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Chapter one

The Unseen Mark





The late afternoon sun cast a warm golden glow through the windows of Dave and Beth’s suburban home, bathing the tidy living room in a soft, inviting light. It was a typical Friday, the end of a long workweek for Dave, who had just pulled into the driveway after a grueling day at the office. The quiet neighborhood was a stark contrast to the bustling city where he spent his days, and the familiar sight of their modest two-story house always brought a sense of relief. But as he stepped through the front door, dropping his briefcase by the entryway, an unexpected sound pierced the stillness—a low, guttural moan echoing from upstairs. 

Dave froze, his heart thudding in his chest. The sound was unmistakably Beth’s, his wife of six years, but it carried a tone he hadn’t heard in a while—raw, primal, desperate. His mind raced with possibilities, none of them good. Was someone else up there with her? Had she invited someone over while he was at work? The thought of infidelity stung like a slap, jealousy and dread knotting in his gut. He kicked off his shoes quietly, his socks muffling his steps as he crept toward the staircase, each creak of the floorboards sounding louder than a gunshot in his ears.

Another moan, louder this time, punctuated by a sharp gasp. It was coming from their bedroom. Dave’s palms grew sweaty as he ascended the stairs, his breath shallow. He wasn’t sure if he wanted to burst in and confront whatever he might find or turn around and pretend he hadn’t heard anything. But curiosity—and a twisted need to know—propelled him forward. He reached the top of the stairs, the hallway dim with the fading daylight, and edged toward the slightly ajar bedroom door.

“Fuck… oh, fuck, yes…” Beth’s voice, thick with lust, slipped through the crack in the door. Dave’s stomach churned, but there was something else beneath the fear—a flicker of arousal at the sound of her pleasure, even if he wasn’t the cause. He nudged the door open just enough to peek inside, his eyes widening at the sight before him.

Beth was sprawled on their king-sized bed, the crisp white sheets tangled around her legs. Her auburn hair was a wild mess, strands sticking to her sweat-slicked forehead. Her tank top was pushed up to expose her full, heaving breasts, nipples hard and flushed pink. But what drew Dave’s gaze, what made his breath hitch and his cock twitch traitorously in his slacks, was the sight between her legs. Where he expected to see the familiar curves of her body, there was something entirely new—a massive, throbbing cock, easily twelve inches long and thick as his wrist, glistening with precum that dribbled down its length. Her delicate hand was wrapped around the base, stroking furiously, her other hand cupping a pair of heavy balls that hadn’t been there the last time he’d seen her naked.

Dave’s mind blanked. He couldn’t process what he was seeing. Beth—his sweet, curvy Beth—had a cock. A fucking huge one. And she was jerking it like her life depended on it, her hips bucking into her own grip, moans spilling from her lips like a porn star. He must have made a sound—a gasp, a shuffle—because her eyes snapped open, locking onto his in the doorway.

“Dave!” she yelped, her hand freezing mid-stroke, her face flushing a deep crimson. She scrambled to pull the sheet over herself, but it was too late. He’d seen everything. “I—I didn’t hear you come in. Oh god, I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean for you to see this—”

“Beth, what the fuck?” Dave interrupted, stepping into the room, his voice a mix of shock and something else—something hungry. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from the bulge under the sheet, the outline of her new anatomy still visible. His own cock was straining painfully against his pants now, a damp spot forming where precum soaked through the fabric. “What… what happened to you?”

Beth bit her lip, her embarrassment warring with a flicker of defiance in her hazel eyes. “It started two days ago,” she admitted, her voice shaky. “I woke up, and… it was just there. I didn’t know what to do. I thought it might go away, but it hasn’t. And it—it keeps getting hard, and I can’t stop thinking about it, needing to… to touch it.”

Dave swallowed hard, his throat dry. Two days. She’d been hiding this for two days, dealing with it alone. Part of him wanted to ask a million questions—how, why, what the hell—but another part, the part currently throbbing in his pants, didn’t care about the answers right now. He took a tentative step closer, his gaze flicking between her face and the sheet. “Does it… does it feel good?” he asked, his voice low, almost reverent.

