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What's Inside



He told her to say yes if the man from work flirted. She said yes for a week in a king bed three states away. He thought that would be the whole arrangement. Then the calendar opened, the work husband asked for a baby, and the souvenir she brought home was not in the suitcase.

What you are buying A 30,000-word Seed novella in the husband’s voice. Doug asked to be second and he stays second. Wendy travels, Steve sires, other men are extra miles the work husband is not allowed to know about. The ranking holds through the plus sign, the delivery room, and attempts for a second child. If you want a couple who “open up together,” this is the wrong book. If you like hard cuck that he begged for, step inside.

Inside this one

	Cuckold husband POV — she puts the word on him in bed and he keeps it

	Coworker / work-husband bull who thinks he is the secret

	Intentional pregnancy — he asks every time; the green days are his

	Denied husband — protection for him, unprotected for the bull

	Fertile-window calendar as the rule of the house

	Extra miles on the side — clients and strangers the Bull never hears about

	Voyeur husband watching through his own bedroom door
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one
Unusual Delivery


Istood in the delivery room with Wendy’s hand crushed in mine and watched my wife push another man’s baby out of her.

The doctor and the nurse had no idea. They were doing their jobs — her knees hauled back, her pussy stretched around another man’s son — and I was supposed to look like any other first-time father. Supportive. Wet-eyed. Proud. I was hard under the thin hospital gown they’d given me so I could stand at the business end without looking like a pervert. I kept my other hand there and hoped the fabric hid it. I had been hard for most of the last hour, losing it and finding it again with every contraction. Contractions made me hard. The sound she made did, too. The knowledge of whose kid was crowning did the rest.

Wendy’s chest heaved. Those tits had always been too much for her frame, full Ds on a five-foot body, and pregnancy had made them obscene. Milk had soaked two dark circles through the gown. Ready for a mouth that wasn’t mine. For Steve’s son the same way they’d been ready for Steve, and for the other men I’d talked her into letting use them once she understood what I actually was.

She bore down with a noise I only ever heard when she was getting fucked past thinking. I almost laughed and had to turn it into a cough. Steve’s boy was about to ruin her pussy in a way his father hadn’t, and I had asked for every mile of it. I had stood in kitchens and airports and dark bedrooms and asked her to give this part of herself away. Now the proof was coming out of her in front of strangers who thought they were delivering our child.

This was what I had built. This moment, this room, this child. It started with bad beer and a woman who never went home alone.

* * *

I met Wendy not long after we both got out of college, a friend of a friend at somebody’s rented house with bad beer and a playlist that wouldn’t die. She was always leaving with somebody different. The guys had a nickname for that. Easy. I watched her anyway. Petite, just over five feet, small-waisted, and breasts that seemed almost too much for a girl that size, the kind of thing you noticed and then tried not to stare at. Her face was the same deal. Pretty in a specific way, not soft about it, and when she smiled there was something in it that made you feel like you'd just said something dumber than you thought you had.

I asked her out expecting a polite no. She said yes like it was nothing complicated.

Dinner. Drinks that turned into a second round. I walked her to her door meaning to be a gentleman, but her kiss was not polite. She kissed like someone who wasn’t thinking about anything else either. She opened the door wider and tugged my shirt.

“Really?” I asked, still half in the hallway.

She laughed. “You bought the ticket. Might as well take the ride.”

The door caught on the frame. She went up on her toes and pressed my hand against her tit over the dress, then under it. No bra. Nipple already tight against my palm. When I got the dress off she was tiny and top-heavy and already wet through cheap panties. I hooked them aside and touched her. She was slick and hot, and she pushed my fingers in herself, impatient, and said, “Don’t get shy now.”

I fucked her on the couch first because we didn’t make it to the bed. She was loud and greedy, and she came with her forehead pressed hard into my shoulder like she’d been waiting all night for somebody to stop talking and just fuck her. In the bedroom she climbed on and rode me with those ridiculous tits in my face and told me where to put my mouth. When I came she kept moving until she got hers again, then dropped onto my chest and laughed like she’d won something.

“You’re good,” she said. “Most guys rush dessert.”

A few hours later she kicked me out. Travel in the morning. I told her I’d call when she landed. I drove home smelling like her, and already knowing Friday wasn’t going to be soon enough.

* * *

The day she got back I called and asked her out again. She declined, careful, almost kind. She already had a dinner date.

I was disappointed. I was also, immediately, hard.

“After that, maybe?” I asked.

“There’ll be dessert,” she said.

She was going to fuck somebody else tonight and she wasn’t even dressing it up as a maybe.

“Call me if he’s not interested.”

“They all want dessert,” she said. “Maybe later this week.”

“How about the next night you don’t have dinner plans?”

“Friday. I’m booked all week.”

“Different dinner dates?”

“Yes.” A pause, long enough for me to hang up. “You still want Friday?”

“Definitely.”

Friday I couldn’t wait. At her place she stopped me at the threshold with one hand on the doorframe, her expression a kind of polite warning.

“You sure you want to come in? Most guys aren’t interested when they find out I’m seeing other men.”

I stepped in, shut the door, kissed her, and said, “You mean when they find out you’re fucking other men.”

Her eyebrows went up. “Yes.”

“I figure the practice will make you better.“ I said it like a joke. The true thing wasn’t ready yet.

“Better?” Mock anger, a smile under it. “I’m not good enough already.”

“I dunno,” I said. “What’ve you got?”

She showed me. I was afraid I wouldn’t walk right the next day. She put me on my back, used my mouth and then my cock. Afterwards, tracing a line on my chest, she told me last night’s guy had come on her tits. She’d washed it off before our dinner. She said it to see if I’d flinch. I came inside her instead, harder than I meant to, and she laughed into my neck like she’d just found a new toy.

“Okay,” she whispered. “You’re a freak. I can work with that.”

She didn’t have the word yet. I did. It was jealousy that pointed down, into my own pants, and stayed there.

* * *

We dated around her calendar. I got any night that wasn’t a dinner date. Eventually the dinners thinned out and she was almost always with me, which should have felt like winning. At parties I could hear our friends talking about how I’d tamed the slut, and how. Other wives looked at me like I had a magic cock, like I was the one who had tamed her.

They had the story backward. I hadn’t tamed her. I had found the one thing that made me harder than having her to myself: knowing I wasn’t the only one who got to.

After about a year, it was mostly just me. And Jack. He was a cocky leftover from college she still saw on Thursdays. She’d call from the car, telling me she was headed to Mary’s to pick out napkin colors for the wedding. I’d say okay, hang up, and picture her on her back in his apartment. The lie was part of it. I wanted her to think she was getting away with it. I wanted to be the man who waited, and knew.

We got engaged. She still saw him. I still didn’t say the word. I bought a ring and put it on a woman who left my bed and went to his, and I came in my fist thinking about the order of operations.

* * *
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The wedding morning I already knew. I had known for months. I didn’t say it in the hotel hallway while her mother fussed with hair. I said it years later, in our bedroom, because by then not saying it had become its own kind of lie.

We were talking about work trips, about a man at her company named Steve who flirted like it was a sport, and I had been circling the same familiar drain. She was sitting on the edge of the bed in a tank and underwear, taking earrings out, and I was standing there with a hard-on I was done pretending was about the argument.

“You were still sleeping with Jack while we were engaged,” I said.

Her mouth opened. I didn’t let her find a softer version.

“Those Thursday wedding-planning nights,” I said. She tensed. “They were at Jack’s, not Mary’s. I called them Jack nights. You were getting him off. I was at home, jacking off. I used to wonder if you were under him while you were picking out napkins.”

She went quiet. “That was a phase. It didn’t last that long.”

“Right up until the wedding,” I said. “He spent the night before. He was the first man to fuck you on our wedding day. He snuck out that morning.”

She started crying. I hadn’t wanted that. I had wanted her to know it was allowed, that what she thought was the worst secret in the marriage was what I had built the marriage on. I got up, pulled her in, and let her shake against my shirt.

“Baby. It’s okay. I love you. It’s okay.”

“I cheated on our wedding day,” she said into my chest. “Before the ceremony even started.”

I wiped her face with my thumb. “I love that you did that.”

She looked stunned, blotchy, beautiful. “You love that I cheated? That I was… with him?”

“Yeah. I jerked off three times that morning knowing another man was fucking you. I kept hoping you wouldn’t stop after I put the ring on.”

“I stopped once we got married.”

I had to know the rest. I had wanted the rest for years, lying next to her in the dark inventing it.

“Did you do it in the dress?”

She stared at me. Then she nodded, small, like the nod itself might break something.

My cock went hard so fast it almost hurt. She felt it against her hip and made a sound that wasn’t a sob anymore.

“You walked down the aisle with his come running down your leg.” She flinched. I didn’t stop. “I thought I felt it on the garter when I took it off for the toss. Sticky. I told myself I was imagining it. I wasn’t.”

I walked her toward the bed while she tried to process that I was hard about her worst secret. She came with me. She didn’t pull away.

“Did you meet him in the bridal suite after? When you left to freshen up?”

Her mouth opened before the rest of her face caught up. “Yes. But nothing happened. I told him I couldn’t anymore. I was married. You have to believe me.”

“I believe you.” I pulled her hips against me so she could feel what the story had done. “Jack and I have something in common.”

“What?”

“We both wanted him to be the first one to fuck you after you belonged to me.”

I got her clothes off and mine and put her on our bed on her back. She was already wet. Wedding-day wet, years late, the same as that morning no matter how long she’d spent trying to forget it. I pushed her knees apart and looked at her. She still had a neat little thatch I used to bury my face in. I dragged two fingers through her and held them up between us, shining.

“This is what I wanted on my wedding night. Sloppy seconds. Proof.”

I put my mouth on her. She gasped and grabbed my hair. I licked her slow, thinking about Jack’s morning in her, even though it was years gone, and when she started shaking I didn’t let her up. I sucked her clit and pushed my fingers into her the way I used to imagine his cock had been at seven a.m. in a hotel room with a white dress hiked to her waist and a veil somewhere on a chair.

“Doug—”

That was the first time I heard my own name in the story. Good. I wanted it in there. I wanted her to know who was eating her while we talked about the other man.

I climbed up and shoved into her in one stroke. She was soaked and tight and she made that punched sound, the one that means she has stopped being careful. I talked into her mouth while I fucked her. Dress around her hips. His load on her thigh under the skirt. Aisle. Vows. Sticky garter. Bridal suite almost, and then not, because she had chosen the ring instead of the second round.

“I wanted to be the second man in this cunt that day,” I said. “I wanted you walking around our reception with his come in you and then I wanted to add mine on top of his. Leftovers. I wanted you to keep fucking Jack. Other men. Whoever was better at it than me. And then come home wearing my ring like that didn’t change what I am.”

She wrapped her legs around me. I fucked her hard and ugly, with no rhythm beyond getting deeper. She came on me with her head tipped back and I couldn’t last. I buried it and went blank and stayed in her, pulsing, like I could rewrite the morning by finishing now. I couldn’t. That was the point. The morning was his. This was what I got.

When I could breathe she was looking at me, wrecked and still trying to be the good wife.

“But I didn’t,” she said. “And I don’t.”I collapsed next to her, keeping my hand on her wet pussy. Her words hung in the air between us. “I know,” I finally said. “That’s too bad. I was hoping you would.”

* * *

She let it lie for a day. Then two. I left it alone. When I finally brought up Steve, I did it at dinner, casual, like I was mentioning the weather — the current version of Jack, the one who still existed and still looked at her in meetings like he’d earned the right.

Steve worked with her. Handsome in a forgettable way. She’d mentioned him the way women do when they’ve already decided not to touch something, which is how I knew she wanted to.

“Next trip,” I said. “If he propositions you, say yes.”

She said she’d stay faithful. A week of nudges later, she planted a hand on her hip in the kitchen and said, “Enough. I won’t cheat. I can’t. What you said… that was the past. This is different.”

“Not if you enjoy it,” I said. “Then it’s just convenient.”

“And if I don’t? How do I make it stop?”

I kissed her. Smiling. Still hard from a conversation that hadn’t happened, a hotel room I could already picture.

“You have the pussy, baby. You decide who gets it. I want you to give it to him. I want to be the husband waiting downstairs.”

She watched me a long time, like she was trying to figure out if I was joking or genuinely broken. I wasn’t kidding. I just hadn’t learned how to ask for it out loud until now.

She didn’t say yes. She didn’t have to. The door was open. I’d put my shoulder to it and asked her plainly to walk through and leave me behind.

That was the start. Not the baby, not the business trips. The start was a kiss in a kitchen and a husband who finally said out loud that he wanted to watch.


two
Giving It Up


Afew weeks later Wendy had a week-long conference, the kind she always came home from talking about commission and bad hotel coffee. At the curb I said it again, the proposition I’d been making since the kitchen kiss: if Steve flirted, she could take him up on it. She gave me the usual brush-off and a kiss that tasted like airport gum and the waxy gloss she’d put on in the car.

“Nothing’s going to happen,” she said. “That’s not on my agenda for the week.”

I watched her walk into security with her rolling bag and those tits put away under a travel blouse, looking like every other married woman on an early flight. I went home to a quiet house that felt like a verdict. She had said no, but the silence was already telling a different story. I sat on the couch with a hard-on and an empty evening, caught in the hollow certainty that I was losing a contest I had arranged.

* * *

The next morning I didn’t get my usual call. That was the first wrong note. Wendy checked in when she traveled; it was one of her small decencies. I pictured her sick. I pictured her under him. I sat with both pictures long enough to feel ashamed of my hunger for the second one, then I called.

She answered quietly. Not her voice. Not the bright, slightly wicked one she used on me when she was fine.

“What’s wrong?”

A long pause. Hotel HVAC and nothing else. Then she spoke, her voice soft. “You know how you keep saying you want me to sleep with Steve when he flirts?”

My guts went hollow and my cock went hard in the same second. It wasn’t pride, not some victory for us to toast later. It was sickness and need twisted together, a truth I couldn’t unfeel.

I forced the word out.

“Yes. I want you to.”

Silence.

“I can’t talk,” she said. “He’s in the bar. I can see him from the bathroom mirror.” A pause. “I let him walk me to my room.”

I dropped into the kitchen chair. The wood rattled the table.

“And?”

“He kissed me at the door. I pulled him in.” Her voice dropped to something I barely recognized. “I wore my ring the whole time. Thinking about you just made it worse. God. I have to go. He’s looking this way.”

“Wendy—”

The line went dead.

I sat in the kitchen with a hard-on and no details, the worst combination. I pictured her smoothing her blouse in a hotel bathroom mirror, checking her reflection, deciding what kind of woman she was going to be. I pictured a man at a bar waiting for a married woman to come back from a phone call he didn’t know she was making. My hand found my cock through my shorts. I didn’t pretend otherwise. I stroked slow, filling in the blanks with everything that hurt.

The phone buzzed an hour later. A text, not a call: He’s gone. I’m alone. Can’t talk. It happened twice.

I typed back: Details. Please.

Three dots, then nothing. Five minutes. Ten. Then: Bigger than you. I’m sore. I liked it. More tomorrow. Sleep.

I came in my fist against the cold kitchen tile. The shower didn’t wash it off. I stood under the spray already late for work, trying to remember which side of the bed she slept on and finding I couldn’t place her there at all anymore.

* * *

The next morning I didn’t get the usual call either. I sat with the phone until it rang. She sounded hurried, breathless.

“I only have a minute. He’s in the shower.”

“Tell me what I missed.”

“I went to his room this morning. Before meetings.” Voices in a hallway. “Shit. I have to—”

“Wendy—”

“I’m staying with him. King bed. I moved my things while he was at breakfast.”

The line cut off. My wife, three states away, had just told me she was living with another man for the rest of the week, delivered with the flat efficiency of a room service order. I went to work ruined, thinking about her folding her clothes into a dresser that wasn’t ours.

* * *

Her evening call never came. I nodded off on the couch and woke after midnight to nothing. I texted Be a bad girl. Love you. No reply. The silence had a shape. I lay there and let it press down on me.

Morning, regular time, the phone rang. Her usual voice. Too usual.

“Were you a bad girl?”

“Yeah. Um. I changed rooms yesterday. Just so you know.” Flat. He was there.

“You’re in his room.”

“Mm-hmm.”

“He’s standing right there.”

“Yeah. This room is better. King bed instead of two queens. I have more room to collaborate.”

“Spread for him.”

“Absolutely. Steve and I found some new opportunities. We’ve been hitting it pretty hard. I have to prep for our first session. I’ll try to call later.”

Hitting it hard. Work and not-work in one neat package for Steve’s benefit. I smiled at the ceiling, a man put in his place in a sentence he wasn’t allowed to finish.

“Showering with him?”

“Of course. Gotta run.”

I went to work ruined again. Steve still thought this was a secret. That was the extra turn. He thought he was fucking another man’s wife. He was. He just didn’t know that man had begged for it.

