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Chapter One

◆◆◆

The alarm never had a chance to go off.

My eyes fluttered open. When I raised my head and looked down, Marcus’s mouth was already between my thighs, his tongue slow and deliberate, tracing the swollen edges of my sticky pussy like he was memorizing every fold — the way he had every morning since Zurich.

Two weeks. Fourteen mornings of waking exactly like this, whether a lover had fucked me the night before or not.

I was being worshiped and claimed.

My body knew the routine now — today, inside me was still tender from last night’s bull, my gaping hole still slick with the faint residue of someone else’s release. Marcus treated it like sacred ground.

I arched into his mouth without thinking, my fingers threading into his hair.

“Morning, darling.”

He didn’t answer with words. He stared up at me, his eyes sparkling, his smile spreading as wide as it would go.

“I fucked Henry last night. At the club. His long, thick, black cock opened and stretched me wide.”

I felt his tongue press harder at the words.

“He even slapped my ass as he drew his cock out. He said: take that home to Marcus. You were sleeping in the spare bedroom when I got in.”

My husband answered by bowing his head and clenching his lips around the base of my throbbing clit, sucking gently, drawing a long, sleepy moan from my throat. The ache inside me flared — Henry’s black thickness and bulging veins still echoed in my walls, a dull, delicious stretch that made every flick of Marcus’s tongue feel amplified. I tasted salt and musk on my own lips from where I’d bitten them during the night, remembering how some unnamed man had fucked me before Henry had his turn, holding my hips while he took me from behind.

We were home in Boston now. We’d joined Teasers — a discreet club catering exclusively to loving wives and the husbands willing to share — within days of landing.

I came quietly this time, leaking a creamy mess onto my husband’s tongue rather than squirting it down his throat — Henry had taken that, and me. All I had left for my husband were soft, rolling waves of deep pleasure instead of the screaming crescendos of the club. Marcus drank me through every aftershock, his tongue never stopping until my thighs stopped trembling around his ears.

When he finally lifted his head, his chin glistened, eyes dark and proud.

“Happy two-week anniversary, darling.”

He crawled up to kiss me. I tasted myself on him — sweetness with a faint tang underneath: the other men who’d fucked me, layered below Marcus’s familiar warmth. The combination sent a fresh pulse straight to my core.

“Two weeks.”

I echoed him, my voice still thick with sleep and pleasure.

“Feels longer. Feels shorter.”

“Does it feel like enough?”

I caught his eye and let the question sit unanswered. The night I was taken by every man at Club Eros still lingered inside my head. I wasn’t sure enough was a concept that applied to this.

Marcus settled beside me, pulling me into the crook of his arm. Our bedroom smelled of sex and clean sheets and the faint cedar of the diffuser we kept running. Outside, Boston was waking — gray winter light filtering through frost on the glass, the distant hum of traffic. Normal life. Except normal life now included this: waking up used and marked, filled by strangers the night before, utterly safe afterward in my husband’s arms.

I traced the faint red mark on my inner thigh — a fingernail from the Italian bull at Club Eros — and smiled.

“Henry said you were beautiful last night.”

“He called you?”

“I asked him to. He sent me videos and pictures.”

“And what did you see?”

“I watched you ride him.”

His thumb stilled on my hip for a moment

“I imagined you staring at me while he fucked you. I still can’t believe how much joy that brings both of us.”

“Compersion.”

I whispered the word we’d learned from Sophia and made our own.

“Compersion. Every time.”

Marcus agreed, kissing my temple. I rolled on top of him, my cream-sodden cunt sliding along his rock-hard cock.

“How was it for you last night? Being here alone while I was at the club?”

Marcus considered that carefully. He always did when it came to our new lifestyle. He understood we were living on the edge of something that might turn complicated at any moment.

“I reached my limit. Had you not come home when you did, I think it would have become too much. The idea of you actually sleeping there — as though you were nesting with him — that’s too far for me, Elena.”

“Me too. I prefer you being there in person, sharing the whole experience.”

We lay like that for a while, skin cooling, hearts slowing together. Then his phone buzzed on the nightstand — once, twice. He reached for it without letting go of me.

“It’s Sophia.”

My pulse kicked up. Sophia only texted on weekday mornings when something was coming.

He opened the message, read it silently, then turned the screen so I could see.

Good morning, beautiful couple. I have an invitation for you — a private retreat on the Algarve coast, Portugal. One week in May. Seasoned cuckold/hotwife couples only. Workshops, curated experiences, total discretion. Space is limited. Think about it. Photos attached. — S

Below the text were three images: a whitewashed villa perched on golden cliffs, an infinity pool spilling toward the Atlantic, private beach access, and bougainvillea dripping purple over stone walls. The second showed a candlelit terrace at dusk, a long table set for twelve, couples laughing, wine glasses catching the last light. The third was more intimate — a dimly lit room with a silk-draped bed, a single bull kneeling between a wife’s thighs while her husband watched from a chair beside her, his hand on hers, his expression pure reverence.

I felt the familiar coil low in my belly.

“Portugal in May,” Marcus said softly. “Sun. Sea. And…”

“And more.”

He set the phone down and looked at me — really looked, the way he did when he was reading every flicker across my face.

“What do you feel when you see that?”

I took a breath.

“Excitement. A little fear. Want.” I paused. “And curiosity about what happens when this stops being new.”

He nodded slowly.

“Same here.”

I rolled onto my side to face him fully.

“Two weeks ago, we didn’t know the word compersion. Now it’s how we breathe. But what if the next step isn’t just more cocks, more nights, more reclaiming? What if it’s something bigger?”

His thumb brushed my lower lip.

“Like Sophia’s question in the sauna?”

I swallowed.

“Yeah. Like that.”

We hadn’t spoken the word breeding aloud since that night. I’d snuffed it out fast with birth control, role-play, and keeping the thoughts at a safe distance. But it had never really gone away. It lived in the quiet moments: when Marcus licked another man’s cum from me and his eyes went soft with wonder; when I felt full to overflowing and wondered, just for a heartbeat, what it would be like if one of those loads took root.

Marcus exhaled through his nose — not quite a laugh.

“I still think about it sometimes. Not as a fantasy, but a question. What would that do to us?”

I searched his face.

“We tried before. For two years.”

He went quiet. A different kind of quiet — the kind that meant he was choosing whether to say something he’d already decided to say.

“It’s me, Elena.”

I stopped breathing.

“What do you mean?”

He inhaled slowly and looked at me, his eyes filling.

“I was tested. Last week.”

He swallowed, and my heart stopped.

“Our lifestyle got me thinking — about children, about safety, and what’s possible, what isn’t. So I went.”

There was a pause that almost shattered me.

“And?”

“No sperm. None at all. They ran everything twice. The condition is called azoospermia. It means there’s no chance. Not even a faint one. Not with intervention. Not with anything.”

“Fuck.”

The word left me before I could shape a better one.

He nodded. A tear ran down his cheek, and he didn’t wipe it away.

“I’m sorry, Elena.”

I reached up and put my hand flat against his chest, feeling his heartbeat beneath my palm — steady, carrying this. He’d carried it alone since last week. He’d woken me this morning with his mouth between my thighs and held this torment the whole time.

“Don’t be sorry.”

I meant it. But I lay there a moment longer, letting the weight of it settle — two years of trying, every month that hadn’t happened, every quiet conversation we’d shelved. Now it had an answer. Absolute, irreversible, and his to carry.

I pulled him close and held him.

“We’ll talk about Portugal tonight.”

I rested my forehead against his, my lips kissing away his tears.

“We’ll talk properly over wine — naked and without distractions.”

He laughed, a short, damp sound, and pressed his face into my hair.

“Before that.”

His voice recovered, his cock stirring again against my thigh.”

“I want to watch you. Here. In our bed. Today.”

I leaned back to look at him.

“Then you’d better find me someone worth watching.”

The steam from the bath curled lazy and thick, scented with lavender oil Marcus had added to the water — his way of making even this simple ritual feel like a gift. He’d drawn it for me, the tub deep and claw-footed, bubbles foaming up around my knees as I sank in. I leaned back against the porcelain, eyes half-closed, letting the heat seep into muscles still sore from the unnamed lover and Henry’s relentless pounding the night before.

Marcus knelt beside the tub, sleeves rolled to his elbows, a soft sponge in hand. He dipped it into the water, squeezed once, and began at my shoulders — slow, circular strokes that washed away the faint sweat and musk clinging to my skin. His touch was reverent, unhurried, the way it always was after a night like that.

“You’re spoiling me, Marcus.”

“You deserve it. You are mine to spoil.”

He moved the sponge lower, over my collarbone, tracing the faint red mark where Henry’s teeth had grazed.

“Tell me more about last night. Henry.”

I sighed, sinking deeper into the water.

“He was commanding. After the first man, he made me wait — made me beg. And when he finally came inside me—”

I felt Marcus’s breath catch, even as his hands stayed steady.

“— he filled every inch of me, darling. I felt it for hours.”

“I love hearing that. Knowing you came home marked by him. Full of him. Still gaping and leaking this morning.”

“You slept in the spare room.”

“Yes. In case you came home with him.”

“But you said—”

“I know. I only understood the boundary when I was already close to it. Waking alone felt heavy.”

He paused, the sponge stilling.

“Some lines shouldn’t be crossed, Elena.”

I reached out and trailed wet fingers along his jaw. He looked quietly sad in the particular way he had looked when he told me — the sadness of a man who has resolved something and is still adjusting to the resolution.

“You know what I want now?”

He met my eyes, the sponge resuming its path down my stomach.

“Tell me, Elena.”

“A lover. Here. Today. In our bed.”

His pupils dilated, his free hand tightening on the tub’s edge.

“Who?”

“You choose.”

I smiled, slow and teasing.

“And you call him.”

He swallowed.

“My best friend. The one we’ve talked about in whispers.”

“David?”

“Yes.”

His cheeks flushed — not with embarrassment but with something warmer and more complex. We’d circled the idea since Club Eros, never quite landing on it. David: his college roommate, now a divorced architect in the city, tall and broad-shouldered, with the easy charm Marcus had always quietly envied. I’d noticed how my husband’s attention lingered when David visited. The unspoken thing between them — the curiosity that neither had named.

“David.”

He said the name as if the second time made it real.

I nodded.

“Would you like to watch David fucking me?”

“Yes.”

“Then call him now, while I watch and listen.”

Marcus set the sponge aside and dried his hands. He pulled his phone from his pocket, his thumb hovering over the numbers. I shifted in the water, letting one hand drift between my thighs, touching myself lightly as he dialed.

Two rings later.

“Marcus? Hey, man. What’s up?”

