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CHAPTER 1 — THE PERFECT WIFE

I was a good wife.

For a long time, I thought that was a clean virtue, a kind of invisible medal I wore beneath my dresses. I was the woman who remembered birthdays, chose wine without sounding pretentious, smiled at my husband’s friends, and knew the exact neckline that drew attention without becoming a subject. I was polite, controlled, fragrant, beautiful without desperation. The wife other women praised and men looked at a little too long before pretending they were searching for the waiter.

I pretended not to notice.

That was one of my favorite little lies.

I noticed everything.

I noticed the quick glance at my hips when I passed a table. I noticed the half-second pause when a man greeted me with a kiss on the cheek and caught my perfume. I noticed when a voice dropped lower, when a smile lingered, when a gaze slid down and returned to my face with educated guilt.

And Nathan noticed that I noticed.

That was our game before we had the courage to call it a game.

Nathan Brooks, my husband, was the kind of man who looked whole. He had the posture of a man who never needed to prove anything, a shirt always ironed, a calm voice, beautiful hands, and an elegance that sometimes irritated me. He was not weak. He never was. But he carried his shame the way some men carry a hidden weapon: no one saw it, but the weight changed the way he moved.

His fantasy took years to come out of the shadows.

Not because he hid it well. Because he hid it carefully. There is a difference. Nathan did not say, “I want to see another man with you.” He said smaller things, wrapped in teasing.

“That guy almost broke his neck looking at you.”

“You are enjoying that attention too much.”

“If I were not here, he would have tried to talk to you.”

I answered the way dangerous wives answer when they still want to look innocent.

“And would you have been jealous?”

He would smile. Say yes. Kiss the back of my neck. Change the subject.

But his body did not change the subject.

I felt it.

Nathan’s hunger became harder when another man looked at me. At first, that confused me. Then it offended me. Later, it lit me up.

The night that changed everything began in an Italian restaurant in the West Village. A beautiful, dark place where everyone pretends intimacy is worth the price of the wine. I wore a black dress that looked respectable while I stood still, but changed its intention every time I took a deep breath. The fabric hugged my body with an almost indecent precision. It was not vulgar. I did not yet have the courage to be vulgar. It was worse: it was calculated.

Nathan noticed in the bedroom.

He was fastening his watch when he saw me come out of the closet. He stopped halfway through the gesture. His eyes moved down my body and came back more slowly.

“Is that dress new?”

“It is.”

“Were you going to tell me?”

“I am telling you now.”

He came to me. His hand passed over my waist, then stopped on the curve of my hip.

“You know exactly what you are doing.”

I adjusted his collar.

“Do I?”

“You do.”

“Then why did you ask?”

Nathan brought his mouth close to my ear.

“Because I like it when you pretend innocence.”

I shivered. I smiled as if I had not.

“And I like it when you pretend you believe me.”

At the restaurant, there were four of us: Nathan, me, Daniel, and Claire. Beautiful, polite, predictable people. We talked about work, trips, and apartments the way couples do when they have learned to turn exhaustion into conversation. I laughed at the right time. I drank my wine. I touched Nathan’s arm now and then, the way secure wives do.

Then I saw the man at the bar.

Tall. Black. Broad shoulders. Dark suit. A man standing there without asking the room for permission. He held a low glass, and when his eyes found mine, he did not look away quickly the way polite men do. He looked as if he knew I was married, and as if that made me more interesting.

My body answered before my morality did.

It was a small contraction, low and irritating. The sudden awareness of being wanted by someone who did not know my last name, my favorite coffee, my fears, my routine. He did not see Nathan’s wife. He saw a woman in a black dress who, if she were less proper, might open her legs for a wrong night.

I thought that and felt ashamed.

Then I liked the shame.

I crossed my legs slowly.

Nathan saw.

Of course he saw.

His hand, under the table, landed on my thigh. It was not affection. It was a warning. His fingers tightened slightly, and that should have put me back in my place. Instead, I felt heat.

“Everything all right?” I asked softly, looking at my glass.

“You know he is looking.”

“Who?”

His hand moved one inch higher on my thigh.

“Do not do that.”

“Do what?”

“Pretend you do not know.”

I looked again at the man at the bar. He was still looking. He did not smile. He did not need to. His confidence was a provocation without words.

I turned back to Nathan and let my voice go sweet.

“Are you angry because he is looking at me, or because I let him?”

Nathan went still.

Claire was laughing at something. Daniel was talking about renovation. Cutlery touched plates. The civilized world continued to exist while, under the table, my husband held my thigh and I felt my panties getting wet just because he knew.

Nathan brought his mouth closer to my ear.

“Careful, Bella.”

Careful.

The word entered me like a hand.

Careful not to provoke.

Careful not to like it.

Careful not to discover that I like seeing you being watched.

I spent the rest of dinner on the edge. I did not speak to the man. I did nothing that anyone outside could call betrayal. But I gave him one extra second of my eyes. I gave Nathan the certainty that it was not an accident. I gave myself the first taste of being wanted while my husband watched.

In the car, Nathan drove in silence.

I let the dress ride a little higher on my thighs. I did not fix it. I looked out the window and waited. He looked.

Of course he looked.

“You did that on purpose,” he said.

“Did what?”

“Isabella.”

My full name. He used it when he wanted to pull me back into the correct woman.

I turned toward him.

“Do you want me to apologize?”

He gripped the steering wheel.

“I do not know what I want.”

His honesty turned me on more than an order would have.

“Did it make you hard?”

Nathan released air through his nose.

“Do not start.”

“I asked a question.”

“A dangerous one.”

“The best ones are.”

He stopped at a red light. The glow painted his mouth, his hard jaw, his eyes fixed on the avenue. I looked at the volume between his legs, discreet but impossible to hide from a wife who knows her husband’s body.

“Did you get hard because that man looked at me?”

The sentence fell into the car like a hot stone.

Nathan turned his face to me. There was anger in his eyes. Anger and shame. But his body kept betraying him.

“Do not talk like that.”

“Why?”

“Because you do not talk like that.”

“Maybe I am tired of talking like a perfect wife.”

The light changed. He took one second too long to accelerate.

“Bella...”

“Answer me.”

“Yes.”

One word.

Small.

Devastating.

My whole body heard it.

We stayed silent until we got home. In the elevator, he did not touch me. I saw our reflection in the brushed steel: me in a black dress, red mouth, bright eyes; him beside me, immaculate and almost shaking inside. We looked like a couple coming back from an elegant dinner. We were two people carrying a lit bomb.

Inside the apartment, I took off my heels near the door.

Nathan closed it behind us. The city glittered through the windows. Our living room was perfect: flowers, books, crystal glasses, a pale sofa. Everything too organized for what was inside me.

I went to the kitchen and poured water. I needed something cold in my hands.

“Do you want to talk?” I asked.

Nathan stayed in the living room.

“Do you?”

“I do.”

“It does not seem like it. It seems like you want to make me confess.”

I took a sip.

“And do you have something to confess?”

He gave a low, humorless laugh.

“Everyone fantasizes.”

“I did not ask about everyone.”

Nathan looked at me.

That was the first moment I saw my husband afraid of me. Not physically afraid. Afraid of being known.

I moved toward him slowly.

“Have you ever imagined another man with me?”

He closed his eyes for a second.

“Yes.”

I felt my chest open.

“Looking at me?”

“Yes.”

“Touching me?”

“Bella...”

“Touching me, Nathan?”

He swallowed.

“Yes.”

I put the glass on the counter. My hand trembled a little, but my voice stayed firm.

“And did I like it?”

He did not answer.

“In your fantasies, did I like it?”

“Yes.”

“A lot?”

His shame became so visible it could have been a third person in the room.

“Yes.”

I came closer. His smell, wine and expensive soap, brought me back to the man I loved. That made everything dirtier, not less.

“Did you imagine me as a good wife or as a slut?”

The word bit us both at the same time.

Nathan held his breath. So did I. I almost apologized. Almost retreated into the elegant version of myself. But the heat between my legs stopped me from lying.

He held my wrist.

“Do not use that word.”

“Why?”

“Because I do not want to disrespect you.”

“And what if I want to hear it?”

The question came out low. Dangerous. My mouth seemed to belong to another woman.

Nathan looked at me as if I had opened a forbidden drawer.

“You do not know what you are asking for.”

“Maybe I know better than you.”

His hand was still around my wrist. I lowered my gaze to his pants. I did not need to ask. He was hard. Hard from shame, jealousy, hunger. The elegant, correct husband, aroused by the idea of another man treating me the way he was afraid to imagine.

I touched the front of his pants.

Nathan closed his eyes.

“Bella.”

“Is this what that man did to you? Just by looking at me?”

He made a low sound trapped in his throat.

“Stop.”

“Wrong word.”

“What word do you want?”

I leaned in until my mouth almost touched his.

“Truth.”

My hand squeezed slowly. He was rigid under the fabric, and feeling that gave me an obscene courage. It was not only his hunger for me. It was his hunger for me being wanted by someone else. It was as if I had found a hidden lever inside my husband’s body.

“Say it,” I whispered. “Say you got hard because another man wanted to fuck your wife.”

Nathan opened his eyes.

There was love there.

And there was a filth neither of us had admitted before.

“I did.”

My belly clenched.

“Again.”

“I got hard because he wanted you.”

The sentence came out broken. Beautiful. Dirty. Ours.

I kissed Nathan as if I wanted to pull the rest of the confession from his mouth. He pushed me against the kitchen counter, his hands closing around my waist, his mouth rough on my neck.

The black dress climbed over my thighs. My panties were already soaked, and Nathan felt it the moment his fingers found me.

“You are wet because that man looked at you,” he said.

“Yes.”

The contract did not exist yet, but the truth already pulsed.

“Especially because of that, love.”

His fingers slid under the lace and spread my cunt. The word had not been spoken yet, but the role was already there: husband, witness, jealous man touching the wife who had enjoyed another man’s eyes.

Nathan rubbed my clit with two fingers and watched my face. “Are you thinking about him now?”

“I am thinking about you watching me think about him.”

The answer broke his restraint. He turned me toward the counter, pulled my panties down, and opened his pants behind me.

His cock pressed against my soaked pussy.

“Tell me what he wanted,” Nathan growled.

“He wanted to fuck your wife.”

Nathan drove into me in one hard stroke. I cried out, palms flat on the counter, the elegant apartment suddenly filled with the sound of my husband pounding me.

“And what did my wife want?”

I pushed my ass back against him. “She wanted her husband to know she liked being wanted.”

He fucked me harder. “Filthier.”

That was the first real surrender.

Nathan caught my hair and made me look at our reflection in the dark window.

“Look at yourself.”

I saw the respectable wife bent over the counter, dress around her waist, mouth open while her husband claimed her from behind.

“What am I?” I asked.

His voice shook before the word came. “My slut.”

My cunt clenched around him.

“And what are you?” I whispered.

Nathan drove deeper. “Your husband.”

“My husband,” I agreed. Then I gave him the word that would change us. “My beautiful cuck.”

He came hard at the sound of it. I came seconds later, shaking against the counter while his hands held me exactly where I belonged.

Afterward, he pressed his forehead to my back. “You are still my wife.”

“Always,” I said. “But maybe you need to see your wife become something else too.”


CHAPTER 2 — THE FIRST CONFESSION

The next morning, Nathan tried to act as if nothing had happened.

That was one of his talents. Turning earthquakes into coffee. He made eggs, put bread in the toaster, asked if I had an early meeting, and kissed my forehead with the same delicacy as always. It was almost offensive to see that man so normal after he had confessed, hours before, that he got hard imagining another man wanting me.

I accepted the coffee. Sat on the counter. Crossed my legs on purpose.

Nathan saw.

Of course he saw.

But he pretended he had not.

“Are you going to do that now?” I asked.

He raised his eyes from the pan.

“Do what?”

“Pretend last night did not happen.”

The spatula stopped in his hand.

“I was trying to give space.”

“For me or for you?”

Nathan turned off the stove. The silence in the kitchen changed. Normality fell to the floor like a plate.

“For both of us,” he said.

“I do not want space. I want truth.”

He turned slowly.

“So early?”

“Especially so early. A lie gets more comfortable when you let it have coffee with you.”

Nathan laughed without wanting to.

“You woke up dangerous.”

“I slept dangerous.”

His eyes dropped to my mouth.

I was wearing one of his white T-shirts. Only that. Panties underneath, bare legs, hair tied up carelessly. No black dress, no restaurant, no man at the bar. Just me in the kitchen, in the morning. And still, when I spoke, I felt the woman from the previous night move inside me.

“Did you research anything?” I asked.

Nathan went very quiet.

“Why?”

“Because you did not confess everything last night. Men like you do not carry a fantasy for years without naming it somewhere.”

He braced both hands on the counter.

“Bella...”

“Hotwife.”

His face changed.

“Cuckold.”

His jaw tightened.

“Bull.”

The final word stayed in the air, heavier than the others.

Nathan looked at the floor.

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“I researched.”

“How long?”

“Years.”

I did not move.

Years.

My husband had lived beside me carrying, in silence, an entire room of images where I existed in ways I did not even know.

Part of me felt offended. Another part felt chosen again, in a twisted way. He had not fantasized about just any woman. He had fantasized about me. My mouth, my legs, my dress, my voice. He had made me the focus of a private sin and then felt ashamed for worshiping it.

“And in your fantasies, what was I like?” I asked.

Nathan took a deep breath.

“I do not want to hurt you.”

“That sentence is starting to irritate me.”

“Because you think it is protection.”

“No. Because it sounds like you think I am too fragile for my own hunger.”

He looked at me.

The sentence hit.

I went to him. Stopped close enough to feel the heat of his body.

“I want to hear.”

“You think you do.”

“Nathan.”

“All right.”

He passed a hand over his face, tired but aroused. I already recognized that mixture. It was like watching glass fog from the inside.

“In my fantasies, you liked being watched.”

“I already like that.”

He closed his eyes for a second.

“Bella.”

“Keep going.”

“You provoked, knowing I was seeing it. Not in an obvious way. You are never obvious, not even in my head.”

I smiled.

“How kind.”

“It is not kindness. It is torture. You crossed your legs, bit the rim of your glass, let a man think he had a chance. Then you looked at me. Just one second. As if asking whether I could handle it.”

My body warmed.

“And could you?”

“No.”

“But you wanted to keep watching.”

“Yes.”

The kitchen felt too small for that conversation. The refrigerator, the mugs, the toaster, everything obscenely domestic around our emotional nakedness.

“And then?” I asked.

Nathan gave a low laugh.

“You want the entire script?”

“I want the whole dirty truth.”

He looked at me.

It was the first time I had said something like that in the morning, without wine, without a dress, without darkness. The sentence became even cruder because of the clear light coming through the window.

“Then I imagined you choosing,” he said. “Not being taken. Not being tricked. Choosing.”

The word entered me with force.

“Did that matter?”

“It was everything.”

“Why?”

“Because if you did not choose, it was only fear. If you chose, it was hunger.”

I stayed silent.

Nathan saw that the sentence had touched me.

“You liked that.”

“Yes.”

“Choosing?”

“Yes.”

“Or me needing to watch you choose?”

My chest rose.

“Both.”

He stepped away from the counter and walked through the kitchen. Not to run. To endure. I followed him with my eyes, feeling a new perversity being born from my calm. I did not want to humiliate him to wound him. I wanted to humiliate him carefully, the way someone drags a fingernail over sensitive skin and asks if it hurts in the right way.

“Do you want me to say the worse part?” he asked.

“I do.”

“I imagined you talking to me during it.”

The sentence lit my skin.

“Saying what?”

Nathan shook his head.

“No.”

“Yes.”

“Bella.”

I got down from the counter and went to him. I touched the waistband of his sweatpants. He breathed differently.

“Did you wake up hard thinking about it?” I asked.

He looked at my hand.

“Yes.”

I slid my fingers inside the elastic, only enough to feel him rigid, hot, far too ready for a man who said he was afraid. Nathan caught my wrist, but he did not pull me away.

“Are you ashamed of me or of yourself?” I asked.

“Both.”

“Then talk with shame anyway.”

I squeezed lightly. He closed his eyes.

“I imagined you looking at me while another man touched you.”

“And what did I say?”

His voice dropped.

“That I had asked for it.”

My pulse accelerated.

“And what else?”

“That I was hard because it was what I wanted.”

“And was it?”

He opened his eyes.

“It was.”

A cruel heat slid through me. Not the cheap thrill of being wanted by a stranger. This was deeper. I could make my husband surrender with nothing but my voice.

I brought my mouth closer to his.

“Do you want me to say that one day?”

Nathan lost breath for an instant.

“Yes.”

“Do you want me to look at you while another man wants me and say you asked for it?”

“Bella...”

“Answer.”

“Yes.”

My hand was still inside his pants. He was so hard the answer felt redundant, but I wanted the word. I wanted to hear the adult, handsome, respected husband admit that his own hunger put him on his knees without needing to kneel.

“Do you want me to be a slut for him in front of you?”

The word returned, stronger, hotter, more ours.

Nathan groaned low, almost angry.

“Do not say that.”

“final word?”

He breathed heavily.

“No.”

“Then do not tell me to stop just because you liked it too much.”

That sentence changed something in him.

Nathan grabbed my face and kissed me hard. His hand went up beneath my T-shirt, touching my skin as if he needed to confirm I was still a body and not just a voice. I let him. But when he tried to lift me onto the counter, I caught his shirt.

“Not yet.”

He stared at me, breathless.

“You are going to drive me insane.”

“I am going to teach you to listen.”

“You are enjoying control.”

“Very much.”

He closed his eyes, and I felt his body pulse against my hand.

“Then control properly, Mrs. Brooks.”

The way he said my married name made me squeeze him harder. Mrs. Brooks. The respectable wife in a white T-shirt, with her hand inside her husband’s pants, talking about another man.

“First you will tell me everything,” I said.

“Everything?”

“Everything you were ashamed to imagine.”

Nathan rested his forehead against mine.

“I imagined a bull bigger than me.”

The air left my lungs.

“Bigger how?”

He opened his eyes.

“You know how.”

The crudeness was there, but his voice still caught at the edge.

“Say it.”

He laughed low, painfully.

“I imagined you looking at him and realizing he was big. Strong. The kind of man who makes a woman pay attention before she even decides she likes him.”

My body answered so forcefully I had to press my thighs together.

Nathan saw.

“That did something to you.”

“Yes.”

His hand held the back of my neck.

“Do you want a man like that?”

The question caught me off guard.

I did not know Caleb yet. There was no photo, no voice, no signed contract. But the possibility had shape.

“Maybe.”

Nathan closed his eyes.

“That word is worse than yes.”

“Because it leaves you imagining.”

“And you like that.”

“I do.”

He kissed me again, but this time the kiss did not command. It asked. Asked me to come back. Asked me to keep going. Asked me not to lie.

That morning, we did not finish breakfast. We did not finish the conversation either. Life called the way it always calls: meetings, messages, bills, showers, clothes, routine. But something had been placed on the table, and neither of us had the courage to put it away.

That night, I found Nathan in the office.

He was on the laptop. He closed a tab too quickly when I came in.

I stopped in the doorway.

“Seriously?”

“What?”

“You are terrible at being innocent.”

He took a deep breath, then turned the laptop toward me.

On the screen was a private forum. Threads about couples who had crossed the same line and survived it. Some posts were crude. Others sounded like frightened spouses trying to name a fantasy before it swallowed the marriage.

One tab was open:

CUCKOLD CONTRACT: WHAT COUPLES LEARN BEFORE THE FIRST BULL

The word contract calmed me.

Maybe that sounds strange. But I needed terms. I did not want to fall into a drunken night with some random man. I did not want secrets, lies, impulse. I wanted to choose to lose part of control inside a space safe enough to return from.

“Did you want to make one?” I asked.

Nathan did not answer.

“A contract.”

“I know what you mean.”

“Then answer.”

He leaned back in his chair.

“I wanted to understand how couples do this without destroying everything.”

His answer removed some of the vulgarity from the room.

There was the real fear.

It was not just sex. It was the marriage. It was the enormous question hidden behind the hard cock, the dirty words, the gaze of the man at the bar: if we open this door, will we still know how to come home?

I moved closer.

“Maybe they do not do it without risk.”

“That does not help.”

“But maybe they do it with honesty.”

Nathan looked at me.

“And you? What do you want?”

I could have said I wanted to forget. I could have handed the fantasy back to him, closed, like an object too dangerous to leave in the living room. But I thought about his hand in mine, the morning, the way my body had answered when he spoke of a bigger bull, strong, capable of making me pay attention.

“I want to know how far this goes inside me,” I answered.

Nathan became serious.

“That is not an answer.”

“It is the only one I have.”

“What if I cannot handle it?”

“Then we stop.”

“What if you like it too much?”

The question came low. Wounded. Central.

I did not soften it.

“Then you will need to know that about me.”

Nathan closed his eyes. The sentence entered him like a blade.

“Do you have any idea what that does to me?”

“I do.”

“You do not.”

I came closer.

“Then tell me.”

He held my waist.

“It makes me want to lock you in the bedroom and never let any man look at you again.”

“And?”

His voice darkened.

“And it makes me want to sit and watch you discover exactly that.”

I went to the laptop, opened a blank document, and typed the title in capital letters:

THE CUCKOLD CONTRACT

Nathan looked at the screen as if the words had undressed both of us.

“This is not going to be a manual,” I said. “It is going to be the dirty truth we keep trying to soften.”

“What truth?”

I typed the first line.

CLAUSE ONE: ISABELLA WANTS THIS TOO.

Nathan read it twice.

“That is the part that scares me.”

“That is the part that makes it real.”

The second line came easier.

CLAUSE TWO: THE WIFE TELLS THE TRUTH, EVEN WHEN IT MAKES THE HUSBAND HARD AND JEALOUS.

Nathan breathed out through his nose. “You are enjoying this.”

“Very much.”

I knelt between his legs and pulled his sweatpants down. His cock sprang into my hand, hard from every sentence we had written.

“Keep typing,” I ordered.

“Bella.”

“Type, my love.”

I took the head into my mouth while Nathan placed trembling hands on the keyboard.

CLAUSE THREE: THE HUSBAND MUST WATCH.

The sentence appeared on the screen while my lips slid down his shaft.

Nathan groaned and caught my hair. “You like making your cuck write that while you suck him?”

I pulled off long enough to answer. “I love making my husband admit what he wants.”

“And what does my wife want?”

“A bull big enough to make you stare.”

His cock pulsed against my tongue.

I made him type the final line before I let him come.

CLAUSE FOUR: AFTER THE BULL, THE HUSBAND CLAIMS HIS WIFE AGAIN.

“Read it,” I said.

Nathan read the words aloud, voice breaking.

I sucked him harder until he came in my mouth. I swallowed, then wiped my lips with the back of my hand and looked at the document.

Four clauses. No bureaucracy. No hiding. Just hunger, jealousy, and the promise that neither of us would disappear.

I placed my hand over Nathan’s on the keyboard.

“Now we find out how far the truth goes.”


CHAPTER 3 — THE TERMS OF HER HUNGER

I woke before Nathan on Saturday.

That rarely happened. He was the man of schedules, discreet alarms, coffee already made. I was the woman who pretended to complain about routine but felt loved by it. That morning, however, I woke up with the contract inside my head.

Light came through the cracks in the curtain. Nathan slept on his side, one hand near my waist, as if even unconscious he needed to confirm I was still there.

I was.

But not exactly the same.

I got up slowly, put on a silk robe, and went to the kitchen. I made coffee. The domestic movement felt almost indecent after the night before. A good wife makes coffee for her husband. A dangerous wife makes coffee after writing a term that says he must watch while she is wanted by another man.

Nathan appeared minutes later, barefoot, wearing only sweatpants. He stopped at the kitchen doorway. Looked at me. At the robe. At my hand holding the cup.

“You woke up early.”

“Yes.”

“Did you think?”

“A lot.”

He came to the counter.

“About what?”

“The contract.”

His throat moved.

“I thought maybe today you would pretend it did not happen.”

“Did you want me to pretend?”

He picked up the cup but did not drink.

“Part of me did.”

“And the other part?”

“The other part woke up before I did.”

I looked at his pants. He did not try to hide it.

“It seems so.”

Nathan closed his eyes, breathing through his nose.

“You woke up cruel.”

“No. I woke up honest.”

“With that robe?”

“Especially with this robe.”

He smiled, but the smile did not last. The conversation still had teeth.

“What do you want to do?” he asked.

“Write the rest.”

“Now?”

“Today.”

“Bella, last night we were excited. Frightened. That distorts things.”

“That is why we are going to write with coffee, daylight, and enough clothing that we cannot blame the hunger for everything.”

Nathan looked at my robe.

“Enough clothing is debatable.”

“Excellent. Debate later.”

We went to the office. The document was still open. The title looked bigger than the letters. The Cuckold Contract. I would keep the title in English. It sounded like the cover of a forbidden book, and I liked that.

I sat in the main chair. Nathan noticed.

“You are going to lead?”

“Today, yes.”

“Why?”

“Because yesterday we spoke about your fantasy. Today I want to speak about my hunger.”

The sentence struck him.

“That scares me.”

“I know.”

“And you like knowing that it scares me.”

I looked at him.

“Yes.”

The word came out clean, without apology.

Nathan closed his eyes for a second, accepting the blow.

I opened a new section.

THE TERMS OF HER HUNGER

I read the four clauses we had written the night before. In daylight they looked less like fantasy and more like a confession that had learned to wear formal clothes.

Nathan stood behind my chair, barefoot and hard beneath his sweatpants.

“Something is missing,” I said.

“What?”

“My voice.”

I added beneath the title:

THE WIFE DOES NOT PERFORM HUNGER FOR HER HUSBAND. SHE ADMITS THE HUNGER THAT IS ALREADY HERS.