* * *

Afternoon. A text: Can talk. 5 min. He’s out.

I called immediately.

“He stretches me,” she whispered. “I feel it after. When I walk. When I sit.”

I was hard and small in the same breath.

“Good. I want you feeling it on the flight home.”

“Is this still—is this what you want?”

“I’m jealous. That’s the point. I’m stuck here while you get used by a man who fills you better, and I jerk off to it. Do you think about me while he’s in you?”

Quiet. Then: “Yes. I look at my ring. I come too. Every time.”

“I want you bad. And I want you to be his.”

“I can’t—I don’t know when I can call again. He’s always here.” She stopped. “The diaphragm. I have to put it in before he gets back. He doesn’t know about it. He thinks—”

“He thinks he might get you pregnant.”

A sound, not quite yes. “He wants to. He asks. Every time.”

“And you?”

“I—” The door opened, close this time. “Oh god. That’s him. I have to—”

The line died.

I sat with a hard-on and half a conversation, my wife's voice still in my ear saying he asks every time. I stroked slow, picturing the scene she couldn’t describe: her in a bathroom, legs apart, inserting the disc that would keep another man's seed from taking hold, then walking back to bed where that man would try anyway. I came thinking about her stretched, sore, full of him, and still unreachable.

* * *

Five minutes later the text landed. Frisbee in. Time for fun.

I dropped my pants in the hallway and worked myself slow, trying to time it, trying to guess when he bottomed out and when she came on a cock that wasn’t mine. I didn’t last. I came in my fist thinking about my wife’s legs open on a king bed I would never see, a disc in so the man who thought he was stealing her could finish like a husband.

I pushed a cold dinner around my plate. Two hours later: Barrier in. I’m his for the night. #slutmode

I came again on the couch with the TV on mute, the hashtag sitting on the screen like a status I had applied for.

I slept like shit. Three a.m.: Waking him up.

In the shower I thought about her mouth on him in the dark, married, whispering hush so the next room wouldn’t hear the cuckold’s wife being a hole. I toweled off and the phone buzzed again. Full of him and leaking. #slutmode

I went to work because that was what the second man does in the morning. Mid-morning she checked in, her tone as detached as a project manager's. Everything OK? You getting my messages?

Yes. I love #slutmode. Waiting for #unprotected.

Glad you like #slutmode. So do I. #unprotected leads to #notyourbaby.

I stared at that one at my desk until the words stopped looking like a joke. Then I typed OK with me. It was the truth, and a lie would have been the first betrayal of our new arrangement.

She sent the crazy-face emoji. I sent nothing else. I stayed at my desk with a hard-on and the first complete version of the fantasy: not just her cheating. Her bringing home proof I didn’t put there. A souvenir that would outlast a hotel week.

Just after lunch: #slutmode tasty #lunchbj

I typed swallow?

Every drop. Every time.

I locked the office door and came into paper towels thinking about my wife on her knees in the middle of a workday, throat working, wedding ring on the hand that held him, then going back to a booth with his taste in her mouth and a smile for the client, oblivious to the taste in her mouth.

* * *

The rest of the week was that. Frisbee. Disc. Egg guard. #slut. #slutmode. Morning. Night. Sometimes lunch. Sometimes just the hashtag, which was enough. I knew what it meant. She was on her back. He was in her. I was the man getting a status update.

She was giving him her married pussy every hour she could steal. The thrill didn’t fade. It became the whole structure. My job was waiting. Hers was getting used. He still thought I didn’t know. That was the part I turned over in meetings like a coin. He got the cunt. I got the truth. He wasn’t allowed to know they were different prizes.

* * *

Pickup day she called just before takeoff, a little out of breath, gate noise behind her.

“Hi. You still coming to the airport?”

“Why wouldn’t I?”

“After this week. After I — Steve—” She could text it. She still couldn’t say it, not cleanly, not with a gate full of people listening.

“After #slutmode with Steve all week,” I said. “I want you more than ever.”

She let out a breath and I hated that I noticed.

“Unless you’re going home with him.”

“I’m sure his wife and kids would love that.” Her voice was cool, the words as smooth as if rehearsed. “I told him this was a one-time, out-of-town thing. Boarding. See you soon.”

She hung up.

I idled in the pickup lane with the image of her telling him it was once, and the knowledge that a man who had just spent a week in my wife’s cunt was not going to treat once like a closed door. I didn’t want him to. I wanted him hoping. I wanted her wet on the flight thinking about the next time. I wanted to stand at baggage claim and kiss a mouth that had been on him that morning and taste that I was second.

One time, she’d said.

I didn’t believe her. I didn’t want to. I wanted the complication she had sworn she didn’t need, and I wanted it in our house, in our bed, in the soreness I’d see in her walk as she came through the sliding doors.

I put the car in park and waited for my wife like any other husband. I was waiting for the lie in her kiss, the taste of being second, the proof.


three
What Kind of Cuckold


At baggage claim, I searched her for a mark. A tell in her walk. Something in her eyes that said she was still full of another man, that she hadn’t come all the way back. But she looked like my wife. Travel clothes, hair up, rolling her bag toward me. The same woman I’d kissed goodbye a week ago, my mouth tasting of airport gum. I smiled anyway. If she saw my face for what it was, she might flinch, and I needed her mouth on mine before she had the chance to be careful.

The hug was normal. The kiss wasn’t. She hesitated, just a fraction, like her mouth had learned a different shape and had to remember mine. I didn’t hesitate. I kissed her as if I could find him in the taste. Coffee. Him, maybe. The week. I didn’t care who saw.

“What’s wrong?”

“Not here.”

I put it in her ear so the carousel crowd wouldn’t get the good part. “Does it feel strange to kiss me after a week of him?”

Her eyes said yes. She didn’t insult me by lying.

“Good,” I said. “You gave it to him. I want to taste that.” I put my hand on her ass, possessive and wrong for a public terminal, and her eyes searched mine, as if she was still trying to find the husband who’d been joking about Jack in our kitchen. That man was gone. This one was harder, and smaller, and offered no safety.

“I can’t believe you’re actually okay with this.”

“I asked for it.”

“Would you be jealous if I had fun? If he was better than you?”

There it was. The test. A stag says no, babe, we’re a team, your pleasure is my pleasure. I told the truth, because it was the only thing I had that was mine.

“I am jealous. I also hope he was better. Apparently he’s bigger.”

She spotted her bag on the belt, looked at me once, and said, “Much bigger,” as she bent to grab it. From where I stood I could see the line of her ass in those slacks and I thought about how wide she’d had to open for him, how her body had learned a shape I hadn’t given it. I was hard in a way that felt like punishment, blood pooling with illicit purpose while I stood there holding her carry-on.

* * *

In the car she lasted three minutes of highway before she said, “I’m sorry. The much-bigger thing. That was mean.”

“It’s not mean if it’s true. I like thinking about his cock stretching you. Legs around him. Tight at first. Then not.” I kept my eyes on the road because if I looked at her, I was going to pull over. “I want the details. All of them.”

She was quiet. I could hear her thinking, deciding whether to protect me. Then she made her choice.

“He is much bigger. It was a tight fit. He had to work. “Then my body just… gave. It just opened for him.”

“Did a bigger dick feel better? Did you come harder?”

She looked at me. I didn’t give her a grin to make it safe. I wanted the answer raw, sitting in the car with our grocery bags of a life in the back seat.

“Yes. I came almost the whole time he was inside me. It wasn’t even close to us.” She said it with an apology that was also a boast. “I want to do it again. He made me come and come and come. “And I’m not sure I want to stop.”

I could hear the vow forming in the silence. Never again. A mistake. A complication with a coworker. I had to cut it off before she said it, before she made it real. I had to make her step sideways.

“Did you get out at all? See the city?”

She snorted. “You mean besides the ceiling? I got out. CVS. More contraceptive gel. We went through the first tube.”

I parked in our driveway and killed the engine. We sat in the ticking silence, the house we paid for together waiting. “You didn’t have to do that,” I said, thinking of her at a CVS checkout, buying the gel that let another man finish inside her.

She got out without a word and followed me inside. She dropped her carry-on in the hall with a final thud, then turned on me. Her face was flushed, the whole week of him suddenly in her walk.

“You really want me to risk getting knocked up? Slut isn’t enough? “You want me knocked up with another man’s baby?”

Her words hung in the air, an invitation. The joke I would have made a week ago died in my throat. I didn’t want to shut this door; I wanted to walk through it.

“You keep talking about a baby.”

“Our baby. I always thought it would be ours.”

I pulled her in by the hips and put my hand on her stomach over the blouse, over the place a kid would live if we ever stopped being careful.

“Does it matter who the father is? It would still be yours. You’d still come home.”

She stared at me. I kissed her. When we broke she looked punched. The sentence had landed somewhere she hadn’t built a wall yet.

“What?”

“Kissing you,” I said, “knowing those lips were on him.”

“Mmm.”

“On his cock.”

A little smile, mean, the wicked one from the party years ago. “And on his balls. He made me. In the shower. This morning. Before the flight.”

“Fuck.” I had her moving toward the bedroom before she finished the sentence. She came with me. She didn’t pretend she didn’t want the next part.

* * *

Shoes off. Slacks down. She still smelled like hotel soap and whatever he’d worn into her skin, a cleanliness that wasn’t ours. Her thighs were slick, and it wasn’t me.

“That’s him,” she said, watching my face the way she had in the first-night call, checking whether I would flinch. “The last time was in the family restroom just before the gate. I didn’t clean up. I wanted you to feel it.”

I dragged two fingers through her and held them up. Wet. Used. A week of him and a stall and a flight, and she had walked through baggage claim with that on her. I put my fingers in my mouth. She made a small sound that wasn’t protest.

Then I pushed inside her.

She was looser than I was used to. Not ruined. Opened. Wet in a way that made me bite down on my own sound, so I wouldn’t say something I couldn’t take back. She came fast, her eyes on the ceiling. I knew she wasn’t all the way home. She was still on a king bed in another city with a cock that actually filled her, coming the way she had described in the car, the way that wasn’t even close to us.

I lasted worse than I wanted to. I came in her thinking I was writing over him and knowing I wasn’t. After, she pressed two fingers to her sternum like she was checking for a pulse. I stayed on top of her, smaller, spent, listening to her breathe, feeling the week in the way her body held me without effort.
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* * *

After a while she said, “Tell me what you actually want. Not the joke version.”

I stared at the ceiling. My throat was dry.

“I want you to give it up. Not just Steve. Any man who gets you wet. Hotel. Office. Parking garage. I want you to open your legs and let them have the part of you that’s supposed to be mine.”

She didn’t interrupt. Her hand was moving between her legs again, slow, listening with her cunt.

“I want them to use you. Stretch you. Come in you when you’ll let them.” I had to take a breath. “I want to hear about it after. When I’m the one who gets what’s left. I want to be the man at home while you’re on your back for somebody who fucks you better.”

She turned her head on the pillow. She met my eyes, as if lining up a word she’d been circling since the airport, maybe since the first night she called me a freak and didn’t have the vocabulary yet.

“You want to be number two.”

I swallowed. “Yes.”

“You want other men to take me. “Own my body. Use me.”

“Yes.”

“And you only get me when there’s no one else. Seconds. Leftovers. After.”

My throat was tight. “Yes.”

“You want to be cuckolded.”

The room went very quiet. She didn’t dress it up. She didn’t say lifestyle or hotwife or our little game. She put the word on me as she had put Steve’s week on her thighs and walked it through an airport.

“Yes,” I said.

That was it. She named what I was, and I didn’t crawl out from under it. The only new thing was that she had said it out loud, so I couldn’t hide in a joke anymore.

She nodded once, filing me, the way she filed clients.

“Okay. Then I’m not going to pretend this was a one-time conference thing. Steve already thinks he can have me. After this week he’s right.” She paused, and I watched her draw the line she needed so this didn’t turn into a collar. “I’m not his slave. I’m not moving out. I come home to you. But when he’s in me, he’s in me. You don’t get to be first. You don’t get to be bigger. You get me after.”

“That’s what I want.”

“Slut,” she said, trying it in her mouth. “Not whore. Nobody’s paying me. I give it away.”

“Slut,” I agreed.

“Any guy I want?”

“Any guy who gets that far. You already did it with Steve—moved into his room, let him use you. Don’t stop there.”

“I did.” She was rubbing herself deliberately now, wet again, watching me watch her. “I liked being his slut. I can do it again. With him. Other men — I don’t know.”

“Be open. If somebody attractive flirts, “don’t say no.”

“Okay,” she said. “I’ll try.” She came on her own hand saying it, eyes on me, her mouth still open around my name.

* * *

In the morning she dressed for the office, a woman who hadn’t spent a week getting opened up. High collar. Jacket. The conservative lie she wore to sell things. Then she paused at the door with her bag on her shoulder and looked at me over it.

“I’m going to see him today. Meetings. He’ll look at me like he still has me.”

“He does,” I said. “Let him.”

She nodded. “If he texts for a room, I’ll tell you before I answer.”

“Okay.”

“And if I go, I’m going as the woman who already gave it up. “Not as somebody pretending it was just once.”

I kissed her at the door. She tasted like toothpaste and last night. I watched her walk to the car knowing there were no panties under the skirt. I knew because she had shown me before she pulled it down, a little flash in our hallway, a promise she was taking to a conference table.

Steve still didn’t know I knew. That was the edge. He would look at her across a room and think he was getting away with another man’s wife. He was. He just had the man wrong.

* * *

A text came in at 2:40. It was her. “He’s looking at me like he already knows I will.”

I saw the three dots of a second bubble and crossed my legs so hard the chair squeaked.

I wrote back, “Open them.”

Her reply was a photo of the floor under the table. Skirt, bare knees. The caption said, “Not today. But I packed the thought.”

That was my afternoon. Staring at a photo of my wife’s bare knees, knowing Steve was across the table from her. Both of them held a secret I now owned. I had asked to be number two. She had called it what it was.

Cuckold.

I said it once, under my breath, to the empty office, so the word would stop feeling like it belonged to other men. So it would start feeling like my name.


four
Work Wife


For two weeks I asked. Had anyone flirted. Had Steve wanted another night. He lived three hours away—far enough to be inconvenient, close enough to ruin me the moment she decided to get in a car.

She deflected with a list of facts. “He’s married.” “He has kids.” “He lives three hours away, Doug.” Each one was a door shutting. I backed off before I turned it into homework, before I made the thing she’d named in our bed feel like a chore she had to perform for a man who couldn’t shut up. I still thought about it every time she came home late. I still checked her face for something that hadn’t happened yet.

Then one morning, coffee in her hand, already dressed for the office, she mentioned an overnight later in the week. Out-of-town clients. Two nights.

“You going to entertain them?”

“Ew. Bloated. Sweaty. No.”

She sipped. Casual, like the next sentence wasn’t going to land somewhere behind my sternum. “Steve’s going too.”

Something shifted in my chest, soft and embarrassing, like a door I’d meant to keep shut swinging open on its own. I heard myself ask if they were sharing a room, a bed, and I hated how eager it sounded even while I was saying it.

“I told him last time was once.”

“You think he believes that?”

“I think he realizes the risks. He is married. I am married. He is the regional VP, and I work under him.” She saw my smirk and chose to ignore it. “He’s got more important things to do than figure out how to fuck me again.”

“So he hasn’t asked to share a room, or go out after client meetings? You think he’s just letting it go?”

“He hasn’t brought it up. So yes.” She lifted a finger before I could push. “Stop. You pester and this stops being fun. I know what you are now. I don’t need a reminder every morning.”

She left. I sat in the kitchen with the word she’d put on me in bed and a hard-on I was supposed to take to work, and the next move wasn’t mine. She had the assignment. I had the waiting.

* * *

I spent lunch buying bridal lingerie in her size because I couldn’t sit still, because the waiting was an energy that had to go somewhere. Open-cup bra. Crotchless panties. Garter. Stockings. The kind of set you put on a woman you are about to ruin, not a woman you are taking to dinner. The clerk didn’t ask. I didn’t offer.

That night her bag was open on the bed, the usual geometry of chargers and shoes. I laid the set across the top and put her diaphragm case next to it like a punchline I was done being subtle about.

She came back from the bathroom and saw the lingerie. She touched the lace, a flicker of something that wasn’t reluctance in her expression. Then she saw the case. Her hand froze.

“What is all this?”

“Prompting. You promised to be a slut.”

Her gaze locked on the case, a muscle ticking in her jaw, before it drifted back to the panties. She ran her palm over the open crotch. “I did.”

She packed the lingerie. The case. The jelly from the drawer. She snapped the lid and looked at me with something new in her face — not shy. Interested. Like she had found the edge of the job and wanted to see how far it went.

“If something happens, I’m going to be worse than last time. You asked to be number two. I’m not going to do that halfway.”

She kissed me. “Perv.”

It didn’t sound like an insult anymore. It sounded like a job title. I wore it to bed and stared at the ceiling until dawn.