David’s voice came through the speaker: warm, unhurried, his particular timbre sending sparks straight up my spine. Marcus glanced at me — my hand working slow circles around my engorged slit under the water, my lip between my teeth. I reached out with my free hand and gripped his cock, stroking him once, root to tip.

“Hey, David. Are you free this afternoon?”

“Yeah, why? Need help with something?”

Marcus’s eyes locked on mine.

“It’s about Elena. She… we… want you to come over.”

“What for?”

I stroked him harder and faster. He gathered himself and said it cleanly, without softening it.

“I want you to fuck my wife while I watch.”

There was a long silence on the line, then David’s low, slow exhale.

“You’re serious?”

“Dead serious. Elena is in the bath right now, listening. She’s already touching herself thinking about you.”

I let the sound of it reach the phone — a soft, unmistakable moan.

David’s voice came back rougher than before.

“Fuck. Yeah. I’ll be there in an hour.”

Marcus hung up, his hand trembling slightly. I crooked a finger at him from the water.

“Finish bathing me. My lover will be here soon.”

He did — the sponge gliding over my thighs, between my legs, cleaning me tenderly for what was coming. His touch lingered on the swollen lips of my pussy, tracing the faint redness Henry had left, as if mapping every place another man had recently been. I let him. I let my thighs part wider, my hips lifting just enough to press against the sponge’s soft pressure. His breathing went ragged, but he never rushed. This was Marcus’s ritual: preparing me for a lover, washing away the night so someone new could mark me fresh.

When the water cooled, he helped me out and toweled me dry with slow care — every curve, every fold, every sensitive inch attended to. I stood naked in our bedroom, warm from the bath, nipples tight, already slick with fresh want. Marcus stepped back, eyes dark, cock straining against his robe.

“Sit in the chair this time. Watch everything.”

He settled into the armchair at the foot of the bed without a word, legs spread, hands resting on his thighs.

David arrived exactly on time.

The knock at the door was soft, almost hesitant. Marcus rose to let him in. David stepped through — tall, broad-shouldered, dark hair still slightly damp, wearing a black T-shirt and jeans that did nothing to hide the growing bulge between his legs. His eyes found me immediately, naked and waiting, and the hunger in them was instant and unguarded.

“Elena…”

His voice dropped low.

“Jesus.”

I smiled and stepped forward, letting him take me in.

“Undress now, honey. Marcus is watching you take me the whole time.”

David glanced at his oldest friend — my husband, sitting quietly in the chair, his hand resting on the outline of his erection. Something passed between them: permission, trust, the weight of a friendship long enough to hold something this unusual. Then David stripped without ceremony. T-shirt pulled over his head, jeans shoved down, boxers following. His cock sprang free — thicker than Marcus’s, longer by at least two inches, veined and heavy, the head flushed dark and already glistening. It curved upward slightly, promising to drag against every sensitive ridge inside me.

Marcus exhaled sharply.

He reached down into his jeans pocket and held up a condom. I shook my head and his jaw dropped — the condom slipping from his fingers. I pointed at it on the floor. My husband understood instantly. He picked it up, tore the wrapper carefully, and rolled it over his own cock, then sat back down.

“You can use that on me after David leaves.”

“Thank you.”

I closed the distance between David and me, pressing my naked body against his chest for one long breath — feeling the heat of him, the scratch of fabric against bare skin, his cock thick and insistent against my stomach. His hands came around me, sliding down to cup my ass, squeezing hard enough to make me gasp.

“Bed, David. Fuck me in our bed.”

He lifted me like I weighed nothing and gently laid me down on the black sheets. Marcus shifted forward in the chair, his knees spreading wider, wide, sparkling eyes fixed on us.

David knelt between my thighs. He looked down at my pussy, still puffy from Henry fucking me, still glistening, and he groaned low in his throat.

“You’re already soaked.”

“For you, honey.”

My voice was husky.

“Marcus wants to see you stretch me. He wants to watch his best friend open me wider than he ever could.”

David’s eyes flicked to Marcus. My husband nodded — slowly, deliberately — his face full of that quiet, helpless joy I had come to crave almost as much as the act of being fucked by a lover itself.

David rubbed the fat head of his cock along my slit, parting my lips, coating himself in my slick. Up and down — slow, deliberate — the ridge of his crown catching on my clit with every pass until I was whimpering and lifting toward him.

He pressed forward.

The stretch was immediate, exquisite — his head breaching me, blunt and thick, forcing my lips apart wider than they’d been since Zurich. I gasped, my hands fisting the sheets. Inch by inch he sank inside me, every vein dragging against my walls, filling spaces Henry had only grazed the night before. When David bottomed out, his weight settling against me, and I felt the breath knocked from my chest.

“Fuck, Elena…”

He held still, his jaw tight.

“You’re so tight around me. It feels like we are joined.”

“You’re so much bigger than Marcus.”

From the chair, I heard my husband’s rhythm quicken — the unmistakable sound of his hand moving faster. His breathing had gone ragged, his eyes never leaving where David’s thick shaft disappeared inside me.

David began to move, fucking me with long, deliberate strokes at first — pulling his cock almost all the way out before driving back in, letting me feel every centimeter, every ridge, vein, and gnarl. The fat crown dragged at my entrance each time he withdrew, the vacuum making me clench on a gap and whimper to the point of begging before he filled me again.

I looked at Marcus.

His lips were parted, eyes wide and shining. One hand gripped the arm of the chair. The other stroked himself in time with David’s rhythm. I saw no jealousy, only awe — that full, unguarded, radiant compersion that made my heart ache even as my body burned.

“He’s so much bigger than you, honey.”

My voice cracked on a moan as David ground the head of his cock against my cervix.

“Feel how he stretches me. Look how wide he’s opening me.”

“I see it.”

Marcus’s voice was rough.

“God, Elena. You look so beautiful taking him.”

“Your best friend.”

“And now your lover.”

David picked up speed — fucking me with longer, harder strokes, each one driving the air from my lungs as his pubic bush ground my throbbing clit. His hands gripped my hips, tilting me so every thrust dragged his shaft along that perfect spot inside me. My breasts swayed with the force of him. My clit throbbed, sending sparks into me. I reached down and circled it with frantic fingers, the wet sounds of our bodies filling the room.

“Look at your husband.”

David’s voice was rough with effort.

“Look how hard his cock is from watching me fuck you.”

I did. Marcus’s cock was hard and leaking inside the condom, his hand moving in time with David’s thrusts, eyes locked on the place where his best friend’s shaft pistoned in and out of me, glistening with my arousal and the ghost of Henry’s cum.

“Marcus loves this,” I gasped. “He loves watching you stretch my cunt wider than he ever could. Loves knowing your cum is going to fill me and be there all night.”

“Does he—”

“—Yes… he does.”

Marcus groaned at that, his hips jerking forward, his cock drilling me hard.

“Yes, I do. Cum inside my wife, David. Fuck yes.”

David leaned down, changing the angle, his cock driving even deeper. I cried out, my nails raking his back, legs locking around his waist as my heels spurred his cheeks.

“I’m so close. Don’t stop. Fill me up for him.”

He obeyed. His thrusts turned harder, faster, the slap of his hips against me filling the room. The pressure coiled tight, and then it broke — my orgasm hitting every part of me like a wave, my cunt clamping down on his cock in rhythmic, milking pulses, a scream tearing out of me as it ripped through every nerve I had.

David followed a heartbeat later. He buried his cock to the hilt and came hard, his face exploding in ecstasy — hot, thick spurts flooding deep inside me, prolonging my climax until I was shaking and gasping and leaking around his cock.

He held himself there for long, shuddering seconds. Then he eased out slowly, deliberately, and the emptiness made me whimper.

Marcus was already moving.

He crossed to the bed without hesitation and knelt between my thighs, his mouth finding my ruined, semen-leaking cunt. His tongue swept through the mess David had left — slow, reverent — tasting both of us together. He groaned against my clit, sucking gently, drawing more of the flood into his mouth while I trembled through aftershocks.

I threaded my fingers into his hair.

“Look at my cuck.”

The word came easily now — easier than it had two weeks ago in the sauna, when it had landed on me like a verdict. I noticed that and filed it away.

David watched from the edge of the bed, his cock still half-hard, a slow smile spreading as Marcus lifted his head — lips shiny, chin dripping — and smiled that same radiant, helpless smile.

“I love you, Elena.”

Then he dove back in, his tongue working my clit while he lapped up every drop David had left behind. I came again — soft, shuddering — against my husband’s mouth while his best friend watched.

When the aftershocks faded, Marcus crawled up my body, kissing every inch of skin until he reached my mouth. I tasted David on his tongue, salt, musk, and love all mixed together.

David dressed quietly, gave us both a nod — respectful, sated — and slipped out.

Marcus pressed his lips to my temple and held them there.

“That was perfect.”

I smiled against his chest, still leaking, still trembling, still utterly his.

“Yes. It was perfect and safe.”


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

Elena’s Point of View

The kitchen smelled of fresh coffee and Saturday morning — that particular weekend stillness where the city outside goes quiet enough to hear your own house breathing. Marcus had made the French press the way he always did, strong and black, two mugs set on the table beside a plate of toast neither of us had touched.

He was sitting across from me. Not between my thighs, not kneeling, not worshipping. Just sitting. His hands were clasped around his mug, his eyes on the middle distance, the particular stillness he carried when he was working toward saying something he’d already decided to say.

I knew what it was. I’d known since Tuesday, when I’d found the clinic’s number in his recent calls and understood what he’d done without telling me. I hadn’t said anything. I’d waited, the way you wait for someone you love to find their own way to the hard thing.

His phone pinged. It was an email notification, not a message. It was Saturday.

I reached over and placed my hand on his as he read what was on his screen. He looked up and smiled weakly.

“The final results came back, Elena.”

“I know, darling.”

“Are you ready?”

His voice was even. I smiled, squeezed his hand, and nodded. Marcus set his phone on the table between us, screen down, as though the device itself carried weight he didn’t want to hold.

“Confirmed. Azoospermia. Zero count, and no pathway to reversal. They ran everything twice again. There is no doubt about it, no mix-up, no baby from me to you.”

I didn’t speak. I reached across the table with my other hand and took his, threading my fingers through his the way I had on our first date, when neither of us knew what we were starting, and both of us were terrified.

His jaw tightened. A tear ran down his cheek — just one, unhurried, tracking the line of his face the way rain tracks a window — and he didn’t wipe it away.

“I wanted to give you a child, Elena. I can’t.”

“It’s not your fault, Marcus. These things happen. You are the most amazing man I have ever met. The most incredible husband, and you—”

I stopped abruptly. He looked up, more tears rolling down his cheeks.