Nathan’s hands landed on my shoulders.

“That sentence makes me want to lock you in the bedroom.”

“And the rest of you?”

His mouth touched my ear. “The rest of me wants to watch you prove it.”

I turned in the chair and opened my silk robe. Nothing underneath.

Nathan stared at my breasts, then at the shaved pussy between my thighs.

“Still think we need pages of explanations?” I asked.

“No.”

“Good. Then touch the wife who signed.”

He dropped to his knees and put his mouth on my cunt.

The first lick made my fingers lock around the chair arms. Nathan ate me with the hunger he had hidden behind politeness for years, his tongue circling my clit while I watched the contract glow on the laptop screen.

“Say what you are doing,” I ordered.

Nathan lifted his face, lips wet with me. “I am eating my wife while she writes about another man.”

“And what are you?”

His shame flashed before it became heat. “Her cuckold.”

“My husband,” I corrected softly. “My cuck inside this room. My love everywhere else.”

The tenderness made the filth sharper.

He pushed two fingers into my cunt and sucked my clit until I was close.

“Do not make me come yet,” I said.

Nathan stopped immediately, not from a term, but because I had taken control of the morning.

I stood, pushed him into the chair, and straddled his lap.

His cock slid through my soaked lips.

“Type the next clause,” I whispered.

“While you do this?”

“Especially while I do this.”

I sank onto him slowly. Nathan’s head fell back, but I caught his jaw and turned him toward the screen.

“Eyes open, baby.”

He placed one hand on the keyboard and typed with the other gripping my hip.

CLAUSE FIVE: THE WORDS SLUT AND CUCKOLD BELONG TO THE BEDROOM, WHERE LOVE GIVES THEM TEETH.

“It irritates me to imagine your hunger fixing on another man while I stand beside you.”

“Call me what you imagined.”

Nathan’s mouth trembled. “My slut.”

“Again.”

“My beautiful slut.”

My cunt tightened around his cock.

“And you?”

“Your little cuck.”

“My husband,” I said, kissing him. “The man who will watch and still know I come home to him.”

I moved faster, breasts shaking inches from his face. Nathan sucked one nipple and drove up into me.

“Tell me what kind of bull you want,” he said.

“Experienced. Calm. Strong enough that I cannot pretend he is only an idea.”

“Bigger than me?”

I looked into his eyes. “Yes.”

The answer made him pound me harder.

“Black?”

“Maybe.”

“Dominant?”

“Enough to make your perfect wife obey while her husband watches.”

Nathan groaned and pulled me down onto his cock.

“You are going to destroy me.”

“No, love. I am going to make you stop hiding.”

I came around him, hard and shameless, whispering “my cuck” into his mouth while his cock filled me.

Nathan came with my name broken between his teeth.

We stayed in the chair for a long moment, the laptop open beside us and the contract reduced to what it should have been all along: a few brutal promises written by two people who wanted the same dangerous thing.

Then I climbed off him and typed the final description of the bull:

HE MAY COMMAND THE BODY. HE DOES NOT REPLACE THE HUSBAND.

Nathan read it and nodded.

“That one stays.”

“They all stay.”

We printed the document. It fit on two pages now.

Nathan placed them on the table.

“We do not have to sign today.”

I picked up the pen.

“I am not signing myself over to another man. I am signing that I will not lie about wanting to find out.”

I signed first.

ISABELLA BROOKS.

Nathan signed beneath me.

NATHAN BROOKS.

No thunder. No ceremony. Just two signatures beneath the sentence that mattered most:

THE HUSBAND MUST WATCH.

That evening, I wore a navy dress to dinner and crossed my legs when the waiter looked at me.

Nathan saw.

The contract had already begun training his eyes.

“Then stay with me.”

We kept writing until the document held only what mattered: no secrets, no hiding, no humiliation carried into ordinary life, and no pretending the marriage was absent from the room.

IF THE TRUTH CHANGES, THEY SAY IT OUT LOUD.

The sound of the printer was ridiculous. Too normal. Page by page, the contract came out on white paper, carrying the terms of our transformation.

That night, we went out to dinner. Not to the Italian restaurant. Another place. Smaller, darker. I wore a navy-blue dress, discreet enough to look innocent. Nathan wore a white shirt. We looked like a normal couple.

But there was a signed contract in the drawer.

When the waiter looked at me one second too long, Nathan saw.

When Nathan saw, I saw.

And when I saw that he saw, I crossed my legs slowly.

Nathan lifted his glass to his mouth, but did not drink.

“Bella.”

“Yes?”

“You are doing it on purpose.”

I smiled at the menu.

“Doing what?”

He leaned over the table. His voice came controlled, elegant, almost social.

“Reminding me that you signed.”

I raised my eyes.

“Do you want me to forget?”

Nathan held my gaze.

“No.”

“Then read the right clause in your head.”

“Which one?”

I leaned closer.

“The husband must watch.”

His hand tightened on the stem of the glass.

“You are going to destroy me.”

“No.”

I smiled.

“I am going to train you.”

The word hit my husband like an order.

On the way home, he drove in silence. But this time the silence was not escape. It was containment.

When we entered the apartment, Nathan took off his jacket and looked at me.

“The contract has a flaw.”

My heart accelerated.

“What flaw?”

He came closer.

“It says what can happen with another man. It does not say what I can do with you while I am still the only one.”

The sentence went down through my body.

I smiled slowly.

“That does not need a contract.”

Nathan held the back of my neck, firmer than usual.

“No?”

“No.”

“Why?”

I pressed my mouth to his.

“Because tonight I still came back only to you.”

Nathan kissed me as if he needed to confirm it with his entire body.

And that night I understood the contract had not moved my husband away from me.

It had set fire to the exact distance between us.


CHAPTER 4 — CHOOSING CALEB KNIGHT

For three days, Nathan did not touch the contract.

Not physically.

Because in other ways, he touched it all the time.

I saw it in his eyes when I came out of the shower wrapped in a towel. I saw it in his hand lingering at my waist when he passed me in the kitchen. I saw it in the brief silence when my phone vibrated, even when it was only Claire asking about dinner.

The contract was in the nightstand drawer.

But it was also in our bed, on the sofa, between glasses of wine, on my skin when Nathan looked at me as if he now knew there was a secret door inside me and was waiting for the moment I handed him the key myself.

On Tuesday, he came home late from work.

I was sitting at the vanity, taking off my earrings. I had worn a pale dress that day, almost conservative. Hair pinned. Light makeup. The perfect Mrs. Brooks returned to the world as if nothing had happened.

Nathan stopped in the doorway.

“You look beautiful.”

I looked at him through the mirror.

“Thank you.”

“Important meeting?”

“No.”

“Then why?”

I turned slowly, still holding one earring.

“Because I wanted to.”

He came into the room, loosening his tie.

“You do that now.”

“Do what?”

“Answer as if every sentence has a second layer.”

I smiled.

“Maybe you have only started listening better.”

Nathan stopped behind me. His hands touched my shoulders. His eyes met mine in the mirror.

“I thought about the contract today.”

“Which part?”

“The part about him.”

I did not need to ask who.

The bull.

The possibility had stopped being a word and started taking shape. Still without a face. But with enough weight to make my husband come home carrying silence.

“And what did you think?” I asked.

Nathan moved his fingers down my neck.

“That I hate the fact that there is a category of man for this.”

“For what?”

“To enter a married woman’s hunger without apologizing.”

My breathing changed.

“Do you think he would not apologize?”

“I hope he would not.”

That answer caught me.

“You hope?”

He closed his eyes for a second.

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because if he walks in apologizing, I will hate him in a common way.”

“And if he does not?”

Nathan opened his eyes.

“Then I will hate him in the right way.”

There was venom and hunger in his voice.

I felt heat beneath the dress.

“You want to hate him?”

“I want to need to hate him.”

“Is there a difference?”

“A big one.”

He leaned until his mouth was near my ear.

“I want to look at him and know you chose someone who threatens me inside the ritual. Not just any idiot. Not a weak man trying to take advantage. Someone who knows what he is doing.”

I stayed quiet.

“And I want you to tell me you noticed that in him before I did.”

My fingers tightened around the earring.

“That would hurt you.”

“Yes.”

“And turn you on.”

“Yes.”

The mirror returned the image of us: me seated, elegant, still; him behind me, tie loose, hands on my shoulders, confessing that he wanted me to choose a man capable of hurting him in a consensual way.

“Then is it time?” I asked.

Nathan did not answer immediately.

“To look?”

“Yes.”

He looked at my mouth through the mirror.

“Do you want to?”

The question was different now.

It was not “do you accept?” It was not “would you do it for me?”

It was: do you want to?

The signed clause breathed between us.

If the wife chooses a bull, she must choose honestly. Not only for the husband’s fantasy, but because she desires him too.

“I want to start looking,” I answered.

Nathan absorbed the precision.

“Start.”

“Yes.”

“Not choose yet.”

“No.”

“Why?”

I turned in the chair to face him without the mirror.

“Because I need to feel the difference between curiosity and hunger.”

He nodded.

“And I need to feel the difference between fantasy and reality.”

“Yes.”

“I think I will feel it quickly.”

We went to the office as if we were about to sign a mortgage, start a company, or choose a school for children we never had. There was an absurd solemnity in sitting before the laptop to look for the man who might lead me in front of my husband.

Nathan took a bottle of wine, then stopped.

“No.”

“No?”

“No important decision with alcohol.”

I smiled.

“Good husband.”

“Responsible cuckold.”

The word came with humor, but it still had an edge.

We created a profile in a private community for couples. No face. Nothing explicit. A short description, written by both of us and revised like a job posting for a morally dangerous position:

Married couple. First practical hotwife/cuckold experience. Seeking an experienced, discreet, dominant, emotionally controlled man who understands that the marriage remains at the center.

We posted.

And waited.

The waiting was too intimate.

For the first few minutes, nothing happened. Nathan pretended to check emails. I pretended to organize a drawer. Both of us looked at the screen at every nonexistent vibration.

Then the first message came.

“Hey, sexy wife. I can make your husband cry tonight.”

Nathan looked at me.

“No.”

“Not even if I want to see you cry?”

“Bella.”

I laughed and deleted it.

The second came with an unsolicited photo. Nathan closed the laptop as if he had been slapped.

“My God.”

“We opened the zoo door.”

“Do we close it?”

“Not yet.”

The third was too long and used the word alpha like a man who needed to prove he cast a shadow. The fourth asked whether Nathan was a real man. The fifth wanted to talk to me alone, even though we had written no secrets.

I blocked him without answering.

Men confused dominance with bad manners. Confused hunger with hurry. Confused cuckold with the right to erase my husband.

That bothered me more than I expected.

“They do not understand,” I said.

Nathan looked at me.

“What?”

“That you are not disappearing.”

He stayed quiet.

“Some want to erase you.”

“Does that bother you?”

“A lot.”

“I thought that was the fantasy.”

I looked at him.

“No. The fantasy is that you watch. Not that you vanish.”

Nathan leaned back in his chair.

“Repeat that.”

“I do not want you to vanish.”

He breathed deeply.

“Thank you.”

“I want you to see.”

His gratitude changed color.

He closed his eyes.

“That is worse.”

“I know.”

The next message arrived while we were still looking at each other.

No photo. No vulgarity. No rush.

Good evening, Isabella and Nathan. I read your profile twice before writing. Many men say they know how to dominate a woman. Few understand that in this dynamic, the husband’s mind is also inside the room. If you are looking for someone who respects the marriage while testing its edges, we can talk. If you are looking for noise, I am not your man. Caleb Knight.

We fell silent.

I read it again.

Then a third time.

Nathan did not move.

“He knows how to write,” I said.

“He knows how to hunt.”

The sentence left him before he could soften it.

I looked at him.

“Hunt?”

“Yes.”

“You think so?”

“I do.”

“And does that bother you?”

He passed a hand over his jaw.

“Yes.”

“In a common way or in the right way?”

Nathan took a while.

“In the right way.”

I felt the first real shiver connected to Caleb Knight.

Not because of his body. I had not seen a photo yet.

Because of the way he entered.

Without begging. Without trying to impress with rudeness. Without insulting Nathan. Without reducing me to a cheap fantasy. Caleb had read the room before opening the door.

I clicked the profile.

Caleb Knight. Forty-two. New York. Discreet. Experienced. No performance, no vulgar promises, no interest in replacing a husband. He wrote that a bull entered the bedroom, not the marriage.

There were three photos.

The first showed his face. Black. Shaved head. Short beard. Eyes too calm. Not handsome like Nathan, who had a clean beauty. Caleb was handsome in a dense way, as if he occupied space before he even moved.

The second was full-body, dark suit, hands in his pockets. Tall. Broad shoulders. Relaxed posture of someone who did not need to inflate his chest to look bigger.

The third was less formal. Black T-shirt. Strong arms. Nothing exaggerated. Nothing too posed. Just physical presence.

Nathan stood.

“I need water.”

“You already have water.”

“More water.”

He left.

I stared at Caleb’s photo.

I did nothing. Did not answer. Only looked.

And I hated the fact that I felt exactly what the clause required.

Honest interest.

Not love. Not passion. Not loss of control.

Possible hunger.

That physical recognition the body makes before the mind builds a defense.

Caleb looked like the kind of man who would knock before entering and then occupy the entire room once the door opened.

Nathan came back with another glass.

He saw the screen.

Saw my face.

“You liked him.”

It was not a question.

I could have deflected. Said I was evaluating. That photos meant nothing. That it was still early.

But the contract existed.

“Yes,” I answered.

Nathan stayed quiet.

“What did you like?”

“The message.”

“Only the message?”

I looked at the photo.

Then at my husband.

“No.”

The word crossed the room.

Nathan leaned on the table.

“Say it.”

“He is attractive.”

Nathan’s throat moved.

“More attractive than me?”

“Nathan.”

“Say it. I need to know where it hurts.”

I stood.

“That question is not fair.”

“I know.”

“Then why did you ask?”

“Because I am human and I am jealous of a photo.”

His honesty touched me.

I went to him.

“You are my husband. Caleb is a possibility.”

“Possibilities have the advantage. They do not snore yet, do not make mistakes, do not forget to buy milk.”

I smiled, but he was too serious for a joke.

“Caleb does not know what I look like when I am sad.”

“Maybe he does not need to know that to turn you on.”

The sentence hit the focus.

I stayed silent.

Nathan saw.

He gave a low, humorless laugh.

“My God.”

“Nathan.”

“That was the truth, was it not?”

“Yes.”

“He does not need to know anything about you to affect your body.”

The crudeness of the sentence made me breathe deeper.

“Maybe not.”

Nathan closed his eyes.

“That is humiliating.”

“I know.”

“And you are getting wet just seeing me understand that?”

My skin lit up.

The question came heavy, dirty, different from him. My husband using a blade I had placed in his hand myself.

“Yes.”

He opened his eyes.

Pain and hunger were there, fighting without a winner.

“Fuck.”

I touched his chest.

I touched his chest.

He caught my wrist. “Do not mistake the way I look for regret.”

“Then tell me what it is.”

“Jealousy. Hunger. Both. Keep going.”

“I know. But do not confuse pain with a choice I did not make.”

That struck me.

“All right.”

“I am jealous. I am aroused. I am irritated because he wrote the perfect message. I hate that you liked him. And I hate even more that I liked seeing you like him.”

I stared at my husband.

That may have been his truest cuckold confession up to that point. Not the fantasy of seeing me with another man. Not the humiliation. But admitting that my real hunger, even small, even new, lit him up.

“Answer him,” he said.

“To Caleb?”

“Yes.”

“Now?”

“Before I change my mind.”

I sat in front of the laptop. Nathan stood behind me. I felt his heat, his controlled breathing, his fear watching my fingers.

I wrote:

Good evening, Caleb. Thank you for reading carefully. Nathan’s mind is inside the room, and our marriage is too. We are new in practice, not in honesty. We are interested in talking if you understand that the contract is erotic truth, not a negotiation manual. Isabella.

Nathan read over my shoulder.

“You wrote our marriage.”

“Yes.”

“And you signed only Isabella.”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

I turned my face.

“Because he wrote to both of us, but I am the one answering.”

Nathan closed his eyes.

“That hurts in the right way.”

I clicked send.

Seven minutes later, Caleb replied:

Thank you, Isabella. Slowly is the only way I work with first-time couples. Before anything else: you both need to be able to say no without explaining yourselves. If that is clear, I suggest a video call. No play. No pressure. Only conversation. I want to hear Nathan directly too.

Nathan read.

“He wants to hear me.”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

“You seem surprised.”

“I am used to men trying to erase me in messages.”

“He does not seem to want to erase you.”

“No.”

“Does that help?”

Nathan looked at the screen.

“Worse. It makes him seem more dangerous.”

We scheduled the call for Thursday.

Two days.

Two days are little when you are waiting for a package.

They are eternal when you are waiting for a man who may change the way your husband says your name.

On Thursday, I spent nearly an hour choosing clothes for a call that, in theory, would not involve play.

In theory.

I put on a black blouse. Took it off. A white shirt. Took it off. A gray dress. Took it off. Nathan appeared at the closet door.

“You are dressing for him.”

The sentence was not accusatory. It was wounded.

I stopped with a silk blouse in my hands.

“I am.”

Nathan breathed deeply.

The truth fell between us like clothes on the floor.

“Thank you for not lying.”

“That hurt you.”

“Yes.”

“Do you want me to wear anything?”

He looked at me.

“I do not want you to pretend you do not want to be seen.”

My chest tightened.

“Nathan...”

“Just do not leave me out of it.”

I went to him.

“Choose with me.”

He seemed surprised.

“The clothes?”

“Yes.”

From that moment, dressing for Caleb stopped being separation. It became a couple’s ritual.

Nathan chose the black dress.

It was not vulgar. Long sleeves, a discreet neckline, fabric that followed my body without shouting. It was the perfect version of the respectable wife about to speak to a bull.

“This one,” he said.

“Why?”

“Because it looks like you.”

“The safe version?”

He touched the fabric.

“The version that makes a man want to find out if she is really safe.”

I shivered.

“Do you want Caleb to think that?”

Nathan closed his hand around the dress for a second.

“I do.”

“And you hate it.”

“Yes.”

I dressed. Nathan zipped me up from behind. The gesture was intimate, too matrimonial for that context. I felt his fingers move slowly up my back, closing the clothes another man would see through a screen.

The call began at nine.

Caleb appeared in a dark, organized space, with few details. Black shirt. Low light. He looked bigger even on video, which irritated me because I found it clichéd and, at the same time, true.

His voice was the first thing that truly affected me.

Deep. Calm. Effortless.

“Good evening, Isabella. Nathan.”

My husband answered before I did.

“Caleb.”

The two male names crossing the screen made my body pay attention.

Caleb looked at Nathan first.

That was smart.

“I appreciate that you are here directly,” he said. “I do not deal with husbands who hide behind their wives and then punish them for feeling afraid.”

Nathan became serious.

“I do not intend to hide.”

“Good. Do you intend to watch?”

The question came clean. No preparation. No vulgarity.

Nathan went still.

I felt his hand search for mine out of camera range.

I took it.

“Yes,” he said. “If it happens, I intend to watch.”

Caleb nodded.

“Because you want to, or because Isabella wants you to see?”

Nathan looked at me.

The question was excellent.

“Both,” he answered. “But it started with me.”

Caleb looked at me then.

And there I understood the difference between being looked at by a random man at a bar and being looked at by a man who knew exactly what kind of emotional room he was entering.

He did not smile.

He did not devour me with his eyes.

He did worse.

He paid attention.

“Isabella,” he said. “Are you here because your husband wants to suffer, or because you want to be wanted by someone who is not your husband?”

The question went straight into my heart.

Nathan squeezed my hand.

I could have given a beautiful answer. Something about joint exploration, marriage, trust.

But Caleb had not asked that.

“Both,” I said.

Caleb held my gaze through the screen.

“That is not enough.”

Nathan tensed.

So did I.

“For him, maybe. For fantasy, maybe. Not for me.”

My throat dried.

“What would be enough?”

“To hear which part belongs to you.”

The room went quiet.

I looked at Caleb. Then Nathan. Then our joined hands outside the camera.

“I want to know what happens to me when a man who is not my husband looks at me without pretending he should not.”

Caleb did not react immediately.

Nathan did. His hand tightened around mine.

“Better,” Caleb said.

My heart struck hard.

Better.

A simple approval, almost cold. And yet I felt it.

Nathan saw that I felt it.

Caleb saw that Nathan saw.

And neither of them saved me from it.

Nathan explained the contract in a few sentences: the wife tells the truth, the husband watches, the bull commands the body without trying to replace the marriage, and afterward the couple returns to each other by choice.

Caleb listened without interrupting.

When Nathan finished, Caleb said:

“Most couples write pages because they are afraid of the one sentence that matters. Yours at least admits the danger.”

Choosing care.

That stayed inside me.

Then he looked at me.

“And what is your objective, Isabella?”

The perfect wife would have said: to strengthen the marriage.

The cruel woman would have said: to see my husband suffer.

The honest woman said:

“To stop performing innocence.”

Nathan closed his eyes.

Caleb became very still.

“Say it again.”

My skin prickled.

“I want to stop performing innocence.”

Caleb leaned forward slightly.

“Does Nathan know what that means?”

“He is learning.”

“And you?”

The question struck me.

“No.”

“Good.”

“Good?”

“Certainty makes people careless.”

The call lasted forty minutes.

No nudity. No order. No scene. And still, when we hung up, I was soaked with tension, my body lit and my mind throbbing.

The screen went dark.

Nathan released my hand.

I stood immediately.

“Nathan.”

He went to the window.

“Give me a second.”

I did.

After almost a minute, he spoke without turning.

“You liked him.”

“Yes.”

“His voice.”

“Yes.”

“The way he spoke to me.”

“Yes.”

He laughed low.

“Of course.”

I moved closer.

“I liked it because he did not try to diminish you.”

Nathan turned.

His eyes were bright, but he was not crying.

“That is the worst part.”

“Why?”

“Because if he were an asshole, I could hate him simply.”

“And now?”

“Now I understand why you would like him.”

The sentence cut me.

“Nathan.”

“And that humiliates me much more.”

I stood still.

He looked at me with naked honesty.

“When he asked whether you wanted to be wanted by someone who was not your husband, I wanted to break the laptop.”

“I know.”

“And I wanted you to answer yes.”

“I answered.”

“I know.”

He walked to me.

“And I got hard hearing it.”

His crudeness stole the air from me.

Nathan held my waist.

“Is this what I am now?”

“No.”

“Then what is it?”

“A part of you telling the truth.”

“And you like that part.”

I touched his face.

“I do.”

“Even when it is ugly?”

“Especially because you trust me enough to let it appear.”

Nathan kissed me.

It was a difficult kiss, full of Caleb, the contract, jealousy, and love trying not to lose its shape. He pushed me carefully against the office wall, one hand at my nape, the other on my waist, as if he needed to feel me as something concrete after watching another man say my name.

I let him.

Not because I needed to prove I was still his.

Because I wanted to return.

There. In that moment. By choice.

When he pulled back, his forehead stayed against mine.

“He will send a message,” Nathan said.

“Yes.”

“You want him to.”

“Yes.”

“I hate that.”

“I know.”

“And I want to read it first.”

I smiled.

“No.”

He pulled back a little.

“No?”

“We read it together.”

Nathan breathed deeply.

“All right.”

“No owner of the fear. No owner of the hunger.”

“You are using our own contract against me.”

“For us.”

He touched my mouth with his thumb.

“Are you going to choose him?”

The question came small. Real.

I did not answer quickly.

I thought of Caleb. The voice. The calm. The way he looked at Nathan before looking at me. I thought of my husband, jealous and aroused and afraid, still standing before me.

“Not yet,” I answered.

Nathan closed his eyes, relieved.

Then I added:

“But I want to keep discovering.”

His relief became something else.

Pain, hunger, acceptance.

“Then we continue,” he said.

That night, before sleeping, my phone vibrated.

Nathan was beside me.

I picked it up and looked at him before opening it.

“Together?”

He nodded.

The message was from Caleb.

You both did well tonight. Nathan, you stayed present. Isabella, you told more truth than you meant to. That matters. If you decide to continue, the next step is simple: tell me what you are afraid you might enjoy.

I read it three times.

Nathan too.

The room lost air.

“What are you going to answer?” he asked.

I looked at the screen.

Then at my husband.

The perfect wife would have turned off the phone.

The woman who signed the contract began to type.

I am afraid I might enjoy being watched while I choose.

Nathan read before I sent it.

His breath failed.

“Bella.”

“Yes?”

“Send it.”

I sent it.

Caleb answered in less than a minute.

Then choose slowly.

Nathan turned off the light without another word.

But in the dark, his hand found mine.

And I knew Caleb Knight had not touched my body yet.

But he had already put his fingers on the contract.


CHAPTER 5 — THE WOMAN IN THE MIRROR

The morning after the video call with Caleb, I woke up with Nathan already awake beside me.

He was not on his phone. He was not reading the news, checking emails, or pretending at normality with that elegant discipline I knew so well. He was lying on his side, staring at me as if I were a problem he had personally asked life to solve.

I opened my eyes slowly.

"Good morning," I said.

Nathan did not answer right away. His hand rested on the sheet near my waist, close enough to touch, but not touching. That tiny distance said a lot. My husband wanted to reach for me and, at the same time, seemed afraid to discover that something in me had changed overnight.

"Did you dream?" he asked.

His voice came out low, rough with sleep and jealousy.

"I did."

His hand closed over the sheet.

"About him?"

The word him was no longer empty. It had a face, a voice, a last name. Caleb Knight had entered our bedroom without being there.

I could have lied out of kindness. I could have said I did not remember, that I had dreamed of nothing, that it was too early for that kind of question before coffee. But the contract no longer allowed us to sleep peacefully inside old lies.

