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The late afternoon bled gold across the Mary Collins estate, turning every blade of grass into a wet emerald that clung to boots and bare feet like forgotten memories. The air hung thick with the promise of rain that had never come, carrying the scent of damp earth, night-blooming jasmine, and something sharper—copper and sin, anticipation on the tongue. Palm fronds dripped overhead, and the fountain in the far corner gurgled a slow, hypnotic rhythm that matched the pulse between Mark’s thighs.  

Mark was twenty-five, built like a weapon, head shaved clean, every scar still humming from the last cage. He stood just inside the French doors, water dripping from his hair onto the collar of his damp black polo—the same shirt he’d worn to the interview where Mary had pinned him with those sharp green eyes and whispered, “The cameras are off, Mark. Come to my garden. We have unfinished business.” Now the unfinished business walked toward him on bare feet, nothing but a black slip that clung to her body like a second skin, the hem brushing the tops of her thighs with every step. Mary was seventy-eight, still sculpted by trainers and personal chefs, but the years had carved faint laugh lines at the corners of her eyes that made her stare more alive, more dangerous, like the skin of an old film that hasn’t faded yet. She stopped two feet away, close enough that he could feel the heat radiating off her, close enough that he could smell her—jasmine, expensive perfume, and the faint metallic tang of her body heat mixed with last night’s rain.  

Behind her, Elias sat in the wheelchair, eighty-two and blind, completely, utterly blind, with the same calm, unlined smile that had been on his face since the slip had walked toward him. His white button-down was open at the collar, khaki shorts riding high on powerful thighs that had once moved with the same precision as Mark’s. One arm draped lazily over the armrest.  

“Mark,” Mary said, voice low and velvet-rough, the same voice that had once narrated his victory press conference. She stopped, close enough that he could feel the heat radiating off her. “You look like a storm that hasn’t broken yet. Good.”  

Elias tilted his head toward the sound of her voice, nostrils flaring like a predator catching a scent from the other side of the wall. “You smell like sweat and adrenaline and something sweeter underneath. Fear, Mark. A little fear. Delicious.”  

Mark’s mouth went dry. “Sir?”  

“Just Elias,” the blind man corrected softly, as if they were old friends sharing secrets on a porch that had long since turned into a Lynchian fever dream. “Call me Elias when we’re alone. I like the way your heartbeat accelerates when you’re nervous. Makes everything clearer. Like the way the walls in the house remember every sound you make... and then forget it again.”  

Mary’s hand slid up Mark’s chest, palm flattening over his racing heart. “Elias likes to watch me fuck when he’s blind. Doesn’t that sound delicious?” She smiled, slow and wicked, the kind of smile that had ended careers and started rumors, like something David Lynch would have painted across a screen in red and black. “He can hear every moan, every wet slap, every gasp. He feels it in the air. He tastes it on my skin when I come back to him afterward. And tonight... tonight he wants to feel you inside me while I fuck you in front of him. All of it. Blindly.”  

The words landed like a roundhouse kick to the solar plexus. Mark’s cock twitched hard against the zipper of his shorts. She should have turned and walked away. Instead he stood frozen, rain-slick hair dripping, while Mary Collins—seventy-eight, sexy, powerful, twenty-two years his senior—pressed her body against his and kissed him.  

It was not soft. It was not gentle. She took what she wanted, tongue sliding deep, tasting the coffee and adrenaline still on his mouth. Her fingers tangled in his wet hair, yanking his head back so she could bite the side of his neck, just hard enough to leave a mark that would fade like a memory you can’t quite recall. Mark groaned, hands automatically finding her hips, thumbs digging into the soft flesh above her ass, feeling the faint give of it that the years had left behind.  

Mary pulled back just enough to breathe against his lips, her breath hot and tasting faintly of the coffee she’d drunk while watching him through the camera. “Strip for me, fighter. Slowly. I want to watch every muscle, every scar, every inch of that beautiful body I’ve been thinking about since the gym. Let the details sink in. Let them twist around in your head like fog in a Lynchian mirror.”  

Mark obeyed. Shirt first, peeled over his head, letting it drop onto the slick grass. Then his shorts, then his boxers, until he stood naked under the late-afternoon light, cock heavy and leaking at the tip, veins standing out along the shaft, balls drawn tight like they were trying to remember something they’d forgotten. The wet grass soaked his bare feet, cooling them instantly. His heart hammered so loud he was sure Elias could hear it, could feel it even though his eyes were empty as the walls of the house.  

