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Author's Note
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Opening Note

This confession was submitted by "Daniel," a husband who asked that names be changed and details protected.

The story is told in his voice. The hunger begins with him. The awakening belongs to Marina. What happens between them changes the shape of their marriage forever.
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CHAPTER 1 — THE FIRST TIME I WANTED TO SEE HER TAKEN

I did not wake up one morning wanting to hand my wife to another man. That is the lie a man tells himself when he is too afraid to look his own hunger in the face. The truth was dirtier and simpler than that: I started noticing other men's eyes on Marina before I admitted that I liked it.

Marina was thirty-four, with full hips, a narrow waist, thighs that filled out any dress she wore, and a mouth that looked far too innocent for the things I imagined. She had been my wife for eight years. She worked, kept our home warm, laughed softly in restaurants, and crossed her legs with that cruel naturalness of a woman who knows she is wanted even when she pretends she does not know.

I saw men look. At the grocery store, in the gym in our building, in elevators, in bars where she ordered white wine and tucked her hair behind her ear. They looked at her ass, at her cleavage, at her legs. I felt the old sting of jealousy. But something came with it, something shameful and hot, a pressure in my cock, an absurd need to know how far that look would go if I were not standing there.

At first I hated myself for it. I loved her. I truly loved her. I did not want to lose her. I did not want her sneaking around behind my back. What excited me was the opposite: being there, seeing it, knowing it, controlling it and losing control at the same time. It was imagining Marina not running from another man's hunger, but being led into it while I watched.

The first time the fantasy truly hit me was on a Friday night at a restaurant. She wore a simple black dress, the kind that does not look designed to provoke until she sits down and the fabric climbs her thighs. A man at the next table, taller than me, broad shouldered, with a short beard, looked at her as if he had already undressed her in his head. I noticed. She noticed too. Marina pretended not to.

I should have been furious. Instead, my cock answered with indecent honesty. My cock got hard right there with my hand closed around my glass, watching another man want my wife. The man smiled when she stood to go to the restroom. His eyes dropped down her ass, heavy and unapologetic. Marina walked the way she always walked, elegant, but before she passed through the hallway door, she looked over her shoulder. Not at me. At him.

It was only one second.

One second was enough to ruin me.

That night, when we got home, I fucked her with a hunger that scared both of us. She laughed and asked what had gotten into me, and I did not answer. I turned her over on the bed, opened her legs, and fucked my wife while thinking of that man staring at her ass in the restaurant. I thought of him imagining her pussy. I thought of Marina knowing it. I thought of myself seeing everything.

She came hard that night. Harder than she had in months. When her body went loose beneath mine, I stayed buried inside her pussy, breathing against the back of her neck, guilt burning in my chest and my cock still too hard for a man who should have been satisfied.

That was when I understood: it was not only jealousy. It was hunger.

And the worst part was that I was no longer sure the hunger was only mine.

In the days after that dinner, I began to notice little things. Marina spent a few extra minutes in front of the mirror. She bought wine-colored lingerie and said she had found it on sale. She put on perfume before an ordinary dinner with friends. When a handsome waiter called her ma'am and then corrected himself to miss, she smiled in a way that made my jaw tighten.

I started wondering whether she felt that danger too. Not the danger of betraying me behind my back, but the danger of discovering she was capable of wanting more than our polite marriage allowed.

I did not want to destroy my marriage. I wanted to open a door inside it.

Back then, I still did not have the courage to touch the handle.

The week after the restaurant, I started living like I carried two versions of myself. By day, I was the ordinary husband. I texted to ask if she had eaten lunch. I paid bills. I picked up groceries. At night, when Marina came out of the shower and left the bathroom door half open, I was the man imagining another male stepping into that steam, seeing her wet skin, hearing her surprise turn into want.

The most disturbing part was that I began to hunger for her reaction more than the scene itself. I wanted to watch Marina discover the power she had over me. I wanted her to understand that one glance at another man was enough to change the temperature of my blood. I wanted her to notice my cock getting hard when I talked about jealousy, and I wanted her to smile with that soft cruelty of a wife who knows exactly where to press.

One Sunday we went to a bakery. She wore black leggings and a short top. Nothing much, according to her. Too much, according to any living man. While she chose pastries at the counter, a guy behind us stared at her ass for too long. I saw it. Marina saw it too. This time, instead of pretending completely, she adjusted her hair and shifted her weight from one leg to the other, making the curve of her hip show more clearly.

It was small. Maybe innocent. In my head it became a crime.

In the car, I could not hold it in.

"You saw that guy looking, didn't you?"

Marina fastened her seat belt, too calm. "I saw."

"Then why did you move like that?"

She looked at me from the corner of her eye. "Like what?"

"Like a woman who knows she's being watched."

Her smile barely appeared, but it appeared. "Were you angry?"

"Yes."

"Only angry?"

The question left me with no answer. Her eyes dropped to my pants. The bulge was not full yet, but it existed. Marina saw it. Maybe the first spark began there, before the videos, before the blindfold, before the hotel. She saw jealousy harden my cock, and she stored that information the way a woman stores a beautiful weapon.

When we got home, she passed me in the hallway and let her hand brush over my cock through my pants.

"Funny," she said. "You complain, but your cock seems to like it."

I stood there, listening to her footsteps move toward the bedroom. My heart beat hard. It was not just fantasy anymore. Marina had seen the crack.

And some part of her seemed curious enough to put her fingers inside it.

There was also something I almost never admitted: Marina became more beautiful when she realized she was being watched. It was not simple vanity. It was a small change in her, almost invisible to anyone who had not slept beside that woman for eight years. Her neck stretched a little. Her posture changed. Her hips seemed to gain a mind of their own. Her lips grew wetter, as if she were biting back a sentence before saying it.

I saw that and felt rage. Then heat because I was angry. Then shame because my cock was hard over something that should have offended me.

A month before everything truly began, we went to a birthday party for one of her friends. Nothing special. A small hall, music too loud, couples drinking, men pretending not to look at other men's wives. Marina wore a dark green dress, tight at the hips, with a neckline that was not indecent until she took a deep breath. I spent the whole night watching men notice my wife.

One of them was the husband of a coworker of hers. Tall, gray at the temples, dress shirt with the sleeves rolled up. The kind of man who did not seem to need to prove anything. He spoke to the whole group, but his eyes kept returning to Marina as if pulled by a chain. She laughed at his stories, touched his arm when she answered, and I felt my chest close.

I tried to convince myself it was normal jealousy. Every husband feels it. Every man protects what he loves. But my cock betrayed the explanation. When Marina leaned over to pick up her glass from the table and her dress clung to her ass, the man looked. I saw his mouth pause in the middle of a sentence. I saw Marina notice. Worse, I saw the corner of her mouth lift.

That night, I drove home in silence.

"You're acting strange," she said.

"I'm tired."

"You don't look tired."

She looked at my lap. My cock was hard, trapped by my pants, and shame rose through me like fever. Marina did not laugh. That disarmed me more than laughter would have. She only studied me as if she had found a clue.

"Was it Sergio?" she asked.

I nearly hit the brake.

"What Sergio?"

"Stop, Daniel. I saw you watching him look at me."

The sentence went through me because it carried three layers: she had seen his look, she had seen my look, and she had understood that both of them had affected me.

"Did you like it?" I asked, trying to sound accusing.

Marina took a moment before she answered. She looked out the window, then back at me.

"I liked knowing I'm still seen."

That hurt more than if she had denied it. Because it was honest. Because it was not betrayal. It was worse: it was a simple, human, living truth.

In the garage, before we went upstairs, she slid her hand over my chest and down to my belt.

"And you," she said softly, "did you like seeing him want me?"

"No."

She gripped my cock through my pants, without gentleness.

"Liar."

The word stayed between us like a candle lit in a dark room. I could have fought. I could have said it was disrespectful. I could have shoved the fantasy back into the hole it had crawled out of. Instead, I grabbed Marina in the elevator, kissed her mouth with anger, and felt her laugh against my teeth.

That night, when I entered her, I did not think only of the man from the party. I thought of Marina knowing that I was thinking. I thought of her using it. I thought of the indecent heat of being discovered by my own wife.

There were nights after that when I would watch Marina do nothing erotic at all and still feel the fantasy press its mouth to my ear. She would stand in the kitchen cutting fruit, barefoot, wearing one of those loose sleep shirts that made her look softer than she was, and I would imagine some stranger seeing what I saw every morning. The curve of her thigh. The way her ass moved when she reached for a plate. The private laziness of a wife who thought she was safe inside her own home.

That was the obscenity of it. I did not only want another man to see her dressed for seduction. I wanted him to understand what was mine in the everyday sense. Her sleep-heavy voice. Her unguarded skin. The little domestic gestures that made her my wife instead of just a beautiful woman. The fantasy became more dangerous when it started touching the ordinary.

I also began to understand that jealousy was not a single feeling. It had layers. The first was possession, childish and hot. The second was fear, the cold knowledge that she was not an object I could lock away. The third, the most perverse, was pride. When another man looked at her, some dark part of me wanted to say, Yes. Look. Now imagine what I know. Imagine what she sounds like when she stops pretending to be polite. Imagine what it costs me to have this woman and still want to see her wanted.

I did not have language for that yet. I only had a hard cock at bad times, guilt in the shower, and Marina's eyes growing sharper every time she caught me failing to hide.


CHAPTER 2 — THE VIDEOS I COULDN'T STOP WATCHING

I wish I could say I fought it.

I did not.

After the party, the fantasy stopped being an accident and became a place I visited. At first, only late at night, with the phone brightness turned down and Marina sleeping beside me. Then during lunch breaks, locked in the office bathroom, my heart pounding as if someone could read the filth on my face. Then in the morning, before work, when she stepped out of the closet wearing a pencil skirt and I imagined a stranger pulling it up with both hands.

The first videos were soft compared to what came later. Wives flirting. Husbands watching. Couples pretending to be shocked by the third man's arrival even though everyone in the room knew exactly why he was there. I told myself it was curiosity. Research. A strange corner of pornography that had caught my attention because it was absurd.

Then I started searching for specific things.

Hotwife first time.

Husband watches wife.

Wife with bigger man.

Blindfolded wife surprise.

Cuckold confession.

Those words became keys. Each one opened a door inside me. Behind every door, Marina was there, sometimes in the lingerie she owned, sometimes in clothes she had never worn, sometimes on our bed, sometimes in a hotel room with curtains closed and me sitting in a chair with my hands shaking.

The videos were never just about sex. That surprised me. I thought the other man would be the focus: size, muscles, cock, the obvious things. Those mattered. I would be lying if I said they did not. But what ruined me was the wife's face. That moment when she stopped performing innocence. The second she understood that her husband could see her hunger and did not look away.

The part that destroyed me was not the other man.

It was the wife saying yes.

I read stories too. Long, dirty confessions written by men who sounded ashamed and proud at the same time. Men who described their wives getting dressed for another man, wives asking if the bull was bigger, wives coming home smelling like someone else and kissing their husbands as if that smell were a gift. I hated the men who wrote those stories. Then I finished reading and searched for another one.

Sometimes I would close the laptop and look at Marina sleeping beside me. The room would be dark, her hair spread across the pillow, one thigh outside the sheet. She looked peaceful. Mine. Safe. And I would feel like a thief standing inside my own marriage.

I told myself she would be disgusted if she knew.

Then I remembered her hand on my cock in the garage.

Liar.

That word became a hook in my ribs.

I began to watch her differently. Not colder. Not less lovingly. More dangerously. When she dressed for work, I noticed the line of her panties under fabric. When she bent over the bathroom sink to put on mascara, I imagined a man's hand flattening between her shoulder blades. When she kissed me goodbye, I wondered what her mouth would look like after saying things a good wife was not supposed to say.

The guilt was real. So was my hard cock.

One night, she caught me in the living room.

It was after midnight. I had headphones in, one hand around my cock, the laptop balanced on the coffee table. On the screen, a woman was sitting on the edge of a bed while her husband knelt in front of her and begged her to say what the other man had done. It was not even the most explicit part of the video. It was the humiliation in his voice, the strange devotion. It was the wife's smile, sleepy and cruel, as if she had discovered a throne in the shape of his weakness.

I heard Marina before I saw her.

"Daniel?"

I slammed the laptop shut so hard the room seemed to crack.

She stood in the doorway wearing one of my old shirts, hair loose, bare legs pale in the hall light. Her face was still sleepy, but her eyes were awake.

"What are you doing?"

"Nothing."

The word sounded ridiculous because my cock was still out, hard, wet at the tip, guilty as a confession on my lap.

Marina looked down. Then at the closed laptop. Then at me.

I expected disgust. Maybe anger. Maybe a joke sharp enough to cut the subject forever. Instead, she leaned her shoulder against the wall and asked, "Was it porn?"

I swallowed. "Yes."

"What kind?"

My mouth went dry.

"Normal."

Her eyebrow lifted.

"Normal porn makes you close the computer like the police came in?"

I tucked myself away and hated how clumsy my hands were. "I didn't want to wake you."

"You woke me anyway."

She walked closer. Not fast. Not dramatic. Just close enough for me to smell sleep on her skin and the faint lotion she used after showering. She sat on the arm of the couch. Her thigh was inches from my knee.

"Show me."

"No."

"Why?"

"Because it's stupid."

"Then show me the stupid thing."

I stared at her. There was no mockery in her voice. There was curiosity. That was worse. Curiosity had no door I could slam shut.

"Marina..."

"Daniel." She said my name the way she said it when she knew I was lying. "You were hard enough to scare yourself. I want to know why."

I did not show her that night. I said I was tired. I said it was nothing. I kissed her, badly. She let me. Then she went back to bed. But in the morning, at breakfast, she placed my coffee in front of me and asked, without looking up from her toast, "Did the woman in the video look like me?"

The mug froze halfway to my mouth.

"What?"

"The porn. Did she look like me?"

"No."

"So it wasn't her. It was the situation."

I hated how quickly she had found the center.

"You're overthinking it."

"Am I?"

She finally looked at me. There was no anger. Only that calm, dangerous attention.

"Was she married?"

My silence answered.

Marina's lips parted slightly. "And her husband was there?"

The kitchen became too small. The refrigerator hummed. The coffee smelled bitter. I could hear my own pulse.

"I don't want to talk about this."

"I think you do."

"I don't."

"Then why are you hard?"

I looked down by instinct. She had done it again. The word, the image, the possibility, all of it had moved through me faster than shame could stop it. Marina saw the change under my pants. Her face shifted. Not into laughter. Into understanding.

She was quiet for a long time.

Then she said, "So that's what makes you like this."

I should have denied it. I should have walked away. Instead, I stood there with my hands on the counter, feeling my wife's eyes on me, realizing that the fantasy had stopped belonging only to me.

For the next few days she did not mention it directly. That was her cruelty. She let it breathe. She let me think maybe it would disappear. But she began to leave small doors open.

At dinner, she asked, "Do men in those videos get jealous?"

I almost dropped my fork.

"What videos?"

She smiled. "Don't be boring."

"Yes," I said eventually. "I guess they do."

"And they like it?"

"Some do."

