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CHAPTER ONE

The Refrigerator Light

MARCUS

The refrigerator light made the apartment look lonelier than darkness did.

I stood barefoot on cold tile at one in the morning, staring at half a bottle of water, mustard, three eggs, and a takeout container old enough to have earned a name. The hum of the motor filled the kitchen. Beyond it, the apartment gave me nothing. No television. No music. No woman laughing from the bedroom. No husband asking whether she had liked what another man had done to her.

I shut the door.

Darkness returned, clean and merciful.

My phone buzzed on the counter. Cole.

You alive?

I turned the screen facedown.

The last time I had seen him, we had been leaving Valerie and Tom's house. Valerie had made both of us stand naked in front of her while she examined us like expensive equipment. She had used my silence against me, used Cole's mouth against him, and shown us that control did not belong automatically to the largest man in the room.

Cole had been shaken by it.

I had been relieved.

For three hours, Valerie had kept Rachel out of my head.

Then I had driven home, opened my apartment door, and found her waiting in every quiet corner.

Not Rachel herself. The version memory had built. Rachel on black satin, blindfold slipping into her hair. Rachel looking over her shoulder while I held her hips. Rachel calling Daniel her love and her cuck in the same broken breath. Rachel shaking on my cock while her eyes stayed locked on her husband.

Daniel had chosen me.

That was the detail that would not leave.

I had been invited into marriages before. Wives had messaged me from private accounts. Husbands had written after months of pressure. Couples had approached Cole at the club because he made fantasy look easy and I made it look inevitable. I had been selected, admired, measured, feared, and thanked.

Daniel had chosen me before Rachel knew when it would happen.

He had looked at my photographs and imagined my hands on his wife. He had planned the blindfold. He had poured whiskey with a trembling hand, admitted he was terrified and hard, then trusted me with the woman he loved most in the world.

Afterward, he had knelt at her open pussy and tasted what I left there.

He had kissed her.

She had come home to him without ever leaving the bed.

My cock hardened beneath my sweatpants.

I hated how quickly it happened. Hated that my chest could feel hollow while blood still moved south with perfect obedience. My hand slipped beneath the waistband before I decided to touch myself. The first stroke made me close my eyes.

Rachel appeared immediately.

Not naked at first.

Red dress. Gold at her throat. Daniel behind her in the mirror, fastening the zipper with hands that wanted to tear it back down. She had looked at her husband before she looked at me. She always looked at him first.

I gripped my cock harder.

In memory, she dropped to her knees. Her lips parted. Her husband watched. But the image shifted before I could hold it. She was on the bed again, looking at Daniel while I pushed deeper. She was saying his name, not mine. She was telling him I was bigger, telling him he had chosen well, telling him she loved him while another man's cock stretched her married pussy.

My fist moved faster.

The apartment stayed silent except for my breathing and the slick sound of my hand. I pictured Daniel in the chair, his face stripped bare by jealousy. I pictured Rachel seeing him suffer and loving him more for staying. The memory should have made me feel powerful.

Instead it made me feel like a man standing outside a lit window.

I came across my stomach with Rachel's voice in my head and Daniel's eyes fixed on her.

The release was strong. The emptiness afterward was stronger.

I stayed there with one hand braced against the counter, my breath slowing, my skin cooling. The refrigerator motor clicked off. The silence deepened.

My phone buzzed again.

This time Cole called.

I let it ring until the screen went dark.

A minute later, a message appeared.

There is a new couple asking for you. You disappearing, or are you going to work?

I cleaned myself with a dish towel and threw it into the sink. The man in the dark kitchen felt separate from the man people paid to watch. That other man had a uniform. Black trousers. Dark shirt. Slow hands. A face that never showed uncertainty.

Marcus Reed, the bull.

He knew what to do with hunger.

I picked up the phone.

Send the contact.

Cole replied before I could put it down.

Redhead. Newly married. Husband chose you.

My thumb stopped over the screen.

Two words should not have had that much power.

Husband chose.

A photograph followed.

Naomi stood in front of a white kitchen island wearing a green dress, copper hair spilling over one shoulder, mouth wide with laughter. Her husband, Ethan, had one arm around her waist and looked at her instead of the camera.

For one sharp second, I saw Rachel and Daniel.

Then Naomi turned her face toward the lens in the next photograph, and the resemblance vanished.

Her smile was bolder. Ethan's hand looked uncertain at her hip. They were beautiful in the polished way newly married couples often were, still wearing the best versions of themselves for one another.

Beneath the photographs, Cole had forwarded Ethan's message.

My wife has never been with another man. We have discussed this for a year. She knows I am choosing the date. She knows I am choosing the man. She wants the surprise to be the moment, not the consent. We both want Marcus.

I read it twice.

Then a third time.

I should have felt the old hunger. A husband placing his wife in my hands had always been one of the cleanest forms of power I knew.

Instead I wondered whether Ethan would look at Naomi the way Daniel looked at Rachel.

I wondered whether Naomi would say her husband's name while I made her come.

I wondered whether any of it would matter if she did.

When I finally answered, I kept the message short.

Set up a call.

The refrigerator clicked back on behind me.

This time, I left the door closed.


CHAPTER TWO

The Couple in the Photograph

MARCUS

Cole scheduled the call for Sunday afternoon and arrived at my apartment twenty minutes early with coffee, two breakfast sandwiches, and the expression of a man pretending he had not come to inspect a damaged wall.

He walked into the kitchen, opened the refrigerator, and stared.

"You know food is supposed to live in here."

"There are eggs."

"There are three eggs and a crime scene."

He removed the old takeout container, held it away from himself, and dropped it into the trash.

"How long have you been living like this?"

"I work. I eat out."

"You work. You train. You dance. You fuck married women. Then you come home and stand in the dark."

I took the coffee from him. "You have become dramatic since Valerie made you sit in a chair."

"Valerie taught me humility. You need a woman with a cattle prod."

"I am not discussing my refrigerator with you."

"We are not discussing the refrigerator."

He leaned against the counter and studied me. Cole could make a room laugh without trying, but he could also go still in a way that made silence feel interrogative. That was the version of him husbands feared. He noticed every twitch, every glance, every truth someone swallowed.

I looked away first.

"Their names are Ethan and Naomi Price," he said. "Twenty-nine and twenty-seven. Married eleven months. Together three years. No children. She works in marketing. He designs medical software."

"You ran a background check?"

"I asked questions. People answer me. It is a gift."

"It is harassment with dimples."

He smiled. "She saw you at the club six months ago. He noticed her watching. They went home and fought, then fucked, then started talking."

"Why did they wait?"

"Because talking about a fantasy is easy. Putting an address under it is harder."

He handed me his phone.

The message thread was longer than the piece he had forwarded. Ethan had written carefully, each sentence carrying the weight of being revised before sending.

Naomi knows exactly what we are planning. She has asked me to choose everything except her clothes. She wants me to choose the man, the date, the room, and the order. We have agreed that she can stop before the scene begins, but once she asks us to continue, she does not want repeated questions. She wants to feel claimed by the fantasy, not interviewed through it.

I scrolled.

We chose Marcus because he noticed us at the club. He probably does not remember. Naomi was in a blue dress near the back. He looked at her, then at me. It felt like he understood before I did.

I did remember.

Not Naomi specifically. I remembered the table. A redhead with a narrow husband who watched my hands more than my face. I had walked past them during a floor set. She had leaned toward me without moving from her chair. He had gripped his glass and stared at the outline beneath my trousers.

I remembered thinking they were not ready.

Maybe I had been right then.

Maybe they were ready now.

The video call began at two.

Naomi appeared first, close to the camera, red hair twisted into a careless knot. She wore no makeup. Ethan sat beside her on a gray sofa, one ankle over his knee, fingers locked around his shin. Their apartment behind them was bright, new, and aggressively tidy.

"Hi," Naomi said. "Wow. You look more intimidating on a laptop than you did onstage."

Cole laughed. "That is because the laptop removes his one friendly feature."

"Which is?" Ethan asked.

"Distance."

Naomi laughed. Ethan tried, but his eyes stayed on me.

I did not smile. "Tell me why you chose me."

Naomi opened her mouth.

Ethan answered first.

"Because she watched you."

His honesty settled the room.

Naomi turned toward him, surprised and pleased. He kept looking at me.

"She watched other men that night," he continued. "Cole was louder. The other dancers were touching people. But when you came near us, she stopped breathing."

"And what did you feel?"

His throat moved. "Jealous."

"Only jealous?"

His fingers tightened around his shin. "No."

"Say the rest."

Naomi reached for his hand, but he did not take it. Not yet.

"I got hard," he said. "I hated how much I wanted you to notice her. Then you looked at me after you looked at her, and it felt like you knew."

"I knew you were watching her reaction."

"I have not stopped watching it since."

Naomi's expression softened. She finally placed her hand over his fist, and he opened it beneath hers.

"I chose him too," she said. "Ethan did the research, but I chose the feeling."

"What feeling?"

"Being outmatched."

Cole leaned closer to the screen. "You or your husband?"

"Both."

That answer interested him. It interested me more than I wanted.

We spent the next forty minutes discussing what they had agreed to before the call. No hidden affairs. No pretending Ethan had been coerced. No secret photographs. No changing the scene after it began. Naomi wanted comparison spoken aloud. Ethan wanted to be mocked, but not dismissed. He wanted to be part of what happened, not furniture beside it.

"What word?" Cole asked him.

Ethan frowned. "What word?"

"The one you want her to use when the jealousy turns into heat."

Color rose along Ethan's neck.

Naomi smiled at him. "Tell them."

He stared at their joined hands.

"Cuck," he said.

Cole nodded as if Ethan had given a password.

I watched Naomi. "And you?"

"I want to call him my cuck. My little husband. My dirty watcher." Her thumb moved over Ethan's knuckles. "But I also want him to hear that he chose it. I want him to know every filthy thing I say belongs to what we built together."

That was close enough to Rachel's logic that my chest tightened.

Not the same.

Close.

"Do you want Cole there?" I asked.

Naomi looked at him, then back at me. "Not for the first time."

Cole pressed a hand to his heart. "Rejected in my own meeting."

Ethan smiled more naturally. "We want him involved in the planning. We want you in the room."

"Why?"

"Because I chose you," Ethan said.

Again, the words struck where they should not have.

I held his gaze. "Then you will be the one who brings me into the room. You will tell her when it starts. You will not hide behind me once it does."

His breathing changed.

"I understand."

"Do you?"

"I think so."

"Thinking will disappear when your wife has my cock in her hand. Decide before then who you are."

Naomi's lips parted.

Ethan swallowed. "I am her husband."

"And?"

"The man who chose you for her."

"Good. Remember both."

When the call ended, Cole stayed seated at my kitchen table.

"You were hard on him," he said.

"He asked for it."

"That is not what I meant."

I carried the empty coffee cups to the sink.

Cole watched me for another moment. "They remind you of them."

"No."

"That was fast."

"They are younger. Naomi is louder. Ethan wants the role before he understands the cost."

"I did not say they were Rachel and Daniel. I said they remind you of them."

I ran water into the cups.

Behind me, Cole sighed.

"Fourteen days," he said. "Ethan picked two Saturdays from now."

My hand stopped beneath the faucet.

Fourteen days.

The same wait Daniel had chosen.

Cole saw the reaction in my shoulders.

He did not mention it.

That kindness irritated me more than any joke could have.


CHAPTER THREE

Rules Written Before Hunger

MARCUS

Ethan sent the agreement on Monday morning.

He had organized it in a shared document with headings, numbered sections, and comments from Naomi in green. The format looked like something he might present at work. The content did not.

1. Naomi knows another man will come to our home on Saturday the nineteenth.

2. Ethan has chosen Marcus.

3. Naomi wants the exact time and sequence to remain unknown.

4. All sexual acts described below have been discussed and agreed to in advance.

5. During the scene, Naomi wants commands, comparison, dirty names, and no repeated permission questions.

6. Ethan wants direct provocation. He does not want reassurance until after.

7. Ethan remains her husband and active participant throughout.

I read every line.

The last section listed the things they did not want. No recording. No marks above the dress line. No contempt outside the agreed language. No private contact between Naomi and me afterward. No pretending the marriage was weak. No secrets.

At the bottom, Naomi had added one sentence.

I want the night to scare me a little, but I never want to doubt who chose it with me.

That sentence was good.

It was also borrowed from somewhere deeper than the polished language around it.

I sent a message to Ethan.

Call me alone tonight.

He called at nine twelve.

I had just returned from the gym. Sweat cooled beneath my shirt while I stood by the living room window. The city spread below in squares of yellow light. Somewhere in those windows, people were eating dinner, arguing, folding laundry, touching one another without an audience.

"Naomi knows I am calling," Ethan said immediately.

