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CHAPTER 1

THE BACK SEAT

CLAIRE

Roman leaned forward between the front seats and told my husband to drive.

Ethan looked at me in the mirror.

Rain streaked the windshield behind his face. Miami glowed in broken pieces beyond the glass, all red brake lights, white towers, and palm fronds bending under the storm. His gray-green eyes stayed on mine for one long second.

Then he put the car in gear.

I had imagined that moment since finding the list.

Not Roman. Not his exact face, his close beard, the black shirt stretched across his chest, or the rain darkening one shoulder. I had imagined weight beside me. Another man's knee against mine. Ethan's hands on the wheel while a stranger occupied the seat where groceries, luggage, and ordinary married life usually went.

Reality was warmer.

Roman filled the back seat without trying. Six feet three, broad through the shoulders, thick forearms, a shaved head that showed the shape of his skull. He smelled of rain, clean soap, and something dry beneath it that reminded me of cedar. His black trousers pulled tight across his thighs when he settled beside me. The fabric climbed the muscle there. I could see the heavy line of him even before I touched it.

My hand remained on one of those thighs.

I felt the muscle tighten beneath my palm. Heat came through the cloth. Not polite heat. The kind that told my body a man was already hard and pretending not to rush.

Ethan saw it in the mirror.

“Brickell,” Roman said. “Then south.”

Ethan's jaw flexed.

“I know where the hotel is.”

“Good. Then you know exactly how long you have to imagine what happens upstairs.”

Calm words. No challenge in them.

That made the silence worse.

Roman leaned back. His shoulder brushed mine. The leather seat had cooled beneath my bare thighs, but heat moved from him through the narrow space between us. The black dress stayed closed at my throat and ended high enough that every shift showed another inch of brown skin. When I breathed, the hem climbed. When I crossed my ankle, it climbed more.

Ethan had watched me choose it.

He had watched me step out of my panties and leave them on the bedroom floor. He had watched the dress fall back into place over a bare pussy and said nothing except my name, once, like a man already losing an argument with himself.

Now another man noticed there was no line beneath the fabric.

Roman's gaze moved down once. Slow. Not greedy. Just certain.

“Nothing under it,” I said.

Ethan's fingers tightened around the wheel.

Roman looked at the mirror instead of me.

“Your wife likes making announcements.”

“She likes making me hear them,” Ethan said.

The answer surprised me.

My husband had been almost silent since Roman settled into the car. I had expected jealousy to close his throat. Instead it had sharpened his voice into something lower. Something that made my nipples tighten against the dress.

Roman's mouth shifted at one corner.

“Then listen.”

His hand settled on my knee.

Not high. Not yet.

His palm was darker than mine, wider than Ethan's, the fingers long enough to curve around the inner line of my leg without moving. The first touch should have felt small after the stranger at The Black Rabbit.

It did not.

That man had been nameless on purpose. A mouth, a cock, a story I could leave in a dirty bathroom.

Roman had shaken Ethan's hand.

Roman knew my age, my work, the shape of our marriage, and the exact fantasy waiting at the end of the drive.

The hand on my knee belonged to a man who would still have a name tomorrow.

Ethan turned onto Brickell Avenue.

The rain had flooded the gutters. Tires pushed silver fans across the street. Couples ran beneath umbrellas, shoulders pressed together, never guessing that the woman passing them in the rear window was sitting beside the first man who would fuck her outside her marriage.

Roman's thumb moved once.

A slow stroke over my skin.

The pad of it was rough. Warm. He dragged it an inch higher, then stopped, as if he wanted Ethan to see the exact distance between permission and the next inch.

My pussy tightened.

I hated how quickly it answered him.

I loved that Ethan could see.

“Higher,” I said.

Roman did not look at me. His hand moved beneath the hem.

The dress climbed over his wrist. Cool air followed his fingers. My inner thigh was already damp. He found that wetness before he found my cunt, and I heard the small, filthy sound of skin on slick skin.

Ethan's eyes lifted to the mirror again.

Roman's fingertips traced the inner line of my thigh. The touch stayed light enough to make me chase it. I opened my legs a little. Cool air found the damp place between them. The leather creaked under my ass.

“Look at your husband,” Roman said.

I did.

Ethan drove with both hands at ten and two as if we were on the way to dinner with friends. Only the pulse moving in his jaw betrayed him. His white shirt was already damp beneath the collar. The city passed over his face in flashes of neon and shadow. I could see the shape of his cock pressing the front of his pants. Hard. Trapped. Watching.

Roman's finger reached the crease where my thigh met my pussy.

He stopped there.

The denial sent heat through me. My clit pulsed against nothing. I almost pushed down onto his hand. I did not. I wanted Ethan to see me wait.

“He wrote this,” I said.

“Three lines on paper,” Roman replied. “You chose the car.”

“I chose you.”

Ethan's breath changed.

Roman heard it.

His hand slid between my thighs.

Two fingers moved through the slick already gathered there.

The sound was wet. Quiet. Obscene in a closed car. He parted my pussy lips with two thick fingers and spread what I had already made for him, slow enough that Ethan could see the movement of his wrist under the black hem.

I bit my inner cheek.

The first touch was slow. Almost insulting. He painted my clit with my own wetness while watching Ethan's face in the mirror. My husband saw the black fabric lifted over Roman's forearm, the way my knees opened farther, the small jerk of my hips I could not hide.

“Tell your husband what my fingers are doing,” Roman said.

I kept my eyes on Ethan.

“His fingers are on your wife.”

Ethan swallowed.

Roman rubbed my clit once. A firm circle. My hips jumped.

“Again. This time, do not spare him,” Roman said.

“His fingers are making your wife wet in the back seat while you drive us to the hotel.” I let the next line come out dirtier because the first one had been too clean. “He's rubbing my clit. I'm dripping on his hand. If you look down, you can see my knees shaking.”

Ethan's knuckles whitened.

The traffic light ahead turned red.

He stopped.

The car became very quiet beneath the rain.

Roman pressed two fingers into me.

My head touched the seat.

The stretch was thicker than Ethan's fingers. Not painful. Just new. He pushed in to the knuckle and held there, as if he wanted my husband to watch my mouth open around a sound I had not planned to make.

I watched Ethan watch my face in the mirror while another man's hand worked under my dress. Roman moved slowly, deep enough to make the leather creak beneath my shifting hips. His thumb found my clit and stayed there. Each curl of his fingers made a wet sound. Soft. Rhythmic. The kind of sound that does not belong in traffic.

The light remained red.

A woman beneath a clear umbrella crossed in front of the car. A bus hissed beside us. Somewhere outside, a horn sounded.

None of it reached the place Roman's hand had created.

“Keep driving when it changes,” I said.

Ethan did not answer.

Roman curled his fingers.

A sharp breath escaped me. My pussy clenched around him. I felt myself soak his palm.

“Claire.”

My husband's voice.

Not a question. Not a warning.

My name sounded torn from him.

I leaned forward between the seats, Roman's fingers still moving in me, and brought my mouth close to Ethan's ear. My nipples dragged the back of his seat. I smelled his cologne and rain and the sharp heat of a man trying not to come in his pants.

“You wanted the first ride,” I whispered. “Now feel what it costs.”

The light turned green.

Ethan drove.

Roman's hand remained under my dress for three more blocks.

He brought me close enough that my thighs began to shake. I could feel the pressure gathering, fast and humiliating, while Ethan followed the wet road south and watched the first bull learn exactly how I moved. My breath fogged the space between the seats. Every time Roman's thumb circled my clit, a small sound left me. Wet. Broken. Too loud for a car.

Then I caught Roman's wrist.

He stopped.

Not because the scene required softness.

Because I refused to give the back seat the first orgasm.

I pulled his hand free and saw my slick shine across his fingers in the passing light. Thick. Clear. Running down to his wrist.

Roman looked at me.

“Saving it?”

“For the room.”

I lifted his hand to my mouth.

Ethan watched in the mirror as I sucked my taste from Roman's fingers.

The act was slower than it needed to be. My tongue moved between them. I let my lips close around his knuckles. I made a wet sound on purpose. I wanted Ethan to hear what his wife's mouth sounded like on another man's hand.

Roman's cock showed hard beneath his trousers. A thick ridge. Heavy. Already wet enough at the head that the fabric had darkened.

I placed my palm over it.

The size stopped my breath for half a second.

Thick. Heavy. Not fully free and already more than Ethan carried beneath the front of his pants.

My husband saw the change in my face.

I did not protect him from it.

“Bigger,” I said.

The word crossed the car like another passenger.

Ethan stared at the road.

Roman covered my hand with his and made me feel the full ridge beneath the fabric. He pressed my palm down until I felt the head, the thick shaft, the pulse answering each slow stroke.

“Your husband already knew.”

“Knowing is clean,” I said. “Feeling is not.”

I stroked Roman through his trousers while Miami slid around us in rain and electric color. The cloth was hot. His cock jumped under my hand. I squeezed once and felt how little of him I could hold.

The farther we drove, the more Ethan's silence took on texture.

I knew the shape of his anger from eleven years of marriage. It usually lived in his mouth, a tight line while he chose words he would not regret. This was different. The tension sat in his forearms. In the tendons moving beneath his skin whenever traffic slowed. In the way his right knee bounced once before he made it still.

Roman watched those signs without turning them into a performance.

That restraint was one reason I had chosen him.

The men we had rejected had talked about replacing Ethan before they knew what my husband looked like. One had called him useless. Another promised to teach me what a real man felt like. Their cruelty was cheap because it erased the marriage that made the fantasy worth anything.

Roman had written only one line that mattered.

I won't pretend your husband isn't in the room.

Now he proved it by watching Ethan as carefully as he watched me.

I moved my hand over the thick ridge beneath Roman's trousers. The fabric had warmed under my palm. I felt the shape of the head, the heavy shaft below it, the pulse that answered each slow stroke.

My mouth remembered the stranger from the week before. Gin, salt, the harsh fluorescent hum, the cold floor beneath my knees. Roman felt nothing like that memory. The stranger had been a match struck and discarded. Roman was a door left open after the flame caught.

Ethan turned toward the causeway.

Wind pushed rain sideways across the road. The car rocked faintly when we left the shelter of the towers. Black water opened beside us, flecked with city light. The smell of wet leather, Roman's soap, and my own perfume filled the enclosed space. Under it all was me. Sex. The sharp, sweet smell of a wife already open.

I wondered whether Ethan could smell how wet I was.

The thought made me press my thighs together.

Roman noticed.

His gaze dropped, then returned to the mirror.

I saw my husband's eyes follow the movement.

For one second, guilt rose clean and sharp. Ethan had packed my overnight bag. Ethan had remembered the charger for my phone. Ethan had stood in our bedroom and fastened the clasp of the necklace I decided not to wear. Small acts of love had prepared me for a stranger's hands.

I nearly removed my palm from Roman.

Then Ethan looked at me through the mirror with the hunger I had learned to recognize beneath pain.

He did not want rescue.

He wanted the truth to keep moving.

So I stroked Roman once more, slower, from base to head, and watched my husband absorb the exact size of what was waiting for his wife upstairs.

No one spoke for the rest of the drive.

Silence did the work.

CHAPTER 2

THE DRIVE SOUTH

CLAIRE

The hotel stood near the water in Coconut Grove, far enough from our building that no neighbor would recognize the car and close enough that the trip felt like a choice rather than an escape.

Roman had selected it after Ethan sent him three options.

That detail had bothered me all afternoon.

My husband chose the possible rooms. Roman chose the final one. I chose the man. The night had been built from three separate acts of control, each one leaving a mark before anyone removed a dress.

