."

She didn't deny it. Her eyes drifted back to Kwame. Back to his body. Back to the dark skin and the low-slung shorts and the thing getting harder inside them. Her hands dropped from her mouth. Her tongue ran across her bottom lip again. That involuntary thing she couldn't stop doing.

"He's going to destroy you," I said. Not mean. Admiring. "That man is going to take you apart."

"I hope so," she said. Quiet. Almost to herself. "God, I hope so."

The old Claire was gone. The woman sitting next to me wasn't Peter's wife. She was a fifty-nine-year-old woman with wet thighs and hard nipples and an aching cunt who wanted to get fucked by a twenty-eight-year-old African stripper and didn't feel guilty about it.

Good for her.


Chapter 31

He stood back up. Turned around. The shorts had shifted. Whatever was in there was harder now. Much harder. The fabric straining at the front. The outline had grown — thicker, longer, pressing against the gold material, the head visible now, pushed down his left thigh, the ridge of it clearly defined through the stretched fabric. He was still getting harder. I could see the fabric moving. Inching. The cock pushing against it in pulses, growing in real time while Claire watched from eight inches away.

She was breathing through her mouth. Short. Fast. Her lips were wet. Her tongue kept running across her bottom lip — back and forth, back and forth — like she couldn't keep it still. Her eyes were locked between his legs. Locked on the shape pushing against the shorts. Watching it grow. Watching it lengthen. Watching this tall dark man's cock stiffen for her. Because of her. Because she was pale and English and sitting with her legs open and her nipples hard and her mouth wet and he wanted her.

She swallowed.

He hooked his thumbs in the waistband. Looked down at Claire. Raised his eyebrows. The universal question. His hips still making those small circles. The bulge swaying with each rotation.

Claire looked at me. Wild-eyed. Flushed. Lips swollen from biting them. Her chest rising and falling fast under the black dress. Her thighs still clenched around nothing.

"Hell yes she does," I said.

"I — yes," Claire said. "Yes. Please."

Please. She said please. At a strip club. I could have died.

Kwame hooked his thumbs under the waistband. Pulled it forward. Away from his body. Just enough to clear what was behind it. The elastic stretched. The gold fabric peeled away from his skin and I could see the first inch — the base. Dark. Thick. A nest of coarse black hair. He held it there. Letting Claire look at just that. Just the beginning of it.

Claire's breathing stopped.

He pulled the waistband lower. Another inch. The shaft started. Darker than his stomach. A vein running up the side — fat, raised, pulsing. The skin was smooth and taut over something rigid underneath. He was already half-hard and the shorts weren't even past his hips yet.

Lower. The fabric dragging over the shaft. Each inch revealing more of it. More veins. More thickness. The color deepening — coffee brown at the base darkening to something closer to black as the shaft continued. It kept going. Past where you'd expect it to stop. Past anything reasonable. Claire's eyes were tracking downward with the waistband. Following it. Her head tilting forward, chin dropping, like her body was chasing it.

He pushed the shorts past his thighs and the cock swung free.

It didn't pop out. It fell. Heavy. Swung to the left and then back to center and hung there. Pendulum-thick. The weight of it pulling his skin taut at the root. Half-hard and it was already longer than anything Claire had seen on Peter in thirty-two years of marriage. The head was smooth and round and dark — darker than the shaft — with a sheen of sweat or oil on it. Uncircumcised. The foreskin bunched behind the head, a thick collar of skin.

And it was still growing. Getting harder as Claire watched. Lengthening. The shaft filling with blood, the veins swelling, the whole thing lifting — slow, heavy, like something waking up. The curve started to show as it stiffened. A gentle upward arc. The head rising toward his stomach. By the time it was fully hard it was pointing at Claire's face at a forty-five-degree angle. Curved and dark and slick and still bobbing with each heartbeat.

Claire made a sound. Not a word. Something between a gasp and a whimper. Both her hands came up to her mouth. Her eyes were wide. Wet. She was looking at it the way you look at something that scares you and thrills you at the same time.

I looked at her face. She was doing math. Measuring it with her eyes — the length, the thickness, the weight of it. And I knew what she was comparing it to. Peter's three inches and brown socks. She didn't say it. She didn't have to. Her whole body was leaning forward.

"Your turn," I said to Yaw.

Yaw didn't tease. He wasn't Kwame. He hooked both thumbs in the waistband and pulled — not one inch at a time, but steady, deliberate, peeling the gold fabric down while he watched my face. Watching me watch him.

The base came first. Thick. The root of it buried in coarse hair, darker than the rest of his body. Then the shaft. And the shaft kept coming. Inch after inch of dark, heavy meat sliding out of those shorts. Veins everywhere — not one clean line like Kwame's, but a network. Branching. Pulsing. The skin stretched tight over something so thick the fabric caught on it, snagged, and he had to pull the waistband out and over it to clear the head.

The head popped free and the whole thing dropped. Swung down between his thighs. Heavy. The weight of it audible — a soft slap against his inner thigh. It hung there. Soft. Swinging. Darker than the rest of him. Uncut. The foreskin loose around the head, bunched and wrinkled, the tip peeking through. Shiny with sweat.

"Oh fuck," I said. "Oh — fuck."

It was thick. Not long-thick like Kwame. Just thick. Wide. The shaft was the same width from root to head — no taper, no narrowing. A cylinder. I'd had Kofi inside me twelve hours ago and Kofi had stretched me until I screamed. What I was looking at now was wider than Kofi. Wider than anything at the Alpharetta parties. Wider than anything I'd seen in twenty-three years of swinging with Greg. My hand wouldn't close around it. Both hands wouldn't cover it.

Yaw stood there. Hands on his hips. Grinning. Letting me stare.

It started to grow. I watched it happen. The blood filling it in pulses — each heartbeat pushing it thicker, harder, longer. The skin stretching as the head swelled, peeling back, the dark gloss of him emerging. The shaft lifting. Rising. Fighting its own weight. Too heavy to stand straight — it hung at an angle, bobbing with his pulse, each throb making the whole thing sway. A string of wet stretched from the tip and broke.

I was gripping the leather couch with both hands. My nails digging into it. Breathing through my mouth because my nose wasn't getting enough air.

Greg's four inches didn't bob. Greg's four inches didn't have the weight. Two fingers and thirty seconds and Greg was done. What I was looking at would take two hands and a prayer. Thicker than Greg's wrist. So heavy it was pulling away from Yaw's body under its own weight, the head swollen and dark and shining, wet at the tip.

Greg was going to hear about this on the phone tonight and he was going to cum in his pants before I finished the first sentence.

"Kendra," Claire said from beside me. I'd forgotten she was there. "Kendra. Look at — look at both of them."

I looked. Two men. Naked. Oiled. Hard. Standing in front of two women on leather couches in a purple-lit room. Kwame lean and long. Yaw thick and heavy. Two cocks pointing at us — one curved, one straight. Our husbands wouldn't measure up to the first three inches of either one. Combined.

"Greg is going to need therapy," I said.

Claire laughed. Shaky. Her eyes were bouncing between both cocks like she couldn't decide where to look. Her legs were pressed together and she was squeezing her thighs and I knew exactly what she was doing because I was doing the same thing.

Kwame stepped forward. Stood right in front of Claire. His cock at her face level. Close enough that the heat of it reached her skin. She looked up at him. He looked down at her. Took her wrist. Gentle. Guided her hand toward it.

Her hand was shaking. The tremor running through her fingers as they approached him. She wrapped them around the shaft. Slow. Careful. Like she was handling something that might break. Her thumb and middle finger had a two-inch gap between them. Her hand looked small and pale and delicate against that dark shaft.

She held it. Didn't move. Just held it. Feeling it.

"My God," she whispered.

Her grip tightened. The shaft didn't give. She squeezed harder and the flesh barely compressed — there was too much blood, too much pressure. She could feel the pulse. I knew because I'd felt it with Kofi — that steady throbbing beat under the skin, like holding a pipe with hot water running through it.

Her thumb moved. Traced up the shaft. Along the fat vein running up the side. She followed it from the base to the head, feeling the ridge of it under the skin, the way it branched near the top. Her touch was light. Exploring. Her other hand came up — she hadn't meant it to, I could tell, it just rose on its own — and she wrapped it around the shaft below the first hand. Two hands. Both pale. Both shaking. Still not covering the full length. The head stuck out above her top hand, dark and swollen and leaking.

She pulled down. Just once. A slow stroke. The foreskin slid up over the head and back down. She watched it happen. Watched the dark skin roll over the darker head and peel back. The wet sound it made. Her lips parted.

She pulled again. Slower. Her wrists twisting slightly — she was learning the shape of it, the curve, the way it bent toward his stomach. A drop of precum beaded at the slit and her thumb found it. Rubbed it in a circle over the head. Slick. Hot. Kwame's stomach tightened. A grunt came out of him. Low.

Claire looked up at his face. Watching what her hand was doing to him. Her cheeks were flushed and her pupils were blown and her mouth was wet and she looked nothing like the woman who irons Peter's shirts.

Yaw stood in front of me. Same position. Cock at my face. I didn't hesitate.

I grabbed it. One hand first. The shaft filled my palm — overfilled it — and I squeezed and felt the heat — deep, radiating, like it had its own furnace. The skin was smooth. Tighter than Kofi's. Stretched over something so thick my hand felt useless. I brought my other hand up. Wrapped it around the shaft below the first. Two hands and there was still cock above and below. Shaft I couldn't reach.

I explored. I had to. My thumbs traced the veins — there were so many, a network of them, raised and pulsing under the skin. I followed one from the base up along the underside, felt it branch into two, felt both branches pulse against my thumbpad. I squeezed the shaft in the middle and felt the blood push against my grip. Hot. Insistent. Alive.

I slid my hand down to the base. To the root of it. Coarse hair. His skin was hotter here. Damp. I kept going. Below the shaft. Found his balls. Heavy. Full. Each one the size of a plum. I cupped them in my palm and they were warm and heavy and I could feel them shift — tightening, drawing up as my fingers explored. The skin there was darker, wrinkled, the hair coarser. I rolled one between my fingers. Thick. Solid.

Greg's balls were the size of grapes. I could fit both of them in one hand with room to spare. Greg's balls barely moved when he came — a tiny clench, a little spasm, and that was it. What I was holding now was a factory. These balls were going to pump cum into me until I couldn't hold any more and then they'd keep going.

I let go of his balls. Went back to the shaft. Both hands. Stroked him. Slow. Root to tip. The skin rolling up over the head and back. The sound wet and heavy. A string of precum stretched from the slit to my thumb and didn't break. I stroked again. He flexed and it jumped in my grip — hard, sudden, the whole shaft kicking against my palms like something with its own pulse. I gasped. Tightened my grip. He flexed again. Harder. The cock surging in my hands.

I looked at his face. He was watching me. Grinning. That gap in his teeth. His chest rising and falling. His abs tight. He liked it. He liked my pale hands wrapped around his dark cock. He liked the way I was panting. Flushed. Desperate.

I glanced at Claire. She'd given up on controlled exploration. Both hands working Kwame's shaft in long slow strokes, her wrists slick with precum, her mouth inches from the head. She was staring at it. Breathing on it. Her tongue running over her lips. She was going to put it in her mouth — I could see it building, the gravity of it pulling her forward — but she caught herself. Pulled back. Looked at me with wild eyes.

The bass was still coming through the walls. Slower now. Or I was slower. Everything had slowed down. The room was a haze of purple light and coconut oil and sweat and the wet sounds of our hands working dark skin. The woman in the next room was screaming now — high, ragged, rhythmic — and I couldn't tell if it was her or me making the sounds I was hearing.

Because I was making sounds. Both of us were.

I hadn't noticed when it started. Somewhere between grabbing his shaft and cupping his balls I'd started — moaning. Low. Guttural. Under my breath at first, soft enough to pretend it wasn't happening. But it was happening. Each stroke pulling a sound out of me. "Mmph." "Unh." Not words. Not trying to be words. Sounds from somewhere below my brain. From my gut. From the same place the bass was vibrating.

Yaw was making sounds too. Deep. A rumble in his chest that I could feel through the shaft when I gripped it. A growl when I squeezed. Something in Twi when my thumb found the underside of the head — low and rough and it made my cunt clench just hearing it.

I looked at Claire. She was gone. Fully gone. Her eyes were half-closed. Her mouth was slack. She was stroking Kwame with both hands and her hips were rocking on the couch in time with her strokes — back and forth, back and forth — grinding on the leather. Her lips were moving. Little sounds coming out. "Ah." "Mmh." "Oh." The proper English accent stripped down to nothing but vowels. Claire didn't moan. Claire had never moaned in front of me. Claire probably didn't moan with Peter. But she was moaning now — soft, breathy, helpless little sounds that matched the rhythm of her hands on Kwame's cock.

Kwame was looking down at her. His jaw tight. His chest heaving. He was grunting with each of her strokes — short, clipped, animal sounds that came from deep in his throat. His hand was on her head. Fingers in her hair. Not pushing. Just resting there. Gripping. His dark fingers tangled in her blonde hair.

Something had unlocked in us. The taboo of it — two white women, two Black men, the African heat, the drums, the oil and the sweat and the musk — had stripped something away. We weren't Claire the English housewife and Kendra the Georgia swinger anymore. We were two women in heat. Moaning. Wet. Hands full of dark cock and mouths hungry for more.

I could feel it in my body. A loosening. Like everything I'd ever been taught about how to sit and how to sound and how to behave in front of men was falling off me. My back was arched. My thighs were open. My mouth was making sounds I'd never heard myself make — low growls that matched Yaw's growls, grunts that came out when he flexed in my hands. I wasn't performing. I wasn't thinking about what I looked like. I was an animal holding another animal's cock and my body was telling me to put it inside me and ride it until I couldn't walk.

