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A Wife's First Real Confession


PART ONE

The Message




Chapter 1

The Notification

The phone vibrated on the marble counter.

I was barefoot, still in my robe — the short silk one you gave me on our anniversary, remember? That deep-blue shade you said matched my skin — my body still warm from sleep, the smell of coffee hanging in the kitchen like a quiet promise. Morning light slipped through the linen curtains and drew golden rectangles across the wooden floor. The distant noise of the street — a truck passing by, someone sweeping the sidewalk — reached us muffled, as if the house were an aquarium and we were suspended inside it. You had your back to me, your shoulders relaxed, working the coffee maker with that ritual calm I have always loved. The spoon clinked softly against the ceramic. Steam rose in slow spirals, and I remember thinking, in the exact instant before I looked at the screen, that this peace was too beautiful to last.

The phone vibrated again.

Two short vibrations.

A message, not a call.

My stomach tightened before my eyes even read the name. Because I knew, Luke. I had known for weeks. Since the night you came home with that different shine in your eyes and said, “I found someone.” Since the whispered conversations in the dark, the descriptions you gave me — “he’s strong, confident, experienced, he knows what he’s doing” — the photos you showed me while your hands trembled just slightly. I knew this moment would come.

But no one is ever prepared to see the name of a fantasy light up her own phone, on an ordinary Tuesday morning, with coffee brewing and her husband standing two steps away.

Marcus.

The white letters on the dark screen seemed to pulse, alive, as if they had their own heartbeat. I touched the icon with a finger still damp from moisturizer. The message opened, and for a second, I swear, the air in the kitchen became thicker, warmer, harder to breathe.

“Thursday, 8 p.m. Confirmed. I’m looking forward to meeting both of you. Until then, Mia. Until then, Luke.”

I closed my eyes.

I felt the silk of my robe slide over my nipples, which hardened instantly, as if my body understood the message before my mind did. I felt heat rise from my belly to my chest and from my chest to my throat, a slow and irreversible wave. I pressed my thighs together without meaning to and realized I was already wet.

Just from reading his name.

Just from knowing he existed, that he wanted this, that he was coming.

My body reacted as if the fantasy had slipped into my bloodstream and was now pulsing along with my heart.

When I opened my eyes, you had turned around. You were looking at me with your coffee mug suspended halfway to your mouth, your face still softened by sleep, your hair a mess, wearing that white T-shirt I love — but your eyes, Luke, your eyes were already far too awake.

Eyes that knew.

Eyes that had been waiting.

Eyes that asked without making a sound.

“Is it him?” you asked.

Your voice came out deeper than usual, or maybe my hearing had sharpened in that instant, catching every nuance, every tiny hesitation.

I didn't answer right away. I only nodded slowly and read the message out loud.

Each syllable seemed to fill the entire kitchen.

Thurs-day. Eight p.m. Con-firmed.

As if the words had physical weight. Mass. Temperature.

The steam from the coffee still rose between us like a translucent curtain. The silence that followed was the loudest thing I had ever heard — a silence filled with everything we weren't saying. All the videos we had watched together in bed, the laptop propped on the sheets, your hand between my legs while the screen showed a woman with two men and you whispered, “Imagine that’s you. Imagine it.” All the nights I rode you slowly and leaned close to your ear and said, “Imagine another man behind me. A cock bigger than yours. Imagine watching.” All the times you came faster, harder, moaning my name when I said those things.

Now it wasn't talk anymore.

It wasn't a video.

It wasn't imagination.

It was Thursday.

It was 8 p.m.

It was the name of a real man on my phone.

You set the mug down on the counter. The sound of ceramic against marble was dry, final. You walked toward me with slow steps, and I realized you were feeling the weight of the moment too — your shoulders slightly tighter, your jaw clenched, that faint line between your brows that appears when you're trying to process something difficult.

Your fingers touched my chin and lifted my face.

Your touch was steady — you have always had firm hands, hands that hold me with certainty — but I felt the almost imperceptible tremor in your fingertips.

“Do you still want this?”

I didn't look away. After twelve years of marriage, I learned from you that looking someone in the eyes is the most honest way to answer.

“Yes. Do you?”

“Yes,” you said.

And then, after a pause that lasted forever — three beats of my heart, four, five — you added, “But I’m terrified.”

Your words came out naked, without armor.

And I loved you even more for that.

Because you didn't pretend to be certain. Because you didn't perform being untouchable. Because you let me see the fear, the same fear that was throbbing inside me.

Your hand slid from my chin to my throat. Your thumb pressed lightly against my pulse, feeling the frantic beat beneath my skin. It was a gesture of possession — you touching me as if to say this woman is mine — but also a question. You were touching me to make sure I was still real, that we were still real, that this was not just an erotic dream that had suddenly spilled into a Tuesday morning and flooded the kitchen.

I covered your hand with mine.

Your fingers were cold.

Mine were warm.

“Thursday, then,” I said.

The clock in the living room struck nine. The sound echoed through the walls — nine chimes that felt like a countdown. Thursday was still three days away, but in that moment, in that kitchen, with your hand on my throat and another man’s name still glowing on my phone, it had already arrived.

The fantasy now had a name, a time, a date.

It was no longer “a man.”

It was Marcus.

He would come here, to our house, to our bed — our bed, Luke, the same place where we had made love for twelve years — and you would be watching.

I looked at the ceiling for a moment, blinking against the heat threatening to gather in my eyes. Then I pressed my forehead to yours. Your breath tasted like coffee and toothpaste. Mine must have tasted like fear.

“I’m terrified too,” I confessed.

You gave me that crooked half-smile I have known since we were twenty-three.

“Then we’re terrified together.”

“Together,” I repeated.

And in that moment, Luke, despite all the fear, despite all the uncertainty, I knew there was no one else in the world I would share this madness with.

Only you.

Always you.




Chapter 2

The Countdown

The next day tested my sanity.

I tried to work. I swear I tried.

I sat at the desk in the guest room, opened my laptop, and stared at the spreadsheet I needed to review. But the cells blurred in front of my eyes. The name Marcus kept ringing in my head like a silent alarm, intermittent and impossible to turn off. Every few minutes, I caught myself staring out the window, my gaze lost in the treetops, and when I came back to the room, I realized ten or fifteen minutes had passed without me reading a single line.

At nine-thirty, you left for the office.

You kissed my forehead by the door, longer than usual, and said “see you tonight” in a tone that carried everything we could not say out loud.

The door closed.

The car started.

And suddenly I was alone in the house, with the silence and his name.

The silence of the empty house suffocated me and aroused me at the same time. You know that feeling, Luke — that space between fear and desire where the body speaks louder than reason.

I tried to focus on chores. I washed the breakfast dishes. Watered the plants. Straightened the pillows on the couch. But my hands moved on autopilot while my mind wandered into dangerous territory.

What would Marcus’s voice sound like?

You said he had a deep voice, the voice of a man who spoke little and chose his words carefully.

What would he smell like?

I imagined something woody, clean, masculine.

And his hands — you had mentioned that he worked with his hands, or used to, and I kept wondering if they would be rough or soft, whether he would place them on my body firmly or gently.

And his cock, Luke.

The cock you had described as “above average” — those were your exact words, “above average, Mia, well above average” — and I kept trying to imagine it in real proportions, not distorted by fantasy.

Would it be thicker than yours?

Longer?

Would the head be wider?

Would there be raised veins?

What would it feel like the first time he entered me?

Without realizing it, my hand slipped inside my panties. I was already soaked. My fingers found my clit with an urgency that embarrassed me and turned me on at the same time.

I stayed standing in the kitchen for a moment, braced against the counter, eyes closed, breath broken.

Then, almost without deciding, I walked to the bedroom.

I lay down in our bed, Luke.

Our marital bed, with the sheets still rumpled from our sleep.

I closed my eyes and let the images come.

Marcus standing in the doorway, broad shoulders filling the frame, dark shirt stretched across his chest, hands in his pockets, brown eyes moving over my body as if reading a paragraph.

He would take one step forward.

I would take one step back.

He would smile — a calm, confident, unhurried smile — and ask, “Are you ready?”