"A little," I answered.

Nathan breathed in slowly through his nose.

"What happened?"

I turned onto my back and looked at the ceiling. The room was bright, clean, far too safe for that conversation. I was still wearing a silk nightgown. It was delicate, pearl-colored, something the perfect wife would wear with no intention of war.

"I do not remember all of it."

"You remember enough."

I smiled without looking at him.

"Are you interrogating me before eight in the morning?"

"I am trying not to lose my mind before eight in the morning."

I turned my face.

Nathan was serious. Beautiful in a wounded way. Jealousy made his eyes darker and his mouth harder. It was not pleasant to see him like that. It was arousing. That was one of the first ugly truths of the day.

"In the dream, I was getting ready," I said.

He did not move.

"For him?"

"For both of you."

The difference crossed his face.

"Keep going."

"I was standing in front of the mirror. You were behind me. Caleb was sitting somewhere in the room, but I could not see his face clearly. I only felt that he was watching."

Nathan swallowed.

"And me?"

"You were zipping up my dress."

His hand finally touched my waist over the sheet.

"Like yesterday."

"Yes."

"And then?"

The dream returned in hot pieces. Pressure. Heat. My reflection in the mirror. Nathan behind me. A heavy man waiting in the shadows. I was being prepared to be seen.

"Then I asked whether you liked handing me over."

Nathan closed his eyes.

"Fuck, Bella."

The raw word, first thing in the morning, lit my skin.

"In the dream, you did not answer," I continued. "You only put your hand on my belly and looked at me through the mirror as if you were angry with me."

"Was I?"

"You were horny."

His hand tightened on my waist.

"And Caleb?"

I breathed in deeply.

"He said a husband who wants to watch needs to learn how to open his eyes."

Nathan went still.

"He said that?"

"In the dream."

"And you liked it?"

The question came so low it almost disappeared.

I turned onto my side to face him, sliding the sheet off my body. The nightgown rode up slightly on my thighs. I did it too slowly to be innocent.

"I liked it."

Nathan looked at my legs, then my eyes.

"Did you wake up wet?"

The question did not sound like him and, at the same time, sounded more like him than anything. My husband was learning to use filthy words without apologizing first. There was still shame, but now the shame came with hunger.

I took his hand and guided it under the sheet, to the inside of my thigh. I did not guide him farther. I let him feel the heat of my skin, the nearness, the answer I did not need to explain.

"Find out," I whispered.

Nathan held his breath.

His hand climbed slowly, and when his fingers touched the thin fabric of my panties, I saw the confirmation on his face before I felt it in my body. I was wet. Not from any clean dream. From Caleb in my head, from Nathan asking, from my husband suffering and getting hard because he knew.

He squeezed his eyes shut.

"My God."

I brought my mouth close to his.

"Does that hurt you?"

"Yes."

"And does it turn you on?"

His hand pressed the panties against me. A short breath escaped me.

"You know it does."

"I want to hear it."

Nathan opened his eyes.

"It turns me on to know you woke up horny after dreaming about another man."

The sentence carried shame, but no escape.

My body answered with a low contraction, almost a physical confession.

"Caleb," I said.

His jaw tightened.

"Do not say his name like that."

"Like what?"

"As if you are tasting it."

I smiled.

"Caleb."

He made a sound that was half anger and half need. His fingers pressed me again, firmer now, and the silk of my panties grew hotter between us. I watched his face while he touched me. It was not a lover's face only. It was the face of a man reading evidence.

"You like doing this to me," he said.

"Yes."

"You like making me hear the truth."

"Yes."

"You like that I can feel what his name does to your cunt."

The word struck me clean through.

Nathan had said it.

Not with pornographic stupidity. Not like a man trying to sound crude. He said it with the trembling precision of someone who had finally found the right knife.

My hips moved against his fingers before I could stop them.

He saw. He felt.

"There it is," he whispered.

I caught his wrist.

"Do not get too brave before coffee."

"You started it."

"I am allowed."

"Because you are the wife?"

I leaned close to his mouth.

"Because I signed the contract."

His entire body reacted. The hand between my thighs did not move, but I felt him pulse beside me under the sheet.

"You are unbearable," he said.

"No. I am becoming honest."

He kissed me then. Hard. Not like the night before, not like apology, not like routine. He kissed me as if he wanted to drag my dream back into his mouth and own what he could not stop. His fingers rubbed me through the fabric, slow, deliberate, cruel enough to make me breathe harder without giving me what my body wanted.

"Tell me the rest," he murmured against my lips.

"There was no rest."

"Liar."

I smiled.

“Tell me the part you are still hiding.”

I held his gaze.

“In the dream, I looked into the mirror and did not try to look innocent.”

Nathan’s fingers pressed harder through the silk.

I closed my eyes. The dream was dissolving, but one piece remained bright.

"At the end, I looked in the mirror and did not recognize myself."

Nathan stopped touching me.

"Why?"

"Because I was not trying to look innocent."

He was silent.

"I looked like I wanted to be used and watched and still loved afterward."

The sentence made him breathe sharply.

"Bella."

"You asked."

"I know."

His fingers left my pussy. For a second, I thought I had gone too far. Then he lifted his hand and looked at the cream on his fingertips.

The gesture was intimate and humiliating in the most dangerous way. He was looking at proof that my body had answered another man's presence. Not a physical touch. A dream. A name. A possibility.

Then Nathan put those fingers to his mouth.

My stomach fell.

"Nathan."

He tasted me slowly, eyes locked on mine.

"You woke up wet for him," he said, voice lower now. "But you are in my bed."

The old Isabella would have heard possession.

The new one heard ritual.

"For now," I whispered.

The words escaped before I could soften them.

Nathan froze.

So did I.

They were cruel. Not because I meant to leave him. I did not. But because they were true inside the game. For now, I was in his bed. Soon, if we continued, I would be in a room with another man while my husband watched.

Nathan pulled his hand away and sat up.

For a moment, the spell broke.

I sat too.

"Nathan."

"Give me a second."

I did.

He swung his legs off the bed and sat with his back to me. The morning light made him look almost painfully human. Not the fantasy cuckold, not the elegant husband, not the man with a secret. Just Nathan. The man I loved, trying to survive the exact hunger he had helped awaken.

I touched his back.

"Too much?"

He shook his head.

"Not too much. Just real."

"Do you regret it?"

"No."

"Look at me."

He turned.

His eyes were wet, but he was not crying.

"I do not want to lose you," he said.

The heat inside me softened immediately.

I moved behind him and wrapped my arms around his shoulders, pressing my cheek to his back.

"You are not losing me."

"Sometimes it feels like this fantasy opens a door, and I do not know if I am standing inside the house or outside it."

"You are inside."

"And Caleb?"

"He would be invited into one room. Not the whole house."

Nathan exhaled slowly.

"You are getting good at saying dangerous things gently."

"You are getting good at hearing them."

He took my hand and kissed my knuckles.

"I need to see you today."

"You are seeing me."

"No. I need to watch you become her."

My body went quiet and alert.

"Her?"

"The woman in the mirror. The one from the dream."

I did not answer.

Nathan turned fully now.

"I need to see you get ready for him. Not because he is here. Because I need to know what it does to me before it happens for real."

The request hit me harder than any touch.

"You want me to dress for Caleb in front of you."

He looked ashamed and hungry.

"Yes."

"Today?"

"Today."

"Without sending anything?"

"Without sending anything. No photos. No messages. Just us."

That mattered. It meant Nathan was not asking to rush toward Caleb. He was asking to rehearse the wound. To walk around it. To learn where his own body shook.

I got out of bed.

His eyes followed the hem of the nightgown as it slid higher over my thighs.

"All right," I said.

"Now?"

"If you want to watch, sit down."

His mouth parted slightly.

"Bella..."

"No. If we are doing this, you do not hover like a nervous husband in a doorway. Sit. Watch. Learn what you asked for."

The command changed him. His shoulders dropped by a fraction. Not weakness. Surrender. He moved to the chair near the closet and sat with both hands on his thighs.

I went into the closet.

At first, my movements were practical. Hangers sliding. Fabrics brushing my arms. Shoes moved aside. But after a few seconds, I felt Nathan's gaze on my back, and everything changed. The closet became a stage. My own body became a sentence being written slowly.

I pulled out the black lingerie I had bought two days before and not shown him yet.

Nathan's breath caught.

"When did you buy that?"

"Yesterday."

"For him?"

I turned with the lace in my hands.

"For the ritual."

"That is not an answer."

"It is the only honest one."

The set was black lace, more daring than anything I had worn in years. Not delicate. Not romantic. The bra lifted my tits in a way that made them look offered, and the panties were small enough to feel like an argument against modesty. There were also garters, stockings, and a thin black ribbon that could tie around the throat without becoming a collar.

I laid everything on the bed.

Nathan stared at it.

"You planned this."

"Yes."

"Before I asked?"

"Yes."

That hurt him.

It also made him hard. I saw the bulge under his pants, already straining, and I felt an indecent triumph.

"Tell me," I said.

"Tell you what?"

"What you are feeling."

He looked at the lingerie.

"Jealous."

"And?"

"Aroused."

"And?"

He swallowed.

"Proud."

That surprised me.

"Proud?"

"You are beautiful. And you are choosing to show me this. Even if it is about him too."

I went quiet.

Nathan's jealousy was sharp, but his love kept appearing underneath it like a pulse. That was what made me trust the edge.

I slipped the nightgown off my shoulders.

It fell to the floor.

Nathan's eyes moved over my naked body with a hunger that made my nipples tighten before the cool air did. He saw that too.

"You still react to me," he said.

"Of course I do."

"I need to hear that sometimes."

I picked up the bra.

"Then listen carefully. Caleb may turn me on, Nathan. But you are the man who knows when my nipples harden before I admit I am aroused. You are the one who sees the smallest betrayal of my body. Do not give that away so easily."

He exhaled as if the words had steadied him.

I dressed slowly.

Not because I needed to. Because Nathan needed to see. The bra first. Then the panties. The garters. The stockings. Every piece turned the safe wife into something sharper. When I clipped the stockings to the garters, Nathan's hand moved to his own thigh, gripping hard.

"Say it," I told him.

"You look beautiful."

"Too clean."

He breathed in.

"You look dangerous."

"Better."

I turned to the mirror.

For a second, the room vanished.

There she was.

The woman from the dream.

Not entirely different from me. That was the frightening part. She had my face, my mouth, my body, my wedding ring. She was not a stranger. She was me with one layer of obedience peeled away.

Nathan stood and came behind me.

His hands hovered near my waist.

“Touch me.”

Nathan put both hands on my waist.

He touched me over the lace.

His palms were warm. Familiar. But the mirror made everything feel watched. Even with Caleb absent, his imagined presence made Nathan's touch more charged.

"If he saw you like this," Nathan said, "he would want you."

My cunt clenched so fast I almost hated myself.

Nathan felt the small movement of my body against his.

"He would," I said.

"And you would like that."

"Yes."

He bent his mouth to my neck.

"Would you want me to see him wanting you?"

I looked at our reflection. My husband behind me. Me in black lace. The invisible third gaze in the room.

"Yes."

Nathan’s hand slid down my belly and stopped just above the lace covering my cunt.

"Would you want me to know your panties were wet for him?"

My voice came out lower.

"I would want you to know everything."

He pressed his palm over the lace.

My knees softened.

"Then know this," he whispered. "Right now, I am the one touching you."

"For now."

He groaned into my neck.

This time the words did not break him. They pulled him deeper.

He pressed harder, and I pushed my hips into his hand. The mirror showed it all: my mouth opening, his jaw tight, my wedding ring catching the light while my body begged through black lace.

"Look at yourself," he said.

I looked.

"Tell me what you see."

"Your wife."

"And?"

The word sat in my throat like heat.

"A woman who wants to be watched."

"And?"

"A woman who is afraid she will like being taken too much."

Nathan's hand moved in a slow, firm circle over my panties. The fabric was already damp.

"And?"

I gripped the edge of the dresser.

"A woman who wants to come back to you after."

That stopped him.

His hand remained over my pussy, but the rhythm vanished.

Our eyes met in the mirror.

"Promise," he said.

"I promise."

"Not because you have to."

"Because I choose to."

He kissed my shoulder.

That morning, he did not make me come. He kept me on the edge and then stopped, which was somehow more intimate than finishing. It made the ritual feel unfinished, suspended, alive.

Before I took off the lingerie, Nathan opened the drawer and took out the contract.

He placed it on the dresser beside my reflection.

"Read the last clause," he said.

I read the final promise aloud.

“After the bull, Isabella returns to Nathan because she chooses him.”

“Again.”

I read it again, watching my husband in the mirror.

Nathan looked at me in the mirror.

"That is the only reason I can keep going."

I turned, still in black lace, and touched his face.

"Then we keep going slowly."

He nodded.

Later that day, Caleb sent a message to both of us.

“The next step is a meeting. The Mercer lounge, tomorrow at seven. Come together. Dress the way you want to be seen, Isabella.”

Nathan read it beside me, and the words changed the room.

Nathan read it beside me.

"The private loft," he repeated.

The words changed the room.

"That sounds real," I said.

"It is real."

"Do you want to meet him?"

Nathan looked at the phone, then at me.

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because I need to know if the man in my head is worse than the man in front of me."

"And if he is?"

Nathan's eyes dropped to the black lace still folded on the bed.

"Then I will need to decide whether I am brave enough to watch my wife want him."

I took his hand.

"And if he is not?"

"Then we leave."

"Together."

"Together."

I answered Caleb.

"We are willing to meet. Together. Neutral place first."

His reply came after a few minutes.

"Good. Tomorrow evening. The lounge at the Mercer. Seven o'clock. Dress the way you want to be seen, Isabella. Nathan, come prepared to tell the truth."

Nathan read it twice.

"Dress the way you want to be seen," he said.

I felt the phrase slide over my skin.

The woman in the mirror smiled inside me.

And this time, I did not look away.


CHAPTER 6 — THE PRIVATE LOFT

The Mercer lounge was not a place for accidents.

Everything there looked chosen: the low amber light, the dark velvet chairs, the polished wood bar, the quiet music that never grew loud enough to interrupt a confession. The people around us spoke in low voices, dressed in fabrics that knew their own price. It was the kind of place where sin would not shout. It would cross its legs, order whiskey, and wait.

Nathan and I arrived five minutes early.

I wore the black dress he had chosen with me. Long sleeves. A restrained neckline. Fabric that followed my body closely enough to be honest but not vulgar enough to give anyone the comfort of judging me. Under it, I wore the black lace lingerie from the mirror. Nathan knew. That was the point.

In the taxi, he had not touched me once.

But he had looked.

His gaze moved from my knees to my mouth to the place where the dress tightened over my tits. Every time the car turned and the fabric shifted, I felt him notice. I felt him remember that beneath the respectable dress I was wearing lace chosen for a man who was not my husband.

When we entered the lounge, Nathan placed his hand on the small of my back.

The gesture was possessive.

It was also an anchor.

"You are shaking," he said quietly.

"So are you."

"I am hiding it better."

"Not from me."

He gave a short, nervous smile.

Caleb was already there.

Of course he was.

He sat in a corner booth with a clear view of the door, wearing a dark jacket over a black shirt. No tie. No performance. He looked up when we walked in, and I felt the weight of his attention settle over me with the same calm force I remembered from the screen.

He stood.

That simple movement changed the air.

He was taller than he had looked on video. Broader too. Not exaggerated, not grotesque. Just undeniably physical. A man built in a way that made a married woman notice her own breath.

Nathan noticed me noticing.

I felt it in the hand at my back.

Caleb approached without hurry.

"Isabella," he said.

My name in his mouth had a dark, even rhythm.

"Caleb."

Then he turned to Nathan.

"Nathan."

They shook hands.

It was not a competition. That made it worse. Caleb did not try to crush his hand, did not posture, did not smirk. His dominance came from not needing to prove it.

"Thank you for coming," Caleb said.

"Thank you for meeting us in public first," Nathan answered.

"That is the only sane way to begin."

We sat. Caleb did not sit too close to me. He let Nathan choose the arrangement. My husband took the seat beside me. Caleb sat across from us.

A waitress came. Nathan ordered water. Caleb ordered whiskey. I ordered wine, then caught Nathan's glance.

"One glass," I said.

"One glass," he agreed.

Caleb watched that small exchange.

"Good," he said.

"Good?" Nathan asked.

"You correct each other without turning it into a fight. That matters."

Nathan looked as if he did not know whether to appreciate or resent being observed so precisely.

I lifted the glass when it arrived, more for my hands than my throat.

Caleb looked at me.

"You dressed carefully."

Nathan went still.

I did not look away.

"Yes."

"For whom?"

The question landed between the three of us.

I felt Nathan's hand under the table, closing into a fist against his own knee.

"For the meeting," I said.

Caleb's eyes did not move.

"That is not what I asked."

Heat climbed my neck.

Nathan turned toward me just slightly.

The contract existed for this.

"For both of you," I said.

Caleb nodded once.

"Better."

The word went through me again. It was not praise exactly. It was correction. Recognition. A demand to be more honest.

Nathan saw my reaction.

His jaw tightened.

Caleb saw that too.

"Nathan," he said, "what did you feel when she answered?"

My husband exhaled slowly.

"Jealousy."

"Only jealousy?"

"No."

"Say the other part."

Nathan looked at me.

I held his gaze.

"Hunger," he said.

Caleb leaned back slightly.

"Good. Do not hide the second word behind the first. Jealousy without hunger is a warning. Jealousy with hunger can be part of play, if everyone is honest."

"You talk like you have done this too many times," Nathan said.

"I have done it enough times to know when people are lying."

"And are we?"

Caleb looked at me.

"Not yet."

Those two words made my mouth dry.

The conversation lasted long enough for Caleb to understand the marriage and for both of us to understand his calm. Then the questions ended and the tension remained.

Caleb did not turn the meeting into a negotiation. He watched us speak and understood the only truth that mattered: the marriage stayed ours, either spouse could end the night by withdrawing from it, and none of the bedroom language would be carried home as a weapon.

Then he looked at me as if the practical part bored him.

"What is the word you are most afraid of wanting to hear?"

"What is the word you are most afraid of wanting to hear?"

Nathan shifted beside me.

I knew the answer.

But saying it in front of Caleb, in public, under soft lights, with waiters moving nearby and my husband beside me, was another kind of exposure.

"Whore," I said in English because the distance helped.

Caleb's gaze sharpened.

"And in your own language?"

My heart hit my ribs.

Nathan's hand found mine under the table.

I did not answer.

Caleb waited.

He was very good at waiting.

"Puta," I said at last.

Nathan's fingers tightened around mine.

The word, said so softly in that expensive lounge, felt obscene in a way shouting never could.

Caleb did not smile.

"Who does that word belong to?"

"To me," I said. "I decide when it becomes hot."

"And outside this room?"

"It stays here."

“And if I say it?”

"Then make me want to hear it."

He nodded.

"Good."

Nathan looked at him.

"You understand the difference between commanding a scene and owning a marriage."

Caleb's eyes went to him.

"A man who cannot understand that difference is not dominant. He is uncontrolled."

That sentence settled something in Nathan. I felt it. The distinction mattered to him. Caleb was dangerous, yes, but not careless. That made him safer.

And more dangerous.

When the meeting ended, Caleb did not ask to touch me. He did not lean close. He did not try to create a stolen moment while Nathan watched. He stood and buttoned his jacket.

"You both have a decision to make," he said.

"About the loft," Nathan replied.

"About whether you are ready to be in a private room with the truth. The loft is only a location."

I looked at him.

"And if we decide yes?"

“Then we schedule. Bring the contract and whatever fear you are willing to face.”

His eyes moved over me, not greedily, not politely. With control.

"And you, Isabella, bring the woman who stopped performing innocence."

My thighs pressed together under the table.

Nathan saw.

Caleb saw Nathan see.

The triangle clicked into place.

Outside, on the sidewalk, the night air hit my skin.

Nathan and I walked half a block before either of us spoke.

"You liked him more in person," Nathan said.

It was not an accusation.

It was a blade held flat in the palm.

"Yes."

He closed his eyes for one step, then opened them.

"What part?"

"His calm."

"And his body?"

I hesitated.

He stopped walking.

"Bella."

"Yes," I said. "His body too."

Nathan looked away toward the passing cars.

"That was the one."

"The one what?"

"The answer that goes straight to the bone."

I moved in front of him.

"Do you regret asking?"

"No."

"Then tell me what you want."

He looked at me then, stripped of every polite answer.

"I want to watch you become honest."

The words made my cunt tighten.

"I want to hate the fact that I want this."

"And after that?"

His laugh was rough.

"After that I want to watch."

My body answered so strongly I almost stepped back.

Nathan saw.

"There," he said.

"What?"

"That. Your body. The moment I say I want to watch, you get wet."

I felt my face heat.

"We are on the sidewalk."

"And you are still wet."

The sentence, in his mouth, under the city lights, was more shocking than anything Caleb had said all night.

"Nathan."

"Am I wrong?"

I could not answer right away.

He smiled without happiness.

"I am learning too."

We took a taxi back in silence.

At home, Nathan went straight to the bedroom and opened the drawer where the contract was stored. He placed it on the bed.

"Read the section about the bull," he said.

I did.

My voice trembled only once.

Caleb must be experienced, respectful, dominant, emotionally controlled, and fully aware of the hotwife/cuckold dynamic.

He must not confuse access with ownership.

He may touch Isabella's body. He does not touch the marriage.

Nathan listened with his eyes fixed on me.

"Does he qualify?" he asked.

"Yes."

"Do you want him?"

I looked down at the contract.

This was not curiosity anymore.

"Yes."

Nathan breathed in through his teeth.

"Say it clearly."

"I want Caleb."

The room changed.

My husband closed his eyes as if the sentence had entered him physically.

"And you want me there."

"Yes."

"Watching."

"Yes."

"Seeing everything."

The word everything opened beneath us.

"Yes."

Nathan sat on the edge of the bed, hard beneath his pants and pale with the truth I had just spoken.

“Then we go to the loft,” he said.

I moved between his knees. “Because you want it, or because you think you owe it to me?”

He grabbed my hips. “Because I want to see what happens to my wife when the fantasy becomes flesh.”

I kissed him. “Then tell Caleb.”

We wrote together: “Friday. The private loft. We are coming.”

Caleb answered twenty minutes later with an address in SoHo and a single sentence:

“Bring the contract. Bring the truth. Leave the polite marriage at home.”

Nathan read it twice.

“We want the private loft. Friday night.”

“The right way?”

He pulled me onto his lap and pressed his hard cock against my cunt through my clothes.

“The right way.”

The loft was discreet, private, and built for adults who knew exactly why they had come.

I barely slept that night.

When I did, I dreamed of wood, leather, black ribbon, Caleb’s hands, and Nathan’s eyes.

The private loft was where another man would touch my body.

My husband would be the one watching my soul walk into the room.

The loft was private, discreet, and prepared for adults who knew why they were there. Caleb sent the address and door code.

I barely slept that night.

When I did, I dreamed of wood, leather, black ribbon, and Nathan's eyes.

Not Caleb's hands.

Not yet.

Nathan's eyes.

Because the private loft was where Caleb would touch my body.

But my husband would be the one watching my soul walk into the room.


CHAPTER 7 — THE FIRST COMMAND

Friday arrived with the cruelty of a slow knife.

All day, I moved through normal life with a private flame under my skin. I answered emails. I attended two meetings. I laughed at something a colleague said. I picked up dry cleaning. Every ordinary task felt absurd because beneath it all I knew that, at nine o'clock, I would enter a private loft with my husband and a man we had chosen to test the edges of our marriage.

By six, I was in the bathroom, staring at myself in the mirror.

My face looked like mine.

That irritated me.

I wanted the change to be visible. I wanted the mirror to confess before I did. But it did not. It showed the same woman: blonde hair, careful mouth, smooth skin, wedding ring, civilized eyes. The perfect wife, still intact.

Then I remembered what Caleb had said.

Bring the woman who stopped performing innocence.

So I began with the body.

I showered slowly, shaving every inch of my legs, under my arms, between my thighs. Not because I believed a woman owed smoothness to any man. Because that night, preparation itself was part of the ritual. The razor was not beauty. It was intention.

When I stepped out, Nathan was sitting on the bedroom chair.

He was dressed already: black trousers, white shirt, sleeves rolled up. His hair was damp from the shower. He looked too handsome. Too controlled. Only his hands gave him away. They were clasped together, knuckles pale.

"You are early," I said.

"I could not keep pretending to read."

"You want to watch me get ready?"

"Yes."

No hesitation.

That made my stomach tighten.

I walked past him wearing only a towel.

His eyes followed.

"Say it," I told him.

"You are beautiful."

"Too clean."

He inhaled.

"You look like trouble trying to pass as a wife."

I smiled.

"Better."

I dropped the towel.

Nathan's jaw tightened.

His gaze moved over my tits, my belly, my hips, the smooth skin between my thighs. He had seen me naked hundreds of times. But that night his look had a different ache. He was not only seeing my body. He was seeing the body another man would be allowed to see because he had agreed.

I turned toward the bed where the black lingerie waited.

"Do you want to help?"

He stood.

"Yes."

His voice was careful.

"Then start with the stockings."

He went to his knees.

The sight of Nathan kneeling at my feet, not as a joke, not as a servant, but as a husband dressing his wife for a ritual with another man, sent a wave through me so strong I had to grip the edge of the dresser.

He rolled the first stocking up my leg slowly. His fingers trembled when he reached my thigh.

"You are shaking," I said.

"I know."

"Good."

The word came out before I had planned it. Caleb's word. My body recognized it.

Nathan rolled the stocking higher, his fingers lingering where my thigh met my cunt.

The word came out before I had planned it. Caleb's word. My body recognized it.

Nathan looked up.