"Good. Why are you doing this?"

Silence.

"We covered that yesterday."

"You told me why you chose me. I asked why you need the night."

He breathed slowly through his nose.

"Because I think about her wanting more than I can give."

"More what?"

"More size. More force. More... presence."

"And that thought does what to you?"

"It hurts."

"That is half an answer."

His laugh was short and nervous. "You and Cole do that."

"Do what?"

"Keep asking until the dirty part comes out."

"The dirty part is usually the true part."

Another silence.

"It makes me hard," he admitted. "The idea that she could feel something with you that she cannot feel with me. I hate it. I want to see it. I want her to say it. I want to know exactly what I cannot do, and I want to be the reason she gets it anyway."

The city reflected faintly in the glass. My own face hovered over the lights.

"What happens if she likes me more than you expect?"

His breathing caught.

"Then I deal with it."

"How?"

"I hold her afterward. I ask what was real. I listen."

"And if she says my cock felt better?"

"I want her to say it."

"Wanting the sentence in fantasy is not the same as hearing it while your wife is shaking around another man."

"I know."

"No. You imagine. Knowing comes later."

He did not argue.

That earned my respect.

"I am not coming into your house to prove you are less of a man," I said. "I am coming because you decided your marriage can hold something larger than your pride. If you turn your jealousy into punishment afterward, I will not return. If you ask her to lie to save you, you will poison the thing you wanted."

"I will not punish her."

"You might want to."

His answer took longer.

"Then I will tell her I want to and not do it."

That was better.

"What do you want from me when it gets difficult?"

"Do not go easy on her because I look afraid."

I looked down at the traffic.

Daniel had said something similar. Not those words. The same truth.

I trust you.

I rubbed a hand across my mouth.

"And what do you want me to say to you?"

Ethan exhaled. "The truth."

"That is vague."

"Tell me when she opens wider for you. Tell me when she sounds different. Tell me if she takes you well. Call me her cuck. Make me watch."

His voice had roughened. I could hear the effect of his own confession.

"Are you touching yourself?"

He froze.

"No."

"Do not lie to me."

A faint rustle came through the phone.

"Yes."

"Where is Naomi?"

"In the bedroom."

"Does she know you get hard talking to me about this?"

"She knows everything."

"Then put the phone on speaker and call her."

His breath stopped.

"Now?"

"You said no secrets."

I heard movement, a door, Naomi asking what happened. Ethan's voice dropped too low for me to catch. Then she came closer.

"Marcus?"

"Your husband is stroking his cock while he tells me how he wants to watch you take mine."

A pause.

Then Naomi laughed softly.

"Is he?"

"He tried to lie about it."

"Ethan."

The single word carried affection and warning.

"I got embarrassed," he said.

"Show me."

More movement. Ethan groaned under his breath.

"He is very hard," Naomi told me.

"Ask him why."

"Why are you hard, baby?"

"Because I was telling him what I want."

"Tell me."

His voice shook, but he obeyed.

"I want to watch you take him. I want you to compare us. I want you to call me your cuck while he makes you come."

Naomi's breathing changed.

"Good boy," she whispered. "That is what I want too."

The intimacy of their exchange moved through the phone. It should have made me feel like the center. Instead I was the instrument they used to find one another.

That was the job.

That had always been the job.

"Finish together," I said. "No cameras. No messages to me afterward. This part belongs to you."

Naomi's voice softened. "Marcus."

"What?"

"Thank you."

I ended the call before she could hear the answer I did not have.

The apartment returned around me.

For several minutes, I stayed at the window and imagined Ethan on the bed, Naomi's hand over his, both of them turning my absence into heat.

Then I imagined Daniel fastening Rachel's dress.

The second image swallowed the first.


CHAPTER FOUR

Fourteen Days

MARCUS

The first three days passed through work.

At six every morning, I opened the private training studio and turned on half the lights. My clients arrived carrying coffee, bad knees, divorce papers, competition goals, and the belief that strength could be measured by numbers on a bar. I corrected their posture. Counted repetitions. Told them when to breathe.

Control was simple when the weight had plates.

On Thursday, a client named Susan finished a set of deadlifts and stayed bent over the bar, breathing hard.

"You look tired," she said.

"I am not the one lifting."

"That was not what I meant."

People often mistook silence for an invitation to study me. Susan had trained with me for four years and earned more honesty than most.

"I am sleeping," I said.

"That was not what I asked either."

I added ten pounds to the bar.

She laughed. "Fine. Be mysterious. But mysterious men still need groceries."

For one irrational second, I wondered whether Cole had spoken to her.

He had not. The empty refrigerator had become visible on my face.

That afternoon, Ethan sent a photograph of Naomi's dress choices laid across their bed. Black lace. Silver silk. Green satin. A red dress with an open back.

Which one? he asked.

I stared at the red dress too long.

Not red, I replied.

Why?

Choose the green.

Three dots appeared, vanished, returned.

Naomi asked if red reminds you of someone.

I locked the phone.

Ten minutes later, Cole walked into the studio wearing sunglasses and carrying a protein shake the color of concrete.

"You told the redhead not to wear red," he said.

"Ethan talks too much."

"Naomi talks to me. She likes having a planning committee."

"There is no committee."

"There is always a committee. Usually it is the wife and me against the husband's last remaining dignity."

I wiped down a bench.

Cole removed his sunglasses. "You could cancel."

"No."

"You could admit you are not in the right place."

"I am exactly where I have always been."

"Standing in an empty gym pretending the smell of disinfectant is a personality?"

I threw the towel at him. He caught it.

"They are ready," I said. "The agreement is clear. Ethan wants this. Naomi wants this."

"I did not ask about them."

"Then stop asking."

He watched me for a long moment. "You know what Valerie said after you left the room?"

I did not answer.

"She asked whether you always look sad after people love each other in front of you."

My hand closed around the spray bottle.

"Valerie enjoys hearing herself diagnose strangers."

"She was not wrong."

"Go teach someone to move their hips."

"That is literally my job."

He left before I could decide whether to be angry enough to stop him.

Day five brought a voice message from Naomi.

She had a low voice for someone with such bright photographs. She told me she had bought the green dress. She told me Ethan had chosen black lace beneath it. She told me she had spent the previous night kneeling between his knees while he described what he wanted me to do.

Then her tone changed.

"I want you to know something, Marcus. I am not looking for a replacement. I am looking for a difference. Ethan is home. You are the storm he invited through the door. I want both to feel true at the same time."

I listened twice.

The sentence was smart. Practiced, perhaps, but smart.

Rachel had never needed to explain it so neatly. She had shown it with her eyes.

On day seven, I performed at the club.

The room was full. Cole worked the front of the stage, smiling into the faces of women who had come to forget mortgage payments and school pickup times. I moved behind him, slower, letting the bass travel through my feet. When I opened my shirt, the front row screamed. When I turned, someone slapped the edge of the stage.

I felt nothing.

Then a woman near the back looked at her husband before she looked at me.

My attention caught.

The husband nodded.

She smiled and reached for my hand when I came down from the stage.

For thirty seconds, I could almost believe the old instinct had returned. I placed her palm against the front of my trousers. Her breath broke. The husband watched her face.

Not like Daniel.

I released her hand and moved on.

Backstage, Cole found me staring at the wall.

"You missed a cue."

"No one noticed."

"I noticed."

"Congratulations."

He sat beside me on the bench. Sweat darkened his hair at the temples.

"What exactly are you hoping happens with Naomi?"

"Nothing happens to me."

"That is the problem."

I stood and reached for my shirt.

Cole caught my wrist.

"You are using strangers to test whether Rachel was special."

The words landed cleanly.

I looked down at his hand until he released me.

"Do not say her name."

"Someone should. You act like silence makes it less true."

"You do not know what is true."

"Then tell me."

I buttoned the shirt.

He waited.

I left.

On day ten, Ethan sent a photograph of their bedroom. Black sheets. Low lamps. A chair positioned near the foot of the bed.

Your chair, he wrote.

I corrected him.

Your chair. I will not sit until you tell me.

He answered with a single word.

Understood.

On day twelve, Naomi sent a photograph of her hand around Ethan's cock. No face. No nudity beyond what mattered. Her red nails looked bright against him.

This is what my husband is giving you access to, she wrote. His wife. His fantasy. His fear.

I did not reply.

Day thirteen lasted too long.

I bought groceries and left them in bags on the counter. I washed sheets that were already clean. I trimmed my beard. Packed black trousers, a dark shirt, condoms, lube, towels, water, and the small bottle of oil I used for private dances.

At midnight, I lay down and stared at the ceiling.

Fourteen days earlier, Rachel had been a memory I could still pretend was sexual.

Now she was the reason I had refused a red dress.

Morning arrived without sleep.

Ethan sent the address again at eight.

Naomi sent one line beneath it.

Tonight, my husband gives me his bull.

I read the sentence, locked the phone, and stood alone in a kitchen full of groceries I did not want.


CHAPTER FIVE

The House with New Paint

MARCUS

Their house smelled like new paint, cedar candles, and nerves.

Ethan opened the door at seven fifty-eight wearing dark jeans and a white shirt with the sleeves rolled to his elbows. He had shaved too closely. A small red mark showed beneath his jaw. His eyes dropped to the black garment bag over my shoulder, then to the front of my trousers.

"You are early," he said.

"Two minutes."

"Right. Sorry. Come in."

The entryway opened into a bright living room with pale floors and furniture that looked recently chosen. Wedding photographs covered one wall. Naomi laughing under a veil. Ethan touching her cheek. The two of them running through sparklers while guests blurred behind them.

I studied the photographs longer than politeness required.

"Eleven months," Ethan said.

"You look younger in these."

"I was terrified all day."

"Of marriage?"

"Of dropping a ring. Of crying. Of my father making a speech. Marriage was the only part I was sure about."

That answer sounded real.

He took the garment bag and hung it in the hall closet. His hand shook once, almost invisibly.

"Where is Naomi?"

"Upstairs. She started getting ready at five."

"She knows I am here?"

"She heard the car, but I told her not to come down until I call."

"Good."

On the kitchen island waited two glasses, a bottle of bourbon, and a printed copy of their agreement. Ethan had initialed every page. Naomi had signed the last one with a looping green pen.

"You printed it," I said.

"I needed something physical."

"Why?"

"Because right now this feels physical."

He poured bourbon, spilling a thin line across the counter. He wiped it immediately.

"Your hand is shaking."

"I know."

"Are you afraid?"

"Yes."

"Are you hard?"

He looked at me, then down at the counter.

"Yes."

"Both can be true."

His mouth tightened. "Cole said you would say that."

"Cole says many things. Most of them are for his own entertainment."

"He also said you do not lie to husbands."

"Not when truth is useful."

I took the glass but did not drink.

Ethan looked toward the staircase. "She has been different all week."

"How?"

"Confident. Meaner, in a good way. She walks past me and whispers things. Yesterday she pressed me against the refrigerator and said she was going to make me thank you for fucking her. Then she kissed me and went to work."

"Did you like it?"

"I came in the shower thinking about it."

"Did you tell her?"

"Yes."

"Good."

He picked up his drink, then set it down without tasting it.

"Can I ask you something?"

"You can ask."

"Do husbands ever regret it?"

"Yes."

The answer struck him harder than reassurance would have.

"How often?"

"Less often than they fear. More often than they admit."

"What makes the difference?"

I thought of Daniel kneeling on black satin.

"What happens after."

"After you leave?"

"After the fantasy stops protecting them. During the scene, jealousy has somewhere to go. It becomes a hard cock, a command, a name. Afterward, it becomes a question. Was she different? Did she prefer him? Does she see me differently now?"

Ethan stared into his glass.

"And the right answers?"

"There are no right answers. There are honest answers and useful lies. Useful lies rot more slowly, but they still rot."

He nodded once.

"I want honesty."

"You say that now."

"I will say it later."

"Make sure Naomi knows you may need to hear the same truth twice. Once while you are hard enough to enjoy it. Once when you are soft enough to understand it."

His eyes lifted.

"You sound like you have done this from my side."

"I have not."

"Then how do you know?"

Because I had watched Daniel. Because I had spent months replaying every expression on his face. Because I had become a student of a marriage I would never belong to.

"I pay attention," I said.

Ethan accepted the answer, though he did not believe it was complete.

Upstairs, a floorboard creaked.

His head turned instantly.

The response was so automatic that I almost smiled.

"You love her," I said.

"More than anything."

"Then do not confuse the role she gives you tonight with the man you are tomorrow."

"I will not."

"You might. That is why I am saying it."

He finally drank.

"What about you?"

"What about me?"

"Who are you tomorrow?"

The question caught me without warning.

Most husbands wanted to know how large I was, how many couples I had met, whether I would respect a rule, whether their wives would compare. Ethan was the first to ask what remained of me when the room emptied.

