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Chapter I

The lamp on the left was still on.

That was the first thing Nathan saw — the warm light against the ceiling, the same ceiling, the same room — before everything started coming back to him about last night and what he and his wife of eight years have agreed to. As it all slowly sunk in, he realised that Tiffany's side of the bed was empty. It was still faintly warm. The indent of her still in the pillow. He could hear her breathing from the chair near the window, the particular quality of it that meant she'd been awake for a while and had no intention of going back.

He turned his head.

She was sitting with her knees pulled up, phone screen lit, the early grey of the morning behind her through the curtains. Still in his oversized shirt she'd slept in. Hair loose. She hadn't looked up.

He watched her for a moment.

"Hey, how long have you been awake?" he said.

"Hey… A while."

Her thumb moved on the screen. He watched it move.

He knew before he asked. She wasn't restless — she was locked in, the way she got when something had her full attention and the rest of the world was background noise. She was somewhere else in her head and her body was just sitting in their bedroom as a formality.

He pushed the covers back and crossed to her. She tilted the phone without being asked, and he sat on the window nook beside her and looked at the screen.

Marcus had replied at 11.43 pm last night. Nathan had been asleep by eleven. Tiffany, apparently, had not.

They were following each other now. He saw that first — the mutual follow, the small fact of it, Marcus's profile picture in the corner of the thread. A gym shot. Of course.

He read the messages.

They were not what he'd expected. No mention of the arrangement. Nothing explicit. Just plain old conversation. Easy, borderline flirty, the kind of exchange that had an undercurrent both the recipients knew there was, the kind where nothing was said and everything was implied. Saw you at the gym a few times. Hard not to.  Then hers back, composed as ever, giving him just enough. Then his again.

Nathan read through the thread twice.

His cock was hard by the second read-through. He hadn't fully processed that it would feel like this… seeing another man’s name — who she was going to fuck someday — in his wife’s DM’s, the ease of it, the way Marcus wrote like a man who already knew where things were going and wasn't in any hurry because he didn't need to be.

"I don’t think he’s slept," Tiffany said. Her thumb moved. "We chatted until 2 last night, and this’s been going back and forth for about an hour again this morning."

Nathan looked at her face. The lamplight catching the line of her jaw, her porcelain skin, her eyes on the screen, not a flicker. His wife, texting another man in their bedroom while he slept four feet away.

"Okay," he said. His voice came out even. He was surprised it came out even.

She glanced at him then. Just briefly. The corner of her mouth moved — not quite a smile, something more precise than that.

"You're very hard for someone who's okay," she said looking down at his crotch and then back up.

He didn't answer that.

She looked back at her phone.

She didn't ask. She didn't need to ask — she'd known the moment he sat down beside her, known from the specific quality of his breathing and the way he'd read the messages twice without saying anything. She just stood from the window seat, crossed to the bed, and settled back against the headboard with her knees up and the phone still in her hand. She looked at him with that particular expression. Patient. Certain. The one that meant she'd already decided and was giving him the small courtesy of feeling like he'd chosen it himself.

"You want to keep reading babe?" she asked.

"Yeah."

"Then come here," she said, "and keep your mouth useful while I finish this conversation."

She felt it the moment the words were out — a half-second of wondering if she'd pushed too far, too fast, if she'd read him wrong. She kept her eyes on the phone. Didn't take it back.

Nathan sat there for a moment. He'd never heard her say anything like that before. Not like that… that particular combination of casual and exact, like she'd already decided what he was for. Something in him paused. He felt it… that beat of hesitation, the part of him that knew exactly what this was and what it made him and was going to do it anyway. He tried to rationalise: I could say something. I could ask a question. I could make a joke and reset the whole temperature of the room.

Yet, he simply got up and moved to the bed.

She let out a breath she hadn't realised she'd been holding when he finally moved. Something settled in her chest. Something that felt a lot like yes. Her eyes moved to him from the phone, she gave him a smile as she opened her legs as he settled between them. She took her focus back to the conversation at hand.

He pushed the shirt up, she wasn’t wearing any panties, he immediately put his mouth on her and she was already wet… and she was not slightly wet, not building towards it, she was already fully there, she had been there, she probably had been like this since Marcus's first reply last night, his cock pressed hard against the inside of his boxers as he thought about that and he instantly stopped trying to think about any of it clearly.

"He just sent another one," she said bringing him back from inside his head. Her voice was flat. She might have been reading a grocery list. "He says—" she paused, and he felt her hips shift against his mouth, "— you've got a great smile. Noticed it before you noticed me noticing. "

Nathan pressed in. Her hand came down to the back of his head, fingers loose in his hair. The pressure of her hand said enough.

"I'm going to tell him—" she started typing, her hips rolling just slightly into his mouth without her seeming to notice. Then his tongue pushed deeper and she lost the thread entirely — her thighs closed around his head, phone dropping to her chest, before she caught herself and opened them again. "— you've got a good eye. Most people don't pay attention. "

He heard the tap and the swoosh of her sending that message, his mouth never leaving her.

"He's typing," she said, her voice excited, although he couldn't tell if it was because of Marcus or his mouth.

He felt her tighten around him and half knew now it had nothing to do with what he was doing.

He was the physical current running underneath a conversation she was having with someone else, and the idea of that — what he was to her right now, in this moment, between his wife's legs on their own bed — hit him somewhere below rational thought. But through all of this, her hand never left the back of his head. She was still holding him.

He worked harder. She made a small sound, it was the first one since he’d begun, and it was low and controlled, she then pulled it back.

"He says—" she stopped. Read it. He felt her stomach and her pussy walls tighten. " I pay attention to things worth paying attention to. You're at the top of that list. "

Her hand pressed harder down on the back of his head.

"Keep going baby," she said. To Nathan. Or to the conversation. He wasn't entirely sure it mattered.

She typed back. He didn't stop. The phone lit up again and she read it and something changed in her breathing — a catch, brief, swallowed before it became anything.

"Careful," she said, more to herself than to him. "He's—" she paused, reading, and her hips pushed forward against his mouth. "He's so good at this."

Nathan thought: he's twenty-two years old and he's already good at this.  His cock by now was so hard it was pushing upward against his boxers and he was face-deep in his wife's pussy while she read another man's words out loud, her thighs warm against his ears and her hand holding him exactly where she wanted him, and there was nothing — not one thing in him — that wanted to be anywhere else.

The phone lit up one more time. She read it and this time she didn't pull anything back — her hips rolled hard against his mouth and she grabbed the back of his head with both hands, phone forgotten, pressing his face into her. Her breath came out in a rush, then broke completely.

"Oh god — there  — fuck, Nathan—"

She came with her back arched off the headboard, his name torn out of her alongside something that wasn't a word at all, her thighs locked around his head and her whole body shaking through it.

Then she was still. Both hands now in his hair. Phone face-down somewhere in the sheets.

He stayed where he was until she lifted his head with one hand, the other fetching the phone screen-up.

She looked at him. Flushed across the cheekbones — the morning light catching it. Her breathing not quite back. She showed her husband the screen.

"He just asked," she said as Nathan read, "when he can see me in person."

He was on his knees between her thighs, hard and untouched, her taste still on his mouth, and somewhere on that phone screen Marcus was waiting for an answer.

"Soon," he said.

She smiled. Looked back at the screen.

Her thumb moved.


Chapter II

She wore the coral gym kit she rarely wore — high-waist leggings that held everything exactly as intended, a cropped sports bra, blonde hair up. It had sat at the back of her drawer for months cause of the way it fitted, what it did to her figure, the attention it pulled, and she'd chosen it the night before. The first time she'd ever prepared for the gym like this.

The gym was twenty minutes from the house. She went three times a week and had for two years, which meant she knew every face in the free weights section, every regular, every machine in its place. She was not a woman who got flustered in familiar environments.

And yet she was flustered pulling into the car park today.

Not visibly. Nothing on her face. But her pussy had been wet since she left the house. She'd rehearsed this. She hadn't rehearsed how real it would feel — and that was when she understood that it already was, whether she was ready for it or not.

She couldn't remember the last time she'd felt like this pulling into a car park. Like something was about to happen that she'd chosen and wanted and was slightly afraid of in exactly the right way. She'd felt it before Nathan, back when she was the kind of woman who walked into rooms and took them — before eight years of a good marriage had made her safe, which she loved, which she would not trade, and which had apparently been quietly starving some other part of her she hadn't known was still there.

Then she got out, because Tiffany did not sit in car parks working herself up over things she'd already decided to do.

He was there. She saw him the moment she came through the doors — not because she was looking, but because he was hard not to see. Six-four, broad across the shoulders, pulling a cable row with the easy, controlled focus of someone who'd been doing this since he was allowed legally inside a gym. Black gym shorts, white vest, dark skin already sweated. He hadn't seen her yet.

She went to her locker, put her bag away, and took a breath that she did not need to take.

Then she walked onto the floor.

***

He noticed her on her second set.

She was at the cable machine, lat pulldown, and she felt the moment his attention moved to her — her skin told her before she looked up. She kept her eyes forward. Did her reps. Set the weight back.

He was at the rack beside her by the time she stood.

"Good form," he said.

She turned. Close — closer than she'd clocked him being. He was smiling, that easy smile she'd seen in the DMs all morning, and he was even bigger up close than he'd looked across the gym floor. His hand was on the rack beside her, not touching her, but the space between his arm and her shoulder was not large.

"Thanks," she said. Her voice came out composed. She was proud of that.

"You've been coming here a while," he remarked.

"Yeah, for about two years."

"Ah! I’ve been here for about a year," He reached past her to adjust the pin on the cable stack — close enough that she caught the smell of him, warm and clean inspite of how drenched in sweat he was — and reset the weight higher. "And I saw you before you saw me."

That hit her pussy straight, while putting images in her head. She let none of it reach her face. "Is that so?"

"That's so." He smiled and stepped to the cable, took the bar. "You staying long today?"

"An hour more, maybe. Cardio’s on the plan for today" — the double entendre was completely unplanned on her part.

He nodded with a smile. His eyes moved to the cable, and then back to her, briefly, with that same quality she'd read in his texts — unhurried, already knowing. "Good. I'll see you in an hour, then."

He started his set. She walked to the treadmill.

Her heart was going at a pace that had nothing to do with cardio.

They didn't stay near each other for the bulk of it. That was by some mutual, unspoken agreement — or she arranged it that way and he let her, which amounted to the same thing. She was on the treadmill, then the mat, then dumbbell curls at the rack, and he moved through the free weights section with that same unhurried, physical certainty, and three times she looked up and found him already looking.

Each time she held it a second longer. Each time he didn't look away first.

By the hour end she was warm in ways the workout was only partially responsible for. The leggings were doing exactly what leggings were supposed to do and she knew — had known this last night when she picked them — what she'd look like from behind on that treadmill. She was not above that. She owned it. This outfit hugging her ass just right from behind, his eyes on her from across the floor — she could feel them — and the fact that she was showing off for a man who wasn't Nathan. And for the first time in eight years, she didn't want to stop.