* * *

Afternoon I texted any luck? because I am who I am. She sent back just business. My stomach clenched—the hollow ache of disappointment, not the thrill of the chase. I spent the rest of the day pretending I had wanted her to keep the once-promise.

Eight o’clock the phone lit. A bathroom selfie. Bridal set. Nipples out of the open cups. Cunt visible through the panties I’d bought, so another man could have the show. #slutmode

I blew it up on the TV because I wanted it the size of our living room. Hard nipples. Flushed chest. And on the vanity behind her, if you looked: open diaphragm case, a man’s shaving kit, two toothbrushes in one glass.

She’d moved in to his room again.

I came looking at that glass. Not even at her tits first. The two brushes. Proof I was the husband at home while she played bride for somebody else. No call after. Morning I poked: lingerie a hit?

#slut #honeymoon #nosleep

Those three words were my entire workday. I stared at spreadsheets and saw hashtags. Nothing else got done.

* * *

Dinner. The phone rang. Ice run. Two minutes. I could hear the rumble of an ice machine and the muffled sound of a TV through a thin hotel wall—the cheap soundtrack to a work trip.

“Hey,” I said. “Are you with him now? Are you taking care of your work husband?”

“Yes.” Flat. Busy. Then: “Listen. I’m not going to do the sweet version with you tonight. You wanted extreme. You’re getting it.”

“Okay.”

“We are sharing a room. The lingerie did more than you think. In the hall he said if we kept shacking up we were work husband and work wife. I came out of the bathroom in the bridal set and told him if we were married we should have a honeymoon.”

A choked sound escaped my throat. She talked right over it.

“He stood me in front of the mirror and made us say vows. Till retirement or firing do us part. I promised him this pussy on work trips. I promised him I wouldn’t waste a night in a separate bed. He promised to stretch me and fill me and not ask about you.”

“Wendy—”

“Then he fucked me in the lingerie you bought. Open cups so he could chew on my tits. Crotchless so he didn’t have to take anything off. I came on the first stroke. I just pictured you at home, looking at that photo, knowing he was with me.”

I was shaking. She could hear it, and she liked it; I heard it in her voice.

“He’s bigger, Doug. I made it a vow, just like ours. I told him you’ve never wrecked me like this. He didn’t say anything, just kept going, and I forgot what I was going to say next. Your ring was on the nightstand. I’d put it there before he arrived.”

“You took the ring off.”

“Work wife doesn’t wear the other man’s ring on her honeymoon. I’ll put it back when I land. Right now I have to go. Door. I have to service my husband.”

She hung up.
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I sat in our kitchen and came in my pants like a teenager. No dignity. That was the point. She had taken my ring off for him, kept the picture clean. I was the man at home with a wet spot, waiting for a flight I wasn’t on.

* * *

She walked in the next night looking well-fucked and serene, her movements fluid and unhurried. The kiss lingered, tasting of hotel coffee and another man’s toothpaste. Different. Off. I hunted for him in it and found more this time than I had at baggage claim.

“Mmm. You two are so different. He gets to open me up, and you get to hear all about it.”

“How was the honeymoon.”

Her eyes were bright. Mean. Happy.

“We fucked the entire time. I thought we were going to rip the diaphragm. He came in it so many times I had to rinse the disc in the sink and put it back. I’m still walking like I’m trying not to spill something.”

“Too bad you used it.”

“Oh. You’d want a souvenir.” She put my hand on her stomach, over the blouse, over the joke that wasn’t only a joke anymore. “Not this trip. The disc stays in. He’s a lot. I still used it, even when it was uncomfortable. No accidents. Yet.”

Yet hung between us, unfinished.

She pulled me toward the bedroom. “Come on. I want to cheat on my work husband. I’ll wear the honeymoon set while you fuck Steve’s slut. That’s what you bought it for. So you could have sloppy seconds in the costume he already came on.”

She wore it. Strap down. Open cups. Crotchless, shiny. She stood in our doorway like she was still under the harsh bathroom light of his hotel, like our bedroom was a cheap rental, and I was the man who wasn’t supposed to be there.

“Work wife reporting in. My husband spent two nights stretching this cunt. You’re the other man. Say it.”

“I’m the other man.”

“Say the whole thing.”

“I’m fucking Steve’s wife. I’m number two. I get what’s left.”

“Good boy.”

She climbed into my lap and put my mouth on a nipple the bra didn’t bother to cover. When I reached between her legs there was nothing to push aside. Heat. Slick. Used. The scent of the flight and of whatever she hadn’t wiped off.

“That’s him,” she said. “I didn’t wash. I sat on the plane with his mess in the disc and thought about you waiting. You wanted leftovers. Eat it.”

I did. She held my head there and talked, and the talking was the rest of the fuck.

This morning, he’d had her on all fours, hand on her neck. Work wives don’t get to be shy. She’d come thinking of me, the clueless husband Steve liked fucking over. She liked that she had to sneak the disc in before he got back from ice. She told me all of it with my mouth on her, and I made a broken sound against her that she took as payment.

“There it is,” she said. “That’s the face. He doesn’t get to know what you are. I do. I get to come home and make you wear it. That’s the part I kept for myself.”

I nodded, my throat too tight for words. He stayed blind—that was the rule and the extra humiliation. He got the body, the vows, and the empty ring finger. She got to come home and name me.

She pulled me up by the hair and put me on my back and sat on my cock through the open panties. The diaphragm was in. I felt it. Plastic between me and the part of her he’d already claimed, a thin wall she’d rinsed in a hotel sink and put back so I would die on the near side of it.

“Don’t come yet. You don’t get to finish like he does. You get to hear it first.” She rode slow, cruel, watching my face. “He filled the disc. I emptied it. He filled it again. I am still his work wife until I put your ring back on, and I’m not putting it on until you come admitting it.”

“I’m a cuckold.”

“Louder.”

“I’m a cuckold. He’s your work husband. I wait.”

She came on that, sharp, nails in my chest, and only then let me follow. I finished second, trapped under her, into the plastic barrier he’d already used as a bucket. I held her hips and shook, and she looked down at me like she was filing a report she was proud of.

When I could breathe again, I saw she’d left the lingerie on the chair instead of putting it away.

“Keep it out. Next trip, it goes back in the bag. If you want a souvenir, take the picture now. I want it in the same album as our wedding photos.”

I took it. One strap down. Open crotch wet. Bride already used. She looked at the screen over my shoulder and nodded, satisfied.

“That’s the version you asked for,” she said. “Not conservative tops. This. High mileage. Still booked. And I’m going to keep going until you tell me to stop—which you won’t.”

She slid my ring back onto her finger, kissed it, and smiled at me like the shift was over.

“Work trip’s over, baby. Your wife is home. Until the next one.”

***

“Oh yeah,” she said into the dark. “I ran into Jerry at the airport. Your friend from the club—the one that flirts.”

“Yeah?”

I could hear her smile in the dark. “He bought me a drink. When I reached for it, he caught my hand. Asked where my ring was. I told him I don’t wear it on trips.” I heard rustling—she was touching herself. “He asked if he took me on a trip, if I’d leave the ring off for him. He wasn’t just talking about the ring.”

“Oh.” My stomach seethed. Steve was an unknown - Jerry was a friend. We had a rule: no friends.

“Yeah. How would you feel about Jerry? His wife finding out would be his problem. Want me to cuckold you with your friend? Ride Jerry’s dick?”

My hands had gone cold and my face hot, all at once. I didn’t honestly know what to say. The silence provided my answer.

“Good. I hope he has a big cock. I’ll let you know.”

I lay there staring at the darkness, imagining Wendy on her back, Jerry pounding away as Wendy’s ring sat on the nightstand while Jerry unloaded into her. Her breathing evened out beside me, but I just stared into the dark, picturing my friend where I was supposed to be.


five
Green Days


For two weeks she called herself Steve’s slut wife like it was a nickname she’d earned and wasn’t giving back. When she wanted me she said her work husband was out of town and she’d settle for the spare cock. I got hard. I understood the ranking. The lingerie stayed on the chair. The word stayed in the room. We didn’t pretend we were still circling it.

The next trip was one overnight. Foregone. She packed without the little performance of maybe-not, no speech about complications, no finger in my face telling me to stop pestering. The bag just filled. I watched it fill, the whole week settling heavy in my chest.

Morning of, she showered. I laid lingerie on the suitcase and put the diaphragm case next to it, same punchline as last time. I had to see what she would do with the joke now that she was running it.

She talked through the doorway, “Steve is using his position to ride along on more calls with me. ‘Training’ he calls it.” She snorted. “What training? I already know how to spread my legs. Somebody’s gonna figure out how many trips he takes with me versus the rest of the team. They’ll know I’m a slut.”

“Do you care?” I said. “More cocks that want you.”

She came out with her makeup on, saw the diaphragm case and lingerie, and picked up the case first.

“I’m not taking this.”

I must have looked gutted and hungry. She crooked a finger. “Come here.”

Closet door. A monthly calendar tacked on the back, the kind you buy in January and forget. Red circles. Pink highlighter. Green.

“Red is blood, pink is fertile. No fucking on pink unless we decide we mean it.” She tapped a green circle with a nail. “Today’s green. Safe. That’s when Steve and I don’t need anything.”

She walked back to the bag and tossed the case onto my side of the bed, like she was leaving me a glass of water.

“Think about that tonight. You picked the outfit I wear the first time a man comes in me bare. Cute.” She held the lingerie up between us. “We can’t wait to feel it.”

We. Him and her. The word landed like a punch to the sternum. I was the audience, and nothing more.

She watched my face change and misread it as panic, as the husband finally hitting a wall.

“Oh. Sorry. You should be first, then. Pass me the case.”

I didn’t move. I looked at the case on my pillow, then at my wife, still in the towel. The truth I’d been walking toward since Jack in the dress finally coiled in my throat.

“No,” I said. “This is the version. I want him to be the first live load in you. No disc. No gel. Just him, deep, where a husband is supposed to go.” I put my hand on her stomach, over the towel, over the place a kid would live if we ever stopped being careful. “I want your uterus to meet somebody else first.”

Her nostrils flared. Breath gone filthy. The towel slipped and she didn’t catch it.

“Yes. I want him first. Unprotected. I’ll feel like such a slut.”

“You are one.” I zipped the bag. “Go give him a clean shot.”

* * *

No texts. All day. I sent her two words at bedtime: No protection. It was like knocking on a door I had asked to be locked, and I got nothing back.

Morning, still nothing. I sat in the kitchen inventing disasters—a fight over the disc, him backing off, the week dying in a hallway I would never see. But I wanted the other disaster more, the one where she was too full of him to type. I hated how much I wanted it, and forced the coffee down.

Her car in the drive after work. I met her at the door. The kiss was hesitant again, like her mouth still belonged to another man, like she had to remember the shape of me.

“I wanted to hear from you.”

“I know. Sorry. It’s hard to text when I’m not getting up for a disc. I have to stay with him—completely. It’s what you asked for, right? Number two doesn’t get a play-by-play while number one is still in.”

“Yes.”

“I’m his when I’m there. I do what he wants.” She shut the door. New top. Low. A push-up I hadn’t bought. Those Ds looking bigger because he’d dressed them for show.

“Steve bought it. He likes showing me off. Age gap. People think he’s paying me. I like them thinking I’m a whore on his arm.” She looked in the hall mirror, not at me. “You, missy, are a cheating slut.” Her eyes found mine in the mirror. “And you’re the husband who sent her.”

I had her in the bedroom before the bag hit the floor. I needed the rest of it in the room with us, not in a phone.

“How was the first time bare?”

She let me strip her while she talked. Her voice wasn’t just telling a story; it was putting us back in the hotel room. She made me see it, feel it with her.

He didn’t ask about the disc. She told him she wanted him bare, wanted to feel him come in her. I slid the new top from her shoulders as she spoke. He got a look that wasn’t sweet. Hungry. Knees up. First stroke slow. He bottomed out on her cervix and stayed. She came from the knowing of it—no rubber, no gel. A cock that wasn’t mine, in the place I’d never been allowed to finish.Then he fucked her for real. She kept coming. He didn’t offer her stomach. He planted and emptied. Heat. Pulse. Swearing into her neck. She locked her legs so none of it would run out.My hands went to her jeans. Shower after, she said, because she was leaking and he wasn’t done. Tile. Bare. Second load while she was still shaking. Afternoon she lost count. A customer canceled and they had the day. She stopped being a person with a flight. She was a married cunt he was trying to fill. Every time he pulled out, she shoved him back in with her fingers.

She was stroking me while she told it. I was already wrecked, standing there with my pants open like a door someone had forgotten to close.

“Are you thinking about his sperm still in me? No gel. They’re alive, Doug. Swimming. Searching.” She kissed my neck. “It felt filthy letting another man do the one thing my husband doesn’t get.”

She rolled, dug in her purse, and slapped a condom packet against my chest.

“Wear that. Steve is the only one who gets me bare.” She was rubbing herself while she waited, watching my face. “I’d be such a dirty slut, making the man I married suit up while other men go in raw.”

I held the packet. The foil was warm from her bag. “Swear there will be other men. Swear they get to go bare too.”

“I swear. Lots of men. Bare. Just not you.”

I came on her hand standing up. Knees gone. She finished herself two seconds later, her eyes fixed on the unopened rubber like it was a wedding ring, like the vow had been the stroke that did it.

* * *

At dinner, the clink of her fork against the plate was the only sound. Neither of us spoke. She went to bed early, tired from being bred all night on a work trip.

I put my palm on her stomach in the dark and thought about what was still moving in there. Not mine. First. I slept like that, number two, with a wife who had given the clean shot to somebody else and brought the evidence home under a new top.

* * *

Next day I checked the closet. Green. I pulled her into bed and asked if Steve’s work wife wanted to cheat on him with the spare. I had to see if the calendar was law or just theater.

She laughed, stripped, and reached for the disc.

“It’s green,” I said. “You said green was safe.”

Sympathetic look. Jelly on her fingers. In it went, practiced, no discussion.

“I said green is safe for Steve and me. You don’t get to see the place. Sorry, baby.”

“Only him.”

“Only him for now. If I let another man in, his swimmers can have the tour too.” She watched my cock jump and smiled, mean and fond. “See. You like the ranking.”

She rolled onto her back, spread, and pulled me in against plastic. I felt the cup. I felt yesterday still higher than I was allowed to go, or I imagined I did. In this house, it was the same thing.

“Send your soldiers on their suicide mission. I’ll tell you if any of them even make it to the door.”

I fucked her like that, second, blocked, while she talked about the tile and the canceled customer and the way he had held her legs open so nothing would run out. I came into the disc. She patted my hip the way you close a cabinet you didn’t really need to open, like finishing was just the spare cock tidying up after itself.

* * *

The next month was weekly overnights. Night with my work husband, she called them, packing the bag without asking. Disc left on the bathroom counter so I’d see it when I got home. Green every time. I checked. I always checked. The pink days on the closet door were a gun on the table, and every morning we both chose to walk past.

Her drive went up. Mine too. “Come on,” she’d say, tipping her head at the bedroom, “let’s kill some of your babymakers.” “Time to send soldiers into the pussy of death,” I’d say. We both knew who got to land. The jokes were filthy, the only way we could say the ranking without starting a fight.

I stopped wondering what kind of cuckold I was. I knew. Another man’s come got to live in her. Mine died on the way in. She came home walking carefully, bought by a man three hours away in a top I hadn’t paid for, and I slept with my hand on a stomach that held nothing of mine.

Pink days sat on the closet door like a loaded gun neither of us had picked up yet. I looked at them every morning I remembered to. I wanted her to pick it up. I wanted her not to. I wanted both, which was the whole marriage by then.


six
Playing House


Afew weeks with no trips. I checked the closet anyway, the way you re-read a text you know you can't un-send. She was marking months ahead. City names written on green days in the same tight hand she used for client notes. Of course she was. The calendar had stopped being a secret she kept from me. It had become the schedule of our marriage.

“You’re planning the sex around the calendar.”

“Of course.” Bright. Unashamed. Standing in the closet doorway like she was proud of the system. “I can’t make every date land. I postpone the ones that fall on the wrong color. I’m not wasting a pink day on a man who doesn’t know, or a green day on a conference call.”

She was itchy. I was worse. We’d been picking through the same last memories of getting high the way you pick at a scab, and the scab was gone now, just raw skin underneath.

“When do you see your work husband.”

“Technically Wednesday. All-hands. He drives in.”

“Hotel? Here?” The words were out before I’d weighed them. “He’d love it. Wedding pictures on the wall while he uses you.”

She actually shivered. I saw it go through her, a full-body yes. “I’d love that. Feel him in me looking at us.” Then the air went out. “He has to get home. Pets. Family’s away. Even if I let him fuck me in a conference room we don’t have the time.”

I told her the next trip could grow an extra night. Her ‘yeah, I guess’ was distant. I heard myself still talking, trying to solve another man’s logistics, so my wife could get fucked. The words tasted like ash, and I shut my mouth.