“I would have made a good father?”

“Not good, sweetheart. The best.”

The grief that moved through me was not new. It had been forming for two years — every month that hadn’t happened, every test we’d scheduled and then postponed, every conversation we’d started and then shelved because the weight of it was easier to carry silently than to set down and examine. Now our challenge had a name. Now it was final. And the finality of it cracked something open in my chest that I hadn’t realized was still sealed.

I stood and came around the table. I sat on his lap — not straddling him, not sexual, just close — and I put my arms around his neck and held him. His face pressed into my shoulder, and his breathing went ragged, the kind of crying a man does when he’s been holding it for days, and the holding has cost him more than the grief itself.

I cried too. Without sound, without stopping, into his hair. For the babies we wouldn’t make together. For the particular version of fatherhood he’d imagined — his eyes, his jaw, his laugh carried forward — that had been taken from him by biology and nothing else.

We stayed like that for a long time. The coffee went cold. Outside, a car door closed somewhere on the street. A dog barked. Boston went on being Boston, indifferent to the small, private devastation happening in our kitchen.

When his breathing leveled, I pulled back enough to see his face. I cupped his jaw — stubble rough under my palms — and held his eyes.

“Listen to me. This changes nothing about how much I love you. Nothing about us. Nothing about what we’re building.”

“I know.”

“Do you? Because I need you to hear it with your whole chest, not just your head.”

He nodded. More deliberately this time, meaning it.

“I hear you.”

I kissed him — gentle, closed-mouth, the kind of kiss that exists for comfort rather than desire. He tasted of coffee and salt.

“You’ve been carrying this alone since last week.”

“Yes.”

“And you’ve been waking me with your mouth every morning and not saying a word.”

A ghost of a smile crossed his face.

“That’s different. That’s ours.”

“Marcus.” I held his face. “You don’t get to carry things alone anymore. That’s not how this works. Not the cuckolding lifestyle, not the grief of our challenge, not any of it. We carry it together, or it breaks us.”

“It won’t break us.”

“No. It won’t.”

I got up, reheated the coffee, and brought both mugs back. We drank in silence for a few minutes — the good silence, the kind that means the worst has been said and what remains is workable.

Then I set my mug down.

“We’ve been circling something since Zurich. Since Sophia asked me about birth control and I snuffed the question out so fast, it scared me.”

Marcus looked at me.

“The breeding question?”

“Yes.”

Another silence stretched. But this one was charged — not with grief but with the particular electricity of a conversation that’s been waiting a long time to happen.

“I want a baby, Marcus.”

The words came out simply. Not as fantasy, not as dirty talk whispered during sex. Just a woman telling her husband what she wants.

“And you can’t give me one. That’s not your fault, and it’s not a failure. It’s just what it is.”

He nodded, his eyes steady on mine.

“But our lifestyle has already opened a door that most couples would never consider. We’ve already crossed lines that make this possible. The question isn’t whether — it’s how, and when, and what it means for us.”

Marcus exhaled through his nose. His hand found mine on the table.

“I’ve thought about it every day since the test. Not as a fantasy. As a real thing.”

“And?”

“And the thought of watching a man finish inside you — knowing it might take, knowing that the child you carry will have been conceived while I held your hand and watched — that feels like the most complete expression of what we are. Not a loss. An act of love.”

My throat tightened.

“You’d be the father. In every way that matters. Legally, emotionally, completely. The bull gives us his seed. You give everything else.”

“Yes.” His voice was rough but certain. “I want that. I want to give you a child this way.”

We sat with it — the enormity of what we’d just agreed to, spoken plainly in our kitchen on a Saturday morning with cold toast on the table and gray light coming through the frost.

“Then it’s decided.”

“It’s decided.”

I stood and walked to the bathroom. Marcus followed. I opened the cabinet and took out my pill pack — the blister was nearly empty, one white tablet left in its foil.

“This is the last active pill in the pack. I take it today, then nothing. My withdrawal bleed comes in a few days. After that, I don’t start a new pack. I’m unprotected.”

“Yes.”

“Marcus, are you sure about doing this?”

“One hundred percent. We should have been parents already.”

I pressed the last pill through the foil and held it in my palm. Such a small thing. A circle of compressed powder the size of a lentil that had been standing between us and everything we’d just agreed to.

Marcus looked at it. His expression carried everything — fear, pride, love, the particular vertigo of a decision that can’t be reversed once the body catches up to it. I noticed his dilemma in the expression. That was Marcus. The cuckold part of him — the part that made everything sharper.

I put the pill on my tongue and swallowed it with water from the tap.

“That’s the last one. After my period, I am unprotected.”

I dropped the empty pack in the bin. The small plastic clatter it made was absurdly ordinary for what it meant.

Marcus pulled me close. His arms wrapped around me, his chin on my hair, both of us looking at the bin as though it might say something back.

“After your period,” he said quietly, “every man who enters you is trying to make a baby.”

“Yes.”

“No more casual or recreational — every encounter carries the weight of this.”

“But it can still be fun, Marcus. It has to be about us all the way. Our baby should be made from love. Not me and my bulls — you and me.”

“Yes.”

The word settled between us like a stone finding the bottom of still water.

We drifted back to the kitchen. I made more coffee — the third pot, an absurd amount, but I needed to because my hands wanted something to do. I was sure pregnancy would come now, so caffeine would be off my menu soon enough.

Marcus leaned against the counter, watching me, his expression still carrying the soft aftermath of the morning’s revelations, but underneath it, something had shifted. My husband had a new energy — the charged, anticipatory current I’d learned to recognize as the precursor to him wanting something he hadn’t yet said aloud.

“I want to turn the page, Elena. I don’t want to discuss failure again.”

“I agree, sweetheart.”

“It’s the weekend.”

He said it carefully. My eyes narrowed, and I stared at him, judging his mood, the smile almost there now, the color in his cheeks returned.

“What would you like to do, Marcus?”

He gave that some thought, then opened his mouth, then closed it again. I leaned against the opposite counter, mug in both hands, studying him.

“Tell me what you’re thinking.”

He hesitated. Then he said it.

“I’d love to watch you with black lovers one more time. Before everything changes. Before every load carries the weight of what we just decided.”

I set my mug down.

“You understand what you’re asking for. This weekend is the last weekend when sex with a bull is just sex. Pure pleasure, pure compersion, no consequences. After my period, the game changes completely.”

“I know. That’s why I’m asking now.”

It hung in the air between us — the last indulgence, the final act of an era that had lasted weeks and changed us permanently. After this, the stakes would be different. Higher. Real in a way that recreational cuckolding, however intense, had never been.

My lovers would fuck me with new meaning.

I picked up my phone.

Megan answered on the second ring, the way she always did — as if she’d been holding the phone waiting for exactly this call.

“Hey, babe.”

“Hey, Meg. Quick question.”

“Shoot.”

“Do you remember when you told me you fucked a black guy?”

A pause stretched as my stomach knotted, then a low, delighted laugh.

“Darren. Yes, I remember. He is hard to forget, frankly.”

“Can you ask him if he has friends? Two others, maybe. Respectful, clean, the kind of men you’d trust in someone’s home.”

“Of course. What’s on your mind?”

I looked at Marcus. He was watching me with that expression — the dark, shining, helpless cuckold joy I’d come to need almost as much as the sex itself.

“I want them to come to my house today and fuck me.”

“What about Marcus?”

“He’ll watch.”

Megan was quiet for a beat. Not shocked — she’d known about our lifestyle since the week after Zurich, when I’d told her over wine, and she’d listened with the particular attention of a woman who found it fascinating rather than threatening.

“Give me an hour. I’ll call Darren. And Elena—”

“Yes?”

“I’m coming too.”

I smiled. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

I hung up. Marcus crossed the kitchen and kissed me — hard, his hands on my waist, his cock already pressing against my hip through his boxers.

“Not yet.”

I pushed him back gently.

“You don’t get to cum until they’re here. Save everything for watching.”

My husband’s groan was gratifying.

We cleaned the house. There’s a comedy in it that I want to name honestly — two people who’ve just made the most consequential decision of their marriage, vacuuming the living room and putting out fresh towels because company’s coming and the company is going to fuck the wife on the best sheets. Marcus changed our bed while I showered — his desire. I caught him smoothing the duvet with the particular care of a man who understood that these sheets would be ruined within hours, and that the ruining was the point, and that he was preparing the altar willingly.

I stood in the bedroom afterward, wrapped in a towel, staring at the wardrobe. What do you wear to your last recreational gangbang? The question was absurd enough to make me laugh — alone, naked, dripping hair and pussy, laughing at my own wardrobe like a woman getting ready for a dinner party that happened to involve three strangers’ cocks.

I chose nothing. A silk robe wrapped and loosely tied. I would let my lovers unwrap me.

Marcus dressed simply — faded blue jeans, a black T-shirt. The ordinariness of his clothes against what was about to happen felt deliberate, a quiet statement: I’m the husband. I’m here. I’m not performing.

I was determined he would.

Megan arrived first.

She came through the door with a bottle of wine and an expression that said she’d been looking forward to this since the phone call. Megan was exactly the kind of friend you needed for a day like this — dark-haired, sharp-eyed, warm in the way of women who’ve seen enough of life to find very little shocking and most things funny. She kissed my cheek, handed me the wine, and looked at Marcus.

“How are you doing, sweetheart?”

She always called him sweetheart. It had started as a joke and become genuine — her way of acknowledging that what Marcus did for me required a kind of courage she found quietly remarkable.

“I’m good, Meg. Ready, I think.”

“You look ready.”

Her eyes dropped to the obvious tent in his jeans, and she grinned.

“Down, boy. Inside your wife is not for you today.”

“I know.”

“You’re such a fine husband, Marcus. Elena is going to enjoy these guys so much. They are going to stretch and reshape your wife.”

Marcus flushed and laughed, and the tension in the room broke just enough for all of us to breathe.

I poured wine. We sat in the living room — three people on a Saturday afternoon, the light going soft and gray through the windows, the kind of pre-storm quiet that Boston gets in winter when the sky can’t decide between rain and snow. Megan told us about Darren’s friends: two men, both in their thirties, both regulars at her gym, both — she said this with a directness I appreciated — well-endowed and, more importantly, decent.

“Darren vouches for them personally. Jerome and Tyrell. They’re friends, not strangers to each other, which matters. They’ll be comfortable together, which means they’ll be comfortable with you.”

She looked at Marcus.

“And with you. Darren knows the setup. I explained compersion to him and the way you two work.”

“What did he say?”

“He said he’d never met a husband who loved his wife like that.”

