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Chapter One

◆◆◆

Amy’s Point of View

I positioned my husband’s chair in the hotel room before he arrived.

Not beside the bed — across from it. Far enough that he couldn’t reach me if he tried. Close enough that he would see everything. The distance was deliberate.

I thought about the night he came home from work three weeks ago.

I sat in the kitchen on a high stool at our breakfast bar, sipping wine.

“Hi, Amy. I’m home.”

“In here.”

“I would have messaged that I’d be late, but I left my phone—”

His voice trailed off. He stared at me, nodding, smiling, although the smile was dissolving.

“You’ve got it.”

“Between the sofa cushions.”

“Sorry.”

He stood there, briefcase in hand, eyes moving between me and the phone and the wine glass, caught somewhere between fear and the hope it could still be hidden.

“You fucked another woman.”

“You saw her messages?”

“I did. You didn’t bother locking your phone with a PIN. I always thought that was because you could be trusted.”

“I can—”

He started. He stopped.

“I can’t be trusted.”

His knees buckled first. Then the rest of him followed — a slow, graceless folding, briefcase still in his hand, until he was sitting on the kitchen floor with his back against the cabinet.

I felt sorry for him. The man I loved, sitting on the floor. Small. Humiliated. Sad.

I sipped my wine.

“Why?”

I looked at him.

He shrugged.

“I don’t please you, Amy.”

“No. Sexually, no. You were a good husband. Until now.”

“Why don’t I please you sexually?”

I sipped again. I glanced past him, toward the hallway door. He craned his neck and followed my eyes.

My suitcase. Packed. Standing upright beside the coat rack.

“You’re leaving me?”

“Yes. Tonight. Maybe forever. I don’t know. I don’t want to be married to a cheat — especially one who fucks me badly and hasn’t got a big enough cock to be so full of himself.”

“I’m not—”

I lifted the phone, hit play on the voicemail.

“Hey, Tom. Listen, I know this thing we have is important to you, but I can’t go on. I’m not feeling it. Not love and not the sex. I feel like we’ve been married for fifty years and you’ve lost interest.”

I sipped more wine.

“Kirsty. She summed it up perfectly. Five years of marriage to you and I came once a year. No accomplished tongue. No effort behind fucking me. I can’t blame her.”

“Jesus. I’m—”

“Humiliated?”

“Yes. Fuck, this is bad.”

“You thought you were a great lover. Right?”

“You told me I was, Amy.”

“When?”

I sipped more wine. He rocked back and forth on his haunches, tears welling in his eyes.

“Our honeymoon.”

“And after that?”

His breathing labored. His eyes were wild and streaming.

I felt pity for the man I married.

“You fuck like a wet lettuce, Tom. I think Kirsty agrees.”

That was three weeks ago.

I moved out that night into a hotel — The Intercontinental. If I was going to consider what the future looked like for me and whether Tom was in it, I was doing it in a place with good room service, Veuve Clicquot, and a decent Club Sandwich.

Tom called me every day.

I answered every day.

On the third day, he told me he loved me eleven times in a four-minute call. I counted. On the tenth day, he cried so hard he couldn’t speak, and I listened to him breathe for six minutes before I hung up. On the fourteenth day, he asked if there was anything he could do — anything at all — and I told him to come to the hotel on our anniversary.

He asked what he should bring.

I told him roses and the willingness to suffer.

I stood on the balcony of my suite watching the bay lit up at night, a bottle of Veuve open in an ice bucket, half a glass poured. A small bone china bowl beside it with eight strawberries so red they made me shiver.

I wore my wedding lingerie. My wedding dress. The heels I clicked down the aisle in, even my stockings.

I looked the same as I had that day. Five years working as a junior partner at Schuster & Price, and I looked the same.

The pressure hadn’t bent me.

My husband was doing that.

The knock came at my door. My butler for the evening answered it.

Tom walked in, red roses in one hand, an anniversary card in the other. He saw me wearing the dress I swore I would wear every year on this day. My commitment to be his and to fit in it made easy by a body that hadn’t changed.

His face lit up.

The butler took the card and flowers, handing my husband a glass of water.

Tom looked at me, shocked.

I tapped my glass to his and smiled.

“Happy anniversary, Tom.”

“I thought—”

“That because I’m wearing my wedding dress, it’s all back to normal.”

“I’m not seeing Kirsty. I haven’t—”

“Of course not. We both know why.”

He sipped his water — nerves, obedience, maybe the butler standing beside him. My husband was intimidated.

Good.

“Amy—”

I held up one hand.

I took a strawberry, licked my lips, and ate it the way I used to eat my husband’s cock — slowly, with reverence for the sanctity of the fruit.

“These strawberries are pure. They are mine. All mine. Only mine.”

“I get it. I betrayed you.”

“You did.”

He held his hands out.

“What’s the point of punishing me endlessly? If there is no way back…”

It sounded like a question. His face told me he was begging. My butler stared at him coldly. He was mine too.

“There is a way back, Tom.”

“How?”

“I’m going to humiliate you as much as you humiliated me.”

He looked at the butler, who smiled.

“Not him, Tom. He’s here to make you behave.”

“Behave how? For what?”

“He’s going to move you to the best view, whether that’s sitting on a chair or kneeling beside that bed.”

I pointed at the bed.

“Why?”

“I’ve met someone. Not a new man in my life. A guy at a club.”

“Did you—”

“No. Not yet. That’s why you are here. To watch another man fuck your wife in the exact clothes you married her in.”

His jaw dropped.

“If you say a word or make a wrong move, he will throw you out, and I will continue being fucked.”

His face burned crimson. His chest heaved — almost as painful for me to watch as for him to endure. He wagged a finger at me and stuttered. My butler gently pressed his hand to his side.

“Would Sir prefer to leave? You may do so at any time.”

He stared at the butler with utter contempt.

He looked at me. His face flared with rage.

“I won’t fucking do it, Amy. Fuck you.”

I nodded to the butler, who put his hands on my husband.

My cunt clenched. I was amazed. It actually clenched at the anger in my husband’s face at that moment, and I felt the dampness, missing for so many years, arrive in my panties, hot and sticky.

My body was excited.

The butler lifted my husband under one armpit, wheeled him around, and headed toward the suite door.

Tom shouted.

He screamed.

He wriggled.

The butler held him perfectly, not rough, but insistent, still driving him toward the door on his tiptoes.

The door opened.

I took another strawberry and sucked it, looking at the man who filled the doorframe. The same man my husband stared at.

Karl stood six-four in the doorway, his shoulders filling the frame, his arms folded across a chest that made my husband look like he’d been assembled from leftover parts. His biceps were as thick as Tom’s thighs. His skin was almost black, smooth, and warm under the hallway light.

“I met Karl at that club I mentioned, Tom. You remember him? My first boyfriend.”

My husband’s rage dissolved, replaced now with desperation as he looked back at me.

“Don’t, Amy. Please don’t.”

I strolled into my suite and smiled at Karl.

“Karl has an enormous cock, Tom. He always fucked me well, and I came every time. I didn’t mention it to you because I never wanted to make a comparison. Kirsty changed everything.”

“Hi, Amy.”

Karl waved. I waved back.

“We just never loved each other, but who knows. That might change. He’s between deployments. Afghanistan. He was looking for someone at the club. So was I.”

“Then why not then? Why haven’t you—”

“I’m no cheater, Tom.”

“And yet you are here.”

“Karl could have taken me home that night. I wanted him to. My body was screaming for it — seven years since he’d touched me, and my legs were shaking at the bar. But I told him no. Not until my husband knew. Because I’m not you, Tom. I don’t fuck people behind closed doors and pretend it didn’t happen.”

Tom’s mouth opened. Nothing came out.

I lifted a brown manila envelope and handed it to him. The butler let my husband down while he took it.

“Go to the lounge. Read what’s in that envelope. You have half an hour while I spend my anniversary on the balcony flirting with my ex.”

He looked past me to the Veuve and strawberries.

I nodded.

“I’m sharing those with Karl.”

“And what about me?”

“In that envelope there are two documents, both signed by me. You’ll sign one or neither. One is a notice of our separation. The other is an agreement that you will watch my ex-boyfriend fuck me.”

“Jesus fucking Christ, Amy.”

My arm brushed Tom’s as I reached past him, offering Karl my hand. He paused, looked at Tom, expressionless, then he walked through my husband, his shoulder shifting him easily, although not roughly.

Karl kissed me on both cheeks.

“I need to be fucked hard, deep and forever tonight, Karl.”

“I am more than ready for the task, darling.”

Darling.

My cunt clenched again.

I stared at my husband. I looked at Karl and nodded to the balcony.

“Can you pour more Veuve, please, honey? Help yourself to strawberries.”

He walked on. Tom watched him all the way.

“Tom. Decide. You have precisely half an hour.”

I half turned.

“What’s in it for me, Amy? If I watch you—”

“Being fucked?”

“Yes. That.”

“Say it, Tom.”

“What happens if I watch Karl fuck you?”

“A chance.”

“Wow. Fuck! You’re serious?”

“Were you serious when your cock was balls deep inside Kirsty? I think not. Probably not a great example.”

I walked away.

My butler escorted my husband out of the suite.

I returned to Karl.

This time I kissed him.

Not the greeting we’d exchanged at the club — two cheeks, seven years compressed into a gesture that cost nothing. This was my mouth open against his, my tongue finding the strawberry and the Veuve and underneath both the warm, clean taste of him that my body had filed and kept without my permission.

His hands came to my waist. Large, warm through the satin of my wedding dress. He pulled me closer, and I felt the heat of his chest through the fabric, the breadth of him, and my cunt clenched — a single hard contraction that sent a rush of slick through my underwear so fast I felt it reach the lace before the kiss ended.

Not a little. A flood. Arousal that doesn’t build — it arrives, all at once, the body’s answer to a question the mind hasn’t finished asking.

When we broke apart, his eyes moved over my face. Reading me.

“Tom is upset.”

“You knew he would be.”

“I didn’t come here for him, Amy.”

“I know.”

I picked up the bottle and filled his glass. The Veuve was still cold, the condensation running down the neck, and I watched his fingers close around the flute — thick, careful, a big man handling something delicate. I remembered those fingers.

“I missed this, Amy.”

“The champagne?”

“You.”

“You missed the sex, Karl. So did I. But you could have called.”

“You were married.”

“I still am.”

He looked at me over the rim of his glass. I ate a strawberry — bit through the skin, felt the juice run to the corner of my mouth, licked it. His eyes tracked the movement.

“How’s Katie?”

“My sister lives in Dubai. She married a banker.”

“And Marcus?”

“Still in Langley. Still boring everyone about Helmand.”

I laughed.

I hadn’t laughed like that in months — the sound surprised me, and Karl’s face softened at the edges. We’d had three years together. Sunday lunches with a circle of friends. Holidays. A life that had ended not because we broke but because we ran out of reasons to stay. I’d lost all of it when we split, and I’d never grieved it properly because I met Tom six months later and mistook the new for something that would last.

I had loved Tom.

We talked. Karl told me about his last rotation — not the violence, the boredom. I told him about making partner — not the achievement, the hours. We were two people circling the thing we’d come here to do, warming ourselves on smaller fires first.

I didn’t check my watch. I didn’t need to.

The knock came early. My butler opened the balcony door.

“Ma’am. Your husband is here. He wants to talk.”

“No talking.”

“I believe he has made a decision.”

Tom stood in the center of the room, the manila envelope in one hand. His face was blotched — red at the cheeks, white at the jaw, the uneven color of a man whose blood couldn’t decide where to go.

His shirt was damp at the collar. His hands were shaking, but his grip on the envelope was tight, knuckles ridged, tendons standing proud.

I walked inside. Karl followed, ducking under the door frame. Tom’s eyes went to him and stayed. Not anger. Measurement. His body computing what it already knew — Karl was taller, wider, built for a purpose Tom’s desk job couldn’t replicate.

“Have you chosen?”

Tom held up the envelope. There was one document inside. The other was torn in half, the pieces visible through the open flap.

“I signed your agreement.”

“Which one?”

“I’m here, aren’t I?”

“Good.”

“I don’t know how long I can stay.”

“That’s your choice.”

“Watching the woman I love with another—”

I looked at him. No expression. No warmth. The stare I used in depositions when opposing counsel tried to renegotiate terms mid-signing. His mouth closed. His Adam’s apple bobbed once.

Kirsty.

“Sit down, Tom. Or leave.”

He looked at the chair. At Karl. At the butler, who stood against the wall with his hands folded and his face empty. Then at me — his eyes searching for the woman who had married him five years ago, who had told him on their honeymoon that he was everything she needed.

“The woman you’re looking for isn’t here tonight, Tom.”

He sat.

His hands found his knees. His knuckles went white.

Karl’s hands found the zipper at the back of my dress.

I stopped him.

“Not the dress. It stays on. He watches that at least once—take it off later when you fuck me again.”

He looked at me. I watched him understand — this was my husband’s wedding dress, and I was going to be fucked in it.

“Just remove what’s underneath. Make sure he sees, Karl.”

His hands slid up under the satin, along my thighs, over the lace tops of my stockings. His fingers found the waistband of my underwear — the panties I’d worn over the suspenders, deliberately, so they could come off without disturbing anything else. I’d dressed for undressing. Every layer planned.

My ex-boyfriend hooked his thumbs into the waistband and drew them down. Slowly. The gusset clung — warm, soaked, pulling away from my cunt with a faint wet sound we both heard. The stain was dark, a map of the arousal that had been building since the balcony. He dropped them on the floor beside my hem.

My scent rose and dominated the room.

I looked at Tom.

“You haven’t done that in a long time.”

“I’m sorry, Amy.”

“You will be.”

His hand reached up under the bodice, found the clasp of my bra and unhooked it. I shrugged it forward and let it fall from under the dress. The satin settled against my bare breasts — the lace rough against my nipples, which were hard and aching.

Stockings. Suspenders. Heels. My wedding dress. And nothing else.

Karl guided me onto the bed. Laid me back — his hand behind my head, easing me down. My dress pooled around my waist and hips.

He took my left ankle in one hand and lifted my leg wide. His grip was firm, the hold of a man positioning me where he wanted me, and my thigh opened, my knee falling outward, the stocking pulled taut against my skin.

He looked at the butler.

The butler stepped forward without hesitation. He took my right ankle in both hands — professional, steady — and drew my leg wide to match. I felt the stretch in my inner thighs, the cool air hitting the wet skin between my legs, my cunt exposed to the room.

I was spread wide open. My wedding dress bunched at my waist. My stockings and suspenders framing the space between my thighs. And between them — my cunt, freshly shaven.

Tom leaned forward and made a sound. A small, strangled intake of breath.

He’d seen it.

I’d shaved my cunt completely. For the first time in our marriage. Five years of trimmed hair that Tom had never once asked me to remove — and I’d taken it all off that afternoon, standing in the hotel bathroom, razor in hand, watching the hair come away in the steam.

“You’re just as I remember.”

“Always for you, Karl.”

I was smooth, bare, my cunt lips swollen and flushed and glistening. I hadn’t shaved for Tom in five years of marriage. I shaved for Karl in five minutes.

Tom stared.

His mouth was open. He was looking at his wife’s bare cunt — a version of her body he’d never been shown, prepared for another man, held open by a butler and her ex-boyfriend while he sat in a chair and gripped his own knees hard enough to leave bruises.

Nobody spoke.

I moved sideways on the bed until my cunt faced my husband.

The butler stood behind my head and transferred both my ankles to his own grip — one in each hand, my legs held wide, far back and steady, my heels pointing at the ceiling.

Tom stared. Utterly amazed.

Karl knelt at the foot of the bed. He pushed my dress higher — the satin sliding up my thighs, bunching at my hips — and he lowered his mouth to my cunt.

His tongue found the seam of my lips and parted them. The flat, warm drag of his tongue through my folds — bottom to top, gathering the slick that had pooled at my entrance — and I felt my cunt open under his mouth. Seven years, and his tongue still knew the path.

He licked me slowly, deliberately, relearning the taste of me, and the sound was wet and close and carried across the quiet room.

I gasped. My hands found the sheets and gripped.

Tom could hear everything. The sound of Karl’s tongue working his wife’s cunt. My breathing — fast, shallow. The small, involuntary sounds escaping my throat that I couldn’t hold back and stopped trying to.

But the dress. My wedding dress had fallen from my hips over Karl’s head and shoulders, the white satin draping across his back. My husband could hear what Karl was doing to me. He couldn’t see it. His wife’s cunt was being eaten behind a curtain of the fabric she’d married him in.

Karl’s tongue found my clit. He circled it — slow, firm — then sucked, and the sensation detonated behind my navel. My hips bucked. The butler held my legs steady, his grip shifting to absorb the movement, and Karl’s mouth stayed sealed over my clit as I writhed against the sheets.

I stared at my husband.

“You look terrified.”

“I am.”

“Karl used to lick me every night.”

“I never—”

“No. You didn’t.”

Karl pulled back, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and looked up at me from under the hem of my dress.

“Come here. I want your mouth on my cock while I taste you.”

The butler let my ankles go. I felt my legs come together, the stretch easing, my thighs slick where they met.

Karl stripped his shirt and lay back on the bed, head to the headboard now. I could see his cock straining against his pants — thick, heavy, the ridge pressing the fabric so hard the stitching dimpled. I climbed over him and mounted his face — my knees planted gently on either side of his head, my dress falling around us.

I settled my throbbing cunt onto his mouth.

His tongue found me instantly — my clit, my entrance, long strokes that made my thighs shake against his ears.

I unbuckled his belt. Unzipped him. His cock sprang free — thick, uncut, the foreskin gathered at the crown, the shaft dark and veined and fully hard. The size of his cock sent a pulse through my cunt that Karl must have felt on his tongue, because his grip on my thighs tightened.

I wrapped my hand around the base of his long, thick, black cock and drew the foreskin back until the head emerged — flushed, slick with pre-cum, wider than I’d remembered. And I had remembered.

I took him into my mouth.

My lips stretched around the head, the rim pushing my jaw wide, and the taste hit my tongue — salt, skin, the warm musk underneath that I’d carried in my memory for seven years without admitting it.

