
        
            
                
            
        

    My Husband Listened

A hotwife's first time "business trip"

Marissa Reed

PMI
 




Copyright © 2026 Marissa Reed
All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.






Contents

 
Title Page
Copyright
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Chapter 8
Chapter 9
Chapter 10
Chapter 11
Chapter 12




Chapter 1

The bartender's eyes flicked to me, then away, then back again as I slid onto the leather stool. My hands shook as I smoothed the red dress down my thighs, not that there was much fabric to smooth. The hem rode up the moment I sat down, but I resisted the urge to tug it lower.
Elliot texted an hour earlier that I looked incredible. He insisted to me to go down to the bar. He told me to have “a little fun once in a while." He said I deserved it.
I stood in front of the hotel room mirror for twenty minutes after that call, phone clutched in one hand, the other pressed against my racing heart. The dress was new. The high heels made my calves ache in a way I wasn't used to. Everything about this felt like wearing someone else's skin, someone braver, someone who traveled alone to Denver for work conferences and didn't spend the entire flight gripping the armrests, someone who could walk into a hotel lobby bar at nine-thirty on a Tuesday night without feeling like an imposter.
But here I was. I was sitting there. I was at the bar, too, and not tucked away at a corner table pretending to check emails.
"What can I get you?" The bartender was younger than me, maybe late twenties, forearms covered in tattoos that disappeared under rolled shirtsleeves.
My mind went blank. I hadn't thought that far ahead. "Um..."
"Your first time?" He smiled, not unkindly. He meant it as a joke, not knowing how close to the mark he hit.
Heat flooded my cheeks. "Is it that obvious?"
"You look like you're about to bolt." He leaned over the bar. "But you're still here, right? What do you usually drink?"
"Wine. White wine." God, I sounded boring even to myself.
"Yeah?" His smile widened. "How about we start with something else tonight?"
I was about to protest when he turned away, already reaching for bottles on the mirrored shelf behind him. My phone buzzed in my clutch. Elliot was already checking in, but I left the phone there. He was just as wracked as I was. The bartender worked with practiced efficiency, measuring and pouring amber liquid over ice, adding a splash of something dark, a twist of orange peel.
"Manhattan." He explained it was classic. He declared it was better than white wine as he slid the coupe glass toward me.
I lifted it carefully, the glass cool against my palm, and took a sip. It burned, then mellowed into something rich and complex. "It's actually good."
"It's great," he said, then he moved down the bar to help someone else.
I sat there, cradling my first Manhattan, watching the lobby through the bar's open archway. Business travelers were in there mostly, men in rumpled suits, a few women clustered around a high-top table, laughing too loudly. The piano player in the corner was working through something jazzy and forgettable. I took another sip feeling the warmth spread through my chest. This wasn't so bad. I could do this. I was doing this.
A voice asked, "Is this seat taken?"
The voice came from my right, it was male, it was smooth, and carried the faint trace of a Southern accent. I turned, nearly sloshing my drink.
He was tall, late forties maybe, with salt-and-pepper hair styled just carefully enough to look effortless. He wore a navy blazer, no tie, and a white shirt open at the collar. His wedding ring was catching the low light. He smiled, revealing perfect teeth, and gestured at the empty stool beside me.
"Oh, no, it's..." then hated myself for stammering. "It's free."
"Great." He settled onto the stool with the easy confidence of someone who'd done this a thousand times. "Long day of conference sessions?"
How did he know? Then I remembered the lanyard hanging out my clutch, the TechForward2026 conference logo visible through the leather.
"Yes. Yeah. Long day." I was gripping my glass too hard. "You too?"
"Dallas office, here for the keynote tomorrow." He flagged down the bartender and ordered a whiskey neat. "First time at one of these things?"
"Is it that obvious?" The words came out sharp.
He laughed, not seeming to notice. "Nah, just making conversation. I'm Victor." He extended his hand.
I stared at it for a beat too long before shaking. "Katrina."
His grip was firm, warm, and lingered just a fraction of a second past professional. My stomach twisted.
"So Katrina, what brings you to Denver? Besides the riveting panels on cloud infrastructure?"
We both laughed at his cliched re-set. I took a too-large gulp of my Manhattan, buying time. Why was my throat so tight? This was normal. This was networking. Elliot said to have fun, to enjoy myself, to live a little. But Victor angled his body toward mine, and I could smell his cologne, expensive, woodsy, and the way he was looking at me wasn't quite professional anymore, if it ever was.
"I'm in, I work in data analytics." The words tumbled out. "For a healthcare company. We're implementing a new system and I'm heading up the training protocols."
"Smart and beautiful," his eyes dropping briefly to where my dress rode up again. "Dangerous combination."
My face went hot. "I should, I need to..." I fumbled for my clutch, nearly knocking over my drink. The bartender glanced over, looking curious.
"Hey, relax." His hand landed on my forearm, gentle but insistent. "I didn't mean to make you uncomfortable. Just a compliment."
But I was already standing, wobbling slightly on the unfamiliar heels. The room tilted. Had I drunk the Manhattan too fast? My skin burned where he'd touched me.
"I have an early session," I said as I backed away from the bar. "I should go."
Victor called out, "Katrina, wait..."
I didn't wait. I turned and walked as quickly as the high clicking heels would allow, past the piano player, through the lobby, toward the elevator bank. My heart hammered against my ribs. Behind me, I heard Victor say something to the bartender, and I heard them both laugh, or I was imagining it.
The elevator doors opened and I stumbled inside, jabbing the button for the seventh floor.
The hotel room door clicked shut behind me and I sagged against it, kicking off the heels. They clattered across the carpet. My hands shook as I dug my phone from the clutch.
Elliot sent three texts, each more concerned than the last.
The first one asked how it was going. The second one asked if everything was okay. The third one said, "Kat? You're making me nervous."
I hit the call button. He answered before the first ring finished.
"Thank god. I was about to call the front desk."
"I'm fine." I crossed to the bed and sat, catching my reflection in the darkened window. The woman in the red dress looking back at me appeared wild-eyed and flushed. "I'm an idiot, but I'm fine."
"What happened?"
"I panicked." The words rushed out. "A guy sat next to me at the bar and tried to make conversation and I completely froze up and basically ran away like a spooked deer. God, Elliot, you should have seen me. I literally fled."
Silence came from the other end. "Did he do something? Say something inappropriate?"
"No. Maybe? I don't know." I flopped backward on the bed, staring at the ceiling. "He called me beautiful and I acted like he'd pulled a knife. He thinks I'm insane."
"He hit on you."
"He was talking to me. Like a normal human. And I couldn't handle thirty seconds of small talk without having a complete meltdown." I started laughing then, with helpless giggles. "I'm thirty-six years old and I don't know how to sit at a bar."
Elliot was quiet for a moment. I could picture him in our kitchen, leaning against the counter, working through something in his head the way he always did.
"What did he look like?"
"Does that matter?"
"I'm curious."
I described him: "Tall. Good-looking. Wedding ring. Probably assumed I was looking for exactly what he was offering." I pressed my palm against my forehead. "Which I wasn't. Obviously."
"Obviously," but there was something in his tone I couldn't quite read.
"You told me to have fun," as I sat up. "You practically pushed me out the door in this ridiculous dress."
"I know."
"So why do I feel like I failed some test?"
"You didn't fail anything, Kat." He sighed. "You went to the bar alone. You ordered a drink. You looked incredible doing it. That's huge."
"Until I ran away."
"Until you got overwhelmed." He paused. "Maybe... maybe I'm not helping."
I frowned at the phone. "What do you mean?"
"All the texts. Checking in. Asking how it's going." His voice was careful. "You're thinking about what I want you to do instead of what you want to do."
"You're not..." then I stopped. Was he right? Had I been performing for him, even alone in that bar? Was I trying to be the woman he'd encouraged me to be instead of figuring out who that woman was?
"I kept thinking about texting you. While I was sitting there. Like I needed to report back."
"See? I'm in your head. That's not the point of this."
"So what, you're going to ignore me for the rest of the trip?" I meant it as a joke, but it came out uncertain.
"No. But maybe I back off a little. Let you be alone with this instead of turning it into a... I don't know, a project we're doing together."
I looked down at the red dress, the fabric now wrinkled from sitting. "I don't know if I can do this without you cheering me on."
"Yes, you can." His voice was firm. "You already did. You went down there. That guy isn't thinking about you at all anymore, by the way. Men like that move on in seconds."
"That's supposed to make me feel better?"
"It's supposed to make you realize you didn't ruin anything. There's no grade here, Kat. No performance review."
I pulled my knees up, wrapped my free arm around them. "What if I just want to stay in my room and order room service?"
"Then do that."
"What if I want to go back to the bar then?"
"Then do that." He paused. "Whatever you want. Not what you think I want. Not what you think you should want. Just... what feels right to you in the moment."
I twisted the edge of the bedspread between my fingers. "I don't know what that is yet."
"I know. That's okay."
"Is it weird that I'm thirty-six and still figuring out basic things about myself?"
"Kat, you've spent your life being someone's wife, someone's employee, someone's daughter. When did you ever get to just be Katrina?"
The question hit me hard. I thought about my twenties, the blur of entry-level jobs and terrible apartments shared with roommates. Then I met Elliot at twenty-eight, got married by thirty, and the comfortable settling came after. We'd built a good life. We'd built a safe life. But somewhere in there, I'd stopped asking myself what I wanted, separate from what we wanted, what made sense for us, what was practical for the partnership.
"I used to be braver. Before."
"Before what?"
"Before everything. Before I decided that being careful was the same as being smart." I stood and walked to the window, looking out at Denver's lights stretching toward the mountains. "You remember that trip to Barcelona? Before we were married?"
"You got us completely lost in the Gothic Quarter."
"And we ended up at that tiny bar where no one spoke English and we had to point at bottles and hope for the best." I smiled at the memory. "I didn't even hesitate. Just walked right in."
"You were twenty-nine."
"I was different." I pressed my hand against the cool glass. "When did I get so afraid?"
Elliot was quiet for a long moment. "You're not afraid, Kat. You're out of practice."
"Same thing."
"It's not." I heard him moving around, starting his nightly ritual of checking door locks and turning off lights. "Fear is permanent. Out of practice just means you need more reps."
“Reps." I repeated. "Like going to the gym."
"Exactly like going to the gym. First day back after years off, you can barely lift anything. Doesn't mean you're weak. Just means you haven't been training."