Marcus’s expression shifted — something vulnerable and proud moving through it simultaneously.

“What do you think, Megan?”

She moved closer to my husband, her voice low and seductive.

“If you weren’t married, I would have you, honey. A man who respects his wife’s sexual needs and stands aside for her to be fulfilled is a man worth dying for.”

The doorbell rang at three.

Darren came first. He was tall — six-two, broad-shouldered, with a shaved head and the kind of easy, confident physicality that filled a doorway without trying. His handshake with Marcus was firm and unhurried, eyes meeting eyes, the exchange between them carrying a weight that had nothing to do with what was about to happen and everything to do with two men recognizing something in each other.

“Marcus. Good to meet you, brother.”

“You too. Thanks for coming.”

“Megan told me about you two. Respect.”

He said it simply — the way a man says something he means without needing to elaborate.

Jerome followed: leaner, quieter, with deep-set eyes and a smile that arrived slowly but stayed. Tyrell was the youngest — late twenties, athletic, relaxed in the particular way of someone who’d done this before and understood the etiquette of it.

I watched the three of them shake my husband’s hand, one by one, and I watched him receive each handshake with dignity. There was no awkwardness in it, or if there was, it was the productive kind — the slight tension of men navigating something unusual with mutual respect. Darren asked Marcus what he did for work. Jerome complimented the apartment. Tyrell accepted a beer from Marcus and sat on the couch as naturally as if he’d been invited to watch the game.

Megan orchestrated the room without anyone noticing she was doing it — refilling glasses, drawing Tyrell into conversation, making sure Marcus had a drink and a chair and didn’t feel like a spare part. She had a gift for it. The room settled into something that felt, improbably, like a gathering of friends.

I drew Megan away and whispered.

“Would you like to join in, Meg?”

“Not this time, honey. Wrong time of the month for me.”

“Okay… look after my husband, please.”

“To what extent?”

Her eyes caught mine, a mischievous glow in them.

“To any extent he desires. Marcus is the most important person in the room.”

“As he should be. Babe, have no fear. I know how to manage a cuck ethically.”

I let the room breathe for twenty minutes. Let the men talk, let Marcus find his footing, let the anticipation of the men who would fuck me build around him without forcing it. Megan caught my eye across the room and raised an eyebrow — a question and an encouragement.

I stood.

The silk robe moved against my skin. Every man in the room went quiet.

“I want you to know what this is.”

My voice came out steady. Elena’s voice — the version of me that had been forged in a Zurich sauna and tempered in the weeks since.

“My husband loves me, and I love him. What happens today is an expression of that, not a contradiction of it. Marcus watches bulls fuck me because it gives him joy. I give myself to you because it gives me joy. And if any of you are uncomfortable with any part of that, the door is right there, and no feelings are hurt.”

Nobody moved.

Darren’s eyes found mine. “We’re here because we want to be. All three of us.”

Jerome nodded. Tyrell raised his beer.

“Cheers to you and Marcus.”

“Then I’m yours for the afternoon. Fuck me until you are done. No condoms.”

“Are you protected?”

“Yes. Today. Next week I won’t be.”

“Breeding then?”

“Yes. Marcus and I have chosen that path.”

Megan tilted her glass toward me, her smile and look of admiration easing my tension. I untied my robe and let it fall.

The room changed instantly. The casual energy compressed into something focused and electric. Three men looking at me with open, honest desire — not predatory, not performing, just the straightforward hunger of men who’d been invited and intended to be worthy of the invitation.

Marcus moved to the armchair without being asked — his chair, the one he’d sat in while David fucked me, the one that had become his post in our new geography. Megan settled on the arm of the sofa with her wine, legs crossed, watching with bright, curious eyes.

I glanced at my husband and raised an eyebrow.

He nodded.

Darren came to me first. He was already undressed — his shirt pulled over his head with the economy of a man comfortable in his skin, jeans stepped out of, his beautiful black cock heavy and thickening between his thighs. Up close, he smelled clean — soap, something warm and woody underneath. His hands cupped my face before they touched anything else.

“You’re beautiful, Elena.”

“Thank you.”

“Is there anything you don’t want?”

“No. Everything is open. And my husband cleans me between lovers if he wants to. When he does, you guys must be patient. I don’t want anything rushed.”

Darren glanced at Marcus with a look of genuine respect — then he looked back to me.

“Then let’s start slow.”

My lover kissed me. Full and unhurried, his hands sliding down my back, pulling me against his chest. His cock stiffened against my belly — thick, warm, insistent. I kissed him back and let my body soften into his, feeling the particular electric charge of a first kiss with a new man, the way every nerve recalibrates to learn someone unfamiliar.

He walked me backward to the bed slowly, his fingers tracing my skin like silk on satin. I lay back, and he knelt between my thighs, spreading them gently, looking down at me with an expression that was both hungry and kind.

“Marcus.”

Darren said my husband’s name without looking away from me.

“You’ve got a hell of a wife.”

From the chair, Marcus’s voice came back rough but steady. “I know.”

Darren entered my throbbing pussy slowly — the blunt head of his cock parting my swollen lips in increments, the stretch when he opened me properly immediate and filling. I gasped and locked my eyes with his, my hands finding his shoulders, feeling the broad muscle tense as he held himself back, letting my cunt adjust to his size. His cock was thicker than David’s, much longer than Marcus’s, and the angle he found deep inside me, pressing forward against the front wall, dragged a sound from my throat that made Megan whistle softly from the sofa.

“There we go — that’s my girl. Do you see how happy your wife is?”

“I do.”

“That’s because you allow it.”

Megan’s voice was warm, amused, approving. She sipped her wine and watched me take another man’s cock with the comfortable attention of a friend watching something she found genuinely beautiful.

Darren built his rhythm gradually. Fucking me with long strokes at first — the kind that let me feel every inch of withdrawal and return, the exquisite drag of his thick, rock-hard shaft against my nerves that had been anticipating him all morning. I wrapped my legs around him, my heels pressing his lower back, urging him deeper.

“Fuck me hard, Darren.”

He obliged.

The sound of us filled the bedroom — the slap of damp skin meeting damp skin, my breathing going ragged, the creak of the bed frame under the force of him as he bottomed out at the end of every stroke. I turned my head to find Marcus. He was leaning forward in the chair, his eyes fixed on where Darren’s cock disappeared inside me, his expression carrying that helpless, radiant joy I’d learned to crave.

“He feels incredible inside me, Marcus.”

My voice broke on a moan.

“I see it. You look incredible.”

Megan had moved closer to my husband. She stood behind his chair, one hand resting casually on his shoulder. I watched her lean down and murmur something in his ear — too quiet for me to catch — and saw his face flush. Her hand drifted down and found the outline of his cock through his jeans, pressing once, lightly.

She smiled into his face, her lips an inch from his.

“Not yet, sweetheart. You watch your wife getting well fucked first.”

Marcus groaned. Megan grinned and squeezed his cock once more before releasing him, settling back with her wine.

Darren fucked me harder and faster, stretching my cunt so wide the ripples of pleasure consumed all of me. He came with his forehead pressed to mine, his eyes open staring into mine, his breath ragged — the intimacy of it almost shocking. I felt his cock pulse and jerk deep inside me, the flood of his release hot and heavy and real. He held himself there, balls-deep inside me, while the last of his cum ebbed and his cock stopped twitching.

I milked every drop of his cum, imagining what my breeding would feel like. Then he kissed me once — slow and grateful — before easing his glorious cock out.

Marcus was already moving.

He knelt between my thighs and his mouth found me — open, slick, full of another man. His tongue swept through everything Darren had left with the reverence that had become his signature, and I threaded my fingers into his hair and let him worship.

In that moment, it was just us. The men stood back while Megan cleaned Darren’s cock.

Jerome came to me while Marcus was still between my legs. He touched my shoulder, and I turned my head to find his cock at my lips — already hard, the head flushed dark, a bead of moisture catching the lamplight. I took him in my mouth, wrapping my lips tightly around his salty, tangy crown, sealing the sharp, ruddy rim, while my husband licked another man’s seed from my cunt. The dual sensation of being tended by my cuck and taken by my bull sent me over the edge. A quiet, rolling orgasm coursed through me, and I moaned around Jerome’s shaft as he cupped the back of my head and fucked my face gently while I gagged and slurped.

Megan took charge of Marcus after that. She guided him back to his chair with a firm hand on his chest and a smile that was equal parts affection and authority. She kissed him gently, sharing herself and the mess she’d cleaned off Darren’s cock.

“Sit, sweetheart. Let them work on your wife.”

I locked eyes with him. My husband nodded, so I smiled back and turned my attention to my bull. The breeding wasn’t real, but my imagination let me touch the edges of it — I liked what I felt.

Marcus would be a father soon, and I would deliver that privilege to us.

Megan perched on the arm of my husband’s chair, close enough that her thigh pressed against his. When his hand moved toward his cock, she intercepted it — lacing her fingers through his, holding his hand in her lap.

“Patience, honey. Let me train you to be a better cuckold.”

“Have you done this before?”

“Maybe. Just believe that I understand what you need, Marcus, and I want to help.”

Jerome fucked me with a different energy than Darren — more intense, more focused, his dark hands gripping my hips like talons, fingers digging in hard enough to leave tiny crescent-shaped bruises blooming on my pale skin. He drove his massive black cock balls-deep inside me, using Darren’s thick, cooling cum as lube to pummel me deeper, the wet squelch of each thrust filling the room like obscene applause. Every slam forced more of Darren’s seed out around Jerome’s shaft — creamy white rivulets leaking down my ass crack, pooling on the sheets beneath me, sticky and warm against my skin.

His rhythm left no room for thought. He was vocal in a way I hadn’t expected — growling low against my ear how good my cunt felt wrapped around him, how tight I still was even after being sloppy and stretched by Darren’s load.

“Feel that, baby? Your pussy’s gripping me like it’s begging for more seed. You’re already full of one man’s cum and still hungry for mine.”

The words landed hot and filthy, vibrating through my chest while his cock dragged against every swollen ridge inside me.

I glanced at Marcus from time to time — my beautiful cuckold sitting in the chair, his eyes wide and shining, Megan’s hand slowly caressing his cock through his jeans. Jerome noticed and whispered in my ear, breath hot and ragged:

“Look at your husband’s face when you cum for me. Look how much he loves watching another man ruin his wife’s cunt.”

The compliments landed differently from a man who meant them without agenda — raw, possessive, reverent. I moaned louder, letting Marcus hear exactly how much I loved being used.