"Do they like it because it hurts?"

That question made my cock stir under the table.

Marina saw my hand tighten around the fork.

"Interesting," she said, and went back to eating as if she had not just put a match to my skin.

Another day, in the shower, she asked through the curtain, "Were the other men bigger than the husbands?"

I stared at the tiles.

"Sometimes."

"Is that part important?"

"For some people."

"For you?"

Water ran down my face. My answer stuck in my throat.

She pulled the curtain open enough for me to see her outline through the steam. Wet shoulders. Hair slicked back. One hand between her tits, almost casual.

"Daniel."

"Yes," I said.

She looked at me for three seconds that felt like judgment and invitation in the same breath.

"Good to know."

Then she closed the curtain.

That was the real beginning. Not the videos. Not the first time I typed those words into a search bar. The beginning was Marina learning my secret shape and not running away from it.

She touched it. Tested it. Pressed her thumb into it.

And every time she did, my cock got harder.

The stories were worse than the videos because they used my own imagination against me. A video ended when the clip ended. A story kept moving after the laptop closed. A sentence could stay in my head for days. A husband describing the first time he smelled another man's cologne on his wife's hair. A wife admitting she had chosen the bigger man because she wanted to know whether her body would betray her. A couple lying awake after the first night, not destroyed, not fixed, just awake in a marriage that had become too honest to return to its old shape.

I read those confessions and told myself they were exaggerated. Of course they were. Men lie when they write about sex. Women become symbols. Pain becomes performance. But the emotional heart of them would not leave me alone. The husband was not excited because he did not love his wife. He was excited because he loved her so much that seeing her wanted by another man made love and fear collide inside one skin.

Sometimes I would finish a story and walk into the bedroom just to look at Marina. She would be asleep with one knee bent, the sheet twisted around her waist, one tit half visible through an old tank top. I would stand there ashamed and hard, feeling like a man who had invited a ghost into the house. I wanted to kneel beside her and apologize for the things I had imagined. I also wanted to wake her and ask whether any secret part of her wanted to be seen the way those wives were seen.

What stopped me was not morality. It was cowardice.

Because if she said no, the fantasy would have to crawl back into me alone.

And if she said yes, I would have to become the kind of man who could survive hearing it.

So I kept reading. Kept watching. Kept collecting images that hurt. A wife being guided by her husband to a hotel bed. A blindfold tied by the man who loved her. A bull introduced not as a rival, but as a test. The details piled up inside me until they were no longer entertainment. They were instructions written in a language me already understood.

Marina did not know the titles, the search terms, the late-night tabs. But she knew me. That was the problem with being married to an intelligent woman. Secrets may hide their names, but they leave fingerprints all over a man's behavior.

There was one clip I returned to more than the others. Not because it was the most explicit, but because the husband looked like he was trying to remain civilized while his wife became uncivilized in front of him. He kept asking if she was okay. She kept saying yes. The other man barely spoke. He did not need to. The whole scene lived in the wife's breathing and the husband's face.

I would pause it before anything happened and stare at that face. Recognition. Terror. hunger. A man understanding that the woman he loved was not smaller because she wanted something dangerous. She was larger. That was what I wanted and feared with Marina. Not a smaller wife. A larger one. A wife with rooms inside her that I had never entered.

After a while, the videos started to feel like rehearsals for a conversation I was too afraid to have. I studied the husbands, not because I wanted to become weak, but because I wanted to know how a man stayed present when his own fantasy turned real. Some looked ridiculous. Some looked destroyed. A few looked almost holy in their attention. Those were the ones that frightened me. They watched their wives not as property being taken, but as truth being revealed.

I did not yet know which kind of man I would be.


CHAPTER 3 — THE NIGHT I SHOWED HER

The night I finally showed her, I did not plan it with courage. I planned it with wine.

It was a Thursday. Rain hit the windows of the apartment in thin silver lines, the kind of rain that makes a city feel farther away. Marina came home wearing a black blazer and a cream blouse, tired from work and still too beautiful for an ordinary weekday. Her hair was pinned up loosely. One strand had fallen along her cheek. When she kicked off her heels at the door, I watched the relief move through her and felt the old tenderness first.

That is something people do not understand about fantasies like this. They think they are built from contempt. Mine was not. Mine was built from love so intense it had grown teeth. I loved her coffee smell in the morning, the way she muttered at her phone when emails annoyed her, the little sound she made when I kissed the back of her neck. I loved her enough to know every safe version of her.

Maybe that was why I had started wanting to see the unsafe one.

We ate dinner on the couch. Pasta, cheap wine, rain, an old movie neither of us watched. Marina leaned against me with her feet tucked under her. My hand rested on her thigh. Nothing was happening. Everything was happening.

"You've been quiet," she said.

"Long day."

"You've been having a lot of long days."

Her fingers drew small circles on my wrist. She was not accusing me. She was opening a drawer and waiting to see what I would pull out.

"I keep thinking about what you asked," I said.

She did not move. "What did I ask?"

"About the videos."

Her finger stopped.

The movie kept moving across the wall, blue and useless.

"And?"

I swallowed. "I can show you."

Marina lifted her head from my shoulder. Her face was careful. Not cold. Careful.

"Now?"

"Now," I said. "I want you to see exactly what I have been hiding."

She looked at me for a long time. Then she took the remote, paused the movie, and set her wineglass on the table.

"Show me what makes my husband lie in the living room at midnight."

My hands shook when I opened the laptop. That humiliated me. I was a grown man, married, employed, reasonable, and my fingers were shaking because I was about to show my wife the exact shape of my shame.

I did not choose the filthiest video. I chose one that had a story, or the illusion of one. A married couple. A hotel room. The wife sitting on the bed in lingerie while her husband admitted he wanted to see her with another man. The acting was bad. The lighting was worse. But when the other man entered, Marina's breathing changed.

It was almost nothing.

But I heard it.

Her eyes stayed on the screen. She did not pull away from mine. That alone made my cock swell.

The woman in the video laughed nervously. The husband asked if she wanted to stop. She said no. The other man stood behind her and touched her shoulders. Marina's hand shifted on my thigh.

"This is what you watch?" she asked.

I nodded.

"Because of the man?"

"Because of the wife."

Her eyes moved to me.

"Explain."

I wanted to say something polished. Something safe. Instead, the truth came out rough.

"Because she wants it and her husband can see it."

Marina's lips parted.

On the screen, the wife kissed the other man for the first time while her husband sat inches away. Marina watched. I watched Marina.

"Does it make you jealous?" she asked.

"Yes."

"And that makes you hard."

It was not a question.

My hand tightened on her thigh. "Yes."

She looked down at my lap. I was already thick under my sweatpants. She touched me through the fabric, slow, curious, not yet cruel.

"So if I were her..."

My breath caught.

She stopped. "I'm asking."

"If you were her," I said, my voice thin, "I don't know if I could survive it."

That made something flash in her eyes.

"But you would want to?"

"Yes."

The answer was naked between us.

Marina did not smile. She turned back to the screen. The other man was touching the wife's skin. The husband was watching with his hand around his cock. Marina's palm rested over my cock.

"Imagine," I whispered before I could stop myself.

Her hand went still.

"Imagine what?"

"Imagine yourself in her place."

The words left my mouth and changed the room.

Marina's gaze did not leave the screen. Her fingers curled around my cock through the fabric.

"Don't," she said.

But she did not move away.

"Imagine him looking at you," I said, quieter. "Not me. Him. Imagine another man seeing you in lingerie."

"Daniel..."

"Imagine knowing I'm sitting here. Watching. Hard. Jealous."

She squeezed me once. Not gently.

"You like this too much," she said.

"I know."

"It's sick."

"Maybe."

She turned her face to me. Her cheeks were flushed, either from the wine or from what was happening inside her.

"And you want me to be sick with you?"

That question should have stopped me. It did not.

"I want to know if any part of you already is."

Silence.

The rain kept tapping the windows. On the screen, the woman moaned too loudly, but in our living room Marina made no sound at all.

Then she slid her hand under the waistband of my sweatpants.

"Your cock is so hard," she whispered.

I shut my eyes.

"Marina."

"No. Look at me."

I did.

Her hand wrapped around me. Her eyes were darker than before.

"You get this hard thinking about me with another man?"

"Yes."

"Thinking about another man touching me?"

"Yes."

"Thinking about him seeing my pussy?"

The word from her mouth hit me like a slap. Marina almost never said it that way. She had said softer words before, bedroom words, married words. But pussy came out of her mouth like a door kicked open.

"Yes," I breathed.

She stroked me once, slowly.

"You're shaking."

"Because you're saying it."

Her eyes flickered, and I saw the exact second she understood. Not the fantasy itself, not fully. The power. She understood that the words in her mouth could pull me apart.

"What if I said I could imagine it?" she asked.

My hips jerked into her hand.

She smiled then. Not sweet. Not cruel yet. Learning.

"There he is," she whispered. "That's what I wanted to see."

I kissed her because I could not bear the distance anymore. She kissed me back with a hunger that surprised me. The laptop remained open on the table, the video still playing, but the sound became background noise. Marina swung one leg over me and sat on my lap. Her skirt rode up. My cock pressed between us, hard and trapped.

"Tell me," she said against my mouth. "What do you imagine?"

"I imagine him wanting you."

"Who?"

"I don't know. A man. Bigger. Stronger. Someone who doesn't look away."

She rocked against me. "And me?"

"You pretend you don't want him."

Her breath warmed my lips. "And then?"

"Then you stop pretending."

A small sound escaped her throat. She hated that I heard it. I loved that I heard it.

"You think I'm that kind of woman?" she asked.

I slid my hands under her blouse and felt her skin, warm and tense.

"I think you don't know yet."

That made her bite my lower lip.

"Careful, Daniel."

"Why?"

"Because if you keep saying things like that, I might start believing you."

We did not finish the video. We did not need to.

I carried her to the bedroom with the laptop left open on the coffee table, its blue light spilling over the room like evidence. In the bedroom, she undressed slower than usual. Not like a wife getting ready for sex. Like a woman aware of being watched. She unbuttoned her blouse, one button at a time, looking straight at me.

"Is this how she did it?" she asked.

My mouth went dry.

"No."

"Better?"

"Yes."

She stepped out of her skirt and stood in black panties and a bra that pushed her tits up beautifully. My cock throbbed.

"Would he like me?"

The sentence tore through me.

"Yes."

"Would he look at my ass the way that man at the restaurant did?"

"Worse."

She turned slowly, showing me. "Like this?"

"Marina..."

"Answer."

"Yes."

She looked over her shoulder. "And would you hate him?"

"Yes."

"Would you still get hard?"

I did not answer because the answer was standing between my legs.

She laughed softly.

"Poor thing," she said. "You really do like suffering."

That was the first time my wife used my jealousy against me with intention. She still did it softly, almost shyly, but the blade was there. I felt it.

When I fucked her that night, she asked for the video to stay playing in the other room.

"Why?" I asked.

She lay under me, flushed, hair spread over the pillow.

"Because I want to know if you fuck me harder when you hear her moan."

I did.

God help me, I did.

Halfway through, she pulled my face close and whispered, "Imagine if that was me."

I lost rhythm.

Her legs wrapped around me.

"No," she said. "Don't stop. Imagine it."

I fucked her with my face buried in her neck, shame and lust braided together so tightly I could not tell which was which. Marina came with her nails in my back and a broken sound in her mouth. When I came, I said her name like an apology.

Afterward, we lay in silence. The apartment smelled like rain, sweat, wine, and something new.

She touched my chest with one finger.

"You really imagined me there?"

"Every night."

She absorbed that.

"And now?"

"Now I'll imagine you knowing."

Marina smiled in the dark.

"That might be worse for you."

She was right.

The next morning, I expected distance. I expected her to be embarrassed by what she had said in the dark, to file the night under wine and horniness and refuse to open it again. Instead, she moved around the apartment with a calm that made me more nervous than shame would have. She kissed me before work. She asked if I had seen her black earrings. She made coffee. Nothing in her voice said disaster.

But when she passed me by the counter, her hip brushed my cock deliberately.

Not enough to be undeniable. Enough to make denial useless.

"Still thinking about your video?" she asked.

I nearly spilled coffee on my shirt.

She did not wait for an answer. She took her bag, looked back at me from the door, and smiled with only one corner of her mouth.

"Have a productive day."

It was not the video that followed me to work. It was Marina knowing about the video. Marina asking questions. Marina stroking me while the other wife on the screen kissed another man. Marina saying pussy and watching me answer like a trained animal. The fantasy had changed because it now had her voice in it, not the borrowed moans of strangers.

All day I felt exposed. I answered emails while remembering her face above me. I sat in meetings while hearing her whisper, You get this hard thinking about me with another man? By noon, I had gone to the bathroom twice just to breathe. I did not touch myself. That felt like betraying the new thing between us. I wanted the pressure to build until I brought it home to her.

That evening, Marina knew the pressure was there the second I walked in.

"Rough day?" she asked.

"Very."

"Because of work?"

I looked at her.

She smiled.

"Liar."

That became the first time the fantasy followed us across more than one night. It was not an episode anymore. It had become a thread, and Marina had picked it up with elegant fingers.

The next time we touched each other after that first night with the laptop, Marina did not let me hide behind urgency. She slowed everything down. She took my hand and placed it over her heart, then over her stomach, then lower, just above the edge of her panties.

"Tell me where the thought starts," she said.

"What thought?"

"The one where I'm not only yours."

The room seemed to narrow around us.

"It starts when someone looks at you."

"And then?"

"Then I imagine you noticing."

"And then?"

"Then I imagine you liking it."

She guided my hand under the fabric. Her pussy was already wet.

"Like this?" she asked.

I could barely speak.

"Yes."

"You understand what you're doing, don't you?" she whispered. "You're not just telling me what makes your cock hard. You're teaching me how to make you helpless."

She was right, and she knew the truth of it by the way my fingers shook against her pussy. That night she learned that a question could be dirtier than an answer. She asked whether I would watch. Whether I would beg her to tell me what she felt. Whether I would want her to compare. Every question made me more desperate, and every desperate response gave her another key.

She did not let the discovery remain gentle. Once Marina understood that my cock betrayed me faster than my mouth could lie, she began to play with it. She would kiss me softly, then pull back and ask whether I was imagining another man spreading her pussy open. She would watch my face when she said the word cock. She would smile when my breath changed. It was not performance. It was investigation. My wife had found the hidden switch under my skin, and every time she touched it, my cock got harder and I became more ashamed.

“You like thinking about me giving this pussy to someone else, don’t you?” she whispered one night, her mouth against my ear, her hand wrapped around me. “Not in theory. Not as a fantasy on a screen. You like thinking about your wife opening her legs for a man who doesn’t have to wonder if he’s bigger than you.”

I tried to answer, but my cock jumped in her hand before I could shape the lie. Marina felt it and laughed softly. That laugh was worse than cruelty because it was pleased. Curious. Turned on. “There,” she said. “That’s the truth. Your wife talks about another man’s cock and this is what happens to you.”