Chapter 2

I turned from the window and caught sight of myself in the full-length mirror by the bathroom. The red dress looked different now, less costume, more possibility. My hair was messy from the nervous hands I'd run through it. My mascara was slightly smudged. I looked like a woman who'd tried something and survived it, even if barely.
"So what's the training plan, coach?"
"That's the thing, there isn't one. Not from me, anyway." He paused. "I think I got too excited about this. The idea of you doing something just for yourself. I made it into a thing instead of just letting it be."
"You were trying to be supportive."
"I was trying to be something. Not sure it was helpful." I heard water running, he was in the kitchen, making his tea. The mundane domesticity of it made me homesick and grateful at the same time. "What if we try something different?"
"What?"
"What if I don't text you tomorrow? Unless you text me first."
My stomach dropped. "All day?"
"Is that scary?"
“Yes!"
"Good scary or bad scary?"
I considered this. "I don't know yet."
"See, that's honest." His voice was warm. "I love you, Kat. I love that you're there trying things. But maybe you need space to figure out what trying things means to you. Without me narrating it."
"What if something goes wrong?"
"Then you handle it. Like you've handled a thousand other things." He paused. "You ran a quarterly budget meeting with thirty people last month. You negotiated that vendor contract. You're not helpless."
"Those are different."
"Are they? Or do you just feel more confident in your work clothes?"
I looked down at the red dress again. He had a point. At the office, I knew my role. I knew the script. This, sitting at bars, talking to strangers, being a woman alone in a city, this was unscripted. That's what terrified me.
I heard myself say, "Okay."
"Okay what?"
"Okay, don't text me tomorrow. Let me... let me just exist here for a day without checking in."
"You sure?"
"No. But I'm saying yes anyway."
He laughed. "Now that sounds like the woman I married."
We talked for a few more minutes about nothing, his day at work, the neighbor's dog that still wouldn't stop barking, whether we needed to replace the washing machine or if it could limp along another year. These were normal things. These were married things. This was the kind of conversation that felt like putting on soft pajamas after spending all day in uncomfortable clothes.
After we hung up, I sat on the edge of the bed for a long time, still wearing the red dress.
The silence of the hotel room pressed in. There was no Elliot humming while he brushed his teeth. There was no familiar creak of our house settling. There were just the muted sounds of other people's lives bleeding through walls, a television next door, laughter from somewhere down the hall, the distant ding of the elevator.
I should change. I should wash my face. The responsible thing would be to review tomorrow's presentation notes, maybe rehearse my talking points for the afternoon panel. Instead, I walked back to the window.
Victor was still down there. Or someone like him was down there. The bar would be full now, the after-dinner crowd settling in. I wondered if the bartender noticed my dramatic exit. I wondered if Victor told some story about the crazy woman in the red dress who'd bolted mid-conversation.
My phone buzzed. I grabbed it too quickly, then felt foolish when I saw it was just an email. It was a calendar reminder for tomorrow's eight a.m. session on predictive analytics in patient care systems.
I set the phone face-down on the nightstand.
The thing was, I hadn't minded the Manhattan. And the bartender was kind, not condescending. Even Victor, before I'd panicked, had just been making small talk. It was boring small talk, maybe. It was the kind of conversation that happened in hotel bars across America every single night.
I’d been the one who’d made it weird. I turned a simple "is this seat taken" into some kind of threat.
But why?
I unzipped the dress, let it pool at my feet, and stood there in my underwear, looking at myself in the mirror. I didn't look bad for forty-two. I'd always been self-conscious about my hips, my thighs, the softness around my middle that no amount of occasional yoga seemed to eliminate. But Elliot loved my body. He told me so regularly. And in the abstract, I knew I looked fine. I looked good, even.
So why did sitting at a bar in a dress feel like standing naked in front of a crowd?
I pulled on the hotel robe, thick and white and anonymous, and sat on the bed with my laptop. I opened my presentation slides. I closed them. I opened my email. I closed it.
Finally, I pulled up a browser and typed: "how to be confident alone at a bar"
The search results were a mix of wikihow articles and lifestyle blog posts with titles like "Solo Travel Tips for Women" and "Own Your Space: A Guide to Drinking Alone." I clicked one at random.
Rule #1 stated: Remember that you have just as much right to be there as anyone else.
I laughed out loud. Did I, though? Everyone else at that bar seemed so comfortable, so at ease in their bodies and their right to occupy space. Meanwhile I'd been perched on that stool like a bird ready to fly away at the first loud noise.
Rule #2 advised: Bring a book or your phone if you need a buffer, but don't hide behind it.
Rule #3 instructed: Make eye contact with the bartender. You're a customer, not an intruder.
Rule #4 suggested: If someone approaches you and you're not interested, a simple "I'm just enjoying some quiet time" is perfectly acceptable.
I could have said that. I could have said it to Victor. I could have said "I'm just enjoying some quiet time." That was five words. Instead I'd stammered and fled and confirmed every stereotype about awkward women who don't belong in hotel bars.
I closed the laptop.
Tomorrow was a full day of sessions. I'd be busy, distracted, surrounded by colleagues and strangers in the safe context of a professional conference. I could be competent-Katrina, work-Katrina, the version of myself I knew how to be.
But tomorrow night...
Tomorrow night the bar would still be there. The bartender would be there. Maybe I could try again. Maybe I could sit and drink my Manhattan, or order something different, something I chose, and if someone sat next to me, I could be normal about it.
Or maybe I'd order room service and watch HBO and not feel guilty about it.
The thought was comforting.
I woke to my alarm at six-thirty, disoriented and cotton-mouthed. The Manhattan was strong. I stumbled through a shower, pulled on my conference uniform, black slacks, cream blouse, blazer, and made it downstairs with five minutes to spare before the breakfast buffet closed.
The conference center was attached to the hotel through a sky bridge, all glass and steel and that peculiar emptiness of corporate spaces. I grabbed coffee and a muffin, found a table in the corner, and opened my phone out of habit.
Elliot sent no texts.
That was right. We had the agreement. My chest tightened, then released. This was fine. This was the point.
I checked my work email instead. Forty-three new messages arrived since last night. I started triaging, I was deleting some, deleting more, flagging others, deleting again, when someone dropped into the chair across from me.
"Katrina Hayes? From the attendee list?"
I looked up. A woman was there, maybe mid-thirties, with severe black-framed glasses and hair pulled into a bun so tight it looked painful. Her conference badge read Jennifer Kao, CTO, MedData Solutions.
"Yes, that's me."
"Your session on training protocols is at two, right? I'm on the panel with you."
My stomach dropped. "Panel?"
She frowned. "The implementation strategies panel. You're listed as a speaker."
I grabbed my phone and pulled up the conference app with shaking fingers. There it was, buried in the schedule: 2:00 PM - Panel Discussion: Training Protocols for Enterprise Healthcare Systems. My name was listed third among four speakers.
"I thought I was just attending."
"They sent out speaker confirmations three weeks ago." Jennifer's frown deepened. "You didn't get it?"
I had gotten it. I'd been cc'd on something. I'd assumed it was informational. I had never read it.
The word came out before I could stop it: "Shit."
"You're not prepared."
"I can prepare. I have until two. That's seven hours." I checked the time.
"Six hours. The panel prep meeting is at one." She stood, gathering her coffee. "I'd suggest you skip the morning sessions."
She walked away before I could respond.
My hands were shaking again. I pulled up the email and found the speaker confirmation buried under three weeks of unread messages. The requirements stated: fifteen-minute presentation on successful implementation strategies, prepared to answer audience questions, professional attire recommended.
I thought about fifteen minutes. I could do fifteen minutes. I did presentations all the time at work.
Except those were for my team. They were people who knew me. This was a room full of strangers and industry experts and I didn't know what else.
My phone buzzed. I grabbed it desperately.
But it wasn't Elliot. It was just a LinkedIn notification. Someone viewed my profile.
I wanted to call him. I needed to call him. He'd talk me down, tell me I was fine, remind me of my qualifications. But that was exactly what we were trying not to do.
I shoved the phone in my bag and headed back to my room.
By noon I had something resembling a presentation. I had fifteen slides on our hospital system's rollout of the new EMR platform, the training modules we'd developed, the metrics we'd tracked. It was decent. It was maybe even good.
But my hands still shook when I rehearsed out loud.
I changed into a different blazer, it was navy instead of black, and attempted to fix my hair, which frizzed in the dry Denver air. In the mirror, I looked pale. I looked terrified.
Elliot's words from last night came back to me: You run budget meetings with thirty people.
Except those people reported to me. They needed things from me. Here, I was nobody. I was just another mid-level analytics manager from a regional hospital system, presuming to have insights worth sharing.
I made it to the panel prep meeting at 12:58.
Jennifer was already there, along with two men, one was older and silver-haired, exuding the confidence of someone who'd given a thousand presentations, and one was younger, my age, nervously arranging papers.
"Katrina." Jennifer didn't smile. "This is Dr. Richard Pemberton from Kaiser and James Chen from Allscripts. We've been discussing flow."
"Flow."
"We're discussing speaking order. Richard opens with strategic overview, I follow with technical architecture, you discuss training implementation, James closes with ROI analysis." She checked her tablet. "You'll have twelve minutes. Not fifteen. We're running over."
"Twelve is fine."
"And be prepared for questions. Last year's training panel got contentious."
"Contentious how?"
The silver-haired man, Dr. Pemberton, laughed. "Healthcare IT people have opinions. Strong ones. You'll be fine if you know your material."
He said "if."
The moderator arrived, she was a harried-looking woman with a headset, and she walked us through logistics. The room capacity was two hundred. The expected attendance was one-fifty. Microphones would be live. Questions would come from audience members with handheld mics.
"Try to keep answers under two minutes." "We want as many questions as possible."
My mouth was gone completely dry.
We filed into the conference room at 1:55. It was already three-quarters full.
I took my seat at the panel table, adjusted my microphone, and made the mistake of looking out at the audience. There were rows of faces. Tablets and laptops were open. These were people who'd paid significant money to be here, who expected expertise, insights, value.
My vision tunneled.




Chapter 3

The moderator was introducing us. I heard my name, heard the scattered applause, felt my face arrange itself into something resembling a smile.
Dr. Pemberton started speaking. His voice was smooth and practiced. The slides behind him were gorgeous, they had minimal text and striking graphics. He made complex concepts sound simple.
Then Jennifer spoke, and she was equally polished. She was technical but accessible. The audience was rapt.
Then the moderator turned to me.
"And now Katrina Hayes will discuss training implementation strategies that drove successful adoption rates."
Two hundred faces turned my way.
I opened my mouth.
Nothing came out.
The silence stretched. Two seconds passed. Three seconds passed. It felt like an eternity.
Someone coughed in the back row.
My hands gripped the edge of the table. The microphone sat there, waiting. Behind me, my first slide glowed on the screen, it was a simple title card with my name and topic.
"I..." My voice cracked. I cleared my throat. "Thank you."
Another beat of silence passed. Jennifer shifted in her seat beside me.
"When we began our EMR implementation eighteen months ago," and my voice sounded strange, too high. We knew that technology adoption would succeed or fail based on user buy-in."
The words were coming from somewhere outside my body. I was on autopilot. This was muscle memory from a hundred staff meetings.
I clicked to the next slide. I talked about our phased rollout approach. I talked about the super-user program. I talked about the feedback loops we'd built in. My voice steadied as I moved through familiar territory. These were my strategies. This was my team's work. I knew this cold.
The twelve minutes passed. I barely registered them.
When I finished, there was applause. It was normal applause, not pity applause. I exhaled.
James Chen launched into his ROI analysis. I sat there, adrenaline still flooding my system, trying to look attentive while my heart hammered against my ribs.
Then the questions came.
The first three questions were for Dr. Pemberton and Jennifer, they were technical, strategic, the kind of softball questions that let experts showcase expertise. I started to relax.
Then a woman in the fifth row stood, microphone in hand.
"Question for Ms. Hayes."
My stomach clenched.
"You mentioned your hospital system achieved ninety-two percent user adoption within six months. But you didn't address resistance management. What happened to the eight percent who didn't adopt?"
It was a fair question. It was a good question. I knew the answer.
"We identified three main categories of non-adopters," and my voice was steady now, confident even. "Early retirees who opted out rather than learn a new system, specialized departments with legacy workflows that required custom solutions, and a small percentage who needed additional one-on-one support."
"And the specialized departments? How did you handle them?"
"We brought in their department heads early, during the design phase. Let them help shape the workflows rather than imposing solutions. It delayed our timeline by six weeks but prevented a mutiny."
Laughter came from the audience. The woman sat down, satisfied.
Three more questions came, and none were directed at me. Then a man in the second row stood.
"Ms. Hayes, I'm curious about your super-user program. How did you incentivize participation? We've struggled to get volunteers."
I answered. Then another question came, this one about training materials. Then another came about measuring long-term retention of training content.
I was answering a fourth question, something about managing physician pushback, when I noticed him.
Victor was there.
He was sitting in the back row, left side. He wore a navy blazer. He had that same confident posture.
He was watching me. He was not watching the panel. He was watching me specifically.
My voice faltered mid-sentence.
"Sorry, could you repeat the question?" though I'd heard it perfectly fine.
The audience member obliged. I forced myself to focus, to answer, to not look at the back row.
But I could feel his eyes on me.
The moderator finally called time. "Thank you to our panelists. We'll be in the hallway for individual questions if anyone wants to continue the discussion."
People filed out. A cluster formed around Dr. Pemberton immediately. Jennifer was cornered by two attendees with tablets out, showing her something. James Chen disappeared.
I gathered my materials with shaking hands, hoping to slip away unnoticed.
Victor's voice came from right behind me: "That was impressive."
I turned. He was close, smiling that same easy smile from last night.
"Didn't realize I was sitting next to an expert yesterday. You know your stuff."
"Thank you." I clutched my laptop bag to my chest like a shield.
"I felt bad about last night. Thought maybe I came on too strong." He tilted his head, studying me. "You seemed nervous."
"I was just tired. Long flight."
"Right." He didn't sound convinced. "Well, you weren't nervous up there. Confident. Articulate. Like a completely different person."
Something in the way he said it made my skin prickle.
"I should, there are people waiting." It was a lie. No one was waiting for me.
"Have dinner with me."
The words landed like a challenge.
"What?"
"Dinner. Tonight. There's a great steakhouse two blocks from here. We could talk shop. You could tell me more about your super-user program." His smile widened. "Purely professional."
"I'm married."
"I noticed." He glanced at my left hand. "I'm married too. Doesn't mean we can't have dinner."
My throat closed. "I can't."
"Can't or won't?"
The question hung between us. Other people were still milling around, chatting in clusters, but it felt like we were alone. It felt like the room narrowed to just this conversation, this moment.
"Won't."
He studied me for a long moment, then shrugged. "Fair enough. But if you change your mind, I'm in room 842. We could skip the steakhouse. Order room service. More private."
Heat flooded my face. "I'm not, that's not..."
"Relax." He held up his hands. "Just an offer. No pressure."
He walked away before I could respond, leaving me standing there with my laptop bag and my burning cheeks and the sick feeling in my stomach.
Jennifer appeared at my elbow. "You okay? You look pale."
"Fine. I'm fine."
"That guy bothering you?"
"No. He was just, networking."
She didn't look convinced, but she didn't push. "You did well up there. Better than I expected after this morning."
It should have felt like a compliment. Instead, it felt like an insult I was too tired to process.
I made it back to my room by three-thirty. I locked the door. I sat on the bed.
My phone sat on the nightstand. There were no messages. There were no calls. There was nothing from Elliot.
I picked it up. I put it down. I picked it up again.
I opened my texts.
I stared at his name.
Then I set the phone face-down and walked to the window instead.
The city stretched out below me, indifferent. I pressed my forehead against the cool glass.
Room 842 was the number.
The number lodged itself in my brain like a splinter. I didn't want it there. I didn't want to be thinking about Victor at all, his confident smile, the way he'd watched me during the panel, the casual presumption in his invitation.
He said more private.
I should have been angry. I should have reported him to conference organizers for inappropriate conduct. Instead, I felt something more complicated. I felt something that made my hands shake and my breath come short.
I pulled out my phone.
There was still nothing from Elliot.
My finger hovered over his name. I could text him. I could tell him what happened. He'd be outraged on my behalf, protective, reassuring. He'd tell me Victor was a creep and I'd handled it perfectly.
But would he? Would he really?
The thought crept in unbidden. Elliot was the one to push me toward this. He pushed the dress, the bar, the whole "expand your personality" exercise. What exactly had he been hoping would happen?
I opened our text thread and scrolled back through the last few weeks. I found the conversation from when I'd first gotten the conference invitation.
He wrote: You should go. When's the last time you did something just for you?
I had written: It's three days in Denver, not a spa retreat.
He wrote: So make it both. Book a nice hotel. Have fun. Live a little.
At the time, I'd thought he was being supportive. I'd thought he was being encouraging. Now I read it differently. There was the emphasis on "fun." There was the emphasis on "live a little."
What did that mean, exactly?
I scrolled further back. I found the night he'd helped me shop for the dress online, both of us on the couch with our laptops.
That one. The red one.
It's too short.
It's perfect. Trust me.
For a work conference?
For you. You'll look incredible.
I'd laughed it off, ordered it anyway, told myself it was just a confidence boost. But now, standing in this hotel room, I wondered. Had Elliot known? Had he imagined this exact scenario, me alone in a city, dressed to attract attention, attracting it?
My phone buzzed. It was finally buzzing.
But it wasn't Elliot. It was an email notification. It was a conference feedback survey.
I threw the phone on the bed.
This was ridiculous. I was reading things into nothing, making conspiracies out of my husband's encouragement. Victor was just an asshole who hit on women at conferences. This happened. It meant nothing.
Except it didn't feel like nothing.
I changed out of my blazer, splashed water on my face, stared at myself in the bathroom mirror. The woman looking back was flushed, unsettled. She was still riding the adrenaline from the panel, from the confrontation, from everything.
The red dress hung in the closet where I'd left it that morning. I could put it on again. I could go down to the bar. I could prove to myself that last night was a fluke, that I could handle a simple drink without falling apart.
Or I could stay here. I could order room service. I could call Elliot even though we'd agreed I wouldn't. I could reset everything back to normal.
Or, the thought arrived fully formed, terrible and thrilling.
Or I could text Elliot about Victor. I wouldn't text to complain. I wouldn't text to seek reassurance.
I could tell him the truth.
I could tell him that a man invited me to his room. I could tell him that some twisted part of me felt a dark thrill when he said it. I could tell him that standing at this window, I couldn't stop thinking about room 842, eight floors up, directly above me.
I could tell him that I was terrified by how much I wanted to know what Elliot would say if I told him all of this.
My hands were shaking again as I picked up the phone.
I typed: * Something happened after my panel.
I deleted it.
I typed: * A man from the conference asked me to dinner.
I deleted it.
I typed: * I need to talk to you.
I stared at it for thirty seconds, then deleted that too.
Instead, I opened my laptop and pulled up the conference app. I searched the attendee list for Victor. I found him: Victor Holloway, VP of Operations, MedTech Systems, Dallas.




