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Chapter I

She knew it was coming before he said a word.

That was the thing about eight years — you learned the tells. The way his hand found the back of her neck first, not her waist. The way his voice dropped half a register when he wanted her to know this was that kind of night. The slight shift in his breathing that she'd clocked without meaning to, filed away somewhere below conscious thought until her body had started responding to it before her brain caught up. Her pussy was already getting moist and he hadn't said anything yet. Just his hand at her neck, and his mouth near her ear, and the particular quality of the silence before he started.

She was already wet.

His voice was low, right against her ear.

"Tell me what you'd do if I wasn't the only one."

Her pussy clenched hard the moment the words landed. That was what months of this did — conditioned her until the sentence itself was enough, until just the shape of it in his voice hit her between the legs like a switch being thrown. They’d both walked through the door less than an hour ago, still in their work clothes, her pencil skirt and his button-down, the day not even fully off them yet. One glass of cold wine each, the bottle still on the kitchen counter, dinner not started, the sun not quite down. No kids to negotiate around, no schedule to check, nothing between them and whatever they wanted to do next. This was the part of their life they’d never apologised for — coming home to each other and going straight here, still dressed, still smelling like the office, the evening not even started yet. Her thigh-highs were still on, the lacy tops pressing soft into her upper thighs where she sat across his lap, skirt rucked up, blouse open. She hadn’t taken her heels off. She never did anymore, not when they started like this.

"I'd let him have me," she said. "However, he wanted."

Nathan's hand slid from her neck, down her side, and found her thigh. Stopped just at the lace. He did that every time — found the exact edge where the stocking ended and her bare skin began, fingers pressing into that strip of soft flesh above the lacy top like it was the most interesting place on her body. She'd started anticipating it. Started feeling the ghost of his fingers there before he touched her, her skin already sensitised, already wanting the pressure. The contrast between the nylon and the warmth above it had become its own trigger. He knew that. He used it intentionally.

"Yeah?" Still low, still even. "Where?"

"Our bed." Without thinking, because it was always true. Their room, their sheets, the lamp on the left still on because she hated the dark. "Or wherever he wanted. I'd let him decide."

Nathan's fingers moved. Not far. Just enough.

She was already wet. She was always wet by the time he got here, had been since the first time he'd tried it — back when she'd assumed it was just a kink, just dirty talk, just the pressure valve men needed sometimes. She worked in HR. She knew that what people wanted and what people actually did were two different territories separated by everything they were too afraid to cross. She'd been so sure Nathan was the same.

She'd been wrong about Nathan.

She'd loved the game from the start — the filth of it, the low pleasant taboo, lying there letting him whisper while his hands worked. She was good at performing. Good at reading rooms and layering on the right sounds, the right words, the responses that made the scene land. She'd done it well. He'd never known she was performing.

The first time she didn't have to perform, she kind of almost told him.

Three glasses of wine in, his voice in her ear for the second time that week, and the image he'd painted had gotten into her differently — a stranger's hands spreading her open, her husband in the corner watching his wife take it, herself so wet she was dripping for someone who wasn't him. Something had cracked open. She'd come so hard she'd had to muffle herself with the pillow, her whole body shaking, Nathan still talking low against her neck, not knowing that what was actually getting her there was the thought of him watching her get used by another man. Afterwards she'd lain there with her heart hammering, thinking: oh. So that's what that is.

She hadn't said anything. She'd filed it and told herself it was just the wine.

It wasn't just the wine.

The second time she'd thought about it without him. Alone in the shower picturing herself on her knees for a stranger while Nathan watched from the doorway, unable to do anything but look. In the car, thighs pressed together at a red light, imagining herself bent over their bed while her husband sat in the chair in the corner, hard and throbbing, watching another man fuck her the way a sweet and kind man like Nathan, who she still loved so desperately, never quite could. That was the part she kept circling back to — she still loved him, stupidly and completely, and she had no idea what that meant for any of this. She was no virgin when she met Nathan, back in the day, she was what today’s youngsters call wild. She had her share of fun, but getting married was supposed to be the laid-back, quieter time, not what her husband was getting her riled up about now. She'd gotten wet at her desk on a normal afternoon at work, imagining herself spread out and taken and Nathan's face — that specific expression, the one she'd started clocking, the one that was equal parts destroyed and desperate — watching every second of it. She'd told herself it was just the residue of his voice from last night, the kink bleeding over.

She'd stopped lying to herself about it around month four.

She imagined herself like a whore for another man while her husband watched, and she got soaking wet every time, full stop. Not despite Nathan being there — because  of it. Because something about her husband watching her get thoroughly, properly fucked by someone bigger and younger and harder hit a frequency in her she hadn't known existed before he'd started this game. She'd stopped being unsettled by that and started being curious about one thing only: whether Nathan was still pretending this was just fantasy, or whether he'd already crossed the same line she had without telling her.

She'd been reading his face long enough to know every version of it — and this wasn't one she'd seen before.

But here with his fingers working slow circles against her clit through her underwear, she was done with the contemplation. She was done with the careful distance of it. She knew what this was.

"Tell me who baby," he whispered against her ear.

She let her head drop back against his shoulder. His fingers slipped inside her underwear and she was so wet he went straight to where she needed him. She pressed into his hand and felt the lace of her thigh-high top bite slightly against her skin as she shifted — that familiar edge, always there, always the same.

"Someone big," she said. Thicker than she meant it to. "Someone who looks at me like he already knows what he's going to do."

"Does someone look at you like that?"

She smiled slowly. "It won’t be difficult to find one. We'll figure that part out."

Nathan's fingers pressed in and the conversation stopped mattering for a while. All these years, and he still knew exactly what to do with her. Patient, deliberate Nathan who never rushed the good parts, who'd paid attention with the focused investment of a man who understood the return was worth it. Funny, self-deprecating Nathan who made her snort wine at dinner parties — Nathan in their bedroom was something else entirely.