That was the night I stopped believing the fantasy belonged only to me. I had shown her the door, but she had found the handle herself. Worse, she had realized that my humiliation was not a defect in the machine. It was the engine.


CHAPTER 4 — IMAGINE YOURSELF IN HER PLACE

After that night, nothing happened all at once.

That was what made it dangerous. If Marina had woken up the next morning and said, "Find me another man," I think I would have panicked. I would have stepped back, apologized, blamed wine and pornography and stress. But she did not do that. She kissed me before work, asked if we needed coffee, and left the apartment looking like the same wife I had known for years.

Except she was not the same.

Neither was I.

The fantasy began to enter our marriage the way smoke enters a room: softly at first, then everywhere. It appeared in pauses, glances, unfinished questions. It came when she changed clothes with the bedroom door open. It came when she bent over to pick something up and looked back to see whether I was watching. It came when we made love and her mouth brushed my ear with words she would not have said a week earlier.

"Are you thinking about it?"

The first time she asked that, my cock was inside her, moving slowly, trying to be normal. Trying to fuck my wife without dragging another man into the room. Marina had her legs around my waist, her hands on my shoulders, her warm and familiar under mine. I said no.

She smiled.

"Liar."

My cock pulsed inside her pussy.

Her eyes widened because she felt it.

"Oh," she whispered. "There it is."

"Stop."

"Why?"

"Because you know what you're doing."

"I'm learning what you like. Isn't that what a good wife does?"

The innocence in her voice was obscene. I drove deeper by instinct. She gasped, then smiled again, and that smile did more damage than naked skin ever could.

"Imagine yourself in her place," I said one night, repeating the words that had started everything.

She was on top of me, hair falling around her face, hands braced on my chest. She slowed.

"In whose place?"

"You know."

"Say it."

I looked up at her. My wife, my Marina, thighs spread over my hips, tits moving with each breath, eyes bright with the heat of making me confess.

"The wife in the videos."

Her hips made a small circle. "And what am I doing?"

"Letting another man look at you."

"Just look?"

My hands tightened on her hips.

"No."

"Then tell me properly, Daniel."

That was new too. Properly. She wanted the filth from my mouth. She wanted to hear how deep the hole went.

"You're letting him touch you."

"Where?"

"Your waist. Your thighs. Your ass."

"And you?"

"I'm watching."

"Are you angry?"

"Yes."

"Are you hard?"

"Yes."

She leaned down until her lips almost touched mine.

"Poor husband."

My hips jerked up. Marina laughed softly, and that laugh turned her from participant into predator. She had found the wire.

The next weeks were an education for both of us. I learned that there were levels to my own hunger. A simple sentence from her could send blood rushing to my cock. A longer sentence could make my chest ache. A question, asked with the right tilt of her head, could make me feel both worshiped and ruined.

She learned faster than I did.

In the kitchen, while stirring sauce, she asked, "Would you be jealous if a man said I had a perfect ass?"

"Yes."

"Would you want me to tell you?"

"Yes."

She tasted the sauce from the spoon. "What if I liked hearing it?"

I looked at her.

She smiled over the spoon.

"Dinner will be ready in ten. Try not to suffer too much."

At the grocery store, she chose a bottle of wine and said, "The cashier keeps looking at my tits."

"Marina."

"What? You like reports. I'm reporting."

"You're doing this on purpose."

"Of course I am."

She said it quietly, with no shame at all, and I realized that the fantasy was changing her relationship with honesty. Before, she had hidden small cravings from herself because they felt dangerous. Now she brought them to me like matches.

The most powerful change happened in bed.

She began to ask for the words.

At first, she did it indirectly.

"Talk to me."

"About what?"

"Don't be stupid."

I would tell her another man was watching. That he wanted her. That he could see how wet her pussy was. She would press her face into the pillow and moan as if embarrassed, but her hips would rise to meet me. Her pussy betrayed her before her mouth did.

Then her mouth caught up.

"Tell me he's bigger," she whispered one night.

I froze.

She was on her side, one leg hooked over my hip, my cock deep inside her pussy from behind. The room was dark except for the city light at the window. I thought I had misheard.

"What?"

"You heard me."

"Marina..."

"You think about it. Don't pretend you don't. Tell me."

I felt the old wound open and harden at the same time.

"He's bigger."

She inhaled sharply.

"Than you?"

The question was cruel because she knew the answer she wanted. She wanted to hear me put myself beneath the image. She wanted to see what that did to me.

"Yes," I said.

Her pussy tightened around my cock.

My head dropped to her shoulder.

"Fuck."

"You felt that?" she whispered.

"Yes."

"I got tighter when you said it."

"I know."

"Does that hurt?"

"Yes."

She reached back and touched my face.

"Does it make you harder?"

I drove into her, rougher than before. She answered with a moan.

"There," she said. "That's the truth."

After that, there was no going back to soft words. Marina did not jump immediately into filth. She grew into it. That made it more potent. She would test a word and watch my reaction. If my cock thickened, she kept it. If my breath changed, she sharpened it.

"You like thinking about another man wanting my pussy, don't you?"

"Yes."

"Not just wanting. Taking."

"Marina."

"I can feel you get harder when I say taking."

She said these things with her mouth near my ear, or while riding me slowly, or while I was on my knees with my face buried in her pussy. She learned that humiliating me made me worship her harder. She learned that naming my weakness did not make me less of a husband in her eyes. It made me more naked to her.

One night, after I had gone down on her for so long my jaw ached, she pulled my hair and made me look up.

"What are you thinking?"

"That you taste good."

"No. The other thing."

I kissed the inside of her thigh.

"I'm thinking another man would lose his mind tasting you."

Her eyes darkened.

"And you would watch?"

"Yes."

"Would you be proud or jealous?"

"Both."

She smiled.

"That's the part I like."

I froze.

"What part?"

"That I can make you proud and jealous at the same time."

That was the night I realized Marina was no longer only reacting to my fantasy. She had taken it in her hand. She was turning it over, examining it, finding the parts that reflected her.

It did not become less frightening because she wanted it. It became more frightening.

Because hunger shared is not hunger cut in half.

It multiplies.

The first time she called me a cuckold, she did it as a joke.

At least, that is what we told ourselves.

We were in bed on a Saturday morning, lazy and half-awake. She was lying on her stomach, the sheet low on her ass. I touched her without thinking, palm over the curve, thumb sliding under the edge of the sheet.

"Careful," she murmured.

"Why?"

"You might start imagining another man touching your wife again."

My hand stopped.

She turned her face enough to see me.

"You did."

"Marina."

"What? My little cuckold husband can't take a joke?"

The word cracked through the room.

My cock hardened so quickly it almost hurt.

Marina's eyes dropped to it. Her expression changed. The joke died. Something more serious took its place.

"That word," she said.

I did not answer.

She rolled onto her back and opened her legs slowly under the sheet, showing me her pussy.

"You like that word."

"I don't know."

"Liar."

She was always calling me that now, but it no longer sounded like accusation. It sounded like intimacy.

She reached for my cock and guided me toward her.

"Say it."

"No."

"Say what you are when you get hard thinking about your wife being fucked by someone else."

I hated her for a second.

Then I loved her so fiercely it scared me.

"A cuckold," I said.

Marina closed her eyes as I pushed into her.

"Good," she whispered. "Now fuck me like you hate how much you want it."

I did.

And while I fucked her, she asked again and again whether I liked imagining her with a bigger man. Whether I liked thinking about her moaning for someone else. Whether I liked knowing that my wife could be a good wife and still have a dirty slut's hungry pussy that might open for another man because we had chosen it together.

Each question should have broken something.

Instead, each one built the road to the hotel.

The more she played, the more I understood that Marina's cruelty was not random. She did not want to simply insult me. She wanted to locate the exact place where humiliation turned into intimacy. There was a difference between being mocked and being known. Marina learned that difference with terrifying precision.

If she said something too empty, it did nothing. If she performed filth like an actress, I could feel the falseness and retreat. But when she spoke from a place of discovery, when she said a dirty thing because it had just become true inside her, my cock answered like it had no choice. She saw that. She began to prefer truth over performance.

"I don't want to sound like those women in the videos," she told me once, lying beside me after a long night of teasing.

"You don't."

"Good."

"Why?"

She traced a finger down my chest.

"Because I don't want to borrow another woman's filth. I want to find mine."

That sentence stayed with me.

Her filth. Not mine imposed on her. Not pornography poured into our bed until she repeated it. Hers. The vocabulary of her own hunger, growing word by word. Sometimes it was soft. Sometimes brutal. Sometimes she would surprise herself and go quiet afterward, not ashamed exactly, but amazed that the sentence had come from her mouth.

One night she asked, "Do you want me to be meaner?"

By then Marina no longer needed me to feed her every line. She had started inventing her own. Sometimes she would stand in front of the mirror while I watched from the bed, lifting her dress just enough to show me the lace over her pussy. “Would you hate him if he looked at me like this?” she asked once. “Or would you hate yourself for wanting me to like it?”

I said her name like a warning. She heard it as an invitation.

“Maybe I would tell him you get hard when I talk like this,” she continued. “Maybe I would tell him my husband likes knowing another man wants his wife’s cunt. Maybe I would ask him if he thinks he could make me say things I’m still too polite to say to you.”

Every word landed dirty because it was not random filth. It was Marina learning the precise shape of my jealousy. She did not simply call me names. She described the thing I feared and then made me agree with it.

I said, "Only if you mean it."

She thought about that for a long time. Then she climbed on top of me, held my wrists above my head, and said, "I mean it when I say your cock gets harder every time I remind you another man might make me moan like a slut."

My hips lifted. She smiled.

"See? Truth."

That became her method. Not noise. Not cheap lines. Truth with a sharp edge. And because she was my wife, because she knew me better than any stranger ever could, every edge found skin.

She also learned when to stop. That may sound strange, but it mattered. Marina could bring me to the edge of something almost unbearable and then pull me back with a kiss on the forehead, a hand in my hair, a quiet, "I'm here." That was why I kept following her deeper. She never let the cruelty float loose without love tied to it.

One night, after calling me a cuckold during sex, she pulled me into her arms afterward and held me until my breathing slowed.

She read the question in my face and answered before I could ask. "You hurt me exactly where I asked you to."

She was silent for a while, fingers moving through my hair.

"I need to know there's a way back," she said.

"There is."

"Even if I say terrible things?"

"Especially then."

That became part of us too. We could get filthy, vicious, humiliating, but afterward there was always a return. A hand on the chest. A kiss without performance. The dirty part only became possible because the return was real.


CHAPTER 5 — THE BLINDFOLD GAME

The blindfold began as a scarf.

A black silk scarf Marina used sometimes with a white blouse, nothing obscene, nothing bought for sex. It hung over the back of a chair in the bedroom while she changed, and I saw it the same way a thirsty man sees a glass of water.

She noticed me looking.

"What?"

"Nothing."

"You have to stop saying nothing when your face says something."

I picked up the scarf. The fabric slipped through my fingers, cool and soft.

Marina stood in front of the closet in a bra and panties, hair loose over one shoulder. She looked from the scarf to me, then back.

"No," she said.

I had not asked.

"No what?"

"Whatever your filthy little brain just invented."

"Maybe you should let me invent it first."

She crossed her arms. The gesture pushed her tits up.

"Tell me."

"What if you couldn't see?"

The room changed again, the way it always did when one of us said the real thing.

Marina's mouth opened slightly.

"Why?"

"Because then you would have to listen. Feel. Imagine."

She looked away, toward the mirror.

"Imagine what?"

"That the hand on you might not be mine."

The silence after that was thick enough to touch.

"It would be yours," she said.

"Yes."

"But I would imagine."

"Because you would choose the fantasy before the blindfold went on."

She took the scarf from me. Her fingers tightened around it. I watched her test the idea against her own skin. Not the real thing yet. The shadow of it. The rehearsal.

"You like me helpless?" she asked.

"Not helpless."

"Then what?"

"Trusting."

That answer did something to her. Her expression softened for one second, then sharpened again.

"And you?"

"What about me?"

"What would you be?"

"The husband watching his wife pretend another man is in the room."

She swallowed.

"Pretend."

"For now."

She looked at me so sharply I felt the cut.

"For now?"

I should have backed away. Instead, I said, "If you ever wanted more."

Marina did not answer. She walked to the bed and sat on the edge. Then she lifted the scarf.

"Tie it."

My hands were not steady.

I stood behind her and placed the silk over her eyes. Her hair smelled of shampoo and heat. When I tied the knot, her breathing changed.

Marina lifted her chin. "Do not turn this into instructions, Daniel. Touch me."

I did.

MARINA

The first touch landed on my shoulders.

Ordinary fingers. My husband's fingers. But the scarf erased the proof. I inhaled, and the hands sliding down my arms felt larger because I could not watch them arrive.

"Who is touching you?" Daniel whispered.

"You."

"Only me?"

My pussy tightened.

"For now."

His breath broke. I smiled under the silk.

"There you are," I whispered. "My dirty husband."

He spread my knees. Cool air slipped under the lace. I knew he was looking straight at my pussy. I could feel the stare almost as clearly as a hand.

"You're soaked."

"Don't sound so proud."

His thumb pressed over my clit through the panties.

"Me or the idea?"

I tried to hide inside silence. The blindfold would not let me. It had taken away my polite face. All I had left was the heat between my legs and the truth in my mouth.

"The idea."

Daniel groaned.

His mouth touched the inside of my thigh. Warm. Familiar. Then his voice changed.

"Imagine the door opening."

My knees locked.

"Do not make it pretty," she said.

That was the first time I understood what she wanted from the game. Not romance. Not perfume over the filth. She wanted my mouth to put the ugly picture in her head and make her admit her cunt liked it.

"A man walks in," he said. "Bigger than me. Stronger. He sees you blindfolded on our bed. Legs open. Panties soaked because your husband told you to imagine him."

I moaned before I could stop myself.

Daniel pulled the lace aside and licked my cunt.

I jerked so hard my hand caught his hair. His tongue moved over my clit, slow once, then harder. The silk covered my eyes, but the stranger in my head stepped closer.

"Tell me what you see," Daniel said against my pussy.

"No."

He sucked my clit.

"Tell me."

I grabbed his hair tighter.

"He's at the foot of the bed."

"What does he see?"

"Me."

"Say it dirty."

My face burned beneath the blindfold.

"He sees my pussy."

Daniel groaned into me. The sound vibrated through my clit.

"You like that," I said.

"Yes."

"You like me saying pussy."

"Yes."

"You like another man looking at it."

"Yes."

I pushed my hips into his mouth.

"Then lick it for him."

The sentence changed the room. I felt Daniel freeze for half a second. Then his tongue came back harder.

I started speaking in pieces. A man at the foot of our bed. His shirt off. One hand around a cock bigger than Daniel's. My husband kneeling between my legs, cleaning his wife before giving her away.

Every dirty image made Daniel eat me with more hunger.

"He can smell me," I gasped.

Daniel slid two fingers into my pussy.

"Yes."

"He knows I'm wet for him."

His fingers curled. I cried out.

"Yes."

"And you're still licking me."

"Because you're my wife."

"Your slut wife?"

His fingers drove deeper.

"My slut wife."