Men had always looked. She'd known that since before she knew what to do with it, and she'd made her peace with it a long time ago — clock it, most men would instantly deflect, and then she'd move on. That was the system. What she hadn't done in eight years, not once, was let that system break down. Let another man’s eyes mean something. She was letting it now. She noticed that about herself the way you notice a door you've walked past every day all your life is suddenly open.

He came up beside her on the mat when she was stretching. Sat down, started his own cooldown, close enough to talk.

"You're really good at this," he said.

"The gym?"

"Naah, I mean yeah you are good at the gym, but I was talking about how good you planned this morning… You did it, didn't you?" one eyebrow up, the corner of his lip with it

She looked at him. "Is it that obvious?"

"Only because it worked." he smiled, all of it this time…

She held his gaze for a moment. Then she went back to her stretch. "There's a smoothie place next door."

"I know it," he said.

"I'm going after this."

A pause. She didn't fill it.

"Mind if I join you?" he said.

She looked back at him. "I was hoping you'd ask."

***

The place was small — six tables, a counter, the smell of protein powder and overripe banana. They took the table in the back corner, away from the window. He bought both drinks without asking, set hers down, and sat across from her. She noticed the size of his hands when he picked up the cup. She quickly stopped herself from letting her imagination run amok.

"So," he said.

"So," she said.

He leaned back in his chair, relaxed, forearms on the armrests. He wore his body like it cost him nothing to have it. "University?" she asked.

"Yeah… Final year. Engineering."

"Football scholarship I presume?" she asked letting her eyes wander all over him,

He tilted his head. "Look’s like someone’s done her research." he smiled once again…

"Wasn’t too hard, your instagram's public." she returned his smile.

He laughed — real, short, genuinely amused. "Fair. Yeah. On the football scholarship for four years. I graduate this June."

"What then?"

"Grad program, probably. Or I take the offer on the table and defer."

"From?"

"Can't say yet..." He smiled. "Soon though." he winked.

She held her cup. "Twenty-two years old with an offer on the table. Hmmm"

"Is that surprising?"

She looked at him. At the line of his jaw, the steadiness of his eyes. He was twenty-two the way some men were forty — not in a way that erased his age, but in a way that made it feel beside the point. "No," she said. "Not really."

He picked up his drink. "Your turn. What do you do?"

"Interior architecture. Residential, mostly. High-end."

"You run your own firm?"

"I’m a partner. For about seven years now."

He nodded slowly, taking it in. "And your husband?" he asked, pointing at her finger with his eyes,

Something moved in her chest when she followed his eyes to her finger, her ring, the diamond glinting from the overhead light… it was not discomfort that she felt, it was something else. Something warmer and lower than that. "Nathan… He’s in finance, now runs his own fund." she answered.

"You've been married—"

"For eight years."

"Happy?!"

She looked at him. The question was direct, no smirk behind it, no performance of asking something provocative. He actually wanted to know.

"Yes," she said. "Very." she smiled,

"That's what I thought."

"Why?"

"Because of the way you talk about him," Marcus said. "Even in the texts. I understand he's not background. He's the whole thing."

She set down her cup. "Then you understand what this is…?"

"Tell me anyway."

She'd rehearsed this. Not the words exactly — more on the big picture of it, the temperature. How to say it so it came out the way she needed it to come out. She looked at him steadily.

"I love my husband. He’s the man I want to see the minute I wake up and he’s the man I want to see before I close my eyes at night. This isn't about something missing. It's about something we both want — him because watching me is something that does things to him that we both like, and me because—" she paused, just briefly, "—because I want this. The experience. With someone worth having it with..."

He didn't react with surprise. She'd been watching for it. He just looked at her with that same level of attention, jaw easy, eyes on her face. "And the humiliation part that’s common with a dynamic like this," he said. "The degradation angle. That ain’t your thing."

"No." She said it clearly. "Not at all. He's not there to be belittled. Neither am I."

"So you're a hotwife couple…"

She looked at him. "What's the distinction?"

"Cuckold," he started, lowering his voice, "is about the husband's humiliation being part of the whole thing. The shame is the point. A hotwife is different — she explores, he watches, there's no degradation in it. The turn-on for him is her pleasure and her freedom. Her enjoying herself is the whole point."

She absorbed that. Almost a year of her and Nathan circling the thing without a clean name for it, and here was a twenty-two-year-old across a plastic table handing it to her in one sentence like it was nothing. Something clicked. She was slightly thrown by how fast he'd gotten there, and quietly delighted by it. "Yes," she said. "That's exactly what we are."

He nodded. "Then yeah." He leaned forward, both forearms on the table now, and the space between them closed off even further. "I'd be a lucky man to give someone as fine as you that experience, Tiffany."

Her name in his mouth. The way he said it — not flattery, not performance. Just like a fact, stated cleanly, with his eyes on hers.

Her pussy was soaked and her nipples were both hard. She was aware of it, sitting across from him, holding a cup

"I'll talk to my husband," she said.

"Of course." He leaned back again. The smile returned — easy, warm, genuinely pleased. "I'll look forward to hearing from you."

Her husband was right there on time. The front door chimed as he opened it and immediately found his wife sitting in the corner table with the young man she was going to let fuck her — hopefully her brains out.

She'd timed it. Nathan had texted when he was five minutes away amidst her conversation about the whole thing with Marcus, and she'd angled her chair slightly so she'd see the door first, so she could clock Nathan's entrance before Marcus did and watch both of them land in the same room. This was hers too. She owned that.

Nathan stood across the small shop in jeans and a grey button-down, sleeves rolled, hair slightly unruly, that sharp jaw and the particular set of his mouth that meant he was doing his best to look easy about something. He was doing a convincing job. She loved how brave her sweet man was.

She raised a hand. He crossed to the table.

Marcus stood as he approached. He was a full five inches taller than Nathan, broader across everything, and he extended a hand that Nathan took and shook without hesitation.

"Marcus," she said, "this is my husband Nathan."

"Good to meet you Nathan," Marcus said.

"You too," Nathan said. His voice was even.

She watched them look at each other for the half-second that mattered — two men who knew exactly what the context was, performing normal social interaction on top of it, both doing it well. Nathan pulled out a chair. Marcus sat back down.

"Tiff's been talking about the gym for a while," Nathan said, a slight smile. "Good to put a face to it."

"She works hard," Marcus said looking at Tiffany. "Discipline shows."

And then he turned to Nathan. "You've got a good one."

It was nothing. It was completely appropriate. She watched Nathan's jaw move fractionally and felt herself get turned on more than she already was.

She put her hand over Nathan's on the table. "I was just telling Marcus I'd have to talk to you." She looked at Marcus. "We'll be in touch soon to arrange a date. For the date ."

"Looking forward to it," Marcus said. His eyes moved from her to Nathan and back.

They all got up from the table right in time as the next wave of exhausted batch from the gym walked into the shop

As the three bid their goodbyes, Marcus reached out, took her hand, not for a handshake like she'd expected, instead he lifted it, brought it close to his mouth and pressed his lips atop it.

And he was smooth about it. His eyes stayed on her face the whole way.

"Until then," he said.

Her whole body responded to it instantly — a clench, a rush, the seam of the leggings suddenly very present. She fought to keep everything off her face. She smiled back, clean and composed, and turned with Nathan toward the door.

Nathan's hand found the small of her back as they walked out.

She was going to need her hubby the moment they got home.


Chapter III

They were barely through the door.

She had her back against the hallway wall before she'd finished turning around, Nathan's mouth already on her neck, his hands on her hips, and she grabbed two fistfuls of his shirt and pulled. The drive home had been twelve minutes of not touching, both of them pretending to be normal, Tiffany with her hand on the centre console close to his and the coral leggings doing what they'd been designed to do, and Nathan had white-knuckled the gear shift the entire way and said nothing because there wasn't a word for what was happening in his body.

"Bedroom," she said. Her voice was gone — stripped of every pretense.

He walked her backwards down the hall with his mouth still on her neck, both of them getting hands on clothing as they went, her sports bra in the hall, his button-down in the doorway, her leggings shoved down and off before she even hit the bed. She was soaked. He knew it and she knew he knew it, had known it since before the car park, she had been wet even before Marcus pressed his mouth to the back of her hand and held her eyes and said until then, like it was the beginning of a sentence he was in no hurry to finish.

Nathan got over her on the bed and felt the heat of her skin against his and didn't push the thought of Marcus away, because this — her, wet and on the edge and arching into him — this was the thing, and whatever had gotten them here was part of it now.

She reached down and wrapped her hand around his throbbing cock.

"This," she said against his ear as she stroked him once, "has been like this the entire drive home."

"Yeah." He pushed against her hand for more.

"You were thinking about it." Her grip tightened. It wasn’t a question.

"I've been thinking about it since I spotted you two at that table."

She made a sound that wasn't a word and pulled him into her ready and wet pussy.

He pushed in and she said fuck  under her breath and hooked her leg over the back of his and he was all the way in — not a lot of him, but all of it — and they both just held that for a second. No movement. Just her wet-heat around him and her breath against his jaw — and he felt it, the fit of her. He thought about Marcus's hands. The size of them. The way he'd lifted her hand to his mouth like he already knew how this was going to go. Nathan was buried inside his wife thinking about all of it — and she was thinking about it too. He knew her face.

He started moving. She met him.

"What were you thinking," she said between moans, "when he kissed my hand?"

Nathan thrust into her slow and deep and she sucked in air. "I was thinking about how big he was. How much bigger." She clenched around him. He kept going. "About how it's going to look."

"God—" she turned her face against his neck, "—don't stop."

"Watching his hands on you." Another thrust. "The size of them."

She grabbed his ass with both hands and pulled him in deeper and started rolling her hips to meet him, and they found the rhythm, fast and direct, not tender today.

Nathan fucked her the way he did when they were both past manners. Her nails on his back. Her hips lifting into every push. Her mouth latched against his neck, kissing and sucking him.

"Say it," she said as she moved her lips from his neck to his ear.

"Say what?"

"What you keep almost saying."

He pushed in harder and she made a sound that wasn't controlled and he said it, right against her neck, low: "I want to watch him fuck your brains out."

She said oh and her hips jerked up and she grabbed the back of his neck. "Tell me more."

"I want to sit there and watch him put his hands on you." He kept the pace even, grinding into her. "Watch you respond to him." He felt her clench. "Watch his face when he feels you."

"Nathan—" She was gone, fully gone now, all composure burned off.

"I want to see it." His forehead against her temple, both of them working. "Every bit of it."

"You're going to." Her hand in his hair. "Every bit. I promise you."

"You're thinking about when?" Her voice came out wrecked.

"Yeah."

"Me too." She turned her head and bit his shoulder and he drove harder and her whole body pitched forward with it and she said oh there, right there, stay — and he stayed there, working into the same spot, feeling her lock up around him, feeling the specific grip of her and the catch in her breath that meant she was seconds away. He stayed and stayed until she clenched up completely and went silent and then broke apart underneath him, her pussy locked around him and her mouth on his shoulder and the full-body shake she never had on purpose, always something that got away from her, and he followed her over with his face in her hair and came hard and kept moving through the end of it until there was nothing left.