The heat was doing it. The Ghanaian heat. Thick and wet and pressing on every inch of skin. My dress was soaked through. Claire's dress was soaked through. The leather couches were slick with sweat. The air tasted like salt and musk and champagne and arousal — mine, Claire's, theirs, all of it mixing. Four bodies in a small hot room making sounds that weren't words. Growling. Grunting. Moaning. Breathing hard through open mouths.

Claire's moans were getting louder. Less controlled. Her hips grinding faster on the leather. She was going to cum — I could see it building in her face, the flush spreading down her neck, her eyebrows pulling together, her mouth opening wider — she was going to cum just from touching him, just from stroking a stranger's cock in a strip club.

She caught herself. Pulled back. Opened her eyes. Looked at me with wild, glassy eyes. Panting.

Not here. Not on a leather couch. At the hotel. In a bed. Where we could do everything we were aching to do.

Kwame looked at Claire. Then at me. Gestured toward the door. "Hotel? Your place?" He mimed sleeping — hands together, head tilted. Then grinned. Shook his head. Not sleeping.

I looked at Claire. Claire looked at me. Her hands were still wrapped around Kwame's cock. My hands were still on Yaw's. Two women in their fifties holding African cock in a strip club in Ghana on a Tuesday night. Precum on our fingers. Wet spots on the leather couches beneath us. Our underwear destroyed. Our bodies humming. Our brains turned off.

"Our hotel," I said. "Room 312. It's fifteen minutes."

Kwame looked at Yaw. That silent communication again.

Kwame pointed at himself and Yaw. Made a changing gesture — pulling a shirt over his head. Held up ten fingers. "Ten. Outside." He pointed at the door.

He pulled back. Claire's hand slid off him. She stared at her own palm like it was someone else's hand.

Yaw stepped back too. I let go. Didn't want to. The absence of him in my hands felt wrong. Empty.

They picked up the gold shorts. Walked out. The door closed.

Claire and I sat there. In the purple light. Champagne going flat on the table. My underwear was ruined. My thighs were slick. My heart was hammering.

"Claire."

"Yes."

"We're doing this."

"We're doing this." She picked up her champagne. Drained it. Set the glass down with a click. "We're absolutely doing this."


Chapter 32

We stood up. Fixed our dresses. Or tried to. My red dress had ridden up to my waist and the back was stuck to my skin with sweat. Claire's borrowed black dress had a wet patch on the seat where she'd been grinding. We pulled ourselves together. Tugged hems down. Wiped our hands on our thighs. Our fingers were slick with precum and oil and neither of us had anywhere to wipe them that wasn't already ruined.

We walked out of the private room on shaky legs. Through the red hallway. Past two closed doors — sounds coming from behind both. A woman laughing in one. A woman not laughing in the other. Through the club. The main floor was louder now, wilder. The stage had a new set of dancers. The bachelorette group was gone. The older women at the champagne table were still there, drunker, louder.

The night air hit us. Humid. Thick. Smelling like diesel and ocean and flowering trees I didn't know the name of. The heat wrapped around us. Not the air-conditioned chill of the club — real Ghanaian heat. The kind that sits on your skin and doesn't leave.

Kwame and Yaw were already out front. Changed. White t-shirts and dark jeans. But you could see the bodies underneath. The shirts stretched across the chests I'd been staring at. The jeans tight enough that what was inside them was visible — the bulge running down Yaw's left thigh, the longer outline pressed against Kwame's zipper. They hadn't softened. They were still hard. Still ready. Fifteen minutes in a changing room hadn't cooled them down.

A taxi pulled up. Small car. Four doors.

Kwame opened the front passenger door for Claire. She got in. He walked around and got in behind the driver. Claire looked back at me through the gap between the seats — flushed, bright-eyed, her mouth puffy. She looked drunk. She wasn't drunk. She was something else.

Yaw opened the back door for me. I slid in. He slid in next to me. The back seat was small and he was not small and his thigh pressed against mine from hip to knee. Solid. Hot through the denim. His arm went along the back of the seat behind my head. His hand landed on my shoulder. Heavy. His fingers curled over the strap of my dress.

The taxi pulled away.

His hand moved. Off my shoulder. Down my arm. To my thigh. The red dress had ridden up when I sat down. His palm found bare skin. Hot. Rough. His fingers spread across my thigh — dark on pale in the passing streetlight. He squeezed. Not gentle. Possessive. His thumb found the inside of my thigh and pressed into the soft skin there and started moving. Slow circles. Higher.

I looked at the rearview mirror. The taxi driver's eyes were on the road. Mostly.

Yaw's hand pushed the dress up another inch. His pinky found the edge of my underwear. Traced along it. The elastic. The damp fabric. His pinky followed the seam from my thigh to the center and pressed. One finger. Through the soaked cotton. Against my clit.

I inhaled. Sharp. My hand grabbed his thigh. Squeezed the denim. Underneath it his quad was solid. My other hand went to his lap. Found the bulge. Pressed my palm against it through the jeans. Hot and hard and straining against the zipper. He grunted. His hips shifted. Pushing into my hand.

In the front seat, Claire had given up pretending.

Kwame's arm was around her. His hand was on her neck. Big dark fingers wrapped around the side of her pale throat. Not squeezing. Just holding. She was turned toward him in the seat, her body angled, her face tilted up. They were kissing. Slow. Deep. His mouth covering hers. I could see his jaw working. His tongue. Her hand was on his chest, gripping the white t-shirt, pulling the fabric tight. Her other hand was in his lap.

The taxi driver adjusted his mirror. Looked. Looked away. Looked again. Adjusted the mirror back. Said nothing.

I texted Greg one-handed. Yaw's finger still pressing through my underwear. Slow circles. My hips moving against him on their own.

*On the way back. Two guys. They're huge.*

Three dots.

*HOW HUGE.*

I pressed my palm harder against Yaw's bulge. Felt it pulse through the denim.

*Bigger than Kofi. Both of them. One thick one long.*

*OH MY GOD.*

*Thick one has his hand up my dress right now in the taxi.*

*KENDRA.*

*Claire is making out with the tall one in the front seat. His hand is on her throat.*

Three dots. Three dots. Three dots. Greg was typing and deleting and typing.

*I'm so hard right now I can't think straight. You're killing me.*

*Good. You're going to need stamina for this phone call baby.*

*TELL ME EVERYTHING WHEN YOU'RE DONE. EVERYTHING. EVERY DETAIL. VIDEO IF YOU CAN.*

Yaw's finger pressed harder. Found my clit through the cotton and rubbed a tight circle and my eyes closed and my phone almost slipped out of my hand. I clenched my jaw. Bit back a moan. His finger kept going. Slow. Deliberate. He wasn't trying to make me cum. He was keeping me on the edge. Reminding me what was coming.

The taxi turned onto the resort road. Palm trees sliding past the windows. The ocean somewhere to the left. Stars through the windshield. The resort gate glowing ahead of us.

Claire pulled away from Kwame's mouth. Her lipstick was smeared across her chin. His chin too. She was panting. Her hand was still in his lap and she wasn't letting go.

The taxi stopped. The driver said something in Twi. Didn't turn around.

Yaw pulled his hand from between my legs. I grabbed it. Held it. His fingers were wet. My wet. On his dark fingers. In the light from the resort entrance I could see it. He looked at his hand. Looked at me. Brought his fingers to his mouth. Tasted. His eyes didn't leave mine.

Something inside me dropped. Like a floor giving way.

I paid the driver. Twice the fare. He earned it.

Four of us out of the taxi. Into the warm night. Through the resort lobby. The night clerk looked up from his desk. Looked at us — two white women in tight dresses, flushed and panting, with two tall African men close behind them. He looked back down at his desk. Saw nothing.

Down the corridor. Room 312. My hands were shaking so badly it took three tries to get the key card in the slot. The green light blinked. The door opened.

Four of us inside. The door closed. The lock clicked.

The air conditioning hit my skin. The room was dark. The window was open. Ocean through the curtains. Yaw's hand found the zipper on the back of my dress before I'd taken three steps.


Chapter 33

The zipper went down. One pull. Root to hem. The red dress split open and his hands were inside it before it hit the floor. Both hands. Hot. Rough. One on my stomach, one on my tit, squeezing through the bra. He unhooked it from behind with one hand — didn't fumble, didn't hesitate, just popped the clasp like he'd done it ten thousand times. Because he had. This was his job.

My bra hit the floor. His mouth found my neck. Biting. Not kissing. Teeth on the muscle between my neck and shoulder and his hands pulling my tits free and squeezing them — hard, palming them, lifting the weight of them in his rough hands. I arched back into him. His cock was hard against my ass. Through his pants. Through my underwear. Hot and thick and pressing into the crack of my ass like it was trying to find its way in through the fabric.

Across the room Kwame had Claire against the wall. Her black dress bunched at her waist. His hands under her thighs, lifting her. She wrapped her legs around him on instinct — pale thighs locking behind his back, her arms around his neck, her mouth on his mouth. He held her there. One-handed. The other hand ripping the dress over her head. She came back down barefoot in her black lace knickers and nothing else. Small tits. Hard nipples. Ribs showing. His dark hand covered half her chest when he put it there.

Yaw spun me around. Hooked his thumbs in my underwear and yanked them down. Wet. The cotton peeled off my skin with a sound. He looked down at them. At the dark patch. Looked at me. Dropped them on the floor.

I grabbed his belt. Pulled it open. Unzipped him. Shoved his pants down and his cock sprang free and slapped against his stomach — heavy, hard, already leaking. The same cock I'd had in my hands an hour ago. Thicker than my wrist. I wrapped my hand around it and it pulsed against my palm.

Kwame's pants were already gone. Claire was on her knees in front of him. She'd dropped there on her own — no pushing, no guiding. Just fell. Her hands on his thighs and his cock hanging in front of her face, long and dark and curving slightly up, the head shining in the light from the window.

I pulled Yaw toward the bed. He didn't need pulling. Sat him on the edge. Dropped to my knees between his legs. Claire was three feet to my left, already working. I could hear her — wet sounds, gagging, a small whimper when she took too much.

I opened my mouth. Took the head. My jaw stretched. Wider than the club — he was harder now, thicker, the head swollen and smooth against my tongue. I pushed down. Two inches. Three. The thickness filling my mouth. My lips stretched around the shaft. I couldn't breathe through my mouth anymore, just my nose, short hot breaths while I worked down another inch.

His hand went to the back of my head. Not pushing. Resting. Letting me set the pace. I went deeper. Four inches. Five. My throat tightened and I gagged and spit ran down my chin and I pulled back and gasped and went back down. Deeper. His cock hitting the back of my throat. I swallowed around it and he grunted — low, rough, his stomach tightening.

Claire was struggling beside me. I could hear it — the wet choke, the gasp, the cough. I pulled off Yaw and looked.

She had both hands on Kwame's shaft. Both hands. And she was staring at the head like she was trying to solve a problem. Her jaw was already aching — I could see the tension in her cheeks, the way she kept opening and closing her mouth, stretching it, working the hinges. She'd gotten the head in. Just the head. Her lips were stretched white around it and her eyes were wide and watering and she was breathing hard through her nose.

She tried to push down. Got another inch. Gagged. Pulled off. A strand of spit swung from her lip to his cock. She wiped her chin. Tried again. Got the head in, pushed, and hit the same wall — her throat closing, her body rejecting it. She gagged hard enough that her shoulders shook and she pulled off coughing.

"I can't," she said. Hoarse. Her voice raw already. "It's too—"

"Hey." I put my hand on her shoulder. Yaw's cock still wet against my cheek. "Breathe through your nose. Not your mouth. Your nose."

She looked at me. Eyes watering. Jaw trembling.

"And don't try to take the whole thing. You can't. I can barely take Yaw and I've been doing this for six years." I wiped a string of spit off her chin with my thumb. "Use your hands on what your mouth can't reach. Both hands. Twist when you stroke. And when you go down — breathe out through your nose right as it hits the back of your throat. It opens everything up."

She nodded. Swallowed. Turned back to Kwame.

"And Claire?"

She looked back.

"Sloppy is good. The messier the better. Nobody wants a polite blowjob."

She almost laughed. Almost. Then she opened her mouth and tried again.

Peter was three inches. Three thin, pink, uncircumcised inches that she could fit in her mouth without opening her jaw all the way. She could suck Peter's entire cock like a lollipop. Could take the whole thing to the root and still have room to work her tongue. Thirty-two years of marriage and the biggest thing that had been in Claire's mouth was a moderate carrot.

What she was kneeling in front of now was not a moderate carrot.

Kwame's cock hung in front of her face. Long. Dark. The shaft curving slightly upward, the veins raised and pulsing, the head swollen and slick with her spit. She could get both hands around it with room left over. She'd barely gotten a third of it in her mouth and her jaw was already screaming.

She wrapped her hand around the base. Stroked. Looked up at Kwame's face. He looked down at her. Patient. He'd done this before — the married white woman with the tiny husband who'd never had anything this size in her mouth. He knew the look.

Claire opened her jaw. Wider this time. Took the head again. I watched her cheeks stretch. Watched her eyes water. She pushed down — slow, controlled, her hand working the shaft below her mouth, two inches, three inches, and then the gag hit and she fought it. Swallowed. Breathed through her nose. Pushed past it. Four inches. Her throat bulging. Tears running down her cheeks. She held there. Shaking.

Kwame put his hand on her head. Gentle at first. Then his fingers tightened in her hair and he pulled her off — slow, dragging his cock out of her mouth inch by inch, the wet sound filling the room — and then pushed her back down. Setting the pace. Slow. Deep as she could take it. His hips rocking forward in small thrusts to meet her mouth. She grabbed his thigh for balance. Her nails digging into the muscle.

