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CHAPTER ONE

The Room Before the Applause

MARCUS

I could tell what kind of night it would be by the noise on the other side of the curtain.

Some crowds screamed because they wanted permission to lose control. Some screamed because they had already lost it. That Friday, the sound rolling through the black velvet was hungry, impatient, a roomful of women and couples who had spent the week pretending they did not think about bodies like ours.

Cole stood beside me in the narrow backstage corridor, fastening one cuff around his wrist. He wore black jeans cut low on his hips and nothing else. The tattoos on his arms disappeared into shadow whenever the lights changed. He caught me looking toward the curtain and grinned.

“You always get that serious before we go on?”

“I’m not serious.”

“You look like you’re about to collect a debt.”

“Maybe I am.”

He laughed and adjusted himself through the denim. Cole treated every room as if it had been waiting all day for him to enter. He flirted with the sound technician, the bartender, the woman checking wristbands, and probably the fire extinguisher when nobody was watching.

I was different.

I did not need to tell a room what I could do. I let people notice.

At six foot three, I had learned early that stillness made people more nervous than movement. A slow turn of my head could do more than Cole’s entire speech. A held stare could make a woman cross her legs. I knew how long to wait before I smiled. I knew when not to smile at all.

The club called us Kings of Midnight on the posters. Cole called us rent with abs. I called it work.

During the day I trained clients who lied about what they ate and complained about squats. At night I stepped beneath blue lights and let strangers build fantasies around my body. Neither job asked who I was when I went home.

That had always suited me.

“Full house,” Cole said. “Anniversary groups, birthday girls, two divorce parties, and more husbands than usual.”

I glanced at him.

“Husbands?”

“Front tables. Couples’ night promotion.” His grin sharpened. “Try not to terrify them.”

“They paid to be terrified.”

“That’s the spirit.”

The opening beat struck hard enough to shake dust from the lighting rails. Cole rolled his neck, bounced twice on the balls of his feet, and became the man the audience had bought.

I did not become anyone.

I walked out as myself.

The curtain split. Heat and perfume hit me first. Then light. Then the roar.

Cole crossed the stage fast, hips loose, smile flashing. He threw his vest into the front row before the first chorus. Women reached for him, laughing, hands already in the air. He gave them movement, danger, the promise that he might choose any one of them.

I stayed near the back beneath a white spotlight.

Black trousers. Bare chest. Boots planted apart. My hands relaxed at my sides.

I waited.

The room found me one table at a time.

A few women stopped shouting. Their eyes moved down my chest, over my stomach, to the shape contained behind the front of my pants. I wore them tight because subtlety had never sold a ticket. Even half-hard from the noise and the attention, my cock made a heavy line along my thigh.

Cole saw where the room was looking and pointed at me with a laugh.

“Ladies,” he called into the microphone, “he’s shy.”

The audience exploded.

I lifted one eyebrow.

Cole staggered backward dramatically, hand over his heart.

“See? Terrifying.”

The music changed. Slower. A bass line that crawled instead of struck.

That was mine.

I moved toward the edge of the stage, unfastening one button at a time. Not rushed. Never rushed. The first lesson of performance was that people valued what you made them wait for. I turned, let the light travel over my shoulders, then faced them again and opened the trousers just enough to reveal the black waistband beneath.

Hands reached up.

I ignored most of them.

Then I saw her.

Blonde hair fell over one shoulder. Dark green dress. Wedding ring catching the table candle. She was not the loudest woman in the room. She had not lifted her hand. She sat close to a man with brown hair and a pale blue shirt, their knees touching beneath the small table.

Her husband, I assumed.

She watched me with parted lips.

Then she looked at him.

That was what caught me.

Not the dress. Not the flush spreading over her chest. Not the way her fingers tightened around the stem of her glass.

She looked at her husband before she let herself want me.

He looked back at her, and whatever passed between them was silent, intimate, practiced. His gaze dropped toward the front of my pants, then returned to his wife’s face.

He did not look angry.

He looked hard.

I knew the difference.

I stepped down from the stage.

Cole kept the crowd alive while I walked between tables. Women touched my arms, my stomach, the small of my back. I let their fingers slide away. My attention stayed on the blonde woman and the man beside her.

As I approached, she sat straighter.

Her husband’s hand moved onto her thigh.

I stopped in front of them.

Up close, I could see that she was older than the birthday groups around us, maybe early thirties. Beautiful without the brittle effort I saw every weekend. Her eyes were gray. Her lipstick had been bitten from the center of her lower lip.

I held out my hand.

The room cheered because it thought I had chosen her.

The truth was more complicated.

I had chosen the space between them.

She looked at my hand, then at her husband.

He leaned close enough for only her to hear. I caught one word.

“Go.”

Her breath left in a shaky laugh.

She placed her hand in mine.

Her wedding ring pressed against my palm as I led her toward the stage.

Behind us, her husband never looked away.


CHAPTER TWO

The Woman Who Looked Back

MARCUS

Her name was Rachel.

I learned it when Cole took her other hand at the edge of the stage and asked the question into his microphone.

“Tell us your name, beautiful.”

“Rachel.”

The crowd repeated it in a chant.

She laughed, embarrassed, but her grip tightened around my fingers instead of pulling away. Cole spun her once beneath his arm, letting the green skirt flare around her thighs. Then he looked at me and saw that I was not interested in sharing the center of the stage.

He knew me well enough to step aside.

“Rachel,” he announced, “meet Marcus.”

I did not offer my hand again. I stepped behind her.

Her shoulders rose with the breath she took.

The beat slowed until it was almost a pulse. I placed my hands near her hips without touching, letting heat and anticipation do the first part of the work. She could feel me behind her. I knew because the muscles in her back tightened beneath the thin dress.

I leaned close to her ear.

“Where’s your husband?”

She looked toward the table.

The man in the blue shirt sat exactly where she had left him. His elbows rested on his knees. His attention had narrowed to the two of us.

“There,” she whispered.

“What’s his name?”

“Daniel.”

“Keep looking at Daniel.”

Her lips parted.

I put one hand on her waist.

The sound she made was too small for the microphone and loud enough for me.

I moved her with me, slow enough that every shift of my hips pressed the shape in my trousers against the back of her dress. She did what I told her. She looked at her husband while another man’s body moved behind hers.

Daniel’s face changed.

A flush climbed his throat. His hands clasped between his knees, then separated. His right palm settled over the front of his pants as if he could hide the fact that he was hard.

Rachel saw it too.

Her body softened against me.

That was the moment she stopped being the woman pulled from the audience and became part of the performance.

I turned her to face me.

She had to tilt her head back. I was a foot taller in her heels, broad enough to block the light. Her eyes moved over my chest and down.

The front of my trousers had tightened further.

She stared.

I caught her wrist and lifted her hand.

The crowd went wild before I even placed it anywhere.

Rachel glanced toward Daniel one more time.

He nodded.

I pressed her palm over me.

Her fingers went rigid.

Even through two layers of fabric, she could feel the heat and weight. My cock lay thick along my thigh, not fully hard, but enough that her hand could not close around the shape.

Her eyes widened.

“Jesus,” she breathed.

I lowered my mouth toward her ear.

“That what you expected?”

“No.”

“Better or worse?”

Her hand moved without instruction, a small stroke through the cloth.

“Bigger.”

Her husband heard. I knew because his head dropped for one second, and when he lifted it again his mouth was open.

I turned Rachel so Daniel could see her hand on me. I covered her fingers with mine and guided them over every inch straining against my trousers.

Her breathing changed.

The club disappeared from her face. The shouting, the lights, Cole circling the stage and feeding the crowd, all of it became background. She looked at her husband as she touched me, and Daniel looked at her as if she had revealed something holy and dangerous.

I had danced for hundreds of married women.

Most forgot their husbands for three minutes.

Rachel used me to look at hers more deeply.

That should not have mattered.

It did.

I released her hand and stepped back. She remained facing Daniel, palm suspended near her waist, expression dazed. I moved in front of her, dropped to one knee, and let my hands travel from her ankles to the backs of her calves. I stopped at the hem of the dress.

The room screamed for more.

I looked up at Rachel.

She was still looking at Daniel.

So I looked at him too.

Then I slid my hands beneath the green fabric just far enough to touch the outside of her thighs.

Daniel gripped his chair.

I moved higher, stopped before the line became private, and pulled my hands away. Rachel exhaled sharply, disappointed. I rose, turned her with one hand, and pressed her back to my chest again.

My mouth brushed the shell of her ear.

“He likes watching you.”

She swallowed.

“I know.”

“You like him watching.”

Her eyes met Daniel’s.

“I didn’t know.”

“You do now.”

I placed both hands on her waist and rolled my hips once, giving her the full hard shape behind the trousers.

Rachel’s knees softened.

Daniel’s hand closed over himself.

The song ended.

For one suspended second, nobody moved.

Then the lights snapped bright and the audience erupted.

Cole returned with a grin, took Rachel’s hand, and raised it above her head as if she had won something. Maybe she had. Her face glowed with shock and laughter. I stepped back into shadow while she walked down the stairs.

Daniel stood to meet her.

She went into his arms immediately.

He kissed her temple, then her mouth. Not politely. Not for the crowd. His hand spread over the small of her back, pulling her tight against the hard shape in his pants.

Rachel whispered something against his lips.

Daniel looked up at me.

There was gratitude in his face.

And hunger.

Cole came to stand beside me as the next song started.

“Well,” he said, watching the couple return to their table. “That husband wants to send you a thank-you card.”

“He wants more than that.”

Cole followed my gaze.

Rachel sat sideways on Daniel’s lap now. One of his hands disappeared beneath the table. She kept looking at me over his shoulder.

“You think?” Cole asked.

“I know.”

“What about her?”

I watched Rachel whisper in Daniel’s ear. He closed his eyes as if her words had gone straight through him.

“She wants whatever he wants her to want.”

Cole’s smile faded into something more thoughtful.

“That can get complicated.”

“It usually does.”

“Going to stay away?”

Rachel looked at me again.

I held her stare until she trembled against her husband.

“No,” I said.


CHAPTER THREE

What He Wanted

DANIEL

I had been hard from the moment Marcus stopped at our table.

Not jealous first. Not afraid first.

Hard.

That was the part I could not explain on the drive home.

Rachel sat beside me with her knees pressed together, the green dress gathered high enough to show most of one thigh. The city lights moved over her face in flashes. Every few seconds, she touched her lips as if checking whether the night had actually happened.

Neither of us spoke until we were three blocks from the club.

Then she said, “He was enormous.”

My cock jerked inside my pants.

I tightened both hands on the steering wheel.

“How enormous?”

She turned toward me slowly.

“You saw.”

“I saw your hand on him. I want to know what you felt.”

Her breathing changed.

“He wasn’t even fully hard.”

“Rachel.”

“What?”

“Tell me.”

She smiled, nervous and wicked at the same time. It was a smile I had not seen in years of marriage. Maybe I had never seen it.

“My fingers didn’t meet.”

I nearly missed the turn.

Rachel laughed and reached across the console, placing her hand over the bulge in my pants.

“Look at you.”

“Don’t tease me.”

“You’re harder than you were on our wedding night.”

“Because my wife spent half a song rubbing another man’s cock in front of me.”

“I barely moved my hand.”

“You moved it enough.”

She squeezed.

I hissed through my teeth.

“And you liked it,” she said.

The words were not a question. That made them hotter.

I pulled into our garage too fast, killed the engine, and turned toward her. For a moment we stared at each other in the sudden quiet.

Rachel’s cheeks were flushed. Her pupils were wide. She looked younger and more dangerous than the woman who had left home with me two hours before.

“Did you like touching him?” I asked.

She did not soften the answer.

“Yes.”

My stomach dropped.

My cock got harder.

Rachel saw both happen. She unbuckled her seat belt and climbed over the console into my lap. The dress rode up around her hips. Her mouth covered mine while she ground herself against me.

I tasted wine and lipstick.

“Tell me what you saw,” she whispered.

“You.”

“What about me?”

“My wife with her hand on a black man’s cock.”

Her breath caught.

“Say his name.”

“Marcus.”

She rocked harder.

“Again.”

“Marcus.”

I pushed the dress higher and found her panties soaked through.

“Jesus, Rachel.”

She leaned back enough to look at me.

“He did that.”

“More than that,” I said. “You want the biggest man you can find. You want your wife looking at you while she admits he is bigger.”

Daniel’s eyes darkened. “Yes.”

“You want me to call you cuck while I take him.”

“Yes.”

I smiled and tightened my hand around him. “Then choose a bull big enough to make the word hurt.”

The honesty cut and burned and turned me on so hard I felt dizzy.

“He did?”

“He put my hand on him and told me to keep looking at you.” Her fingers moved to my belt. “I felt how big he was, but I was watching your face. You looked like you wanted to die.”

“I wanted to come.”

“Same thing?”

“Tonight, maybe.”

She laughed against my mouth.

We did not make it into the house with our clothes arranged properly. I carried her through the kitchen while she kissed my neck and told me to hurry. She slid down my body beside the stairs, dropped to her knees on the hardwood, and pulled my cock from my pants.

“Look at this,” she said, holding me at the base. “My husband’s so hard because another man let me touch him.”

“Your husband’s hard because his wife liked it.”

Rachel licked the head slowly.

“I loved it.”

My knees nearly folded.

She took me into her mouth, deep and hungry, her eyes locked on mine. Every few strokes she pulled back to talk.

“Was he bigger than you thought?”

“Yes.”

“Did you see how thick he was through those pants?”

“Yes.”

“Did you imagine him fucking me?”

My hand closed in her hair.

“Yes.”

She smiled around my cock.

“Tell me.”

“I imagined him bending you over that stage.”

She moaned.

“I imagined your dress around your waist and his hands on your hips.”

Her tongue worked faster.

“I imagined you looking at me while he pushed that cock into your pussy.”

Rachel pulled away with a gasp.

“Say it again.”

“I imagined him fucking my wife while she watched me.”

Rachel pulled away, eyes burning. “You do not want a polite wife, do you? You want your slut wife telling you his cock is bigger while you sit there and take every word.”

“Yes.”

“You want me to know exactly what makes my husband hard.”

“Yes.”

“Good. Then do not choose small. Choose the man who scares you.”