She came with the lacy tops of her thigh-highs still perfectly in place, his fingers working her through it, his voice low against her ear: good girl, let me hear it, there you are.  She was loud. She'd never seen the point of being otherwise.

He pulled her back against him and she felt him — already hard and ready, pressing against her, he'd gotten himself free at some point while she was still shaking through the first one — and he didn't rush it. Just held her there for a moment, his mouth finding the side of her neck, his hands moving slow over her hips like he was relearning the shape of her as he lifted her skirt way past her hips. Then he pushed inside her, easy and deep, and she was still sensitive, still clenching around him, and he made a low sound against her skin and stayed there a beat before he started to move. Slow. The way he did when the performance was over, and it was just them. His hands on her hips. His cock filling her. His breathing going ragged. Somewhere in the middle of it the fantasy ran through her head the way it always did — a stranger, a room, Nathan watching — and she tightened around him deliberately and heard him groan and push deeper and she smiled at the ceiling.

He finished. The held breath of it, pressing deep and stilling.

They lay there.

The lamp on the left threw its warm light across the ceiling. The lacy tops of her thigh-highs were still exactly where they'd been at the start — they always survived, held up better than she did. Sixty dollars a pair, these ones. The good Italian lace that stayed put and didn't run and felt like nothing against her skin. She'd switched to them almost five years ago, the Friday after Nathan had told her — with the particular sincerity of a man finally saying something he'd been sitting on for a while — that there was something about her in stockings that did things to him he couldn't fully explain. She'd gone out that weekend and spent more on underwear than she ever had in her life and had ever since on her lingerie runs. Worth every cent on nights like this. She was warm and blissed out, and her brain was running at a frequency that had nothing to do with sleep.

Nathan didn't laugh.

That was it. The signal she knew, the thing she'd been waiting for without admitting she was waiting. The laugh at the end — the small release valve of it, the reset. That was good, here's the water, do you want something to eat?  The laugh that meant the fantasy had done its job and they were returning to themselves.

He was quiet. His breathing deliberate.

She asked, "You're not going to make a joke?"

"No."

She sat up and looked at him. His face was open in a way it usually wasn't — the jaw-set for a bad case was gone, the eye-brightness before a punchline was gone. This was the face from very serious conversations, the ones he didn't start unless he'd already decided something.

"How long have you been seriously thinking about this?" she asked.

"Long enough to know I mean it."

Not performing. Just saying the thing.

She was quiet. She was aware of how she looked — hair loose, blouse open, the lacy tops of her thigh-highs sitting exactly where they always sat, her panties still pushed aside, her body still warm from him. Nathan was watching her with his full attention, nothing hedged. His cock was still hard.

She thought: this changes everything.  She knew it. She sat with it for exactly one breath. There was still a version of tonight where she laughed it off and he laughed it off and they went to make dinner, and it stayed a game like it had been for the last few months. That version was still available. She could take it.

She didn't want it.

"Nathan, I want to too," she said.

Something moved through his expression. Not surprise — the absence of surprise was the whole thing — but an arrival. A door he'd been outside for a long time finally opening.

"Yeah?" Rough at the edges.

"I kept telling myself it was just the Madonna-whore thing — men do that, they need their wife to be both." She paused. "And then I told myself even if it wasn't, it was just something you wanted to play with in your head. That you'd never actually—"

"I'd actually."

"I know that now." She'd known for months. She'd needed to hear it said outside the game, in real light, both of them finished and clear-headed and still sitting with it. "So we're doing this?"

"If you want to."

Her pussy clenched at nothing but the words. Just the decision sitting there between them, real and solid.

"I want to," she said. "I want you to watch me with another man."

Nathan's cock twitched against her hip. His hand found her thigh — high, where she was still warm and wet above the lace, and rested there with the careful stillness of a man who didn't trust what his hand would do if he let it move.

"Tell me what that looks like," he said. Low and deliberate. The voice, even now.

"I go to him. Or he comes here. You're in the room." She held his gaze. "You watch me get undressed for him. You watch him put his hands on me. You watch me get on my knees for him and you watch me enjoy every second of it." She felt her own pulse in her throat saying it out loud — the image so clear and so specific it was almost embarrassing. Herself on their bed, another man over her, Nathan in the chair in the corner watching his wife want someone else. "He's bigger than you. We both know it. And I let him have me however he wants."

"Let him what?"

His voice had gone very quiet. She knew what that meant.

"Everything." She let the word sit. "Everything he wants, everything I want. His hands all over me, his mouth wherever he wants it, his cock filling me the way he wants to fill me — all of it, every bit of it — while you sit there watching your wife get fucked by someone else, hard and close to cumming and not able to do a single thing about it."

His fingers pressed into the soft skin above her stocking top.

"Okay," he said. He was the hardest she'd ever seen him after just finishing.

"Okay?"

"We're doing this. Rules first — everything we're both comfortable with, nothing we're not. Agreed on before anything happens."

"Agreed."

"And I want to know who."

"We'll figure that out." She slid off the bed and found her footing in her heels. Didn't rush. Smoothed her skirt down and let him look. "Tonight we just know it's real."

She walked to the bathroom. Didn't close the door all the way.

She ran the water warm and stood at the sink and looked at herself — hair loose, blouse still open, the lacy tops of her thigh-highs sitting right where they always sat, same as when the day started. Her cheeks were flushed. She could still feel the wet warmth of Nathan between her legs. She looked like a woman who'd just come twice and was already thinking about the next time.

And she thought about the time when it would be because of someone else.

She was wet again just thinking about it. Just from having said the words out loud and watching Nathan's face. Just from the fact that it was real now, decided, not a game anymore.

