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	Blacked at the Pool House

Lena Hart had married Ethan at twenty-two because he was kind and because her mother said security mattered. At twenty-seven she still looked like the girl in their wedding photos—pale gold hair, blue eyes that defaulted to trust, a body small enough that sundresses hung loose until she turned sideways. Ethan worked logistics; Lena taught second grade. They rented a lake house for August while Ethan’s firm paid for his “strategic planning” retreat two counties over. He would visit on weekends. She would read, swim, and not think about how his eyes went shiny when he talked about things he would not name.

 

The property manager sent Darius Cole on the first Monday. He came in a white truck, forty-ish, shoulders that filled a gray tee, forearms corded, voice low and amused. He was there to fix the pool pump and the sticky sliding door. Ethan had met him once, shaken his hand too long, and later told Lena, “If anything else breaks, call him. He’s solid.”

 

Lena called about the door. Darius returned with a toolbox and a calm that made the house feel smaller.

 

She watched from the kitchen while he knelt at the track, hips canted, jeans pulling tight across his thighs. A thick line pressed along the seam—not something she was meant to see, but the August heat made everything honest. She looked away, cheeks hot, angry at herself for looking.

 

You’re married. You don’t stare at repairmen.

 

When he stood, he caught her anyway. Not leering. Measuring.

 

“Mrs. Hart,” he said. “Door’ll slide easy tonight. Pump’s fine—you’re good to swim.”

 

“Thank you.” Her voice came out schoolteacher-neat.

 

He wiped his hands on a rag. “Husband around?”

 

“Weekdays he’s at the retreat center. Conferences.”

 

Darius nodded slowly, as if filing that away. “Then if the pool acts up, text me. I’m ten minutes out.”

 

He left. Lena exhaled like she had been holding her breath since he arrived.

 

Ethan came Friday with beer and sunburn. After dark, on the deck, he kissed her neck and whispered things that made no sense at first.

 

“I told you I had a fantasy,” he said.

 

“You said a lot of things when you’re drunk.”

 

“Not drunk. The retreat. Trust exercises.” He laughed, nervous. “Sounds stupid.”

 

Lena turned in his arms. “Tell me.”

 

He did—halting, ashamed, aroused. He wanted to watch her with another man. A specific kind of man. He wanted her innocent face while she lost control. He had already spoken to Darius. Darius had agreed—for money, for sport, Ethan was not sure. There were rules. She could say no at any point. Nothing forced. Darius would push, but not cross that line.

 

Lena sat down hard on the lounger. “You arranged this.”

 

“I wanted to ask you first, but I was afraid you’d leave.”

 

“You should have been afraid I’d stay and hate you.”

 

Ethan knelt, took her hands. “I love you. I’m not giving you away. I want to see you… wanted. I want you to choose.”

 

She cried without sound. Humiliation and a dark curl of curiosity—the same curl she felt watching Darius kneel by the door.

 

“I’m not doing this,” she said.

 

Ethan nodded. “Okay.”

 

He did not touch her that night except to hold her waist from behind, hard against her, breathing fast. She felt how much he wanted it. She hated that her body answered him anyway.

 

Saturday Ethan left at dawn for a “mandatory session.” He left Darius’s card on the counter with a number already saved as Pool.

 

Lena tore the card, then taped it back together before noon.

 

The pool shimmered. Heat pressed her into a bikini she had bought for honeymoon and never worn. She floated on her back until her skin buzzed, then climbed out and wrapped a towel tight under her arms.

 

The truck pulled up at two.

 

Darius came through the side gate without knocking—Ethan had given him the code. He wore the same gray tee, work boots, no apology in his posture.

 

“Mrs. Hart.”

 

“Mr. Cole.”

 

“Pump check. Owner’s paranoid.” His eyes moved once: towel, bare legs, droplets on her collarbone. “You swim?”

 

“Yes.”

 

“Water’s good for you.” He walked past her toward the equipment shed. Close enough that his arm brushed her shoulder. Static jumped through her.

 

She should go inside. Lock the door. Call Ethan and scream.

 

She followed him to the shed instead, towel clutched like a shield.

 

The shed smelled of chlorine and warm metal. Darius bent over the panel. Muscles shifted under cotton. That bulge along his thigh was there again, heavier when he crouched. Lena’s mouth went dry.

 

Leave. Now.

 

Her feet stayed.

 

He straightened, turned. They were alone in a space the size of a closet. Fan whirring. Her heartbeat louder.

 

“Your husband talks too much,” Darius said quietly.

 

Lena flushed. “Then leave.”

 

“I will.” He did not move. “After you stop lying to yourself.”

 

“I’m not—”

 

“You followed me in here.”

 

“To make sure you don’t—”

 

“Mrs. Hart.” His voice dropped. “You can go. Door’s right there. I won’t touch you unless you ask.”

 

The word ask sat between them like a contract. She hated him for being cunning. Hated Ethan for wanting this. Hated the heat between her legs that had nothing to do with August.