Ethan turned beneath the stone awning.

A valet stepped toward us with an umbrella.

Roman caught my wrist before I reached for the door.

“Stay.”

The word tightened me more than his fingers had. My pussy clenched around nothing. I felt the wet leftover from the car cooling between my thighs.

Ethan handed the key to the valet and came around the car. Rain dotted his hair. His shirt clung faintly across his shoulders. He opened my door without looking at Roman.

I slid out first.

The dress had ridden high during the drive. I left it there. Rain found the inside of my thighs. The valet looked at my bare legs, then at the two men following me into the lobby.

His gaze lasted one second.

That was enough.

Miami hotels understood secrecy without needing instructions. The lobby smelled of polished wood, white flowers, chilled air, and rain drying on expensive clothes. A pianist played near the bar. Couples spoke softly over glasses that cost more than dinner at ordinary places.

I walked between my husband and Roman.

My heels clicked across marble.

Every sound felt like an announcement. Every step reminded me I had no panties. The dress stuck to the wet place Roman's fingers had left.

Ethan had booked the suite under his name.

The desk clerk looked at his identification, then at me, then at Roman standing close enough for his arm to brush mine.

No expression changed.

The key cards slid across the counter.

Ethan took them.

Roman took one from his hand.

That small exchange made my stomach turn.

My husband had paid for the room where another man would take me. Now the bull held the key.

The elevator mirrored all three of us.

I stood in the middle.

Ethan on my left, leaner than Roman, six feet, dark hair damp from the rain, pale blue veins showing through the hand gripping his key card. He had the face I trusted when fever woke me at two in the morning. The mouth that knew when I was lying about being tired. The gray-green eyes that had watched me swallow a stranger's come the week before and still kissed me in the shower.

Roman on my right. Taller. Heavier. Black shirt fitted over a chest built by years of lifting rather than vanity. Brown eyes steady beneath dark brows. The scar across one knuckle pale against his skin. His cock still showed against his trousers. Not hidden. Not performed. Just there.

They looked nothing alike.

My reflection connected them.

Red mouth. Black dress. Brown legs. Wedding ring.

Roman reached across me and pressed the button for the twelfth floor.

His forearm brushed my breasts.

The contact was not accidental. I felt the hard bone of his arm drag over my nipple through the dress. The nipple tightened. Ethan saw.

The doors closed.

“Open his shirt,” I said.

Roman looked at my husband.

Ethan did not move.

I stepped in front of him and undid the first button myself.

Then the second.

His chest rose beneath my fingers. Warm skin. A pulse too fast. I smelled rain in his collar and the sharp heat of a man who had just watched another man finger his wife.

“The chair comes first,” I said. “You sit before Roman touches the zipper.”

“I remember.”

“Say what happens after.”

His eyes moved toward Roman's reflection.

“He undresses my wife.”

“And what do you do while he takes over?”

“Watch.”

The elevator climbed.

I opened another button.

Ethan's skin was warm. I placed my palm over his heart. It struck hard enough to make the heel of my hand pulse.

“What did you feel in the car?” I asked.

His mouth tightened.

“Jealous.”

“Weak answer.”

Roman watched us through the mirror.

Ethan breathed once through his nose.

“I wanted to pull over.”

“And?”

“Drag his hand out from under your dress.”

My pussy tightened. A fresh wetness slid down the inside of one thigh.

“And?”

“Put my own fingers where his were.”

“Too clean. Tell me what the sight did to your cock.”

The elevator passed the ninth floor.

Ethan looked at me.

“I wanted to hit him. I wanted him to keep going. I wanted you to come while I drove and hated both of you for making me need it.”

There he was.

My honest husband.

I kissed him once.

Not gentle.

My teeth caught his lower lip. I tasted rain. His hand rose toward my waist, then stopped before touching me.

He remembered the rule without being reminded.

Roman noticed.

“He learns fast,” he said.

“He has eleven years of practice reading me.”

“Tonight he reads your face from a chair.”

The elevator opened.

The hallway was empty and soft beneath our feet. Thick carpet swallowed the sound of my heels. White lights glowed along dark walls. Somewhere behind one of the doors, ice dropped into a bucket.

Ethan led us to the suite.

His hand shook once while placing the card against the lock.

The green light appeared.

He opened the door.

Roman did not enter first.

He looked at me.

I crossed the threshold.

Then my husband.

Then the man who would become my first bull.

The suite faced the bay. Rain covered the windows, turning the city beyond them into smeared gold. A low bed stood beneath a gray wall. A sofa faced the glass. A dining table held three bottles of water and an unopened bottle of whiskey Ethan had ordered earlier.

I had studied the suite online until the photographs lost meaning.

King bed. Bay view. Deep shower. Gray sofa. Neutral art chosen to offend no one. On the screen, the room had looked like a container. Standing there with Roman behind us, I understood that rooms collected intention before skin ever touched sheets.

The whiskey had been my idea. Ethan ordered the water.

That small difference explained us.

Friday afternoon had moved through our home like a held breath.

I left work early and found Ethan in the bedroom with three shirts spread across the bed. White, black, pale blue. The same man who made decisions for clients worth millions stood unable to choose what to wear while another man undressed his wife.

I picked the white shirt.

It showed every change in him. Sweat beneath the collar. Tight shoulders. The rise and fall of his chest when Roman touched me.

Ethan watched me hang the black dress near the mirror.

“That one closes to the throat,” he said.

“Only until he opens the back.”

His eyes moved to the zipper.

I showered with the bathroom door open. Steam carried the scent of my soap into the bedroom. Ethan sat on the edge of the mattress and watched me shave my legs, dry my hair, rub lotion over my thighs.

Every ordinary part of preparation became cruel because we both knew who would benefit from it.

I chose perfume last.

Ethan's favorite rested beside a darker bottle I wore only at night. I picked the darker one and touched it to my throat, wrists, and the place between my breasts.

My husband looked away.

“You don't like it?”

“I like it.”

“Then why that face?”

“Because he will smell it first.”

I had kissed him for the honesty.

Now, standing in the suite, I could still smell that perfume rising from my skin beneath rain and hunger. Roman would carry it on his shirt. Ethan would smell it in the car. I would find traces on the pillow the next morning.

A choice made hours earlier had already spread through the night.

I prepared for heat. He prepared for what came after.

My overnight bag waited on the luggage stand. Ethan had packed a clean dress, flat shoes, makeup remover, and the old gray sweatshirt I wore when I wanted the world to leave me alone. I had added nothing. The wife returning home belonged to him. I had only dressed the woman arriving.

Roman walked to the windows.

The city light outlined him through the black shirt. His shoulders narrowed to a hard waist, then widened again through thighs that pulled at the fabric of his trousers. I had seen photographs. A beach image. A gym mirror cropped before it became desperate. A white shirt at a wedding. None of them had shown the calm weight of him in a private room.

He removed his watch and placed it beside the water.

The gesture was simple, but I watched the tendons move in his wrist. The pale scar across one knuckle caught the lamp. I imagined that hand closing around my hip, my throat, my hair.

My pussy answered each image. I felt myself drip.

Ethan saw me looking.

His lips parted slightly.

I crossed to him and smelled rain drying in his dark hair. My husband was leaner, his strength quieter. He ran three mornings a week and lifted enough to keep the shoulders I liked beneath his shirts. I knew the warm hollow at his throat, the rough patch near his left thumb, the way his stomach tightened when I touched him without warning.

Roman was unknown weight.

Ethan was memorized heat.

I wanted both truths in the same room.

That hunger frightened me more than the bed.

Near the bed waited a straight-backed chair.

I had requested it in the hotel notes.

No decorations. No arms thick enough to hide his hands. No softness.

Ethan stopped when he saw it.

Roman set the key card on the table.

“Sit,” I said.

My husband removed his jacket.

He draped it over the chair instead of putting it on the floor. Even then. Even with his wife slick from another man's fingers, Ethan protected his clothes from wrinkles.

The tenderness of that ordinary habit nearly broke me.

I looked away before he saw.

He sat.

Roman closed the door.

The lock clicked.

Rain pressed against the windows.

For several seconds, none of us moved.

That silence was the true beginning.

The room held three breaths, one marriage, one stranger, and a list folded in my purse.

I set the purse on the table.

Then I walked to Ethan.

I placed his hands flat on his thighs.

“Keep them there.”

His cock strained beneath his trousers. I could see the wet mark at the head. I wanted to put my mouth on it. I wanted him to wait.

I leaned close enough for my lips to touch his ear.

“Tonight, I become the woman you wrote.”

His breath trembled.

I straightened.

Roman stood behind me.

His fingers found the zipper at the back of my dress.

CHAPTER 3

THE CHAIR

CLAIRE

Roman did not pull the zipper immediately.

He rested two fingers on the metal tab and looked at Ethan over my shoulder.

My husband sat with his knees apart, hands flat on his thighs, shirt open to the middle of his chest. The chair made him look formal and exposed at the same time. A man waiting for an interview about the darkest thing he had ever written.

I felt Roman's breath near my hair.

“Tell him why you chose black,” he said.

I watched Ethan.

“Because red belonged to the stranger.”

“And black?”

“Belongs to the first man whose name I will remember.”

Ethan's fingers curled against his trousers.

Roman lowered the zipper one inch.

The sound seemed loud beneath the rain.

My back cooled as the fabric separated.

Another inch.

I could have closed my eyes. I wanted to. The room felt too bright, too clean, too real. The stranger at The Black Rabbit had existed beneath fluorescent light and bad decisions. Roman stood in a suite my husband had booked, removing a dress Ethan had watched me choose.

The fantasy had walls now.

It had a room number.

Roman opened the dress to the base of my spine.

The front stayed fitted over my breasts. My wedding ring caught the light when I raised my hair out of the way.

“Stand,” Roman told Ethan.

My husband looked at me.

I gave him nothing.

He stood.

Roman moved the chair closer to the bed with one hand. The legs scraped softly over carpet.

“Sit again.”

Ethan obeyed.

The chair now stood less than three feet from me.

Close enough to see every breath.

Close enough to smell what Roman's hand had done in the car.

Close enough to reach if I permitted it.

I did not.

Roman slid both hands beneath the loosened dress and cupped my bare breasts from behind.

The first full grip stole air from me.

His palms covered more than Ethan's. The comparison came without invitation. Larger hands. Rougher fingertips. A different pressure against nipples my husband knew by heart.

Ethan saw my face change.

Roman rolled one nipple between his fingers.

The pinch was slow. Not cruel. Just firmer than Ethan used. My nipple hardened against his pad. A pulse went straight to my clit.

“Tell him what my hands give you that his do not.”

“His hands are bigger.”

My husband looked at Roman's fingers around me.

Roman squeezed harder.

“Again. Make him hear the picture.”

“Your first bull is holding your wife's tits while you sit close enough to smell her. He's pinching the nipples you suck when you want me quiet. They're hard for him.”

Ethan's cock pushed harder against his pants.

My shame became heat.

I had expected power to feel clean. A sharp line between the woman giving orders and the men following them.

Instead it felt wet, contradictory, almost frightening.

Roman could move me.

Ethan could ruin me with one expression.

I controlled the scene, yet both men carried something I wanted.

Roman wanted my flesh.

Ethan wanted the truth.

The second was harder to give.

Roman pulled the dress from my shoulders.

Black fabric slid down my arms and gathered at my waist. My breasts rose bare under the room's warm light. The air found the wet place under my dress. I felt myself drip onto my own thigh.

Ethan's eyes moved over them as if they belonged to him and no longer did.

The thought cut me.

I stepped toward him.

Roman followed close behind, hands still on my breasts.