Late, I looked at the calendar again. Wednesday was green. No wonder she was raw. I had spent the evening trying to get another man into our marriage bed. I didn’t know if that made me helpful or sick. I was hard about it either way, which was the only data point I trusted anymore.

* * *

Wednesday she came downstairs in the pinstripe suit and the heels she wore when she wanted a room to take her seriously. Something was off. I told her so.

“Usually a top under the jacket,” she said, and bent for her keys on the table. The flap fell. Breast. Nipple. Clean shot, no blouse, just the jacket and the dare in her eyes.

“That’s for Steve.” Then a grin that was all sharp edges. “Other guys can look. I’m horny. It’s been a while.”

“Find one closer.”

“What do you think I am, some kind of slut?”

“You promised.”

“You’re right. I am one. Mind open.”

“Legs?”

“For the right guy.”

At the door I asked about panties. She had them on. I told her to lose them. Access. A flash if the room went that way, if a breakout session turned into a closet, if Steve got five minutes he wasn’t supposed to have.

She looked at me for a second, then reached under the skirt, slid them down, stepped out, and left them on the hall floor like a little white flag on hardwood.

“You can still talk me out of my panties,” she said. “For other men.”

“Consider it. New guys at corporate. Driving distance.”

“Okay.” She left. The panties stayed. I stared at them after the door shut, a small surrender on the dark wood. I’d just sent my wife into a meeting with no underwear, on a green day, armed for a man who had no idea I was part of the plan.

* * *

I spent the day inventing supply closets and under-table hands, imagining him cornering her by the coffee station, a promise whispered against her neck while the CEO talked numbers. I did my job badly. I checked my phone the way you check a door you already know you locked.

Late afternoon: Have a plan. Call you later. Don’t worry. #slut

I ignored dinner. I ate standing up. Bedtime I sent Everything OK? because the silence had started to grow teeth. Ten minutes later the phone rang and pulled me out of a half-sleep I hadn’t earned.

“Where are you. You being bad?”

“Very.” Her voice was the hotel voice, low, pleased. “I’m at Steve’s.”

“His hotel.”

“His house. Springfield. I’m staying.”
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Three hours. His family was gone, I knew that already. “Clothes?” I asked. “What’s the story?” Stupid questions, anything to silence the picture of her in another man’s kitchen, pouring a drink from a bottle I didn’t recognize.

“Listen,” she said. “This is too much for a text. I called because this will excite you and torment you, and I want both.”

She laid out the details: They had dropped her car at the train station. She had ridden home with him, the real home, the one with pets and a wife’s closet. The plan was to train back later. His wife and kids were at her mother’s until Monday.

“His wife used to be my size,” she said. “Porked after the kids. Her clothes fit. The sexy ones. Shoes almost. I’m already in her lingerie. Her jewelry. Her perfume.”

I sat up in our dark bedroom with the phone against my ear and the hall light still on downstairs, her panties still on the floor where I had left them.

“We’re playing house until Monday. I’m taking her husband. Fucking him in her bed.” My own breath felt loud in the silence. “All my stuff is in a trash bag in the garage,” she said, her voice steady. “When I hang up, I power off my phone and drop it in. I’ll be Steve’s wife until Monday. Nothing of mine on me.”

“Your ring,” I said, stupid, soft, reaching for the one thing that still said us. “That’ll remind you.”

“Your ring is in the bag too. I’m wearing hers. Fat fingers after the kids — it was in the safe. He put it on me and I swore I’d be his wife until he releases me Monday. It’s a real sparkler. He’s a good husband.”

A breath. I heard the smile in her voice.

“So now I’m Mrs. Steve Johnson, and you have no wife. She’s in a garbage bag in the garage. It’s exciting. Disorienting. I’m going to do his laundry, walk his dog, sleep on her side of the bed. I can feel you fading already. I’m his wife until he tells me to leave.”

“I have to go. My new husband wants to put a baby in me.”

I yelled “Wait!” into a dead line.

Voicemail. Text undelivered. Phone off.

Her words echoed—garbage bag, new husband, baby—as I poured a drink with a hand that didn’t feel like mine. I went to the closet, needing the calendar to argue, to tell me this wasn’t real.

* * *

Thursday Friday Saturday Sunday were a long animal noise in my head. I went to work and did not work. I came home and walked the house like a ghost haunting his own life. I pictured her using his coffee mug, wearing his wife’s ring in his shower, christening rooms she might laugh about later, if she came back. I wondered what lie she’d used for work—a sudden flu, a family crisis—to buy five days as someone else.

I jerked off to the memory of the call more times than I want to count. I jerked off scared, and the fear was the point every time.

Sunday night still nothing. I went to work Monday, so I wouldn’t sit in the hallway with her panties. I last-looked the closet before I left. Monday was pink. That fertile window was the gun on the table now. She had already walked right past it, assuming she was coming home at all.

Afternoon, finally, a message. Kids travel delayed. Staying longer.

I typed When? I sent another: calendar. you are fertile.

Both undelivered. She’d powered off again the second the first text left, like she knew I would try to pull her back with some argument.

I left work early. Tuesday I called in sick. I picked up the phone to call her office, then put it down. What would I say? ‘Is Wendy there? Her husband.’ The title was already forming on my tongue: concerned husband. A man whose wife had vanished. How do you ask for Wendy when Wendy called in with female problems, or a family thing, or whatever lie a work wife uses when she’s in another woman’s bed.

I called and asked for Steve Johnson. They put me through to a voicemail. Away with a family issue until Wednesday.

Family issue. Yeah. He was trying to put a family in my wife. Wednesday. Third day of pink if she stayed. Live ammo. The clean shot I had asked for on a green day, bleeding onto a color we hadn’t planned for.

I waited up, the same fear churning: that I wasn’t losing her to a divorce, but to a life. To a house in Springfield and a ring that fit. To a man who was using her like a real wife because, for five days, she was.

I was Hard, too, that she might come home carrying something I hadn’t put there. I kept walking to the hall to look at the panties. I had talked her into this. She had taken the dare and sprinted past any line I’d ever imagined. Exactly the slut I’d asked for. And that fact, clean and sharp, was what made my hands shake.

I fell asleep in the chair. Woke to nothing. The next day bled into the one after. A week of silence stretched out. Sick day number two. I was useless now, the other man. The new husband had the house, the ring, and the womb.

She was still Mrs. Steve Johnson, somewhere in Springfield. It was a pink day. I had no wife, just a pair of panties on the floor to prove I ever did. The calendar still had a gun on Monday, a shot she’d already walked past. I poured another drink. Waiting was the job now, and the job had gotten longer than the vow.


seven
Mrs. Johnson


Iheard her car in the drive around noon and went out too fast, like a man who’d been watching the window for an hour, except she’d been gone a week in another man’s house, and I had spent that time in a chair, her panties still on the hall floor. I’d called in sick just to be standing here. My legs wouldn’t have let me sit anyway.

She stepped out of the car and I stopped short. The blonde ponytail was gone. Her hair was red, bright and down over her shoulders—the color she’d chosen for her week in Springfield, the one she wore in the tape I did not yet have. Skintight jeans. A thin tank with no bra, nipples showing through the fabric like she had forgotten how this house dressed or remembered how his did. On her left hand, where my ring used to live, a diamond big enough to look vulgar in our driveway in the middle of a workday.

She pulled a plastic garbage bag out of the back seat, shut the door with her hip, and saw me late. Surprise first, then something she covered.

“Oh. Hi.” Her shoulders tightened for a second. “I didn’t expect you home.”

“I took the day off so I could wait for my wife.” I nodded at the bag. “I assume she’s in there.”

Her expression faltered, searching for a mask that fit the moment. I let her off the hook the only way I knew how. I took the bag from her hand. It was heavier than just clothes. “Let’s leave her in there,” I said, “while I get to know you, Mrs. Johnson.”

The name landed. She smiled, small and dangerous, like it was a dare she already knew how to play.

“Yep,” she said. “Still married.”

I let her walk into the house ahead of me so I could watch. The jeans fit like they had been sewn onto her that morning. The red moved when she did. She still walked like she had been used for a week, careful in the hips, and I was hard before we reached the kitchen. Inside I stared until she fidgeted, standing in our hall in somebody else’s clothes with a bag of her old life at her feet.

“Sorry,” I said. “I guess it’s rude to stare at another man’s wife like that.”

“Yeah.” She tried to laugh and didn’t quite get there.

“Those from his closet?”

“My closet.” The giggle was nervous. Springfield closet. The one she said she missed on the phone, that she had moved back into while I slept in a chair and drank.

I took her hand and turned it, so the rock caught the light from the front window. It was ugly-beautiful, a stone bought to make a point, not to be admired. “He must really love you.”

“That’s what he says.”

I was close enough to smell him on her—soap that wasn’t ours, perfume I hadn’t bought. I looked her in the eye and said the thing I had been turning over since the voicemail about a family issue.

“I understand he’s trying to start a family with you. You said he wants to put a baby inside you. You’ve been letting him try, right? Whenever he wants? A guy gives you a ring like that, you keep your legs open for him.”

She swallowed. “He wants to put a baby in me. I’m not so sure I want one yet.”

“But you’ve been trying.”

The excitement on my face finally registered. I watched her see it, the same look she had given me the first morning she called me a freak, except this time, with the ring on her finger and another man’s scent on her skin, she didn’t look away.

“Oh yes,” she said. “Several times a day. All week.” Something flickered behind her eyes, the calendar trying to surface through the fog of travel and sex and somebody else’s bed. “I have to check something.” She turned toward the bedroom.

“Three days,” I said, and the words stopped her in the hall.

She looked back, relieved in the wrong direction. “Oh. Good. Three until I’m fertile?”

“No.” I kept my voice flat because if I let it shake I was going to come apart in the doorway. “You’ve been fertile for three days. Live ammo. Steve may have already put a baby in you.” I tapped the diamond with my thumb. “Good thing he put a ring on it.”

I watched her absorb the information: her mouth went still, then her eyes moved sideways, running numbers, then something settled into her jaw that wasn’t quite fear. Her eyes met mine, and her voice was barely a whisper. “So what happens now?”

“Are you a slut wife?”

The question caught her off guard. “What?”

“I asked if you were a cheating slut wife.”

“Um. Yeah.” Then, firmer, because she could see what I needed, and she had decided somewhere on a pink day in Springfield to give it to me. “Yes. I’m a cheating slut wife.”

“Good. I always wanted to fuck someone else’s wife.” Her eyebrows went up. I didn’t smile it off. “What we’re going to do, Mrs. Johnson, is this. You’re going to strip and give me what you’ve been giving Steve all week. In the bed my wife used to sleep in.”

Her mouth opened on a practical objection, then closed again, firmly. She stared at me with an incredulous look that slowly sharpened into a dangerous curiosity. I took her hand and led her down the hall.

* * *

She pulled the tank off in our bedroom and put it on the chair like it belonged to another woman. The jeans took work. When they were gone I saw what I hadn’t seen in years of asking. She was smooth. Bare. She had never given me that, not as a gift, not as a joke, not even once when I had my mouth on her and begged.

“Shaved?” I said, because my brain was stupid when I was this hard.

“Waxed.” She almost smiled. “Steve likes me smooth.”

I picked up her diaphragm from the dresser. She glanced at the jelly and I shook my head.

“Not this time.” I told her to lift her hips. She gave me a puzzled look until I said it again, sharper, and then she did it, watching my face. I stripped while I talked because if I stopped talking I was going to finish before I got in her. “Right now all of Steve’s come is sliding deeper. In a minute you’re going to push that cup in and trap the pool against your cervix. Give your husband’s sperm some help.”

I watched something move through her that her face couldn’t quite name, ending somewhere below her waist before her mind had weighed in. She tilted her hips higher and looked down at herself as if she could see the math happening.

She hesitated, her fingers tight on the disc, then folded it and slid it in. It went easier than usual. I didn’t know if that was the week of him or the wet or both. She wriggled it into place with more care than she ever used for me, and I stood there with an erection that had nothing to do with wanting her and imagined her scooping him, gathering what three pink days had left, seating the cup to seal in the work she’d just been told was the point.

I got on the bed between her legs. She was already breathing like the first night on the phone.

“Fuck my whore pussy,” she said, and there was no joke in it.

I pushed in easy. She was so wet and so loose that I had to bite down on a sound. She gasped and started climbing immediately, the week still in her, the train and the stall and three days of live ammo. I hooked her ankles and spread her, high, so I could get deep enough to bump the cup. I felt the head of my cock hit that little wall and I stayed on it, talking, because talking was how I kept from disappearing.

“Feel that? I’m pushing his load into the chamber. You know orgasms open your cervix. You suck him in when you come. So come.”

She wailed and clenched around me, and I kept bumping the barrier through it, second cock in a cunt that had been breeding all week, finishing against plastic that was holding his first. I came with a broken, animal sound and didn’t pull out until I went soft. After, she kept her hand low, two fingers pressed under the bone like she could keep the math from leaking. I stayed over her, listening to her breathe like a man waiting for thanks he knew would never come.

* * *

We didn’t get dressed. The jeans and the tank stayed in a pile. I had to know the rest of the exit, how it ended. The truth she gave me now was filthy, not careful.

His wife — she called her the cow — had landed early. They had grabbed a bag and run for the train. One of the crew kept checking on her, or more accurately on her nipples, walking the car like he had a reason. She laughed when she said it, then looked at me with that defiant tilt I was starting to recognize as her checking the edge.

“I really would have considered it under normal circumstances,” she said. She patted her stomach, the same place my hand had been in the dark all week. “But then I might have a Black baby in here on top of Steve’s.”

She watched my face. Filing it away, gauging if it was too far. I told her it wasn’t by putting my mouth on her tit, still someone else’s work clothes in the chair, and she laughed into my hair like we were both insane and she had decided she could live with that.

* * *

Thursday morning she still had his ring on. I saw her reach for it at the bathroom mirror, habit, clocking out of a shift, and I said no before she could work the band over her knuckle.

I stood behind her so we were both in the glass. Red hair. Bare tits. That vulgar diamond. Someone else’s wife in my bathroom, toothpaste foam at the corner of her mouth, looking at me like she wasn’t sure which house she had woken up in.

I lifted her hand and touched the stone. “Steve married you with this. Remember? You share a house. You share a bed. You were eating dinner with him yesterday. You are Mrs. Steven Johnson. Wendy Johnson, of Springfield.”

I watched the fog come down. I knew what it could do to my lungs and kept watching anyway. I had been waiting for this version since the night she called me a freak and didn’t have the word.

She looked at me in the mirror with a confused expression that wasn’t acting. “I am? Then what am I doing here with you?”

“Steve has a fantasy of you sleeping around,” I said, close to her ear, watching us both. “You agreed to come fuck me for a couple of days. Then you go home and have his baby.”

“Um. Yeah.” Hesitant, like she was trying on a fact.

“Keep the ring. You told me it turns you on to have sex in your husband’s rock. “He likes you to be a cheating slut and wear it.”

Her expression was still lost, not amused. I wondered how much I was messing with her head, and I didn’t take my hands off her.

“Steve’s my husband?”

“Yes.”

I asked her if she wore protection with him. She said no, simply, the way you answer a form. I asked if she wore it with me. Yes. I asked her, then, who her real husband was, if the math was the proof.

She looked at the diamond in the glass like it might tell her. “Steve,” she said finally. Not cute. Like she was reading it off a line.
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“And I’m the guy his wife fucks on leftover days. That’s all I am this morning.”

Her thighs pressed together. I saw it happen in the mirror, the body voting again.

I told her we hadn’t been playing. Pink days, three of them, nothing on, his bed. If there was a souvenir in her it was his. She had started spinning the wheel when she shut the phone off in a garage in Springfield and dropped her life in a bag.

Her fingers spread over her stomach. Same place she had patted for the conductor.

“What if I am?”

“Then Mrs. Johnson did her job.” I covered her hand with mine. “You keep the ring. You keep the hair. When you go back to Springfield you don’t tell him you spent the leftover days in my bed. He thinks this is a secret. He thinks he’s the only other man. He doesn’t get to know I was in on it. He gets the womb. I get the truth.”

She swallowed. “He’d lose his mind if he knew I was here.”

“He doesn’t get to know.” I kissed the side of her neck and felt her pulse jump under my mouth. “That’s the deal.”

The mean smile came back, the one that files people. “Keep it,” I said, tapping the rock. “I like fucking Steve’s wife.”

“I like being a slut wife.”

The smile stayed. The fog didn’t. I watched it lift behind her eyes, like she had walked back into the room and found me standing there with my hand on her stomach and another man’s marriage on her finger. Her gaze held mine, measuring something I couldn’t see.

“Why did you let me stay in that?” she asked. She was still looking at the ring, not at me. “I asked you if he was my husband. You could have laughed. You could have snapped me out of it.”

“I didn’t want you out of it.”

“That’s not an answer.”