Behind her, through the gap in the door, she could hear Nathan. Not moving. Just breathing.

She looked at herself for a long moment. The same face. The same woman. Except something had shifted behind her eyes — something she recognised from the first time the fantasy had stopped being pretend. A door that didn't close back.

She wasn't the same woman who'd sat down on his lap tonight.

She touched the lace top of her thigh-high, just lightly, with two fingers. Straightened it where it didn't need straightening.

Then she smiled at herself in the mirror.


Chapter II

Three days.

It had been three days since the decision, and Tiffany was wet before she'd finished getting dressed.

She was pulling her thigh-highs on in the bathroom mirror when the thought arrived. Not a fantasy. Not the soft unfocused version she'd been circling for months, the one with blurred edges and plausible deniability. This has been a definitive one, finally. She had both hands smoothing the lace top up her left thigh — sixty dollars, the Italian ones, the good lace that sat exactly where it was put and didn't move — and the image that came held its shape.

Herself, in exactly this. Thigh-highs. Lingerie. Heels. Nothing else.

Standing in front of a man who was looking at her like he was already deciding where he wanted her first. The particular certainty of a man who was looking at her in her thigh-highs and her heels and nothing else, already seeing what he was going to do to her and in what order. His hands not on her yet. Not needing to be yet. Just looking — and behind her, in the chair, Nathan. Still. Watching his wife stand there and be looked at like that. Not moving. Not allowed to move. Just sitting with his cock hard in his hands as another man was looking at his wife like she was something he was about to have.

She smoothed the lace top up her right thigh and her panties were already pressed wet against her. Three days of this. Every morning since the decision, this was the image arriving before she was fully dressed, her pussy wet against fabric she'd only just put on. She pressed her thighs together, fighting to not touch herself, while Nathan was downstairs making coffee. This was how her mornings were now.

She buttoned her blouse, stepped into her heels, checked the mirror once. Composed from the collar up. From the waist down she was soaked and thinking about a man who didn’t even have a face yet.

Downstairs, Nathan handed her the coffee without being asked. She came in dressed and his eyes went to her legs the way they always did — that pause before they came up to her face — except this morning the pause had a different quality to it. She was wearing the same thigh-highs she wore every day. He was looking at them like he was already imagining someone else doing the same.

She took the coffee. He looked up.

Neither of them said anything.

She kissed him on the cheek on the way out and he let his hand slide down to her ass and squeeze — slow, possessive, fingers pressing into the pencil skirt like he was reminding himself exactly what was underneath it — and held it there a beat longer than a goodbye touch had any business being before he let go.

She was wet the whole drive in.

***

Two days later. On an evening in the middle of the week. A wine bar three blocks from the office, low-lit and warm, the kind of place that served good burgundy by the glass and played nothing too loud. Julia from Legal was turning thirty-eight and a group of them had colonised the back corner — eight women and two husbands who'd been brought along and sat with the patient goodwill of men who understood the assignment - designated drivers.

Tiffany was on her second glass of burgundy, standing at the high table with Claire from her team, fully present, perfectly composed, nodding at the right intervals, contributing the right number of words to a conversation about a terrible renovation contractor Claire's sister had hired.

Underneath that: the image had been sitting low in her belly for forty minutes, fixed and specific.

A man at the bar lifted his jacket off the back of a stool and the stretch of his shirt across his shoulders was enough — just that, just the specific geometry of it, her body answering before her brain had anything to say about it. Then he said something to the woman next to him. Two words. Come here.  Quiet enough that Tiffany shouldn't have been able to hear it from where she was standing. She heard it anyway. The woman — put-together, older than Tiffany herself, the kind of woman who looked like she didn't take instruction from anyone — closed her mouth mid-sentence, turned, and went to him. No hesitation. No performance of reluctance. Just turned and went, like her body had already decided before she had.

Tiffany watched that happen and felt her pussy clench so hard she had to look back at Claire and say something normal with her mouth while her head was somewhere else entirely.

Not on the man anymore. Just the way the woman had gone to him. The complete absence of resistance in it — and underneath that, the specific thought that had been sitting in her chest for three days: that she was going to be that woman. Not for a stranger at a bar. For a man in a room her husband had agreed to sit in the corner of and watch. A man with his hands on her hips. Her face against the sheets, her ass in the air. Nathan in the chair behind them, his cock hard and throbbing out in the open, watching another man hold his wife open and fuck her exactly the way she'd been asking to be fucked.

She would be wet before he touched her. She already knew that. She'd be wet the moment he looked at her in that room, the moment he put his hands on her shoulders and pushed her toward the bed, the moment she got on her knees for him with Nathan watching — and she was going to let him use her mouth first if he wanted, was going to let him take his time and have her however he decided to have her. Nathan was going to sit in that chair with his cock hard and his hands on his knees and watch his wife take it. Not touching himself. She wanted him horny and edged the whole way through — she needed him to last, needed him watching every second of it, and if his hands wandered there was no guarantee of either.

Nathan would watch her mouth. Watch her face when she stopped performing and started actually feeling it — that specific moment, the one she'd described to him in the dark and that he'd never seen, the moment she stopped being composed and became something else entirely. That was what he was going to see from that chair. That was what she was going to give him.

"—absolute nightmare, she had to rip out the entire—"

"God, that's awful," Tiffany said. She took a sip of her wine. Her thighs were pressed together under her pencil skirt, the lace tops of her thigh-highs sitting exactly where they always sat, and she was so wet she could feel it.

She excused herself ten minutes later. The bathroom was single-occupancy, clean, warm light. She ran cold water over her wrists and looked at herself in the mirror.

Different mirror. Different light. She was flushed across the cheekbones — the wine, if anyone asked, though it wasn't the wine. Her skirt hadn't moved. Her thigh-highs were exactly where they should be. She looked like a woman at a colleague's birthday drinks who'd slipped away for two minutes and would be back shortly.