I stopped between Ethan's knees.

My husband's face was inches from my stomach. He could see the faint line left by the dress, the damp shine high between my thighs, the way Roman's thumbs moved over my nipples.

“Look at me,” I said.

Ethan lifted his eyes.

“Not him.”

Roman pinched both nipples.

A moan escaped me.

Ethan's jaw tightened.

“Who made that sound?” I asked.

“Roman.”

“Wrong.”

I caught his chin.

“I made it for you. He only gave me the reason.”

My husband's breath warmed my wrist.

Roman's mouth touched the side of my neck.

He did not kiss softly. His lips opened against my skin, teeth grazing the place beneath my ear. The touch made my knees loosen. I felt his beard scrape. I felt his cock press the small of my back through his trousers.

Ethan saw.

I saw him see.

That was the true drug of the chair. Not another man's touch. The multiplication of every touch through my husband's face.

Roman dragged the dress over my hips.

It fell around my heels.

I stood naked between them except for black heels and my wedding ring.

The room changed.

Roman circled me once.

Not quickly. His eyes moved from the dark fall of my hair to the line of my shoulders, the curve of my breasts, the soft stomach I had stopped apologizing for in my thirties. He looked at the fullness of my hips and the thighs made strong by stairs, dancing, and years of carrying my own life through Miami heat.

I had chosen the dress to sharpen me, but nakedness restored every real detail.

The faint silver marks near my hips. A tiny scar below my navel. The darker skin around my nipples. The softness beneath my ass that no photograph erased. The wet shine on my inner thighs. The swollen look of a pussy already used by a hand and waiting for a cock.

Roman looked at all of it as appetite rather than flaw.

Ethan watched him discover the woman he already knew.

My husband had kissed the scar below my navel during nights when I felt less beautiful. He knew one breast was slightly fuller. He knew my left knee clicked after long flights and my lower back tightened when I wore heels too many hours.

Roman knew none of those facts.

His ignorance excited me.

He saw only the wife standing naked before him, prepared for use, wedding ring bright against her thigh.

I turned slowly.

Roman's gaze followed my ass.

Ethan's did too.

Two men looking at the same curve with different histories.

I placed my hands at the back of my head and lifted my hair. The pose raised my breasts and tightened my waist. Roman's breath deepened. Ethan's cock moved beneath his trousers.

The reaction from both men gave me a rush so sharp that I nearly laughed.

I had spent years believing beauty was something I either possessed or failed to possess on a given morning. In that room it became an action. A weapon made from posture, silence, and the knowledge of where men looked when they thought a woman was not paying attention.

I was paying attention to everything.

Ethan had seen me naked thousands of times. In morning light, shower steam, hotel rooms, sick beds, lazy Sundays. Roman had seen photographs and the hard outline beneath a dress.

Now both men looked at the same woman and saw different things.

Ethan saw history.

Roman saw access.

I saw the line between them.

Roman's palm moved over my stomach and down.

His fingers found my pussy from behind.

I opened my legs.

Ethan inhaled through his teeth.

Roman spread my slick with one slow stroke. The wet sound filled the small space between the chair and the bed.

“The car did this,” he said.

“The mirror did more.”

He rubbed my clit.

I kept looking at Ethan.

“Tell him what you felt when she touched my cock,” Roman said.

Ethan's voice came rough.

“I hated that she knew immediately.”

“Knew what?”

“That you were bigger.”

Roman pressed two fingers into me.

My hips moved back. I heard myself take him. Wet. Easy. Ready.

“And now—what changes when my hand is inside your wife?” he asked.

Ethan watched his hand disappear between my thighs.

“Now I hate how easily she takes your fingers.”

The honesty struck harder than any insult.

I bent and kissed my husband.

Roman kept working his hand in me while my mouth moved over Ethan's. The taste of gin recalled the hotel bar; I gave Ethan rain from my lips and the breath another man kept breaking. Every time Roman curled his fingers, I moaned into Ethan's mouth.

His hands stayed on his thighs.

That obedience made me cruel.

I pulled back.

“Open your trousers.”

Ethan did.

His cock rose hard and wet from the open front. The head was dark. A clear bead ran down the shaft.

Roman looked at it over my shoulder.

No laughter. No performance. Only comparison.

Ethan looked at the thick ridge still trapped beneath Roman's black trousers.

His face changed.

I touched my husband's cock once.

A single slow stroke.

His hips jerked toward my hand. He was hot. Familiar. Smaller in my fist than the shape I had already measured in the car.

Then I removed it.

“Not yet.”

My husband made a sound low in his throat.

Roman's fingers moved faster. The wet sound of my pussy taking him filled the suite.

I stood between two hard men while only one was allowed to touch me.

The power of that arrangement tightened around my clit until I could barely hold still.

“Bed,” I told Roman.

He removed his hand.

The sudden emptiness made me angry.

I turned toward him.

Up close, Roman's size became more obvious. His chest rose beneath the black shirt. The fabric pulled across his shoulders. His mouth stayed calm even with his cock hard against his zipper.

I placed both palms on his chest.

“Undress.”

He opened his shirt one button at a time.

Ethan watched.

So did I.

Roman's skin was deep brown, his chest broad and marked by a thin scar near one rib. Dark hair narrowed over a hard stomach. He did not have the polished symmetry of a fitness advertisement. He looked heavier, stronger, built for use rather than display.

He removed the shirt.

Then his belt.

The buckle opened with a small metal sound.

Ethan's breathing changed.

Roman lowered his zipper.

I watched the first bull free his cock while my husband sat three feet away.

The shaft rose thick and dark from his hand.

Nearly ten inches.

Heavy enough that the head angled slightly under its own weight.

My mouth went dry.

A vein ran the length of him. The head was darker than the shaft, already wet. I could smell him. Skin. Heat. The cedar from his throat mixed with the raw fact of a cock that would not fit the way Ethan did.

Roman caught the expression before I could hide it.

Ethan caught it too.

“Say the part you think will break me,” my husband whispered.

The room stopped.

He had not spoken to me that way before.

His eyes stayed on Roman's cock.

I moved closer to the bed.

“He is bigger than you. A lot bigger.”

Ethan's cock pulsed.

Roman wrapped one hand around himself.

I touched his wrist.

“Do not stroke.”

He let go.

Both men waited.

I climbed onto the bed and opened my knees.

Rain ran down the windows behind them.

Cool air touched my open pussy. I knew how I looked. Swollen. Shiny. Ready.

“Roman,” I said. “Show my husband what he brought me here to learn.”

CHAPTER 4

UNDRESS ME

CLAIRE

Roman came to the bed without looking away from Ethan.

That was the first thing he understood better than the stranger.

The wife was not the only person in the room.

He knelt between my open knees and placed his palms on my thighs. His hands nearly circled them. Heat spread from his skin into mine. I felt the roughness beneath his fingers, the strength he kept under control, the pressure of a man who knew he did not need to hurry.

Ethan sat close enough that his shoe touched the leg of the bed.

His open trousers framed his hard cock.

He had not put a hand on it.

The sight made me wetter.

“Spread her,” Roman said.

Ethan stared at him.

Then at me.

I held out my left hand.

My husband rose from the chair and came to the side of the bed. He took my wrist, but I moved his hand lower.

“Here.”

I placed his fingers on my inner thigh.

Roman placed Ethan's other hand on the opposite leg.

For one strange second, both men touched me together without touching each other.

My husband opened my legs wider for the bull.

The position exposed everything.

Roman looked down.

His breath left more slowly.

“She is soaked.”

Ethan's hands tightened on my thighs.

“I know.”

“No,” I said. “You knew before. Now you see what another man did.”

The sentence hurt him.

I saw it.

I nearly softened it.

Then Roman lowered his mouth to me.

The first stroke of his tongue erased the apology.

My back lifted from the mattress.

He licked a long, slow line from the wet opening of my pussy to my clit. The sound was filthy. Wet. Close. He did not tease with the tip first. He used the flat of his tongue and took a taste like a man who had already decided he would stay there until I broke.

Ethan held my legs open while Roman licked me from the wet place below to my clit. He used a broad, slow pressure, then returned with the point of his tongue. My heels pushed against the bed. The room filled with the sound of my breathing and the soft wet rhythm of his mouth.

I had been eaten by my husband hundreds of times.

Ethan knew exactly how to make me come. He knew when to slow, where my thighs became sensitive, the small spot on the right side that made me shake.

Roman knew none of that.

He discovered it under Ethan's hands.

Every time I reacted, my husband felt the movement in my legs. Every time Roman changed his tongue, Ethan watched my face reveal whether the choice worked.

There was no privacy left in me.

“Look at him,” Roman said against my pussy.

The vibration made me moan.

I turned my face toward Ethan.

His gray-green eyes looked darker beneath the hotel light. Sweat shone at his hairline. His mouth was slightly open. He held my thighs with the desperate care of a man helping another man take his wife apart.

Roman pushed two fingers into me and sucked my clit.

My cry broke through the room.

The wet sound of his mouth on me was louder than the rain. His beard scraped the inside of my thighs. His fingers made a soft, filthy noise every time they slid out and went back in.

Ethan's hands tightened.

“There,” Roman said. “Your husband felt that.”

“Again. I want Ethan to feel it through me,” I breathed.

Roman repeated the movement.

My hips rose.

Ethan pushed my legs wider.

The gesture was not gentle.

Jealousy had reached his hands.

It made me hotter than tenderness could have.

Roman's mouth worked faster. His fingers curled deep, finding the place Ethan knew. My thighs began to shake beneath my husband's grip. I could hear myself. Wet. Open. Taking.

The orgasm came close.

I felt it gathering with humiliating speed, a hard pressure built from Roman's tongue, Ethan's hands, the chair behind him, the list in my purse, and the knowledge that this would be the first time I came for another man while my husband helped.

“Tell him exactly how I taste,” I said.

Ethan's brow tightened.

“Tell him how I come.”

My husband looked down at Roman.

“Keep your fingers there.”

Roman did.

“Use your tongue flatter.”

Roman changed the pressure.

My whole back lifted.

Ethan's voice broke.

“Do not stop when her legs shake. She will try to close them. Hold her open.”

Roman's forearm pressed across one thigh. Ethan kept the other wide.

My husband instructed my bull through the first orgasm.

That truth detonated in me.

I came with Roman's mouth on my pussy and Ethan's fingers digging into my legs. The sound that left me was not graceful. It was raw, loud enough to vanish into the rain, my head turned toward the man who had just taught another man how to break his wife.

My pussy pulsed around Roman's fingers. I felt myself soak his mouth. The wet sound of him drinking it made Ethan flinch.

Roman did not stop.

Ethan had told him not to.

His tongue stayed on my clit while his fingers drove deep through every pulse. My thighs fought the hands holding them open. I grabbed the sheets. The orgasm sharpened until tears gathered at the corners of my eyes.

“Ethan.”

My husband leaned closer.

“I see you.”

Three words.

Not reassurance.

A confession.

He saw everything and remained there.

Roman slowed only when my hips dropped back to the bed.

He lifted his face.

My slick covered his mouth and beard.

Ethan looked at it.

I reached for Roman's chin and pulled him over me.

“Kiss my husband.”

Both men froze.

The idea had not been on the list. It arrived from the sight of my taste on Roman's mouth and the sudden need to make Ethan confront how close the scene had brought them.

I watched their faces.

Roman's eyes narrowed slightly.

Ethan did not move.

The silence stretched.

I changed the direction before it became a test neither man had come into the room to take.

I dragged my thumb across Roman's lower lip, collecting the wet shine, and pressed it into Ethan's mouth instead.