"You liked saying that."

"Yes."

"Because it sounded like him?"

I paused.

"Yes."

The admission hit him, but he did not look away. He rolled the second stocking up my other leg.

"Then I will have to learn to survive his voice in your mouth," he said.

My breath caught.

He attached the garters, then stood and helped me into the panties. His fingers lingered on the lace over my cunt. He did not press. Not yet.

"Are you already wet?" he asked.

"Do you want to check?"

"Yes."

"Then check."

His fingers slid under the lace.

The moment he touched me, his face changed. Not surprise exactly. Confirmation.

"Fuck," he whispered.

"What?"

"You are soaked."

"Say why."

He looked at me.

"Because tonight another man is going to see you like this."

My knees softened.

"And?"

"Because I am going to see him see you."

A sound left me before I could stop it.

Nathan's fingers pressed deeper, finding my slick heat, and then stopped.

"No," he said.

"No?"

"Not now."

He withdrew his hand, leaving me throbbing and angry.

"You are learning cruelty."

"From you."

I laughed, breathless.

He helped me into the bra next. Then the dress. Then the heels. At the end, he tied the thin black ribbon around my throat. Not tight. Not a collar. A sign.

His hands lingered at the nape of my neck.

"If you ask him to call you that word tonight..."

"Yes?"

"I do not know what it will do to me."

I turned in his arms.

"Then do not ask me not to want it."

"I am not asking."

"What are you asking?"

He rested his forehead against mine.

"Come back after."

"I will."

"Even if you like him."

"Especially if I like him."

His eyes opened.

"That is cruel."

"No. It is the point."

He nodded once, the movement small and broken.

"Then let's go."

The loft was on the fourth floor of an old brick building in SoHo. No sign. No loud music. No red lights, no cheap theatrics. Caleb had given us a code for the street door and instructed us to take the elevator to four. Nathan entered the code with steady fingers. I was the one who almost missed my breath when the lock clicked.

Inside, the elevator smelled faintly of metal and old wood.

Nathan stood beside me, not touching.

"You are afraid," I said.

"Terrified."

"And still here."

"Still here."

"Then what are you?"

He looked at our reflection in the elevator doors.

"Present."

That was the right answer.

The elevator opened directly into a hallway with black walls and a single door at the end. Caleb opened before we knocked.

He was barefoot.

That detail struck me first. Not his shoulders, not his black shirt, not the calm in his eyes. His bare feet against the dark floor made the room feel less like a venue and more like a private territory.

"Isabella. Nathan."

He stepped back.

"Come in."

The loft was exactly the kind of place fantasy would choose if fantasy had money and restraint. Dark wood floors. Charcoal walls. Low amber lamps. A wide leather sofa. A table with water, towels, and the kind of practical items that proved Caleb was not careless. On the far wall stood a wooden St. Andrew's cross, polished dark, strong and silent.

I saw it and stopped breathing.

Nathan saw it too.

His hand found mine.

Caleb closed the door behind us.

“Before anything else,” Caleb said, “look at each other.”

Nathan found my eyes.

I held them.

Caleb waited until the room narrowed to the marriage.

“Good. Keep looking when it gets hard.”

“I will,” Nathan said.

“So will I.”

Caleb nodded toward the folded pages.

“Contract.”

Nathan took the document from inside his jacket.

The paper landed on the table like an obscene promise.

Caleb read only the four lines that mattered: the wife wanted it, the wife told the truth, the husband watched, and afterward the husband claimed her again.

When he reached the final clause, he looked at Nathan.

“This is not bureaucracy,” he said. “It is the fantasy admitting what it wants.”

Nathan swallowed.

“And what does it want?”

Caleb looked at me.

“Her honest hunger. Your honest jealousy. Nothing polite between them.”

The phrase made Nathan shift beside me.

Caleb heard it.

“Something about that?”

Nathan straightened.

“I hate that you understand her.”

Caleb’s gaze did not move.

“I do not understand her. I am listening to her. There is a difference.”

I felt the words land in Nathan. They made Caleb harder to hate.

Caleb placed the contract back on the table.

“Isabella, tell your husband why you came.”

My mouth was dry.

“Because I want this.”

“For whom?”

I looked at Nathan.

“For me, love. And because I want you to see me want it.”

Nathan closed his eyes for one second.

Caleb turned to him.

“Nathan, tell your wife why you brought her.”

The formal language made the heat sharper.

Nathan’s voice was rough.

“Because I want to watch her become the woman she hides from me.”

“And when jealousy hits?”

Nathan looked at me.

“I stay.”

“When she likes another man’s hands?”

His jaw tightened.

“I stay.”

“When she comes harder than she has with you?”

Pain crossed Nathan’s face. His cock still hardened beneath his pants.

“I stay and make her tell me the truth.”

Caleb nodded once.

“Now the contract is alive.”

The room changed.

No more questions were needed.

Caleb walked to the chair and pointed at it.

“Sit, Nathan.”

My husband obeyed.

Then Caleb looked at me.

“And you, Isabella, stand where both men can see you.”

Caleb nodded.

"Good. Then we begin slowly."

He gestured toward a leather chair positioned across from the cross. Not a throne. Not the black armchair from the cover of some other marriage. But its meaning was unmistakable.

"Nathan," Caleb said, "sit down."

It was the first command.

Not to me.

To my husband.

The room changed.

Nathan looked at me. I did not nod. I did not ask. This had to be his obedience, not mine.

He walked to the chair and sat.

Caleb watched him until he settled fully.

"Feet on the floor. Hands on the arms. Do not hide behind posture."

Nathan's jaw tightened, but he obeyed.

My cunt clenched at the sight.

I hated how quickly my body understood.

Caleb turned to me.

"Isabella. Come here."

Two words.

Simple.

No dirt.

No touch.

And still my body moved before my thoughts finished arranging themselves.

I crossed the room toward him. Nathan watched every step.

Caleb stood close enough for me to feel his size, but did not touch me.

"Look at your husband," he said.

I looked.

Nathan's hands gripped the leather arms.

"Tell him why you are here."

My throat closed.

Caleb waited.

Nathan waited.

The cross waited behind me.

"I am here because I want to know what happens to me when I stop pretending innocence."

Caleb's voice came near my ear.

"Cleaner. Dirtier. Say it as a woman, not as a sentence."

Heat flooded my face.

Nathan's eyes widened slightly.

I swallowed.

"I am here because I want another man to hunger me while my husband watches."

Caleb did not praise me.

He pushed.

"And?"

"Because I want to feel what it does to Nathan."

Nathan's breath broke.

"And?"

My body trembled.

"Because I am afraid I will like it."

Caleb came behind me then. Still not touching. His body was a wall of heat at my back.

"Good," he said.

The word went through me.

Nathan saw.

Caleb saw Nathan see.

"That," Caleb told him, "is the first thing you watch. Not my hand. Not her dress. Her response to being told she is honest."

Nathan nodded once, almost painfully.

Caleb stepped away.

"Take off your shoes, Isabella."

I did.

The heels came off one by one. Barefoot, I felt smaller and more exposed.

"Now the ribbon."

My fingers went to my throat.

"No," he said. "Nathan removes that."

Nathan looked up.

Caleb turned to him.

"Come here."

Nathan stood.

He crossed the room to me. His hands lifted to the black ribbon he had tied around my throat hours earlier. His fingers were warm, trembling slightly.

"Look at her," Caleb said.

Nathan looked.

"You tied it. Untie it. Understand the difference."

Nathan's eyes filled with something dark.

He loosened the ribbon slowly and slipped it from my neck.

The air touched the skin there like a mouth.

Caleb took the ribbon from Nathan's hand and placed it on the table.

"Sit down again."

Nathan obeyed.

I watched my husband return to the chair, and the sight did something filthy to me. Not because he looked weak. Because he stayed. Because he took the seat assigned to the witness and did not run from it.

Caleb faced me.

"Now the dress."

I reached for the zipper.

"No," he said.

I stopped.

"Ask your husband."

The command was worse than if Caleb had undressed me himself.

I turned to Nathan.

His face was pale with hunger and fear.

"Nathan," I said, my voice shaking. "Tell me to take off the dress."

His eyes moved over me: the wife, the lace hidden beneath, the body about to be revealed to another man while my husband watched.

"Take it off," he said, his voice breaking.

"Say it like my husband," Caleb ordered from behind me.

Nathan's throat moved.

"Take off the dress, Bella. Let him see what I helped you wear."

My knees almost gave.

I reached behind me, found the zipper, and pulled it down slowly.

The sound was obscene in the quiet loft.

The dress loosened. I pushed it from my shoulders. It slid down my body and pooled at my feet.

I stood in black lace and stockings, barefoot, between my husband and Caleb Knight.

Nathan made a sound that was almost pain.

Caleb did not touch me.

He looked.

And that was worse.

"Beautiful," he said.

Not sweetly.

Factually.

My nipples tightened inside the lace.

Nathan saw.

"She reacts to praise," Caleb said to him.

"I know," Nathan whispered.

"Then you know what to watch."

Caleb circled me once, slowly. His gaze moved over my shoulders, my tits, my waist, my hips, and my thighs. It was trained, deliberate, and heavy enough to feel like touch.

When he returned in front of me, I lifted my chin.

“Touch me, Caleb.”

Nathan’s fingers tightened around the chair arms.

Caleb placed one hand on my waist and the other against my cheek.

“Look at your husband.”

I looked.

Nathan’s eyes were fixed on Caleb’s thumb brushing my lower lip.

“Tell him what you feel.”

“I like another man touching my mouth while my husband watches.”

Nathan’s cock pushed visibly against his pants.

Caleb smiled. “Your wife is already learning how to make you suffer beautifully.”

“She always knew,” Nathan said.

“Then watch what she does next.”

Caleb’s thumb slid between my lips. I sucked it once, slowly, without looking away from Nathan.

My husband made a broken sound.

“This is where it begins,” Caleb said. “With your wife showing you exactly how hungry she is.”

I sucked harder.

Nathan stayed in the chair.

And the ritual opened its mouth.

Nathan did not either.

And the ritual opened its mouth.


CHAPTER 8 — CLAUSE SEVEN

Caleb kept his thumb against my lower lip for a long second.

Not enough to be obscene.

Enough to make everything obscene.

Nathan sat in the chair, both hands gripping the arms, watching another man's skin touch my mouth. I could see his chest rising and falling. The control he wore so well in restaurants, meetings, and polite rooms was cracking under the quietest touch.

Caleb noticed everything.

"Nathan," he said, still looking at me, "what are you watching?"

My husband's voice came low.

"Your hand on her mouth."

"No. Look better."

Nathan swallowed.

"I am watching her let you."

"Better."

The word hit him too.

Caleb's thumb slid along my lip and then away.

"Isabella," he said, "tell him what just happened."

I breathed through my nose.

"I let you touch my mouth."

"Too clean."

My cheeks burned.

"I liked letting you touch my mouth while he watched."

Nathan's fingers tightened on the leather.

"Good," Caleb said. "That is the room we are in now."

Caleb picked up the contract from the table.

“Clause Seven,” he said.

Nathan knew it immediately.

THE WIFE TELLS THE TRUTH. THE HUSBAND DOES NOT HIDE FROM IT.

Caleb lowered the paper.

“Tonight, Isabella tells you what she wants. You listen with your eyes open.”

Nathan nodded, jaw tight.

Caleb turned to me.

“And you do not perform softness to protect him. You give him the truth without turning it into a weapon.”

“I understand.”

He placed the contract down.

“Then we use it.”

His hands came to my shoulders. Large. Warm. Heavy.

Nathan stopped breathing.

Caleb guided me backward until the dark wood of the cross touched my spine.

He moved behind me again. His hands came to my shoulders. Large. Warm. Heavy. The first full touch of his hands on my body.

I felt Nathan stop breathing.

Caleb's palms slid down my arms, slowly, over bare skin, until he reached my wrists. He lifted them gently.

"Cross," he said.

The word made my entire body tighten.

I turned my head just enough to see the wooden cross behind me.

Nathan's eyes followed.

Caleb did not pull. He guided. I walked backward until the dark wood touched my spine. It was cool at first. Then it became real. Solid. Unforgiving.

"Hands up," Caleb said.

I lifted them.

The position opened me instantly. Not my body only. My posture. My chest. My throat. My lace-covered tits. There was no way to look modest with my arms raised on a cross while my husband sat a few feet away.

Nathan made a sound under his breath.

Caleb tied my wrists with black restraints, soft but firm. One first. Then the other. He moved with practiced attention. No hurry. No fumbling. Each buckle, each adjustment, each brush of his fingers against my skin made the scene more irreversible.

When he finished, he stepped back.

Caleb secured my wrists with black restraints, firm enough to hold and soft enough not to distract from the scene.

Nathan watched every buckle close.

When Caleb stepped back, my arms were raised, my chest open, black lace stretched over my hard nipples.

“Look at your wife,” Caleb told him.

Nathan looked.

“Do not search for danger. Search for hunger.”

My husband’s eyes moved over my body and stopped between my thighs.

“I see it,” he said.

“Then ask her the question you are afraid to hear answered.”

Nathan looked at me.

“Where do you want him to touch you?”

“Everywhere, love.”

His breath broke.

“Especially while I watch?”

“Especially while my little cuck watches.”

The word hit his body before his face could hide it.

Caleb’s hand touched my throat and slid slowly down to the lace between my breasts.

“Good truth,” he said.

Nathan looked at me.

I could see the question forming. Could see him deciding how much pain he wanted.

“Tell me you want his hands on you,” Nathan said.

I did not look at Caleb. I looked at my husband.

“I want his hands on me, love.”

Nathan breathed in.

“Tell me where.”

My body heated so fast I felt dizzy.

“Everywhere.”

His eyes closed for one second.

Caleb let the confession touch me before his hands did.

“And I want him to see me like this,” I added.

Nathan opened his eyes.

“Tied and hungry for him while my husband watches.”

"Yes."

"Opened?"

"Yes."

"In front of me?"

My throat tightened.

"Especially in front of you."

Nathan gripped the chair again.

Caleb's hand touched my throat, lightly, just under the place where the ribbon had been.

"Good truth," he said.

My hips shifted before I could stop them.

Nathan saw.

"You like when he says that," he whispered.

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because it makes me feel seen."

That hurt him.

I saw it.

But he did not punish me with silence. He stayed.

Caleb's hand slid down from my throat to the middle of my chest, over the lace between my tits.

He did not touch my nipples yet. He let his fingers travel around them, near enough to make them ache.

"Your wife is very responsive," he told Nathan.

"I know."

"No. You remember. There is a difference."

Nathan flinched.

The cruelty was surgical because it was true.

I looked at my husband.

"Nathan."

He lifted his eyes to mine.

"Stay with me."

That steadied him. His jaw worked once, then he nodded.

Caleb's fingers brushed my right nipple through the lace.

I gasped.

Nathan stared.

Caleb did it again, slower. The lace scraped harder. My nipple tightened until it hurt.

"Tell him," Caleb ordered.

I swallowed.

"He touched my nipple."

"No. Tell him what mattered."

My cheeks burned.

"I got harder when he touched me."

Nathan's mouth parted slightly.

Caleb's thumb circled the stiff point through the lace.

"Say his name."

I looked at Nathan.

"Caleb made my nipple hard."

Nathan's eyes flashed.

His body betrayed him so visibly that I could not look away. The bulge under his pants had become obvious. He was hard, trapped in the chair, watching the sentence enter both of us.

Caleb noticed.

“Your husband is hard,” Caleb said. “He can stop pretending otherwise.”

Nathan’s face tightened.

“I am hard watching another man touch my wife.”

The confession fed me.

My husband looked humiliated before anything truly explicit had happened.

"I am hard watching you touch my wife."

The words shook.

They also fed me.

My cunt clenched against the lace.

Caleb's hand went still over my tit.

"Isabella felt that," he said.

Nathan looked at me.

"Did you?"

"Yes."

"What did you feel?"

Clause Seven opened beneath me.

"My cunt got wet when you admitted it."

Nathan exhaled a broken sound.

There. The word had crossed the room. Not hidden. Not softened. Not dressed in elegance. My cunt. Wet. Because my husband confessed humiliation.

Caleb's mouth came close to my ear.

"Better," he said.

My eyes almost closed.

"Keep them open," he ordered. "Don’t hide in the feeling. Show him."

I opened my eyes.

Nathan watched.

Caleb's hands moved down my ribs, my waist, my belly. His palms were large and controlled, exploring me without grabbing too soon. The restraint was its own dominance. He was not taking because he could. He was teaching the room that he could wait.

His hand stopped just above the lace panties.

My breathing changed.

Nathan leaned forward slightly.

Caleb smiled without looking at him.

"That," he said, "is anticipation. It is often crueler than touch."

He was right.

I wanted his hand lower so badly my thighs trembled, but I also wanted Nathan to see me wanting. The wanting had become part of the sex before sex arrived.

Caleb looked at Nathan. “Tell her what you see between her thighs.”

Nathan’s voice was rough.

“Your cunt is soaked, Bella.”

I looked straight at him.

“For both of you.”

"For him?"

"Yes."

His face twisted.

"For me too?"

My heart hurt.

"Yes."

"Which one is more true right now?"

The question cut hard.

The contract had demanded truth, and truth had teeth.

I breathed.

"Both are true in different places."

"No," Nathan said quietly. "Answer."

Caleb's hand stayed above my panties. Waiting.

I did not want to wound him carelessly. But he needed the answer.

"Right now," I whispered, "my body is reacting more to Caleb touching me because he is new."

Nathan closed his eyes.

"But," I said quickly.

Caleb's hand pressed lightly into my belly.

"No rescuing. Truth first. Repair later."

The command stopped me.

Nathan opened his eyes again, and to his credit, he stayed.

"Say it again," he whispered.

I shook my head once.

"Nathan."

"Say it. I need to hear it without dying."

So I did.

"My body is reacting more to Caleb right now because he is new."

Nathan's lips parted. His breathing shook. But his hand moved to the front of his pants, not opening, not stroking, only pressing against the hardness there as if he needed to contain it.

Caleb saw.

"And what does that do to you, Nathan?"

My husband laughed once, almost bitter.

"It makes me want to stop."

My heart dropped.

"And?" Caleb asked.

Nathan looked at me.

"And it makes me want to keep watching."

Relief and hunger hit me together.

Caleb's hand finally moved down.

His fingers pressed over my panties.

I cried out.

No elegance. No control. My hips pushed against his hand immediately, begging through lace.

Nathan saw every inch of it.

Caleb pressed two fingers along my soaked slit through the fabric, slow enough for the cream to drag.

"She is drenched," he said calmly.

Nathan stared.

"I can see."

"No. Come closer."

Nathan hesitated.

Caleb turned his head.

"You are watching. Watch properly."

My husband stood.

He came close enough to see the dark damp patch on the black lace, close enough to hear my breathing, close enough for the scent of my hunger to live between all three of us.

Humiliation flushed across his face.

Hunger followed it.

Caleb pressed again, and my hips jerked.

"Tell him," Caleb said.

I looked at Nathan, who stood only a foot away.

"My panties are soaked."

"Why?" Caleb asked.

My mouth trembled.

"Because you are touching my cunt while my husband watches."

Nathan made a low sound that I felt in my chest.

Caleb's fingers worked the lace, pressing against my swollen clit through the wet fabric. My arms pulled against the restraints. The cross held me open, upright, visible. I could not hide the way my body rolled toward his hand.

"Say his name," Caleb ordered.

"Nathan."

"Tell him what he sees."

I looked at my husband.

"You see another man making me wet."

Nathan's hand went to his own chest as if the sentence had struck him.

Caleb leaned close to my ear.

"Ask for more."

I closed my eyes.

"Open."

I opened them.

"Ask."

The word tore out of me.

"More."

"Not to me."

I understood.

I looked at Nathan.

"Please. Let him touch me more."

Nathan went pale.

For one terrifying second, I thought that would be the end.

Then he breathed out and said:

"Touch her."

Caleb's fingers slipped beneath the lace.

My head fell back against the cross.

His fingers found my bare cunt, hot and soaked, and spread the cream slowly, deliberately. The first direct contact made my whole body shudder.

"Look at him," Caleb ordered.

I forced my head forward.

Nathan’s eyes were fixed on my cunt.

He was watching another man's hand inside my panties.

Watching Caleb's fingers slide through my cream.

Watching my body open.

And he was hard enough that the truth pressed visibly against his pants.

Caleb circled my clit with the pad of his finger.

I moaned.

"What is he seeing?" Caleb asked.

"He is seeing you touch my cunt."

"And?"

"He is seeing me like it."

"And?"

The final truth came out broken.

"He is seeing his wife become honest."

Nathan's eyes lifted to mine.

He looked destroyed.

He looked alive.

Caleb removed his hand before I could come.

I made a frustrated sound, raw and ugly.

He smiled.

"Not yet."

I hated him.

I wanted him.

Nathan saw both.

That was the worst part.

Caleb stepped away, leaving me tied to the cross, breathing hard, panties wet and crooked, tits rising under black lace.

Then he looked at Nathan.

"Sit down."

Nathan sat.

Caleb turned to me.

"Now," he said, "we continue from truth to body. Slowly."

I pulled against the restraints once, not to escape, but to feel them hold.

The cross did not move.

Neither did Nathan.

And I understood that the ritual had crossed the first threshold.

No cock had been inside my cunt yet.

No one had taken off the last piece of lace.

But my husband had already seen another man touch the wet truth of me.

And he had not left.


CHAPTER 9 — BOUND FOR ANOTHER MAN

There is a moment in every fantasy when the mind stops protecting itself.

Before that moment, everything can still pretend to be idea. A contract. A conversation. A controlled scene. A wife in lingerie. A husband in a chair. A dominant man asking questions with too much calm.

After that moment, the body knows.

Mine knew when Caleb hooked his fingers into my panties and pulled them down while Nathan watched.

The lace slid over my stockings and gathered at my knees. My cunt was bare, swollen, and shining in the room.

Nathan stared.

There was no way to dress that sight in romance. His wife was tied to a wooden cross while another man exposed her for him.

Caleb put one hand on my thigh.

“Look at your husband.”

I looked.

Nathan was pale, hard, gripping the chair.

“Tell him why you are open.”

“Because I want him to see me take another man’s hands.”

Caleb’s palm climbed slowly toward my cunt.

“Nathan, tell her what you see.”

My husband’s voice came hoarse.

“I see my wife tied to the cross with her cunt wet for you.”

The sentence made me moan before Caleb even touched me.

“Words first,” Caleb said. “Then body.”

His fingers spread me.

His palm slid up my inner thigh, slow and warm. My muscles trembled. The closer he came to my cunt, the more my breathing broke. He did not touch where I needed him yet. He let Nathan watch the climb.

"Nathan," he said, "tell me what you see."

My husband's voice was almost hoarse.

"I see my wife tied to the cross."

"And?"

"I see her wet."

"More specific."

Nathan closed his eyes for a second, then opened them.

"I see her cunt wet for you."

The sentence struck me so violently I moaned before Caleb touched me.

Caleb smiled faintly.

"Words first. Body second. She responds to both. Remember that."

Then his fingers spread me.

Caleb’s thick fingers spread my soaked cunt open, holding me wide for Nathan to see every slick, swollen inch. There was nothing elegant left. Just my husband watching another man display his wife’s hungry hole.

He showed me.

Not to me.

To Nathan.

He parted my lips with two fingers and held me open.

"Look," Caleb said.

Nathan looked.

I felt the air on my wet skin. I felt my own exposure. I felt my husband's eyes where his mouth had been so many times. But now another man was holding me open for him.

"Say what you see," Caleb ordered.

Nathan's voice shook.

"I see her open."

"For whom?"

The room tightened.

"For you."

Caleb's fingers pressed gently.

"And for you to witness. Do not erase yourself."

Nathan swallowed.

"For you. And for me to witness."

My body clenched around nothing.

Caleb felt the small movement under his fingers.

"She liked that."

Nathan's eyes lifted to mine.

"Did you?"

I could barely speak.

"Yes."

"Why?"

The answer came from somewhere lower than shame.

"Because you did not look away."

Something in Nathan softened and broke at the same time.

Caleb released me and took one step back.

For a second, the loss of his fingers was almost painful.

“I am going to put my mouth on your wife,” Caleb told Nathan.

My husband pressed his hand against the hard bulge in his pants.

“Then make her tell me what it feels like.”

Caleb looked at me.

“What do you want?”

“Your mouth on my cunt.”

He went to his knees.

The sight of that large, controlled man lowering himself between my restrained thighs felt like a predator settling in to feed.

He lifted one of my legs and opened me wider.

His breath hit my wet skin.

I shook.

Then his tongue touched me.

Caleb went to his knees.

The sight of that large, controlled man kneeling between my restrained thighs should have felt like submission. It did not. It felt like a predator lowering itself to feed.

He lifted one of my legs slightly, opened me better, and leaned in.

His breath hit my wet skin.

My whole body shook.

Then his tongue touched me.

Not softly.

Not politely.

He dragged it slowly from my doorway to my clit, hot and flat, tasting the cream he had pulled out of me with words and pressure. I cried out, my head hitting the wood behind me.

Nathan cursed.

Caleb's hands gripped my thighs and held me open as his mouth returned. He licked me again, deeper this time, then closed his lips around my swollen clit and sucked.

The heat tore through me.

I pulled against the restraints, hips pushing into his mouth, no elegance left, no perfect wife, no controlled Isabella. Just my body asking for more with every dirty movement.

"Look at him," Caleb said against my cunt.

The vibration of his voice made me gasp.

I forced my eyes open.

Nathan was leaning forward in the chair, one hand on the arm, the other pressed over the front of his pants. His face was twisted with agony and hunger.

"He can see everything," Caleb said, then sucked my clit again.

I moaned loudly.

"Tell him," Caleb ordered.