Chapter 4

His LinkedIn profile was public. He was married with two kids. There were lots of photos at industry events, he was always impeccably dressed, he was always with that same confident smile.
I shouldn't be looking at this. This was stalking. This was obsessing.
I closed the laptop.
I opened it again.
I googled "hotwife." The search term appeared in the box like an accusation. I'd heard the term before, vaguely, and always dismissed it as some internet kink thing that had nothing to do with real life.
The results loaded. There were forums, subreddits, how-to guides. There were couples who explored this dynamic together. There were wives who enjoyed attention from other men. There were husbands who encouraged it, who got off on it.
One guide stated: Communication is key. Boundaries must be established. This only works with complete honesty and trust.
I slammed the laptop shut.
This was insane. Elliot wasn't, we weren't, this was just me spiraling because I'd had a stressful day and some asshole made a pass and I was in a strange city feeling unmoored.
Except.
Except Elliot bought me that dress. He told me to go to the bar alone. He suggested I not text him today, give myself space to "figure out what I wanted."
What if he'd been waiting for this? What if some part of him hoped...
My phone rang.
Elliot's name appeared on the screen.
I stared at it, my heart pounding, through four rings, five rings.
I answered on the sixth ring.
"Hey." My voice came out breathless.
"I know we said I wouldn't call." He sounded cautious. "But I couldn't stop thinking about you. How did it go?"
"There was a panel." The words tumbled out too fast. "I didn't know I was speaking. I had to present in front of two hundred people with barely any preparation."
"Jesus, Kat. Are you okay?"
"I survived. It was actually... I was good. I think I was good." I paced to the window, back to the bed. "People asked me questions. Multiple questions. They wanted to hear what I had to say."
"Of course they did. You're brilliant."
"And then afterward..." I stopped. My mouth was gone dry.
"Afterward what?"
The moment stretched. I could end this here. I could tell him I was tired, that we'd talk tomorrow, that everything was fine.
"There was a man."
Silence came from the other end. It was not empty silence. It was weighted silence.
"What man?" His voice changed. It was flatter. It was more controlled.
"From the bar last night. Victor. He was in the audience." I sat on the edge of the bed, gripping the phone too hard. "He waited until after, told me I seemed like a different person when I was presenting. More confident."
"Okay." He still had that careful tone. "And?"
"And he asked me to dinner."
The silence stretched longer this time. I could hear him breathing.
“What did you say?"
"I said no. I told him I was married."
"But he didn't care."
It wasn't a question. Somehow Elliot already knew.
"He said he was married too. That it didn't matter." My heart was racing now. "He gave me his room number. Said we could skip dinner, order room service. Be more private."
I waited for the explosion. I waited for the anger. I waited for the demand that I report Victor to conference security.
"What room number?"
The question landed like a slap.
"What?"
"What room is he in?" Elliot's voice was steady. It was too steady.
"842. But I'm not, I didn't..."
"I know you didn't." He paused. "Did you want to?"
"Elliot..."
"It's a simple question, Kat. When he said that to you, when he gave you his room number, did some part of you want to say yes?"
My throat closed. I couldn't answer. I couldn't lie but I couldn't say the truth either.
"You're still thinking about it." It was not an accusation. It was an observation. "Right now. That's why you told me."
"I don't know why I told you."
"Yes, you do."
The certainty in his voice made something crack open in my chest. Heat flooded through me, shame and arousal and terror all tangled together.
I whispered, "This is crazy." "We're not, we don't..."
"What do you want, Katrina?"
He used my full name. He never used my full name unless he was serious.
"I want..." I couldn't finish the sentence. I didn't know how to finish it.
"Tell me what you're feeling right now. This exact moment."
I closed my eyes. "Scared."
"Of what?"
"Of you. Of this conversation. Of what you might say next."
"What do you think I'm going to say?"
"I don't know." My voice broke. "That's what scares me."
I heard him moving around. I heard the creak of our bed, god, was he in our bed right now?, and then I heard the sound of a door closing. It was his office, probably. He was getting privacy.
"I've been thinking about last night." "About you at that bar. About that guy sitting next to you."
"Elliot..."
"Let me finish." He took a breath. "I was jealous. Of course I was jealous. But I was also... Christ, Kat, I was so turned on I couldn't think straight."
The words hit me like a physical thing. I pressed my hand to my stomach.
"The idea of you there, looking the way you looked, and other men noticing. Wanting you. Thinking they had a chance." His voice dropped lower. "I've been hard all day thinking about it."
"This is insane." But I didn't hang up. I couldn't hang up.
"Is it? We've been married twenty years. Good years. Safe years. But when's the last time we felt like this? This alive?"
"You're talking about me fucking another man." The word came out harsh, shocking in my own mouth.
"I'm talking about us having a conversation we've never had before. About things we've never admitted wanting." He paused. "I'm not saying you should do anything. I'm saying we should be honest about what we're feeling."
My reflection stared back at me from the darkened window. I was a woman in a hotel room, phone pressed to her ear, having an impossible conversation with her husband.
"What are you feeling?"
"Right now? Terrified. Excited. More connected to you than I've felt in years." He paused again. "Wondering what you're wearing."
"Jeans and a t-shirt."
"Liar. You changed after the panel. You're in something comfortable. Your soft gray sweater maybe. The one that falls off your shoulder."
He was right. How did he know?
"Are you touching yourself?"
"No." But my free hand drifted to my thigh.
"Are you wet?"
"Elliot, stop."
"That's not an answer."
I was. God help me, I was soaked. I was soaked from this conversation, from the memory of Victor's eyes on me, from the knowledge that Elliot knew and wasn't angry and was maybe, impossibly, encouraging this.
I whispered, "Yes."
I heard his sharp intake of breath. "Tell me what you're thinking about."
"I can't."
"You can. You're the only person in that room. I'm the only one who can hear you. What are you thinking about?"
The words came out in a rush. "Room 842. What it would be like to go there. To knock on that door. To see his face when he opened it and realized I came."
"Keep going."
"No. This is, we can't..."
"Kat." His voice was firm now. It was commanding in a way I'd never heard before. "Keep going."
My breath came in short gasps. "He'd pull me inside. Not even say anything, just pull me in and close the door and..."
"And what?"
"Kiss me. Hard. Like he'd been thinking about it all day. Like he knew I'd come."
"Would you kiss him back?"
The question hung there. This was the point of no return.
"Yes."
Elliot made a sound, it was half groan, half exhale. "Where are his hands?"
"On my waist. Sliding up. He's pushing the sweater up, trying to get it off." My own hand was moving now, sliding between my thighs. "I'm helping him. I want it off."
"What are you wearing underneath?"
"That black bra. The lace one."
"The one I bought you for your birthday." His breathing changed too. It was rougher. "Is he looking at you?"
"Yes. Standing back, just looking. And I can see, I can see how hard he is. Through his pants."
"Touch yourself." "Right now. I want you touching yourself while you tell me this."
My hand slipped inside my jeans. I was so wet it shocked me.
I gasped, "I am."
"Good girl. Now tell me what happens next. Does he undress you or do you undress yourself?"
"He does. He's impatient. His hands are everywhere. The bra comes off and he's, god, Elliot, his mouth is on my breasts and his hands are undoing my jeans and I'm letting him. I'm not stopping him."
"Why would you stop him? You want this. You walked up eight flights to his room because you wanted this."
"Yes." The word came out like a sob.
"Where does he take you?"
"The bed. He pushes me back on the bed and pulls my jeans off and..." I couldn't finish. My fingers were circling, pressure building.
"Say it, Kat. All of it."
I gasped, "His face is between my legs. His tongue is, oh god..."
"Is he good at it?"
"Yes. Better than..." I stopped myself.
"Better than me?" There was no anger in it. There was just heat. "You can say it. Better than me?"
"Different. More aggressive. He's not asking what I want, he's just taking it."
"And you love it."
"Yes. I'm pulling his hair and grinding against his face and I don't care how I look or sound. I just want to come."
"Do you?"
"Yes. Hard. So hard I'm shaking."
"Then what? Does he fuck you?"
The word came from his mouth. We never talked like this. We never did this.
"He flips me over. Face down. Pulls my hips up." My fingers moved faster. "He doesn't ask if I'm ready. Just pushes inside and, fuck, Elliot..."
"Are you close?"
"Yes."
"Don't come yet. Tell me more. Is he wearing a condom?"
The question pierced through the fantasy. Reality was crashing in.
"I don't, we didn't..."
"In the fantasy, Kat. Is he wearing one?"
I whispered, "No."
"Risky. Dangerous. You don't even know him."
"I know."
"But you're so wet and he feels so good and you don't want him to stop long enough to get one."
"Yes. God, yes."
"He's fucking you hard. Harder than I do. Your face is pressed into the hotel pillow and you're taking it. All of it. You want all of it."
I was right on the edge now. My whole body was tight, coiled.
Elliot continued, "And I'm at home, imagining this. Knowing my wife is in some hotel room with a stranger's cock inside her. And I'm so fucking hard I can barely stand it."
"Elliot..."
"Are you going to come for him, Kat? Are you going to let him feel you come on his cock?"
I cried, "Yes, oh god, yes..."
"Do it. Come right now thinking about him filling you up. Come for me."
I shattered. I bit down on my own hand to keep from crying out, waves of it crashing through me, brutal and overwhelming. The phone slipped from my grip and landed on the bed beside me.
For a long moment there was just breathing. There was mine. There was his. Both of us were ragged.
I picked up the phone with a shaking hand.
"Kat?"
"I'm here." My voice was wrecked.
"Jesus Christ." He sounded as undone as I felt. "That was..."
"Insane. That was insane."
"Did you..."
"Yes. Did you?"
"Almost. Still..." He made a frustrated sound. "I want to see you. God, I wish I could see you right now."
Reality was seeping back in. I thought about what we'd just done. I thought about what we'd said to each other. I thought about the impossible line we'd crossed.
"Elliot, we can't, this was just..."
"Just what? Just talk?"
"Yes. Fantasy. Not real."
Silence came.
He finally said, "What if it could be?"
My heart stopped. "What?"
"Real. What if we made it real?"
"You're not serious."
"Why not? We just had the most intense sexual experience we've had in years and we weren't even in the same room. Imagine if..."
"No." I sat up, trying to gather myself. "No. This is, people don't do this."
"Some people do."
"We're not those people."
"Aren't we? Five minutes ago you were describing in detail how another man would fuck you and I was encouraging it. We're already those people, Kat. We're just too scared to admit it."




Chapter 5

I stood and paced to the window. The city lights blurred. My reflection looked back at me, I was flushed, disheveled, thoroughly undone.
"I can't think. I can't process this right now."
"Okay. That's okay." He took a breath, clearly trying to calm down. "I'm sorry. I'm pushing too hard. We should, let's just sit with this. Sleep on it."
"Sleep on whether I should fuck a stranger?"
He clarified, "Sleep on whether this is something we want to explore. Together. As a couple." His voice was gentle now. "Nothing has to happen tonight, Kat. Nothing has to happen ever if you don't want it to. But we can't pretend this conversation didn't just happen."
He was right. We'd opened something that couldn't be closed.
"I need to go."
"Don't hang up angry."
"I'm not angry. I'm terrified."
"Of me?"
"Of myself." I pressed my forehead against the window. "Of how much I want this. How much I've wanted it since Victor gave me his room number and some sick part of me felt relieved instead of offended."
"That's not sick, Kat. That's honest."
"Same thing."
He disagreed, "It's not." He paused. "I love you. Whatever happens or doesn't happen, I love you. You know that, right?"
"I know."
"Get some sleep. We'll talk tomorrow."
After we hung up, I stood at the window for a long time, staring at my reflection.
Room 842 was there.
It was eight floors up.
I could put on the red dress right now. I could take the elevator. I could knock on that door.
Elliot would never know. Or, god, maybe I could text him while it happened. Maybe that's what he wanted.
My phone sat on the bed, its screen dark.
One text was all it would take.
I picked up the phone.
I opened my texts.
I found Victor's name, I'd looked him up, so it was there in my contacts now, tangible, real.
My thumbs hovered over the keyboard.
What would I even say? Would I say I changed my mind? Would I ask if he was still awake? Would I confirm room 842, right?
I set the phone down.
I picked it up again.
This was insane. I'd just gotten off the phone with my husband. My husband had basically given me permission, no, not permission. He had given me encouragement. Elliot had actively encouraged me to go upstairs and fuck another man.
What kind of marriage was this? What were we becoming?
My phone buzzed. I nearly dropped it.
•Still thinking about you.
My hands shook as I typed back: What am I supposed to do with this?
The reply came immediately: Whatever you want. That's the point.
•What do YOU want?
Three dots appeared. They disappeared. They appeared again. Finally a message came:
•I want you to stop asking me what I want and figure out what YOU want. For once in your life, Katrina, just take something for yourself.
I stared at the message.
Another text came through: I'm going to bed. I love you. Whatever you decide.
Then nothing came.
I looked at myself in the mirror. I was still in the gray sweater, my jeans were unzipped, my hair was a mess. I looked like exactly what I was, a woman who'd just masturbated while describing infidelity to her husband.
The red dress hung in the closet.
I could change. I could fix my makeup. I could be that woman again, the one from last night, the one who'd sat at the bar before panic set in.
Except this time I wouldn't panic. This time I'd know exactly where I was going.
My phone was still in my hand.
I opened a new text. I didn't text Elliot. I texted the number I'd found on the conference app.
I texted Victor: * 842
I sent just the number. There was no explanation. No context was needed.
My finger hovered over send.
One tap was all it would take.
I thought about Elliot at home, not sleeping, staring at his phone waiting to see if I'd text him. He was wondering. He was hoping. He was hard and aching and imagining his wife walking down a hotel hallway toward a stranger's room.
I thought about Victor opening his door, that confident smile spreading across his face. He would say I knew you'd come.
I thought about crossing that threshold. I thought about the door closing behind me. I thought about the point of no return.
I pressed send.
The message went through with a soft whoosh.
Immediately, three dots appeared. He was awake. He was waiting.
•I was hoping I'd hear from you.
•Give me 10 minutes.
My heart slammed against my ribs. Ten minutes. He needed ten minutes to, what? To shower? To prepare? To set the scene?
This was happening. This was happening.
I dropped the phone on the bed and went to the closet. I pulled out the red dress. It felt different in my hands now, it was not a costume but armor. It was war paint.
I stripped off the sweater and jeans. I stood in my underwear, staring at the dress.
My phone buzzed.
I ignored it. I focused on stepping into the dress, pulling it up, zipping it. The fabric clung to every curve. I looked at myself in the mirror.
This woman was a stranger. She was flushed and bright-eyed and ready.
Another buzz came.
I checked it this time.
•Are you okay? You went quiet.
I stared at the message. He knew. Somehow he knew I was doing something. He knew I was deciding something.
•I'm fine.
•Just fine?
•I'm getting dressed.
The three dots appeared and disappeared three times. Finally a message came:
•The red dress?
How did he know?
•Yes.
•Jesus Christ, Kat.
•Is this what you wanted?
•I want you to do what YOU want. Stop asking me for permission.
•I need to hear you say it.
A long pause came. Then a message appeared:
•Say what?
•That it's okay. That you won't hate me. That we'll survive this.
The typing indicator went on forever. I sat on the edge of the bed in the red dress, heels in my hand, waiting.
Finally a message came: I could never hate you. This doesn't break us, it's just us being honest about who we are. About what we want.
•And what if I can't go through with it?
•Then you come back to the room and we never talk about it again. Or we talk about it forever. Whatever you need.
•And what if I can?
The pause was shorter this time.
•Then you text me after. And you tell me everything. Every single detail. And I'll be here, hard as fuck, waiting to hear about my wife being exactly who she wants to be.
I stood. I slipped on the heels. I checked my makeup, I smudged it slightly, made it look lived-in. I spritzed perfume.
I grabbed my phone and room key.
I stood at the door.
My hand was on the handle.
This was it. I could walk out this door and everything would change. I could stay and we could pretend this was all just fantasy, just dirty talk between married people.
But we both knew that wasn't true anymore.
I opened the door.
The hallway was empty, carpeted, anonymous. It looked exactly like every hotel hallway I'd ever been in.
I walked to the elevator.
I pressed the up button.
The doors opened immediately, like the universe was conspiring. I stepped inside.
I pressed 8.
The elevator rose. My reflection stared back at me from the polished doors, I was a woman in red, breathing too fast, my eyes were too bright.
The doors opened on the eighth floor.
I stepped out.
Room 842 was to the right. I could see it from here, it was just another door in a long hallway of doors.
My heels clicked on the carpet. Each step was deliberate. Each step was final.
I stopped outside 842.
I raised my hand to knock.
My phone buzzed in my clutch.
I pulled it out.
•Door's unlocked. Just come in.
My hand was shaking so badly I almost dropped the phone.
Behind this door was Victor. He was waiting. He was expecting me to just walk in like I belonged there.
Behind me was the elevator. Behind me was my room. Behind me was safety. Behind me was Elliot on the phone ready to talk me down from this.
I reached for the handle.
It turned easily in my hand.
I pushed the door open.
The room was dimmer than mine. One lamp was on by the bed, curtains were drawn. Victor stood by the window, still in his dress shirt and slacks, though the shirt was unbuttoned at the top. He'd been drinking, there was a tumbler of amber liquid on the desk, another was waiting beside it.
"I wasn't sure you'd come."
I stepped inside. I let the door close behind me with a soft click.
"I wasn't sure either."
He moved toward me slowly, like he was approaching a skittish animal. "You want that drink?"
"No." My voice came out steady. "I don't want a drink."
"What do you want?"
The question hung between us. It was the same question Elliot asked. It was the question I'd been avoiding my entire adult life.
I said honestly, "I don't know yet."
He smiled. "That's fair." He was close now, close enough that I could smell his cologne again, see the flecks of gray in his hair. "Can I touch you?"
My breath caught. "Yes."
His hand came up slowly, his fingers tracing the line of my jaw. It was light. It was testing. "You're shaking."
"I know."
"Nervous or excited?"
"Both."
His thumb brushed over my lower lip. "We don't have to do anything you don't want to do."
I almost laughed. What I wanted was the problem. What I wanted was terrifying.
"Kiss me."
He did.