They lay there afterward. Snuggled together, still completely naked and trying to catch their breath.

"Do you think we should do it this Friday?" he asked.

She turned to look at her husband. "I think so too… You're really sure about this?"

"Yeah. We've been talking about it for too long. I feel like this is the right moment to actually jump in."

She gave him a full-mouthed kiss and then reached for her phone, which was on the floor from the haste they'd both been in fifteen minutes ago. He watched her thumb move and knew what she was doing.

"I'm texting him," she said. "About Friday."

"Yeah." He was still catching his breath.

She typed. He watched the ceiling. Marcus replied almost instantly. She read whatever came back and something in her face shifted — not much, just the corner of her mouth.

"He wants to know the plan."

"I'll book a table somewhere nice in the city," Nathan said. "The three of us. Then the hotel after. I'll get us a suite."

She looked at him and reached out her hand. "So we're 'doing' doing this."

"We are." He took hers and gave it a squeeze.

She held his eyes for a second, then looked back at the phone and typed with one hand. He watched her face while she waited for the reply — composed, a little flushed still, the particular stillness she had when she was trying not to show that she was turned on. The phone pinged.

She read it. Her mouth opened slightly.

"He says he can't wait." She turned the screen toward Nathan. "And he sent this."

There was a picture in her inbox.

Marcus. Topless, sitting somewhere that wasn't this room, the broad line of his shoulders taking up the frame, the defined black skin of his chest and stomach lit by whatever light was near him. His hand around himself through the grey joggers, the cotton pulled taut — thick and long even half-hard, and his large hand was not covering half of it.

Nathan read the caption. Counting the days.

He'd just come and he was already hard again despite still being sensitive. The picture was a statement, not a question. Marcus was twenty-two years old and had sent it to his thirty-two-year-old wife with complete ease, and he knew for sure Tiffany's pussy had clenched the moment she showed him the phone. Three more days felt like a long time. He watched her face while she looked at the picture — her mouth open, the flush moving up her throat — and the look in her eyes wasn't the one she usually gave him. It was something else. Something he was going to be sitting across from at dinner on Friday.

"Oh," she said. One word. Everything in it.

She was still looking at the picture.

She was already turned on again — the picture had done it in about ten seconds flat. She knew he needed more time. She reached for the nightstand drawer without even thinking about it, the vibrator they kept there for exactly this, for when he was spent and she wasn't done.

Nathan's hand caught her wrist.

She looked at him. "Nathan—"

"I've got you," he said.

He watched it move through her face — the quick calculation, the read of him, and then the decision. She let her hand drop. Lay back.

The only thing she hadn't planned was this. Him stopping her hand. She hadn't written this part into the rehearsal. He could see it in her face.

He went down on her.

He'd just come inside her and he put his mouth on her and he didn't think about it at all, just the heat of her, the taste of her, the specific wet of her now — his own come and hers mixed together — and she made a sound above him that she couldn't contain and grabbed the back of his head.

"Nathan—"

He pressed in. She grabbed harder.

She was swollen, sensitive, twitching at the first touch, and he went soft at first, learning what was too much and what was just right, and she was already working her hips against him before he'd found any kind of rhythm because her body wasn't interested in patience anymore.

"Baby don't stop," she said. "I mean it. Don't stop."

He didn't.

He ate her out with everything he had, slow then fast then slow again, staying on the rhythm that was working, her body moving against his face without her trying to direct it, and he tasted himself in her and just let it be what it was — her above him and her hands in his hair and the week distilled into this.

Her voice went high and then cut off completely and she said his name twice and the third time it broke apart and she was gone, her whole body in it, her thighs clamped around him and her pussy on his tongue and the full weight of both rounds and the picture and the week crashing through at once.

He kissed the inside of her thigh. She laughed — short, surprised, completely undone.

He came up beside her. She curled against him and gave him a wet kiss, tasting herself on his mouth, then her face settled against his neck, her hand on his chest.

"He looks—" she said.

"Yeah," he said. "He does."

Outside the window the sun was going high. They'd just fucked like bunnies in the middle of the morning on a Tuesday — they thanked god they didn't work for others. His cock was half-hard against her thigh and he wasn't going to do anything about it, just lay here with his wife who was going to let another man fuck her on Friday, who was warm and bare against him, whose hair smelled the same as it always had.

He put his mouth against the top of her head and held it there.

She reached across him, picked up her phone, and her thumb moved. He watched the ceiling and listened to her breathe.

The phone lit up.

She made a small, satisfied sound.

Three more days.


Chapter IV

They checked in at seven-fifteen at the Hilton.

Their suite was on the fourteenth floor — his choice, and he'd chosen well. Wide windows, city pulling its lights on below them, a king bed with the turned-down corners that made everything feel like a stage. The bathroom was marble. The minibar was stocked. There was a corner chair near the window that he hadn't consciously noticed until Tiffany walked past it and he thought: that's where I'm going to be sitting tonight  Then he put that thought back in its drawer.

"This’s really nice," she said. She dropped her bag on the bed and turned a slow circle, taking stock the way she always did in new rooms — looking at the wallpapers, the furniture, light sources, and what the mirrors showed. Then she went to the window and looked out… he stood in the middle of the room and watched her back.

She'd done her hair on the way over. It was up. He hadn't seen it go up — she'd done it in the passenger seat without a mirror, instinct and muscle memory, and it sat at the back of her neck in a low loose arrangement that looked like it had taken twenty seconds and cost him a significant amount of self-control to look at while he drove.

"I'm going to shower first," she said, not turning from the window. "Give me forty minutes."

"You want help in there?" he smiled,

She turned then. Whatever she saw in his face made her mouth move. "Stop looking at me like that or we'll never leave."

He opened his mouth.

"Forty minutes," she said again with a full smile as she took her bag into the ensuite and closed the door.

He sat on the edge of the bed and listened to the shower come on and tried to think about whether he'd confirmed the reservation and whether the parking validated and approximately anything else. He was hard. He had been intermittently hard for most of the day — waking up that morning with the specific knowledge that today was Friday had done it, the alarm going off and the day landing on him all at once, and his body had simply decided how it felt about that.

He changed. Jeans. A white button-down, the good one. Rolled the sleeves. Sat in the corner chair and looked at the city and didn't think about the corner chair.

The shower cut off somewhere around the twenty-minute mark. He heard the particular sounds of Tiffany doing her makeup — the small movements, the drawer, the specific quality of quiet that meant full concentration — and sat with his forearms on his knees and let the city do whatever it was doing outside the glass.

The ensuite door opened.

She came out in the towel first, her face already made up, she glowed, and she looked fantastic, she’d done her makeup to be minimal but the way her eyes looked and how plump her glossed lips were, all the forty minutes of him trying to calm his cock down had gone to vain in a few seconds… she was moving to her bag on the bed, and he moved to the chair because he was going to behave.

She picked up the dress from her overnight and laid it out.

He'd seen it once, on the hanger, in the bag she'd shown him yesterday with that look on her face, she’d gone out to shop for tonight specially. On the hanger it was beautiful. Dusty rose satin, the colour of something you couldn't quite name, draped and light. On the hanger it was a dress. But—

She stepped in front of the full-sized mirror in the room, bringing him once again back to the present. She could see Nathan in the reflection, while holding his eyes in hers, she dropped the towel.

He'd seen her naked ten thousand times. That didn't help him at all right now. She was standing at the foot of the bed with her makeup done and her hair up and absolutely nothing else — and the contrast of it hit him somewhere new. Face perfect. Lips glossed. Eyes done. Every careful inch of the woman she was going to be tonight — and underneath it, bare. Her full perky breasts, the weight of them, her nipples already tight from the cool air of the room, and more. The flat of her stomach. The curve of her hips. The neat, trimmed strip of blonde above her pussy, the inner line of her thighs. All of it lit by the moody lighting of the room and the city glow coming through the glass.

She wasn't performing it. That was the thing. She was just standing there, about to get herself ready for another man, and he was sitting in the corner chair with his cock pressing hard against his jeans trying to remember how to be a normal person.

She pulled out the thong from her bag.

Tiny. Barely a scrap of nude satin — a triangle that covered her pussy and two strings that had no business being called a waistband. She stepped into it and drew it up her legs slowly, the strings settling at her hips, and he got the back view without asking for it — the string disappearing completely between her cheeks, her ass bare and full and tight, the satin doing absolutely nothing back there except proving it existed when it popped out at the top, joining with the waistband. She slid both hands down the front of her hips and ran her thumbs along the inside of the strings, settling them, and then one hand pressed flat against the satin between her legs — just for a second, adjusting — his jaw tightened at the sight of her hand moving in the mirror and her eyes were still on his reflection and she knew exactly what she was doing to him. His cock was fully, painfully hard. He gripped the arm of the chair and kept his mouth shut.

Then she picked up the dress.

She stepped into it and drew it up her body in one slow pull — the satin moving over her legs, her hips, and then she was lifting it over her chest and settling the cowl neck into place, the straps onto her bare shoulders. No bra. The satin fell directly against her breasts, draping across them, her nipples pressing against the fabric just enough to show. The ruched side pulled tight at her hip. The asymmetric split opened from mid-thigh — the line of her bare leg appearing and disappearing as she shifted her weight. And her back, from the neck down, was completely open — nothing but two thin straps, the string of the thong just visible above the dress's low rear, and the long bare line of her spine catching the lamplight.

She reached back and adjusted a strap. Looked at herself in the mirror. Not with vanity — with the flat, satisfied assessment of a woman who knew exactly what the next few hours were going to look like.

Then she looked at his reflection.

He hadn't moved. He was sitting in the corner chair with both hands still on his thighs and he was hard enough that it was a problem and she hadn't looked at him yet.

She bent down to step into the heels and the dress rode up at the back — the split opening, the satin pulling across her ass, and he got a full unobstructed second of exactly that. The thong string. The curve of both cheeks. The dress doing nothing to hide any of it. He breathed out through his nose and said nothing.

She buckled the second strap and straightened up.

Her go-to pair of classic pointed pumps, a set of Nude Louboutins — the red sole catching the lamplight as she shifted her weight, the heel adding four inches that changed everything. Her legs went from long to endless — the lotion she'd put on after the shower catching the light, her calves and thighs sculpted and gleaming, the asymmetric split showing one leg nearly to the hip. She looked like sex. Not the suggestion of it, not the promise of it — the thing itself, standing in front of a mirror in a hotel room in a dusty rose dress with no bra and a barely-there thong and four inch heels and a face that could stop a room cold. His wife. Who was about to walk into a restaurant holding his hands, her diamond wedding ring still on her finger, and then would sit across from a twenty-two year old who already knew what was at the end of the evening.

She looked at him once again in the mirror.

He said nothing. He had nothing. He was eight years married to this woman and he had completely run out of language.

"Nathan!"

"Yeah."

"You have to stop looking at me like that, babe." She said it level, but her mouth was doing the thing — almost not a smile, something more precise. "We have a reservation."