Beth’s blush deepened, but there was a spark of something new in her expression—confidence, maybe, or curiosity about his reaction. “Yeah,” she breathed. “It feels fucking amazing. Better than anything I’ve ever felt. But it’s… it’s so much. I can’t control it sometimes.”

Dave licked his lips, his hands twitching at his sides. He should be freaking out more than this. He should be demanding explanations. But all he could think about was how hot she looked, how desperate her moans had sounded, how much he wanted to see that cock again. “Can I… can I see it?” he asked, his voice rough with need.

Beth hesitated, then nodded slowly, peeling the sheet back with trembling hands. There it was again, in all its glory—long, thick, veiny, the head a deep, angry purple, slick with precum that pooled at the tip and dripped onto her toned stomach. Dave’s mouth watered, an unfamiliar but undeniable urge bubbling up inside him. He’d never been with a guy, never even thought about it, but this wasn’t just anyone. This was Beth, his wife, and fuck, he wanted her—wanted this—more than he could put into words.

“Jesus, Beth,” he muttered, stepping closer until he was at the edge of the bed. “It’s fucking huge. You’re… you’re gorgeous like this.” His eyes flicked up to meet hers, searching for permission, for anything that said she wanted this too.

Her breath hitched, a small, shy smile tugging at her lips. “You’re not freaked out?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Freaked out? No. Turned on? Fuck yes.” He reached out, hesitating just before his fingers brushed her thigh. “Can I touch it?”

Beth nodded, her eyes darkening with lust. “Please,” she whispered, and that was all the invitation he needed.

Dave’s hand wrapped around the base of her cock, marveling at the heat, the weight, the way it pulsed under his grip. It was so different from touching himself—harder, thicker, the skin slick with her precum. He gave an experimental stroke, watching her face for a reaction, and was rewarded with a sharp gasp, her hips jerking up into his hand.

“Oh fuck, Dave,” she moaned, her head falling back against the pillows. “That feels so good. Don’t stop.”

He didn’t intend to. He tightened his grip, stroking her slowly at first, then faster as her moans grew louder, more desperate. The sight of her cock in his hand, the way it glistened with every upstroke, the way her balls tightened with each movement—it was driving him insane. His own cock was leaking steadily now, the wet spot on his pants growing, but he didn’t care. All he cared about was making her feel good, seeing her lose control.

“Goddamn, babe, you’re so fucking hard,” he growled, his voice thick with arousal. “Look at this big, beautiful cock. I can’t believe it’s yours. I can’t believe I get to touch it. You’re gonna cum for me, aren’t you? Gonna shoot that hot load all over me?”

Beth whimpered, her hands fisting the sheets as her hips bucked into his strokes. “Yes, fuck, yes, I’m so close,” she panted, her voice breaking. “Keep talking like that. Tell me how much you want it.”

“I want it so fucking bad,” Dave rasped, leaning closer, his face inches from her cock now. He could smell her arousal, musky and sweet, and it made his head spin. “I want to see you explode, Beth. I want to feel your cum on my skin, taste it on my lips. Cum for me, babe. Let me have it.”

That did it. With a strangled cry, Beth’s body tensed, her cock twitching violently in his hand as thick, hot ropes of cum shot out, splattering across his shirt, his chest, and—fuck—his face. The warmth of it, the sheer volume, shocked him, but he didn’t pull away. He kept stroking, milking every last drop, reveling in the way it coated him, the sweet, salty taste as a stray spurt hit his lips. He licked it off instinctively, groaning at the flavor, at the intimacy of it all.

Beth collapsed back onto the bed, chest heaving, her cock softening slightly in his hand but still impressively large. “Holy shit,” she breathed, staring at him with wide, glassy eyes. “That was… I’ve never cum like that before. Ever.”

