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Chapter 1
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The October night was crisp, the air sharp with woodsmoke and the faint sweetness of fallen leaves. Lanterns swung from the edges of the tractor wagon, casting golden light across the hay bales where families and couples squeezed together for the ride. The wagon creaked as it pulled away from the barn, straw rustling beneath them, laughter rising in little bursts as cider cups clinked in the dark.

She smoothed her thin autumn dress as she climbed aboard, searching for a place to sit, but the wagon was already crowded. Her husband stepped up behind her, scanning with the same disappointment. Every bale was packed.

A man already seated looked up at her with a polite smile. "You can sit here," he offered, patting his lap.

She hesitated, cheeks warming, but voices around her chimed in with good natured encouragement. "Go on, there's no room anyway." "Better than standing the whole ride." Laughter rippled across the wagon, cider cups lifting in cheer.

Her husband's eyes lingered on hers for a moment. He gave the faintest nod, his lips pressing into a thin line.

With no other choice, she eased herself down carefully, perching at the very edge of the man's knees. The warmth of his body reached her immediately, even through the fabric of her dress. She clasped her hands in her lap and fixed her gaze on the lanterns swinging ahead, pretending it was nothing unusual at all.

For a while it was simply that, a seat on a crowded wagon. The tractor rumbled forward, the wagon swaying gently, straw rustling beneath them. Lanterns threw moving shadows across the faces around her. The scent of cider drifted in the cool air. Children's laughter rang from the back. Somewhere a girl squealed at the poke of a straw.

She told herself to relax, to treat it like nothing. But her body refused. Every nerve was aware of where she sat, of the steady warmth beneath her, of how little separated them. Her thighs pressed together, a nervous reflex she could not control.

Her husband's presence across from her weighed heavier than the lantern light. She dared not meet his eyes, but she could feel him watching, judging. His silence said more than words.

A jolt in the path made her slide back an inch, straw crunching beneath them. She straightened immediately, flustered, telling herself it was only the bump. Another bump rocked the wagon, and this time she nearly tipped sideways. The man's leg shifted under her, unsteady, and she caught herself at the last moment, heart racing.

She adjusted forward, but the straw was loose and the wagon swayed again. Each time she corrected, each time she found herself further back. Soon her lower back brushed faintly against his chest.

Her breath quickened. She froze, every excuse lined up in her head. The wagon was swaying. The straw was loose. His knee just was not stable enough. That was all. That was all.

And yet she knew how it must look. How it must feel. Her husband's silence pressed harder. Her cheeks warmed, and for just a moment she dared a glance at him. His jaw was rigid, his knuckles tight on the rail. She turned away quickly, her face burning.

The wagon rocked on through the pumpkin fields, lanterns glowing against the night. She sat rigid in the man's lap, every shift of the wagon pulling her deeper into a place she told herself she did not belong.

Another bump jolted the wagon, harder this time. She tipped forward with a gasp, and his hands rose quickly to her waist to steady her. It felt natural, even necessary. Of course he would catch her. Of course he would help. But then the wagon settled and his hands did not leave.

Her breath stayed shallow as she stared ahead at the lanterns, every nerve alive beneath his palms. She told herself not to overthink it. He was simply making sure she did not slip again. That was all. Yet the longer they stayed there, the more the warmth of his hands seeped into her skin, and the more her body seemed to lean into it without asking her permission.

Another lurch rattled the wagon, sharper this time, and his grip slid lower, settling firmly at her hips. She froze. The excuse was ready at once. The jolt had shifted him. Anyone would have slipped. But then the wagon steadied and his hands stayed put. Firm. Certain. Too deliberate for an accident.

Her mind raced, building stories she did not believe even as she clung to them. Perhaps he had not noticed. Perhaps he thought he still held her waist. Perhaps...

The wagon rocked again, and his fingers slid further until they brushed the tops of her thighs. Her stomach tightened. She tried to swallow the gasp that threatened to rise. She wanted to tell herself it was still just the ride, still nothing intentional, but her pulse betrayed her. She knew he was not pulling away. He was waiting.

The next bump pressed him closer, so near her heat that her body trembled with the awareness of it. She felt the warmth of his hand like a secret brand, burning her through the thin fabric of her dress. There was no excuse left, no way to tell herself it was innocent.

Still she said nothing.

Her mind screamed at her to lean forward, to shift away, to stop it before it went further. But another voice whispered how good it felt, how much she wanted the hand to stay exactly where it was.