Mary stepped back to admire him. “Jesus Christ. Look at you. All that power and still a little boyish shame in your eyes. I love it. The way you look at us like we’re monsters. That’s what makes it real.”  

She turned toward her husband. “Elias, come feel him. Use your hands. I want to see how blind you are when you touch something real. The way your fingers will remember the shape of his cock even when your eyes are gone.”  

Elias rolled his wheelchair forward with a soft whir of motors, stopping inches from Mark. His blind eyes were open now—empty, milky, staring into nothing, yet somehow seeing everything the way the house sees everything and then forgets. He lifted one large hand and traced the air above Mark’s chest, then lower, fingertips brushing the sweat-slick skin just above the waistband of his shorts. The touch was feather-light, exploratory, like a man memorizing a map with his fingertips in a room where the walls keep secrets.  

“You’re trembling,” Elias murmured. “Good. I want you shaking when I fuck you with my cock later. I want the trembling to stay with you, like the memories that slip away in the morning. But first... I want to hear you moan while Mary rides you. Blindly. Can you do that for me, Mark? Can you make the house remember?”  

Mary’s fingers closed around Mark’s cock, stroking once, slow and firm. “Answer him, baby. Tell Elias you’ll fuck me while he listens. Tell him how wet you’re getting just thinking about it. Tell him how the house is listening too.”  

Mark’s voice cracked. “Yes... fuck... I’ll do it.”  

Mary laughed softly, the sound vibrating through her chest against his. She pushed him backward until his thighs hit the grass. Then she guided him down to sit, legs spread wide, back against the cool stone. The lawn was soaked now—rain must have moved in silently while they talked. Water soaked through his shorts as he lay back, the wet feeling like the inside of a dream you can’t wake from.  

Mary straddled his hips, slipping her own black slip up and over her head in one fluid motion. She was completely naked beneath it, breasts heavy and nipples already tight, pussy glistening, lips parted. She reached between her own thighs, spreading herself with two fingers, then lowered onto him. Mark hissed at the first inch—hot, slick, impossibly tight. The years had softened her, left a gentle curve where her belly had once been flat, the skin around her nipples darker and more lived-in, but still hot and wet and opening for the twenty-five-year-old fighter like it had never aged at all.  

“Slow,” she whispered, sinking another inch, then another, until she was fully seated, grinding against his pelvis. “Feel that? That’s you stretching me. That’s you owning me. Even at my age.”  

She began to move—slow rolls of her hips, deep, deliberate strokes that dragged her clit along his shaft with every pass. The wet grass squelched beneath her knees. Her breasts swayed, nipples brushing Mark’s chest with every thrust. She leaned down to kiss him again, tongues tangling, while her pussy clenched and fluttered around him, the years making her clench a little slower, a little deeper, but no less hungry.  

Mark’s hands found her waist, helping her ride him, thumbs stroking the dimples above her hips. Every movement sent sparks up his spine. He could feel Elias’s wheelchair rolling closer, the blind man’s hand now resting on the small of her back, fingers splayed wide as if mapping her spine like the walls map every sound and then forget it.  

“Tell him what you feel,” Mary breathed against Mark’s mouth. “Tell him how deep I am. How your cock is hitting that spot that makes me stupid. Even when the years try to slow me down.”  

“I—fuck—Mary—your pussy is so fucking tight,” Mark groaned, hips bucking up to meet her. “I can feel every ridge, every clench. It’s like you’re sucking me in, even when the years have left their mark.”  

Elias’s fingers tightened on her lower back. “Keep going. I want to hear the wet sounds. I want to feel the way your thighs shake when you come. I want the shaking to stay with you like the fog.”  

Mary picked up the pace, riding him harder, faster, breasts bouncing. The garden grew darker as storm clouds rolled in overhead. Rain began to patter down, cool drops landing on Mark’s skin, mixing with sweat and the slickness between their bodies. Mary’s moans grew louder, messier, the obscene wet slap of skin on skin echoing off the stone walls like something that would haunt the house for years to come.  

She reached back, hand sliding between them to rub her clit
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