"I go to work."

"That was not what I asked."

Susan had said the same thing three days earlier.

I put the bourbon down.

"Tonight is not about me."

Ethan looked toward the stairs again. "Maybe that is why you look lonely."

The words were soft. Not an accusation. That made them worse.

I stepped closer until he had to tilt his head slightly.

"Do not analyze the man who is about to strip for your wife."

His breath shortened.

"Right."

"Tell me the plan."

He repeated it exactly. Naomi would come downstairs in the green dress. Ethan would give her a glass of wine. I would remain in the shadow near the dining room until he told her to turn. She would know I was present, but the first sight would still belong to him. He wanted a private dance before the bedroom. He wanted her to undress me. He wanted her to compare my soft cock to his hard one. He wanted the words spoken clearly.

"And when she asks for more?" I said.

"I tell her to take what I chose."

"And when jealousy hurts?"

"I watch."

"And when she calls you cuck?"

His eyes darkened.

"I thank her."

"Good."

Before I moved into the shadow, Ethan took a folded piece of black lace from his pocket.

"She left three pairs on the bed and told me to choose," he said. "I picked the smallest."

The emerald panties were sheer lace tied at both hips with narrow satin ribbons. They matched the green dress without looking innocent. A small note had been tucked through one bow.

For my husband. Choose whether I wear this home.

I read the line and handed it back.

"What did you choose?"

"I want her to put them on now. I want to take them off later. After, I want to dress her again myself."

"Why?"

His thumb moved over the lace. "Because I need an end to the ritual. I chose what another man sees. I want to be the one who covers her again."

The answer carried more instinct than theory. It was good.

"Then do not rush that part," I said. "A husband putting clothes back on his wife can matter more than the man who took them off."

Ethan looked toward the stairs. "Daniel taught you that?"

My face must have changed.

He raised both hands. "Sorry. I guessed the husband's name from the message thread Cole accidentally showed me. I did not read anything private."

"Cole showed you a thread?"

"Only one line. He was trying to explain why aftercare mattered. He said a husband named Daniel once dressed his wife after you left and that you never forgot it."

Anger arrived fast, but beneath it was something colder. Cole had not betrayed details. He had turned my silence into a lesson for strangers.

"Forget the name," I said.

"I will."

"And do not use another couple to script your own. Naomi is not anyone else's wife."

"I know."

"Do you? You chose fourteen days. A surprise. A private dance. A black bedroom. You are close enough to imitation that you need to know where your own marriage begins."

Ethan looked at the emerald lace in his hand.

"I read stories," he admitted. "A lot of them. I wanted a map."

"Maps help you reach a place. They do not tell you what it feels like to stand there."

"Then what belongs to us?"

"The way she laughs when you are afraid. The green dress. The fact that she made you carry those green ribbons in your pocket. The question you asked at the door. Those things. Keep them."

His expression steadied.

"You really do pay attention."

"It is the only reason I am good at this."

"Only reason?"

I glanced down at the front of my trousers.

He laughed, the first relaxed sound of the evening.

Then a drawer closed upstairs. A spray of perfume drifted faintly down the staircase, cool citrus over something warm and floral. Ethan breathed it in and went still.

"She wears that for anniversaries," he said.

"Tonight will become one."

"A good one?"

"That depends on what you do tomorrow morning."

He put the folded emerald lace back into his pocket and pressed his palm over it.

"Tomorrow morning, I make her breakfast."

"And listen."

"And listen."

Only then did I step away from the island and take my place near the dining room.

The floorboard creaked again.

This time Naomi called from upstairs.

"Ethan?"

His entire face changed.

The anxiety remained, but love moved through it, making the fear look almost beautiful.

"It is time," he whispered.

I stepped into the shadow beside the dining room.

Ethan walked to the foot of the stairs.

"Come down, love."

Her heel touched the first step.

Then the next.

I heard silk move before I saw her.


CHAPTER SIX

Green Silk

MARCUS

Naomi descended slowly because she knew someone was watching.

The green dress caught the warm light at every step. Thin straps crossed her shoulders. The fabric hugged her waist, skimmed her hips, and ended high enough to show long pale thighs above black heels. Her copper hair had been brushed loose, falling in waves nearly to the middle of her back. The lipstick was dark red, the only red I had allowed into the night.

She kept her eyes on Ethan.

That should have reassured me.

Instead it hurt.

He waited at the bottom of the stairs with one hand extended. She placed her fingers in his and let him turn her beneath the light. The dress opened low across her back. A small gold chain ran down her spine.

"You chose well," he said.

"The dress or the man?"

"Both."

Her smile sharpened. "Is he here?"

"Yes."

She did not search the room. That was part of the game. Her chest rose beneath the silk, nipples already visible through the fabric. She allowed Ethan to lead her to the sofa and place a glass of wine in her hand.

"Where?" she asked.

"Close."

"Can he see me?"

"Every inch."

She crossed one leg over the other, deliberately exposing more thigh. "Good."

Ethan sat beside her. His knee bounced once before he forced it still.

Naomi noticed.

"Nervous, baby?"

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"Very."

She reached between them and pressed her palm to the front of his jeans. His eyes closed.

"My poor husband," she whispered. "You brought a bull into our house and you have not even shown me what you bought."

"Not bought."

"Chose."

"Yes."

She stroked him through the denim. "Say it."

"I chose a bull for my wife."

Her mouth parted on a quiet breath. "Again."

"I chose a bigger man to fuck my wife while I watch."

The sentence filled the living room.

Naomi turned her face toward the dark window as if she could feel me reflected there.

"Come out, Marcus."

I stayed where I was.

Ethan looked toward the shadow. He understood.

"Not yet," he told her.

Naomi laughed under her breath. "He listens to you?"

"Tonight he does."

"I like that."

Ethan took the wine from her and set it down. He stood behind the sofa, gathered her hair over one shoulder, and kissed the back of her neck. His hands moved down her bare arms.

"Tell him what you did to get ready," he said.

Naomi's eyes closed.

"I took a long shower. Used the sugar scrub you like. Shaved everything smooth. Rubbed lotion over my tits, my stomach, my thighs."

Ethan's fingers followed each place she named, making the preparation visible through touch.

"What else?"

"I put on the emerald lace you picked. The side-tie panties that barely cover my pussy."

She opened her knees a little wider beneath the silk. "You chose the smallest one because you wanted your bull to see what a cock-hungry wife you married."

His hand slid beneath the edge of the dress but stopped high on her thigh.

"Did you touch yourself?"

"No. You told me not to."

"Were you tempted?"

"I was dripping before I finished my makeup."

Ethan's gaze found the shadow where I stood.

"She obeyed me," he said.

"Then reward her," I answered.

Naomi went still at the sound of my voice.

Her head turned, but the room was too dim for her to see more than my outline.

"There you are," she whispered.

"Look at your husband."

She obeyed.

"He brought me here. He decides when you see me."

Ethan's hand trembled against her thigh. Naomi smiled up at him.

"My brave little cuck," she said. "Making me wait for the cock he chose."

His face tightened with heat.

"Stand," he told her.

She rose.

He stepped behind her and reached for the zipper at the back of the dress. He lowered it only two inches, then stopped.

"Turn around," he said.

She faced the dining room.

I stepped into the light.

Her eyes moved over me once, from black shoes to dark shirt, to the shape already visible beneath my trousers. Her lips parted. She had seen me onstage, but distance had made me manageable. In her living room, I stood close enough to cast a shadow over her bare feet.

"Jesus," she said.

Ethan's breathing changed behind her.

I stopped an arm's reach away.

"You remember me."

"I remember staring."

"Your husband remembers too."

"He has reminded me every night for six months."

Ethan pressed his chest to her back. "Tell him what you said after the club."

Naomi kept looking at me. "I said I wanted to know whether the bulge was real."

"What did Ethan say?"

"He said he wanted to see my face when I found out."

I looked at him over her shoulder. "You still want that?"

"More than ever."

Naomi reached toward me.

I caught her wrist before her fingers touched my shirt.

"Not yet."

Her pupils widened.

"You like making me wait."

"Your husband waited a year. You can wait another minute."

I released her and stepped back.

Music began from the speakers near the fireplace. A slow bass line. No lyrics at first, only a pulse beneath soft percussion.

Ethan had chosen well.

I opened the first button of my shirt.

Naomi watched my fingers.

Behind her, Ethan whispered, "Dance for my wife."

The request should have sounded like a command.

Instead it sounded like an offering.

I moved closer.

Naomi's breath caught as my open shirt brushed the front of her dress. I circled her without touching. She turned her head to follow me, but I placed two fingers beneath her chin and faced her toward Ethan.

"Watch him," I said. "He is the reason I am here."

Ethan stood three feet away, already pressing his palm against his jeans.

I let my chest touch Naomi's back. Warm silk separated us. My hand closed around her waist, large enough that my fingers nearly met at the front. I moved with the music, slow, making her feel every controlled shift of my hips without giving her the contact she wanted.

"Feel him behind you?" Ethan asked.

"Yes."

"Bigger than you imagined?"

"I have not seen enough."

"You will."

I turned her and lowered my mouth near her ear.

"Your husband wants the first look to belong to him."

"Then make him look."

Her confidence pleased me. I slid the shirt from my shoulders and let it fall.

Naomi stared at my chest, then at the muscles along my stomach. Her hand lifted, but she glanced at Ethan before touching me.

He nodded.

Her palm met my skin.

That glance was familiar enough to open something under my ribs.

I closed my hand over hers and moved it down my chest, over my stomach, stopping above my belt.

"Ask him," I said.

Naomi looked at Ethan. "Can I open it?"

He swallowed.

"Yes."

She smiled. “Thank you, cuck.”


CHAPTER SEVEN

The Weight of Me

MARCUS

Naomi unfastened my belt with both hands.

The metal buckle clicked in the quiet between beats. She drew the leather through the loops slowly, looking at Ethan as she did it. Every movement was for him. Every inch of exposed waistband widened his eyes.

"Come closer," she told him.

Ethan moved to her side.

Naomi placed his hand over hers at the button of my trousers. "You open them."

He looked at me.

I held still.

His fingers worked the button loose. The zipper followed with a low metallic sound. My cock was still soft, but heavy enough to press the black fabric forward. Ethan stared at the shape as if the answer to a private question had appeared in front of him.

"That is him soft?" Naomi asked.

"Yes," Ethan whispered.

"You researched well."

She pushed the trousers down over my hips. I stepped out of them. Black briefs remained, stretched by the weight beneath them. The outline ran low along my thigh.

Naomi's mouth opened.

Ethan made a sound that was almost a laugh and almost pain.

"Look at your bull, baby," she said. "He is barely hard and he is already hanging down his leg."

"I see."

"Say what you see."

His eyes stayed fixed on me. "A cock bigger than mine."

"Bigger than yours when you are hard?"

His jaw tightened.

"Yes."

Naomi stroked him through his jeans. "Does that hurt?"

"Yes."

"Does it make you harder?"

"Yes."

"Good little cuck."

The words made him close his eyes. Naomi kissed his cheek, gentle enough to transform the insult into intimacy.

Then she faced me again.

"Take them off."

I hooked my thumbs beneath the briefs but did not move.

"Ask your husband."

She looked at Ethan. "I want to see the cock you chose for me."

His chest rose.

"Show her."

I lowered the briefs.

My cock dropped free with its full weight, dark and thick, the head hanging low against my thigh. Naomi stared. Her expression did not turn theatrical. The shock was too complete for performance.

"That cannot be real," she whispered.

Ethan's hand closed around his own hard cock through the denim.

I stood naked in their living room and let them look.

Naomi stepped closer. The top of her head reached my chin. My soft cock hung nearly to her knee when she stood beside me. She crouched slowly, eyes level with it.

"Oh my God."

Her breath warmed the head.

She reached out, stopped, and looked back at Ethan.

"Touch him," he said.

Her fingers closed around me.

They did not meet.

Naomi's eyes widened again. She added her second hand beneath the first and lifted. My cock lay heavy across both palms, still soft, still larger than Ethan had been in the photograph she sent.

"It is heavy," she said.

"Feel all of it," Ethan told her.

She raised my cock higher, measuring the weight. The head reached the middle of my stomach. When she released one hand, it dropped against her cheek with a soft slap.

Naomi laughed, startled and breathless.

The contact sent blood through me.

She noticed the change immediately.

"He is getting hard."

Ethan moved closer. "Do it again."

Naomi lifted me and let the cock fall against her other cheek. A heavier slap. Her lipstick left a faint red mark near the head.

My cock thickened in her hands.

"Look, baby," she said. "Your bull gets hard when his cock hits your wife's face."

Ethan unfastened his jeans with trembling fingers. He pulled his cock free, fully hard, pale and narrow compared with the weight Naomi held.

