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On fantasy vs. reality


Hello friends! Thank you so much for downloading this book. We had so much fun writing it.

In our blogs and newsletters we make clear that the Kumquat Publishing writers are actual kinky perverts. However, we want it to be known that the stories which follow aren't instruction manuals on how to have a BDSM relationship or experience.

In our stories people deceive each other, they drink alcohol before engaging in kink activities, they don't always make their expectations clear, they don't have safe sex, and sometimes don't consent to every activity that occurs. We write the stories this way because we think it makes them more interesting. These stories are for fun. In healthy relationships communication, consent, and trust are paramount.

We would love for you to get inspired by the stories and have wonderful and safe adventures of your own, but please make sure you are conducting yourselves honestly, transparently, and with the full consent of everyone involved. Please look up concepts like Risk Aware Consensual Kink (RACK) or Safe, Sane, and Consensual (SSC) or consider attending live classes before engaging in risky behaviors.


From Raven

There’s a moment in this story I want you to watch for. It’s not the one you think. Laura is on her back on a desk with another man inside her, and she reaches across it for her husband’s hand. Fingers laced. One squeeze. She doesn’t look away from what’s happening to her, and she doesn’t need to. That squeeze says: I’m here. I’m still yours. This is ours.

That’s the thing about sharing that outsiders never understand. They think the husband is being left out. They think watching is losing. But the men who know, know: there’s an intimacy in witnessing your wife like that—wanted, radiant, taken—that ordinary nights can’t touch. He’s not outside the moment. He’s the only other person in the world who’s fully inside it.

Damon Ellis came to their door asking for a vote. What Laura gave him was hers to give, and what she gave her husband was the chance to see her the way a stranger sees her: as something astonishing.

I hope you enjoy the campaign. And I hope, when you get to that squeeze, you feel what I felt writing it.

Much love,

Raven Merlot

Yes, Mr. Mayor

By Raven Merlot


The doorbell rang while I was washing my hands. Laura shouted something from the kitchen I didn’t catch. I dried them off on my jeans and went to answer it.

The man on my doorstep was tall, Black, wearing a suit I could never pull off. He had the kind of smile that made you feel like you’d already agreed to something.

“Hi there,” he said. “Sorry to bother you. Damon Ellis.” He thrust his hand out. “I’m running for mayor and trying to meet as many residents as I can before November.”

I shook his hand, and then he held up a flyer next to his face. “ELLIS FOR MAYOR” in red and blue, a photo of him at a podium, looking earnest and capable. It was the kind of shot that focus groups probably spent three hours choosing. The real thing was better. The photo couldn’t do the shoulders justice, or the ease with which he stood on a stranger’s doorstep like he’d been invited.

“Oh,” I said, relieved after the stun wore off of expecting one thing and getting something else entirely. “I thought you were selling solar panels.”

He laughed. A good laugh, easy and real. “No, sir. Just myself. Which is harder to sell, if I’m being honest.”

“Who is it, honey?” Laura was coming up the hallway. She was in sweatpants and an oversized T-shirt, her hair up in the kind of clip that meant she wasn’t expecting company. “You’re Damon Ellis!” she said before I could answer. “Oh my god. I’ve been following your campaign. Please, come in; we were just about to eat. There’s plenty.”

I looked at my wife. I had never heard her express an opinion on local politics. I wasn’t sure she knew who the mayor was now, let alone who was running to replace him. Yet here she was, ushering Ellis into the kitchen, apologizing for the mess, and asking him about his platform.

I stood in the hallway, holding the flyer like a man whose evening had just been rerouted without his input.

“Greg, open the wine,” Laura called over her shoulder.

“None for me, thanks,” Ellis said from the kitchen. “Can’t risk it. I’ve got four more blocks tonight.”

“Of course,” Laura said. “Greg, get him a soda.”

I got him a soda. I opened the wine. I sat down at my own kitchen table and watched my wife become someone I hadn’t seen in years.

It wasn’t that Laura was flirting, exactly. She was animated. Leaning forward, asking questions, laughing at things that weren’t quite jokes. Her plate growing cold in front of her.

Ellis was talking about infrastructure spending, and she was rapt. Infrastructure spending. I’d been married to this woman for twenty-two years, and I’d never once seen her get excited about a culvert.