And I would say, “Yes.”

My hand moved quickly, circular, relentless. I thought about the moment he would kiss me, his beard scratching my chin, his tongue entering my mouth. I thought about the moment he would take off his shirt, revealing the chest I had only seen in photos. I thought about the moment he would unbutton his pants and I would finally see what was hidden behind the zipper.

A thick, veined cock. The head dark and swollen and wet.

I would put it in my mouth.

Feel the weight of it on my tongue.

I would look at you in the chair, Luke, and say, “Do you see? I’m sucking another man.”

And you would be hard, your eyes fixed on me, your breathing heavy.

You would say, “Keep going, my dirty girl” — because you know how much I like it when you call me that, you know that in your mouth, those words are affection, not insult — and I would keep going. I would suck Marcus until I drooled, until my eyes watered, until I felt his head hit the back of my throat.

Then he would throw me onto the bed, open my legs, position that enormous cock at my entrance, and—

The orgasm came fast, intense, almost violent.

A muffled moan escaped my lips. My body arched over the sheets, my legs trembling, my hand still pressed against my clit. It lasted maybe fifteen seconds, but they were fifteen seconds of pure oblivion.

And then came the silence.

I lay there, motionless, my breathing slowly returning. The white ceiling seemed to stare back at me with indifference. A drop of sweat slid from my forehead onto the pillow. And in the place where pleasure had been, a strange feeling began to settle in my chest — an emptiness, a shadow, something I hadn't expected to feel after coming while thinking about another man.

Guilt.

Not the guilt you had taught me to reject, that religious, castrating guilt that says female desire is sin.

This was something else.

A subtler guilt.

A more intimate one.

The feeling of having done something in secret. Of having crossed a border without you.

I got up slowly.

Straightened the sheets.

Spent the rest of the day trying to convince myself everything was fine.

When you came home from work, I had already showered, changed clothes, and made dinner. None of it disguised the silence I was carrying. You noticed by the second bite.

“Everything okay?” you asked.

“Everything,” I answered.

And you, who know me better than anyone, did not insist.

We ate dinner with the television on, some cooking show neither of us was watching. The tension was palpable, a third presence at the table. I wanted to speak, but I didn't know how. You wanted to ask, but you were waiting for me to take the first step.

In bed, I turned off the light and rolled toward you. Your profile was lit by the bluish glow from the streetlamp outside the window. Your breathing was controlled, but I knew you weren't asleep.

“Luke.”

“Yeah?”

“I touched myself today thinking about him.”

Your eyelids closed slowly.

You inhaled deeply.

Then you turned your face toward me, and your eyes shone in the dark.

“How was it?”

“Good. Fast. And then I felt alone.”

The honesty of my answer hung between us.

You said nothing for a long moment. Then you pulled my body closer, wrapped your arms around me, and held me tight against your chest. I felt your heart racing against my ribs. I smelled your soap, the sweat of your day, the body I knew so well. I ran my hand through your hair and down the back of your neck.

“Can I still back out?” I whispered. “Would you let me back out, Luke?”

You pressed your lips to my forehead.

“I would let you back out now. Tomorrow. The minute he arrives. All it takes is one word. All you have to do is look at me.”

“And if I can’t speak? If I freeze in the moment?”

“Then I’ll speak for you.”

I closed my eyes.

Breathed in.

Let the warmth of your body surround me.

And I realized that this — that embrace, that certainty, that man who gave me freedom and safety at the same time — was what had been missing that afternoon.

Not the orgasm.

You.




Chapter 3

Fear and Excitement

Wednesday.

The eve of it.

I woke with a heavy body, as if I had barely slept at all. The truth is, I had slept in fragments: waking every hour, looking at the clock, doing the math.

Twenty-four hours left.

Eighteen.

Fourteen.

Anticipation and fear moved through my stomach like opposing tides.

I tried to keep busy. I washed dishes that were already clean. Rearranged the living room shelves, organizing books by color, by height, by any system that might distract me. I tried on three different dresses, looked at myself in the mirror in each one, imagined the scene — the door opening, Marcus seeing me for the first time — and then took them all off, dissatisfied and insecure.

No outfit seemed appropriate for welcoming a lover while your husband watched.

No look in the world had been designed for that situation.

By noon, I was soaked again.

My body was not asking whether I was ready.

My body wanted.

My mind did not.

My mind kept moving back and forth between this is what I have always wanted and this is complete madness.

The argument ended in a tie.

But my body — my body had already decided.

You came home early from work, around four in the afternoon. You walked in holding a bottle of wine and wearing a smile that tried to be casual, but fooled no one.

“I thought maybe we could have a normal night tonight,” you said, setting the wine on the table. “Dinner, talk, watch a movie. No talking about him for a few hours.”

I agreed, relieved.

A normal night.

We needed a normal night before normal changed forever.

We ordered pizza. Opened the wine — a Chilean red, your favorite. Sat on the couch with our legs tangled together and chose a romantic comedy we had seen at least three times.

You laughed at the jokes.

I laughed at your laugh.

For a few hours, we were the couple we had always been: close, domestic, in love.

But the tension was there, beneath the surface.

In every look that lasted one second too long.

In every touch that took too much time to end.

In every sip of wine that burned its way down and loosened the words we weren't saying.

When the movie ended, you turned off the television.

The silence returned.

“Mia.”

“Yeah?”

“Do you want to make love tonight?”

A strange question, coming from you, a man who had always touched me so naturally. But tonight was not natural.

Tonight was the eve.

Tonight everything had weight.

“Yes,” I answered. “But not because I’m horny.”

You looked at me, waiting.

“Because I’m scared,” I finished. “I need to remember who I am with you before tomorrow happens.”

You understood.

You always understand.

You stood up from the couch, extended your hand to me, and led me to the bedroom.

We made love slowly.

There was no rush, no urgency.

You laid me down on the bed and kissed me for a long time — wet, deep kisses, kisses that carried twelve years of history and twelve years of intimacy. Your hands moved over my body as if reading braille, recognizing every curve, every scar, every piece of skin that already belonged to you. You sucked my breasts with patience, ran your tongue over my stomach, moved down between my legs, and licked me as if you were praying.

I came against your mouth, moaning softly, my fingers tangled in your hair.

And when you entered me, it was perfect and familiar, the body I knew by heart, the rhythm we had created together.

I looked into your eyes the entire time.

I didn't close mine once.

I wanted to see you.

I wanted you to see me.

I wanted both of us to know that this was real and solid and ours, no matter what happened tomorrow.

I came again.

This time, I cried — silent tears slipping from the corners of my eyes and disappearing into the pillow. You licked one away.

Then you came too, with a long moan and a shudder that ran through your entire body.

We lay there in silence.

My head on your chest.

Your fingers tracing circles on my shoulder.

“Tomorrow,” you whispered in my ear, “if you want to stop, all you have to do is look at me. Once. Just once. I’ll get him out of the house. I’ll make up any excuse. I’ll protect you.”

“Luke…”

“Tell me.”

“What if I don’t want to stop? What if I want to go all the way? Will you think I’m—”

“Don’t finish that sentence.”

“But—”

“Don’t finish it.”

You held my face in both hands. Your thumbs wiped the traces of tears from my cheeks.

“I'll think you're the bravest woman in the world. The woman who trusted me enough to live this with me. I'll think you're beautiful and mine and absolutely extraordinary. No matter what your body does. Your heart is mine. It always has been. It always will be.”

I cried again.

This time harder, with sobs I had been holding back for weeks. You held me and let me cry. You didn't ask me to stop. You weren't afraid of the intensity. You simply held me.

When the tears stopped, I felt exhausted and clean. I curled against your chest, breathing in the scent of your skin, the heat of your body, your heart still beating fast.

I closed my eyes and thought:

In twenty-four hours, another man will be here.

Inside me.

Inside our house.

Inside our marriage.

The fantasy was no longer a game.

It had a face.

It had a name.

It had a time.

“Whatever tomorrow is,” I whispered, “don’t let go of me afterward. Promise me you won’t let go.”

You tightened your arms around me.

“I promise. I never have. I never will.”

The house fell silent.