I was close. Too close. He felt it and stopped.

"Daniel."

He stood. I heard his clothes hit the floor. The mattress dipped. He pushed me down and caught my wrists above my head.

"No hands," he said.

"Why?"

"You wanted to imagine a stranger's hands. Imagine them."

His palm moved down my throat, over one tit, across my belly, then between my thighs. Every touch was familiar. The darkness made it wrong enough to burn.

"Does he touch me like you?" I asked.

"No."

"How?"

"Less careful."

My breath caught.

He turned me onto my knees. The scarf stayed tight. My cheek pressed into the pillow. My ass lifted into cold air.

The first slap cracked through the room.

I gasped.

"Again."

The second made my pussy clench.

Daniel gripped my hips and drove his cock into me from behind.

I cried out. Familiar cock. Familiar curve. But his voice stayed low, rough, almost borrowed.

"He would put you like this."

I bit the pillow.

"He would see how easily you open."

"Do not go quiet now," she said into the pillow. "Fuck me."

I pounded her harder. Wet slaps filled the room, and jealousy sharpened every stroke.

"Imagine he's bigger," he said.

My cunt squeezed his cock.

Daniel cursed.

I laughed into the pillow.

"You felt that."

"Yes."

"You like knowing I would feel the difference."

He hesitated.

"Yes."

"Poor husband. You want another cock stretching your wife."

His hands dug into my hips.

"You get so hard when I'm cruel," I whispered.

He slapped my ass and drove deep.

"Would you watch?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Would you hate him?"

"Yes."

"Would you hate me?"

He stopped.

The silence scared me more than the fantasy.

"Daniel?"

He leaned over me and kissed my shoulder.

"No. I might hate the second it hurts. I might hate how much you like it. I will not hate you."

My eyes filled beneath the silk.

"And when I like it?"

His cock pulsed inside me.

I smiled.

"That's the part you want most."

"Yes."

"You want me to forget to pretend."

He drove into me harder.

"Yes."

I came with my face in the pillow and his cock buried deep. My cunt clenched around him in waves. I cried out another man's shape without knowing his name yet.

Daniel followed seconds later, holding my hips like he was afraid the woman under him might disappear.

I did not disappear.

I opened.

DANIEL

Afterward, I untied the blindfold gently.

Marina blinked into the dim room, eyes wet with the shock of recognizing herself.

"I understand you better now," she said.

"And yourself?"

She looked at the black silk in my hand. "That is the dangerous part."

The blindfold never returned to the closet. It stayed in the nightstand, close enough for either of us to reach.

At first, we used it like a game. Then like a ritual. The moment I opened the drawer, Marina's posture changed. Sometimes she would say no, and the drawer closed. Sometimes she would reach for it herself. Those were the nights that wrecked me.

She became bolder each time.

"Tonight I don't want you to pretend to be him," she said once. "I want you to be you watching."

"Watching what?"

She put the scarf into my hand.

"Me wanting him."

I tied the blindfold with a knot in my throat.

Another night, she wore it while sitting on the edge of the bed, legs spread, my fingers inside her pussy. She asked, "If he came in now, would you stop?"

I could barely breathe.

"Yes."

"And would you let him continue?"

"If you wanted."

She smiled, blind.

"What if I did?"

My fingers curled. She moaned.

"Your hand changed," she whispered. "You got jealous."

"Yes."

"And harder?"

"Yes."

"Good."

Good.

That word became a collar around my thoughts.

The night the idea of a real surprise first came out, she was blindfolded on her knees between my legs, stroking me slowly. I had not asked her to. She had chosen it. The scarf covered her eyes, but her mouth had become sharper without them.

"Do you ever imagine it not being you?" she asked.

"Every time."

Her tongue touched the head of my cock.

"Do you imagine me knowing?"

"Sometimes."

"And sometimes?"

I hesitated.

She licked me again.

"Tell me."

"Sometimes I imagine you blindfolded."

She went still.

"And?"

"And you hear the door."

Her fingers tightened around me.

"What door?"

"Hotel room. Bedroom. I don't know."

"And I don't know he's coming?"

I said, "You would know the fantasy. You would have chosen the blindfold. What you would not know was the exact moment the door opened."

She was silent.

I touched her hair.

She kissed the tip of my cock, almost tenderly.

My heart slammed.

She lifted her blindfolded face toward me.

"But if that ever happened, I wouldn't want to see him first."

I stopped breathing.

"Marina."

"I would want to hear him. Smell him. Feel the room change." Her voice trembled, but she did not retreat. "I would want to know you brought him to me."

The words went through me like electricity and grief.

"You mean that?"

"I don't know," she said. "That's why it's dangerous."

Then she took me into her mouth, and the conversation ended because I was no longer capable of language.

But the idea had been spoken.

A wife blindfolded.

A husband present.

A door opening.

Another man entering not as an accident, not as betrayal, but as the shape of a fantasy they had both fed until it was strong enough to breathe.

What the blindfold taught us was that sight had been protecting her from herself. As long as Marina could look at me, she could anchor everything to the familiar: my face, my hands, me, our room. With the silk over her eyes, the familiar became unstable. My touch arrived without proof. My voice could change. A pause could become another man's breath. A step across the floor could become a doorway.

She hated how much that excited her.

After the first time, she sat on the edge of the bed holding the scarf in both hands. Her hair was messy, her cheeks flushed, her mouth swollen from kissing. She looked down at the silk as if it had betrayed her.

"I thought I would feel silly," she said.

"Did you?"

"For about ten seconds. Then I felt... open."

"Open how?"

She looked at me carefully.

"Like I could imagine faster than my mind could judge."

That was exactly it. The blindfold let her go first. Her pride followed later, breathless and angry at being left behind.

The second time, she asked me to walk around the room before touching her. She wanted to hear the floor. The silence. The distance. She wanted the uncertainty to grow teeth.

"Don't tell me where you are," she said.

"Why?"

"Because I want to feel what happens when I don't know."

The second blindfold game was the first time she truly frightened me. Not because she resisted, but because she stopped resisting. She stood in the center of the room with the silk over her eyes, lips parted, breathing through her mouth while I walked around her. She could hear the floor give under my weight. She could hear my belt. She could hear nothing, and that nothing made her thighs shift.

“Say it,” I told her from behind.

“Say what?”

“What you’re imagining.”

Her face tightened. For a moment I thought she would refuse. Then she whispered, “I’m imagining it isn’t you.”

The confession made my stomach drop so hard I almost touched the wall for balance. My cock got harder at the exact same time. Marina heard my breath catch and smiled under the blindfold. “There it is again,” she murmured. “You like when I admit it.”

I put my hands on her hips, and she shivered as if the hands had changed owners. That was the obscene genius of the blindfold. It let her believe first. It let her cunt get wet before her pride could explain why. And once she felt that response, once she knew the fantasy could live in her flesh and not only in my mouth, she began to want the dark for herself.

I circled her slowly, and she turned her head toward each sound, nipples tight, thighs shifting, trying to pretend she was not already wet. When I finally touched her from behind, she gasped as if I had become someone else for half a second.

That half second was enough.

It became our rehearsal for the impossible.


CHAPTER 6 — TELL ME WHAT KIND OF MAN YOU WANT

The first real conversation happened on a Sunday afternoon.

There was nothing erotic about the beginning of it. Laundry turned in the machine. Coffee cooled on the table. Marina sat across from me wearing shorts and one of my T-shirts, hair tied in a loose knot, bare feet on the chair. I had spent the morning pretending not to look at her. She had spent the morning pretending not to know.

Finally, she said, "If we keep circling this, one of us is going to go insane."

I looked up from my cup.

"Circling what?"

She gave me the look.

"Daniel."

I set the cup down.

"You want to talk about it."

"I think we need to."

Need was different from want. Safer. More married. We both knew want was sitting under the table with its legs spread.

"Okay," I said.

Marina took a breath. "If this ever becomes real, it cannot be me performing your fantasy as a favor."

My cock stirred under the table. She noticed.

"There he is," she said softly. "My careful little cuck getting hard because his wife might want this for herself."

"I want you present," she continued. "Not supervising me. Watching me. Feeling every second."

"I will."

"And I choose the man. You can bring me the door, Daniel, but I decide whether I walk through it."

That was all the structure we needed. We were adults, awake, and telling the truth. The rest was hunger.

"Then tell me what scares you," I said.

"That I might like him too much."

"That scares me too."

She looked at my lap. "No, love. It makes you hard."

"Both."

"Mostly hard."

"Yes."

She reached across the table and closed her fingers around my wrist. "Good. Now ask the question you have been choking on."

"Then talk," I said. "Tell me what scares you."

"That I might like it."

The room went quiet.

"That scares me too," I admitted.

She looked at me with something almost grateful.

"No," she said softly. "It excites you."

"Both."

"Mostly excites you."

I could not lie.

"Yes."

She leaned back and studied me.

"You want to see me lose control with another man."

"Yes."

"You want me to be a little ashamed."

"Where the shame belongs to us."

Her mouth twitched. "Such a careful pervert."

I laughed despite the pressure in my chest.

"I love you. That doesn't disappear because I'm fucked up."

"I know."

She reached across the table and touched my hand.

"That's why I'm still here."

We sat like that for a while. Husband and wife. Coffee and laundry. The possibility of another man's hands in the middle of the room.

Then I asked the question that changed the air.

"What kind of man would you want?"

Marina pulled her hand back as if the table had gone hot.

"Daniel."

"You said you wanted to talk."

"I didn't say I wanted to audition men over coffee."

"I'm not asking for a name. I'm asking for your fantasy."

She stood, walked to the sink, and rinsed a cup that did not need rinsing. I watched her shoulders. The back of her neck. The tension in her spine.

"I don't have one," she said.

"Liar."

She turned and pointed at me.

"That's my word."

"You use it well."

She tried not to smile.

"Fine," she said. "Tall."

My stomach clenched.

"Taller than me?"

"You asked."

"Answer."

She held my eyes.

"Yes."

The jealousy came so quickly it nearly took my breath. My cock answered with the same obscene loyalty to pain.

"What else?"

"Strong."

"How strong?"

"The kind you can see under clothes."

I swallowed.

"Dominant?"

She hesitated.

"Confident."

"That's not the same."

"No," she said. "But in my fantasy, maybe confidence becomes dominance when I let it."

That sentence was so much Marina that it hurt. She did not want brutality. She wanted certainty. A man who would make her feel chosen, handled, wanted, without making her feel unsafe.

"What else?"

She crossed her arms. "You're enjoying this."

"I'm suffering."

"You like suffering."

"Yes."

She exhaled, half amused, half aroused.

"I don't want a boy."

"No."

"I don't want someone trying to impress me."

"What do you want?"

She looked at the window, then back at me.

"Someone who looks like he already knows I want him before I admit it."

My hand tightened on the table.

"Fuck."

"Too honest?"

"No."

"Good."

I asked the question I both needed and feared.

"Bigger?"

Marina went still.

"Don't make me say that just to hurt yourself."

"I'm asking because I need the truth."

"Why?"

"Because if we ever do this, I need to know the man in the room is the man you chose in your head. Not just someone I picked for my fantasy."

Her face softened at that. For one moment, beneath the filth and fear, there was the marriage again. The love.

Then she looked at my lap.

"You're already hard."

"Yes."

"And if I say yes?"

"I'll get harder."

"And hate it."

"And hate that I love it."

She walked back to the table slowly. Stopped beside me. Put one hand on my shoulder.

"Yes," she said.

The word was quiet.

It landed like a hammer.

"Say the full thing," I whispered.

Her fingers slid into my hair and gripped.

"I would want him bigger than you."

My breath left me.

Marina watched my face with fierce concentration. She wanted to see the wound open. She wanted to see whether it would bleed lust.

It did.

"Your cock moved," she said.

"I know."

"I hurt you."

"Yes."

"And you're harder."

"Yes."

She bent close to my ear.

"Then listen. If I ever do this, I don't want a polite substitute. I want to feel the difference. I want to know why you're shaking. I want to understand what kind of man lives in your dirty little fantasy."

My eyes closed.

"Marina."

"No," she said. "You asked."

She moved around the chair and sat on my lap. Her weight pressed down on my hard cock. She felt it, and a slow smile opened on her mouth.

"Look at you."

"You're cruel."

"No. I'm learning the language you taught me."

She rolled her hips once.

"You want me to say it again?"

"Yes."

"You want me to say I want a bigger cock?"

I groaned.

She kissed the corner of my mouth.

"There. I can feel you."

"You're playing with fire."

"I know." Her voice dropped. "But the house is ours, Daniel. If it burns, it burns with both of us inside."

That should not have been romantic.

It was.

We did not choose a man that day. We did not open websites. We did not make calls. But something irreversible happened over coffee and laundry: Marina stopped pretending she was only following my fantasy.

She had preferences.

She had images.

She had a hunger with its own teeth.

That night, Marina made me prove I could hear her hunger without turning it into a meeting.

She pushed me onto the bed, climbed over my hips, and lowered herself onto my cock while looking directly into my eyes.

"Tell me what kind of man you are going to bring me," she said.

"Tall."

She rolled her hips.

"Stronger than you?"

"Yes."

Her pussy tightened around me.

"Bigger?"

The word made my cock jump inside her.

"Bigger than me."

Marina smiled. "Good. My little cuck tells the truth when his wife sits on his cock."

She rode me slowly, making me describe Dante before Dante had a name: broad hands, dark voice, calm eyes, the confidence to look at my wife and know she was curious.

"And what do I do when he touches me?"

"You stop pretending to be polite."

"And you?"

"I watch."

"Hard?"

"Painfully."

She leaned down and bit my lower lip.

"You are not going to hide behind instructions, Daniel. You are going to watch my face. If I like him, you will see it. If he fills me more, I will say it. If I come harder, I will not protect you with a lie."

The honesty made me drive up into her.

"Say it worse," I begged.

"I want a man whose cock makes your wife gasp before she can perform for you. I want you to hear the difference and keep stroking that smaller cock like a good little cuck."

I groaned and grabbed her ass.

"There he is," she whispered. "The husband who suffers best when I tell the truth."

She rode me harder, tits moving above me, every sentence chosen to expose another piece of my fantasy.

"He will know you chose him," she said. "He will know I dressed for him. And you will know my cunt got wet before he even touched me."

I came so hard my vision blurred.

Marina kept moving until she came on my cock, then stayed over me, warm and breathless.

"That is the only promise I need from you," she said. "Do not ask me to become filthy and then beg me to make it pretty."

"I will not."

She kissed me slowly. "Good husband."

After that, choosing Dante was no longer a theoretical exercise. We had already invited his shape into our bed.


CHAPTER 7 — BIGGER THAN ME

The first profiles felt unreal.

I sat at my desk after midnight, laptop open, Marina asleep in the bedroom, and looked at men who might become more than images. Discreet companionship sites. Professional profiles. Men with careful photos, no faces in some, faces in others, each man presented like a promise. I hated myself for judging them the way I had once feared other men judged Marina.

Too young.

Too polished.

Too arrogant.

Not physical enough.

Too pretty.

Too dangerous.