Ellis was good at this. I could see why he was running. He listened like he meant it, asked follow-up questions, remembered your name. He had the build of a man who worked out without talking about it, the kind of physicality that a good suit showed off rather than concealed. I was forty-seven, soft in the middle, and sitting across from him in a T-shirt with a barbecue stain.

Laura walked him to the door. I trailed behind. She agreed to put up a yard sign, hand out flyers at the gallery where she worked three days a week, maybe make some calls. Ellis thanked her like she’d offered to donate a kidney. Then he shook my hand, firm and brief, turned back to Laura to thank her one more time, and was gone.

The door closed.

Laura was flushed. Her eyes were bright.

“We should put the sign up tomorrow,” she said.

“Might annoy the Hendersons.”

“The Hendersons can cope.”

I didn’t push it. I poured another glass of wine and cleaned up the kitchen while Laura talked about Ellis’s stance on public transit. I nodded in what I hoped were the right places.

When we went to bed, I reached for her, and she let me. I found myself working harder than usual. Using my mouth on her longer, paying more attention to the sounds she made, trying to find the moan that meant she’d actually let go. She came, or seemed to. Her hand tightened in my hair, and she shuddered and said my name. But there was something held back in it, something polite, and I lay there afterward wondering if she’d been thinking about me at all.

Laura was curled on her side, breathing softly. I stared at the ceiling and thought about the way she’d leaned forward when Ellis had talked. The way her plate had gone cold.

It was nothing. A charismatic stranger had livened up a dull Tuesday evening. That was all.

I almost believed it.

A week later, Laura had a new wardrobe rotation. Not dramatic. Just sharper. Blouses instead of T-shirts. A skirt she hadn’t worn since our son had left for college. Lipstick on a Wednesday.

“I’m heading to campaign headquarters,” she said, checking herself in the hall mirror. “Don’t wait up.”

“You’ve never volunteered for anything,” I said. “Not even the PTA.”

“Exactly. It’s about time I did something that matters.” She turned from the mirror. “You should find a hobby, Greg. You’re turning into furniture.”

She was out the door before I could respond.

I spent the evening on the couch with leftover pizza and a baseball game I didn’t care about. I fell asleep around the ninth inning and woke up in the dark to my phone buzzing. Laura texting that she’d be late. So much energy down here, she wrote. Everyone is so motivated.

I put the phone down and stared at the ceiling. My mind did what it had been doing every night since Ellis had sat at our kitchen table. It built a picture. Laura in that new skirt, leaning over a desk. Ellis behind her, his hand on her hip. The image was vivid enough that I could hear her breathing. I told myself to stop. My cock told me something different.

I didn’t touch myself. Not that night. I lay in the dark and let the picture sit there, and I felt something I couldn’t quite name. Not jealousy. Not yet. Something adjacent to it. Something that ran alongside jealousy the way a frontage road runs alongside a highway, close enough to see the traffic but not quite on it.

Laura came home after midnight. I heard her shoes in the hallway, the bathroom faucet, the soft click of the bedroom door. She slid into bed and fitted herself against me. Her hair smelled different. Perfume she didn’t usually wear.

“Fun night trying to save the good city of Akron?” I said to the dark.

“Mm. Go back to sleep.”

I didn’t. I lay there with her back against my chest and her breathing slowing. I waited. Around three, she murmured something. A sound, not quite a word. Then again, softer. It could have been “Damon.” It could have been nothing.

I lay awake until morning, telling myself it was nothing. My cock, pressed against the small of her back, had its own opinion.

***

A week passed. Then two. I got used to Laura being gone every evening.

The fantasies didn’t stop. They got more specific. I started dropping hints. Small ones at first, comments about Ellis being handsome, about Laura having a crush. She laughed them off. Then the hints got less subtle. I told her I’d dreamed about them together. She looked at me for a long time.

“Be careful what you wish for, honey,” she said then left for headquarters.

One night, I drove down there. I told myself I was picking her up, saving her the cab fare.

The headquarters was on a side street in a part of town I didn’t usually visit. Smaller operation than I’d imagined. When I parked across the street, the main lights were off. The front room was empty. Tables stacked with flyers, a row of computers, all dark.

I went inside. Closed the door behind me. There was a light on in the back office, the door half open.

“Laura?” I said. “Came to give you a ride.”

“In here,” she called back. “Just finishing up.”

I walked to the door and pushed it open. Damon was in the chair behind his desk, leaned back, his eyes half-closed. Laura was standing behind him, her thumbs working the muscles at the base of his neck. His collar was loosened.