I could barely form words.

"Nathan..."

"Tell him what I am doing."

"You are eating my cunt."

Nathan's hand jerked against himself.

Caleb's mouth grew rougher. He licked, sucked, pressed two fingers into my cream but did not enter fully yet. He teased the opening, circling, making me feel how easily I would take him if he chose.

"Tell him you like it," Caleb said.

"I like it."

"Filthier."

The command hit my spine.

I looked at my husband.

"I like your mouth on my cunt while my husband watches."

Nathan groaned.

Caleb's fingers slid into me then.

Two fingers. Slow. Thick enough to stretch me after all that teasing. I gasped, my cunt clenching around them. He curled them against the spot that made my knees shake and sucked my clit harder.

The room blurred.

"Oh God."

"No God," Caleb said against me. "Husband. Look at him."

I looked.

Nathan's eyes were wet. His mouth was open. His hand had finally opened his pants. He had not pulled himself out completely yet, but his fingers were inside, touching his own hard cock as he watched Caleb's mouth and fingers take control of my body.

I saw him see me.

I saw his shame.

I saw his cock moving under his hand.

And I got wetter.

The realization was a dark little explosion.

"Nathan," I moaned.

He froze as if my voice had caught him.

"Do not stop," I said.

His eyes widened.

"Bella."

"Do not stop watching."

His hand moved again.

Caleb rewarded me with a harder pull of his mouth, sucking my clit until my hips bucked.

"Good," he said. "There she is."

I was getting too close, too fast.

Not gentle. Not romantic. It rose from the places where shame had been stored for years. It pulled at my thighs, my belly, my throat. My body tightened around Caleb's fingers.

"I am going to come," I gasped.

Caleb pulled his mouth away.

I made a broken, furious sound.

"Not yet," he said.

I almost hated him.

Nathan almost stood.

"Caleb," he said, voice strained.

Caleb looked at him.

“Stay in the chair, Nathan. She wants you watching when I let her come.”

Nathan’s hand tightened around his cock.

“Then do not make her wait too long.”

"I know."

"Why stop?"

Caleb stood slowly, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, not hiding the cream.

"Because waiting is part of the ritual. And because she won’t come tonight by accident."

He looked at me.

"It will happen when she says the truth she is still holding back."

My chest heaved.

"What truth?"

Caleb stepped close.

His mouth, still wet from me, came near my ear.

"You know."

I did know.

So did Nathan, maybe before I did.

Caleb turned to him.

"Ask her."

Nathan stood slowly. His pants were open now, his cock still partly hidden but visibly hard, thick with hunger he could no longer pretend away.

He came closer. Not too close. Enough for me to see the ruin in his face.

"What are you holding back, Bella?"

I shook my head.

"I do not know."

"Do not lie."

His voice was not angry. It was desperate.

The contract. Clause Seven. Truth.

Caleb’s hand returned to my cunt, fingers sliding through the cream he had made worse by stopping.

I gasped.

"Tell him," Caleb said.

"I..."

My throat locked.

Nathan stepped closer.

"Tell me."

I looked at my husband.

Saw his open pants. Saw the hard evidence of what this did to him. Saw Caleb's fingers shining between my legs. Saw the cross holding my arms above my head.

The truth tore out.

"I want you to see me lose control for him."

Nathan stopped breathing.

Caleb's fingers pressed against my clit.

"More."

"I want you to see that I am not pretending."

"More."

My voice broke.

"I want you to see another man make me come."

Nathan made a sound that was almost pain.

Caleb smiled against my neck.

"Good."

Then his mouth returned to my cunt.

Harder this time.

No teasing.

He sucked my clit and drove his fingers into my cunt with a steady rhythm, curling, pressing, dragging me toward the edge he had denied. Nathan stood close, watching everything: Caleb’s head between my thighs, his fingers disappearing into my cunt, my wrists straining against the cross, my mouth open without dignity.

"Look at your husband," Caleb ordered, voice muffled against me.

I looked.

Nathan's hand was on his cock now, fully out, stroking slowly, almost unwillingly, as if the movement had become more reflex than decision. His eyes never left me.

The sight did it.

I came hard enough to pull against every restraint.

I came loudly, violently, hips grinding into Caleb's mouth, cunt clenching around his fingers. My legs trembled so hard the restraints were the only reason I stayed upright. A hoarse cry tore out of my throat, and I kept my eyes locked on Nathan's as heat broke me open.

I came because Caleb knew how to pull it out of me.

I came because Nathan saw.

I came because the pain in his eyes fed something filthy and honest in me.

When it passed, I sagged against the cross, panting, slick, shaking.

Caleb stood.

He did not kiss me.

He did not touch my face.

He looked at Nathan.

"She comes beautifully when she stops lying."

Nathan's hand tightened around his cock.

He looked wrecked.

Caleb stepped aside, leaving me exposed.

"Come here," he told Nathan.

Nathan did.

He stood in front of me, close enough to smell my cunt on Caleb’s mouth, close enough to see me swollen, dripping, still pulsing after another man made me come.

I wanted to apologize.

I wanted to laugh.

I wanted to beg.

Instead I whispered:

"You stayed."

Nathan touched my cheek with trembling fingers.

"I stayed."

Caleb's voice came from beside us.

"Good. Now the ritual changes."

Nathan looked at him.

"Changes how?"

Caleb's eyes moved over me, tied, flushed, exposed.

"Until now, she received touch. Next, she chooses whether she wants to be taken deeper."

My body, exhausted and still throbbing, answered before I did.

Nathan saw.

Caleb saw.

And I knew the next threshold had a different name.

Not conversation.

Not touch.

Not mouth.

Taking.

I was bound for another man.

And my husband was still there, watching.


CHAPTER 10 — WHILE HE WATCHED

Caleb did not smile gently.

He smiled like a man who had just recognized the exact moment when a woman stopped pretending she was only experimenting.

I was bound to the cross, my arms raised, my wrists held by black ribbons, the lace mask covering my eyes and my shame spread across my entire body. Nathan was sitting in the armchair, stiffer than I was, his hand clenched over the leather arm. Caleb stood in front of me, tall, Black, immense in that dark room, his black shirt open at the collar, carrying the cruel calm of a man who did not need to hurry to prove anything.

The night had begun as ritual.

Now it was turning into hunger.

"Isabella," Caleb said, stepping closer.

My name in his mouth sounded like an order even without a verb.

"Yes."

"Do you know where you are?"

I looked at Nathan before answering. My husband’s eyes were fixed on me. His face said he wanted to save me, devour me, stop me, offer me. All at once. I saw the hard cock marking his pants. I saw the pain too.

And God forgive me, it lit me inside like alcohol catching fire.

"I do," I answered.

Caleb stopped close enough for the heat of him to reach my skin.

"Where?"

I wet my lips.

"On the cross."

"Whose cross?"

The question bit.

My body knew the answer before my mouth did.

"The contract’s."

Caleb tilted his head, satisfied.

"Good answer. But not the one I asked for."

Nathan drew a deep breath in the chair.

Caleb looked at him.

"Nathan. Your eyes."

My husband blinked as if he had been caught stealing.

"I’m looking."

"No. You are trying to survive the scene. I told you to look."

Caleb’s voice was not loud. It did not need to be. It filled the room, and Nathan, my elegant, proud husband, obeyed. He straightened in the chair, opened his eyes more fully, and stared at my bound body, my black lingerie, my bare legs, my shaking breath.

I felt his stare like a touch.

Caleb turned back to me.

"Whose cross is this, Isabella?"

My voice came lower.

"Yours."

Nathan made a small sound. Not a word. An impact.

Caleb still had not touched me. That was the worst part. He made me burn with space, questions, and silence. He lifted his hand to my face and brushed his thumb over the edge of my mask.

"Are you using that word because you want to please me, or because you want to hurt your husband?"

My heart struck hard.

"Both."

"Wrong."

I felt the shock go through Nathan. I felt it too. Caleb caught my chin, firm, not brutal.

"The right answer comes before the game. Do you want to try again?"

I swallowed.

"Because I want to."

His eyes changed.

"Better."

The word entered me like obscene approval.

Nathan saw it. I saw his face harden when he understood that a single word from Caleb made me react.

"You liked that," Nathan said.

His voice was rough, torn open.

Caleb looked at him.

"Ask her."

Nathan swallowed.

"Did you like it when he said better?"

I could have hidden. But truth was written into the fantasy, and now the paper had become flesh.

"I liked it."

Nathan closed his eyes for one second.

"Why?"

Caleb held my chin more firmly.

"Answer while looking at your husband."

I turned my face as much as the ribbons allowed. I found Nathan.

"Because I liked being evaluated by him."

The sentence fell from my mouth directly into my husband’s lap.

Nathan looked down for an instant, toward his own body, as if he hated the physical answer he could not control.

"You’re hard because you heard me say that," I said.

He lifted his eyes back to me.

The raw word lit something in him. I saw it.

"I am," Nathan answered.

His honesty hit me low in my belly.

Caleb released my chin.

"Good. Now both of you are telling the truth."

He walked to the table, touched the printed contract once, then left it there. The paper had already done its work.

“Isabella,” Caleb said. “Tell us what you came here for.”

The room went silent. No checklist. No theater. Just my hunger standing between the two men.

I looked at Nathan.

His eyes begged for two opposite things: for me to remain his perfect wife and for me to destroy her in front of him.

“I came to be bound, watched, and fucked while my husband sees every second.”

Caleb looked at Nathan.

My husband ran a hand over his mouth. His throat moved.

“Continue,” he said.

Caleb nodded.

“Then watch your wife choose one more step.”

He came back to me. His hand settled on my shoulder, large, warm, heavy.

It was not a request. It was temporary possession inside the scene we had already chosen.

His fingers slid down my trapped arm, traced my underarm, and returned along the side of my body without touching my tit yet.

My body tried to lean toward him, but the ribbons held me in place.

The restraint made me wetter.

He came back to me. His hand touched my shoulder first, large, warm, heavy. It was not a rushed touch. It was temporary possession, authorized, and because of that, even more dangerous. His fingers slid down my trapped arm, traced my underarm, came back along the side of my body, not touching my tit yet. My body tried to lean toward him, but the ribbons reminded me I was bound.

The limitation made me wetter.

I had never understood that before.

The perfect wife liked control. The woman on the cross discovered that losing control, when chosen, could be another form of power.

Caleb noticed the way I tried to follow his hand.

"Do not run from the cross to seek me," he said. "You are bound because you asked for a ritual. Receive it."

My face burned.

Nathan murmured, "My God."

Caleb glanced at him.

"She likes being corrected."

Nathan did not answer.

"Nathan."

"Yes."

"Say it."

My husband stared at me. His shame was almost tangible.

"She likes it."

Caleb waited.

Nathan understood.

"My wife likes being corrected by you."

Hearing my husband say it made my thighs contract.

Caleb gave the faintest smile.

"And what does that do to you?"

Nathan ran his tongue over his lips.

"It humiliates me."

"And?"

"It makes me hard."

The sentence was quiet, clean, indecent.

A small moan slipped out of me before I could stop it.

Caleb heard. Nathan did too.

"She answered your embarrassment," Caleb said. "Do you see, Nathan? Your shame touches her too."

Nathan gripped the arm of the chair harder.

"I know."

"Not yet. But you will learn."

Caleb finally touched my tit over the black lace. His palm covered almost all of it. I arched, trapped and exposed, feeling my nipple harden under the fabric while Nathan watched. Another man’s hand on my body did not feel like lightning. It felt like slow truth. The shock was not only physical. It was knowing my husband saw. Knowing he could not pretend afterward.

Caleb massaged me slowly, looking more at Nathan than at me.

"Is she sensitive here?"

Nathan drew a deep breath.

"Yes."

"How do you know?"

The question was absurd and cruel. Nathan had known my body for years, but Caleb made him prove that knowledge while another man held me open.

"Because she holds her breath before she moans," Nathan answered.

Caleb looked at me.

I was doing exactly that.

"Good husband," Caleb said.

Nathan closed his eyes.

I laughed, but the laugh came broken.

"He liked being called that," I said.

Caleb looked at Nathan.

"Did you?"

Nathan opened his eyes.

"Yes."

"Even while another man touches his wife?"

Nathan went pale.

"Yes."

Caleb moved his hand to my other tit.

"Tell him, Isabella."

"What?"

"That he is still a good husband while he watches."

The tenderness and cruelty of the order passed through me together.

I looked at Nathan. He seemed on the edge of something.

"You are a good husband," I said. "Even sitting there hard, watching another man touch your wife."

Nathan let out his breath as if he had been struck.

"Bella."

"No, love. Look at me."

He looked.

"You are my husband. And you are seeing me the way I asked to be seen."

Caleb stayed quiet for several seconds. He did not interrupt. That was the first time I truly understood his intelligence. Caleb knew how to dominate, but he also knew when not to step onto the bridge between us.

Then he caught the strap of my bra and pulled it slowly down.

The lace gave. My tit was exposed to the cold air of the room, to Nathan’s stare, to Caleb’s hand. There was nothing casual about it. Every uncovered inch felt like a new signature on the contract.

Nathan moved his hand toward his pants, then stopped before touching himself.

I saw it.

Caleb saw it too.

Caleb looked at me. “Tell your husband what to do with that hard cock.”

Power moved into my mouth.

“Open your pants, Nathan.”

My husband stared at me.

“Now, my little cuck.”

He obeyed. Button. Zipper. His cock came out hard and leaking.

“Stroke it while Caleb holds your wife’s tit.”

Nathan wrapped his hand around himself.

Caleb pinched my nipple and made me pull against the ribbons.

“Look at him,” Caleb said.

I looked.

My husband was masturbating in the armchair while another man touched me bound to the cross.

And I had never felt so married.

“You like this,” Nathan said, voice hoarse.

“I love it.”

“Say why.”

Caleb dragged his hand down my belly to the edge of my panties.

“I love watching my husband stroke his cock because a huge Black man has his hands on his wife.”

Nathan moaned and tightened his fist.

Caleb glanced at him. “She learns fast, cuckold. Keep up.”

Nathan’s shame flashed into hunger.

“I am watching.”

Caleb pulled my panties aside.

Caleb pinched my nipple hard enough to make me pull against the ribbons.

"Look at him," Caleb said.

I looked.

My husband was masturbating in the armchair while another man touched me bound to the cross.

And I had never felt so married.

The older version of me would have called the scene impossible. The woman on the cross called it truth.

"You like this," Nathan said, voice hoarse.

"I do."

"You like seeing me like this."

"Very much."

"Say it."

Caleb let go of my tit and dragged his hand down my belly. Chain. Goosebumps. Hip bone. Then the edge of my panties, already glued to my cunt.

I struggled to breathe.

"I like watching my husband stroke that hard cock because of me," I said. "I like knowing you’re leaking while a huge Black man has his hand on your wife."

Nathan moaned. Shock. Heat. His hand tightened.

Caleb did not smile. But his hand tightened on my waist.

"Careful what you ask her to say, Nathan," he said. "She learns fast."

"I know," Nathan answered.

Caleb pulled my panties aside. Cold air hit my cunt. So did both men’s eyes. Shame burned through me. I tried to close my legs. The cross kept me open.

"Do not hide," Caleb said.

His voice went straight to my cunt.

Nathan stopped touching himself for a second.

"Is she wet?" he asked.

The question hit harder because it came from my husband. He was asking another man how soaked his wife was.

Caleb dragged two fingers over my cunt. Slow. No fingers inside yet. I coated him anyway, cream shining on his hand in front of my husband.

"Very," Caleb said.

Nathan closed his eyes.

"Fuck."

I shook. Not only from Caleb’s fingers. From Nathan saying fuck while he watched another man spread his wife open.

"Tell him," Caleb ordered.

I already knew.

I looked at Nathan, with Caleb still touching my cunt, his fingers shining with me.

"My cunt is wet, love."

Nathan opened his eyes.

"Why?"

I smiled, almost with pity.

"Because you’re watching."

He let out a low sound.

"Only because of that?"

Clause five.

The knife.

The truth.

"No."

Nathan stopped his hand completely.

Caleb did not stop his.

"Then say it," Nathan asked.

I drew a deep breath.

"Because he touches me like I’ve already admitted I want it."

Nathan went still.

It was one of the first answers that truly wounded him.

Caleb noticed the wound in Nathan’s face and slowed his hand without turning the room into an interrogation.

“Say what hurts,” he told him.

Nathan breathed through it.

“Hearing that she wants your touch. Keep going.”

Caleb looked at me.

“Say it accurately.”

I held Nathan’s gaze.

“Caleb touches me like he sees only the hungry cunt in front of him. You touch me like my husband. I need both.”

Nathan breathed out slowly.

The pain softened without disappearing.

"Then we continue. Isabella, did you mean I touch you better than he does?"

"No."

"Then say it right."

The correction steadied me.

I looked at Nathan.

"He touches me like he only sees the hungry cunt in front of him. You touch me like my husband. I need both."

Nathan breathed out slowly.

The pain in his face softened. Not disappeared. Softened.

"That I can take," he said.

Caleb’s fingers began moving again.

"Good. Then take this too."

He slid one finger into my cunt.

I gasped hard.

One finger. That was all. I opened around it, hot and shamelessly ready. Nathan watched Caleb’s knuckle disappear. I tried to fuck his hand. The ribbons held me back.

"Look at her," Caleb said to him. "She is trying to fuck my hand."

A sound tore out of me.

Nathan’s hand moved again on his cock.

"Bella," he whispered.

"Tell him," Caleb ordered.

I could barely speak.

"I want more."

"No," Caleb said. "Tell your husband what you’re doing."

I looked at Nathan.

My voice came broken.

"I’m trying to fuck his fingers."

Nathan groaned.

Caleb added a second finger.

My head hit the cross. The mask darkened everything. His fingers went in slow, then curled. Thick. Sure. He found the spot that made my knees shake and stayed there.

"Open your eyes," Caleb said.

I had not realized I had closed them.

I opened them.

Nathan was watching everything.

His pants were open now. His cock was in his hand, hard and flushed, the head wet, his fingers wrapped around himself with a desperate grip. He looked ruined, ashamed, hungry, mine.

Mine.

That was the paradox. Another man had his fingers inside my cunt, and Nathan had never seemed more my husband.

"Say what he sees," Caleb said.

I shook my head, overwhelmed.

"Say it."

I looked at Nathan, and the words came out raw.

"You see another man’s fingers inside your wife."

Nathan’s hand stopped for half a second, then moved faster.

"And?"

Caleb’s fingers pressed deeper.

"You see me getting wet for him."

"And?"

"You see me liking it."

Nathan’s face twisted.

"Fuck."

Caleb withdrew his fingers slowly and lifted them in front of me.

They shone under the low light.

"Taste."

He held them near my mouth.

I looked at Nathan before obeying.

That was not accidental. Nothing was accidental anymore.

Nathan watched me suck Caleb’s fingers clean. I tasted my own cream on another man’s hand.

My husband made a sound I would remember for the rest of my life.

Caleb’s voice came low.

"That is what she tastes like when she stops pretending, Nathan."

I sucked harder, almost angry with my own hunger.

Caleb removed his fingers and held my jaw.

"Good girl."

The praise made my cunt pulse.

Nathan saw it in my face.

"You like his praise," he said.

"Yes."

"More than mine?"

Caleb stopped.

I answered before the wound spread.

"No. Different. His praise makes me feel filthy. Yours makes me feel loved. Tonight I need both."

Nathan nodded once, breathing hard.

"Don’t stop," he said before anyone asked.

Caleb’s mouth came near my ear.

"Now I’m going to use my mouth. And you will look at your husband while I do. If you close your eyes, I stop."

My knees weakened.

"Yes."

"Ask for it."

I hated how much I wanted to.

"Please."

"Please what?"

I looked at Nathan.

"Please put your mouth on my cunt while my husband watches."

Nathan clenched his teeth so hard I saw the muscle jump in his jaw.

Caleb lowered himself slowly.

He did not vanish between my legs like a man in a hurry. He knelt with deliberate control, one hand gripping my thigh, the other keeping the panties aside. He looked once at Nathan, then at me.

"Watch her face," he said.

Then his mouth touched me.

No metaphor could survive that.

Caleb’s tongue dragged hot over my soaked cunt, from my hole to my swollen clit. I jerked against the cross. The second lick tore a moan out of me. The third made Nathan whisper my name like it hurt.

Caleb opened his mouth against me and sucked.

Hard.

My head tried to fall back. I kept my eyes on Nathan. He needed to see. My hips pushed forward, shameless, trying to ride Caleb’s mouth. Caleb held me still.

"Do not run," he murmured against me. "Take it."

The vibration of his voice against my clit made me cry out.

Nathan’s hand moved faster.

He was not hiding anymore. His cock was out, hard and red in his hand, the head wet, his body betraying every attempt at dignity. He stared at Caleb’s face between my legs, at my open mouth, at the ribbons pulling tight over my wrists, at the wife he loved being eaten by another man.

I should have felt broken.

I felt alive.

"Tell him," Caleb said, lifting his mouth just enough.

"What?"

"Why you are shaking."

I looked at Nathan, my voice ragged.

"Because he is eating my cunt and I can’t pretend I don’t want it."

Nathan groaned.

Caleb smiled against me and went back harder.

His tongue found my clit. Circled. Pressed. Sucked. I lost shape. The cross kept me standing while I pulled at the ribbons, not to escape, but because the heat needed somewhere to go.

"Bella," Nathan said. "Look at me."

I looked.

His eyes were wet. His face was tormented. His hand kept moving.

"You’re going to come," he said.

It was not a question.

"Yes."

"For him?"

The knife again.

"Because of him," I said. "And because you’re watching."

Caleb rewarded the answer by sucking harder.

I rose too fast. No elegance. No silence. I was already falling.

"Say it," Caleb ordered against me.

I barely understood.

"Say what you are."

I convulsed.

I looked at Nathan, at my husband, at the man sitting there with his cock in his hand and love tearing his face open.

"I’m your wife," I gasped.

Caleb’s tongue pressed harder.

"And?"

The word tore out of me as I came.

"And I’m his tonight."

Nathan made a sound like pain.

I came with Caleb’s mouth on my cunt and Nathan’s eyes locked on mine. I shook around nothing, hips pushing into Caleb’s face, thighs trembling, wrists straining against silk, a broken cry tearing out of my throat. I came because another man was eating me. I came because my husband was seeing it. I came because his pain was not a wall anymore. It was fuel.

When the first wave passed, Caleb stood.

His mouth was wet from me.

He did not wipe it right away.

He wanted Nathan to see.

"Tell me."

Nathan’s voice came hoarse.

"Keep going."

Caleb looked at me.

I was still trembling.

"Don’t stop," I whispered.

Caleb finally wiped his mouth with his thumb, then looked at my husband.

“Your wife tastes like truth when she stops pretending,” Caleb told Nathan.

Nathan closed his eyes.

"Jesus."

Caleb turned to me.

"Now comes the question."

I knew.

We all knew.

The room changed again. The air became heavier, lower, more final.

Caleb stepped back and began opening his belt.

The sound entered me like a bell.

Nathan stopped touching himself.

I looked at Caleb’s hands. The buckle. The button. The zipper descending slowly. There was nothing rushed in him. That made it worse. Better. He was not a man losing control. He was a man allowing the next part of the ritual to become visible.

He pushed the fabric down enough to free his cock.

I saw it.

Thick. Heavy. Dark. Rock hard. The head already shining. My breath stopped. Every message and filthy dream had become one huge cock inches from my bound cunt while my husband watched.

Nathan saw my face.

"Bella," he said.

The sound was almost frightened.

Caleb took himself in his hand, not performing, simply positioning reality before us.

"Look at your husband," he said.

I looked.

“Tell your husband exactly what you want.”

Nathan’s eyes did not blink.

The contract was alive between us.

"I want it," I said.

Nathan swallowed.

"Say it to him."

Caleb did not move.

I looked at Nathan.

"I want him to fuck me while you watch."

The room went silent.

Nathan’s hand tightened on his cock.

Nathan breathed like a man underwater, but his eyes stayed open.

“Keep going,” he said.

Caleb’s cock brushed against my ass, hot and hard.

“Then give him the truth.”

"Isabella?"

"Keep going."

"Then tell him one more truth."

"What?"

Caleb stepped behind me. His chest neared my back. His cock brushed against my ass, hot and hard, and a shock ran through my entire body.

"Tell your husband whether this is for him or for you."

I closed my eyes for one second.

"Open them," Caleb ordered.

I opened them.

Nathan was right there, watching me drown.

"For me," I said. "And because I want him to see me choosing it."

That was the sentence that changed my marriage.

Not the sex.

The choice.

Caleb gripped my waist and pressed the broad head of his cock against my dripping cunt. I pushed back against him.

“Slow at first,” Nathan said. “I want to see her open around you.”

Caleb stopped.

I looked at Nathan.

His face was white, but his voice was steady.

"Slow," he repeated. "I want to see her take it."

The sentence went through me like fire.

Caleb smiled for the first time with open arrogance.

"Good husband."

Nathan did not close his eyes this time.

Caleb pushed.

The head split me open slowly. Thick pressure. Burn. Then give. I cried out. The first inch shocked me. The second made my legs shake. By the third, shame was gone. There was only that huge cock forcing my cunt wider.

Nathan saw everything.

He saw another man’s cock enter his wife. Saw me open. Saw my back arch. Saw my mouth fall wide in a moan that was not for him and still belonged to our marriage because he was there receiving it.

Caleb stopped halfway.

“Tell your husband what is inside you.”

I could barely breathe.

“Caleb’s cock is inside my cunt.”

“Filthier.”

I looked at Nathan through the lace mask.

“A huge Black cock is splitting your wife open while you watch.”

Nathan groaned and stroked himself hard.

Caleb pushed deeper.

I gasped.

"And?" Caleb ordered.