She looked from him to me.

The comparison changed the room.

"Come here," she said.

Ethan stepped beside me.

Naomi stayed on her knees and took one cock in each hand. Her fingers closed easily around her husband. Around me, even both hands struggled as I grew.

"My husband," she said, stroking Ethan slowly. "And the bull he chose."

Ethan stared down at the difference.

Naomi pressed our cocks together. Mine was not fully hard yet, but the head already rose above his. My dark skin made his look even paler. My cock broadened beneath her hand while she watched.

"He is still growing," she whispered.

"I know."

"Your cock looks so small beside his."

Ethan groaned.

"Say thank you," she told him.

He looked at her.

"For what?"

"For bringing me a cock I cannot close my hands around."

His face flushed.

"Thank you," he said.

"To him."

Ethan lifted his eyes to me. "Thank you for coming."

"That is not what she asked."

His breath shook.

Naomi stroked both of us together. "Tell Marcus why you are grateful."

"Thank you for letting my wife feel a cock bigger than mine."

My cock reached full hardness in her hands, nearly nine inches, a little under twenty-two centimeters of dark weight and thick veins.

Naomi gasped as the head rose higher, the veins becoming prominent beneath the skin. She moved both hands around me and still could not cover all of my cock.

"Two hands," she said. "I have two hands on him and there is still more cock."

Ethan's fist moved over himself.

She looked up at me. "Put it on me. I want to feel how far it reaches."

I turned her gently and guided her forward until she braced both hands on the sofa. The green dress stretched over her ass. I lifted the skirt, exposing black lace drawn tight across her cheeks.

Ethan stood beside us, stroking faster.

I laid my cock along the curve of Naomi's ass.

The heavy base rested between her cheeks. The head reached past her tailbone, pressing against the lower part of her back. She went still beneath it.

"Ethan," she breathed. "Look."

"I am looking."

"The head is on my back."

I pressed the full cock against her, letting her understand the distance from her pussy to the place it reached.

"That is what you chose to put in me?"

Ethan's voice broke. "Yes."

Naomi pushed her ass back beneath the weight. "You greedy little cuck."

He moved closer and placed his palm over the head where it rested against her back.

For a moment, husband and bull touched the same cock across the back of the woman between us.

"Feel how much there is," Naomi told him. "Your hand is on the part that has not even reached my pussy yet."

Ethan's eyes glazed.

I lifted my cock and let it fall against her lace-covered ass.

Slap.

Naomi moaned.

Again.

Slap.

The fabric darkened where the head touched.

"Harder," she said.

I struck her ass a third time, enough to make the flesh ripple beneath green silk.

Ethan's hand moved faster.

"What are you watching?" I asked him.

"My wife under your cock."

"Whose idea was this?"

"Mine."

"Whose bull am I tonight?"

His answer came without hesitation.

"Hers. Because I chose you."

Naomi turned her face toward him. "Good boy."

I lifted the skirt higher and hooked one finger beneath the emerald lace.

Her pussy was already soaking the lace.

"Your wife did not need my cock in her to make a mess," I said.

Ethan stared.

Naomi laughed softly. "I got this wet watching my husband understand how small he is."

The line was cruel enough to make him flinch.

It also made his cock jump in his fist.

She saw both.

"Poor cuck," she whispered. "The truth hurts, and you love it."

I watched them look at each other.

For one dangerous second, the room became Rachel's bedroom.

Then Naomi looked back at me and said, "Now show him what he bought me."

The illusion broke.

Not bought, I thought.

Chosen.

The correction belonged to Ethan, but he did not make it.


CHAPTER EIGHT

The Man Beside the Bull

MARCUS

I did not take Naomi upstairs immediately.

Anticipation had built for fourteen days. Spending it in one movement would have been wasteful.

I turned her to face Ethan and left the skirt gathered around her waist. The emerald lace stayed in place, already dark with what had soaked through. I stood behind her, my hard cock resting against the small of her back.

"Touch your husband," I said.

Naomi reached for Ethan. He stepped close enough for her to wrap a hand around his cock.

"Look at him," I told her.

She looked.

"Tell him what you feel behind you."

Her hand moved slowly over Ethan while my cock pressed heavier against her back.

"A huge cock," she said. "Hot. Hard. So thick I needed both hands."

"Compare it."

She glanced down at the cock in her fist.

"Yours fits easily in one hand, baby. Marcus barely fits in two."

Ethan groaned.

I slid one palm over Naomi's stomach and pulled her back against me. The head of my cock rose between her shoulder blades when I changed the angle.

"Tell him where it reaches."

"Almost halfway up my back."

"And where will it be soon?"

Her breathing turned shallow.

"In my pussy."

"Dirtier."

Naomi's fingers tightened around her husband.

"Buried in my married cunt while my little cuck watches."

Ethan's knees softened.

She smiled at him, but something in the smile felt rehearsed. Not false. Prepared. She had practiced these lines in fantasy and was pleased to hear them become real.

Rachel had not sounded practiced.

Rachel had sounded surprised by her own cruelty.

I pushed the thought away.

"Take off your dress," Ethan said.

Naomi looked at him. "You do it."

He moved behind her, forcing me to step aside. His hands found the zipper he had opened earlier and drew it down to the base of her spine. Green silk loosened around her chest. He slipped the straps from her shoulders and let the dress fall.

Emerald lace covered her tits and pussy. The bra lifted small tits high. Satin bows rested at both hips above the round curve of her ass.

Ethan kissed the back of her neck.

"You are beautiful," he said.

Naomi's expression softened completely.

There it was.

The unperformed piece.

She turned and kissed him. Not a quick kiss. Her arms went around his neck. His free hand spread across her back. My cock stayed hard, but the sight created the same ache that had followed me from house to house.

I was watching them arrive somewhere together.

When they broke apart, Naomi rested her forehead against his.

"You still want it?" she asked.

The question belonged before the scene, not within it. Ethan answered with both hands on her waist.

"More than ever."

"Then tell him."

Ethan faced me. His fear was visible now, but it no longer looked like hesitation.

"Take my wife upstairs."

"You lead."

He nodded.

Naomi took one of his hands and one of mine. She walked between us toward the staircase, heels clicking against the pale floor. Her dress remained in a green pool behind us.

At the first step, she stopped and looked down at our joined hands.

"This is filthy," she whispered.

"You planned filthy," Ethan said.

"I imagined it. This is different."

I squeezed her fingers. "Fantasy has no weight."

Her eyes moved to my cock.

"You do."

Upstairs, the bedroom looked exactly like the photograph Ethan had sent. Black sheets. Amber lamps. Chair near the foot of the bed. Towels folded on a bench. Water on both nightstands.

Naomi entered first. Ethan stayed in the doorway.

"Sit in your chair," I told him.

He obeyed.

"Take off your shirt."

He pulled it over his head.

"Jeans too."

He stripped until he sat naked, hard cock rising from a narrow patch of dark hair. His chest moved quickly.

Naomi watched him from the center of the room.

"My husband looks so vulnerable," she said.

"He looks like a man who kept his word," I said.

Ethan's eyes lifted to mine.

The sentence steadied him.

I turned to Naomi. "Take off the bra."

She unclasped it and let it fall. Her nipples were tight, darker than the surrounding skin. I watched Ethan watch her, his gaze tracing a familiar path.

"The green lace stays," I said.

Naomi smiled. "Why?"

"Because I want your husband to see what his wife soaked before I touch her pussy."

Ethan's fist closed around his cock.

I moved behind her and placed both hands on her hips. My thumbs pressed into the soft flesh above the lace.

"Show him," Naomi said.

I drew the emerald lace slowly to one side.

Her pussy opened beneath it, lips glossy, cream already gathering where the fabric had pressed.

Ethan groaned.

"Look at her," I told him. "I have not put one finger in your wife. She is already dripping for the cock you chose."

Naomi spread her legs wider.

"Tell him why," I said.

"Because I held a cock bigger than yours, baby. Because I felt it hit my ass. Because I know it is going to open me while you sit there and stroke that little dick."

Ethan's fist moved.

"Slower," I ordered.

He slowed immediately.

Naomi looked over her shoulder. "You control him too?"

"Only because he asked me to keep him from wasting what he waited for."

"Good. Make him suffer."

I released the lace. It settled back against her soaked pussy while the ribbons trembled at her hips.

She gasped.

I guided her onto the bed, face down at first, then lifted her hips until she knelt on all fours. Her copper hair spilled across black sheets. The contrast was vivid enough to look staged.

Ethan stared.

I stood behind her and stroked my cock once.

Naomi pushed her ass back.

"Not yet," I said.

"You have been saying that all night."

"And you are wetter every time."

I dragged the broad head over the lace, from clit to ass, coating the fabric darker. Naomi moaned into the sheets.

Then I turned her face toward Ethan with one hand in her hair.

"Tell your husband what comes next."

Her eyes found his.

"You watch your wife learn how much cock she can take."

"And what are you?" Ethan asked, voice rough.

Naomi smiled.

"Your greedy little slut."

"Mine?"

"Always yours. Tonight, his."

The line should have been perfect.

Ethan's face broke open with jealousy and hunger.

Naomi's pussy pressed back toward me.

My cock pulsed against the lace.

Everything was in place.

Still, some part of me stood in another room, waiting for a woman in red to look at her husband first.


CHAPTER NINE

What Her Husband Gave Her

MARCUS

I caught both satin bows at Naomi's hips and loosened them one at a time.

The lace clung to her pussy before peeling away with a sticky sound. Ethan stared from the chair. His fist stayed motionless around his cock because I had not told him to move.

Naomi looked over her shoulder. "Make him watch close."

I opened the loosened lace, exposing swollen lips shining beneath the amber light.

"Come here," I told Ethan.

He rose so quickly the chair scraped the floor.

"Kneel beside the bed."

He knelt near Naomi's shoulder. Her face turned toward him. I tied the two emerald ribbons loosely around her thighs, limiting how far she could spread while leaving her pussy exposed.

"Look at your wife's pussy," I said.

Ethan looked.

I opened her lips with two fingers. Cream stretched in a thin string between them.

"Who made her this soaked?"

His throat moved. "We did."

The answer was better than I expected.

Naomi smiled at him. "Good boy."

I rubbed her cream over her clit and down to her hole. Her hips jerked beneath my hand.

"He has not even used his cock," Ethan whispered.

"And I am already making a mess," Naomi said. "Your wife is greedy, baby."

"Tell him what you are greedy for."

Her eyes stayed on Ethan. "The huge cock he brought home."

I pushed one finger into her pussy. She opened easily, hot and slick around me.

"Is that enough?" I asked.

"No."

A second finger joined the first. I curled them slowly, watching her mouth fall open.

"What do you need?"

"More."

"More what?"

She breathed through a smile. "More cock than my husband can give me."

Ethan's fist tightened.

"Stroke," I told him.

He obeyed.

Naomi moaned louder, not because my fingers changed, but because her husband finally touched himself. She watched the rhythm of his hand and pushed back against mine.

I understood then that the real switch in her was not size.

It was being watched by the man she loved.

Again, close to Rachel.

Not Rachel.

I added a third finger and stretched her slowly. Naomi's head dropped to the sheets.

"Marcus," she gasped.

"Look at Ethan."

She lifted her face.

"Do not hide from him. He waited too long to miss your expression."

Naomi held her husband's eyes while I worked her pussy open with deliberate pressure. Wet sounds filled the room. Ethan's breathing grew rough.

"She takes three fingers easily," I told him. "Your wife prepared herself well."

"She has been using a bigger toy," he confessed.

Naomi laughed breathlessly. "He bought it for me."

"How big?"

"Not as big as you."

"Nothing in this house is as big as me."

Ethan's cock jumped in his hand.

I withdrew my fingers and held them in front of Naomi's face. Her cream coated them to the knuckles.

"Clean me."

She took all three into her mouth and sucked, eyes still on Ethan. Her cheeks hollowed. When I pulled free, she licked the last shine from my fingertips.

"Good girl."

Ethan moaned at the praise.

Naomi heard him and smiled. "He likes when you call me that."

"He likes watching another man reward his wife."

"My dirty cuck likes everything tonight."

I moved to the side of the bed. "Turn around."

Naomi shifted against the ribbons circling her thighs and sat back on her heels. I stood in front of her, cock rising near her face. She stared at it with the same shocked hunger as downstairs.

"Ask him," I said.

She looked past me to Ethan. "I want to taste my bull."

Ethan's lips parted. "Then take the cock I chose for you."

Naomi wrapped one hand around the base. Again her fingers failed to meet. She opened her mouth and licked the broad head, circling it slowly. A bead of precum disappeared on her tongue.

"How does he taste?" Ethan asked.

"Salty."

She licked again, longer this time, tracing the thick vein beneath my cock.