The wind shook the leaves outside.

The living room clock struck midnight.

Thursday had arrived without making a sound, slipping in on quiet feet like a lover who did not want to be heard.




PART TWO

The Rules




Chapter 4

The Conversation We Needed

I woke up on Thursday with my body heavy and my mind racing.

It was seven-thirty in the morning.

Marcus would arrive at eight that night.

Twelve and a half hours.

I had twelve and a half hours to prepare — not just my body, but my soul, my expectations, my fears.

You were already awake.

I found you in the living room, sitting on the couch, your hands resting on your knees, staring at the blank wall. You weren't checking your phone. The television was not on. You were just sitting there, looking at nothing, wearing an expression I had never seen on your face before — a mixture of determination and fragility, like a soldier before battle.

I sat down beside you.

The cushion sank beneath my weight.

You didn't move.

“Good morning,” I said.

“Good morning.”

“What are you thinking about?”

You took a while to answer. Your breathing was slow, controlled, as if you were counting the seconds.

“I’m thinking that today is the day.”

“Yes.”

“And that I’ve never felt so much fear and so much arousal at the same time.”

I placed my hand over yours. Your fingers were cold despite the warmth of the morning.

“Do you want to talk about the fear?”

You turned your face toward me. Your eyes were red, slightly narrowed, but they held mine.

“What are you most afraid of, Mia?”

I took a deep breath.

“Of liking it too much. Of losing myself in the pleasure and forgetting who I am. Of not knowing how to come back.”

“Come back where?”

“To myself. To us. To everything we built.”

You nodded slowly, as if you recognized that fear, as if it belonged to you too. Then you turned your whole body toward me, took your hands from your knees, and held my face.

“I’m afraid you’ll like him more than me. That reality will be better than I am. That today you’ll discover you spent twelve years with the wrong man and realize it right in front of my eyes.”

My chest tightened, a sharp pain blooming at the center of my ribs.

“Luke…”

“Let me finish. I need to say this.”

Your voice was rough, but steady.

“I spent three months fantasizing about this. Three months imagining you with another man. Three months getting off to that image. But fantasy is safe, Mia. Fantasy doesn’t hurt. Fantasy doesn’t have a smell, or a voice, or a body. Today the fantasy will have all of that. And I don’t know if I’ll be able to handle it. But I want to try. Because this is who I am. And because this is what you want. And because I would rather try and be wrong than spend the rest of my life wondering what it would have been like.”

Tears filled my eyes. This time, I didn't hold them back. I let them fall, warm and salty, as I held your face with the same intensity.

“Listen to me,” I said. “You're the man who gave me this. You're the man who looked at my fantasy and said, yes, let’s make it real. No other man will ever take that place. No cock, no matter how big. No body, no matter how strong. No man, no matter how experienced, will ever give me what you give me. Freedom. Trust. Love. You own my heart, Luke. Other men may have my body. For a few hours. Only because you allow it.”

You closed your eyes.

When you opened them again, they were calmer.

The soldier before battle had received his shield.

“If you get lost,” you said, “I’ll come find you. That’s what we got married for. To find each other when we get lost.”

This time I was the one who cried — a clean kind of crying, without guilt, without shame. I let my head fall onto your shoulder, and you wrapped your arms around me. We stayed like that for a length of time I can't measure.

Then you pulled back slightly and said, “We need rules. To protect us. To protect this.”

And you reached for the notebook.




Chapter 5

The Notebook

It was a simple black notebook, the kind with a hard cover, the one we bought at a stationery shop during that trip to Gramado. You opened it to the first blank page, picked up a pen from the coffee table, and the gesture — the formality, the care, the preparation — turned me on in a way I didn't expect.

My husband, who had always been meticulous with finances and spreadsheets, was now applying that organized mind to our darkest fantasy.

“I’m going to write them down,” you said. “I want us to go into this with clarity. No ambiguity.”

I nodded.

My mouth was dry.

Rule number one: Marcus only enters this house after Mia and Luke speak privately and confirm they're both ready.

“This is non-negotiable,” you said. “If one of us doesn’t feel right at the last minute, we cancel.”

Rule number two: During the entire encounter, Mia can stop everything at any time by using a safe word.

“What word?” I asked.

You thought for a moment.

“Petal.”

I smiled.

Petal was the word I used when I wanted tenderness, when I wanted to be held, when I wanted you in your gentlest form.

You turned our word for affection into a shield.

Rule number three: Luke stays in the bedroom the entire time, seated in the chair beside the bed, unless Mia asks him to leave.

“You don’t leave the room,” I said. “I need to know you’re there.”

Rule number four: After Marcus leaves, Mia and Luke sleep together, no exceptions. Neither one of us sleeps on the couch.

“That one matters most to me,” you said. “No matter what happens, we end the night in the same bed.”

Rule number five: The next morning, we talk. Just the two of us. Before any messages. Before any outside contact.

“Us first,” you said. “Then the world.”

You set the pen down.

Then you read the rules out loud.

The sound of those words filled the living room — and something in them calmed me. They weren't prohibitions. They were protections. You weren't trapping me. You were building a safety net beneath both of us.

“There’s one more thing,” I said. “What do you not want to see?”

You hesitated.

For the first time since you picked up the notebook, your certainty faltered.

“I don’t know if I want to see you kiss him the way you kiss me.”

A chill moved through my stomach.

I understood immediately.

For you, a kiss was more intimate than penetration.

The mouth was sacred territory.

The cock was just the body.

“Luke, I don’t know if I’ll be able not to kiss him. It might happen naturally.”

“I know.”

You ran a hand through your hair.

“So… if it happens, it happens. But if it hurts too much, I’ll close my eyes. And you won’t judge me.”

“I promise.”

“And one more thing. If he tries anything we didn’t agree on, or if at any point I feel like he’s being disrespectful…”

“You’ll get up and punch him?” I joked, trying to soften the moment.

“Worse. I’ll politely ask him to leave. Then I’ll write him a terrible review.”

We laughed.

It was a short, nervous laugh, but it was a laugh.

The first one of the day.

Then we signed the notebook.

First you, with your firm, slanted handwriting.

Then me, with my round, trembling one.

The sound of the pen moving across the paper echoed in the quiet room. Midday light slipped through the curtains and fell over the page, illuminating the words like a seal.

“Now it’s real,” I said. “Even the ink is real.”

You closed the notebook and pulled me into a kiss — a chaste, sealed kiss, different from the ones that would come later.




Chapter 6

No Turning Back

At three in the afternoon, I began getting ready.

It wasn't an ordinary preparation.

It wasn't like getting ready for a party, or dinner with friends, or one of your work events.

It was a ritual.

A rite of passage.

Every gesture carried weight.

I went into the bathroom and closed the door — not all the way, just enough. I turned on the shower and waited for the water to heat. As steam began to rise, I stood naked in front of the mirror.

I studied my body for a long time.

My breasts, still firm, but marked by time.

The waist you adore.

The stretch marks on my thighs that you kiss.

The appendectomy scar you call “my signature.”

My thirty-six-year-old body.

The body you love.

The body that, in a few hours, would be touched by another man.

I stepped into the shower. Hot water fell over the back of my neck, ran over my shoulders, down my spine. I soaped every inch of myself with ritual slowness. I shaved my legs, my underarms, between my thighs — smooth, completely smooth, the way you like me and the way I imagined Marcus might like me too.

Then almond oil, massaged into my still-damp skin from my ankles to my throat.

Cream on my face.

Lip balm.

I brushed my teeth twice.

You appeared in the bathroom doorway while I was wrapped in a towel, drying my hair. You stood there, leaning against the frame, watching me in silence. I noticed you were hard — the shape of you was visible beneath your sweat shorts.

But your eyes were not just filled with lust.

They were fragile eyes.

The eyes of a man watching something enormous happen.

“Come here,” I called.

You came.

I was sitting on the bathroom bench, wrapped in the towel, and you stood in front of me. I pulled you closer, and you knelt. You rested your head against my stomach. I ran my fingers through your hair slowly, the way you do with me.

“You can cry if you need to,” I said. “I can too. We don’t have to be strong all the time.”

You didn't cry.