She stood so fast I barely had time to breathe. She grabbed my hand and dragged me upstairs.

In our bedroom, she stripped out of the green dress and turned her back to me.

“Do it the way you imagined him doing it.”

I stared at her bare ass, the black lace panties cutting across her hips.

“Rachel.”

“Don’t say my name like you’re scared.” She looked over her shoulder. “You wanted to see it. Pretend you are.”

I pulled the panties down and found her dripping.

“He made you this wet?”

“You both did.”

I pushed two fingers into her. She moaned and spread her legs wider.

“Who are you thinking about?”

“You watching.”

“While who fucks you?”

“Marcus.”

The name struck me in the chest.

I bent her over the bed and drove my cock into her hard. She cried out, fingers clutching the sheets.

“Like that?” I demanded.

“Harder.”

I fucked her harder.

“Would he fill you more?”

“Yes.”

“Would he stretch you?”

“Yes.”

“Would you take all of him?”

Rachel turned her face toward me, eyes bright with something fierce.

“If you were watching.”

I slapped her ass.

She moaned my name, then corrected herself.

“My husband. My dirty husband.”

“Tell me what you’d say to me.”

She gripped the sheets and began moving back against every stroke.

“I’d say, look at your wife. Look at me taking that huge cock you chose.”

My balls tightened.

“I’d tell you he was bigger.”

“Fuck.”

“I’d tell you he was deeper.”

“Rachel.”

“I’d tell you to stroke your little cock while he made your wife come.”

I came so suddenly I lost the rhythm. My hips locked against her ass, and my load spilled deep while a sound tore out of my throat that did not feel human.

Rachel kept pushing back against me, milking every pulse.

When I finally collapsed over her, she was laughing softly into the sheets.

“What?” I asked.

She turned beneath me and wrapped her arms around my neck.

“You came harder than you have in years.”

I kissed her.

“So did you.”

“I didn’t come.”

I stared at her.

Rachel smiled and slid her hand between us.

“Not yet.”

I moved down her body, spread her thighs, and put my mouth on her soaked pussy. She tangled both hands in my hair.

As I licked her, she whispered Marcus’s name.

I should have stopped.

I sucked her clit harder.

She came against my mouth, shaking, calling me her husband.

Afterward we lay naked in the dark, her head on my chest, my hand tracing the damp curve of her spine.

“You know this changes something,” she said.

“I know.”

“Do you regret it?”

“No.”

“Do you want more?”

I looked at the ceiling.

My cock was already beginning to stir again.

“Yes.”

Rachel lifted her head.

“With him?”

I met her eyes.

“With the man I choose for you.”

She studied me for a long time.

Then she kissed my chest and whispered, “Choose well.”


CHAPTER FOUR

The Rule of Surprise

RACHEL

The next morning, I woke with Daniel’s hand between my thighs.

Not moving. Just resting there, warm and possessive, as if he had fallen asleep making sure I was still his.

Sunlight came through the curtains in narrow gold lines. My body felt used in the familiar way, tender between my legs, one ass cheek still warm where he had slapped me. I remembered the stage before I remembered our bedroom.

Marcus behind me.

The weight beneath my hand.

Daniel watching.

My pussy tightened around nothing.

“You’re awake,” Daniel murmured.

“So are you.”

His cock pressed hard against my ass.

“I’ve been awake for twenty minutes.”

“Thinking?”

“Looking.”

I rolled over. His eyes moved over my face as if he expected to find regret there.

I did not give him any.

“Say it,” I told him.

“What?”

“What you’ve been thinking for twenty minutes.”

Daniel touched my lower lip with his thumb.

“I want to see you with him.”

A chill moved through me despite the warm room.

“Marcus.”

“Yes.”

“Not a fantasy. Not dirty talk.”

“Real.”

I sat up, pulling the sheet around my waist. Daniel’s gaze dropped to my tits and lingered there. We had been married long enough that modesty between us was a costume we sometimes wore for fun.

“Have you thought about what that means?” I asked.

“All night.”

“That isn’t very long.”

“I’ve thought about it longer than last night.”

That surprised me.

“How much longer?”

Daniel looked away.

“A few years.”

I stared at him.

He laughed once, without humor.

“I know.”

“You watched videos?”

“Sometimes.”

“Of wives?”

“Yes.”

“With their husbands watching?”

His cock pushed the sheet higher between his thighs.

“Yes.”

I reached for him beneath the fabric and wrapped my hand around his hard-on.

“You imagined me.”

“Every time.”

I stroked him once.

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Because I love you.”

“That makes no sense.”

“It made perfect sense in my head. I thought wanting it meant something was wrong with me. Or with us.”

“And now?”

“Now I know you got wet touching him.”

My hand tightened.

“You liked that.”

“I came because of it.”

“You came because I called you my dirty husband.”

“I came because my wife told me she would take another man if I watched.”

The words settled between us, raw and exact.

I moved over him, straddling his hips. His cock slid between my pussy lips, smearing the slickness gathering there.

“I need rules,” I said.

“Anything.”

“Not anything. Real rules.”

He nodded.

“No secrets,” I said. “No pretending afterward that it meant nothing if it meant something.”

“No secrets.”

“You choose him with me, not for me.”

Daniel’s eyes sharpened.

“Last night you said I should choose.”

“You can choose the man. I choose whether he gets near me.”

“Fair.”

“I meet him before anything happens.”

“Yes.”

“I know it will happen. I agree before the night. But I don’t want to know the exact moment.”

He stopped breathing for a second.

“You want a surprise.”

“I want anticipation.” I rolled my hips, letting the head of his cock rub my clit. “I want to wonder every time you take me somewhere. Every time you tell me to dress up. Every time you put a blindfold in your pocket.”

“Rachel.”

“I want you to know when it happens. I want you to bring him to me.”

Daniel’s hands closed around my hips.

“You trust me that much?”

“I trust you enough to let you scare me.”

His face changed at that. Love and lust moved through it together, impossible to separate.

“What about protection?” he asked.

“Tests first. All of us. I’m on birth control. If we agree he can come inside me, that’s our decision before the night.”

Daniel groaned.

“Just hearing you say that.”

“You want another man’s cum in your wife?”

His fingers dug into my skin.

“Yes.”

“Then earn the right to watch it happen.”

I lifted myself and lowered onto him. His cock filled me easily, familiar and perfect. I leaned down until our mouths almost touched.

“This is yours,” I whispered.

“My wife.”

“My marriage.”

“Our marriage.”

“But my pussy?”

His breath shook.

“Yours to share.”

I began riding him.

Later, after we showered, Daniel opened his laptop at the kitchen table.

He found the club’s website first. Then Marcus’s performer page. Professional photographs filled the screen: Marcus shirtless beneath harsh white light, Marcus in black jeans with one hand inside the waistband, Marcus turned partly away so the muscles of his back cut deep beneath dark skin.

One photo showed him seated on a bench in an open robe.

The robe covered almost nothing.

His cock looked obscene beneath the robe even while soft.

Daniel enlarged the image.

“Look at that,” he said.

I stood behind his chair wearing only one of his shirts. My nipples pressed against the fabric. I leaned over his shoulder.

“Jesus.”

“He’s bigger than I thought.”

“You keep saying that.”

“Because every picture gets worse.”

“Worse?”

“Better.”

I slipped one hand beneath the shirt.

Daniel turned in his chair and watched my fingers circle my clit beneath the shirt.

“You’re touching yourself to him.”

“To you looking at him.”

“Liar.”

“Both.”

He opened another image. Marcus stood with Cole this time, the two men side by side in low black briefs. Cole was leaner, tattooed, smiling directly at the camera. Marcus looked away, jaw hard, his cock making a thick downward curve beneath the fabric.

“Cole’s attractive,” I said.

Daniel glanced at me.

“But Marcus is the one.”

“The one you want?”

“The one you chose.”

His eyes darkened.

I pushed two fingers into myself while he watched.

“Send him a message,” I whispered.

Daniel’s hand disappeared beneath the table.

“Now?”

“Now.”

“What should I say?”

I looked at the photograph of Marcus, at the body that had filled my hand through the trousers, at the face that had watched my husband more carefully than it watched me.

“Tell him your wife already said yes.”


CHAPTER FIVE

The Message

DANIEL

I wrote the first message seven times.

The first sounded like a business proposal. The second sounded desperate. The third sounded like I was trying to sell my wife to a stranger, and I deleted it so fast I nearly closed the laptop.

Rachel sat across from me at the kitchen table, one bare foot resting on my thigh. She wore my white shirt unbuttoned to the middle of her chest. Her hair was still damp from the shower. Every time I hesitated, her toes moved higher.

“Stop trying to sound normal,” she said.

“What should I sound like?”

“Honest.”

I looked at the blank message box beneath Marcus’s profile.

Then I typed.

My name is Daniel. You danced with my wife Rachel last night. Green dress. She already agreed that we can invite another man into our marriage. We want you. She knows it may happen, but she does not want to know the exact night or moment. I will choose when. She wants the surprise to belong to me.

I stopped.

Rachel read over my shoulder.

“Keep going.”

I added:

Everything will be discussed and agreed before anything physical happens. We will provide recent tests and expect the same. No secrecy. No affair. I stay in the room. She comes back to me afterward. If that does not work for you, no hard feelings.

Rachel’s foot pressed against my cock through my sweatpants.

“Tell him what you want to see.”

My fingers froze over the keyboard.

“Rachel.”

“You’re asking a man to fuck your wife. Don’t get shy now.”

I typed slowly.

I want to watch her take someone bigger than me. I want her to look at me while it happens. I want her to know I chose the man who does it. She wants that too.

My face burned.

Rachel moved around the table and sat in my lap.

“Send it.”

“What if he thinks I’m pathetic?”

“He watched you last night.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means he already knows you were hard.”

I stared at her.

Rachel smiled and kissed my cheek.

“Send it, my dirty husband.”

I clicked the button.

The message disappeared into the site.

For the next hour, I checked my phone every two minutes. Rachel pretended not to notice. She made coffee, washed the same cup twice, and then disappeared upstairs.

When she returned, she carried a small black notebook.

“What’s that?”

“Our rules.”

She placed it on the table and opened to the first page.

At the top, in her neat handwriting, she had written:

What belongs to us cannot be taken by anyone else.

Below that:

1. We tell the truth before, during, and after.

2. No secret contact.

3. Daniel chooses the moment only after Rachel agrees to the man.

4. Rachel can provoke jealousy, but never use it as a weapon.

5. Daniel watches the first time.

6. We come back to each other first.

My throat tightened.

“First?”

“Before we talk to him. Before we decide whether there is another time. Before anything else, we reconnect.”

I touched the page.

“What does that look like?”

Rachel leaned over my shoulder and whispered into my ear.

“You holding me while I still smell like him.”

My cock stirred.

“You kissing me after I had his cock in my mouth.”

“Rachel.”

“You asking if he was bigger.”

“And you telling me?”

“The truth.”

My phone vibrated on the table.

We both stopped.

The notification showed a reply from Marcus Reed.

I opened it.

I remember you both.

Three words. Nothing else.

Rachel’s fingernails pressed into my shoulder.

A second message appeared.

Your terms are reasonable. Mine are simple. I do not enter hidden situations. She meets me and tells me yes herself. Tests are exchanged. No drugs. No filming. You remain present. If either of you starts lying, I leave.

I read it twice.

Then a third message arrived.

If she wants the moment to be your surprise, I can respect that. But she needs to know exactly what she is agreeing to before the night.

Rachel took the phone from my hand and typed.

This is Rachel. I know what I am agreeing to. I want my husband to choose the moment. I want you to be the man he chose.

She handed the phone back to me before sending.

“Together,” she said.

I placed my thumb over hers.

We pressed send.

The reply took less than a minute.

Then choose a day to meet me. No sex. Just conversation.

Rachel let out a breath.

“What?” I asked.

“He’s careful.”

“You like that?”

“I like that he understands this belongs to us.”

I looked at the photograph still open on the laptop. Marcus’s face gave away nothing.

“Do you think he understands what he’s stepping into?”

Rachel closed the notebook.

“No,” she said. “Do we?”


CHAPTER SIX

A Bull Who Said No

MARCUS

Most messages I received from husbands fell into one of three categories.

Men who wanted to insult themselves but did not actually want their wives touched.

Men who wanted a stranger to repair a marriage already cracked beyond repair.

Men who lied.

Daniel’s message was different because he was afraid and precise at the same time. Fear usually made people vague. He had written the boundaries first and the fantasy second. That told me he understood the order.

Rachel’s reply told me more.

She did not ask whether I remembered her. She did not pretend the stage had been harmless. She said she wanted the man her husband chose.

I read that sentence three times.

Cole leaned over the back of my couch with a beer in one hand.

“That them?”

“Yes.”

“The married blonde?”

“Rachel.”

“And Daniel, the husband who looked like he was about to come in his pants?”

“He might have.”

Cole dropped into the chair opposite me.

“What do they want?”

I handed him the phone.

He read in silence, eyebrows rising at the details. When he reached Rachel’s message, he glanced up.

“Well.”

“What?”

“She writes like she bites.”

“She’s married.”

“That wasn’t a proposal, Marcus.”

“Everything sounds like a proposal when you say it.”

Cole returned the phone.

“You going?”

“I told them to meet first.”

“That wasn’t my question.”

I looked toward the windows of my apartment. The city below was gray with rain. My gym bag lay beside the door. The room smelled faintly of detergent and the takeout I had eaten standing at the kitchen counter.

I had built a life with very few things in it because things became reasons to stay.

Couples were supposed to be the same. I entered, did what had been agreed, and left. I did not trade private messages with wives. I did not become the secret. I did not let a husband hand me his fear and mistake it for ownership.

But I remembered Daniel’s face when Rachel touched me.

I remembered her body relaxing only after she saw him hard.

“I’m going,” I said.

Cole took a drink.

“Then I’m coming to the first meeting.”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“They asked for me.”

“And you need someone there who isn’t thinking with the thing in his pants.”

“I’m not.”

“Marcus, you answered them on a Saturday afternoon. You don’t answer anyone on Saturdays.”

I stared at him.

Cole grinned.

“Exactly.”