My husband closed his lips around my thumb.

His eyes stayed on Roman.

He tasted what the bull had taken from me.

The moment was filthier because the men did not touch.

I withdrew my hand.

Roman stood.

His cock remained hard and heavy near my face.

I pushed myself upright.

The first full view at that distance sent another tremor through me.

Ethan returned to the chair without being told.

His cock stood darker now, wet at the tip, untouched and desperate.

I wrapped one hand around Roman.

My fingers did not meet.

The size was not abstract anymore. It had heat, veins, weight. He pulsed once in my grip. A bead of precome wet my thumb. I spread it over the head and felt him thicken.

I stroked him slowly while watching my husband.

“This is what you wrote, Ethan.”

His eyes moved from my hand to my face.

“No,” he said.

The answer surprised me.

“What did you write?”

“Another man undressing you. Possessing you.”

His voice roughened on the final words.

“You are still the one choosing. Do not surrender that just because you are wet.”

I looked down at Roman's cock in my hand.

My husband was right.

Power had protected me even while naked. I had ordered every movement, decided every touch, controlled every pause.

Possession required one more step.

I let Roman go.

Then I lay back and placed both hands beside my head.

“Take over.”

Roman did not move.

For the first time that night, the calm in his face cracked. His gaze went to Ethan, then to the thin scar near his ribs. One thumb passed over it as though the old line had suddenly begun to pull.

“My ex-wife lied to me for eight months,” he said.

The room changed around the sentence.

Ethan lifted his eyes from Roman's cock.

Roman kept looking at him. “I learned about the other man from a receipt in her car. No chair. No invitation. No chance to decide what the truth would cost before it hit me.”

His voice had lost the polished control he carried through the drive. He sounded older. Not weaker. More dangerous because the man beneath the confidence had finally appeared.

I felt the weight of my own plan settle differently against my ribs.

“This is not that,” I said.

“I know.” Roman's jaw tightened. “That is why I am still here.”

He looked at me then. “But do not turn me into a weapon and pretend the cut surprised you.”

The words struck harder than Ethan's silence.

I could have answered with something cruel. I had prepared cruelty for every part of the night. Instead I told him the reason I chose him.

“You kept seeing my husband.”

Roman's mouth shifted without becoming a smile. “That is the part I may regret tomorrow.”

His right hand shook once before he closed it around my ankle.

The hesitation lasted less than a breath.

Then the bull returned.

Roman's gaze changed.

Not into violence.

Into certainty.

He caught my ankles and pulled me toward the edge of the bed.

My ass slid over the sheets.

Ethan gripped the chair.

Roman lifted my legs over his shoulders.

His cock pressed against my soaked pussy.

The weight of it made my stomach tighten. The head was hot. Thick. It parted my lips without entering. I felt how wet I was against him. I heard it.

I looked at my husband.

“This is the part you wanted.”

Roman dragged the head of his cock over my soaked cunt.

The sound was wet. Slow. Deliberate.

Ethan's face lost color.

“Then watch me take it.”

CHAPTER 5

FIRST BULL

CLAIRE

The first pressure was blunt and hot.

Roman held the head of his cock against me without pushing in. My legs rested over his shoulders. His hands gripped my hips, strong enough to leave the first marks of the night.

Ethan sat three feet away.

His cock stood between his open trousers. His hands closed around the chair arms. His face held the same fear I had imagined when I read the list, but reality had stripped the fantasy from it.

This was no shape in his head.

Roman was real.

So was the cock pressing against his wife.

I felt the first stretch.

My breath stopped.

Roman pushed slowly.

The head pushed in, wider than Ethan, demanding more from me at once. My pussy tightened around the new pressure. I wanted him to stop and wanted him deeper. Both hungers arrived together, impossible to separate.

The first inch did not slide easily. It worked its way into me, skin dragging against slick flesh, the broad head forcing a slow, hot stretch that stole the strength from my stomach.

I heard it.

Wet. Tight. The small sound a cunt makes when it has to open more than it is used to.

The room smelled of rain, cedar, sweat, and the whiskey Ethan had barely touched. I tasted the last trace of gin at the back of my tongue. The sheet beneath me felt cool enough to make the heat between my legs seem obscene.

Roman's breath left through his nose in a broken stream. His confidence had not vanished, but I could hear the effort beneath it. His shoulders locked. A muscle moved in his jaw.

He was not untouched by the moment.

That mattered.

The man filling the first part of me was not a perfect machine built for my husband's fantasy. He was a stranger with an old scar, a failed marriage, and a hand that had trembled before he placed it on my ankle.

My heel dug into his shoulder.

The pressure widened another fraction.

I felt my cunt resist him, then soften around the heat. The change happened without loyalty or shame. Flesh made room because he kept moving and because I had brought him there to do exactly that.

A sound caught behind my teeth.

Ethan heard it.

His right heel lifted from the carpet. His torso came forward. One hand left the chair arm and closed over his own thigh so hard the tendons stood out beneath his skin.

I knew that posture.

He wanted to stand.

He wanted to put both hands on Roman's chest and drive him backward.

He wanted the opposite too. I saw it in the dark bead moving down his cock and the way his eyes refused to leave the place where another man had begun to open his wife.

The contradiction made sweat shine above his lip.

I wanted to call his name.

I wanted to protect him from the next inch.

I wanted to watch that inch destroy the protection.

My eyes found Ethan.

He saw the shock in them.

Roman held still with only the head in me.

Not a question.

A pause meant to make my husband look.

“Bigger,” I whispered.

Ethan's fingers clenched around the chair.

Roman pushed another inch.

The sheet gathered beneath my ass as his hips followed. The thick shaft pressed past the first tight resistance and carried heat deeper through me.

I counted without deciding to count.

One inch.

Then another.

Each small advance changed Ethan's face.

His nostrils flared. The pulse at his throat jumped too fast. His fingers dug into the leather until one nail bent white against the seam. He looked as though he might be sick, come untouched, or cross the room and pull me away. Perhaps all three.

Roman saw it too.

His eyes moved to the chair and the control in his mouth slipped again.

“Slow is worse,” he said.

The words were meant for Ethan.

My husband gave one tight nod.

That tiny movement tore through me. Ethan was not frozen now. He was choosing every second he remained seated, even when the choice looked like pain.

Roman pushed farther.

The broad pressure burned, then turned slick and hot as my cunt gave him another piece of space. My back lifted from the sheet. My breath came out in a sound I did not recognize.

I had imagined comparison as a sentence.

He is bigger.

Reality was not a sentence. It was the slow drag of flesh, the weight at my hips, the tremor in my thighs, and the sight of Ethan learning the difference through my face.

Roman's thumb pressed into the hollow of my hip. The hand remained firm, but his breathing had become rougher. My pussy clenched around him, and a low sound escaped his chest.

That sound made him human too.

It also made me wetter.

Ethan saw the reaction move through me.

His hand opened over his thigh. Closed again.

I reached toward him and stopped before our fingers met.

I could not decide whether the unfinished touch was mercy or cruelty.

Roman gave me another inch before I found the answer.

Cruelty.

I wanted Ethan to feel the distance while he watched my cunt take the man I had chosen.

The stretch burned into heat. My heels pressed against his back. His cock moved deeper, thick enough that every small advance felt visible from the chair.

I watched Ethan watch Roman disappear into me.

“Tell him how my cock feels before he invents a kinder version,” Roman said.

My voice came unsteady.

“Your first bull is stretching your wife.”

Ethan breathed through his mouth.

Roman drove deeper.

A raw sound left me.

The shaft filled me past the place where comparison stayed symbolic. My pussy had to change around him. My thighs shook over his shoulders. The hotel ceiling blurred for one second before I dragged my gaze back to my husband.

“He's thick,” I said, because Ethan needed the crude version. “He's opening me. I can feel every inch. My cunt is taking a cock that does not belong to you.”

Roman stopped when he had nearly all of himself in me.

His hips pressed against my ass.

The fullness frightened me.

Not because it hurt.

Because my pussy accepted it.

The sheets felt cool beneath my back. Roman's skin was hot where my calves pressed against his shoulders. His fingers dug into the round flesh of my hips, and I knew the shapes would remain after the room emptied.

I could smell him now. Sweat beginning beneath cedar and soap. My own perfume had faded into something saltier, warmer, mixed with the rain that still tapped the glass.

Ethan smelled familiar even from the chair. Whiskey he had barely tasted. Damp cotton. The clean spice of the deodorant I bought because I liked it more than he did.

The room held every part of the triangle in the air.

Roman's hips moved a fraction, not enough to count as a stroke. The shift pulled another breath from me.

My pussy tightened around the unfamiliar thickness.

I watched Ethan see the small involuntary squeeze.

His eyes dropped to the place where Roman's shaft disappeared. He leaned forward as if distance itself had become intolerable. One hand lifted from the chair arm, then stopped in the air.

He wanted to touch my thigh.

He wanted to pull me away.

He wanted to feel how much of Roman I had taken.

The hand returned to the chair.

That lost touch hurt more than contact would have.

I reached toward him, but Roman's grip kept me at the edge of the bed. The gap between my fingers and Ethan's became another part of the scene.

For the first time, I understood why his list had focused so much on watching.

Sight could make distance crueler than a locked door.

Roman filled me while Ethan remained close enough to count my breaths and too far to change one of them.

A pulse moved through Roman's cock.

My pussy answered.

Ethan's face tightened.

The reaction was so private that shame warmed my cheeks. My flesh had recognized another man before my mind caught up. There was no loyalty in muscle, only response.

Love lived elsewhere.

That distinction would follow me long after the hotel.

My husband saw that too.

“Claire,” he said.

My name sounded like something he had lost and found in the same breath.

I lifted my left hand.

Ethan let go of the chair and took it.

Our wedding rings touched.

Roman pulled back.

The first withdrawal dragged every nerve with it. Wet. Slow. The thick head caught at my entrance and held.

Then he pushed deep again.

My fingers crushed Ethan's.

The wet slap of his hips meeting my ass filled the suite.

Roman began with slow strokes, each one long enough to make me feel the size entering and leaving. The bed moved beneath us. Rain struck the glass in hard waves. My breath broke on every drive.

The first full withdrawal left me clenching around nothing but the memory of him. Roman dragged back until the thick head remained caught in me, then held there while my thighs shook over his shoulders.

Ethan made a sound through his nose.

Not a word. A wounded breath.

Roman pushed forward again.

I felt the whole path this time. The blunt head spreading me, the shaft following, the pressure growing heavier until his hips met my ass and the bed gave a small groan beneath us.

My wedding ring scraped Ethan's as our hands locked tighter.

The second stroke came slower.

Roman watched my face. Ethan watched everything.

My husband's chest rose too fast. Sweat had darkened the collar of his shirt and gathered along his temple. His cock leaked in clear threads that reached the open fabric below it. He had never looked more helpless.

He had never looked more present.

Every time Roman pulled back, Ethan leaned forward as though the loss might free him.

Every time Roman pushed deep, my husband sank into the chair again under the weight of seeing me take it.

The third stroke tore a cry from me.

Ethan's left knee jerked toward the bed.

Roman caught the movement.

“You want to stop me,” he said.

Ethan looked at my face before answering.

“I want to see the part that makes me want to stop you.”

The honesty hit harder than Roman's cock.

My cunt tightened around the man between my legs.

Roman groaned and drove deep enough to make the headboard tap the wall.

Ethan flinched at the sound.

I knew he would hear it later in our own bedroom. A hotel headboard. A larger man. His wife spreading beneath both.

Ethan watched our joined hands.

Then Roman's hips.

Then my face.

He could not choose one wound.