I took a breath that came out ragged, the only honest sound I had left.

“Because it wrecks me,” I said. “In the good way. Watching you give yourself to him like that’s just what you do. Completely. Not a dare. Not a weekend kink we talk about in bed after. Like he’s the one who gets you bare and I get what’s left, and I’m so fucking jealous I’m shaking and so fucking hard I can’t think straight and I don’t know which one is doing it to me.”

She waited. The faucet dripped, each drop a small, maddening tick in the silence.

“And I liked the other version even more. The one where you’re his wife and coming to my bed is the dirty part. Cheating on Steve. Role reversal. I’ve been the husband you cheat on for years. For a few minutes this morning I got to be the other man.”

“So you left me in it.”

“I’m asking you to go back in.” I touched the rock again. “Next time you’re with him, unhook it. Come home to me believing you’re cheating on him. Tell it that way. If you take other men — and I want to hear about every one — don’t give me the itinerary. Give me the betrayal. You can know, underneath, that I’m Doug. Wear the fog when you talk. I want both.”

She stared at me for a long moment. Not confused now. Filing.

“You want me to cheat on my work husband.”

“I want you to feel it like that. Yes.”

“Even if I know, underneath, that you’re Doug.”

“Especially then. Keep the floor if you need it. Wear the fog when you talk.”

She nodded once.

“Okay.” Her voice was flat, a contract signed. “Next time I fuck somebody, I’ll tell you how I cheated on Steve.”

* * *

She needed an excuse for five days that didn’t involve a hospital. We stood in the kitchen with coffee like people who still had jobs. I told her to say female problems. She smirked and said it was true but wouldn't fly, then agreed no one at her design firm would ask for details past the first two words. She went to work in a high collar and my ring and hair that was still the wrong color at the roots, and I stood at the counter for a while after she left, not sure what I was supposed to do with my hands.

The next night, I fucked her like meat that belonged to Springfield. She helped. She went away behind her eyes and whispered, “He can’t ever know about this,” and I came into the disc waiting for the next sentence like a dog waiting for a command.

Then one night she came to bed in her regular pajamas, no diamond, our ring in her palm. She said it was time. Be my husband again. Put it on and I’ll say vows. It was strange and I did it anyway, standing beside our own bed like a man at an altar he had already used.

She promised to be my loving wife, to have and hold, from now until death. She also promised to give herself completely to any man who struck her fancy, to tell me about it like she had just cheated on Steve, and to keep being an unfaithful slut. I said thanks, and she laughed. She wanted some time back as my wife before next week’s trip—with Steve, of course. “Hard to be a cheating slut with your own husband,” she said. Steve would just want to knock her up. He hadn’t asked for the calendar, but she didn’t know if he was serious.

We lay there a minute. Then she asked it again, the real question.

“What if I am pregnant?”

I started talking about her belly swelling, her tits getting sore—anything to avoid the question. She swatted my chest.

“I’m serious. What do we do?”

“You want a baby. We keep it.”

“It will be Steve’s.”

I told her exactly what the after would be like. She would walk around with another man inside her, stretching her, coming out of her. Nursing would be like a man at her tits three times a day. Whenever I looked at what was left of her body I would know it was because she was a cheating slut, and it would get me hard. She said I made the after sound horrible. I asked how she felt about carrying a bastard from an affair, and I said it as raw as I could because raw was the only language we had left that wasn’t a lie.

She went quiet, then filthy. It’s how she tells the truth now. Dirty, she said. Constant. She would be horny all the time. She would almost want people to know. Maybe she should have fucked the Black train guy. She said that last part looking at me, still checking the edge, and I kissed her so she would know the edge had moved.

* * *

She went back to Steve anyway. I drove her to the airport like a husband and came home to a house where every room held its breath in the wrong way. When she walked in again she was lit the way she had been after the honeymoon week, except this time the talk was a baby and not a disc she had rinsed in a sink.

“I told him I wanted him to knock me up so I could have him inside me all the time.” She laughed, dropping her bag. “That drove him crazy. Asked if I would tell you. I said no. I told him I’d make you raise it and watch while he put another one in me.” She said he went insane after that, fucking her every hour he could steal, talking about years of babies. She hadn’t told him she might already be pregnant; she wanted that energy to stay sharp.

Steve still blind. That was the sentence I had asked her to protect, and she had protected it with her mouth on him and a lie I would have paid for.

She kissed me with her eyes open and said, slowly, like a vow she had already practiced in a hotel bed, “I’m a dirty cheating slut wife. Now fuck my cheating cunt.”

There wasn’t much to say after that. I played my part as the leftover husband. She told it like betrayal. I took it like a job, in our bed, with my ring on her hand and Springfield still in the way she came.

* * *

Late the following week, she came home after dark and dropped a small bag on the counter like a verdict. I asked what was up. She stood in front of me with a solemn look I didn’t like.

“My period was due yesterday,” she said. She let that sit. “I’ve never been late.”

Something went wrong in my chest, like a gear slipping. The cold went straight into my hands. She upended the package and cheap plastic tests tumbled out, three of them, as if quantity would change math. She picked one up and said, “Let’s see if I have Steve’s bastard child inside me.”

“Or mine.”

She was stressed enough to be sharp. “Steve shot his load directly against my cervix ten or eleven times while I was fertile. You came into a piece of plastic. It will be Steve’s.”

She went to the bathroom. About a minute later she came out holding the device like evidence. It was red all over, not the plus I had been picturing in the chair in the dark all week.

I asked what it said, feeling stupid, needing her to say the words.

“It says I have my period, genius. No baby.” She tossed the test in the trash and swept the others after it. A small clatter. The week going in with them.

I followed her to the bedroom, not knowing where else to put my body. I asked if she was okay. She said she was relieved, that not knowing had been stressful. I watched her on our bed, just Wendy again, the red in her hair fading back to her real color, my ring on her hand. Her expression gave nothing away. Neither did mine. I couldn’t sort out the relief from the disappointment. Both, probably. That was the marriage, too.

Pink would come around again. She already knew how to stay past the first day of it. I already knew how to wait in a house with no wife in it. The next time, we were both going to pretend we were surprised, and neither of us would be, because we had stood in a bathroom with another woman’s ring on her hand and named what we were doing out loud.


eight
Extra Miles


The pregnancy tests sat in the bathroom trash for a week before I took the bag out. We didn’t talk about them. We let the subject sit there with the cotton and foil, a gun left on the table after the chamber clicked empty. After that, her trips became our new normal. Some weeks were clean. Some were Steve’s. He got her bare. I got the diaphragm case on my counter when she traveled, a souvenir I wasn’t allowed to cash. The calendar she used to keep on the closet door disappeared. She still marked her days, green for him, pink for anyone else, but I had to ask for the schedule now. The math mattered, even as she made the rest of her life filthy.

She made the other rule clear after sex, usually, when she was still wet and the cruelty came easy, when the ranking was easiest to say because we were both too wrecked to dress it up.

One night she tapped my chest with a sticky finger and said, “Steve can’t know about any of this. Not you knowing. Not the other guys. He thinks he’s the only one—wants to be the only one. If he finds out there are others, he will lose his mind.”

“And you care?” I asked.

She smiled without being nice about it. “I care about keeping him. He’s my work husband. You’re my husband. The extras are extras. He doesn’t get a vote on extras. He also doesn’t get to know they exist.”

I said okay, and I meant it. We were separating the prizes. He got the illusion of a faithful wife who opened only for him. I got to watch the truth unfold. I knew which prize I wanted.

* * *

About a month after the scare, I was in the kitchen when she came in from a trip. She called out, her voice bright, like she was bringing in a guest. “Hey, honey. I brought a client home with me. I’ve got Mr. Davis with me.”

I walked out to the hall expecting a handshake and a suitcase and the awkward dance of a man in my house who had been in my wife. She was alone. She set her bag down and smiled like she had been waiting all the way through security to use the line.

“Where is he?”

She patted her stomach. “Inside me.” She laughed at my face; my jaw must have been hanging stupidly open. “Well. It’s not really Mr. Davis. He just sent a few million of his kids home in my pussy.”

“Holy fuck.”

“It wasn’t a religious experience,” she said. Her fingers went to the buttons of her blouse. The debrief had started. “But we definitely fucked. A year I’ve been trying to get his business. He flirts. He’s average, not Steve. This time he kept sliding off the buy. I finally got pissed and joked, ‘Who do I have to blow to get your account?’”

She looked at me while the blouse came open. Travel-horny. The look she wore when the wheels had barely hit the ground and she still had a stranger’s afternoon in her.

“He said, ‘Me. Half the business as a trial’.” She stepped out of her shoes. “I was done chasing him. I said, ‘deal.’ I thought he might call security. Instead he locked the office door, unzipped, and leaned his ass on the desk.”

She was in her bra now, full Ds spilling from the cups, nipples already tight. No panties under the skirt. Of course not. I had stopped expecting panties on landing days.

“I dropped to my hands and knees and crawled to him,” she said, and her voice painted a picture of the carpet, the desk legs, the wedding ring on a cock that wasn’t mine. “Undid his belt. Got his cock and those fat balls out. I felt filthy before I even put him in my mouth. Married. On my knees in a client’s office. Wedding ring on the shaft while I tried to see how much he’d stored up.”

“Jesus, Wendy.”

“I looked up at him the whole time. That’s what did it. He got thick and mean in my throat, and I pulled off long enough to ask what it would take to get all of it. Not a trial. Permanent.” She let the skirt fall. “He said more than a blowjob. So we negotiated like it was a real contract. He met me at the hotel with a signed two-year deal. I met him in a robe and nothing else.”

I followed her to the bedroom because that was where she told the rest, on her back, making me look at what she had brought home. Davis wasn’t pretty. She said so without apology. He didn’t need to be. He was thick, and he fucked like a man who had been promised something he shouldn’t have. Two minutes after the door shut he had the robe open and his mouth on her tits like he’d paid for them. Then he pushed that fat cock into her bare and she came on the first stroke because there was nothing between them and she could feel every inch stretching her in a way I never could.

She rubbed herself while she talked. I watched her do it and didn’t touch her yet, because she wasn’t finished filing the report.

“I watched his wedding ring next to mine,” she said. “Both of us cheating. His wife thinks he’s in a dinner meeting. My work husband thinks I’m a good girl who only opens up for him on green days. And I let this thick bastard flood me.”

I was already hard, and she saw it. She smiled at me and said, “Funny, I thought about Steve, and cheating on him—but I didn’t think about you at all.”

I felt it in my gut. It felt pathetic, but I forced the words out. “You don’t think of me?”

She laughed, a short bark. “Sure I do. Like I think of the vibrator in my side table. Only when I’m horny and there’s no other dick to have. You’re a constant, one step above the vibrator—Always there, always ready, always last choice.”

“Two years,” she said. “Update meetings every six months. Hotel. He was very clear about the terms.” She looked at me, a sharp, challenging glint in her eye. “So I guess I’m doing it for money now. Whore after all.”

She pulled my hand between her legs. Slick. Used. Warm in a way that made my wrist shake.

“Put me in. I want your come dying in there while Mr. Davis swims laps in my uterus.”

She made a show of squeezing the contraceptive gel into the disc, then sliding it in. I felt the cup and hated it and needed it. She came talking, eyes gone distant, the same look I’d seen in the bathroom mirror back in the fog, when we weren’t us anymore.

“Steve thinks this is his,” she said against my mouth. “He thinks I only open on green, and only for him. He doesn’t know I let a client breed me in a hotel and brought it home to the other man. I cheated on my husband. Not you. Him. Don’t tell Springfield.”

I came into plastic with that sentence in my head and my wife’s used cunt around me, and I knew the extras were not going to stay theoretical. She had found the mileage. She was going to put it on the car.

* * *

After that I waited for a name every time she landed. I didn’t get one every trip. Maybe once a month: a new man in her and a filthy little price tag she would drop on the counter with her keys. True to the promise, they finished in her with nothing on. Green days only. Pink stayed circled for Springfield, even when I wasn’t allowed to see the circle.
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“If I get pregnant, it’s his,” she said one night, after a man whose name I forgot as soon as she said it, lying on her back with my hand still between her legs. “The extras are just mileage.”

I believed her. I also believed the ledger I hadn’t found yet. Those two beliefs lived in the same house and didn’t speak.

* * *

Then she came home with that look on her face, the one where she couldn’t quite keep her mouth still, which meant she had.

I was on the couch. She dropped her bag, kicked off her shoes, and announced, almost proud, “My first Black guy.”

I asked for a name because that was the rule I thought we still had.

“I don’t know,” she said. She sat on the coffee table facing me, knees open, travel skirt still on, and I could smell the flight and the hotel and whatever she hadn’t washed off. “Yesterday was Mr. Simmons. Old. Devout. No hanky-panky. I went back to the hotel thinking about being good, and I was bored out of my mind. Bar downstairs. “He was there—tall, dark, and looking at me like he already knew I’d say yes.”

She worried her lower lip with her teeth, the same tell as the first Steve call.

“I told him I wasn’t giving out a name. He just nodded and said, ‘Good.’ The way he looked at me, I knew it was a done deal. I said, ‘Let’s go upstairs, and I’ll show you why, as long as we don’t trade names.’ That’s why I’m full of some stranger’s Black sperm. He stayed all night. Just a white cunt with a hotel key. He used me again this morning, two hours before my flight.”

She didn’t leave it as a punchline. She detailed the room the way she had described Davis’s office, because she had promised to tell it like betrayal and she was keeping the promise. She detailed every stretch, every push, and her eyes had a wet, distant sheen as she told me how hard she came when he filled her the first time.

She looked at me from the coffee table, flushed, still in the story, skirt hiked, and said she had flown home with him running out of her. She hadn’t cleaned up. She wanted me to get the souvenir secondhand.

I asked if she was sure it had been a green day. She was already unlocking her phone.

“Lucky for you,” she said. “When I told him he was my first, he wanted pictures.”

She handed it over. I almost came in my pants. My wife looked up at the camera, a thick Black cock on her tongue, his hand holding her head. Her ring was in focus, her eyes wet and pleased about it. You could tell he was the one shooting. You could tell she wanted him to. I could see the hotel ceiling in the corner of the frame, cheap, ordinary, the kind of room where a marriage goes to pick up extra miles.

She pried the phone out of my hand before I could scroll.

“More later. I’m horny. You want to fuck a dirty wife who takes Black dick now?”

She watched me look at the photo like she was checking whether I would flinch. I didn’t flinch. I looked like a man who had asked to be second and was being shown the receipt.

“Steve would lose his mind,” she said, softer, almost tender. “He thinks he’s the only one who gets me bare. He thinks I don’t fuck you anymore. And I let a man with no name use his wife all night.”

She kissed me with her mouth still tasting like hotel coffee and whatever she hadn’t washed away.

“I cheated on him,” she said against my lips. “That’s the part I kept thinking while he was in me. Not you. Steve. I was his Mrs. Johnson taking Black dick behind her husband’s back.”

* * *

We tore at each other, from the couch to the floor and then the bed, the photo still sitting on the coffee table face-down because I couldn’t look at it and fuck her at the same time without finishing too fast. After, in the quiet, with her thigh over mine and the house ticking with the sound of the worst thing becoming ordinary, I made her promise not to do the nameless thing again.

Not because I didn’t like it. The fear was how much I liked it. The fear was that I could see the edge of it. Davis, with his contracts and his calendar, was just business. A man with no name and a key to her room? That was a hole in the map, a place we could both fall into.

She agreed. Reluctantly. She said the thrill had been overwhelming. She also said she knew it was a safe day. She was certain. I believed her the way I believe weather reports: enough to go outside, not enough to bet the house.

That was when I realized I hadn't seen the closet calendar in months. The hook on the door was empty.

That was the new game. She still knew her window and saved the pink days for Steve. I just didn’t get to stand in the closet and do the math anymore. I had to take her word. That was part of the agony. That agony was part of the excitement. Every time she came home leaking I had to trust she’d spent the dangerous days on the man we were actually trying to let win, and not on a stranger in a bar who didn’t trade names.

She kissed the corner of my mouth in the morning, already dressed, already gone a little toward the trip.

“Steve still doesn’t know,” she said. “He believes this is all his. That you’re not in the picture when I’m with him. Let’s keep him happy.”

She left the diaphragm on the counter like always, the souvenir I wasn’t allowed to cash, sitting next to my toothbrush like a joke that had become furniture.

“Work husband this week,” she said, at the door. “Green day. I’ll bring you back whatever’s left.”

I stood in the hall after she left and stared at the empty hook where the calendar used to hang. She’d tell me she had cheated on Springfield. She’d bring the miles home for me to see. But the math, the one part that was supposed to be his, was hers alone to keep. I had to trust her. That was the price.


nine
The Souvenir


“So, our anniversary,” Wendy said last week, tapping a red nail against her tooth. “What do you want?” I gave her the filthy list because she’d asked, and because my role was to want things I would never get to have. A room full of guys. Two at once—Black, if possible. Used by strangers in a parking lot. A surprise that proved she still understood the ranking.She laughed. “It’s not a present if you know what it is.” She tilted her head, her smile turning sharp. “Or did you just want Mrs. Steve Johnson again?”“Yes,” I said, too fast. Her question wasn’t a question at all; it was confirmation of a plan already in motion.