The meeting took place four days later in a hotel bar twenty minutes from the club. Neutral territory. Public enough that nobody could pretend it was already sex.

Rachel arrived first.

She wore jeans, a cream sweater, and almost no makeup. Without the green dress and stage lights, she looked more like someone I might see buying coffee before work. That should have made her less dangerous.

It did not.

She saw me near the back and stopped.

Her eyes moved down my body before she caught herself.

I stood.

“Rachel.”

“Marcus.”

No handshake this time.

Daniel came in behind her. He placed one hand at the base of her spine and walked with her to the table.

“Thank you for meeting us,” he said.

“You should know who you invite into your house.”

Rachel sat across from me. Daniel took the chair beside her, close enough that their arms touched.

I asked questions for nearly an hour.

How long had they been married? Eight years.

Had either cheated? No.

Had they brought another person into the marriage before? No.

Whose fantasy started first? Daniel’s, though Rachel had discovered she wanted it once he spoke.

What happened if jealousy became anger afterward? They talked before making any decision about another meeting.

What contact would be allowed? Group messages only at first.

What did Rachel want?

That answer took longer.

She looked at Daniel, then at me.

“I want to feel chosen by both of you,” she said. “Not passed around. Not taken from him. Chosen.”

Daniel’s hand closed over hers.

“And physically?” I asked.

Her cheeks colored, but she did not look away.

“I want the difference.”

“What difference?”

“Your size. Your strength. The fact that you won’t feel familiar.”

Daniel shifted in his chair.

I looked at him.

“You want to hear this?”

“Yes.”

“You want her to compare?”

His throat moved.

“Yes.”

“Even if the answer hurts?”

“That’s part of it.”

Rachel turned toward him.

“My love.”

He kissed her knuckles.

“I know.”

I watched them and felt something I did not have a name for.

Not envy.

Not yet.

I asked about tests, birth control, and the possibility of my coming inside her. They had already discussed it. Rachel was on reliable contraception. We would exchange recent screening results. Any decision about where I finished would be made before the encounter, not in the middle of it.

Then I said the word that made both of them tense.

“No.”

Daniel’s expression fell.

Rachel sat straighter.

“No to what?” she asked.

“No to the version you think happens next week.”

Daniel stared at me.

“Why?”

“Because right now you are both drunk on the idea. I want to know whether you still want it after anticipation stops feeling romantic.”

Rachel’s eyes narrowed.

“How long?”

“Two weeks.”

“That’s arbitrary.”

“It’s mine.”

“You always make people wait?”

“When waiting tells me the truth.”

Daniel looked between us.

Rachel leaned forward.

“What if I tell you the truth now?”

“I’ll listen.”

“I touched myself to your photograph while my husband watched.”

Daniel’s hand tightened around hers.

“I told him I wanted your cock inside me. I told him I wanted him there when it happened. I wrote the rules. I agreed to the surprise. None of that disappears because you make us wait fourteen days.”

Her voice stayed calm. Her eyes did not.

I felt my cock thicken beneath the table.

Daniel noticed.

His gaze dropped for half a second, then returned to my face. A flush spread above his collar.

There it was again.

The husband was not only frightened of me.

He wanted proof that I wanted his wife.

I leaned back.

“Two weeks,” I repeated.

Rachel smiled slowly.

“Then you’d better be worth waiting for.”

Daniel exhaled as if she had touched him beneath the table.

I stood, placed cash beside my untouched drink, and looked at both of them.

“Send the tests. After that, Daniel chooses the night. Rachel knows it can happen any time after the two weeks are over.”

Rachel’s lips parted.

“And when it happens?”

I held her gaze.

“Your husband brings me to you.”

I left them sitting together.

Outside, rain covered the parking lot in silver.

Cole was waiting in his car across the lane, exactly where I had told him not to be.

He lowered the window.

“How’d it go?”

I walked past him.

“That well, huh?” he called.

I stopped beside my car.

Through the bar window, I could see Rachel leaning into Daniel, whispering in his ear. His hand disappeared beneath the table.

“Two weeks,” I said.

Cole whistled.

“You’re making yourself wait too.”

I unlocked my door.

“That’s the point.”

“Sure it is.”


CHAPTER SEVEN

Fourteen Days

RACHEL

Waiting changed the shape of ordinary things.

The first morning after we met Marcus, Daniel told me to wear the black thong under my work clothes. Nothing happened. He kissed me at the front door and left for the office.

I spent the day wondering whether Marcus knew what I had beneath my skirt.

On the third night, Daniel poured wine and placed a black silk blindfold beside my glass. He did not touch it. We ate dinner with the strip of fabric between us like a third place setting.

Afterward, he folded it and returned it to the drawer.

On the fifth day, a group message arrived.

Marcus: Results attached. All clear.

Daniel sent ours. I stared at the three names in the thread and felt something deep inside me pulse.

Rachel: Thank you.

Marcus: Eleven days.

I took the phone into the bathroom at work, locked the door, lifted my skirt, and came with my fingers pressed hard against my clit while I imagined his voice counting down.

I told Daniel that night.

He fucked me over the kitchen counter and made me describe exactly what I had pictured.

“His hands,” I gasped. “I thought about his hands on my hips.”

“Bigger than mine?”

“Yes.”

“His cock?”

“Daniel.”

“Say it.”

“Bigger than yours.”

He drove into me harder.

“Whose wife are you?”

“Yours.”

“Who’s going to give you to him?”

“My husband.”

He came with his teeth against my shoulder.

On the seventh day, I began preparing even though nothing had been scheduled.

I took a long shower and used the sugar scrub Daniel liked, working it over my thighs, my stomach, the curve of my ass. I shaved carefully. I stood beneath the water until the bathroom filled with steam and my skin turned pink.

When I stepped out, Daniel was sitting on the closed toilet lid.

“You’re watching me shower now?”

“I’m watching you prepare.”

“For what?”

He smiled.

“That’s the point.”

He took the lotion from me and warmed it between his palms. Then he spread it over my calves, slow and thorough. His hands traveled upward, massaging behind my knees, along my thighs, around my hips.

I stood naked between his legs while he rubbed lotion over my ass.

“You want him touching this?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“You want him seeing the marks I leave?”

“Yes.”

He slapped me once, hard enough to leave a pink handprint.

I looked over my shoulder.

“My dirty husband.”

“My beautiful wife.”

During the day, we spoke like ourselves. Love. Honey. My husband. My wife.

At night, when the fantasy opened its mouth, the language changed.

He called me his greedy wife. His beautiful slut. The woman he was going to watch take a bigger cock.

I called him my dirty boy. My jealous husband. My sweet little cuck when his hand moved faster and his face tightened.

The words did not make him smaller.

They gave the part of him he had hidden somewhere to stand.

On day nine, a package arrived. Inside was a red dress I had never seen before. Soft fabric. Low back. A slit up one thigh.

No note.

I held it up when Daniel came home.

“Did you buy this?”

He kissed me instead of answering.

“Tonight?” I whispered.

“Maybe.”

My pussy stayed wet through dinner.

Nothing happened.

Daniel took me to bed, tied the blindfold over my eyes, and made me listen while he walked around the room. He changed his breathing. He touched me with the back of his hand, then with a leather belt, then with cold fingertips.

Every time the mattress shifted, I thought it might be Marcus.

Every time Daniel slid his cock into my pussy, relief and disappointment came together.

“Thought it would be him?” he asked while fucking me from behind.

“Yes.”

“Disappointed?”

“Yes.”

He slapped my ass.

“Good.”

I came screaming into the pillow.

On day twelve, Marcus sent one message.

Marcus: Still sure?

The question came outside the bedroom, before the night, exactly where it belonged.

I answered without asking Daniel.

Rachel: More sure.

Marcus: Tell your husband.

I showed Daniel.

He read it, put my phone down, and kissed me so tenderly that my eyes filled.

“I love you,” he said.

“I love you too.”

“Whatever happens, that’s the first truth.”

“And the last.”

On the fourteenth day, I woke expecting something.

Daniel went to work.

No message came.

By six in the evening, I was angry with myself for being disappointed. I made pasta. I opened wine. I changed into old shorts and one of Daniel’s college shirts.

At seven twenty, the front door opened.

Daniel walked in carrying a garment bag.

My heart began to pound.

“What is that?”

He hung it over the back of a chair.

“Take a shower.”

“Daniel.”

“Long one.”

“Is tonight—”

He put one finger against my lips.

“You wanted me to choose the moment.”

A chill moved down my back.

“Yes.”

“Then let me.”

He kissed my forehead.

“Go prepare, my love.”


CHAPTER EIGHT

The Private Dance

MARCUS

Daniel called at six forty-three.

“The two weeks are over,” he said.

“I can count.”

“I want to do something tonight. Not everything.”

I waited.

“A private dance,” he continued. “At our house. She thinks it might be the night. I want you to make her believe it is.”

“And then?”

“You leave.”

I looked at the gym floor below the office window. My last client was stretching near the racks. Outside, the sky had gone dark early.

“You want to frustrate her.”

“I want to give her anticipation she can’t escape.”

There was confidence in his voice that had not existed at the hotel bar.

“Where will you be?” I asked.

“Watching.”

“Visible?”

“No. She’ll know I’m there, but I want you to have the room.”

I should have told him games like that had edges. Instead, I asked for the address again.

Rachel wore the red dress when I entered their house.

Daniel let me in through the side door and led me to a dark den at the back. Music played low through hidden speakers, a slow R&B track with a woman dragging every note until it sounded like a confession. Only two lamps were on. Heavy curtains covered the windows.

“She’s upstairs,” Daniel said.

His hand trembled when he handed me a glass of whiskey.

“You planned this.”

“That doesn’t stop my body from knowing what it means.”

“Where will you watch?”

He pointed to a narrow opening between the den and a small office. The lights there were off. From the den, it looked like solid darkness.

“She knows I’ll be nearby,” he said. “She doesn’t know where.”

“And she knows nothing else happens tonight?”

“No. She knows tonight could be the full experience. That uncertainty is part of what she agreed to.”

I studied him.

“You enjoy controlling the moment.”

His eyes dropped to the front of my trousers.

“I enjoy giving her something I can’t give her with my own body.”

“That isn’t the same thing.”

“What is it, then?”

“You’re not giving her my body. You’re giving her permission to want it without losing you.”

Daniel swallowed.

“That’s exactly it.”

Footsteps sounded overhead.

Daniel disappeared into the dark office.

Rachel entered the room alone.

The red dress changed her. It wrapped her body without hiding anything, bare back, soft cleavage, one leg appearing through the slit with every step. Her hair fell in loose waves. Her mouth was dark red. Perfume reached me before she did, something warm with vanilla beneath it.

Every time the slit opened, a thin black string appeared high on her hip. The thong was almost nothing. Daniel had dressed his wife to be watched, and Rachel wore the evidence like a dare.

She saw me and stopped.

“Marcus.”

I stood near the leather sofa wearing black pants and an open white shirt.

“Rachel.”

Her eyes moved around the room.

“Where’s Daniel?”

“Watching.”

Her chest rose.

“You know where?”

“Yes.”

“Are you going to tell me?”

“No.”

The music shifted.

I crossed the room slowly.

Rachel held her ground until I reached her, then tilted her head back to look at me. Up close, I could see the pulse in her throat.

“You wore the dress,” I said.

“My husband chose it.”

“He chose well.”

“He chose you.”

“And the thong?” I asked.

Rachel glanced toward the dark office. “My husband chose that too.”

“For his slut wife?”

Her smile sharpened. “For the bull he wants to watch.”

The words hit harder than they should have.

I walked around her once. She stayed still while my gaze traveled over the exposed line of her back, the curve of her ass beneath the red fabric, the bare skin above her heels.

“Hands at your sides,” I told her.

She obeyed.

I began without touching.

A turn. A roll of my shoulders. One hand opening the shirt farther as I moved in front of her. Rachel watched every button come free. When I shrugged the fabric away, her tongue touched her lower lip.

Somewhere in the darkness, Daniel’s breath changed.

I heard it.

Rachel did too.

Her smile appeared slowly.

I stood close enough that the heat from my chest reached her, then took her hand and placed it against my stomach. Her fingers spread over the muscle. I guided them downward.

“Your husband can see you.”

“I know.”

“Tell him what you’re touching.”

Her eyes searched the dark office.

“Your bull,” she said.

My cock hardened instantly.

Daniel made a low sound.

Rachel’s hand reached the waistband of my pants. I stopped it there.

“Not yet.”

“Tonight?”

“That depends on your husband.”

I turned her and pressed my body along her back. The dress was thin enough that she could feel my hard cock pressed from base to tip against her ass.

Her head fell against my chest.

“God.”

“Tell him.”

“Daniel,” she whispered toward the darkness. “He’s hard.”

No answer.

I moved my hips once.

Rachel moaned.

“He’s so big, love.”

Daniel’s silhouette shifted behind the doorway.

I slid one hand over her stomach, stopping beneath her tits. My other hand settled on her hip. I moved her with the music, slow and controlled, letting the front of my pants drag against the red dress.

Her ass pressed back.

“Greedy,” I murmured.

She turned her face toward mine.

“My husband likes me greedy.”

“Does he?”

“Look at him.”

I did.

Daniel had stepped just far enough forward that the outline of his hand was visible at his crotch.

Rachel laughed softly.

“My dirty boy,” she called. “Are you touching yourself?”

His answer came from the dark.

“Yes.”

“You like Marcus rubbing that big cock against your wife?”

“Yes.”

“Say what you are.”

Silence.

Rachel pushed harder against me.

“My husband,” she said, voice turning warmer. “My sweet, jealous husband. Say it for me.”

Daniel’s breath broke.

“Your cuckold.”

The word changed the room.

Rachel shuddered. I felt it from her shoulders to her thighs.

I turned her toward me and dropped to one knee. My hands traveled up her bare leg beneath the slit. She watched me, but her words were for him.

“Look at your wife, cuck. Look at him kneeling at my pussy.”

I stopped before touching her pussy.

Her thighs opened anyway.

I pressed my face to the inside of one thigh and inhaled. She smelled like perfume, lotion, and the wet heat gathering beneath the dress.

“Marcus,” she whispered.

I bit the soft skin lightly.

She moaned and reached for my shoulder.

I rose before she could pull me closer.