I sucked his cock gently, my tongue working the underside of his crown, and I heard myself moan around his shaft — a low, vibrating sound that traveled through him and made his hips lift.

Tom could see everything.

From his chair, my husband had a clear line of sight to my face. My lips stretched around my ex-boyfriend’s cock. My jaw working hard. The spit gathering at the corners of my mouth and running down the dark shaft.

The wet sound of me sucking another man’s cock filled the room — rhythmic, eager, the enthusiasm my husband had never drawn from my mouth in five years of marriage.

Tom could hear me gasping around Karl’s cock when Karl’s tongue hit my spot. He could see my hand gripping the base, stroking what my mouth couldn’t reach. He could see the spit and the pre-cum running down over my knuckles and pooling on Karl’s stomach.

What he couldn’t see was Karl’s mouth on my cunt. The dress hid everything below my waist — white satin falling from my hips over his face and shoulders, a curtain of secrecy.

My husband could hear me moaning.

He could see my back arch.

He knew something was happening under the fabric that was pulling those sounds from his wife’s throat. But the sight of it — Karl’s fingers peeling my swollen lips apart while his tongue buried inside my bare cunt, or circled my clit, lapping the slick that was running down his chin — was hidden behind the dress I’d married Tom in.

I pulled Karl’s cock from my mouth. A string of spit connected my lip to his crown and broke.

“Show him what Karl is doing to me.”

The butler reached down and gathered the hem of my wedding dress in both hands. He lifted it — slowly, the satin rising over the curve of my ass, over the suspender straps that framed my bare skin, over the small of my back.

The dress pulled away, and Tom saw what Karl was doing to his wife.

Karl’s face was buried between my legs. His mouth firmly sealed over my cunt — lips, tongue, chin, all of it pressed into the wet, bare flesh I’d shaved that afternoon. His hands gripped my thighs, holding me onto his face, and his tongue was inside me — I could feel it pushing past my entrance, curling upward, and the sound it made was obscene. Wet, rhythmic, a man drinking from a woman’s body.

Tom saw everything. His wife’s shaved cunt, spread open over another man’s mouth. Her swollen clit being worked by a tongue that had been there years before she knew Tom’s name. The slick mess of her arousal coating Karl’s chin, his jaw, his cheeks.

And at the other end — her lips, swollen and stretched around the thickest cock her husband had ever seen, sucking with a hunger that filled the room with sound.

I looked back at Tom over my shoulder.

His face was wrecked. His hands were shaking on his thighs. His cock was rigid against his pants, the stain spreading. His eyes were wet.

I held my husband’s gaze for three seconds. Then I turned away, took Karl deeper into my throat, and let the sound I made tell my husband everything I didn’t say.

Karl’s tongue changed rhythm.

He’d been working my clit in slow circles — patient, exploratory, relearning the map of a body he hadn’t touched in seven years. Now the circles tightened. His tongue pressed harder, flattened against the swollen bud, and the pressure shifted from invitation to demand. His lips sealed around the base of my clit, and he sucked, drawing the bud out from its hood, and the sensation gathered at the base of my spine.

I took his cock deeper in response. Not thinking — answering. My jaw opened wider, my throat relaxed, and the head pushed past my tongue into the back of my mouth. I gagged once — spit flooding around his shaft, the wet sound of it loud enough to carry across the room.

I didn’t pull back. I breathed through my nose, swallowed around the crown, and took another inch, my lips stretching, the corners whitening, my hand gripping the base to control the depth.

Tom whimpered and shifted.

The butler moved quickly, resting a hand on his shoulder.

“Don’t.”

“But—”

“Leave or be quiet and still.”

I don’t know what my husband chose.

I didn’t care anymore.

Karl groaned against my cunt. The vibration traveled from his mouth through my clit into my pelvis, and my thighs clamped against his ears. His hands tightened on my hips — hard, his fingers pressing divots into my skin — and he held me in place while his tongue pushed inside me, past my entrance, curling upward into the swollen tissue of my front wall.

He found it. The rough patch of nerve endings clustered behind my pubic bone — the place Tom’s tongue had never reached because it had never been past my lips. Not once in five years. Karl’s tongue pressed against it and rubbed, and the sensation was different from my clit. Deeper. Heavier. A pressure building in my bladder and my cunt simultaneously, and my body began to shake.

He rubbed my pucker. Not pressing in, just tickling the ridges around the whorl. I loved it. I always had.

“My god.”

“Quiet. I won’t tell you again.”

My husband was still there.

Good.

My thighs trembled against my ex-boyfriend’s face. My stomach muscles fluttered. The shaking wasn’t fear — it was a body approaching a frequency it hadn’t hit before, every nerve in my pelvis firing in sequence, building toward something that felt larger than an orgasm and wetter.

The pressure behind my pubic bone was insistent now — a fullness I couldn’t contain — and Karl’s tongue kept stroking the spot while his lips held my clit in a seal of heat and suction.

I pulled his cock from my mouth and gasped.

I stared at Tom, who looked stunned.

Spit ran down Karl’s shaft in threads, pooling in the dark hair at his base, and I stroked him — fast, tight, the foreskin rolling over the head with each stroke, his pre-cum and my saliva making the shaft slick from crown to root. As I stared at my husband, Karl’s cock pulsed in my hand. The vein on the underside throbbed against my palm, and his hips lifted off the mattress, pushing into my fist.

I took him back in my throat. Deeper this time.

Karl’s crown hit the back of my throat, and I swallowed around it, and the squeeze drew a sound from him that I felt through his whole body — his abs tensing under my forearm, his thighs going rigid, his fingers digging into my hips hard enough to bruise.

His tongue drove deeper inside me. His nose pressed against my perineum, his chin wet against my clit, and the two points of contact — tongue inside, chin outside — split the sensation into competing waves that crashed against each other somewhere behind my navel.

The pressure was unbearable.

Not pain. Fullness. A reservoir past its capacity, my body holding something it couldn’t hold much longer.

My cunt began to clench in short, involuntary spasms around his tongue. Each contraction pushed a fresh rush of slick out of me — I could feel it running down, coating Karl’s chin, his cheeks, dripping from his jaw onto the sheet. My arousal and his spit, mixed, the smell rising between our bodies — salt, musk, the sharp tang of a woman being eaten past the point of her composure.

Karl’s cock swelled in my mouth.

The shaft thickened against my lips, the head expanding against the roof of my mouth, and the vein kicked — hard, rhythmic. He was close. His breathing came fast and hot against my cunt, and his hips lifted into my mouth with each stroke, his body taking what it needed.

I sucked harder.

My cheeks hollowed around his shaft, my tongue pressed flat against the underside, working the ridge below his crown where the foreskin gathered. I tasted the change — the pre-cum flowing thicker, saltier, a steady leak becoming a pulse. I sealed my lips around him and held.

His tongue hit the spot one final time.

The orgasm didn’t build. It broke.

The pressure behind my pubic bone released — not in a pulse, in a flood. I felt it let go deep inside me, a hot rush that pushed past Karl’s tongue and out of my body with a force I couldn’t control.

My cunt clenched and opened and clenched again, and the liquid poured from me — not the slow slick of arousal but a gush, hot, thin, soaking Karl’s face, his mouth, his chin, running down his neck and pooling in the hollow of his throat.

I knew he was swallowing my orgasm.

He always had.

My thighs clamped around his head, and my body convulsed — back arching, hips grinding against his mouth, the orgasm tearing through my pelvis in waves that pulled the air from my lungs and came out of my mouth as a sound I had never made. Not for Tom. Not for anyone.

I squirted on my ex-boyfriend’s face while my husband watched me from a chair three meters away.

Karl came at the same time. His cock kicked in my mouth — the first pulse hot, thick, hitting the back of my throat with a pressure that made me gag. I swallowed around the head, but there was too much — the second pulse filled my mouth before the first had cleared, cum spilling from between my lips, running down his shaft in warm threads over my knuckles and into the dark curls at his base.

I tried to hold it — sucking, swallowing, my throat working around the head — but the third pulse overflowed. I felt it run from the corners of my mouth, down my chin, dripping onto his stomach in thick white lines.

Karl’s cock kept pulsing. Slower now, the jets weaker, but each one filled my mouth with another wave of heat that I swallowed and tasted — salt, density, the bitter richness of a man whose cock had been hard since our first kiss on the balcony. My tongue pressed against the slit, and I wanked him with short, sharp strokes, milking the last drops while the cum I’d lost ran down his shaft and pooled in the crease of his thigh.

My cunt was still spasming against Karl’s mouth. He hadn’t pulled away — his tongue moved gently now, lapping the wet that ran from me. His face was soaked, his chin dripping, his hands still holding my hips. I could feel the evidence everywhere — on his face, on my inner thighs, on the sheet beneath us — spreading outward from the place where his mouth met my cunt.

I let his cock slip free.

I stared at my husband, who looked different.

A thread of cum connected my lower lip to Karl’s crown, and it broke, falling on his stomach. Tom moaned again—throaty, tortured. My chin was wet — my ex-boyfriend’s cum, my spit, everything mixed and dripping. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, and the streak was white and thick against my skin.

I rested my forehead on his thigh and stared at my husband.

My breathing was ragged, my body trembling, the aftershocks still rippling through my cunt in small, fading contractions.

I rolled off Karl, then climbed up his body.

His face was glazed — my squirt coating his cheeks, his lips, running down the sides of his neck, darkening the sheet around his head. His mouth was open, breathing heavy, and when he licked his lips, I saw the shine of me on his tongue.

“You always deliver, Karl.”

“You’re always a pleasure.”

“You need a rest.”

“I do.”

I laughed. He looked quizzically at me.

“Something I said?”

“Yeah. Something he said on this day five years ago.”

I thumbed toward Tom but didn’t look.

The room smelled of everything. My cunt. His cum. The sweat between our bodies. The champagne still open on the balcony. The strawberries neither of us had finished.

I was lying on top of a man who was not my husband, his softening cock inches from my cunt, his cum on my chin and my squirt on his, and the only sound in the room was our breathing and the distant noise of the bay through the open balcony door.

Tom was in his chair.

I’d forgotten about him again.

I rolled off Karl and stood. My legs were unsteady — the tremor still in my thighs, the slick cooling on my skin. The room was bright and quiet and smelled like what we’d done.

I pulled my wedding dress over my head and let it fall. White satin and lace, pooling at my feet. I stepped out of it and left it where it landed.

My butler appeared with two bathrobes — white, hotel cotton, thick. He held one open for Karl, who stood and stepped into it. His chest and stomach were still streaked with my spit and his own cum, and the cotton absorbed the evidence as he tied the belt.

The butler held the second robe for me. I slipped my arms through and pulled it closed — the fabric pressing against my bare breasts, my hard nipples, the residue of Karl’s cum on my chin that I hadn’t fully wiped away.

My wedding dress lay in a white heap on the floor. The stockings and suspenders were still on my legs under the robe. I left them.

“Strawberries and champagne.” I pointed to the balcony. “To celebrate my anniversary.”

“Don’t mind if I do.”

I stepped toward the balcony. Tom’s hand shot out and gripped my sleeve.

The butler moved. Fast, quiet — his hand closed around my husband’s wrist and broke the grip in a single motion. Not violent. Firm. Tom’s arm fell to his side. His fingers stayed curled around the shape of fabric that was no longer there.

Karl stood still. His face showed nothing.

I looked at my husband.

“This is our day, Amy.”

“It was our day. Until Kirsty.”

His jaw worked. His eyes were red and wet and searching my face for something I wasn’t offering.

“I’m enjoying our day, Tom. My way. Karl is going to fuck me tonight. Not once. And when he’s finished, his cum will be inside me for days.”

“I’m a cu—”

I held up a hand, silencing him.

“Yes. You chose that.”

“Because I love you.”

I looked at him. Then I pointed to the balcony door. Karl walked through it.

I crouched in front of my husband’s chair. Slowly. My robe fell open at the thighs, and I spread my knees wide. With both hands I parted my swollen lips — the bare, shaved cunt he’d seen for the first time tonight, still flushed, still wet, Karl’s spit and my slick glistening on the pink, tender skin inside.

I held myself open for him. My husband, in his chair, staring at the body I’d prepared for another man.

“Karl will be inside me tonight, Tom. Right here.”

I pressed two fingers against my pink entrance — the opening still soft and warm from Karl’s tongue.

“Maybe we had our day. Maybe Kirsty broke something that doesn’t mend. Maybe there’s a way back. I don’t know, Tom.”

His eyes were wet. But he couldn’t stop looking — his gaze fixed on the cunt that had just squirted on another man’s face. The cunt he’d barely bothered to taste in five years of marriage.

“But whatever happens between us, what you’re staring at is going to be stretched wide around the cock you just watched me suck. Take some time to consider that. If you’re here when we come back inside, I’ll know you’ve chosen.”

I stood and tied my robe. Smoothed the collar.

“There are no strings holding you here, Tom.”

He didn’t speak.

He didn’t reach for me again.

My husband watched me walk to the balcony door, step through, and close it behind me.

Karl handed me a glass of Veuve. The bubbles were still fine — the bottle hadn’t been open long enough to flatten. I drank. The champagne was cold and sharp, and it met the salt of Karl’s cum still at the back of my tongue, and I held both tastes in my mouth and swallowed them together.

He picked a strawberry from the bone china bowl and held it out. Not to my hand. To my mouth.

“Happy anniversary, Amy.”

I leaned forward and took it from his fingers with my lips. Bit through the skin. The juice was cold and sweet and ran to the corner of my mouth, and Karl caught it with his thumb and licked it clean.

These strawberries are pure. They are mine. All mine. Only mine.

I’d said that to Tom two hours ago.

Now I was sharing them with a lover.

The bay was lit below us — boats, harbor lights, the long curve of the waterfront reflected and broken on the water. The air was warm and carried salt and something floral from the hotel garden two floors down.

Karl stood beside me, his robe open at the chest, his skin still flushed from what we’d done, and his arm settled around my waist with the ease of a man who had been here before and knew he was welcome.

Behind us, through the glass, the suite was still lit. The bed was wrecked. The dress was on the floor. The chair was where I’d placed it that afternoon.

I didn’t look back to see if Tom was still in it.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

Tom’s Point of View

I came hard inside Kirsty. I always came harder with her than when I fucked my wife. She came too, grateful for our lovemaking, her face contorted, gasping for breath as I spilled my load inside her.

I rolled off my mistress, gasping and laughing—exuberant.

Mistress.

I had a fucking mistress, and my wife had no idea.

The moment Amy’s name popped inside my head, my excitement waned as fast as my cock softened. The hotel room was dim and smelled like Kirsty’s perfume and the sweat we’d left on sheets neither of us would wash.

I stared at the ceiling. A crack ran from the light fitting to the corner, and I followed it because looking at the ceiling was easier than looking at what I’d done.

Kirsty rolled into me.

I looked at her and smiled.

“Was that good?”

“It was okay, Tom — but not great.”

My heart crashed. I felt sick. It started in my gut and climbed my throat before I could talk myself out of it. I ran to the bathroom, dropped to my knees, and retched over the toilet bowl.

Nothing came up. My stomach clenched and heaved and clenched again, and all I could taste was bile and the cheap prosecco I’d brought.

“I’m not sure about us, Tom.”

Something came up.

I kicked the bathroom door closed.

I gripped the edge of the sink and looked at myself in the mirror. Flushed. Eyes bloodshot. Hair matted where she’d run her fingers through it ten minutes ago. I looked like a man who’d been caught, except nobody had caught me yet.

Kirsty was dumping me, and my wife was at home. I was lying naked in a budget hotel bathroom, spitting into a toilet bowl.

I rinsed my mouth and came back into the bedroom.

Kirsty was already dressing. She stepped into her skirt, zipped it without looking, pulled her blouse on and buttoned it from the bottom. Efficient. A woman packing up from something she’d decided was over before I’d left the bathroom.

“What’s wrong, Kirsty?”

She crossed the floor to me and smiled as you might smile at a dog you are about to put down.

I smiled back. The dog.

“This isn’t working for me, Tom.”

“Is it the sex?”

“Partly.”

“And the other part?”

“You’re not very nice. You don’t open doors for me, answer my messages promptly or ask me about my day. You never give me any attention unless you want to fuck me. You don’t give tongue, you barely even kiss, and your nipple play — I feel like a dairy cow.”

“Jesus.”

The nipple comment landed in my chest. The no-tongue in my throat. The attention one went deeper — my stomach, already empty, tightening around something I could feel forming but didn’t want to look at.

“It’s not just about bedroom technique, Tom. You take me for granted. Sure, you’re very handsome and keep yourself in great shape. The average-sized cock is enough if used properly, but —”

She eyed me from head to foot.

“But what?”

“You’re selfish, Tom.”

She shrugged, but it was the cold truth in her face that killed me.

“Really?”

“Ask your wife.”

She gathered her things and smiled again.

I felt small. My wife never made me feel small. Even though things had cooled between us, Amy was still supportive, kind, and never demanding. She asked about my day. She remembered my mother’s birthday. She laid my shirts out for the week on Sunday evenings and packed my lunch on Mondays without being asked, without complaining, without once making me feel like I owed her for it.

Kirsty was halfway to the door.

“Don’t make your mind up now, Kirsty. We can talk later.”

She looked back, smiled and waved.

“I’ll call you, then.”

“Not too early. I left my phone at home.”

“Ahh. Yes. Wouldn’t want your wife finding out about… well, whatever this was.”

The hotel room door shut and I was left alone, naked, my cock still wet from being inside Kirsty.

I sat down hard on the bed.

“Fuck.”

I said it three more times.

Kirsty was right. I took her for granted. I took my wife for granted. Amy. The most beautiful woman I ever met, and she chose me, and I chose to cheat.

I’d fucked up.

I knew it.

I walked home, foregoing the taxi — somehow damp streets, neon lights, and people in clusters of friends chatting and laughing were better company than the small voice inside my head repeating the same line over and over.

You fucked up.

I walked for hours, thinking about it all.