The weekend before, she moved through the house with a restless energy, a constant hum, and wouldn’t give me a single hint. Wait, she said. Just wait.

* * *

Monday I came home to an empty house. That wasn’t strange. Wendy sometimes hit the store after work. I didn’t text her, in case she was out buying my surprise. I carried my drink into the living room and stopped cold.

A pink envelope sat on the coffee table with my name scrawled across the front in her handwriting.

Inside was a pretty anniversary card, the kind you pick off a grocery rack when you still want it to look like love. Her signature. Taped to the left panel was an SD card and a note in the same ink: play me. Hope you like it!

My mind raced ahead of the image. Steve, probably. Or the nameless man from the hotel, more than just the still photo she’d taunted me with. I walked to the TV, my hands feeling clumsy and slow. She’d already cabled the camera in, staging my evening with the detached precision she reserved for client meetings.

I sat down with the drink and hit play.

The picture was our office. She’d started the recording and backed away from the lens until she filled the frame the way she wanted. Bright red hair. The tight tank. The jeans she had to lie down to zip. All his. She held her hand toward the camera so the diamond caught the light.

“Hi, Doug. It’s me. Wendy Johnson.” She wiggled the rock. “Mrs. Steve Johnson. God, that sounds sexy.” She pinched her nipples through the thin fabric until they stood out against the material. “Mmmm. Steve will take care of that later.”

She told me the cow and the kids had been sent on a summer trip so she could move back into our home — she said our and she did not mean ours. She’d missed her closet, missed waking up with him already inside her. She said it the way another woman might talk about coffee.

Then she looked straight into the lens and I forgot what I was supposed to be doing with my hands.

“Your anniversary is coming. You should know you don’t have a wife. She’s gone. I dumped her in the trash can in the office. You’ll be alone thinking about your wedding day. You and your hand can celebrate.”

She laughed. The sound wasn’t cruel. It was excited. That was worse.

“I’ll have Steve’s cock in me.” Her gaze through the lens was unwavering. “Bridal lingerie he bought me. His house. His bed. And I’ve decided to get pregnant, like you asked. The next time you see me, I’ll be carrying his child.”

She had a waxing appointment. Then a train. Her husband would be waiting to take her home. She leaned in to kill the recording and almost whispered the last line, nipples still hard, red hair falling into the shot.

“You and your hand have fun. Steve is starting our family in me.”

The screen went black. I sat there with a drink I wasn’t tasting and a hard-on that had no business being there. I watched it again. Then I remembered the trash can and walked to the office, each step landing a half-second late, like my body was getting the instructions by mail.

* * *

She hadn’t been speaking in metaphor. In the can, I found the artifacts of her public life first: her wallet, her laptop, her ID badge. Then, the personal—her jewelry. Deeper still, she’d buried our marriage: wedding pictures pulled from the wall, the framed invitation, even her diaphragm case and jelly. Under it all was something new, a ledger I had never seen.

I laid everything on the desk like I was building a case against my own marriage. I opened the diaphragm case, my gut tight with certainty about what was inside. Her engagement set was nested in with the cup, gold against rubber, the whole joke in one little plastic shell.

The ledger was a planner. Calendar on the left, notes on the right, the same red-pink-green code she’d kept on the closet door. Stars on certain dates. Steve written next to the stars in her tight, practical hand.

I flipped to the Davis month and there he was: Davis (BJ, Px2) — 2yr / every 6 months. Blowjob, two positions. A two-year client, serviced on schedule. The extras were all parked off the pink days. If she popped, the math was supposed to belong to Springfield.

I found the nameless month. No name (BJ, Px3?). The next day: no name, P. Under that, in a looser script, like she’d written it after she’d come: first Black! Now a BBC slut. She’d drawn a heart.

There were more names than she’d given me. Customers I could guess. Hotel Black guy again. One or two a week, mouth or cunt, logged like mileage. This was the slut I’d asked her to be, but her stories were just edits, summaries. When had she stopped telling me everything? This book—this was the truth. I was the husband.

This month stopped me cold. A customer early on. A star on Thursday — our anniversary. The word Anniversary written out. Today was the first of five pink days. On the right-hand side she’d written Breeding, surrounded by hearts, and underneath it, like a doctor’s scrawl: due Mar 8.

She was really doing it. Not teasing. Planning a due date the way other wives plan a dinner reservation. I was terrified. A deep, painful ache settled in my groin. I flipped back through the pages and saw my wife on her back in ink. Men finishing in a place I still wasn’t allowed to go. A Thursday circled for the one man who was.

* * *

The video and the ledger became my whole world that week. I’d watch her say Steve’s name, then trace the entries in her book, each one a door slamming shut. The possibility she might not return was a constant, low hum beneath the floorboards. The ledger, at least, offered facts. I mapped her cycles on a notepad, the pink days from her planner forming a perfect, terrible pattern. Ovulation landed on Thursday. Our anniversary. That wasn’t a coincidence; it was a signature.

On Thursday, I got drunk in our empty house. I used my hand to the video, her voice filling the silence. I used it to the ledger, her handwriting a map of my own obsolescence. Most of all, I used it to the idea of her in bridal lace, in another man’s bed, while I sat here counting the years we once called ours. I kept the phone on the arm of the chair. It never lit.

* * *

She came home Sunday afternoon looking like the tape. Same jeans. Same thin tank. The red had gone wavy from a week of somebody else’s shower. Her nipples strained the fabric. The diamond was back on the finger that was supposed to be mine.

I opened the door before she could knock.

“You look hot,” I said. It was all my brain could produce.

“Thanks. My husband thinks so too. He likes me in this. He likes other men looking.”

She stood on the threshold and waited, amused, a guest in the house she paid half the mortgage on.

“You going to invite me in?” She canted a hip. “Or are you just going to stare?”

“I like staring,” I said. “But come in. I’ve been waiting.”

“I am.” She brushed past me, and I smelled his house on her—his soap, his scent. “I put out for lots of men,” she said, her voice dropping. “Maybe even you.” The words hung in the air between us before her eyes landed on the coffee table. She tipped her head. “Oh. Your anniversary?”

I heard her own taped voice in my head. You don’t have a wife.

“I’m without one at the moment.”

She smiled and kissed me. Redhead. Another man’s ring clicking against my jaw when she held my face. The ring kept clicking. My hands found her ass and the weight of her breast and she pulled me in like she’d missed this part too, or like she was performing missing it. I couldn’t tell. I didn’t care.

When she broke the kiss she was already breathing differently.

“Bedroom,” she said. “We use protection, though. My husband and I are trying for a baby, and I want to be sure it’s his.”

The words landed in my gut and in my cock at the same time. I followed her to the office. She took the disc and the jelly from the drawer like she was clocking in. In the bedroom she stripped without ceremony and then made a performance of filling the cup, tilting it so I could see the gel, sliding it into herself with two fingers while she watched my face.

“I know I’m probably pregnant,” she said.”

“And you’re sure.”

She climbed onto our bed and lay back, knees up, and explained it like a status report. Fertile since Monday. He’d filled her a few times a day, all week. Thursday she’d tested and known she was ovulating, so they’d spent the day on it. She tipped her hips the way she’d tipped them for him, demonstrating, so I could see how she’d held his come against the place it needed to go.

“Thursday was your anniversary, wasn’t it?” The edge was gone from her voice, replaced by something soft, almost consultative. “That’s the day I would have conceived,” she said. “With Steve.”

I crawled between her legs. She was wet enough that I didn’t need my hand.

“Be careful,” she whispered, when I pushed in. “His baby is probably in there.”

I lasted minutes. I came with a sound I was ashamed of and stayed hard anyway and took her again, fucking a woman in the wrong ring who talked like the math was already done. She came with her eyes on the ceiling, and I could tell she wasn’t all the way in this room.

After, she left the diamond on and talked to the plaster.

“If he knew I was in this bed with you, he’d kill our relationship,” she said. “I told him it was a final work trip I couldn’t get out of. He thinks this is all still a secret. He thinks you’re the clueless one.”

The red was still his. The voice was half in Springfield, back in his world.

“I cheated on my husband with you,” she said, turning her head on the pillow. “On the week he’s putting a baby in me. That’s worse than Davis. That’s worse than the nameless one. That’s his wife coming home dirty.”

* * *

The next day she washed the red out in our sink and put my ring back on her finger the way you close a window you’d only opened to check the weather. She said she wouldn’t know until she missed. A home test the day after a period that might not show. Same as last time, she said, as if last time had been a drill.

Two more weeks of “business” trips. She came home talking about customers and strangers, always with the same footnote: not fertile, she was sure. No Black guys—it was too much of a risk. The disc with me. Always the disc with me. I stopped asking to see the closet. She wasn’t hanging the calendar there anymore anyway.

We watched the days like a verdict. The morning her period should have started, nothing happened. The next morning, the same. A taut silence stretched between us. Last scare she’d been a day late, and the test had shown a single, unambiguous negative line. Nothing was definite. She knew it. I knew it. And neither of us said what we both knew: we had asked for this. For something definite.

Sunday night she stood in the bathroom doorway with her arms crossed under those tits and looked at me like she was about to file a report.

“Tomorrow,” she said. “I’ll pee on it in the morning.”

I nodded. I didn’t trust my voice.

The souvenir wasn’t the SD card. It wasn’t even the ledger with the little heart next to BBC slut. It was the week she’d spent in another man’s bed, making something she might carry home inside her, and the silence in our house while I waited to find out if it had taken.

I slept that night with my hand on her stomach, feeling nothing but the slow rise and fall of her breathing, and I kept it there anyway.


ten
Plus Sign


Icame home from work the next day and found her already at the kitchen table. Both hands covered something on the wood, like a man hiding a winning card. She looked up when the door shut. On edge and lit. I had learned that combination. It meant news.

I set my keys down and didn’t sit yet. “What’s under your hands?”

She pulled her hands away slowly. A home pregnancy test. The cheap plastic kind from the drugstore two miles down, the same brand she’d thrown out the last time the chamber clicked empty. I leaned in. The plus sign was ugly and simple and bigger than the stick around it. It stared at me the way the diamond had in the driveway: a fact that did not care what I was ready for.

She was glowing. Not performing. The real thing, the same brightness as the first morning she had come home from Steve and still had him on her mouth.

“I’m gonna be a mom,” she said. Then she looked at me, checking, always checking. “And you’re gonna be a dad.”

I couldn’t match her face. Not right away. My hand went to the back of a chair, gripping the wood until my knuckles ached. The plus sign was a hot flush of victory in my chest and a cold pit in my stomach, the two sensations twisting into one. It was Steve’s week in her, and it was the answer to a prayer I’d made in a closet with a green circle under her nail. I could feel both truths warring in my blood.

She saw the lag and filled it, still smiling. “Okay, so you’re not the father. But you’ll still be a dad, right?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I guess so.” It came out thinner than I wanted. And I meant it. I was going to stand in a delivery room one day and hide an erection under a hospital gown while she pushed his son into the world. I had already been that man in my head. Now the calendar had a date, and the date had a plus sign, and the plus sign had his name whether we said it at the grocery store or not.

She stood up. I asked where she was going before I had decided I was allowed to ask.

A little nervous under the excitement, a combination that twisted in my own gut. “I’m gonna call Steve with the news.”

“Stay. Do it here. Speaker.”

She looked at me like I had asked her to undress in a restaurant. “Really? You’re not gonna get pissed? You’re not gonna say anything?”

“Hell no.” I shifted in my slacks, letting her see the effect of the idea. The thought of her on the phone in our kitchen, a plus sign on the table between us, another man’s claim still inside her. “I want to hear you tell him. I want to hear the version you give me later. I want to hear you say it’s mine when it isn’t.” I swallowed. “I need to hear it. The chance only comes once.”

She sat again. Beaming again, the nerves folded into the show. She dialed. I had asked for speaker. She put the phone to her ear anyway, which was its own small cruelty, and I sat across from her, hands flat on the table to keep them from reaching for her while she did it.

“Hey there.” The smile went private, the one she keeps for him. “Can you talk?”

He said something I didn’t get. She said they were still on for next week, that wasn’t why she called. Then, in her normal voice, lining it up like a toast: “Ready?”

She let out a squeal—not cute, but real. “We’re pregnant. We made a baby.”

I watched her listen. Nod. Glow. She told him she was certain. Zero percent chance it was mine. He had seen the ovulation test. He had seen the thermometer. He had pumped about fifteen billion swimmers into her that week. She said the number looking at me, so I would get it even if I didn’t get his voice on the other end of the line. I sat there and took it like a sacrament I’d begged for.

“I told you I’m a breeder, didn’t I?” she said. She listened, biting her lip. Then: “Uh huh. As many as you want. I like making them with you.”

She calculated March eighth out loud, tapping her fingers on the table as if booking a conference room. He had to keep the calendar free, to meet their baby right away. Of course he was the first to know—she would tell me when I got home. She aimed a smile at me as she said it, a performance inside the performance, and I nodded back. It was my line in the play.

“No, of course not,” she said into the phone, still looking at me. “He’ll think it’s his. But I’ll feel you every time it moves inside me. It’ll be like you’re always inside me.” She laughed, low. “Yeah. I do wish you were inside me all the time. Of course, anytime we can - it’s not like you can damage the cargo, though I’m sure you’ll try. Yeah. I’m gonna be SO horny now, you better keep up!” She ran her fingers between her legs just for me as she smiled, “Can’t wait. See you next week.”

That last bit sat in my stomach and stayed after she hung up. See you next week. The father. The trip. The closed shop he thought he owned. The kitchen was quiet except for the refrigerator kicking on. I came around the table and kissed her and tasted the call on her mouth. She let me. She put my hand on her stomach over the blouse, over nothing you could feel yet, over a plus sign that already had a name, and she held it there until I stopped shaking.

* * *

The pregnancy test didn’t slow her down; it was fuel. Two nights after the call, she pulled me into bed with a new kind of hunger. “Say it.” Her voice was a ragged breath, her legs locked around me. “Say what I am now.” The names came out of me, the ones she wanted now that it was official. Knocked-up slut. Cheating whore. She came on the words, a shudder that was all about the truth of them. I came on the knowledge that she had told another man he had done the one thing I don’t get to do, and that her whole life was now the lie I had asked for.

The next week she was lit about seeing her baby daddy. That’s what she called him now, casual, like a nickname for a coworker she was going to fuck in a hotel. I dropped her at the airport and came home to the plus sign still sitting on the dresser because neither of us had thrown the stick away. When she returned two days later, she was wearing a t-shirt I had never seen. White. Cheap. Black letters stretched across those tits, which were already starting to argue with fabric.

NOT MY HUSBAND’S BABY.

She stopped in the doorway and turned so I could read it twice. She explained, pleased with herself, that it was a gift from Steve. He wanted her to wear it whenever she saw him. She was going to wear it at home too. Did I like it?

My answer wasn’t verbal. I put my hands under the shirt and felt bare skin, no bra, nipples tight from the walk from the car, and I walked her backward down the hall until the backs of her knees hit our bed. She laughed the whole way. I left the shirt on. I wanted the letters on my face while I was in her. She talked while I fucked her, Steve’s baby, Steve’s shirt, Steve still thinking she was his, and I came looking at the words like they were a second wedding vow I had signed without reading. After, she kept the shirt on to make dinner. I sat at the table and watched the letters move when she reached for plates.

* * *

A Thursday in the middle of the next month she came home after midnight and dropped her bag like it weighed nothing. I had waited up. I always waited up now. She kissed me in the hall, hotel soap and somebody’s cologne, and when I asked she gave me the three-sentence version first, the way she does when she is tired and still wants credit.

Come-and-go. Not Black. She said it before I asked—the same question I always needed, and she always hated to answer.

She sighed, but sat on the edge of the mattress, still in her travel skirt. “Lounge. Some guy in a suit. He bought me a drink and just put his hand on my thigh.” She looked at me, a little smile playing. “I let him. Took him up to the room and let him finish inside me. No condom.” She met my eyes. “The calendar doesn’t matter anymore, right?” She paused, letting the weight of it settle before adding the final detail. “I thought about Steve the whole time. Mrs. Johnson taking extra miles, pregnant with his baby.”

I asked why there were suddenly so many more trips. She was already pulling her blouse off. She smiled against my mouth and said she didn’t have to coordinate calendars anymore. She took my hand and put it on her belly, still almost flat, a secret only we could feel.

“It’s not like I can get more pregnant,” she said. Then, almost tender, almost mean: “It’s ironic. Steve didn’t want me screwing anyone else. Not even you. And here we are.”

“He really thought he could stop you from having sex with me?”