Then I unfastened my belt.

Rachel’s eyes fixed on my hands.

I opened the trousers and pushed them down just far enough to expose the black briefs beneath. My cock curved thick and hard along one thigh, the fabric stretched nearly transparent at the head.

She stared.

“Touch it,” Daniel said from the darkness.

Rachel looked toward him.

“You chose this, love.”

“Touch the cock I chose for you.”

She placed both hands over me.

Both.

Her fingers still did not cover the shape.

“Fuck,” she breathed.

I watched Daniel watching her.

Rachel stroked me through the briefs, slow at first, then firmer. My cock shifted in the fabric, heavy against her palms.

“Pull them down,” she whispered.

“No,” I said.

Her eyes flew to mine.

“Why?”

“Because tonight you only feel what’s coming.”

Disappointment flashed across her face.

Then understanding.

She looked toward Daniel.

“This isn’t the night.”

He stepped into the light, cock still hidden in his pants but his hand wrapped around it.

“No,” he said.

Rachel stared at him, breathless and furious and wet enough that I could smell it.

“You did this to me.”

Daniel crossed the room and took her face in both hands.

“I wanted you to spend every night wondering if the next time you feel him hard against you, he’ll be naked.”

She kissed him with a sound close to a growl.

I fastened my trousers while they devoured each other three feet away.

Daniel pulled back first.

“Thank him,” he whispered.

Rachel turned to me. Her lipstick was smeared. Her chest rose and fell beneath the red dress.

“Thank you for making my husband’s fantasy worse.”

I picked up my shirt.

“It’s yours too.”

“Yes,” she said. “It is now.”

I left before they started fucking.

In the driveway, I heard Rachel cry out through the closed front door.

I sat behind the wheel with my cock still hard and listened until she called her husband a dirty cuck.

Then I drove home alone.


CHAPTER NINE

Every Door

DANIEL

After the private dance, Rachel became impossible.

She wanted me in the morning, in the shower, against the laundry room door while the dryer shook beside us. She wanted the blindfold every night. She wanted me to leave the bedroom, change shirts, return wearing different cologne, and touch her without speaking.

Sometimes she knew it was me immediately.

Sometimes she pretended not to.

Every time, she asked the same filthy question when I slid my cock into her pussy.

“Is that my husband’s little cock, or did you finally bring me the big one?”

The first time she said it, jealousy hit me so sharply I almost lost my hard-on.

Then she looked back over her shoulder, saw the pain in my face, and clenched around me.

“Look at you,” she whispered. “It hurts, but you’re still hard. My sweet cuck.”

I fucked her until we both came.

In daylight, she kissed me softly and called me love.

The difference mattered.

The dirty words lived inside the fantasy. They did not leak into arguments. She never used Marcus to win a fight or make me feel inadequate while we were brushing our teeth. The rules in the black notebook were not decorations. They were the walls that let us burn without setting the house on fire.

A week after the dance, Marcus sent me a private message.

Marcus: Friday. If you are both still certain.

I stared at the screen until the letters blurred.

Rachel was in the kitchen making coffee. She wore pajama shorts and a tank top, hair tied badly on top of her head. She looked ordinary. Mine. The woman who knew where I left my keys and how I liked my eggs.

I did not tell her.

The message had arrived on Tuesday.

For three days, I carried Friday alone.

I reserved a suite in a boutique hotel downtown, not because our home was unsafe but because I wanted the first time to exist outside our bedroom. A place we could enter together and leave together. A room that would not stare at us afterward while we tried to sleep.

I chose black satin sheets through the hotel’s romance package and asked them to remove the flower petals. I ordered whiskey, red wine, bottled water, fruit, towels, and a small speaker. I bought new black lingerie for Rachel, then exchanged it twice because nothing looked worthy of the moment in my head.

On Thursday night, I packed the blindfold into my jacket.

Rachel watched from the bed.

“What are you doing?”

“Getting ready for work.”

“At eleven at night?”

“For tomorrow.”

She narrowed her eyes.

“Is tomorrow the night?”

I walked to the bed, bent, and kissed her forehead.

“Every door might have him behind it.”

She grabbed the front of my shirt.

“You’re cruel.”

“You asked me to be.”

“I asked you to surprise me.”

“And I am.”

Friday morning, I made love to her slowly.

No dirty names. No comparison. Just my wife beneath me, her fingers tracing my face, my mouth against hers as I filled her with the body she knew better than her own.

Afterward, she lay across my chest.

“You’re emotional,” she said.

“I love you.”

“That isn’t an answer.”

“It’s the only one that matters.”

At work, I accomplished nothing.

Marcus sent his arrival time. Seven thirty. I replied with the room number and the final agreement: he could come inside her. Rachel had chosen that before the surprise window began. Tests were clear. Birth control was in place. The decision belonged to all three of us and had been made while nobody was naked.

Marcus answered with one word.

Understood.

At five, I picked Rachel up from her office.

The garment bag hung in the back seat.

She saw it and went quiet.

“Where are we going?”

“Hotel.”

Her hand closed around mine on the console.

“Is he there?”

“Not yet.”

That was the only truth I gave her.

In the suite, Rachel stood by the window while I unzipped the garment bag. Inside was the black dress I had chosen, fitted and simple, with a low neckline and a row of tiny buttons down the back.

Beside it lay the lingerie: black lace, open at the hips, delicate enough that it seemed made to be destroyed.

Rachel touched the fabric.

“My husband chose my clothes.”

“Yes.”

“For him?”

“For me first.”

She turned.

“And second?”

“For the man who’s going to take them off.”

Her knees nearly gave.

I steadied her.

“Long shower,” I said. “Take your time.”

She searched my face.

“Tonight.”

I did not answer.

But my cock was already hard.

Rachel smiled.

“Tonight,” she repeated.


CHAPTER TEN

The Dress He Chose

RACHEL

The hotel bathroom was larger than our first apartment kitchen.

White marble. Brass fixtures. A deep tub beneath a frosted window. Daniel had arranged my things along the counter in a line: sugar scrub, razor, body oil, makeup, perfume, the black lace lingerie still folded in tissue paper.

He had thought about every step.

That knowledge turned me on more than the room.

I locked the door even though I knew he had a key card and could enter whenever he wanted. The lock was theater. Everything that night was theater built around a truth we had already spoken.

Marcus would fuck me.

I had agreed.

Daniel had chosen the moment.

I simply did not know when the moment began.

The shower water hit my shoulders hot enough to sting. Steam gathered around me. I worked the sugar scrub over my arms, my chest, beneath my tits, down my stomach. Every grain against my skin felt like part of the countdown.

I imagined Marcus’s rough palms following the same path.

I shaved slowly, careful around my pussy, leaving myself smooth because I wanted every touch to feel direct. I stood with one foot on the marble bench, fingertips moving over sensitive skin, and pictured Daniel sitting somewhere outside the door with another man.

Talking about me.

Deciding how I would be positioned.

Deciding when Daniel would stop and Marcus would begin.

My clit throbbed.

I turned the water colder before I came.

The shock made me gasp.

When I stepped from the shower, Daniel was inside the bathroom.

He sat on the edge of the tub in his dark trousers and white shirt, sleeves rolled to his elbows. His tie hung loose. He looked like the man I had fallen in love with and the stranger I had discovered inside him.

“You picked the lock?”

“I used the key.”

“Cheater.”

“Husband.”

He held out his hand.

I went to him naked.

Daniel dried me with one of the thick hotel towels, starting with my hair, then my shoulders, then each breast. He knelt to dry my legs. When the towel moved between my thighs, he paused.

“You’re wet already.”

“I was thinking.”

“About him?”

“About you bringing him through that door.”

Daniel’s jaw tightened.

He reached for the body oil. Cold drops landed on my stomach. I shivered. He spread them with both hands, warming my skin, rubbing over my ribs and around my waist.

“This body is my home,” he said quietly.

I touched his hair.

“Yes.”

“And tonight another man gets to fuck it.”

“Yes.”

His palms moved over my ass.

“Because I chose him.”

“Because we chose this.”

He looked up at me.

“Say what you’ll call me when his cock is buried in your pussy.”

“My husband.”

“That’s not all.”

I smiled.

“My dirty cuck.”

His fingers pressed harder into my skin.

“And what are you?”

“Your wife.”

“Still.”

“Always.”

“And in the room?”

I bent close to his ear.

“Your pretty slut. His good little whore. Whatever makes your cock hurt while you watch.”

Daniel groaned and rested his forehead against my stomach.

For a second, the fantasy cracked open and showed me the fear beneath it.

I lifted his face.

“My love.”

His eyes were wet.

“I’m here.”

“I know.”

“You don’t lose me tonight.”

“I know.”

“Say it.”

“I don’t lose you.”

I kissed him.

Then I stepped away and put on the lingerie he had chosen.

The lace cups barely contained my tits. Thin straps crossed over my hips. The thong disappeared between my ass cheeks. Daniel watched from the tub, one hand resting over the hard shape in his trousers.

“Turn around.”

I did.

He came behind me to fasten the tiny clasp at my back. His knuckles brushed my skin. In the mirror, our eyes met.

“You’re beautiful,” he said.

“For you.”

“For us.”

He helped me into the dress. The fabric slid over my body like cool water. He drew the zipper upward, slowly covering the lace, leaving only the promise beneath.

I applied makeup while he watched. Darker eyes. Red mouth. A little shimmer along my collarbones. I sprayed perfume at my throat, wrists, between my tits.

The cold mist made my nipples hard.

Daniel saw.

“So will he,” I said.

His cock jumped beneath his trousers.

I stepped into my heels and turned toward him.

“Ready?” he asked.

The question was not about sex. It was about leaving the bathroom. About crossing from preparation into whatever he had built outside.

I nodded.

Daniel opened the door.

The suite had changed.

The main lights were off. Candles burned along the windowsill and beside the bed. Slow music moved through the room. The black satin sheets reflected small gold flames. Two glasses waited beside the wine bottle.

Only two.

My heart hammered.

“Where is he?”

Daniel picked up the blindfold from the table.

“Not your question tonight.”

He moved behind me and tied the silk over my eyes.

Darkness closed around the smell of candles, wine, his cologne, and something else I could not place.

Something warmer.

Male.

My breath caught.

Daniel kissed the back of my neck.

“Trust your husband.”

“I do.”

“Then let me begin.”


CHAPTER ELEVEN

Two Whiskeys

MARCUS

I arrived while Rachel was in the shower.

Daniel opened the door before I knocked twice. He had removed his jacket. His tie was loose, and a dark patch of sweat marked the center of his shirt between the shoulder blades.

“You’re early,” he said.

“I’m on time.”

He checked his watch.

“You’re right.”

From behind the bathroom door came the steady rush of water.

Daniel looked toward it.

“She knows tonight?” I asked.

“She knows enough.”

“That isn’t an answer.”

“She knows this is the night. She doesn’t know you’re already here. She agreed to the switch exactly as we discussed. Blindfold, me first, then you. She wants to feel the difference before she sees you.”

I nodded.

“And she still wants me to finish inside her?”

“Yes.”

“You?”

His face tightened.

“Yes.”

I set my overnight bag near the wall. It held little: clean shirt, toiletries, condoms even though we had agreed not to use one after clear tests and contraception, and the clothes I would change into before entering the bedroom.

Daniel poured two whiskeys.

His hand shook against the bottle.

“You’re afraid,” I said.

He handed me a glass.

“I’m terrified.”

“And hard.”

He gave a broken laugh.

“So hard it hurts.”

We stood near the windows while Rachel showered twenty feet away. The city below looked distant and unreal.

Daniel drank too quickly.

“Slow down,” I said.

“I’m not getting drunk.”

“I know. Slow down anyway.”

He put the glass on the table.

“What was your first couple like?”

The question surprised me.

“Why?”

“You said at the hotel that you know what you’re doing. I want to know how you learned.”

I looked into the whiskey.

“They were older. Mid-forties. Married twenty years. She chose me at the gym. He contacted me afterward.”

“Were you nervous?”

“Yes.”

Daniel seemed relieved.

“I thought men like you never got nervous.”

“Men like me still have bodies.”

“What happened?”

“I came too fast.”

He laughed, then covered his mouth because of the woman in the bathroom.

“You?”

“She was beautiful. He watched from the edge of the bed. I was twenty-four and trying to prove I could handle both of them.”

“What did the husband do?”

“Held her hand. Told her she was beautiful. After I left, they stayed married.”

“That’s it?”

“That’s the part that mattered.”

Daniel stared at the black sheets.

“What if I hate you afterward?”

“You might.”

“What if I hate her?”

“Then remember you chose this while you were calm.”

“That sounds simple.”

“It isn’t.”

He lowered his voice.

“What if she comes harder with you?”

“She probably will.”

The honesty hit him. His eyes closed.

I continued before he could retreat.

“Different body. Different size. Months of anticipation. A first experience you built for her. Her reaction won’t be a measurement of your marriage.”

“She’ll compare us.”

“You asked her to.”

“I want it.”

“I know.”

“I hate that I want it.”

“That’s not the same as wanting it less.”

Daniel looked at me.

“How do you know?”

“Because your wife touched my cock in front of you and you looked more alive than any man in that club.”

His throat worked.

“I thought I looked weak.”

“You looked honest.”

He picked up the whiskey again but did not drink.

“You won’t take her from me.”

It was not a question.

“No.”

“You won’t contact her privately.”

“No.”

“You won’t tell her I’m less of a man.”

“I may call you what you both agreed to hear in the room.”

His cock pressed visibly against his trousers.

“Cuckold.”

“If that’s the word you want.”

“It is.”

“But when the night ends, you’re her husband. That role belongs to you.”

Daniel’s eyes shone.

“Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet.”

The shower stopped.

Both of us turned toward the bathroom.

Daniel set down his glass.

“She’ll take time,” he said. “I laid everything out.”

“You planned her ritual.”

“I wanted every touch before you to come from me.”

I understood then that Daniel was not giving his wife away.

He was building an altar and deciding who could approach it.

I went into the second bathroom to change. Black trousers. No underwear. Dark shirt unbuttoned halfway. I left my shoes beside the door because I wanted Rachel to hear bare footsteps when the switch came.

When I returned, Daniel was standing outside the main bathroom with the body oil in his hands.