Not dangerous enough.

Every rejection carried a confession. I was not looking for just any man. I was looking for the man who could enter our fantasy and not collapse under the weight of it. He had to be real enough to scare me and controlled enough not to threaten what mattered.

That was the contradiction of the whole thing: I wanted to be ruined safely.

I found Dante at 1:17 in the morning.

His profile was simple. Late thirties. Personal trainer background. Private companionship. Discreet. Experienced with married couples. No drama. His photos were not crude. That made them more dangerous. Black shirt open at the throat. Dark pants. Forearms thick. Shoulders heavy under fabric. Skin dark and smooth under studio light. He looked not like a man begging to be chosen, but like a man used to being admitted.

I stared at him too long.

Then I closed the laptop.

Then I opened it again.

The next morning, Marina knew before I said anything.

"You found someone."

She was pouring coffee, wearing a robe, hair damp from the shower. My silence was enough.

Her hand paused on the pot.

"Show me."

"You don't have to."

"Daniel. Show me."

We sat at the table the way we had on the day we first said Dante's name. My fingers shook less this time, but only because fear had learned to disguise itself as focus. I opened the profile and turned the laptop toward her.

Marina did not react right away.

That was worse.

She looked at Dante's photo with the same stillness she used when trying not to reveal how much something affected her. Her eyes moved over the shoulders, the chest under the open shirt, the hands. She read the profile. Then she read it again.

"He's older than I thought you would choose," she said.

"Is that bad?"

"No."

She clicked to the next photo. Dante in a fitted black T-shirt, leaning against a wall, one arm folded. The shirt did not hide enough. The flesh under it looked carved by discipline, not vanity.

Marina swallowed.

I saw it.

The tiny movement in her throat destroyed me.

"Do you like him?" I asked.

"I'm looking."

"That's not an answer."

She looked at me.

"Are you sure you want honest answers?"

"No."

Her mouth softened.

"But you need them."

"Yes."

She turned back to the screen.

"Yes," she said. "I like him."

The jealousy hit hard and clean. No fantasy filter. No video. No imagined man. A real name. Dante. A real face. A schedule. A rate. A man who could answer a message and walk through a door.

My cock stiffened under the table.

Marina's eyes dropped to my lap.

"Already?"

"Don't."

"I haven't even said anything mean yet."

"You don't need to."

She looked at the screen again.

"He's very... present."

"Present?"

"You know what I mean."

"Say it anyway."

She leaned back.

"He looks like he would fill a room."

My hand closed into a fist.

She saw that too.

"And me?" I asked.

"What about you?"

"Where am I in that room?"

Her expression changed. The question had opened the exact wound we both needed.

"Watching," she said.

I breathed out.

"And if he looks at you?"

"He will. That's why you chose him."

"I chose him because I thought you would like him."

"Same thing."

She was right.

Later that night, she asked to see the profile again.

We were in bed. No sex yet. She lay against the pillows, hair loose, wearing a thin white camisole. I brought the laptop, and the glow lit her face as she looked at Dante. I watched her watch him.

That is a special cruelty in this fantasy. Looking at your wife hunger for a man who is not in the room yet. Hunger without touch. Betrayal without action. An invitation without peace.

"Why him?" I asked.

She did not answer quickly. That made it worse. If she had joked, if she had hidden behind embarrassment, I could have survived it more easily. Instead, Marina looked at Dante’s photograph with a concentration that made me feel naked. She studied his shoulders, his hands, the calm arrogance in his mouth. She was not choosing an idea. She was imagining him in the room with us.

“Because he looks like he would know what to do with me,” she said at last.

My throat closed.

She looked at me then, and there was mercy in her eyes, but not enough to save me from the truth. “You asked me to be honest.”

“I know.”

“He looks stronger than you.”

My cock throbbed so hard it almost hurt.

Marina saw that too. Of course she did. She had become fluent in my little betrayals. “And yes,” she added, voice lower, “I want him bigger. I want to feel the difference you keep asking me to imagine. I want to know what my pussy does when it has to make room for a man like that.”

I hated the sentence. I wanted to delete it from the air. I wanted her to take it back and say she only meant the fantasy, only the game, only us. Instead I stared at the screen, at the man she had chosen, and felt jealousy crawl up my spine while my hand moved to my own cock like a man obeying an order he despised.

Marina's fingers rested on the trackpad.

"Because he doesn't look like he would ask twice."

The sentence punched the air out of me.

She immediately looked at me.

"In the fantasy," she said. "The one we already chose together."

"I know."

"Daniel."

"I know."

And I did. But the clarification did not make the first sentence less potent. He doesn't look like he would ask twice. She had named the thing she wanted: not coercion, not danger without safety, but certainty. A man who would take her yes seriously enough not to dilute it with hesitation.

"Does that hurt?" she asked.

"Yes."

"Does it make you hard?"

"Yes."

She touched my thigh.

"I'm sorry."

"Don't apologize for telling the truth."

"I can still be sorry that it cuts."

That was Marina. She could hold the knife and kiss the wound.

I asked, because I was not done bleeding, "Do you think he's bigger?"

She looked back at the photo.

"Daniel."

"Answer."

"Probably."

The word was small. The damage was not.

I shut my eyes.

Marina's hand moved over my shorts and found me hard.

"You poor thing," she whispered.

"Don't pity me."

"I'm not. I'm studying you."

Her hand squeezed slowly.

"You needed to hear that."

"Yes."

"You needed me to admit I think another man might have a bigger cock."

My breath caught.

"Yes."

"And you needed it to be this man. Not imaginary. Dante."

The name in her mouth made my hips lift.

She noticed.

"Oh," she said softly. "The name does it too."

I hated that she was right. I loved that she was ruthless enough to keep going.

"Say it again," I whispered.

She leaned close.

"Dante."

I groaned.

"Again."

"Dante might be bigger than you."

My cock throbbed in her hand.

"Again."

She kissed my jaw.

"Dante might stretch your wife's pussy in a way you can't."

That one hurt so much I grabbed her wrist.

Marina froze.

I held her wrist until I could breathe again. Then I let go. "Keep going."

Her eyes softened. Then she moved her hand again, slower.

"You asked me to be honest, Daniel. I'm going to be honest."

"I know."

"I don't only want him because he's big. I want him because he makes me nervous."

The confession entered me colder than the others.

"Nervous how?"

"Like I would have to decide who I am in front of him. Like I couldn't hide behind being polite."

"You can always be yourself."

"That's what scares me."

She closed the laptop.

The room went dark except for the window light.

"Do you want me to message him?" I asked.

Her answer did not come quickly.

"Yes."

The word was quiet, but it changed our marriage more than shouting could have.

I messaged Dante the next day.

I messaged Dante the next day.

I kept it simple: married couple, first time, husband present, wife choosing for herself, discretion expected.

He answered three hours later with the calm that had already unsettled Marina in the photos.

"I will speak to both of you," he wrote. "Especially her."

We scheduled a voice call for Wednesday night.

Marina sat beside me on the couch, bare legs tucked beneath her, one hand around a glass of water she never drank.

"Daniel," Dante said when I answered.

"Dante. My wife is here."

A short silence. Then his voice changed the room. "Good evening, Marina."

Her fingers tightened around the glass. "Good evening."

"Your husband told me what he wants to see," Dante said. "I want to hear what you want to feel."

Marina looked at me. I did not rescue her.

"I want to be wanted," she said.

"By me."

"Yes."

"While your husband watches."

Heat rose into her face. She held my eyes.

"Yes."

Dante let the answer breathe. "Then tell your husband to bring you to me when your hunger is louder than your fear."

The call ended a minute later.

Marina stayed motionless, listening to the silence he had left behind.

"His voice is worse than the photos," she said.

Then she climbed onto my lap.

"You liked hearing me answer him."

"Yes."

"You liked hearing another man say my name."

"Yes."

She ground down over my hard cock. "Good. You brought his voice into our living room. Now suffer while I decide what I want to do with it."

That night she rode me with Dante's name between her teeth, using it only when she felt my cock begin to soften, sharpening it again with one cruel syllable.

When she came, she leaned over me and whispered, "He is real now, love."

I knew.

That was why I could not sleep.

After the call ended, she sat motionless for almost a minute.

"Say something," I said.

She placed the glass on the table and climbed onto my lap.

"His voice is worse than the photos."

I made a sound I did not recognize.

She felt me under her.

"You liked hearing me talk to him."

"Yes."

"You liked hearing him say my name."

"Yes."

"You liked that I answered him like a good girl."

"Marina."

"No," she whispered, grinding down against me. "Don't hide now. You brought his voice into our living room."

She kissed me, then whispered against my mouth:

"And my pussy got wet when he said my name."

That night she rode me with her hands on my chest and Dante's name between her teeth. Not often. Not carelessly. Just enough to make me feel the future standing beside the bed.

When she came, she said, "He's real."

I knew.

That was why I could not sleep.

After the call, Dante existed in our apartment like a third temperature. He was not there, but the air remembered his voice. Marina moved differently for the rest of the night, not dramatically, not like a woman possessed by lust, but with a private awareness that made me ache. She washed the wineglasses. She brushed her teeth. She changed into sleep clothes. And every ordinary act now contained the knowledge that a man named Dante had heard her say yes.

When she came to bed, she lay on her back and stared at the ceiling.

"What are you thinking?" I asked.

"That his voice didn't make me feel dirty."

"Is that good or bad?"

"Both."

I understood. If Dante had sounded crude, she could have blamed the fantasy on shock. If he had sounded fake, she could have retreated into mockery. But his calm had made the possibility adult, structured, real. It had taken the fantasy out of the sewer of shame and placed it on a table where we had to look at it.

"I liked that he asked me," she said.

"Asked what?"

"Whether I wanted it for myself."

My chest tightened.

"And do you?"

She turned her face toward me.

"Yes."

Not whispered. Not performed. Yes.

That yes did more to me than any dirty line. It stripped away the last comfortable lie that Marina was only playing along for me. She wanted the fear. The attention. The test. The feeling of another kind of masculinity pressing against the borders of her marriage while I held the door open and shook.

"Say his name again," I asked.

She watched me.

"Dante."

My cock answered.

She slid her hand under the sheet and found the proof.

"Still," she murmured. "After all of that, still."

"It doesn't go away."

"No," she said, slowly stroking me. "It grows when I feed it."

Then she fed it. Not with many words. With the right ones. Dante. Bigger. His voice. My yes. Your face when you heard me say it. Each phrase was placed carefully, like fingers pressing bruises to see which ones bloomed.

Before Dante, bigger had been a word. A weapon Marina used in bed because she knew it split me open. After Dante's profile, bigger became proportion, hands, shoulders, the imagined weight of a man who was not me. That shift made the humiliation more adult and more frightening. I could no longer pretend we were playing with symbols.

Marina understood that too. She stopped saying bigger like a simple insult and began saying it like a measurement of consequence.

"If he is bigger," she said one evening, "then I will have to react honestly."

"What does that mean?"

"It means I don't want to fake being overwhelmed just to feed your fantasy."

"I don't want that either."

"And I don't want to hide it if I am."

The sentence settled between us.

"That will hurt," I said.

"Yes."

"You still want the freedom to be honest."

"Yes."

That was the truth beneath the fantasy. Marina would not protect me from every expression on her face. She wanted me to see shock if there was shock, heat if there was heat, hunger if hunger arrived. She wanted to be merciful, but not false.

I told her yes because by then I knew false mercy would be worse.


CHAPTER 8 — THE HOTEL ARRANGEMENT

We chose the hotel because it did not belong to our life.

Not our bedroom. Not our sheets. Not the elevator where neighbors smiled at Marina on Monday mornings. Not the couch where we watched series and folded laundry. A hotel room had no memory of us. That made it easier to enter and harder to excuse.

Dante suggested a business hotel downtown, discreet, clean, quiet, with private parking and thick walls. I hated how practical that sounded. I also needed it. Details kept terror from becoming chaos.

The appointment was set for Friday at 9 p.m.

From the moment we confirmed, time stopped behaving normally.

Monday stretched. Tuesday cracked. Wednesday became a room I paced inside. Thursday night, Marina stood in front of the closet for half an hour without choosing anything. I watched from the bed, pretending to read emails.

"Stop staring," she said.

"I can't."

She held up two pieces of lingerie: black lace and deep red satin.

"Which one?"

My throat tightened.

"For me or for him?"

Her eyes met mine in the mirror.

"That's the question, isn't it?"

I hated her for making it simple. I loved her for not letting me hide.

"Red," I said.

"Why?"

"Because black is yours."

She turned fully.

"And red?"

"Red looks like a warning."

Marina looked down at the satin, then smiled.

"Then red."

She tried it on that night.

I sat on the edge of the bed while she dressed in the bathroom. When she came out, I forgot how to breathe. The red bra lifted her tits, the panties cut high at her hips, the color made her skin look warm enough to touch with my teeth. She had put on heels too, because she knew what heels did to her legs.

She stood there, one hand against the doorframe.

"Well?"

I could not answer.

She smiled, fear underneath it. "Your wife?"

"Mine."

"Your hotwife?"

The word from her mouth made me jerk. She saw.

"There," she whispered. "I needed to know that word still works."

I crossed the room and put my hands on her hips. The satin was smooth. Her skin was warmer. She leaned into her husband while I imagined Dante seeing her like this, and jealousy hit so hard my eyes nearly watered.

Marina watched my face.

"You're thinking about him."

"Yes."

"Seeing me in this."

"Yes."

"Wanting to take it off."

I closed my eyes.

"Yes."

She put her hand on my chest.

She put her hand on my chest. "You are scared."

"So are you."

"Yes." She held my eyes. "And neither of us is turning away."

That was the difference between fear and refusal. The fear stayed. So did we.

On Friday, we barely spoke during the day.

At noon, she sent me a message:

I'm nervous.

I replied:

So am I.

She answered:

Good. Suffer for me.

Twenty minutes later:

Are you hard at work thinking about tonight?

I stared at the message in a conference room and felt my cock thicken under the table. I typed:

Yes.

Her answer came immediately:

Good. Suffer for me.

At 5:42 p.m., she sent a photo. Not nude. Just her hand holding the red lingerie against the bedspread.

Caption:

Your wife's warning label.

I almost left work early.

We drove to the hotel in near silence. Marina wore a black dress over the red lingerie. Simple. Elegant. Dangerous because I knew what was underneath. Her perfume filled the car. It was the same perfume she wore for dinners, parties, ordinary nights, but that evening it seemed sharpened by the knowledge of another man.

At a red light, Marina said, "Tell me what happens tonight."

"You wear the blindfold. Dante walks in. I watch."

"And if I want him?"

"You tell me the truth."

"And if the truth hurts you?"

I looked at her. "You call me your cuck and make me stay present."

Her hand landed on my thigh. "Good husband."

The light changed. We drove the rest of the way with her fingers resting inches from my hard cock.

In the hotel lobby, she became Marina from the world again. Calm. Polite. Beautiful. The receptionist smiled at us. We looked like a couple escaping the week. A husband and wife checking into a room. Nothing in the key card or elevator doors announced that another man would soon know my wife's skin because we had invited him.