She looked at herself for a long moment.

Then she took her phone out and texted Nathan three words.

Coming home soon.

The love of her life would know.

***

He knew.

She could tell from the way he was still awake when she got in — not waiting, not performing waiting, just not asleep. Sitting at the kitchen table with his laptop open and a glass of wine he'd barely touched. He looked up when she came in. She put her bag on the counter and stepped out of her heels and stood there in her skirt and blouse and thigh-highs on their kitchen floor and he closed the laptop.

"We should talk about how this works," he said.

Not: how was your night , not do you want a glass . Straight to it. She pulled out the chair across from him and sat, and the rules conversation arrived without ceremony.

In the room.  Always — he said it first and flat and her pussy clenched before he'd moved to the next one. Not a preference. A need. She said yes before he finished.

No overnights.  She comes home after. She felt that one low and specific — the possessive sting underneath it, the fact that he needed her back in their bed when it was done. She nodded.

She sets the pace on the night.  He said this one to the table, not to her. She watched his jaw while he said it and pressed her thighs together under her skirt.

She can stop it at any point.  Full stop, no questions. They deal with it after. She nodded again.

Nathan gets one call-off. Before contact only.  The escape hatch. He said it carefully, every word placed, and she watched his hands stay flat on the table while he said it and felt herself get wetter.

Once contact has happened, they see it through.

He said that one last and she sat with it for exactly one breath — the image arriving fully formed, Nathan in that chair watching another man finish inside his wife — and her pussy clenched so hard she had to keep her face neutral.

"Okay," she said, when he'd finished. "Those are good."

"You'd add anything?"

"Those cover it for now." A small smile. "We'll see what comes up."

He nodded. His wine sat untouched. His hands were flat on the table and still.

The silence ran longer than it needed to. She watched him sit in it — watched something move behind his eyes, something working itself toward the surface that wasn't a rule, wasn't logistics, wasn't the composed version of Nathan who'd just laid out five terms without his voice shifting once. His jaw tightened slightly. His eyes went to the table and came back up.

"I want to know," he started. Stopped. Tried again. "I want to know what you're going to let him do."

Not a rule. A want. And it had cost him something to say it — she could see exactly where it had come from and what it had taken to cross the distance between thinking it and putting it in the air between them at their kitchen table.

She held his gaze. Let him have the full weight of having asked.

"I'm going to let him touch me," she said. Simple. Flat. Just the fact of it, no decoration. She watched that land in Nathan's face — watched the jaw, the slight catch in his breathing — and waited.

He didn't look away.

She went one further. "I'm going to let him take his time with me. Undress me. Put his hands on me however he wants. I'm not going to rush him."

Nathan's hands, flat on the table, pressed down slightly. Like he was steadying himself against the wood.

She watched that and felt herself get so wet it was almost embarrassing and decided to give him the rest of it.

"I'm going to get on my knees for him. I'm going to let him use my mouth. I'm going to let him fuck me however he wants to fuck me — hard, slow, from behind, on my back, whatever he decides — and I'm going to let him know I want every second of it."

Nathan's breath came out slow and deliberate.

"And you're going to be in that chair," she said. "Watching all of it. Not touching yourself. Just watching your wife take another man's cock and love it."

Enough foreplay, she thought, and stood up from the table.

He was behind her before she'd reached the stairs. Not touching — just close enough that she could feel the heat of him at her back, his breathing already not quite even.

She didn't slow down.

He followed her up with his eyes on the backs of her thighs. The lace tops. The bare skin above them. His cock was hard enough to hurt and she'd just finished telling him she was going to kneel for another man and take him in her mouth while her husband watched from a chair — and he was following her up to bed anyway, like a man with nowhere else he'd rather be and no dignity left to protect

He knew exactly what he was. He just couldn't stop.

She turned the bedside lamp on the left on, its warm light across the ceiling, same as always. She turned when she heard him close the door. Button-down, sleeves rolled, jaw set. His cock was visibly hard against the front of his trousers and he wasn't doing anything about it and he wasn't pretending otherwise.

She looked at him for a moment in the lamplight — her husband, hard and wrecked and completely hers — and reached for his collar.

He didn't pull her skirt off. He pushed it up — hands at the hem, sliding the fabric up over the lace tops of her thigh-highs, over the bare skin of her upper thighs, bunching it at her hips — and she felt the lace edge bite slightly against her skin and felt how wet she was the moment his fingers found her underwear.

"Christ," he said, quiet.

She was soaked through the fabric. She'd been building since the bathroom mirror that morning. Since the wine bar. Since his hands on the table, flat and still, while he looked at her and asked for the thing he needed.

He pulled her panties aside. She was so wet his fingers went straight where they needed to go as she pressed into his hand and let her head drop back.

"Tell me what you're going to do for him again," he said against her neck.

She was already there. "I'm going to get on my knees for him the moment he tells me to." His fingers pressed in harder. "I'm going to open my mouth and let him fuck it and I'm going to look good doing it."

He pulled her closer by the hip — one hand, the grip of a man who had stopped managing himself — and kissed her once, hard, and she felt exactly how hard he was against her and pressed into it on purpose. Then he put her on the bed. Not rough — Nathan was never rough — but with the efficiency of a man who was done waiting.

She was on her back, skirt still bunched at her hips, blouse still on, and she slid her hand straight down to her glistening pussy while he got his trousers open because she was so wet she needed something there immediately and she wasn't going to pretend otherwise.

He got his belt undone and shoved everything down. She looked at him — actually looked, the way you sometimes forget to after almost a decade — and felt her fingers slow against herself. He was harder than she'd ever seen him. Not just hard. Straining, flushed, visibly desperate in a way he'd never quite been in all the time she'd known him, like every rule he'd laid out at that kitchen table and every word she'd said back had gone directly to his cock and stayed there. All these years… she had never seen him like this.