Amy’s birthday was six weeks ago. I’d left the office at five, knowing her birthday dinner was at seven, and I still didn’t have a gift. I drove past three stores and didn’t stop. I pulled into a gas station, grabbed flowers from a plastic bucket by the register — half wilted, wrapped in cellophane — and picked up a bottle of wine from the shelf behind the cashier.

Eight dollars.

I bought a card from the rack beside the candy. It said To My Wonderful Wife in gold script. Nothing about birthday. I signed it in the car with no message inside.

She’d opened the door in a dress I’d never seen. Black. Low-cut. Her hair was down, which she never wore to work, and she’d put on perfume — the one I’d bought her the first Christmas we were together, the one she saved.

She looked at the flowers. She looked at the wine. She looked at the card.

“Thank you.”

Polite. Complete. Done.

At the time, I thought she was being ungrateful.

Now I’d been schooled by a Mistress who disliked me after one month of an affair.

I thought about my birthday. Three months before Amy’s. She had booked a table at Bianchi’s — my favorite restaurant. I’d mentioned it once in passing eight months earlier when we walked past it on the way to somewhere else.

She’d arranged for six of my closest friends to be there when I arrived. She’d bought me a watch. Not expensive, but the exact one I’d stopped to look at online and never mentioned again because I didn’t think she’d noticed.

The card had a letter inside. Two pages. Handwritten. She’d told me what our life meant to her, what I meant to her, and I’d read it at the table and had to excuse myself to the bathroom because my eyes were burning.

I kept that letter in my desk drawer at work.

I’d given her gas station flowers.

The rain picked up.

I walked faster, but it didn’t help. The voice was louder now, and the list was longer. The anniversary dinner I’d forgotten until she reminded me the morning of. The valentines I hadn’t sent since year two. The way I came home, dropped my bag in the hallway, and headed straight for the sofa without asking how her day was — her day, which involved managing compliance cases and two junior associates and a partner who took credit for her work.

Kirsty complained after a month of our affair.

Amy carried that for years and never once pinned it on me.

I thought about Kirsty. The coffees, the flirting, the hotel rooms. She laughed at my jokes and told me I looked good in a suit and spread her legs without any conversation that cost me anything. I’d mistaken that for connection. I’d confused a woman who was easy to get into bed with a woman worth getting into bed with.

I cried as I walked.

Nobody cared.

Amy was the woman who planned my birthday weeks in advance. Who noticed the watch. Who wrote me a letter that made me cry at a restaurant table. Who laid out my shirts and never asked for anything except that I show up and be the man she married.

Kirsty was catnip. Cheap, slutty catnip wrapped in flattery and availability.

Amy was the life I’d built and sleepwalked through and nearly thrown away for a woman who couldn’t even get me to open a door for her.

“Wow. I’m fucking awful.”

I said it to the street and the street didn’t argue.

I reached home deciding to throw myself at my wife’s feet, restate the love I felt — the love at the altar. She would take me back. I’d make it right. I’d buy real flowers and cook dinner and learn how to touch her properly and never, not once, give her a reason to question what she was to me.

She would take me back.

Amy looked like a storm about to land when I stepped inside the living room.

She sat on a high stool at the breakfast bar, one hand on a glass of wine. My phone lay face-down on the counter in front of her.

She played me a message.

“Hey, Tom. Listen, I know this thing we have is important to you, but I can’t go on. I’m not feeling it. Not love and not sex. I feel like we’ve been married for fifty years.”

Kirsty.

Everything I wanted to say — the speech I’d rehearsed for twelve blocks in the rain — collapsed in my mouth. My lack of fidelity made my words hollow, and the voice inside my head told me to shut up.

Amy didn’t shout. She didn’t cry. She picked up her wine, drank the last inch, and set the glass on the counter with a click that sounded like a verdict.

Her suitcase was by the coat rack. Packed. Standing upright. She’d packed it before I got home. She’d been sitting on that stool, waiting, with her bags ready and the voicemail loaded, and I understood — standing there, dripping rainwater on the hallway floor — that my wife had heard Kirsty’s message and then sat down and poured herself a glass of wine and waited for me.

Composed.

Decided.

Already past the part I was only beginning.

Amy walked out that night.

She took a suite at the Intercontinental.

I called her every day. She answered every day. She never shouted. She never cried. She was calm and precise, and each call felt like a deposition — Amy on one side, armed with facts, and me on the other, holding nothing.

On the third day, I told her I loved her eleven times in a four-minute call. She let me. On the tenth day, I cried so hard I couldn’t speak, and she listened to me breathe for six minutes before she hung up.

On the fourteenth day — two weeks of sleeping alone in our bed, smelling her shampoo on the pillow she’d left behind — I asked if there was anything I could do. Anything at all.

She told me to come to the hotel on our anniversary.

I asked what I should bring.

She said the willingness to suffer.

I brought roses. I wore my best suit. I bought a card — a proper one, from a stationery store, not a gas station rack. I wrote inside it. I told her I was sorry and that I would spend the rest of my life earning back what I’d broken.

A man met me in the foyer. He introduced himself as Amy’s butler for the evening. He was polite, professional, and not interested in my roses.

Tonight was not a celebration, he said. My gifts would not be well received.

I stashed the roses, the champagne, and the card at the concierge desk. The woman behind the counter took them without comment, and I watched my effort disappear alongside someone else’s luggage.

I was given a time. Amy was bathing and dressing, and I was to wait. So I sat in the foyer, alone, gripping the arms of a leather chair while couples walked past me toward the restaurant and the bar and each other.

Forty minutes. Nobody spoke to me.

The elevator was mirrored. I straightened my tie and looked at a handsome man in a good suit with nothing in his hands.

I knocked on the suite door. The butler answered.

Amy stood on the balcony in her wedding dress. The same dress. Five years and it still fit her perfectly — a fact that said more about her discipline than my attention. I saw her and my chest filled with something I hadn’t earned. Hope. Stupid, desperate hope that if she let me back in, I could be the man that letter at Bianchi’s was written to.

The butler handed me a glass of water.

Amy held champagne.

She tapped her glass to mine.

“Happy anniversary, Tom.”

She took a strawberry from a bone china bowl, licked her lips, and ate it slowly. Her eyes were on me. Her mouth closed around the fruit with a care I recognized. She used to do that with my cock.

“These strawberries are pure. They are mine. All mine. Only mine.”

I got water. She got champagne and strawberries.

I thought the dress meant forgiveness. I thought the water was punishment. The dress was a weapon, and the water meant I didn’t deserve what she was drinking and eating.

“I’m going to humiliate you as much as you humiliated me.”

She said it in the same tone as she’d said everything that night — level, precise, already past the emotion I was drowning in.

She pointed at the butler.

“Not him, Tom. He’s here to make you behave.”

She pointed at the bed.

“I’ve met someone. Not a new man in my life. A guy at a club. You’re going to watch another man fuck your wife in the exact clothes you married her in.”

The words landed one at a time. Each one arrived before I could process the last, and by the end of the sentence I was shaking.

“If you say a word or make a wrong move, my butler will throw you out, and I will continue being fucked by my lover.”

I lost it.

“I won’t fucking do it, Amy. Fuck you.”

The butler put his hands on me. Not rough, but insistent — one hand under my armpit, wheeling me around, driving me toward the suite door on my tiptoes. I shouted. I screamed. I wriggled against his grip. He held me perfectly and kept walking.

The door opened.

A man filled the doorway.

Karl stood six-four in the frame, his shoulders spanning it edge to edge, his arms folded across a chest that made me feel assembled from leftover men. His biceps were as thick as my thighs.

His skin was almost black, smooth and warm under the hallway light, and he looked at me once — not hostile, not mocking. Indifferent. The look of a man who had come for someone else and found me in the way.

“This is Karl, Tom. My ex-boyfriend. My first boyfriend.”

I remember what I said.

“Don’t, Amy. Please don’t.”

She told me they’d met again at a club a few weeks ago. Karl was between deployments. Afghanistan. She told me he could have taken her home that night. Her body was screaming for it — seven years since he’d touched her, and her legs were shaking at the bar.

But she told him no. Not until her husband knew.

“I’m no cheater, Tom.”

Four words. She said them looking directly at me, and they landed harder than anything she’d said all night. Amy had sat across from a man she wanted — this man, this body, this size — and said no. Because I didn’t know yet. Because she wasn’t me.

I had fucked Kirsty in a budget hotel and come home without showering.

Karl kissed Amy on both cheeks. She offered him her hand and he walked past me — his shoulder catching mine, shifting me sideways without effort, without roughness, the way a man moves past furniture that isn’t where he needs it.

I stumbled. He didn’t notice.

Amy looked at Karl and her voice dropped into a tone I’d never heard from her.

“I need to be fucked hard, deep and forever tonight, Karl.”

“I am more than ready for the task, darling.”

Darling. He called my wife darling, and she smiled, and the word went through me like something sharp that doesn’t bleed until you look down.

I could see his cock straining against his pants — thick, heavy, the ridge pressing the fabric so hard the stitching dimpled. It did something to me deep inside that I had no words for.

Amy lifted a manila envelope and handed it to me.

“Go to the lounge. Read what’s in that envelope. You have half an hour while I spend my anniversary on the balcony flirting with my ex.”

I looked past her toward the balcony. The Veuve. The strawberries.

“I’m sharing those with Karl.”

“And what about me?”

“In that envelope there are two documents, both signed by me. You’ll sign one or neither. One is a notice of our separation. The other is an agreement that you will watch my ex-boyfriend fuck me.”

The butler escorted me out of the suite. He walked me to the elevator and pressed the button. We stood side by side. Neither of us spoke.

I sat in the same chair. My hands shook as I spread both documents across my knees. The separation agreement was two pages of legal language with Amy’s signature at the bottom — the handwriting I knew from birthday cards and grocery lists and the letter she wrote me at Bianchi’s.

The other document was longer. It laid out what would happen in the suite tonight in terms that left nothing to interpretation. Drafted in legalese — not scribbled. My wife had sat down and written the conditions under which I would watch another man fuck her, and she’d done it with the same precision she brought to every contract she’d ever closed.

I thought about calling a friend, but who? I had plenty, but none I would share this with.

I’d be a laughingstock.

I called Kirsty.

“Hi, Tom. I won’t change my mind.”

“I know. I’m sorry for what I did to you.”

Her voice stuttered.

“What do you mean?”

“I cheated on Amy, but at the same time, I was cheating you out of the decent man I know I can be.”

Silence.

“Tell your wife. Maybe you can change for her. You aren’t my project. I thought I was getting someone else’s finished product.”

“Ahh.”

“It’s selfish of me, Tom — but all we have left is honesty.”

“Can you give me any advice?”

Another pause.

“Give your wife anything she asks for. Beg. If you don’t want to beg, forget it and forget her. You didn’t shower after we fucked. You went home with me on your cock. That’s…”

“Despicable?”

“Yeah. I would never tolerate that. Bye, Tom.”

The line went dead. I sat with the phone in my hand and Kirsty’s last word still in the air. She was right. I’d walked home with her cunt still on my skin and kissed Amy on the cheek and asked what was for dinner.

We even had sex before I showered at home. Amy had sucked my cock one time, and I came in her mouth.

A decision was made. I tore the separation agreement in half. I signed the other document and went back upstairs.

I couldn’t say the word. Not out loud. But the small voice inside my head — the one that had been saying you fucked up since the night I walked home in the rain — had opinions.

Cuckold.

I was in a trance.

The butler let me in. Through the balcony door I could hear them — laughing, talking, the easy sound of two people comfortable together years before I met Amy.

The butler spoke quietly at the balcony door. A pause. Amy walked inside. Karl followed, ducking under the door frame. His eyes found me and moved on. The same indifference. I was still furniture.

“Have you chosen?”

I held up the envelope. One document inside. The other torn in half, the pieces visible through the open flap.

“I signed your agreement.”

“Which one?”

“I’m here, aren’t I?”

“Good.”

“I don’t know how long I can stay.”

“That’s your choice.”

“Watching the woman I love with another—”

She looked at me. No expression. No warmth. The stare she used in depositions when opposing counsel tried to renegotiate terms mid-signing.

“Sit down, Tom. Or leave.”

I sat in the chair. The one she’d positioned that afternoon — across from the bed, far enough that I couldn’t reach her if I tried, close enough that I would see everything.

Karl’s hands found the zipper at the back of my wife’s wedding dress.

Amy stopped him.

“Not the dress. It stays on. He watches that at least once — take it off later when you fuck me again.”

Later. Again. My punishment had a second act.

Karl’s hands slid under the satin, along my wife’s thighs, over the lace tops of her stockings. He found her panties and hooked his thumbs into the waistband. He drew them down — slowly — and the gusset clung. I could see the dark stain from across the room, could hear the faint wet sound as the soaked fabric peeled away from her cunt.

He dropped them on the floor beside her hem.

Her scent filled the room. Sweet and sharp and nothing I recognized — not the scent of the woman who lay beside me in our bed. This was different. Heavier. The smell of a woman aroused past anything I had ever given her.

His hand reached up under the bodice, found the clasp of her bra, and unhooked it. She shrugged it forward and let it fall from under the dress.

Stockings. Suspenders. Heels. Her wedding dress. And nothing else.

Karl guided her onto the bed. His hand behind her head, easing her down.

Amy moved sideways. Deliberately. She shifted until her cunt was pointing directly at me — the bare, shaved cunt I had never seen in five years of marriage. She’d shaved for Karl. In five minutes she’d removed what she’d never taken off for me, and now she was aiming it at me from across the room. Swollen. Flushed. Glistening in a way it never had for me.

The butler stepped forward and took her ankles — one in each hand. He drew her legs wide apart. My wife was spread open. Her wedding dress bunched at her waist. Her stockings and suspenders framing the space between her thighs. And between them — the cunt she had prepared for another man, held open and pointed at the husband who had never earned it.

Karl knelt at the foot of the bed. He pushed the dress higher — the satin sliding up her thighs — and he lowered his mouth to my wife’s cunt.

Another man was taking my wife.

I heard it before I understood it. A wet, slow sound — his tongue parting her, finding the seam of her lips — and the slick drag of it through her folds. My wife gasped. Her hands found the sheets and gripped them in a tight fist, and the sound she made was small and involuntary and nothing I had ever heard from her throat.

The dress had fallen over Karl’s head and shoulders. White satin draped across his dark skin, hiding everything below my wife’s waist. I could hear what he was doing to Amy. I couldn’t see it. His tongue was on her cunt, hidden behind the fabric she’d married me in, and the sounds — wet, close, rhythmic — carried across the room and arrived in my chest like something structural giving way.

My cock was hard.

I didn’t want to be hard. I wanted to stand up and leave, or shout, or put my fist through the wall. But my cock was rigid against my pants, straining, and the pre-cum had soaked through the fabric — so much of it that I could smell myself over the couple making love three meters away.

My body was answering a question my mind hadn’t asked.

My wife’s breathing changed. Faster. Shallow. The sounds from under the dress grew louder, and her back arched off the bed. Her knuckles were white on the sheets. Her eyes were closed.

I could hear the depth of her pleasure — the sound a mouth makes against flesh when it’s not teasing anymore, when it’s reaching — and the sounds my wife made in response told me his tongue was in places mine had never been.

Because mine had never been there.

Not really.

Five years. Five years of marriage and I had never put my mouth on my wife’s cunt like Karl was doing. Not once. Not on our wedding night, not on her birthday, not on any ordinary Tuesday when she came home exhausted from carrying the weight of her career and deserved to be held and tasted and worshipped by the man who swore to love her.

Kirsty’s voice arrived uninvited. You don’t give tongue.

I stared at the white satin curtain hiding Karl’s face between my wife’s legs and I understood that Kirsty hadn’t told me anything Amy didn’t already know. My wife knew I was selfish. She knew I didn’t try. She’d lain beside me for five years, accepting the bare minimum, and she’d never said a word — never made me feel small — and I’d taken that silence for satisfaction.

Amy moaned. It came from somewhere deep, pushed out through her throat, and filled the room. Karl’s hands tightened on her thighs. I could see his fingers pressing into her skin above the stocking tops, holding her steady, and my wife’s hips moved against the bed — not thrashing, not performing. Responding. The honest, unguarded movement of a woman being touched properly.

I had never seen that movement. In five years of marriage, in our bed, my wife had never moved like that.

Because I had never given her a reason to.

The butler stood against the wall, watching me. His face was empty. He was there to enforce, not to judge. But I felt judged anyway — by the sounds from the bed, by the dress that hid what I’d never provided, by the erection straining against my pants that I couldn’t explain and couldn’t stop.

He looked into my lap and saw it.

The erection that made me complicit in my own humiliation.

He grinned and went back to watching the woman being treated like a queen.

I thought about Amy’s birthday. The gas station flowers. The eight-dollar wine. The card I’d signed in the car without a message inside. Then I thought about my birthday — the restaurant she’d booked, the friends she’d gathered, the watch, the letter. Two pages, handwritten.

You are the home I chose.

That’s what she wrote.

And I chose Kirsty.

Something broke in my chest. Not rage. Not humiliation. Something structural — a wall I’d built my self-image around. The idea that I was a decent husband who’d made one mistake. It came apart, and what I found behind it was simpler and worse than anything Karl could do to me on that bed.

I was the man who read his wife’s love letter at a birthday table and cried, and then went home and didn’t change a single thing. I was the man who knew he was loved and still went looking for something easier. I was the man sitting in this chair with a hard cock and wet eyes, watching his wife receive from a stranger’s mouth what she had deserved from me every night for five years.

I deserved this chair.

Amy opened her eyes and looked at me.

“You look terrified.”

“I am.”

“Karl used to lick me every night.”

“I never —”

“No. You didn’t.”

Her voice was steady. No cruelty in it. Fact. The tone she used in depositions when the evidence was clear enough that opposing counsel stopped arguing.

I stopped arguing.

Karl pulled back, wiped his mouth, and looked up at Amy from under the hem of her dress. He said something I couldn’t hear — low, private, meant for her — and she smiled at him. Not at me. A smile I hadn’t seen in years. Open, unguarded, the face of a woman who was with someone she trusted.

I used to get that smile. I’d stopped earning it so gradually I hadn’t noticed it leave.