"I know."

"He's meeting us at nine," a playful lull in her voice.

"I know."

She held his eyes in the mirror. "Then pull yourself together, darling." She turned and picked up her clutch — small, white, pearl-finished — and he stood from the chair because his legs apparently still worked.

She turned to face him fully. The dress moved with her. He looked at her and thought: Marcus is going to look at her tonight. He's going to see this. He's going to watch her sit across a table in this dress, and he's going to want to fuck her right there at the table.

And the other thought running in parallel was: and I'm going to be sitting right there if he does.

Both of those things were equally true and he could not have told anyone which one was working harder on him.

"You look—" he started.

"I know," she blushed. It wasn't arrogance. It was just fact.

He crossed to her. Stood close enough that she tilted her head up to look at him. He reached out and touched the bare skin of her shoulder — just his thumb, just a line from the strap to her collarbone — and she let him.

"We should talk before we go," he said.

Her expression changed slightly. Not worry. Something softer. "Yeah," she said. "We should."

They sat on the edge of the bed. Close enough but not touching, facing the same direction, the city outside the window doing its thing. She had her clutch in her lap. He had his forearms on his knees. The corner chair was behind them and he was aware of that in a way he couldn't explain.

She spoke first.

"Tell me where you are."

He looked at his hands. "I'm good."

"Nathan…"

"I'm good and I'm also—" he stopped. Tried again. "I've been continuously hard since I woke up this morning."

She didn't say anything. She was listening.

"And I keep — there's this thing that keeps happening where I think about tonight and it's the hottest thing I've ever thought about, and then two seconds later something in me goes sideways and I can't tell if it's doubt or just—" he exhaled. "I don't know what it is. But one thing… It doesn't— It doesn’t feel like doubt."

She took his hand in hers, "What does it feel like?" she looked at him in the eyes as she asked.

He thought about it honestly for a few seconds. "Remember that time we did skydiving?”

“Mmhmm” she squeezed his hand.

“This now… feels like the moment standing in the edge of that open door in that flight. Like the second before you jump where your body's doing everything it can to talk you out of it and you're going to jump anyway because you want to."

She was quiet for a moment. Then: "Are you going to jump?"

"Yeah. Just like then" No hesitation. "Yeah, I am."

She put both her hands over his on his knee. "I need you to know something."

He looked at her.

"Tonight is ours. Everything that happens tonight — I'm doing it with you, not to you. You understand the difference?"

He did. He felt the difference the moment she said it.

"Marcus gets to be there because we decided that together," she continued. "Because it does something for both of us. And the moment it stops doing that — for either of us — it stops. Full stop. No conversation needed."

"I know that."

"I know you know. I'm saying it out loud anyway." Her thumb moved on the back of his hand. "Because I want you sitting at that table tonight feeling what you're supposed to feel. I don’t want you managing yourself. I don’t want you to be brave for me tonight. I want you to actually feel it."

He looked at her face. The makeup. The dressed-up version of her that some other man was going to see in about thirty minutes. He thought about the ring on her finger and the fact that it was still there and was going to stay there and meant exactly what it had always meant, none of that changed by any of this.

"What am I supposed to feel?" he asked.

She met his eyes. "Everything baby."

He let that land.

"I love you Tiff," he said. It came out simple. Not as a reassurance, not as a question — just the fact of it, stated plainly, the way you'd state what day it is.

"I love you baby," she said back. Her voice carried the same weight it always did when she said those words.

He looked at her for another second, then leaned in and kissed her, unhurried, his hand coming up to her neck and then her jaw. She kissed him back and her hand found the back of his head, fingers threading through his shirt kept hair and they stayed there for a moment longer than a goodbye kiss and shorter than anything that would wreck her lipstick.

She pulled back first. Checked the mirror across the room out of instinct. Satisfied.

"Lipstick's fine," she said.

"I know. I was careful."

She stood, smoothed the dress, picked up her clutch. Looked at him with a smile. "Ready for the adventure love?"

He stood. Looked at her once more — the full picture, everything the evening was going to be — and felt both things at once, equally and completely, and decided that was exactly right.

"Yeah," he said. "Let's go!"

***

The restaurant was the kind of place that didn't need to announce itself.

No sign visible from the street, just a discreet brass number beside a heavy door, warm light bleeding through frosted glass. Inside: dark wood, low candlelight, tables spaced far enough apart that conversations stayed private. The kind of place that understood why people came to it and had the decency not to ask.

Marcus was already there.

He was standing near the host stand when they walked in, smart dark trousers, and a fitted black shirt, and he turned when the door opened and his eyes went straight to Tiffany. Nathan watched it happen. Watched the exact moment Marcus took her in — the cowl neck framing her cleavage, the split showcasing her toned long legs accentuated by the heels, the bare back, the full picture of his wife dressed up and turned out for another man's night — and watched Marcus go very still for one second. The kind of still that meant the opposite of calm. The look of a twenty-two year old who'd been thinking about taking her to bed all week and had just found out she'd been thinking about him too, and had dressed her body accordingly.

"Tiffany." He said it the same way he'd said it in the smoothie place. Smooth.

"Marcus." She smiled and leaned in and they did the social kiss — cheek, brief — and Marcus's hand went to her bare back as he did it, just for a second, fingers against her open spine, and Nathan watched that too and his cock was immediately, fully hard in his jeans and they hadn't even sat down yet.

Marcus extended his hand to Nathan. "Good to see you man."

"You too." Nathan took it. The handshake was easy, no performance in it, two men who knew the context and were both choosing to be adults about it. Nathan found he meant it.

They were shown to their table. Corner booth, candlelit, the kind of seat that faced the room and kept its back to the wall. Tiffany slid in first, Marcus beside her, Nathan across. The menus arrived. The wine list. The particular quiet of a room that cost what this room cost.

Nathan opened his menu and didn't read a single word on it.

Tiffany and Marcus were looking at theirs. Her shoulder was close to his — not touching, but close, the natural inch of two people who had no reason to make space. She said something low about the tasting menu and Marcus leaned in slightly to read where she was pointing and Nathan watched the line of his jaw, the breadth of his shoulders in that black shirt, and thought about the picture on Tiffany's phone. The grey joggers. The large hand not covering half of it.

Nathan ordered the steak when the waiter came. He had no memory of deciding that.

The wine was poured — something red, something that cost more than any of them paid attention to — and Marcus lifted his glass.

"To a good evening," he said. His eyes moved to Tiffany first, then to Nathan.

"To a good evening," Tiffany said.

Nathan lifted his glass. "To a good evening."

They drank.

The dinner settled into a rhythm that Nathan had not expected and couldn't have prepared for.

It was easy. That was the thing that kept catching him off guard — how easy it was. Marcus was good company, the same way he'd been in the smoothie place, that quality of attention he had that made whoever he was talking to feel like the only thing in the room. He asked Nathan about the fund — genuine questions, not polite ones — and listened to the answers with the kind of focus that Nathan usually only found in people twice Marcus’s age. He talked about his engineering final year without making it sound like small talk. He had opinions about things. He was funny when he chose to be, dry and quick, and Tiffany laughed twice in the first twenty minutes and the laugh wasn’t the polished one she kept for work dinners and social obligations. This was the real one.

And underneath all of it, steady and constant as a current, was the other  thing.

The way Marcus looked at her when she spoke. Not obvious — he wasn't performing it — but it was there, the quality of his attention shifting when her voice was the one in the air. The way Tiffany knew it and angled toward it without seeming to. The small touches that appeared and disappeared — his hand near hers on the table, her shoulder turning toward him when she laughed, the particular way she held eye contact with him a half-beat longer than social convention required.

Nathan watched all of it.

He was not outside of it. He was at the table, part of the conversation, present for every exchange — and he had been hard since they walked in. Watching Marcus watch her. Watching her know it. Watching two people who were going to fuck tonight sit across a candlelit table and make polite conversation about wine, and he was the husband in the middle of it with his cock straining against his jeans and nowhere to be but exactly here. The evening still had hours left in it and his body already knew how it ended.

"You look incredible tonight," Marcus said to her. Low, direct, not for the table. Nathan heard it clearly.

Tiffany held his gaze. "Thank you." A beat. "You clean up well yourself."

"I had motivation."

She smiled at that — the real one, not the composed one — and reached for her wine.

Nathan chimed in without thinking: "He's not wrong."

They both looked at him. Marcus with something like appreciation. Tiffany with something warmer than that, a flash of it, there and gone.

"See," she said to Marcus. "He agrees."

"Smart man," Marcus said. He looked at Nathan with that easy directness. "You've been very calm tonight. I respect that."

"I'm enjoying myself," Nathan said. And it was true. Both the things it meant — the dinner, the company, the food he was barely tasting — and the other thing. Both of them true simultaneously.

Marcus nodded slowly. Something understood, nothing said.

The plates were cleared. Somewhere around the end of the first bottle Nathan had quietly switched to water — he was driving, and nobody had made a thing of it, and Marcus had simply topped up Tiffany's glass and his own without comment, which Nathan had appreciated. The second bottle was mostly theirs. It showed in the way Tiffany's composure had softened just at the edges — not drunk, nowhere near it, just warm, the particular looseness she got when good wine had done its job. The restaurant had thinned around them, the late hour emptying tables, the candles burning lower.

Tiffany had her elbow on the table, her chin in her hand, watching Marcus talk about the offer, the decision before June, what came after. Her eyes hadn't moved from his face in several minutes. Nathan had seen her look at a lot of people across a lot of dinner tables. He hadn't seen her look at many of them like she was hungry.

Marcus's hand was on the table. Tiffany's was close to it. Nathan watched the inch of space between them and felt his jaw tighten.

He picked up his glass of water. Emptied it. Put it down.

Under the table he was hard enough that the denim was uncomfortable and he had been that way for the better part of two hours and he was not going to do anything about it and he didn't want to.

The waiter appeared with the dessert menu. Tiffany looked at it briefly and said she'd just have the petit fours that came with the coffee. Marcus ordered an espresso. Nathan asked for the bill.

The waiter nodded and withdrew.

Marcus looked at him. "You don't have to—"

"I've got it," Nathan said. Easy, no discussion.

Something moved in Marcus's expression — not surprise, more like a recalibration. He nodded once. "Appreciate that."

The bill came. Nathan put the card down without looking at the number. Tiffany watched him do it across the table with that look she had — the warm one, the one she saved for moments when he did something that reminded her why she'd married him. He caught it and held it for a second. She gave him the smallest nod.

The card came back. Nathan signed.

Marcus was already standing, straightening his shirt, and he offered Tiffany his hand as she slid out of the booth — just the hand, just the gesture, but she took it and he helped her up and for one moment they were standing close in the candlelight, her bare back and the dusty rose dress and his hand near it, not touching, and Nathan stood on the other side of the table and looked at the two of them and felt the full weight of what the next few hours were going to be.

He picked up his jacket.

"Ready?" Tiffany said. She was looking at both of them.

"Yeah," Nathan said.

Marcus smiled. "Let's go."

Nathan drove.