Chapter 6

It wasn't like kissing Elliot. Twenty years of marriage meant Elliot and I knew every angle, every rhythm. This was different, it was strange and urgent and wrong in ways that made my knees weak.
His hands slid down to my waist, pulling me closer. I could feel how hard he was already, pressing against me through his slacks.
My phone buzzed in my clutch.
We both froze.
Victor asked against my mouth, "Do you need to get that?"
"No." But I did. I needed to.
I stepped back and pulled out my phone with trembling hands.
•Are you in his room?
I stared at the message. Victor was watching me, curious.
"My husband."
His eyebrows rose. "He knows you're here?"
"Yes."
"And he's okay with it?"
I looked up at Victor, then back at the phone. "I think so. I don't know. This is, we've never done this before."
"But he encouraged it."
"Yes." The word felt like a confession.
Victor studied me for a long moment, then reached for his own phone on the nightstand. "Call him."
"What?"
"Call your husband. Right now. Put him on speaker."
My heart stopped. "You can't be serious."
"I'm completely serious." He settled into the desk chair, legs spread, confident. "You're standing in my hotel room in that dress and you're terrified and turned on and you don't know what you want. So let's figure it out. Call him."
My hands shook as I pulled up Elliot's number.
He answered on the first ring.
"Kat?"
"I'm here." My voice cracked. "I'm in his room."
Silence came. Then he asked, "Jesus. Are you, did you..."
"We kissed. That's all. So far."
I heard Elliot's sharp inhale. "How was it?"
The question shouldn't have surprised me. But hearing it out loud, in Victor's room, with Victor watching me with those dark eyes...
I managed to say, "Different."
"Good different?"
"I don't know yet."
Victor stood and walked over to me. He took the phone gently from my hand. "Elliot? I'm Victor."
I watched, frozen, as this stranger spoke to my husband.
"Your wife is incredibly beautiful. I'm sure you know that." Victor's eyes never left mine. "And she's clearly terrified right now. So I'm going to let you talk to her for a minute. Figure out what you both want here."
He put the phone back in my hand, then stepped away, giving me space.
I whispered, "Elliot?"
"I'm here, baby. Talk to me. What do you want?"
"I want..." The words stuck in my throat. "I want to stop being afraid."
"Of what?"
"Of wanting this. Of being the kind of woman who does this." Tears pricked my eyes. "Of you hating me after."
"Kat, listen to me." His voice was firm, grounding. "I could never hate you. This doesn't change anything between us. If anything, it makes it better. More honest."
"How?"
"Because we're not hiding anymore. Not from each other. Not from ourselves." He paused. "You want to know what I'm doing right now?"
"What?"
"I'm so hard I can barely think. Imagining you in that room. In that dress. Knowing another man just kissed you and wants you and is going to have you." His breathing was ragged. "And I'm not angry, Kat. I'm not hurt. I'm so turned on I could come just from hearing your voice."
Heat flooded through me. Victor was watching, waiting.
"He wants to put you on speaker."
"Then do it."
I looked at Victor. I pressed speaker. I set the phone on the desk.
Elliot asked, "Can you hear me?"
"I can hear you."
"Take care of my wife."
The words hung in the air. It was permission. It was a blessing. It was whatever this was.
Victor's eyes locked with mine. "I intend to."
Victor reached for me slowly, giving me time to pull away. I didn't pull away.
His fingers found the zipper at the back of my dress. The sound of it sliding down seemed impossibly loud in the quiet room. I could hear Elliot breathing through the phone speaker. He was listening. He was waiting.
Victor said quietly, "Tell me if you want me to stop."
I nodded, not trusting my voice.
The dress slipped from my shoulders. I had to shimmy slightly to get it past my hips, and the awkwardness of it, this intimate unveiling in front of a stranger while my husband listened, made my cheeks burn. The dress pooled at my feet.
I stood there in my black lace bra and matching panties. I was wearing the set Elliot bought me.
Victor breathed, "Christ. Elliot, your wife is..."
"I know what my wife looks like," and there was an edge to his voice now. It was possessive. "Describe her anyway."
Victor circled me slowly. "Black lace. Brazilian cut panties. Bra that barely contains her. She's breathing hard. Nipples visible through the lace." He stopped in front of me. "Skin flushed all the way down her chest."
Elliot asked, "Is she wet?"
My face went hot.
Victor's hand came up, hovering near my hip. "May I?"
I nodded.
His fingers traced the elastic of my panties, then slipped just inside, barely grazing. It was not enough to touch but it was enough to feel.
He pulled his hand away and showed me his fingertips. They glistened.
He told Elliot, "Soaked."
I heard a strangled sound from the phone.
"Take off her bra. Slowly."
Victor moved behind me. His fingers found the clasp. Instead of unhooking it immediately, he just held it there, and the anticipation was building. I could feel his breath on my neck.
I whispered, "Please," not sure what I was asking for.
The clasp released. The bra loosened but didn't fall. Victor slid the straps down my shoulders one at a time, letting it drag across my skin. Finally it dropped away.
"Touch her. Her breasts. She likes..." He stopped. "Actually, figure out what she likes yourself."
Victor's hands came around from behind, cupping my breasts. They were large hands, rougher than Elliot's. He held them, feeling their weight, then his thumbs found my nipples.
I gasped.
"Too hard?"
"No." The word came out desperate. "Not hard enough."
He pinched, rolled, pulled. I arched back against him, my head falling onto his shoulder. His erection pressed against my lower back through his slacks.
Elliot demanded, "What's happening? Kat, tell me what's happening."
"He's, his hands..." I couldn't form sentences. I tried, "My breasts, he's..."
"Does it feel good?"
"Yes. God, yes."
Victor's mouth found my neck. He gave open kisses, his teeth grazing. One hand stayed on my breast while the other slid down my stomach, over my panties, cupping me through the lace.
Elliot said sharply, "Not yet."
Victor froze. "Not yet what?"
"Don't make her come yet. I want this to last."
A frustrated sound escaped my throat. I was already so close, wound tight from earlier, from the phone call, from everything.
Victor murmured in my ear, "You heard your husband." He removed his hand from between my legs and brought it back up to my breast. "We're going to take our time."
I gasped, "I hate you both."
Elliot laughed, and it was strained. "No you don't. Turn around. I want you to undress him."
I turned to face Victor. He was still fully clothed, he was wearing a shirt, slacks, belt, and shoes. The contrast between us made me feel more naked.
Elliot instructed, "Start with his shirt."
My hands shook as I reached for the buttons. I fumbled the first one and had to try twice. Victor stood still, watching my face, that slight smile playing at his lips.
I undid one button. I undid two buttons. I undid three buttons. Each one revealed more of his chest, it was broader than Elliot's, it had more hair, it was a different landscape of muscle and skin.
"Slower. Make it last."
I slowed down. I undid button four. I undid button five. The shirt fell open. I pushed it off his shoulders and let it drop.
"His belt."
The leather was soft and expensive. I unbuckled it with trembling fingers and pulled it free of the loops. The weight of it surprised me. I held it for a moment, uncertain what to do with it.
"Drop it."
It hit the carpet with a soft thud.
"Now the pants."
I undid the button. I lowered the zipper carefully, he was so hard the fabric strained. I could see the outline of him through his boxer briefs.
"Pull them down. Everything."
I hooked my fingers in the waistband of both his slacks and underwear. I pulled down slowly, watching as he was revealed. He was thick, cut, already leaking at the tip.
He was different from Elliot. He was not bigger or smaller necessarily, just different. This was another man's cock, inches from my face as I knelt to help him step out of his pants.
"Touch him."
I looked up at Victor. He nodded.
My hand wrapped around him. He was hot, hard, velvet over steel. He made a sound low in his throat.
Elliot asked, "How does he feel?"
"Good." I stroked slowly, exploring. "Different."
"Do you want to taste him?"
My mouth was gone dry. "I..."
"Be honest, Kat. Do you want his cock in your mouth?"
I whispered, "Yes."
"Then do it. But don't make him come. Just taste him. Let him feel that pretty mouth."
I leaned forward. I licked the tip, tasting salt and musk. Victor's hand came to the back of my head, not pushing, just resting there.
I took him in my mouth. I took just the head at first, swirling my tongue around it. Then I went deeper, hollowing my cheeks, finding a rhythm.
Victor groaned, "Fuck. Elliot, your wife's mouth..."
Elliot said roughly, "I know exactly how good her mouth is. Kat, stop. Not yet."
I pulled away, sitting back on my heels. I was breathing hard. My jaw ached. My pussy throbbed.
"Stand up. Victor, put her on the bed."
Victor helped me to my feet, then guided me to the bed. I lay back against the pillows, still in just my panties.
"Spread her legs. I want you to look at her. Really look at her. Tell me what you see."
Victor knelt between my legs. His hands ran up my thighs, slowly parting them. He stared at me like I was something precious.
"She's perfect. These little black panties are soaked through. I can see..." He leaned closer. "I can see the outline of everything through the lace."
"Take them off. But slowly. Make her wait for it."
Victor's fingers hooked in the elastic. He pulled them down an inch. He stopped. He pulled another inch. He stopped.
I begged, "Please."
"Not yet. Make her ask for it properly. Kat, tell Victor what you want."
I couldn't form words. My hips lifted involuntarily, trying to speed the process.
Victor pulled the panties back up slightly. "Use your words."
"I want..." My voice broke. "I want you to take them off."
Elliot asked through the speaker, "Why?"
"Because I need..."
"Need what?"
"To be touched. Please. I need to be touched."
"Where?" His fingers were still toying with the elastic.
"You know where."
"Say it. I want to hear you say it."
The words felt impossible. We'd dirty talked on the phone earlier, but this was different. This was real. Victor's hands were on me, his eyes were on me, both men were waiting.
I whispered, "My pussy. I need you to touch my pussy."