"And I want more."

Caleb gave me more.

He pushed in inch by inch until his hips met my ass. Too full. Stretched. Taken. My cunt clenched around the size and heat of him. Caleb held still while I learned how to take the rest, and Nathan watched the moment I stopped resisting and started wanting more.

“She took all of me,” Caleb told Nathan. “Did you know your wife could open this wide?”

Nathan’s fist moved faster.

“I know now.”

"Do you?"

"Yes."

"Then tell her what you see."

Nathan’s eyes found mine.

"I see my wife taking another man’s cock."

My cunt clenched violently around Caleb.

He felt it and laughed low.

"She liked that."

Nathan looked ruined.

"I know."

Caleb pulled back slowly, then drove in again.

The first stroke took a sound out of me that I had never made for anyone. It was deep, broken, animal. Nathan’s face twisted as if the sound had gone straight into his chest.

Caleb fucked me slowly. Every deep stroke made the cross creak and the ribbons bite my wrists. My tits bounced. His hands trapped my hips and pulled me back onto that huge cock.

"Look at him," Caleb ordered.

I looked at Nathan.

"Do not give him a pretty face," Caleb said. "Give him the truth."

So I did.

I let Nathan see my mouth open. Let him see my eyes lose focus. Let him see my cunt take Caleb, wet and tight and hungry. Let him see that I was not enduring. I was receiving.

Caleb’s rhythm deepened.

"Say his name," he told me.

"Nathan."

"Tell him who is fucking you."

I trembled.

"Caleb is fucking me."

Nathan stroked himself faster.

"Tell him what you are doing."

"I’m taking him."

“Tell him how I feel inside you.”

I sobbed from the pressure and pleasure.

“He is so much thicker than you, love. He stretches me in ways your cock never could.”

Nathan almost came at the comparison.

Caleb saw it and smiled.

“Not yet, cuckold. Watch your wife take the cock she asked for.”

Nathan groaned and held himself back.

“Fuck.”

“Eyes on her.”

Caleb drove harder. Controlled. Every stroke pushed a cry out of me. Wife. Slut. Beloved. Filthy cunt. I was all of it at once, squeezing Caleb’s cock while my husband watched.

"Bella," Nathan said. His voice was broken. "Do you love me?"

The question struck through the heat.

Caleb slowed but did not pull out.

I looked at Nathan.

"Yes," I said. "I love you."

"Even now?"

I felt Caleb’s cock buried in my cunt, Nathan’s eyes on me, and the truth tearing open.

"Especially because you stayed."

Nathan’s face crumpled.

Caleb resumed, slower, deeper.

“Good,” Caleb said. “Now let him see what staying earns him.”

He held my hips and fucked me with deeper strokes, filling me until every thought became pressure, friction, heat. Nathan was no longer hiding. His cock was in his fist, his eyes fixed on where Caleb disappeared into me, his face contorted between ecstasy and agony.

"Say it," Nathan whispered.

"What?"

"Say you wanted this."

I moaned when Caleb drove deep again.

"I wanted this."

"Say you wanted him."

I looked at my husband.

The cruelest truth.

The cleanest one.

"I wanted him."

Nathan’s hand sped up.

Caleb gripped my hair gently enough not to hurt, firmly enough to claim direction.

"And what do you want now?"

I was close again. Lower. Dirtier. Caleb’s cock. Nathan’s humiliation. My own honesty. All of it pushing me over.

“I want to come on this bigger cock while my husband watches.”

Nathan groaned.

Caleb smiled against my neck.

Caleb rubbed my clit and drove deep.

I looked at Nathan.

“Watch me come, baby. Watch your wife soak the man who fills her more.”

My husband looked destroyed and hungry.

“Come, Bella. Give me every filthy second.”

Caleb drove in hard.

I came around Caleb’s cock. Hard. My cunt clenched and milked him while my legs shook and a hoarse scream tore out of me. I stared into my husband’s eyes. Another man kept fucking me through it. Nathan’s pain fed the heat. The perfect wife was gone. I was dripping, shaking, alive.

Nathan could not hold back.

He came watching us, his body folding forward, his hand working himself through the release while his eyes stayed locked on my face. He came not away from the scene, but inside it. Inside the marriage. Inside the truth we had built and feared.

Caleb held still, buried deep, while Nathan and I shook through the last of it.

Then he pulled out slowly.

The absence made me gasp.

He stepped back, adjusting himself with measured calm. I stayed bound, trembling, empty and full of everything that had just happened.

Nathan did not move.

For a moment, no one spoke.

Then Caleb looked at me, then at Nathan.

Caleb looked at the way Nathan had folded forward after coming.

“That is enough for tonight.”

My cunt still wanted more, but the room had reached the point where more would only repeat what had already changed us.

Nathan lifted his face.

“I am here.”

Caleb nodded.

“Then take your wife back into your hands.”

The first crossing was complete.

What came next belonged to the marriage.


CHAPTER 11 — THE PART THAT WAS MINE

Caleb did not untie me immediately.

That was the first mercy.

If he had rushed to free my wrists, if he had treated the end of the sex like the end of the ritual, I think I would have fallen apart. My body was still shaking in waves, my cunt still pulsing around the memory of his cock, my thighs wet, my mouth dry, my mind floating somewhere between triumph and terror.

Nathan was still in the armchair.

His pants were open. His breathing was uneven. His hand rested on his thigh now, useless after release, and his eyes were fixed on me with an expression I did not know how to name.

Not disgust.

Not exactly pride.

Not simple love.

Something rawer. A man looking at his wife after seeing a door open inside her that could never be closed again.

Caleb stepped to my side.

"Isabella," he said quietly. "Do you hear me?"

"Yes."

"Good. What do you need?"

I swallowed.

"Keep going."

"Do you truly want more, or are you only trying to endure it?"

The question reached me through the fog.

I breathed slowly.

"More. Just... don’t rush me."

Caleb nodded.

"Acceptable."

Then he looked at Nathan.

"Nathan. Stand up."

My husband lifted his head as if the command had pulled him from underwater.

"What?"

"Stand up. Button your pants if you need to. Then come here."

Nathan looked at me, then at Caleb. For one moment, I saw the old masculine reflex flare in him: why should he obey the man who had just fucked his wife? But the thought passed. The ritual still held us.

Nathan stood.

His movements were slow, almost careful. He adjusted himself, zipped his pants, buttoned them with fingers that were not as steady as he wanted. Then he crossed the room toward me.

Every step changed his face.

From the chair, he had been witness. Walking toward me, he became husband again.

When he reached me, he stopped just out of arm’s reach, though my arms were still bound above me and I could not reach him at all.

"Do not stand there like a judge," Caleb said.

Nathan’s jaw tightened.

"I am not judging her."

"Then touch her."

Nathan looked at me.

My heart hurt.

"Bella?"

His voice was no longer the voice of the man in the chair. It was my husband asking whether there was room for him in the body he had just seen opened by someone else.

"Please," I whispered.

He touched my cheek first.

That broke me more than Caleb’s cock had.

Nathan’s fingers were warm, familiar, trembling slightly. He brushed the edge of the mask, then cupped my face with both hands. I leaned into him as much as the ribbons allowed.

"I’m here," he said.

The words were small. They did not try to solve the night. They only placed a stone under my feet.

"I know."

"Do you?"

I looked at him through the lace.

"Yes."

Caleb moved behind me and began loosening the ribbons at my wrists.

"Nathan," he said, "when her arms come down, you hold her. Not as a reward. As grounding."

"I know," Nathan said.

"Do it anyway. Knowing is not the same as doing."

My husband accepted the correction with a slight nod.

The first ribbon came loose.

Blood returned to my hand in painful tingles. Then the second. My arms fell forward, heavy and useless, and Nathan caught me before my knees could give. I collapsed against his chest.

His smell hit me.

Soap. Skin. Whiskey. Home.

My face pressed against the shirt he had sweated through while watching. I began to cry without warning.

Not sobbing. Not dramatic. Tears simply slid out of me, released by everything I had just survived and wanted.

Nathan held me tighter.

"Bella. Love. I’m here."

"I know," I said again, but it came broken.

Caleb stepped back.

He did not touch me now.

He gave the space to Nathan.

That was the second mercy.

My husband’s hand went to my hair. He removed the mask slowly, as if removing it too fast might reveal something neither of us was ready to see. When the lace left my face, the room became brighter and more real. I blinked, wet-eyed, and saw Nathan clearly.

He looked devastated.

And he looked there.

"Do you hate me?" I asked.

The question was childish and necessary.

Nathan closed his eyes.

"No."

"Do you see me differently?"

This answer took longer.

"Yes."

My stomach dropped.

"How?"

He touched my face.

"More. I see more of you."

That was not the answer I expected.

It was the answer I needed.

Caleb, still a few steps away, spoke softly.

"Good. Stay there. Both of you. Do not rush into explanation. Explanation is for later. Right now the body needs to know it survived the truth."

Nathan pressed his mouth to my forehead.

I closed my eyes.

The body needs to know it survived the truth.

I did not know whether Caleb had learned sentences like that from experience or whether he simply understood rooms too well. But he was right.

I had to learn that Nathan’s hands still wanted me after Caleb’s cock had stretched my cunt. I had to learn I could be fucked by another man and still return to my husband without becoming less human, less married, less worthy.

Nathan’s hands slid over my back, not erotically now. Searching. Counting. Confirming.

"Are you hurt?" he asked.

"No."

"Sore?"

"A little."

His face changed.

"Too much?"

"No. A good little."

He laughed once, almost broken.

"I do not know what that means."

"Neither do I."

For the first time since the scene began, we smiled.

Small. Exhausted. Alive.

Caleb walked to the table, poured water into a glass, and brought it to Nathan.

"Give it to her."

Nathan took it and held it to my lips. I drank slowly. My hands were still shaky, and I liked that Nathan was the one holding the glass. Not because I could not. Because after everything my body had done for another man, being cared for by my husband felt like a sacred correction.

"More," Nathan said.

I drank again.

Caleb brought a robe from the chair and handed it to Nathan. Again, not directly to me.

"Cover her when she is ready. Not before. Let her choose whether she wants to be seen or held."

Nathan looked at me.

"What do you want?"

The question was simple. After an hour of being ordered, asked, corrected, and exposed, it landed softly.

I looked down at myself. My bra still half-lowered. My panties pulled aside. My skin marked by ribbons, nipples hard in the cool air, thighs wet. I looked like the evidence of my own hunger.

Part of me wanted to hide.

Another part wanted Nathan to see what he had stayed for.

"Look at me first," I said.

His breath caught.

"Bella."

"Look. Before you cover me."

Nathan stepped back half a step, though he still held me by the waist.

His eyes traveled over me.

Not like Caleb’s had. Caleb looked with command. Nathan looked with history. He saw the woman from the restaurant, the wife from the kitchen, the girl he married, the body another man had just claimed inside a ritual we wrote together.

His gaze fell to my exposed cunt, where the panties were still pulled aside.

He shut his eyes for a second.

"No," I said gently. "Open them."

He obeyed.

"Tell me what you see," I whispered.

His face tightened.

"I see my wife."

"And?"

His eyes filled with pain and hunger.

"I see what happened."

"Say it."

Caleb did not interrupt. He stood silent in the edge of the room, a witness again.

Nathan drew a breath.

"I see that another man fucked you."

My body gave a faint, shameful pulse.

Nathan saw.

"And I see that you liked it."

I nodded.

"Yes."

He stepped closer and touched my thigh, just above the dampness.

"And I see that you are still here."

That sentence broke the last shell around my heart.

"I am."

Nathan wrapped the robe around me then.

Not hiding me. Returning me.

He tied the belt loosely and pulled me into his arms.

Caleb picked up the contract from the table and laid it beside the water glass.

"You both did well," he said.

Nathan looked at him over my shoulder.

"I don’t feel like I did well."

"You stayed. You spoke. You said keep going when you meant it. You looked when you wanted to hide. That is doing well."

Nathan swallowed.

"And you?"

Caleb’s face remained calm.

"I did my part. Not yours."

Something passed between the two men then, not friendship, not rivalry exactly. Recognition. Caleb had touched my body, but Nathan was the one holding the result of it. Both roles mattered. Neither erased the other.

"I need to ask something," Nathan said.

Caleb nodded.

"Ask."

"Did you finish?"

The question made my face burn. It was crude and intimate and male in a way that changed the air.

Caleb answered without shame.

"No."

Nathan looked surprised.

"Why?"

"Because the scene was not about my release. It was about the threshold. You reached it. She reached it. Ending there was correct."

I looked at him.

"You stopped for us."

"I stopped because continuing would have served appetite more than ritual. Appetite can wait. Damage cannot always be undone."

Nathan nodded slowly.

"Thank you."

The words were difficult for him. I heard it.

Caleb accepted them with a small nod.

"You’re welcome."

Then Caleb looked at me.

Caleb looked at me once before leaving.

“You chose what happened,” he said. It was not a question.

“I did.”

“And you came back because that is what you wanted.”

I turned in Nathan’s arms. “Yes.”

The answer hurt my husband and steadied him at the same time.

Caleb picked up his jacket.

“Appetite can wait. Damage cannot always be undone.”

Nathan nodded. “Thank you for knowing when the scene was finished.”

Caleb held his gaze. “Thank you for staying inside it.”

Then he left.

The door closed softly.

Nathan and I stood in the center of the loft, wrapped in the robe, smelling of sweat, leather, and the sex he had watched.

For a long second he only looked at me.

Then his expression changed.

The caretaker remained. But the husband who had watched another man stretch his wife finally showed his teeth.

Nathan pulled the robe from my shoulders and turned me toward the arm of the leather chair.

“Bend over.”

I obeyed. My cunt was sore, swollen, and still slick from Caleb.

Nathan spread my legs with his knee.

“Tell me how big he felt.”

“So much thicker than you, love.”

His hand closed in my hair.

“Tell me how he filled you.”

“He stretched me open. He reached places your cock never has.”

Nathan pressed his cock against my cunt.

“And you came harder for him.”

“Yes.” I looked back at him. “I came so hard I screamed your name while another man was inside me.”

He drove into me in one hard stroke.

The mix of soreness and familiarity tore a cry from my mouth. Nathan began fucking me fast, one hand on my hip, the other holding my hair.

“Whose wife are you?”

“Yours, baby. Your wife. Your whore. Your little monster.”

“And what was he?”

“The bull who filled me more. The man you chose to watch. But not the man I came home to.”

Nathan pounded me harder.

“Say what I am.”

“My husband. My love. My beautiful cuck who watched everything and still took me back.”

He came inside me with a broken groan. My cunt clenched around him, and I came again, smaller than with Caleb but deeper in the place that belonged only to us.

Afterward Nathan stayed bent over me, forehead against my back.

“You came back.”

“I told you I would.”

The dirty truth did not erase the tenderness. It gave the tenderness a body.

Only then did he wrap the robe around me again and hold me.


CHAPTER 12 — THE MAN WHO STAYED

Nathan sat with me on the edge of the bed.

Not the armchair. Not the couch. The bed.

That mattered.

I was wrapped in the robe, my legs tucked under me, my body still sensitive in places where Caleb had touched me and in places where only Nathan’s gaze had reached. The room looked the same and completely changed. The cross stood behind us like a dark signature. The chair held Nathan’s shape. The contract rested on the table.

My husband had not texted Caleb yet.

"Do you want him to come back in?" I asked.

Nathan stared at his hands.

"No. Not yet."

"Are you angry?"

He gave a short laugh.

"Yes. No. I’m angry at time. At years. At myself for discovering this part of you only when another man helped pull it out."

"He did not pull it out."

Nathan looked at me.

"No?"

"He opened a door. You were the one I wanted watching from the other side."

The answer reached him slowly.

He nodded once.

"I need to say something ugly."

"Say it."

"Part of me wants to ask if he was better than me."

The question was a wire stretched across the room.

I did not rush.

"Better is the wrong word."

"That sounds like a kind answer."

"It is an honest one."

"Explain."

I turned toward him, my body sore, my mind suddenly clear.

"Caleb was different. Bigger in the room. He touched me with no history, no fear, no need to protect the version of me he already knew. That made everything raw. He could order me because he was not carrying nine years of mornings, bills, fights, laughter, and love."

Nathan listened with his jaw tight.

"And me?"

"You touch me with everything. Sometimes that makes you careful. Sometimes too careful. But tonight, watching you stay while he touched me made you part of my heat in a way he could never be."

Nathan’s eyes lifted.

"How?"

I looked down at my hands.

"When I came, I did not come only because of his mouth or his cock. I came because you were there and did not look away. Because I could be that woman and still see love in your face. Because your pain was real and you gave it to me instead of using it against me."

His eyes shone.

"That sounds cruel."

"It is."

"And true?"

"Yes."

Nathan breathed through it.

"I hated seeing him inside you."

I nodded.

"I know."

"And I could not stop looking."

"I know that too."

"When he pushed in, I thought I would stand up. I thought I would end it. Then you looked at me. You were crying and wanting more at the same time."

My face heated.

"I remember."

"I have never seen you like that."

"Neither had I."

He turned toward me fully.

"Were you scared?"

"Yes."

"Of him?"

"No. Of liking it. Of how much I liked knowing you were watching."

Nathan closed his eyes.

"That part did something to me."

"Which part?"

"You did not forget me."

He opened his eyes again.

"I was afraid that when he touched you, I would disappear. That I would become furniture. A man in a chair. But you kept looking at me. Even when you were coming. Especially then."

"Because you were the reason it mattered."

The sentence seemed to enter him where no touch could.

He reached for my hand.

"I need to tell you what I saw."

"Tell me."

“I saw my wife on a cross. I saw another man’s hands on her. I saw her cunt wet for him. I saw his cock slide into her. I saw her body take him. I saw her come. And every part of that hurt.”

I squeezed his hand.

"I know."

"But I also saw you tell the truth. Not to punish me. To trust me with it."

A tear slid down my cheek.

Nathan wiped it away.

"That is why I stayed. Not because it was easy. Not because I am some fantasy version of a cuckold who feels nothing but hunger. I stayed because leaving would have meant abandoning you in the most honest moment you have ever given me."

I leaned into him.

"Nathan."

"And I need you to understand something." His voice deepened. "I am not less your husband because I watched."

"No."

"I am not smaller because he is bigger."

"No."

"I am not gone because you wanted him."

"No."

He nodded as if he needed to hear himself say it as much as he needed me to answer.

Then he looked toward the door.

"I should text him."

"Only if you are ready."

"I am not sure what ready means. But I do not need him back in the room. I need you."

I placed my hand over his.

"Then send it."

Nathan picked up his phone. His thumb hovered over the screen.

He typed one word.

Clear.

He showed it to me before sending.

I nodded.

He sent it.

For a few seconds, nothing happened. Then Caleb replied.

Good. Stay with each other. Drink water. No analysis for one hour unless it comes from care. I will check tomorrow.

Nathan read it twice.

"He is annoyingly good at this," he said.

I laughed.

The laugh loosened something in the room.

"Yes."

"I hate that I respect him."

"I know."

"I hate that you respect him."

"I know that too."

Nathan looked at me, and the jealousy returned, softer now, braided with tenderness.

"Do you want him again?"

The question should have waited. But truth rarely follows a polite schedule.

I held his gaze.

"My body does."

He flinched.

I kept going before the wound could grow alone.

"My heart wants you. My body remembers him. My mind is trying to understand how both can be true without destroying us."

Nathan breathed.

"That is the most painful honest answer you could have given."

"Do you want me to lie?"

"No."

"Then I will keep telling you the truth."

He nodded slowly.

"Even when it hurts."

"Especially then."

He smiled weakly.

"I’m here. Bruised, but here."

I touched his face.

"Thank you for staying."

He leaned into my palm.

"Thank you for coming back."

The words settled between us like a vow no church would recognize.

Then Nathan did something I did not expect.

He knelt in front of me.

Not sexually. Not as humiliation. He knelt because I was sitting on the bed and he wanted to be lower, wanted his face near my hands, my knees, the robe that covered the evidence of the night.

He placed both hands on my knees over the robe, his touch careful without becoming timid.

The gesture came from the husband, not the ritual.

I opened my knees slightly and let him closer.

He placed both hands on my knees over the robe.

"Not to claim," he said. "To check."

"I know."

He opened the robe slightly, only enough to see my thighs. His eyes changed at the marks. The redness from Caleb’s hands. The faint impressions from the ribbons. The dampness still there. His breath caught, but he did not pull away.

"Does this hurt?" he asked, touching one mark on my hip.

"No."

"This?"

"No."

His fingers moved with reverence and torment.

"And here?"

His hand stopped near the inside of my thigh.

I swallowed.

"A little sore."

"From him."

"Yes."

Nathan closed his eyes briefly.

When he opened them, there was no punishment.

He bent and kissed the inside of my thigh, just above where Caleb had spread me open.

The care inside the kiss broke me again.

My fingers moved into his hair.

He bent and kissed the inside of my thigh, just above where Caleb had spread me open. The kiss was soft, almost holy. My body trembled not from sex now, but from the collision of tenderness and what had happened.

Nathan lifted his head.

"I need to know I can still touch you without comparing myself to him."

"Then touch me as you."

He nodded.

He closed the robe again and climbed onto the bed beside me. We lay down facing each other. No sex. No performance. Just skin through fabric, breath, the return of ordinary contact after extraordinary exposure.

"I think tomorrow will be harder," he said.

"Probably."

"When the shock wears off."

"Probably."

"Will you regret it tomorrow?"

I thought carefully.

"I might fear it tomorrow. I might cry. I might feel shame. But regret is different."

"And you do not feel regret now."

"No."

He nodded.

"I do not regret saying yes."

The sentence shook me.

"You don’t?"

"No. I am scared of what it means. But I do not regret staying."

I moved closer, and he opened his arms.

There, with Caleb gone and the cross behind us, I fell asleep against my husband’s chest.

Not because everything was solved.

Because for that one hour, as Caleb had ordered, we did not analyze.

We survived.


CHAPTER 13 — AFTERCARE

Aftercare did not feel like a scene.

It felt like cleaning blood from a blade no one wanted to admit had been sharp.

Nathan woke me gently after I had slept for maybe twenty minutes. I was still in the robe, curled against him. The loft was quiet. Caleb was gone. The contract was still on the table. The cross was still there. Nothing had disappeared just because the room had gone silent.

"Water," Nathan said.

He held the glass to my lips again.

I drank.

"Bathroom?" he asked.

I nodded.

He helped me stand. My legs were unsteady, and I hated and loved that he noticed without making me feel weak. He guided me to the bathroom, turned on the soft light, and waited outside while I cleaned myself.

That was the first private moment I had after the ritual.

I looked in the mirror.

The woman looking back at me was not ruined.

That surprised me.

Mascara smudged. Hair loose and messy. Lips swollen. Marks at my wrists. Eyes bright, tired, almost feverish. But not ruined.

I had expected to see shame like dirt.

Instead, I saw evidence.

Evidence that I had wanted. Evidence that I had chosen. Evidence that I had crossed a line and was still standing.

Then I looked down and saw my thighs.

The dampness. The soreness. The reality.

My throat tightened.

I braced my hands on the sink and cried.

Not because I regretted it. Because the body sometimes understands magnitude before the mind has words.

Nathan knocked softly.

"Bella?"

"I’m okay."

"Is that true?"

I looked at myself in the mirror.

"Not completely."

"Come in," I said before he could knock again.

I wrapped the robe tighter.

He entered slowly, as if the bathroom were another room in the ritual. His face changed when he saw my tears.

He entered slowly, as if the bathroom were another room in the ritual. His face changed when he saw my tears.

"Love."

"I don’t regret it," I said immediately.

"I know."

"I just... I feel everything now."

He stepped close but did not touch until I nodded.

When I did, he wrapped his arms around me from behind. We stood in front of the mirror, my body covered, his chin near my hair, both of us looking at what was left of us after the night.

"I see you," he said.

The words were simple. They came from the oldest wound.

I cried harder.

"Do you?"

"Yes."

"Even after?"

"Because of after."

His hands rested on my stomach, not possessive, grounding.

"I saw parts of you tonight I did not know how to ask for."

"Did they scare you?"

"Yes."

"Did they disgust you?"

"No."

I closed my eyes.

"Say that again."

"They did not disgust me."

The relief hurt.

Nathan turned me gently until I faced him.

"My turn," he said.

"For what?"

"For truth."

I nodded.

He leaned against the counter, his hands gripping the edge.

"I felt small tonight. Not all the time. But in flashes. When you reacted to his voice. When he touched you and your body answered before you could. When he entered you and you made that sound."

I looked down.

He lifted my chin.

"No. Do not hide from it now."

I forced myself to look.

"I felt small," he repeated. "And then I realized the smallness was not the whole truth. Because I also felt trusted. You kept looking at me. You asked me before you came. You came back to me. That did not erase the jealousy, but it gave it a place to live."

"Where?"

He touched his chest.

"Here. Not between us."

I put my hand over his.

"Can it stay there without poisoning you?"

"I do not know. But I want to try."

That was the most honest aftercare could be. Not promises made too quickly. Not declarations that everything was perfect. Just two adults standing in a bathroom after crossing a sexual and emotional boundary, agreeing not to lie about the bruise.

I washed my face. Nathan brought me a towel. He watched me remove what was left of the makeup and mask marks. When I looked back in the mirror, I looked more like myself.

Maybe that was the shock.

After everything, I still looked like Isabella.

"Shower?" Nathan asked.

"With you."

His eyes softened.

"With you," I repeated.

"No sex. Just water."

"Good. I do not think my body knows what to do with sex right now."

I laughed through the tears.

"Mine knows too much."

The shower was warm, almost too warm. Nathan got in with me and washed my shoulders first, then my arms where the ribbons had pressed, then my back. He avoided between my legs until I took his hand and placed it there myself.

"You can," I said.