That had been the arrangement from the start — he was on water for the latter part of the dinner, he had the keys, Tiffany and Marcus were in the back. He'd known this was coming for three days and had thought about it approximately every waking hour since, and none of that thinking had prepared him for the specific reality of pulling out of the restaurant car park with his wife and another man in the backseat and the rear-view mirror right there.

They weren't touching when they got in. That lasted about forty seconds.

He heard it before he saw it — the specific shift of weight, the dress moving, a small sound from Tiffany that wasn't a word. He adjusted the mirror. Kept his eyes on the road for another three seconds before he looked.

Marcus had his hand on her thigh. Just above the split, fingers against bare skin, and Tiffany's hand was over his, not stopping it, holding it there. She was turned slightly toward him, her bare shoulder against his arm, and Marcus was saying something low that Nathan couldn't catch, his mouth close to her ear, and Tiffany's chin dropped slightly and she made that sound again.

Nathan's hands tightened on the wheel. He was already hard before he'd even looked.

He watched the road. He watched the mirror. He watched the road.

Marcus's hand moved — not far, just a slow inch higher up her thigh, the satin of the dress pushing with it, and Tiffany's head tipped back slightly against the headrest and she bit her glossed bottom lip and Nathan watched all of that in a two-inch rectangle of glass while the city moved past the windows. He was very grateful he was the one driving. It gave him something to do with his hands.

"How far?" Marcus asked. His voice was even. Like he wasn't currently running his hand up a married woman's thigh in her husband's backseat.

"Ten minutes," Nathan said. His own voice came out level. He was proud of that.

"Mmm." Tiffany. Not to anyone in particular.

Nathan looked in the mirror again. Marcus had turned toward her fully now, one arm along the back of the seat, and she was angled into him, the dress split open across her lap, and his hand was high on her inner thigh and her plump wet lips on her face were parted and her eyes were half-closed. She looked exactly like what she was — a woman few glasses of good wine deep, in a hot little dress she'd bought for tonight, letting another man, a man a decade younger putting his hands on her in the back of a car while her husband was behind the wheel, literally and figuratively.

Nathan watched it and his brain shorted out completely.

Then Marcus tilted his head and kissed her.

He kissed her the way a man kisses a woman he's been waiting for a long time to get his mouth on — deep and slow, his hand moving up from her thigh to her waist and then higher, and Tiffany made a sound against his mouth and kissed him back with everything she had. Nathan heard it. All of it. Her breath, the shift of the seat, the low sound she made when Marcus's large hand closed over her bra-less tits over the satin of the dress. Her fingers curled into the front of his shirt and she didn't come up for air and neither did he.

Nathan gripped the wheel at ten and two and stared at the road ahead.

He was so hard he couldn't think straight. His heart was going at a pace that had nothing to do with the driving. He could hear them — the sounds of his wife kissing someone else six inches behind his left ear, the shift of the leather seat, her breath — and he could see fragments of it every time his eyes went to the mirror, which was more often than he was going to admit to anyone.

A red light.

He stopped the car. Looked in the mirror without deciding to.

Tiffany had one hand in Marcus's hair. Marcus had pulled her closer, his arm around her, and the kiss had gone deeper — she was leaning into it fully, her body turned toward his, and the dress had ridden up and Nathan could see her bare leg across Marcus's lap, the split showing everything above mid-thigh.

The light stayed red.

Nathan sat there and watched his wife kiss another man and felt something move through him that he had no language for — want and vertigo and something that sat right at the base of his spine and wouldn't let go. He thought about the room upstairs at the Hilton. The corner chair. The hours still ahead.

Green.

He drove.

Behind him, eventually, the kiss broke. He heard Tiffany's breath come back, uneven. A low sound from Marcus, satisfied. The soft sound of her adjusting the dress.

"Almost there?" Her voice. Slightly wrecked at the edges.

He met her eyes through the mirror. Her face was flushed, cheeks rosy, pupils blown wide — the face of a woman who'd just been thoroughly kissed by a man who wasn't her husband.

"Two minutes," Nathan said.

A pause. Then Marcus, quiet: "You good up there?"

Nathan met his eyes in the mirror. Held them for a second. "Yeah," he said. "I'm good."

Marcus nodded. Something moved in his expression — acknowledgment, respect, the look of a man who understood exactly what he was witnessing and wasn't taking it lightly.

Tiffany's hand appeared over the centre console. Found Nathan's arm. Squeezed once — just her fingers, just that — and then withdrew.

He pulled into the hotel car park. Cut the engine. Sat for a second with his hands still on the wheel.

Three doors opened. Three people got out into the cool night air. Nathan clicked the lock and pocketed the keys and turned to find Tiffany already beside him, close, her shoulder against his arm in the dark of the car park. Marcus on her other side.

They walked to the entrance together. All three of them.

The lobby was quiet at this hour. A lone receptionist behind the desk, soft lighting, the particular hush of a hotel that had seen everything and kept its opinions to itself. Nathan noticed the sway in Tiffany's walk the moment they came through the entrance — the wine, the heels, the fact that she'd just spent ten minutes in the back of a car with another man's hands on her, all of it showing up in the roll of her hips in that dress, the split opening and closing with every step, her ass doing exactly what that dress had been designed to let it do. Their heels — hers — clicked across the marble floor and Nathan pressed the lift button and they stood there, the three of them, waiting.

The doors opened.

They got in. Tiffany between them — Nathan to her left, Marcus to her right, the mirrored walls of the elevator giving Nathan back his own face and three versions of the rest of it. The doors slid shut. The floor number climbed.

Marcus didn't wait for the second floor.

His hand found the small of her back — her bare back, fingers against her spine — and Tiffany turned toward him like she'd been waiting for exactly that, and he kissed her again. Deeper than the car. No road to watch here, no rear-view, nothing between Nathan and the full picture of it — his wife's glossed mouth on another man's, her hand going to his chest, the satin dress pressed between her body and his, Marcus's large dark hand spanning the width of her smooth shiny bare back.

Nathan stood one foot away and watched every second of it.

He couldn't have looked away. That wasn't a choice anymore — it hadn't been a choice since the car park, maybe since the restaurant, maybe since Tuesday morning when he'd seen the picture on her phone and known with complete certainty that this was going to happen. He stood with his back against the elevator wall and his hands loose at his sides and watched Marcus kiss his wife in a lit mirror box fourteen floors from their room.

Tiffany's hand moved from Marcus's chest to the back of his neck. She was up on her toes slightly — the heels helped, but Marcus was still six-four — and she kissed him back with the particular focus she brought to things she'd decided she wanted. Nathan knew that focus. He'd been on the receiving end of it for eight years. Watching it aimed somewhere else hit him in a place he didn't have a name for yet.

Marcus's hand moved from her back to her hip. Fingers finding the ruched fabric, the plump curve beneath it.

The number climbed. Eight. Nine. Ten.

Nathan watched Marcus's hand on his wife's ass and thought about the thong underneath the dress and the corner chair waiting on the fourteenth floor and his cock was so hard he'd stopped thinking about it — it was just part of the general state of him now, had been since the restaurant, would be until whatever came after the room.

Eleven. Twelve.

The kiss broke. Tiffany turned her head and found Nathan in the mirror — not by accident, deliberately, she'd known exactly where he was the entire time — and looked at him with her lipstick slightly undone and her chest rising and falling and that expression on her face, the one that wasn't composed at all anymore.

He held her eyes in the mirror.

She smiled. Just barely. Just for him.

Thirteen.

Marcus's hand was still on her ass. His eyes were on the floor numbers. He was giving them the second — understanding, without being asked, that it belonged to them.

Fourteen.

The doors opened.

Tiffany stepped out first and Marcus was right beside her, his large hand finding the small of her back once again as they moved into the corridor — and then lower, settling on her ass through the satin, easy and unhurried, like he'd already decided it was his to touch. She leaned into it slightly, the wine still warm in her, and they walked together down the corridor toward the room. Nathan followed behind them. He had a direct, unobstructed view of Marcus's dark hand on his wife's ass in that dusty rose dress, her hips moving with every step, the Louboutins clicking against the floor. Thirty feet to the door. He counted every one of them.

And when they finally stopped at their door, Nathan reached into his pocket for the keycard.

He slid the keycard. The lock clicked green. He pushed the door open and stood back and let them in.

The suite was exactly as they'd left it — the corner chair still there, the turned-down bed. The lamp on the nightstand throwing warm light across everything. Yet it all looked and felt different now. It was the same room but it held a different weight now.

The door swung shut behind them.

The lock clicked.

In the silence that followed Nathan looked at his wife. She was standing in the middle of the room, still in the satiny dusty rose dress with her lipstick worn from two rounds of being kissed in the last fifteen-twenty minutes and her hair still up and her heels still on and she was looking back at Nathan with that expression — clear, certain, warm underneath all of it — and he knew what she was asking without her asking it.

He gave her the nod. Small. Just his chin, just once.

That was all his worked-up wife needed.

She turned to her younger, built like a pillar, fuck for the night.

Marcus was already looking at her — had been since the door closed, no dinner table between them now, no restaurant, and no social contract requiring anything of either of them. Just a hotel room and a hot married woman walking toward him to pop her hotwife cherry — the pretense of the evening was over.

She reached up and kissed him.

Not the way she'd kissed him in the car or the elevator — those had been his move, his timing. This was hers. She put her hand on his chest and went up on her toes and kissed him full on the mouth, and Marcus made a low appreciative sound as his hands went to her immediately — one at her waist, one sliding to her bare back, pulling her in, and she went. Her body pressed against his, the satin of the dress flat between them, and Nathan could see the difference in their heights, the way she had to stretch up to reach him, the way his hands nearly spanned her entire waist.

Nathan took three steps back toward the center of the suite.

He didn't plan it. His legs just took him there.

They were kissing the way people kiss when they've been thinking about it for weeks — mouths open, no performance, just want. Marcus's hand moved from her waist to her ass, both hands now, fingers pressing into the satin,

"—ohh—" Tiffany moaned against his mouth, low and unguarded, and Nathan felt it in his chest and his cock simultaneously.

Marcus pulled her closer and she went up on her toes, both the Louboutin spikes off the floor, her fingers finding the back of his neck, as Nathan stood in the center of the suite and watched a big twenty-two year old Black man with hands the size of dinner plates knead his wife's ass through dusty rose satin while she strained up on her toes just to reach his mouth.

Marcus broke the kiss. Looked down at her. His hands still on her ass, her lipstick fully gone now, both of them breathing.

He looked down at her, breathing hard. "Fuck."

She smiled up at him, chin tilted. "Yeah."

She turned her head and found Nathan across the room. He was standing in the center of the suite, looking like he too had forgotten to breathe, not moving, taking in every second of it. She held his eyes for a beat — that look, the one that was just for him, the one that needed no words — and then she stepped back from Marcus and smoothed the front of her dress with both hands.

"I’m going to get into something more appropriate… Give me ten minutes," she said to the room. Both of them.

She picked up the small overnight bag she'd left on the bed and walked to the ensuite. The door clicked shut behind her.