I had believed the chair would make him smaller.

Instead, it made him enormous in my mind.

Every stroke passed through him before reaching me.

Roman held my legs higher and fucked me deeper.

The sound of skin meeting skin filled the suite. Wet. Hard. Rhythmic. My pussy made a filthy noise every time he pulled out and went back in.

My breasts moved with each impact. My hair spread across the white sheets. Ethan's hand remained locked around mine while another man's cock stretched me in front of him.

“Look at your husband,” Roman said.

“I am.”

“Tell him whose cock is in you.”

“My bull's.”

Ethan's cock pulsed.

The word changed Roman's rhythm. He drove harder, his grip tightening on my hips. My ass struck the edge of the bed. The pressure became rougher, less careful, the exact shift I had wanted when I told him to take over.

I looked at Ethan.

“Your wife likes it.”

His face tightened.

“Say it again.”

The demand came from my husband.

I smiled through a broken breath.

“Your wife likes her bull's bigger cock.”

Ethan groaned.

Roman slammed deep.

The angle reached a place that made my vision flash.

“Fuck.”

My grip on Ethan became painful.

Roman repeated the stroke.

I cried out.

My husband leaned closer, eyes fixed on the place Roman pushed into me.

“There,” I told him. “He found it. He's hitting the place you know. He's just filling more of it.”

Ethan's mouth opened.

No words came.

Roman held my thighs and used the angle again. The pressure built faster than before, sharpened by size, jealousy, and the sight of my husband watching another man learn me.

I had thought I would perform.

I had planned every line, every look, every cruel little name.

Then Roman fucked the performance out of me.

My head fell back.

My mouth opened on sounds I had not chosen.

For several strokes I forgot to look at Ethan.

That was the first true betrayal of the night.

Not Roman's cock.

Not my open legs.

Forgetting the chair.

When I found my husband again, his expression had changed.

Pain sat openly in it.

Pain and hunger.

He had wanted the exact second I stopped acting for him.

Now he had it.

Guilt moved through me.

Roman drove deep.

The guilt became heat before I could stop it.

I hated myself for that.

I came harder because of it.

The orgasm began low and violent. My pussy clamped around Roman. My legs tightened over his shoulders. Ethan's hand disappeared in mine. The first cry broke from me, then another, louder, raw enough that the walls seemed to return it.

Roman kept fucking through every pulse.

The wet sound of my cunt taking him through an orgasm was obscene. I felt myself gush around his shaft. I felt him thicken inside the squeeze.

My eyes stayed on my husband this time.

I wanted him to see what it did to me.

I wanted to apologize for it.

I wanted to make it worse.

All three truths lived in my face.

Ethan saw them.

Tears burned my eyes. Not sadness. Not entirely. Coming around another man while the person I loved most held my hand was too much to contain.

Roman's hips struck faster.

My orgasm stretched into another wave. I shook beneath him, the bed creaking, my wedding ring cutting into Ethan's finger.

“Your wife is coming on me,” Roman said.

The sentence almost broke my husband.

His head lowered once.

Then he looked up again.

He watched the end.

Roman slowed when my legs softened.

He remained deep in me, cock pulsing against the contractions that had not fully stopped.

The suite became quiet except for rain and three people breathing.

I looked at Ethan.

His face was pale. His cock remained hard. A clear line had leaked down the shaft without a hand touching him.

“Come here. I need my husband close enough to smell him on me,” I whispered.

He was already close enough.

I pulled our joined hands to my mouth and kissed his wedding ring.

Roman stayed in me.

My husband stared at the place our fingers touched.

“You forgot me,” he said.

The words were soft.

They cut deeper than anger.

I could have lied.

“For a few seconds.”

His eyes closed.

Roman pulled out slowly.

The emptiness arrived at the exact moment Ethan let go of my hand.

Both losses struck together.

I felt my pussy stay open. Used. Wet. The air was cold against the place Roman had stretched.

My husband returned to the chair.

Roman looked at me, then at him.

No triumph. No apology.

He understood the room well enough to let silence hold what none of us could repair yet.

I sat up.

My thighs trembled.

My pussy stayed open and slick from my first bull.

Ethan saw every mark.

I spread my knees wider.

“Look at what you wrote.”

He looked.

The pain remained.

So did the hunger.

The first item had taught me power.

The second taught me cost.

Roman's cock hardened fully again beside the bed.

We were not finished paying.

CHAPTER 6

LOOK AT HIM

CLAIRE

Roman went to the table and poured water into three glasses.

The ordinary sound unsettled me more than the sex had.

Glass against glass. Water moving. The bottle cap clicking shut.

A minute earlier, I had been stretched beneath him with my husband's hand trapped in mine. Now Roman stood naked beside a hotel table, broad back turned toward us, as if the room had not changed every word we used for marriage.

Ethan remained in the chair.

His cock had softened slightly but stayed exposed. His hands rested on his knees again. The pose looked controlled from a distance. Up close, I saw the tremor in his left thumb.

I sat at the edge of the bed.

Roman handed me a glass.

I drank too fast. Water ran from the corner of my mouth and down my chin. Roman wiped it with his thumb.

Ethan watched.

That tiny touch reached him more sharply than another stroke might have.

“Do not make him invisible,” I told Roman.

Roman turned toward the chair.

“I haven't.”

“Then prove it.”

He took Ethan's glass across the room.

My husband looked at the offered water, then at Roman's face.

For one second, neither man moved.

Roman held the glass steady.

Ethan took it.

Their fingers did not touch.

The restraint made the space between them feel deliberate.

Ethan drank. His throat worked. A drop fell onto his open shirt and followed the line of his chest.

Roman returned to me.

I placed my glass on the floor.

“Stand in front of him.”

Roman did.

His cock hung heavy between his thighs, still wet from me. Shiny. Thick. The smell of my pussy was on him.

Ethan looked at it.

I came behind Roman and wrapped one hand around the shaft. My fingers slid over the slick left by my pussy. The heat of him filled my palm. I still could not close my hand.

“This was in your wife,” I said.

Ethan's jaw tightened.

I stroked Roman once. Slow. Wet.

“You felt her come around me,” Roman said.

My husband looked at me instead.

“I felt her forget I was holding her hand.”

The truth silenced the room.

Roman's cock pulsed in my grip.

I had wanted Ethan visceral, ruined, unable to hide behind the clean shape of his fantasy. I had not expected the sight of him ruined to hurt me too.

My control did not disappear.

It became heavier.

I stepped around Roman and knelt in front of Ethan.

My knees pressed into the carpet. The hotel air touched the slick between my thighs. I placed both hands on his knees.

“Look at me. I came back to the chair for you.”

He did.

“I came for him.”

His breathing shortened.

“I know.”

“I forgot the chair for a few seconds.”

“I know.”

“And I came back to you.”

He said nothing.

The silence took me deeper than any confession I had planned.

“I came back because you are the reason it mattered.”

Roman stood behind me.

Ethan's eyes moved past my shoulder.

“Would it matter without me?”

I had no clean answer.

That was the danger of the list. It began with Ethan's fantasy, but every fulfilled line uncovered a hunger that no longer fit neatly beneath his name.

I could not tell him the night meant nothing without him.

I could not tell him it meant the same.

“Not like this,” I said.

The answer hurt him because it left room.

It excited him for the same reason.

His cock began to rise again.

I watched it happen.

“There,” I whispered. “Your fear still makes you hard.”

He looked down at me.

“So does yours.”

My breath caught.

Ethan reached toward my face.

His hand stopped one inch from my cheek.

He remembered.

I took his wrist and pressed his palm to me.

The touch was warm, familiar, almost unbearable.

Roman watched my husband cup the face that had been turned toward another man minutes earlier.

I leaned into Ethan's hand.

Then I kissed his palm.

“Do not forgive me yet,” I said.

His fingers moved into my hair.

“I don't know what to forgive.”

“Good. Then do not invent forgiveness before we understand the wound.”

I rose.

Power returned through movement. Through choosing the next position before vulnerability could close the night too early.

I walked to Roman.

His cock stood hard again.

I took it in my hand and led him toward the chair.

Ethan's eyes widened.

I placed Roman beside him, close enough that the bull's thigh nearly touched my husband's knee.

Then I knelt between them.

Two men above me.

One familiar. One new.

My left hand closed around Ethan's cock.

My right closed around Roman's.

The difference became impossible to soften.

Roman was thicker, heavier, dark against my palm. Ethan fit my hand with the intimate precision of eleven years. I knew every vein, every change in pressure, the exact place beneath the head that made his hips lift.

I began to stroke both men.

The wet sound of two cocks in my fists filled the quiet.

Ethan looked at Roman's cock moving through my fist.

Roman looked at my husband's face.

“Tell him which one you know better,” Roman said.

“My husband's.”

Ethan's cock hardened more.

“Tell him which one stretched you wider,” Roman said.

I felt Ethan pulse in my left hand.

“My bull's.”

Both answers were true.

That was why the position worked.

I leaned forward and took Ethan into my mouth first.

His breath broke.

I knew the shape of him. The taste. Salt. Warm skin. I sucked the head and let him feel the mouth that had just come on another man.

Roman watched me suck my husband while my right hand kept stroking the cock that had made me come.

I knew Ethan's taste. Salt, warm skin, the faint bitterness of waiting too long. I moved slowly, giving him the mouth that had spent the night speaking cruelty.

Then I pulled away.

A line of saliva stretched from my lips to him.

I turned and took Roman.

The change filled my mouth at once. Thicker. Harder to fit. My jaw opened wider. I gagged once on purpose and let the sound stay in the room. Ethan watched my lips stretch around another man from less than two feet away.

Roman's hand settled in my hair.

I took him deeper.

My eyes stayed on Ethan.

The shame made my pussy drip onto the carpet.

I moved between them.

Husband.

Bull.

Familiar cock.

Larger cock.

The room narrowed to mouths, hands, breath, and the different sounds each man made when I took him.

Ethan groaned my name.

Roman said nothing. His fingers tightened in my hair, controlling the depth while my husband watched.

I pulled back and stroked both shafts hard.

“Neither of you comes yet.”

Ethan's face tightened.

Roman smiled.

“You like keeping him close.”

“I like deciding which man finishes first.”

“Which man do you make wait?”

I looked at my husband.

“Him.”

Ethan's cock jumped in my hand.

Cruelty moved through me like heat.

I stood and climbed onto the bed.

Then I turned onto my hands and knees.

My first bull stepped behind me.

My husband remained in the chair, close enough to see how open Roman had left me.

I looked at Ethan over my shoulder.

“Watch the second time.”

CHAPTER 7

AGAIN

CLAIRE

Roman gripped my hips and pushed into me from behind.

The second entry was faster.

My pussy was already stretched, slick, sensitive from the first orgasm on his cock. His cock filled me in one heavy drive that made my hands slide across the sheets.

A cry left me before I could shape it.

The wet sound of him bottoming out was loud. Skin on skin. My ass against his hips.

Ethan leaned forward in the chair.

Roman pulled me back by the hips and began to fuck me with none of the patience he had used the first time.

The bed struck the wall.

My breasts moved beneath me. My hair fell across my face. The hotel lights blurred whenever his hips met my ass.

This was the position I had pictured before finding the list.

Not from my own hunger. From Ethan's search history, his silences, the way he watched my ass in mirrors. A wife on all fours. A bigger man behind her. A husband close enough to see what happened where his hands usually belonged.

The fantasy had always centered Ethan's view.

From my side of the bed, it felt different.

Roman's hands covered my hips. His cock drove deep enough that every stroke dragged sound from my mouth. The sheet smelled of clean cotton, rain, and the sex already soaked into it. My knees pressed into the mattress. Sweat gathered beneath my breasts and along my lower back.