Tyrell waited his turn with easy patience, sitting on the edge of the bed, one hand stroking my hair back from my sweat-damp face while Jerome pounded into me. The gentleness of it — being touched tenderly by one bull while another fucked me hard — made my chest ache with something that wasn’t quite gratitude and wasn’t quite love but lived in the same neighborhood.

Jerome slowed suddenly, pulling almost all the way out until just the thick, flared head of his cock stretched my entrance. I whimpered at the loss, my hips lifting instinctively to chase him.

“Leg up, baby girl.”

He hooked one of my thighs over his forearm, lifting it high and pressing my calf against the hard plane of his chest. The angle opened my cunt wider — my engorged lips parting obscenely, clit throbbing and exposed, the tight pucker of my asshole winking with every clench. Jerome leaned in, folding me nearly in half, and drove his long, thick, veiny cock balls-deep back inside me with one brutal, beautiful thrust.

The new depth was devastating.

His cock reached places nothing had touched before — the blunt head battering my cervix with every stroke, the thick shaft dragging along my front wall in long, punishing glides. I cried out — raw and broken — as he fucked me harder, deeper, the wet slap of his heavy balls against my ass echoing through the room. Darren’s cum frothed out around him with every withdrawal, thick white foam coating his dark shaft, dripping in heavy strings onto my thighs, my ass, and the sheets below.

“Look at your wife taking it,” Jerome rasped, eyes flicking to Marcus. “Look how wide I’m stretching her. She’s gaping for me now — pussy lips swollen and red, leaking another man’s cum while I fuck her senseless.”

Marcus groaned low and helplessly — Megan’s hand moving faster against his jeans.

Jerome’s rhythm turned feral, his hips snapping, cock pistoning in and out with wet, obscene squelches. My cunt fluttered and clenched around him, milking desperately, the pressure coiling tighter and tighter until it snapped. I came hard, screaming unrestrained, my back arching off the bed, thighs shaking, a hot gush of my own slick squirting around my lover’s shaft and soaking his groin, mixing with Darren’s load in a creamy, filthy mess that dripped down my ass crack.

Jerome didn’t stop. He fucked me through it, pressing harder, going deeper, his hips slamming into mine until his own rhythm faltered. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt and came, his cock twitching against my upper walls, thick, hot ropes of potent seed flooding deep inside me, splashing against my cervix, prolonging my orgasm until I was sobbing, shaking with every nerve alight.

My bull held himself there, his cock throbbing deep inside, pumping the last of his seed into me while I trembled beneath him.

When he finally eased out, the sudden emptiness made me whimper. A thick flood followed — Jerome’s cum mixed with Darren’s, pouring from my gaping hole in slow, viscous streams, pooling beneath me on the sheets. My pussy lips were puffy, red, swollen — stretched wide and glistening with three men’s worth of spend.

Marcus was already crawling onto the bed, his eyes locked on the creamy mess between my thighs. He lowered his mouth without hesitation, tongue sweeping through the flood — slow, reverent — tasting both men together, lapping up every drop while I shook through aftershocks.

He puckered his lips, sealed my gaping entrance, and sucked. My orgasm reignited as a long string of cum was sucked out from deep inside me.

Tyrell watched with quiet hunger, stroking himself slowly, waiting for his turn.

I reached for my husband’s hair, guiding him around my sloppy cunt gently.

“Clean me, darling. Taste what they left inside your wife.”

He groaned against my cunt, his tongue delving deeper, swallowing the thick mixture of seed and slick as though it were a sacrament.

Tyrell was the gentlest of the three. He took his time — kissing me first, long and slow, learning my mouth before moving lower. He kissed my neck, my collarbones, took each nipple between his lips with care that made me arch into him. When he finally entered me, I was so slick with two men’s seed and my own arousal that he slid in without resistance, and the sound that left him was almost reverent.

“Jesus.”

“I know.”

I smiled up at him, cupping his face.

“You feel everything they left behind.”

“And it’s perfect.”

He fucked me slowly — deliberately — as though he wanted to remember every stroke. His eyes kept finding Marcus across the room, and each time something passed between them — acknowledgment, respect, the shared understanding of men who recognize that what’s happening in this room is not competition but ceremony and satisfaction.

Megan had finally taken pity on Marcus. I caught it from the corner of my eye — her hand had slipped into his lap, her fingers wrapped around his cock through the denim, then inside his fly, then she gripped him skin on skin. She stroked his cock with casual expertise, her rhythm unhurried, a tissue ready in her other hand.

“Don’t you dare cum yet, Marcus.”

Her voice was quiet, teasing, and fond.

“Not until your wife does.”

Marcus made a strangled sound that was half laugh, half agony.

Tyrell found his rhythm, and I let go — gave myself over to the slow, building pressure of him inside me, the fullness that was three men deep now, the ghosts of their cocks still pressed into my soft tissue walls. The knowledge that this was the last time sex with a bull would be simple and meaningless lifted me.

Motherhood beckoned.

After my period, after the pill cleared my system, every load would carry the weight of possibility and hope. Every man inside me would be a potential father. Every act of love between my husband and me would pass through the lens of what we’d decided this morning over cold coffee.

But not today. Today was just a pleasure. Just compersion. Just the purest expression of what Marcus and I had discovered about ourselves in a Swiss sauna weeks ago.

Tyrell came with a long, shuddering exhale, his face buried in my neck, and I held him through it — my arms wrapped around his broad back, my legs wrapped around his waist, feeling him fill me with the last recreational load I would ever take.

When he eased his massive cock out, I lay there — wrecked, soaked, three men’s seed pooling beneath me on the sheets Marcus had changed that morning. My body hummed with aftershocks. My thighs trembled.

Megan leaned down and whispered to Marcus.

“Now you can cum, honey.”

“Are you sure?”

“Make it a good one. Your wife is watching.”

“Where? Where do I cum?”

“Into my tissues, like all good cucks should.”

My husband raised his hips and stared at me.

Megan gave his cock one final stroke, firm and decisive, and caught his release neatly in the tissue — a small, efficient gesture that was somehow both humiliating and unbearably tender. Marcus shuddered, his eyes never leaving me. Megan folded the tissue, dropped it in the bin, and patted his thigh.

“Good boy.”

Then she stood, crossed to the bed, and kissed my forehead.

“You were magnificent.”

Marcus came to the bed. The men made room for him without being asked — Darren stepping back, Jerome and Tyrell drifting toward their clothes with the quiet courtesy of men who understood when it was time to leave the couple alone.

But Marcus surprised me.

He turned to Darren and extended his hand.

“Thank you. Genuinely.”

Darren took it and held it — not a handshake but a clasp, both hands, the gesture of men who’d shared something unusual and found the other worthy.

“Anytime, brother. Your wife is something special. You’re something special too.”

Jerome nodded his agreement. Tyrell, buttoning his shirt, paused long enough to whisper to me.

“You two have something most people don’t even know exists. Protect it.”

Marcus’s eyes shone.

“We will.”

The men left. Megan gathered her wine glass and her coat.

“Call me when Portugal happens.”

She winked.

“I want photos of both of you… Oh, and Marcus?”

“Yes.”

“If you need a hand relief anytime your wife is being fucked, call me, honey. It will be my pleasure.”

Then she was gone, and it was just us.

Marcus knelt between my thighs one last time. His mouth found my cunt — swollen, overflowing, tender from the afternoon. He cleaned me with long, reverent strokes of his tongue, tasting every man who’d been inside me, gathering all their seed as though it were something precious that might be lost if he wasn’t careful.

I lay there and let him feast on them and me, my fingers threading softly in his hair, my eyes locked on the ceiling as I dreamed. Three men’s seed on my husband’s tongue and in my body and on the sheets beneath us.

When he was done, Marcus crawled up and lay beside me. I curled into him — the way I always did, my face against his chest, his arms around me, both of us still faintly glazed with sweat and the evidence of the afternoon.

“That’s the last time.”

I said it quietly.

“The last time sex with a bull is just sex.”

Marcus’s arm tightened around me.

“I understand, Elena.”

“After my period, every encounter is different. Every man who enters me carries the possibility of making a baby. Our baby. Conceived by a lover, carried by me, raised by us.”

He pressed his lips to my hair and held them there.

“I know.”

“Are you scared?”

“Terrified.”

“Me too.”

I tilted my face up to look at him. His eyes were red-rimmed, full, shining with something I’d never seen in them before Zurich and now saw every day — that radiant, helpless, compersive joy that made loving him feel like standing in sunlight.

“The best things we’ve done in this lifestyle have been about giving, not taking. And the biggest gift is still ahead of us

He kissed me. I tasted myself on him — sweetness and salt and the residue of three good men — and underneath it all, Marcus was there. Always Marcus.

“Portugal then?”

He whispered it like a destination and a prayer.

“Portugal, my love.”

I closed my eyes.

Outside, Boston’s gray afternoon had darkened into early evening. Snow had begun to fall — silent and slow, the way it falls when the sky has made up its mind and doesn’t need to rush. Inside, my husband held me in the particular way he had of holding me when something mattered, both arms, his chin resting on my hair, his breathing deep and even.

The pill pack sat empty in the bathroom bin.

My period would come in a few days.

And after that, everything — everything — would be different.

“Take me to bed, Marcus.”

We were already there. But he understood what I meant. He pulled the ruined sheets around us, drew me closer, and held me the way a man holds his wife when the future has just become real, and the only thing he’s certain of is her.

“I love you, Elena.”

“I love you.”

“Whatever comes next—”

“Together.”

“Together.”

The snow fell. The city quieted. And somewhere inside me, beneath the seed of three men and the tenderness of my husband’s mouth and the empty blister pack in the bathroom, a door that had been cracked open in a Swiss sauna stood wide now — wide and unguarded and ready for whatever walked through it next.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Elena’s Point of View

The March afternoon carried a clean, sharp chill that turned our breath visible for the first few minutes of riding. Sunlight slanted low through the bare branches along our local river path, throwing long shadows across the gravel and making the dark water flash gold wherever it caught the light.

My mountain bike hummed beneath me, off-road tires singing softly on the packed surface, our legs moving in the easy, practiced rhythm we had fallen into months ago.

We had been talking about the nursery since we left the house.

“Pale sage on the walls feels right, darling. Calm. Our baby could breathe in there.”

Marcus’s voice came back from behind me, steady and warm.

“Sage works. We can place the crib against the east wall so the morning light hits without being harsh. And those floating shelves you liked — the ones with rounded edges.”

“Yes.”

“Perfect.”

I smiled into the wind, feeling the small ache of happiness settle deeper in my chest.

“You remembered the rounded edges, Marcus.”

“Of course. Safety first. Always.”