“She needs me,” he whispered.

“Go.”

He disappeared through the door.

I waited in the bedroom behind a heavy curtain near the sitting area. Through a narrow gap, I saw pieces of the ritual.

Daniel drying her.

His hands spreading oil over her naked body.

Rachel standing between his knees, touching his face.

The black lace.

The thong was tiny, barely more than black string. Daniel held it open while Rachel stepped into it, then drew the narrow straps high over her hips. She studied herself in the mirror and caught his eyes.

“Your slut wife looks ready,” she said.

Daniel kissed one ass cheek. “My beautiful slut wife.”

“For the bull you chose.”

“For the bull I chose.”

The dress sliding over her skin.

Her reflection when he fastened it.

The tenderness of it affected me more than the nudity.

I had seen thousands of tits, asses, wet mouths, spread thighs. Lust was common.

Devotion was rare.

When they entered the suite, I stayed hidden.

Rachel wore the blindfold. Daniel guided her toward the bed. She breathed in, catching the room.

I saw the moment she smelled me.

Her body went still.

Daniel kissed her neck.

“Trust your husband,” he said.

“I do.”

He looked toward the curtain.

Our eyes met.

Then he led his wife to the black satin bed.


CHAPTER TWELVE

The Blindfold

DANIEL

Rachel could not see me shaking.

That was the first gift of the blindfold.

I stood behind her at the edge of the bed and opened the row of buttons down the back of her dress. One at a time. My fingers brushed the oiled warmth of her skin. The music covered the small sounds from the sitting area where Marcus waited.

Rachel knew he might be in the room.

She did not know he was close enough to hear her breathe.

“You smell different,” she whispered.

“How?”

“Like whiskey.”

“You watched me drink.”

“And something else.”

I kissed the back of her shoulder.

“Maybe you’re imagining him.”

“I’ve been imagining him for weeks.”

My cock throbbed.

I pushed the dress from her shoulders. It fell around her heels, leaving her in the black lace I had chosen. She stepped out of the fabric and waited.

“Hands on the bed,” I told her.

Her lips curved.

“Yes, husband.”

She bent forward.

The lace thong framed her ass. I placed both hands on her hips and kissed down her spine. Her skin tasted faintly sweet from the oil. I bit one ass cheek, then soothed the mark with my tongue.

Rachel moaned.

“Is he watching?”

“Maybe.”

“Can he see my ass?”

“Yes.”

The truth came out before I could stop it.

Rachel’s breath hitched.

“So he’s here.”

“I didn’t say that.”

“You said he can see me.”

I slid the thong down her thighs.

“You talk too much.”

“My dirty husband sounds nervous.”

I slapped her ass.

She laughed into the sheets.

I spread her cheeks and looked at the woman I loved, wet and open because another man might be watching. Her pussy glistened. A thin strand of slickness stretched when I ran two fingers through her.

“Look how soaked you are.”

“For you.”

“Liar.”

“For both of you.”

I pushed my fingers into her. She groaned and rocked back.

“Tell him,” she said.

“Tell who?”

“The bull hiding in our room.”

Silence came from behind the curtain.

Rachel smiled beneath the blindfold.

“Marcus,” she called softly. “My husband made me so wet for you.”

My cock nearly came untouched.

I pulled my fingers out and tasted her while she listened.

“Daniel.”

“You taste like my wife.”

“Your slut wife?”

“My beautiful slut wife.”

“Then make me perform for him before you fuck me.”

I caught her by the hair and lifted her from the mattress until she was kneeling between us, blindfolded and breathing hard.

“Marcus.”

He came out of the shadows without a word. Rachel heard the floor shift beneath his weight. I stood in front of her while he stopped behind her, close enough that the heat of his chest reached her bare back.

“You wanted the moment before the moment,” I whispered against her mouth. “Here it is. My wife between her husband and the bull he chose.”

Marcus let his knuckles travel slowly from her shoulder to her waist. Rachel shivered but did not turn. I guided one of her hands to the hard shape beneath my trousers. Marcus took the other and placed it over the heavier bulge stretching his black pants.

Her fingers tested us through the fabric. Mine fit easily in her palm. Her other hand spread wider over Marcus and still could not contain him.

“Oh fuck,” she breathed. “My husband in one hand. His bull in the other.”

Marcus bent close to her ear. “Feel what your cuck picked for you.”

Rachel squeezed both of us and smiled beneath the blindfold. “My dirty cuck chose the bigger cock, but he still wants me to feel his first.”

“Exactly.” I kissed her hard, then pushed her gently back toward the satin. “Hands on the bed. Let him watch me prepare what belongs to us.”

I opened my trousers.

Marcus stayed close but silent, exactly as planned.

I guided my cock between Rachel’s pussy lips and pushed inside. She sighed with recognition.

“My husband.”

“Yes.”

“My love.”

“Yes.”

I fucked her slowly, letting her feel every familiar inch. She moved with me, hips trained to my rhythm by eight years of nights together. I knew the angle that made her moan. I knew how to press my thumb against the small of her back. I knew when she wanted my hand around her hair before she asked.

Marcus knew none of it.

That thought comforted me.

Then another thought followed.

He would learn.

I increased the pace. Flesh met flesh. Rachel’s tits moved beneath her. Her hands twisted in the satin.

“Is he watching you fuck me?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Can he see your little cock disappearing into your wife?”

Jealousy burned through me.

“So dirty tonight.”

“You made me dirty.”

“I made you mine.”

“And now you’re sharing me.”

I slapped her ass again.

“Tell him what happens next.”

Rachel turned her blindfolded face toward the curtain.

“My husband’s going to stop.”

My rhythm broke.

She had understood the plan without being told.

“He’s going to pull his cock out,” she continued, voice shaking with lust. “Then another man’s hands are going to touch me.”

Marcus moved from the shadowed edge of the room.

Rachel heard the bare footfall. Her entire body tightened around me.

“Oh God.”

I looked at Marcus over her back. He stood shirtless in the candlelight, dark skin shining across his chest, his trousers already open. His cock hung free, thick, dark, and impossibly heavy. Nearly nine inches of it, with enough girth to make the measurement feel almost secondary. The swollen head gleamed. A clear bead gathered at the tip and fell onto the carpet.

Rachel whispered, “Is that him?”

I bent over her and kissed her shoulder.

“Yes, love. That is the bull I chose for you.”

She clenched around me again.

“Are you going to do it?”

“Yes.”

“Then do it.” Her voice slipped into the filthy confidence we had practiced in bed. “Give me to your bull, cuck.”

I groaned and drove into her three final times, slow enough to remember each one.

Then I stopped.

I stayed buried inside my wife for one last breath. When I pulled out, my cock slipped free with a wet sound and shone with her cream.

Rachel whimpered at the emptiness.

“Do not leave me empty.”

I moved beside her and covered her hand with mine on the black satin.

Marcus came forward. His hand replaced mine on her hip.

Rachel went still. His palm covered nearly the entire side of her waist. His fingers were rougher than mine. He did not soothe her. He held her exactly where he wanted her.

She pushed back into his grip.

“Marcus.”

He wrapped one hand around his cock. Even his own fingers barely met around the thickness.

He kept his cock outside her.

Instead, he dragged the broad head through her soaked pussy.

The sound was obscene. Wet flesh sliding over wetter flesh.

Rachel gasped and jerked her hips.

“Oh fuck. That is not you, Daniel.”

“No, love. Feel the difference.”

Marcus did it again, slower. He circled her swollen clit with the head, then dragged it down between her pussy lips, coating himself in her cream until the dark skin shone.

Rachel moaned and tried to follow him.

He held her still.

Then he lifted his cock and let it fall across her ass with a heavy, wet slap.

Her whole body jumped.

He did it again.

Slap.

The weight of him made her ass ripple. A faint red mark bloomed beside the print from my hand.

A third time.

Slap.

Rachel squeezed my fingers hard enough to hurt.

“Feel that?” I whispered.

“Yes.” Her voice shook. “It is so heavy.”

“That is what is about to stretch your pussy, my greedy wife.”

Marcus laid his cock along the curve of her ass. The thick cock rested between her cheeks while the head reached the base of her spine, just above her tailbone.

Rachel stopped breathing.

She could not see it, but she could feel every inch pressing against her skin.

“Oh my God, baby. It reaches my back.”

“I know.”

“It cannot all fit.”

I kissed the back of her shoulder.

“It will. You were made to take the gift your cuckold chose.”

Marcus gave a low laugh.

“She is finally understanding what she asked for.”

He lifted his cock from her ass and rubbed the head through her pussy again. Rachel pushed back desperately, but his hand locked around her waist.

“Not yet, little slut,” he murmured. “Your husband waited months for this. He is going to watch every second of me stretching your pussy around my cock.”

He settled the broad head against her hole and pressed just enough to stretch her without giving her even the head.

Rachel clawed the sheets.

“Please.”

“Please what?” Marcus asked.

“Please put it in.”

“Dirtier.”

She turned her blindfolded face toward me.

“Fuck me, Marcus. Open your little slut on that big Black cock. Make my cuckold watch me take every inch.”

Marcus pressed forward.

Only the head.

Rachel arched off the bed. Her mouth opened in a silent scream as her pussy stretched around the widest part of him.

“Oh fuck. Oh fuck, it is so thick.”

“Look at her,” Marcus said to me, his voice tight with control. “Look at your wife trying to take me.”

I looked.

Her glossy lips were pulled thin around the swollen head. The muscles fluttered, resisting and yielding at the same time. A thick vein pulsed along the cock still waiting outside her.

“She is so tight,” Marcus groaned. “Your wife has never been stretched like this, has she, Daniel?”

“Never.”

“Good. Then watch her learn.”

He gave her one inch.

Rachel sobbed as the thick head forced her wider.

Another inch.

A wet, sucking sound filled the room as her pussy stretched around him.

“Baby,” she gasped, reaching for me, “I can feel every vein. He is so big I feel him in my stomach.”

I closed my hand around my cock.

“You are taking him beautifully, love.”

“More. Please, Marcus. I need more.”

He pulled back half an inch and pressed deeper.

“You need this big cock splitting your married pussy while your husband watches?”

“Yes. Fuck, yes.”

“Tell him.”

Rachel turned toward my voice. Tears had dampened the silk covering her eyes.

“Daniel, baby, he is so much bigger than you. He is stretching places you never touched. I am so full I can barely breathe.”

My cock throbbed in my fist.

“Good. Take the cock I chose for my slut wife.”

Marcus pushed halfway in with one slow, merciless drive.

Rachel cried out. Her body trembled around him.

“Take off the blindfold,” I told her.

She tore the silk away and looked over her shoulder.

Marcus stood behind her, half of his huge cock buried in her pussy, one hand covering her waist. I knelt beside her with my cock hard in my fist.

Her eyes moved from him to me, then back to the brutal thickness stretching her pussy.

“I chose him for you,” I said.

Tears and lust filled her eyes.

Marcus tightened his grip on her hips.

“Now ask for the rest.”

Rachel stared at me while she pushed her ass back against him.

“Give me every inch, bull. Make my cuckold watch his wife take what he gave her.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Look at Your Wife

RACHEL

For weeks, I had imagined the first moment I would see Marcus naked.

None of those fantasies prepared me for the sight of his cock stretching my pussy while Daniel watched from the chair.

Marcus stood behind me like a wall of heat. His black shirt hung open over his chest. One hand covered my hip. The other held the base of a cock so thick that my body still had not understood how much of him remained outside me.

I looked down at my stretched pussy.

Daniel's cock was in his fist, familiar and beloved and suddenly small beside the thick cock stretching my pussy.

Jealousy crossed his face when he saw me compare them.

His hand moved faster.

“Look at me, my cuckold,” I whispered. “Don't hide now. Look at the wife you dressed for another man.”

Daniel's lips parted.

Marcus pulled almost all the way out.

The loss made me whimper. Then the broad head pressed back into me, stretching me one slow inch at a time.

“Talk to your husband,” Marcus said.

His voice rolled through my back. Calm. Low. Cruel in exactly the way Daniel had asked him to be.

I stared at the man I loved.

“Look how wide your bull is stretching my pussy, baby. Look at that thick cock disappearing into your wife.”

Daniel stroked harder.

“You're beautiful,” he said.

“Too sweet.” I smiled at him. “Your cock doesn't want sweet. It wants the truth.”

Marcus drove deeper.

I cried out and clawed at the black satin.

“Say it,” I gasped.

“You're taking another man's cock.”

“Whose man?”

“My bull.”

The words tightened my pussy around Marcus. He felt it and gave Daniel a slow, knowing look.

“And what are you in this room?” I asked.

Daniel's face flushed. His fist never stopped.

“Your husband.”

“And while he fucks me?”

His throat moved.

“Your cuckold.”

I moaned so loudly the word seemed to vibrate through Marcus's cock.

“Good,” Marcus told him. “That word makes your wife squeeze me.”

Daniel's eyes went glassy.

Marcus bent over me, his chest against my back, his mouth close to my ear.

“Tell your cuckold how much more you want.”

The agreement had been made before the room. This was not permission. This was the performance of a promise.

I pushed my ass back against him.

“All of it. Give me the rest. Make my husband watch me take every inch he chose.”

Marcus straightened, gripped both hips, and drove all the way in.

The stroke stole the air from my lungs.

I screamed.

For one blinding second there was only fullness. Thick pressure. A burn so deep it felt bright. His balls pressed against me while my body trembled around the impossible weight of him.

Daniel stopped stroking.

“Jesus Christ.”

I looked at him through tears and smiled.

“All the way in, baby. Your bull is buried in your wife.”

Marcus withdrew slowly until only the head remained. My pussy clung to him, glossy and stretched.

“Look at the gap he leaves,” I taunted. “Look what that big cock did to your little wife.”

Marcus slammed back in.

My cry became a filthy laugh.

“Fuck yes. Do it again.”

He began with deep, controlled strokes. Each one pushed me across the satin. Each one ended with his hips hard against my ass. Flesh slapped flesh beneath the slow music.

Daniel's fist moved again.

“Faster, cuck,” I said. “You chose the biggest man in the room, so don't sit there pretending this hurts more than it turns you on.”

“It does both,” he said.