For the first time she dared to glance at her husband. His jaw was clenched, his fists tight on the rail, but she did not look away. Instead a flicker of something reckless moved through her, and she gave him the faintest, almost taunting smile before turning back, her pulse hammering.

The air seemed to grow thinner. Her chest rose and fell too quickly, her lips parted on shaky breaths she tried to disguise as laughter when the group around them erupted at some joke. But she could no longer hear what they were laughing at. All she could hear was her pulse in her ears and the rasp of the man's breathing against her shoulder.

Then she felt it.

A firm pressure beneath her, shifting with the rhythm of the wagon. At first she told herself it was her imagination. Just the sway of the ride. Just coincidence. But when the wagon jolted again, his hips lifted deliberately to meet her, and the hardness brushed unmistakably against her.

Her breath caught in a gasp. Heat bloomed low in her belly, spreading sharp and sweet until her thighs trembled. She clenched the rail tighter, staring ahead at the pumpkins glowing in their rows, pretending she saw nothing but orange lanterns flickering in the field.

The grinding was subtle at first, restrained. A slow roll of his hips, perfectly timed with the sway of the wagon, just enough to press firmly into her dampness before stilling again. Each pause left her trembling in anticipation. Each subtle push sent a shockwave of sensation through her body.

Her lips parted on shallow breaths she tried to disguise as laughter when the group around them erupted at some joke. But she could no longer hear what they were laughing at. All she could hear was her pulse in her ears and the rasp of his breathing against her shoulder.

The next roll of his hips was firmer. Her thighs tightened at once, her ass pressing down harder against him as if pulled by instinct. Her heart stumbled in panic. She forced her body forward, trying to break the rhythm, but another bump in the path drove her straight back into him. The ridge of his hardness pressed full against her, perfectly aligned, and her whole body quivered with the contact.

She froze, but he did not. He slowed again, back to that teasing rhythm, hips rolling in small measured waves that promised patience, control, inevitability.

A helpless sound slipped from her lips, soft and broken. She clapped her mouth shut instantly, cheeks blazing, and darted a glance at her husband.

He was watching. Jaw clenched, fists white.

Her face flushed even hotter. She held his eyes too long, then let her lips twitch into the faintest mischievous smile before turning away again, ashamed of herself and thrilled all at once.

Another deliberate roll. She let herself sink deeper into his lap, her back brushing his chest, her breath coming faster. The friction was unbearable now, her dress clinging damp against her thighs. She shifted forward just to relieve the pressure, but his hands held her steady at her hips, guiding her back into him.

And she let him.

Her hips began to move in trembling rhythm, pressing back against his hardness, meeting him. Slowly at first, as if testing if it was real. Then with more certainty, her body betraying her in tiny rolling thrusts she could not stop.

The realization hit her like a slap. She was grinding against him. Actively, desperately. Her husband could see it. The wagon was full of people, and still she did not stop.

Her thighs shook. Heat spread low in her belly until it was almost unbearable. Her pussy ached with the need for more, the thin barrier of fabric between them tormenting her. She wanted to feel him. She wanted to know how much harder, how much deeper, how much more he could press into her.

The shame of the thought made her chest burn, but it did not silence it. It only made the ache sharper. Her hands clenched the rail. She needed to do something. To shift, to move, to give her body the excuse it craved.

She leaned forward suddenly, pretending to fuss with her shoe. The motion tugged her dress higher as she bent, her body lifting just enough to leave his lap. For a breathless second she hovered there, balance caught between choice and denial.

Then the wagon jolted, and she let herself drop back into him. His hips snapped up in perfect timing, grinding harder into her soaked heat, the ridge of him pressed exactly where she needed it most. The shock of it tore a gasp from her throat, raw and helpless.

Her head turned toward her husband, eyes wide, lips parted as if asking him to stop her. But her body was already betraying her, trembling with need, soaking through the thin layers, clinging to the hardness pressed against her.

Her thighs shook. Her pulse thundered. She bit down on her lip so hard it hurt, trying to stifle the sound that built in her throat.

For one unbearable moment she could feel nothing but him. His size. His heat. His patience. The way he ground against her like he had all the time in the world.

A soft moan slipped out anyway. She snapped her eyes open, cheeks burning, praying no one else had heard. Then he went still again, as though it had never happened. Silent. Calm. But her body knew.