A heron lifted from the reeds on the far bank, its wings slow and deliberate, legs trailing like afterthoughts. The path curved gently. For once, my mind stayed with the conversation — crib placement, wall colors, the small, ordinary future we were sketching together. No stray thoughts of last weekend’s stretch inside my pussy, no flicker of strangers’ hands caressing me while my husband watched. Just us and the light and the quiet hum of the bikes.

Marcus pedaled a fraction harder to draw level.

“I was thinking about names again, Elena.”

“Tell me.”

“If it’s a girl… Lila. After your grandmother. Lila Rose, maybe.”

My throat tightened in the best way.

“Lila Rose.”

“And if it’s a boy… Elias. Elias James. Strong but gentle. I want him to have your eyes, Elena. That particular hazel that changes with the light. Green in the sun, almost gold at dusk.”

His tenderness landed soft and heavy. I kept my gaze forward, watching the path unroll. Inside the joy sat a thin, private grief — the knowledge that the baby might have my eyes but the rest would come from someone else. Someone whose jaw or hands or laugh we would search for, quietly, years from now in tiny expressions we couldn’t explain to strangers.

I didn’t speak the thought aloud. Marcus already carried it too.

We rode in silence for a stretch, only the hiss of tires and the distant lap of water against stone.

An ice-cream cart stood around the next bend — bright red awning, hand-lettered sign, the vendor already smiling as though he remembered us from summers past. Marcus braked first, swung his leg over, and propped his bike against the low fence. I followed, stretching my back, feeling the familiar pre-period tug low in my belly. Not pain yet. Just pressure and the dull, heavy cramp that always came twenty-four hours before. A reminder that my body was about to bleed — and after it did, everything would be different.

He bought two cones without asking. Pistachio for me, my favorite, stracciatella for him. We sat on the nearest bench, our thighs touching, licking slowly while the sun warmed our faces.

That was when I noticed them.

Two men sitting on the next bench along. They were mid-thirties and fit in the unshowy way of people who train consistently without needing to prove it. One wore a navy hoodie, his sleeves pushed to the elbows, forearms tanned and veined. His charcoal quarter-zip buddy had his collar popped against the breeze, shoulders broad beneath the fabric. Hoodie guy watched me openly, a small appreciative smile tugging his mouth as I caught a drip of pistachio with my tongue. Quarter-zip watched more quietly — his gaze steady, less performative, the kind of attention that doesn’t demand to be noticed but refuses to look away.

I licked. It was performative, my tongue curling around the rounded ice cream crown, and I saw the guys stare harder, breath heavier, their nostrils flaring.

My hormonal surge arrived without warning — sharp and electric. The low cramp in my belly twisted into heat that bloomed suddenly and insistent between my thighs. My nipples tightened against the thin merino. I pressed my legs together once and felt the immediate slick of arousal leaking and layering in my gusset, pressing wetly against my swelling lips. The moment was sudden and shocking in its intensity, the way it always hit in the day before my period.

My cunt ached.

Not for Marcus. For them.

I turned my head.

Marcus was already watching me as a cuckold would, his cone paused halfway to his mouth. He read my face instantly — the crimson flush climbing my throat, the way my breathing had changed, the particular widening of my eyes he’d learned to recognize in a Swiss sauna weeks ago.

“Are you okay, Elena?”

“I want them to fuck me.”

“Where?”

“Here, Marcus.”

“You mean in the woods?”

“Of course.”

He set his cone on the bench beside him. Leaned in. Pressed his lips to my temple — a small, anchoring kiss.

“The nursery will still be there when we get home.”

The words dissolved every flicker of guilt before it could take hold. We had been planning cribs and names thirty seconds ago. Now we were here. The lifestyle lived inside the marriage, not outside it. It always had.

I exhaled.

“Go talk to them. Tell them your wife wants to be fucked while you watch.”

“It is my pleasure.”

“If they disrespect you — walk away.”

My husband kissed my mouth this time — slow, sure, tasting of stracciatella — then stood and walked the short distance to their bench.

It might be his last kiss until my belly was full of strangers’ cum.

I watched from where I sat, the half-melted pistachio cone forgotten in my fingers, cold cream sliding down my wrist unnoticed. Marcus approached without hurry. His shoulders stayed relaxed, hands visible and open.

The hoodie guy — Caleb, it turned out — looked up first, his eyebrows lifting in surprise that quickly shifted to curiosity. Quarter-zip kept his posture loose but alert, one elbow on the back of the bench, dark hazel eyes flicking between Marcus and me.

He looked hungry. Not performatively — the raw, unguarded hunger of a man staring at something he wants and can’t quite believe he’s been offered. His jaw was tight. His eyes moved from my face to my thighs to my husband and back again, as though checking the permission was real.

Marcus stopped a respectful distance away from the men and spoke quietly. I couldn’t hear the words, but I could read the shape of them on his lips and discern their meaning by the slight tilt of his head back toward me.

Caleb’s mouth curved into an immediate grin — eager, almost boyish. He leaned forward, elbows on knees, nodding once, then twice. Quarter-zip listened longer. His expression remained thoughtful, almost cautious. At one point, he glanced past Marcus straight at me. Our eyes locked. I didn’t smile. I simply held the gaze, letting him see the want plain on my face, the heat already creeping through my core, the way my chest rose and fell a little faster.

My panties were soaked, and the chamois leather protecting me from the saddle was getting damp. I could smell myself — a woman begging to be fucked.

His gaze dropped for a second — considering — then returned to Marcus. He asked something short. Marcus answered without hesitation:

“My wife wants you both. I’ll be right there with her. This is how we love each other.”

Caleb laughed once — soft, surprised, but delighted. Good. Quarter-zip studied my husband a moment longer, then nodded slowly. Something in his posture eased. He stood first. Caleb followed. Marcus turned back to me and gave the small nod that meant yes.

They were coming to fuck me.

We left the bikes locked to the fence and asked the ice cream guy to watch them. He smiled and nodded, looked at me, then the three men, then the woods. This wasn’t the first time a girl was fucked under that canopy cover.

I drooled, not from my mouth.

We walked together off the main path, down a narrow trail that wound into the thin strip of woods bordering the river. Dappled light fell through bare branches, turning the ground into shifting gold and shadow. The air smelled of wet earth, pine, and the faint mineral breath of the water still audible behind us.

I have few words for the feeling that moved through me every time my husband walked me toward other men. He was honoring me with his sacrifice. Loving me by giving me away. Offering my body to lovers who could satisfy me in ways he never would — so that watching them do it could satisfy him in ways I never could. It was a closed circle. Neither of us complete without the other’s incompleteness.

In a small clearing — flat ground ringed by young birch, a fallen log carpeted in lichen — we stopped. Caleb and Rowan stood facing us, and for a moment, nobody moved. They smiled. Looked sheepish. Glanced at Marcus. He nodded — consent, freely given, without hesitation. They required it. My cuckold gave it. And in that small exchange between three men and the woman standing naked in none of their minds yet, the contract was clear.

“I’m Caleb. This is Rowan.”

Rowan inclined his head. He was taller than I’d registered from the bench — six-one perhaps, lean through the shoulders, with the kind of quiet physical presence that occupied space without crowding it. His voice was low and unhurried.

“Hi, I’m Elena.”

“Hi.”

“Your husband says—”

“— I know.”

“No condoms?”

“None.”

“Shall we pull out?”

“Don’t you dare unless it’s your preference.”

“It isn’t.”

Marcus moved behind me, his hands settled lightly on my hips. Not possessive. Just present.

My bulls undressed me together without rush while my husband caressed me. Caleb’s fingers found the hem of my base layer and lifted it slowly over my head. Cool air rushed in — tingling and sharp against suddenly bare skin.

Gooseflesh raced across my ribs, and my pussy clenched around nothing — limbering.

Rowan took the shirt from Caleb’s hand, folded it neatly, and set it on the log. Caleb unzipped my softshell. Rowan eased my sports bra up and off — fabric dragging across nipples already tight from cold and want, sending a bright sting straight to my core. My breasts spilled free into the March air, the peaks tightening further until they ached.

Marcus’s arms came around me from behind, steadying me while they stripped me bare. Jeans came off next — unbuttoned, faded denim sliding down my thighs along with my underwear in one slow pull. Cool air kissed the slick heat between my legs. I stepped out in what felt like a moment — a door being unlocked. I caught my husband’s stare, saw his need was as intense as mine.

I was naked in the woods at three in the afternoon on a bike ride and about to be fucked.

I turned my head slightly and stared at Marcus. The warmth of his breath was intense, his expression grounding.

“During my period…”

The words left me before I’d planned them. Quiet. Almost lost in the birdsong.

Marcus’s arms stilled around me.

“Yes?”

“Only you. That part of me is yours, Marcus. Not theirs. Never theirs.”

His breath caught against the back of my neck. His arms tightened — not possessive, protective — drawing me closer into his chest, his heartbeat hard against my spine.

“Always, Elena.”

He pressed his lips to the curve of my shoulder and held them there. And in the silence that followed — two strangers waiting, my body bare and offered, the woods quiet around us — I understood that the sacred things were not the things you kept hidden. They were the things you chose to protect, even when everything else was given away.

Rowan knelt and untied my shoes, his fingers trembling, yet careful and deliberate, the laces whispering against themselves. When he slipped my ankle socks off, he pressed a single kiss to the arch of my left foot — warm mouth against cold skin while he stared at my husband. Not sexual — an acknowledgement of us. Something in the gesture made my breath catch. I filed it somewhere deep.

Marcus lifted me then. His hands gripping under my thighs, hoisting me until my back was flush against his chest, my weight entirely on him. My legs parted naturally, and the position opened me completely — cool forest air finding the wet heat between my thighs, the contrast making my clit throb once, hard.

I looked down, saw my pink nub, exposed, engorged, and slick like a jewel caught in stray beams. I inhaled — they all did, and I smelled the heat of a woman doing what Mother Nature intended.

My bulls stared, seeing now what they were about to own and ruin. I saw the look in their eyes, a glint of primordial need.

Caleb stepped between my legs, cupping my knees gently in his palms. Then he moved his hands, placing them over Marcus’s, where they gripped my thighs.

He grinned.

“Is that okay, buddy?”

“Better. Thank you.”

Caleb’s cock was already rock hard — thick, flushed, the head of his cock glistening with want that burned in my nostrils. He gripped the base, couldn’t join his fingers and thumbs around it, then he rubbed it along my slit, parting my swollen lips, coating himself in the slick that had been gathering at my entrance since the bench.

I gasped. He smiled, and Marcus kissed my ear, whispering.

“You’re amazing.”

“We are amazing.”