The room went quiet.

Nathan and Marcus stood — Nathan in the center of the suite, Marcus where she'd left him near the main door, her lipstick on his mouth — and looked at each other. Tiffany's lipstick. On another man's mouth. Marcus's shirt was untucked courtesy of Tiff, his hands still carrying the shape of her. Nathan's cock was so hard he could feel his pulse in it. Nobody said anything.

Marcus let out a breath. Looked around the room. Clocked the minibar.

"Drink?" he said.

Nathan took a small, quick breath. "Yeah," he said. "Absolutely."


Chapter V

The ensuite door opened before the ten minutes she’d asked for, and the drinks Marcus had fixed for Nathan and him had finished.

Nathan turned from the minibar — and stopped.

She was standing in the doorway in a brand new barely-there lace set and almost nothing else, one hand on the doorframe, and for a full second his brain simply didn't catch up with his eyes. The glass was still in his hand. He became aware of that from a distance.

Yellow. The set was a deep, saturated yellow, with floral lace embroidered across sheer fabric that left almost nothing to interpretation; the flowers worked in gold thread over skin that showed straight through. A balconette bra that pushed her full breasts up and together, the cups barely containing them, the lace cutting low across the swell of each. A high-waist garter belt, the same sheer embroidered fabric, four satin straps hanging loose against her thighs. A matching thong over it that was mostly a suggestion. Sheer stockings with yellow satin tops and a small bow at the outer ankle, clipped to the straps. And the heels… the nude Louboutins were back on her feet, adding four inches she didn't need to legs that were already doing more than enough.

Her makeup was fresh. Lips reglossed. Eyes done again, darker than dinner, very intentional. Hair, the same careful soft golden wave it had been all evening.

She walked out like she'd been doing it all her life.

"Jesus Christ," Marcus said, quiet.

Nathan watched the garter straps sway with her stride and his mouth went dry. Eight years of knowing exactly what his wife looked like and none of it had prepared him for this version of her — the yellow lace barely covering her breasts, the sheer fabric showing everything beneath the garter belt, the satin straps hanging against her thighs, the heels putting that specific roll in her hips. She was walking toward them; she already knew what she was doing to the two men, and she didn't slow down for a second.

She didn't go to Marcus first.

She came to Nathan.

He was still at the minibar leaning against the counter, one hip against the edge, and she walked straight to him through the warm light, the lace catching the light in a way that kept pulling his eye to everything beneath it. She stopped right in front of him and put her manicured hand flat on his chest and looked up at him. He could feel she'd reapplied her perfume, a slight trace of it, close like this. His heart was going at an extremely unreasonable rate.

"Should we begin?" she asked.

"Ye– Yes," he managed.

She held his eyes for a second — face composed, chin level, every inch the woman who ran every room she walked into — except her pupils were blown wide and her lips were already parted and she was looking at him the way she had the very first time, like he was the only fixed point in the room. Then she kissed him… properly, fully, taking her time with it. Her mouth was warm, her lips freshly glossed and tasting slightly of the mint she must have used in the bathroom. Nathan's free hand went to her waist automatically, fingers finding the satin of the garter belt, the warm bare skin above the stocking top, and she made a soft sound against his mouth and pressed closer.

He was aware of Marcus three metres away, watching, saying nothing. He was aware of the sheer lace against his palm. He was aware that he was kissing his wife while she was dressed like that, while another man watched — the man she'd actually dressed like this for — and all of that awareness landed in the same place, which was his cock, which was already exactly as hard as it had been from the moment the ensuite door opened.

Tiffany broke the kiss. Pulled back just enough to look at him. Her thumbs moved once against his jaw, a small deliberate press.

"Okay," she said softly. Just to him.

He nodded. A small sound left him that wasn't quite a word.

She took the glass out of his hand and set it on the counter behind him and then she took both his hands and walked him backward — slowly, no rush, three steps across the carpet — toward the corner of the suite. The chair was there, turned slightly toward the bed. He'd seen it when they'd first come in earlier and then spent the entire dinner trying not to think about it. A broad, low-backed occasional chair, deep enough to sit in properly, positioned to give an unobstructed view of everything.

She turned him around and pressed him down into it.

He sat.

She was standing over him now, the lace barely covering her, her thong already damp at eye level, and she put one hand on the armrest beside him and leaned down and kissed him again — briefer this time, a full-stop rather than a sentence — and then she straightened up.

"Enjoy the show love," she said. Her eyes held his. "And don't you dare finish."

A beat. His voice came out lower than he intended. "Yeah."

"I mean it." Her chin dropped slightly. "Not once. Not even close. You don't come from your hand when you’ve got a hot  hotwife like this." she pulled away to let Nathan get another good look at her scintillating lace-covered body before she leaned back in to his ears, "I’m going to take good care of you once this is all done!"

"Okay..." he breathed,

"I love you, baby!" she gave him another mouthful kiss

"I love you too…" Nathan managed to get it out as she pulled back.

She looked at him for one more second — that look, warm and absolute and fully in charge of everything — and then she turned around.

She walked toward Marcus.

Nathan put both hands flat on his thighs and watched her full, plump ass jiggle as she crossed the room in yellow lace, sheer stockings, and nude heels. Beyond her, Nathan saw Marcus hungrily track every step of it from the front. Which he knew for sure must have been equally one hell of a view for Marcus.

She stopped in front of the young black man.

Marcus was still where he'd been when she walked out — standing near the bed, drink in hand, with that same quality he'd had since the gym, since the DMs, since the first drink at the bar — a man who had wanted her for weeks and had never once doubted he was going to get it. He set the glass down on the nightstand without looking away from her. She was five inches shorter than him in the heels. She tilted her chin up and looked at him. He looked back, and the whole room narrowed to the two of them.

She put both hands on his chest.

He covered them with his — large, dark hands over her smaller pale ones, his fingers swallowing hers completely — and then he bent his head and kissed her. Not like the elevator. Not like the car. Like a man who was done waiting and had nothing left to be patient about. His hands moved immediately — one to the back of her neck, one to her waist, pulling her flush against him, and Tiffany made a sound against his mouth that had no business travelling as far as the corner chair, but it did.

Nathan's hand went to his own belt. He didn't decide to. His hand just went there.

Marcus walked her back toward the bed slowly, his mouth never leaving hers, one hand sliding from her waist to her ass — both hands now, fingers pressing into the tight plump flesh, the garter straps bracketing his thumbs — and Tiffany reached up and looped both arms around his neck and let him walk her. The backs of her knees hit the edge of the bed and she sat and looked up at him from there, her blonde hair slightly undone, the yellow lace rising and falling with her breathing.

She reached up and started on his shirt buttons.

He let her work. Leaned over her while she opened his shirt from the collar down, her manicured fingers moving through each button, and when she pushed it off his shoulders Nathan got the full picture of Marcus's torso in the lamplight — broad, dark, chiselled through the chest and stomach, the kind of body that came from years of football and a university gym programme — and beside that picture, in the same moment, the picture of his wife's small pale hands flat against that chest, pushing the shirt back.

She looked up at her boy toy from the edge of the bed. "Your turn," she smiled.

Marcus reached down and unclipped the front clasp of her bra.

The yellow lace fell away.

Nathan's grip tightened on his thighs.

Her breasts were exactly as they always were — full and high, her pale skin flushed pink from all the anticipation and foreplay — except that they were in another man's hands now, Marcus cupping both of them, his large dark palms against her, his thumbs moving across her nipples and making her chin drop and her lips part and a sound come out of her that she didn't pull back. His hands were enormous against her. The contrast was — Nathan had no word for it. He watched Marcus's dark thumbs work her nipples and his wife's back arch into it… Nathan pushed his hand inside his jeans.

He was not going to finish. She'd told him not to, and he wasn't going to… that was not even a question. He just needed somewhere to put his hand.

Marcus bent his head and put his mouth on her tits.

" Oh— " Tiffany's hand went to the back of his head, fingers pressing in, holding him there. Her other hand went to the bed behind her, bracing. Her head tipped back. Marcus's mouth moved from one to the other, unhurried, thorough, like he had all night — which he did — and Tiffany's hips shifted on the edge of the bed and she said his name, low and unguarded, and Nathan heard it land in the room like something physical.

Nathan kept his hand moving slowly and kept his eyes on her; he didn't let himself think too far ahead.

She pulled Marcus up by the jaw after another minute and kissed him again, deep and open, and then her hands went to his belt. She got it open efficiently, no fumbling, the buckle giving way in her fingers, and she pushed his jeans down his hips and he stepped out of them and stood there and she looked.

Nathan looked too.

He'd known — he'd known since the photo, since the DMs, since the dinner and the car and everything between — he'd known this was going to be part of it. The size difference. The contrast. He'd been carrying that knowledge for weeks like a stone in his chest, turning it over, and now it was in the room and there was nothing abstract about it anymore.

Marcus was big. Significantly, visibly, undeniably big — already hard, his cock thick and dark against his stomach, and his gorgeous wife was sitting on the edge of the bed in yellow lace and nude heels looking up at it with an expression Nathan had never seen on his Tiffany’s face before. Not performing. Not putting it on for the room. Just… wanting it. Openly. Without apology.

She wrapped her hand around him.

Nathan made a sound he was glad no one could hear over the low ambient noise of the room.

She stroked him once, slowly, her small pale fingers not quite meeting around him.

Then she leaned forward and put her mouth on him.

Marcus exhaled hard through his nose. His hand went to the back of her head, fingers loose in her hair, and Tiffany took him deeper and made a sound doing it that she clearly didn't plan.

Nathan sat in the corner chair with his hand around himself and watched his wife's glossed lips stretched around another man's cock and felt the bottom drop out of something he didn't have a name for.

This was it. Right here, right now — his wife's mouth on another man's cock for the first time in the decade he'd known her. The first time those lips had been anywhere but his. He was a cuckold. Not in theory anymore, not in the planning stages, not in the DMs or the dinner conversation or the backseat of his own car — actually, irreversibly, in a hotel room on a Friday night with the image of his blonde wife in yellow lace working a cock that made his look like a footnote burned permanently into the back of his eyes.

He was going to see this every time he closed them for the rest of his life.

His hand stopped. He was already too close and she hadn't even looked at him.

He took his hand away from himself and gripped both armrests and held on. His wife was enjoying every second of this — he could hear it, could see it in the way her hips shifted on the bed and her free hand found Marcus's thigh for balance — and the fact that she was enjoying it that much was the single hottest thing Nathan had ever witnessed in his life.

Tiffany hadn't looked at him once since she'd crossed the room. She didn't need to. She had him exactly where she wanted him.

She pulled back from him after a while — unhurried, on her own terms, wiping the corner of her mouth with one finger the way a woman wipes lipstick, composed as ever — and looked up at him.

"Lie down," she said.

Marcus got out of his pants, fully naked now, and sat back on the bed while she stood, gave a wink to her husband, who had his full hard, throbbing cock out in the open without touching it and went to her overnight bag in the ensuite. She unzipped the front pocket. Came back with a condom strip between two fingers, holding it out to him.