"Better than me?"

Naomi's eyes flashed. She knew the question was an invitation.

"Different."

Ethan shook his head. "Do not protect me."

She took the head into her mouth, sucked once, then pulled off with a wet sound.

"He tastes stronger," she said. "Like there is more of him in every drop."

Jealousy moved across Ethan's face.

His hand sped up.

"Slow," I said.

He slowed.

Naomi laughed. "Look at you listening to him. My husband brought home a bigger cock and gave the bull control of his hand."

"You wanted me to last," Ethan said.

"I want you to suffer beautifully."

She opened wide again.

I slid my cock over her tongue, giving her only the head. Even that filled her mouth. Her lips stretched. Her eyes watered when I pressed farther.

"Do not force it," I told her. "Learn me."

She nodded around the cock and took another inch. Her hand worked what her mouth could not reach. Ethan watched her lips strain around me.

"She cannot take much," he said.

"Not yet."

Naomi pulled off and coughed once, then smiled.

"Teach me."

The request was eager. Too eager, perhaps. Rachel had challenged the size. Naomi wanted to perform her courage for Ethan.

I placed a hand behind her head and guided her forward slowly. Head. One inch. Another. Her throat tightened. I stopped before she gagged.

"Breathe through your nose."

She did.

"Now look at your husband."

Her wet eyes lifted to Ethan's.

"Tell her what you see," I said.

Ethan stared at his wife's mouth stretched around my cock.

"My wife taking a cock too big for her mouth."

"And how does that make you feel?"

"Jealous. Proud. Hard."

Naomi moaned around me.

The vibration moved through my cock.

I pulled back and let her breathe.

"Your husband likes you struggling," I told her.

"He always has," she said, voice rough. "He just needed a bull to admit it."

Ethan's face showed the truth of that.

Naomi untied the ribbons from her thighs and threw the soaked emerald lace at him. It landed across his thigh.

"Smell what your fantasy did to me," she said.

Ethan lifted the emerald lace to his face and breathed in.

His eyes closed.

Naomi looked at me. "Now fuck me."

"Not yet."

She groaned.

I turned her around, lowered her onto all fours, and spread her knees wider across the black sheets.

"Your husband waited a year," I said. "He will watch every second before you get what you came upstairs for."

I lifted my cock and laid it across her ass again.

This time it was fully hard.

The head reached higher than before.

Ethan opened his eyes and stared.

Naomi whispered, "It feels even bigger now."

"It is."

I dragged the head slowly down her back, between her cheeks, and over her dripping pussy. She shuddered. The real preparation had begun.


CHAPTER TEN

Every Inch Before the First

MARCUS

I held my cock in one hand and dragged the broad head through Naomi's soaked pussy.

The sound was obscene. Slick flesh over slicker flesh. She gasped and pushed her hips back, trying to turn the tease into more.

I held her still with one palm between her shoulder blades.

"No."

"Marcus."

"Your husband sees the first inch. Then the second. Then every inch after."

Ethan knelt beside the bed now, close enough to touch her face. His cock stood hard between his thighs, the soaked emerald ribbons still wrapped around one fist.

I circled Naomi's clit with the head. Her thighs trembled.

"Tell him what you feel," I said.

She looked at Ethan. "The head is huge. He is rubbing it all over me."

"How huge?"

"Bigger than the toy. Bigger than anything."

I dragged the head down through her cream and pressed it against her hole without pushing in.

Naomi's fingers clawed the sheets.

"Oh fuck."

"That is only the head," Ethan whispered.

She laughed once, breathless. "You sound proud."

"I chose him."

"My greedy cuck."

I lifted my cock and slapped it against her ass.

The weight made both cheeks ripple.

Naomi moaned.

Again.

Slap.

A wet mark appeared across pale skin.

"Feel that?" Ethan asked her.

"Yes."

"That is what is going into you."

The words sounded rehearsed, but his voice broke on the last one. The fear beneath the fantasy was becoming real.

I laid my cock along her ass once more, letting the full size press from her pussy to the lower part of her back.

Ethan put his palm over the head.

"There is so much," he said.

Naomi twisted to look. "Show me."

I moved to the side so she could see the dark cock stretched along her skin. The sight made her mouth fall open.

"It reaches my back."

"Two hands did not cover it," Ethan said.

"And you want all of it in me?"

"Yes."

"Say it dirtier."

His eyes met hers.

"I want that huge cock buried in my wife's cunt while she tells me how small I am."

Naomi's pussy clenched visibly.

"Good boy."

I lifted my cock and rubbed the head through her pussy again. Cream coated the dark skin, shining beneath the lamp.

"Beg," I told her.

"Fuck me."

"That is not begging."

"Please, Marcus."

"Still polite."

She turned her face toward Ethan. "Tell him what I am."

Ethan's voice dropped. "A greedy slut who needs a bigger cock."

Naomi moaned. "Yes. Fuck your little slut. Make my cuck watch every inch open me."

I pressed forward.

Only the head.

Her pussy resisted at the widest part. Lips stretched around dark skin, slick and tight. Naomi's back arched. A silent scream opened her mouth before sound arrived.

"Oh fuck. It is too thick."

"No," I said. "It is exactly what you waited for."

Ethan leaned closer, staring where our flesh met.

"Look at her," I told him. "Your wife's cunt is trying to swallow the head."

"I see."

"Have you ever opened her this wide?"

His answer came hoarse. "No."

"Tell her."

Ethan touched Naomi's cheek. "I have never seen you stretched like that, love."

She looked at him through wet eyes. "You like it?"

"I love it."

"Cuck."

The word broke into a moan as I gave her the first inch beyond the head.

Her muscles fluttered around me, resisting and yielding. I stopped. Let her breathe. Let Ethan see the pulse of her pussy around the thick cock waiting outside.

"He is barely in," Ethan whispered.

Naomi's fingers tightened around his wrist. "It feels like so much."

"You wanted more than me."

"I wanted what you chose."

That answer was good.

I pushed another inch.

A wet sucking sound filled the room. Naomi cried out and dropped her forehead to the sheets.

"Look at your husband," I ordered.

She lifted her face.

"Tell him what the second inch feels like."

"Thick. Hot. Every vein."

I moved another inch deeper.

Her mouth opened wider.

"And now?"

"He is stretching me where you never did, baby."

Jealousy crossed Ethan's face. His cock jerked.

Naomi saw it and smiled despite the strain.

"Poor little cuck. The truth makes you harder."

"It does."

"Stroke."

He looked at me.

I nodded.

His fist began moving.

Naomi watched him while I pressed deeper, one controlled inch at a time. Her pussy made thick, wet sounds around me. The pressure built along my cock, hot and tight, her muscles clenching with every pause.

"Half," I said.

She sobbed a laugh. "Only half?"

"Your husband chose more than you understood."

Ethan's hand moved faster.

"Slow," I told him.

He obeyed, jaw tight.

Naomi reached for him. Their fingers locked.

I pulled back one inch, then pushed two deeper.

She screamed.

"Fuck. Marcus. Oh God."

"Say his name too."

Her eyes found Ethan. "Baby. Baby, he is so deep."

"Not deep yet," I said.

That frightened her.

It turned her on more.

Her pussy softened around me, accepting another inch. Then another. The thick vein beneath my cock dragged along her front wall. Her thighs shook.

"I can feel every ridge," she gasped. "Every fucking vein."

"Tell your husband what he cannot reach."

"He is hitting places you never touch."

Ethan closed his eyes.

I stopped.

"Look at her."

He opened them.

"Do not hide from the truth you asked for."

"I am looking."

"Tell her to take the rest."

His fist stopped. His entire attention fixed on Naomi.

"Take all of him," he said. "Take the cock I chose for you."

Naomi squeezed his hand.

"Yes, husband."

I gripped her hips.

"Last chance to breathe."

She drew one sharp breath.

Then I drove the rest of my cock into her with one hard stroke.

Naomi screamed.

Her pussy clamped around me in violent pulses. My balls pressed against her clit. Every inch disappeared into her married cunt while Ethan watched from inches away.

"All of it," I growled. "Your husband's bull is buried in you."

Naomi shook from head to toe.

"It is in my stomach," she sobbed. "Baby, I can feel him in my stomach."

Ethan stared at the place where my hips met her ass.

"You took him," he whispered.

"You gave him to me."

"I did."

"My brave little cuck."

The tenderness in the insult was almost Rachel's.

Almost.

I held still and felt Naomi's pussy learn my shape.

My cock was buried fully in a woman who had waited a year to feel it.

Her husband was hard enough to ache because he had made the moment happen.

The room should have felt complete.

Instead I noticed the empty space where Rachel's voice should have been.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

The Wrong Name in My Head

MARCUS

Naomi moved first.

She pushed her hips back as if testing whether I was truly all the way in. The movement made her gasp. Ethan watched the expression cross her face.

"How full?" he asked.

"Too full."

Ethan leaned closer, jealousy and pride fighting across his face. "Then take him. Take every inch I chose."

Naomi laughed and tightened around me, pleased that her husband had stopped hiding behind careful questions.

"That is my cuck. He knows exactly what his slut wife came here to take."

Ethan's mouth twitched.

"Then take him."

I pulled back slowly.

Naomi's pussy clung to my cock, squeezing every inch as it emerged. Cream gathered around the base. I stopped with only the head remaining, then pushed deep again.

A broken moan filled the room.

"That sound," Ethan said. "You never make that sound with me."

Naomi looked at him. "You never put this much cock in me."

His face tightened.

"Tell him the rest," I said.

"He is bigger than you, baby. So much bigger. I can feel him everywhere."

My next stroke landed harder.

Her ass met my hips with a wet slap.

Ethan's fist started moving again.

"Look at your little husband," I told her. "He is stroking that cock while mine fills his wife."

Naomi smiled over her shoulder. "My poor cuck. Does yours feel tiny now?"

"Yes."

"Good. Keep touching it. I want to see you come while a real cock makes your wife scream."

The words were strong. The fantasy was exact.

Still, something was missing.

Rachel's cruelty had always contained surprise. She discovered each line while Daniel's face gave it back to her. Naomi delivered the words she had prepared. Ethan received them as a man following a map.

They were not false.

They were new.

Perhaps depth came later.

I drove into Naomi again, harder. Her nails tore at the sheets.

"Fuck yes."

"Tell him what my cock is doing."

"Stretching me wide. Filling me. Making me take more than his little dick ever could."

Ethan groaned.

I reached around her hip and rubbed her clit with two fingers. Her entire frame jerked.

"Do not make me come yet," she said.

"You do not decide when."

Her breath caught.

"My husband decides?"

"No. He decided who. I decide how."

The sentence made both of them react.

Ethan's eyes darkened. Naomi's pussy tightened.

I changed the angle, lifting one of her knees higher on the bed. My cock reached deeper. Her cry sharpened.

"There," she gasped. "Oh fuck, right there."

"He never reaches that?"

She shook her head.

"Say it to him."

"Baby, he is hitting a place you never touch."

Ethan's breathing became uneven.

"How does that feel?" I asked him.

"Awful."

"Only awful?"

"No."

"Say it."

"It makes me want to watch more."

"Good cuck."

Naomi moaned at the name.

I held her hair and drew her torso back until she arched. Ethan knelt in front of her. Their faces were close.

"Kiss your husband," I said.

Naomi kissed him while I fucked her.

The kiss broke each time my cock drove deep. Their mouths found one another again. Ethan touched her face with one hand and stroked himself with the other. Naomi moaned his name into his mouth.

The scene became intimate in exactly the way I had feared.

I closed my eyes for one stroke.

Rachel replaced Naomi beneath me.

Red hair became dark blond. Ethan's narrow face became Daniel's. The mouth kissing her belonged to the husband who had looked at my cock and chosen it without pretending the choice did not wound him.

My hips moved harder.

Naomi cried out.

"Yes. Like that. Fuck me like that."

Rachel's voice answered in my head.

Bigger than yours, baby. Look.

I opened my eyes.

Naomi stared at Ethan, not me.

My cock pulsed deep in her pussy.

For a moment, anger moved through me. Not at Naomi. Not at Ethan. At myself for needing someone else's wife to sound like a woman who had never belonged to me.

I pulled Naomi upright against my chest. One arm wrapped beneath her tits. My other hand closed around her jaw, turning her face toward her husband.

"Tell him why you are here," I said.

"Because he chose you."

"Why did he choose me?"

"Because you are bigger."

"Not enough."

She struggled to breathe as I kept a deep, punishing rhythm.

"Because he wanted to see me lose control. Because he wanted to watch a man do what he cannot. Because he loves me enough to give me more."

Ethan's eyes filled.

The truth in her voice arrived at last.

Not practiced now.

Raw.

She reached for him.

"Baby, look at me."

"I am looking."