Chapter 7

"Better. Victor, take them off. But don't touch her yet."
The panties slid down slowly, agonizingly slowly. They went over my thighs, past my knees, off entirely. Victor dropped them on the floor beside the bed.
I was completely naked now. I was exposed. A stranger was kneeling between my spread legs while my husband listened from our bedroom two thousand miles away.
"Look at her. Really look. Tell me everything."
Victor's hands came to rest on my inner thighs, keeping them spread. "She's bare. Waxed smooth. Pink and swollen and so wet she's dripping onto the sheets."
I heard Elliot's breathing change. It was faster. It was rougher.
Victor continued, "Her clit is already visible. She's so turned on everything is just, open. Begging for it."
"Don't touch her with your hands."
Victor looked confused. "Then what..."
"Use your mouth. But you're not allowed to make her come. Just taste her. Tease her. Get her right to the edge and stop."
I gasped, "You're cruel."
"I know," and I could hear the smile in his voice. "But you love it."
He was right. I did love it.
Victor lowered his head. His breath ghosted over my pussy first, making me shudder. Then his tongue came, one long, slow lick from bottom to top.
I cried out.
Elliot asked, "How does she taste?"
"Sweet. Desperate." Victor licked again, firmer this time. "She's trembling."
"Good. Keep going. But remember, don't let her come."
Victor settled in, his shoulders forcing my thighs wider. His tongue explored every fold, every sensitive spot. He'd circle my clit, get me gasping and grinding against his face, then pull away to lick somewhere less intense. He was building me up and backing off, over and over.
"Tell me what you're feeling."
"I can't, I can't think..."
"Try."
"His tongue is, everywhere. He keeps almost, but then he stops..." My hands fisted in the sheets. I begged, "I need to come. Please, Elliot, please let me come."
"Not yet. Victor, use your fingers. Just one. Inside her."
I felt Victor shift, and I felt one thick finger slide into me easily. I was so wet there was no resistance.
Victor breathed, "Fuck. She just clenched around me."
"She does that when she's close. Curl your finger. Find that spot."
Victor obeyed. His finger crooked inside me, finding the place that made me see stars. His tongue returned to my clit, circling but not quite touching directly.
I was babbling, "Oh god oh god oh god..." My hips were rocking against his hand and face.
"Stop."
Victor pulled away immediately. His finger slipped out. His mouth left me.
I made a sound that was almost a sob. "No. Please. I'm so close."
"I know you are, baby," and his voice was rough with arousal. "That's the point. Victor, move away from her. Let her breathe."
Victor sat back on his heels. His face was wet with me, his cock was straining and dark with need.
Elliot warned, "Kat, don't touch yourself."
My hand had already been moving toward my pussy. I stopped and dropped it to the bed.
I whimpered, "This is torture."
Elliot corrected, "This is anticipation. You've spent twenty years in comfortable, predictable sex. This is different. This matters more because you have to wait for it."
"I don't want to wait. I want..." I looked at Victor, at his cock. "I want him inside me."
The words hung in the air.
Elliot said quietly, "Say it again."
"I want him inside me. I want to feel him fuck me while you listen."
"Are you sure?"
Was I? This was the line. Everything up to now could be rationalized as foreplay, as playing. But this...
"Yes. I'm sure."
Victor reached for the nightstand. He pulled out a condom.
"Wait. Kat, are you on birth control?"
My heart stopped. "My IUD. You know I have the IUD."
"So the condom is just for safety. Not for pregnancy."
I confirmed, "Yes." Where was he going with this?
"Victor, are you clean? When was your last test?"
Victor looked taken aback. "Three weeks ago. Full panel. I'm negative for everything."
Elliot asked me, "And you trust him?"
I stared at Victor. Did I? I barely knew this man.
"I..."
Elliot continued, "Because if you do," and his voice was tight, "if you trust him, you could feel him. All of him. No barrier. Just his bare cock filling my wife's pussy."
The words sent a jolt through me. This was crazy. This was reckless.
"Elliot..."
"I'm just saying you could. If you wanted to. If you trusted him." He paused. "It's your choice, Kat. It's always your choice."
I looked at Victor. I looked at the condom in his hand.
I asked him, "Would you want that? To, without..."
He said simply, "Yes. But it's your call."
My mind raced. This was insane. I didn't know this man. I shouldn't trust him.
But Elliot was suggesting it. Elliot loved me, Elliot wanted this for me, Elliot was breathing hard into the phone waiting for my answer.
"Put the condom on."
I saw something flicker in Elliot's voice when he responded. "Okay. That's okay, baby. That's the smart choice."
But there was disappointment there too. It was subtle but unmistakable.
Victor tore open the wrapper.
I heard myself say, "Wait."
Victor paused.
"I..." My heart hammered. "I trust you. I trust both of you."
Elliot's voice was strained: "Kat..."
"You wanted me to take something for myself. This is what I want. To feel everything."
Victor dropped the condom. He moved between my legs.
"Last chance," as the head of his cock nudged against my entrance. "Say stop and I stop."
I looked up at him. I looked at this stranger who was about to be inside me. He was about to cross a line my husband and I never even approached with anyone else.
I whispered, "Don't stop."
He pushed inside.
The feeling of him entering me was unlike anything I'd prepared for. It was not just the physical sensation, though that was overwhelming, the stretch and heat and fullness of a different body claiming mine, but the psychological weight of it. This was happening. A stranger's bare cock was sliding into me while my husband listened.
Victor pushed in slowly. He pushed so slowly. He went inch by inch, letting me feel every ridge, every vein, the way my body had to adjust and accommodate this new intrusion.
I breathed, "Oh god."
Elliot demanded, "Tell me. Tell me what it feels like."
"Full. So full. He's, he's bigger than..." I stopped myself.
Elliot finished, "Than me? It's okay. Say it."
"Different. Thicker maybe. I can feel, everything. Every part of him."
Victor bottomed out, his hips flush against mine. He held there, not moving, just letting me feel the completeness of the penetration. His hands gripped my thighs, spreading them wider, changing the angle somehow so he seemed to go even deeper.
"Don't move yet," and his voice was strained. "Just hold her there. Let her adjust. Let her feel what it means to have another man inside her."
We stayed frozen like that. We were connected. My pussy clenched around him involuntarily and I felt him pulse inside me in response.
I whispered, "I can feel his heartbeat. Inside me. I can feel it."
Victor groaned, "Jesus Christ."
"You can move now. But slowly. Make every stroke count."
Victor withdrew until just his tip remained inside me, then pushed back in with agonizing deliberateness. He went out. He went in. He went out. He went in. Each thrust was a revelation, each angle was teaching me something new about my own body.
I begged, "Faster."
Elliot said sharply, "No. Slow. Make her feel every second of this."
Victor maintained the torturous pace. My hands found his shoulders, my nails digging in. His face hovered above mine, eyes locked on my face, watching every reaction.
"Kiss her."
Our mouths met while he was buried inside me. The intimacy of it, kissing while being filled, felt more transgressive somehow than the fucking itself. I opened my mouth to him and let his tongue claim me there too.
"Touch her clit. But don't let her come yet."
Victor's thumb found the swollen bud. It circled it lightly while he continued those slow, devastating thrusts.
I broke the kiss to cry out. My back arched off the bed.
Elliot coached, "That's it. Keep her right there. Right on that edge. Don't let her tip over."
The pleasure was becoming unbearable. It was not painful, but so intense it felt like my skin might split open from containing it. Every nerve ending was alive and screaming. Every thrust was pushing me higher into some stratosphere of sensation I'd never accessed before.
"I can't, it's too much..."
"You can take it. Victor, change the angle. Pull her hips up."
Victor's hands slid under my ass, lifting, tilting my pelvis. The next thrust hit something deep inside me that made my vision white out.
I gasped, "There. Right there, don't stop, please don't stop..."
Elliot reminded him, "But don't let her come."
Victor adjusted his rhythm. He gave deep grinding thrusts that hit that spot over and over, but never quite enough to push me over. His thumb still circled my clit with maddening lightness.
Time became elastic. I lost track of how long we'd been like this. It could have been minutes or hours. I existed only in the space between desperate need and exquisite denial.
"Put her legs over your shoulders. Fold her in half."
Victor shifted my legs up. The position opened me completely and let him slide impossibly deeper. I felt split open, vulnerable, exposed in ways that transcended the physical.
"Look at her face. Is she crying?"
I was crying. Tears leaked from the corners of my eyes, not from pain but from the intensity of sensation, from the emotional overwhelm of being here, being claimed like this.
"Yes," and his voice was rough.
"Good. That means you're doing it right. That means she's exactly where she needs to be."
Victor leaned forward, forcing my knees toward my chest, and kissed away my tears while his cock drove deeper, harder, but still maintaining that careful control that kept me hovering.
I sobbed, "I need to come. Please, Elliot, please let me come."
"Not yet, baby. You're not ready yet."
"I am, I am ready..."
"No. You think you are. But we're building to something bigger. Trust me."
Victor's rhythm changed slightly. He gave shorter strokes, faster, his pubic bone grinding against my clit with each thrust.
I cried, "Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck..."
"Stop."
Victor froze mid-thrust, buried deep.
The sudden stillness was almost worse than the movement. I could feel every twitch of his cock inside me, every breath that made his chest expand against mine.
I whimpered, "Please. Please move. Please do something."
"In a minute. Right now I just want you to feel it. Feel him inside you. Feel how wet you are, how stretched. Feel what it means that your husband put you on the phone and told another man exactly how to fuck his wife."
The words sent fresh heat through me. My pussy clenched around Victor's cock.
Victor said, awed, "She just got wetter."
"She likes being told what to do. She likes knowing I'm listening to every sound she makes. Don't you, Kat?"
"Yes."
"Say it properly. What do you like?"
"I like that you're listening. I like that you told him how to fuck me. I like..." My voice broke. "I like being yours even when someone else is inside me."




Chapter 8

Elliot breathed, "Good girl. Victor, you can move again. But this time I want you to make her beg for it. Every thrust, make her ask for the next one."
Victor pulled back slowly.
I said immediately, "Please."
He pushed back in.
"More. Please more."
He went out again. He was waiting.
I begged, "Please fuck me. Please."
He went in.
"Again. Please again."
We fell into this new rhythm. He was withdrawing, I was begging, he was giving me what I asked for. Over and over until the words became a mantra, became meaningless, became everything.
I chanted, "Please please please please..."
"Faster now. Build her up. All the way up."
Victor's control finally broke. His hips moved like pistons, driving into me with real force now. The sound of skin slapping skin, of wetness, of my desperate cries filled the room.
I cried, "Yes yes yes..." I was close again, so close, climbing toward that peak...
"Stop."
I screamed it: "No! No, please, I can't..."
But Victor had already withdrawn, rolling to the side. My pussy clenched on nothing, my whole body was shaking with frustrated need.
I sobbed at the phone, "I hate you. I hate you so much right now."
Elliot laughed, breathless. "No you don't. Victor, move to the chair. Kat, I want you to ride him. You set the pace this time."
I couldn't move at first. My legs felt boneless, my whole body was trembling with unsatisfied need.
Victor settled into the armchair by the window. His cock was still rigid, glistening with me. He looked wrecked, his hair was messed, his chest was heaving, but his eyes were patient. He was waiting.
Elliot said softly, "Go to him."
I stood on shaking legs. I crossed the small distance. Victor's hands came to my hips as I straddled him, guiding but not forcing.
"Whenever you're ready."
I reached between us and positioned him at my entrance. The angle was different like this, I'd have to take him deeper, have more control over the pace and depth.
I sank down slowly.
The sensation made me gasp. This position pressed him against different places inside me and made everything feel tighter, more intense.
Elliot asked, "How does it feel? Being in control?"
"Overwhelming." I sat fully seated, adjusting to the fullness. "I can feel, everything."
"Move when you want to. How you want to."
I lifted my hips experimentally. I let gravity pull me back down. The friction was exquisite.
Victor's hands cupped my breasts, his thumbs brushing my nipples. His mouth found my neck, my collarbone, the sensitive spot behind my ear.
I began to move. I started with slow rolls of my hips at first, grinding against him, then lifting and dropping, finding a rhythm that made my eyes roll back.
Elliot encouraged, "That's it. Take what you need from him."
I braced my hands on Victor's shoulders and rode him harder. The chair creaked beneath us. My breasts bounced with each movement. I felt wild, uninhibited, powerful in a way I'd never experienced.
"Touch yourself. I want you to touch your clit while you ride him."
My hand slid between us, my fingers finding that swollen bud. The dual sensation, him filling me, my own fingers circling, made me cry out.
I gasped, "Oh god, I'm close..."
"I know you are. But you're going to wait."
"I can't, not this time, I can't..."
"Yes you can." His voice was firm. "Stop touching your clit. Just ride him. Nothing else."
I pulled my hand away, whimpering at the loss. I focused only on the slide of him inside me, the stretch and fullness.
"Tell me what you're thinking about."
"You. Him. Both of you." I was panting now, my hips rolling. "How this should feel wrong but it doesn't. How I can feel him so deep and all I can think about is you listening, you wanting this for me."
Elliot said, his voice rough, "Do you like being watched? Knowing your husband can hear you taking my cock?"
"Yes." The admission came easily now. "Yes, I love it."
Victor told Elliot, "She's getting tighter. Every time you speak, she clenches around me."
"She likes being talked about. Like she's not even here. Like she's just something we're sharing."
The words sent heat spiraling through me. I rode harder, chasing something just out of reach.
"Stop."
I froze, buried on Victor's cock, every muscle tensed.
"Don't move. Don't even breathe hard. Just sit there and feel it."
The stillness was torture. I could feel Victor pulsing inside me, I could feel my own walls fluttering around him, my body was screaming for movement, for friction, for release.
I whispered, "Please."
"Tell me whose pussy this is."
"Yours."
"Then who am I letting use it right now?"
"Victor."
"And why am I letting him?"
I struggled to think through the haze. "Because, because you want me to know what this feels like. Because you love me enough to share me."
"That's right. And when you finally come, whose permission do you need?"
"Yours."
"Good girl. Victor, lay her on the bed. On her stomach."
I climbed off him reluctantly. My pussy ached with emptiness as I positioned myself face-down on the mattress, my cheek against the cool sheets.
Victor's weight settled over my back. His cock nudged between my thighs from behind.
Elliot instructed, "Spread your legs. Let him in."
I obeyed. Victor pushed inside from this new angle and I moaned into the pillow. He felt impossibly deep like this, the pressure was almost too much.
Elliot told Victor, "Put your hand under her. Between her and the mattress. I want her grinding against your hand while you fuck her."
Victor's hand slid beneath my hips, his palm cupping my mound, his fingers spreading to catch my clit with each thrust.
He began to move. He gave deep, grinding strokes that pushed me down onto his hand. The dual pressure, him from behind, his hand beneath, created a vise of sensation I couldn't escape.
I cried, "Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck..."
Elliot coached, "That's it. Let it build. Don't fight it. Just feel it."
Every thrust drove me harder against Victor's hand. Every grind of his hips hit something deep inside that made stars explode behind my eyelids. I fisted the sheets, my hips moving involuntarily, caught between pushing back onto his cock and grinding down on his hand.
"I can't, Elliot I can't hold it..."
"Yes you can. You're going to hold it until I say. Until I'm ready."
I begged, "Please..." I was sobbing now, actual tears were soaking the pillow. "Please let me come, please, I'll do anything..."
Elliot's voice was sharp: "Anything? Victor, stop."
The sudden cessation of movement made me cry out in frustration. Victor withdrew his hand, his cock, everything.
I lay there shaking, so close to the edge I felt like I might shatter.
"Roll over. I want you on your back. Legs spread."
I obeyed, my body moving on autopilot. Victor knelt between my thighs again, his cock dark and straining.
"Look at him. Really look at the man who's been inside you. The man whose cock is covered in your wetness. The man who's about to make you come harder than you've ever come in your life."
I looked. Victor looked destroyed, his face was flushed, his muscles were trembling with the effort of control, his cock was jerking with each heartbeat.
Elliot continued, "When you come, I want you to look him in the eyes. I want him to see what my wife looks like when she comes. I want him to know what a gift he's been given."
"Elliot..."
"Victor, inside her. Now."
Victor pushed in and I keened. My back arched off the bed.
"Fuck her. Hard. Fast. Make her come."
Victor finally, finally let go. His hips snapped forward in brutal thrusts, one hand gripping my thigh, the other finding my clit and circling with firm pressure.
The orgasm rose like a tsunami. It was inevitable. It was devastating.
"Look at him. Eyes open, Kat."
I forced my eyes to meet Victor's. I held his gaze as the pleasure crested, as every nerve ending ignited, as my pussy clenched around him in rhythmic pulses.
"Come. Come right now."
I shattered.
The orgasm ripped through me in waves, each one more intense than the last. I screamed, I screamed, my nails raking down Victor's back as my body convulsed. Everything went white, then black, then shattered into a thousand points of light.
I heard Victor groan, I felt him swell inside me, I felt the hot pulse of him finishing, filling me, marking me as his even as I belonged to Elliot.
We collapsed together, both of us shaking, gasping, undone.
Through it all, I could hear Elliot on the phone, his breathing was ragged, his own sounds of release were mixing with ours.
The three of us were connected across distance and morality and everything we thought we knew about ourselves.
When I could finally breathe again, when Victor had withdrawn and rolled to the side, when the reality of what just happened began to settle over us like ash, I reached for the phone with trembling hands.
"Elliot?"
"I'm here, baby. I'm right here."
And somehow, impossibly, that was true.
I lay there, Victor beside me, both of us still breathing hard. The hotel room air felt different now, it was charged with what we'd done, it was heavy with the reality settling in.
Elliot's voice came through the phone speaker and it sounded smaller suddenly. It sounded vulnerable. "Kat? Talk to me."
I didn't know what to say. My body was still trembling with aftershocks, my pussy was still leaking evidence of what just happened. Victor's come was mixed with mine, soaking into the hotel sheets.
I finally managed to say, "I'm here."
"Are you okay?"
Was I? I took inventory. My heart was racing. My skin felt hypersensitive, like I'd been flayed open. My mind was spinning, trying to reconcile the woman who'd just done this with the woman I'd been yesterday.
"I don't know."
Victor shifted beside me. "I should, do you want me to leave?"
I looked at him. This was the stranger who'd just been inside me. He knew my body in ways only Elliot had known it before. He'd seen me completely undone.
I heard myself say, "Not yet."
Through the phone, I heard Elliot exhale. "Good. I don't, I don't want this to end with him just leaving. That's not..." He paused. "Can you put the phone on video? I want to see you."
My hand shook as I switched to FaceTime. Elliot's face filled the screen, he was flushed, his hair was messed, he was shirtless. He looked as wrecked as I felt.
I whispered, "Hi."
"Hi baby." His eyes searched my face. "You're crying."
I hadn't realized. I touched my cheek and felt the wetness there. "I'm okay. I think. Are we okay?"
"We're more than okay." But his voice wavered slightly. "That was, Christ, Kat. That was the most intense experience of my life and I wasn't even in the room."
Victor sat up and reached for his boxers. "I should give you two some privacy."
"Wait. Victor, can you, can I see her? All of her?"
Victor looked at me. I nodded, not trusting my voice.
He angled the phone down my body. I watched Elliot's face on the screen as he took in the sight of me, I was naked, disheveled, marked with red patches where Victor's stubble had scraped my skin, my thighs were still glistening.
"Fuck. You're so beautiful. Can you, spread your legs. Let me see."
Heat flooded my face but I obeyed. I let my thighs fall open.