It was nothing. A colleague rubbing another colleague’s shoulders after a long day. People did this. It was fine.

Then Damon’s hand came up and covered hers. His fingers laced through Laura’s. He held her hand against his shoulder. Laura didn’t pull away.

She looked up and saw me in the doorway.

Damon let go of Laura’s hand and sat forward in his chair. “Greg.” He looked at me steadily. “I’m not going to insult your intelligence. Nothing has happened between your wife and me.” He paused. “But it probably will.”

I appreciated that. I didn’t want to, but I did. He could have played dumb. He could have made Laura pull her hand away and pretend the shoulder rub was physical therapy. Instead, he had looked me in the face and told me the truth, and I understood in that moment why people were going to vote for him.

Laura came around the desk. She didn’t stand in front of me. She leaned against the edge of it, arms crossed, and she looked scared. Not of me. Of the situation. Of what was about to happen to us.

“Greg, I wasn’t going to do anything.” Her voice was smaller than I’d heard it in years. “I mean it. I’ve been coming down here, and stuffing envelopes, and making calls, and I wasn’t going to let anything happen.”

“I know,” I said.

“But you kept …” She stopped, uncrossed her arms then crossed them again. “The things you’ve been saying. The hints. The way you look at me when I come home. I started thinking maybe you wanted this. And once I started thinking that, I couldn’t stop noticing him.” She glanced back at Damon. “I couldn’t stop noticing how much I wanted it, too.”

Her eyes were wet. Not crying. Close.

“We should go,” she said.

She looked back at Damon. “I’m sorry. I should have stopped this before it got here.”

She picked up her purse from the desk. She was going to walk out. We were going to drive home in silence, pretend this hadn’t happened, and go back to polite sex twice a week and cold pizza on the couch. In twenty years, we’d be the Hendersons, complaining about someone’s cat.

“Wait,” I said.

Laura stopped.

I had been thinking about this. Every night for three weeks. In bed with my wife’s back against my chest. On the couch with the TV on and my hand in my lap. In the shower, in the car, in the middle of a conversation about groceries. The image of her with him. The sound she’d make. The way he’d look at her.

“I want you to,” I said. My voice sounded like it belonged to someone else. “I want you to do it.”

Laura stared at me.

“I want to watch,” I said.

The room was quiet. Laura was holding her purse against her chest like a shield. She looked at Damon. Damon looked at her. Then they both looked at me.

“You want it, don’t you?” I asked, knowing the answer. “You want to fuck him.”

Laura nodded. Her eyes didn’t leave mine. “Yeah,” she said. “I want him to fuck me. Right now.”

The words landed in my chest and between my legs at the same time.

I looked at Damon. “You all right with this?”

Damon nodded.

Laura turned to him. Her hand came up and rested flat against his chest. I watched her fingers spread against the white cotton of his shirt.

She looked up at him. He looked down at her. Then they kissed like two people who had been thinking about this for exactly as long as I had.

I leaned against the wall, my legs not entirely reliable.

Laura’s hands went to his buttons. She worked them open, one by one, her mouth still on his. She pushed the shirt off his shoulders. His chest was broad, dark, the muscles defined in a way that mine hadn’t been since my twenties. Laura ran her palm across his skin, her white hand stark against the dark of him, and made a sound against his mouth that I felt in my own body.

Damon’s hands found the hem of her blouse. He pulled it up over her head, and Laura raised her arms to let him. She was in a black bra I’d never seen before. New. Bought for this, or for the possibility of this. The thought hit me the same way it had hit me in my fantasies, except now it was real and six feet away.

He turned her around. Unhooked the bra from behind. It fell. His hands came around and cupped her breasts, his dark hands holding her pale skin. The contrast was exactly what I’d been picturing at three in the morning for weeks. Except, my imagination hadn’t gotten Laura’s face right. The way her eyes half-closed. The way her lips parted. The way she pressed back into him like she was trying to disappear into his body.

Damon’s hand slid down her belly, and Laura’s breath caught. His fingers went to the waistband of her skirt, found the zipper, and worked it down. The skirt dropped. She stepped out of it. His hand kept going, over her underwear, dark fingers pressing flat against white cotton.

Laura moaned. Her eyes found mine across the room. “He’s barely touched me, and I’m already soaking.”

