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  Chapter one
The First Crack


Ellen pulled the sedan into the narrow parking lot behind the low brick building that housed Becca’s practice, the engine ticking as it cooled in the damp October air. Streetlights cast long, watery reflections across the asphalt, and the faint scent of rain lingered from an earlier shower. She checked the dashboard clock—6:47 p.m. Craig’s session wasn’t supposed to end until seven, but she’d arrived early, telling herself it was just to beat traffic. Really, though, it was the gnawing restlessness that had been chewing at her for weeks. 
She killed the headlights and sat in the dark, drumming her fingers on the wheel. The marriage was falling apart. It started slow, then got ugly. Every fight circled back to the same thing: sex. Craig wanted more. More fucking, more filth, more of everything. Ellen tried. She really did. She bought slutty lingerie, let him bend her over, even tried to whisper something dirty, but her body locked up every time. She felt like a mannequin, stiff and awkward, her face burning with shame. Afterward, Craig would kiss her forehead and say it was fine, but his eyes were cold. She knew he was lying.
She shifted in the seat, the leather squeaking under her ass. Her thighs pressed together, trying to hide the dull ache between her legs. She hated that her cunt still got wet for him, even when he barely looked at her.
The office light was still on, warm gold spilling through half-closed blinds. Ellen frowned. Usually the sessions ended on time. She unbuckled her seatbelt, hesitated, then stepped out into the cool air. The parking lot was empty except for Craig’s black SUV and one other car—a sleek silver sedan she didn’t recognize. Becca’s, probably.
She told herself she was just stretching her legs. Just being nosy. Just a pathetic excuse.
The side door to the building was propped open an inch with a rubber wedge—probably for ventilation. Ellen paused outside, heart thudding against her ribs. She could hear voices now, muffled but distinct. Craig’s low rumble. Becca’s smoother, warmer cadence.
She shouldn’t. She knew she shouldn’t.
But her feet moved anyway.
She edged closer, the concrete cold through her thin flats. The door was ajar enough for sound to leak out, and she pressed her shoulder against the brick wall, ear tilted toward the gap.
“…and when you think about it in bed with Ellen, what’s the moment you feel most disconnected?”
Becca’s voice was soft, almost intimate, like she was sharing a secret.
Craig exhaled. “I don’t know. It’s not that she doesn’t try. She does. But it feels… safe. Predictable. Like she’s afraid to really let go.”
Ellen’s stomach twisted. She dug her nails into her palms, trying to stop herself from shaking.
Becca made a small, understanding sound. “And what would letting go look like for you?”
A long pause. Then Craig’s voice, quieter. “I want her to take control sometimes. Or let me take it. I want to feel her nails on my back, hear her beg for it. I want her to lose that carefulness, just once.”
Ellen’s breath caught. Her face burned. She should leave. She should barge in and scream at them. Instead, she stood there, frozen, her heart pounding so loud she thought they might hear it.
Becca’s tone shifted, lower, almost conspiratorial. “That’s a beautiful desire, Craig. Very honest. And it’s not wrong to want that. Sometimes we need to practice letting go in a safe space before we can bring it home.”
Another pause. Ellen heard the soft creak of the couch as someone shifted.
“Would you like to try something now?” Becca asked. “Just a small exercise. To help you feel what that release might be like.”
Craig hesitated. “I… yeah. Okay.”
Ellen’s heart slammed against her ribs. She could picture it—Craig on the couch, shoulders tense, Becca standing close, her hands gentle but sure.
Fabric rustled. A soft sigh.
“That’s it,” Becca murmured. “Just breathe. Let your shoulders drop.”
Ellen’s mouth went dry. She pictured Becca’s hands on Craig, rubbing his shoulders, maybe slipping lower. The thought made her sick. It made her wet.
“Feel the tension leaving,” Becca continued. “Imagine it’s someone who isn’t afraid to take what they want. Who isn’t afraid to give it.”
Craig groaned—low, involuntary.
Ellen’s thighs squeezed together. She hated how her nipples got hard, hated the sticky wetness soaking her panties. She hated herself for it.
“Better?” Becca asked, voice husky now.
“Yeah,” Craig breathed. “Much better.”
Ellen’s hand slid down, pressing against her stomach, then lower, fingers digging into her skirt. She bit her lip until she tasted blood.
Becca’s voice dropped even lower. “We’ll go deeper next time. I promise. You deserve to feel that freedom.”
Craig made a sound Ellen had never heard from him before—half moan, half surrender.
The session ended. Ellen stumbled back to the car, legs shaking, her cunt dripping. She gripped the wheel so hard her knuckles turned white. Her chest heaved. She was furious. She was humiliated. She was soaked and ashamed and she wanted more.
The office door opened. Craig stepped out, shoulders loose, face flushed. He spotted her car and smiled—easy, unaware.
“Hey,” he said as he climbed in. “You’re early.”
Ellen forced a smile. “Traffic was light.”
He leaned over, kissed her cheek. His cologne mixed with something else—something floral, faint but unmistakable. Becca’s perfume.
As they pulled out of the lot, Craig glanced at her. “I’ve been thinking. Maybe tonight we could try something different in bed. Something… new.”
Ellen’s pulse roared in her ears. She nodded, throat too tight to speak.
The car stank of rain, betrayal, and the sour smell of her own arousal.
She knew she’d be back next week. She’d listen. She’d ache. She’d hate herself, and she’d get wet anyway.