“I know.” I bit my lip as Marcus drove into me. “That's why your cock is leaking.”

Marcus slapped my ass.

“Tell him what he wants to hear,” he ordered.

I looked straight at Daniel.

“He's bigger than you, love. Thicker. He opens me more every time he drives back in.”

Pain moved across Daniel's face.

His fist tightened.

“Keep going,” he whispered.

“You never filled me like this. You never made my legs shake just from the weight of that cock buried in my pussy.”

Marcus caught my hair and lifted my upper body until my back arched.

“And whose fault is that?” he asked.

“My husband's.”

“Why?”

“Because my dirty husband found you. Because my cuckold wanted to see his wife take a real bull.”

Daniel groaned.

Marcus looked at him over my shoulder.

“Your wife is learning how much she can take, cuck. You trained her to be honest, and now she is honest on my cock.”

Daniel's hips lifted from the chair, fucking his own fist.

“Thank him,” I said.

“Rachel.”

“Thank him for giving your wife exactly what you begged to see.”

Daniel looked at Marcus.

“Thank you for fucking my wife.”

Marcus smiled without warmth.

“You're welcome. Now keep watching.”

He changed the angle, lifting one of my knees onto the bed and driving upward.

The next stroke hit so deep my vision flashed white.

“Right there,” I screamed. “Oh God. Right there.”

He did it again. And again.

My body began to shake.

“Come closer, baby.”

Daniel rose on unsteady legs and came to the bed, cock in hand.

I reached for him while Marcus kept pounding into me.

Daniel gave me his fingers first. I sucked them, eyes locked on his.

“Your wife is wrapped around another man,” I mumbled around his knuckles. “Feel how dirty my mouth gets when I say it.”

Marcus leaned over my back.

“Give her your cock,” he told Daniel. “She wants her husband in her mouth while his bull fucks her.”

Daniel moved in front of me.

I opened wide and took him over my tongue. Familiar taste. Familiar heat. My husband in my mouth while Marcus filled my pussy from behind.

Two men.

The man I loved and the man he chose to ruin me.

I looked up at Daniel. Tears shone in his eyes. Lust carved every line of his face.

“Good wife,” he whispered.

I released him just long enough to smile.

“No. Call me what I am tonight.”

“My slut wife.”

“Dirtier.”

“My beautiful whore taking my bull.”

Marcus struck my ass and drove deeper.

The first violent wave rose too fast to stop.

“Baby, I am going to come on that big cock.”

Daniel stroked himself furiously.

“Do it. Come for him. Show your husband what that cock does to his wife.”

Marcus lifted one of my knees higher and drove upward. The angle changed everything. The swollen head dragged across the place that made my vision flash, and his hand slipped around my hip to pinch my clit between two thick fingers.

“Look at your husband,” Marcus ordered. “Let him see your face when you break.”

I locked my eyes on Daniel.

My cheeks burned. Sweat glued my hair to my forehead. Tears had streaked my mascara. I knew exactly what I looked like: his carefully dressed wife ruined open on another man’s cock.

“Daniel. Baby. I am so close.”

“Let go, love. I am right here.”

“Tell me what I am.”

His voice broke.

“My wife. My slut. My hotwife taking a bigger cock.”

Marcus drove into me and pressed my clit harder.

I shattered.

My pussy clamped around him in violent, pulsing waves. The first spasm ripped a scream from me. The next folded me around the force of it. Every stroke dragged against muscles that could not stop squeezing him.

“Fuck. Daniel. Marcus. Oh God.”

Marcus kept fucking through it.

“That is it,” he growled. “Come on the cock your husband gave you. Soak it. Let your cuckold hear what you sound like when a real bull makes you come.”

I could not look away from Daniel. Another man was fucking every last scrap of control out of me, but my husband held my face in both hands. His name kept breaking from my mouth between screams.

“Daniel. Daniel, I love you.”

His cock pulsed in his fist. Cum streaked his stomach and fingers while he watched me convulse around Marcus.

The sight of my husband coming pushed another deep wave through me. My pussy clenched again, greedy and helpless, and Marcus groaned at the pressure.

When the last tremor faded, I collapsed forward, gasping.

Marcus stayed buried in my pussy.

“She is still squeezing me,” he said, almost in wonder. “Your wife does not want to let go.”

I laughed weakly.

“It is so big. I can still feel every inch.”

Daniel kissed my damp forehead.

“You were incredible.”

“I came so hard I forgot my own name.”

“I know. I saw everything.”

I smiled at him, exhausted and filthy and more in love than I knew how to say.

“Good. I wanted you to see. I wanted my cuckold to watch his wife become a whore for him.”


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

What Jealousy Tastes Like

DANIEL

Rachel came on Marcus’s cock with my hand against her face.

I felt every cry in my palm.

Her eyes rolled back. Her mouth opened. She shook in a way I had never caused, not because I had failed her in bed, but because this moment carried months of fear, preparation, and hunger. Marcus was not only a cock buried in her pussy. He was everything we had forbidden ourselves to say.

That did not make watching easier.

His cock looked endless disappearing into her.

Rachel’s pussy stretched around the thickness, lips pulled wide and glossy. Each time he withdrew, her body tried to follow. Each time he drove back in, her ass bounced against his hips and a wet slap cut through the room.

I tasted jealousy in the back of my throat.

Bitter.

Metallic.

It felt like standing too close to a ledge and wanting someone to push.

Marcus slowed after her orgasm. He held himself deep and rubbed one hand over her back.

Rachel reached for me.

I took her hand.

“You’re still here,” she whispered.

“Always.”

“Hard?”

I looked down at my cock.

It was purple and wet, aching in my fist.

“So hard.”

She smiled.

“My sweet cuck.”

The word struck the bruise and soothed it at the same time.

Marcus pulled out.

I watched his cock slide free of Rachel. Her pussy stayed open for a heartbeat, glossy and empty, before closing slowly around the absence.

Rachel whimpered and looked down at the thick cock shining with her cream.

“Come look, baby.”

I moved closer.

Marcus stood beside the bed, still hard, dark veins raised beneath his skin. Her cream coated him almost to the base.

Rachel knelt and wrapped one hand around him.

Her fingers did not meet.

She looked at me with open amazement.

“Look, love. My hand cannot close around your bull.”

I swallowed.

“Use both,” Marcus said.

She did.

Two hands closed around another man’s cock while she watched my face. She moved them apart to measure him and still had more cock rising above her grip.

“Two hands,” she whispered. “And there is still more cock.”

“You chose this monster for me, cuck.”

Marcus watched the jealousy move through me.

“Regret it?”

“No.”

“Say it like you mean it.”

“I do not regret it.”

Rachel reached for my cock with her free hand and pulled me closer until both were side by side in front of her face.

The difference was brutal.

Her fingers closed easily around me. Her other hand could not meet around Marcus. Even after coming, even not fully hard, he was thicker than I was at my hardest.

She pressed our cocks together.

Marcus rose several inches above me. Dark beside pale. Heavy beside familiar. The sight turned my humiliation into a physical ache.

“My husband,” Rachel said, stroking me gently. Then she tightened both hands around Marcus. “And my bull.”

She lifted him.

“Marcus is thicker. Look, baby. I cannot get my fingers around him.”

“I see.”

“Longer too.” She measured him again, one hand above the other. “Two hands and the head is still above them.”

My face burned.

“Tell me what you see,” I demanded.

Rachel smiled. Her lips were wet with our precum.

“I see my little husband’s cock beside the monster he chose for me. I see the difference you wanted me to feel. I see my cuckold’s fantasy made real.”

She stroked Marcus slowly.

“This one fills my pussy completely. This one stretches me until I shake. This one reaches places yours never could.”

Jealousy sliced through my chest.

She felt my cock harden in her hand and laughed softly.

Then she leaned forward and licked both heads at once.

My knees nearly gave way.

Rachel took only the head of my cock into her mouth, sucked gently, and released me with a wet kiss.

“But this one knows me.”

She kissed me again.

“This one made me a wife.”

Again.

“This one chose the big cock because my husband loves seeing me full.”

I groaned.

Marcus’s hand settled on the back of her neck.

“Your husband wants you back on the bed,” he said.

Rachel looked at me.

“How?”

The question was mine to answer. Power returned in a form I had not expected.

“On your back,” I said. “I want to see your face when he fucks you.”

She obeyed immediately.

Marcus climbed over her, his body dwarfing hers. He pushed her knees toward her chest and rubbed his cock through her soaked pussy.

Rachel reached for me.

I sat beside her head and gave her my hand.

Marcus slid his cock into her soaked pussy slowly.

I watched her face open with every inch.

“Talk to me,” I said.

“So full.”

“Whose cock?”

“Your bull’s cock.”

“Who chose him?”

“My husband.”

“Who do you love?”

“You.”

Marcus drove deep.

Rachel screamed and gripped my hand.

“Again,” I demanded.

“I love you.”

“While he fucks you?”

“Especially while he fucks me.”

Something inside me broke and reformed.

I leaned down and kissed her as Marcus pounded into her. Her moans entered my mouth. Her body rocked beneath another man, but her lips stayed against mine.

I tasted wine, lipstick, and the faint salt of Marcus from her mouth.

I kissed her harder.

For the first time, jealousy tasted sweet.


CHAPTER FIFTEEN

The Gift

MARCUS

Daniel kissed his wife while I fucked her.

That image would remain after every other detail blurred.

His hand pinned hers against the pillow. Her free arm wrapped around his neck. Every hard stroke moved her mouth against his. He swallowed her cries and gave them back as groans.

I had entered rooms where husbands used me as a weapon against themselves. Daniel treated me like a gift he had chosen carefully, feared opening, and now refused to look away from.

Rachel kept one hand on him even when I changed the angle and drove my cock against the place that made her legs tremble.

“Harder,” she begged. “Make my cuckold hear every slap.”

I gave her what she asked for.

The headboard struck the wall. Candles shook in their holders. Her tits bounced free of the lace. Daniel broke the kiss and watched my body cover hers.

“Look at her,” I told him. “Your wife is taking a bigger man and still begging for more.”

His eyes stayed on the place where my cock disappeared into her pussy.

“I see.”

“No. Say what you see.”

Daniel swallowed.

“I see my wife taking your cock.”

I drove deep and held there until Rachel whimpered.

“You never opened her like this, did you?”

“No.”

“You never watched her pussy stretch around something she could barely take.”

His fist tightened around his cock.

“No.”

Rachel laughed beneath me, breathless and cruel.

“Poor baby. Look what your little cock was hiding from me.”

Daniel's face twisted.

“You love saying that.”

“I love seeing you get harder every time I say it.”

I pulled almost all the way out and drove back in.

Rachel screamed.

“Tell her what she looks like,” I ordered.

Daniel leaned close to her ear.

“You look like a filthy wife getting exactly what she wanted.”

“What did you want?” I asked her.

Rachel looked at her husband.

“A bull big enough to scare me. A husband dirty enough to make me take him.”

Her pussy clenched around me.

“Good girl,” I said. “Take your husband's gift.”

“I want your cum,” she said.

Daniel inhaled sharply.

The decision had been made long before the room. Hearing her demand it was something else.

“Tell your cuckold where you want it,” I said.

Rachel never looked away from him.

“In my pussy. Deep. I want my husband to watch you fill the wife he handed over.”

Daniel's cock jerked in his fist.

I slowed and held myself deep.

“Ask him,” I told her.

“Baby,” she purred. “Tell your bull to come in your wife.”

Daniel's voice came out rough.

“Come inside my wife.”

“Louder.”

“Fill her. I want to see it.”

Rachel smiled at him.

“My dirty cuck wants your load in me.”

I pressed my thumb to her clit.

“Not yet. She comes again first.”

Rachel's face twisted with frustrated need.

“Marcus.”

“You heard me. Come again while your husband watches me use what he gave me.”

I began moving in short, brutal strokes that kept most of my cock buried. My thumb circled her clit. Rachel's hips lifted. Daniel knelt beside her, stroking himself with furious, shaking movements.

“Look at him,” I told her.

She looked.

“Tell him what happens when I finish.”

“I'll be full of another man's cum.”

“And your husband?”

“He'll stay right there and watch it leak out of his wife.”

Daniel moaned.

“Then what?”

Rachel's eyes darkened.

“He'll taste what his bull left behind.”

Daniel froze for half a second.

Rachel reached for him.

“You will, won't you, my cuckold?”

His voice broke.

“Yes.”

“You'll put your mouth on the pussy he filled?”

“Yes.”

“And kiss your whore wife after?”

“Yes.”

“Good cuck.”

Daniel came.

His body seized before his hand could finish the motion. Cum streaked his stomach and fingers while he groaned Rachel's name. He folded forward, forehead against her shoulder, shaking.

Rachel watched him spill and lost control.

Her pussy clamped around me. Her back arched. A scream tore from her throat as she came a second time.

“That's it,” I growled. “Come on my cock while your cuckold spills all over himself.”

She pulsed around me, wet and tight, dragging me to the edge.

I drove into her hard.

Once.

Twice.

Again.

Daniel lifted his head and watched.

“Fill her,” he said.

“Tell me who she belongs to tonight.”

His jaw tightened.

“You. For tonight.”

“And after?”

“She comes back to me.”

That answer mattered.

I buried myself to the base.

My cum hit deep inside Rachel in heavy pulses. She felt every one. Her mouth opened beneath a broken moan. My hands locked around her thighs while I emptied into another man's wife.

Daniel stared at the place our bodies joined.

Rachel held his face.

“Look, love. Look at what your bull gave me.”

I remained deep until the last pulse faded.

Then I pulled out slowly.

My cock emerged slick with her. Cum gathered along her pussy lips and began sliding toward the black satin.

Daniel made a sound halfway between pain and worship.

Rachel spread her legs wider.

“Your wife is full of him, cuck. Come closer and look at the mess you asked for.”

I sat back on my heels.

The sight should have ended my role.

Instead, I looked at Daniel.

He looked at me.

For one moment there were no dirty names. No bull. No cuckold. Just two men breathing hard beside a woman they had both wanted for different reasons.

“Thank you,” he said.

I nodded.

Rachel caught my face and pulled me down for a kiss.

Her mouth was soft. Her hands touched my jaw, not my cock, not my chest. The tenderness surprised me more than the filth had.