The tractor slowed, lanterns spilling golden light over the fields as the wagon came to a stop at the pumpkin patch. Excited chatter rose as families and couples clambered down, laughter and boots crunching over the soil.

She stayed seated for a moment longer, her dress clinging damp against her thighs, her pulse still racing. At last she stood, smoothing her hem quickly, cheeks flushed as she stepped into the cool night air.

Her husband's eyes were still hard, unyielding, as he followed her down. Behind them, the wagon emptied. Lanterns swayed. Pumpkins glowed in their rows, carved mouths flickering with laughter only she could hear.
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The silence in the car on the drive home from the harvest festival was a thick, living thing. It wasn’t the comfortable quiet of a long-married couple; it was a taut wire, humming with everything left unsaid. Sarah kept her hands clasped in her lap, her knuckles white. The memory of the rough denim against the backs of her thighs, the unexpected, insistent hardness beneath her, the way the wagon’s jostling had turned her tentative squirms into something far more deliberate... it played on a loop behind her eyes. She could still smell hay and autumn chill and the faint, clean sweat of a stranger.

Next to her, Mark drove, his jaw tight. His eyes hadn’t left her the entire ride. She’d felt his gaze like a physical touch, hotter than the stranger’s hands which had, at some point, settled on her hips, not to steady her, but to guide her.

They didn’t speak until the bedroom door clicked shut, sealing them in the familiar, soft light of their lamp. The domesticity of it, her brush on the dresser, his watch on the nightstand, felt like a stark contrast to the raw, public thrill of the hayride.

Sarah sat on the edge of the bed, unzipping her boots. Her voice, when it came, was barely a whisper. “Did you see?”

Mark stood by the door, watching her. “Every second.”

“And?” She looked up, her heart hammering against her ribs. She saw not anger in his eyes, but a dark, focused intensity that stole her breath.

“And I’ve never been so hard in my life.” The bluntness of it, the sheer lack of romantic pretense, sent a jolt straight to her core. She gasped, a soft, shaky sound.

He crossed the room in three strides, kneeling before her on the floor. He placed his hands on her knees, his thumbs rubbing slow circles on the inside of her thighs. “Tell me,” he breathed, his voice rough. “Tell me what you felt.”

The dam broke. The words tumbled out, low and rushed. “The wagon... it was so rocky. At first, I was just trying not to fall. But every bump, I’d... I’d come down on him. And I could feel him. Through his jeans, through mine. He was so hard, Mark. And he got harder. Every time I shifted.”

“Did he touch you?” Mark’s hands slid higher, pushing her skirt up her thighs.

“His hands... on my hips. He didn’t just hold on. When I’d... when I’d rock back, he’d pull me down. He’d grind me against him.” She was panting now, her own hands coming up to clutch at Mark’s shoulders. “People were laughing, singing... and I was sitting on another man’s cock, rubbing myself on him like a... like a cat in heat. And you were watching.”

“I was.” Mark’s fingers hooked into the lace of her panties, pulling them down her legs with a deliberate slowness that made her whimper. “I watched the way your head fell back. I saw your mouth drop open on that chorus of ‘Home on the Range’. I saw you come, Sarah. I saw those little tremors in your shoulders. Did you come? On his lap?”

The confession was a relief, a sin whispered in the sanctity of their room. “Yes. God, yes, I did. It was just the friction, the rocking, and his hands... and knowing you were seeing it all. It was so wrong. It was so dirty.” She was crying now, hot tears of shame and exhilaration tracking down her cheeks. “And I’ve never been so turned on in my entire life.”

With a growl, Mark surged up, capturing her mouth in a searing, possessive kiss. It was all tongue and teeth and raw need. He tasted like coffee and a hunger that mirrored her own. He pushed her back onto the bed, following her down, his body a heavy, welcome weight.

“The thought of it,” he muttered against her lips, his hands frantically pulling at her clothes, “of another man’s hands on you. Of his dick pressed right against your sweet little pussy while I just watched... it’s all I can think about.” Her blouse gave way, buttons pinging. He yanked her bra down, not off, just enough to free her breasts, and his mouth was on her nipple, sucking hard, lapping at the peak until she cried out, her back arching off the mattress.

The clinical, logistical part of her mind, the wife, the planner, faded into a haze of pure sensation. This wasn’t their usual lovemaking, slow and familiar. This was a reclaiming, an exploration fueled by a shared, illicit fantasy.