My lover swiped his cock gently up and down my slit — slow and deliberate — the sharp ridge of his crown catching my clit with every pass until I was whimpering, my cheek pressed against Marcus’s while I eyed my lover.

“How does he feel?”

Marcus’s voice was low in my ear.

“He hasn’t entered me yet — he’s teasing me. He’s so fucking thick though, Marcus.”

“Tell me when he enters you. I want to feel your stretch.”

Caleb pressed forward.

His cock head breached me — blunt, hot, stretching my entrance in slow increments.

“Now.”

“I can feel it. Your body… it’s…”

My pre-menstrual tenderness amplified everything. Every nerve inside my cunt was swollen and raw. I felt the ridge of his crown drag through my entrance, opening me. I felt the thick shaft following, its bulging, pulsing veins catching against walls that were tender and hypersensitive and soaked with want.

“He’s deep inside me now. Fuck… he’s stretching me wide.”

Marcus’s arms tightened around me. I felt him exhale against my neck — slow, deliberate, but controlled.

“I’ve got you, my love.”

Caleb sank his cock deeper inside me. Inch by inch until his hips pressed flush to mine, his cock buried to the hilt, filling me so completely that the pressure against my cervix made my thighs shake. The pre-period ache twisted into something bright and electric. Every ridge inside me was amplified — tender, swollen, singing.

“How does he compare?”

“Thicker than you. Not as long as Devon or Kwame, but the stretch is — fuck, Marcus — the stretch is perfect.”

“You needed this.”

“I did… I do. Fuck!”

“I need it too.”

My husband’s cock was hard against the small of my back. I felt it pulse through his jeans.

Caleb built his rhythm — fucking me with long, rolling strokes that dragged against every nerve. Each thrust rocked me backward into Marcus’s chest. Each withdrawal of his cock left a brief, aching emptiness that made me chase him with my hips and clench.

The wet sounds of my cunt taking him filled the clearing — obscene against the birdsong and the distant lap of the river.

“Tell me what you feel, Elena.”

“I feel full. So fucking full… and stretched. Every stroke of his cock — I can feel every vein pressing against my walls like he’s signing his name inside. My whole body is so sensitive today, Marcus. The tenderness makes everything louder.”

“I can hear it. The sounds you’re making — you never make those sounds for me.”

“I know.”

The honesty of it landed between us — not cruel, just true, the particular truth that powered everything we’d become. My husband held me while another man’s cock found places inside me that his never reached, and the joy in his voice when he whispered against my ear was the same radiant, helpless compersion I’d first seen in a Zurich sauna.

“Cum for me, Elena. Cum on his cock while I hold you.”

I gripped my husband’s forearms, finding Caleb’s fingers there, holding tightly too. My lover used my husband’s body to fuck me deeper and harder. The beauty of that sent flutters up my pussy. My nails dug half-moons into their skin. Neither man flinched, each determined on their path.

My orgasm built fast — too fast, the pre-menstrual sensitivity telescoping everything — and when it broke, it ripped through me sharp and sudden. I cried Marcus’s name into the trees. Not Caleb’s. My cunt clenched hard around the cock inside me, milking it in tight, rhythmic spasms.

“I want your cum, Caleb.”

Caleb groaned — low, guttural.

“I’m going to cum inside you.”

“Do it. My husband wants to taste you.”

Caleb buried his cock to the hilt and came — thick, hot pulses flooding deep inside me, each jet prolonging the aftershocks that still rolled through my cunt. I felt every throb of his cock against my tender walls. Felt his seed pooling warm and heavy where my cervix met his crown.

And all the way through, my husband held me safely above the forest floor, kissing me through every shudder, every jerk of my lover’s cock, every squirt of his seed that filled me. Marcus planted soft puddles of love across my shoulder even as Caleb’s cum leaked from me and pattered on the leaves below.

When my lover eased his cock out, the sudden emptiness made me gasp. His cum followed — a slow, warm trickle sliding down my inner thigh, catching the cool air while a long, thick rope of it drooled.

Marcus lowered me carefully until my feet found the soft ground. Then he knelt.

Right there on the forest floor, with leaf litter under his knees, he pressed his mouth to my cunt and licked — one long, slow, reverent stroke from my entrance to my clit that gathered everything Caleb had left behind. The taste of another man on his tongue. The ritual that had become ours. I threaded my fingers into his hair and held him there while he cleaned me with the devotion that undid me more completely than any cock ever could.

“I love you.”

“I love you too, Elena.”

He murmured it against my clit, the vibration sending one last shudder through me. Then he rose, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and turned me gently in his arms.

I was facing him now, my palms flat on his chest, feeling the steady thunder of his heart through his jacket. His eyes were wet at the corners. That same joy. That same helpless, radiant love and that same dilemma that burned.

We needed that.

Rowan stepped behind me.

His hands settled on my hips — lighter than Caleb’s, careful in a way I noticed. He looked over my shoulder at Marcus, a silent question, and my husband nodded.

Rowan entered me from behind in one smooth, careful glide. His cock was longer than Caleb’s, thinner but curved — the angle pressing him against the front wall of my fluttering cunt in a way that made my breath catch. I was still slick with Caleb’s seed and my own arousal, and the sound his cock made entering me was wet and shameless and beautiful.

“Oh god.”

“Tell me everything, Elena.”

“He’s curved — he’s hitting that spot. The one Lars found in Zurich. The one you’ve never quite —”

I stopped. Marcus’s expression didn’t falter.

“Say it. All of it.”

“The one you’ve never reached. He’s pressing right against it with every stroke. I feel his crown bulging. I feel—”

“Yes?”

Marcus licked his lips. His expression comforted me. I wasn’t afraid anymore.

“I feel his pulse inside… his heart beating into me.”

“Good. I want you to feel things I can’t give you.”

I kissed him then. Slow and deep, tasting Caleb’s cum still faintly on his tongue, while Rowan fucked me from behind with a patience and precision that felt almost studied. His hands didn’t grip hard. Didn’t bruise. They stroked my sides, my lower back, his thumbs tracing my spine as though learning me. Every thrust pushed me forward into Marcus’s chest. Every withdrawal left me aching to be filled again.

Rowan leaned back and bent his knees slightly, taking me deeper, scraping his cock head inside me, sending sparks up my spine. Caleb helped, lending both hands to clench my cheeks and spread them. Every millimeter mattered.

I broke the kiss just enough to speak against my husband’s mouth.

“I love you more in these moments than any other. I love you for holding me while another man is inside me and fucking me — for wanting me to feel things you can’t give me.”

Marcus’s eyes shone.

“I love you more than I know how to say, Elena.”

Rowan’s rhythm stayed unhurried. He fucked me with long, deliberate glides that let every sensation linger and build. His hand slid around my hip, fingers finding my clit, rubbing it with gentle circling pressure. Not frantic — just enough. The combination — the curved cock dragging my G-spot with every stroke, the soft friction on my clit, my ass cheeks spread wide, Marcus’s heartbeat steady under my palms — coiled tighter and tighter inside me until I felt the gathering pressure spread outward from my core, warming my thighs, my belly, and my chest.

This was the last time purely for fun.

The thought arrived unbidden and settled heavily. Tomorrow, my period would come, and Marcus would have me to himself for a week — his mouth, his cock, his hands reclaiming every inch of me the way he always did. Our week. Sacred and closed.

But after the bleeding stopped, he would step back. Not because I asked him to. Because he chose it. My husband had decided that when my body was fertile and ready, the only cum inside me would belong to the men who could give us what he couldn’t. He wouldn’t dilute their seed with his own. He wouldn’t crowd the space where our baby might begin.

It was the most Marcus thing he had ever done — finding a way to be present in the conception by making himself absent from my body. Giving up access to me so that every drop counted. Every load mattered. Every man who fucked me during my fertile window carried the full weight of possibility, undiminished.

His sacrifice was the architecture. Their seed was the material. The baby would be built from both.

But that moment was not yet. Today was the last purely recreational fuck of my life. The last time a stranger’s seed inside me meant nothing more than pleasure and compersion and my husband’s joy.

I held Marcus’s gaze and let it break me open.

The orgasm rose like a slow tide — no sudden snap, just a gathering wave that crested and rolled through me in long, shuddering pulses. I buried my face in Marcus’s neck and moaned his name into his skin — soft, broken, reverent — while my cunt fluttered and clenched around Rowan’s cock. He pressed deep and held there, throbbing, his thumb still circling my clit, letting me ride every aftershock.

Then Rowan came deep inside me. Quietly. A low groan against my shoulder, his hips pressing flush, warmth flooding deep to mix with what Caleb had already left. I felt every pulse. Felt my lover’s seed join another man’s in the place that would soon carry a different meaning entirely.

He stayed a moment. Breathing against my shoulder blade, his eyes finding my husband’s over my shoulder — something passing between them that I couldn’t name but felt in my chest. Then he eased his cock out with care, and the double load began its slow descent — warm, viscous, sliding down my inner thighs as I stood between my husband and the March air.

Marcus knelt again. His mouth found me a second time — gentler now, slower, lapping the mingled seed of both men with closed eyes and an expression I wanted to memorize. He puckered his lips, sealed my gaping hole, and sucked, drawing a long rope of cum from somewhere deep inside me. I shuddered, my fingers threading into his hair, holding him there while he cleaned me with the devotion that undid me more completely than any cock ever could.

Rowan watched from a few steps back, pulling on his quarter-zip, his face carrying something I could only describe as respect.

When Marcus rose, he cupped my face in both hands and kissed me. I tasted everything — pistachio, cum, forest air, but mostly love. All of it braided together on his tongue.

We dressed in near silence. I had leaves in my hair, bark imprinted faintly on my palms. Caleb laughed — soft, and friendly — as he zipped his hoodie.

“That was incredible. You two are something else. Not something I’d do regularly, but… thank you.”

He shook Marcus’s hand. Then mine. Walked back toward the path without looking back.

Rowan lingered.

He stood with his hands in his pockets, weight easy on one hip, watching us both. Up close, his face had a quietness to it that went beyond temperament — something settled, as though he’d made peace with large decisions a long time ago and carried the calm of that forward.

“I’ve thought about donating before. Not raising a child — that’s not my path. But contributing to one, for the right people…”

He trailed off. Not pushing. Not asking. Just leaving the words where they fell.

I noticed the way his eyes rested on Marcus — not on me. He studied my husband the way a man studies something he’s deciding to trust. Whatever he found there, it satisfied him.

Marcus and I both registered it. His stillness wasn’t only physical. Though his hands were beautiful — long-fingered and careful — it was the patience in him that stayed with me. The way he’d checked with Marcus before entering me. The way he’d kissed my foot. The way he’d let me set the pace without once imposing his own.