Damon slid her underwear down. Laura stepped out of them. She was naked in the back office of a campaign headquarters, and the man running for mayor had his hand between her legs from behind.

“Sit down, Greg,” Damon said, nodding at the chair in the corner.

I sat. My cock was straining against my khakis and sitting made it worse, the pressure obvious, impossible to ignore. I didn’t try to hide it.

Laura sank to her knees in front of him. She undid his belt, unzipped him, drew his cock out. I saw it for the first time. Thick, dark, hard. Bigger than me. Not cartoonishly, not absurdly, but enough that Laura wrapped her hand around it and her fingers didn’t quite close.

She kissed the tip. Then she opened her mouth and slid him in.

I watched my wife’s lips stretch around another man’s cock, and the world reduced itself to this room, this chair, this view.

She worked him slow. Her hand at the base, her mouth on the upper half. She was learning him. Every movement a question, every response an answer.

Then she opened her eyes and looked at me. Not at Damon—at me. Her husband, in a chair, with his cock tenting his khakis, watching her suck another man. She held my gaze and took Damon deeper.

I could see it in her eyes. She wasn’t just enjoying his cock in her mouth. She was enjoying me watching her with his cock in her mouth. That was the thing that was making her moan.

I had my cock out. I couldn’t remember deciding to. It was just in my hand, and I was stroking it slowly. Laura’s eyes went to it, and she smiled around Damon’s shaft and kept going.

“She’s good at this,” Damon said. To me. Looking right at me while my wife sucked his cock.

“Yeah,” I said, “she is.”

Damon pulled out of her mouth. Laura looked up, breathing hard, her lips wet.

“Turn around,” he said. “Bend over the desk.”

Laura stood, walked to the desk, and bent over it, her forearms scattering campaign flyers, a coffee mug shoved to the edge. She looked back over her shoulder at Damon. Then at me. Her ass was in the air, her feet apart, and she was offering herself to him in front of me with an expression that was half dare and half plea.

Damon stepped behind her. He ran his hand down her spine, over her ass, between her legs. Laura’s head dropped.

He took his cock in his other hand and dragged it along her, not pushing in, just letting her feel the length of him against her.

“Please,” Laura said. I’d never heard her say that in bed. Not once.

Damon didn’t rush. He ran the head of his cock along her slowly, teasing her opening without pushing in. Laura’s hips pushed back, trying to take him. He pulled away. Did it again. Laura whimpered against the desk.

“Damon,” she said. “Please.”

He pushed the head in. Just the head. Laura’s fingers went white on the edge of the desk. He held there. I could see her body adjusting around him, the dark shaft against her pale thighs, her breathing fast and shallow.

“More,” she said.

He gave her another inch. Pulled back. Another inch. Pulled back. Each time, Laura made a sound I’d never heard, a low, catching exhale that seemed to come from the bottom of her lungs. I was watching my wife discover what it felt like to be stretched by a cock bigger than the only one she’d known, and every sound she made was a small, precise humiliation that made my cock throb in my fist.

I was gripping myself so hard it hurt, afraid to stroke, afraid that one movement would finish me before they’d even started.

He pushed deeper, his dark hands gripping her white hips. Laura’s forehead dropped to the desk. Her mouth open against the scattered flyers.

“Oh god,” she said. “Oh god. Oh fuck.”

Damon bottomed out. He held there, his hips against her ass, his hands on her waist, letting her feel all of him.

Laura was shaking. Not from fear. From fullness.

Then he started to move. Slow at first. Long strokes that pulled almost all the way out before pushing back in. I could see his cock each time he withdrew, slick with her, dark and glistening. Laura’s body rocked with each thrust, her breasts pressed against the flyers, her hair falling across her face.

He built the pace gradually, and Laura’s sounds changed with it. The low catching exhale became a moan, then something louder, less controlled. The careful composure of a woman who’d always had quiet sex in a house with thin walls was falling away. She was loud. She was loud in a way she’d never been for me.

“Harder,” she said. “Go harder.”

Damon gave her what she asked for. His hips drove into her, his dark thighs slapping against the backs of hers, and Laura screamed. Not a porn scream. A real one, raw and startled, the sound of a woman who had just discovered she could make that noise.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” she was saying, her voice rising with each word.

The desk was scraping across the floor with every thrust, and the coffee mug finally went over the edge and shattered on the carpet. Nobody looked at it.