“What did you think about?” he demanded, switching to her other breast, his hand sliding down her stomach, through the damp thatch of curls. “When you were coming on him. What was in your head?”

“You!” she sobbed, her hips bucking as his fingers found her slit, slick and swollen. “I was thinking about you watching. I was thinking... I was wondering what you were thinking. If you were mad. If you were... excited.”

“I was so fucking excited,” he groaned, sliding two fingers into her with no preamble. She was so wet they slid in to the hilt, a delicious, stretching fullness. “I wanted to jump off that wagon and take you right there in the dirt. I wanted to shove him aside and show him exactly how you ride when it’s my lap you’re on.”

His words were filthy, perfect. They painted pictures in her mind, stoking the fire he was stoking with his hand. He curled his fingers, finding that spot inside her that made her vision blur. “But part of me... a bigger part... just wanted to watch. To see what you’d do. To see how far you’d go.”

He began to move his fingers, a slow, deep, fucking motion, his palm grinding against her clit with each thrust. “Would you have gone further?” His voice was a dark caress in her ear. “If the ride had been longer? If he’d been bolder?”

“I don’t know,” she moaned, the confession torn from her. “Maybe. Oh, God, Mark, right there... Maybe.” The admission seemed to unlock something in him. He withdrew his fingers, shiny with her arousal, and brought them to her lips. The scent of her own desire was musky and potent. “Taste it,” he ordered, his eyes blazing. “Taste how excited you got for a stranger.”

With a helpless whimper, she opened her mouth, her tongue darting out to lick her own slick from his fingers. The taste was salty, intimate, profoundly erotic. She sucked his fingers clean, her eyes locked on his, seeing the wild approval there.

He moved with a new urgency, tearing at his own belt and jeans, shoving them down just enough to free his erection. He was thick and ruddy, straining with need. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head nudging against her soaked folds. “This time,” he panted, “you’re going to say his name.”

“What?” Her eyes flew open, wide with shock.

“When you come. You’re going to say his name. The man on the wagon.”

The idea was obscene. It was a line she hadn’t imagined crossing. But the coil of pleasure in her belly tightened viciously at the thought. The psychological taboo of it, the utter surrender to the fantasy, was even more potent than the physical act. She nodded, a frantic little movement.

He didn’t wait. He drove into her in one long, deep stroke, filling her utterly, stretching her in a way that chased all coherent thought away. She screamed, a raw, ragged sound, her nails digging into his back. He didn’t start slow. He set a punishing, possessive rhythm, each thrust rocking her body up the bed. The bedframe knocked against the wall in a steady, frantic beat.

“Was it like this?” he grunted, his face buried in her neck. “Was he this hard? Did you imagine him filling you up just like this?”

“No,” she gasped, her legs wrapping around his waist, pulling him deeper. “He wasn’t you. He was... different. A stranger. Just hands and denim and... and the idea of him.”

“Say it,” he demanded, his pace becoming erratic, brutal. His hand slipped between them, his thumb finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles. The dual assault was too much. The pressure built, a tsunami gathering force in her pelvis. The image of the stranger’s face, shadowed in the twilight, the feel of his work-roughened hands on her hips, merged with the reality of her husband’s body pounding into her, claiming her.

“I’m gonna...” she whimpered.

“Say his name!” Mark roared.

The orgasm shattered through her, a convulsive, mind-blanking wave of pure, illicit ecstasy. And as the pleasure ripped her apart, as her body clenched violently around his driving cock, the name fell from her lips on a broken sob, not the stranger’s real name, she never knew it, but the name she’d given him in her fantasy, the label for the thrilling, anonymous threat. “Jake!”

Hearing it, Mark’s control snapped. With a guttural cry, he plunged into her one last, deep time, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release deep inside her. He collapsed on top of her, both of them slick with sweat, gasping for air in the suddenly quiet room. The only sound was the frantic pounding of their hearts, slowly syncing back into a single, exhausted rhythm.

He was still inside her, softening, intimately connected. He lifted his head, looking down at her. Her face was flushed, her lips swollen, her eyes glazed and unfocused. “Sarah?” he whispered, his voice hoarse.