She tore the wrapper herself and took her time with it — and Marcus let her, lying back on his elbows, watching her face while she worked. His cock was fully hard and standing straight up and the sheer size of it up close, in her hands, in the warm light of the room, made her take a slow breath before she started rolling it down. Thick and dark from base to tip, longer than her hand by a significant margin, and she had to use both to get it covered properly. She smoothed it down with her palm once she was done, a slow deliberate press, and looked up at him.

Nathan watched every second of that and remembered the conversation they'd had at home, weeks ago now, the two of them in bed with the lights off, talking through the specifics. Only with protection,  she'd said. That's not negotiable. You're the only one I take raw.  He'd nodded. He'd meant it then. He meant it now. And watching her roll a condom onto another man with that much care and that much want on her face, the rule felt less like a boundary and more like a reminder — that this was still theirs, all of it, even this. She was about to get fucked by that cock, and yet she had saved every raw inch of herself for him alone — and in about thirty seconds that big covered cock was going in his wife for the first time, and Nathan was going to be sitting in a corner chair watching it happen.

He put his hand back on his cock. He had to.

Tiffany reached back and hooked her thumbs in her thong over the garters and stepped out of it in one clean pull. She left everything else exactly as it was — the garter belt, the stockings, the Louboutins. All of it staying on. She climbed onto the bed and straddled his hips and for a moment she just stayed there, looking down at him — her blonde hair loose around her shoulders, her full bare breasts in the lamplight, the empty garter straps hanging against her thighs on either side of him, her bare pussy hovering just above the head of his covered cock. Not rushing. Taking the moment in. This was the thing she'd been thinking about since before she'd ever sent that first DM, and she wasn't going to hurry through it.

Marcus lay beneath her with both hands open at her hips, not pulling, not pushing — giving her the moment too, because he understood exactly what it was.

She reached down between them and positioned him, and then she sank down slowly…

Very slowly. Enjoying one inch at a time. Her lips parting, her chin dropping, a sound leaving her throat that started low and just kept going as she took more of him — her fingers pressing hard into his chest, her whole body going absolutely still each time she paused to adjust, her head bowing forward until her hair fell around her face. Nathan could see her from the chair — could see the exact moment she'd taken all of him, her hips finally flush against his, the garter straps pulled taut, framing everything — and he watched her sit there for ten full seconds not moving at all, just breathing, just feeling it.

Then she lifted her eyes and found Nathan across the room.

Her skin was flushed from her breasts up, her lips parted, her eyes dark in a way Nathan had never quite seen before. She looked at her husband from across that hotel room with another man's cock buried inside her for the first time in her life and she held his gaze for one long beat… not performing it, not making a show of it, just letting him see her face, letting him have that — and then she rolled her hips and started to move, biting her lips.

" Fuck— " she breathed.

Marcus's hands tightened on her hips. He held still. Let her take her time. That patience again — that absolute, infuriating certainty — and Tiffany rolled her hips once, experimentally, and made the sound again, shorter this time, and then she started to move as she brought her eyes back to the man in front of her.

Nathan gripped the armrest, leaving his full-mast cock unattended… he said absolutely nothing, which was all he was capable of.

She rode him slowly at first, finding the rhythm, her hands braced on his chest, the garter straps straining on the lacetops of her stockings with every movement, the Louboutins still on her feet with her knees on either side of his hips. Marcus let her set the pace. His hands moved from her hips to her waist to her breasts, touching her the way a man touches something he owns… Tiffany's head dropped back and her hips rolled deeper and she said it like she'd forgotten anyone else was there — " All of it. Give me all of it stud. "

Marcus sat up.

One arm around her back, pulling her into him, and he drove up into her from below and Tiffany grabbed the back of his neck with both hands and held on and the sounds she started making then had no composure left in them at all. He had both feet planted on the bed and he was fucking her properly now — and he dropped his head and took one of her breasts into his mouth, his lips closing around her nipple, sucking hard, and Tiffany's back arched and she pushed her chest into his face and said his name like a question that already had its answer. Her pale body against his dark one, her full breasts in his mouth one at a time, A wife getting the brains fucked out of her twelve feet away from where her husband was sitting.

From the corner chair Nathan had a direct, unobstructed, perfectly lit view of all of it.

The size difference was obscene. That was the word he'd been avoiding and it was the only accurate one — the breadth of Marcus's shoulders against his wife's slim ones, the span of his bulky hands on her toned back, the visible reality every time she lifted and dropped of how much of him she was taking. Nathan sat in the corner chair with his hand already back onto his cock, when exactly, he didn’t know, but they were moving now with his teeth pressed together as he watched his wife get fucked by a man built like that, and the only thought running in his head was that she was going to come so hard from this.

And like expected…

She did.

It built fast — faster than Nathan expected, maybe faster than she expected — her hips stuttering, her tits arching off his mouth, her pussy taking every inch of him on the way down and grinding for more on the way back up, a married woman completely lost on a cock that had no business being that size. Marcus felt it before she said anything. He dropped one hand between them, and his thumb found her clit… Tiffany's whole body seized.

" Fuck — don't stop— "

He didn't stop. His fingers worked while his hips kept moving and Tiffany came with her face buried in his neck with a sound that filled the entire room, her thighs shaking on either side of him, her back arching under his other hand. Nathan watched every second of it and did not finish… he held himself right at the edge, knuckles white on the armrest with his other hand, breathing through his nose.

She stayed where she was for a moment, forehead against Marcus's shoulder, catching her breath. He stroked her back slowly. Said something low that Nathan couldn't catch. She laughed — short, wrecked, still coming down — and said something back.

Then she lifted her head and looked across the room at Nathan.

Her whole body was flushed and covered in a thin sheen of sweat. Hair undone. Mascara not quite where it had been. Her stockings were slightly twisted. She looked thoroughly, unmistakably fucked — and she was looking at her husband from across a hotel room with that expression, the warm one, the one she saved for moments that were just for the two of them, and she smiled at him like everything was exactly as it was supposed to be.

He smiled back. Both hands were on the armrests, and his cock was still hard and standing. He didn't trust himself to do anything else.

She turned back to Marcus.

She climbed off him slowly and knelt on the bed beside him, looking at him. "Let me take care of this," she said, and peeled the condom off, dropping it off the edge of the bed, and wrapped her hand around him.

He was still fully hard. She stroked him once, twice, then bent her head and put her mouth on him. Marcus exhaled long and slow through his nose. His hand went to her hair. She worked him properly — the same focus, the same unhurried thoroughness she'd brought to everything tonight — and from the corner chair Nathan watched his wife's blonde head moving and felt the armrests under both his hands because there was nowhere else to put them.

It didn't take long. Marcus had been holding back through the entire time he’d been fucking her, and his body knew it was time. His hand tightened in her hair.

"Tiff—" Low. A warning.

She pulled off of him immediately. Her hand was already moving, both of them wrapped around him, working him fast, and she angled him toward her chest and looked up at his face while she did it — watching him cum the way she'd watched Nathan cum a hundred times, that same composed certainty, except she was on her knees in a garter belt and sheer stockings and nude heels with another man's cock in her hands.

Marcus came hard. His hips drove up once, twice, his hand fisting in her hair, and he shot across her chest — her pale skin, her full bare breasts, the yellow lace of the garter belt on her wasit catching some of it — and Tiffany kept her hands moving through all of it, her eyes still on his face, not looking away until he was completely done.

Nathan did not miss a second of any of it. He was having the front and only seat in this raunchy show his wife was putting on for them.

She looked down at herself for a moment. Then she looked across the room at Nathan with that expression — warm, certain, completely in charge of everything. Nathan looked back at his wife — chest flushed, another man's cum on her breasts, still in the heels and felt the eight years between them sitting in the room like a third thing, quiet and completely intact, and had absolutely nothing to say about any of it.

"Give me a minute," she said to both men, and climbed off the bed and padded to the bathroom, her hips swaying in a lazy rhythm, the Louboutins clicking on the tile.

Marcus lay back on the bed and looked at the ceiling for a moment. Then he turned his head and looked at Nathan in the corner chair.

"You good?" he asked.

Nathan let out a breath that had been sitting in his chest for approximately forty minutes. "Yeah," he said. "I'm good."

Marcus nodded. The same nod as the car — acknowledgment, respect, no performance to it. He got up and found himself a water bottle from the minibar, drank half of it, and held it out toward the corner chair.

Nathan crossed the room and took it.

They stood at the minibar in their respective states of undress — Nathan still mostly dressed from waist up, hand-rumpled, Marcus in nothing — and didn't feel the need to fill the silence, and the bathroom tap ran, and somewhere in the city outside the floor-to-ceiling windows it was now Saturday midnight.

***


The bathroom door opened after a good ten minutes.

She'd fixed her hair — loose still, but pulled back from her face — and wiped herself clean and somewhere in there found the energy to look like a woman who had a handle on the evening rather than one who'd just been thoroughly ravished on a hotel bed. The garter belt was still on, the stockings straightened and re-clipped, the seams running clean down the backs of her legs. The heels were still on her feet.

She padded back into the room.

Marcus was on the bed, sprawled on his back, one arm behind his head, watching her cross the room the way he'd watched her all evening — unhurried, certain, like he had nowhere better to be. Nathan was back in the corner chair. Neither man had spoken much while she was in the bathroom. They hadn't needed to.

She slipped off her heels and got onto the bed and curled against Marcus's side — her head against his chest, one leg thrown over his, stretching her stocking-clad foot, her pale skin against his dark — and he put his arm around her without being asked and handed her a fresh, chilled water bottle from the nightstand with his free hand.

She drank half of it in one go.

Nathan had already crossed to the minibar while she was glugging the water. He came to the bed now with her drink — a peg of Grey Goose on two rocks — and held it out to her. She took the water bottle away from her mouth and looked up at him from where she was lying against another man's chest, and something passed between them that didn't need words.

She reached up and took the drink. And before he could straighten up she caught his collar and pulled him down and kissed him — proper, warm, her hand flat against his jaw — and he kissed her back and tasted mint on her and didn't think about anything else for those few seconds.

"Thank you, baby," she said against his mouth.

"Mhmm," was all he managed. And from the look of his fully erect cock, she knew her husband was fine.

He straightened up and went back to his chair.

The three of them settled into a comfortable quiet — Tiffany drinking, Marcus with his hand moving idly up and down her back, Nathan with his own drink, the city still going outside the windows. Someone said something — Marcus, something dry about the evening's schedule — and Tiffany laughed, low and genuine, and Nathan felt something loosen slightly in his chest at the sound of it.

Tiffany looked between the two of them — Nathan in the chair with his drink, Marcus on the bed with his water — and said, "This feels like halftime at a game."

"Then I'm doing my job," Marcus said. "You're supposed to be exhausted at halftime."

She looked at him. "Hey, I'm not exhausted."

"You were close," Nathan said from the corner chair.

She turned and looked at her husband with an expression that could have meant several things. "Whose side are you on?"

"Yours," he said. "Obviously. You're winning."