He fucked her mouth. Slow. Patient. Each thrust going a little deeper than the last. Her gagging got quieter — not because she wasn't gagging, but because she was learning. Breathing when he pulled back. Swallowing when he pushed forward. Her hand pumping what her mouth couldn't reach.

I pulled off Yaw. Wiped my chin. Watched her.

"Greg's whole dick is the size of this man's head," I said.

Claire pulled off. Looked at me. Mascara down her cheeks. Spit everywhere. Her mouth raw and red.

"Peter's wouldn't reach my throat if I swallowed it whole," she said. Her voice was raw. She laughed. The laugh came out thick and wet. "Thirty-two years, Kendra. Thirty-two years of sucking a thumb."

She turned back to Kwame. Opened her mouth. Took him again. Deeper this time. I watched five inches disappear. Six. Her throat working. Her eyes streaming. She held it. Longer than before. Kwame grunted — loud, his stomach clenching, his hand tightening in her hair. She'd found something. Some angle, some trick with her throat, and she was using it. Her head bobbing now. Faster. Messier. Spit running down his shaft and over her knuckles and dripping onto the tile floor.

She wasn't struggling anymore. She was getting greedy.

I looked at her. She looked at me. Both of us on our knees. Both of us with our mouths full. Her mascara was destroyed. My lipstick was smeared across Yaw's shaft. She reached over and grabbed my hand. Squeezed. I squeezed back. Her fingers were slick with spit.

I went deeper on Yaw. Relaxed my throat. Breathed out through my nose and pushed and his cock slid past the gag reflex and into my throat and my nose hit his stomach — coarse hair, his musk, sweat and coconut oil — and I held there. Couldn't breathe. Didn't care. His whole cock buried in my mouth and throat and I could feel his pulse in my esophagus. He groaned. Loud. Both hands on my head now. Holding me there. Three seconds. Five. My eyes watered. My chest burned.

He let go. I pulled off. Gasped. A rope of spit connected my lip to his cock and didn't break. I was panting. Drooling. My chin was a mess.


Chapter 34

"Bed," Yaw said. One word. He stood up. Picked me up. Hands under my arms, lifting me like I weighed nothing, and tossed me onto the mattress. I bounced. Landed on my back. He grabbed my ankles and pulled me to the edge of the bed and dropped to his knees between my legs and his mouth was on me before I could inhale.

His tongue — wide, flat, rough — pressed against my clit and dragged down. One long stroke. From my clit to my opening and back. I arched off the bed. Grabbed the sheets. His mouth sealed over my clit and he sucked. Hard. Two fingers pushed inside me — thick, calloused — and curled up against the front wall and pressed and my vision blurred.

Kwame lifted Claire onto the bed beside me. On her back. Legs spread. He knelt between her thighs. His approach was different — slow. His tongue tracing circles around her clit. Not touching it. Circling. Teasing. She squirmed. Tried to push his head where she wanted it. He grabbed her wrist and pinned it to the mattress. Kept circling. His tongue dragging through her folds, along the edge, everywhere except where she needed it.

"Please," Claire whispered. She never said please. Not to Peter. Not to Malik. "Please."

He gave it to her. His mouth closed over her clit and her back arched off the mattress and a sound came out of her — high, tight, a whine that didn't sound like Claire at all.

Yaw's fingers were pumping inside me. Two of them. Fast. His tongue flicking my clit in short hard strokes, each one timed to the thrust of his fingers. My thighs were shaking. I was already close. The club had wound me up so tight that everything he did was hitting harder than it should — every lick sending jolts up my spine, every curl of his fingers pressing that spot that made my legs kick.

I found Claire's hand. She found mine. Our fingers laced together on the mattress between us. Her hand was shaking. Mine was shaking. Two women in their fifties holding hands while two African strippers ate them out in a Ghanaian hotel room and neither of us cared how that sounded.

Yaw added a third finger. Stretched me. His tongue went flat against my clit and vibrated — a humming sound, deep in his throat, the vibration running through his tongue into my clit. My eyes rolled back. My hips lifted off the bed. I was grinding against his face. Couldn't stop. My free hand went to his head — grabbed a fistful of nothing, his hair was too short, so I just pressed his face harder against me. His nose against my pubic bone. His tongue relentless.

"Oh god," I said. "Oh god oh god oh—"

It hit me. Not building — crashing. One second I was climbing and the next second it was on me and my back arched and my thighs clamped around his head and I came on his mouth screaming. Loud. The kind of loud that the night clerk three corridors away probably heard. My pussy clenching around his fingers so hard he couldn't move them. Pulsing. Squeezing. My whole body rigid, every muscle locked, and then the release — a full-body shudder that started in my clit and radiated out through my stomach and chest and down my legs to my toes and I was gasping and shaking and still cumming, wave after wave, his tongue still going, still licking, drawing it out.

I lay there. Twitching. Aftershocks rolling through me in waves. Yaw's mouth had pulled off my clit but his fingers were still inside me — not moving, just resting there, feeling me clench around them in fading pulses. My chest was heaving. Sweat on my stomach. My thighs were still shaking.

I turned my head.

Claire.

She was still going. Kwame had her pinned. One hand on her hip, holding her down, the other hand — two fingers buried inside her, pumping slow, curling on each stroke. His mouth on her clit. That precise, maddening tongue. And Claire was falling apart.

I watched her. Couldn't look away. This was the woman who'd sat across from me at breakfast forty-eight hours ago in a pressed blouse with her hair pinned back, talking about Peter's armchair and Peter's newspaper and Peter's complete inability to notice she existed. That woman had ankles crossed, back straight, napkin on her lap.

This woman had her legs spread wide enough that I could see everything Kwame was doing. Her black lace knickers were somewhere on the floor. Her small tits were flushed pink, nipples hard and tight and pointing at the ceiling. Her stomach was trembling — not breathing, trembling, every muscle in her abdomen fluttering. Her pale thighs were slick. Her fingers were clawing the sheets beside her, bunching them, releasing, bunching again. Her hair — that neat short blond hair she pinned back every morning — was stuck to her forehead with sweat and splayed across the pillow.

Her face. That was the thing. I'd seen Claire drunk. I'd seen Claire after Malik. I'd seen Claire limping to breakfast wrecked and glowing. But I'd never seen her face do what it was doing now. Her eyes were shut tight. Her brows were drawn together. Her mouth was open and wet and her jaw was slack and she was making sounds — not words, not Claire's proper English sentences, just sounds. Mmph. Unh. Ah. Small, desperate, involuntary. Sounds Peter had never heard. Sounds Peter couldn't produce in a woman if you gave him a manual and a head start.

Her hips were rocking against Kwame's face in tight circles. Grinding. Chasing it. Her hand found mine on the mattress and squeezed so hard my knuckles cracked. She was close. I could tell from the way her breathing had gone shallow and fast, from the way her toes were curling, from the way her thighs were starting to shake the way mine had shaken thirty seconds ago.

"Come on," I said. My voice was shot. Hoarse. I squeezed her hand. "Let go, Claire. Let him have it."

She let go. Her whole body seized — rigid, tight, her legs locking around Kwame's head. No sound at first. Just her mouth open and her back arched and nothing coming out. Then it hit — a gasp, then a moan, then a scream she tried to muffle by biting her own arm. Her hips bucked against his face. Once. Twice. Three times. Each one pulling another sound out of her. Smaller. Weaker. Her hand in mine going from crushing to trembling.

I watched the whole thing. Every second. The flush spreading down her chest. The way her toes pointed and then went limp. The way her stomach caved in on the last wave like all the air left her body at once. Fifty-nine years old and cumming harder than she ever had in her own bed.


Chapter 35

Nobody moved.

The four of us stayed where we were. The men between our legs, mouths wet, breathing hard. Claire and me on our backs, side by side, hands still linked on the mattress between us. The air conditioning was blowing across my skin and I was covered in sweat and it should have been cold but it wasn't. Everything was hot. The sheets under my back were damp. Soaked, actually. A dark patch spreading out from under my hips where I'd been grinding against Yaw's face.

I stared at the ceiling. The fan was spinning. Slow. Lazy. Casting shadows from the light bleeding through the curtains — moonlight, or the resort path lights, or both. The blades cut through it in long slow sweeps. I watched them go around. My heart was still hammering. My pussy was still pulsing. Small aftershocks, each one weaker than the last, like an engine winding down.

I could hear Claire breathing beside me. Ragged. Broken. Little hitches on the inhale like her lungs kept catching on something. Her fingers in mine had gone from crushing to limp. Just resting there. Warm. Damp. Her thumb twitching against my palm every few seconds — matching the aftershocks I could feel in my own body.

I turned my head. Took stock.

Claire was wrecked. Her short blond hair was dark with sweat, plastered to her forehead and temples. Her mascara was down her cheeks in black streaks — from the blowjob, from the orgasm, from all of it. Her lipstick was gone. Smeared across Kwame's shaft twenty minutes ago and never reapplied. Her lips were swollen. Bitten. The bottom one had a red mark where she'd clamped down during the orgasm to keep from screaming. Hadn't worked. She'd screamed anyway.

Her chest was rising and falling fast. Shallow breaths. Her chest was pink — not just the nipples, the whole surface of them, pink and blotchy, the flush spreading down across her sternum and onto her stomach. Her nipples were still hard. Tight little points standing up in the cold air. She had a red mark on her left breast where Kwame's stubble had scraped during the undressing — he'd bitten her there, quick, while peeling the dress off. She hadn't mentioned it. Probably didn't feel it.

Her stomach was concave. Trembling. The muscles in her abdomen were still firing in small random spasms, her skin jumping and twitching. She was thin — always had been — but right now she looked fragile. Ribs visible. Hip bones sharp. A body that Peter hadn't bothered to touch in fifteen years and two African men had torn apart in forty minutes.

Between her legs was a mess. Her thighs were slick — her own wet, Kwame's spit, everything mixed together and shining in the dim light. Her black lace knickers were somewhere on the floor near the door. Her thighs were still spread. She hadn't closed them. Couldn't, maybe. Or didn't want to. Kwame's stubble had left a rash on her inner thighs — red, raw, the kind that would sting in the shower tomorrow. His fingerprints were on her hips. Red marks. Five on each side, where he'd held her down while he ate her. They'd bruise by morning.

Her feet were bare. Toenails painted a pale pink — practical, Claire-like, the kind of colour you'd pick for a church lunch. Her toes were still curled. Hadn't uncurled from the orgasm. Both feet flexed, toes gripping at nothing, like her body hadn't gotten the message that it was over.

I looked down at myself. Just as bad.

My tits were out. Obviously. Heavy. Hanging to the sides the way they do when I'm on my back. The bite marks from Kofi — fourteen of them, fading now from purple to yellow-green — were still visible across both breasts. New marks on top of old ones. Yaw hadn't bitten me. Not yet. But his stubble had left a raw patch on my stomach where he'd kissed his way down, and his hands had left red prints on my thighs where he'd spread me open.

My stomach was wet. Sweat pooled in my navel. A strand of my hair — blond, dark at the roots, I really did need to get them done — was stuck across my collarbone. My red dress was somewhere behind me on the floor. My bra was near the window. My underwear — the ones Yaw had pulled off, the ones with the dark wet patch — were by the foot of the bed.

Between my legs: a disaster. My thighs were slick from mid-thigh to knee. Yaw's spit. My cum. His fingers had been inside me and when he pulled them out there'd been a sound — wet, obscene, audible — and a string of something had connected his fingers to me for a second before it broke. I was swollen. I could feel it. My clit was throbbing — not the good kind, the oversensitive kind, the kind where even the air conditioning blowing across it made me flinch. My lips were puffy and slick and if I reached down and touched myself right now I would either cum again or scream.

The sheets under me were ruined. A wet patch the size of a dinner plate. Kendra-shaped. The hotel was going to charge me for these sheets and I was going to let them.

The room smelled different now. When we'd walked in it was air conditioning and clean linen and the salt breeze from the open window. Now it smelled like sex. Not subtle. Not background. The air was thick with it — sweat and spit and pussy and the coconut oil still on the men's skin from the club and something muskier underneath, something male, concentrated, the smell of two hard cocks that had been in our mouths and were still in the room. The champagne from the club was on our breath. The leather from the couches was on our skin. Everything mixing in the humid Ghanaian air that the air conditioning couldn't cut through.

I could hear the ocean through the open window. Waves. Slow. Rhythmic. Completely indifferent to what was happening in room 312.

I could hear the couple in the next room — not fucking, just talking, low murmurs, the TV on. Normal people doing normal things on their holiday while two American and English women lay three feet apart naked and cum-drunk and destroyed by two men they'd met four hours ago.

Claire's hand squeezed mine. Weak. A reflex.

"Claire."

"Mmm." She didn't open her eyes.

"We haven't even fucked them yet."

She opened one eye. Looked at me. Mascara smeared across her cheek. Spit still drying on her chin.

"I know," she said. And closed the eye again.

Silence. The fan. The ocean. Our breathing.

"Kendra."

"Yeah."

"We haven't even fucked them yet."

I laughed. She was right. All that — the blowjobs, the eating out, my orgasm, her orgasm, the mess, the sweat, the ruin of the sheets — and we hadn't even gotten to the main event. They hadn't been inside us. Not yet. What we were lying in the aftermath of was the warm-up.

"I know."

"I don't think I can feel my legs."

"You don't need your legs for the next part."

She laughed again. Louder. Her stomach shaking. She opened her eyes and looked at me and her mascara was everywhere and her hair was stuck to her face and she looked fifty-nine years old and absolutely ruined and completely alive.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. I reached for it. My arm was heavy. Everything was heavy.

Greg.