She laughed and unhooked her bra. “Yeah. He’d probably freak out if he knew I have two or three other cocks inside me each week.”

“He’s not traveling with you?”

She snorted. “No. I’m purely traveling for random dick. I’m so fucking horny all the time. This way, I have a hotel room and as much cock as I can score. Clients, strangers.” She smiled at my look, “Yeah, mostly strangers. I don’t ask their names - we use each other and they go.” As if reading my thoughts, she said, “You wanted to be second? You’re second. Or third, or fourth.”

I was ready. That was the job. Her needs at home were tempered by whatever she had already taken on the road, and I still showed up for the leftover like it was a shift I had asked for. I fucked her with the travel skirt shoved up and a condom on, and she came talking about Steve not knowing, and I came talking about nothing, because there wasn’t a sentence left that wasn’t already in the room.

* * *

The following Friday, a small box sat on the kitchen table when she got in from the office. Inside was a short silver chain with a single charm: a Queen of Spades. She turned it in her fingers, a dubious look on her face that was also an invitation.

“For when you’re traveling,” I said. “It’s a signal. The right men will know what it means.” I let the implication hang in the air. “The ones who look like the guy in the picture.”
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She asked why I wanted her to fuck Black guys so much. I told her the truth, which was that I still had the picture of her with the nameless one, and it was my favorite thing I owned that wasn’t a person. She looked so slutty with his dick in her mouth, eyes up at the camera, ring in the frame. I told her it was one of the screensaver images on the office TV now. I had put it in the cloud album with the pictures I had taken of her — the wedding-adjacent ones, the lingerie ones, the leftover ones — and now that one lived with them, cycling past our faces like it belonged there.

She agreed to try. She kissed the charm like she was trying it on as a personality, then she made me put it on her in the hall and walked to the bedroom wearing nothing else so I could see how it sat on her when she was already used.

A new picture showed up in the album the next morning. I found it the way you find a bruise. Steve, from above, her rings in his back. I didn’t ask where the rest of the roll was. Asking had already been classified as homework.

* * *

The next week she was gone two nights. No contact. I stared at the paperwork in my office, not doing it and the slut-wife slideshow running because I am who I am, and because the house is too quiet when she is in another city wrecking someone else’s quiet.

New frame. I sat forward. Hotel lamp. My wife on all fours. One man buried in her, another in her throat, both giving the camera a thumbs-up, a souvenir from a trip I hadn’t booked. Wedding ring in the shot. Charm at her throat. Belly just starting to argue with the bedspread.

I made a sound I was glad nobody was there to hear. I came in my fist looking at that one picture, and then I stayed in the chair waiting for the door, the slideshow turning her over on the wall like a product.

***

When she walked in I didn’t let her put the bag down first. I met her in the hall with my voice already wrecked.

“The necklace worked.”

She was wearing it. The charm sat in that hollow like it had always lived there. She smiled and hefted her breasts, which were larger by the week, milk starting its argument early, and said, “It wasn’t just the necklace.” She had to flaunt it.

She led me to the office, where the slideshow was still running. “I wanted you to see the proof while I told you,” she said. “Tuesday night. Two of them in the lounge. Both checking for wedding rings.” She started unbuttoning her blouse, her eyes on the screen. “I was fucking horny. I knew what you wanted. So I walked past them on the way to the ladies’ room.” She paused, her fingers on a button. “I touched the charm, made sure they saw the ring. They smiled.” Her lips curved with the memory. “I almost came in the stall just from that. But I didn’t. A professional decision.”

On the way back they stopped her. Nice necklace. She said yeah, my husband got it for me. They grinned like that was the password. One asked if she had a name.

By then she was naked in our office, helping me out of my clothes, the slideshow throwing her used body over both of us. She went to her knees on the carpet we had picked out when we still argued about color.

“I told them I didn’t have a name,” she said, looking up, the charm against her throat. “I did have a room.” Before she took me in her mouth, she added, “So now you have the pictures and the videos.”

When she came up for air she left her mouth against me and said the part she had promised to say, the fog she wears now on purpose.

“Those two don’t get a name either. Steve doesn’t get them. He thinks this pregnant belly is a closed project.” She smiled, unfocused, the lounge still lit behind her eyes. “I cheated on him with both of them. Wedding ring in the shot and everything. If you tell Springfield I took extra miles this week, I’ll deny it and still come on your hand.”

I lasted about a minute in her mouth. She swallowed like it was part of the report and stood up and put me in a chair facing the TV.

* * *

She opened the laptop on the desk and found the videos in the cloud herself. Two files. She wanted to watch me watch. She sat on the arm of the chair with her hand in my hair and hit play.

The file opened on a hotel bedspread I would never touch. A man on her I would never meet. She was already coming, a raw sound I knew better than my own name. The cameraman laughed and pushed closer, capturing the gone look on her face—the same vacancy she reserved for Springfield. My breath hitched. On screen, the man inside her grunted that this pussy loved Black dick. She managed a wrecked “yeah,” not a performance. He told the lens he was going to nut her. “Come in me,” she begged. He did. The camera stayed on them, on his cock pulling out, wet with both of them. “Damn,” he said. “That some good pussy.” The other one said, “My turn,” and the file ended, leaving the door ajar.

I made a sound. She tightened her hand in my hair.

She reached over and stopped it. The office went quiet. The slideshow had already started again behind the player: her mouth, her ring, a stranger’s hand.

She pulled me out of the chair before I could say anything that would make it smaller. She put me on the carpet and got on me with the proof already inside, leftover as always, and I pictured those two still in her from a day ago and tried not to last long enough to embarrass myself. She came talking about Steve not knowing. I came with my face in the shirt she had worn on the plane, which still smelled like hotel laundry and the lounge.

After, she left the laptop open. She wanted the files there. She wanted me to be able to open them when she was gone again.

* * *

I met her for lunch that week, a gesture to prove she was more than fuel. In the elevator on the way out, crowded with her coworkers, she put a hand on her stomach. One of the men clapped me on the back. “Must have had fun making that one,” he said. I smiled. In the car, she looked at me, giddy. “They have no idea it isn’t yours,” she whispered. “That’s the best part.” She wanted me to come back, to play the part again, but the performance felt thin. The plus sign didn’t need a weekly tour.

* * *

A Saturday in the third month I came into the office and found a cheap frame on the wall next to the TV. Company letterhead. Her name. Client retention. A bonus number that made my stomach do something unhelpful. She was in the doorway behind me in the shirt, the letters tight across tits that had gotten serious, a belly you could see if you knew to look.

“Whore of the Year,” she said, proud of the joke and the money both. “None of them mind paying more as long as they get my pussy or my mouth. HR thinks I’m a closer. They’re not wrong.”

She tapped the frame. “For closing the Davis Corporation account.” She saw the look on my face and laughed. “Come on. Mr. Davis? The one I crawled to on my hands and knees? Cunt for Commission?”

“Oh yeah,” I said. There had been so many, but I remembered it as one of the first - maybe the first - client.

“Sales leadership is so impressed I finally landed him they want me to teach a class on my technique.” She smirked. “They can practice the blowjobs, I guess. But the rest of the team lacks certain key assets.”

I looked at the plaque and then at her. I asked, once, out loud, the stupid question I had been carrying since the plus sign, if she was going to leave me. Whether Springfield was going to become the house and this was going to become the hotel.

She made a fond, dismissive sound and came into the room, putting my hand on the belly again.

“I love you,” she said. “I have no reason to leave. I just love the thrill of cheating.” She used the word cheating, not playing, not our thing. Cheating. On Steve, when she told it to me. On me, when she told it to herself in a hotel mirror. Both, and she didn’t bother to separate them anymore.

We stood there, my hand on her stomach. On the wall, the plaque gleamed next to the slideshow of her mouth, her ring, her body. The letters on her shirt stretched tight. Not my husband’s baby. The plus sign had turned into a person under my palm, a souvenir she brought home while still putting other men in the car like the tank would never be full.

Steve still didn’t know. He was going to meet his son in March, and I was going to stand in that room and hold her hand. In our office, her award gleamed on the wall. Her mouth cycled past on the screen, a silent promise of the wait, and I was already hard.
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Save It for His Father


Wendy didn’t travel in the last month of the pregnancy. The company let her sit at a desk and keep the accounts warm, and she came home every evening with a belly that had stopped being a secret and started being a person. The first time she tipped her head at the bedroom I thought she was joking. She wasn’t. She put my hand on the place where Steve’s son was stretching her from the inside ...and looked at me like she was waiting for me to fail a test.

I found out I wanted to fuck her every time I felt him move. It was a stupid, animal thing. Each kick under my palm when I was in her was a reminder of the ranking, a dare to come hard enough to reclaim something. She let me. She liked it, too. She’d smile like she was letting me in on a joke I was also the butt of, and say something about his father saying hello. I’d finish into plastic and stay there with my hand on her belly, a man guarding a door that was already wide open.

March eighth lived on the fridge calendar in her handwriting, and in a thread of texts with Springfield I was not allowed to read, and in the way she stood sideways in the bathroom mirror and looked at herself like she was checking a job. Steve still thought the shop was closed. Steve still thought he was the only one who had been in her bare. The extras had stopped for the last stretch — not because she had gotten careful, but because the belly made the lounge a different kind of attention, and she said she wanted the last weeks to belong to the one who had put it there. I did not argue. I had asked for the ranking. Living in it was the rest of the work.

***

Her water broke at home in the early morning, on the kitchen linoleum, while I was pouring coffee like it was any other day. For a second we both stared at the floor. Then she laughed, one short burst, and said it was time, and I put the mug down and got the bag we had packed three weeks early because she is a planner even when the plan is somebody else’s son.

I don’t remember much of what we said in the car. I remember her hand on her belly and the way she breathed through a contraction at a red light, and the way I was hard under my seatbelt the entire drive. The hospital took her from me at the doors with a clipboard and a wheelchair, erasing me from the equation, and then later they let me back in... wearing a gown that was supposed to make me look like a father, and I stood at the business end of the bed with her hand crushed in mine and watched my wife push another man’s baby out of her.

They pulled him out. They handed me scissors. I cut the cord and thought, with a clarity that would have looked like love from across the room, that I got to evict the little bastard. He only got to borrow her, the way his father did. She still came home to me. The scissors were just the punctuation. I spent the time watching my wife’s body, torn open and then emptied, marveling at how both Steve, and now his baby, had left her gaping for to me.

They shooed me out while they cleaned her and the baby. I waited in a hallway where someone had left a paper cup on the floor and I kept looking at it, thinking I should pick it up, and then not picking it up. A little while later they led me to a room where she was sitting up in bed, flushed, wrecked, beautiful, with a double room and the other bed empty, which felt like luck we hadn’t earned.

***

“Hey,” she said when I leaned in and kissed her. She tasted like effort and hospital water. “That was quick, according to the nurse. I got lucky. Did you watch? What did you think?”

I chuckled. If I didn’t make a sound, I was going to say something the walls would remember. “I got my wish. I watched another man destroy your pussy.”

Her smile turned slutty, the one she puts on when she wants the room to know what we are. “You saw another man’s son destroy my pussy. Just like his father did when he put it in me.”

Her eyes flicked past my shoulder. I turned enough to see the nurse in the doorway with the baby, ready to present him for nursing. The look on the nurse’s face said she had heard the last two sentences. Wendy’s gaze came back to mine — excited. I gave her the smallest nod, confirming that I felt the same.

The nurse entered, looking confused and uncomfortable, and helped fasten the baby to Wendy’s breast. He latched like he had been practicing. Milk. The wet sound of it. Wendy glanced at the nurse over the top of his head.“Did you want to ask something, hun? Looks like it.”The nurse swallowed. “Um. Do you need any changes to the birth certificate?”Wendy let the question hang in the air, tasting the nurse’s discomfort. She shrugged, all innocent. “We’ll be putting my husband’s name on the birth certificate, if that’s what you mean.”I knew. She knew. Wendy was getting off on not giving her the truth. I could see it in the flush on her throat, in the way she held the baby a little tighter while she lied.

The nurse turned to me. “You’re okay with that?”

I was so hard I had to sit on the edge of the bed. “Sure,” I said. “Anything she wants.”

The nurse gave her own wedding band a quick rub and left. The door clicked. The room was ours again, and the baby’s, and Steve’s in the only way that counted.

Wendy smiled and winked at me, still flushed from the performance. “That was fun.” Then she looked down at the boy on her breast and went quiet for a second, ...and for a flash, her expression turned soft. Uncomplicated. A look I hadn’t seen since before Steve.

She shifted the baby and hissed. “Ouch. He attacks them just like his father.” She looked up at me, still pink from the lie. “You want a taste?”
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“No. I’m sure it’s great. Just not for me. Save it for his father.” Milk has never been my kink, and I wasn’t going to start pretending now.”

She held my eyes when I said it. Something moved behind hers that wasn’t the show and wasn’t the arousal. She nodded once, small, and went back to watching the boy empty her, and I sat on the edge of the hospital bed with a hard-on under a gown and a wife who had just used a nurse as a mirror, and I understood that the delivery room had not been the end of anything. It had been the start of the part where the souvenir had a face.

***

They released her the next day. We drove home in a car that suddenly felt too small and too quiet, the boy in a seat we had installed facing backward, Wendy in the passenger seat with a pad between her legs and a tank top already damp at the nipples. I carried the bags in. She carried the baby. The house smelled of us—stale coffee and laundry soap. It did not know yet what we had brought into it.After we got settled — bassinet, diapers, all of it — Wendy sat on the couch with him asleep on her chest and looked at me like she was about to ask for a favor she already knew I would grant.

“Go out,” she said. “Beer. Two hours. Steve wants to visit. He wants to see his baby.”

I stood there a second with my keys in my hand. The hospital bracelet was still on her wrist. I said so. She was insistent the way someone is when they have already decided and are only waiting for you to catch up. She said he’d been waiting for this day longer than I had, which was true in a way that still hurt. The boy should meet his father. Alone. I took my keys. I kissed the top of her head and the top of his. At a bar three miles away I sat in front of a beer I didn’t taste and watched the clock like a man serving a sentence he had written himself.

About two hours later the text came. OK to come back. I paid and drove home under the speed limit because I did not trust my foot.

The baby was sleeping in the bassinet. Wendy was on the couch in a different tank, smiling, the particular post-Steve softness I had learned to read years ago. The house smelled faintly of his cologne under our detergent.

“How did it go?” I asked, not sure I wanted the inventory.

“Oh. He was so excited to see his son.” She said it bright, teasing already, the way she gets when she has something in her phone. “I love how they look so alike. Especially in the eyes.” She shifted, reached for the device on the cushion. “And he still loves these.” She tipped her chin at her chest. “Wait. Just a sec.” She flipped through. “Here.”

I took the phone. The first picture was father and son on our couch, the boy asleep on Steve’s chest, Steve looking at the camera like a man who had been told to pose and didn’t mind. Ordinary. Almost. I felt the shock go through me anyway. The second picture was not ordinary. Wendy looking up at the lens with Steve’s cock in her mouth, wedding ring on the hand that held him. The bassinet was out of the shot. I didn’t say anything for a long moment.

She watched my face. “See? He likes sucking your wife’s tits as much as his son does.” She glanced at the bulge in my pants and held my eyes. “Does that make you horny? Another man feeding off me in our living room, two hours after we got home from the hospital?”

I didn’t answer with a word. She took the phone back and studied the picture herself, almost fond.

“I certainly got a belly full.” She ran a thumb over the photo on the screen, a lazy, satisfied gesture.

I couldn’t form a word. There was a roar in my ears, and the room felt like it was shrinking to the size of that picture.

“So he’s going home now?” I finally managed.

“No.” She held my gaze when she said it. “He’s staying overnight. He’s going to stop by in the morning before he heads back. I’m going to need you to leave again for a while so we can be together.”

My stomach did the churn it always does. I nodded because nodding was the job, and because I had stood in a delivery room yesterday and cut a cord that belonged to him, and because she had lied to a nurse for the thrill while his son emptied her.

“Save it for his father,” I had told her in the hospital. She had. She was still saving it. I took my keys off the hook again and went out into the evening with the picture of his mouth on her burned behind my eyes, and I understood that the damage in this marriage was not done. The souvenir had a face and a name and a father who still thought I was the clueless one, and my wife was going to keep putting miles on the rest of the car while that stayed true.

I sat in the driveway for a minute before I started the engine. Through the front window I could see the lamp on in the living room. She was still on the couch. She did not look lonely. That was the point, and the problem, and the thing I had asked for.


twelve
In His Spot


The next morning I got up and made coffee, moving quietly around the kitchen like the noise might wake something I wasn't ready to face. When I came back into the bedroom with two mugs she was already sitting up, the boy asleep in the bassinet, the tank top from yesterday damp again at the nipples.

“Okay,” she said. “Time to scoot. Steve’s coming over in a bit.”

I looked at her, ready to object and not sure on what grounds. She read it on my face the way she always does.