He closed his eyes.

"I was afraid."

"Of touching me?"

"Of feeling him there."

The sentence was brutal.

I nodded.

"I understand."

"Do you want me to?"

"Yes. Carefully."

His fingers touched me gently under the water. I was swollen, sensitive, sore. My body gave a small involuntary flinch.

Nathan stopped.

"Too much?"

"No. Just real."

He washed me with heartbreaking tenderness. Not erasing Caleb. Caring for me after Caleb. There was a difference. One would have been denial. The other was love.

When he finished, he pressed his forehead to mine under the water.

"I hate that he was inside you."

"I know."

"I hate that I want to remember it."

"I know."

"I hate that part of me wants to know if he will be inside you again."

My breath caught.

"Nathan."

"Not tonight. I know. I just need to say that the thought is already there."

I touched his face wet with shower water.

"The thought is there for me too."

He flinched, but stayed.

"Thank you."

"For hurting you?"

"For not pretending it is not there."

We stood under the water until the heat began to make me lightheaded. Then he turned it off, wrapped me in a towel, dried me slowly, and helped me dress in soft clothes Caleb had never seen. That mattered too.

My husband chose my comfort.

When we returned to the main room, the cross looked less powerful. Not powerless. Less hungry. The chair looked like leather again. The contract like paper again.

Nathan picked it up.

"Should we take this with us?"

"Yes."

"Do you want to add notes tonight?"

"No analysis for one hour," I reminded him.

He smiled.

“Caleb’s principle.”

“Good principle.”

“Annoyingly good principle.”

We sat on the couch. Nathan put a blanket over both of us. He ordered food we barely ate. We drank more water. He checked my wrists twice, my mood three times, my eyes every few minutes.

At one point, I said:

"You are hovering."

"I know."

"It is sweet."

"It is panic in a nice suit."

I laughed and rested my head on his shoulder.

"I love you."

"I love you too."

"Do you still want me?"

Nathan turned sharply.

"Isabella."

"I need to hear it."

He took my face in both hands.

"I want you. My God, I want you. Tonight did not make you less desirable to me. It made wanting you more complicated. More dangerous. But not less."

"Complicated hunger can become resentment."

"So we will talk."

"And if talking is not enough?"

"Then we get help. Real help. A therapist if we need one. We do not let silence come back wearing a new costume."

That sentence felt like a promise.

Silence had almost killed us once.

We would not give it a second knife.

Near dawn, Caleb sent one final message.

Drink water tomorrow too. Shame can arrive late. Do not confuse shame with regret. Rest before deciding what the night means.

Nathan read it aloud.

"Do not confuse shame with regret," I repeated.

"Good sentence."

"Yes."

He hesitated, then typed:

Thank you. We are together. Clear.

Caleb replied:

That is the only correct ending for tonight.

I stared at that line for a long time.

Together.

Not untouched.

Not unchanged.

Together.

Nathan set the phone aside.

"Bed?"

"Yes."

We slept in the bed at the loft, tangled under clean sheets. Nathan held me from behind, one hand over my heart and one over my stomach. Sometime before sleep took me fully, I felt his mouth at my ear.

"Bella?"

"Yes?"

"The part of you that came alive tonight... I am scared of her."

I stayed still.

"I am too."

"But I do not want her dead again."

My eyes filled with tears.

"Neither do I."

His arm tightened around me.

"Then we learn her together."

I fell asleep with that sentence inside me.

Not safe.

Better than safe.

Chosen.


CHAPTER 14 — THE CONTRACT CHANGES

Morning made everything quieter.

Not smaller. Quieter.

The loft looked almost innocent in daylight. The dark leather, the cross, the chair, the table with empty glasses and the folded contract. In sunlight, the room seemed to ask whether the night had really happened or whether it had been a fever dream designed by hunger.

My body answered before my mind could.

A sore pussy. Tender wrists. A dull ache in my hips where Caleb had held me. The memory of Nathan’s eyes.

Yes.

It happened.

Nathan was already awake, sitting beside me, back against the headboard, watching the city through the window. His hand rested on my thigh under the sheet. Not sexual. Present.

"Good morning," I said.

He looked at me.

"Good morning."

We studied each other like survivors checking whether the other still had all their pieces.

"You look as wrecked as I feel," I said.

He gave a faint smile.

"Then we survived the same night."

"Barely."

He thought for a long time.

"I am not okay in the old meaning of the word. But I am not broken."

"Good."

"You?"

"Same."

He nodded.

"Do you feel shame?"

"Yes."

His hand tightened on my thigh.

"Regret?"

I turned the question over slowly, carefully.

"No."

He closed his eyes, both hurt and relieved.

"Me neither."

Those two words changed the room more than coming ever had.

We got dressed slowly. I wore soft black pants and one of Nathan’s shirts. He packed the contract, folded carefully, as if it were both evidence and map. Before leaving, I stood in front of the cross one last time.

Nathan came behind me.

"Do you want to say goodbye to it?"

"No."

"Then what?"

"I want to remember that I chose it. Not that it happened to me."

He stood beside me.

"You chose it."

"And you stayed."

"I stayed."

I looked at the cross.

It did not look like a threat anymore.

It looked like a question we had answered with our bodies.

Back at home, the normality was almost violent.

Our kitchen. Our couch. Our mail on the counter. A mug in the sink. The ordinary world waiting with no idea that inside us, entire rooms had been rearranged.

I made coffee because some rituals still belonged to the morning.

Nathan sat at the kitchen table with the contract open in front of him.

“Do you want to rewrite it?” he asked.

“Not as another list.”

He looked relieved.

The night had already taught us more than pages of caution ever could. Caleb had touched the marriage, not by taking it, but by showing us where it had been asleep.

I crossed out nothing. I wrote one sentence beneath the old clauses:

THE BULL MAY CHANGE THE ROOM. HE DOES NOT BECOME THE HOUSE.

Nathan read it.

“Better.”

“True.”

He tapped the sentence about my choice.

“Was it worse because you wanted him?”

“Yes.”

“And better?”

“Yes.”

Nathan gave a tired laugh. “I hate how often both answers are true now.”

I took his hand.

“Then we keep the truth and stop pretending the contract can make it painless.”

“What does it do, then?”

“It gives the pain a language.”

That was the first change.

The second came from Nathan.

He took the pen and wrote:

THE HUSBAND IS NOT ONLY A WITNESS. HE MAY COMMAND THE WIFE INSIDE THE RITUAL.

My pussy tightened before I could hide it.

Nathan saw.

“You like that.”

“I do.”

“The idea of me ordering you to touch Caleb?”

“Yes, my love.”

His eyes darkened.

“The idea of your cuck telling his wife exactly how to be a whore for the bull?”

My breath changed. “Yes.”

Nathan stood and came around the table.

“Then kneel.”

The word caught me completely unprepared.

I knelt between his legs.

He opened his pants and gave me his cock.

“Show me how you will obey when I tell you to put another man in this mouth.”

I sucked him slowly, looking up.

“Like this, husband?”

“Dirtier.”

I took him deeper.

“Like the slut who will suck Caleb because her little cuck orders her to?”

Nathan groaned and held my hair.

“Exactly like that.”

He fucked my mouth with controlled strokes while the new sentence waited on the table beside us.

When he came, I swallowed and kept my eyes on his.

Nathan touched my cheek.

“Next time I do not want to live at the edge of the scene.”

“Where do you want to be?”

“At its center with you. I want my first order to happen before Caleb touches you.”

The future opened like heat under a door.

Hunger must be honest, but honesty must be delivered with care. Truth is not a weapon.

Nathan smiled without kindness.

“Not yet.”

The delay made me wet again.

We closed the contract. Nothing else needed to be written that morning.

The next change would be made with our bodies.

And one line Nathan insisted on:

“Last night I watched. I stayed. But sometimes I felt pushed to the edge of the room.”

When Nathan gives an order involving Caleb, Isabella answers with the same brutal honesty she demands from him.

"This is not over," I said.

Nathan looked at me.

"No."

"Does that scare you?"

"Yes."

"And?"

The old answer.

The honest answer.

"It turns me on."

I smiled.

"Good husband."

He closed his eyes, hit by the phrase in a new context.

"Cruel wife."

"Honest wife."

"Same thing, lately."

We spent the afternoon doing nothing spectacular. Laundry. Food. A nap. Silence that did not feel like avoidance. At one point, Nathan came up behind me while I stood at the sink and wrapped his arms around my waist.

"I keep remembering him entering you," he whispered.

I froze.

"Do you want me to apologize?"

"No. I want you to turn around and kiss me while I tell you I remember."

I turned.

He kissed me.

Not to erase the image.

To make a place for it.

That was how our marriage began to change: not by forgetting what happened, but by refusing to let it become a ghost that haunted us from separate rooms.

That night, before bed, I opened the drawer where we had placed the contract.

Nathan watched from the doorway.

"What are you doing?"

"Putting it somewhere better."

I took it out and placed it on the top of the dresser, not hidden, not displayed for anyone else. Visible to us.

"There," I said.

"Why?"

"Because hiding it makes it feel like shame. Leaving it out reminds me it is a choice."

Nathan came beside me.

"And if someone visits?"

"Then we put it away. I am not trying to scandalize the cleaning lady."

He laughed.

The laugh felt like oxygen.

We stood together in front of the dresser.

"The contract changed," he said.

"So did we."

"Do you miss who we were before?"

I thought of the polite marriage, the silent bed, the beautiful cage of being good and unseen.

"No."

Nathan nodded slowly.

"I miss the innocence a little."

"Do you?"

"Maybe I miss the illusion of safety."

"That was not safety."

"No. It was sleep."

I touched his hand.

"And now?"

He looked at the contract, then at me.

"Now we are awake."

In bed, he held me close. No sex. Not that night. We were too full of what had already happened. But before sleep, he whispered:

"Next time, I want to hear you ask me before you ask him."

My body tightened under his arm.

"Ask you what?"

His mouth brushed my ear.

"Whether you are allowed to want him."

The heat that went through me was immediate and shameless.

"Nathan."

"Not now," he said. "Later. If we choose."

I turned in his arms.

"And if I ask?"

His eyes were dark in the low light.

"Then I will decide whether to make you wait."

The perfect wife inside me should have been offended.

The woman the contract had awakened became wet.

Nathan smiled as if he felt it through the air.

"There she is," he whispered.

I kissed him because I could not answer.

The contract was not over.

Neither were we.

And somewhere beyond our bedroom, Caleb Knight existed as a name, a memory, a future possibility. But for that night, the only man touching me was my husband.

The only man holding me was the one who had stayed.

The door was open.

We did not walk through it again.

Not yet.


CHAPTER 15 — THE NEXT CHOICE

For three days after that night, Caleb did not message.

That was worse than if he had insisted.

Insistence I would have known how to reject. Rush I would have known how to label vulgar. A man too anxious would have been easy to push out of our story, like so many others before him. But Caleb had the cruel intelligence not to fill the silence. He let the space work for him.

And the space worked.

On Monday, I went back to the office as if my body no longer knew anything about wooden crosses, black ribbons, and the gaze of two men crossing my skin. I wore tailored pants, a pale blouse, my hair pinned up. I smiled in meetings. Signed reports. Drank bad coffee from a paper cup and answered messages with perfect punctuation.

On the outside, I was Isabella Brooks again.

Inside, there was a mark no clothing could cover.

It was not a physical mark. Caleb had left nothing the world could see. But I felt the ritual in indecent places: when I crossed my legs under the conference table, when I felt the fabric of my panties against me, when some man greeted me with a handshake a little too firm and I thought, without meaning to, of Nathan watching.

That was the sweetest poison.

It was not only wanting another man. It was wanting to be wanted by another man while my husband knew it, saw it, suffered from it, and got hard because of it. The full circle. The blade closed.

On Wednesday night, I got home before Nathan.

I took off my heels by the door, left my bag on the console, and went straight to the bedroom. The mask was in the drawer. I did not need to look. My hand went to it as if it had a memory of its own.

I picked up the black lace and stared at it.

The woman who had worn it that night was still there.

Not screaming. Not begging. Only waiting.

I laid the mask on the bed and went to take a shower. Hot water ran down my body, and I caught myself thinking about Caleb's voice saying my name. Then I thought about Nathan's voice, rough, broken, admitting he was hard while I humiliated him inside the game.

My pussy answered.

I braced one hand against the cold tile and closed my eyes.

I wanted Nathan.

I wanted Caleb.

But above all, I wanted the entire scene again: my husband watching, my body chosen, my shame worn like perfume, my mouth saying truths the perfect wife would never say out loud.

When I came out of the shower, Nathan was sitting on the edge of the bed.

The mask was still between us.

He was not looking at me. He was looking at it.

“You took it out,” he said.

The towel was wrapped above my tits. My wet hair dripped down my back.

“I did.”

“Why?”

The question sounded simple. But both of us knew it was not.

I went to the vanity and sat down, watching him through the mirror.

“Because I missed it.”

Nathan closed his eyes for one second.

“The mask?”

“What it lets me be.”

He lifted his face.

“And what does it let you be, Bella?”

The easy wife would have answered with something pretty. The woman I was becoming put her fingers on the towel and loosened the knot slowly, just enough to make Nathan hold his breath.

“It lets me be a whore without stopping being your wife.”

The word fell clean, chosen, and owned.

Nathan went motionless.

“Inside the ritual,” he said.

“Inside the ritual.”

“Are we in the ritual now?”

I smiled through the mirror.

“Not yet.”

“Then be careful with that word.”

There was protection in his voice. And hunger. He was learning to guard the boundary the way a man guards a knife wrapped in velvet.

I stood, walked to him, and stood between his legs. Nathan looked at my almost naked body, but he did not touch. Since Caleb, he touched differently. With more hunger and more reverence. As if he had understood that my body was not guaranteed by marriage. It was given, night after night, by choice.

I placed my hand on the back of his neck.

“Did you miss it too?”

He rested his hands on the towel, right on my hips.

“Miss what?”

“Seeing me that way.”

His mouth tightened.

“Yes.”

“How much?”

Nathan gave a short humorless laugh.

“Do you want numbers?”

“I want truth.”

He clenched the towel between his fingers.

“I missed seeing you obey another man and look at me as if I had caused it.”

My belly clenched.

“Keep going.”

“I missed hating Caleb and needing to thank him for not being an idiot.”

“Keep going.”

“I missed your dirty mouth.”

I smiled.

“My mouth was always clean.”

“That was what fooled me.”

The sentence crossed me like a hot hand.

I leaned down until my mouth almost touched his.

“And now?”

“Now I know my wife can talk like a woman who wants to be taken.”

My breath faltered.

Nathan noticed. His hand slid up my thigh under the towel, not fast, not enough. Just enough to warn me that he was still my husband, still had a right to my hunger when I came home.

“You got wet just hearing that,” he said.

It was not a question.

“I did.”

“For me or for him?”

The question was jealousy, but it was also the ritual knocking at the door.

I held his face.

“For both of you. But I am standing in front of you.”

Nathan closed his eyes and rested his forehead against my chest.

“That drives me insane.”

“I know.”

“You like it.”

“I do.”

He lifted his face.

“Do not destroy me without warning me first.”

The tenderness in the sentence erased my cruelty for one moment.

I kissed his forehead.

“I will warn you.”

My phone vibrated on the vanity.

Both of us turned our heads at the same time.

I did not have to look to know.

Nathan released the towel.

“Together.”

I picked up the phone and came back to him. The message was from Caleb.

"I waited a few days because the second choice has to be born from you, not from my impatience. If you want to continue, Isabella must answer one question before any new meeting: what does she want to do with her husband's gaze?"

I read it once.

Then again.

Nathan read it too. His hand slowly closed over my thigh.

“What do you want to do with my gaze?” he asked.

The question in his voice was more intimate than the one on the screen.

I looked at the mask on the bed.

Then at Nathan.

“I want to use it.”

He drew a deep breath.

“How?”

I thought of Caleb, the loft, the cross, the contract. I thought of the way Nathan had watched even when watching hurt him. I thought of the strange power born when my husband did not look away.

“I want you to see before any touch,” I answered. “I want you to see me choose the clothes, the mask, the position. I want you to see when I look at Caleb and he realizes I want him. I want you to know that your gaze does not stop me. It lights me up.”

Nathan lowered his eyes to his own lap. His dress pants were already telling the truth of his body.

I put my hand there, over the fabric.

He held his breath.

“Bella.”

“You are hard listening to what I want to do with your gaze.”

He closed his eyes.

“I am.”

I squeezed lightly, feeling his thickness against my palm.

“Does that humiliate you?”

“Yes.”

“And does it turn you on?”

“Very much.”

His voice came out broken.

I leaned in and spoke close to his ear:

“Then do not run. Because next time I do not only want you to watch. I want you to understand that I am getting wetter because you are seeing it.”

Nathan groaned low. A small male sound, surrendered. My hand stayed over him, slow, just enough to make it impossible to pretend we were having a civilized conversation.

“Answer,” he said.

“To Caleb?”

“Yes.”

I opened the message and typed with Nathan hard under my hand.

"I want to use his gaze. I want Nathan to see that I am not being taken away. I am choosing. I want him to understand that his jealousy does not erase me. It makes me hotter."

Nathan read before I sent it.

His hand gripped my thigh.

“Send it.”

I sent it.

Caleb answered a few minutes later.

“Good. Then this is next: Isabella chooses the first order Nathan gives before I touch her. The husband enters the ritual before the bull.”

My entire body lit up.

Nathan went silent.

“The first order,” I murmured.

He looked at me.

“What are you going to order?”

I did not know yet. But I liked far too much hearing him ask.

I sat on his lap, still in the towel, still damp from the shower, the black mask on the bed, Caleb inside the phone, Nathan hard against me.

“I do not know,” I said. “But you will obey.”

His hand slid up to the back of my neck and gripped my wet hair.

“Inside the ritual.”

“Inside the ritual.”

He kissed me with a hunger that did not apologize.

And that night, before any second meeting, before any club, before Caleb appeared again, I discovered that the next phase would not begin with another man touching me.

It would begin with my husband accepting that he also needed to obey.


CHAPTER 16 — THE HUSBAND'S ORDER

Choosing Nathan's first order was harder than choosing the lingerie.

Lingerie I could take from a drawer. The order had to come from a part of me that was still learning to speak.

I spent two days thinking about it.

Nathan pretended not to wait, but he waited. I saw it in the way he watched me when I picked up my phone. I saw it in the way he went silent when Caleb sent short messages, always respectful, always sharp. Caleb did not seduce like a needy man. He placed questions in the middle of our marriage and let both of us get aroused trying to answer.

"The first order must reveal something," he wrote. "It does not need to be extreme. It needs to be true."

I showed the message to Nathan during dinner.

He read it slowly.

“This man irritates me.”

“Because he is right?”

“Because he is right without seeming anxious.”

“You wanted him to be worse?”

Nathan set his napkin on the table.

“I wanted him to be easier to hate.”

I smiled.

“You have said that before.”

“I am going to say it again until he turns into an asshole.”

“And if he does not?”

Nathan stared at me.

“Then I will have to deal with the fact that my wife chose well.”

The sentence tasted like mature jealousy. It hurt, but it did not stink of possession. I liked that version of Nathan. The man who trembled and still stayed.

“Do you want to know the order?” I asked.

He stopped.

The restaurant around us kept living. Couples, glasses, plates, laughter. Nothing in that room knew that, between wine and dessert, a wife was about to tell her husband how he would enter the ritual before the bull.

“Here?”

“Here.”

Nathan looked around.

“You are kidding.”

“No.”

“Isabella.”

My full name. He still tried to call me back to a behaved version of myself when fear tightened.

I leaned across the table.

“Your first order will be to write, with your own hand, a sentence for me to read before Caleb arrives.”

He looked confused.

“What sentence?”

“A command.”

His face changed.

“What command?”

“For me to stop pretending I am innocent.”

Nathan went still.

The sentence touched an old place, the central confession. I did not want Caleb to tear me away from Nathan. I wanted Nathan to open the door and see who walked through it.

“What exactly do I have to write?” he asked.

My voice came low.

“Bella, I want to see you hunger another man without lying to me.”

Nathan closed his eyes for one second.

“My God.”

“That is the order.”

“You are going to read it in front of him?”

“Yes.”

“Out loud?”

“Maybe.”

“Bella.”

I placed my hand over his on the table.

I held his hand on the table. “The sentence stays exactly as written.”

Nathan opened his eyes.

“Yes.”

“Good.”

“Cruel.”

“Honest.”

“Both. You are becoming professional at this.”

I smiled.

“No. I am becoming honest.”

On the night we had scheduled, we returned to the loft.

This time, the road there did not feel like falling. It felt like a willing descent.

I wore the black dress Nathan had chosen. Under it, black lace lingerie, thin, almost offensive in its delicacy. Stockings clipped to a garter belt, high heels, perfume on my neck and on the inside of my wrists. The mask was in my purse. The contract too. And folded inside a white envelope, the note Nathan had written by hand.

I watched him write it before we left.

His hand was firm. His breathing was not.

"Bella, I want to see you hunger another man without lying to me."

Then he signed it.

Nathan.

Not husband. Not cuckold. Nathan.

When Caleb opened the loft door, his presence hit me again.

Black shirt. Dark pants. Forearms bare. Tall, broad, calm. He was not the most beautiful man in the world. He was worse. He was the kind of man who made beauty seem secondary. He had weight.

He looked at Nathan first.

“Good evening, Nathan.”

“Caleb.”

Then he looked at me.

“Isabella.”

My name in his mouth slid down my spine.

“Good evening.”

He noticed my reaction. He did not smile. That turned me on even more.

We entered.

Caleb closed the loft door and looked at the white envelope in Nathan’s hand.

“You brought the first order.”

“I wrote it,” Nathan said.

“Then read it to your wife.”

Nathan opened the envelope. His own handwriting looked more dangerous in the loft than it had at home.

He came close to me and read:

“Bella, I want to see you hunger another man without lying to me.”

My whole body answered.

The sentence was not permission. It was my husband taking his place inside the fantasy.

I kissed his signature and folded the note into the contract.

Caleb stepped closer.

“Now look at me and tell him whether the hunger is real.”

Caleb's voice turned the sentence into a floor.

Nathan looked at me. I took the envelope from my purse and gave it to him.

“Read it to yourself first,” I said.

He opened it. Read his own handwriting. I watched his face change when he found the sentence written by his hand. Thinking it was different. Typing it was different. Seeing it on paper, with his signature underneath, was different.

Caleb stayed silent.

So did I.

Nathan lifted his eyes.

“Now to her,” Caleb said.

Nathan came closer to me. His voice came low, but clear.

“Bella, I want to see you hunger another man without lying to me.”

My whole body answered.

It was not authorization. Nathan was not giving me away. He was ordering me to stop lying while I went.

I took the note from his hand, kissed the signature, and tucked it inside the contract.

“Thank you,” I said.

Nathan closed his eyes.

Caleb came closer.

“Now read it while looking at me.”

The order caught me off guard.

“Caleb...”

Caleb waited, letting the sentence tighten the room.

Nathan was pale, but he did not look away.

I lifted my chin and continued.

I picked up the note again. Turned toward Caleb.

He stood two steps away from me.

I read:

“Bella, I want to see you hunger another man without lying to me.”

Caleb held my gaze.

“And are you going to lie?”

My throat went dry.

“No.”

“Do you hunger me, Isabella?”

Nathan made a low sound behind me.

The question entered the room like a hand opening a zipper.

I could have said I wanted the scene. That I wanted the ritual. That I wanted the effect on Nathan.

But this was the second phase.

The wife had to tell the truth.

“Yes.”

Nathan drew a deep breath.

Caleb looked at him.

“Nathan, repeat what your wife said.”

My husband went still.

“She said she desires you.”

“No. Use her name.”

Nathan clenched his hand.

“Isabella said she desires you.”

Caleb turned his eyes back to me.

“And what does hearing your husband say that do to you?”

I felt my shame rise hot.

“It turns me on.”

Nathan lowered his head for a second.

“Look at her,” Caleb ordered.

Nathan looked.

I stepped toward my husband and placed my hand over the front of his pants.

He was hard.

Very.

That physical proof, there, in front of Caleb, turned into gasoline.

“You are hard because you heard me say I hunger him,” I said.

Nathan closed his eyes.

“I am.”

Caleb remained behind me, close enough for his presence to weigh on the air.

“Ask if she likes that, Nathan.”

Nathan opened his eyes.

“Do you like seeing me like this?”

I squeezed lightly over the fabric.

“I do.”

“Why?”

I looked at Caleb before answering Nathan.

“Because it makes me feel powerful. Because I know I can hunger another man and still make your body answer me. Because you do not disappear. You stay. And the more you stay, the more I want to go.”

Nathan groaned low, almost from shame.

Caleb put his hand on the back of my neck.

He did not pull me. He simply weighed there.

“Good answer,” he said.

His approval lit me up.

Nathan saw it again.

“You become different when he approves,” my husband said.

“I do.”

“And you like it.”

“Yes.”

Caleb leaned close to my ear.

“Then ask him to sit.”

I looked at Nathan.

The first order had been for him to write. The second would be my voice.

“Sit in the chair, Nathan.”

He hesitated.

Not out of refusal. From the weight of obedience.

“Please?” he asked.

I smiled.

“No. This time it is not please. It is inside the ritual. Sit.”

Nathan swallowed.

And obeyed.

The sound of him sitting in the chair seemed louder than it should have. Caleb removed my hand from Nathan's reach and guided me to the middle of the room.

“Mask,” he said.

I opened my purse, took out the black lace, and placed it over my face.

The ordinary woman disappeared less than before.

This time, she was not pushed away.

She made room.

Caleb adjusted the mask with his fingers.

“Nathan, describe your wife.”

My husband looked at me.

“Beautiful.”

“That is easy. More truthful.”