I was not an image.

I was the woman taking it.

That difference belonged to me alone.

“Lift her face,” Ethan said.

Roman caught my hair near the base of my neck and pulled.

My head rose.

I found my husband.

The command had changed him. His eyes looked darker, his mouth harder. One hand gripped the chair. The other had closed around his cock.

He had touched himself.

The sight stopped me for half a breath.

I had forbidden it.

He stroked once while Roman fucked me.

Jealous anger moved through me.

Then pride.

My careful husband had broken a rule because watching became too much.

Roman kept my hair tight.

“Your cuck stopped obeying,” he said.

I looked at Ethan.

“Hands off.”

He let go of his cock.

The shaft remained hard, wet and swollen between his thighs.

“Good husband.”

Roman drove deeper.

My words broke into a moan.

Ethan's face changed at the praise. He hated needing it. He needed it anyway.

I pushed back against Roman.

The movement made his grip tighten.

“Harder,” I said.

He gave me what I asked for.

His hips struck my ass in blunt, punishing strokes. The room filled with the wet sound of him moving in me and the sharp crack of skin. My fingers closed around the sheet. The hotel bed shifted over the carpet.

Ethan watched every inch.

“Tell him what you feel,” Roman said.

My voice came broken by movement.

“Your bull... filling your wife.”

“More. Say the part that makes him feel smaller.”

“Bigger than you. Thicker. Deeper. My pussy is stretched around a cock that is not yours.”

Roman slapped my ass.

Heat spread across one cheek.

Ethan's cock pulsed.

“Again,” my husband said. “Harder this time.”

Roman struck the other side.

The crack reached the windows.

I pushed back harder.

“Your wife likes his hands.”

Ethan breathed through his teeth.

“Tell me what you like,” I said.

His eyes stayed on Roman's cock moving in and out of me.

“Watching you choose it.”

The answer went through me.

Roman slammed deep.

My knees widened.

“Choose what?”

“His cock. His hands. The way he is fucking you.”

My husband no longer sounded like a victim of the fantasy.

He sounded like a man naming it.

Roman bent over me. His chest pressed to my back. His mouth reached my ear.

“He wants to hear you say you would pick me again.”

Ethan's eyes lifted to mine.

The room waited.

I thought of lying.

Then I remembered the list in red ink.

My choices.

My hunger.

My truth.

“I would pick you again.”

Ethan closed his eyes.

Roman drove deep and held me there.

The admission cut through my husband and returned as heat in my own pussy.

I hated the cruelty.

I used it.

“Eyes on me, Ethan. I want you present for every inch,” I told him.

His eyes opened.

“I would pick him again because of this.”

Roman began to move.

“Because he is bigger?” Ethan asked.

“Because you look at me like I am dangerous.”

My husband's breath caught.

That was the deepest truth of the night.

Roman's size excited me. His hands excited me. The weight of his hips and the shock of a new cock excited me.

But Ethan's fear transformed me.

He looked at me as if I had become capable of ruining the life we loved and making him thank me for the privilege of watching.

I wanted that woman.

I wanted to be feared by the man who knew how gently I slept.

Roman reached around and rubbed my clit.

The pressure sharpened everything.

I lowered my chest to the bed and raised my ass. His cock drove at a deeper angle. His fingers moved fast against me. The wet sound of his hand on my clit mixed with the slap of his hips.

My second orgasm on his cock built under the weight of two men watching different parts of me.

Roman watched the way I took him.

Ethan watched the way I disappeared into it.

“Say his name,” Roman said.

I looked at my husband.

“Ethan.”

Roman slapped my ass.

“Not his.”

The cruelty of the correction made my pussy tighten.

“Roman.”

He drove harder.

“Again. Say my name.”

“Roman.”

Ethan's face twisted.

My orgasm broke open.

I came around my bull while saying his name and staring at my husband.

The first pulse bent my arms. The second made my knees slide wider. Roman held me up by the hips and kept fucking through it, his fingers relentless on my clit.

I cried out.

The sound carried Roman's name once more before dissolving into breath.

Ethan watched.

His cock leaked against his stomach.

He did not touch it.

The obedience beneath his pain made the orgasm last longer.

I shook beneath Roman. My pussy gripped every stroke. My face pressed into the sheet, then lifted again because I could not let Ethan miss the end.

Roman's rhythm changed.

Shorter. Harder.

He was close.

I felt it in the tension of his hands and the way his hips lost their calm precision.

I reached back and caught one of his wrists.

“Not in me.”

He pulled out.

The sudden emptiness made me gasp. I felt myself stay open. Dripping.

Roman stroked his cock behind me, slick from my pussy. I stayed on my hands and knees, ass raised, thighs open, looking at Ethan.

“Where do you want me to leave it?” Roman asked.

I did not look back.

“Mark what he has to take home.”

Roman understood.

He moved closer.

His breathing roughened. His hand worked fast. I watched Ethan watch the man who had just made his wife come twice prepare to finish across her.

The first hot streak struck my lower back.

I flinched.

The second landed across one ass cheek.

The third followed the curve of my spine and dripped toward my waist.

Roman groaned behind me.

Heat spread over my skin in thick lines.

I remained still.

Ethan's face went pale.

I looked at him over my shoulder.

“Look at your wife.”

He did.

Roman's final drops fell across the red mark on my ass.

The room smelled of sweat, sex, rain, and the sharp clean trace of hotel soap beneath it all.

My arms trembled.

I lowered myself to my elbows but kept my ass raised.

Roman stepped away.

His come cooled slowly across my skin.

I turned my face toward Ethan.

“Now you get your part.”

CHAPTER 8

CLEAN YOUR WIFE

CLAIRE

Ethan did not move at first.

Roman stood near the windows, naked, chest still rising hard from finishing. I remained on the bed with my ass marked, pussy swollen, thighs shaking from three orgasms.

The chair sat between us like a witness that had learned too much.

“Come here,” I told my husband.

Ethan stood.

His knees looked unsteady. His cock remained hard above his open trousers, but his face held no simple hunger. He looked furious, wounded, proud, and almost reverent.

The mixture made me feel more naked than Roman's hands had.

Ethan came to the bed.

I turned onto my side and let him see the streaks across my back and ass.

Roman's come had begun to cool. One line moved slowly toward the crease of my thigh.

Ethan followed it with his eyes.

“Clean your wife,” I said.

His gaze lifted to mine.

The words carried the echo of the fantasy we had discussed for years without naming. A husband receiving the woman another man had marked. Jealousy made physical. Humiliation with heat and taste.

Ethan lowered himself beside the bed.

His hand hovered over my hip.

I caught it and pressed his palm to the mark Roman's grip had left.

Familiar fingers covered unfamiliar bruises.

My breath shook.

Ethan leaned forward.

His mouth touched my lower back.

The first lick moved slowly over Roman's come.

A sharp pulse went through my pussy.

My husband closed his eyes.

He tasted another man's finish from my skin.

Roman watched from the windows.

No one spoke.

Ethan used his tongue again, collecting the streak along my spine. His hand held my hip. His breath warmed the cooling skin. The intimacy of his mouth beneath the filth almost broke me.

This was not punishment.

It was not forgiveness.

It was my husband entering the scene with the only tool he had left.

Love twisted into something dark enough to survive the room.

He moved lower.

His tongue followed the line across my ass.

I spread my legs.

Ethan saw how open Roman had left me. My pussy glistened. A thin trace of my own slick had moved down the inner line of my thigh. I was swollen. Used. Still twitching.

My husband looked at Roman.

Then he pressed his mouth between my legs.

The first contact made me cry out.

Ethan's tongue moved over my swollen pussy, tasting me after another man's cock. He held my ass with both hands, fingers pressing into Roman's marks. His mouth was familiar, but everything it touched had changed.

I looked toward Roman.

He stood with one shoulder against the window, cock softening in his hand, watching a husband clean the wife he had just fucked.

The sight tightened me around Ethan's tongue.

“Look at him,” I said.

Ethan did not stop.

He lifted his eyes toward Roman while his mouth stayed on me.

Roman's expression remained calm.

“Your husband is good at that,” he said.

I threaded my fingers through Ethan's damp hair.

“He knows his wife.”

“I learned something too.”

Roman's words made Ethan's tongue press harder.

“What?” I asked.

“She comes harder when she thinks she is hurting him.”

The truth struck me with cruel accuracy.

Ethan heard it.

His fingers tightened.

I should have denied it.

Instead I pushed my pussy harder against my husband's mouth.

“Then make it hurt,” I said.

Ethan groaned against me.

The vibration sent another pulse through my clit.

He ate me with a roughness that belonged to jealousy rather than service. His tongue worked fast. His fingers spread me. My thighs closed around his head, but his shoulders spread them again. The wet sound of his mouth on a used cunt filled the suite.

Roman watched.

I watched Roman watch Ethan reclaim what he had used.

The circle of attention became unbearable.

“Tell him why your mouth makes me squeeze,” I said to my husband.

Ethan pulled his mouth away only long enough to speak.

“My wife came on your cock.”

Roman's eyes darkened.

“Twice,” he said.

Ethan returned his mouth to me.

I pulled his hair.

“Again. Say what my body chose.”

He lifted his face, lips wet with me.

“My wife chose you.”

“Keep going. Do not stop when it hurts.”

“My wife let you mark her.”

His voice broke on the final word.

I came against his mouth.

The fourth orgasm was different. Smaller at first, then deepening as Ethan's tongue kept moving. My hips rolled against his face. My fingers tightened in his hair. Tears filled my eyes because the heat and grief had finally become the same thing.

Ethan held me through every pulse.

Roman said nothing.

When the shaking stopped, my husband rested his forehead against my thigh.

I touched his hair.

The room softened for one breath.

Then I saw his cock.

Still hard. Painfully so. A dark bead gathered at the tip.

“Stand,” I said.

Ethan rose.

I moved to the edge of the bed and knelt in front of him.

Roman remained by the window.

I wrapped one hand around my husband's cock.

Ethan closed his eyes.

“Look at me while your wife uses your words.”

He obeyed.

I stroked slowly.

“What do you taste?”

His face tightened.

“My wife.”

“After?”

“After Roman.”

I moved faster.

His hips pushed toward my hand.

“What did you watch?”

“You take him.”

“And after I take him—what do you make me do?”

“You come.”

My thumb spread the wet bead over the head.

“How many times since he entered me?”

“Twice on his cock. Once on my mouth.”

Roman's presence sharpened every answer.

I stroked Ethan harder.

“Who brought me here?”

“I did.”

“Who chose the bull?”

“You did.”

“Who takes me home?”

His voice broke.

“I do.”

There was my marriage.

Not clean.

Not equal in every moment.

Still ours.

I leaned forward and took the head of his cock into my mouth.

Ethan groaned.

I sucked him slowly while my hand worked the shaft. His taste mixed with mine still on my lips, Roman's finish still faint on my skin, hotel water, sweat, and the metallic edge of emotion.

I pulled away.

“Not in my mouth.”

Ethan's eyes widened.

The phrase returned from The Black Rabbit.

This time, the man close to finishing was my husband.

I lay back on the bed and opened my legs.

“Come on the wife you brought to her first bull.”

Ethan wrapped his hand around himself.

He looked at Roman.

Then at me.

His fist moved hard and fast. The room filled with his breathing. I touched my clit and watched the man I loved use the image of Roman beside the windows to push himself over the edge.

“Say it without making it sound like a confession,” I told him.

“My wife took a bigger cock.”

“Again. This time, sound proud of me.”

“My wife came for her first bull.”