They shifted on the bed. Karl stripped his shirt and lay back, head to the headboard. Amy climbed over him — her knees planted on either side of his head, her dress falling around them — and she settled her cunt onto his mouth.

His tongue found her instantly. I could hear it — her clit, her entrance, long strokes that made her thighs shake against his ears.

Amy unbuckled his belt. Unzipped him. His cock sprang free — thick, uncut, the foreskin gathered at the crown, the shaft dark and veined and fully hard.

I saw his cock. Long, thick, and black. It did something to me deep inside that I had no words for.

Amy wrapped her hand around the base and drew the foreskin back until the head emerged — flushed, slick with pre-cum, wider than anything I could measure myself against. She took him into her mouth.

Her lips stretched around the head. Her jaw opened wide. And the sound she made — a low moan that vibrated through his shaft — was the sound of a woman who wanted what she was tasting.

From my chair I had a clear line of sight to my wife’s face. Her lips stretched around her ex-boyfriend’s cock. Her jaw working. The spit gathering at the corners of my mouth and running down the dark shaft. The wet sound of my wife sucking another man’s cock filled the room — rhythmic, eager, the enthusiasm I had never drawn from her mouth in five years of marriage.

Amy pulled his cock free. A string of spit connected her lip to his crown and broke.

“Show him what Karl is doing to me.”

The butler reached down and gathered the hem of my wife’s wedding dress in both hands. He lifted it — slowly — the satin rising over the curve of her ass, over the suspender straps that framed her bare skin, over the small of her back.

The dress pulled away, and I saw what Karl was doing to my wife.

His face was buried between her legs. His mouth sealed over her cunt — lips, tongue, chin, all of it pressed into the wet, bare flesh she’d shaved that afternoon. His hands had spread her wide apart, cupping her cheeks so I could see her cunt blooming for him — swollen and pink and glistening while he worked it with his mouth. His tongue was inside her, and the sound it made was obscene. Wet, rhythmic, a man drinking from a woman’s body.

At the other end — her lips, swollen and stretched around the thickest cock I had ever seen, sucking with a hunger that filled the room with sound.

Her lips sealed around his cock head. His mouth was back on my wife’s cunt. The wedding dress in which we’d both said I do fell around them while the sounds of their desire built and merged until the room was full of nothing else.

My wife came so hard the bed shook. Her body convulsed. She squirted on Karl’s face — drenched him — and the sound she made was a sound I had never heard. Not for me. Not for anyone. She looked at me while it happened.

Amy held my eyes.

Karl came in her mouth. She tried to swallow, and what she couldn’t hold ran down her chin in white threads.

She stared at me. His cum on her lips. Her squirt on his face. And I looked different. She said that later. You looked different, Tom. I don’t know what she saw. I know what I felt.

I should have been destroyed.

Part of me was.

But the part that was hard — the part that had been hard since Karl’s tongue first touched my wife’s cunt — that part watched Amy come apart on another man’s face and understood something I couldn’t take back.

She was beautiful.

More beautiful than I had ever seen her. Not because of what she was doing. Because of what she was allowing herself to feel. I had married a woman who contained this — this hunger, this capacity, this force — and I had given her gas station flowers and fallen asleep on the couch while she lay beside me wanting.

Amy pulled the wedding dress over her head and let it fall. White satin and lace, pooling at her feet. She stepped out of it and left it where it landed.

They put on bathrobes. They went to the balcony. My hand shot out for Amy’s sleeve, and the butler broke my grip, and Amy crouched in front of me and opened her robe and parted her swollen lips with her fingers and showed me what Karl had done to her — the bare, flushed, glistening cunt I’d never bothered to taste — and she told me he would be inside her tonight.

She closed the balcony door.

The room was quiet.

The bed was wrecked. The sheets were dark where they’d been. My wife’s wedding dress lay on the floor in a white heap, and the air smelled like what they’d done — her cunt, the salt of Karl’s cum, the sweat between their bodies, the champagne still open on the balcony, the strawberries neither of them had finished.

Through the glass I could hear them laughing. A low sound. Easy. Two people comfortable together — people who’d been comfortable together years before I existed.

My cock softened. The stain on my pants dried to a cold, shameful circle. My hands loosened on my knees. The trembling in my chest settled into something heavier and quieter — not calm, but the exhaustion that comes after you stop fighting something you already know.

I loved my wife.

I had loved her badly. Carelessly. Lazily. I had loved her the way you love a house you stop maintaining because the roof hasn’t leaked yet. And now the roof was gone and the rain was inside, and Amy was on the balcony drinking champagne with the man who should have been me.

Not Karl.

Me.

The version of me that showed up. The one who gave tongue and bought real flowers and wrote letters and noticed the watch she wanted and touched his wife like she was the most important thing in the room.

That man could have been me.

He should have been me.

I sat in the quiet for a long time. The bay lights moved on the water through the glass. The laughter on the balcony rose and fell. At some point the champagne cork popped — a second bottle — and I heard Amy say something that made Karl laugh, and the sound of her being happy with someone else was worse than everything I’d watched.

I looked at the butler.

“I need to talk to her.”

He studied me. Whatever he saw in my face, he accepted.

He walked to the balcony door, slid it open, and spoke quietly. I heard Amy’s glass touch the table. A pause. Karl’s voice — low, brief.

Amy came inside.

She stood in the doorway, her robe tied loosely, the bay lights behind her. Her hair was damp at the temples. Her lips were flushed. She looked at me with nothing on her face — no warmth, no cruelty. Waiting.

“I need to tell you something, Amy.”

She didn’t sit down. She didn’t come closer.

“Then tell me.”


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Amy’s Point of View

I was crouched in front of my husband while he sat in his cuckold’s chair. He knew that’s what it had become, even as his fingernails bit into the armrest leather on both sides.

He kept staring at my cunt. The same cunt he used to fuck. The same cunt my ex-boyfriend licked until I came while I wore the same clothes I did the day I married Tom.

I spread my knees wider and looked out onto the balcony. I wasn’t tormenting Tom. I was testing what our marriage had become.

It was hanging by a thread. We had both stepped away from our vows now.

Karl smiled and held up a strawberry.

I nodded. He came inside and bit half, feeding me the other half. Then he handed me his champagne. I stared at my husband, sipped, then handed the glass back to Karl, who headed for the door.

“Stay here.”

That landed.

In my cunt and on my husband’s face. He glanced down at my cunt again and must have seen the bead of slick that had gathered weight at my entrance.

I felt it loosen from my hole and drip slowly until it broke and pooled on the floor, a cold draft licking my pink. I stared at my husband’s cock and saw the damp patch where the zipper met the bottom.

“I’m waiting, Tom. Tell me.”

“I—I—I’m sorry.”

He looked at Karl. Karl looked at me. Karl was indifferent to my husband, neither humiliating nor softening the blow of what I was doing in that room.

“You’re sorry? For the affair?”

“Yes. It’s over.”

I nodded.

“Why? And don’t lie to me, or this gets a lot worse for you—better for me.”

“How could it be worse?”

“Try me.”

He gathered himself. I could give him that. The shock of watching me cum so hard, squirt in another man’s mouth, had wrecked him. I saw his face—utterly destroyed as another man took my body.

“Kirsty dumped me. She dumped me because I am an awful man and if I am an awful man, I know I am a terrible husband.”

“What did she say?”

“That I am selfish. That I make love only for myself. That I treat her, you, everyone without any care. I ignore the kindnesses given to me and return them with spite, ignorance, and irreverence.”

I watched his face crash and his eyes fill up, and I turned to Karl.

“Sorry. I wasn’t expecting this. Give us a minute, please.”

I handed Tom a tissue.

He dried his eyes.

“Look. I am sorry, Amy. I mean it. I came with roses, champagne, and a nice card. Your butler told me to leave them downstairs. I thought you said bring roses—”

“And a willingness to suffer?”

“That’s what you said.”

“I did. I changed my mind, Tom. I decided that I would take this anniversary away from you. That I would claw back a little of my self-respect after years of your disrespect. I didn’t think you’d come. When you did, I was sure you’d leave before things started with Karl.”

“I don’t blame you, but why am I here if there is no chance for me to make amends?”

I caught that in my chest.

The question—do I love Tom—had circled in my mind for weeks. Every case, deposition, every courtroom appearance, briefing, pleading, late night at work—I had agonized, and it all centered around a single question.

Do I love Tom?

He wiped more tears away.

I glanced toward my lover. He looked out beyond the balcony, simply and thankfully disinterested in my unraveling marriage.

Good.

Tom pointed.

“Why him?”

“Because I loved him once. Because I still like him. Because he was always a very considerate lover.”

“I saw.”

“He has a giant—”

“I saw that too.”

“I watched you watching me, Tom.”

“I saw how wet you got.”

“I squirted. In his mouth. I completely lost control and squirted.”

“You looked…”

My husband looked like a man who knew he was walking on thin ice.

He gulped.

“I never did that for you, Amy.”

“No. You didn’t.”

He’d learned his lesson. At least for now. But a question haunted me still—one that had kept me company throughout the weeks of separation and lonely nights in my suite.

“How often, Tom?”

“Three times a week, sometimes four. After work. I slipped away early. We’d meet at the Excelsior Grand—”

“That’s a fleapit.”

“Not my best choice, but they had no CCTV on the front door or in the elevators. I kept the costs low and paid cash.”

He cringed. The story cost him something. The fact of it cost me enormously.

Paid cash.

The phrase sat in my chest like a verdict. Not the affair—I’d processed the affair weeks ago, given myself a thorough deposition and come out the other side. But paid cash. He’d budgeted for it.

My husband had stood at an ATM somewhere between the office and the Excelsior Grand, withdrawn the exact amount, tucked it in his wallet, and driven to a woman who wasn’t me, and the whole operation had the structure of a line item. Billable hours. My husband might as well have expensed his infidelity.

My heart pounded.

“You came home late. Was it on those days you saw her?”

“Yes.”

I paused. I saw fear creeping through his face—not the crying, not the remorse he’d been performing in the chair. Something older. The look of a man who knows what’s coming next and knows he can’t stop it.

I had to ask.

The room was very quiet. Karl’s champagne glass clinked faintly on the balcony railing. My own pulse beat in my ears.

“And sometimes—when you saw her and came home late, did you ask me to suck your cock before showering?”

The question hung.

“Yes.”

Before showering.

I let that settle. He hadn’t washed her off. He’d walked through our front door with Kirsty’s cunt still on his cock, and he’d stood in our kitchen and kissed me hello and asked me to kneel, and I had. I’d tasted something and told myself it was sweat from his commute. I’d told myself that for weeks.

That hit me in the face, but strangely, not in the heart. I’d been hurt for weeks, but the hurt subsided. None of it was my fault. I wasn’t perfect by any means, but I was close to the perfect example of what a wife can reasonably be.

“I sucked your cock fresh from Kirsty’s cunt?”

I stared at him.

I let the sentence sit in the room. I wanted him to hear it the same way I’d heard it—not as a confession extracted but as a fact restated, stripped of context, reduced to its components. His cock. Her cunt. My mouth. The geometry of what he’d done to me.

He collapsed in floods of tears, burying his face in both hands. I let him cry. I handed more tissues. It seemed like the decent thing to do.

I watched my husband’s shoulders shake and felt something I hadn’t expected. Something closer to exhaustion—how I felt at the end of a long deposition when the witness finally broke and I realized I’d been clenching my jaw for three hours.

My revenge was complete, even if my night wasn’t.

He looked up, and for a moment the ego was gone and the man I married was there—loving, attentive, proud to hold me.

My cunt tightened. Not arousal. Recognition. My body remembering a version of Tom my mind had filed away.

“I’m sorry. It will never happen again, Amy.”

“I know.”

“Is there a chance for us?”

“I don’t know.”

“I love you.”

“I believe you, Tom, I really do, but I don’t know how I feel about you. The roses would have been dangerous. I didn’t want to make a choice then, and I don’t feel ready to choose you now either.”

“You want to fuck Karl?”

I nodded.

“More than I want to choose you.”

That landed between us like something dropped from a height. I heard it hit. He heard it hit. Neither of us looked away.

“Then fuck him, Amy. Fuck him all night—for you, for all the orgasms I never gave you, for the nights I cheated, for the shit cards, cheap wine, and gas station flowers.”

I shook my head and snorted.

“I knew they were from the gas station. I could smell diesel on them.”

“I’m horrible, Amy. But I can be better. I want to be better.”

I stood. I pointed at Karl.

“I’m spending the night with him. He’s going to fuck me several times. He’ll cum inside me. Maybe we can talk tomorrow about us, but for now, I’m done getting revenge. You can leave.”

My butler moved to Tom. I turned. Tom reached out, but didn’t connect.

“Amy.”

I turned back.

“Yes?”

“I want to watch.”

The room changed. I felt it in my sternum before I understood it—a shift in pressure, like the air before a storm. I looked at my husband. His face was steady. His tears had stopped. His cock was straining against the dark stain on his pants, and he wasn’t hiding it anymore.

It took me a moment to add everything up. I had cuckolded my husband in the sense I’d been intimate with another man, not fully, not yet, but I was about to.

“You want to stay?”

“Yes.”

“And you want to watch Karl fuck me?”

“Yes.”

“He’ll cum inside me, Tom. Are you sure about this?”

“Yes.”

“I didn’t think we’d go this far.”

I looked at my husband’s cock again and licked my lips. My throat was dry. I picked up the glass Karl left behind and drained it. My heart pounded. I felt alive, not just sexually—Karl had done that.

Tom had made me feel alive.

“Say it.”

The lawyer in me pushed. Get it on the record. Make the witness state it in full, in his own words, so there’s no ambiguity when the transcript is read back.

My husband stood up and stared into my eyes.

“I love you, and I want to watch Karl fuck you and cum inside you.”

I studied him, looking for deceit, for malice, for any sign of trickery.

I saw none.

“Do you know what that makes you, Tom?”

“A cuckold by choice.”

“It does. It’s what I deserve. It’s what I choose.”

I took his hands in mine and found myself circling my thumb over the soft pad between his thumb and forefinger.

“Are you sure? I don’t want to hurt you anymore. I saw your face. Your expression when I came in Karl’s mouth—shame.”

“Not only shame. I want this, Amy. Let me prove myself.”

“Don’t join in.”

“I promise I won’t. Now go back to your lover and enjoy our wedding anniversary.”

I nodded and floated to the door on a cushion of air. My body was on fire, more than when Karl slipped his tongue inside my cunt, more than when his cum splashed against my tonsils.

“Come inside, Karl. Come inside and cum inside me.”

“Are you ready?”

“Fuck me hard and deep.”

I kissed Karl the moment he reached me.

His mouth opened for mine, and the kiss was different from the first one. Not exploratory. Not two people circling. His tongue found mine, and his hands pulled the belt of my robe loose in a single tug.

The robe fell open. His palms found my waist—bare skin, warm and wide—and he pushed the fabric off my shoulders. It dropped behind me.

I looked at Tom. I was a foot away, naked, my lover’s hands on my waist, my husband in his chair. He held my gaze, and I held his, and I let him see exactly what was on my face—want, not revenge. Then I turned back to Karl.

The room still smelled like us. My cunt. Karl’s cum. The champagne on the balcony and the salt air drifting through the open door. The wrecked bed. The evidence of the first round soaked into the sheets and hanging in the warm air, and my body answered it—a fresh pulse of slick that ran between my thighs and had nothing to do with memory and everything to do with what was about to happen.

I pulled at Karl’s belt.

“I’ve missed you, Karl.”

“I’ve missed you too. I can’t get your taste out of my mouth.”

“Do you want to?”

“Not yet.”

The knot gave, and his robe opened, and I pressed myself against him—my breasts against his chest, the heat of his cock already hard against my stomach, the length of it reaching past my navel.

His skin was smooth and warm and almost black against mine, and the contrast made me catch my breath. I’d forgotten that. How the color of him against me made me feel small and held and wanted.

Karl picked me up.

Both hands gripped under my ass, lifting me against him as if I weighed nothing, and I wrapped my legs around his waist—my ankles crossing behind him, my cunt sliding against the underside of his shaft that was pressed against his stomach.

The slick from my folds coated his skin, and I felt the ridged vein on the underside of his cock drag against my clit as he carried me to the bed. The friction sent a jolt through my pelvis that made my thighs tighten around him.

“I’m going to get fucked hard, Tom. You might want to leave.”

“I’m staying.”

He laid me down. The sheets were still damp from what we’d done before—warm, smelling of spit and cum and the sharp tang of my arousal. I felt the dampness against my back and didn’t care. Karl knelt between my thighs and pushed them wide apart with both hands, his fingers pressing into the soft skin above my stockings.

He stared at my cunt.

“You’re soaking, Amy.”

“You did that. He helped.”

I nodded toward my husband and gave him his due.

“But right now, I need a man who will fuck me the way I deserve.”

“I’ll do that.”

I could feel it—the slick pooling beneath me, my lips swollen and parted, the arousal that hadn’t stopped since the balcony, running freely now. My cunt was open and had been since he called me darling two hours ago. The lips flushed and heavy, the entrance glistening, the wetness already darkening the sheet beneath my ass.

Karl positioned himself above me. One hand beside my head, his weight on his arm, his cock hanging between us—thick, dark, the foreskin drawn back, the head flushed and glossy with pre-cum. A thread of it stretched from his slit to my stomach and broke. He notched his crown against my entrance and held.

I felt the width of him before he moved. The head pressing my lips apart, the rim spreading me, the heat of his shaft radiating into the wet tissue of my entrance. My cunt pulsed against his crown—a single involuntary contraction, my body trying to pull him in before he was ready.

My ex-boyfriend slid his cock inside me while my husband whimpered.

The head spread me open—slow, thick, his rim dragging against the inside of my lips as they stretched around him. The burn was immediate and deep and right. Not pain. Recognition. My cunt was opening for a cock it knew, the walls yielding and gripping in sequence as he fed himself into me inch by inch.

I felt every vein reshaping me. Every ridge of skin. The foreskin gathered behind the crown, catching against the swollen tissue inside me, and the friction sent a wave of heat through my pelvis that I felt in my nipples, my throat, the backs of my knees.