*ARE YOU ALIVE*

*Dying.*

*GOOD DYING OR BAD DYING*

*The best dying. We haven't even fucked them yet.*

*WHAT*

*That was just oral Greg.*

*KENDRA I SWEAR TO GOD*

*I'll call you tomorrow. Going to be busy for a while.*

*PICTURES. KENDRA. PICTURES.*

I put the phone face down on the nightstand.

Kwame and Yaw were standing at the foot of the bed. Both of them. Side by side. Hard. Their cocks in their hands — not stroking, just holding. Waiting. Looking down at us. Two white women spread out on a ruined bed. Sweating. Panting. Leaking. Not done.

Yaw's cock was thick and dark and the head was shining with precum. Kwame's was long and curving up and twitching. Both of them had that look — the patient, amused look of men who knew exactly what came next and were in no rush to start it. Professionals. They'd given us the warm-up. Let us taste it. Let us cum. Let the tension break so we'd be loose and wet and begging for the rest.

They'd done this before.

I reached for Yaw's hip. Pulled him forward.

"Come here."


Chapter 36

He didn't need to be told twice.

Yaw grabbed my hips. Flipped me. One motion — hands under my waist, lifting, rotating, dropping me face-down on the mattress. My tits hit the sheets and my ass went up and his hand pressed between my shoulder blades and pinned me there. Face down. Ass up. His hand on the small of my back, pushing my spine into an arch.

I heard Claire gasp beside me. I turned my head. Kwame had climbed onto the bed. Was on his knees between her legs. She was still on her back. He hooked his hands under her knees and pushed her legs up — folded her, thighs against her chest, her pale feet by his shoulders. She grabbed the headboard with both hands.

Yaw's cock found me. The head pressing against my opening. Hot. Blunt. Thick. Not pushing in. Just pressing. Resting there. Letting me feel the size of it. The stretch that was coming. My pussy gripped — involuntary, desperate, my body trying to pull him in before he'd even entered.

"Fuck me," I said. Into the pillow. "Stop teasing and fuck me."

He pushed. The head spread me open and I groaned into the sheets. Thick. Thicker than Kofi. A different shape — Kofi was long and curved, Yaw was blunt and wide and the head alone stretched me enough that my fingers clawed the mattress. He gave me an inch. Pulled back. Gave me two. Pulled back. Each push opening me wider, my pussy gripping and releasing, gripping and releasing, trying to adjust to the girth.

Three inches. Four. I was panting. Face in the pillow. Drooling onto the cotton. Five inches and something shifted inside me — the angle, the depth, the way his cock pressed against the front wall — and a sound came out of me that wasn't a word. Just a raw moan from somewhere in my chest.

Beside me Claire screamed.

I turned my head. Kwame was pushing into her. Slow. Her mouth was wide open and her eyes were locked between her legs, watching it go in. Watching this long dark cock split her open inch by inch. Her hands white-knuckled on the headboard. Her thighs shaking against his chest.

"Oh my — oh — oh god —" Claire's voice was cracking. Breaking apart on every syllable. Kwame wasn't stopping. Feeding her more. Steady. His jaw tight, his stomach flexed, his hips pressing forward in a slow relentless push. She was taking it. Inch by inch. Her pussy stretching around the shaft, her wetness running down over his balls, her toes curling by his ears.

He bottomed out. His hips against hers. All of it inside her. Claire's eyes rolled back and no sound came out. Just her chest heaving. Her body adjusting to something it had never been asked to hold before. Peter was three inches. Kwame was buried to the root and her stomach was bulging.

Yaw bottomed out behind me. His hips met my ass. Full. Stuffed. The head pressing against my cervix and the shaft stretching every wall and I could feel his pulse inside me — deep, thick, heavy. His hands on my hips. Fingers digging in hard enough to bruise.

He pulled back. Slow. The drag of his cock pulling at my walls, the ridge of his head catching on every fold. Pushed back in. Harder. My ass rippled from the impact. The bed rocked.

Again. Harder. The slap of his hips against my ass loud in the room. My tits swinging under me, dragging across the sheets. I arched my back harder. Pushed my ass up higher. Took him deeper.

"Harder," I said. "I didn't come to Ghana to get fucked gentle."

He understood that. His hands tightened on my hips and he pulled me back as he thrust forward and the sound that came out of me was something between a scream and a laugh. The impact shoved me forward on the bed. My face hit the headboard. I didn't care. He did it again. And again. Finding his rhythm. A brutal, heavy-hipped rhythm that sent shockwaves through my ass and up my spine with every stroke.

The bed was rocking. Both of us. Two different rhythms colliding — Yaw behind me, pounding, each thrust a heavy slam that made the mattress bounce, and Kwame above Claire, slower, deeper, long strokes that pulled almost all the way out and then drove all the way back in. The headboard was hitting the wall. Not in time with anything. Two different beats. Two different men. Two different women being split open three feet apart.

Claire was loud. I didn't expect that. Prim, proper, English Claire was making sounds I'd never heard from her. Short, sharp cries on every thrust. Ah. Ah. Ah. Each one punched out of her when Kwame's hips hit hers. Her legs were wrapped around his back now, her heels digging into his ass, pulling him in deeper on every stroke. Her nails were raking down his arms — long red lines on dark skin. She was clawing him. Claire. The woman who folds her napkin into thirds.

"Fuck," she said. Clear. Loud. Not whispered. "Fuck. Fuck. Fuck." One for every thrust. The word sounded different in her accent. Clipped. Precise. Even when she was getting her brains fucked out she sounded English.

I was louder. I'm always louder. Yaw was hammering me from behind and I was screaming into the mattress and pushing back to meet every thrust. My ass slapping against his hips. His balls swinging against my clit on every stroke — heavy, full, the impact sending a jolt through me each time. His hands left my hips. One went to my hair. Grabbed it. Pulled. My head yanked back. My throat exposed. My back bowed.

The other hand came down on my ass. CRACK. The sound filling the room. The sting exploding across my right cheek. I screamed. He did it again. CRACK. Left cheek. The pain blooming hot and then melting into the pleasure and I couldn't tell where one ended and the other began.

"Yes," I gasped. "Fuck yes. Hit me."

He hit me. Alternating cheeks. Each slap timed to a thrust. Thrust-CRACK. Thrust-CRACK. My ass burning and his cock filling me and his hand in my hair and I was gone. I wasn't Kendra from Alpharetta anymore. I wasn't Greg's wife. I wasn't fifty-one. I was a hole getting fucked by a twenty-eight-year-old African stripper and I was loving every second of it and somewhere in Georgia my husband was sitting in his recliner with his four-inch cock in his hand thinking about exactly this and getting off on it and that made it hotter. Greg wanted this. Greg had paid for this trip. Greg had picked out the red bikini and said go get 'em tiger and here I was getting got. Face down ass up getting pounded by a man twice Greg's size in every dimension while his cum dried between my legs from the last round and another man's cock was buried in my best friend three feet away.

Claire grabbed my hand. I grabbed hers. Our fingers laced together on the sheets between us. Holding on. Her hand was slippery with sweat and her grip was crushing and every thrust from Kwame jolted her body toward me and every thrust from Yaw jolted mine toward her and we were being rocked toward each other and away, toward and away, holding on because there was nothing else to hold.


Chapter 37

I turned my head. She turned hers. Our faces six inches apart. Both gone. Both streaming. Both getting fucked stupid.

"Peter has no idea," I panted. Between thrusts. Between slaps. "Peter is sitting at home watching fucking Antiques Roadshow and you're taking ten inches."

She laughed. The laugh turned into a moan.

My phone buzzed. Again. It had been buzzing for the last five minutes. Vibrating across the nightstand with every thrust, inching toward the edge. I could see the screen lighting up. Greg. Greg. Greg. Greg. Message after message.

"Oh for fuck's—"

I reached for it. Yaw didn't stop. Didn't even slow down. I was face-down getting pounded and reaching sideways for my phone and he grabbed my hip with one hand and kept going. I snatched the phone off the nightstand. Held it in front of my face. One eye open.

*KENDRA*

*KENDRA ARE YOU THERE*

*WHAT'S HAPPENING*

*I CAN'T TAKE THIS TELL ME WHAT'S HAPPENING*

*KENDRA PLEASE*

*I'M GOING TO LOSE MY MIND*

I typed with one thumb. The letters jumping with every thrust. Every word punctuated by Yaw slamming into me from behind.

*Busy*

*BUSY DOING WHAT*

*Getting. Fucked. Greg.*

*OH MY GOD*

*Can you not hear me screaming through the phone*

*CALL ME*

I stared at the screen. Yaw's hips hit my ass and my face rocked forward and the phone almost flew out of my hand. I looked at Claire. She was getting hammered. Eyes half-shut. Mouth open. Kwame's hands on her ankles, her legs up by her shoulders.

"Claire."

"Mmph — what — ahh —"

"Greg wants a phone call."

She opened her eyes. Looked at me. Her face was flushed and sweating and her mouth was swollen and she was getting fucked and she looked at me like I'd lost my mind.

"Now?"

"He's losing it. I'm putting him on speaker." I held up the phone. "You okay with that? Just the sounds. No video. Nothing recorded."

She laughed. A broken, breathless laugh that got cut off by a thrust. "Fine. Why — ahh — why not. Give the poor man — mmph — something to work with."

I hit call. Speaker. Set the phone on the pillow between us.

One ring. Half a ring. Greg picked up before the first ring finished.

"KENDRA—"

"Shut up and listen," I said. My voice was raw. Shaking with every thrust. "Just — unh — just listen."

The room filled the call. Every sound. Yaw's hips slamming against my ass — wet, heavy, the slap of skin on skin echoing off the walls. Claire's breathing — sharp, fast, a cry on every exhale. The bed hitting the wall — rhythmic, relentless, the headboard cracking plaster. Kwame grunting — deep, animal. My own moaning — louder now, knowing Greg was listening, putting on a show and not putting on a show because I couldn't have been quiet if I tried.

"Oh my god," Greg said. His voice was thin. Reedy. Shaking. "Oh my god, Kendra."

"You hear that?" I panted. Yaw's cock buried to the root and pulling back and slamming home. "That — unh — that slapping sound? That's his — ahh — his hips hitting my ass. He's — fuck — he's so deep, Greg. So fucking deep."

"How big." Greg's voice cracked. I could hear it — the tremble, the desperation. He was jerking off. Obviously. Sitting in his recliner in Alpharetta with his four inches in his hand listening to his wife get destroyed six thousand miles away. "How big is he."

"Bigger than you," I said. "So much — unh — so much bigger than you, baby. He — mmph — he makes you look like a — ahh fuck — like a pinky finger."

A sound from Greg. Not a word. A groan. Small. Pathetic. He was close already. Four inches and thirty seconds. Classic Greg.

"Claire," I said. "Say hi to my husband."

Claire turned her head toward the phone. Her eyes were glazed. Kwame was driving into her slow and deep, each stroke making her whole body rock on the mattress. Her mouth was wet. Her hair was stuck to her face.

"Hi Greg," she said. Her voice was shattered. Raw. A moan broke through the middle of it. "Hi — ahh — hi Greg. Your wife is — mmph — your wife is having a wonderful time."

"Oh jesus," Greg whispered.

"We both are," Claire said. Kwame thrust deep and her eyes fluttered shut and she gasped and then opened them and looked at the phone. "I've got — unh — I've got a very tall man inside me right now, Greg. Very — ahh — very tall. Very — oh god — very big."

"How — how big—"

"Bigger than Peter," Claire said. Matter-of-fact. Even now. Even getting fucked senseless she sounded like she was ordering tea. "Considerably bigger than — mmph — Peter. Bigger than anything — ah ah ah — anything I've ever—"

Kwame shifted his angle. Something deeper. Something that hit a spot. Claire's composure shattered. Her mouth fell open and her eyes went wide and she squeezed my hand so hard I felt my knuckles pop and the sound that came out of her was not a word. Not a sentence. Just a long, guttural, broken scream that went straight into the phone and straight into Greg's ear in Georgia.

"AHHHH — oh god — oh GOD — right there right THERE—"

Greg made a sound. A small, strangled sound. He'd cum. I knew it. Thirty seconds of listening to two women get fucked and he'd cum in his hand in his recliner. Four inches. Thirty seconds. Thirty seconds to our hours.

"Did you just cum?" I asked. Panting. Grinning.

Silence. Heavy breathing.

"...yeah."

"Love you, baby." I hung up. Tossed the phone off the bed. It hit the carpet and I didn't care where it landed.


Chapter 38

Claire looked at me. Mascara running. Mouth open. Getting fucked.

"He lasted thirty seconds," she panted.

"He always does."

Claire was quiet for a second. Kwame was still inside her, still stroking, still driving that long slow rhythm that rocked her body on the mattress. Her face was turned toward me on the pillow. Mascara streaked. Lips bitten raw. Her eyes were wet and I couldn't tell if it was from the fucking or from something else.

"I wish I could call Peter," she said.

Kwame thrust deep. Her eyes squeezed shut. A sound — mmph — low, pushed out of her by the impact. She breathed through it. Opened her eyes again.

"I wish I could — unh — call him right now. Put him on — ahh — on speaker. Like you did with Greg."

"Yeah?" I was face-down. Yaw was pounding me. Every word I said came out between impacts, broken up by the slam of his hips into my ass. "What would you — unh — tell him?"

"Everything." Her voice cracked. Kwame pulled back slow and pushed in deep and her back arched and she grabbed the sheets and a whimper came out of her — high, tight, the kind of sound she'd never make in her own bedroom. "I'd tell him — mmph — I'd tell him everything I've never said."

"So say it."

She looked at me.

"He's not here," I panted. "But I am. Say it. Pretend — ahh fuck — pretend he's listening."

Kwame bottomed out. His hips pressed against hers. Held there. Deep. Full. Claire gasped. Then she started talking.