"You did this. Every inch in me is here because you were brave enough to ask."

His face broke.

My chest tightened with the same old ache.

There it was. The thing I kept chasing. The marriage becoming more visible under pressure.

Naomi looked back at me. "Harder. Make him see everything."

I obeyed.

Flesh slapped flesh. The bed struck the wall. Her tits moved against my arm. Ethan watched every hard stroke disappear into his wife.

"Look at that cunt," I told him. "She is taking me to the base. You trained her well, or she was born greedy."

"Greedy," Naomi gasped. "Your greedy wife."

"Whose whore are you?" Ethan asked.

"Yours."

I pulled back nearly all the way and slammed deep.

She screamed.

"Dirtier," he said.

"Your hotwife. Your slut. Your cock-hungry wife taking the bull you picked."

Ethan's hand flew over his cock.

I watched his face.

Not Daniel.

But honest now.

That should have been enough.

It was not.


CHAPTER TWELVE

The Sound She Made

MARCUS

Naomi's orgasm began in her thighs.

I felt the trembling before she admitted she was close. Her knees shook against the sheets. Her pussy tightened in quick pulses around my cock, then relaxed, then tightened again.

"Do not stop," she said.

"I was not going to."

My fingers pressed harder against her clit. I changed the angle and drove upward, making each stroke drag along the place that had broken her voice earlier.

Her head fell back against my shoulder.

"Ethan."

He was still kneeling in front of her, fist moving fast, eyes fixed on her face.

"Look at him," I ordered.

Naomi forced her eyes open.

"Tell your husband what is happening."

"I am going to come."

"On whose cock?"

"Marcus's."

"What kind of cock?"

She sobbed as I filled her again.

"A huge cock. Bigger than my husband's."

Ethan groaned.

"Tell him what it does that his cannot."

"It opens me wider. Goes deeper. Hits everything."

Her pussy clenched.

"Baby," she cried. "I am going to come on the bull you chose."

Ethan's eyes shone. "Do it."

"Call him what he asked for," I said.

Naomi's mouth curved through the strain.

"My cuck. My sweet little cuck. Watch your wife come on a real cock."

Ethan's fist became a blur.

"Do not come yet," I told him.

His face twisted. "I cannot hold it."

"You waited a year. Hold it."

He gripped the base of his cock and stopped.

Naomi laughed breathlessly. "Good boy. Suffer for me."

I pushed her forward onto her hands and drove deeper. My balls struck her clit. She cried out.

"That is it," I said. "Come for him. Let him see what his choice does to his wife."

Her eyes stayed on Ethan.

The first wave hit.

Her pussy clamped around my cock so hard the pressure dragged a groan from me. Naomi screamed, a long raw sound that rose until it broke. Her arms gave way. I held her hips off the bed and kept fucking through the spasms.

"Marcus. Fuck. Ethan."

Both names. Mine for what her pussy felt. His for where she needed to return.

Ethan watched her shake.

"She is squeezing me," I told him. "Your wife does not want to let the big cock go."

Naomi sobbed a laugh and came harder. Cream spread around my cock and down her thighs. Her entire frame convulsed beneath my hands.

"Look at her cunt milk me," I said. "Have you ever made her pulse like this?"

Ethan's answer cracked. "No."

"Tell her."

"I have never seen you come like that."

Naomi's eyes never left him. "Because you never gave me this much cock, baby."

Jealousy cut across his face.

His cock jumped beneath his hand.

"Now," I told him. "Come watching her."

Ethan released the base and stroked twice.

He came across his stomach and chest, a broken groan leaving him as his wife shook on my cock. The sight sent another pulse through Naomi. She screamed his name and pushed back against me.

I held myself deep.

Her pussy continued gripping in smaller waves. Ethan's cum shone beneath the lamp. His hand stayed wrapped around his softening cock.

Naomi collapsed forward, breathing hard.

"I cannot feel my legs."

Ethan laughed weakly. "You still have them."

"Check."

He reached for her ankle and squeezed.

She smiled without lifting her face.

For a few seconds, the room softened.

I stayed buried in her and watched them share the aftershocks of her orgasm. Ethan wiped one tear from her cheek. Naomi kissed his fingers.

My cock remained hard.

My chest felt empty.

"She is still tight around you," Ethan said.

I looked at him.

He had stopped performing the role. The man in front of me was simply a husband stunned by what he had seen.

"Yes."

"Are you close?"

"Not yet."

Naomi lifted her head. "Then do not stop."

The hunger returned quickly. She glanced at Ethan's cum across his skin and smiled.

"My cuck already made a mess. Now I want my bull to fill me."

Ethan's eyes widened.

The final act had been agreed before I arrived. Naomi wanted it. Ethan had written it in his own document and initialed the line.

Still, hearing her say it changed him.

"You want him to come in you?" he asked.

"I want to feel the load you chose."

"Say what that makes me."

Naomi reached for his hand.

"The husband brave enough to watch another man leave his cum in your wife."

He looked at me.

"Do it," he said.

I pulled slowly out until only the head remained.

Naomi whimpered at the sudden loss of pressure.

Then I drove back into her.

The second part of the night began.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

What Remained After Heat

MARCUS

Naomi was softer after she came.

Her swollen pussy took me more easily, slick and still pulsing with smaller aftershocks. I set a steady rhythm and watched Ethan move from the floor to the bed beside her.

He kissed her shoulder.

She turned her face toward him.

"Tell me," he said.

"What?"

"Everything."

I drove deep.

Naomi moaned against his mouth. "He is still hard."

"Bigger than me?"

"So much bigger."

"Better?"

She hesitated.

Ethan noticed.

"No protecting me."

I slowed, giving the question room.

Naomi looked directly at her husband. "Different."

"That is not an answer."

"His cock fills me better. Your cock knows me better."

The distinction landed honestly.

Ethan's face changed. Pain first, then understanding.

"Which makes you come harder?"

Naomi's pussy tightened around me.

"Tonight? Him."

Ethan inhaled through his teeth.

She cupped his face. "But I came looking at you. I called your name. You are the reason it mattered."

His eyes closed for one second.

"Call me cuck again."

Naomi smiled.

"My cuck. My dirty husband who needed to hear that a bigger cock made his wife come harder."

His cock began rising again.

She felt it against her hand and laughed softly.

"There it is. The truth hurts and your little dick wakes right back up."

I increased the pace.

Her words broke into moans.

"Marcus. Harder."

I gripped her hips and gave her what she asked for. The bed moved beneath us. Wet slaps filled the room. Ethan stayed close enough that Naomi could kiss him between cries.

"Look at your wife," I told him. "Her cunt is taking me easier now. I opened her for you."

His face flushed.

"She feels loose around you?"

"No. She feels trained."

Naomi moaned at the word.

"Tell him what you learned," I said.

"How to take a big cock."

"Who taught you?"

"My bull."

"Who brought him?"

"My cuckold husband."

Ethan stroked himself again, slower now.

I pulled Naomi upright against me. One hand spread across her stomach, feeling the deep pressure each time my cock drove in. Her head rested against my chest.

"Can you feel me here?" I asked, pressing low on her belly.

"Yes."

"Tell him."

"Baby, he is so deep I can feel the head under his hand."

Ethan reached out and placed his palm beside mine.

Our hands covered her stomach together.

Naomi looked down.

"Both of you."

"Your husband is feeling my cock move in his wife," I said.

Ethan groaned.

I drove deeper, making the pressure shift beneath our palms.

"There," Naomi gasped. "Feel that, baby?"

"Yes."

"That is the cock you picked stretching your wife from the inside."

The sentence pushed Ethan close again.

I saw it in his face.

"Not yet," I told him.

"I already came."

"Then you can wait longer this time."

Naomi laughed and turned her mouth toward mine.

I stopped her with a hand beneath her jaw.

"Kiss your husband."

A flicker of surprise crossed her face.

Then she leaned forward and kissed Ethan.

That was the boundary I had not written but always kept. I could use a wife's mouth when the scene asked for it. I could taste wine, lipstick, her husband's jealousy. With Naomi, I did not want the kiss.

Because I knew which mouth I would imagine.

Ethan kissed her deeply while I fucked her from behind. Naomi's moans moved into his mouth. His hand slid from her stomach to her tit. Mine held her waist.

The three of us created the shape they had planned.

I remained outside it.

My orgasm built slowly, pressure tightening through my balls and lower stomach. Naomi's pussy gripped harder each time I drove deep. She sensed the change.

"You are close."

"Yes."

She broke the kiss and looked at Ethan. "Tell him where."

Ethan's breathing stopped for half a second.

This was his decision. It had always been his.

He looked at the cock disappearing into his wife, at the cream around the base, at Naomi's flushed face.

"Come in her," he said. "Fill my wife."

The words were steady.

Naomi smiled at him with pride.

"Thank your husband," I told her.

"Thank you, cuck. Thank you for giving me this cock. Thank you for letting him fill your slut wife."

I drove hard.

Once.

Twice.

Naomi cried out.

On the third stroke, I buried every inch and came.

My cock pulsed deep in her pussy. The first spurt made her gasp. The next made her close her eyes. I held her tight against me while the load filled the woman her husband had placed in my hands.

"He is coming," she whispered. "Baby, I can feel it. So much."

Ethan stared at the place where my hips met her ass.

"Keep him in you."

"I am."

My cock pulsed again.

Naomi's pussy clenched around it, drawing the last cum deeper. She moaned and reached for Ethan's face.

"Look at me, cuck. Look at your wife getting filled by the bull you chose."

Ethan came a second time with almost no touch, his cock jerking weakly in his hand.

Naomi laughed through a moan.

"Good boy."

The room slowed.

My breathing steadied. My cock softened gradually deep in her pussy. Cum began to slip around the base, warm against my balls.

I looked at Naomi's hair against my chest, Ethan's hand on her cheek, the black sheets wrinkled beneath us.

I had delivered everything they requested.

She had screamed.

He had come twice.

My load filled her.

The night should have satisfied every appetite in the room.

When I pulled out, thick cum followed my cock and ran down Naomi's swollen pussy.

Ethan watched it.

Naomi opened her legs wider for him.

"Come see what you gave me," she whispered.

I stepped back.

The place I had occupied closed immediately.

Ethan moved toward his wife.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Not Their Window

MARCUS

Ethan touched Naomi as if she had become fragile after being loud.

He started at her ankle, palm sliding up her calf, over her knee, along the thigh trembling beneath his hand. Naomi lay back against the pillows with her legs open. My cum continued slipping from her pussy in thick white streaks.

"Look at the mess," she whispered.

Ethan stared.

His face held the stunned tenderness I had seen in other husbands after fantasy became evidence.

"Are you jealous?" she asked.

"Yes."

"Hard?"

He looked down at his soft cock and laughed. "Not anymore."

"Give it a minute."

She reached for him, but he caught her hand and kissed the palm.

"I want to see you first."

Naomi's expression softened.

I walked toward the bathroom, giving them the privacy that often mattered more because I remained nearby. The door stood partly open behind me. I washed my hands, cleaned my cock, and listened to their breathing change in the bedroom.

"Tell me the truth," Ethan said.

"I did."

"Again."

A pause.

"He was bigger. Much bigger."

"And?"

"He filled me more. He made me come harder tonight."

The word tonight was careful.

Ethan heard it.

"Only tonight?"

"Baby."

"I am asking."

Naomi's voice lost the sharpness of the scene. "You have made me come harder in our life. Not because of size. Because you know when I am afraid. You know when I am pretending. You know the difference between me wanting more and me needing you to hold me."

Silence followed.

I stood over the sink and watched water run across my fingers.

"Did you think of me while he was in you?" Ethan asked.

"The whole time."

"Even when you screamed his name?"

"Especially then. I wanted you to hear what you gave me."

A quiet sound left him.

Naomi continued. "Come here."

The mattress moved.

Through the narrow opening, I saw Ethan kneel at her open pussy.

He placed both hands on her knees and looked at the cum coating her pussy. Naomi touched his hair.

"You do not have to," she said.

"I want to."

"Why?"

"Because I need to know what tonight tastes like."

He lowered his mouth.

Naomi gasped.

His tongue moved through her swollen lips, gathering my cum and her cream. He licked slowly, without performance, eyes closed as if tasting a truth too large for language. Naomi's fingers tightened in his hair.

"That is it," she whispered. "Taste your bull on your wife."

The dirty voice returned, quieter now.

Ethan groaned against her pussy.

My cock stirred despite the exhaustion in my chest.

He licked again, deeper, cleaning what I had left. Naomi watched him with open affection.

"Good cuck," she said. "My brave husband."

He lifted his head. Cum shone on his lips.

Naomi pulled him upward.

They kissed.

Her tongue moved into his mouth without hesitation. She tasted herself and me on him, then held his face between both hands.

"I love you," she said.