Laura came. I knew because I knew her body better than I knew my own, and I knew what her orgasm looked like. Her back arched, her hands clawed at the desk, and she went silent for a long moment before the sound caught up. When it came, it was a sound I had never heard from her. A long, shuddering cry that broke in the middle and kept going.

Damon didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, his hands tight on her hips, and Laura’s body shook against the desk until her arms gave out and she collapsed flat against the flyers, gasping.

Damon slowed. He was still inside her, still hard. He leaned over Laura’s back, his mouth near her ear, and said something I couldn’t hear. Laura laughed weakly against the desk. He kissed her shoulder. Then he straightened and started moving again.

Laura lifted her head. She looked at me across the room. Her face was wrecked. Mascara smudged, hair stuck to her cheek, mouth swollen. She was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.

“You okay?” she asked me while she was being fucked, her voice hitching on every stroke.

“Yeah,” I said. My cock was in my hand. I’d given up pretending I wasn’t jerking off.

“Turn her over. I want to see her face.” The words came out before I knew I was going to say them.

Laura’s eyes widened.

Damon pulled out, took Laura by the hips, and flipped her onto her back on the desk. Flyers stuck to her sweaty skin. Her legs came up, and Damon stepped between them, his cock dark and slick against her thigh. Laura looked up at him then turned her head toward me.

Damon pushed back into her. Laura’s mouth opened.

From this angle, I could see everything. His cock sliding into her, her body taking him, the way her abdomen tensed on every stroke. Her breasts moving with the rhythm of it. Her face open, unguarded, showing me exactly what he was doing to her.

This was what I’d wanted. Not the idea of it. Not the fantasy at three in the morning. This. My wife on her back on a desk, looking at me while another man fucked her, the expression on her face telling me that this was better than anything I’d ever given her.

Damon’s hands were under her thighs, holding her legs apart. He fucked her steady, deep, watching her face the way he’d watched the crowd at our kitchen table. Reading her. Adjusting. Finding what worked and staying there.

Laura reached for me. Her hand stretched out across the desk toward my chair.

I stood up, cock in hand, and took her hand with my free one. Her fingers laced through mine and squeezed. She was holding her husband’s hand while another man fucked her on a desk, and the squeeze said everything she couldn’t say out loud. I’m here. I’m still yours. This is ours.

“I’m going to come again,” she said, looking at me, not at Damon. “He’s going to make me come again, Greg.”

Damon drove in harder. Laura’s grip on my hand tightened until it hurt. Her back arched off the desk. She came with her eyes on mine, her mouth open, her body clenching around a cock that wasn’t mine, and I watched every second of it.

Damon was close. I could see it in his jaw, in the way his rhythm shortened.

“Inside me,” Laura said. She was still looking at me when she said it. “Come inside me.”

Damon drove in deep and held. A low groan came out of him, the first uncontrolled sound he’d made all night.

Laura’s eyes closed. She made a soft, satisfied sound as she felt him finish. Then she turned her head, looked at my cock, still in my hand, and let go of my fingers to wrap her hand around my cock instead.

Her grip was warm and sure as she stroked me three times, four, her thumb sliding over the head on each pass. I came so hard my knees buckled. I braced myself on the edge of the desk. Laura aimed me onto her belly, onto the mess Damon had already made, my cum mixing with his on her skin. She kept stroking me through it, slow, milking every last drop, watching my face while she did.

The three of us stayed where we were for a moment. Laura on the desk, just breathing. Damon leaning against the wall, his cock softening against his thigh. Me gripping the edge of the desk with one hand, my knees still unreliable.

Laura looked down at her belly, at the mess the two of us had made on her. She ran a finger through it, idly, and laughed. “Well,” she said, “that happened.”

Damon chuckled. He crossed to a small sink in the corner of the office I hadn’t noticed before, ran some paper towels under the faucet, then brought them back. He handed them to Laura, and she cleaned herself off, sitting up slowly on the desk, flyers sticking to her back.

“You all right, Greg?” Damon asked.

I was tucking myself back in. My hands were shaking. “I think so.”

Laura slid off the desk. She stood in front of me, naked, and put her hands on my face. She looked at me the way she used to look at me. The way she’d stopped looking at me somewhere in the middle of our marriage without either of us noticing.

“Take me home.”

I drove. Laura was in the passenger seat with her hand on my thigh, her hair still a wreck, her blouse buttoned one hole off. She didn’t fix it.