"Peter." She said his name like she was addressing him across the breakfast table. Calm. English. Except she was flat on her back with her legs wrapped around a twenty-eight-year-old African man and his cock was buried inside her to the root. "Peter, I've been faking it. Every time. Every — ahh — every single time."

Kwame started moving again. Slow. Deep.

"That face you make when you — unh — when you finish. That scrunched-up face. Like you've sneezed. I've been looking at that face for thirty-two years and — mmph — and I've never once been close. Not once."

Her voice was getting thicker. Rougher. Each thrust breaking it apart.

"You finish and you roll off and you — ahh — you fall asleep and I lie there. Every time. Wide awake. Staring at the ceiling. Wet and — unh — frustrated and angry and I lie there and I — mmph — I think about other men."

"Louder," I said. Yaw was hammering me. I was screaming between sentences. "Louder, Claire."

"I THINK ABOUT OTHER MEN, PETER." She was shouting now. Her proper English accent cracking open. Kwame was driving harder. "I lie in bed next to you and I — ahh — I put my hand between my legs and I think about men who aren't you. Men who could — unh — who could actually REACH. Men who — AHHHH—"

Kwame hit something. Her whole body jolted. Her legs tightened around his back. She screamed — raw, animal, nothing proper about it — and then she kept going. Louder. Angrier. Thirty-two years of silence pouring out of her while a stranger's cock hammered her open.

"Three inches, Peter. Three — mmph — three inches. That's what you gave me for thirty-two years. Three inches and forty-five seconds and your — unh — your SNEEZE FACE and then goodnight, Claire. Goodnight. Roll over. Done."

Her hands were on Kwame's back. Nails digging in. Dragging. Leaving welts. Her hips were lifting off the mattress to meet every thrust.

"Do you know what's inside me right now? Do you — ahh — do you have any idea? He's so deep I can feel him in my — unh — in my stomach, Peter. In my STOMACH. You've never been past the — mmph — the first two inches. You've never even found the — AHHHH — the spots he's hitting."

I was moaning. Couldn't help it. Yaw's cock was splitting me in half and Claire was screaming at her absent husband and the room was insane. The bed slamming the wall. Skin slapping skin. Two women screaming for different reasons. Claire because she was finally saying every word she'd swallowed since 1994. Me because I was getting the fuck of my life and my husband was at home jerking his little dick to the memory of my voice.

"You wore brown socks to bed, Peter. Brown. Socks. On our — unh — on our anniversary. You wore brown socks and you lasted forty-five seconds and you — mmph — you asked me if it was good and I said yes because what was I supposed to — AHHHH — supposed to say? No? No, Peter, it wasn't good? It's never been — unh — GOOD?"

Kwame was grunting above her. Low. Rhythmic. He didn't understand most of what she was saying and he didn't care. He was watching her face twist and her body buck and he was fucking her through whatever this was — confession, exorcism, thirty-two years of resentment being pounded out of her one thrust at a time.

"Malik was better," she said. Quieter now. Not calmer — exhausted. Her voice fraying at the edges. "Malik was — mmph — so much better. The first time he touched me I — unh — I came in four minutes. Four minutes. You've never made me cum, Peter. Not once. I faked — ahh — every single one. Every. Single. One."

She was crying. Not sobbing. Just tears. Running down her temples into her hair, mixing with the sweat. Her body was still moving. Still meeting Kwame's thrusts. Still wanting it. The tears weren't sad. They were angry.

"And now I'm here," she whispered. Kwame thrust deep and she gasped and her eyes fluttered shut and she bit her lip and a moan leaked out — low, thick, mmmmph — and she opened her eyes and they were blazing. "I'm in Ghana. I'm in a — unh — a hotel room with a man whose name I learned four hours ago and he's — ahh — he's making me feel things you never — mmph — NEVER—"

Her voice broke. Kwame hit the spot again — that deep, cervix-pressing spot — and Claire screamed. Not words. Just sound. AHHHHH. Long and ragged and raw. Her body arching off the mattress. Her nails raking down his chest. Her legs clamped around him, pulling him deeper, grinding against him, chasing it.

"That's it," I panted. Yaw was driving into me so hard I was sliding up the mattress. I braced my hand against the headboard. "Tell him, Claire. Tell — unh — tell him the rest."

"I'm never — ahh — I'm never going to fake it again." She was gasping. Each word a fight. "I'm going to go home and you're going to — mmph — to climb on top of me with your three inches and your — unh — your brown socks and I'm going to lie there and I'm — AHHHH — I'm going to think about THIS."

Kwame drove deep. Held. His hips pressed flush against hers. She could feel every inch. The fullness. The heat. The pulse of his cock against her walls. Her eyes went glassy. A string of sounds came out of her — mmph, unh, ahh, ahh, ahh — not words anymore, just her body making noise because it had to, because there was too much happening inside her to stay quiet.

"Every time," she breathed. Barely audible. "Every time Peter touches me. For the rest of my — unh — my life. I'll be thinking about — mmph — about tonight. About this cock. About these — ahh — these hands. About a man who can actually — unh — FUCK me."

She turned her head and looked at me. Tears and mascara and sweat and her mouth swollen and her eyes wild and she looked ruined and furious and free.

"Thirty-two years, Kendra."

"I know, baby."

"Thirty-two YEARS."

"I know."


Chapter 39

Kwame pulled back. Slow. Almost all the way out. The head stretching her entrance. She whimpered. Her hips chased him. He held there — just the tip, just that agonizing inch — and Claire's whimper turned into a growl.

"Don't you DARE pull out," she snarled. At Kwame. Looking up at him. Her posh accent gone. Something raw underneath. "Don't you dare. Put it back. All of it. NOW."

He understood that. Slammed back in. All of it. One thrust. Claire's head snapped back and the scream that came out of her hit the walls and bounced. Her hands flew to his ass. Both hands. Grabbing. Pulling. Holding him inside her. Deep. Full. Her hips grinding against his. Taking every inch. Wanting more. Demanding more.

"Don't stop," she said. Not to me. To Kwame. "Don't you dare stop. Right there. Right there. Right — ahh — right —"

He didn't stop. He sped up. His hips driving faster. The sound of skin on skin filling the room — wet, heavy, rhythmic. Claire's cries climbing. Higher. Shorter. Tighter. Her body starting to lock up.

Yaw matched him. Sped up behind me. Both men going faster now. The bed slamming against the wall with every thrust. The headboard cracking against the plaster. Two rhythms syncing up — not perfectly, almost, close enough that the room was a constant percussion of flesh on flesh and moaning and grunting and the bed frame protesting.

His hand came down on my ass again. I didn't even flinch this time. Just screamed and pushed back and took it and wanted more. His other hand released my hair and went under me, found my tit, grabbed it, squeezed it hard enough that my nipple popped between his fingers. He was bent over me now. His chest against my back. His mouth at my ear. Breathing hard. Grunting. Something in Twi. Low and broken and animal.

Kwame was grunting too. Deep. His hands had Claire's ankles now, pushed up by her head, and he was driving into her from above — straight down, gravity-assisted, his full weight behind each thrust. Claire's body was folded in half. Her knees by her ears. Her ass lifted off the mattress. Every stroke going deeper than should have been possible. She was taking the full length and her eyes were closed and her mouth was open and she was making one continuous sound — not words, not moans, just a sustained broken note that rose and fell with every thrust.

I was close. The slapping and the stretching and the fullness and his grunting in my ear and Claire's voice beside me and the smell of the room and the thought of Greg sitting at home with his little dick in his hand — all of it piling up in my stomach like a fist tightening.

"Switch," I said. Barely. Between gasps. "Switch them."

Claire's eyes opened. Looked at me. Wild. Glazed.

"Trust me," I said.

Yaw pulled out. The emptiness hit me like a punch. I gasped. My pussy clenching on nothing. Gaping. Twitching. Kwame pulled out of Claire. She whimpered. Actually whimpered. Her hips lifting off the bed, chasing his cock, not wanting to let it go.

The men switched. Didn't speak. Didn't need to. Kwame came behind me. Yaw went to Claire.

Claire looked down between her legs. At Yaw's cock. Thicker than Kwame. Much thicker. Her eyes went wide.

"Oh god," she whispered.

He pushed in. Claire's back arched off the mattress and her jaw dropped and what came out of her was not English. Not any language. A scream that the couple next door definitely heard. Yaw was thicker and she was tight and the stretch was more and she was grabbing the sheets with both hands, pulling them off the mattress corners, her body arching off the bed.

Kwame entered me. Different from Yaw. Longer. Thinner. The head reaching places Yaw hadn't — deeper, curving, pressing against my cervix and then sliding past it, into some pocket of space I didn't know existed. A different kind of full. Not the overwhelming girth of Yaw but a precision depth that made my stomach clench and my legs shake.

"Oh fuck," I breathed. "Oh that's — oh fuck that's deep."

He started moving. Long. Slow. Deep strokes that bottomed out with a press against something that made my vision blur. Nothing like Yaw's hammering. Kwame was a surgeon. Every stroke deliberate. Every angle calculated. He pulled almost all the way out — the head stretching my entrance — and then sank all the way back in and my eyes crossed.

Claire was getting destroyed. Yaw had no finesse with her. No surgeon's touch. He was holding her thighs apart and pounding her — the same brutal rhythm he'd used on me — and Claire was screaming with every thrust. Loud. Hoarse. Her voice cracking. Her small tits bouncing with every impact. Her fingers in the sheets. Her toes curled. Her pale body jerking under his dark one with every slam of his hips.

She was loving it. I could tell. Not just tolerating it, not just surviving it, but actively pushing back, lifting her hips to meet him, wrapping her legs around his waist and pulling him deeper. Peter's wife. Peter's thin, quiet, napkin-folding, armchair-sitting wife. Getting hammered by a thick African cock and begging for more with her body.

"Harder," Claire said. Her voice raw. Barely recognizable. "More. Give me more."

Yaw gave her more. His hips accelerating. The slap of his pelvis against her thighs louder. Faster. The bed frame screaming. The headboard putting a hole in the plaster — I could hear it cracking, the drywall giving way, and nobody cared. Nobody stopped.

Kwame was building behind me. His breathing changed. Shorter. His strokes faster. Abandoning the precision. Going primal. His hands on my hips jerking me back onto his cock with every thrust. Each stroke bottoming out with that deep press against my cervix that made my whole stomach clench.

I reached between my legs. Found my clit. Swollen. Slick. So sensitive that the first touch made me gasp. I rubbed. Fast. Two fingers. Small tight circles while Kwame drove into me from behind — the double stimulation hitting me from both directions. His cock filling me deep on every thrust and my fingers working my clit and the two sensations running into each other, feeding each other, building on top of each other until I couldn't tell which one was pushing me closer.

My face was in the mattress. My ass was up. My tits were swinging under me with every impact. My fingers were slipping on my clit — too wet, everything was too wet, his cum and my cum and sweat all mixed together between my thighs — and I pressed harder. Rubbed faster. The orgasm was right there. Right at the base of my spine. Coiling. Tightening.

Kwame's hands tightened on my hips. His rhythm got ragged. He was close too. I could feel it in the way his cock swelled inside me — thicker, harder, the head pressing against places that made my legs shake. His breathing behind me — harsh, broken, grunting through his teeth. His hips slamming into my ass with less precision and more desperation.

Greg was at home. Sitting in his recliner. Four inches in his hand. Already cum. Already done. Thirty seconds of listening to his wife get fucked and he was finished. And here I was. Still going. Still getting pounded. Still climbing. A man behind me who'd been hard for an hour, who'd already fucked Claire and was now fucking me and still hadn't cum. Who could last longer in one round than Greg could in a month of Sundays.

I rubbed my clit harder. Pressed my face into the pillow and bit the cotton and moaned — mmph, unh, mmph — the sounds muffled but loud enough that Claire could hear me. Could hear me getting close. Could hear what Kwame's cock was doing to me.

The edge. Right there. My thighs were shaking. My toes were curling. Every muscle in my stomach was tight. His cock driving deep and my fingers working fast and everything in my body pulling toward one point — pulling tight, pulling tighter, pulling until I couldn't hold it—

I came first.

My whole body locked. Ass clenched. Thighs rigid. My fingers froze on my clit. My pussy squeezed Kwame's cock so hard he groaned and his rhythm broke — stuttered, stalled, his hips pressed against my ass and held. I screamed into the mattress. Long. Ragged. Not a word. Just sound. The orgasm crashing through me in heavy pulses that started deep in my pussy and radiated out — through my stomach, up my chest, down my thighs, into my feet. Every pulse squeezing his cock. Milking it. Gripping and releasing in deep contractions I couldn't control.

My hips jerked back against him. Involuntary. My body trying to pull him deeper. To hold him there. I was grinding on his cock and rubbing my clit through it and each wave was bigger than the last — not fading, building, stacking, my fingers still moving even though every touch on my clit sent a jolt through me that was half pleasure and half too-much.

I screamed again. Into the pillow. My hands gripping the sheets so hard my knuckles popped. My back arching, dropping, arching again. Kwame's cock still buried deep and I could feel every inch of him while my pussy pulsed around the shaft — could feel the veins, the ridge of the head, the heat, the thickness. My body wringing him. Pulling at him. Demanding.


Chapter 40

Kwame lasted three more strokes. His hands clenched on my hips. His cock swelled — I felt it, the shaft getting thicker inside me, the head expanding against my cervix like a fist closing — and then he slammed in deep and held and I felt him break.

The first pulse.

Hot. Deep. Not at the entrance, not halfway — at the very end of me. Against my cervix. His cock pressed so deep that the first rope of cum hit a place Greg had never been. Had never even been close to. The heat of it spreading through my walls like warm water filling a glass. Thick. Heavy. Nothing like Greg's. Greg's cum was thin. Watery. A sad little dribble that barely coated his own dick. What Kwame was pumping into me was molten. Viscous. Each pulse a heavy flood that I could feel land.