She pulled her hand out of her pussy and reached for him instead.

He got between her legs, and pushed inside. She was wet enough to take him all the way home on the first stroke as he made a low, broken sound against her collarbone like he'd been holding it since the stairs.

He stilled with his cock buried inside her and his full weight pressing her into the mattress and she felt him breathe — one long slow breath out, like a man setting something down he'd been carrying a long time.

She felt exactly what this was doing to him. Not in his face — his face was against her collarbone — but in his cock. The way he was hard inside her. Not the familiar hard of eight years of knowing each other, of wanting her because she was his and he loved her. Something rawer than that. Something that had been built rule by rule at the kitchen table and word by word on the stairs and was now sitting inside her husband's body like a live current with nowhere to go.

He was thinking about the room. She knew it the same way she knew everything about Nathan — completely, without having to ask. He was inside his wife and he was thinking about watching another man be exactly where he was right now, and his cock was so hard inside her it almost hurt, and he wasn't going anywhere.

She rolled her hips once. Slow. And very deliberate.

He groaned into her collarbone and started to move.

"After his cock—" he said against her neck, rough and low, barely managing the sentence. "What do you do next."

Not quite a question. He needed to know and couldn't fully bring himself to ask and asked anyway.

"Depends on him." She felt him push deeper and kept her voice even. "If he's a tits guy I'd move up. Give him these." she pressed them together once with her own hands.

His hands went to her blouse buttons immediately, not asking, and she let him — kept talking while his fingers worked down the front of it, her own hands sliding under his shirt, finding his chest, her fingertips dragging slow across his nipples while he got her blouse open and stopped — looked at her in her bra for a moment before reaching around and unclipping it, taking his time about it

Seeing her, topless and turned on, sprawled on the bed in the lamplight, for a moment, he forgot everything else the way he always did when he got her out of her clothes — like he couldn't quite believe his luck, eight years and still that look — and his hands came up and filled themselves with her full, perky breasts.

"Any straight man becomes a tits guy when he sees these," he said. His voice was completely gone, nothing composed left in it at all.

"I know." She let him have them for a moment, her fingers still moving slow across his chest. "I'm going to find one with a cock big enough that when I'm on my knees with him between these—" she pressed her own hands over his, pushing her breasts together around where his cock would be, showing him exactly what she meant, "—he pops out the top. Right up to my chin." She felt him get harder inside her and kept going. "And you're going to watch that from the chair. Watch my face while I work for it. Watch what I look like when I'm doing that for someone who isn't you — when I'm that wet, that into it, that gone — and you won't be able to do a single thing except stay hard and keep watching."

She watched his face and chose her words the way she'd choose a scalpel — precisely, for specific effect, watching what each one did to him before she reached for the next.

"I'm going to let him fuck me until I forget my own name."

His hands dug into her hips. She watched the impact land in his face and filed it — noted what broke first, the jaw, the tight set around his eyes — and pressed down harder and waited until she could see him right at the edge before she gave him the last one. Not because she was caught up. Because she knew exactly what it would do and she wanted to watch him cum from it.

"You're going to watch your wife beg for it."

She watched his face go. Watched the composure leave it entirely — the jaw, the set of it, the control he'd been holding since the kitchen table — all of it gone at once, his hips bucked up into her. His hands pulled her down hard onto his cock, burying himself as deep as he could go. Her name, once. Rough and ruined.

She felt him finish inside her and that was enough — the specific pulse of it, him spent and shaking underneath her, his grip still hard on her hips — and she pressed down and rolled her hips once more and her own orgasm hit her low and sharp, her thighs locking around him, the lace stocking edges biting into her skin at the pressure, she pressed her nails flat against his chest.

Afterwards. The lamp on the left. His hand on her stomach, warm and still, her skirt scrunched around her waist, breasts bare and covered in a thin layer of sweat, the thigh-highs still in place. She could feel his breathing slow from rapid to steady. Outside: the street, the city's ordinary ambient noise, someone's car alarm two blocks over cycling through its sequence and stopping.

She looked at the ceiling.

His hand on her stomach didn't move.

"I think I know who I want," she said.

His hand stilled.

She didn't say a name.

The lamp stayed on. The city kept going.


Chapter III

His hand stilled on her stomach.

She hadn't said a name. The lamp stayed on. Outside, the city ran its ambient sequence — a car somewhere, the low pulse of the building — and Nathan lay there with his hand flat against her skin and the word who  sitting in his chest like something he was already afraid of.

"Who?" he said, and his voice came out level, and he was proud of that.

She turned her head to look at him. He was watching the ceiling.

"Someone from the gym."

His cock, which had been soft for maybe three minutes, twitched.

He stayed very still.

She didn't say anything else. They lay there with her skirt still scrunched at her waist and her thigh-highs still in place and the smell of sex on both of them, and the word gym  sat in his chest like a stone he hadn't seen coming.

Because he knew what it meant. The gym. A real man, not a fantasy. Someone Nathan had probably nodded at, moved aside for, shared equipment with — while his wife watched from across the room and thought about what he'd look like fucking her. His cock was hard before he finished the thought. That was the thing about this. He couldn't even be ashamed of it cleanly. His body had already voted.

He closed his eyes.

They didn't discuss it any further.

That was agreed without being said — there was a version of this that became compulsive, something that ate every room until the thing itself felt less real than the talking about it, and neither of them wanted that. So they didn't. They ate dinner. They watched something neither of them could have summarised the next morning. They went to bed and Nathan lay in the dark next to his wife and stared at the ceiling and didn't ask.

Three days passed.