But your eyes turned red.

Your breathing grew heavy.

Your hands tightened around my thighs.

“I love you,” you said, your voice muffled against the towel.

“I love you more.”

“No. I love you more.”

“Want to bet?” I smiled.

“No, because I’d win.”

We stayed like that for several minutes.

Then you stood, wiped your eyes with the back of your hand, and said, “Choose the dress.”

I opened the closet.

Looked through the options.

You pointed to a soft dress with thin straps, wine-colored — the one you always say makes me look dangerous.

“That one.”

I put it on without a bra.

Without panties.

The fabric slid over my skin like water. My ass was barely covered. My nipples marked the material immediately, two hard peaks that refused to hide.

“Perfume,” you said.

I picked up the bottle from the vanity. You took it from my hand and sprayed my neck — behind my ears, at the base of my throat — then my wrists, then behind my knees, as if you knew exactly where Marcus would smell me.

“Are you ready?” you asked, your voice trembling.

“No. But I don’t want to wait anymore.”

You looked at me — a look that lasted a long time, a look that said a thousand things without making a sound.

Then you kissed my forehead and left the room.

It was six in the evening.

Two hours.

I sat on the edge of the bed and looked out the window. The sun was low, orange, staining the treetops. I thought of all the versions of myself standing there inside me: the wife, the professional, the daughter, the friend.

And now the new version.

The woman who would open the door to a lover while her husband watched.

I looked toward the front door, visible down the hallway.

When it opened, nothing would be the same.

That certainty struck me like a blow to the chest, but also like a caress.

Fear and arousal danced together, two partners I was finally willing to accept.

The doorbell had not rung yet.

But I was already standing, facing the door, my heart hammering in my chest and wetness sliding down my thighs.

My body knew.

My body wanted.

And I didn't want to wait anymore.




PART THREE

The Doorbell




Chapter 7

The Sound

At 7:55 p.m., I sat beside you on the couch.

Your back was straight, your hands resting on your thighs, your breathing controlled but shallow. I leaned into your shoulder, searching for the warmth of your body, and you wrapped an arm around me. The gesture was protective, but it was also an acknowledgment that something larger than both of us was happening.

The house was absolutely silent.

The ticking of the wall clock — that old clock you inherited from your grandfather — marked each second with merciless precision.

Tick.

Tock.

Tick.

Tock.

The refrigerator hummed in the kitchen, a distant motor underscoring the emptiness. Golden evening light slipped through the window, stretching the shadows of the furniture across the floor, and the world outside — the street, the neighbors, the entire city — seemed to have stopped to watch us.

I felt the wetness between my legs.

I was soaked again.

Or still.

My body gave me no peace. My heart beat in my throat, and I was sure that if I tried to speak, my voice would come out thin and broken.

“Are you nervous?” you asked.

“Very.”

“Me too.”

I held your hand.

Your fingers were cold.

So were mine.

Two grown adults, married for twelve years, terrified like teenagers before their first time.

At 7:59, the ticking seemed to speed up.

I looked at the clock.

One minute left.

I closed my eyes.

Inhaled.

Exhaled.

Counted to ten.

When I opened my eyes, the second hand was three marks away from eight.

And then the doorbell rang.

The sound cut through the house like a knife.

It wasn't just a doorbell.

It was the sound of the border between fantasy and reality.

My stomach dropped, and at the same time, a wave of heat climbed my spine.

I looked at you.

Your face was pale, but your eyes were steady.

You nodded.

Once.

Only once.

I stood.

My legs were weak — my knees soft, my ankles uncertain. I walked to the door. Every step down the hallway seemed to take a full minute. The wooden floor creaked beneath my bare feet.

I stopped in front of the door.

Took a deep breath.

The doorknob was cold — metallic, final, real.

I turned it.

Opened the door.

Marcus was standing on the threshold.

The first thing I noticed was his size. You had told me he was tall, but I didn't expect him to take up so much space. His broad shoulders filled the doorway, making the frame seem smaller around him. A dark shirt, sleeves rolled to his forearms — muscular forearms, visible veins, large brown hands. Dark jeans, fitted, and boots. A defined jaw, a short well-kept beard, full but serious lips.

And his eyes.

Calm brown eyes.

Eyes that did not look away.

Eyes that looked directly into mine.

He didn't smile right away.

He didn't make a joke.

He didn't try to fill the silence.

He simply looked at me.

And then he said:

“Mia.”

Just my name.

Nothing more.

And his voice — oh, Luke, his voice — was exactly the way you had described it: deep, measured, velvet on the final syllable. I felt the sound vibrate in my chest, as if my body recognized something my mind had not yet processed.

“Marcus,” I answered. “Come in.”




Chapter 8

The First Impression

He stepped into our house, and the air changed.

I don't know how else to describe it.

It wasn't only his physical presence, though he really was big — well over six feet, broad-shouldered and long through the torso. It was his energy. Marcus had a stillness that filled the room. He didn't invade. He settled in.

As if the house accepted him.

As if the walls said: yes, he may be here.

He closed the door behind him with a slow, quiet movement. Then he extended his hand to you.

“Luke. Thank you for trusting me.”

Your hand closed around his.

You shook it firmly — I saw the tendons move beneath your skin.

“Thank you for coming.”

The two men measured each other in fractions of a second. I saw you hold his gaze, shoulders back, chin lifted. And despite the jealousy I knew you felt, despite the fear we had confessed to each other, I felt a sharp pulse of pride.

My husband was magnificent in his restraint.

He didn't shrink.

“Shall we sit?” I suggested.

The living room suddenly felt small.

Marcus sat in the armchair, the one you like most, and the upholstery creaked under his weight. You sat on the couch. I stayed between you both, perched on the arm of the sofa, my legs crossed, feeling my dress ride up slightly — and Marcus’s eyes lowered to my thigh and returned.

A quick movement.

Almost imperceptible.

But I didn't miss it.

I offered water, wine.

He accepted water.

“I’d rather be sober for this,” he said, and the sentence carried a meaning no one needed to explain.

You accepted wine.

I poured some for myself too.

The first conversation was trivial — traffic, the city, the weather, how long it had taken him to arrive. But every word vibrated with subtext. When Marcus said, “The drive was easy,” I heard: I'm here. I'm ready.

When I asked whether he had found the house easily, he answered, “Your address has been in my head since Luke sent it,” and I heard: I thought about you. I thought about this. I thought about you, Mia.

He spoke calmly.

No rush.

He didn't look at the clock.

He didn't drum his fingers.

He was present, entirely there, like a man with nothing to prove.

I looked at you on the couch. Your body was tense, your back against the cushion, your hands wrapped around the wineglass. But you were holding steady. Your eyes moved from me to Marcus and back again, and I saw jealousy, arousal, and fear mixed in your irises, three colors dancing in the same circle.

I wanted to stand up and go to you.

Kiss you.

Tell you I loved you.

But at the same time — and it embarrasses me and turns me on to confess this — I wanted to stand up and go to Marcus. Sit on his lap. Smell him up close. Run my fingers through his beard.

Desire had become a second pulse, a beat running parallel to my heart.

Luke, I was divided.

And somehow whole.

Because that moment was the exact sum of everything we had desired.

Marcus set his glass of water on the coffee table. The sound of glass against wood put an end to the trivial conversation. He looked at me.

Then at you.

“Luke, Mia,” he said, “I want you both to know that I’m not in a hurry. If at any point you want to stop, we stop. If you want to talk more, we talk. There is no script. There is only what you both want.”

He included you.

He was looking at me, but he included you in every sentence, and that made all the difference.

Marcus was not there to take.

He was there to share.

You drank the last of your wine and set the glass on the table.

Then you turned to me.

“Shall we go to the bedroom?”

Your voice was calm and firm, but I knew you well enough to hear the subtle tremor in the final syllable.

It wasn't insecurity.

It was surrender.

I looked at Marcus.

He looked back at me.

His eyes asked: Are you ready?

Mine answered: Yes.

“Let’s go,” I said.




Chapter 9

The Crossing

We stood.

I walked ahead, feeling the eyes of both men on my back.