He grunted. His hips ground against my ass. Not thrusting. Grinding. Making sure every drop went as deep as it could go. Second pulse. Third. Each one thicker than the last. Each one pushing the cum deeper, packing it in, filling me up from the back. I could feel it pooling inside me. Collecting. The heat of it sitting deep in my belly.

Four. Five. His fingers digging into my hips hard enough to bruise. His cock twitching inside me with each pump. Six. I was so full I could feel the pressure building — his cum with nowhere to go, plugged by the length of his shaft, the seal holding. Seven. The seal broke. I felt it — warm and thick, leaking out around his shaft, running down the inside of my thigh in a slow warm line. Eight. More. Leaking faster now. Down my thigh to my knee. Dripping onto the sheets.

He held there. Buried. His forehead dropped against my back. Hot breath between my shoulder blades. His cock still twitching. Still pulsing. Smaller now. Aftershocks. But still cumming. Still pumping. Like his balls hadn't gotten the message that it was over.

Greg came once. One pathetic pulse. A teaspoon. You'd miss it if you blinked. What was inside me right now — leaking out of me, running down my legs, soaking into the sheets — was more cum than Greg produced in a week.

I squeezed around him. Clenched my pussy on purpose. Felt his cock jump inside me. Felt another small pulse — the last one — and his whole body shuddered behind me and his hands went slack on my hips and his breathing came out in a long ragged exhale against my spine.

Claire came thirty seconds later.

I heard it build. Her cries climbing in pitch beside me — shorter, faster, tighter. Her breath catching. Catching. Catching. That suspended moment where her whole body was rigid and silent and hanging on the edge—

Then the break. A scream. Long and ragged and nothing like Claire. Her body arching off the bed. Her legs locking around Yaw's back. Her nails raking down his chest hard enough to leave welts. She was cumming and screaming and shaking and Yaw was still pounding her through it — his face twisted, his jaw clenched, driving through her orgasm, extending it, pulling sounds out of her that she'd never made in fifty-nine years of living.

Then he slammed in deep and held. His whole body went rigid. Every muscle locking at once — his arms braced on either side of her, his stomach carved in stone, his thighs pressed against the backs of hers. His face changed. The composure cracked. A sound from deep in his chest — not a word, just a growl, a rumble, primal and low.

The first pulse hit Claire and her eyes flew open.

"Oh—"

Her mouth made an O. Her hands flew to his back. Not pushing. Pulling. Her fingers spread across his shoulder blades and she pulled him down against her, chest to chest, his weight pressing her into the mattress while he pumped.

"Oh god. I can feel it. I can — ahh — I can feel—"

She could feel every pulse. Every thick, hot flood. His cock was buried to the root and each pump landed deep — against her cervix, against walls that Peter's three inches had never touched, in places she didn't know she had. Hot. Thick. Filling her up in pulses that she could count by the way her stomach clenched with each one.

One. Two. Three. Her eyes getting wider with each. Her mouth hanging open. Her hips rolling against him — not chasing an orgasm anymore, just reacting, her body responding to the sensation of being filled by a man who could actually produce.

Four. Five. She gasped. Grabbed the sheets. Her pussy was clenching around him — I could see it in the way her stomach contracted, in the way her thighs tightened around his hips, in the small broken sounds coming out of her. Mmph. Unh. Ah. Each pulse milking the next one out of him.

Six. Seven. It started spilling. Cum leaking out around his shaft. Running down between her arse cheeks and pooling on the mattress under her. White on the dark sheets. She could feel it — the warm trickle — and her face was pure shock. Peter leaked. A dribble. A nothing. A transaction she barely felt. What was pouring out of her right now was a flood. Thick and heavy and still coming.

Eight. Nine. Yaw's body shuddering above her. His forehead against hers. His eyes squeezed shut. His hips still grinding — slow, small circles, pressing every last drop as deep as it would go. Claire's hands on his ass, holding him there, not letting him pull back. Wanting all of it. Every drop.

His hips stilled. One last pulse. A twitch. Then nothing.

Claire lay there. Pinned under him. His cock still buried. His cum still inside her and leaking out of her at the same time. Her chest heaving against his. Her thighs trembling around his hips. Her eyes open, staring at the ceiling, and her face was something I'd never seen on her before. Satisfaction. Pure, gutted satisfaction.

Peter had cum inside her their entire marriage and she'd never once felt like this.

Yaw's hips ground against her. One last lazy push. Then stillness.

Four bodies. Sweat and cum and spit everywhere — on the sheets, on our skin, running down our thighs, pooling on the mattress.

Nobody moved. Nobody spoke. Just breathing. Four people breathing hard in a dark hotel room in Ghana.


Chapter 41

Kwame's cock softened inside me. I could feel it — the slow deflation, the shaft getting smaller, the head shrinking. His cum shifting deeper as the seal loosened. Warm. Heavy. Settling into me. He pulled out slow. The head dragged against my walls on the way and I whimpered — oversensitive, everything too raw, every nerve ending still firing. The pop when he cleared the entrance. Then the leak. Immediate. A thick warm flood running out of me and down my inner thigh. I didn't move to stop it. Didn't clench. Just let it come. Let it run down my skin and pool on the sheets under my hips.

I collapsed forward. Face in the pillow. Legs giving out. My knees sliding on the wet sheets until I was flat on my stomach. Boneless. My ass was burning from the slaps — both cheeks hot and tender, the skin tight. My thighs were slick. My pussy was throbbing. My clit was so swollen I could feel my own pulse in it.

Beside me Yaw pulled out of Claire. She made a sound — a small, broken ahh — and her legs dropped to the mattress. Her thighs fell open. She didn't close them. Cum ran out of her immediately. I could hear it — the wet sound of it leaving her body. She lay there. Flat on her back. Arms out. Eyes closed. Her chest rising and falling in shallow ragged breaths. Her pale chest blotchy and rising with each inhale. Her stomach trembling.

The four of us lay there. In the dark. The fan spinning above us. The ocean through the open window — waves hitting the beach in slow rhythmic crashes that had nothing to do with what had just happened in this room. The air conditioning was on but the room was hot. Humid. The smell was thick — sweat and cum and sex and coconut oil and the salt breeze from outside all layered on top of each other.

Kwame was on his back beside me. His arm across his face. His chest heaving. His cock lying against his thigh — soft now, dark, shining wet. The scratches Claire had left on his chest were raised and red. He didn't seem to notice. Just breathed.

Yaw was sitting on the edge of the bed. Feet on the floor. Elbows on his knees. Head hanging. His broad back rising and falling. Sweat running down his spine in a line that caught the light from the window. His thighs were slick. Claire's wet. My wet from earlier. The man was glazed.

Nobody talked. Five minutes. Ten. Our breathing slowing down. My heartbeat coming back to something like normal. The throbbing between my legs fading from sharp to dull to a low warm ache that I knew would be there for days.

Claire rolled onto her side. Toward me. Her eyes were open now. Heavy-lidded. Her mascara was gone — black smears down her cheeks, under her eyes, on the pillow. Her mouth was puffy and bitten. Her hair was stuck to her face in wet strands. She looked at me. Didn't say anything. Just looked. And I looked back. Two women who'd just been fucked by two strangers lying three feet apart in the wreckage of what used to be a hotel bed.

She smiled. Small. Exhausted.

I smiled back.

Kwame moved first. Sat up. Swung his legs off the bed. Stood. Stretched — arms above his head, back arching, every muscle in his torso pulling taut. He bent down and picked up his pants from the floor. Stepped into them. No underwear. Zipped up. Found his shirt draped over the desk chair. Pulled it on.

Yaw followed. Standing. Finding his clothes. They dressed without rushing. No awkwardness. No lingering looks. No attempt to exchange numbers or make it into something it wasn't. They'd done this before. This was the part where they got dressed and left and the women lay there and stared at the ceiling and tried to remember how their legs worked.

Kwame picked up his shoes by the door. Looked back at us. At Claire. She was still on her side. Naked. Cum on her thighs. Mascara on her face. He nodded. One nod. Something between thank you and goodbye and you were good. Then he looked at me. Same nod.

Yaw was at the door. He didn't look back. He opened it. Kwame walked through. Yaw followed. The door clicked shut.

The lock engaged. The room went quiet. Just the fan and the ocean and the two of us.

I rolled onto my back. Stared at the ceiling. The fan blades cutting through the dim light in slow arcs. My body was heavy. Every muscle spent. I could feel Kwame's cum leaking out of me in slow pulses — each time I breathed, each time my stomach contracted, a little more came out. Warm. Thick. Soaking into the sheets under my hips. I'd need to shower before I slept. I wasn't going to shower before I slept.

Claire hadn't moved. Still on her side. Still looking at me. Her breathing had steadied. Slower now. Deeper.

"Claire."

"Mm."

"You alright?"

A pause. Long. She blinked. Slow. Her eyelids heavy.

"I'm lying naked in a hotel room in Ghana. There is cum running out of me from a man I met at a strip club. My mascara is on the pillow. My knickers are behind the desk. I have stubble burn on my inner thighs and I think I pulled a muscle in my hip."

"So that's a yes."

"That's the best I've felt in thirty-two years."

I laughed. She didn't. She meant it.

The fan clicked. The ocean rolled. Cum cooled on our thighs.

My phone was somewhere on the carpet where I'd thrown it during the call. I didn't look for it. Whatever was on the screen could wait until morning. Everything could wait until morning.

Claire's eyes were closing. Slow blinks getting longer. Her body sinking into the mattress. The tension leaving her shoulders, her jaw, her hands. She looked small. Thin and pale and small in the middle of a bed that didn't look like a bed anymore.

"Same time tomorrow?" I said.

Her eyes opened. Just barely.

"Absolutely not."

I waited.

"...Thursday."

Her eyes closed. A small smile on her spent face. In thirty seconds she was asleep. Mouth slightly open. One hand between her thighs — not touching herself, just resting there, cupping the warmth, holding it in.

I closed my eyes. My body was heavy and warm and full of a stranger's cum and I was asleep before I could count to ten.


Chapter 42

I put my hands over my face.

Everything was too much — the ceiling, the fan, the light from the window, the air on my skin — and I needed something small. Something contained. Just the dark behind my palms and the sound of my own breathing and the hot wet mess between my legs reminding me of what I'd just done.

I was crying. I didn't decide to cry. It just started. Tears leaking sideways into my hair, running into my ears, pooling in the hollows under my eyes. My chest hitching. Small, silent sobs that I kept behind my teeth because Kendra was asleep three feet away and I didn't want to wake her.

It wasn't guilt. That was the thing. I was lying there with my hands on my face and tears running into my hair and a stranger's cum leaking out of me and it wasn't guilt.

It was relief.

My body was wrecked. Everything hurt. My jaw ached from Kwame's cock. My inner thighs were raw from Yaw's stubble. My hip flexors were screaming from being folded in half. There were fingerprint bruises forming on my hips — I could feel them, hot and tender, five on each side. My cervix felt battered. My clit was still throbbing. When I shifted my hips a fresh wave of cum leaked out of me — thick, warm, running down between my arse cheeks and onto the sheet. I reached down. Touched myself. Not to make myself feel good. Just to feel it. The mess. The slickness. The swollen lips. The heat still radiating from between my legs. I pressed two fingers against my opening and felt it — loose, stretched, wet. Cum on my fingers. I brought my hand up and looked at it in the dim light. White and thick on my pale fingertips.

I ran my hand up my stomach. Flat. Too flat. I'd always been thin — bony, Peter called it when he bothered to comment at all. Narrow hips. Small breasts that had never needed a proper bra. A body that other women called lucky and that my husband had stopped noticing when I turned forty. I could count my ribs if I pressed. My collarbones were sharp. My wrists were thin enough that Kwame had wrapped one hand around both of them and held them above my head while he fucked me and there was room to spare.

Fifty-nine years old. Thin and pale and sharp-boned and covered in another man's cum. And I felt beautiful. For the first time in years I felt like a body worth looking at.

A stranger's cum. A man whose last name I didn't know. Whose language I didn't speak. Who I'd met four hours ago at a strip club in Accra and who had been inside me — deep, so deep, deeper than Peter had ever been — and I could still feel the ghost of him. The impression of his cock still inside me even though he was gone.

Peter.

Peter was at home. In our house in Surrey. In his armchair. With his newspaper. The one he reads cover to cover every morning even though it's all online now. He'd have had his supper. Something from the freezer. He'd have watched whatever was on BBC Two. He'd have gone to bed at half ten. Set his alarm. Folded his trousers over the chair. Put on his pyjamas — the striped ones, always the striped ones. Brushed his teeth for exactly two minutes. Got into bed on his side. Read four pages of whatever biography he was working through. Turned off the lamp. Gone to sleep.

And I was here. Naked. In Ghana. Cum cooling on my thighs from a man called Yaw who was built like a lorry and barely spoke English and who had fucked me so hard the headboard put a hole in the wall.

I should feel guilty. Thirty-two years of marriage and I was lying in a hotel room leaking another man's cum. Peter is at home being Peter — boring, reliable, invisible Peter — and I'm being fucked by African men on holiday.

I didn't feel guilty. Not even a little.

I pressed my fingers between my legs again. Felt the warmth. The slick. Ran my fingertips along my swollen lips and shivered. Oversensitive. Raw. But I couldn't stop touching. Couldn't stop cataloguing the damage. The tenderness where Yaw's thickness had stretched me. The deeper ache where Kwame's length had pressed against places I didn't know I had. The stubble rash on the inside of my thighs like I'd been rubbed with sandpaper.