That normality was obscene.

The room was on the twelfth floor. King bed. Gray walls. City lights. A dark armchair near the window. A small couch. A mirror above the desk. Nothing special. Everything charged.

Marina walked in first.

I closed the door behind us.

For a moment, neither of us moved.

Then she turned.

"This is real."

"Yes."

"Say his name."

I swallowed.

"Dante."

Her breath changed.

"Again."

"Dante will be here at nine."

She closed her eyes.

"Fuck."

I had heard Marina curse before. But that word was not frustration. It was impact.

I walked to her and kissed her. Soft at first. Then not soft. Her hands grabbed my shirt. Mine went to the zipper of her dress.

"Wait," she said.

I stopped.

She looked at me, breathing hard.

"I want you to undress me the way you imagine him seeing me."

My hands shook as I lowered the zipper.

The dress fell to the floor.

Red.

My wife stood in red satin and heels in a hotel room waiting for another man. The sight nearly took my knees.

"Say something," she whispered.

"You're beautiful."

"Not that."

I knew what she wanted. She wanted the other truth.

"He's going to want to fuck you the second he sees you."

Her lips parted.

"And you?"

"I'm already dying."

She smiled, but her eyes were wet with nerves.

"Don't die before he gets here."

We laughed. It saved us for a second.

At 8:40, I poured two glasses of water. Neither of us drank.

At 8:47, Marina took the blindfold from her bag and placed it on the bed.

At 8:52, my phone buzzed.

Dante: I'm downstairs.

Marina saw the screen light up.

"Is it him?"

"Yes."

Her face went pale, then flushed.

"I am not ready," Marina whispered.

"No one could be ready for this."

She looked at the blindfold, then at me. "But I chose it before the fear arrived. Do not insult me by turning fear into no."

The sentence steadied both of us.

She lifted the black silk and turned her back.

"Tie it, husband."

I tied it. Her breathing deepened as soon as the room disappeared.

"Say what you did," she ordered.

"I brought another man to fuck my wife."

Her knees softened.

"His name."

"I brought Dante to fuck my wife."

She leaned back against me, ass pressing into my hard cock.

"Good. Now keep your hands on me until he knocks."

I kissed her shoulders and held her in the red satin while the final minutes stretched around us.

The next minutes stretched so long they became physical. I was the first touch because Marina had pulled my hands onto her. Her husband. Her anchor. I kissed her shoulders, her neck, the edge of the blindfold. My hands traveled her in red satin. She leaned back against me.

"Is he coming?" she whispered.

"Yes."

Her ass pressed against my cock.

"You brought him to me."

"Yes."

"Say it."

I closed my eyes.

"I brought another man to fuck my wife."

She exhaled, shaking.

"Again."

"I brought Dante to fuck my wife."

Her knees weakened.

I held her.

At 9:03, there was a knock at the door.

Marina stopped breathing.

So did I.

The knock came again.

Marina lifted her blindfolded face and tightened her fingers around mine.

"Open it, love," she whispered. "You brought him to me. Now stay and watch."


CHAPTER 9 — THE DOOR OPENED BEHIND HER

The knock did not sound dramatic.

That was what made it unbearable.

Three soft taps against a hotel door. No music swell, no thunder, no warning big enough for what it meant. Just a man's knuckles on wood, and my wife blindfolded in red satin, her body pressed against mine, her breath caught somewhere between fear and hunger.

"Daniel," she whispered.

"I'm here."

"Is it him?"

"Yes."

Her fingers found my wrist and held it hard.

Marina caught my wrist.

"Open it, love," she whispered. "I chose this before he knocked. Do not make me repeat myself now."

I kissed her shoulder and went to the door.

"Stay right here."

I walked to the door with my cock hard, my stomach sick, and my mind split open. Half of me wanted to open it. Half of me wanted to lock it and take Marina home and bury the night under apologies. My hand rested on the handle. For one insane second, I nearly stopped everything.

Then Marina spoke from behind me.

"Don't you dare run from your own fantasy now."

The sentence went through my spine.

I opened the door.

Dante stood in the hallway.

The photos had lied by being too small.

He also smelled different from me. That was the first detail my jealousy seized and refused to release. Not cologne exactly, though there was something clean and dark on his skin, but heat, soap, male sweat held under a dress shirt, the physical fact of another entering the space where my wife waited blindfolded. The hallway seemed too narrow for him. The hotel room behind me suddenly felt too intimate, too already ours, too ready to become his.

Dante looked past my shoulder, not rudely, not eagerly, just enough to locate Marina. His gaze did not paw at her. It weighed her. That was somehow worse. He had the calm of a man who knew the difference between being invited and being needed.

Dante looked past my shoulder at the blindfolded woman waiting near the bed. "She chose this?"

"Ask her yourself."

He stepped inside, and Marina inhaled because even without sight she felt the room change.

He was taller than I expected, wider through the shoulders, heavier in the room before he even entered it. He wore a black button-down shirt open at the throat, dark pants, polished shoes. No cheap performance. No vulgar smile. His skin was dark and smooth under the hotel light, his jaw clean, his eyes calm in a way that made my jealousy feel childish.

He looked past me only after looking at me first.

That mattered.

"Daniel," he said.

His voice was the same as on the phone. Lower in person. More physical.

"Dante."

Dante looked at Marina only after looking at me first.

"Marina," he said.

Her mouth opened.

"Dante."

His voice moved closer. "Why the blindfold?"

"Because I wanted to feel you before I saw you."

The answer made my cock throb.

Dante closed the door behind him and walked toward her with the calm of a man who understood he had been invited into a marriage, not handed a woman.

Dante did not touch her yet. He stepped closer slowly, giving her time to hear the movement. The carpet muffled his steps, but I heard them because all of me had become an ear. Marina heard them too. Her head turned toward him. Her lips parted.

"Daniel?" she whispered.

"I'm here."

"Where?"

"By the door."

"Can you see me?"

"Yes."

"Can you see him?"

"Yes."

She breathed in, shaking.

Dante stopped in front of her. Not touching. Close enough that she knew he was there by heat and scent.

"Your husband told me you wanted to be blindfolded," he said.

"I did."

"Why?"

Marina's throat moved.

"Because I wanted to feel the moment before seeing it."

Dante nodded once.

"Good answer."

She responded to that praise. I saw it, the little looseness in her shoulders, the way her thighs shifted. I hated him for saying it. I hated myself for wanting him to say more.

Dante lifted one hand.

Marina turned her shoulder toward the heat of him, offering the first place she wanted touched.

His fingers settled on her skin.

That small act of her own initiative hit me harder than any spoken approval could have.

The first touch was only two fingers on her shoulder, but it hit me harder than any explicit act I had ever watched. Another man's hand on my wife. Not imagined. Not rehearsed. Not mine pretending. His fingers rested there, and Marina did not pull away.

She inhaled.

I almost stepped forward.

My stomach turned. My mouth filled with heat. I thought I might vomit. Not because it was wrong, but because it was real. There is no way to prepare for the sight of your wife softening beneath a new hand.

My cock stayed hard.

That was the worst part.

I hated me in that second. I hated the honest animal of it. I hated that jealousy could crush my chest while lust pulled blood down with savage certainty. I wanted to stop it. I wanted to watch. I wanted to save her from a danger she had chosen. I wanted Dante to take one step closer.

Marina's voice pulled me back.

"Daniel?"

"Yes."

"Are you watching?"

"Yes."

Her mouth curved slightly.

"Good."

Dante's hand moved from her shoulder to her upper arm, then to her waist. His palm was larger than mine. I could see the difference. His fingers spread over the red satin and the bare skin above it. Marina's breathing thickened.

"She's shaking," Dante said to me.

The fact that he addressed me while touching her made something brutal open in my chest.

"I see."

"Is she always this responsive?"

My throat tightened.

Marina answered before I could.

"More when he suffers."

Dante's mouth almost smiled.

I stared at my wife.

Blindfolded, red satin, another man's hand on her waist, and still she found the knife.

"Marina," I said.

"What?" she whispered. "You are suffering, aren't you?"

"Yes."

"And your cock?"

I could barely answer.

"Hard."

She breathed out as if that pleased her.

Dante's fingers tightened slightly on her waist.

"You enjoy what this does to him," he said.

Marina nodded.

"I'm learning to."

"And what do you enjoy about it?"

She hesitated.

"That he wants the truth even when it hurts."

Dante looked at me again. I felt measured. Included. Exposed.

"Then give him the truth," he said.

Marina's lips parted.

"I'm wet."

The words did not come out like a porn line. They came out like confession. That made them filthier.

Dante's hand slid down to her hip.

"Because I'm touching you?"

"Yes."

My knees nearly weakened.

"Because your husband is watching?"

"Yes."

"Because you chose this?"

Her voice shook.

"Yes."

I moved to the chair by the window because I needed to sit or fall. Marina heard the shift.

"Where did you go?"

"Chair."

"Can you see everything?"

"Yes."

"Then don't look away."

I did not.

Dante turned her gently so she faced me. She could not see me, but I saw all of her. The red satin. The blindfold. The flush on her chest. Dante behind her, one hand at her waist, the other lifting her hair off her neck. He leaned close and spoke near her ear, but loud enough for me.

"Your husband brought me here because he wanted to see what you would do with another man's hands on you."

Marina trembled.

"Yes."

"Show him."

Dante kissed her neck.

Marina's mouth opened. The sound she made was small, involuntary, and devastating. He kissed lower, along her shoulder. His hand slid over her stomach, up to the edge of her bra, then down again, not rushing. Making her wait. Making me wait.

I gripped the arms of the chair.

I had kissed that neck thousands of times. I knew the exact place that made her soften. Dante found it within seconds. Either he knew women, or Marina betrayed herself with impossible clarity. Her head tilted. Her lips parted. Her knees softened.

"Daniel," she whispered.

"I'm here."

"Say something."

I knew what she needed. Anchor and knife.

"Another man is touching my wife."

She shivered.

"Again."

"Dante is touching my wife."

Dante's hand moved over her tit, cupping her through the satin.

"And?" Marina whispered.

The word almost broke me.

"And you like it."

She moaned.

Dante's thumb brushed over her nipple. The satin tightened.

"Say it," he told her.

Marina's mouth trembled.

"I like it."

The room seemed to tilt.

I had imagined hearing those words. I had begged for them in fantasies. The real thing was worse. It had breath in it. Shame. Discovery. A wife becoming honest in front of her husband and another man.

Dante turned her again, guided her backward until the backs of her knees touched the bed. She sat because he told her to sit with a hand, not a word. I watched that obedience and felt a blade slide under my ribs.

"Leave your husband in the chair," Dante said.

Marina turned her blindfolded face toward me. "Not yet, love. Stay there and watch."

The words hit harder than any refusal.

She quickly added, "Not yet."

It did not soften it much.

My chest closed. For one horrible second, I hated her. Not truly. Not cleanly. But some primitive part of me looked at my wife, flushed and wet under another man's attention, and thought, How dare you not need me right now?

Then my cock throbbed.

I hated myself more.

Dante saw something on my face.

"Breathe, Daniel," he said.

It should have angered me. Instead, I obeyed.

Marina heard it.

"Talk to me, husband."

The concern beneath the dirty command saved me.

"I am jealous enough to choke," I said. "And I am so hard I cannot think."

"Good. Stay there with me."

Her thighs opened a little on the bed.

Dante saw.

So did I.

"Your truth makes her wetter," Dante said.

Marina let out a broken laugh, half embarrassed.

"Don't talk about me like I'm not here."

Dante knelt in front of her.

"Then tell him what his jealousy does to your cunt."

She swallowed.

Marina turned her face toward me.

"Your jealousy soaks my cunt."

I closed my eyes for half a second, but she caught it.

I closed my eyes for half a second, but she caught it.

"No," she snapped softly. "Look."

I opened them.

Dante slid his hands up her thighs.

The red panties were damp. Visible. Mine and hers and his presence had made that. I saw the darker mark in the satin and felt something in me surrender.

"She is soaked," Dante said with blunt certainty.

"I can see."

"Tell him what you want," Dante said.

"I want your fingers in my cunt."

Dante looked at her. "Say it so your husband hears every word."

"Put those thick fingers in my cunt."

My cock pulsed so violently I grunted.

Marina smiled, blindfolded.

"There he is."

Dante moved the panties aside.

The first contact of his fingers on her bare pussy made Marina gasp. Not because it was rough. Because it was not mine. I saw her register the difference: the angle, the size of the hand, the confidence, the lack of marital familiarity. He touched her slowly at first, spreading her pussy open, letting me see.

The smell of her heat began to change the room. Her perfume, my sweat, Dante's cologne, hotel sheets, and the wet, intimate scent of my wife's pussy opening under another man's fingers. It was obscene and human and impossible to turn away from.

"Tell me how my wife feels," I said.

Dante's eyes stayed on Marina.

"Hot. Nervous. Soaked."

Marina moaned.

"And tight?" I asked, hating myself.

Dante slid one finger into her pussy. Marina's head fell back.

"Very."

He added a second.

She gasped.

"But she wants to open."

I nearly came in my pants.

Marina heard my sound.

"Daniel," she whispered. "You like hearing him describe my cunt."

"Yes."

"You like knowing he has his fingers inside me."

"It hurts."

"That wasn't the question."

I gripped the chair.

"Yes."

Dante's fingers moved with slow precision. Marina's pussy and hips began to follow him, hips rising, legs parting wider. I saw the moment she stopped reacting only to the idea and started responding to him.

That was the worst moment.

That was the best moment.

My chest filled with something too sharp to be only pain.

Dante stood and unbuttoned his shirt.

Marina heard fabric move.

"What is he doing?"

"Taking off his shirt."

She swallowed.

"Is he looking at me?"

"Yes."

"How?"

I hated the answer.

"Like he wants you."

Her hands tightened on the bed.

"Good."

Dante removed the shirt. The room seemed to lose oxygen. His build was larger in person: broad chest, defined stomach, heavy arms, dark skin catching the low hotel light. I looked at him and felt the full humiliation of comparison. He was not an imaginary exaggeration. He was simply, undeniably, a more physically imposing man.

Marina sat blindfolded and knew it through silence.

"Tell me," she said.

"He's bigger than I thought."

Her lips parted.

"Build?"

"Yes."

"And?"

I could not answer.

Dante did not smile. He only watched.

Marina's voice dropped.

"Is his cock bigger too?"

Dante's eyes moved to me.

The question belonged to all three of us.

I looked down as he opened his pants.

The sight did something to me that words are too clean to hold. Jealousy became physical, like a hand inside my chest. He was bigger. Not impossibly, not cartoonishly, but enough. Enough for the fantasy to stop being a metaphor. Enough for Marina to feel it. Enough for me to know before she did.

"Yes," I said.

Marina's breath broke.

"Say it."

I could barely push the words out.

"He's bigger than me."

Her thighs opened wider.

Dante stepped closer.

"Keep the blindfold on," Marina said before Dante could ask.

Then she turned her face toward my breathing.

"I want to feel the difference, Daniel. Sit down, love. Watch what you brought me."