Rowan leaned forward and handed my husband a business card.

He gave us a small smile.

“If you ever want to talk about it, you have my number now.”

Then he was gone, his footsteps fading into the dappled light until the woods held only birdsong and the quiet lap of the river.

The ride home stayed quiet at first. My thighs were sticky against the saddle, my cunt tender with the pleasant ache of two men’s cocks and the dull pre-period cramp reasserting itself beneath the afterglow. Then the nursery conversation picked up exactly where it had left off, as naturally as breathing.

“Still sage, Elena?”

“Still sage. And maybe a mobile above the crib. Something with stars.”

We pedaled into the late-afternoon sun, debating wall colors and star mobiles as though we hadn’t just been naked in the woods with two strangers whose cum was still warm inside me and still fresh on my husband’s lips.

Tomorrow my period would come. The day after that, everything would change. Then it would change again.

Inside our front door, Marcus set the bikes in the hall, turned to me, and smiled.

“Paint rollers are in the closet. Swatches are on the kitchen table.”

I laughed — full, easy, the deep kind that comes from somewhere below the ribs — and went to get them.

We stood in the soon-to-be nursery. He with the roller. Me holding up color cards against the bare wall. Both of us knew what waited on the other side of tomorrow.

The future felt enormous. Close. Entirely ours.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

Elena’s Point of View

My period came the next morning, right on schedule, as though my body had been holding the door open just long enough for the woods and the ice cream and the two men whose names I was already filing into the particular drawer where I kept things that mattered more than they should.

Marcus brought me tea and toast in bed. Earl Grey, splash of oat milk, no sugar. He set it on the nightstand and climbed back under the comforter, pressing his chest to my spine, one arm heavy and warm across my waist. His hand found my belly — low, deliberate, resting over the cramp.

“How bad is it?”

“Manageable. The usual first-day ache.”

“Good.”

He kissed the back of my neck. Not a kiss that led anywhere. A kiss that said I’m here and this week is ours, and I don’t need anything else.

The sacred week. That was what we’d started calling it without ever formally naming it — the five or six days when my body bled, and the lifestyle stepped back, and Marcus was the only man who touched me. Not because of rules. Because of want. Because the tenderness of those days belonged to us in a way I couldn’t share and didn’t want to.

It hadn’t always been this way. Before Switzerland — before the sauna, before the lifestyle, before any of it — my period had been a door closing. The monthly confirmation that Marcus’s body couldn’t do what bodies were supposed to do, arriving with cramps and a quiet that settled over him like weather. He never said anything. He didn’t have to. I’d find him standing at the kitchen window with his coffee gone cold, or notice the way his hand would drift toward my belly and then stop, as though touching the failure would make it more real. We’d been gentle with each other during those weeks, but it was the gentleness of people trying not to break something already cracked.

Now the crack had healed into something I hadn’t expected. Not a scar — a hinge. My period meant the window was closed, the lifestyle paused, and Marcus was mine alone. The absence of possibility had become its own kind of fullness. The stress I used to read in his shoulders during those days was gone, replaced by something I could only call relief — not relief that I wasn’t pregnant, but relief that for five or six days, he didn’t have to share me with the architecture of what we’d built. He could just love me. Simply. The way he had before he discovered that his love was large enough to include the world.

My husband would enter me slowly on the second or third night, both of us slick and warm, the mess of it binding us closer than any clean sheet ever could. He’d whisper my name against my collarbone, and I’d hold him with both arms and both legs, and the world outside our bed would cease to exist entirely.

That week, we painted the nursery.

Sage.

Just as we’d decided on the ride. Marcus rolled the first stripe onto the east wall at seven in the morning while I stood in the doorway wearing his old college t-shirt, holding my mug with both hands, watching the color bloom across bare plaster. It was softer than the swatch had promised — more breath than leaf, the kind of green that wouldn’t argue with morning light.

“It’s perfect, Marcus.”

He stepped back, roller poised, and studied the wall the way he studied everything — carefully, without rushing to judgment.

“It is. Lila Rose is going to love it.”

“You’ve decided we’re having a girl.”

“I’ve decided nothing. I’m manifesting.”

I laughed. He grinned. A fleck of sage paint sat on his jaw like a small declaration of intent.

“We’ll have both — eventually.”

We spent three evenings on that room. He did the rolling while I cut in the edges with a steady hand and a two-inch brush, both of us working in the easy silence of people who’d long since stopped needing to fill every quiet with conversation. I assembled the crib on the fourth night — Allen wrench, wordless Swedish instructions, one moment of genuine fury at a dowel that refused to seat — while Marcus sat cross-legged on the floor, handing me parts and reading the manual upside down.

“You’re holding it wrong, Elena.”

“I’m holding it the way the picture shows.”

“The picture is wrong.”

“The picture is from the manufacturer.”

“The manufacturer has never assembled a crib at ten o’clock at night with a woman who won’t admit the dowel goes the other way.”

I turned the dowel. It seated perfectly. Marcus said nothing. His silence was louder than any told-you-so, and I loved him ferociously for the restraint.

The crib stood against the east wall by midnight. White oak, clean lines, the kind of design that looked simple until you noticed the joinery. Marcus hung the mobile the next day — hand-sewn felt stars in navy and cream that I’d ordered from a woman in Vermont who made everything by hand and shipped it wrapped in tissue paper and dried lavender.

We stood in the finished nursery on the last night of my period. His arm around my shoulders, my head against his chest, both of us staring at the empty crib with the stars turning slowly above it in the draft from the heating vent.

The room was ready. The room had been ready for weeks, if I was honest. What wasn’t ready was us — or rather, what wasn’t ready was the particular shape of courage it would take to stop calling this a lifestyle and start calling it a plan.

Marcus spoke first.

“Sophia called today.”

My breath stopped for a beat. Not from surprise — I’d been expecting it the way you expect weather you’ve watched building on the horizon.

“And?”

“She’s moved things forward. A retreat. Five couples, all wanting what we want.”

“Breeding?”

The word sat between us like a stone dropped into still water. I watched the ripples.

“A villa on the Algarve coast, fully private, staffed, discreet. Established couples only — no tourists, no curiosity seekers. Three days in April, during—”

“During my fertile window?”

“Yes.”

“How did she know?”

“She reached out to me. Wanted to talk, to explain to the men what would happen, medical tests beforehand. We’ll be given a file that contains medical details for all the men. No names. It’s for—”

“Our baby’s health?”

“Yes.”

Sophia Chen had been part of our world since Club Eros in Zurich — sharp, elegant, unapologetic. She ran these gatherings with the precision of a diplomat and the warmth of a woman who understood that what happened inside them was sacred, whether the rest of the world agreed or not. Her invitation wasn’t casual. It was a threshold. Cross it, and we weren’t playing anymore.

“Tell me what you’re thinking, Marcus.”

He was quiet for a long time. His thumb traced slow circles on my shoulder — the anchoring gesture I’d learned to read like a second language.

“I’m thinking that we built a nursery this week. I’m thinking that the crib is standing there waiting for someone to sleep in it. I’m thinking that every month we wait is a month I spend knowing the answer and not saying it.”

“What’s the answer?”

“That I want this. That I’ve wanted it since before the sauna. That watching you with other men isn’t just something I can live with, Elena — it’s something I need. And if one of them gives us a child...” He paused. Swallowed. “If one of them gives us a child, that child is ours. Not theirs. Ours. And I will love it the way I love you. Completely. Without condition. Without ever once wishing it had come from me instead.”

My eyes burned. I pressed my face harder into his chest.

“You’re sure?”

“I’m sure.”

“Because once we go to the Algarve, we can’t unknow what it feels like. The spontaneous things — the sauna, the canal, Devon, Kwame, and the woods — those happened to us. This would be something we chose. Deliberately. With intent.”

“I know.”

“You’d be watching men try to get me pregnant, Marcus. Not just fuck me. Not just fill me. Actually try to put a baby inside me. That’s different.”

“I know it’s different.”

“How?”

He pulled back enough to look at me. His eyes were wet at the corners — not grief, not doubt, that same radiant, helpless thing I’d first seen in Zurich when he’d watched a stranger enter me and discovered that the feeling flooding his chest wasn’t loss but love so large it needed someone else’s body to hold it all.

“Because everything until now has been about pleasure. Yours, mine, theirs. Beautiful, real, ours. But this—”

He touched my belly. Flat, warm, waiting.

“This is about making something that outlives all of us. And I want to be the man who holds you while it happens. I want to be the man who watches your face when the seed that takes hold takes hold. I want to be the first person our child sees when he or she opens their eyes, and I want that child to know — every single day of its life — that it was made inside a circle of love so complete that a mother who needed more than one man to hold it all found a father who loved her enough to build that circle around her.”

I couldn’t speak.

Marcus held me. The stars turned above the empty crib. Somewhere outside, the March wind pressed against the windows, and the world kept its ordinary shape while ours remade itself in a sage-green room that smelled of fresh paint and lavender.

“Call Sophia.”

“Already did. I told her we’d think about it.”

“Tell her we’ve thought about it.”

Marcus smiled. Not the grin from the paint fleck or the crib assembly. Something quieter. Something that carried the weight of every choice we’d made since Switzerland and every choice we were about to make in Portugal.

“I’ll call her in the morning.”

“Call her now.”

He kissed me — slow, deep, his hands framing my face the way they did when he wanted me to feel held from every direction at once. I tasted the salt of his tears on his lips and knew he tasted mine.

He left the nursery to make the call.

I stayed.

I stood alone in the room we’d built for a child we hadn’t conceived yet, in the home we’d made out of honesty and sacrifice and a kind of love that most people would never understand and didn’t need to.

The crib waited.

The stars turned.

My period would end tomorrow. My body would begin its slow, ancient preparation — the egg descending, the lining thickening, the window opening. And this time, when the window opened, we would walk through it together. Not in a forest with strangers. Not in a sauna with tourists. In a villa on the Algarve coast with people who understood what we were, surrounded by the Portuguese light and the particular silence of couples who had stopped explaining themselves to the world.

Rowan’s business card sat in the drawer of my nightstand. I hadn’t looked at it since the canal. I didn’t think Marcus had either. It wasn’t time yet. Maybe it would never be time. Or maybe it would be exactly the right time, later, when the retreat was behind us, and the pregnancy test sat on the bathroom counter, and we needed someone whose patience and care we already trusted.

But that was later.

Tonight was the threshold. And we had crossed it the way we crossed everything — together, eyes open, hearts hammering, Marcus’s hand steady in mine.

I turned off the nursery light and went to find my husband.
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