“Thank you for respecting us,” she whispered.

I looked at Daniel.

The jealousy in his face was no longer fear of losing her. It was the ache of seeing her marked by something he had invited.

I kissed Rachel once more, slower.

Then I stood.

“I'm going to clean up.”

Daniel looked at the cum leaking from his wife.

His eyes became hungry.

I took my clothes and walked into the bathroom.

I left the door open one inch.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN

The Door Left Open

MARCUS

The bathroom mirror was fogged at the edges though nobody had showered recently.

I stood at the sink and washed Rachel from my cock.

Warm water. Hotel soap. White towels folded with impossible precision. Ordinary things after an extraordinary room.

Behind me, the door remained open the width of two fingers.

I told myself I left it that way so I could hear if they needed me.

That was a lie.

Through the narrow gap, I could see the edge of the bed and Daniel’s bare back as he knelt between Rachel’s open legs.

She rested against the pillows, black dress on the floor, lace twisted beneath one breast, hair spread around her face. My cum still slid from her pussy in slow white trails.

Daniel touched it with two fingers.

Rachel shivered.

“Look at me,” she said.

He did.

“Still love me?”

Daniel’s face tightened.

“More than I know how to explain.”

“Even like this?”

“Especially like this.”

She smiled, exhausted and luminous.

“Then taste what you chose, my cuckold.”

Daniel lowered his head.

His tongue touched the swollen pussy I had just filled.

I gripped the porcelain edge of the sink.

He licked once, slowly. A white trail of my cum disappeared across his tongue with Rachel’s cream.

She spread her thighs farther.

“That is it, cuck. Taste what your bull left in your wife.”

Daniel groaned against her.

The sound vibrated through Rachel. Her hips lifted. His mouth followed, lips and tongue moving through the wet mess while his hands held her open.

“How does he taste?” she asked.

Daniel lifted his head just enough to answer. His lips and chin shone.

“Salty. You taste sweet under him.”

Rachel’s fingers tightened in his hair.

“Good boy. Taste both. Taste the wife you shared and the bull you chose.”

He buried his mouth against her again.

There was no hesitation left in him. His tongue gathered the mixture from her pussy lips. He sucked her swollen clit until Rachel cried out and pressed his face closer.

My cock hardened again beneath the towel.

I should have closed the door.

I watched.

Daniel stopped before he cleaned her completely. A white streak of my cum still shone across her swollen pussy lips.

Rachel pulled him upward by the hair.

“Kiss me.”

He hesitated for less than a heartbeat, overwhelmed by the meaning rather than the taste.

Then he covered her mouth with his.

Rachel moaned into the kiss. Her tongue slid across his lips, tasting herself and me. She licked the corner of his mouth, then pushed deeper, searching for every trace he had taken from her.

“Taste him on me, love,” Daniel whispered against her mouth.

“I do. My husband’s mouth. My bull’s taste. My pussy. All of it ours.”

“No disgust?”

“None.”

She kissed him harder.

They kept kissing until the visible taste disappeared and only the two of them remained.

There it was.

The thing I could never give them and could never take.

They had turned my body into a language between them. My cock, my size, my cum, all of it had become material they used to say: I trust you. I choose you. I return to you.

I was not the center of the scene.

I was the fire they had carried into their marriage and enclosed with both hands.

Rachel saw me through the gap.

Our eyes met over Daniel’s shoulder.

She did not look embarrassed.

She kept kissing her husband while she watched me watch them.

Then she lifted one hand and curled her fingers toward me.

Come here.

I tied the towel around my waist and stepped out of the bathroom.

Daniel turned. Cum still shone at the corner of his mouth.

For a second, shame crossed his face.

Rachel touched his cheek.

“No,” she said. “Don’t hide now.”

I stopped beside the bed.

Daniel looked up at me.

“You saw.”

“Yes.”

He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

I caught his wrist before he could finish.

His body went still.

“Don’t,” I said.

His eyes searched mine.

I released him.

Rachel smiled.

“My two beautiful men.”

The phrase struck me oddly. Daniel belonged in it. I did not.

She reached for my hand and placed it over her stomach.

“Feel.”

Beneath my palm, small aftershocks moved through her body.

“You made me come so hard I’m still shaking.”

Daniel sat beside her, one hand settling over mine.

The three of us stayed like that for a moment.

No performance.

No dirty talk.

Just breath and skin and the strange quiet after a boundary disappears.

Rachel looked at Daniel.

“I need you now.”

His eyes filled.

“I’m here.”

She turned to me.

“Will you stay until we come back to each other?”

I knew what she asked. Not participation. Witness.

The after mattered as much as everything before. I had told Daniel that.

“Yes.”

I sat in the chair where he had watched me.

Roles reversed.

Daniel removed the rest of his clothes and climbed onto the bed beside his wife.

Rachel opened her arms.

“Bring me home, love.”


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

Bring Me Back

DANIEL

Rachel looked at me from the ruined bed with Marcus's cum still shining on her swollen pussy.

For weeks I had imagined reclaiming her as something violent. In those fantasies I climbed over her after the bull, fucked her hard enough to erase him, and proved that a husband's cock mattered more because it belonged there.

The fantasy had been childish.

I could not erase Marcus from her body, and I did not want to.

I wanted to take the filth we had invited and make it ours.

Rachel saw the hesitation in my face and smiled.

“Don't be gentle now, husband.”

Marcus sat in the chair where I had watched him. Silent. Bare-chested. His gaze fixed on us.

Rachel rolled onto her stomach and lifted her ass toward me.

“Come take your wife back in front of him.”

The words broke whatever restraint I had left.

I caught a fistful of her hair and pulled her onto her knees. She gasped, then pushed her ass back against me, eager and shameless.

“Now it is my turn, you filthy wife.”

“Yes,” she breathed. “Your turn, my cuckold husband.”

I slapped her ass hard enough to leave my handprint beside Marcus’s.

“Call me that again.”

“My cuckold. My dirty little husband who chose a bigger cock for his wife.”

I gripped her hip and drove into her in one hard stroke.

She screamed and pushed her ass back to take more.

Her pussy was swollen, slick, and open from Marcus. I felt the difference immediately: the loose, soaked heat, the way she accepted me easily after struggling inch by inch to take him. His cum coated my cock on the first stroke.

The knowledge hit harder than the slick, stretched heat around my cock.

Another man had stretched my wife. Filled her. Made her come until she shook. Now I was fucking through the evidence of everything I had asked to see.

“Tell me,” I growled, pulling her hair until her back arched. “Was he bigger?”

Rachel looked at Marcus while she answered.

“Much bigger.”

I drove into her harder.

“Thicker?”

“So much thicker. He opened me wider than you ever have.”

Jealousy tore through my chest.

My cock got harder buried in her swollen pussy.

Rachel laughed when she felt it.

“There it is. Poor little cuck. The truth makes you harder.”

“Did he fill you better?”

“Yes.”

I slapped her again.

“Did he make you come harder?”

“Yes, husband. I screamed on his cock like a whore while you watched.”

Marcus leaned forward in the chair.

“Make her confess every filthy detail,” he said.

I bent Rachel over the mattress and fucked her harder. My balls struck her wet ass. The sheets beneath her were already stained with both of them.

“Tell me everything.”

“His cock was thicker. Longer. I felt every vein dragging through me. He reached places you have never touched. I came so hard I forgot my own name.”

Pain and lust twisted together inside me.

“And what are you now?”

“Your wife.”

“Dirty.”

“Your hotwife.”

“Dirtier.”

“Your greedy slut wife. Your whore who takes a bull and comes back begging for her husband’s cock.”

I drove deep enough to tear a cry from her.

“Whose pussy is this?”

“Yours, baby. Marcus had it for one night. You get it forever.”

I wrapped one arm around her waist and hauled her upright against my chest. My other hand closed around her throat without squeezing.

“You are mine. He stretched you. He filled you. He made you scream. But you are mine.”

“Always.”

“Say it to him.”

Rachel looked directly at Marcus.

“You fucked me better than my husband ever has, bull. You are bigger. You go deeper. You made me come harder.”

Marcus’s eyes darkened.

“But I love him,” she continued. “I choose him. I come home to my cuckold husband every time.”

I drove into her with every jealous, proud, humiliating thing I had swallowed that night.

She met every stroke with her hips.

“Harder,” she begged. “Make your bull watch you reclaim your whore.”

“He is not my bull anymore.”

Marcus heard me.

“No?”

“He is the man I chose for my wife. Now he watches me bring her home.”

A faint smile touched Marcus’s mouth.

“Then show me.”

I changed the angle and hit the place I knew better than anyone.

Rachel’s mouth opened on a raw cry.

“There. Fuck. He is bigger, but you know me. You know exactly where your dirty wife breaks.”

Pride burned through the jealousy.

I kept striking that place until her legs shook.

“Tell him again.”

“My husband knows me.”

“Again.”

“My husband owns my heart.”

“Again.”

“Marcus got my pussy tonight, but you get all of me.”

Something moved behind Marcus’s eyes. Loneliness. Want. The part of him all that control could not hide.

Rachel reached one hand toward him without breaking her rhythm against me.

“Watch him, Marcus. Watch my little cuck fuck his wife like a man who knows she always comes back.”

Marcus did not look away.

Pressure gathered low and violent. I was seconds from coming.

I pulled Rachel’s hair tighter and pressed my mouth to her ear.

“Come on your husband’s cock. Come with his cum still in your pussy. Come knowing I can feel what he did to my wife.”

“Yes. Fill me, baby. Mix with him. Mark your hotwife.”

Rachel touched herself while I kept driving into her.

She came first.

Her pussy clenched around me in exhausted, greedy pulses. She screamed my name and pushed back through every spasm.

I came deep in her pussy with a roar.

The thought of my cum joining Marcus's inside my wife intensified every pulse. I held her against me until my body stopped shaking.

Rachel collapsed forward, laughing and crying at once.

“My husband,” she whispered.

I pulled out and turned her onto her back.

The evidence of both men began to spill from her swollen pussy. My cum mixed with Marcus’s and Rachel’s cream, thick and glossy against her skin.

She spread her thighs wider.

“Clean your wife, cuck.”

I knelt.

Marcus remained in the chair, watching in complete silence.

I lowered my mouth to Rachel.

The taste hit me immediately: salty, musky, foreign and familiar at once. My wife’s sweetness mixed with another man’s bitter load and my own.

It was obscene.

It was also the most intimate thing I had ever tasted.

Rachel tightened her fingers in my hair.

“That is it, cuck. Taste what your bull left in your wife. Taste yourself mixed with him.”

I licked slowly and deliberately, gathering every drop from her swollen pussy lips. The slickness coated my mouth and chin. I did not care. I wanted all of it.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “Clean the mess you asked for. Taste the whore you married.”

I groaned against her. The vibration made her hips buck.

I sucked her sensitive clit and she cried out, still trembling from the two men who had filled her pussy.

I did not stop until nothing remained on her swollen pussy except the shine of my saliva.

Then I climbed over her.

Rachel pulled me down by the back of my neck.

“Kiss me.”

I covered her mouth with mine.

She moaned into the kiss. Her tongue slid against mine, tasting herself, Marcus, and me. She licked the corner of my mouth, then pushed deep, taking every trace back.

“Do you taste him?” I whispered.

“I taste my husband and my bull. My pussy. Your mouth. All of it ours.”

“You are still my wife.”

“Always. Your wife. Your hotwife. Your filthy little home.”

I kissed her until the taste faded and only us remained.

“Home,” she whispered. “Now I am home.”

I looked at Marcus.

He sat very still.

For the first time that night, the bull was not the strongest man in the room. He looked exposed. Almost lonely.

Rachel saw it too.

“Come here,” she said.

Marcus hesitated.

“Not for sex. Come here.”

He rose and approached the bed.

Rachel took his hand. I took the other.

We pulled him down beside us.

For several minutes, the three of us lay together in the wreckage of black satin, sweat, tears, and cooling candlelight.

Marcus's body stayed tense until Rachel rested her head against his shoulder while keeping one hand on my chest.

He exhaled.

No one spoke.

The filth had brought us to the edge.

Aftercare was how we learned what survived the fall.


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

Different

MARCUS

Rachel fell asleep between us for eleven minutes.

I knew because I watched the bedside clock change from 12:46 to 12:57 while her breathing slowed against my shoulder.

Daniel lay on her other side, one hand spread over her stomach. His thumb moved occasionally, drawing the same small circle below her ribs. The room smelled of extinguished candles, sweat, perfume, and sex. Black satin clung damply to our skin.

I had never stayed this long.

My rule was simple: give the couple space before the fantasy could confuse itself with intimacy. Shower. Dress. Thank them. Leave.

But Rachel had asked me to stay while they came back to each other, and somehow I had ended up inside the return.

Daniel looked across her sleeping face.

“You can go if you need to,” he whispered.

The offer carried no dismissal.

“I know.”

“You usually do?”

“Yes.”

“Then why are you still here?”

I looked at Rachel.

Her makeup had smudged beneath one eye. A red mark from my mouth darkened the inside of her thigh. Another mark from Daniel’s hand glowed on her ass. Her wedding ring rested against my chest where her fingers had gone slack.

“Because she asked,” I said.

Daniel followed my gaze to the ring.

“She likes you.”

“That isn’t unusual after a first night.”

“This is different.”

There was that word again.

I turned my head toward him.

“Different how?”

“She trusts you.”

“She trusts you. I’m part of the arrangement.”

Daniel smiled faintly.

“You keep trying to stand outside the room even when you’re in the bed.”

“You want me inside your marriage?”

“No.” His answer came quickly, then softened. “Not like that. I want you to understand what you gave us.”

“I fucked your wife.”

“You made us tell the truth.”

I almost laughed.

“You did that yourselves.”

“Maybe. But people can carry a match for years and still need someone to strike it.”

Rachel stirred. Her hand closed weakly against my chest.

“Don’t leave yet,” she mumbled.

“I’m here.”

She opened her eyes.

For a moment, confusion crossed her face. Then she saw Daniel, saw me, and smiled.

“My men.”

Daniel kissed her forehead.

“You need water.”

“I need a new body.”

“You liked this one a few minutes ago,” I said.

Rachel looked up at me.