He thought about it at work. Sitting in a Tuesday morning meeting where someone was talking about Q3 projections, Nathan was thinking about a man at a gym he'd stood next to without registering, and when his colleague asked if he had thoughts on the revised timeline he said looks good to me  without knowing what the timeline said. He checked his phone twice on the walk back to his desk and both times had no reason to.

Wednesday he left work at five and picked Tiffany up from her office. She got in, kissed him once, asked about his day. He asked about hers. They talked about dinner for six minutes and he spent most of them looking at her profile while she looked at the road and thinking: she knows exactly what I want to ask.  She did. He could tell by the way she didn't offer it.

Thursday morning they were both at the gym. This happened sometimes — their schedules aligning without planning — and Nathan had always liked it, the easy domesticity of separate workouts in the same space. Not that morning. That morning he stood at the squat rack doing nothing useful and watched the room.

He wasn't subtle about it. He knew he wasn't subtle. He was scanning every man in the weights section and running a mental comparison he didn't want to be running, and Tiffany was on the cable machine twenty feet away and he could feel without looking that she was watching him do it.

He found three candidates. Dismissed two immediately — wrong build, wrong age. The third was across the room with his back to Nathan, and Nathan stood there holding the bar and not squatting and stared at the width of his shoulders for thirty seconds before the man turned and it couldn’t have been him.

He went back to his set.

When they were leaving, in the car park, Tiffany unlocked the car and looked at him over the roof.

"You didn't get much done in there," she said.

"I got some done," he said.

She smiled and got in.

He sat in the driver's seat with his hands on the wheel and his cock hard and drove them home without saying another word about it.

She was already home when he got in on Thursday evening.

This wasn't unusual. She'd been leaving the office earlier lately — something to do with a project wrapping. He changed out of his work clothes and came downstairs to find her on the sofa with her legs folded under her, glass of wine, the specific quality of quiet that was different from her normal quiet. Not distracted. The opposite.

He sat at the other end of the sofa and she looked at him.

"That someone  at the gym," she said.

So it was now.

"Yeah," he said, and waited.

"He's been there about a year." She turned the wine glass once. "You've seen him before."

You've seen him before.  The sentence sat in the room.

Nathan knew most of the regulars by sight. Not their names. Just faces, builds, the rack they used. He ran through them and stopped on one.

"He's usually in the weights section," Tiffany said. "Younger than us. He comes in early."

Nathan's jaw tightened once and relaxed.

He knew who she meant.

He knew before she said another word. The image arrived fully formed. Broader through the shoulders. That build that came from genuinely putting the time in. Maybe twenty, maybe twenty-two. A face that defaulted to confident without trying. He'd said something once to a woman at the next rack — two words, low, not performing anything — and she'd laughed before she meant to.

Nathan had shared a bench with him once, moved out of his way without thinking about it, and gone back to his own set.

He had been in the same room as this man.

Tiffany had watched him. Not obviously — Tiffany never did anything obviously — but she'd been there, and the mirrors at the gym ran the full length of the back wall, and Nathan was now sitting with the retroactive weight of every morning she'd been at the gym at the same time as him.

"He spots me sometimes," Tiffany said. She was watching Nathan while she said it. "Makes eye contact other times and doesn't look away first even when I catch him at it."

Nathan's cock was hard. Just that — just the image of this man standing behind his wife at the rack, hands near her waist not quite touching, holding eye contact in the mirror — and he was hard. His hands stayed loose on his knees.

"The second time," she said, and her voice was level, careful, "you were there, like six, seven months back. You'd come over to ask if I was ready to leave for your boss’s party. He was still looking when you said hi."

Nathan went through that morning and found it. He'd been at the gym a few months ago on a day that Tiffany was also there, and he'd come over to where she was and asked about heading over to the annual party his boss threw at his beach house. And there had been a man nearby. Nathan had registered him only peripherally — had thought, in a half-second that meant nothing, her trainer?  — and had paid him no further attention.

He hadn't been a trainer.

He'd been looking at Nathan's wife the way a man looked at a woman he intended to have, and Nathan had said ready to leave?  and they'd both gone home, and Nathan had not thought about it once.

Tiffany had.

"I’ve smiled back," she said. "A few times."

"The second time was that day," she said again, softer, "that morning you were there before we went to that party."

Nathan sat with that. The warmth of the sofa. Her wine glass. The sound of the building. His cock was so hard it was pressing against his trousers and he didn't move.

"What's his name?" he said.

She looked at him for a moment. Something in her face that he couldn't read — not hesitation, more like a door about to open.

"Marcus," she said.

Marcus.

The build, the easy confidence, the two seconds in the mirror. The morning he'd been right there and seen nothing.

Nathan said nothing.

He was aware of his own breathing.

"He's bigger than you," Tiffany said.

Not unkind. Just said.

"How do you know?" he said. His voice came out rougher than he intended.

She let it sit for a beat. Then: "He wears those tight shorts. The kind that don't leave much to the imagination." Her eyes stayed on Nathan's face.

His cock throbbed so hard he felt it in his stomach while he said nothing.

She reached over and put her hand on his knee. The gesture was simple, unhurried. "You know I'd never do anything without telling you first." Her thumb moved once. "That's not who I am. That's not who we are."

He believed her. He'd always believed her. That wasn't the problem and they both knew it.

"Even soft," she said, quieter now, her hand still on his knee, "his size was still — hard to miss."

Taller, he'd already known. The outline in gym shorts was something else entirely — Tiffany registering it, filing it, carrying it home — and now Nathan was sitting with that image and his hands flat on his knees and nowhere to go with any of it.

He thought about Marcus in the free weights section. The breadth of him. The way he moved through a space like he wasn't accounting for other people.

His hands. The hands that had been near Tiffany's waist, not touching, close enough.

Those hands were larger than Nathan's. That reach, across her hips, would span more.

Nathan's jaw was tight. He could feel his own heartbeat.