Marcus raised his water bottle. Tiffany looked between them both, shook her head slowly, and finished her drink.

She set the drink on the nightstand.

And then, without any particular intention to it — or so it looked from the corner chair, though Nathan knew better than to assume anything Tiffany did was unintentional — her hand dropped to Marcus's lap. Just resting there at first. He was soft, or mostly soft, the size of him still significant even then, and she wasn't doing anything, just talking, her fingers loose against his cock while the conversation went on.

Except then her fingers weren't quite so loose.

Marcus kept talking. His hand on her back kept moving. But his voice dropped half a register and his body had already understood what her hand was doing even if the conversation hadn't acknowledged it yet, and Tiffany's thumb moved in a slow circle and Nathan watched from the corner chair as his wife idly, almost conversationally, stroked another man back to fully hard.

It took about five minutes.

She felt it happen beneath her hand and looked down and then looked up at Marcus with an expression that was three parts satisfied and one part something else entirely.

"Halftime's over," she said.

He looked at her for a second. Then he moved.

He rolled her onto her back in one motion — smooth, no effort, the size difference making it look effortless — and she went willingly, her hair spreading across the pillow, the garter belt still framing her hips, and he kissed his way down her throat to her collarbone to her stomach and kept going and Tiffany's hand went to the back of his head and she looked up at the ceiling and said,

"Oh, we're doing that."

Marcus's mouth found her clit, and she stopped talking entirely.

Nathan put his drink down.

Marcus worked her slowly at first, like he had a point to prove and all night to prove it. Tiffany's hips rolled up to meet him while her fingers continued to press into his hair. The sounds she made were different from the first round, softer, more unguarded, the way a woman sounds when she's already come on a cock that size once, and her body knows exactly what's coming and wants it again immediately. Nathan sat forward in the chair with his elbows on his knees and watched his wife's back arch off the bed. He felt his hand moving again without having consciously decided anything.

She came with her thighs locked around his head and her free hand fisted in the sheets and a sound that cut off halfway through like she'd run out of breath to finish it.

Marcus didn't stop.

She said his name. He kept going. She said it again, differently this time, with less composure and more instruction, and he adjusted and she made a sound that had no words in it at all and came again inside two minutes, her whole body shaking, her feet pressing into the mattress, the stocking seam crooked at the back of her knee.

Three. Nathan counted inside.

She pulled Marcus up by the hair.

"Condom," she said. Still breathing hard. Completely certain.

He reached for the strip on the nightstand and she watched him tear one off and then held out her hand.

He gave it to her without question.

She rolled it onto his once again fully hard cock herself. Took her time. Her hands were steadier than they had any right to be in the state she was.

"Good boy," she said, and pulled him down on top of her.

This round was different.

The first round had been discovery — her body learning the size of him, the rhythm, the specific reality of what she'd been thinking about for weeks finally becoming physical. This was something else. He knew her now. She knew him. And Marcus had already come once which meant he had nowhere to be and no reason to rush, with every intention of making her feel every minute of it.

He started on top, his full weight braced above her, and fucked her slowly and deeply as Tiffany wrapped her legs around his waist and took it; the sounds she made doing so had no performance left in them whatsoever. Just a married woman on her back in a hotel room getting exactly what she'd planned for herself, her pale stocking-clad legs locked around a body that dwarfed her husband's, her fingers raking down a back broad enough to block the lamplight.

Nathan watched from the corner chair. He kept his hand moving, kept his breathing even, and remembered to stay on edge.

He'd been at this for close to two hours now. The edging had gone past uncomfortable and come out the other side into something he didn't have a precise word for — a fullness, a pressure, his cock so sensitised that every stroke felt like too much and nowhere near enough at the same time. He was going to feel this tomorrow. He was going to feel this for days. And he couldn't have stopped watching if the room had caught fire.

Marcus shifted her.

Onto her stomach, her hips pulled up, and Tiffany got her knees under her and looked back over her shoulder at him and said nothing — just looked, chin dropped, hair falling across her face — and he pushed back in. She dropped her head and grabbed the headboard with both hands and held on.

From this angle Nathan could see everything. The full length of her back, the garter belt still sitting at her hips, the stockings still on, the four satin straps against her thighs. Marcus's hands on her waist. The size of him against her. The specific obscenity of the contrast that had been wrecking Nathan all evening, now from a completely different angle, was somehow worse.

Or better. He genuinely couldn't tell anymore.

She came like that — hard and sudden, no warning, her knuckles white on the headboard and a sound that was more breath than voice. Marcus didn't slow down; he kept his pace, and she came again almost immediately after, her arms giving out, her chest dropping to the mattress, Marcus pulling her hips back up with both hands and not stopping.

Nathan's jaw ached. His hand ached. He didn't stop either.

Marcus pulled her up… her back against his chest, both of them upright on the bed, her sitting in his lap, his arms around her. Tiffany's head fell back against his shoulder as she reached back and gripped his thigh and rode him from there, her full breasts in his hands, the garter belt framing her stomach, her face turned up toward the ceiling. She was completely gone. Every bit of the composure she'd walked out of that ensuite with — the fresh makeup, the steady hands, the chin level and certain — dissolved. Now it was just mindless sensation. Just this.

She looked sideways across the room at Nathan.

He was on the edge of the chair, both feet on the floor, his hand still moving, his shirt half open, his face doing something he probably couldn't have described. She held his gaze for a long moment — her chin still tipped back on Marcus's shoulder, another man's hands on her breasts, another man buried inside her — and she kept her eyes on her husband and came again.

" Fuck— " Barely a word. More like a confirmation.

Marcus held her through it, his mouth against her hair, and then he shifted again — laid her back down, her head on the pillow, face to face this time — and Tiffany looked up at him with heavy eyes and pulled him back in by the back of the neck.

He was close. Even Nathan could tell from across the room by the change in his rhythm, the tension through his shoulders, the way his breathing had finally, after all of this, started to lose its composure. He'd held back for the better part of an hour, and another condom change… his body was done holding.

Tiffany could tell too. She always could.

She put her mouth to his ear and said something Nathan couldn't hear.

Whatever it was, it worked. Marcus drove into her twice more — deep and deliberate — and came with his face buried in her neck and both arms locked around her and a sound that was the first uncontrolled thing he'd done all evening.

Tiffany held him through it. Her arms around his back, her cheek against his hair, her eyes finding Nathan across the room over Marcus's shoulder. She looked at her husband and held it until Marcus stopped moving.

Nathan took his hand away from himself and sat back in the chair and just — breathed.

It was done. Everything this had been building toward since the first time he felt the butterflies when he thought about this, the first conversation he had with his gorgeous wife in bed with the lights off, since the DMs and the dinner and all the weeks of planning and wanting and second-guessing — it was done. Tiffany's hotwife cherry, for lack of a better phrase, had been well and truly popped. His wife had spent three hours getting fucked by another man in front of him, and he had sat in a corner chair the entire time and not come once… somewhere in the wreckage of that, Nathan could feel, underneath everything else, exactly why they hadn't done this sooner — and why they absolutely would again.

He was not conflicted. Not exactly. Just — full. Like a man who'd been carrying a question for a long time and had finally got his answer and needed a moment to sit with how right it was.

Marcus didn't rush the leaving either.

He used the bathroom, came back out, found his clothes from where they'd ended up across the room and dressed unhurriedly while Tiffany lay on the bed with the sheets pulled loosely around her and watched him with heavy eyes. Nathan was still in the corner chair. Nobody felt the need to fill the silence and so nobody did.

When Marcus was dressed he picked up his phone from the nightstand and slid it into his pocket and looked at Tiffany on the bed.

He leaned down and kissed her. It was slow, warm, a proper goodbye. She reached up and held his jaw for a moment and let him.

"Thank you," she said.

"No… Thank you," he said back, and meant it differently and the same way at once.

He straightened up and turned to Nathan, who had gotten to his feet. Marcus crossed the room and held out his hand. Nathan took it — a real handshake, firm, and Marcus looked at him with that same steady acknowledgment he'd carried all evening.

"Good night, my man," Marcus said.

"Good night," Nathan said.

"And if you guys ever want to do this again—" he looked between them both, unhurried as ever, "—you know where to find me." He winked once and pulled the door shut behind him.

And then it was just the two of them. For the first time in three hours, just Nathan and Tiffany, alone in a hotel room that smelled like perfume and sex and the evening and everything that had happened in it. The lights are still on. The city is still going outside, albeit a little slower. The corner chair is still angled toward the bed.

Nathan got a fresh water bottle from the minibar and brought it to her.

She sat up and took it and drank slowly, both hands around it, her hair everywhere, the garter belt still on, the stockings still on, makeup long since past where it had started. She looked thoroughly, completely, beautifully, and undeniably used. She looked like his wife.

She lowered the bottle and stared at the middle distance for a moment.

"God," she said quietly. "I lost count."

Nathan looked at her.

"I actually lost count," she said, like she couldn't quite believe it herself. "How many times did I—" She looked up at him.

"Seven," he said.

She stared at him.

"I kept count," he said simply.

Disbelief crossed her face first. Then something else entirely — it was unguarded, the expression she only ever had when it was just the two of them. Then her eyes went soft in a way that had nothing to do with the last three hours. She reached up and grabbed his collar and pulled him down to her and kissed him with everything she had left, which was still considerable, her hands in his hair, her mouth open against his.

He kissed her back just as hard.

She pulled back just enough to look at him — properly look at him, the way she had in the doorway three hours ago, like he was the only fixed point in the room.

"Seven times?" she asked again. Soft. Like she was keeping it.

"Seven times," he confirmed.

She smiled — the kind that started in her eyes before it reached her mouth — and slid her hands down his chest.

"Now," she said, her fingers finding his half hard cock, "let me take care of my husband. Like I promised."

Nathan's breath left him in one long exhale.

Like she'd promised.  He'd been sitting in that chair for three hours replaying those words on a loop and now her hands were on his cock and her eyes were on his face and he was approximately ten seconds from the best thing that had happened to him all evening — which was saying something, given the evening.

He let her pull him down onto the bed.

***

Later — much later — when the lights were off and the city outside had gone quieter and Tiffany was curled against his side with one hand flat on his chest, Nathan stared at the ceiling and felt something settle in him that he didn't have a word for yet.

Lying here on the other side of it, Nathan understood that this wasn't an ending.

It was a beginning.

He turned his head and looked at his wife in the dark.

She was already asleep, or almost. Her breathing slow, her hand rising and falling with his chest. The garter belt finally off. The Louboutins somewhere on the floor.

He thought about Marcus's number — two — and Tiffany's — seven — and the three hours he'd spent in that chair, and he thought about the next time, because there was going to be a next time, they both knew that now without having said it, and he wondered what she was already planning.

Knowing Tiffany?

Something better.

***

Enjoyed the story?

If this tale left you wanting more, I’d love to hear your thoughts! Your rating or review makes a world of difference—it not only fuels my passion for writing but also helps other readers find and enjoy these steamy adventures. Thank you for being part of this journey. 💋

— Emily Felix
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