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  Chapter one
The Setup Below


The birthday party hummed upstairs like a well-oiled machine Elise had spent weeks perfecting. Laughter rolled through the living room in warm waves, mixing with the clink of beer bottles and the low murmur of old college stories retold for the hundredth time. David’s voice rose above it all, cheerful and oblivious, thanking everyone for coming while his hand rested casually on the shoulder of whichever guest stood closest. The scent of grilled meat and store-bought cake drifted down the hallway, sweet and ordinary, exactly the way her husband liked things. 
Elise moved through the kitchen with the same polished smile she had worn for fifteen years of marriage. She refilled chip bowls, wiped counters that didn’t need wiping, and laughed at jokes that barely registered. Her long dark hair was pulled back in a modest ponytail, her modest green dress hugging her slender waist and the full weight of her breasts just enough to look festive instead of provocative. Olive skin flushed from the heat of the oven and something far more dangerous.
Inside, she was coming apart.
She watched David through the doorway as he opened another gift. His kind face crinkled with genuine delight at the new grill tools. He looked so safe. So predictable. Their sex life had dwindled to quick, polite encounters every few weeks that left her staring at the ceiling afterward, fingers clenched in the sheets, wondering when she had stopped wanting the man she had promised to love forever.
He doesn’t even see it, she thought, throat tightening. I’ve been starving right in front of him.
Her phone buzzed against her hip. She glanced toward the living room, ensured no one was watching, and slipped it from her pocket. The message thread still glowed on the screen from the risky texts she had sent three days ago.
David’s party. Basement door will be unlocked. One at a time. No talking upstairs. This is my gift to myself. You get to be first, Marcus. Don’t make me wait.
His reply had been simple and cocky: You’re serious.
She had sent back a single word. Deadly.
Now the moment had arrived. Her pulse hammered so hard she felt it between her thighs. She set the phone down, picked up an empty ice bucket, and raised her voice just enough to carry.
“I’m going to grab more ice from the basement fridge. David, keep everyone happy for five minutes, okay?”
Her husband glanced over with that warm, unassuming smile. “You’re the best, babe. Don’t take too long. We’re cutting the cake soon.”
Elise’s stomach flipped. “I won’t.”
She turned before guilt could root her in place. The basement door waited at the end of the laundry hallway, painted the same boring beige as the rest of their suburban life. She opened it, flicked on the dim stair light, and descended.
Cool air wrapped around her bare legs. The basement smelled of concrete and faint laundry detergent, a space they rarely used except for storage. A worn leather couch sat against one wall, an old pool table they never played on took up the center, and a single bare bulb cast long shadows across boxes labeled CHRISTMAS and WEDDING. The noise of the party became a muffled rumble overhead. Every footstep above her made her flinch.
She set the ice bucket on the dryer and waited, arms wrapped around herself. Her hazel eyes kept darting to the stairs. This was insane. She was a devoted wife. She hosted book clubs and volunteered at the school. Yet here she stood, thighs pressed together, already growing slick at the mere thought of what she had invited.
The door at the top of the stairs clicked open, then shut with deliberate softness. Heavy footsteps descended. Marcus appeared at the bottom step, all six-foot-three of him filling the dim space. His short-cropped black hair and confident smirk made her breath catch. The gym had carved his shoulders and chest into something that looked carved from stone beneath his button-down shirt. His eyes, dark and knowing, locked onto her immediately.
“Well, fuck me,” he said, voice low. “You actually did it.”
Elise’s cheeks burned. She kept her voice to a whisper. “Keep it quiet. They think I’m getting ice.”
Marcus stepped closer. The scent of his cologne, something expensive and masculine, wrapped around her. He glanced up at the ceiling as footsteps crossed directly overhead. “David’s up there blowing out candles soon and his perfect little wife is down here looking like she needs her throat fucked. You really are something else, Elise.”
She shivered at the crude words. Part of her wanted to slap him. Another, far louder part, felt her nipples tighten against her bra. “I don’t… I don’t know what I’m doing,” she breathed. “I just know I can’t keep pretending everything’s fine. Our sex life is… it’s nothing. And you three have been staring at me for years. I thought… maybe for one afternoon I could feel wanted.”
Marcus’s smirk deepened. He reached out and brushed a thumb across her plump lower lip, parting it slightly. “You’re not just wanted, Elise. You’re starving. I saw it the last time we all came over for poker. The way you kept crossing and uncrossing those legs while we talked about the game.”
His touch sent electricity down her spine. She hated how right he was. Her internal voice screamed at her to stop this, to go upstairs and be the good wife. But her body betrayed her, thighs trembling, pussy already aching with shameful heat.
“We don’t have much time,” she whispered, eyes flicking toward the stairs again.
“Then stop wasting it talking.” Marcus’s hand slid into her hair, not rough yet, but firm enough to guide. “On your knees, good girl. Show me how serious you are about this birthday present.”
The words landed like a slap and a caress at once. Elise’s breath hitched. She sank to the cool concrete floor, knees spreading slightly as her dress rode up her thighs. The position felt obscene. Her hazel eyes lifted to meet his as she reached for his belt with shaking fingers.
“That’s it,” he murmured, voice dropping into that commanding register that made her stomach flutter. “Take it out. I want to see those pretty lips wrapped around the cock of your husband’s best friend.”