 

She did not step toward the door.

 

Darius watched her face, reading every flinch. “He’s in the woods with his binoculars, isn’t he?”

 

Lena blinked. “What?”

 

“Guest cabin on the ridge. East window. He told me where he’d hide so you wouldn’t see him first time.” Darius’s mouth curved—not kind, not cruel. “Man wants his show. You still choose the ending.”

 

Her stomach dropped. Ethan had planned even the hiding place. The marriage she knew tilted.

 

“Why would you do this?” she whispered.

 

“Because he pays. Because you’re beautiful. Because you’ll remember me every time you lie under him after.” He stepped closer. Not touching. “And because you want to know if the stories are true.”

 

“I don’t listen to stories.”

 

“Your thighs squeezed when you looked at my jeans Monday.”

 

Shame flooded her. Truth with it.

 

Darius reached slowly into his back pocket, pulled out a condom in foil, set it on the shelf beside her. Then a second. Deliberate.

 

“Not tonight unless you say,” he said. “But when you’re ready, you tell me bare or wrapped. He wants bare. You might too, once you stop pretending you’re only doing this for him.”

 

“I would never—”

 

“Okay.”

 

He turned back to the pump. Worked. Tightened. His forearms flexed. Sweat darkened his collar.

 

Lena stared at the foil packets. Her hand shook when she reached—not for them, for the edge of the shelf to steady herself. Her knuckle brushed his.

 

He stilled. Looked down.

 

She should apologize and run.

 

Instead her fingers spread on his wrist, feeling pulse, coarse hair, heat. A magnet pull—exactly that, stupid and physical. She traced down toward his hand, then lower, past his belt line, trembling, afraid of the mound she already saw straining denim.

 

Don’t.

 

Her palm settled on the thick ridge through jeans. Rock hard. Impossibly long under her small hand. She could not circle it. Her breath broke.

 

Darius did not grab her. He let her squeeze once, twice, learning the shape through fabric.

 

“That’s not the flashlight, Mrs. Hart,” he murmured.

 

She jerked back as if burned. “I didn’t—”

 

“You did.”

 

Tears stung. Arousal worse than tears. She pressed both palms to her face, bikini top shifting. When she lowered her hands, Darius was watching her nipples hard against neon blue.

 

“Open the jeans,” he said—not an order, a door held ajar. “See what you started. Stop whenever.”

 

Lena shook her head no. Her fingers found his button anyway. Fumbling. Pop. Zip slow. Jockeys dark, stretched. She hooked cotton down and the cock sprang free against her wrist—velvet over steel, black-brown, veins thick, head glossy and broad as her fist.

 

She moaned without meaning to.

 

God, you’re married. Stop.

 

She wrapped fingers around the stem, two hands overlapping, still not enough girth. Clear bead welled at the slit. Her tongue ached to taste.

 

She sank to her knees on concrete. Shed fan blew warm air up her thighs. She leaned in, lips parted, tongue tip touching the shiny bulb—salty, musk, chlorine on her skin from the pool.

 

Darius exhaled long and low. “Easy.”

 

She licked a stripe up the underside. Felt him twitch. Opened wider and took the head between her lips—stretch, burn at the corners of her mouth. Innocent mouth, filthy act. She sucked shallow, learning, drool slicking her chin.

 

Above her, Darius stroked her blonde hair once, gentle. “That’s it.”

 

She bobbed, tentative, then deeper as hunger overrode disgust. One hand fisted what would not fit in her mouth. The other braced his thigh, feeling muscle jump.

 

Through the shed’s slatted vent, movement flickered on the ridge—binocular glint. Ethan watching. Her husband seeing her lips stretched around black cock. Part of her wanted to die. Part of her sucked harder to prove she could.

 

Darius fed her another inch—not shoved, offered on her pull. She gagged, pulled off, gasped, went back. Slurping filled the shed. Her jaw ached gloriously.

 

You said it was filthy. Why does filthy feel like this?

 

He sat on the low shelf, legs spread. She followed without being told, kneeling between his boots, worshipping with tongue and suction until his thighs tensed.

 

“Gonna cum,” he warned, voice rough. “Move if you don’t want it.”

 

She should move. Ethan never finished in her mouth. She said it was degrading.

 

Lena kept sucking, eyes wet, choice burning clear even through haze: she wanted to know.

 

His hand cupped her head—not forcing, anchoring when she did not retreat. “Ohhh… yeah… Mrs. Hart…”

 

Pulse. Swell. Hot flood hit her tongue—thick, bitter-sweet, overwhelming. She choked, swallowed reflex, choked again. Cum leaked corner of her mouth. She pulled off coughing, palm catching spit and semen, stomach heaving and clenching at once.

 

Darius handed her a shop rag. She wiped her lips, shaking. “You didn’t have to—”

 

“You didn’t stop.”

 

She hated the truth in it.

 

He stood, lifted her under the
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