His face tightened.

I spread my pussy wider for him.

“Come for your slut wife.”

Ethan groaned my name.

The first streak landed across my breasts.

The second hit my stomach.

The third followed, hot and familiar, marking the skin Roman had touched with something that belonged to the man taking me home.

Ethan kept stroking until the last drops fell.

I looked down at myself.

Roman's marks beneath Ethan's come.

Bull and husband layered across the same wife.

The image satisfied something dark in me.

Roman dressed without ceremony.

Shirt. Trousers. Belt.

He placed the room key on the table.

Before leaving, he stopped beside Ethan.

“She looked at you almost the entire time,” he said.

Almost.

The word was not comfort.

Roman looked at Ethan for a long moment.

“I nearly stopped when she stopped seeing you,” he said. “Not because she told me to. Because I remembered what it felt like to discover I had vanished from a room I thought was mine.”

Ethan's face tightened.

Roman rubbed one hand over the scar near his ribs. The movement was quick, almost embarrassed.

“Then she looked back,” he said.

No victory lived in his voice.

Only recognition.

It was truth.

Roman looked at me.

“Number three will hurt him differently.”

He had read the list during our meeting.

Bigger.

The toy.

The comparison made deliberate.

I smiled.

“That is why he wrote it.”

Roman left.

The door closed softly behind him.

For the first time that night, Ethan and I were alone.

CHAPTER 9

THE ROAD HOME

CLAIRE

The silence after Roman left was not empty.

It was crowded with everything we had not said while another man occupied the room.

Ethan stood near the bed with his shirt open and trousers still unfastened. I lay beneath streaks of his come, Roman's handprints darkening on my hips, my pussy tender from the first cock outside my marriage.

Neither of us moved.

Rain traveled down the windows in silver lines.

The city beyond the glass had softened to scattered lights over black water. Miami looked distant enough to belong to another life.

Ethan picked up a white towel from the chair.

I thought he would clean me.

Instead he placed it beside my hip and sat on the edge of the bed.

His back faced me.

The curve of his shoulders looked familiar in a way that hurt. I had watched him sit like that after his father died. After losing a client that had consumed two years of his work. After the doctor called my first pregnancy a chemical loss and we went home without knowing what grief was allowed to look like.

Now he sat the same way because I had come on another man's cock.

I pushed myself upright.

The movement sent a deep reminder through me. Roman's size remained written in every tender muscle.

Ethan heard my breath catch.

He did not turn.

“I heard your breath.”

His voice carried no softness, only knowledge.

“I can still feel him.”

His shoulders tightened.

I hated the sentence after it left my mouth.

I also needed him to know.

That contradiction had become the language of the list.

I moved behind him and rested my forehead between his shoulder blades.

His skin was damp beneath the shirt.

“Say something,” I whispered.

“I watched.”

“I know.”

“I thought knowing would prepare me.”

I closed my eyes.

“It didn't prepare me either.”

He turned then.

His face looked older. Not by years. By one night.

“You liked him.”

“Yes.”

The clean answer struck him.

I touched his jaw.

“I liked the way he touched me. I liked his cock. I liked being watched by you while I took him.”

Ethan looked away.

I brought his face back.

“I also hated forgetting you.”

“But you did.”

“For seconds.”

“Seconds were enough.”

The pain in his voice made my throat tighten.

I had no defense that would not insult both of us.

I kissed him.

He remained still for the first second.

Then his mouth opened beneath mine.

The kiss was not possession. Not forgiveness. It was two people testing whether the same mouths still knew each other after the room had introduced a new taste.

Ethan's hand came to the back of my neck.

He pulled me closer.

My breasts pressed against his shirt, smearing his come across the fabric. My thighs opened around his hips. The tenderness between them reminded me of Roman with every movement.

I felt Ethan realize it.

He broke the kiss.

“I can smell him on you.”

“And you.”

His eyes dropped to the marks across my skin.

I used the towel slowly.

First my breasts, wiping away the finish he had placed there.

Then my stomach.

I turned and handed the towel to him.

Ethan cleaned the last line from my lower back. His fingers moved carefully over the red handprints. What followed felt more intimate because neither of us tried to name it. There were only hands, water, cloth, and the husband who could not decide whether he wanted to erase the evidence or memorize it.

I carried the towel into the bathroom and turned on the shower.

Steam began to soften the mirror. Water struck white tile with a steady hiss, louder than the rain beyond the suite windows.

Ethan stood in the doorway.

His shirt hung open. His trousers remained loose at the waist. Red half-moons marked both palms where his nails had pressed through the night.

I stepped beneath the water.

Heat hit the bruises on my hips and the raw skin between my thighs. I flinched before I could hide it.

Ethan saw.

He removed the rest of his clothes and came to me without speaking.

The shower was large enough for two people who knew how to avoid each other. We did not.

He stood behind me and wet my hair. His fingers moved through it slowly, separating strands that smelled of Roman's hands, hotel linen, sweat, and the cedar cologne that had followed us from the back seat.

Ethan poured shampoo into his palm.

His hands shook when they touched my scalp.

That was the first thing that nearly broke me.

Not Roman's size. Not the chair. Not the moment I forgot my husband.

The tremor in the hands that had washed my hair when I was sick, held ice against my fevered neck, and signed hospital forms beside mine.

I closed my eyes while he worked the soap through the dark strands.

Water ran down my back. Over the red marks. Between my legs.

Ethan's breath touched my shoulder.

“At the first inch, I wanted to pull him off you,” he said.

The confession moved quietly beneath the water.

His fingers continued moving through my hair.

“Then you looked at me,” he said. “And I wanted him to push deeper.”

I opened my eyes.

The mirror had clouded enough to reduce us to two blurred shapes beneath white light.

“Both were true,” I said.

“Both are still true.”

He rinsed the soap away.

I turned beneath his hands.

Water moved over his face. For one second I thought the line beneath his eye came from the shower. Then he blinked, and another appeared.

Ethan looked angry at it.

I touched the wet track with my thumb.

He caught my wrist but did not remove my hand.

“I hated him,” he said.

“I know. I watched respect hurt you more than hatred.”

“I admired him.”

That truth came harder.

“I know.”

“I hated you for making me admire him.”

My chest tightened.

“I hated myself when I forgot you.”

His grip loosened around my wrist.

“You came harder after you remembered.”

“Because remembering hurt.”

The answer stayed between us with the steam.

I took the soap and washed his chest. My palms moved over familiar muscle, the small white scar near his collarbone, the ribs I had counted with kisses for eleven years.

His skin smelled like hotel soap now, but the fear remained in his breathing.

I lifted one of his hands and kissed the crescent marks in his palm.

“You stayed,” I said.

“I froze.”

“You stayed anyway.”

Ethan rested his forehead against mine.

The water ran between our mouths.

For a long time, neither of us spoke.

Then his hand moved to my hip.

He traced Roman's bruise through the water, not erasing it, not worshiping it, only learning the exact shape left on his wife.

“Did it change you?” he asked.

I looked at our blurred reflection.

“Yes.”

His eyes closed.

I gave him the rest before the silence turned crueler than the truth.

“It taught me I can want another man and still reach for you.”

“That is not comforting.”

“It was not meant to be.”

A broken laugh left him. Small. Bitter. Real.

I pressed my cheek to his chest and listened to his heart strike beneath wet skin.

The rhythm slowed gradually.

We lowered ourselves to the tiled bench without separating. I sat between his knees, my back against him, his arms around my waist.

Warm water fell over us until the room smelled only of soap and steam.

The marks remained.

So did the night.

But Ethan's mouth found my shoulder, and I covered his hands with mine.

For several minutes, that was enough.

He helped me dress.

The black fabric slid over tender skin. I wore no panties. My pussy remained swollen beneath the narrow skirt. Ethan pulled the zipper up my back and rested his forehead against my shoulder.

“You still choose me?”

The question reached the wound beneath item two.

I turned in his arms.

“I chose you before the list.”

“You heard the question. Answer the part that hurts.”

He had learned my methods too well.

I looked at the chair.

Then at the closed door.

Then at my husband.

“I choose to go home with you.”

His expression tightened at the limit of the answer.

I did not offer more than I could prove.

We left the suite at one in the morning.

The hallway was silent. Ethan carried my purse. The folded list remained in the inner pocket. I walked slowly because my thighs felt unsteady and my heels seemed designed for a woman who had not spent an hour being fucked by a man nearly ten inches long.

In the elevator, our reflections stood side by side.

No Roman between us.

The absence had shape.

Ethan looked at the marks visible above the back of my dress.

“People will see.”

“Let them.”

“You like the proof.”

“Yes.”

He touched one mark with two fingers.

My pussy tightened.

The elevator descended.

“That still makes you wet?”

“You touching where he held me does.”

Ethan closed his eyes once.

When the doors opened, he placed his hand at the small of my back.

The lobby was nearly empty. A night clerk looked up. Two women in cocktail dresses waited near the bar. A man with a suitcase stepped aside as we passed.

I wondered whether they could see the night on me.

The altered walk.

The swollen mouth.

The husband holding his wife's purse after watching another man take her.

The valet brought our car.

Ethan opened the passenger door.

I looked at the back seat.

The leather still held a faint damp mark where Roman's hand had worked beneath my dress.

My husband saw it.

Neither of us spoke.

I sat in front.

The drive home began in silence.

Miami after rain smelled cleaner without becoming innocent. Water shone along the roads. Neon signs doubled in puddles. The bay appeared black beyond the guardrail, holding the reflected city in broken pieces.

Ethan drove with one hand.

The other rested between us on the console.

I placed my hand over it.

His fingers did not close around mine at first.

Five blocks later, they did.

That small movement reached me more deeply than Roman's first entry.

I turned toward the window before Ethan saw tears gather.

“Claire.”

I wiped one with my thumb.

“Drive.”

He did.

We crossed the causeway holding hands.

No dirty talk.

No list.

No bull.

Only the quiet after getting exactly what we had asked for and learning that hunger sends an invoice after midnight.

CHAPTER 10

WHAT I KEPT

CLAIRE

At home, the air-conditioning had cooled the rooms.

Cool air moved through the hallway. The kitchen clock showed one forty-seven. A bowl of limes sat beneath the pendant light. Ethan's laptop remained closed on the dining table. My red dress from The Black Rabbit remained folded in the dresser drawer where I had hidden it.

Ordinary objects waited for us without judgment.

I removed my heels near the door.

My feet met cool tile.

Ethan locked the car and came in behind me.

He still carried my purse.

“Give me the list.”

He set the purse on the table.

I took out the folded paper.

The creases had softened from being opened too many times. His three fantasies in black ink. My seven in red.

Item two looked smaller than the night.

Watch another man undress her and fuck her while she looks at me.

Ethan stood across from me.

“Cross it out,” he said.

I picked up a red pen from the drawer.

The tip hovered over the line.

I did not draw through it.

Instead I placed a small check beside the words.

“Why not cross it out?”

“Because fulfilled is not finished.”

His eyes lifted.

The answer frightened him.

It frightened me too.

I folded the paper and placed it back in the purse.

“Upstairs.”

Ethan followed.

The bedroom looked exactly as we had left it. White sheets pulled smooth. One lamp on. My panties from earlier still near the mirror. The sight of them made the hotel feel both distant and fresh.

I undressed without turning it into a show.

The black dress fell to the floor.

The marks Roman left had darkened. Finger shapes at my hips. Red across my ass. A faint bruise near one breast where his hand had pressed during the first undressing.

Ethan stood behind me in the mirror.

His face changed as each mark appeared.

I removed his shirt.