She pulled his zipper down. The thick weight of him sprang free, already half-hard and intimidating. Marcus was bigger than David. Thicker. The vein along the underside pulsed as she wrapped her hand around the base. Her mouth watered despite the guilt clawing at her chest.
Upstairs, someone laughed loudly. David’s voice carried down faintly. “Has anyone seen Elise? She’s missing all the stories!”
Elise froze, heart slamming against her ribs. Marcus simply chuckled softly and tightened his grip in her hair.
“Better hurry then,” he said. “Wouldn’t want the birthday boy coming to look for you while your mouth is full of my dick.”
The degradation sent a fresh rush of wetness between her legs. She leaned forward, lips parting, and took the head of his cock into her mouth. The taste was salty, masculine, utterly different from the polite kisses she gave her husband. She swirled her tongue around the crown, sucking gently at first, learning the weight of him.
“Fuck, that’s good,” Marcus groaned under his breath. “Deeper, Elise. I know you can take more than that. Those plump lips were made for this.”
She slid forward, taking another two inches. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, one hand stroking what she couldn’t fit yet. The sounds were wet and filthy in the quiet basement. Obscene slurping noises that seemed far too loud. Every bob of her head made her heavy breasts sway inside her dress. She could feel her nipples rubbing against the fabric, aching.
Marcus began to rock his hips, feeding her more of his length. “Look at you. On your knees like a secret slut while your husband cuts his cake upstairs. Does it turn you on knowing how wrong this is?”
Elise whimpered around his cock. She couldn’t answer, but the way her thighs clenched told him everything. Her free hand drifted between her legs, pressing against her damp panties through her dress. The pressure offered a hint of relief but nowhere near enough.
He noticed. “Don’t you dare cum yet. This is about me right now. You’re going to swallow every drop like the good little wife you’re pretending not to be.”
She moaned at the words, the vibration traveling up his shaft. Marcus’s grip tightened, guiding her rhythm now. He pushed deeper, nudging the back of her throat until her eyes watered. She fought the gag reflex, determined, hungry in a way that terrified her. Saliva dripped from the corners of her mouth, running down her chin in shiny trails.
The party noise swelled overhead. Footsteps approached the basement door. A voice, maybe Theo’s, called out. “Elise? You need help with that ice?”
She tried to pull off in panic, but Marcus held her firmly in place, buried halfway down her throat. His eyes gleamed with dark amusement.
“Answer him,” he whispered. “But don’t take your mouth off my cock.”
Elise’s mind spun. She pulled back just enough to speak, lips still brushing the slick head. Her voice came out hoarse and trembling. “I-I’m fine! The ice maker is acting up. Be up in a minute!”
The footsteps paused. “Okay. David’s asking for you though.”
“Tell him I’m coming!”
The irony of the words while she had another man’s cock resting on her tongue made her dizzy with shame and arousal. The footsteps retreated. Marcus let out a low laugh.
“Good girl. Now finish me. I want to feel you swallow while your husband waits upstairs.”
Elise dove back onto him with renewed desperation. She took him deeper than before, throat relaxing as panic and lust mixed into something intoxicating. Her head bobbed faster, messy and eager. The wet sounds echoed softly. Marcus’s breathing grew ragged. His thick fingers tangled harder in her dark hair.
“That’s it. Fuck. Your mouth is perfect. David has no idea what he’s missing. Look at those tears in your eyes. You love this, don’t you? Being my basement cocksucker on his special day.”
She moaned in agreement, the admission sending fresh heat spiraling through her core. Her hand worked the base of him in tight strokes while her lips sealed around the head, sucking hard. His balls drew up tight against her fingers.
“Gonna cum,” he warned, voice tight. “Swallow it all, Elise. Every fucking drop.”
His cock swelled on her tongue. The first thick rope of cum erupted straight down her throat. She gulped frantically, eyes wide, tears slipping down her cheeks. Pulse after pulse filled her mouth with his hot, salty release. She kept swallowing, determined not to spill any on her party dress. The act felt so filthy, so final, that her own untouched pussy clenched hard around nothing.
Marcus held her there until the last spasm faded, then slowly withdrew. A thin string of saliva and cum connected her lower lip to the head of his cock before it broke. She sat back on her heels, breathing hard, lips swollen and shiny.
He tucked himself away and zipped up, looking far too composed while she knelt there wrecked. “That was one hell of a birthday gift. Theo and Jasper are going to lose their minds when they get their turns. You ready for that, good girl?”
Elise wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. The taste of him lingered on her tongue. Guilt crashed over her in a cold wave, but beneath it burned something darker and far more addictive. She was already thinking about the next set of footsteps on those stairs. About how much further she might let them go.
“I don’t know,” she whispered, voice hoarse. But her hazel eyes told a different story as she stared up at him. “Just… send them down one at a time. And don’t let David come looking.”
Marcus grinned, that cocky smirk back in full force. He brushed a thumb across her cheek, wiping away a stray tear. “Wouldn’t dream of it. Enjoy the rest of the party, Mrs. Perfect. Try not to drip down your thighs while you serve cake.”
He turned and climbed the stairs without another word, leaving her alone in the dim basement with the muffled sounds of celebration and the heavy weight of what she had just done.
Elise stayed on her knees for another long moment, fingers pressed between her legs, trembling on the edge of something she no longer recognized. She had invited the wolf into the house. Now she could only wait for the next one to descend.
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