The hallway seemed longer than it ever had before. Each step was a decision. The wood creaked beneath my feet, and the sound echoed against the walls. I saw the photographs from our wedding hanging along the hallway — the one where you are carrying me in your arms, the one where you are wearing sunglasses, the one where we're soaked in the rain in Florianópolis — and every image was a reminder of what was at stake.

But it was also a reminder of why.

You were behind me.

You were with me.

You had never left the room, even before we entered it.

The bedroom was ready.

The king-size bed with fresh white sheets.

The chair beside it — your chair, Luke — positioned carefully about six feet from the bed.

The curtains were closed, but the orange evening light still filtered through the edges. The lamp was on, casting an amber glow that softened the corners of the room.

Everything was prepared.

Everything was clean.

Everything was a stage.

Marcus stopped near the window, hands in his pockets, waiting.

He didn't advance.

He didn't take the initiative.

He gave us the space to decide.

You came to me.

You held my face in both hands — the same gesture from the kitchen three days earlier, but now more intense, more urgent, more final.

“Do you really want this?” you asked quietly, only for me.

“Yes. Do you?”

You nodded.

Your eyes shone with something I didn't know how to name in that moment, but later understood.

It was love in its purest form.

Love that says yes.

Love that says go.

You sat in the chair.

I looked at Marcus.

He was still near the window, his eyes calm, his body relaxed, as if he had all the time in the world. The lamplight drew shadows across his arms.

“You can come here,” I said.

Marcus approached.

His steps were slow, measured.

He didn't look at me like prey.

He looked at me like an answer.

He stopped an inch from me, and I smelled him for the first time: woody, clean, with a trace of citrus.

Exactly as I had imagined.

He raised his hand and touched my face.

His hand was larger than yours, Luke.

Rougher.

Warmer.

His thumb moved across my cheek, then down to the corner of my mouth, and my lower lip parted involuntarily.

He tilted my face up.

“Are you ready, Mia?”

I whispered, “Yes.”

And he kissed me.

It wasn't a technical kiss.

It wasn't mechanical.

It was a kiss that began slowly — lips meeting, recognizing, tasting — and then deepened. His beard scratched my chin. His tongue found mine, warm and experienced, and I tasted mint and something else, something I couldn't name.

His hands moved down to my waist and pulled me against his body, and I felt the hard shape in his jeans pressing into my stomach.

I closed my eyes.

Then opened them.

I looked at you, sitting in the chair, your hands gripping the arms, your eyes fixed on me.

This isn’t fantasy, I thought.

This is flesh, tongue, saliva, and fire.

And I would never be the same again.




PART FOUR

The First Time




Chapter 10

The Kiss and the Fall

Marcus’s kiss was not like yours, Luke.

You kiss me with tenderness. You kiss me with history. Your lips carry our twelve years in the way they fit against mine, in the rhythm we created, in the unconscious choreography of two people who have kissed the same mouth thousands of times and still want more.

Marcus kissed me like a discovery.

There was no map. No script. No familiarity. There were only two mouths testing each other, and the taste of novelty was intoxicating.

His beard scratched my chin, and with every movement I felt the roughness of it against the softness of his lips. He caught my lower lip between his teeth, tugged gently, released it. Then he licked the place he had bitten, as if apologizing.

I moaned into his mouth — low, involuntary sounds that escaped without my permission.

His hands moved down my back. First his fingers, then his palms, tracing the thin layer of fabric over my dress. When he reached my ass, he gripped it hard — not brutally, but with possession. Both hands full, fingers pressing into my flesh, and I felt my body pulled against his until I rose onto my toes.

The hard shape in his jeans pressed into my stomach, and I realized, with a shiver that ran down my spine, that he was big.

Not “above average,” as you had said.

Truly big.

I heard your breathing change behind me.

I didn't turn my head.

But I knew you were watching me, your hands gripping the arms of the chair, and that awareness — that you were there, watching, witnessing — doubled my arousal.

Marcus broke the kiss.

He pulled back a few inches and looked into my eyes. His breathing was a little heavier now, but he still had that control, that calm of a man who knew exactly what he was going to do.

“Take off my shirt,” he said.

I brought my hands to the buttons.

The first at his collar.

The second at his chest.

The third, the fourth, the fifth.

With every button I opened, more skin appeared: the defined chest, the muscles visible even at rest, the dark hair running down his sternum and narrowing into a line that disappeared beneath the waistband of his jeans. He had the body of a man who had worked with his hands, or trained with discipline, or both. Not a sterile, artificial gym body. A lived-in body. Functional. Marked by small scars and a tattoo on his left shoulder I couldn't make out in the dim light.

I opened the shirt completely.

Placed my hands on his chest.

His skin was warm, the muscles hard beneath my fingers. I moved my palms down his stomach, feeling every line of his abdomen. He closed his eyes for a second, and I realized even Marcus — calm, controlled Marcus — trembled under my touch.

I leaned in and kissed his chest.

He tasted like salt and soap.

My tongue traced a path down his sternum, followed the line of hair, reached his abdomen. I felt the muscles tighten under my lips.

Then I knelt.

The carpet was soft beneath my knees. I looked up and saw Marcus looking back at me, his chest rising and falling faster now. Then I turned my face toward the chair.

You were motionless.

Pale.

Your eyes wide and fixed on me.

“I’m going to suck him now, Luke.”

You nodded once.

My hands went to Marcus’s belt. I unbuckled it with fingers that trembled slightly. I opened the button of his jeans. The zipper went down, and the sound — that metallic zzzzp — filled the room like miniature thunder.

His briefs were black cotton, and the bulge was so pronounced the elastic seemed to struggle to contain it. I placed my hand over the fabric and felt the heat, the hardness, the length.

It pulsed against my palm.

I pulled his briefs down.

And freed Marcus’s cock.

Luke, I won’t lie to you.

You know I never lie to you, not here, not in this confession.

Marcus’s cock was bigger than yours.

Much bigger.

Thick as a closed fist — my fingers would barely meet around it — and long enough that the dark, swollen head extended far beyond my hand. Heavy veins pulsed along the length of it, bluish beneath the darker skin, and precum was already leaking from the tip, a clear drop hanging and shining in the lamplight.

My mouth filled with water.

My own wetness slid down my thighs, and I was certain the carpet would be stained.

I looked at you.

“Do you see, Luke? Do you see how big he is?”

Your voice came out rough.

“Yes.”

I turned back to Marcus and took him into my mouth.




Chapter 11

The Mouth and the Surrender

The head slipped past my lips, and the taste was salty and male. I ran my tongue around it, exploring the velvet texture of the skin, the ridge separating the head from the shaft, the tiny slit where more fluid gathered. I closed my eyes and sucked the tip as if it were candy.

He was too thick to fit fully into my mouth.

I tried to take more — opened my jaw until it hurt — and managed to get him halfway in. My right hand wrapped around the base, my fingers stretched wide, and even then there was more of him. I pumped my hand while sucking what I could, drooling heavily, saliva sliding down my chin and dripping onto my breasts.

Marcus groaned.

A deep, guttural sound that vibrated through the room.

His right hand came to the back of my neck and gripped my hair firmly — not to push me, not to force me, but to guide me. He controlled the rhythm, and I surrendered to the control.

I heard you breathing, Luke.

A rough, uneven breath.

I couldn't look at you in that moment — I was completely absorbed. The world had narrowed to my mouth, his cock, and the smell of sex beginning to thicken the air. But I knew you were there. I knew you were watching. And that awareness, even without looking, was the thread that kept me connected to you.

“Look at me,” Marcus said.

I opened my eyes and lifted my gaze.

He was looking down at me, his brown eyes darker now, pupils dilated. His beard was damp with the faint sheen of sweat. He smiled — a slight, almost tender smile.

“You’re even hotter than I imagined.”

I pulled my mouth off him for a moment, a string of saliva connecting my lips to the head. I looked at you. Your face was pale, but you were hard — I could see the shape of you beneath your shorts.

“Do you see, Luke? I’m sucking another man. In our house. Right in front of you. And you’re sitting there watching.”

“Keep going,” you said.

Your voice was hoarse, but it did not waver.

“My dirty girl.”