Buttons first. Then fabric from his shoulders. His chest was lean, familiar, the muscles less heavy than Roman's and more intimate because I knew every scar. The small white line near his collarbone from a bicycle crash at sixteen. The mole low on his ribs. The place where my nails had left fading marks the week before.

I touched each one.

“He is bigger,” I said.

Ethan's jaw tightened.

“I know.”

“He felt different.”

His eyes held mine in the mirror.

“I know.”

“He made me come.”

“I watched.”

I turned.

“You know me better.”

That answer reached him differently.

Ethan caught my waist and pulled me against him.

The first kiss came hard.

No chair. No rule. No waiting.

His mouth took mine with the anger he had carried from the hotel. His hands covered Roman's marks, fingers digging into them until the pain sharpened the kiss. I wrapped both arms around his neck.

He pushed me toward the bed.

I let him.

My knees struck the mattress. Ethan turned me and bent me over the edge.

The position mirrored Roman's second round.

My pussy tightened.

Ethan saw the reaction.

“Thinking about him?”

“Yes.”

He slapped my ass directly over the bull's mark.

Heat burst across the skin.

I moaned.

“Again. Put your hand over his mark.”

His hand landed harder.

“Fuck the wife who chose him,” I said.

Ethan opened his trousers.

His cock pressed against my pussy.

Familiar size. Familiar curve. Familiar heat.

He pushed in with one hard drive.

My breath broke.

Tender muscles resisted, then opened around the husband who had watched them take more. I was still sore. Still wet. The sound of him entering me was softer than Roman and somehow more brutal because I knew every inch.

The contrast was immediate.

Ethan did not fill me like Roman.

He reached me differently.

Every inch carried history.

The first night in our apartment. The honeymoon balcony. The pregnancy we lost. The Sunday mornings. The arguments. The list. The chair.

Roman had stretched me wider.

Ethan reached places no stranger could touch.

He fucked me hard from behind.

His hands held my hips over Roman's bruises. Each stroke pushed me across the sheets. My breasts dragged over cotton. The headboard struck the wall. The wet sound of our bodies filled the bedroom we had shared for years. Familiar cock. Unfamiliar night still written on my skin.

“Say his name,” Ethan said.

The demand surprised me.

I looked back over my shoulder.

His face was dark with jealousy.

“Roman.”

Ethan drove harder.

“Again. Make me hear his name in your mouth.”

“Roman.”

His fingers tightened.

“Who is fucking you now?”

“My husband.”

“Who takes you home?”

“My husband.”

“Who knows your cunt?”

The raw word in Ethan's mouth sent heat through me.

“You do.”

He reached around and rubbed my clit.

My hips moved against him.

The hotel had left me sensitive enough that the pressure quickly became sharp.

“Tell me what he did,” Ethan said.

I gave him fragments.

“He opened me slowly.”

Ethan slammed deep.

“He made me forget the chair.”

Another hard stroke.

“I came saying his name.”

My husband bit my shoulder.

Pain and heat tangled.

“And after he had all of you?”

“I came back to you.”

Ethan's rhythm broke for one second.

I turned beneath him, forcing him to pull out.

Then I climbed onto the bed and lay on my back.

“Look at me. This is the wife who came back to your bed.”

He came over me.

I guided his cock back into my pussy.

This time we faced each other.

No observer.

No stranger.

No mirror needed.

Ethan drove deep with both hands beside my head. His eyes never left mine. Sweat gathered along his temple. His mouth opened on each rough breath.

I wrapped my legs around him.

“Your wife took a bull tonight.”

His cock pulsed in me.

“Say what that makes you.”

“Your cuckold.”

The word no longer sounded borrowed.

It belonged to him now.

I touched his face.

“My husband.”

The second title reached deeper.

Ethan kissed me while fucking me hard enough to move the mattress. My pussy tightened around him, still tender, still carrying the memory of Roman's size.

I told him the truth between kisses.

“I liked it.”

His hips struck harder.

“I know.”

“I want you to hear that and keep fucking me. I would do it again.”

Pain crossed his face.

His cock grew harder.

“I know.”

“That is why I can say the rest. And I love you.”

That was the sentence that broke him.

Ethan groaned and buried himself deep. I felt his cock pulse, but he fought the edge, holding himself there while his jaw tightened.

“Not yet. Stay inside me and make me ask,” I whispered.

He stopped.

His whole frame trembled over me.

I had guided his come at the hotel. I wanted this one too, not as humiliation, but as proof that my voice still reached him after another man's name.

I rubbed my clit while Ethan remained deep.

The orgasm rose slowly. Less violent than the hotel, more intimate, sharpened by the tenderness in my pussy and the husband struggling not to finish.

“Watch me,” I said.

Ethan watched.

I came around him with my fingers between us.

The first pulse tightened my legs. The second brought tears again. I held his face and let him see every reaction, every moment I returned to the man who knew me before the list.

“Now,” I whispered.

Ethan came deep in me.

His mouth opened against mine. His hips pressed hard between my legs. I felt every pulse, familiar and hot, filling the same wife Roman had opened hours earlier.

He stayed there after.

Neither of us spoke.

The room cooled around our joined skin.

When Ethan finally moved, I tightened my legs.

“Stay.”

He rested his forehead against mine.

“You checked the second item.”

“Yes. And I can still feel the check mark like a hand on my throat.”

“Number three.”

“Bigger.”

His cock gave a small pulse in me.

I smiled.

“You are already thinking about it.”

“So are you.”

The truth sat between our mouths.

We did not sleep immediately.

Ethan stayed deep until his cock softened and slipped free. His come moved slowly between my thighs. I watched his face when he noticed it mixing with the slick Roman had left earlier.

He reached for a tissue.

I stopped his hand.

“Leave it.”

The words made his eyes darken.

I rolled onto my side and pulled him against my back. His arm came around my waist. The position was ordinary enough to hurt. We had slept that way through most of our marriage, my ass against his hips, his mouth near my shoulder.

Tonight, Roman's marks lay beneath Ethan's hand.

My husband traced one with his thumb.

“Would you have gone with him if I left the hotel?”

The question emerged into darkness.

I stared at the city beyond our bedroom window. The rain had stopped. White lights marked boats moving across the bay.

“I would have come home.”

“That isn't the same answer.”

Again, my own weapon returned to me.

I considered the room without Ethan. Roman standing between my legs. No chair. No familiar eyes measuring what each touch cost.

The image still carried heat.

It carried less meaning.

“I don't know what I would have done in the first minute,” I said. “I know where I would have ended the night.”

Ethan's arm tightened.

“Here.”

“Here.”

Silence followed.

He did not thank me for an answer that left danger intact.

I did not promise that future items would be easier.

His hand moved from the marks on my hip to the soft place below my stomach. He held me there, palm warm over the wife who had crossed the second line.

My breathing slowed.

Just before sleep took me, Ethan whispered Roman's name into my hair.

Not as a curse.

As if he were testing how it sounded in our bed.

My pussy tightened once beneath his hand.

He felt it.

Neither of us spoke.

Morning found us tangled beneath one sheet.

Sunlight cut across the bed and exposed everything the night had hidden. The bruises on my hips had deepened to purple at the edges. Ethan's hand rested over one of them. His wedding ring pressed into the exact place Roman's fingers had marked.

I woke before him and stayed still.

My pussy felt tender when I shifted my thighs. The reminder was immediate, intimate, impossible to blame on a dream. Roman had been real. His cock had been real. The sounds I made for him had followed us home.

Ethan slept with his face near my shoulder.

Without jealousy tightening it, he looked younger. Dark lashes against tired skin. Hair fallen over his forehead. The man who had driven me to another man still reached for me in sleep.

Guilt rose.

So did hunger.

I hated how easily they shared space.

I moved his hand lower until his fingers rested between my thighs. Ethan woke with a quiet breath.

His fingertips found the tenderness Roman had left.

“Still thinking about him,” he murmured.

“Yes. My body remembers before I decide.”

His cock hardened against my ass.

No denial. No surprise. Only the physical truth of what my answer did to him.

I turned beneath his arm.

“And you?”

“I keep seeing the first time.”

“My face?”

“Your face when you realized he would fit.”

The memory tightened me around Ethan's fingers.

He felt it.

“That,” he said. “Exactly that.”

I kissed him slowly.

Morning breath. Warm skin. The faint taste of hotel whiskey still caught in the night between us. His hand stayed between my legs, not moving enough to become sex, only feeling what remained.

We went downstairs wrapped in robes.

Ethan made coffee. I cut fruit at the counter. Neither task matched the people we had been under hotel light, yet the domestic rhythm did not erase them. It made them stranger.

My husband placed a cup beside me.

“Roman texted?”

“Not yet. I keep checking.”

“Will you answer when he does?”

I looked at the steam rising between us.

“Probably.”

Ethan nodded once.

Pain crossed his face, followed by the heat that always came after.

He sat at the island and watched me eat a strawberry. The red fruit touched my lips. His gaze sharpened.

Even breakfast had changed.

The list had trained us to see the next scene hiding beneath ordinary things.

I finished the strawberry and licked the juice from my thumb.

“Friday,” I said.

Ethan looked toward the stairs, where the second item waited checked in red.

“Number three.”

“Number three.”

He lifted his coffee but did not drink.

The silence between us carried the shape of something larger than him.

I had not told him the package was already on its way.

That was what I kept.

EPILOGUE

THE PACKAGE

CLAIRE

The box arrived Monday morning.

Plain brown cardboard. No logo. No description. Only my name printed above our address.

Ethan was at work.

I carried it upstairs and placed it on the bed.

Miami sunlight flooded the room through open curtains. The bay flashed silver beyond the glass. Air-conditioning moved cool air over the marks still fading on my hips.

Roman had texted once.

No question. No invitation.

A single sentence.

You looked at him when it mattered.

I had not answered.

The box mattered more.

I opened it with Ethan's letter knife.

Black tissue paper waited beneath the cardboard. Then silicone. Dark. Realistic. Thick enough that my fingers did not meet around the widest part.

Ten inches.

Twenty-eight	 centimeters.

Item three made physical.

I lifted it from the box.

The weight surprised me.

My pussy tightened before I touched it to my skin. I ran one finger down the shaft and felt how little of it my hand covered. The silicone was cool. My body was not.

Beneath the toy lay a smaller black package.

I opened that too.

A steel cock cage rested in dark foam.

The key gleamed beside it.

I held the cage in one hand and the larger cock in the other.

The contrast made me smile.

My phone vibrated.

Ethan.

How are the marks?

I looked at myself in the mirror.

Fading fingerprints. Red nearly gone. Wife returned to daylight.

I took a photograph from the neck down.

The toy pressed against my naked thigh.

The cage hanging from one finger.

Wedding ring bright between them.

I sent it without a caption.

Three dots appeared.

Disappeared.

Appeared again.

Claire.

I placed the toy on the bed and photographed it beside the folded list.

Then I typed:

Friday.

His answer came one minute later.

How much bigger?

I wrapped my hand around the shaft and felt the weight settle into my palm.

My husband had written the fantasy as a comparison.

I planned to turn it into an education.

I replied:

Big enough that you will need both hands.

The typing indicator returned.

I did not wait for his answer.

I placed the cage in my purse, the key tucked into my bra, and the toy back beneath the black paper.

Then I traced the red check beside item two.

Below it, item three waited.

Watch her use something bigger than me and tell me the difference.

Ethan had written those words.

He still thought he understood what they meant.

I closed the list.

On Friday, I would show him.

KEEP READING HER FORBIDDEN LIST

BIGGER

The bull changed the marriage. Now the next item turns comparison into the point.

OLIVIA CROSS
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