She blinked, the real world swimming back into focus. The man above her was her husband. The scent in the air was theirs. A slow, sated, deeply wicked smile spread across her face. “So,” she breathed, her voice throaty and used. “What happens now?”
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The week that followed was a strange, humming limbo. The electric charge from the harvest festival didn’t dissipate; it merely transformed, weaving itself into the mundane fabric of their daily lives. A lingering touch as Mark passed her the coffee pot held a new weight. A glance across the dinner table was loaded with unspoken questions and a simmering, shared hunger. They talked about it in fragments, in the safe, dark cradle of their bed after their own lovemaking, which had become more frequent, more experimental, more filthy in its dialogue.

“Do you think about it? Still?” Sarah asked one night, her head on his chest, tracing the lines of his abdomen.

Mark’s hand, which had been stroking her hair, stilled. “Constantly. Less about him, now. More about... the look on your face. The complete surrender to the feeling, right there in public. The thrill of the secret.”

She propped herself up on an elbow. “It was a secret. Even with you watching. A hundred people around us, and no one really knew. That was part of it.”

“I knew,” he said, his voice low. “And I let it happen. I wanted it to happen.” He rolled to face her, his expression serious in the dim light. “That’s what I can’t stop thinking about. Not the jealousy I expected to feel, but the... arousal of granting permission. Of watching you take pleasure from something I didn’t directly give you.”

Sarah’s breath hitched. The psychology of it, laid bare, was even more potent than the physical memory. “It felt like a gift,” she whispered. “Your silence, your watchful eyes... it felt like you were giving me that thrill.”

Two days later, Mark came home from work with a strange, determined energy. “Pack a bag,” he said, kissing her hard at the door before she could even say hello. “Just for a couple nights. I rented something.”

“Rented what?” she laughed, but her pulse was already kicking up.

“A place. Private. No neighbors for miles. Just trees, a fireplace... and us.” His eyes were dark with promise. “A place where we can talk louder. Where we can explore louder.”

The cabin was perfect. A rustic A-frame nestled in a stand of pine, reached by a winding gravel road that seemed to erase the outside world. It was cold enough for a fire, and Mark built one as soon as they arrived, the crackling pine logs filling the great room with a primal, smoky scent. They made a simple dinner, the tension between them a live wire, humming beneath the surface of casual conversation.

After cleaning up, Sarah stood by the floor-to-ceiling window, watching the last of the twilight bleed from the sky. She felt Mark come up behind her, his hands warm on her shoulders. “No one can see in,” he murmured, his lips against her ear. “The nearest soul is ten miles down the mountain. We could be naked in this window, screaming at the top of our lungs, and the only thing that would hear is the occasional owl.”

A shiver that had nothing to do with the cold raced down her spine. “Is that the plan?” she asked, leaning back into his solid chest.

“Part of it.” She heard the smile in his voice. “Come here. Sit with me.”

He led her to the large, plush rug before the roaring fire. The orange light danced over his features, making him look both familiar and strangely primal. He pulled a small, wrapped box from his backpack. It was plain, unmarked. Her heart began to hammer against her ribs.

“What’s this?”

“A tool,” he said simply, his gaze locked on hers. “For our exploration. Open it.”

Her fingers trembled slightly as she tore the paper. Inside a plain cardboard box, nestled in tissue paper, was a dildo. But it wasn’t like any she’d ever seen or considered. It was massive. Shaped like a realistic, veined cock, but the dimensions were... formidable. It was a deep, flesh-toned silicone, thick around as Mark’s wrist, and long, easily nine inches. It had a suction cup base and a pronounced, bulbous head.

Sarah stared at it, her mouth going dry. A flush of heat, immediate and intense, spread from her core to her cheeks. “Mark... that’s... huge.”

“I know,” he said, his voice rough with arousal. He picked it up, the firelight glinting off the slick surface. It looked even larger in his hand. “It’s bigger than me. A lot bigger. That’s the point.”

“The point?” she breathed, unable to tear her eyes away from the monstrous toy.

“To see,” he said, shifting closer. He used the tip of the dildo to gently trace the line of her jaw. The silicone was cool, a shocking contrast to the fire’s heat. “To see how far my wife can go when she’s thinking about a stranger. When she’s thinking about being filled in a way her husband can’t fill her.” The words were blunt, taboo, and they went straight to her sex, making her clench around nothing. “The hayride was about friction, about the idea. This... this is about size. About taking something that’s not mine. And me helping you do it.”

Her panties were soaked. The admission was instant, humiliating, and wildly exciting. “I don’t know if I can,” she whispered, but it was a lie. Her body was already pulsing with a desperate, curious need.