My dirty girl.

In your mouth, Luke, those words are a caress.

They’re possession.

They’re love.

When you call me filthy, I hear mine.

When you call me beautiful, I hear I want you.

No one else understands that.

No one else needs to.

I smiled at you — a provocative smile, but full of love — and went back to sucking Marcus with even more hunger. This time I tried to take him deeper, swallowing the head until I felt my throat resist. I drooled. I moaned. His hand tightened in my hair. Your breathing quickened behind me.

Then Marcus pulled me up.

He gripped me by the arms with an ease that surprised me — I'm not light, Luke, you know that — and threw me onto the bed. I fell back against the white sheets, my dress riding up to my waist, my legs open.

He pulled the dress off me.

The fabric rose over my head and disappeared onto the floor. I was completely naked, exposed, my thighs shining with wetness, my nipples hard as stone.

Marcus stopped.

He took me in.

His eyes moved over my body slowly, as if reading a poem.

“You’re beautiful, Mia.”

Then he turned to you.

“Luke, you’re a lucky man.”

After that, he bent down, parted my legs with his hands, and put his mouth on me.

The moan that came out of my throat was almost a scream.

His tongue was experienced, precise. He was in no hurry. He licked me slowly, bottom to top, the tip of his tongue finding my clit with an accuracy that made my back arch. Then he sucked. Then licked again. Then pushed his tongue inside me, and I felt every movement as if he were drawing me from the inside.

“Look at your husband,” he said, his mouth still between my legs.

I turned my face on the pillow and looked at you.

You were leaning forward, elbows on your knees, hands clasped tightly together. Were there tears in your eyes? I don't know. Was there arousal? Yes, so much. Was there love?

That I knew for certain, because your eyes never left me.

This is happening, I thought.

I'll never be the same again.




Chapter 12

The Penetration

Marcus licked me until I was on the edge of orgasm.

I felt it approaching — that gathering tension low in my belly, my legs beginning to tremble, my breathing turning short. He noticed and stopped. He climbed up over me, bracing himself on his elbows, his face inches from mine.

“Do you want this?”

“Yes, Marcus. Fuck me.”

He looked at you.

You nodded.

The communication between the two men was silent and efficient — a nod, a confirmation, mutual respect.

Marcus positioned himself between my legs. I looked down and saw his cock aligned with my entrance, the dark head pressing lightly against my swollen folds. The contrast in size was obscene — my opening seemed too small, too fragile, incapable of receiving something that large.

He pressed the head against me.

I felt the heat, the pressure, the sensation of being opened slowly. My body resisted for an instant — muscles tightening involuntarily — and then yielded. The head entered, and the sound that escaped my throat was deep, long, almost a lament.

“Breathe,” Marcus whispered in my ear. “Slowly. You can take it.”

He entered me inch by inch.

I felt every vein, every texture, every millimeter of skin invading a space that until then had only known you, Luke. The stretch was intense — a pleasurable ache, a limit being expanded. My nails dug into Marcus’s back.

“More?” he asked.

“All of it. I want all of it.”

He kept pushing. When he reached the end, when his pelvis pressed against my clit and I knew there was nothing more left to take, he went still.

Fully inside.

Seated deep.

I was so full I could feel his cock pulsing inside me, a beat running parallel to my heart.

I turned my face toward you.

Your eyes were wide.

Your hand was inside your shorts, motionless.

Your mouth was parted.

“He’s inside me, Luke. All the way. Do you see?”

Your voice came out like gravel.

“Yes.”

“Do you think I can take him?”

“You can. You’re strong.”

Marcus began to move.

Slowly at first.

He pulled almost all the way out — I felt the emptiness, the absence — and then pushed back in, filling everything. The friction was unlike anything I knew. The thick veins dragged along my inner walls, the broad head reaching places that were rarely touched. His rhythm increased gradually. He fucked me with calm competence, without hurry, without brutality, but with a depth that left me breathless.

“Harder,” I asked.

He obeyed.

The sound of flesh striking flesh filled the room — slap, slap, slap — mixed with my moans and your breathing, Luke, which grew faster and faster.

I looked at you.

“He’s so big, Luke… so deep… so good… You wanted this for me, didn’t you? Your wife getting fucked by another man while you watch…”

You didn't answer with words.

But your eyes — oh, Luke, your eyes — were fire and tears at the same time.

Marcus changed the angle. He lifted my legs and placed them over his shoulders, and the new position allowed him to go even deeper. I felt something open inside me, new territory, a sensation I didn't know.

“Is this what you want?” he asked.

“Yes. That. Right there. Don’t stop.”

I was being fucked by another man, in my marital bed, in front of my husband, and never in my life had I felt so completely, absolutely alive.




Chapter 13

The Orgasm and the Transformation

The orgasm arrived like a wave I could see forming on the horizon, growing slowly, enormous and impossible to stop.

It began at the base of my spine, a subtle vibration. Then it rose, radiating through my back, my sides, my thighs. My breathing became short, then fast, then nonexistent — I held my breath without realizing it, my entire body tense, focused, waiting for impact.

When the wave broke, I screamed.

It was a long, hoarse cry, from a place I didn't know existed. My body arched off the bed, my back lifting from the sheets, my legs tightening around Marcus’s shoulders with enough force to make him groan. I felt the internal contractions, the spasms around his cock, and with each contraction I moaned again. Tears streamed from my eyes — involuntary tears, tears of pure excess.

I turned my face to find yours, Luke.

You were motionless in the chair, your hands gripping the arms, your eyes wide and shining. I wanted you to see every tremor, every spasm, every tear that slid down my face. Because that was yours too. Every moan that left my mouth carried your name with it.

“I love you,” I said, my voice broken by pleasure. “I love you, Luke. I love you.”

And it was true.

The deepest, most nonnegotiable truth of that entire night.

Marcus groaned above me. His rhythm turned irregular, the muscles of his abdomen tightening.

“Mia… where do you want it?”

“On my stomach. Luke will want to see.”

He withdrew carefully — I felt the immediate emptiness, the absence throbbing — and knelt over me. His right hand stroked the cock still wet with my body, and I watched the thick veins pulse under his fingers.

He groaned, a deep, long sound.

Then the spurts came.

The first hit my navel, hot and thick.

The second landed higher, between my breasts.

The third and fourth spread across my stomach, and I felt each one as a temporary possession — the seal of a man who had been inside me and now marked me on the outside.

Marcus collapsed beside me on the bed, his chest rising and falling with heavy breaths.

The three of us fell silent.

The room smelled of sex, sweat, and mingled fluids. The lamplight seemed to flicker slightly, as if even it were exhausted.

I closed my eyes.

I felt the cum slowly sliding down my sides, over my ribs, finding the sheet beneath me.

And in the middle of the silence, one sentence crossed my mind like lightning:

I crossed over.

And I don't know what is waiting on the other side.




PART FIVE

After Marcus




Chapter 14

After the Door

The sound of the front door closing echoed through the house like distant thunder.

I stayed motionless on the bed, naked, my legs still open, Marcus’s cum slowly drying on my stomach. What had been hot and alive minutes before was now cooling and sticking to my skin like a memory I did not want to erase, but did not know how to carry.

The smell of sex filled the air — a mixture of sweat, fluids, Marcus’s woody scent, and your scent, Luke, which had never left the room even while another man filled me.

You were sitting in the chair.

I couldn't look directly at you. Not because of shame — or not only because of shame — but because I was afraid of what I would find on your face.

Afraid of regret.

Afraid of disgust.

Afraid of seeing that light you had before, and realizing it had gone out the moment Marcus moaned my name.

The silence was unbearable. The ticking of the living room clock reached the bedroom in muffled beats, and every second felt like a needle pressed into my spine. The refrigerator hummed in the kitchen. The wind shook the leaves outside. Ordinary sounds that suddenly seemed heavy with meaning, as if the world were watching us and holding its breath with us.

I wanted to speak.

I wanted to ask, “Are you okay?”

But every question that came to mind sounded stupid. Of course you weren't okay. Or maybe you were. Maybe you were both things at once, and that was exactly what terrified me: the ambiguity. The impossibility of knowing.