“It’s been too fucking long.”

“You’re tight, baby girl.”

“I was always tight for you.”

“You were always beautiful too.”

“Remake me, Karl. I need a factory reset.”

I gasped.

His shaft was ridged and veined, and every ridge dragged against nerve endings that had been waiting seven years for this pressure. My slick resistance gave way, and I felt him slide deeper—past the place where Tom stopped, past the depth I’d forgotten I could take, into the space that had belonged to Karl since the first night he was inside me.

His pelvis pressed flush against mine. His pubic bone ground against my clit, and his balls—heavy, warm—settled against my perineum. The weight of him between my stretched thighs. The breadth of his chest above me, blocking the ceiling, blocking the light, blocking my husband.

He was all the way inside me. The head nudged my cervix with a pressure that made my breath stall, and my cunt clenched around the base of his shaft—a single, hard contraction that pulled a sound from both of us.

I craned my neck and looked past Karl’s shoulder.

Tom was in his chair.

His knuckles were white.

His cock was rigid against his pants—the stain still visible, still spreading. His mouth was open. His eyes were wet. His chest rose and fell in the shallow, rapid rhythm of a man whose body was running ahead of his mind. I could see the pulse in his throat—fast, visible, hammering beneath the damp collar of his shirt.

Karl pulled his hips back—slow, deliberate, the head dragging against my walls, the rim catching on the ridges inside me—and he pushed inside me again. Harder. The force drove my hips into the mattress, and my breath came out in a sharp hiss through my teeth. The wet sound of his shaft sliding through my arousal was loud in the quiet room—a thick, slick noise that carried across the suite.

I heard Tom shift in his chair.

He fucked me.

Karl fucked me with long, deep strokes. The wet sound of his shaft sliding through my arousal filled the room—rhythmic, obscene, a sound I hadn’t heard from my own body in seven years. His cock hitting bottom on every push, the head kissing my cervix, and my cunt gripping him on every pull—the swollen tissue sealing around his girth, refusing to let him leave without friction.

“Don’t stop. Stretch me.”

“I won’t stop till I cum.”

“Inside me.”

“Of course.”

“For me.”

I glanced at Tom.

His eyes were shut. Throat working—swallowing against nothing, the Adam’s apple bobbing fast. His hands were flat on his thighs, pressing down, knuckles white. Holding himself in the chair.

He opened his eyes and found mine.

His pupils were blown wide. The color almost gone.

My cunt gripped Karl’s shaft before I understood why.

The bed moved beneath us. Not creaking—shifting, the mattress absorbing the rhythm of his hips, the headboard tapping the wall with a soft, metronomic knock that marked time.

My thighs clamped against his hips. My hands found his back—broad, the muscles shifting under my palms as he drove his thick, long cock balls deep inside me. His skin was slick with sweat that smelled like salt and warmth and something underneath that was just Karl.

I dug my nails in because I needed something to hold on to. I felt the skin give under my fingers and heard him grunt—not pain, encouragement—and his pace deepened. He fucked me as I should be fucked, with respect, effort, and love. Not permanent love—the love of the moment.

The smell of sex built in the room. My cunt. Karl’s sweat. The compound of his pre-cum and my arousal mixing on his shaft and spreading outward with every stroke—onto my inner thighs, onto his stomach, onto the sheets. It layered over the champagne and the salt air and the remnants of the first round until the room smelled like nothing but what we were doing in it.

“Amy.”

I glanced at my husband. The butler was moving to prevent any intervention. I waved him off politely, even as another stroke of Karl’s cock bottomed out, his crown driving against my cervix.

“I need to do this—sorry.”

“Tell me. Please.”

I looked at him in amazement.

“What?”

“Tell me what he feels like while he’s fucking you.”

“Tom.”

My husband flinched.

“Go on. Please.”

“He’s fucking stretching me. So deep inside me.”

I said it because Tom wanted to hear it. But that did something inside me. I burned, my skin against Karl’s—his cock stretching me so much I was his. The witness mattered. Because the cock filling me was a fact my husband needed to carry.

Tom knew that.

Now I did too.

“I feel every inch.”

Tom’s Adam’s apple bobbed. His hands were shaking on his thighs.

Karl’s mouth found my throat and his teeth grazed the tendon, and I tilted my head back and let the sound I made fill the suite. Not a moan. Something lower, pulled from my chest, the involuntary sound of a body being fucked properly for the first time in seven years.

It came out of me and kept coming—a continuous, broken sound that matched Karl’s rhythm and carried across the suite and out through the open balcony door into the warm night.

My orgasm was building.

Not the sharp, sudden break of the 69—something slower. A tide washing me away. The pressure gathered behind my pubic bone, deep and heavy, and Karl’s cock fed it with every stroke—the head reaching the place, the ridges dragging over the spongy tissue of my front wall, the compound sensation of depth and friction building toward something my body had been rehearsing since the balcony.

My cunt was clenching in short, involuntary spasms around his shaft. Each contraction pushed a fresh rush of slick out of me—I could feel it running between our bodies, could hear the sound of it, the fuck getting wetter with every stroke.

Karl pulled his cock out.

I made a sound—loss, protest, the involuntary complaint of a cunt left empty—and he gripped my hips and turned me over.

“On your hands and knees, Amy.”

I went.

For him.

My palms were flat on the mattress, my knees spread wide, my ass raised. I felt the cool air hit my soaked cunt—the lips swollen and parted, the slick running down my inner thighs in thin threads that cooled on my skin.

The air smelled different from here—closer to the bed, the sheets, the evidence of everything we’d done. I could smell myself. The sharp, heavy scent of a woman in heat, and beneath it the fainter musk of Karl’s pre-cum and the remnants of his cum from before, still clinging to the sheets.

Karl positioned me.

His hands gripped my hips, tilting my pelvis until the angle was right—his patient precision, his thumbs finding the divots above my ass. He held me there. Waiting. Letting me feel the air on my cunt and the emptiness inside me and the anticipation of what was coming.

I was facing Tom.

One foot away. Maybe less. I was close enough to see the blood vessels in his eyes. Close enough to smell his aftershave—the one I’d bought him three Christmases ago—and the sweat beneath it, and the sharp, shameful scent of the pre-cum soaking through his pants.

Close enough to feel the heat of his breathing on my face. Close enough that when Karl slid his cock inside me, my husband would see my face change.

Tom stared at me.

His lips were trembling. His hands had left his knees and were gripping the arms of the chair, and the tendons in his wrists were standing proud. His eyes were red and wet and searching mine, and I could see him trying to hold himself together—the muscles in his jaw working, his nostrils flaring with each breath, the effort it cost him to stay in that chair and watch what was about to happen to his wife from a distance he could close with one reach of his arm.

I saw humility.

Then I felt Karl’s crown press against my entrance from behind.

I held Tom’s gaze.

Karl pushed in.

My mouth opened. My eyes widened. I felt every inch of his cock—the head spreading me, the shaft following, the ridged skin catching against my walls as he filled me from behind—and I couldn’t hold my expression together.

My face gave me away to my husband.

The stretch, the depth, the burn of a cock that reached places my husband had never been—it all arrived on my face before I could stop it, and my husband saw every fraction of it from a foot away. In the mirror behind, he saw another view. The way my lips parted. The way my eyes lost focus. The way the breath left me in a rush and came back as a sound I didn’t choose to make.

“Oh god.”

That was mine.

“Oh god.”

That was my husband’s.

“Oh god.”

That was my lover’s.

Karl’s hands tightened on my hips, and he pulled me back onto him—hard, seating himself to the root inside me—and the head hit my cervix, and my arms buckled. My elbows hit the mattress.

My face dropped inches from Tom’s knees. I could smell the fabric of his pants—the damp, musky scent of his pre-cum that had soaked through, the starch of the suit he’d pressed this morning thinking tonight would go differently.

Karl fucked me.

Not gently. Not slowly.

As my husband watched my eyes, my lover drove his cock balls deep into me from behind with a force that sent the breath out of me on every stroke, and my body took it—my cunt stretching around his girth on every thrust, the wet percussion of his hips against my ass filling the room, the slick mess of my arousal coating his shaft and running down the inside of my thighs.

The sound was relentless—the thick, rhythmic slap of skin on skin, the squelch of his cock driving through my soaked cunt, my own breathing coming in sharp, broken gasps that fogged the air between my mouth and Tom’s knees.

I looked up at Tom.

His face was destroyed. Tears on his cheeks. Mouth wide open. Cock straining against the dark stain on his pants—wider now, a map of his arousal that he couldn’t hide and had stopped trying to.

And his eyes—his eyes were locked on mine with something I didn’t expect to find there.

Devotion.

“He’s so deep inside me, Tom.”

My voice came out broken, punctuated by the rhythm of Karl’s cock driving into me. Each word shoved forward on a thrust.

“Deeper—than you’ve—ever been.”

Tom’s jaw clenched.

A tear ran into the crease of his mouth. His lips moved, but nothing came out, and his hands were shaking on the arms of the chair, and I could see him fighting the urge to reach for me—his fingers opening and closing around nothing, the tendons in his forearms standing proud.

I reached out and took my husband’s hand.

He gripped me. Hard. His fingers crushing mine while Karl fucked me from behind, and I held my husband’s eyes and felt the orgasm rising through my pelvis like something tidal. The pressure behind my pubic bone building, the sensation splitting—Karl’s cock filling me from behind and Tom’s hand holding me from the front, the two men pulling me in opposite directions, and my body answering both.

My cunt was clenching now. Rhythmic, involuntary spasms that gripped Karl’s shaft on every stroke and refused to let go. Each contraction pushed more slick from inside me—I could hear it, could feel it running between my thighs, could smell the tang of my arousal and Karl’s pre-cum thickening in the air between my face and Tom’s lap.

Karl’s pace changed.

He fucked me faster—a masterclass of fuckery. Shorter strokes now. His cock swelling inside me—I felt the shaft thicken against my walls, the head expanding, the vein on the underside kicking against my front wall with a pulse that matched my own heartbeat.

His breathing behind me changed—heavier, faster, the controlled restraint giving way to something urgent.

He was close.

My cunt clenched. The orgasm was there—right there—the pressure behind my pubic bone unbearable, my body shaking, my thighs trembling against the mattress. I could feel it gathering like a wave pulling back from the shore, the trough deepening before the break.

“Karl.”

“I know.”

“I’m going to cum hard. Harder than he—”

“I know.”

He drove in hard. His hands gripped my hips and held me flush against his pelvis, his cock buried to the root, the head pressed against my cervix—and he came.

The first pulse was hot and hard and hit the deepest part of me. I felt it spread—warm, thick, filling a space I hadn’t known was empty. His cock kicked inside me with each spasm, the shaft throbbing between my walls, and the cum pooled where his head met my cervix—more with every pulse, more than I’d expected, the heat of it spreading outward through my pelvis.

I felt each jet. The heat of it hitting the deepest wall of my cunt, the warmth radiating outward, the cum leaking around the seal of my lips because there was too much of it, running down toward my clit in warm threads.

The heat of it triggered the break.

My orgasm detonated.

My cunt clamped around Karl’s shaft, and my body convulsed—the release pouring through my pelvis in waves that tore the air from my lungs and buckled my spine. I squeezed Tom’s hand so hard I felt his bones shift, and the sound that came out of my mouth was raw and animal and the truest thing I’d said all night.

Not words.

A frequency.

The sound of a body that had been starved for seven years finding what it needed and refusing to let go.

Karl’s cum kept pulsing inside me. Each jet pushed deeper into the orgasm, past the place where pleasure becomes structural, where the body stops being a body and becomes a frequency. My walls gripped his shaft and milked it, my contractions pulling the cum from him, and I felt the overflow running down—between my thighs, dripping onto the sheet in a slow, thick line.

I pressed my forehead against Tom’s knee.

My breathing was ragged. My body shook. Karl’s cock softened inside me—slowly, the girth receding, the walls of my cunt contracting around what remained. I could feel my lover’s heartbeat through his shaft—slowing, the pulse fading against the walls that held him.

His sweat dripped onto my lower back. Warm. A single drop that ran down the curve of my spine and pooled in the small of my back.

He pulled his cock out.

I felt the head drag past my entrance—the rim catching on my swollen lips one final time—and then the emptiness. The sudden, structural emptiness of a cunt that had been full and wasn’t anymore. The air hitting the wet, open space inside me. Karl’s cum dribbling from my cunt in a slow, thick thread—I felt it gather at my entrance, thicken, stretch, and break, pooling on the sheet between my knees.

I stayed on all fours.

My arms wouldn’t hold me up. My thighs wouldn’t stop shaking. The room was very quiet. I could hear the bay through the open balcony door—water, boats, the distant sound of the city. I could hear Karl breathing behind me. I could hear Tom breathing in front of me.

Tom’s hand was still in mine.

I lay beside Karl, panting, my chest rising and falling. An immense orgasm was still etched on my face. The shape of his enormous cock still pressed against my cunt walls. My body tingled all over—the woman I had been had returned the moment my ex-boyfriend’s cum hit my cervix.

I felt it there. The warmth pooling deep, the slow leak beginning as my body released what it couldn’t hold. A thread of his cum ran from my entrance along the crease of my thigh and cooled against my skin.

I gulped.

I looked at Tom, the stain much bigger on his pants. I studied his face—no jealousy, just love.

“He—he—”

“Fucked you better than I ever did?”

I nodded, still gulping down air.

“Yes.”

“Including when everything was right between us?”

I was still unsure about Tom and me, but I was done hurting him. I looked away. I stared at my lover. His stare reached something deep in my womb.

Karl smiled and nodded to my husband.

I looked at my husband, kneeling now, not as a position, but as homage. He was inches from me. I felt the heat rolling off him. I saw the tears in his eyes. His jaw was working. His chin wouldn’t stay still.

I looked down.

I looked up.

He nodded.

“I came too, Amy.”

“In your pants?”

He cringed—ashamed.

“Yes.”

“What the fuck does that mean, Tom?”

He stared at my gaping hole. He stared at me.

“I know how I can start to make amends.”

I looked at him, feeling Karl’s cum pooling at the entrance to my cunt. I looked down at the mess. I looked at him.

“The blowjobs? Kirsty’s cunt in my mouth?”

“Let me do this. Shame me as I shamed you.”

“I don’t want to shame you.”

“I need it.”

I looked at Karl. He raised an eyebrow but said nothing—this was between us.

I looked back at Tom. His face was steady. Not performance. Not desperation. Something had settled behind his eyes during the fuck—something that looked like purpose.

“Then earn it.”

I rolled onto my back and parted my thighs. The movement sent a fresh pulse of Karl’s cum toward my entrance—I felt it shift inside me, warm, loosening from the place where his cock had deposited it, running slowly toward the opening.

Tom leaned forward. His mouth was shaking, but his eyes were fixed on the mess Karl had left inside me. His hands found my thighs—tentative, the fingers of a man who hadn’t touched his wife properly in years—and he spread me gently.

My cunt was swollen and open.

The lips flushed dark, the tissue puffy and tender from the fuck, my entrance still gaping slightly—a space that held the shape of Karl’s cock even though Karl’s cock had gone. His cum sat thick and white at my entrance, pooling in the pink folds, and a slow thread of it ran toward the crease of my ass.

The smell rose between us—my arousal, Karl’s cum, the sharp, dense compound of two people’s sex—and I saw Tom’s nostrils flare as he breathed it in.

He paused. An inch from me. I could feel his breath on my cunt—warm, unsteady, stirring the cum that pooled at my entrance. His hands tightened on my thighs. His jaw was working.

Tom pressed his mouth to me.

The shock of it hit my pelvis first. Five years of marriage and I could count the times his tongue had touched my cunt on one hand—clumsy, brief, an obligation performed with visible reluctance.

Now his lips sealed over my entrance—warm, trembling, uncertain—and I felt the gentle suction pulling Karl’s cum from the place he had left it. The warmth of his mouth against my swollen, fucked-open tissue. The softness of his lips closing over the mess another man had made inside me.

My husband swallowed.

I heard it. A small, wet sound that traveled through my body and landed somewhere behind my ribs.

His tongue pushed deeper. Past my entrance, into the passage Karl had stretched open, and I felt him searching—the soft, clumsy pressure of his tongue against my walls, working the tissue that was still tender and swollen from Karl’s cock.

He found cum there. I felt it loosen inside me, felt the gentle suction draw it toward his mouth, felt the movement of fluid inside my cunt—warm, thick, shifting from where Karl had left it to where Tom was taking it.

My cunt clenched around his tongue. Not pleasure—not exactly. Something rawer. Something I didn’t have a term for. The sensation of a husband’s mouth in a place still shaped by another man’s cock, still wet with another man’s cum, still aching from the width that had stretched it open twenty minutes ago.

My husband was tasting the evidence of what Karl had done to me, and the evidence was comprehensive—salt, density, the bitter richness of Karl’s cum mixed with the sharp tang of my own arousal, the spoil of another man’s orgasm pooled inside his wife’s body.

Tom was swallowing it.

“Does it taste like shame, Tom?”

He groaned against me. The vibration sent a pulse through my clit, and my hips lifted off the bed—involuntary, the muscles in my stomach clenching.

“Because this is what you did to me. You came home from Kirsty and asked me to suck your cock. You put her cunt in my mouth without telling me. The difference is, you know exactly whose cum you’re swallowing.”

He didn’t stop.

My husband’s tongue searched deeper, working the inner walls of my cunt with more purpose now—less tentative, steadier. The suction was steady. I felt Karl’s cum loosening from the deepest place—at my cervix, where the last pulse had landed, where the heat had spread—and Tom’s mouth worked it free.

I felt it move inside me—a slow, viscous tide, drawn forward by the steady pressure of his mouth, and I heard him swallow again. And again. The rhythmic gulp of a man drinking from the place another man had filled.

The room was quiet except for the sounds of his mouth on my cunt. Wet, intimate sounds. The sound of devotion or penance or something that was both.

I looked at Karl.

He watched from the pillow, his arm behind his head, his softening cock resting against his thigh. Not aroused—interested. The detached attention of a man watching another man clean up after him.