Peter had been inside me thousands of times. Thirty-two years. Call it once a week in the early years, once a month in the middle, once every few months toward the end. Hundreds of times. Maybe a thousand. And not once — not ONCE — had I ever felt like this afterward. Not once had I lain there cataloguing the evidence on my body. Not once had I touched myself after and felt the shape of what had been inside me. Peter slipped in. Peter pumped. Peter sneezed. Peter rolled off. Peter slept. And I lay there. Wide awake. Dry. Untouched. Wondering if that was really all there was.

I knew now. That wasn't all there was.

Malik had showed me. Last trip. In this same resort. That first night when he put his hands on me and I felt something I'd forgotten I could feel. When he looked at me like I was the only woman in the building. When he touched me like my body was worth paying attention to. I'd gone home after that trip and looked at Peter across the breakfast table and thought: you've never once looked at me like that. Not on our wedding day. Not when our children were born. Not once in thirty-two years.

And now this. Kwame and Yaw. Two strangers. A foursome in a hotel room with my best friend. I'd screamed. I'd begged. I'd said things I'd never said to anyone — things about Peter, about our marriage, about faking it. I'd said them out loud. With a cock inside me. In front of Kendra.

I wasn't sorry about any of it.

I rolled onto my side. Pulled my knees up. Foetal. My hand still between my legs. Cupping myself. Holding the warmth in. Cum leaked through my fingers. I let it.

The tears were slowing. Not stopping. Just slowing. The sobs spacing out. My breathing steadying.

I was going to go home. In four days I was going to fly back to Surrey and walk through the front door and Peter was going to be in his armchair and he was going to look up from his newspaper and say "Good trip?" and I was going to say "Lovely, thank you" and that was going to be the end of it. He wouldn't notice anything different. Wouldn't see the fading bruises on my hips. Wouldn't smell anything. Wouldn't ask. Peter didn't ask. Peter didn't notice. Peter existed in the same house as me the way furniture exists — present, functional, taking up space.

I was going to get into our bed. On my side. He'd be on his. The gap between us. The same gap that had been there for fifteen years. He'd turn off his lamp. I'd turn off mine. He'd fall asleep in four minutes. I'd lie there. Wide awake.

And I'd think about this.

About Kwame's hands on my throat. About Yaw's thickness stretching me open. About the way my voice sounded when I begged — ragged, desperate, nothing like me. About the cum. The heat of it. The volume. The way it kept coming in thick hot pulses that I could count and feel and that filled me up in a way Peter never had.

I'd think about all of it. Every time Peter climbed on top of me with his three inches and his forty-five seconds and his sneeze face. I'd close my eyes and I'd be back here. In this room. In Ghana. With the fan and the ocean and the cum on my thighs and the sound of Kendra screaming beside me.

I wasn't cheating on Peter. That's what I told myself. Lying there. Cum between my fingers. Tears drying on my face.

Peter had left me years ago. He just hadn't moved out. He was a man who shared my mortgage and my last name and nothing else.

I wasn't cheating on a husband. I was finding out what I'd been missing from a roommate.

Lying there in the dark, naked and used and leaking cum from a man whose face I'd already started to forget, I believed it.

My eyes were heavy. My body was sinking into the mattress. The ache between my legs was warm now. Familiar. Something I wanted to keep.

I curled tighter. Hand between my thighs. Cum drying on my fingers. Kendra breathing softly on her side of the bed.

I slept. I didn't dream.


Chapter 43

I woke up first.

I always wake up first. Five-thirty. Doesn't matter where I am — Alpharetta, Ghana, a stranger's hotel room with cum drying on my thighs. Five-thirty. Eyes open. Brain on.

The light through the curtains was grey — pre-dawn, that flat colourless hour where everything looks like a photograph. Claire was asleep beside me. On her side. Knees pulled up. One hand between her legs. Mouth slightly open. She looked her age and half her age at the same time. The mascara had dried into dark smudges under her eyes. Her hair was a mess. She looked peaceful in a way I'd never seen her look at breakfast.

I sat up. Slow. Everything hurt. My hips. My thighs. My ass — still tender from the slaps, the skin tight and hot when I shifted. Between my legs was a dull, deep ache. Not sharp. Not unpleasant. The kind of ache that would be there for days.

Cum had dried on my inner thighs. Flaking. Tight on the skin. More of it on the sheets beneath me — a stiff patch, the cotton sticking together. I peeled myself off the bed. Stood up. My legs were shaking. Not a lot. Just a tremor in my quads. My knees felt loose. I steadied myself on the nightstand and looked around.

The room.

The sheets were off the bed entirely on my side. Bunched on the floor. The fitted sheet had come off two corners and was twisted into a rope. The mattress had shifted so far to the left that the box spring was showing on the right side. The headboard had cracked the plaster — a spiderweb of fractures spreading from a central impact point, white dust on the pillow below it. There was a dent in the drywall. An actual dent. The shape of a headboard corner punched into the wall by two men fucking two women for an hour.

My red dress was by the window. My bra was on the desk. My underwear — the ones Yaw had peeled off me, the ones with the wet patch — were by the foot of the bed, stiff now, dried into the shape they'd landed in. Claire's black dress was crumpled by the door. Her knickers were behind the desk chair. One of Kwame's shirt buttons was on the floor near the bathroom. Must have popped off when Claire was clawing at him.

I picked up my phone from the carpet. The screen was cracked. Must have landed face-down when I'd thrown it. I pressed the button.

Forty-three messages from Greg.

I didn't read them. Not yet. I put the phone on the nightstand and walked to the bathroom. Turned on the shower. Stood under the water. Hot. Let it run over my body. Down my chest, over my tits — Kofi's bite marks still there, fading green and yellow, layered under the new redness from last night. Down my stomach. Between my legs. The water running clear and then not clear and then clear again. Washing the night off me. Washing Kwame out of me. Washing Yaw's spit and my sweat and Claire's tears off my skin.

I stood there for a long time. Longer than I needed to. My forehead against the tile. The water beating on the back of my neck.

This was our sixth year in the lifestyle. Me and Greg. It started at a party in Buckhead. His idea. He'd been watching the porn for years — hotwife stuff, stag-and-vixen, the whole genre — and one night after three bourbons he told me. Just told me. Sat on the edge of our bed and said, "I want to watch you fuck someone else." And I looked at him and I didn't freak out and I didn't cry and I didn't call him a pervert. I said, "Who?"

That was the thing about me and Greg. We talked. About everything. About the ugly stuff and the weird stuff and the stuff you're supposed to keep behind your teeth. He told me he wanted to watch another man fuck his wife and I said who and we went to a party in Buckhead two weeks later and I fucked a mortgage broker named Darren in the guest bedroom while Greg watched from an armchair in the corner and jerked off and came in forty-five seconds and we drove home and ate Waffle House at two in the morning and laughed until we cried.

Four years. Dozens of men. House parties. Hotels. The resort in Jamaica. The trip to Cancun. Greg picked out the outfits. Greg packed the condoms. Greg sent me off with a slap on the ass and a thumbs-up emoji and a text that said GO GET EM TIGER and he meant it. Every time. No jealousy. No second thoughts. No morning-after regret where he looked at me different across the breakfast table.

He looked at me the same. That was the thing. After I'd been fucked by another man — after I'd come home with bite marks and cum breath and a limp — Greg looked at me and I was still his wife. Still Kendra. Still the woman he married. He didn't see damaged goods. He saw his wife having the time of her life and that made him hard and that made him happy and I loved him for it.

Four inches. Thirty seconds. And I loved him.

Not because of the lifestyle. Not because he let me fuck other men. I loved him because he sat on the edge of our bed and told me the truth. Because he didn't hide it. Didn't watch the porn in secret and feel ashamed and pretend he was normal. He said, "This is what I want," and I said, "Me too," and that was more honesty than most marriages get in a lifetime.

Claire and Peter had thirty-two years of silence. Greg and I had six years of saying every filthy thought out loud and meaning it.

I turned off the shower. Stood there dripping. The mirror was fogged. I wiped it with my hand. Looked at myself. Fifty-one. Blonde. Roots dark and showing. Size fourteen and carrying every pound in my hips and chest. Tits heavy, hanging lower than they did at thirty, the kind of tits that needed two hands to hold — Kofi's hands, Yaw's hands, hands that grabbed and squeezed and couldn't get enough. Soft stomach. Wide hips. Thick thighs with red marks from Yaw's grip. Bite marks across both breasts — Kofi's fading green and yellow, the new ones from last night still pink. A body that had been used hard and put away wet and was already thinking about Thursday.

I looked good. Not young good. But good. A woman who knew what she wanted and got it and didn't apologize.

I wrapped a towel around myself and walked back into the room. Claire was still asleep. The pre-dawn grey had turned gold. Sunrise coming through the curtains. Warm light on the trashed bed. On Claire's pale skin. On the plaster dust on the pillow. On the stiff sheets and the scattered clothes and the cracked phone on the nightstand.

I picked up the phone.

I opened Greg's messages. Scrolled past the forty-three frantic texts. Typed one.

*Good morning baby. We survived. Barely.*

Three seconds. The typing indicator. Three dots bouncing.

*WANT TO CLEAN U UP WITH MY TONGUE.*

I smiled. I couldn’t wait to go home to my lovely husband.


Epilogue — Part 1

Kotoka International Airport was air-conditioned and loud and smelled like floor cleaner and fried plantain. We were sitting in the departures lounge with our bags at our feet and our sunglasses on and looking like two women who had no business being upright.

Claire's flight to Heathrow left at 2:15. Mine to Atlanta left at 3:40. We'd checked out of the resort two hours ago. Tipped the front desk girl who'd pretended not to hear us all week. Tipped the concierge who'd given us the Club Onyx brochure. Left a note and a hundred-dollar bill for whoever had to deal with the plaster damage in room 312.

Claire was sitting with her legs crossed and her carry-on in her lap and her posture perfect. Back straight. Chin up. Looking exactly like a fifty-nine-year-old English woman who taught piano and went to church on Sundays and had never done a single interesting thing in her life. Except for the stubble rash on her neck. And the slight wince every time she shifted in the plastic chair. And the fact that she was wearing my sunglasses because hers had been crushed under Kwame's knee at some point on Thursday night.

Thursday had been fun. Friday had been funner. Saturday we'd barely left the room.

"I don't know how I'm going to sit on that plane for seven hours," Claire said.

"Ibuprofen and a neck pillow."

"I can't sit on a neck pillow, Kendra."

"Not for your neck."

She laughed. A real one. Not the polite English thing she did at breakfast on the first day — the tight smile, the little breath through her nose. This was loud. Head back. She snorted and then covered her mouth and then laughed again because she'd snorted.

I loved that laugh. It had taken her the whole trip to find it.

"Peter's picking me up," she said. She was looking at the departure board. Flight to London. On time. Gate 14. "He'll be standing there with his little sign. He always makes a sign."

"That's kind of sweet."

"It's tragic."

"Yeah."

She turned to me. Took off my sunglasses. Her eyes were clear. Tired but clear. The puffiness from the crying was gone. She looked like a woman who'd slept well and eaten well and been thoroughly, comprehensively fucked for a week straight. Which she had.

"Thank you," she said.

"For what?"

"For all of it." She waved her hand. The airport, Ghana, the whole trip. "Just — all of it."

"Peter's an idiot."

"Peter is an idiot," she agreed. She said it calm. Not angry. Just a fact. Like saying the sky was blue or plantain was delicious or Peter's dick was three inches.

The departure board flickered. Gate 14 was boarding.

Claire stood up. Smoothed her skirt. Picked up her carry-on. Tucked her hair behind her ear. She looked at me and I looked at her and neither of us said anything for a second.

Then she stepped forward and hugged me. Tight. Both arms. Her face pressed into my shoulder. She smelled like hotel soap and duty-free perfume. I hugged her back. Squeezed. Felt her ribs under my hands. This pale, proper, prim English woman who'd screamed louder than me on Thursday and Friday and Saturday.

She pulled back. Kissed me on the cheek. Left a lipstick mark. Didn't wipe it off.

"Same time next year?" she said.

"Try and stop me."

"Greg's invited too. He can sit in the corner."

"He'd love that. He'd bring a folding chair and a camcorder."

She laughed again. The loud one. The snort one. Two women at the gate turned to look at us. Claire didn't notice. Or didn't care. That was new too.

"I'll text you when I land," she said.

"You better."

"And Kendra?"

"Yeah?"

"Best holiday of my life."

She picked up her bag. Straightened her shoulders. Walked to gate 14 with her back straight and her chin up and a slight limp that only I would notice. She didn't look back. She didn't need to.

I sat down. Pulled out my phone. Opened Greg's messages. Eighty-seven unread. The last one was from ten minutes ago.

*KENDRA DID YOU BOARD YET. I MADE A SIGN.*

I typed back.

*What does it say?*

*WELCOME HOME QUEEN. IN BIG LETTERS.*

*You're an idiot.*

*YOUR IDIOT. FOUR INCHES AND ALL.*

I put my phone down. Leaned back. Closed my eyes. Smiled.


Epilogue — Part 2

Peter was at arrivals with a sign. My name in block letters. Black marker on white card. CLAIRE. Like I was a client he was collecting from a conference. Beige jacket. Brown trousers. Brown shoes. He looked exactly like he had when I left.

"Good trip?" he said.

"Lovely."

He took my suitcase. Wheeled it to the car. Opened my door for me. He always opened my door. Thirty-two years. The one thing he never forgot.

He drove us home through the drizzle on the M4. Radio 4 on low. Something about hedge funds. He asked about the weather. I said hot. He asked about the food. I said good. He asked about Kendra. I said she was lovely. He nodded. That was the end of it. Three questions about a ten-day trip to West Africa.