“Come on now. It is his baby.” She held my eyes. “And you wanted me to be a slut. Well. How many new moms would have another man’s cock down their throat the day after giving birth? Isn’t that what you wanted, baby?”

I nodded. The nod was the whole marriage in one motion. She added, almost as an afterthought, that I should make up some formula for Stevie and bring it back up before I left.

“But he’s breastfeeding,” I said, which was the stupidest sentence in the room.

She smiled and lifted her breasts with both hands, the weight of them still a surprise even after months of watching them grow. “Yeah. But he needs to learn to like formula.” The smile went mean and fond at the same time. “I know these are about to burst, but I want to be completely full when Steve comes over so he can suck me dry.” Before I could answer she winked. “And then I’ll suck him dry.”

I turned to go. At the door she added, her voice bright, “If I’m still horny, I’ll suck you dry too.”

I made the bottle in the kitchen with hands that did not feel like mine. I brought it up. I kissed the top of the boy’s head and the corner of her mouth and left the house so another man could empty my wife in our bed while his son learned to take a bottle. That was the morning. That was the job.

* * *

Over the next few weeks Steve came by when he could, and each time she sent me out. Beer. A long errand. The office. I was excited about what they did and not happy about the leaving. Same as always. The wrapper was different. He had limited time. I had the house. He still had priority when he was in it. I knew that was the ranking I had asked for. The knowledge did not make the drive easier.

Then I had a day that fixed the ranking in a different way.

I left the office at lunch planning to work from home, the kind of ordinary decision that turns into a story later. When I pulled onto our street there was another car in the driveway. Springfield dealer frame. My stomach dropped with a familiar, unwelcome lurch. I parked two houses down, sat for a count of ten, and walked back on the grass so my shoes wouldn’t give me away on the walk.

The front windows showed nothing. I opened the door quietly, left my shoes on the porch, and stood in our house listening. Soft voices from the bedroom. The door was ajar on the hinge side. Through the crack I could see about a third of our bed. That was enough.

Wendy was propped against the headboard in a tank she had already pulled up. Steve was shirtless, his head at her breast, suckling like a man who had been thinking about this the whole drive over. She had her hand in his hair and was making the small, private moans that meant someone was doing it right. I stood in the hallway of my own house and watched another man drink my wife, and I was so hard it hurt.

After a few minutes he pulled off and looked up at her. “I think you’re empty.”

She touched herself, checking, and laughed under her breath. “I’m not surprised. You and your son both suck me like you’re starving.” She stroked his face. “I imagine it’s you when he’s really rough.”

He laughed and pushed up onto his knees. “Your turn.” He was naked. I could see all of him now, the cock I had heard about for months and only ever gotten in photographs and the way she moved the days after he visited. She smiled like she had been waiting for the order and wrapped her hand around him, leaving plenty of shaft for her mouth. Her wedding ring flashed when she leaned forward and took the head in. I had to press my hand flat against the wall to keep myself upright.

“Mmm. That’s good,” he said.

She pulled off just long enough to say, “Of course. I’m a good slut.”

He looked down at her. “Then get to it, you slut.”

The word out of his mouth did something to me I was not prepared for. I had heard her say it about herself. That was one thing. This was another. I watched her lips work down his shaft, taking more on each pass, eyes locked on his, looking up the way she had looked up at the nameless one in the photo I still kept. He was long. She could not get the last few inches. She worked what she could with her mouth and hand until he got impatient, having already decided how this would end.

“I got this,” he said, and put his hands on her head, and adjusted his stance, and fucked her face.

I watched my wife take it. Tears at the corners of her eyes. Lips driven into his pubic hair on every thrust. She kept looking up at him anyway. He lasted a couple of minutes of that and then he was jerking short and mean and telling her to eat it — slut — and she moaned around him while he emptied into her throat. He held her there until he was done. When he let go she gasped, then grabbed him and licked him clean like the job had a second page. She smiled up at him, wrecked and pleased.

“I love when you do that.”

“God, you’re such a slut. I wish you lived closer.” He sat back on our sheets. “When is your pussy back in business?”

She laughed and deliberately spread her knees. “The doctor says another ten days.” She stroked herself, light, showing him. “Believe me, I want you inside me right now. My cunt will soon be yours to use whenever you want.”

My knees wanted to go. The sentence went into me and stayed there, rigid.

She leaned in and gripped him while she looked him in the eye. “You know, if you moved closer, you could fuck my face and my cunt every day.”

He chuckled. “I think about it all the time.” His hands found her tits. “These got so big. Let’s keep them this way.”

She kissed him. First time I had seen them kiss in our bed. “If you keep breeding me, they’ll stay this big. Full of milk for you.”

“Count on it.”

He swung his legs out. I retreated to the office before the bedroom door opened wider, eased the office door shut, and sat in the dark with my cock aching and my pulse loud in my ears, steady and dull as a fist pressed against a bruise. I heard him leave about fifteen minutes later. I did not finish. I wanted whatever was left for her. I also wanted to know if she would tell me, or if she would come in and pretend the afternoon had been a nap, which would mean she was a cheating slut in the pure sense.

I opened a laptop I could not focus on and deleted email for an hour and a half. That is what number two does with his hands when number one has just left the driveway.

* * *

When she opened the office door she had the baby in her arms and a look that had been casual and wasn’t anymore.

“Oh. Hi. When did you get home?”

“A while ago.” I smiled so she would know the temperature. I was not angry. I was so hard I could have broken a tooth, and I was enjoying the look on her face.

“Why didn’t you come see me?”

“You were busy nursing,” I said. I let her sit in the confusion for a second. “His dad. Yeah. Looks like it runs in the family.”

Her eyes went wide. “You saw.”

I nodded. “A lot. I started when he was emptying you. Then I watched you take him down your throat while he called you a slut. Good technique, by the way. The eye contact.” She swallowed. I kept my voice even. “Then I watched him hold your head and fuck your face until he filled you. I left right after you told him he could use your cunt whenever he wanted.”

Silence. She rocked the boy without looking at him. Her jaw moved once, then stopped. She looked at the window.

“What are you thinking?” she asked finally, her voice soft, like she might cry after all.

“I think you’re a foul-mouthed, cock-hungry slut.” Her face crumpled, and I smiled so the sentence would land where I meant it. “I think you’re awesome. I can’t believe I get to be married to that. I love your dirty mouth—I hope you never stop being a slut.”

The relief hit her all at once. She laughed, still wiping her eyes with the heel of her hand, and said, “I promise. I promise. My cunt will be open and very busy.” Another laugh, wet. “I’ll even find some Black guys if you still want the pictures.”

She looked down at the boy, then at the bassinet in the hall. I waited. She went and put him down. When she came back her hands were empty and her mouth was already open a little, the way it gets.

I was past talking. I stood and unzipped. She made a sound that might have been protest and might have been agreement and took me in. I lasted about as long as a man who has just watched his wife deep-throated in his own bed lasts. I held her head the way Steve had and finished in her throat and she cleaned me up after, thorough, and looked up with wet eyes still going. I called her a slut. She said yes I am the way she agrees to the weather.

She said I could watch sometimes, as long as I was careful not to get caught. She was still protecting Springfield. That line was still the cleanest thing we owned.

* * *

Ten days is not nothing when you have been counting. I marked it without writing it down. When she texted that he was coming over and I should make myself scarce, I left for the office and then turned around halfway and parked on the next block and walked back, retracing my steps: shoes off in the hall, my eye to the hinge crack, my place in the ranking.

This time she knew I might be there. I could not swear to it. She looked at the door once while he had her tits in his mouth. She said, for the room or for me, that her milk was just for him and his son. “I make my husband watch while the boy feeds,” she said, “and I get so horny imagining if you could see him too.” Feeding him. Feeding a man I am not related to, in my husband’s bed. She moaned and threw her head back and I stood in the hall and took it, thinking: feeding a man I am not related to.

When he told her panties off, slut, she smiled and said the doctor still had her waiting a couple more days. He asked if I'd had her yet. Not since your baby came out, she said. He looked around our bedroom like he was seeing the joke of it, the marital bed, the chance to be the first inside her after she had pushed out a child that wasn’t mine, and he asked if that made her horny. Yes, she said, hand already on herself. “So what are we going to do?” he asked.

I wanted her to keep the doctor’s line and I wanted her to break it. She looked at him for a moment — I could not see her face but I knew the pause — and then she moved her hand. “Come here,” she said. She let him be the first man back in after the delivery, in our bed, while I watched through a crack I had made for myself, and when he came he said maybe he had just put Stevie’s brother in her, and he would love to knock her up in her husband’s bed, and she said that would be so dirty, and that she didn’t think she could get pregnant for a couple of weeks, and then he went back to her tits while I retreated to the office again, where I sat down on the floor.

When she came in later in a robe and sat down and asked how much I had seen, I told her enough. The part where she let him be first. The part where he hoped he had knocked her up and she agreed. The part where she said she was such a slut. I asked if she really wanted him to put a baby in her in our bed. She opened her mouth and closed it. I told her he might have done it just now. I might have watched another man put a baby in her, in our sheets.

I stepped toward her. She stood. I smiled so she would stop bracing for a fight.

“That is probably the sluttiest thing I could ever imagine,” I said. “I didn’t know you had it in you, and I’m genuinely delighted that you saved it for me. You’re like my own personal porn star, and I love that you’re all mine.”

She smiled, relieved, and smirked. “Well. Not all yours.” She undid the sash and shrugged the robe off one shoulder, then the other. “My cunt is open to almost anyone, and I am always horny.”

I laughed and kissed her and said I hoped it stayed that way. We used the bed after he had used it. The ranking held. Steve did not know I had been in the hall. That was still the extra turn, the one I turned over in meetings like a coin.

* * *

The next couple of months had a shape I could live inside. I had the boy. She had the miles.

One Thursday she texted from a Hampton off the interstate: Full. Hurts. Don’t wait up. An hour later: He helped. Then a picture, from the neck down, a stranger’s mouth on her, milk on his chin, her wedding band in his hair. No face. She knew what I needed and what she couldn’t send.

She walked in after midnight smelling like hotel soap and somebody else’s cologne. I was on the couch with a bottle warming in a mug of tap water. She kissed me with a mouth that had already been used and took the bottle out of my hand and checked the temperature on her wrist like a mother, and then she sat on my lap in the dark and told it.

Lobby bar. A man from the conference who had been staring at her chest through the last session. She mentioned they hurt. He offered. She took him upstairs on the understanding that her husband was at home with the baby and did not get a vote. He was careful with the milk and not careful with the rest. She let him finish in her mouth because the doctor still had her on paper for another week, and because she liked sending me home with the part of him I was allowed to have.

“Steve doesn’t know,” she said, into my neck, like a punchline she never got tired of. “He thinks these are for him and his son.”

I finished against her hip while the bottle clicked in the mug. She laughed, fond, and went to the bassinet.

That was the shape. Springfield when he could make the drive. Clients and hotel bars when he couldn’t. A sentence about pressure and a hand on the ring, and the room arranged itself. She came home and told me in the kitchen while I heated the next bottle. I did not need the log. I needed the Thursday.

Some nights I fed him myself on the couch and talked nonsense at a face that just looked back. Bottle tonight. Mommy out. The joke sat in my head and I did not say it. I smiled into the dark of the living room and hated how much I meant it.

I never said the word to him. Thinking it was enough. It kept me company for years.

* * *

One afternoon I came home to a card on the kitchen table with my name on it in her handwriting. Pink envelope. The deja vu hit before I had the flap open. Anniversary card. SD taped inside. Play me.I sat hard. The camera was already cabled to the TV in the office. She had set it up herself this time, which meant she had planned it, which meant the first tape had not been a one-off. I put the card in and hit play with a hand that already knew what came next and watched anyway.

Our office. She backed away from the lens into frame. Red hair again, the Springfield color. The old thin top stretched over tits that looked almost obscene now, faint dark circles where she was already leaking through the fabric. His diamond on her hand. The bassinet was in the other room. You could hear a monitor tick once and then she ignored it.

“Hello, Doug.” Same bright cruelty as the first tape. “I wanted to let you know that you’ll once again be without a wife on your anniversary. Little Stevie and I are going back to our home. My husband is waiting. He can’t wait to spend time with our baby.”

She smiled like the word husband still delighted her. Our home. My husband. I made myself keep watching. “We’ve decided Stevie needs a little brother, so we’ll be working on that now.” She turned her hand so the rock caught the light. “I’m going to let his father put it in me all week. Bare. The way a wife should.”

Nipples dark against the top, she leaned in to kill the recording and almost whispered the last line. “Oh. If the nice Black conductor is working this trip, I might let him help with the pressure. Steve doesn’t get a vote.”

The screen went black. I sat in the office with an anniversary card on the desk and a hard-on and a silence that had a shape I already knew. I did not text. I did not call. I had learned that part. I drank. I used my hand to the tape until the week had a hole in the middle of it. I went to work and came home and the house was just a house, and I waited.

It was an agonizing week, the same flavor as the year before and worse, because this time I knew the ending and I still could not stop the spin. When she came home she was carrying the beginning of Steve’s second son like she carried any decided thing, already past the question of it. She kissed me in the hall and put my hand on her stomach and said the roulette had clicked full this time, and I nodded, and I was hard, and I was the husband who waited downstairs.

I knew what the years were going to look like after that. I started looking at listings. More bedrooms. A yard. And, because I am who she made me and who I asked to be, I drew a radius on the map that put us closer to Springfield. Close enough for a work husband to drop by. Close enough for a high-mileage wife to keep the miles climbing. The souvenir would learn to walk. Another one would come after. And I would be in the driveway with the formula and the ranking and the word she had put on me in our bed the night she decided not to pretend anymore.

Cuckold. Number two. The man who holds the baby while mommy feeds somebody else. I had asked for it in a kitchen a long time ago. She had delivered. The odometer was still turning—she was still logging miles between her legs. I had no intention of asking her to stop.
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Thank you for reading.

I’ve always believed that the most intense heat begins long before the clothes come off. That’s why I write—to explore the hidden longings, the unconfessed fantasies, and the beautiful friction that happens when a comfortable relationship decides to permanently erase its boundaries.

Whether I am writing the next installment of the Blacked Wives series or diving into a dark contemporary power exchange, my goal is always to deliver an unfolding narrative of true surrender. I want you to feel the mental and physical adaptation of my heroines, the visual thrill of the contrast, and the breathless aftermath of an alpha's presence. My stories are written in distinct chapters because true awakening takes time—and the escalation is the best part.

I love hearing from my readers. If you enjoyed this journey, please take a moment to leave a review on Amazon. Your words keep my fingers on the keyboard and help me choose which wicked fantasy to bring to light next.
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THE BLACKED WIVES SERIES

Some boundaries aren’t meant to be protected. They’re meant to be completely rewritten.

If you enjoyed the intense psychological friction, striking visual contrast, and raw marital reclamation of The Anniversary Present, your journey is just beginning. The Blacked Wives Series is an ongoing chronicle of comfortable, room-temperature marriages electrified by a single, uninhibited choice.

These are not stories of broken vows—they are joint relationship projects. Follow independent women as they trade domestic routine for structured surrender, navigating high-stakes encounters with commanding outside forces while their husbands secure front-row seats to the ultimate transformation. With multi-chapter physical progression, zero cliffhangers, and blistering aftermaths, each standalone entry maps out a marriage operating on a dangerous new frequency.

Ready to watch the rules break?

👉 Explore the Complete Blacked Wives Collection
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THE SEED SERIES

Absolute dominion. Total surrender. The lineage of desire starts here.

Step out of the domestic living room and into a world of unchecked alpha presence, elite expectations, and deep physical adaptation. The Seed Series is Peaches Dean’s premier collection of high-heat contemporary dark romance, where ownership is absolute and compliance is the only option.

Each standalone novel in this sprawling series tracks a fierce, independent heroine who meets her match in a powerful, uncompromising alpha male. These books dive deep into the visceral reality of possession, focusing on the mental and physical boundaries that must be stretched and remolded to accommodate a dominant legacy. Engineered for readers who demand high-end luxury prose paired with intense, escalating taboo heat, The Seed Series proves that true sovereignty is found only when you completely let go of control.

Claim your next dark obsession.

👉 Discover The Seed Series
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WIVES FOR HIRE SERIES

Love hotwife and cuckold erotica where a husband completely drops his protective instincts to become his own wife's personal manager? The Wives For Hire series tracks ordinary, secure couples whose traditional boundaries entirely break down as they step into the addictive world of transactional sex work. There are no romance clichés or protective rescues here—just unhurried, intense narratives written entirely from a voyeuristic First-Person Husband POV. Watch as ordinary housewives discover an insatiable, reckless craving to be rented out, shared, and bought by other men for cold hard cash, while their encouraging husbands revel in arranging the bookings, collecting the earnings, and watching them get thoroughly used.

👉 CLICK HERE to Explore the Wives For Hire Series
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