His face was calm.

His eyes moved between Tom’s head, which was bobbing around between my legs and my face, and he gave me nothing—no approval, no disapproval. He was Karl. He was here because I’d asked him to be. What my husband did with the mess was my business.

Tom pulled back. His chin was wet—slick, glazed, Karl’s cum and my arousal coating his skin from lower lip to jawline. His lips were swollen and flushed and glistening. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and the streak was white and thick against his skin.

He looked at me.

I looked at the man on his knees with another man’s cum on his lips, and I didn’t feel revenge. I felt something I wasn’t ready to name. Something that had shifted in my chest during the last five minutes—tectonic, small but structural, and I wouldn’t feel the full weight of it until the landscape had changed.

“Okay.”

That was all I said.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

Tom’s Point Of View

“Does it taste like shame, Tom?”

When my wife said that, I felt utterly humiliated.

Not because I’d just watched another man fuck my wife.

Not because Karl came inside Amy — my rights denied by my indiscretion. Not even because I was on my knees right now, sucking her ex-boyfriend’s cum out of my wife’s cunt.

Her hole was still open, and in its ruin, it looked magnificent.

It gaped at me, sticky, pink, succulent, tormenting me as the stretched tissue tried to close after being fucked wide open. The smell of their sex was incredible — disgusting and enticing at once. I could feel the heat rising from her, the swollen folds radiating warmth against my face from an inch away.

Karl’s cum sat thick and white at her entrance, pooling in the crease where her inner lips met, and beneath it her own arousal — clear, glossy, a different texture entirely. Two fluids, side by side like they were a real couple.

They weren’t.

My wife’s cunt gaped after a cock twice my length and girth fucked it open, and all I could do was seal my lips around the hole, imagine Karl’s cum settled deep inside her, and suck it gently from her.

The first taste hit the back of my tongue. Salt. Something denser and thicker than anything my own body had ever produced. Bitter underneath, rich and warm, and the warmth told me how recently he’d been inside her.

His shape was still inside my wife’s body.

That wrecked me.

Don’t fucking cry.

The cum was still body temperature. Still fresh from the deepest place inside my wife — the place I’d never reached, the place Karl had filled while I watched from a chair and soaked my own pants.

I came in my pants. And I couldn’t wait to tell her. Like an excited kid pulling a mother’s arm toward the candy store.

I cringed, glad my face was buried so deep between my wife’s still trembling legs that I couldn’t be seen.

I needed to get him out of my wife.

My tongue pushed deeper. Past her entrance, into the passage his cock had stretched open. The walls flinched from me, like I was unwelcome — swollen, raw, the tissue oversensitive and tender. I could feel how wide she’d been. The space inside her held the shape of his girth the way a fist holds the memory of what it gripped.

My tongue couldn’t fill it. Couldn’t come close.

I felt jealous to the point of utter rage. But worse — I felt humiliated because my entire life came down to one sentence my wife said.

“You put her cunt in my mouth without telling me.”

I did that.

My tongue found a pocket of his cum — thick, clotted, pooled in a fold of her wall that his cock had pressed into existence. I drew it forward and swallowed. The sound carried in the quiet room. Small. Wet. My shame and humiliation were undeniable, but the jealousy raged on.

Suddenly the taste of Karl’s cum had become my absolution, not punishment. My eyes were open, the hubris washed out like grit that had clouded my vision.

I was a total cunt.

But worse. I was a man who brought another woman’s cunt home on his cock, then asked his wife to suck him off.

I wouldn’t have forgiven me either.

I was lucky even to have this.

Run. Tell her to fuck off. You won’t do it.

The voice in my head that screamed when Karl filled the door had gotten smaller since then. When he filled my wife with his thick, black cock, it was silenced.

And I didn’t know why.

I worked my wife’s cunt while her ex-boyfriend watched. My tongue traced the inner folds — swollen, slick, stretched into shapes my cock had never made. He never smiled, or not smiled; he said nothing to me, like I didn’t matter.

Because right now, I didn’t matter. I would never matter to him, and I didn’t care. The humiliation was something I could endure as long as there was some chance of redemption. As I licked my wife’s swollen, shaven cunt lips, sucking the cum and slick off, her thigh twitched against my cheek.

A single contraction — involuntary, the muscle jumping beneath the skin. I kept my mouth on her. Her outer lip was heavy and hot under my tongue, the smooth, bare skin flushed dark with blood, and I sucked the residue from the fold — Karl’s cum that had run from her entrance and cooled in the crease.

I wasn’t sure how I would deal with the jealousy.

Part of me wanted to beat them both to death with the bottle of Veuve Clicquot they shared on my wedding anniversary.

I even got that wrong.

I bought Moët. Amy loved Veuve.

The orange brand that I couldn’t remember.

I was hopeless.

I worked harder.

My tongue found her clit while I thought about how hopeless I was. Swollen. The hood pulled back, the bud exposed and hard against the tip of my tongue. I circled it — clumsy, uncertain, the technique of a man who’d had five years to learn this and hadn’t bothered. Her hips shifted. A small movement she didn’t repeat.

She didn’t make a sound, but her breathing changed. Shorter. Faster.

I would have killed that butler too, a fork, or a spoon — someone said that in a movie: cut your fucking heart out with a spoon. I could picture myself doing it too, murdering three people in a suite where my utter humiliation reached a focal point — years of my being a cunt focused on one king-sized bed, a black cock, and a butler I despised.

My mouth worked back inside my wife’s cunt while I planned the murders. I found cum at the very back — thick, dense, settled against the place her lover’s cock had reached and mine never would. I worked it free with slow suction and felt it loosen and slide forward across my tongue. Stronger here. Undiluted. The concentrated evidence of a man who had fucked my wife better than I ever had, drawn from deeper inside her than I had ever been.

But it was my fault.

The curtain of hubris had fallen.

The jealousy raged on.

And beneath the jealousy, beneath the rage and the shame and the taste of another man’s cum thick on my tongue, something else was happening. Something I almost missed because my mind was so loud.

Amy’s thighs were tightening against my head.

Not a push. A clamp. Both at once, the muscles seizing, her heels pressing into my back. Her cunt clenched around my tongue — not a flutter, not the tender flinch of raw tissue. A contraction. Deep and rhythmic, the walls pulling inward in waves that started at her entrance and rippled toward her cervix. The same pattern I’d seen in her body twenty minutes ago when Karl was balls deep inside her, and she came hard enough to break my hand.

Her hips lifted off the mattress — an inch, maybe two — and she ground her cunt against my mouth in a slow, involuntary roll she couldn’t take back.

The taste changed.

A warm rush flooded my tongue — thinner than Karl’s cum, sharper, the salt diluted into something closer to skin and heat and a faint burn that sat somewhere between sweat and urine. Not cum. Not arousal. Something her body released when it lost the argument with her mind. Hot, almost acrid, and there was more of it than there should have been — a pulse that filled my mouth and ran from the corners of my lips down my chin.

I swallowed.

I kept my mouth on her. Her thighs were shaking. Her breathing had stopped — held, suspended, the way you hold your breath when you’re trying not to make a sound you’ll have to explain.

She exhaled.

Her hand found my hair. Not pulling me closer. Pushing.

“Okay. That’s enough.”

The voice she used at work. Flat. Sealed. The voice that meant the record was closed and nothing further would be entered.

I pulled back. Her cunt was flushed dark, swollen, wet with everything — Karl’s cum, my spit, the thinner flood she’d just released and would not acknowledge. Her jaw was set. Her eyes were on the ceiling.

She hadn’t cum. That’s what her face told me. That’s what her voice told me. That’s what she would say tomorrow and the next day and every day after. I was sure of it.

But I had tasted it. Something that wasn’t Karl’s. Something lighter, warmer, sharper — something that came from my wife’s body and arrived on my tongue while my mouth was on her cunt and nobody else’s. Her body had answered a question she wasn’t ready to ask, and I had swallowed the answer before she could take it back.

I was hooked.

She would never admit it happened.

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. The streak was white and wet and not entirely Karl’s.

She still wouldn’t look at me.

She went out to the balcony with Karl again. Their space. The wedding anniversary space.

I looked at the butler.

“You must hate me.”

“I have no opinion.”

“Is this your job?”

“Not really. I work at Freedom Club. It’s a place for—”

“I know what it is.”

“That’s where those two met. Which means—”

“My wife was looking for a man to fuck her.”

“Can’t blame her.”

“I don’t.”

I watched him work for a few minutes. He moved to the balcony when her glass was empty, brought more strawberries when the bowl ran out, placing them beside her, not him.

She mattered.

Even to the butler, my wife mattered.

He came inside and set the empty bottle down.

“What are they discussing?”

“The weather, his life, hers, when they met, why they broke up.”

Why they broke up.

The jealousy threatened a triple murder again.

The humiliation tamped it down.

Maybe that was the answer.

“I’ve never seen things more clearly.”

He looked at me.

“Maybe there is hope for you. Maybe she leaves with him.”

“She said—”

He laughed.

“She told him she didn’t love him.”

“Yeah.”

“That was before he came inside her. Now her belly is full of his seed, his shape is pressed deep inside her, and they are just getting started. One bottle of champagne down, a full bowl of strawberries, and those two have only just started fucking.”

He was right.

When Karl fucked my wife, something happened between them. I didn’t doubt that she’d never wanted it, but now his seed swam inside her, he was leaning close to her, his hand pulling her waist in for another kiss.

He gave her his mouth.

I’d given her Kirsty’s cunt.

“Go downstairs and bring your champagne. It will be a nice touch for the couple who are celebrating.”

“Do you think?”

“Leave the roses. They won’t help you. Stay on your knees, rely on your tongue, and pray.”


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

Amy’s Point of View

The champagne had gone warm.

I held the glass against my stomach and felt the difference—the flat warmth of the Veuve against skin that was still flushed, still carrying the heat of what Karl had done to me. What I had done to myself.

What the three of us had done to each other in that bed and on that floor and in the chair where my husband had sat and watched and cum in his own pants and then knelt and put his mouth where Karl’s cock had been.

“He sucked your cum out of my pussy immediately after you stretched it, Karl.”

“I would never do that.”

“I know.”

“But—”

He looked at me, raised one eyebrow, and smiled.

“But what? If you have something to say, please do.”

“It’s about your marriage.”

“Go on. I’m full of your cum, not my husband’s—he probably feels I am more yours than his, right now.”

“Am I, Amy? Am I more yours than his?”

I looked at my husband. He looked shocked. Shell-shocked, processing what he’d done more than what I’d done.

I looked at Karl.

“No.”

“There you go.”

“You never said what your but was. Say it.”

He sighed.

“You needed two types of men. Ones who could fuck you and ones who love you.”

That landed. My belly was full of the proof.

“What do you mean? You loved me. I loved you.”

He shook his head.

“Not really. We were fuck buddies.”

I considered that carefully and nodded.

“Okay. Maybe I agree.”

“You needed me to fuck you and another man to woo you—flowers, champagne, handwritten poems and such.”

“Tom hasn’t done that since we married.”

He turned and stared out at the night.

I sipped more champagne.

“Did you love him the day you married?”

“Yes.”

“And did the decline start then?”

“It did. Why?”

“Your husband lives for the chase, for the competition of having you.”

“He cheated.”

“Because he loves the chase. Also, I’m not a shrink, but I think that was a cry for help.”

He turned and looked at me, eyebrow raised again.

A long pause stretched.

“You think my husband is a cuck?”

“I know he is. My cum is in his mouth, sucked out from inside you. Tom is one hundred percent a cuck.”

“Wow. And you think he has always been a cuckold?”

“I know he has. Being a cuckold isn’t something that happens in isolation. Your man was always a cuck, but that part of him was buried until you coaxed it out.”

“Karl, this was closure.”

“And yet you opened something altogether new.”

He went back to staring out over the balcony.

I joined him.

The bay was black beneath the balcony. A boat moved across the harbor mouth, its running lights twinned in the water, and somewhere below us the hotel garden released jasmine and citrus into salt air.

I breathed it in.

The night was warm.

My body was warm.

Everything was warm except the part of my brain that was still trying to file what had happened into categories that made sense—punishment, revenge, justice, cuckold, the vocabulary I’d used to build this evening the way I build a compliance brief: structured, evidenced, each clause leading inevitably to the next.

The problem was that my body had stopped reading the brief.

Karl’s robe hung open, untied, the way a man wears a robe when he doesn’t care who sees what’s underneath. His cock rested against his thigh—soft, dark, thick even at rest, the foreskin gathered loosely at the crown.

I had felt that man inside me tonight—stretching me to the size of cock I preferred. Two positions already. My cunt had opened differently. The first with the shock of remembering Karl’s width after seven years of missing him, the muscle memory of his cock stored somewhere deeper than thought; the second position was greed, doggy style, him mounting and riding me, drilling my cunt hard, my hips finding the angle that split me exactly right.

I was sore.

The soreness was a ledger. Every entry specific—the swelling where Karl’s girth had stretched me widest, the tenderness at my cervix where he’d bottomed out balls deep inside me, the rawness around my entrance from the friction of a long hard fucking.

Then my husband’s stubble during the cleanups. I could have inventoried each sensation the way I inventory deposition exhibits: time-stamped, cross-referenced, each one admissible.

I opened the sliding door.

“Tom?”

“Yes.”

“If you’re staying, please shave your face. I don’t want a rash.”

“I don’t have—”

“Use mine. I shaved my pussy with it.”

He almost ran to the bathroom.

“You see, Amy? He’s a cuck through and through.”

I looked at Karl again.

“Maybe.”

I grimaced.

“Do you think he’s weak?”

“You tell me. He isn’t my husband.”

“He’s weak because of Kirsty.”

I paused.

“But not because he likes watching you fucking me.”

“I agree. What the heart wants, the heart wants.”

My cunt was still leaking. Karl’s cum—one deposit, moving through me in slow contractions, warm and then cooling, arriving at my entrance and collecting against the cotton of the hotel robe. I could feel each pulse of it. My body processing evidence.

“He’s been in there a while.”

The bathroom door was closed, and the water had been running for—I didn’t know how long—eleven minutes. I’d been counting without deciding to.

“He’s shaving.”

“He’ll come back ready to eat more of me out of you.”

“I know.”

Karl picked up his glass and drank the warm champagne without reacting to the temperature. Soldiers drink whatever’s in front of them the way they do everything else—completely, without commentary.

“You held his hand.”

I looked at him.

“While I was fucking you. You reached for your husband. He didn’t reach for you—you reached for him.”

“I remember.”

“Why?”

The answer was in my body, not in the brief I’d prepared. I’d reached for Tom because the orgasm Karl was building inside me was too big to hold alone, and the nearest solid thing was my husband’s hand, and when I grabbed it, his fingers had closed around mine immediately—no hesitation, no revision, the grip of a man who has been waiting to be needed.

I’d squeezed hard enough to feel his bones shift.

“Because he was there.”

“I made you face him. For you and for him.”

“I know.”

“What did you feel?”

I sighed.

“Sorry for what I was doing to my husband.”

“But now, you understand him.”

“My husband is a cuckold.”

Karl nodded. Not satisfied—that wasn’t the right word. Confirmed. As if I’d provided a data point he’d already predicted.

“He’s a cuckold, Amy. Come to terms with that. He gets off on watching you being fucked by far better lovers than he is.”

“Fuck. It sounds so demeaning—cuckold.”

The word hit the inside of my chest like a gavel hitting the bench—the sound arriving before the meaning.

Cuckold.

I’d typed it into a legal document. I’d drafted clauses around it—the agreement Tom had signed, the one with the provisions and the definitions and the recitals that described what I was authorizing him to witness. Section 3(b): “The Husband acknowledges and consents to the Wife’s engagement in sexual intercourse with the designated Third Party.”

I’d written those words. I’d selected the font.

But I hadn’t said the word out loud. Not until tonight.

“That’s structural, Amy. He won’t go back from that.”

“People must go back.”

“Not from this.”

He finished the champagne. Set the glass on the railing beside the ice bucket. The Veuve bottle was empty, the second one.

“He came in his pants watching me fuck you. He knelt on the floor and swallowed my cum from your cunt. He wants to be underneath you next time.”

Karl looked at me. His eyes were calm—the calm of a man who has assessed a situation and is reporting findings, not arguing a position.

“There’s a difference between a man who endures and a man who reaches. Your husband reached for you at the moment you needed him.”

“I needed both of you. You inside me. Him outside me.”

“That’s it. That’s what you two are.”

The bathroom door opened. I heard Tom’s feet on the floor—bare, the soft sound of a man who has taken off his ruined clothes and put on another robe, the one the butler had left folded on the bathroom counter.

He didn’t come to the balcony. He stopped somewhere inside the room—I could feel his presence without turning, like feeling someone standing in a doorway at home. Waiting. Not to be invited. To be acknowledged.

“Tom.”

“I’m here.”

His voice was hoarse. From the crying or from having my cunt on his face for—I didn’t know how long—while I ground out an orgasm I wasn’t admitting to. Time had stopped behaving during the feeding, when I’d sat on his mouth and felt his tongue push inside me where Karl had just been, and the sound Tom made—that low, continuous groan, the vibration running through my clit—had been the sound of a man who was not being punished.

Karl was right.

I’d been telling myself a story—the same way Tom told himself a story about Kirsty. His story was that it didn’t count because it was paid for, budgeted, the infidelity line-itemed and filed. My story was that Karl was a weapon and Tom was the target and everything I felt was the recoil.

But recoil doesn’t make you cum.

Recoil doesn’t make you reach for your husband’s hand while another man fucks you from behind and hold on so hard you feel his bones shift. Recoil doesn’t make you sit on your husband’s face and grind and cum quietly on his mouth while he swallows another man’s semen from inside you. Recoil doesn’t make you scream.

I’d screamed.

“Come here.”

He came to me and smiled.

“Do you want this to end?”

“No.”

He was certain. Karl smiled. So did Tom.

“Okay. Wait inside while I finish off catching up on old times with my boyfriend.”

“Take your time.”

Take your time, he said. Karl had made me scream more times tonight than my husband had in all our marriage, and each scream had been less like anger and more like arrival.