I looked at his hands on the steering wheel. Thin. Pale. A wedding ring he'd never taken off. The same hands that had touched me maybe four times in the last year — his palm on my lower back at his sister's wedding, a pat on my knee at Christmas, two perfunctory attempts at sex that lasted less than a minute each. Those hands. On the steering wheel. Ten and two. Indicating before every lane change.

The house smelled like Dettol and toast. His crossword on the kitchen table, half-finished. Biro beside it, cap on. One mug in the drying rack. One plate. One knife. One fork. Everything for one. The house of a man who'd been living alone so long he'd forgotten there were supposed to be two of everything.

I put my bag in the bedroom. Unpacked. Put the dirty clothes in the hamper. The black dress Kendra had given me — the one I'd worn to Club Onyx, the one Kwame had unzipped with one hand while he pressed me against the hotel room wall — I folded it carefully and put it at the back of the wardrobe. Peter would never look there.

I showered. Changed into joggers and a t-shirt. Went downstairs. Peter had made tea. Mine was too milky. It was always too milky. I drank it at the kitchen table and he sat across from me and did his crossword and the clock ticked and the fridge hummed and I thought: four days ago I had two men inside me in the same night.

We sat in the lounge. Him in his chair. Me on the sofa. Some antiques programme. A man holding a vase and saying it was worth four hundred pounds. Peter watched. I looked at the wall above the telly and thought about the wall in room 312. The spiderweb cracks in the plaster. The dent from the headboard. The white dust on the pillows.

"You look well," Peter said.

I looked at him. He was watching me. Not the telly. Me. His eyes moved across my face. Down my neck. Back up.

"You look... rested," he said. "Tanned."

"It was sunny."

"Yes."

He went back to the telly. But his hand was on his knee and he was tapping his fingers. Peter never tapped his fingers. Peter never fidgeted. Peter sat perfectly still in his chair every evening like a man in a waiting room who didn't know what he was waiting for.

We ate dinner. Pasta. He'd bought fresh sauce — not the jar. He'd set the table properly. Placemats. Napkins. Water glasses. He'd never done that on a weeknight. Not once. I sat across from him and he looked at me over his pasta and he was looking at me. Actually looking. Peter didn't have the imagination for suspicion. But he had eyes. And whatever he saw across that table made him set it with napkins.

He was looking at me the way you look at something you've just realised you might lose.

In bed, he rolled toward me.

He never rolled toward me. He lay on his back and crossed his hands on his chest and fell asleep in four minutes breathing through his mouth. Every single night. Like a corpse rehearsing.

But tonight he rolled toward me. Put his hand on my hip. His breath was warm on my neck. His fingers were shaking.

"Can I," he said. He didn't finish the sentence.

"Can you what?"

He didn't answer. His hand slid down. Over my hip. Down my thigh. Hesitant. Shaking. Back up. Under the waistband of my joggers. His fingers were cold. Thin. Tentative. Like he'd forgotten how. Like he'd never known how.

He moved down the bed. Slowly. Pulled my joggers to my knees. His hands on my thighs. I could feel them trembling. He lowered his face between my legs and put his mouth on me.

Peter hadn't gone down on me in fifteen years.

He was terrible at it. Too soft. Too high. Wrong spot entirely. His tongue moved like he was licking the seal on an envelope — flat little strokes going nowhere, his lips barely touching me, his breath hot and fast through his nose. I lay there and stared at the ceiling.

Malik had found it in three seconds. First night. First time. His mouth on me and it was like he'd been given a map. Tongue flat, hard pressure, right where I needed it. I'd come in under two minutes and he'd kept going and I'd come again. And again. His hands pinning my hips down. His head between my thighs. I'd screamed into a pillow and he'd growled against me and the vibration alone almost made me come a fourth time.

Peter was licking the wrong spot. His hands were limp on my thighs. He wasn't holding me. He wasn't pinning me. He was hovering — mouth barely on me, tongue barely moving, like he was afraid he'd do it wrong. Which he was doing. Very wrong.

But he was down there. On his stomach. Between my legs. Trying. For the first time in fifteen years, Peter was trying.

I put my hand on his head. His hair was thin. Wispy. I could feel his scalp under my fingers. Warm. The back of his skull. I'd forgotten how small his head was. How small all of him was. His narrow shoulders between my thighs. His thin arms. His bony elbows on the mattress.

"A bit lower," I said.

He moved lower. Too far.

"Up. Just a bit."

He moved up.

"There. Right there."

He stayed. His tongue pressed flatter. Wider. Still too soft. Still no rhythm. But on the right spot now. Close enough.

I closed my eyes. My hips shifted. Just slightly. My breathing changed.

He kept going. Clumsy little strokes. Wet. Earnest. Sloppy. His chin was slick. I could hear the sounds — the soft wet sounds of his mouth on me. He was breathing hard through his nose. I could feel it — warm air on my skin, his lips moving, his tongue working. Not good. Not even close to good. But working. Present. Committed.

His hands tightened on my thighs. Just a bit. Like he'd remembered they were supposed to be there.

Something shifted. He found an angle — by accident, probably. His tongue flat, pressing, a steady stroke that hit the right spot and stayed. My thighs tensed. My hand tightened in his hair.

"Don't move," I said.

He didn't move.

"Just like that."

Just like that. His tongue. Flat. Pressing. Steady. The same stroke. Again. Again.

Something was happening. Something small and thin and hesitant. Peter's tongue. Peter's cold fingers warming up on my thighs. My husband. Face-down in the dark. Not stopping.

Low in my stomach. A warmth spreading down. My clit swelling under his tongue. My hips rocking — small movements, involuntary, my body taking over. My toes curled. The duvet bunched under my heels.

"Peter."

He made a sound. A small one. Like a question.

"Don't stop."

He didn't stop. Same stroke. Same angle. Same pressure. Flat tongue, right spot, steady. My hand gripped his hair. My thighs were shaking. My stomach tightened. My mouth opened.

My back arched off the pillow. My hips ground up against his face. I was close — close for the first time in this bed in years, from Peter's mouth, Peter's tongue, Peter who'd never once found it now stumbling into it by accident — and I held his head with both hands and pressed him into me and my legs were shaking and my breath was gone and I whispered—

"Don't stop. Don't stop. Don't stop."


Epilogue — Part 3

Greg was between my legs before I got my jeans off.

We'd made it as far as the bedroom. Barely. He'd picked me up from Atlanta arrivals with his stupid sign — WELCOME HOME QUEEN in red marker with a lopsided crown drawn on top — and he'd hugged me at the gate and I'd felt his hard-on press against my thigh through his khakis and I'd laughed and said, "Already?" and he'd said, "Since Tuesday."

The drive home was twenty minutes. He lasted twelve before his hand was on my thigh. I slapped it off. Told him to wait. He whined like a dog. I told him about the plaster damage and he nearly drove into a guardrail.

We got home. I dropped my bag in the hallway. He was already pulling at my shirt. I walked to the bedroom. He followed. I sat on the edge of the bed and he dropped to his knees so fast I heard them crack on the hardwood and he yanked my jeans down and buried his face between my thighs and started lapping before I'd even settled back on my elbows.

"Jesus, Greg."

He didn't answer. His mouth was busy. Tongue flat, wide strokes, no finesse. Gasping through his nose. Hands gripping my thighs so hard his knuckles were white.

I leaned back. Spread wider. Let him work.

"You want to hear about it?"

He moaned into me. Nodded. His tongue never stopped.

"Kofi fucked me the first night. In the hotel. Room 312. Remember that room number, baby, because you're paying for the wall repair."

His fingers dug into my thighs. Tongue faster.

"He bent me over the edge of the bed and fucked me from behind. Doggy. My face in the pillow. His hands on my hips. You know how big he was, Greg? You saw the pictures."

"Mmhm." Muffled. Wet. His whole face pressed into me.

"Bigger than the pictures. Bigger than anything at those Buckhead parties. Bigger than Darren. Bigger than Marcus. Bigger than that guy in Cancun you liked so much." I reached down. Grabbed his hair. Pulled his face tighter against me. "Bigger than you, baby. So much bigger than you."

He groaned. Long and low. I felt it vibrate through my clit. His tongue found the spot and stayed there.

"He came inside me. Raw. No condom. You know that. You saw what leaked out the next morning — that thick stuff on the sheets. You remember that photo?"

Greg's hips were moving. Grinding against nothing. Humping air on his knees while he ate me. Pathetic. I loved him for it.

"That cum was still inside me the next day, Greg. Thick. Heavy. Not like yours — yours is like water, baby, you know that. His was like — mmph — his was like paste. I could feel it shifting when I walked. Sat at breakfast with Claire and felt it leaking into my underwear."

His tongue was frantic now. Sloppy. Saliva running down my ass. He was choking on little gasps, barely breathing, trying to lick and listen at the same time.

"Then we went to the club. You got the texts. Two strippers, Greg. Two. Big African men. Oiled up. Dancing for us in a private room. Kwame and Yaw. You want to know what happened in that room?"

"Ymmh." Garbled. His mouth full of me.

"Yaw put his cock in my face. This close." I held my fingers an inch apart even though he couldn't see. "I could smell it. Coconut oil and sweat and just — cock. Not like yours, Greg. Yours smells like Irish Spring and sadness."

He laughed into my pussy. A desperate, wheezing laugh. His tongue stuttered and then found the rhythm again.

"We took them back to the hotel. Both of them. Me and Claire. And they fucked us, Greg. Side by side on the same bed. Yaw was in me and Kwame was in Claire and we were holding hands and screaming. Both of us. At the same time."

I pulled his hair harder. Ground my hips up into his face. My clit was throbbing against his tongue.

"And then they switched. You hear me? They switched. Kwame pulled out of Claire and put it in me. Still wet from her. And Yaw went into Claire. Still wet from me. We shared them, Greg. Like grown women."

"Fuhhh—" His voice cracked. Muffled against my cunt. I could feel his jaw trembling.

"Kwame came inside me. Deep. Against my cervix. I felt every pulse. Eight of them. You want to know how many pulses you do, Greg? Two. Little ones. Like a ketchup bottle running out."

He whimpered. Actually whimpered. His hands were shaking on my thighs.

"That cum is still in me, baby. Right now. Right where your tongue is. You taste it? You taste that? That's not me. That's him. That's Kwame. You're lapping it up right now."

Greg made a sound that wasn't a word. A wet, desperate, choking sound from the back of his throat. His tongue pressed harder. Flatter. Right on the spot. My toes curled.

"Clean it up. Every drop. You don't want me getting pregnant at my age, do you? Fifty-one and knocked up because my husband's little pink dick couldn't get the job done so I had to fly to Africa and find a real one."

My thighs were shaking. The heat was spreading. Up from my clit, through my stomach, down through my legs. Greg's face was soaked. His chin, his cheeks, his nose — all of it slick. He was drowning in me and he wasn't coming up for air.

"That's it, baby. Right there. Don't you move. Don't you fucking move."

He locked in. Tongue flat. Pressing. Steady.

"You sent me there, Greg. You packed my bag. You bought the tickets. You told me to have fun. This is what fun looks like, baby. This is what your wife did on vacation. She got fucked by three different men. Big ones. African ones. Ones that made your four inches look like a — a fucking — oh God—"

It hit me. Low and heavy. My legs snapped shut around his head. Thighs clamping his ears. My fingers dug into his scalp — nails in, knuckles white, pulling his face into me so hard he couldn't breathe. My hips bucked up off the mattress. Once. Twice. Three times. Grinding against his mouth, his nose, his chin.

"GREG — FUCK — RIGHT THERE — DON'T STOP — DON'T — AHHHHH—"

I came yowling. Loud. Head thrown back, mouth wide open, screaming at the ceiling. My whole body seizing. Legs locked. Fingers buried in his hair.

Riding his face through wave after wave while he gasped and choked and lapped at everything I gave him.


THE END

OEBPS/image_rsrc2TE.jpg
!/

’ L \
// WHITE WIVES BLACKED Ok murro .
o 4 h R
/ N\






OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright

		Contents

		Chapter 1

		Chapter 2

		Chapter 3

		Chapter 4

		Chapter 5

		Chapter 6

		Chapter 7

		Chapter 8

		Chapter 9

		Chapter 10

		Chapter 11

		Chapter 12

		Chapter 13

		Chapter 14

		Chapter 15

		Chapter 16

		Chapter 17

		Chapter 18

		Chapter 19

		Chapter 20

		Chapter 21

		Chapter 22

		Chapter 23

		Chapter 24

		Chapter 25

		Chapter 26

		Chapter 27

		Chapter 28

		Chapter 29

		Chapter 30

		Chapter 31

		Chapter 32

		Chapter 33

		Chapter 34

		Chapter 35

		Chapter 36

		Chapter 37

		Chapter 38

		Chapter 39

		Chapter 40

		Chapter 41

		Chapter 42

		Chapter 43

		Epilogue — Part 1

		Epilogue — Part 2

		Epilogue — Part 3

		THE END




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168

		169

		170

		171

		172

		173

		174

		175

		176

		177

		178

		179

		180

		181

		182

		183

		184

		185

		186

		187

		188

		189

		190

		191

		192

		193

		194

		195

		196

		197

		198

		199

		200

		201

		202

		203

		204

		205

		206

		207

		208

		209

		210

		211

		212

		213

		214

		215

		216

		217

		218

		219

		220

		221

		222

		223

		224

		225

		226

		227

		228

		229

		230

		231

		232

		233

		234

		235

		236

		237

		238

		239

		240

		241

		242

		243

		244

		245

		246

		247

		248

		249

		250

		251

		252

		253

		254

		255

		256

		257

		258

		259

		260

		261

		262

		263

		264

		265

		266

		267

		268

		269

		270

		271

		272

		273

		274

		275