"I want it to be Marcus," she said.

The room was very quiet.

Nathan heard himself breathe once, slow.

He thought: I have met this man. I have shared a bench with this man. I moved out of his way.

He thought: She smiled at him a few times.

He thought: Once with me standing right there.

And underneath those thoughts, running parallel, not contradicting them: his cock was so hard it hurt. He could feel the fabric of his trousers against the head of it and every second that passed made it worse, and he had not moved his hands, and he was not going to, because not touching himself right now was the only authority he had left.

"Tell me what you've thought about," he said. His voice was steady. He was surprised it was steady.

Tiffany set the wine glass down.

"First of all, he’s gotta be ok with our arrangement, and I have a feeling he would be… I want him to know what he's getting before he gets it." She wasn't performing this. She was telling him. "Then on the day, I want to be wearing something he has to work for. Maybe that one skirt that isn’t office-friendly. I’ll pair it with a satin blouse. And your favorite thigh-highs underneath."

Nathan's hands pressed down slightly against his knees.

"I want him to undress me slowly. Take his time. And I want you in the corner—" she looked at the chair by the window, the dark wood chair he sat in sometimes reading, and Nathan's gaze followed hers to it, "—watching every second of it." She looked back at Nathan. "Not touching yourself. Not looking away."

He was watching her. The lines of her face in the evening light. The absolute steadiness of her.

"I want him to be inside me before I make any sound," she said. "I don't want to give him anything easy. I want him to have to take it." A pause, brief. "He will."

Nathan's cock pressed against his trousers. He thought about Marcus's hands. He thought about Tiffany's face when she stopped performing and started actually feeling it — the moment she'd described in the dark, that he'd been thinking about since, the moment he'd never seen — and thought: Marcus will be the one who sees it first.

That thought almost undid him right there on the sofa.

"You sure you want to do this?" she asked. Not testing him. Giving him the actual question.

The beat stretched. One breath. Two. He was aware of everything in the room — the lamp, her wine glass on the table, the chair in the corner that she'd just looked at.

He opened his mouth.

"Wait—"

He didn't finish it. Didn't know what came next. She watched him, completely still, and didn't fill the silence.

The true cost of the answer sat in the room between them.

"No," he said. "Do it anyway."

She looked at him for a moment. His cock was hard enough to be visible against his trousers. Her eyes went there briefly before she reached for her wine, and something shifted in her face — not quite a smile, just a settling, like something that had been suspended had found a place to land.

***

He was behind her on the stairs with his hand at the small of her back and his cock so hard he could feel his own pulse in it.

She knew. She always knew — he could tell by the way she didn't turn around, didn't slow down, just let him follow her up with his hand on her back and his eyes on the backs of her thighs where the lace tops of her thigh-highs ended and bare skin started and his eyes moved up to her bubble butt, thanks to all the hours at gym, she was a total smokeshow and she knew it. He'd seen that ass a million times. Right now it was doing something it hadn't done before.

Marcus had seen it too. From across the gym, in the mirror, while Nathan stood four feet away asking about a party.

She turned the bedlamp on. He closed the door.

He crossed the room and got his hands under her skirt before he kissed her — both palms flat against the backs of her thighs, sliding up over the lace, over the bare skin above it, fingers finding the edge of her underwear. She was already wet through the fabric. He pressed in and felt it and made a sound against her neck he hadn't planned.

"Marcus is going to find that," she said, "before he's even done anything."

His hands tightened on her.

She noticed.

"He's going to be able to tell," she said against his mouth. "How much I want it. The moment he touches me."

Nathan pulled her against him by the small of her back.

"He's going to get his hands under this skirt—" she pressed into him, "—and find out how wet I already am. Before he's done anything."

He got her down onto the bed. She was on her back, skirt at her hips again, and he got his hand between her legs and found her already soaked through the fabric of her underwear, exactly like last week, except this time the thought sitting in the space between them was Marcus's hands doing what Nathan's hands were doing, and Nathan pressed in harder because of it, and she pressed up against his hand and made no sound.

"Thinking about him," she said. Not a question.

"Yeah." The word came out rough.

"Good." She pulled him down by the collar. "I want you thinking about him the whole time."

"I'm going to let him use my hands first," she said. "Find out what he's working with."

He pressed deeper. She let the breath out slow.

"Then these." She took his hand off her hip and pressed it flat against her breast. "See if he's got enough to make it worth my time."

He pulled her panties aside and got his fingers inside her. She was slick and open and he could feel how far gone she already was, and she tilted her hips up against his hand and kept her face composed, the way she always could, and he wanted to break that composure so badly and couldn't — he was the one who kept breaking, not Tiffany, never Tiffany.

"With you in the corner," she said. Not looking at him now. Looking at the ceiling. "Not touching yourself."

He stilled.

Not the charged kind. His fingers stopped and he was just a man in a bedroom with his hand between his wife's legs, and for one second the complete big picture of it — the rules, the name, the chair in the corner — sat on his chest like something physical. His cock was hard. That was the worst part of it. He hadn't lost that. He just couldn't move.

She watched his face. Didn't roll her hips, didn't prompt him.

"Don't stop," she said.

He started moving again. She pulled his head down and kissed him.

"He's going to take me from behind," she spoke into his ear. Quieter now, less performance, more like thinking out loud. "Hard." Her hips pushed up against his fingers. "I won't be able to stay quiet for that."

She said it the way she'd say something she'd already accepted. Not to him. To herself.

"And you're going to watch," she said.

He worked his fingers deeper and felt her walls clenching around his fingers and her hands pressed flat against the bedspread. He watched her refuse to make a sound and thought: Marcus is going to break that, and I'm going to watch.  Something moved through him that wasn't arousal — closer to humiliation, or the specific anger of a man who wants exactly what he shouldn't and can't make himself stop..

