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His rhythm inside her changed again and Chanel half-gasped, half-whined in protest. He loved doing this to her; thrusting her to the brink of orgasm, only to pull her back at the last second by changing up his rhythm, his angle, their position. It was maddening. But she knew better than to defy him with too much enthusiasm. He was not here to please her, after all. It was she who was here to please him. Too much was riding on his satisfaction for her to act out in any other way than what she knew he wanted from her.

His clammy hand seized her by the wrist, drawing the 42-year-old mother off of her left side and onto her back. She struggled against him to no avail, determined as always not to be such easy prey, so easily dominated and pulled to-and-fro. And as always, her strength proved to be inferior to that of this younger, fitter man, and he ended up taking her wrist, both of her wrists where he wanted them, which was crossed between her 34 B-cup breasts, pinned by his weight as he shoved his erected cock between her thighs to savage her sweat- and arousal-slickened vaginal canal. She spread her thighs wider when he ordered her to, and crossed her ankles over the rutting firmness of his bared asscheeks without needing to be told. She wanted him in her and meant to keep him there as deep and as long as he was willing to remain. Not for the first time, she mused to herself, that if only she liked him in the slightest, their twice-weekly fuck sessions would be perfect.

Chanel looked him in the eyes like he demanded as he rampaged through her, goring her like a bull, his cock a battering ram tumbling the fortress of Chanel’s inhibitions and boundaries with every strike of his helmet against her cervix. When she came for him again, conquered yet once more, surrendering her third “little death” over the course of the near-hour they’d spent together this afternoon, she did so sobbing, with tears flooding her eyes. He held himself inside her until she finished, then seized her by the hair at the nape of her neck, and pumped off a few more strokes inside her until his orgasm broke as well. She felt the first spurt of him inside her as he grunted and unceremoniously snatched his cock out of Chanel’s sex to grip it by the base and fire his payload across her furred pubis, her stomach, and up between her sweat-sticky tits. Then, as always, he was up and off of her without a word, without a backward glance as he stalked off to appraise her from across the room, an arsonist admiring the smoldering remains of his handiwork.

The dim light of the motel room cast long shadows across the worn carpet. Rain pattered against the windowpane, a dreary soundtrack to the tense silence between Chanel and the lean, curly-haired young man who up until three months ago, had spent a significant portion of his time finding new ways to torment her son Brett. Chanel sat on the edge of the bed, her back to the bully, her fingers twisting a loose thread on the faded floral bedspread. The youth, whose name, Eddie Tavares, was a dreaded utterance best whispered throughout the halls of the school that he and Brettr attended rather than spoken aloud lest he appear, leaned against the dresser, arms crossed, a smirk playing on his lips.

“I...can’t do this anymore,” Chanel said, speaking barely above a whisper.

He chuckled, a low, dismissive sound. “Do what, Chanel? Come here every Tuesday afternoon for a little... escape?”

“I’ve told you before,” Chanel said, her tone firming with annoyance, “I don’t care how many times we’ve screwed or how many times you do...what you do to me when we’re naked together. To you, I am ‘Mrs. Marinette’. Not ‘Chanel’. Not to you. Regardless of our...agreement, you haven’t earned that.”

“Whatever you say, Chanel,” the hard-muscled young man said with an obsequious smile that didn’t reach his eyes.

Chanel turned to face him, her eyes filled with a mixture of anger and despair. “Anyway, this isn’t an escape, Eddie. This is... a mistake.”

“A mistake you keep repeating,” he countered, pushing himself off the dresser and taking a step towards her. “What is it that keeps bringing you back, Chanel? The thrill of the forbidden? The danger of getting caught?”

“It’s not like that,” she insisted, though a flicker of doubt crossed her face.

“Isn’t it?” he challenged, stopping just a few feet away from her. “You’re a married woman, Chanel. You have a husband, a life. And yet, here you are, with me, in this... charming establishment.” He gestured around the dingy room with a sarcastic flourish.

Chanel stood up, putting some distance between them. “I know it’s wrong,” she said, her voice trembling. “I know I shouldn’t be here. But...”

She wished that he would put a damn shirt on. His physique, coupled with the way he’d used it with her, on her, for over an hour with no signs of fatigue, was making it difficult for her to think, much less form cogent arguments against her own adultery.