Dave grinned, wiping a hand across his face, smearing her cum further rather than cleaning it off. “Good,” he said, his voice rough. “Because I’m not done with you yet. But fuck, Beth, that was hot. You’re hot. This—” He gestured to her cock, still glistening with the aftermath. “—is hot.”

She laughed weakly, a mix of relief and lingering embarrassment in her expression. “I’m glad you think so. I was so scared you’d hate it, or hate me for… for changing like this.”

“Hate you?” Dave crawled onto the bed beside her, pulling her into his arms, not caring that his shirt was soaked or that they were both a mess. “I love you. All of you. This doesn’t change that. If anything, it makes me want you more.”

Beth nestled into his chest, her breathing slowing as the afterglow settled over them. “Thank you,” she murmured, her voice soft. “I don’t know what’s happening to me, but… I’m glad you’re here for it.”

They lay there for a long moment, the room quiet except for the distant hum of the neighborhood outside. Dave’s mind was still reeling, a thousand questions bubbling up now that the heat of the moment had passed. How had this happened? Was it permanent? Was she okay? But before he could voice any of them, something caught his eye—a faint blue shimmer on Beth’s shoulder, just under the strap of her tank top. It was subtle, almost imperceptible, like a trick of the fading light, but it sent a shiver down his spine. He blinked, and it was gone, leaving him to wonder if he’d imagined it.

“You okay?” Beth asked, noticing his sudden stillness.

“Yeah,” he said quickly, shaking off the unease. “Just… thinking about how lucky I am.” He kissed the top of her head, pushing the strange shimmer to the back of his mind. It was probably nothing. Just his imagination playing tricks after the intensity of what they’d just done.

But as they lay there, tangled together in the aftermath of their shared discovery, Dave couldn’t shake the feeling that there was more to this than either of them knew. Beth had mentioned it “coming back at school,” hadn’t she? Two days ago, at the high school where she taught biology. Had something happened there? Something that triggered this impossible change?

For now, though, he focused on the warmth of her body against his, the steady rise and fall of her chest, the lingering scent of her cum on his skin. Whatever this was, whatever had caused it, they’d face it together. And if he was honest with himself, he was more than a little excited to see where this new side of Beth would take them.

As the last rays of sunlight dipped below the horizon, casting the room in shadow, Dave held her a little tighter, unaware of the unseen mark that had already begun to weave its mystery into their lives. The blue shimmer might have been dismissed for now, but it was only the beginning—a quiet herald of forces far beyond their understanding, waiting to unfold in the days to come.

But for tonight, it was just them, wrapped in each other’s arms, reveling in the raw, uncharted territory of their love. Dave’s mind drifted back to the feel of her cock in his hand, the taste of her on his tongue, and he felt a fresh stir of arousal. “Round two?” he murmured into her hair, half-joking, half-hoping.

Beth chuckled, a low, sultry sound that sent a thrill through him. “Give me a minute to recover, stud,” she teased, her hand sliding down to rest on his thigh, dangerously close to the bulge in his pants. “But yeah. Round two. And maybe three. I’ve got a lot of catching up to do with this thing.”

Dave grinned, his heart racing with anticipation. Whatever came next, he was ready for it. Ready for her. All of her. And as they lay there, the world outside fading into irrelevance, he knew one thing for certain: their marriage had just taken a turn into territory neither of them could have predicted—but he wouldn’t have it any other way.








  
  

Chapter two

A New Dynamic




The weekend arrived with a quiet intensity, the world outside Dave and Beth’s suburban home fading into a distant hum as they barricaded themselves within their private sanctuary. It was Saturday morning, the curtains drawn tight in their bedroom, casting the space in a dim, intimate glow. The air was thick with the lingering scent of their Friday night escapades, a mix of sweat, sex, and something uniquely Beth—a musky sweetness that clung to the sheets and Dave’s skin. They’d canceled brunch plans with friends, citing a vague “family emergency,” unwilling to share the truth of Beth’s transformation with anyone just yet. This weekend was theirs, a cocoon of discovery and desire, as they navigated the uncharted waters of her new body and their evolving relationship. 