I looked through the balcony door into the suite.

My cuckold sat calmly in his chair.

The room was wrecked. Sheets twisted and dark where they’d absorbed everything—sweat, champagne, the slick compound of my cunt and Karl’s cum. The pillows were on the floor. The manila envelope lay on the nightstand, our separation agreement torn in half beside it, the cuckold agreement folded neatly. Signed. Witnessed by the butler, whose handwriting was surprisingly elegant.

And on the floor, lying between the bed and the window, was my wedding dress.

It lay in a pile where I’d stepped out of it—hours ago, when Karl had pulled the zipper down, and the dress had pooled at my feet, and I’d stepped out of it like stepping out of a life, out of my marriage.

Maybe I’d crossed a different boundary than I had thought—one that could be walked back and forth.

I stared at the white satin and lace on dark carpet. The hem had caught the champagne—a faint gold stain at the bottom. One of the straps had twisted in my rush to be declothed and fucked. The bodice was crushed where it had folded.

It looked like something that had been discarded. Evidence bagged and set aside.

But I wasn’t done with it.

The image arrived like a closing argument arrives—not built, not reasoned, but complete. The structure appeared whole in my mind when I’ve been working a case for weeks, and the argument assembles itself at 2 a.m. over cold coffee: every exhibit was in place, every witness accounted for, the conclusion so inevitable that opposing counsel’s face tells you they see it too.

I knew what I wanted.

I slid the door open again.

“Tom.”

“Yes.”

“Join us.”

He came onto the balcony again.

“My wedding dress. I want Karl to fuck me while I wear it.”

“Okay.”

I felt him understand. No pause, no question. My husband had always been fast, the recognition arriving in his body before his brain had time to complicate it.

“While I watch?”

“While you’re underneath me.”

I turned from the railing. The champagne glass was empty. I set it beside the bottle.

“While you’re on your back and Karl fucks me from behind. I want you to feel Karl’s cock through me. I want you to taste what he leaves inside me.”

Tom’s mouth moved. Not a smile—the beginning of one, stopped by something that might have been humility or shame—I wasn’t sure.

“Your wedding dress.”

“The one I wore on this day five years ago.”

“I would love to, Amy.”

There was a but on his face. He looked down. I cupped his chin in my palm and lifted his eyes, so he could do nothing but look me in the eye.

“You’ll never avert your eyes again.”

“I won’t.”

“Tell me what you want?”

My husband looked at my ex-boyfriend.

Then he looked at me.

“His cock will be touching me, Amy.”

“Would you rather it didn’t?”

“No. I want to lick the join between you—kiss where he enters you.”

My cunt clenched.

The join. He wanted his mouth where Karl entered me—not after, not the cleanup. During. His tongue on the seam between my body and Karl’s cock, tasting the point where one man ended and another began.

I hadn’t drafted that clause in our agreement.

Karl’s eyes moved to Tom. Something settled in his face—not surprise. Confirmation. The diagnosis from the balcony, delivered and received, and now the patient naming his own symptoms before the doctor could.

I walked past him to where my wedding dress lay on the floor and picked it up. The satin was cold against my hands. Heavier than I remembered—or maybe I was lighter, the evening having stripped something from me that used to have weight. Guilt, maybe. Or the pretense that this was still about Kirsty.

I held the dress against my body. The fabric settled against my breasts, the lace at the bodice rough against nipples that were swollen and tender from Karl’s mouth, from Tom’s stubble, from the friction of cotton robes and skin and the repeated act of being touched by two men who touched me differently—Karl with purpose, Tom with hunger.

“Help me put it on. I want to look beautiful for both of you.”

My butler moved, but he saw my husband move too.

He stepped away.

I smiled.

Tom came to me.

He was barefoot on the dark carpet. His face was clean-shaven and washed. He’d scrubbed it in the bathroom, scrubbed my cunt and Karl’s cum and his own tears from his skin until the skin was pink and raw-looking, the face of a man who has tried to wash away evidence and discovered that the evidence is not on the surface.

His lips were still swollen. His chin was still abraded. The trail survived the cleanup. I know this.

His hands were steady.

That surprised me. All night my husband’s hands had trembled—in his lap while Karl undressed me, on the armrests when Karl’s cock first slid inside me, on my hips during the cleanup when he’d knelt and put his mouth on me, and his fingers had shaken against my skin.

But he’d stood on the balcony and told me what he wanted—told me he wanted to lick the join, to kiss where Karl entered me—and the telling had steadied him.

A man who has named his desire doesn’t tremble.

My husband held the dress open while I stepped into it. Left foot, right foot. The satin climbed my calves, my thighs, the fabric cool against skin that was still damp, still carrying the residue of what Karl and I had done.

I felt the dress touch the backs of my knees, the curve of my ass, the small of my back where Karl’s hands had gripped while he thrust his cock balls deep inside me—I hadn’t looked at the marks yet but I could feel them, the tenderness of fingerprints pressed deep enough to bruise.

I was marked by my ex-boyfriend in front of my husband.

I pulled the bodice up over my breasts. The lace settled against my nipples, and I inhaled—the sensation sharper than I expected, the fabric against swollen tissue, every nerve ending dialed up by hours of use, my receptors firing at stimuli they would have ignored that morning. My nipples hardened against the lace.

The dress noticed.

The dress registered everything.

The dress fit.

Five years of marriage and it still fit. I’d planned this—worn it to prove something, the night Karl arrived. To show Tom what he’d had. To show Karl what he’d lost. The dress as Exhibit A: here is the body you married, unchanged, undiminished, the body you stopped touching and the body another man remembered.

But that was before.

Before Karl fucked me. Before his cock split me open in two positions and left his cum inside me so deep I could feel it settling against my cervix. Before I came on my husband’s mouth. Before I sat on my husband’s face and felt his tongue inside me, tasting Karl, and recognized the sound Tom made as devotion.

The dress fit, and I was not the woman who’d put it on.

“Everything has changed, Tom.”

“I’m glad.”

“I don’t know where we are.”

“Just focus on your…”

I stared at him.

“My what?”

“Your bull.”

I was standing in white satin and lace with another man’s cum leaking down my inner thighs. My cunt was swollen and raw from a cock that wasn’t my husband’s. My nipples were hard against the bodice—not from the cold, not from the fabric, but from the knowledge of what I was about to do. And my husband had just called the man about to fuck me again, my bull.

This was the dress that had walked me down the aisle, the dress I’d saved in acid-free tissue in the closet we shared, the dress that meant I do and I will, and this is the life I chose—I was about to sit on my husband’s face in it while my ex-boyfriend fucked me from behind.

My cunt clenched.

Not in protest. In recognition.

“Zip me up, Tom. I am ready to be fucked.”

Tom’s fingers found the zipper at the base of my spine. The pull was small—a metal tab the size of a fingernail, the kind of detail a dress designer agonizes over, the clasp that holds the architecture together.

On our wedding day, my mother had zipped me in. Her hands had been shaking—happy shaking, the tremor of a woman watching her daughter become a wife. She’d kissed the back of my neck after the zipper closed.

I wondered what she would say now.

Tom pulled the zipper up.

Slowly. Tooth by tooth. The sound—that ratcheting sound, metal teeth finding each other, locking—filled the suite.

It was the loudest thing in the room. Louder than the bay through the open door. Louder than Karl’s breathing from the headboard where he sat, watching my husband get me ready for him, his cock thickening against his thigh. Louder than my own heartbeat, which I could feel in my cunt, in my cervix, in the places Karl’s cock had been and left his seed behind.

The zipper climbed my spine.

Tom’s knuckles pressed against my back—each vertebra a station, each station a year of our marriage. He touched the small of my back where he used to rest his hand in restaurants, guiding me to our table, back when he still guided me anywhere. The middle of my spine where his cheek would press when we spooned, his breath warm and regular, his cock soft against my ass because he was already asleep—because he’d stopped wanting me so gradually I didn’t hear the shift until the foundation cracked. The space between my shoulder blades where no one touches you unless they love you or unless they’re zipping you into a dress you’re about to ruin.

The zipper reached the top.

The dress closed around me.

I looked at myself.

The full-length mirror was on the wall beside the bathroom door. I’d avoided it all night—hadn’t wanted to see what I looked like being fucked, what my face did when Karl’s cock pushed into me, what my mouth looked like stretched around his shaft.

But now I looked.

The dress was white. The lace at my collarbones was intact, the small pearled buttons at the front still closed, the bodice sitting perfectly over breasts that had been in another man’s mouth an hour ago. The skirt fell to the floor in a clean sweep of satin. The straps sat on my shoulders, aligned, precise.

From the mirror, I looked exactly like a bride who had already been fucked once.

I didn’t look down. I didn’t need to. I knew what was underneath—no panties, no bra, nothing but skin and swelling and the slow leak of Karl’s cum that was tracking down my inner thigh toward the stocking top I’d left on, the stockings I’d worn down the aisle, the ones I’d saved in the same tissue as the dress.

The architect in me—the compliance partner, the woman who builds frameworks and files motions and reads fine print—stood in front of the mirror and felt the structure of what she was about to do settle into place. Every element was present. My dress. My husband. My lover. A bed. The cum already inside me and the tongue that would find it.

This wasn’t revenge.

Not anymore.

But I didn’t know what it was.

Our contract had been renegotiated during the evening’s performance—ironically five years to the day our first agreement was made. The terms had shifted mid-proceeding. The separation agreement was torn. The cuckold agreement was signed. And my dress—my dress was the seal. The closing. The physical instrument that would make the new arrangement real in a way no document could.

I turned from the mirror.

“Lie down, Tom.”

“On the bed?”

“Yes. No playing with your cock—you’re the—”

“Cuckold?”

“Yes. That’s what you are.”

He looked at me.

His face—shaved and scrubbed clean, pink, the jaw still raw from my thighs, the lips still swollen from my cunt—was open in a way it hadn’t been before the balcony. He’d named what he wanted. He’d stood in the night air with his chin still raw from my thighs and said I want to lick the join between you, and the naming had stripped something from his expression—the flinch, the apology, the face of a man being punished. What was left was simpler and harder to look at.

He wanted this.

“You must lick me well, Tom.”

“I will.”

“Not as penance. Not as the price of Kirsty.”

“No. We are past that. I want to do this.”

He wanted his mouth on the place where Karl entered me because his body had found something it recognized, and the recognition had arrived before permission.

He lay down on the bed. On his back. The robe fell open—his chest bare, the muscles of his stomach rising and falling with his breathing, his cock half-hard against his thigh. Not as big as Karl’s. Not as dark. But present, and interested, and wet at the tip, the clear bead of pre-cum that had been appearing and reappearing all night, his body’s relentless testimony.

I stood over him, my dress cascading down. From his angle—looking up—he would see the white hem of the skirt, the lace edging, and above it, if he looked, the dark cleft of my cunt, shaved bare, the lips swollen and parted, the gleam of Karl’s cum and my own arousal catching the lamplight.

I gathered the front of the skirt and held it in both fists, the satin crushed against my forearms. I wanted him to see. I wanted him to see what he was about to put his mouth on—his wife’s cunt, freshly fucked, still leaking another man’s cum, framed by white satin and lace, the view he should have had on our wedding night and didn’t take because he was too busy coming in two minutes and rolling over and falling asleep while I lay beside him and stared at the ceiling and wondered if this was what marriage was.

This was what my marriage would be.

I lowered myself onto his face.

The first touch of his mouth was different from the cleanups. The cleanups had been urgent—Tom’s tongue pushing into my well-fucked hole, reaching for Karl’s cum, the purpose narrowing everything to retrieval.

This was broader.

Softer.

Tom’s lips settling around my cunt, the full mouth, the warmth of his breath against tissue so swollen I could feel each exhale like a finger tracing me. His nose pressed against my mound—my shaved cunt smooth against his smooth face, the bare skin I’d prepared for another man—and Tom breathing me in, his nostrils flaring, the scent of my cunt concentrated and heavy after hours of being fucked and cleaned and licked.

The dress fell around us like a tent of white satin, and the smell inside it, wafting out, was concentrated—my cunt, Karl’s cum, the salt of sweat, the ghost of the perfume I’d put on that morning, the one Tom bought me our first Christmas. The mixture of those things inside the dress was thick enough to taste on my tongue, and I wasn’t even the one with my mouth open.

Tom’s tongue found my entrance. He started with what Karl had left and he’d missed the first time—the cum that had collected in the folds of my labia, warm and thick, the overflow from the first fuck that my body hadn’t absorbed.

I felt Tom’s tongue gather it. The flat of his tongue lapping at the crease where my labia met, the tip pushing between them to find the thicker deposit inside, the deliberate collection of another man’s semen from inside his wife’s cunt.

He swallowed.

I heard it. Inside the dress, the sound was intimate and precise—the wet click of his throat, the gulp, the continuation of his tongue licking my cunt. Tom was swallowing Karl’s cum from his wife’s cunt while she straddled his face in her wedding dress.

I felt my cervix contract. A pulse—deep, involuntary, the muscles squeezing, pushing more of Karl’s deposit down through me toward Tom’s waiting mouth. My body feeding his.

“That’s it. Form a seal and suck it from deep inside me.”

My voice was quiet inside the tent of fabric. Not because I was being gentle. Because the space demanded it—the intimate acoustics of satin and skin and breath, the private architecture of the dress that hid his mouth and my cunt from the room.

“Take all of it.”

Tom’s tongue pushed deeper. His lips sealed around my entrance and the suction changed—from lapping to drawing, his mouth pulling Karl’s cum from deep inside me, steady, patient, thorough. I felt the release—each pocket of cum yielding to his tongue, the warmth of it leaving me and entering him—the transfer.

My cunt was emptying for my husband. The walls contracting, assisting, my body cooperating with his mouth in a rhythm that felt less like cleanup and more like communion—my cunt delivering what Karl had deposited, Tom’s mouth receiving what my body released.

Karl moved behind me.

I felt the bed shift. His weight—six-four, built, the mass of a man who carried eighty-pound packs through mountains—settled onto the mattress behind me. His hands arrived on my hips. Through the dress.

Through the satin, I felt his fingers—wide, calloused, the hands that had gripped me all night, the hands I’d been dreaming about for seven years without admitting it to anyone, least of all myself.

He gathered the back of the skirt slowly, lifting. The satin sliding up the backs of my thighs, the air following—cool from the balcony door, the draft raising goosebumps on skin that was still damp, still hot.

Karl bunched the fabric at my waist. The dress hiked up in the back, still falling in front, the architecture split—bride from the front, slut from behind.

His hand pressed against the small of my back. The same vertebra Tom’s knuckles had pressed during the zipping. Two men had touched the same bone with different intentions.

Karl’s cock touched my entrance.

The head—wide, blunt, the foreskin pulled back, the smooth crown slick with pre-cum—pressed against the opening Tom’s tongue had just vacated. I felt the width stretching me first. The mass of Karl’s cock displacing the space Tom’s tongue had occupied, the head pushing against my entrance where my husband’s saliva was still wet on my skin, where the taste of Karl’s cum and my cunt and Tom’s mouth were still mixing.

My cunt was already open. Karl’s cock and Tom’s mouth and the hours between them had taken me past the point where entry needed no lubrication. My body was no longer debating whether to let him in.

It was negotiating how deep.

He slid his cock inside me.

The stretch came, and I gasped.

The stretch was everything. The head of my ex-boyfriend’s cock was spreading me open—the rim passing the ring of muscle at my entrance, the slow advance of the shaft, the girth widening as he pressed deeper. I felt every inch. Not as metaphor—as anatomy. Each ridge and vein, the topography of his cock mapped by tissue that was swollen enough to read him, every clause, every sub-clause, every word.

My cunt gripped. The muscles clenching around him, not to resist but to hold—the body’s reflex when it finds what fits.

He sank deeper inside me.

Past the place Tom’s tongue had reached, past the depth Tom’s cock had ever managed in five years of marriage, into the space Karl had claimed the first time he fucked me seven years ago and reclaimed tonight—the deep room of my cunt that ached when it was empty and sang when it was full.

His cock pressed against my cervix, and the pressure made my vision blur and my mouth fall open, and a sound come out of me that was not a word.

Tom’s tongue was still on me.

His lips sealed around the swollen bud, his suction gentle and persistent, his tongue drawing circles. And Karl’s shaft filling me from behind—the girth pushing the walls of my cunt forward, tighter, the geometry rearranging so that Tom’s tongue on my clit and Karl’s cock fucking me were separated by less than an inch of living tissue.

Tom felt Karl enter me. I knew because his tongue stopped, and his cock jerked, almost touching my face.

I didn’t touch him.

It was the hesitation of a man who has just felt another man’s cock arrive through the wall of his wife’s cunt—the pressure, the warmth, the foreign mass pushing against the membrane from the other side. Tom’s tongue was on one surface. Karl’s cock fucked the other. Between them, me. The wall that transmitted everything.

Tom’s tongue resumed.

It felt different now. He licked me with wider strokes, longer, more confident. And on the upstroke—deliberate, purposeful—his tongue left my clit and traveled back. Along the wet crease of my cunt, through the slick of my arousal and Karl’s pre-cum and Tom’s own saliva, back to the junction.

The join.

What he’d asked for on the balcony.

Tom’s tongue found the underside of Karl’s cock.

I felt it—the precise, devastating point where my husband’s tongue met my lover’s shaft through the thinnest margin of my body. This was not an accident. Not a tongue that had wandered too far.

Tom had asked for this. He’d stood in the night air with his chin still raw from my thighs and said I want to lick the join between you, and now his tongue was there—on the ridge of Karl’s cock where the foreskin had retracted, tracing the vein that ran along the underside, reading through my tissue what his eyes couldn’t see inside the white tent of my wedding dress.

It felt like a benediction.

A renewal of our vows.

“You may now kiss the bride.”

And he did.

My cunt clenched around Karl’s shaft. The sensation of Tom’s tongue on Karl’s cock—felt through me, transmitted through the wall of my cunt—sent a contraction through my entire pelvis. I gripped Karl so hard he stilled, his cock buried, his hands tightening on my hips through the satin.