“But what?” Eddie pressed, his smirk widening. “But you can’t help yourself? Is that it?”

Chanel looked away, unable to meet his gaze. The truth stung, tasting bitter in her mouth. There was a part of her, a weak, desperate, not fully matured part, that craved his attention, his youthful energy, the feeling of being desired by the kind of guy she could never have earned a second look from when she was in high school. But the guilt of being a cheater, the shame of the increasing depth of the perversions to which she was allowing him to subject her, was starting to outweigh the fleeting pleasure.

“I don’t even like you,” she blurted out, the words tumbling out before she could stop them. They felt as feeble as she knew they’d probably sounded.

Eddie’s smirk faltered for a moment, replaced by a look of genuine surprise. Then, a slow, predatory smile spread across his face. “You don’t like me?” he repeated, his voice low and dangerous.

“No,” Chanel said, her voice stronger now. “I don’t. You’re...you’re arrogant, and selfish, and you don’t care about anyone but yourself.  It makes sense why you’d need to constantly pick on smaller, weaker kids. It’s the only way you feel tall.”

“And yet,” Eddie said, taking another step closer, “you keep coming back. To me. To this dick. You want it again even now, don’t you? Even while you’re in the middle of telling me what an asshole I am, you wanna ride this shit again, don’t you?” He grasped his rising tumescence at its base. How in the hell was he ready to go again so soon? On her last orgasm, Chanel had nearly passed out.

Chanel felt a shiver run down her spine at the implication, which sounded so much less like a question than a threat. She wanted to back away, to put as much distance as possible between them, but she found herself rooted to the spot.

“Why is that, Chanel?” he whispered, his voice soft as silk. “Why do you keep coming back to someone you supposedly can’t stand?”

Chanel closed her eyes, tears welling up. She couldn’t explain it, not even to herself. There was a strange power dynamic between them, a twisted game she seemed unable to stop playing.

“Is it just the sex?” Eddie continued, his voice laced with a cruel amusement. “Is it that good, Chanel? So good that you’re willing to risk everything for it? Your marriage? Your son’s respect?”

Chanel opened her eyes, her gaze filled with disgust. “That’s not it,” she said, her voice shaking.

“Then what is it?” he challenged, his eyes boring into hers. “Tell me, Chanel. What is it that keeps you tied to me?”

Chanel remained silent, unable to articulate the complex emotions that bound her to him. It was a mixture of loneliness, desperation, and a strange sense of fascination with his unapologetic self-assuredness. He was everything her husband wasn’t: exciting, unpredictable, and utterly indifferent to her feelings.

It made Eddie Tavares more than a man to her. It made him her aphrodisiac. And the worst part of that was that the smug bastard knew it.

“You know what I think?” Eddie said, breaking the silence. “I think you like being controlled. I think you like the feeling of being someone else, someone who isn’t Chanel, the dutiful wife.”

Chanel gasped, as if he had struck her. His words hit a nerve, a raw, exposed nerve.

“That’s not true,” she whispered, but the tremulous tone in which she said it lacked conviction.

“Isn’t it?” Eddie said, taking her hand in his. His touch sent a shiver through her, a mixture of revulsion and a strange, unwelcome thrill. “You come here, you lie to your husband about where you’re going, you risk everything, all for a few hours with me. And you tell yourself it’s because you’re protecting your son, you’re fucking his bully to keep me from beating his ass daily. But that’s not all is it? You come here with me because you like it. In fact, you don’t just like it, you fucking need it. You need to feel like you’re having some grand affair, some passionate romance. But it’s not that, is it? It’s just... this.” He gestured to the room again, his eyes filled with contempt.

Chanel pulled her hand away, her heart pounding in her chest. She wanted to scream, to run, to escape the suffocating weight of his words. But she couldn’t move.

“You can’t stop, can you?” Eddie said, his voice dropping to a near whisper. “You hate me, you despise yourself for being here, but you can’t stay away.” He leaned in close, his breath warm against her ear. “You’re addicted to me, Chanel. And you know it.”

Chanel closed her eyes, tears streaming down her face. She knew he
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