My hands pressed against the arms of the chair. For one second, fear tried to make me stand.

"Daniel."

"I am here."

"Then stay hard for me."

I sat back.

MARINA

Dante guided me to the chair.

One hand on my hip. One on my shoulder. Bigger hands than Daniel's. He bent me over the backrest and slid the red satin down my thighs.

Cold air touched my bare cunt.

Another man stood behind me.

My husband sat somewhere in front of me, breathing too hard.

"Daniel?"

"Yes."

"Can you see?"

"Everything."

I gripped the chair.

"Then remember it."

Dante's palm moved over my ass. Slow. Heavy. His thumb pressed into the curve where my thigh met my pussy. I smelled his skin behind me. Soap. Sweat. Dark cologne. Nothing about him belonged to my marriage.

That was why my cunt dripped.

He rubbed the head of his cock over me.

Too thick.

The first pass opened my lips. The second smeared my cream over him. I heard Daniel make a broken sound from the chair.

"Look at me, husband," I said.

"I am."

"Still hard?"

"So hard it hurts."

I smiled against the chair.

"Good."

Dante pressed forward.

The head pushed into me.

Slow.

So fucking thick.

My pussy burned. My fingers locked around the upholstery. I tried to breathe and lost the rhythm halfway through.

"Slow," I said.

He stopped immediately.

No lecture. No questions. Just that huge cock holding me open while I adjusted around him.

Daniel's voice came from in front of me.

"Marina."

"I'm here."

"So big, love," I gasped. "So fucking big."

His breath cracked.

I felt Dante move another inch.

My cunt resisted. Then gave way.

"Fuck."

The word fell out of me. Not pretty. Not performed. My husband heard the exact second another man's cock reached a place he never had.

"Tell me," Daniel said.

I pushed my hips back and took more.

"He's bigger, love."

Daniel groaned.

Dante filled me until his hips met my ass. I stayed bent over the chair, blindfolded, stuffed with a stranger, listening to my husband's cock betray him across the room.

"All of him?" Daniel asked.

"Yes."

"Tell me what it does to you."

I squeezed around Dante.

He cursed behind me.

That sound made me grin.

"It fills me more than his cock ever has."

Dante's hand closed around my hip.

Dante gripped my hips.

"Fuck me, Dante. Make my husband hear how easily I open for you."

He pulled back.

The first stroke dragged every inch through my swollen pussy. The next drove deep enough to make my tits press into the chair. I cried out.

Daniel said my name.

Dante fucked me slowly at first. Letting me feel the size. Letting my husband hear the wet sound every time that cock disappeared into his wife.

"Don't look away," I told Daniel.

"I won't."

"Tell me what you see."

His voice shook.

"My wife taking Dante's cock."

My cunt clenched.

Dante felt it. His fingers tightened.

"Again," I gasped.

"My wife is bent over a chair taking a bigger cock."

Heat tore through me.

"And you love it."

Daniel went quiet.

Dante slapped my ass.

I cried out.

"Your wife takes cock like she was born for it, Daniel," Dante said. "Answer her."

"I love it," Daniel forced out.

I pushed back onto Dante.

"Good cuckold."

The words came naturally now. Too naturally. Daniel had taught me where his shame lived. I pressed my mouth directly against it.

"Look at your slut wife," I said. "Look how easily I'm taking him."

Dante drove harder.

Skin slapped skin. The chair moved against the carpet. My hair stuck to my mouth beneath the blindfold.

"You're taking him," Daniel said.

"Say his name."

"You're taking Dante's cock."

"Bigger than yours?"

He made me wait.

Dante's cock hit deep again.

I moaned.

"Say it, love."

"Bigger than mine."

My pussy squeezed so hard Dante lost his calm for a second.

"Fuck," he muttered.

That little crack in him set me on fire. The huge, controlled man behind me was reacting to my cunt. My husband heard it too.

"He likes your pussy," Daniel said.

"My cunt," I corrected.

"He likes your cunt."

"And you like watching him use it."

"Yes."

Dante grabbed my hair and lifted my face from the chair. Not hard enough to hurt. Hard enough to make me open my mouth.

"Talk to him," he said.

I turned my blindfolded face toward Daniel's breathing.

"What are you doing, husband?"

"Watching."

"Only watching?"

A zipper opened.

My smile widened.

"Poor Daniel. Couldn't keep his hands off that hard cock."

"Marina."

"Stroke it. I want to hear you."

Dante pounded me harder. My ass burned where his palm had landed. My cunt made obscene wet sounds around him.

Across the room, Daniel's fist began moving.

I could hear it. His breath. The small slick sound. My husband stroking himself while a bigger man stretched me open.

"Tell me how hard you are," I said.

"Rock hard."

"Because I'm being fucked?"

"Yes."

"Because I like it?"

He groaned.

"Yes."

"Because your wife is a greedy slut?"

Dante drove deep and held me there.

Daniel's voice nearly broke.

"Yes."

I laughed. Breathless. Filthy.

"Then say it properly."

"My wife is a greedy slut for a bigger cock."

I came close enough to shake, but Dante slowed before I fell over the edge.

"No," I begged.

"Not yet," he said.

I hated him for the control. My pussy loved him for it.

He pulled almost all the way out and pushed back in with one brutal stroke.

I screamed.

"Dante."

The name left my mouth before I could protect Daniel from it.

Silence from the chair.

I felt the wound open between us. I turned my face toward my husband.

"Daniel."

"I'm here."

"You heard me."

"Yes."

"Did it hurt?"

"Yes."

Dante kept fucking me. Slow again. Deep.

"Are you still hard?" I asked.

"Yes."

My pussy clenched.

"That's why I love you, my cuckold. You hurt and stay."

"Don't make it noble," Daniel said, rough and desperate.

I smiled.

"Fine. You hurt and your dick leaks anyway."

He groaned.

Dante laughed once behind me, low and dark, then slapped my ass.

"Look at her cunt stretching around me," he said. "You have never filled her like this, have you?"

"No," Daniel answered. "Never like that."

That answer hit deeper than Dante's cock.

I was close again. I could feel it gathering in my clit, in my belly, in the swollen ring of my pussy around him.

"Harder," I said.

Dante obeyed.

His hips hammered my ass. The chair shook. My tits moved against the backrest. Daniel's fist moved faster.

"Look at me, love," I gasped. "Look at your wife getting fucked by the man you chose."

"I see you."

"Tell me what I am."

"My hotwife."

"Dirtier."

"My slut."

"More."

Dante's cock drove deep.

"My whore by choice."

I cried out.

"Yes. Your wife. Your whore. Taking every inch while you stroke that smaller cock."

Daniel cursed.

The cruelty came with a smile in my voice. I wanted it to hurt. I wanted the hurt to pull more cum into his fist.

"Say you're my cuckold."

"I'm your cuckold."

"Again."

"I'm your cuckold."

Dante bent over me. His chest pressed against my back. His hand closed around my throat, firm enough to hold my attention.

"Come on my cock while your husband watches," he said. "Make him thank you for the truth."

I looked for Daniel through the darkness.

"Talk to me, love."

"Come on his cock," Daniel said. "Let me hear what he does to you."

That was enough.

I came around Dante.

Hard.

My cunt clamped around that thick cock. My legs shook. A scream tore out of me. Dante kept moving just enough to drag every wave through me while I called my husband's name.

"Daniel. Daniel. Fuck."

I said his name because I needed him inside the moment. Not to rescue me. To feel me choosing him while another man held me open.

Dante slowed.

I hung over the chair, panting, cunt pulsing around him.

Footsteps came closer.

Daniel's hand touched my face.

I turned into his palm.

"You saw?" I whispered.

"Everything."

"Did it hurt?"

"Yes."

"Did you like it?"

His thumb moved over my mouth.

"Yes."

I kissed his palm.

"Tell me I'm still your wife while he's inside me."

Daniel's voice cracked.

"You're my wife."

"Your slut wife?"

"My slut wife."

"Your greedy wife?"

"My greedy wife."

"Then kiss me."

His mouth found mine.

Dante began moving again while I kissed my husband. Every stroke pushed my mouth harder against Daniel's. I moaned into him. He tasted my breath, my shame, the stranger behind me.

"Touch yourself," I whispered against his lips.

"Marina."

"Do it. Let me hear my cuckold come."

His hand moved again.

Dante's rhythm grew heavier. My pussy was sore now, swollen and still hungry. Daniel's forehead pressed to mine.

"Why are you close?" I asked.

"Because he's fucking you."

"Who?"

"Dante."

"And his cock?"

"Bigger."

"And your wife?"

"Loves it."

I smiled into his mouth.

"Come, love. Come watching your slut take the cock you wanted for her."

Daniel came with a sound that almost broke me.

I heard his cum hit his hand. Heard him shake. Dante held me open from behind while I listened to my husband fall apart because I had become exactly what he feared and wanted.

"That's it," I whispered. "Let me hear it."

When Daniel's breathing finally slowed, I said, "Take off the blindfold."

His fingers trembled at the knot.

The silk fell.

Light hurt for a second.

I saw Daniel first.

Ruined face. Wet hand. Love and jealousy fighting in his eyes.

Then I turned.

Dante was larger than the darkness had allowed me to imagine. Sweat on his chest. Calm eyes. Big cock still shining from my pussy.

"Hi," he said.

I laughed because the word was absurd after what he had done to me.

"Hi."

I stood slowly. My legs shook. Daniel caught my waist. Dante's fingers had already left red marks on my hips.

"He marked me?" I asked.

Daniel touched one.

"A little."

"Do you hate it?"

"Yes."

I covered his hand with mine.

"Look again later," I told him.

His answer came from the filthy place I had opened. "I will."

We drank water. We laughed once, shaky and stunned. No speeches. No tidy lesson. I sat between them on the bed because I wanted both kinds of heat beside me.

Daniel first. My shoulder against his chest. Dante's hand on my thigh.

I turned to my husband.

"I'm here."

"I know."

Dante kissed my shoulder.

I kept my eyes on Daniel.

"Still want more?" Dante asked.

"Yes."

He moved behind me on the bed. Daniel lay in front of me and took my hand. Dante pushed back into my sore pussy, slower this time.

I gasped.

"Easy," Daniel whispered.

"I'm good."

Dante's cock filled me again. The bed creaked beneath us. His hips slapped my ass in a slower rhythm. I smelled him on myself when I leaned close to Daniel.

"You smell like him," my husband said.

"Does that hurt?"

"Yes."

"Want me to wash it off?"

He looked over my shoulder at Dante's hand gripping my hip.

"Not yet."

I kissed him.

"Good husband."

The praise made his cock hard against my thigh.

Dante fucked me while I held Daniel's hand. When the pressure grew too sharp, I squeezed once and said, "Slower."

Dante eased immediately.

When I wanted more, I pushed back and said, "Harder."

He gave it to me.

No colors. No meeting. My mouth told them what my cunt needed.

I came again with my forehead against Daniel's. Quieter this time. Deeper. My fingers locked around his while Dante filled the space behind me.

When the last wave passed, I whispered, "I'm still here."

Daniel kissed me.

"I know."

DANIEL

Afterward, Dante gave us space.

He went to the bathroom while Marina curled into me, warm and trembling, one red strap twisted across her shoulder.

She pressed her face into my chest. "Too much and exactly right," she whispered before I could ask.

"No regret."

That answer hurt and healed me at the same time.

Dante returned dressed, calm again, but not distant. He did not turn the goodbye into a ceremony.

"Your wife chose every sound she made tonight," he said to me. "Do not punish either of you by pretending otherwise tomorrow."

Marina sat up, holding the sheet over her tits.

"Dante."

He turned.

"Thank you."

He nodded toward me. "Thank your husband. He kept looking at you like you were coming back."

Then he left.

The door clicked shut behind Dante.

Marina stayed on the bed with the sheet pooled around her waist, hair wrecked, red satin twisted around one ankle, another man's scent still warm on her skin. She looked at me, and the tenderness in her eyes did not soften what I felt.

It sharpened it.

I crossed the room, caught her hips, and turned her onto her stomach.

"Daniel," she breathed.

"Tell me the truth again," I said, pulling her ass up. "Not the pretty version. Was he bigger than me?"

Her cheek pressed into the pillow. "Yes, love. Much thicker. He stretched my cunt wider than you ever have."

My cock went painfully hard against her ass.

"Did he reach deeper?"

"Yes, baby. He reached a place you never touched before."

I slid two fingers through her soaked cunt and felt the slick proof of the night. She moaned and pushed back into my hand.

"And did you come harder on his cock?"

She looked over her shoulder, eyes dark and honest. "Yes. I came so hard I screamed his name. Then I called for you because you were the one I needed inside the moment."

Jealousy burned through me. Love did not put it out. Love gave it teeth.

I drove my cock into her in one hard stroke.

Marina cried out. Her cunt was sore, open, and filthy from the man I had brought to her. I gripped her hips and fucked her with every image still alive behind my eyes.

"Say what you are," I growled.

"Your wife."

"Dirtier."

"Your hotwife. Your whore when I choose to be."

"And what am I?"

She smiled into the pillow. "My husband. My love. My beautiful little cuck who watched me take the bigger cock and stayed hard for every second."

I pounded her harder.

"His cock filled me more," she gasped. "But yours is the cock that claims the truth afterward. Do not erase what happened, love. Fuck yourself over the memory."

That confession broke the last restraint in me. I pulled her hair, drove deep, and made her repeat that she had chosen me before, during, and after Dante.

"Yours," she cried. "Always yours. Your wife. Your slut. Your hotwife. Now come inside me, baby. Put your cum where his cock was."

I came with a broken groan, buried as deep as I could go. Marina came with me, her cunt squeezing around my cock while she called me husband, love, and cuck in the same breath.

We collapsed together, sweaty and shaking. The reconnection was not clean, tender, or designed to erase Dante. It was ours because it held every filthy truth without pretending the night had not happened.

Only after the hunger burned down did I pull her against my chest. She rested her hand over my heart, and for the first time since the door opened, neither of us needed to perform.


CHAPTER 10 — I DIDN'T TURN HER INTO ANYTHING

Later, after the shower and the first exhausted silence, I expected the world to split.

It did not.

The city remained outside the window. Cars moved below. Someone laughed in the hallway. The air conditioner hummed. Ordinary life continued with vulgar indifference while I sat on a hotel bed beside my wife, both of us changed in ways we did not yet know how to name.

Marina was quiet.

That frightened me more than if she had cried.

She sat wrapped in the sheet, knees drawn to her chest, blindfold resting beside her like an object from another life. Her hair was tangled. Her lipstick was gone. There were faint marks on her hips. I could not stop looking at them.

"Daniel," she said.

"Yes."

"You're staring."

"I know."

"At the marks?"

"Yes."

She looked down at them. Touched one with two fingers.

"Do they make you angry?"

"Yes."

Her face changed.

"At me?"

That question mattered more than all the dirty words of the night.

I moved closer.

"No. Not at you."

"Then at who?"

I laughed once, without humor.

"At physics. At bruises. At the fact that evidence exists. At myself for wanting evidence."

She absorbed that and nodded slowly.

"You wanted to see the truth."