I risked a look.

You were motionless. Your hands still gripped the arms of the chair, your knuckles white. Your back was straight, but your head was slightly lowered, your chin near your chest. Your eyes stared into nothing — or maybe at the scene that had just happened, replaying behind your eyelids on a loop.

You were still hard. I could see the shape of you beneath your sweat shorts, a tent that insisted on existing even after everything.

Luke.

My husband.

The man who had given me permission to be fucked by another man and now looked like a statue made of salt.

A cold fear settled in my chest.

It wasn't the fear of fantasy — not the exciting fear that had followed me for the last three days. This was different. Deeper. The fear that something had broken between us and I wouldn't know how to repair it. The fear of having crossed a border that had no way back.

I tried to sit up.

My body ached — a good ache, the ache of muscles pushed beyond what they were used to. Marcus’s cum slid a little farther, down my left side, and I felt the cold path against my hot skin. Instinctively, I brought a hand to my stomach, as if I could hide the evidence.

But it was too late.

You had already seen everything.

Every drop.

Every tremor.

Every tear.

“Luke?”

My voice came out weak, almost a whisper.

You didn't answer.

You didn't move your head.

I kept looking at you, waiting, and the silence stretched like an elastic band about to snap.

“Luke, please. Say something.”

You inhaled deeply.

The sound of air entering your lungs was the first sign that you were still there, still you, still breathing. Your hands released the arms of the chair and came to rest on your knees. Your eyes lifted slowly and met mine.

They were red eyes.

Eyes that had held back tears.

Eyes that had seen something too large to process in minutes.

“I don’t know what to feel,” you said.

Your voice was hoarse, dragged raw, as if you had spent hours screaming.

But you hadn't screamed.

You had stayed silent the entire time, and somehow that was worse.

“Are you angry with me?” I asked.

“Angry?”

You frowned, as if the question made no sense.

“No, Mia. It isn’t anger.”

“Then what is it?”

You shook your head slowly.

“It’s… too many things. Everything at once. I looked at you and him, and part of me wanted to stand up and pull him off you. But another part…”

You closed your eyes.

“Another part wanted him to keep going. Wanted to see you come again. And that scares me.”

“Why does it scare you?”

“Because I didn’t know I was capable of feeling that. Because I didn’t know it could hurt so much and, at the same time, be so fucking arousing.”

I stayed silent.

Your words were a mirror of what I felt too — the duality, the pleasure and pain tangled together, the impossibility of separating one from the other.

“I’m scared too,” I confessed.

You looked at me.

“Of what?”

“Of liking it too much. Of you having seen it. Of you looking at me now and not seeing the same wife anymore.”

You didn't answer immediately.

The silence returned, but now it was different.

Less hostile.

More reflective.

As if we were both processing together what had just happened.

“You're still the same wife,” you said finally. “But I think I changed too. We changed together.”

“For better or worse?”

“I don’t know yet.”

That honesty — that naked, courageous honesty that has always been yours — hit me like a fist to the chest.

You didn't lie.

You didn't say “everything is fine” when it wasn't.

You didn't pretend the night had been simple.

You gave me the truth, even when the truth hurt.

And in that moment, Luke, I loved you more than ever.




Chapter 15

What You Saw

We stayed silent for a few more minutes.

The bedroom was still soaked in Marcus’s scent, and I began to feel a physical discomfort — the dried cum tightening on my skin, the stained sheets, the cold sweat on my back. But I didn't want to get up. I didn't want to break the fragile thread that still connected us.

“What did you see?” I asked.

You looked at me, surprised.

“I want to know what you saw, Luke. Not what happened. What you saw.”

You took a deep breath.

You ran a hand through your hair, a gesture I knew well — the gesture you made when you were organizing your thoughts.

“I saw you open the door,” you began. “I saw the way he looked at you. I saw you become taller, more beautiful, more… powerful. Like you were stepping into a place that had always belonged to you.”

I hadn't expected that.

Powerful.

The word echoed in my head.

“Then I saw you kiss him,” you continued. “And it hurt. It hurt much more than I expected. Because the kiss… the kiss was intimate. It was the kind of kiss I thought you only gave me.”

“Luke…”

“Let me finish.”

Your voice was steadier now.

“This is going to be hard to say, but I need to say it. And you need to hear it.”

I closed my mouth.

Nodded.

“I saw you kneel. I saw you put your mouth on him. And for a moment, I felt rage. Not at you — at him. Because he was receiving something I thought was mine. But then I looked at your face. You were… surrendered. Beautiful. Doing it with a hunger I had never seen before. And his cock was enormous, Mia. Bigger than mine. Much bigger. And you were taking it. You were sucking that thing like it was the most natural thing in the world.”

My face burned.

It wasn't shame.

It was arousal.

Arousal because you were describing it, because you had seen it, because you had survived it and were still here.

“Then he put you on the bed,” you continued. “And I saw the way he opened you. Saw the head slide in. Saw your face twist — pain and pleasure at the same time. And I wanted to be there. I wanted to be him. But at the same time, I wanted to be me, sitting in the chair, watching. Because watching was… I don’t know how to explain it. It was like I was giving you a gift. And you were receiving it. And coming from it. And I was part of it.”

“You were,” I said. “I looked at you the entire time. Even when I couldn’t turn my neck, I knew you were there. I was doing it because of you.”

You looked into my eyes.

“Because of me?”

“Because of us. Because of the fantasy we built together. Because without you watching, without you allowing it, without you waiting for me afterward, it would not have meant anything. It would have just been sex. And it wasn’t just sex.”

“What was it, then?”

I thought for a moment.

“It was… fulfillment. It was us meeting each other on the other side of fear. It was me being your slut and your wife at the same time. It was you being my cuckold and my husband. It was us being us, only more honest.”

Your eyes shone.

You blinked a few times, and I realized you were holding back tears again.

“I thought I was going to lose you,” you confessed.

“And now?”

“Now I think I found you.”

I was silent.

Then I reached a hand toward you.

“Come here. Please.”

You came.




Chapter 16

The Warm Towel

You stood from the chair.

Your steps were slow, but firm. When you reached the bed, you stood over me, looking down. I was still naked, sweaty, Marcus’s cum now dried and pale on my skin. I felt exposed — not only physically, but emotionally. As if every thought, every desire, every fear were written across my body.

“You’re dirty,” you said.

It wasn't an accusation.

It was a statement.

“I am.”

“Do you want me to clean you?”

“Yes.”

You went to the bathroom.

I heard the water running, the faucet turning on and off as you wet a towel. When you returned, you held our white towel, the one from our wedding set, the one with our initials embroidered on it, the one your mother had given us when we got married.

The towel was warm, and steam rose from it in delicate spirals.

You sat on the edge of the bed.

Leaned over me and began to wipe my stomach.

The touch was almost ceremonial.

You started at my navel, where most of Marcus’s cum had gathered. You moved the towel in slow circles, dissolving the dried residue, and warm water slid down my sides. I felt your fingers trembling through the fabric — a subtle tremor, almost imperceptible, but it told me everything.

You weren't only cleaning me.

You were reclaiming me.

You were wiping away the marks of another man while accepting that they had been there.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“I am.”

“Are you sure?”

You stopped moving.

Looked into my eyes.

“No. But I’m better than I was five minutes ago. And better than I’ll be five minutes from now. That’s how this works, isn’t it?”

“Yes.”

You kept moving the towel.

You went up my stomach, around my breasts — my nipples still hard, still reactive to the warm touch — then down over my hips. When you reached my thighs, where the shine of my fluids still remained, you hesitated for one second.

Then you wiped there too, with the same delicacy, the same care.

“I thought I would feel disgust,” you said.

“Did you?”

“No.”

Your voice was rough.

“I felt aroused. And afraid. And in love. All at once.”

“Do you love me even after seeing me with him?”

“I love you even more. Because you trusted me enough to let yourself be seen like that.”

Tears filled my eyes.

This time they weren't tears of excess or pleasure.

They were tears of relief.

Of gratitude.

Of a love so deep it hurt.

You dropped the towel to the floor.

Then you pulled me toward the shower.