“There he is.”

“Who?”

“The man under the silent bull.”

Daniel laughed softly.

I sat up before the conversation could become something I did not know how to handle. Rachel let me go but caught my wrist.

“Stay for one drink.”

“You need sleep.”

“One drink. Then you can disappear into the night and pretend you don’t have feelings.”

“Rachel.”

“My wife,” Daniel warned gently.

She smiled without apology.

We dressed enough to leave the bed. Daniel found a robe for Rachel. I pulled on my trousers and left the shirt open. We moved to the sitting area with water first, then whiskey for Daniel and me, wine for Rachel.

The mood should have been awkward.

It was not.

Rachel curled into the corner of the sofa with her feet beneath Daniel’s thigh. I sat in the chair opposite them, the same chair from which Daniel had watched me fuck her.

He noticed.

“Different view,” he said.

“Better chair than I expected.”

Rachel laughed and sipped her wine.

“Was I what you expected?” she asked.

Daniel looked at her.

“Rachel.”

“We promised honesty.”

I considered the answer.

“No.”

Her eyebrows lifted.

“Better or worse?”

“Different.”

She rolled her eyes.

“That word is doing a lot of work tonight.”

“You looked at your husband more than you looked at me.”

Daniel’s hand tightened around her ankle.

“Did that bother you?” she asked.

“No.”

Another lie.

Rachel studied me but did not expose it.

“What did you expect?” Daniel asked.

“A woman trying to escape her marriage for a night.”

“And what did you get?”

“A woman using another man to go deeper into it.”

Silence followed.

Rachel’s eyes shone.

“That might be the most romantic thing anyone has ever said about me getting fucked by a stranger.”

“We’re not strangers now,” Daniel said.

I looked at him.

He held my gaze.

Not friends. Not family. Not anything that had a clear name outside the bedroom.

But not strangers.

Rachel put down her glass.

“I need to ask something.”

Daniel’s posture changed.

“Already?”

“Not about next time.”

She looked at me.

“When you left the door open, did you want to see him taste you?”

Daniel went still.

I could have lied.

“Yes.”

His cheeks darkened.

“Why?” he asked.

“Because that was the moment I understood you.”

He waited.

“You were not cleaning up after me. You were taking the experience back into the marriage. I had never seen a man do it without shame.”

“I felt shame.”

“You did it anyway.”

Daniel looked down at his whiskey.

Rachel touched his jaw.

“My brave husband.”

He kissed her fingertips.

“Did it turn you on?” she asked me.

“Yes.”

Daniel’s eyes lifted.

The truth hung there, complicated but not threatening. I had watched a man put his mouth where my cum leaked from his wife. The sight had made my cock hard. That did not require a label. It required honesty.

Rachel leaned back.

“This room changed all three of us.”

“Don’t decide what changed me,” I said.

She smiled.

“Still hiding.”

“Still married.”

“And very happy about it.”

Daniel wrapped an arm around her.

I finished the whiskey and stood.

This time, neither asked me to stay.

That made leaving harder.

Rachel rose and hugged me near the door. The robe opened enough that her bare chest pressed against mine. She smelled like Daniel now too.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“You already said that.”

“I mean for leaving us intact.”

“That was your work.”

She stepped back but kept both hands on my arms.

“You’ll answer the group message?”

“When there is something to answer.”

Daniel offered his hand.

I took it.

His grip was steady.

“Thank you for respecting my wife.”

“Respecting her didn’t make it gentle.”

“I didn’t ask for gentle.”

“I know.”

He glanced at Rachel, then back at me.

“You’re a good man, Marcus.”

The words landed in a place I had not protected because I had not expected anyone to aim there.

I released his hand.

“Take care of her.”

Daniel smiled.

“She takes care of me.”

I left the suite at 1:38 in the morning.

The hallway was silent. My footsteps sounded too loud against the carpet. In the elevator mirror, I saw a man with an open shirt, tired eyes, and a faint red lipstick mark near his collarbone.

I wiped it away.

In the parking garage, I sat behind the wheel without starting the engine.

Ten minutes passed.

Then fifteen.

My phone lit with a message from Cole.

Cole: Well?

I typed: Done.

He answered immediately.

Cole: That’s not an answer.

I looked through the windshield at concrete pillars and white fluorescent light.

Marcus: Different.

Cole: Different good or different bad?

I thought of Rachel’s hand over Daniel’s. Daniel thanking me. The kiss after he tasted my cum. The three of us lying together while the city moved beneath the windows.

Marcus: Both.

Cole called.

I declined it.

He called again.

I answered.

“What happened?” he asked.

“I did the job.”

“You don’t sit in parking garages after jobs.”

“How do you know where I am?”

“Because I know you.”

I closed my eyes.

“They love each other,” I said.

Cole was quiet.

“Most married couples do.”

“Not like this.”

“Like what?”

“Like the thing that should have broken them became another way to hold on.”

Cole exhaled slowly.

“You sound lonely.”

“I’m tired.”

“Same thing at two in the morning.”

I started the engine.

“I’m going home.”

“Want company?”

“No.”

“Marcus.”

“I said no.”

He let the silence sit.

“Fine. But don’t disappear.”

The call ended.

I drove to my apartment through empty streets.

At home, the rooms looked exactly as I had left them. No second glass by the sink. No dress on the floor. No black notebook filled with rules. My bed was cold and perfectly made.

I stripped, showered again, and lay naked beneath the sheet.

My body remembered Rachel. Her pussy stretching around me. Her mouth. Her eyes fixed on Daniel while I made her come.

But the image that followed was not sexual.

Daniel kissing her forehead.

Rachel resting between us.

A husband saying, You’re a good man.

I stared at the ceiling until morning began to pale the windows.

For years, I had entered other people’s marriages without wanting one of my own.

That night, I understood the difference between being wanted and being chosen.

Only one of them followed you home.


EPILOGUE

The First New Rule

RACHEL

We did not sleep much after Marcus left.

Daniel and I returned to the bed, but the room felt too full of memory. Every mark on the sheets contained part of the night. My body ached in layers. Between my thighs, inside my pussy, across my ass where two different hands had left different shapes.

Daniel lay beside me and stared at the ceiling.

“Talk to me,” I said.

“I’m trying to understand what I feel.”

“Start with the ugliest part.”

He turned his head.

“The ugliest?”

“The part you think you shouldn’t say.”

Daniel took a breath.

“I hated how hard you came with him.”

I waited.

“I loved how hard you came with him.”

“Both can be true.”

“I know that now.”

“What else?”

“I felt small when you held us side by side.”

My chest tightened.

“Do you regret asking me to compare?”

“No.” He reached for my hand. “I needed the truth to hurt enough that I stopped being afraid of it.”

I kissed his knuckles.

“My truth is bigger than his cock.”

That made him laugh.

“Terrible sentence.”

“Accurate sentence.”

He pulled me closer.

“I loved watching you provoke me.”

“I noticed.”

“I loved the word.”

“Cuckold?”

His cock stirred beneath the sheet.

“Yes.”

“In the room only?”

“In the fantasy. Never as an insult when we’re angry.”

“Agreed.”

He hesitated.

“I loved tasting him on you.”

I touched his mouth.

“I loved kissing you after.”

“I thought I might feel disgusted.”

“Did you?”

“No.”

“What did you feel?”

“Closer.”

My eyes filled.

Daniel rolled toward me and gathered me into his arms.

We stayed that way until the first light appeared behind the curtains.

Then I remembered the notebook.

It was in my overnight bag beside the dresser. I climbed out of bed slowly, every muscle protesting, and carried it back beneath the sheets.

Daniel smiled.

“Already making rules?”

“Editing them.”

I opened to the first page. The original six remained intact.

Below them, I wrote:

7. Jealousy is information, not a weapon.

8. The dirty names belong to the fantasy, never to an argument.

9. We tell the whole truth, not only the part that protects the other person.

10. After every experience, we come back to each other first. Always.

Daniel read the final line twice.

“Always,” he said.

I handed him the pen.

“Your turn.”

He thought for a moment, then wrote:

11. The husband chooses the moment. The wife chooses the man. The marriage chooses what happens next.

I read it aloud.

“The marriage chooses.”

Daniel nodded.

“Not the fantasy. Not Marcus. Not me alone. Us.”

I kissed him.

“Do you want a next time?”

He looked at the marks on my body.

His cock hardened beneath the sheet.

“Yes.”

The answer gave me the same cold spark I had felt when Marcus first stopped at our table.

“With him?”

Daniel considered it.

“Yes. But not yet.”

I smiled.

“You like making me wait.”

“I like knowing what waiting does to you.”

He took the notebook and added one more line.

12. Anticipation is part of the experience.

We left the hotel at noon.

Daniel carried our bags. I wore soft clothes and no panties because everything between my legs was too tender for lace. In the elevator, a couple stepped in beside us. The woman smiled politely. The man glanced at the faint mark above my neckline.

Daniel noticed.

His hand settled at the small of my back.

Pride warmed his face.

In the car, I opened the group message.

Rachel: We are home. We are good. Thank you.

Marcus did not answer immediately.

Daniel drove with one hand while the other rested on my thigh.

Ten minutes later, the phone vibrated.

Marcus: Good.

Only one word.

I read it twice.

Daniel glanced at me.

“What?”

“He sounds lonely.”

“He chose this life.”

“So did we.”

Daniel was quiet for several miles.

Then he squeezed my thigh.

“You like him.”

“Yes.”

“More than the sex?”

I looked out at the bright afternoon, at ordinary people carrying groceries and walking dogs while my body held the memory of two men.

“Yes.”

Daniel nodded slowly. “Me too.” That answer frightened me more than jealousy had. It also made me want to know what came next.


AFTER MIDNIGHT

Cole

Marcus lied badly when he said he was tired.

I had known him for seven years, which meant I knew the difference between silence that wanted privacy and silence that wanted someone stubborn enough to stay on the line. He had given me the first kind after shows, fights, bad clients, and the death of his father. That night he gave me the second.

Then he hung up.

I sat alone in my kitchen with one bare foot on the chair across from me and a beer warming between my hands. The apartment above mine had a couple arguing loud enough that I could follow the story through the ceiling. Money. A forgotten dinner. A sister neither of them liked.

Ordinary marriage.

Marcus had just left another kind.

I opened our message thread.

Cole: You home?

No answer.

Cole: You don’t have to tell me details.

Still nothing.

I typed a third message, deleted it, and opened the club’s booking page instead. Three requests waited. A birthday party. A bachelorette event. A couple asking for a private show from both of us.

I read the couple’s message twice.

The wife’s name was Tessa.

The husband had written it.

Mark: My wife knows I’m contacting you. She wants both of you. I do too. But there is something else I have never asked for, and I don’t know how to say it without sounding like I’m not the man she married.

That sentence held more truth than most pages of fantasy requests.

I clicked his profile. No photograph. No history. The contact form had been created twenty minutes earlier, close to the time Marcus called me from the parking garage.

I answered.

Cole: Start by saying what you want, not what you’re afraid it makes you.

The typing symbol appeared, vanished, returned, vanished again.

Marcus finally replied in our private thread.

Marcus: Home.

Cole: Alone?

Marcus: Obviously.

Cole: That was not the question.

He did not answer.

Mark did.

Mark: I want to taste.

Two words.

I leaned back in the chair.

There were many ways to interpret them, but I already knew which one had taken a grown man twenty minutes to type.

Cole: Taste what?

The symbol appeared again.

Mark: The men who fuck my wife.

I felt something shift beneath my ribs. Not shock. I had heard confessions stranger than that whispered in changing rooms, hotel bathrooms, and dark corners after shows. Men often built fantasies around their wives because it gave them a door into hungers they could not admit belonged to them.

What caught me was his wording.

Not a man.

Men.

Cole: Does Tessa know?

Mark: She knows I want her with you. She knows I watch men too. She does not know I want to use my mouth.

Cole: Then she does not know enough yet.

Mark: I’m afraid she’ll see me differently.

Cole: She will. The question is whether differently means worse.

There was no reply for several minutes.

I opened Marcus’s thread again.

Cole: Got an interesting request.

Marcus: Tomorrow.

Cole: Husband wants both of us.

Marcus: They usually do.

Cole: He wants us for himself too.

This time, Marcus answered quickly.

Marcus: Be careful.

I laughed alone in the kitchen.

Cole: You’re telling me to be careful after whatever you just did?

Marcus: I mean with him. Don’t make his confession into a performance.

That told me more about his night than any explicit description could have.

Something had softened him.

Or cracked him.

I looked again at Mark’s words.

I want to taste.

The performer in me knew how to turn that sentence into a scene. I could already hear the provocations. See the husband kneeling. See his wife watching the part of him he had hidden walk into the light.

But Marcus was right.

Some confessions were not toys.

Cole: Tell Tessa before we meet. Not in the bedroom. Not after drinks. Daylight. Fully dressed. If she knows and still wants the meeting, we talk.

Mark: And if she laughs?

Cole: Then you learn something important before strangers are in your house.

He went silent.

I finished the beer and stood at the window. Across the street, a single lamp burned behind somebody’s curtains. A shadow crossed the room, then another followed. Two people moving through a life I would never know.

My phone vibrated.

Mark: She didn’t laugh.

A second message came.

Mark: She kissed me and said she already knew.

Then a third.

Mark: She wants to watch.

I smiled.

Cole: Now we can talk.

I forwarded the thread to Marcus.

For a long time, he did not reply.

Then:

Marcus: You take the husband.

Cole: And you?

Marcus: I’ll take care of his wife.

The old certainty was back in the words, but I knew better now. Marcus had returned from Rachel and Daniel carrying something he could not leave in their hotel room.

I had no idea what Mark and Tessa would leave inside me.

That was the trouble with walking into marriages.

You could follow every rule, close every door, and still bring somebody home under your skin.


COMING NEXT

THE HUSBAND WHO WANTED TO TASTE

Confessions of Two Bulls — Book Two

Cole Bennett receives a message from a husband who does not only want two bulls for his wife. Mark wants to admit a hunger he has hidden for years, and Cole knows exactly how to force the truth into the open.

Marcus will take care of Tessa.

Cole will take care of her husband.

And before the night is over, Mark will discover what it means to taste the man fucking his wife.
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