Chapter 9

Victor tilted the phone to capture the view. I couldn't see what Elliot was seeing, but I knew. He was seeing my swollen pussy, used and leaking, evidence of another man's orgasm was visible.
"Jesus." His hand moved off-screen. "Victor, are you, did you..."
"Yeah. Inside her. Like you said."
The silence stretched. I watched Elliot's face, terrified of what I might see there. Would I see regret? Would I see disgust? Would I see the death of us?
Instead, his eyes were dark with renewed arousal.
"Touch her. Just, gently. Let me watch."
Victor's hand came into frame. One finger traced through the wetness between my legs, collecting our mixed fluids.
I gasped at the sensitivity.
"She's so swollen. Fuck, Elliot, I don't think I've ever, she came so hard."
"I heard." His voice was rough. "I heard every second of it. Kat, how do you feel? Physically?"
"Sore. Good sore. But definitely sore."
"Victor worked you over."
"We worked her over," and his finger was still lazily circling, making me twitch. "You were as much a part of this as I was."
It was true. The whole experience was orchestrated by Elliot, directed by him, controlled by him even from two thousand miles away.
"Stop touching her. Let her rest."
Victor withdrew his hand. He wiped it on the already-ruined sheets.
"I need a shower." The practicality of it felt jarring after everything, but I was sticky and uncomfortable and needed to process.
"Okay. But Kat, don't hang up. Take the phone with you. I want to keep seeing you."
I carried the phone into the bathroom. The lights were harsh, unforgiving. I looked at myself in the mirror, my hair was wild, my makeup was smudged beyond repair, my lips were swollen from kissing, my whole body was flushed and marked.
I looked like exactly what I was. I looked like a woman who'd just been thoroughly fucked.
"Do you hate me?"
"What? No. God, no. Why would you think that?"
"Because I liked it." The confession came out small. "I liked it so much, Elliot. Not just the physical part. I liked..." I struggled to articulate it. "I liked being wanted like that. Being looked at like that. Feeling desired by someone new."
"That doesn't make me hate you. That makes you human."
"Does it make me a bad wife?"
"Kat." His voice was firm. "Look at me."
I held the phone up so he could see my face properly.
"You are not a bad wife. You are an incredible wife who just trusted me enough to explore something we've never explored before. Do you know how rare that is? How much courage that took?"
"Or stupidity."
"Not stupidity. Trust." He paused. "How do you feel about Victor?"
I glanced back toward the bedroom. I could see Victor through the doorway, sitting on the edge of the bed in his boxers, checking his own phone.
"I don't know him. He's attractive. Good at..." I gestured vaguely. "But I don't feel anything for him. Not like..."
"Not like what you feel for me."
"Exactly. This was about, it was about the experience. The feeling. Not about him specifically."
"Good. That's good." Elliot shifted, the camera moving. "Because I've been thinking."
My stomach clenched. "About what?"
"About whether this is a one-time thing or..." He trailed off.
"Or what?"
"Or something we explore more. Together."
The words hung between us. There was the possibility of this becoming not an aberration but a pattern. There was the possibility of it becoming a dynamic.
"I don't know if I can do this again."
"Why not?"
"Because it was terrifying, Elliot. The whole time, underneath everything, I was terrified. Terrified you'd change your mind. Terrified I'd lose you. Terrified of who I was becoming."
"And now?"
I considered. "Now I'm still terrified. But also..." I paused, searching for honesty. "Also wondering what it would be like if I wasn't scared. If this was just, something we did. Something we were."
"That's all I'm asking. Just, don't close the door yet. Let's sit with this. See how we feel in a few days."
I nodded, then realized he couldn't see me. "Okay."
"Okay. Now take your shower. Clean up. And Kat?"
"Yeah?"
"I love you. More now than I did this morning. Nothing about tonight changed that."
After the shower, wrapped in the hotel robe, I returned to the bedroom. Victor had dressed, he was wearing jeans and a t-shirt, he was respectable again.
He said when he saw me, "I should go."
"Yeah." I clutched the robe tighter. "This is, I don't know what the protocol is here."
He smiled slightly. "Neither do I. This was a first for me too."
"Really?"
"Yeah. I mean, I've..." He shrugged. "But never with the husband listening. Directing. That was intense in a different way."
"He's still on the phone," and I gestured to where I'd propped it against the lamp. "If you want to, I don't know. Say goodbye?"
Victor picked up the phone. "Elliot. I just want to say, thank you. For trusting me with her. That meant something."
I couldn't hear Elliot's response, but Victor nodded. "Yeah. Absolutely. You have my number if you ever, well. If you ever want to talk."
He handed the phone back to me. He moved toward the door.
I called, "Victor?"
He turned.
"Thank you. For..." I didn't know how to finish. For fucking me? For being gentle? For leaving when it was time?
"I know."
Then he was gone.
I locked the door behind him, engaged the deadbolt, and stood there in the empty room that smelled like sex and hotel soap.
Elliot said from the phone, "Just you and me now."
"Just us."
I climbed into the bed, not the one we'd used, but the other double that was still pristine and untouched. I pulled the covers up. I propped the phone on the pillow beside me.
"Tell me what you're thinking."
"That I need to change these sheets before housekeeping comes tomorrow."
He laughed. "Beyond that."
"That I can't believe we just did that. That I can't believe you wanted that. That I can't believe I wanted it."
"But you did."
"I did." I stared at the ceiling. "Does that make us, what does that make us?"
"Happy? Honest? Brave?" He shifted on screen. "Or maybe just two people who've been together long enough to know that love and desire don't always follow conventional rules."
"When did you first start thinking about this? About me with someone else?"
He was quiet for a long moment. "A while. Maybe a year? I'd see you sometimes, getting ready for work events, or at dinner parties, and I'd watch other men notice you. The way their eyes would linger. And instead of being jealous I'd feel, proud. Turned on. Like I have this amazing secret that I wasn't sharing."
"You should have told me."
"I didn't know how. I thought you'd think I was broken. Or that I didn't want you anymore."
"Do you? Still want me?"
"More than ever." His voice was fierce. "Tonight proved that. The whole time Victor was touching you, fucking you, all I could think was, that's my wife. Mine. And I'm secure enough to let her experience that because I know she's coming back to me."
"I am. Coming back to you. This didn't, it doesn't change..."
"I know. I know, baby."
We fell silent. I could hear him breathing through the phone, steady and familiar.
"I'm exhausted."
"Sleep. I'll stay on the line if you want."
"Please."
I closed my eyes, the phone still beside me, Elliot's presence was a comfort even across the distance.
"Kat?"
"Mmm?"
"Tomorrow. The conference continues tomorrow."
"Yeah."
"Are you going to see him? Victor?"
My eyes opened. "I don't know. Probably. It's not a huge conference."
"If you do..." He paused. "If he approaches you. If you ask for, if you want to..."
"Elliot."
"Just know that you can. If you want to. We can figure this out as we go."
The permission settled over me like a blanket. It was warm and suffocating at the same time.
I whispered, "Let me sleep. We'll talk tomorrow."
"Okay. I love you."
"I love you too."
I listened to his breathing until I drifted off, the phone still beside me on the pillow, the connection still open, tethering me to home even as I floated in this strange new space we'd created together.
I woke to sunlight streaming through a gap in the curtains and a low phone battery warning. Elliot had disconnected at some point in the night. The screen showed 6:47 AM.
For a few blissful seconds, I forgot. Then my body reminded me, there was the pleasant ache between my legs, there was the tenderness of my breasts, there was the scratchy feeling in my throat from all the sounds I'd made.
I sat up slowly. The room was a disaster. My red dress was puddled on the floor. Victor's drink glasses were still on the desk. The bed we'd used was a tangle of sheets I definitely needed to strip before housekeeping arrived.
My phone buzzed with a text.
•Good morning. How are you feeling?
I stared at the message. How was I feeling?
I was sore. I was confused. I was guilty. I was exhilarated. I was terrified. I was alive.
•Weird. Good weird? But weird.
•That's normal. We just rewrote twenty years of relationship rules in one night.
•Are you okay? Really okay?
•I barely slept. Kept replaying everything in my head. I came twice more after we hung up just thinking about it.
Heat flooded through me despite the exhaustion.




Chapter 10

•Elliot.
•What? You asked if I was okay. I'm better than okay. I'm obsessed. I keep thinking about his cock inside you. Your face when you came. The sounds you made.
•I have to get ready for the conference.
•Are you going to see him?
•Maybe. I don't know. I can't think about that yet.
•Okay. Text me later. And Kat?
•Yeah?
•Thank you. For trusting me enough to do this.
I set the phone down and stumbled to the bathroom. I splashed cold water on my face. I looked at myself in the mirror.
The woman staring back at me had changed. Not visibly, she had the same face, the same body. But something in her eyes was different. It was knowing. It was like she'd crossed into territory she couldn't uncross.
My phone rang. It was not Elliot this time. It was an unknown number.
I answered cautiously. "Hello?"
A voice said, "Katrina. It's Jennifer. From the panel yesterday."
I pressed my hand to my forehead. The conference. This was the real reason I was here. "Hi. Sorry, I'm just..."
"I wanted to catch you before the morning sessions. There's a VP from Kaiser who was impressed with your presentation. He wants to talk about potentially bringing you in as a consultant for their west coast rollout."
My brain struggled to shift gears. This was consultant work. This was a career opportunity. These were things that mattered in my normal life.
"That's, wow. That's great."
"Can you meet for breakfast? Eight o'clock in the hotel restaurant?"
I glanced at the clock. I had just over an hour. "Yes. Absolutely. I'll be there."
After she hung up, I stood there holding the phone. This was surreal. Last night I'd been in this room doing, that. And now I was supposed to put on business casual and talk about implementation strategies over coffee?
But that was the point, wasn't it? That was the whole reason Elliot pushed me to do this. He wanted to prove I could be both women. I could be the competent professional and the woman in the red dress. I could be the devoted wife and the one who'd let a stranger fill her while her husband listened.
I showered again, scrubbing away the last physical evidence of last night. I put on my navy pantsuit, the conservative one. I twisted my hair into a professional bun. I applied minimal makeup.
The woman in the mirror looked nothing like the one from last night. That was the goal.
I stripped the bed and wadded the sheets into the far corner of the closet where housekeeping wouldn't immediately see them. I sprayed air freshener. I opened windows.
This was erasure. It was like it never happened.
Except I could still feel it. I felt it every time I shifted my weight. I felt it every time I sat down. My body remembered even if the room wouldn't show evidence.
The hotel restaurant was already busy with conference attendees. I spotted Jennifer at a corner table with two men, one was older and distinguished-looking, the other was younger and taking notes on a tablet.
Jennifer waved me over. "Katrina! This is Dr. Steven Chen, VP of Clinical Systems for Kaiser, and his associate David Park."
I shook hands, smiled, and slid into the seat they'd saved for me.
Dr. Chen said, "Your presentation yesterday was exactly what we've been looking for. We're facing similar resistance issues with our physician groups. The super-user model you described could be the key."
We talked for forty minutes about training protocols, change management, and timeline considerations. I was articulate, insightful, professional. I was everything I needed to be.
But my mind kept drifting. I was wondering if Victor was in this restaurant. I was wondering if he'd see me like this and remember. I was wondering if the contrast between who I was right now and who I'd been last night would mean anything to him.
Dr. Chen was saying, "We'd like to fly you out to our Sacramento office next month. Put together a formal proposal for our board. This could be a significant contract."
I said automatically, "I'd be honored."
After breakfast, I had three hours before my next scheduled session. I walked back through the lobby, past the bar where this all started, toward the elevators.
And there he was.
Victor was standing by the concierge desk, looking at his phone. He was dressed for the conference in slacks and a button-down. He looked respectable. He looked normal. It was like last night was a fever dream.
He looked up. He saw me. His expression shifted, there was surprise, recognition, something else I couldn't name.
I had two choices. I could pretend I didn't see him and veer toward the elevator. Or I could acknowledge this.
My feet carried me toward him before my brain could decide.
"Hi."
"Hi." He pocketed his phone. "How are you?"
"Fine. Good. I'm..." I stopped. What was I supposed to say? Thank you for the orgasm? Sorry for the awkwardness? "I'm on my way to a session."
"Right. Me too." He glanced around the lobby. He lowered his voice. "Listen, about last night..."
I said quickly, "We don't have to do this."
"I think we do. At least, I need you to know that I don't usually..." He ran a hand through his hair. "That was something else. With you and Elliot and, I just want to make sure you're okay."
"I'm okay."
"Really?"
I met his eyes. I saw genuine concern there, not just politeness. "I don't know. Ask me in a week."
He smiled slightly. "Fair enough." He paused. "If you need anything. Want to talk. Or, anything else. I'm here until Friday."
The implication hung between us. He said anything else.
"I should go."
"Yeah. Of course." He stepped back. "It was good to see you, Katrina."
I walked to the elevator on shaking legs. I pressed the button. I waited.
My phone buzzed.
•How's the morning going?
I glanced back. Victor was still standing by the concierge desk, watching me.
•I just ran into him.
•And?
•And nothing. We said hi. It was awkward.
•Did you want it to be more than awkward?
The elevator arrived. I stepped inside, alone.
•I don't know what I want.
•That's okay. You don't have to know yet.
The doors closed. I rode up to my floor and went back to my room. I locked the door.
I lay on the pristine bed, the one we hadn't used, and stared at the ceiling.
My phone rang. It was Elliot, not texting now.
"Hi."
"Tell me what you're feeling."
"Overwhelmed. I just had a breakfast meeting about a huge consulting opportunity and I could barely focus because all I could think about was whether my potential client could somehow tell what I did last night."
"He can't."
"I know that. Rationally. But it feels like I'm wearing it. Like everyone can see it on me."
"You're not. You gave a killer presentation yesterday. You impressed important people. That's what they see."
"And then I ran into Victor and my first thought was..." I stopped.
"Was what?"
"That I wanted to go back to his room. That I wanted to feel that way again. Wanted. Desired. Consumed by it."
Silence came on Elliot's end.
I added quickly, "But I didn't. I said hi and left. That's, that's good, right? That I have self-control?"
"This isn't about self-control, Kat. This is about figuring out what we want our marriage to look like."
"I don't know what that means."
"It means..." He paused. "What if this wasn't a one-time thing? What if we made space for this in our lives?"
"Space for me to cheat on you?"
"It's not cheating if I'm encouraging it. If I'm part of it."
I sat up. "Elliot, we can't, people don't live like this."
"Some people do."
"We're not those people."
"Why not? Because we're from Ohio? Because we have a mortgage and matching luggage? Because we're supposed to be boring and conventional?"
"Because it's insane!" I stood and started pacing. "Because marriages don't work like this. Because eventually someone gets hurt and everything falls apart."
"Or eventually we figure out that honesty and exploration and trust can make us stronger. Not weaker."
I pressed my palm to my forehead. "I can't think about this right now. I have sessions all day. I need to be professional and competent and..."
"You are professional and competent. Last night didn't change that."
"It feels like it changed everything."
"Maybe that's not a bad thing."
After we hung up, I sat on the bed for a long time. Then I did what I always did when overwhelmed, I made a list.
I wrote: Things I know for certain:
1I love Elliot
2Last night was the most intense sexual experience of my life
3I want to do it again
4I'm terrified of what that means
5I don't know if I can live with myself if I do
6I don't know if I can live with myself if I don't
I stared at the list. Then I added one more item:
7I'm not the same person I was two days ago
My phone buzzed. A text came from an unknown number.
The message said: Room 842 is available if you change your mind. No pressure. No expectations. Just an offer. - M
I stared at the message. I deleted it. Then I immediately regretted deleting it because now I couldn't reread it, couldn't obsess over the exact wording.
There were three numbers. 8-4-2.
I could go there right now. I could skip the conference sessions. I could tell Elliot. I could let him listen again. Or I could not tell him. I could keep this one for myself.
The thought stopped me cold.
Did I want this because Elliot wanted it? Or was there something in me, independent of him, that craved this?
I didn't know. And that terrified me more than anything else.
I ended the call. I set the phone down. The silence in the room felt enormous.
Victor waited, giving me space to change my mind, to run, to panic like I had that first night at the bar.
But I didn't want to run anymore.
"Come here."
He crossed the distance between us. He stopped just close enough that I could feel his body heat but we were not touching. He was waiting for me to close the final gap.
I did.
My hands found his shirt and fisted in the fabric and pulled him to me. Our mouths met, not gentle this time, not tentative. We were hungry. We were demanding.
His hands went to my waist, then up, finding the buttons of my blouse. "Can I?"
"Yes." I helped him, fumbling with buttons, impatient. The blouse came off. Then my bra came off. My slacks came off. I stood in just my panties, breathing hard.
Victor pulled his shirt over his head. His jeans followed. We stood there, nearly naked, and the lack of Elliot's voice guiding us made everything feel more raw. It made everything feel more real.
"What do you want? Specifically."