Chapter 17

The Shower

The bathroom was full of steam when we entered.

You opened the shower door, and hot water fell over us, running down our bodies like a blessing. We stood there for a moment, simply feeling the heat wrap around us. My back was to you, the water hitting my chest and sliding down my stomach. You were behind me, your hands resting on my shoulders.

“Let me wash you,” you said.

You picked up the soap — the same lavender soap we had used for years — and began to wash my back. Your fingers traced slow circles, gliding over my wet skin, and I closed my eyes.

Every touch was a reconnection.

Every slide of your hands said, I’m still here.

You washed my shoulders, my spine, the curve of my waist. Then you moved down to my ass, massaging with a firmness that made me arch slightly.

“Turn around,” you said.

I turned.

I faced you, the water falling between us. You washed my hands first — your fingers interlacing with mine — then my arms, my shoulders, my breasts. When your thumbs moved over my nipples, I moaned softly.

“Shh,” you whispered. “Let me take care of you.”

You moved the soap down my stomach, over my belly, between my legs.

There, you stopped.

You looked into my eyes.

“May I?”

“Yes.”

You washed my sex with a gentleness that contrasted with everything we had lived that night. Your fingers moved over my outer lips, my clit, my entrance — cleaning, but also touching. Recognizing. Saying without words that this body was still yours, even if another man had possessed it for a few hours.

I started to cry.

This time it was silent crying, mixing with the shower water.

“I love you,” I said.

“I know.”

“I'll never stop loving you. Even if we do this again. Even if it’s with others. You own my heart, Luke. Always.”

You pulled me into an embrace.

Your wet body against mine.

Your chin resting on my head.

I felt your hard cock pressing against my stomach, but you made no move to use it. You simply held me.

“I love you too,” you said. “And I want to do it again too. Someday.”

I held you tighter.

Then you let me go, picked up the soap, and handed it to me.

“Now wash me.”

I washed you.

Every inch.

Your chest, your shoulders, your back. Your hard cock, which I held in both hands and covered with soap in slow, reverent strokes. You closed your eyes and moaned softly. I wanted to kneel and put you in my mouth — to feel you there, to fill myself with you again, to remember the taste of my husband.

But before I could, you pulled me up and pressed me against the shower wall.

“You’re mine,” you groaned in my ear. “Mine.”

“Always yours.”

You entered me right there, standing, water pouring over both of us.

It wasn't a long fuck.

It wasn't a technical fuck.

It was possession.

Desperate love.

A husband who needed to reaffirm what was his.

You held me by the hips and fucked me hard, and I moaned loudly — as loudly as I had with Marcus, but now it was different.

Now it was you.

Always you.

“I love you,” I said with every thrust. “I love you, I love you, I love you.”

You came inside me with a hoarse groan.

I came with you — a softer orgasm than the first, but deeper.

More ours.

I felt your warm cum mixing with my fluids, and for the first time that night, I felt completely clean.




Chapter 18

Our Bed

You carried me to the bed.

The sheets were clean — I hadn't even noticed when you changed them, but they were. You laid me down on the cool cotton and lay beside me. You pulled the comforter over both of us and wrapped me in your arms.

We spooned.

Your chest against my back.

Your arms around my waist.

I felt your breathing slowly calm, your heart gradually settle.

The living room clock struck two in the morning.

“Do you regret it?” I asked.

“You already asked me that.”

“And you didn’t answer properly.”

You were silent for a moment.

“I don’t regret it. But it hurt. It hurt more than I expected. Seeing you with him… it was beautiful and horrible at the same time. I wanted it to last forever and I wanted it to end immediately.”

“It hurt me too,” I confessed. “Not physically. Physically, it was pleasure. But it hurt here.”

I touched my chest.

“I was afraid that when he left, you wouldn’t want me anymore.”

“I'll always want you.”

“Even if we do it again?”

“Especially if we do it again.”

I turned in your arms so I could look into your eyes.

“Luke, if we do it again… I want you closer. I want you to hold my hand at some point. I want to hear your voice. I want you to be more part of it.”

You smiled — that crooked smile I love.

“You want me to be more of a cuckold and more of a husband at the same time?”

“Exactly.”

“Then we’ll do it again.”

“Not tomorrow,” I said. “I need time. I need to process this. But someday.”

“Someday,” you repeated.

We stayed silent.

The wind outside had stopped.

The house was at peace.

“Luke?”

“Yeah?”

“Our marriage did not end tonight.”

“I know.”

“It began again.”

You kissed my forehead.

“Yes. It began again. And I'm more turned on by you than ever.”

I laughed softly.

“Even after seeing me with another man?”

“Because I saw you with another man.”

I shook my head, amazed.

“You really are a cuckold.”

“And you really are the hottest slut I have ever seen.”

“My God, Luke.”

“What? Am I not allowed to tell the truth?”

“You are. But now sleep, my little cuckold.”

“Good night, my dirty girl.”

We closed our eyes.

I felt the weight of your arm around my waist, the heat of your body against my back, the rhythm of your breathing becoming slow and regular. I thought about everything we had lived through. The Tuesday message. The countdown. The rules. The doorbell. The kiss. The penetration. The orgasm. The departure. The shower. The reconnection.

I thought that, for the first time in twelve years, I didn't know exactly where our marriage was going.

And for the first time, that did not scare me.

Because wherever we went, we would go together.

This isn’t the end, I thought.

It’s the beginning.

And I fell asleep in your arms, exhausted and happy, filled by two men and in love with only one.

BONUS CHAPTER

The Text

I woke up sore and happy.

Every muscle remembered what had happened the night before — my legs spread open, my back arched, my mouth full. I stretched in bed and felt a smile form on my lips before I even opened my eyes.

You were still sleeping beside me. Your face was relaxed, your mouth slightly open, your hair messy against the pillow. Morning light filtered through the curtains, drawing golden stripes across the comforter. I watched you for a long minute — this man who had given me everything, including the courage to lose myself.

I got up slowly, put on the silk robe — the same deep-blue one from the first day — and went to the kitchen.

I made coffee.

The aroma spread through the house, and it smelled like normal life. Like routine. Like a life that continues.

That was when I saw the phone on the marble counter.

The screen was lit.

There was a message from Marcus.

My heart sped up immediately. My fingers trembled as I touched the screen. The message was short, direct, but it carried the weight of everything we had lived through.

“Good morning, Mia. I’ve thought a lot about what we shared last night. It was special for me. I’d like to do it again, if you’re both ready. No rush. But know that I’m here.”

Heat rose between my legs.

My body reacted before my mind did — the same wetness, the same pulse, the same hunger. But along with the desire came a sharp edge of fear.

Fear of what it meant to want it again.

Fear of becoming addicted to it.

Fear of losing control.

I looked toward the bedroom door.

You appeared there, sleepy, your hair tousled, your white T-shirt wrinkled. Your eyes met mine and knew immediately.

“Is it him?” you asked.

“Yes. He wants it again.”

You walked toward me. Took the phone from my hand and read the message. Your face revealed nothing for a moment. Then you handed the phone back to me.

“What do you want to answer?”

“I don’t know. What do you think?”

You looked into my eyes.

“Tell him maybe. Tell him we need to talk. But just don’t say no.”

I smiled.

“Are you still sure?”

“More than I was yesterday.”

I typed the answer with fingers that were still trembling.

“Good morning, Marcus. We’ve thought a lot about last night too. It was special for both of us. Maybe we'll do it again. We need to talk first. But keep space in your schedule.”

I pressed send.

Then I looked at you.

Your eyes were smiling — that smile that starts in your pupils and only reaches your mouth afterward.

“What?” I asked.

“You have the same look you had when all of this began. Remember? In Book One, when we used to watch those videos together and your eyes would shine?”

“I remember.”

“Except now you know what you want.”

I smiled.

“Yes. I do.”

You pulled me into an embrace, and I curled against your chest. I breathed in the scent of sleep on your skin, your body, and the coffee hanging in the air.

I closed my eyes.

This isn’t the end, I thought.

Then I opened my eyes again, looked at you, and said it out loud, so you could hear it, and so could the universe.

“It’s the beginning.”
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