"I love you."

"Was it what you wanted?"

Ethan's eyes filled. "More."

"Too much?"

"Almost."

"Do you regret it?"

"No."

"Do you hate me a little?"

The question was honest enough to make him flinch.

"I hate how much I loved it."

Naomi kissed him again. "Then hate it in my arms."

He folded over her, face against her neck. She held him while his shoulders shook once.

The scene should have pierced me the way Rachel and Daniel had.

It did not.

I felt tenderness. Respect. A distant warmth for two people who had asked honestly and survived what they requested.

But I did not feel the knife.

That realization was worse than pain.

I had spent months hoping the knife belonged to the dynamic. A husband kneeling. A wife kissing him with another man's taste in his mouth. Love remaining after humiliation.

If any couple could create the same wound, then Rachel was only the first.

Ethan and Naomi proved the opposite.

The window was lit.

The marriage was real.

I was still outside.

But it was not their window I had been standing beneath.

Ethan found the emerald panties on the floor near the chair and held them up.

"You wrote that I could choose whether you wear these home," he said.

Naomi looked at the lace, then at me. "Did he show you my note?"

"He showed me the promise, not the answer."

She held out one foot. "Then answer now, husband."

Ethan knelt. He guided the emerald lace over one ankle, then the other, drawing it slowly up her calves. When it reached her thighs, he stopped. My cum still shone across her pussy.

His hands trembled again. Not from fear this time. From the weight of deciding what happened to the evidence.

"Over it," Naomi whispered. "Dress your wife with his cum still in her."

Ethan looked at me once.

I gave no instruction. This belonged to them.

He pulled the panties higher and tied the emerald ribbons at her hips. The lace pressed against her swollen pussy, catching what continued to leak. Naomi moaned softly as the fabric settled. Ethan kissed each bow, then the place below her navel.

"Beautiful," he said.

"Used?"

His jaw tightened.

Naomi touched his hair. "Say it. You wanted the word."

"Used," he whispered. "And still my wife."

"More your wife than before."

He rose and found the bra. Naomi turned her back so he could fasten it. His fingers worked the clasp with familiar ease. Then he gathered the green dress from downstairs, returned, and slipped it over her head. The silk covered the marks, the lace, the cum, the entire night, but nothing about the room felt erased.

He closed the zipper to the base of her neck.

Naomi faced him dressed exactly as she had been when she descended the stairs. The difference existed beneath the fabric, in the way she stood and the way he looked at her.

"Home," she said.

Ethan shook his head. "You never left."

That line was not practiced.

It went through me cleanly.

Naomi kissed him, and Ethan held the back of the green dress in both fists. I watched from beside the bathroom door as the ritual closed around them.

For a moment, I understood why he had needed the garment. Fantasy had stripped his wife into a new shape. Love dressed her without pretending she was unchanged.

Rachel had once asked Daniel to bring her home.

Naomi did not need the same words.

Ethan had found his own.

Naomi noticed me in the doorway.

"Come here," she said.

I stepped back into the bedroom.

Ethan sat beside her, one arm around her shoulders. His mouth was clean now except for a faint shine.

"Thank you," he said.

"You did the difficult part."

"You fucked my wife."

"That was not the difficult part."

He understood.

Naomi reached for my hand and pressed it between both of hers. "You were exactly what we needed."

The sentence should have pleased me.

Instead it made me tired.

"Drink water," I said. "Both of you. Eat something with salt. Talk before you sleep. Talk again in the morning."

Naomi smiled. "Bossy aftercare."

"Useful aftercare."

Ethan handed her the water from the nightstand. She drank, then passed it to him.

I dressed while they stayed together on the bed. My briefs. Trousers. Belt. Shirt. Each piece rebuilt the man who had arrived.

Naomi watched me button the cuffs.

"Do you always leave this fast?"

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because the end belongs to the couple."

Ethan looked at me with the same unsettling attention he had shown in the kitchen.

"And where do you go?"

"Home."

"To who?"

Naomi touched his arm. "Ethan."

I fastened the last button.

"No one," I said.

The truth changed the room.

Naomi's face softened with something I did not want from her.

Pity.

"Marcus," she began.

"Do not."

She stopped.

I picked up the garment bag.

Ethan stood naked beside the bed and offered his hand. I took it.

"You gave us something," he said.

"Make it worth keeping."

"We will."

Naomi pulled the sheet across her waist and smiled. "Good night, bull."

I looked at her, then at the husband standing between us.

"Good night, wife. Good night, cuck."

Ethan laughed, embarrassed and proud.

I left them in the same room, under the same black sheets, with the door closing gently behind me.

Downstairs, the green dress remained on the floor.

I stepped around it.


CHAPTER FIFTEEN

The Question at the Door

MARCUS

Ethan followed me downstairs wearing only his jeans.

I heard him before I reached the front door. Bare feet on pale wood. A nervous breath. The quiet urgency of a man who had one more question and feared losing the chance to ask it.

"Marcus."

I turned.

He stopped near the green dress, glanced down, and picked it up. He folded the silk over one arm with surprising care.

"Naomi is fine," he said. "She is drinking water."

"Good."

"She told me to let you leave."

"Then listen to your wife."

"I need to ask something first."

I waited.

Ethan looked toward the stairs. "Do you ever get attached?"

The question had been coming since the kitchen.

I adjusted the garment bag over my shoulder. "Why are you asking?"

"Because you watched us afterward."

"I make sure the couple reconnects."

"No. You watched like you were remembering something."

The newly married software designer had become too observant for my comfort.

"You had an intense night," I said. "Do not turn me into part of your emotional processing."

"Maybe you are already part of it."

"For tonight."

"What happens if Naomi thinks about you tomorrow?"

"She will."

His face changed.

I continued before jealousy could write a story for him.

"She will think about the size. The first inch. The sound you made when she compared us. She will remember my hands because they were unfamiliar. That does not mean she wants my life. It means memory keeps novelty."

"And if she wants you again?"

"That is a conversation between you and her before it becomes a message to me."

He nodded slowly.

"Would you come?"

"I do not know."

"Why not?"

Because Naomi had done nothing wrong. Because Ethan's courage had been real. Because their marriage was interesting, their fantasy honest, their bedroom warm.

Because none of it was the room I wanted.

"I decide one invitation at a time."

He accepted that with visible disappointment.

Then he asked the question he had followed me downstairs to ask.

"Was there a wife?"

I said nothing.

"Someone you got attached to," he clarified. "Was there one?"

"Go upstairs, Ethan."

"That is a yes."

I stepped closer. He did not retreat.

"You are not entitled to my private life because I saw your wife naked."

"No. I know. I am sorry."

His apology was immediate and sincere.

I reached for the door.

"I asked because she must have been extraordinary," he said.

My hand stopped on the lock.

"Why?"

"Because Naomi is extraordinary. Tonight was everything I imagined. You made her scream. She looked beautiful. I have never felt more afraid or more in love. And you still looked somewhere else when she kissed me."

The house became too quiet.

I looked at the wedding photographs on the wall.

"She was not mine," I said.

Ethan's voice softened. "Naomi was not yours either."

"That is different."

"Because the other wife mattered?"

I opened the door.

Cool night air entered the house.

"Go hold your wife."

"Marcus."

"Now."

He obeyed this time.

At the stairs, he turned back. "For what it is worth, I hope someone looks at you the way Naomi looks at me."

I nearly laughed.

Someone had.

Rachel had looked at me with hunger, gratitude, surprise, and trust.

Then she had looked at Daniel with love.

That was the difference Ethan could not understand.

I stepped outside and closed the door.

My car waited beneath a streetlamp. The black paint reflected the yellow light. I placed the garment bag in the trunk and sat behind the wheel without starting the engine.

Upstairs, a bedroom light came on.

Two shadows moved behind the curtain. Ethan returning to the bed. Naomi rising to meet him.

I watched until the shadows joined.

Then I looked at my phone.

No message from Daniel.

There had not been one for months.

I opened our old thread anyway.

The last message was simple.

Thank you for taking care of her. We are good. Better than good.

I had replied with a thumbs-up.

I stared at the small blue symbol until it looked obscene.

My thumb moved over the keyboard.

How are you both?

I read the question.

Deleted it.

Rachel looked beautiful tonight.

Deleted before the sentence finished.

I think about her.

My heart struck once, hard.

Delete.

The upstairs light went dark.

I started the engine.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN

The Long Drive

MARCUS

The drive home took thirty-eight minutes.

I measured it in comparisons.

Naomi's hair was brighter than Rachel's.

Rachel's voice dropped lower when she was trying not to scream.

Ethan touched his wife with more caution.

Daniel touched Rachel as if he knew exactly where she would break and trusted her to tell him if she wanted to.

Naomi performed cruelty until the truth made her forget the performance.

Rachel discovered cruelty in real time and looked shocked by how much Daniel loved it.

Ethan had asked smart questions.

Daniel had poured whiskey with a trembling hand and trusted silence more than explanations.

Naomi's pussy had been hot, tight, responsive.

Rachel's had felt like a threshold.

That last thought disgusted me.

A pussy was flesh. Muscle. Heat. It did not carry destiny. I had spent years refusing the sentimental lies men built around sex. Flesh responded. Cocks got hard. Women came. Husbands cried. Chemistry did not prove cosmic design.

Yet every mile turned Naomi into evidence of what she was not.

At a red light, I gripped the steering wheel until the leather creaked.

I had no right to compare them.

Naomi had offered herself to a fantasy she built with her husband. She had trusted me with her fear, her heat, her marriage. I had done the job well. Her orgasm had been real. Ethan's pain had been real. Their love had become more visible, not less.

The failure belonged entirely to me.

The light changed.

I drove past the club without turning. A line had formed beneath the neon sign. Women in short dresses laughed against the summer night. Men checked identification at the door. Somewhere backstage, Cole would be tying his shoes, making someone laugh, pretending he had not spent the week monitoring whether I ate.

My phone rang through the speakers.

COLE.

I let it ring out.

He called again.

I answered. "I am driving."

"That explains the sound of a car. How was it?"

"Good."

"Good how?"

"They were prepared. Ethan stayed involved. Naomi enjoyed herself."

"You sound like you are filing an insurance report."

"You asked."

"Did the strip work?"

"Yes."

"Did she compare?"

"Yes."

"Did the husband survive hearing the truth?"

"He came twice."

Cole laughed. "That is a strong survival rate. And you?"

"What about me?"

"Did you enjoy yourself?"

I changed lanes.

"It was good."

"You already said that."

"Because it was."

The silence on the line changed. Cole had heard the lie.

"Where are you?" he asked.

"Fifteen minutes from home."

"Come to the club."

"No."

"I will buy you dinner."

"It is after midnight."

"That is when dinner tastes honest."

"I am tired."

"Marcus."

I tightened my hands on the wheel.

"Do not."

"Did she remind you of Rachel?"

The name entered the car like another person.

I ended the call.

Cole did not call back.

For the remaining twelve minutes, I drove in silence.

At home, the grocery bags still stood on the kitchen counter. Milk warm. Meat unsafe. Greens wilted inside plastic. I had bought food and forgotten to put it away because Naomi's message had arrived.

I threw most of it out.

The refrigerator light revealed the same three eggs, mustard, and bottle of water.

I added nothing.

In the bathroom, I showered until the hot water faded. Naomi's perfume disappeared first. Then the oil. Then the smell of sex from my skin. I washed twice more, searching for a trace I could blame for the heaviness in my chest.

Nothing remained.

That was the problem.

Rachel had remained.

I dried myself and stood before the mirror. Thirty-five. Broad shoulders. Dark skin. Short beard. The frame people paid to watch still looked powerful beneath flat bathroom light.

The eyes did not.

Ethan had said I looked somewhere else when Naomi kissed him.

He had been right.

I went to the bedroom and opened the nightstand drawer. Condoms. Lube. A watch I no longer wore. Beneath them, folded once, was the black satin blindfold Rachel had used.

I should not have had it.

Daniel had handed it to me by accident when I gathered my things. Or perhaps not by accident. I had discovered it in the garment bag after I returned home. I had planned to mail it back.

Months passed.

Now I lifted it from the drawer.

The satin held no scent. No warmth. Only memory.

I sat on the edge of the bed with the blindfold across my palm.

Naomi had been beautiful.

Ethan had been brave.

The sex had been intense.

I had come deep in another man's wife while he watched.

None of it reached the place one woman had opened without knowing.

I lay down, blindfold still in my hand, and stared at the ceiling until morning began graying the window.


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

Rachel

MARCUS

I said her name aloud at six fourteen in the morning.

"Rachel."

The room did not answer.

Until that moment, I had kept the name behind my teeth when I was alone. Thinking it was weakness. Saying it felt like confession.

I had not slept.