  
  Chapter two
Echoes of Doubt


The bedroom reeked of laundry detergent and the stale sweat of Craig’s body after a day of marinating in his own filth. Ellen lay on her side, back to him, the sheet yanked up to her chin like it could protect her from anything, even though the room was hot enough to make her sweat. The lamp on Craig’s side of the bed splashed a piss-yellow glow over the mattress, making the sheets look dirty. She forced her breathing to stay slow, faking sleep, but her body was buzzing, every nerve on edge, replaying the filthy things she’d overheard outside Becca’s office. 
Craig crawled in behind her, the mattress sagging under his weight. His chest pressed against her back, his arm snaking around her waist like he owned her. She could feel the heat of his skin burning through her tank top, his breath hot and steady on her neck. Most nights she would have melted into him, but tonight every touch felt like a live wire, dangerous and wrong.
“You okay?” he murmured, voice rough from the day.
“Mmm,” she answered, noncommittal. Her heart thudded so hard she was sure he could feel it.
His hand wandered across her stomach, fingers spreading out like he was claiming territory. At first it was almost innocent, the kind of touch that was supposed to be comforting. Then his palm slid down, shoving under the waistband of her sleep shorts. Ellen’s breath caught in her throat.
“I’ve been thinking,” he said against her ear. “About what we talked about earlier. Trying something different.”
She swallowed. “Yeah?”
His fingers crept lower, pushing through the mess of curls between her legs. He never rushed, always taking his time, but tonight there was something different—like he was dragging it out on purpose, enjoying the way she squirmed, making her wait for it.
“Tell me what you want,” he whispered.
The question hit her like a punch. Ellen’s mind snapped back to Becca’s voice—slick, practiced, coaxing Craig to spill his dirty secrets. She pictured Becca’s hand on his shoulder, Craig groaning like a dog begging for scraps. The memory made her cunt throb with a mix of jealousy and shame.
“I…” She faltered. Her tongue felt thick. “I don’t know.”
Craig’s fingers stopped, then shoved one between her lips, finding her embarrassingly wet. He grunted, sounding smug.
“You’re so wet,” he said, not accusing, just stating a fact. “You want this.”
She couldn’t pretend otherwise. Her hips jerked forward, desperate for more, chasing his hand like a bitch in heat. Shame and need tangled up inside her, impossible to pull apart.
He pressed a second finger inside her, curling them slowly. Ellen bit her lip to stifle a moan. The stretch was familiar, comforting, but tonight it felt like an echo of something else—something she wasn’t part of.
Craig shifted, rolling her onto her back. He settled between her thighs, forearms braced on either side of her head. In the dim light his eyes looked almost black, pupils blown wide.
“Put your hands above your head,” he said quietly.
The command was soft, but unmistakable.
Ellen’s arms shot up before she could think, grabbing the iron bars of the headboard. The stretch arched her back, shoving her tits up against the thin cotton of her tank top. Her nipples were rock hard, poking through the fabric, impossible to hide.
Craig stared at her tits, then latched onto one, sucking hard through the cotton. Ellen gasped, her hips bucking up. His tongue soaked the fabric, making it cling to her skin, wet and obscene.
“Good girl,” he murmured against her breast.
The words hit her like a slap. She’d never heard him say them before—not like that. Not with that rough edge of possession.
He moved to the other nipple, biting down just enough to hurt. Ellen’s fingers clenched the bars. Her pussy throbbed, empty and desperate.
Craig lifted his head, studying her face. “You like that?”
She couldn’t speak. She nodded once, jerky.
He reached down, lining his cock up with her hole. Instead of shoving in, he dragged the head up and down her slit, smearing himself in her slick, grinding against her clit with every slow, taunting pass.
Ellen whimpered, her thighs shaking, desperate for him to just fuck her already.
“Tell me,” he said again. “Tell me what you want.”
She wanted to scream that she wanted him to fuck her the way he’d fucked Becca in her imagination—hard, demanding, without hesitation. She wanted to beg him to call her names, to make her feel small and wanted and filthy. But the words stuck in her throat.
Instead she whispered, “Please.”
Craig pushed inside her in one long, slow stroke.
Ellen’s back bowed. The fullness was overwhelming, perfect. He stilled for a moment, letting her adjust, letting her feel every inch of him.
Then he started to move.
Not the careful rhythm she was used to. This was different—deeper, more deliberate. Each thrust rolled his hips in a way that dragged the length of him against her front wall, hitting that spot that made her vision spark.
His hand wrapped around her throat, not choking, just holding her there, thumb pressed against her racing pulse.
“Look at me,” he ordered.
She obeyed. His eyes were fierce, focused. For a moment she could almost believe this was only about them. That Becca didn’t exist. That the confidence in his touch was born from love, not from lessons learned somewhere else.
He fucked her harder, the headboard banging against the wall. Ellen’s tits bounced with every thrust, sweat dripping down her chest, making their bodies slick and filthy.
She felt her orgasm building, slow and brutal, threatening to rip her apart. She squeezed around his cock, trying to hold it off, desperate to make it last.
Craig
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