Nathan breathed heavily.

“Provocative.”

“More.”

“Dangerous.”

“More.”

Nathan gripped the arms of the chair.

“Wet from knowing I am watching.”

My entire skin shivered.

Caleb smiled for the first time that night.

“Now we are getting somewhere.”

He moved behind me and opened the zipper of my dress slowly.

Nathan watched.

And I, for the first time, had no doubt what I wanted to do with his gaze.

I wanted to use it until my husband understood that watching was not being outside.

It was being trapped with me.


CHAPTER 17 — THE SECOND CLAUSE

The dress fell at my feet as if it had been removed from another woman.

I stood in lingerie before both of them.

Nathan in the chair. Caleb behind me. The mask on my face. The handwritten command folded inside the contract. The whole room seemed to breathe in the rhythm of my shame.

This time, I was not as frightened.

That frightened me more.

The first night, every touch had been a rupture. On the second, there was recognition. My body remembered Caleb's weight. My mind remembered the pain on Nathan's face. My mouth remembered words that once would have seemed impossible.

Caleb ran his hand over my bare shoulder, down to the strap of my lingerie.

“You are different,” he said.

“I am.”

“Why?”

I looked at Nathan.

“Because he knows.”

“Knows what?”

My husband was motionless, hard, his face tense.

“That I liked it.”

Nathan closed his eyes for one second.

Caleb touched my chin and turned my face back to him.

“Is that for him to hear, or for you to admit?”

“For both of us.”

“Better.”

His word hit me the way it had before.

Nathan saw my breathing change.

“Fuck,” he murmured.

Caleb looked at him.

“Say it without hiding.”

Nathan tightened his grip on the chair arms.

“She gets wet when you approve of her.”

My face burned.

Caleb smiled without hurry.

“Isabella, is he right?”

I wanted to say it was not that simple. That it was not only approval. It was the context, the presence, the contract, Nathan watching, the measured risk. But raw truth did not need a defense.

“He is.”

Caleb brought his mouth close to my ear.

“Then thank your husband for noticing.”

The order made my belly clench.

I looked at Nathan.

“Thank you for noticing that I get wet when he approves of me.”

Nathan lifted his hand to his mouth, as if the sentence had hit him physically.

“Bella...”

“Need a pause?” I asked.

He drew a deep breath.

“No.”

Caleb placed both hands on my waist.

“Tonight you are not only going to receive. You are going to conduct part of your own fall. Understand?”

“I understand.”

“Then tell your husband what you want.”

I looked at Nathan.

The first answer was too easy: Caleb. I wanted Caleb. His body, his weight, the way his calm made my skin open from the inside.

But there was something dirtier and deeper.

“I want you to watch without trying to look strong,” I said.

Nathan went quiet.

“I want to see it on your face when it hurts. I want to see when it turns you on. I want you to stop hiding behind that elegant posture as if you are not hard from seeing me like this.”

Caleb's hand tightened on my waist.

“Continue.”

My pussy answered his order, but my eyes stayed on Nathan.

“I want you to admit that you like seeing me become the woman you were ashamed to imagine.”

Nathan opened his mouth, but nothing came out.

“Admit it,” Caleb said.

My husband looked at me.

“I like it.”

“Like what?” I asked.

He swallowed.

“Seeing you like this.”

“Like this how?”

The question was mine. So was the blade.

Nathan drew a deep breath.

“Like a wife who knows how to be a whore inside the ritual.”

The word exploded inside me.

Not because it diminished me.

Because it came from his mouth with the exact care: inside the ritual. Protected. Chosen. Dirty without becoming contempt.

I closed my eyes.

Caleb noticed.

“You liked that.”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

I opened my eyes and stared at Nathan.

“I liked hearing you say that I know how to be a whore inside the ritual.”

Nathan closed his hand over his own knee.

“My God.”

Caleb gripped the back of my neck.

“Now ask for what you want from the bull.”

My heart beat so hard I felt it in my wrists.

The word bull, in that moment, was not a concept. It was Caleb behind me. Body. Breath. A big hand on my skin.

“I want you to bind me,” I said.

Caleb did not move.

“Where?”

I looked at the cross.

“There.”

“Like the first time?”

“No.”

“How?”

I felt the shame rise.

“Facing Nathan.”

The silence grew heavy.

Nathan breathed harder.

Caleb did not answer immediately. That raised the temperature.

“You want to see your husband while I take control of you?”

“I do.”

“Why?”

“Because I want him to see my face.”

“When?”

I knew what he was asking.

“When I like it.”

Nathan released the air as if he had taken a blow.

Caleb guided me to the cross.

This time, I faced the chair.

Nathan had no way to run from my eyes. I had no way to run from his. Caleb lifted my arms and bound my wrists with the black ribbons. He checked the pressure. Asked if I was comfortable. I said yes. He asked Nathan if he was present. Nathan said yes.

The ritual had aesthetic brutality and real care.

That mixture drove me insane.

Caleb knelt to adjust my ankles. His hands moved over my legs. Not with hurry. Like reading. He knew where to touch and, worse, he knew where to wait.

Nathan watched with heavy breathing.

“Describe what you see,” Caleb ordered him.

Nathan looked at me bound, in lingerie, masked, legs spread enough for me to feel exposed, not enough to be too vulgar without preparation.

“I see my wife bound for another man.”

My body clenched.

“More,” Caleb said.

“I see that she wants it.”

“More.”

Nathan looked into my eyes.

“I see that she wants me to know it.”

Caleb slid his hand along the inside of my thigh. My breath faltered.

“Isabella, is he right?”

“Yes.”

“Tell him.”

I looked at Nathan.

“I want you to know it.”

“Know what?” my husband asked.

The question came from him now, not from Caleb.

I felt a hot wave rise inside me.

“That my body is responding to his touch.”

Nathan closed his eyes, but Caleb cut in:

“Open.”

Nathan opened them.

His obedience turned me on as much as the touch.

Caleb noticed.

“You like it when he obeys too.”

“I do.”

“Then command him.”

My heart raced.

“Nathan.”

“Yes.”

“Open the button of your pants.”

He went still.

Caleb did not interfere. The command was mine.

“Nathan.”

He drew a deep breath.

“I am here.”

“Then open it.”

“Then open it.”

He obeyed slowly. Button. Zipper. He did not touch himself. He only opened his pants and showed me the hard cock straining against his underwear.

My mouth went dry.

Caleb, behind me, ran his fingers over the back of my neck.

“Now say what that does to you.”

“It turns me on more.”

Nathan swallowed.

“Why?” Caleb asked.

“Because he is exposed too. It is not only me.”

Caleb leaned in.

“Good girl.”

The expression slipped from him as a low command, and I reacted hard. Nathan saw it. I saw Nathan see it. The scene closed the circle.

“She liked being called that,” Nathan said, his voice rough.

“She wants more,” Caleb told Nathan. “Tell her what to do.”

Nathan looked at me.

“Open your legs wider for him, Bella.”

My husband’s order made me want to laugh and cry at the same time.

I obeyed.

Caleb lowered his hand down my stomach. Every touch was authorized, slow, heavy. His body behind me created a hot shadow. Nathan watched like a man in front of a fire he had helped light.

When Caleb touched my lingerie, my head fell back by instinct. But he caught my chin and forced me to keep my face toward Nathan.

“Do not look away from him. Your husband entered before me tonight. He stays at the heart of your shame.”

The sentence pierced me whole.

“Nathan,” I said, breathless.

“I am here.”

“Are you seeing?”

“I am.”

“And are you hard?”

He looked down, then back at me.

“I am hard as fuck.”

The vulgarity in his voice made me lose a little control.

“Then do not hide it.”

He pulled the clothing enough to ease the pressure and left his hand on himself, without starting anything. Waiting. Obeying.

Caleb saw the power of that image in me.

“Now you understand,” he said near my ear.

“What?”

“That your husband watching does not leave you alone. It leaves you more surrounded.”

I moaned before I could answer.

Caleb moved the lace of my lingerie aside slowly, almost ritually. I will not pretend delicacy where there was hunger. My body was already ready, wet, shaking, and Nathan knew. Caleb knew too. I knew they knew, and that was what undid me.

“Tell him,” Caleb ordered.

I looked at Nathan.

“I am wet.”

“Why?” Nathan asked, his voice broken.

His question came loaded with need. He wanted to suffer with detail. He wanted the truth because without it the fantasy would become theater again.

“Because you are watching. Because Caleb is touching me. Because I heard you call me a whore inside the ritual and I did not feel disgust. I felt need.”

Nathan closed his eyes and groaned low.

“Open,” I said.

He opened them.

Caleb smiled against my neck.

“Good. Command him when you need him present.”

Caleb's approval burned me.

“He is learning,” I said.

“Yes,” Caleb answered. “And so are you.”

Then he touched me with more intention.

The scene stopped being only words.

My pussy clenched in waves. The cross held my weight. The ribbons held my wrists. Caleb controlled the rhythm. Nathan held my gaze. Humiliation and heat twisted together until I could not separate them.

I moaned and tried to keep looking at Nathan. Sometimes I failed. Caleb corrected me. Nathan obeyed when I told him to keep his eyes open. With every small command, the dynamic became hotter, dirtier, more ours.

“She is beautiful like this,” Nathan said suddenly.

The sentence came without Caleb asking.

My chest tightened.

“How?” Caleb asked.

Nathan looked at me, and there were tears trapped in his eyes, but also a dark hunger.

“Free. Bound, but free.”

That nearly broke me.

Caleb slowed the rhythm of his touch and placed his mouth on my shoulder.

“That is the difference between a husband who disappears and a husband who can take it,” he said. “He is still here.”

I cried before I realized it.

Not from sadness. From excess.

“Nathan...”

“I am here.”

“Say it again.”

“You are free. And still my choice.”

“Your choice?” Caleb asked.

Nathan corrected himself, understanding.

“No. She chooses me.”

Caleb nodded.

“Better.”

His word went straight to my cunt.

I was soaked, bound, seen, wanted, corrected, loved. The perfect wife would have disappeared. I spread my legs as far as the ribbons allowed and used the little voice I had left:

“Caleb.”

He stopped.

“Say it clearly.”

I looked at Nathan.

His hand rested on his hard cock, waiting for my voice.

“I want you,” I said to Caleb.

Nathan groaned.

Caleb held my chin.

“Looking at your husband.”

I turned my eyes to Nathan.

“I want him.”

Nathan breathed as if the sentence had crossed his chest.

“And you want me to see?” he asked.

“I do.”

“Say it worse.”

Nathan's voice came low, unexpected.

I froze for one second.

“What?”

He was red with shame, but he did not look away.

“Say it worse, Bella. I need to hear it.”

Caleb went motionless behind me. Let that be ours.

The wife I had been might have been frightened. The woman I was becoming smiled with a trembling mouth.

“I want you to watch another man fuck me inside the ritual.”

Nathan brought his hand to his mouth, breathing hard.

“More.”

“I want you to see that I want it.”

“More.”

My voice became rawer.

“I want you to see your wife become a whore in front of the bull and still come back to you after.”

Nathan moaned loudly, unable to hold it back.

Caleb held my waist, firm.

Caleb looked at Nathan. “Your wife just told you what she wants. Stay in that chair and watch me give it to her.”

Nathan breathed through the humiliation.

“Keep going.”

Caleb looked at me.

“And you keep your eyes on your husband.”

“I will.”

The ritual moved forward.

Caleb watched my hips, my mouth, and Nathan’s face. No meeting. No checklist. Only the three of us inside the choice we had already made.

When Caleb pushed that thick cock into my soaked cunt, I arched against the ribbons and moaned like a whore.

Nathan’s eyes locked on mine.

I made sure he saw every inch of pleasure on my face.

“Look, love. Look at another man stretching your wife’s tight cunt.”

Nathan gripped his cock.

“Stroke it,” I ordered. “Your wife wants to see her cuck suffer.”

He obeyed.

Caleb drove deeper, filling me until my body shook.

“She takes me like she was born for this,” Caleb told Nathan. “Did you know your wife could handle a cock this thick?”

“I know now,” Nathan said.

“Then watch her take the rest.”

Caleb began fucking me with slow, deep strokes while Nathan worked his cock in the chair.

“Talk to your husband,” Caleb ordered.

I could barely form words.

“Baby… he is so much thicker than you.”

Nathan’s fist tightened.

“Say it worse.”

“He fills me deeper. He stretches me in ways your cock never could.”

Caleb smiled against my neck.

“Your wife knows how to tell the truth, cuckold.”

Nathan groaned, hand moving faster.

“And you love seeing it,” I said. “You love watching your wife open for the bull.”

He did not look away.

“I fucking love it.”

The answer hit deeper than Caleb’s cock.

My cunt yielded around him and he fucked me faster, making every ribbon pull tight.

“No innocent wife now,” Caleb said.

“I am not innocent.”

Nathan groaned at the sentence.

Caleb held my hair and drove deep.

“Then tell both men what you are.”

I looked at Nathan.

“I am your wife.”

Caleb waited.

“And Caleb’s whore while he fucks me.”

Nathan nearly came at the confession.

Caleb laughed low.

“Good. Now come on the cock that fills you more.”

That pushed me to the edge.

Caleb’s weight. His cock. Nathan’s fist. The mask. The ribbons. All of it closed around me.

“Nathan.”

“I am watching.”

“Then watch your wife come for the bull.”

Caleb brought me there with hard, deliberate strokes.

I came with my husband filling my eyes and Caleb filling my cunt.

It was strong, dirty, and whole. I shook in the restraints and cried Nathan’s name while Caleb held me open.

Nathan came right after, shamelessly watching his wife clench around another man.

Caleb slowed only after the last contraction left my body.

Then he released my wrists and guided me toward Nathan.

I sat on my husband’s lap, still marked and trembling.

Nathan held my face as if I were impossible to recognize and impossible to lose.

“You came back.”

“I always come back to you.”

Caleb stayed away, present but outside the marriage again.

Nathan said my full name.

“Isabella.”

The word brought me home without erasing a single filthy thing I had done.

“My Isabella.”

Possession no longer felt like prison.

It felt like a house with the door open.


CHAPTER 18 — THE HOUSE WITH THE OPEN DOOR

Caleb left before midnight.

He did not leave as a winner or a lover. He left as the bull who had entered our ritual, taken what we offered, and understood when the marriage needed the room back.

At the door, he looked at Nathan.

“Your wife is extraordinary.”

Nathan’s hand tightened in my hair. “I know.”

Then Caleb left.

The door closed.

Nathan put the water glass down and pulled the blanket from my body.

“Kneel.”

I slid from the couch to the floor between his legs, still sore and wet from Caleb.

Nathan opened his pants and placed his cock against my lips.

“Tell me what he did better.”

I kissed the head. “He filled me more.”

“Again.”

“He was thicker. He made me come harder.”

Nathan caught my hair. “And who are you sucking now?”

“My husband. My love. My little cuck who finally learned how to command his wife.”

His cock hardened further against my tongue.

I sucked him until he pulled me up, turned me over the couch, and drove into my swollen cunt.

The first stroke made me cry out.

“He left you open,” Nathan growled.

“Then use it, baby. Fuck your wife while she can still feel the bull.”

He pounded me hard and fast, not to erase Caleb, but to put himself beside the memory.

“Whose house is this?”

“Ours.”

“Whose wife?”

“Yours.”

“Whose whore?”

“Yours when you want me filthy. Mine when I choose to be.”

Nathan came inside me and held my hips through every pulse. My cunt clenched around him, pulling one more rough release from my body.

Only afterward did he wrap the blanket around me again.

Tenderness returned without apology.

The fire had not destroyed the house.

It had taught us where the doors were.

“Even with more control?”

“Exactly because of that. The first time, I could pretend we were dragged by the shock. Not tonight. Tonight you knew what you wanted. I knew that you knew. And I still stayed.”

I touched his chest.

“Do you regret it?”

Nathan looked at my hand on him.

“No. I do not regret it.”

“But I need to feel the jealousy without you trying to cure it too fast.”

The sentence was mature. Difficult. Beautiful.

I sat up straighter, facing him on the couch.

I sat up better, facing him on the couch.

“Then feel it.”

“Now?”

“Now.”

He gave a low laugh.

“You want to schedule jealousy too?”

“I want not to run from it.”

Nathan grew serious.

“I felt jealous when you said you wanted Caleb.”

My chest tightened.

“I know.”

“I felt it when you reacted to his body.”

“Yes.”

“I felt it when you came bound, looking at me, with him behind you.”

The sentence came heavy. The air changed.

I did not soften it.

“I felt you there too.”

“Not the same way.”

“No.”

He drew a deep breath, and his jealousy appeared without a mask. Not angry. Not childish. Just human.

“A part of me wanted to be the only man capable of making you lose that controlled voice.”

The truth hurt inside me.

“Nathan...”

“Let me finish.”

I nodded.

“Another part of me saw you lose that voice with him and got more turned on than I know how to admit without hating myself a little.”

I moved closer slowly.

“Do you hate me?”

“No.”

“Do you hate yourself?”

He closed his eyes.

“Less than before.”

That answer was worth more than any perfect declaration.

I kissed his hand.

“I felt hunger for Caleb.”

Nathan opened his eyes.

“I know.”

“I want to say it without breaking you.”

“Say it.”

“I felt hunger for him because he is strong, calm, dominant. Because his body intimidates me. Because his voice sounds like command. Because he does not have our routine. Because when he looks at me, there is a part of me that does not need to be good.”

Nathan absorbed every sentence as if swallowing glass and wine together.

“Keep going.”

“But I came back to you because you are the one who knows what that costs me.”

His expression changed.

“Repeat that.”

“Caleb sees the woman in the scene. You see the whole woman.”

Nathan closed his eyes.

When he opened them, relief and pain were mixed together.

“I needed that.”

“I know.”

“Not as a consolation prize.”

“It is not.”

“Because I do not want to be the man who receives what is left.”

I held his face.

“You do not receive what is left. You receive the return.”

He touched his forehead to mine.

“Return by choice.”

“Always.”

We stayed like that for a long time.

Then we showered together.

Without hurry. Without scene. Without character. Nathan washed my hair. I washed his chest. The water carried away sweat, perfume, the residue of tension, but it did not carry away the memory. I did not want it to.

When we came out, I put on one of his T-shirts.

He smiled.

“This version turns me on too.”

“The old T-shirt version?”

“The one that comes back.”

My heart softened.

In bed, Nathan laid me on my side and held me from behind. His body was warm, heavy, familiar. I felt that he wanted to touch me, but he did not rush the after.

“Touch me,” I said.

His hand moved slowly up my stomach.

This time there was no Caleb. No cross. No audience. Only Nathan touching the woman who had returned.

His hand moved slowly up my stomach.

This time there was no Caleb. No cross. No audience. Only Nathan touching the woman who had returned.

But something was different.

I did not need to pretend to be smaller to fit inside his touch.

Nathan noticed.

“You are different with me too,” he said.

“I am.”

“Better?”

“More open.”

He kissed the back of my neck.

“I was afraid Caleb would gain a part of you that I would lose.”

“And now?”

“Now I think he lit a part that also came back to me.”

The sentence was true.

After that night, the hunger between us stopped being safe in the old way. It became more alive. Riskier. More spoken. Nathan touched me knowing another man had touched me inside the ritual, without losing me. I received his touch knowing I could tell what I felt without being punished.

When we made love in the early morning, it was not to erase Caleb.

It was to write Nathan over me in a way that did not need to deny anything.

He called me by my name. I called for him. There was no humiliation. No dirty word. Not because those were forbidden. Because in that hour, I needed another language.

Afterward, lying with my head on his chest, I listened to his heart slow down.

“Bella?”

“Yes?”

“Do you think one day this will become easy?”

I thought.

“I hope not.”

He laughed low.

“Terrible answer.”

“Honest answer.”

“Why do you hope not?”

“Because too easy becomes careless. And carelessness kills what is beautiful.”

Nathan went silent.

“Beautiful is a strange word for this.”

“It is.”

“But maybe it fits.”

We fell asleep like that.

The next morning, I woke before him again.

I went to the living room. The contract was on the table, Nathan’s note tucked between the pages. I opened it to the sentence about returning by choice.

I picked up a pen.

My hand hesitated.

Then I wrote a new clause.

Clause Thirteen: the wife does not come back smaller. She comes back more truthful.

I stared at the sentence.

That was it.

I had not come back pure. I had not come back untouched. I had not come back the same. But I had come back whole. And perhaps that was the most frightening and honest form of fidelity Nathan and I could understand.

My phone vibrated.

Caleb.

"Good morning, Isabella. Take care of him today. And let him take care of you. The next scene, if there is one, should only be born when the house is firm again."

I showed the message to Nathan when he woke up.

He read it lying down, hair messy, face vulnerable.

“I hate when he is right.”

“Me too.”

“Is the house firm?”

I looked around. Our apartment. Our bed. Our glasses from the night before. The contract on the table. The mask in the drawer. My husband holding my phone without trying to hide it from me.

“It is becoming firm,” I answered.

Nathan pulled my hand and kissed my fingers.

“Then no next scene for now.”

“For now.”

He smiled.

“That phrase has become your favorite weapon.”

“I have several now.”

“I noticed.”

I lay down beside him.

I lay down beside him.

Nathan touched my face.

“We do not need to promise more tonight.”

“No,” I said. “We only need to remember we can choose again.”

That sentence closed the second clause.

Not because it promised another scene, but because it left the future open without turning it into an obligation.

Some readers may expect me to say that after that, we became another couple forever, that every weekend there was a new man, a new scene, a new fall. It was not like that.

Real life is not a catalog of fantasies in sequence. Real life charges groceries, work, family, exhaustion, bills, sleep. Real life puts the woman who gave herself on a cross to wash wineglasses in the sink the next morning.

But that was the secret.

I could wash glasses and still know that woman existed.

I could kiss Nathan before work and know that he had seen her.

I could answer a formal email and feel, somewhere deep, the memory of my own voice saying I was a wife and a whore when I chose to be.

I did not become another woman.

I stopped abandoning the other one at the door.

That night, before sleeping, Nathan opened the drawer and took out the mask.

Nathan opened the drawer and took out the mask.

He placed it in my palm.

“Not tonight,” he said.

“No?”

“Tonight I only want to remember that it is yours. Not mine. Not his.”

I closed my fingers around the lace.

“And when I wear it again?”

Nathan kissed my closed hand.

“I will be looking when you choose.”

I smiled.

The house was firm.

The door stayed open.

Freedom, in our marriage, was not leaving.

It was being able to come back without lying about where I had gone inside myself.

The End.


Continue the Series

The contract forced Isabella and Nathan to stop hiding behind politeness. The next confession begins after the fantasy is no longer only a secret and a husband decides to shape his wife’s transformation himself.

Continue with Book 7, How I Turned My Wife Into a Hotwife, and discover what happens when a husband stops waiting for desire to appear and deliberately teaches his wife how to become the woman both of them have been imagining.

Find the next confession on Olivia Cross’s Amazon author page.


About the Author

Olivia Cross writes adult romance about forbidden desire, intimate confessions, marriages in transformation, jealousy, fantasy, and women who discover parts of themselves they have kept hidden for too long.

Her stories are written for adult readers who enjoy emotional tension, explicit desire, complex relationships, and characters who cross consensual boundaries without losing the emotional bond.

The Real Hotwife Confessions series is a collection of stories inspired by confessions submitted by readers. Each book is transformed into fiction to protect the privacy of everyone involved.

Follow the author on Amazon:

amazon.com/author/oliviacrossbooks

Suggestions, requests, or messages:

oliviacross.author@gmail.com

Do you have a confession to share? The author welcomes stories submitted by readers under complete anonymity to be transformed into new books in the series.


Books in the Series

Real Hotwife Confessions

Book 1 — The Texas Wife

Book 2 — The Shared Room

Book 3 — The Watcher

Book 4 — My Wife’s Secret

Book 5 — Claimed by the Bull

Book 6 — The Cuckold Contract (you are here)

Book 7 — How I Turned My Wife Into a Hotwife

Book 8 — The Night My Husband Shared Me

Book 9 — The Bull Next Door

Book 10 — The Final Bull

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc4Z0.jpg
E CUCKOLD

@O‘y TRACT

REAL HOTWIFE CONFESSIONS





OEBPS/image_rsrc4Z1.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		CHAPTER 1 — THE PERFECT WIFE


    		CHAPTER 2 — THE FIRST CONFESSION


    		CHAPTER 3 — THE TERMS OF HER HUNGER


    		CHAPTER 4 — CHOOSING CALEB KNIGHT


    		CHAPTER 5 — THE WOMAN IN THE MIRROR


    		CHAPTER 6 — THE PRIVATE LOFT


    		CHAPTER 7 — THE FIRST COMMAND


    		CHAPTER 8 — CLAUSE SEVEN


    		CHAPTER 9 — BOUND FOR ANOTHER MAN


    		CHAPTER 10 — WHILE HE WATCHED


    		CHAPTER 11 — THE PART THAT WAS MINE


    		CHAPTER 12 — THE MAN WHO STAYED


    		CHAPTER 13 — AFTERCARE


    		CHAPTER 14 — THE CONTRACT CHANGES


    		CHAPTER 15 — THE NEXT CHOICE


    		CHAPTER 16 — THE HUSBAND'S ORDER


    		CHAPTER 17 — THE SECOND CLAUSE


    		CHAPTER 18 — THE HOUSE WITH THE OPEN DOOR


    		Continue the Series


    		About the Author


    		Books in the Series


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168

		169

		170

		171

		172

		173

		174

		175

		176

		177

		178

		179

		180

		181

		182

		183

		184

		185

		186

		187

		188

		189

		190

		191

		192

		193

		194

		195

		196

		197

		198

		199

		200

		201

		202

		203

		204

		205

		206

		207

		208

		209

		210

		211

		212

		213

		214