The blindfold lay on the pillow beside me. Morning light turned the black satin gray. I picked it up, pressed it once between both hands, and put it back in the drawer.

Then I opened Daniel's message thread.

The photograph at the top was nearly a year old. Rachel in the red dress before the first night, taken from behind. Daniel had sent it with the words:

She is ready. Are you?

I remembered my answer.

Yes.

A single word from a man who believed readiness meant knowing what to do with his cock.

I scrolled.

The address. The time. The rules. Daniel asking whether I preferred bourbon. Rachel's message after the night, sent from Daniel's phone.

Thank you for making my husband's fantasy real. Thank you for seeing both of us.

I had replied:

Take care of each other.

She answered:

Always.

The thread ended two messages later.

I began typing.

I saw a couple last night.

Deleted.

They reminded me of you.

Deleted.

No one reminds me of you.

I threw the phone onto the bed.

My cock was hard.

The reaction felt insulting, but I stopped pretending it surprised me. Rachel had become tied to every part of me. Hunger. Loneliness. Shame. The ache beneath my ribs. My flesh reached for release whenever memory became too sharp.

I pushed the sweatpants down and wrapped a fist around myself.

The first stroke brought her face back.

Not Naomi's mouth around my cock. Not Naomi spread beneath me.

Rachel lifting the blindfold.

Her eyes finding me behind her.

Shock first. Then recognition. Then the turn toward Daniel, as if she needed to see whether her husband had truly built the impossible moment around her.

I stroked harder.

In memory, I pressed the head of my cock against her pussy. She pushed back. Daniel watched. Rachel called him cuck and love in the same breath.

My fist moved faster.

I pictured the red dress at her waist. Her ass beneath my hands. Daniel's face when she said I was bigger. His cock hard despite the pain. Rachel seeing both and becoming cruel because his suffering proved how deeply he wanted her.

The memory shifted.

Daniel disappeared from the chair.

For the first time, I imagined Rachel alone with me.

The fantasy stopped my hand.

Without Daniel, the room felt wrong.

Rachel's hunger had been bright because it reflected off her husband. Remove him, and the scene became an affair. A theft. A version of her I did not want.

That truth should have relieved me.

It did not.

I did not want Rachel away from Daniel.

I wanted to remain in the room with both of them.

I wanted a place inside the thing that made them stronger.

The thought terrified me more than wanting another man's wife ever had.

I resumed stroking, but the rhythm felt mechanical. My cock stayed hard. Release moved farther away.

I tried Naomi.

Green silk. Red hair. Her hands failing to close around me. The heavy slap of my cock against her ass. Her scream when I filled her.

Nothing.

I tried women from the club. Faces. Tits. Mouths. A dozen willing fantasies.

Nothing.

Rachel returned.

Not naked.

Sitting at a kitchen table with Daniel. Laughing at something he said. Bare feet tucked beneath her. Wedding ring catching sunlight.

My cock softened in my hand.

I let go.

That frightened me.

Sex had always been the simplest language I spoke. I could turn almost anything into heat. Fear. Comparison. Humiliation. A husband's jealousy. A wife's curiosity. My own anger. Flesh took confusion and made it physical.

Rachel had moved beyond that conversion.

Thinking of her did not only make me hard.

It made me want breakfast at her table.

I sat naked on the edge of the bed until my hard-on disappeared.

Then I picked up the phone again.

I typed:

Just wanted to know if you and Rachel are doing well.

My thumb hovered over send.

The message was harmless. Bulls checked on couples. People asked whether friends were well. Daniel had trusted me. Rachel had thanked me. Nothing in the sentence confessed what had grown beneath it.

I imagined Daniel reading it beside her.

I imagined him looking at Rachel.

I imagined her saying my name.

Delete.

I typed only:

Rachel.

One name. No explanation.

Delete.

I put the phone facedown.

At eight, the studio manager called to ask whether I was coming in.

I told him I had a fever.

It was the first client day I had missed in four years.

At nine, Cole sent breakfast to my apartment through a delivery service. Eggs, potatoes, bacon, fruit, coffee.

The note read:

Eat before you become a Victorian ghost.

I ate half the eggs standing at the counter.

Then I opened the refrigerator and placed the remaining container inside.

The light came on.

For the first time in weeks, something fresh occupied the shelf. It did not make the apartment less empty.


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

The Lie Cole Heard

MARCUS

Cole arrived that evening without asking.

He used the spare key I had given him years earlier, entered carrying a bottle of whiskey, and stopped when he saw me sitting at the kitchen table.

"You missed work."

"I called."

"You do not call out. You train people during hurricanes."

"There was one hurricane."

"And you made Mrs. Patel do lunges by flashlight."

He set the whiskey between us.

I looked at it. "I do not want a drink."

"Good. I brought it for me."

He opened the refrigerator, saw the breakfast container, and nodded as if confirming a patient still had a pulse.

"You ate."

"Part of it."

"Progress."

"Stop inspecting my kitchen."

"Stop turning your kitchen into a cry for help."

He sat across from me and poured one finger of whiskey into a water glass.

"Tell me about Naomi."

"I already did."

"You gave me metrics. I asked about the night."

"She was confident. Ethan was nervous. The strip worked. She compared us. He stayed involved. They reconnected."

"And?"

"And nothing."

Cole drank.

"Did she look at him?"

I knew what he was asking.

"Yes."

"Like Rachel looked at Daniel?"

"Do not use them as a measuring tool."

"You already did."

The truth moved through me as anger.

"Get out."

"No."

"Cole."

"You asked me to be your friend years before we became this." He gestured between us, meaning bulls, performers, men who entered marriages and left before breakfast. "I was here before Rachel. I will be here after you finally admit what she did to you."

"She did nothing."

"Exactly. That is why this is eating you alive. She did not seduce you away from her husband. She did not promise a future. She loved Daniel in front of you, and you fell for the part of her you could never possess."

My chair struck the wall when I stood.

Cole remained seated.

"Say her name again and I will put you through that window."

He looked at the window, then at me. "Expensive. Use the wall."

The joke failed to soften anything.

I planted both hands on the table.

"You do not understand."

"Then make me understand."

"I do not know what this is."

The admission left before I could stop it.

Cole went still.

I sat again because my legs suddenly felt unreliable.

"I thought it was the scene," I said. "The way Daniel watched. The way she came back to him. I thought I wanted to see that kind of marriage again."

"And Naomi?"

"She loved Ethan. He loved her. It was real."

"But?"

"It was not them."

Cole leaned back, glass forgotten in his hand.

"No one is them."

"I know."

"Do you?"

I looked toward the dark refrigerator door and saw our reflections in it.

"I tried to think about Rachel without Daniel this morning."

Cole said nothing.

"It felt wrong. I do not want her to leave him. I do not want an affair. I do not want to steal her."

"What do you want?"

That was the question.

The one Ethan had asked in another form. The one Susan had seen in my face. The one Valerie had identified from across a room.

"I want to stop feeling like I am outside their life."

Cole's expression changed. The humor disappeared completely.

"Marcus."

"Do not pity me."

"I do not."

"Then what?"

"I am trying to understand how you managed to fall in love with a marriage."

I laughed once, without humor.

"Maybe I did."

The words hung between us.

Cole poured whiskey into a second glass and pushed it toward me. This time, I took it.

We drank in silence.

After a while, he said, "Naomi messaged me."

My shoulders tightened.

"Why?"

"To say thank you. Ethan is emotional but good. They wrote a new rule this morning."

"What rule?"

"No comparison after breakfast unless both of them ask for it."

Despite everything, I smiled.

"Smart."

"They also want to see you again eventually."

"No."

The answer came too fast.

Cole noticed but did not challenge it.

"I told them you decide one invitation at a time."

"Good."

He finished the whiskey and rotated the empty glass between his palms.

"There is another couple."

I closed my eyes. "No."

"This one is different."

"They all say that."

"The husband contacted me."

"Most husbands contact you. You make them feel less frightened of their own mouths."

"He does not want me mainly for his wife."

I opened my eyes.

Cole looked uncomfortable.

That was rare enough to change the air.

"What does he want?"

"Me."

I waited.

"His wife wants both of us," Cole continued. "But Peter chose me for himself. He says he has spent years pretending the attention he gives men is only comparison."

"And you?"

"I do not know."

"Do you want him?"

Cole looked into the empty glass. "I want to know why the message scared me."

The honesty matched mine too closely.

"Why do you need me?"

"Because his wife wants you. Because I trust you. Because if I go alone, I might turn it into a performance before I understand what is real."

I thought of Naomi's practiced cruelty becoming honest under pressure. Ethan asking who I went home to. Rachel's name alone on my phone screen.

Work had not saved me.

Another couple would not save me.

But Cole had walked into my empty kitchen and asked for help without making it sound like weakness.

That mattered.

"Send the details," I said.

His eyes lifted. "You are coming?"

"For you. Not the couple."

A small smile appeared. "Careful. That almost sounded like friendship."

"Send the address before I change my mind."

He took out his phone.

A message arrived on mine seconds later.

PETER AND JUNE HOLLOWAY.

Beneath their photograph, Peter had written one line.

I want Cole. June wants Marcus. We both want the truth.

I looked at Cole across the table.

For the first time since Rachel, the next invitation did not feel like an attempt to replace her.

It felt like a door my friend was afraid to open alone.

"When?" I asked.

"Two weeks."

Of course.

Fourteen days again.


EPILOGUE

A Name That Stayed

MARCUS

After Cole left, I washed the two glasses and put the whiskey in the cabinet.

The apartment was quiet, but not silent. Traffic moved below. A neighbor laughed behind the wall. The refrigerator motor hummed.

I opened the door.

Three eggs. Mustard. Water. Half a breakfast.

I took out the container and finished it at the counter.

Then I went to the bedroom, opened the nightstand, and lifted the black satin blindfold.

For months, I had treated it like evidence. Proof that the night happened. Proof that Rachel had been beneath me. Proof that Daniel had chosen me.

Now it looked like what it was.

A piece of cloth that belonged to someone else's marriage.

I found a padded envelope in the hall closet. Placed the blindfold inside. Wrote Daniel's address from memory.

No note.

I sealed it before I could change my mind.

At the door, I placed the envelope beside my keys so I would take it to the post office in the morning.

My phone lit up.

A new message from an unknown number.

For one impossible second, I thought it might be Rachel.

It was Naomi.

Ethan gave me your number for one message only. We are good. More honest than yesterday. Thank you for seeing us.

A second message followed.

He also told me you looked sad when we kissed. Whoever she is, I hope she knows.

I deleted the thread without answering.

Then I stood in the kitchen with Rachel's blindfold waiting by the door and Peter's address waiting on my phone.

I had spent years believing my silence made me strong.

That night, it felt like a room with no windows.

I slept for two hours on the sofa.

At eight thirty, sunlight found the envelope beside my keys. For several minutes I considered returning it to the drawer. The satin had become part of the apartment, a secret object that asked nothing and proved too much. Mailing it meant admitting I had kept it. Keeping it meant continuing to pretend the accident belonged to me.

I carried it downstairs.

The post office was six blocks away. I walked because the morning air was cold enough to make thought difficult. People moved around me with ordinary purpose. Coffee. Dogs. Children in strollers. A woman argued into a headset about a delivery window. No one knew the envelope beneath my arm had watched a marriage change.

At the counter, the clerk weighed it.

"Anything fragile?" she asked.

"No."

The answer felt dishonest.

She printed the label and slid the envelope into a gray bin. It disappeared beneath catalogs and padded packages. No ceremony. No final chance to take it back.

Outside, I checked my phone. No new message from Daniel. Of course not. The package would arrive without explanation. Perhaps he would recognize the blindfold. Perhaps Rachel would. Perhaps they would laugh at my delay. Perhaps Daniel would understand everything I had failed to write.

I nearly returned to the counter.

Instead I walked home.

At a small market, I bought eggs, bread, coffee, chicken, rice, fruit, and vegetables. Enough food for a week. The cashier packed the bags while I stared at a display of red wine and remembered Rachel's lipstick on a glass. I left the bottle on the shelf.

Back at the apartment, I filled the refrigerator. Milk on the upper shelf. Eggs in the door. Fruit in the drawer. The ordinary abundance looked almost aggressive beneath the white light.

It did not cure anything.

It was still better than mustard and memory.

I turned off the light.

In the dark, one name remained.

Rachel.


COMING NEXT IN CONFESSIONS OF TWO BULLS

COLE IN THE MIRROR

Peter does not want Cole only for his wife. He wants to touch the man behind the performance, and Cole is no longer certain where the bull ends and the man begins.

Marcus goes with him carrying a truth of his own: sex cannot erase Rachel, and silence cannot keep protecting him forever.

Two men. One marriage. A husband finally asking for what he wants.

And a mirror Cole may not survive unchanged.
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