Chapter 11

I thought about it. Last night was orchestrated, controlled, drawn out into exquisite torture. Right now I didn't want patience. I didn't want teasing.
"I want you to fuck me. Hard. I don't want to think. I don't want to analyze. I just want to feel."
Something shifted in his expression. "On the bed. On your back."
I obeyed, my body already responding to the command in his voice. He followed me down, settling between my thighs. His hand slid between us, his fingers finding me through my panties.
"You're already wet."
"I've been wet since lunch. Since you told me Elliot called you. Since I realized this was going to happen again."
He pulled my panties aside, his fingers sliding through my folds. He found my clit and circled it with firm pressure.
I gasped, my hips lifting.
"No buildup this time. No edging. Just this."
He pushed two fingers inside me while his thumb worked my clit. The dual sensation made me cry out.
"That's it. Don't hold back. No one's listening. No one's controlling this. Just you and me."
His fingers curved and found that spot inside me and pressed hard while his thumb maintained relentless pressure on my clit.
The orgasm built fast, too fast, no careful orchestration, just raw sensation stacking on sensation.
"I'm going to..." I couldn't finish the sentence.
"Do it. Come on my hand."
I shattered, my pussy clenching around his fingers, waves of pleasure rolling through me. It was not as intense as last night's carefully constructed climax, but it was mine. It was all mine.
Before I'd fully recovered, Victor was pulling off my panties and positioning himself. "Condom?"
"No." The word came out sure. "I want to feel you. Just you."
He pushed inside in one smooth thrust. We both groaned at the sensation, there was no barrier, just skin on skin, slick heat.
"Fuck, you feel incredible."
He didn't start slow this time. There was no teasing, no careful building. There were just hard, driving thrusts that made the headboard slam against the wall.
I wrapped my legs around his waist, meeting each thrust, taking him deeper. My nails raked down his back. His mouth found my neck, biting, sucking, marking me.
"Harder."
He complied, his hips snapping forward with bruising force. The wet sound of our bodies meeting filled the room along with our ragged breathing.
This was different than last night. It was less about performance, about being watched and directed. This was just raw need, two bodies seeking pleasure.
"Touch yourself. Make yourself come again."
My hand slid between us, my fingers finding my clit. The added stimulation combined with his relentless pounding pushed me toward another edge.
"I'm close."
"Me too. Where..."
"Inside. I want you inside when you come."
His rhythm stuttered. "You're sure?"
"Yes. Fill me. I want to feel it."
That permission broke his control. His thrusts became erratic, desperate. I felt him swell inside me, I felt the hot pulse of his release, and that sensation triggered my own orgasm.
We came together, clutching at each other, our cries mingling. It was not orchestrated. It was not controlled. It was just real.
He collapsed beside me, both of us breathing hard. My hand was still between my legs, my fingers were covered in our mixed fluids.
The silence that followed was different than last night. There was no phone to fill it with Elliot's voice. There was no outside presence. There was just us.
"That was..."
"Different."
"Yeah." He turned his head to look at me. "Good different?"
I considered. Last night was more intense, more overwhelming. But this was, mine. It was my choice. It was my desire. It was not mediated through Elliot's direction.
"I don't know yet."
My phone buzzed from the desk. We both looked at it.
"You should get that."
I stood on shaky legs and walked naked to the desk. There were three texts from Elliot.
•Are you okay?
•That was forty minutes. I'm trying not to worry.
•Please just let me know you're okay.
Guilt flooded through me. I'd been so lost in the experience I hadn't thought about him waiting, wondering, imagining.
•I'm okay. More than okay. Give me a few minutes and I'll call you.
•Take your time. I'm just glad you're safe.
I turned back to Victor. "I should shower. And then I should go."
"Of course." He sat up and ran a hand through his hair. "Katrina..."
"Yeah?"
"Thank you. For trusting me with this. I know it's complicated."
"That's an understatement."
I showered quickly, scrubbing away the evidence even though I knew Elliot would want to hear about all of it. I got dressed in the wrinkled business clothes that now felt like a costume.
Victor walked me to the door, fully dressed now too, back to being respectable.
"Will I see you again? Before the conference ends?"
"I don't know. Maybe. I need to, I need to process all of this."
"I understand." He hesitated. "For what it's worth, I think you're incredibly brave. Not many people are willing to be this honest about what they want."
"I'm not sure I know what I want yet."
"That's brave too. Being willing to find out."
I walked back to my room in a daze. The afternoon sessions were still going, I could hear the muffled sounds of presentations through conference room doors. But that world felt distant, unreal.
In my room, I locked the door, sat on the bed, and called Elliot.
He answered immediately. "Tell me everything."
So I did. I told him every detail. I told him how different it felt without his voice guiding us. I told him how I'd told Victor what I wanted instead of waiting to be told. I told him how I'd come twice in twenty minutes. I told him how he'd finished inside me.
"How do you feel now?"
"Guilty. Exhilarated. Confused. Scared." I paused. "Powerful."
"Powerful?"
"I walked into his room and told him what I wanted and took it. I've never, Elliot, I've never done that before. With anyone. Including you."
Silence came on his end. I worried I'd hurt him.
"That's good," and his voice was rough. "That's good, Kat. That's what I wanted for you."
"Are you sure? Because it felt like, it felt like I was leaving you behind. Like this was mine in a way that excluded you."
"Maybe that's okay. Maybe you need something that's just yours."
"But I don't want to lose us in the process."
"You won't. This doesn't take anything away from us. If anything, it adds to it." He paused. "I'm hard as fuck right now, by the way. Listening to you describe how you took control, how you told him what you wanted..."
Heat flooded through me despite the recent orgasms. "Yeah?"
"Yeah. When you get home, I'm going to fuck you in our bed and make you tell me every detail again while I'm inside you."
"Promise?"
"Promise. But Kat?"
"What?"
"You've got two more days there. I want you to think about what you want those days to look like. Whether you want to see Victor again. Whether you want to explore this more or whether last night and today were enough."
"I don't know how to decide that."
"Then don't decide yet. Just pay attention to what you're feeling. What you want. Not what you think you should want. Not what you think I want. What you want."
After we hung up, I lay back on the bed. Between my legs I could feel the evidence of what I'd done. Victor's come was still inside me, slowly leaking out.
I should clean up. I should get ready for the evening reception. I should pretend to be normal.
Instead, I just lay there, feeling it. I was feeling everything.
My phone buzzed. It was not Elliot this time. It was Jennifer.
•Drinks at the hotel bar at 6? Bringing some people who want to meet you. Networking opportunity.
The hotel bar. This was where this all started.
I thought about sitting there in business casual, making small talk about healthcare IT, while Victor's come was still inside me. I thought about how my body was still humming from being fucked in room 842.
The duality of it was dizzying.
•I'll be there.


Because I could be both women. I could be the professional and the woman in the red dress. I could be the devoted wife and the one who took what she wanted from a stranger's bed.
I was learning that maybe I'd always been both. I just hadn't had permission to admit it until now.
I cleaned up and changed into fresh clothes, black dress pants and a silk blouse, professional but not severe. I applied makeup carefully, covering the faint marks on my neck where Victor's mouth had marked my skin.
In the mirror, I looked like myself. I looked put-together. I looked competent. No one would know.
But I knew. And that knowledge felt like a secret thrumming beneath my skin.
The hotel bar was already crowded when I arrived at six. Jennifer waved me over to a high-top table where she stood with three other people, two women and a man, all wearing conference lanyards.
"Katrina! Perfect timing. This is Sarah Chen from Stanford Medical, Robert Keller from Johns Hopkins, and Mia Torres from Mount Sinai."
We shook hands and exchanged pleasantries. Someone ordered a round of drinks. The conversation turned to implementation challenges, budget constraints, physician resistance.
I participated, offered insights, laughed at appropriate moments. But part of me was elsewhere, hyperaware of my body, of what I'd done just two hours ago.
"Your presentation resonated with me. We're dealing with similar pushback from our cardiology department. How did you handle the specialists who insisted their workflows were too unique to standardize?"
I opened my mouth to answer and that's when I saw him.
Victor was entering the bar with two other men in suits. They were conference attendees. They headed for a table across the room.
Our eyes met for a fraction of a second. He gave no indication we knew each other. Neither did I.
But my body responded anyway. There was a flush of heat. There was the memory of his hands on me. There was the memory of his cock inside me.
Jennifer was looking at me expectantly. “Don't you think?"
"Sorry, what?"
“The key is getting department chairs involved early, don't you think?"
"Yes. Absolutely. We brought them into the planning phase, let them feel ownership over the solutions." My voice sounded normal. It sounded professional. It sounded like I wasn't watching Victor from the corner of my eye. It sounded like I couldn't still feel the soreness between my legs from how hard he'd fucked me.