Neither of us said a word for the first five minutes. Then she laughed, quietly, and I laughed, too. We drove home through the empty streets laughing at nothing and everything.

***

It happened again three nights later. And again after that.

And then it was just what we did.

I’d drive to headquarters around ten. The front room would be dark, the volunteers gone for the day. Laura and Damon would be in the back office, sometimes talking, sometimes not. I’d walk in, and one of them would look at me, and the evening would begin.

The sex changed as they got comfortable with each other. The first time had been careful, two people figuring out how their bodies fit together with a third person watching from a chair. By the fourth or fifth time, Laura was telling Damon what she wanted without being asked. On her knees. On the desk. Against the wall with her legs around his waist.

She was discovering a vocabulary she’d never used with me.

The strangest part was what happened at home.

A few nights after the third time at the office, Laura rolled over in bed, put her hand on my chest, and said, “Pull my hair.”

“What?”

“When you’re inside me, pull my hair. I like it.”

I’d been inside this woman ten thousand times, and she’d never told me that. I pulled her hair. She moaned. It was a real moan.

A week later, in the kitchen, she backed me against the counter and kissed me while the pasta boiled over. “I want you to go down on me after dinner,” she said against my mouth. “For a long time. Like you mean it.”

I meant it.

One Saturday morning, she climbed on top of me before I was fully awake and rode me with her hands on my chest and her eyes open. Afterward, she stayed on top, her forehead against mine, and said, “We should have been fucking like this for years.”

“What stopped you?”

She thought about it. “I didn’t know I was allowed to want things.”

One night, she came three times. I’d gone down on her the way she’d taught me, the way I’d watched Damon do it, paying attention to the sounds she made instead of guessing. She came on my tongue, hard, her thighs clamping around my head. Before I could move up the bed, she pushed my head back down.

“Again,” she said.

I got her there again in half the time. She was shaking when she pulled me up and guided me inside her. I lasted maybe two minutes. She came with me, or close enough that neither of us cared about the difference.

“See?” she said into my shoulder, catching her breath. “You just needed motivation.”

Whatever Damon was unlocking in that back office, she was bringing home to me. I was getting the best version of my wife, and all it cost me was sharing her with a man who was about to become mayor.

But then election day arrived.

We stood in the back of the room, Laura gripping my arm, while the results came in. The count was a formality. Everyone knew Damon had won. His campaign had been better organized, better funded, better run. And Laura had been a part of that, not just in the back office, either. She’d made calls, knocked on doors, driven voters to polling stations. She believed in him. That was the thing I sometimes forgot. The sex was one thing. She also genuinely thought he’d be a good mayor.

The announcement came. The room erupted. Damon was at the podium, shaking hands, flashbulbs going. He made a speech. Warm, gracious, the kind of thing that makes you want to believe in local government. He thanked his team, his family, the many volunteers “without whose tireless efforts none of this would have been possible.”

He looked at Laura when he said it. She squeezed my arm.

After the speech, the crowd pressed in around him. Laura and I hung back, letting the handshakes and the photos happen. Damon caught my eye over someone’s shoulder and nodded. A small, private acknowledgment across a crowded room.

“I got a new job,” Laura said. She was watching Damon work the crowd, her face flushed from the wine, the heat, and the victory. “I’m going to be his assistant. Office support. Scheduling, correspondence, that sort of thing.”

I looked at her. “That sort of thing.”

Laura smiled. “That sort of thing.”

***

The mayor’s office was on the third floor of Akron City Hall. I walked through the suite, past staffers at desks, past a receptionist who checked my visitor’s pass and smiled. Laura had arranged the pass. She’d arranged everything.

“Go right in, Mr. Hartley,” the receptionist said. “The mayor is expecting you.”

I’d been Greg Hartley my whole life and nobody had ever said my name with that much deference.

I pushed open the heavy double doors and stepped inside.

The office was what you’d expect. Flags, wood panels, a desk big enough to land a helicopter on. Portraits of previous mayors on the wall, all of them white, all of them looking vaguely disappointed about something. Damon was behind the desk in shirtsleeves, tie loosened. Laura was perched on the corner of the desk, legs crossed, in a skirt and blouse that walked the line between professional and not.

“Greg.” Damon stood and shook my hand. “Thanks for coming. Mind locking the door?”