"Yes."

"Now the truth has fingerprints."

I swallowed.

"Yes."

She held out her hand. I took it. Her fingers were warm.

"Tell me where you are," she said.

I almost hid behind a husbandly lie, the kind that says everything is fine so no one has to touch the trembling thing underneath.

But after that night, lies felt obscene.

"Somewhere between wrecked and alive."

Marina's eyes softened because she understood exactly what I meant.

"Me too."

That helped.

We sat side by side in the wreckage of our honesty. Nothing had been hidden, and that was exactly why the room felt full of debris. Truth can leave bruises even when everyone chooses it.

"Did I scare you?" she asked.

"Yes."

"When?"

I looked at the sheet between us.

"When you said you wanted to feel the difference."

Her face flushed.

"I almost didn't say that."

"I almost stopped everything because you did."

She turned to me quickly.

"Really?"

"Yes."

"Why didn't you?"

"Because you called my name, and I heard my wife inside the hotwife."

Her eyes grew wet.

"I was afraid you did."

"I was afraid I didn't."

That made her laugh through a breath. Not because it was funny. Because it was true and terrible and us.

She leaned against my shoulder.

"I didn't want to hurt you."

"You did."

She went still.

I kissed her hair.

"And you gave me exactly what I asked for. That's the hard part."

"Did I go too far?"

I thought of her bent over the chair. Her voice. The words she had used. Good cuckold. Watch your slut wife. The way my coming had torn through me because she had known the exact shape of my humiliation.

"No," I said. "But you reached places I didn't know were open."

She nodded against me.

"I liked having that power."

There it was.

No apology. No retreat. A clean, frightening truth.

My cock stirred despite exhaustion.

Marina felt me change because her thigh was pressed to mine. She lifted her head.

"Even now?"

I closed my eyes.

"Yes."

"Daniel."

"I know."

She looked at me with wonder and a little cruelty reborn from tenderness.

"You get hard when I'm honest."

"Yes."

"Even when the honesty hurts."

"Especially then."

She touched my face.

"That is a dangerous thing to teach your wife."

"I know."

"Because now I know where you live."

I kissed her palm.

"And you? Where do you live now?"

She looked toward the window. City light rested on her cheek.

"Somewhere I didn't know existed."

"Do you regret going there?"

Her answer came slowly.

"No. But I need to understand it before I pretend it's simple."

That was why I loved her. Marina could be filthy and precise in the same breath. She could ask to be called a slut, a whore by choice, while another man fucked her, then sit afterward and refuse to make the experience cheap.

We showered together.

That was not erotic at first. It was care. Warm water, hotel soap, hands moving gently over skin that had been touched hard earlier. I washed her back. She washed my chest. When my hand moved over the marks on her waist, I paused.

"Touch them," she said.

"I am."

"No. Touch them like you want to remember."

So I did.

My fingers traced where Dante had held her. Marina's eyes closed under the water.

"Can you smell him on me?" she asked.

The question made me dizzy.

"A little."

"Does that hurt?"

"Yes."

"Do you want it gone?"

I looked at water running over her skin, carrying away sweat, perfume, sex, another man's scent.

"Part of me does."

"And the other part?"

"The other part wants to memorize it before it's gone."

She opened her eyes.

"That's why this works," she said.

"Because I'm broken?"

"Because you're honest about the broken parts."

After the shower, she put on my shirt instead of her dress. We ordered room service neither of us ate. French fries. Sparkling water. A slice of chocolate cake that sat between us like a joke from another universe.

At two in the morning, Marina finally asked the question I had been waiting for.

"Do you see me differently?"

I did not answer quickly.

"Yes."

Her face tightened.

"Bad differently?"

"No."

"Then how?"

I searched for words that would not insult the truth.

"Before tonight, I thought I was leading you into something. Like I had a fantasy and you were following me because you loved me."

She listened.

"Tonight I saw that you were not following. You were meeting me there. Maybe you had been walking toward it quietly for longer than I knew."

Marina looked down.

"I didn't know either."

"I believe you."

"When I said I wanted to feel the difference..." She stopped, swallowed. "I was scared of myself."

"I know."

"But saying it made me feel free."

My chest ached.

"That scared me too."

She smiled faintly.

"Because you wanted me free until freedom had another man's hands."

The sentence was too accurate to survive.

I laughed softly.

"Yes."

She touched my knee.

"I didn't leave you, Daniel."

"I know."

"I don't want a life away from you."

"I know."

"I want a life where I don't have to bury that part of me because it makes both of us uncomfortable."

There, in a hotel room smelling faintly of sex and soap, Marina gave the night its real meaning. It had never been only about Dante. He had been necessary because a fantasy sometimes needs a real man to become honest. But the deeper story was not his presence. It was hers. Mine. Ours.

I said, "I thought I turned you into a hotwife."

She looked at me.

"You didn't."

The words landed gently, but they landed.

"No?"

She shook her head.

"You didn't turn me into anything. You gave me permission to admit what was already there."

I stared at her.

That sentence would stay with me longer than the sex, longer than the blindfold, longer than Dante's hands on her waist. Because it removed my illusion of control. I had not created Marina's hunger. I had only opened the door and stood there shocked when she walked through it with her own feet.

"Does that make you afraid of me?" she asked.

"No."

"Liar."

I smiled.

"A little."

"Good."

She leaned across the bed and kissed me.

It was not the kiss of a wife apologizing. It was not the kiss of a woman asking to be forgiven. It was the kiss of Marina after. Still mine, but more hers than before.

Later, just before sleep, she placed the blindfold on the nightstand between us.

"Take it home," she said.

"I planned to."

"No. I mean don't hide it in the drawer like evidence."

"Where do you want it?"

She turned on her side to face me.

"Where we can see it."

My throat tightened.

"As a reminder?"

"As a promise."

"Of what?"

Her hand slid under the sheet and found my cock half-hard again, impossible as that seemed.

"That we tell the truth now."

I kissed her.

"And the next truth?"

She smiled in the dark.

"Not tonight. Tonight you hold me."

So I held her.

I held my wife after another man had fucked her. I held her while jealousy cooled into awe and fear settled into something that might, with time, become a new kind of trust. I held her because she had come back. I held her because she had never really left.

In the morning, sunlight made the room look almost innocent.

Almost.

Marina stood by the mirror wearing my shirt and nothing else. She lifted the hem and looked at the marks on her hips. I watched from the bed.

"They're fading," she said.

"Already?"

"A little."

I hated the disappointment in my chest.

She saw it in the mirror.

"You wanted them to stay."

"Maybe."

She turned.

"Come here."

I did.

She took my hand and placed it over one faint mark.

"You don't need proof on my skin," she said. "You were there."

"I know."

"You watched."

"Yes."

"You came."

I closed my eyes.

"Yes."

She kissed my cheek.

"Then don't act like the night disappears when the mark does."

That was the second lesson.

The first was that Marina's hunger had existed before I named it.

The second was that I did not need to own the evidence to own the memory.

Before we left the hotel, she put on the black dress from the night before. The red lingerie was in her bag. The blindfold was in mine. In the elevator, an older man in a suit stepped in on the sixth floor. He glanced at Marina. Polite. Brief. Then again.

I saw it.

Marina saw me see it.

For the first time after Dante, she did not look away in shame.

She turned slightly, just enough for the dress to catch her, and took my hand.

The man got out at the lobby.

Marina leaned toward my ear.

"Still yours," she whispered.

My chest opened.

Then she added, "But now you know what that means."

Yes.

Now I knew.

On the drive home, we did not play music. The city was waking up, and every ordinary thing looked faintly obscene because we had returned from a place ordinary people were not supposed to see. Marina rested her hand on my thigh. Not teasing. Anchoring.

Halfway home, she said, "I need you not to become quiet for three days."

"I won't."

"Promise."

"I promise."

"Even if you don't know what to say, say that."

I nodded. That promise mattered more than anything we had said before the hotel. Hunger had opened us, but conversation would determine whether we healed wider or closed badly. I understood that if I hid in silence, the night could become something she regretted not because of Dante, but because of me.

So when we got home, exhausted and strange in our own hallway, I said the only true thing I had.

"I love you more, not less."

She stood there for a long time, crying without covering her face. That, more than the sex, made me understand how much courage the night had taken from her. Marina had been bold in the room, filthy when she wanted to be, almost cruel in the way she used my jealousy, but underneath all of it she had still been a woman risking the one thing that mattered: us.

I went to her slowly. Not because I was afraid of touching her, but because I wanted her to see there was no punishment waiting in my hands. She let me hold her. The first sob came against my neck, small and furious, as if she hated needing relief. Then her arms went around me with a force that made my ribs ache.

“I was scared afterward,” she admitted.

“Of him?”

“No. Of how much I liked not being good.”

The honesty reopened the wound and healed it in the same breath.

“I was scared of that too,” I said.

She lifted her face. “And now?”

“Now I know good was too small a word for you.”

Marina kissed me then, not like a scene, not like a performance, but like a wife returning from a country she had discovered inside herself. I tasted tears and hotel and the faint trace of the lipstick she had tried to clean away. I did not ask her to promise she would never want that again. She did not ask me to pretend I would never picture it. We had moved beyond the comfort of false promises.

Instead she pressed her forehead to mine and whispered, “You didn’t turn me into anything, Daniel.”

I closed my eyes.

“You gave me permission to admit it.”

Marina stopped with her hand on the bedroom door.

Her eyes filled, and for the first time since the hotel, she cried.

Not from shame.

From relief.


EPILOGUE — ONE WEEK LATER

One week later, the blindfold was still on our nightstand.

Not hidden. Not folded away under socks or buried in shame. It rested beside the lamp in plain sight, black silk against pale wood, quiet as an animal pretending to sleep.

The first days after the hotel were strange. Tender. Dangerous. We moved through ordinary life carrying an extraordinary secret under our clothes. We paid bills. We answered emails. Marina complained about traffic. I forgot to buy detergent. We watched a cooking show and argued about whether the host was annoying.

And under all of it was the room.

The chair.

The door.

Dante's voice.

Marina's cunt taking his cock while her hand reached for mine.

The memory did not arrive only at night. That surprised me. It came at the worst and most ordinary times. In line at the pharmacy. While brushing my teeth. During a work call when someone said the word arrangement and my mind went straight to the hotel. hunger became a ghost with terrible timing.

Marina noticed.

Of course she did.

On Wednesday evening, we went to the grocery store. She wore jeans and a white top, simple, hair down, no makeup beyond lipstick. We were in the produce aisle choosing tomatoes when a man near the apples looked at her. He was not Dante. Not close. Just a man looking because Marina was the kind of woman men looked at.

Before the hotel, that look would have made me tense.

She knew exactly what she was doing. That was the new danger. Before, Marina’s power had been accidental: a glance from a stranger, a dress I liked too much, the shape of her moving through the world without asking permission. Now she could aim it. She could take a harmless grocery-store look and turn it into a private room between us.

“Don’t worry,” she murmured, still studying the tomatoes. “I’m not going to let him fuck me in the produce aisle.”

My hand tightened around the basket.

She finally looked at me, eyes bright with wicked calm. “But you thought about it for half a second.”

I hated that she was right. I loved that she knew.

That was the new truth sitting under even the ordinary moments.

Marina picked up a tomato, inspected it, and said without turning her head, "You saw him."

"Yes."

"Did it do something?"

"Marina."

"Answer."

I looked at the apples, at the man pretending not to look, at my wife holding a tomato like this was a normal conversation.

"Yes."

Her smile was small.

"Your wife gets looked at in the grocery store and you remember the hotel."

"Don't."

"You remember me bent over."

My hand tightened around the cart.

"We're in public."

"I'm aware. That's why I'm whispering."

She placed the tomato in the bag and finally looked at me.

"Do you smell it sometimes?"

My mouth went dry.

"What?"

"The room. Him. Me. Sex."

I could not answer.

She knew anyway.

"I do," she said.

The statement was not meant to wound. That made it worse. It was intimacy. She was giving me a piece of the aftermath.

In the car afterward, I asked, "Do you think about him?"

Marina watched the road lights slide over the windshield.

"Sometimes."

The word landed with manageable pain. That was new too. I could feel jealousy without drowning immediately.

"How?"

"Not like I want to leave you and run to him, if that's what you're asking."

"It's not."

"A little, it is."

I sighed.

She touched my knee.

"I think about what I felt. About how different it was. About how scared I was. About your face."

"My face?"

"You looked like you were breaking and praying at the same time."

"That's accurate."

She laughed softly.

"I liked being that honest in front of you. I don't know what to do with that yet."

"Neither do I."

"Good. Then we don't have to pretend we're experts."

That night, in bed, she took the blindfold from the nightstand and placed it on my chest.

"Tonight there is no Dante," she said.

"No?"

"Tonight there is memory."

She climbed over me, warm and wet already, and guided my cock into her. When she started moving, slowly at first, her eyes stayed on mine.

"But if I close my eyes," she whispered, "I can still hear his voice."

All of me hardened.

Marina smiled in the dark.

"There you are," she said. "I found you."

She had.

Again. Better. Deeper.

A few days later, she left a note inside my drawer.

I am your wife. Not your prison.

I stood there holding the paper for a long time. It was simple, almost cruel, and perfectly Marina. She did not want the fantasy to become an escape from me. She wanted it to become a place where she no longer had to lie about hunger being small.

Two weeks after the hotel, she texted me late while I was driving home from work.

I dreamed about the blindfold today.

I pulled into the parking lot before answering.

With Dante?

She took a while.

With you putting it on.

My chest opened.

Then the second message came.

And with another man taking it off.

I sat in the car, still, hard, scared, alive.

When I walked into the apartment, Marina was in the living room wearing a nightgown, barefoot, holding a glass of wine. She did not say anything for a few seconds. She only looked at me as if waiting for me to catch up to the new version of us.

"Do you want to write the next chapter?" I asked.

She smiled.

"No. I want to live it first."

That was when I understood our first night had not been the end of a confession.

It had been the preface to another.

By then, I had stopped believing the old life was waiting somewhere intact. It was not. We had not destroyed it, but we had folded it into something larger. The same apartment held us. The same bed. The same coffee mugs. But the air between us had learned a new vocabulary.

Sometimes that scared me more than the hotel had. A single night can be put in a box and called an experience. A new vocabulary cannot. Once a husband and wife learn how to speak the truth that roughly, silence becomes a choice instead of a refuge.

Marina used that power carefully in the beginning. She did not turn every moment into provocation. That would have made it cheap. She let ordinary life return, then slid the knife in when I least expected it: a text, a look in the mirror, her fingers resting on the blindfold while asking whether I had slept well.

I understood then that the hottest part was not that we had done it once.

The hottest part was that we both knew we could tell the truth again.


CONTINUE THE SERIES

Marina discovered that Daniel had not created her hunger. He had only taught it to speak. The next confession asks what happens when a husband stops imagining and makes the decision to share his wife himself.

Continue with Book 8, The Night My Husband Shared Me, and follow the next couple across the line between fantasy, jealousy, and the moment a husband gives the invitation out loud.

Find the next confession on Olivia Cross's Amazon author page.
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