Chapter 12

The conversation continued. My phone buzzed in my clutch. I ignored it.
Ten minutes later, I excused myself to the restroom. In the stall, I checked my phone.
•How's networking?
•Fine. He's here. In the bar.
•And?
•And nothing. We're both pretending we don't know each other.
•How does that feel?
I thought about it. I typed and deleted three responses before settling on one.
•Like a game. Like I have this secret and everyone else is oblivious.
•Do you like that feeling?
•Yes. Is that wrong?
•Nothing about this is wrong if we're both choosing it.
I returned to the table. The group had grown, two more people joined, including Dr. Chen from breakfast.
"Ah, Katrina! I was just telling everyone about your super-user program. You should present it as a case study at the HIMSS conference in the spring."
I smiled and played my part. I was the competent professional. I was the expert worth listening to.
But across the room, I could feel Victor's awareness of me. He was not staring, not obvious, but present. It was like a magnetic pull.
An hour passed. Then another hour passed. People came and went from our table. I was on my second glass of wine, loose enough to be charming but not sloppy.
Jennifer leaned in close. "You've made quite an impression. Dr. Chen wants to set up a call next week to discuss terms for the consulting contract."
"That's great."
"It is. And Robert from Hopkins is interested in having you speak at their annual symposium." She squeezed my arm. "This trip has been good for you."
If she only knew how good. If she only knew how transformative. If she only knew how I was a different person than the woman who'd arrived three days ago, too nervous to sit at a bar alone.
My phone buzzed again.
◦Can we talk? Not here. Somewhere private.
I stared at the message. I glanced across the room. He was looking at his phone, not at me.
•Why?
◦Because I need to make sure you're okay with all of this. And I can't do that in a crowded bar pretending we're strangers.
•I told you I was okay.
◦You said you didn't know yet. That's not the same thing.
I excused myself from the table, citing an early morning session. Jennifer hugged me, promised to connect me with the right people, told me I was going places.
If she only knew where I'd already been.
I left the bar and headed for the elevators. My phone buzzed.
•My room or yours?
My thumb hovered over the keyboard. This felt different than earlier. Earlier was about desire, about taking what I wanted. This felt like, what? Was it a debriefing? Was it a conversation?
•Just to talk?
•Just to talk. I promise.
•Yours. Twenty minutes.
I went to my room first, brushed my teeth, and checked my reflection. I called Elliot.
"He wants to talk."
"About what?"
"I don't know. He said he wants to make sure I'm okay with everything."
"Are you?"
"I think so. I don't know. It's all happening so fast." I sat on the edge of the bed. "Is it weird that he wants to check in? That feels, I don't know, more intimate somehow than the sex."
"It means he's being responsible. That he cares about your wellbeing beyond just using you for sex."
"Is that good or bad?"
"It's good, Kat. It means we chose the right person for this." He paused. "Do you want me to stay on the phone? Be there for the conversation?"
I considered. "No. I think, I think I need to do this one myself."
"Okay. Call me after?"
"Always."
Twenty minutes later, I knocked on the door to 842. Victor opened it wearing jeans and a t-shirt again, his feet were bare. He looked comfortable. The room smelled faintly of his cologne.
"Thanks for coming," and he stepped aside to let me in.
"You said we needed to talk."
"Sit. Please." He gestured to the desk chair while he sat on the edge of the bed. There was physical distance between us. It was intentional.
I sat and crossed my legs. "So talk."
He studied me for a moment. "This afternoon, when you came here, that was different than last night. You know that, right?"
"Of course I know that."
"Last night was about your husband's fantasy. His desire to see you with someone else. Today was about your desire. What you wanted." He leaned forward, his elbows on his knees. "Those are two very different things. And I need to make sure you understand the distinction. That you're not just going along with this because Elliot wants it."
"I'm not a child, Victor. I can make my own decisions."
"I know. But people get caught up in the moment. In the excitement. And then later they have regrets." He ran a hand through his hair. "I don't want to be someone you regret."
The sincerity in his voice surprised me. This wasn't just about protecting himself. He genuinely cared.
"I don't regret it. Either time. But I am..." I searched for the right word. "Confused. About what this means. About what I want it to mean."
"That's fair. This is new territory for you."
"Is it not new for you?"
He smiled slightly. "I told you, I've never done the husband-on-the-phone thing before. But I have..." He paused. "I've been in open relationships before. Situations where everyone knew the parameters and agreed to them."
"And those worked out?"
"Some did. Some didn't. The ones that failed usually failed because someone wasn't being honest about what they wanted."
I thought about that. "What do you want? From this?"
"Honestly? I don't know yet either." He met my eyes. "I'm attracted to you. Obviously. And I think the dynamic between you and Elliot is fascinating. But I also don't want to be the catalyst for something that destroys your marriage."
"Elliot says this makes us stronger. More honest."
"Does it feel that way to you?"
Did it? I thought about the conversations Elliot and I were having. I thought about the raw honesty. I thought about the vulnerability. I thought about the way he'd encouraged me to explore my own desires independent of his.
"Yes. But it's also terrifying. Like we're dismantling everything we built and I don't know what we're building in its place."
"Maybe that's the point. Maybe you're not supposed to know yet. Maybe you're just supposed to explore and see where it leads."
I stood and paced to the window. The city lights stretched out below. From up here, everything looked small, manageable, orderly.
"When I was sitting at that bar tonight, talking about healthcare IT and implementation strategies, I kept thinking, these people have no idea. They see this professional woman, this expert, and they have no idea that two hours ago I was in this room being fucked by a man who isn't my husband. While my husband knew about it and wanted it."
"Does that bother you?"
"It should, right? It should feel shameful. Wrong. But it doesn't. It feels..." I turned to face him. "Powerful. Like I have this secret life that's completely separate from my professional identity. Like I'm more than one thing."
"You are more than one thing. Everyone is."
"But most people don't..." I gestured vaguely. "This isn't normal."
"Normal is overrated." He stood and moved toward me but stopped a few feet away. "Can I ask you something?"
"Sure."
"If Elliot wasn't in the picture, if you were single, would you still want this? The exploration, the experiences, the variety?"
The question caught me off guard. I'd been so focused on how this affected my marriage that I hadn't considered it from that angle.
"I don't know. I've never been the kind of person who, I've never been adventurous. Not like this."
"Maybe because you never felt safe enough to be."
"What do you mean?"
"You said yourself, you've spent twenty years being careful. Making yourself smaller. Following the rules." He took a step closer. "But Elliot gave you permission to break those rules. And you discovered you liked it. That doesn't mean you're broken or wrong. It means you're human."
I stared at him. "You're very insightful for someone I'm just using for sex."
He laughed. "Is that all I am?"
"I don't know what you are. Friend? Therapist? The guy who happens to have a hotel room convenient for adultery?"
"It's not adultery if your husband knows."
"Semantics."
"Important semantics." He moved closer, close enough now that I could feel his body heat. "Katrina, I like you. I like talking to you. I like the way your mind works. And yes, the sex is incredible. But I want you to know this isn't just, I'm not just some anonymous dick for you to use to work out your marital issues."
"I never thought you were."
"Good." He reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. The gesture was intimate but not sexual. "Because I think we could be friends. The kind of friends who also occasionally fuck. If that's something you want."
My breath caught. "Elliot and I haven't talked about what happens after the conference ends. If this is just a Denver thing or if it becomes, something else."
"Then talk to him. Figure it out. But know that if you want this to continue, I'm open to it. We can define the parameters together. All three of us."
"You'd be okay with that? Being the, the third wheel?"
"I prefer 'invited guest.'" He smiled. "And yeah, I'd be okay with it. As long as everyone's being honest about what they want and what they're comfortable with."
I looked up at him. This was the man who'd been inside me twice now. He had seen me completely undone. He was offering not just his body but genuine connection, friendship, honesty.
"I should go. I need to process all of this. Talk to Elliot."
"Of course." He stepped back, giving me space. "But Katrina?"
"Yeah?"
"Whatever you decide, thank you. For trusting me with this. With you."
I left before I could do something stupid like kiss him. I left before I could blur the lines we'd just spent an hour clarifying.
In my room, I called Elliot.
"How did it go?"
"He wants to keep seeing me. After the conference. He said we could define parameters together. All three of us."
Silence came.
"Elliot?"
"I'm here. I'm just, processing."
"Is that not what you wanted?"
"I don't know what I wanted. I think I thought this would just be a conference thing. A controlled experiment. But if it becomes ongoing..." He trailed off.
"It changes things."
"Yeah."
We were both quiet for a long moment.
"What do you want?"
"I want you to be happy. To feel alive. To keep discovering who you are."
"That's not an answer, Elliot. What do you want? For us? For our marriage?"
He took a breath. "I want us to be brave enough to figure this out as we go. I want to trust that our foundation is strong enough to support this exploration. And I want..." His voice dropped. "I want to see where this goes. How it changes us. How it makes us grow."
"You're sure?"
"I'm terrified. But yes, I'm sure. Are you?"
I thought about Victor's question. What did I want, independent of Elliot's desires?
"I want to keep feeling like I felt today. When I walked into his room and told him what I wanted. When I took it. I've never felt that powerful before. That certain of my own desire."
"Then we'll figure it out. Together. The three of us if that's what it takes."
"I love you."
"I love you too. More than ever." He paused. "Now get some sleep. You have one more full day of conference tomorrow. Be the brilliant professional. Then come home to me and tell me everything."
After we hung up, I lay in bed staring at the ceiling.
Twenty-four hours ago I'd been in this same position, processing what just happened with Victor while Elliot listened.
Now I was processing the possibility that this wasn't an ending. It was a beginning.
Somewhere eight floors up, Victor was having similar thoughts.
And back home, Elliot was imagining a future where this was part of our lives. This was part of us.
I should have been terrified.
Instead, I felt something else.
I felt anticipation.
Epilogue
I woke to sun streaming through the curtains and the immediate awareness that this was my last full day in Denver. Tomorrow I'd fly home. I'd go back to normal life. Except nothing about life felt normal anymore.
My phone showed two texts from Elliot, sent early while I was still sleeping.
•Good morning. I've been up since 5 thinking about everything.
•I want you to spend today however you want. No expectations from me. Just do what feels right.
The permission felt both liberating and terrifying. What did feel right?
I went through the motions, I showered, I dressed in my last clean conference outfit, I headed downstairs for the closing keynote. The ballroom was packed, every seat was filled. I found a spot in the back row, half-listening to some tech CEO talk about AI in healthcare.
My mind was elsewhere. It was on Victor, somewhere in this room. It was on Elliot, at home, waiting. It was on the version of myself I'd become in just three days.
The woman who'd arrived in Denver couldn't even sit at a bar alone. The woman who'd leave tomorrow fucked a stranger twice while her husband listened. She discovered she liked taking what she wanted. She agreed to potentially continue this arrangement after going home.
Who was I?
The keynote ended. People filed out toward the final networking lunch. I stayed in my seat, suddenly overwhelmed by the prospect of more small talk, more pretending.
My phone buzzed.
•Skip the lunch. Meet me in the lobby in 10 minutes. I want to show you something.
I should say no. I should attend the lunch, make final connections, be professional until the very end.
Instead I texted back: * Okay.
He was waiting by the concierge desk, dressed casually in jeans and a henley. He wore no conference lanyard. "Come on."
"Where are we going?"
"You'll see. Do you trust me?"
I hesitated, then nodded. "Yeah. I think I do."
We took an Uber to a neighborhood I didn't recognize. There were residential, tree-lined streets, old houses converted to shops and cafes. Victor led me to a small art gallery tucked between a bookstore and a coffee shop.
"What is this?"
"Something that has nothing to do with conferences or hotels or any of it." He held the door open. "I thought you might need a break from all that."
The gallery was quiet, nearly empty. There was photography on the walls, black and white landscapes, intimate portraits, urban decay. It was beautiful and melancholy.
We wandered through in silence. I found myself stopping in front of a series of portraits, they showed women's faces, unguarded moments, raw emotion was visible.
"That one. That's how you looked yesterday. In my room. When you told me what you wanted."
I studied the photograph. The woman's expression was fierce and vulnerable at once. She was certain and terrified. She was powerful.
"Is that how you see me?"
"Sometimes. When you let yourself be seen."
We moved through the rest of the gallery. At one point, his hand brushed mine. Neither of us pulled away. Our fingers intertwined, casual, like we'd done this a hundred times.
It felt more intimate than the sex had. It felt more real.
Afterward, we walked to a nearby cafe. We ordered coffee. We sat at an outdoor table while the afternoon sun filtered through the leaves.
"Thank you. For this. For getting me out of my head."
"You've spent three days being pulled in a million directions. Professional Katrina, wife Katrina, this new version discovering what she wants. I thought you might need a minute to just be a person."
"Is this what you do? Take women to art galleries between conference sessions?"
He smiled. "No. This is what I do when I like someone and want to get to know them outside of..." He gestured vaguely. "All the intensity."
"Do you? Like me?"
"Yeah. I do. Which is stupid given the circumstances, but there it is."
I sipped my coffee, processing this. "It would be easier if you were just..."
"Just what? A convenient dick? An anonymous hotel hookup?"
"Yeah. Then I could compartmentalize it. This is my professional life, this is my marriage, and this is just sex. But if you're someone I like..."
"It gets complicated."
He leaned back in his chair. "Does it have to be complicated? What if it's just, you have this full, complex life. A marriage you love. A career you're good at. And also, sometimes, you have this. Whatever this is."
"Most people would say that's not how it works."
"Most people aren't honest about what they want."
My phone buzzed. It was Elliot.
•How's your day going?
I looked at Victor across the table, at the easy way he was watching me, at how normal this felt despite being completely outside any script I'd ever followed.
•I'm at a cafe with Victor. He took me to an art gallery.
The response took a minute to come.
•That's... not what I expected.
•Is it okay?
•Is this what you want to be doing?
I thought about it. Was it? I could be networking, cementing professional relationships, being productive. Or I could be in my hotel room processing everything alone.
Instead I was here, drinking coffee with a man I'd had sex with, talking about art and honesty and how life didn't have to fit into neat categories.
•Yes. It's exactly what I want to be doing.
•Then it's more than okay.
I set the phone down. "Elliot's fine with this. With us just, existing together. Outside of the sex."
"Good. Because I meant what I said last night. I'm not interested in being just the affair guy. If we're going to do this, I want it to be real. Honest."
"What does that look like to you?"
He considered. "Regular communication. Clear boundaries. Respect for your marriage but also acknowledgment that what we have is separate. Valid on its own terms." He paused. "And lots of conversations like this. Checking in. Making sure everyone's okay."
"That sounds exhausting."
"It is. That's why most people don't do it. They'd rather follow the traditional script even if it makes them miserable."
"Are you happy? In your life?"
"Getting there. My divorce was two years ago. I've spent the time since figuring out what I want instead of what I thought I was supposed to want." He met my eyes. "This helps. Being with people who are brave enough to ask the same questions."
We sat there for another hour, talking about everything and nothing. We talked about his job, my career ambitions, the cities we'd lived in, books we'd read. It was normal conversation between two people getting to know each other.
Except we'd already known each other's bodies. We already crossed lines that should have come much later, if at all.
Eventually, we headed back toward the hotel. In the Uber, he reached for my hand again.
"What are you doing tonight?"
"I don't know. The conference officially ends after the closing reception at six. After that..." I shrugged. "I fly out tomorrow morning at ten."
"So this is it. Our last night."
The finality of it hit me. After tomorrow, he'd be in Dallas, I'd be back home with Elliot. This bubble we'd created would pop.
Unless we chose not to let it.
"Does it have to be?"
"That's up to you. And Elliot. Whether this was an experiment or the beginning of something."
We pulled up to the hotel. Victor paid the driver and walked me inside. In the lobby, we stood awkwardly, aware of conference attendees milling around.
"I should make an appearance at the closing reception."
"Yeah. Me too." He didn't move. "After? Do you want to..."
"Yes." I said it before he could finish. "Whatever you're about to suggest. Yes."
He smiled. "I was going to suggest dinner. Actual dinner. At a restaurant. The three of us on video call maybe. Or just us if you want."
"Oh." I felt myself flush. "I thought you meant..."
"I did also mean that. But after dinner. If you want." He brushed a strand of hair from my face. "I like you, Katrina. I want to spend time with you that isn't just about sex. Even if the sex is incredible."
“Dinner," I tested the word. "Like a date."
"Like a date. If that's not too weird."
It should have been weird. It should have been completely insane. But somehow it felt like the most natural thing in the world.
"Okay. Dinner. Let me just, I need to call Elliot first."
"Of course. Text me when you're ready."
He walked toward the elevators. I found a quiet corner of the lobby and called home.
"Hey. How was the gallery?"
"Good. Really good, actually. Elliot, he wants to take me to dinner. Like an actual date. He suggested we could video call you during it, or just, I don't know. What do you think?"
Silence came on the other end. I could hear him breathing, processing.
"Are you asking my permission?"
"I guess I was."
"You don't need it, Kat. That's the whole point of this. You get to decide what you want."
"But it affects you. Our marriage. Everything."
"So tell me what you want. Not what you think I want. Not what you think you should want. What do you want?"
I closed my eyes and took inventory of my feelings. "I want to have dinner with him. Just us. Without you listening or directing. I want to see what it's like to just, be with him. As people. Not as some fantasy we're acting out."
"Then do it."
"You're sure?"
"I'm terrified. But yes, I'm sure." His voice was tight. "Just, promise me something."
"Anything."
"Promise you'll come home to me. That whatever happens tonight, whatever you discover, you're still coming home."
"Elliot, I'm always coming home to you. Nothing about this changes that."
"Okay. Okay." He exhaled. "Go. Have dinner. Let yourself enjoy it. And Kat?"
"Yeah?"
"I love you for being brave enough to want this. For being honest about it."
"I love you too. So much."
After we hung up, I went to my room to change. The closing reception could happen without me. I'd made my professional connections. I'd secured my consulting opportunity. I'd done what I'd come here to do on paper.
Now I was going to do what I'd come here to do in ways I'd never anticipated.
I put on the red dress. It was the one that had started all of this. I fixed my makeup, my hair. I looked at myself in the mirror.
The woman looking back was different than the one who'd arrived in Denver. She was more confident. She was more certain. She was more herself.
I texted Victor: * Ready whenever you are.
His reply came immediately: Meet me in the lobby. I made reservations.
This was happening. This was a real date with a man who wasn't my husband. It was with my husband's full knowledge and blessing.
I grabbed my clutch and headed downstairs, my heart pounding.
Victor was waiting by the entrance, and when he saw me in the red dress, his whole face changed.
"Wow. You look..."
"I know. This is the dress that started everything."
"It's perfect." He offered his arm. "Ready?"
I took it. "Ready."
We walked out into the Denver evening, and for the first time in three days, maybe the first time in twenty years, I felt completely, terrifyingly, perfectly free.
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