I locked it as I heard him pick up his phone and tell someone he was in conference and not to be disturbed for an hour. The door was heavy. The walls were thick. The office of the mayor of Akron, Ohio, it turned out, was built for privacy.

The realization hit me as I stood there. The genius of it. Nobody was going to accuse the mayor of sleeping with his assistant if her husband was in the room. What kind of affair would involve the husband showing up by appointment? It was the scandal that couldn’t break, hidden in plain sight behind a visitor’s pass, a locked door, and an hour blocked out in the mayor’s calendar.

I looked at Damon. He was smiling at me. He knew I’d worked it out.

“Take a seat, Greg,” he said, gesturing at a leather chair by the window. “Get comfortable.”

Laura uncrossed her legs. She slid off the desk, walked to Damon, and kissed him, her hand on his tie, pulling him down to her. I sat in the chair by the window and watched my wife kiss the mayor of Akron in his office on a Tuesday afternoon while staffers typed emails fifteen feet away on the other side of a locked door.

Damon’s term was four years. I did the math. Two hundred eight Tuesdays, give or take holidays and city council meetings. Laura was already undoing his belt.

I watched them. Laura on her knees behind the mayor’s desk, her head bobbing slowly, Damon’s hand in her hair, his eyes half-closed. The American flag six feet away. A framed photo of the governor on the wall. The absolute absurdity of it sitting right alongside the absolute reality of my cock getting hard in the leather chair.

Laura pulled off him and stood. She hiked her skirt up around her waist, turned, and bent over the desk. She looked back at Damon over her shoulder. Then at me. The same expression she’d had that first night at the campaign office. Half dare, half plea. Except the dare was winning now.

Damon stepped behind her. He pushed her underwear to the side and slid into her in one long stroke. Laura’s palms went flat on the desk. A pen rolled off the edge. Somewhere beyond the locked doors, a phone was ringing.

“Quieter this time,” Damon murmured. “Walls aren’t that thick.”

Laura bit her lip and nodded.

He started to move, and I watched my wife try to be fucked silently by the mayor of Akron, and fail, small sounds escaping through her teeth on every thrust, her fingers gripping the edge of the desk where the previous mayor had probably signed proclamations.

I had my cock out. Of course I did. I stroked slowly, watching them, listening to Laura try not to make noise, Damon’s steady breathing, and the distant sound of the receptionist answering a call. My wife was getting fucked in City Hall, and I was jerking off in a chair that taxpayers had paid for, and somewhere in this building, someone was processing parking permits.

Laura came with her face buried in the crook of her arm, a muffled sound that she swallowed before it could reach the door. Her body shook against the desk. Damon held still inside her, his hands on her hips, waiting for her to finish. Patient. The way he did everything.

He started again. Harder now.

Laura’s fingers were white on the desk. She turned her head and found me, her cheek flat against the wood, her eyes glassy. She reached one hand toward me.

I stood, crossed the office, and took her hand. She laced her fingers through mine and held on while Damon fucked her harder, the desk creaking, the flag swaying slightly on its pole from the vibration. Laura squeezed my hand on every thrust.

Damon came inside her with a sound he buried in the back of his throat. He held there, his forehead dropping to the space between Laura’s shoulder blades. Laura’s hand tightened in mine. She closed her eyes.

I didn’t finish. Not this time. I put my cock away and stood there holding my wife’s hand while the mayor caught his breath against her back. I thought about the four years ahead of us, and the locked door, and the receptionist who would smile at me on my way out, the life we were building in the spaces no one else could see.

Laura opened her eyes. She looked up at me. “Same time next week?”

“I’ll check my calendar,” I said.

Damon laughed against her back.

Laura squeezed my hand one more time. Then she let go, straightened her skirt, smoothed her hair, and became the mayor’s assistant again.

I unlocked the door. Laura was already at her desk in the outer office, legs crossed, reading something on her screen. She didn’t look up as I passed. The receptionist smiled at me.

“Have a good afternoon, Mr. Hartley.”

“Thank you,” I said. “I will.”

I walked out of City Hall and into the Akron sunshine. A woman was walking a dog. A man was feeding a parking meter. A city bus went past with Damon’s face on the side, “MAYOR ELLIS DELIVERING FOR AKRON” in blue letters under the photo.

I looked at the photo. The photo looked back at me. I started laughing in the middle of the sidewalk. I couldn’t stop.
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