She reached up and got his belt open without looking at it. He got his trousers down enough and she pulled him in without ceremony, her hips tilting to take him, and he went all the way in because she was wet enough to take all of it and her breath came out once through her nose but that was all.

"Harder," she said.

He gave her harder.

"Tell me what you're thinking about," she nudged.

He put his mouth near her ear. "Him getting inside you for the first time." He pushed deeper. "Watching you take all of it." He felt her clench. "The sound you make when you stop holding back."

She went still underneath him — and then it broke. Her back came off the bed, her head tipped back, and the sound that came out of her was low and unguarded and nothing like Tiffany at all. He'd waited years to hear that. He pushed deeper just to hear it again.

She was in that room already.

Marcus's hands on her hips. Nathan in the chair. Her face doing what it was doing right now.

She made a sound low in her throat — "yes"  — drawn out, unguarded, nothing like the woman who'd been describing Marcus on the sofa an hour ago. Then: "Fuck—"  she breathed, and her hips rolled up to meet him.

He was aware this was the last time the room would feel the way it had. The before/after line was drawn. He was holding onto that and fucking his wife with it and he couldn't stop.

"I'm going to beg for him," she said inbetween the moans. Her voice was tight for the first time. The composure slipping. "You know I'm going to. You're going to sit in that chair and watch me beg Marcus to go faster."

He felt that hit the base of his spine.

"When he's done," she said, "when he's finished inside me—" she wrapped her thighs around him, "—I'm not going to be able to walk straight." Her nails pressed into his back. "I'm going to have to crawl over to that chair. Let you see exactly what he did to me before you reclaim me." Her nails pressed harder.

He came with her name in his mouth and both hands gripping her hips, buried as deep as he could get, and it hit him so hard he couldn't track his own face — didn't know what she saw from where she was — and she followed him with her thighs locked and her back arching up off the mattress and the lace tops of her thigh-highs pressing creases into the insides of both his thighs.

Afterwards. Both still half dressed — her skirt twisted at her waist, his shirt still on, trousers somewhere at the foot of the bed. Her hand on his chest. His on her back, feeling her breathing slow.

They lay there and neither of them said anything for a long time.

"You okay love?" she asked finally.

He thought about it. Really thought.

"Yeah," he said.

She was quiet for a moment. "What are you thinking?"

He was thinking about the chair in the corner. About sitting in it. About what his hands would do when they couldn't do anything.

"That there's no version of this where I come back from it," he said.

She lifted her head and looked at him. "We stop the second either of us wants to. That's not even a question."

He nodded. That wasn't what was sitting on his chest.

She seemed to know that too. She was quiet for a moment, her fingers moving slowly against his chest. "I don't see a version of this where I stop loving you," she said. "Not this, not anything. Do you understand that?"

He did. He believed her. That still wasn't quite it.

"Do you think—" he started. Stopped. Tried again. "If you see me like that. Watching. Sitting in that chair while he—" He didn't finish it. "Do you think you'd see me as something less—"

She was already moving. She kissed him before the last word was fully out, her hand coming up to his face, and when she pulled back she was close enough that he could see her eyes properly.

"Fuck no," she said. Quiet and certain. "Nathan, you're my  person." Her thumb against his jaw. "Don't you ever think about something like that again."

The lamp stayed on. He lay there and waited for his breathing to fully slow and it didn't quite, and he understood why, and didn't try to fix it.

"If you see me like that," she asked, once again breaking the silence. "With another man. Would it change how you feel about me?"

"No." No pause, no filter. "The opposite."

He didn't even have to think about it. If anything he'd want her more. That was the thing he couldn't explain to anyone who didn't already understand it.

He kissed her back and didn't say anything else.

They lay there. The city outside doing its thing. Her breathing against his chest, his hand on her back.

Then she reached for her phone from the nightstand. He watched her pick it up — saw her thumb move to wake the screen, saw the familiar way she held it — and his heart rate kicked.

"Now?" he said.

"Now," she said.

He watched her unlock it. Watched her thumb navigate to her Instagram app and his breath caught once, quiet.

She found the profile without searching. Already knew where it was.

Marcus. Public account. A couple thousand followers. Tiffany and him weren’t following each other — yet. Nathan watched over her shoulder as she scrolled — gym shots, a few beach pictures, and a few at a sports field somewhere, shirt off in almost all of them. The body he'd stood next to in the weights section without registering. Taller. Broader. Nathan had shared a bench with that body and not once properly looked at it. His wife had.

She scrolled slowly. Letting Nathan see.

He was still sensitive from cumming and it didn't matter. He was hard again anyway, the kind of hard that almost hurt.

She tapped the message icon. A clean thread — nothing there yet, no history, and he was witnessing the first contact. All she typed was just one, simple word.

Hey

She tilted the screen toward him so he could see it. Her thumb over send.

She looked at him.

He looked at the screen.

He nodded, once.

She hit the send button.

Done.

Out in the world.

No version where it stopped here.

The phone went back to the nightstand screen-down and she settled against him like the whole thing had cost her nothing, like she texted men she intended to sleep with in front of her husband every day, her head against his chest, her breathing slow and certain.

Nathan lay with his eyes open.

The lamp was still on. Outside, the city still ran its ambient sequence. Somewhere in this city, Marcus's phone had just lit up. A name he recognised. A message from a hot wife in the gym.

Nathan's hand, on her back, didn't move.

He lay there in the dark thinking about Marcus reading that message. Thinking about what Marcus knew, just from that one word, about the woman who'd sent it. Thinking about the fact that by morning there could be a reply, and after the reply there’d be a plan, and after the plan a night Nathan was going to spend in a chair in the corner of his own bedroom watching his wife get fucked the way he never quite had. He was still hard. He didn't sleep for a long time.

***
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