“We’ll go slow,” he promised, his eyes burning. “We’ll use plenty of lube. But you’re going to try. Because you want to. Because the thought of struggling to take this, of being stretched by it, while your husband watches and tells you how beautiful you look... it makes you drip. Doesn’t it, Sarah? Tell me.”

“Yes,” she moaned, the word ripped from her. “God, yes, it does.”

“Then get naked. On your back. Right here.”

She obeyed, her movements hurried, clumsy. The rug was soft against her bare skin, the fire warm on her front. She lay back, legs bent, exposing herself completely to his gaze and to the leaping shadows. Mark knelt between her legs, setting the giant dildo aside for a moment. He just looked, his eyes devouring her. “So perfect,” he muttered. “My perfect wife, about to be fucked by a piece of silicone bigger than anything that’s ever been inside her.” He produced a bottle of clear lubricant, squirting a generous amount onto his fingers. He didn’t go straight for her core. Instead, he smeared it over the head of the dildo, working it down the thick shaft until it shone obscenely in the firelight.

The schlick of the lube was unbearably erotic. Then, his slick fingers found her folds, circling her clit once, twice, making her jerk and cry out, before sliding down to her entrance. He pushed one finger in, then two, scissoring them gently. She was so wet his fingers slid easily, but the stretch of just his digits felt insignificant compared to the monster waiting beside him.

“Ready?” he asked, but it wasn’t really a question. He picked up the dildo, positioning the broad, slick head against her opening. It felt huge, impossibly wide, a blunt, cool pressure that promised to split her open.

“Wait, I...”

“Relax,” he soothed, but his voice was tight with his own excitement. “Just the head. Let’s just try the head.” He applied steady, inexorable pressure.

Sarah gasped, her back arching. The stretch was immediate, intense, a burning, full sensation that was equal parts pain and the most profound pleasure she’d ever felt. The head was so big, wider than Mark even when he was fully hard. It didn’t just enter; it invaded, claiming space that had never been claimed. She felt her inner muscles flutter, trying to accommodate, to reject, to welcome.

“Oh, fuck,” she panted, her hands fisting in the rug. “Mark, it’s so... big.”

“I know, baby. Look at it.” He held it there, just the glans lodged inside her, a thick, silicone plug. The visual was devastating. Her pink, swollen flesh was stretched taut around the dark, veined silicone. “See how much you’re taking already? You’re swallowing the head. Such a good girl. Such a greedy, curious little wife.”

The dirty talk, the ownership in his tone mixed with the taboo of the act, sent another gush of arousal around the intruding object. The burning sensation began to transmute into a deep, aching fullness that craved more.

“More,” she heard herself beg. “Please, just... a little more.”

Mark’s eyes flashed with triumph. He pushed forward, a slow, incremental inch. The stretch intensified, a breathtaking, overwhelming sensation of being filled. Her walls protested, then yielded, molding themselves to the unyielding girth. She could feel every ridge, every vein on the toy as it breached her.

“You feel that?” he grunted, watching her face intently. “You feel how full you are? And I’ve barely put a third of it in. Imagine that stranger from the wagon, Sarah. Imagine if he was this big. Imagine if he’d laid you down in the hay and just... pushed this into you, while I stood there and watched.”

The scenario, painted by his words, broke something in her. A low, guttural moan tore from her throat. Her hips bucked involuntarily, trying to take more, to ease the incredible, stretching ache. “Yes! God, yes! It’s... it’s so much. It’s so good.”

Encouraged, Mark pushed another inch. The pressure was immense, a profound stretching that bordered on painful, but the pleasure, the psychological thrill of being this full, of taking something this taboo with her husband’s blessing and encouragement, overrode everything. She was panting, sweat beading on her brow, her entire world narrowed to the point where her body met the silicone invader.

“That’s it,” Mark coaxed, his own breathing ragged. He was still fully clothed, his erection straining against his jeans, a voyeur to her stretching. “Take it for me. Take this big, fake cock. Show me how my wife takes a bigger man.”

With a cry that was half-sob, half-scream of triumph, Sarah forced her muscles to relax one more degree. Mark saw the moment of surrender and shoved forward, burying another two inches inside her in one smooth, devastating stroke.

She saw stars. Her vision whited out at














d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
i) BY ADRIAN BLACK PO
B e

%. rﬁ‘\ A 47-!& o |





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