I felt Tom’s tongue press harder against the join, my seal and the underside of Karl’s shaft, his mouth open, his lips pressed against my stretched entrance, tasting the compound of my bull’s cock and my cunt—the salt and slick and musk of the place where one man ended and another began.

Tom was learning Karl through me.

The thickness of his cock. The heat of the shaft. The pulse of blood running through it—an involuntary throb that my husband would feel with his tongue pressed against the underside, Karl’s heartbeat conducted through the tissue of his cock into the tissue of my cunt into the surface of my husband’s tongue.

His tongue traced what his eyes couldn’t see, and I could feel every pass—the drag of Tom’s tongue along Karl’s shaft sending a resonance through my walls, the vibration traveling from the outside of my cunt to the inside.

I was the membrane between them, the living tissue that conducted everything.

“I feel you both.”

The words arrived before I’d decided to speak them.

“Karl inside me. The stretch of him—the width—and your mouth. Tom. Your mouth licking my cunt. Your tongue on his cock.”

Tom groaned. The vibration traveled from his throat through his lips through the tissue of my cunt into Karl’s shaft, and my cunt clenched around Karl, and he felt the grip and pushed deeper, and the circuit closed—three bodies, one current, each sensation triggering the next.

Karl began to fuck me.

The first stroke was slow. The full withdrawal that left only the head inside me, my cunt clenching around the rim, refusing to release him, and then the return, the long push back in, deeper than before, the angle changed by my position over Tom’s face, my hips tilted forward, my cunt angled down, and Karl’s cock finding the depth that made my diaphragm seize.

I gasped.

Inside the dress, the sound was sharp and close, the acoustics of satin amplifying everything, and Tom heard it.

My husband heard his wife gasp as another man’s cock bottomed out inside her, and his tongue pressed harder against my clit, and I gasped again.

“You can feel his cock.”

I felt Tom nod—the movement of his jaw against my thighs, his chin pressing up, his tongue adjusting. He could feel Karl’s cock. Through the wall of my cunt, through the tissue that separated husband from lover, Tom could feel every thrust.

The advance and the retreat. The girth displacing the walls. The head pushing deep and the wake it left when it pulled back—and each time Karl withdrew, Tom’s tongue chased the absence, pushing into the space Karl’s cock had vacated, tasting the slick Karl left behind, the pre-cum and my arousal blending into a compound that Tom drank from the source.

“Every time he slides his cock inside. You feel him fill me.”

Tom’s hands found my thighs. His fingers dug into the muscle above my stockings, the grip sudden and hard, and I felt his cock twitch against my breasts—fully hard now, straining, the pre-cum continuous, his body testifying to being a full-fledged cuckold.

Karl’s pace increased.

He fucked me with the controlled, metronomic rhythm of a man who doesn’t need to rush—he had never needed to rush, not with me, not seven years ago when we’d fucked for hours in his apartment with the broken blinds, and not now, his cock finding the tempo that built the orgasm without pushing past the edge before the structure was ready.

Each thrust drove me down harder onto Tom’s face. Each withdrawal let me settle. The rhythm was a pendulum, and I was the weight and both of them were holding me.

The wet sound of Karl’s cock moving inside my cunt was thick, slick, the percussion of a cock that owned the space it moved through, the lubrication compounded by my arousal and Tom’s saliva and Karl’s pre-cum and the residue of everything that had happened tonight, the air pushed out with each thrust making a low, obscene sound that the dress amplified like a bell.

Tom’s mouth was open and wet, his breathing ragged against my clit. The groan came with every deep thrust from Karl, a groan that ran through my husband’s lips and into my nerve endings like voltage.

Karl’s hips met my ass on every stroke—the flat, dense percussion of a big man’s body meeting a smaller woman’s, the impact traveling through me and onto Tom’s face, my cunt pushed down onto his mouth with every stroke. The satin rustled, the lace shifting against my breasts with every stroke, the whisper of fabric against Karl’s stomach as he pressed against me.

Karl’s hands tightened on my hips. His thumbs pressing into the satin. The dress bunching in his grip, the fabric straining, and I thought of my mother’s hands on this zipper. I thought of the aisle. I thought of Tom waiting at the altar with that stupid, beautiful smile, and I thought of the vows I’d written myself because the standard ones weren’t specific enough.

My eyes were open.

My marriage had changed.

Karl’s cock was fucking me and Tom’s tongue was on my clit and I was wearing the dress I’d said those vows in and my eyes were open and I could see everything—the white fabric falling around Tom’s face, the dark hands gripping my hips through the satin, the room beyond the dress where the torn agreement and the signed agreement lay side by side on the nightstand, the evidence of two contracts, one destroyed, one executed, and this—the three of us in the dress, the act that no language could hold.

“This is what we are now.”

My voice was steady. The deposition voice. The one I use when the evidence is conclusive and the verdict is mine to deliver.

Tom’s tongue pressed hard against my clit. Karl’s cock drove deep. The dual pressure—one from below, one from behind—converged inside me at a point that had no name, the place where the anatomy of pleasure and the anatomy of marriage and the anatomy of betrayal all shared the same nerve ending, and I felt the orgasm start.

Not from my clit. Deeper. From the place where Karl’s cock pressed against the wall of my cervix, the place where his cum would go, the deepest room of my body that Tom had never reached and Karl had been visiting all night.

The contraction started there and radiated—outward through my cunt, clenching around Karl’s shaft so hard he grunted, the first sound he’d made, the gravel-deep sound of a man being gripped by a woman who is breaking apart; outward through my clit.

The spasm pulsed against Tom’s tongue; outward through my thighs, my stomach, my chest, the dress tightening around me as my body arched and the lace at the bodice pressed against nipples that were so hard they ached and the satin pulled across my back where Karl’s hands held me and the whole dress, the whole white architecture of it, moved with me as I came.

I screamed.

The dress caught the sound and held it.

Karl came inside me.

I felt the first pulse splash against my cervix—the heat of it, the pressure, the specific density of his cum, thicker than pre-cum, heavier, arriving in jets that my cunt gripped and pulled deeper. His cock pulsed—once, twice, three times, four—each one a deposition of warmth, the evidence accumulating inside me.

Karl’s cum joined what was already there, the residue from the first fuck that Tom’s cleanups hadn’t fully reached, the deep reservoir my body had been holding. Two deposits now. Two loads of Karl’s cum inside me.

Tom’s mouth was still working me. He felt Karl cum. He must have—the overflow was immediate, Karl’s cum displaced by his own cock and by my contracting muscles, forced down from my cervix through my cunt to my entrance, arriving at Tom’s lips warm and thick and heavy.

Fresh.

The heat of it different from the residue he’d been cleaning—this was new, just pulsed from Karl’s cock, the cum still warm from his body, and Tom’s tongue was the first thing it touched after leaving my cunt.

My husband swallowed.

I felt the change in his mouth. The suction shifting from my clit to my entrance, his tongue pushing inside me, reaching for the cum his lips couldn’t access from outside. His throat was working hard. The sound of swallowing—the wet, intimate, specific sound of my husband drinking another man’s cum fucked out from inside his wife’s cunt while she sat on his face in her wedding dress and shook with the last of an orgasm that had started where his tongue couldn’t reach and ended where his tongue was.

Karl pulled his cock out of me.

The emptiness was sudden and total—the absence of width, of pressure, of the girth that had held my cunt open, and the air rushing in where his cock had been. I clenched around nothing. My body grasping for what had left.

The tide followed.

Karl’s cum—gravity and aftershock conspiring, the thick flow tracking from my cervix through my cunt to Tom’s mouth. I felt it arrive in stages. Each contraction pushing more of it down, each wave warmer than the last, my body emptying what Karl had filled.

Tom reached for me.

His hands on my hips, pulling me down, his mouth opening wider. I spread my knees wider and settled my full weight onto his face and let him have it. All of it. Everything Karl had left inside me—both loads, the first now hours old and concentrated, thickened by time and body heat, the second still hot from the source, still carrying the temperature of Karl’s orgasm.

Tom’s tongue worked between them without distinction. The older deposit undoubtedly saltier, denser, the taste deepened by the hours my body had held it; the fresh load thinner, warmer, arriving in waves as my cunt contracted and released and contracted again.

Tom drank Karl out of me.

His tongue pushed deep—as deep as a tongue can reach, deep enough to find the residue, the traces clinging to the walls, the cum that had settled into the folds of tissue and needed to be drawn out by suction and patience.

My husband worked slowly and thoroughly, the tongue of a man who has found his vocation late and understands the cost of wasting it.

My cunt pulsed around his tongue. Aftershocks. My muscles were still firing, the orgasm not finished, the diminishing waves running through me each time his tongue reached a new depth or found a new pocket of cum or touched tissue so raw that the contact was equal parts pleasure and pain, the line between them dissolved hours ago.

“Enough.”

Not because I wanted him to stop. Because if he didn’t stop, I would cum again, and I needed to be present for what came next. I needed my mind back. My body had been in charge for hours—my body had led every decision since Karl first touched me, since his hand found the back of my neck and my cunt clenched before my brain knew why—and now I needed the lawyer. The architect. The woman who reads fine print and knows that the most important clause in any contract is the one that governs what happens when the performance is complete.

I lifted myself off Tom’s face.

The dress fell around my legs. The hem was dark—champagne, cum, the residue of three bodies and five years of marriage and one night that had remade the vows. The satin was stained in ways that would not come out.

I sat on the edge of the bed and let the skirt settle and looked at the room.

My ex-boyfriend was at the headboard. Leaning back, his robe open, his cock softening against his thigh, wet with what we’d done. His face was calm. Not satisfied—that implies a want that existed and was met. He didn’t need confirmation. He looked at me—warm, and fond, and entirely without complication.

“Looks like something got renewed under that wedding dress.”

“Had you been there, five years ago—Tom and I might have been happier.”

“I’m here now.”

“I’m happier.”

I looked at Tom.

Tom was on his back. His face was glazed—my cum, Karl’s cum, his own saliva, the compound of everything drying on his cheeks and chin. His eyes were open. Not blank—arriving. The eyes of a man who has been taken apart and is assembling himself from the pieces, and some of the pieces are new, and some of the old ones don’t fit anymore, and the man he is becoming is not the man he was when he sat down in that chair.

“I am much happier, Amy.”

His cock was hard. Fully hard, straining against his stomach, the tip wet, the pre-cum that had been appearing all night now a continuous thread that tracked down the side of his shaft. He hadn’t cum. Not since the first time—in his pants, watching Karl fuck me. His cock had been hard for hours, and he hadn’t touched himself, and I hadn’t touched him, and nobody had offered, and he hadn’t asked.

His hand found mine.

His fingers were wet and warm. They closed around my hand immediately, without thought—the reflex of a man who reaches for his wife because that is the one thing he has not unlearned.

I looked at the torn separation agreement on the nightstand. The cuckold agreement beside it, folded, signed. The dress I was wearing—white and ruined, the hem dark, the bodice damp with sweat, the satin carrying the ghost of Karl’s hands at my hips. The bay through the open door, the sky above it carrying the first stain of gray where the dark was thinning. The strawberry bowl, empty, one green stem.

I looked at Tom. His face—the face I’d kissed at the altar, the face I’d seen when I found Kirsty’s voicemail, the face that had been between my legs while another man fucked me—looked like a document that had been drafted and redacted and drafted again. Each version of him was closer to the truth. Each pass removing something that had been protecting a lie.

I looked at Karl. His body—the body I’d learned sex with, the body I’d left because I wanted something else, something that didn’t ship to Afghanistan and come back quieter—was exactly what I’d asked him to be tonight. The instrument. The cock that proved what Tom’s couldn’t. The body my body remembered when my mind had tried to forget.

And I looked at the dress.

The question I’d started the evening with popped into my head—do I love Tom?

“I love you, Tom.”

He stared at me. His breathing stopped. His hand tightened around mine, and his eyes filled.

“Really?”

“I don’t know what happens next, but I know I love you.”

“I love you too, Amy.”

That question had been answered hours ago. The answer was yes. It had always been yes. The question had never been whether I loved him. The question had been whether love was enough to build a marriage on when the man you loved had stopped building.

Tom was building now. On his back. On his knees. With his mouth and his hands and his silence and his hunger. Tom was building the only way he could—from underneath me.

The new question was whether I could live in what he was building.

“Tonight was a controlled environment—the suite, the butler, the champagne, the documents, the chair. Tonight was an exhibit.”

“It felt like our wedding day.”

“It might be, Tom. A renewal of vows.”

“A practice run?”

“What do you mean, Tom?”

“We could renew our vows. You, me—a best man of your choosing. On the altar, immediately after we are wed again.”

“You’d do that?”

“If it meant completely drawing a line under what I did to you.”

“Maybe it would.”

Could I be the woman who fucked a bull on the altar then fed her husband another man’s cum? Not once. Not as punishment. As architecture for a new marriage.

I didn’t know.

Tom’s fingers tightened around mine. His grip was steady. His face was wet. His cock was hard and untouched, and his body was still answering a question his mind had stopped asking hours ago.

The sky through the balcony door was turning gray. The bay was losing its black. Somewhere below, the garden was releasing its morning scent—the jasmine fading, the citrus sharper, the salt unchanged.

I was still wearing my wedding dress.

Tom was still holding my hand.


Chapter Six

◆◆◆

Amy’s Point of View

The gray came through the balcony door like a subpoena—slow, procedural, impossible to ignore. The bay was losing its black. The harbor lights were thinning against water that had started to hold color, and the sky above the breakwater was turning from nothing into something.

The lamplight in the suite, which had been kind all night—hiding the stains, softening the wrecked sheets, letting the three of us exist in a warm amber that forgave everything—was losing jurisdiction.

Dawn was taking over the case.

Karl stood.

The bed released his weight as slowly as I did. The mattress shifted, and I felt the decompression in my own body—a settling, the way a room settles when someone who filled it starts to leave. He stretched once—his shoulders rolling, the muscles in his back moving under skin that was smooth and dark and still carrying the sheen of what we’d done. Then he found his robe on the floor and didn’t put it on. He reached for his clothes instead.

He looked at me and my husband.

“My work is done, Amy.”

“It is. It’s been the best wedding anniversary ever.”

“I’ve loved this too.”

I saw that land in my husband’s face. Not a flinch—something deeper. A rearrangement. The muscles around his mouth shifting, the jaw tightening, his eyes going wet and then dry again in the space of a breath.

I felt his pain in my chest.

I had just told my husband that the night my ex-boyfriend fucked me was the best wedding anniversary we’d shared. Better even than the first night we spent as a couple. Better than every theatrical performance in between—the dinners and the gifts and the careful choreography of a marriage neither of us had been honest enough to audit.

There was an awkward silence in the room while Karl dressed. He moved without ceremony, a man putting on clothes. I watched everything, still enthralled by him. His shirt went on first. Then his pants, the belt buckled with one hand, the efficiency of a soldier who had dressed and undressed in places where speed mattered.

His cock was soft, dark, thick even at rest. It disappeared behind fabric, and my cunt pulsed once as I watched it go. The width that had been inside me. The shape my body was still holding.

Karl came to me. He cupped my jaw—one hand, his palm warm against the bone—and kissed me on the lips. Long. With meaning, albeit a meaning from the past. His mouth was warm and tasted like champagne and salt and something that belonged to the three years we’d had before I’d left him for a life that turned out to be smaller than the one I’d walked away from.

The kiss wasn’t hunger. It was a closing argument—everything we’d been to each other summarized and filed. His tongue found mine for a moment, and I tasted the ghost of my own cunt on him, hours old, fading. Then he pulled back. His thumb traced my cheekbone once. The gesture of a man who knows which side of the door he belongs on.

The butler watched everything.

Me, my husband, my lover. His face gave nothing—the professional stillness of a man who had spent the night witnessing and was witnessing still. But his eyes moved between Karl’s hand on my face and Tom’s hands in his lap, and something in the set of his shoulders suggested he was cataloging this, too. Adding the departure to the file he’d been building since my husband walked into the hotel with roses that weren’t welcome.

Karl left without a word or glance to my husband.

The door closed. The room thinned.

Karl’s presence had been immense. The mass of him, the heat, the smell of his sweat layered into the air like evidence that couldn’t be unsealed. Without him, the suite became what it was: a hotel room at dawn with a wrecked bed and two people with a butler and the silence that had been waiting behind the sex all night.

I could hear the bay.

I could hear Tom breathing—shallow, unsteady, the rhythm of a man whose body was still running at a frequency his mind hadn’t matched. I could hear my own heartbeat in the soreness between my legs, the slow throb of tissue that had been fucked hard, stretched and used and was now contracting around what Karl had left inside me.

My ex-boyfriend’s cum was still there. Deep inside me. At the cervix, where Tom’s cock never reached and his tongue couldn’t. I could feel it—warm, heavy, the last deposit settling into the architecture of my body.

I looked at the room. The sheets twisted and dark. The pillows on the floor. The two documents on the nightstand—one torn, one signed. The empty strawberry bowl. The champagne bottles, both dead. The wedding dress I was wearing, the hem stained gold and dark, the bodice damp against breasts that ached from the night’s attention.

I looked at my husband.

His cock was hard against his stomach. Still. The pre-cum tracking in a slow, continuous thread down the side of his shaft. His body’s testimony—entered into the record all night, still on the stand, still giving evidence.

“Can my husband and I have strawberries and champagne, please. A fresh bottle. Veuve. Chilled.”

My butler didn’t pause. Didn’t register the shift in the request—the first time tonight I’d ordered for two. Every previous glass had been for me and Karl. Every strawberry. Every cold sip of celebration. My husband had watched me drink with the ex-boyfriend who was fucking me.

Tom had been offered water.

“Of course.”

He left the room.

The words I’d said settled into the space Karl had vacated. My husband and I. The coupling that had been absent all night, restored in a room-service request. I hadn’t planned it. The brief I’d prepared for this evening—the chair, the envelope, the dress, Karl—hadn’t included a section on what happened after the instrument left.

I was improvising.

The compliance officer was drafting without a template.

I patted the bed.

“Come and sit here, Tom.”

He was still on his back in the center of the mattress, where he’d been since I’d lowered myself onto his face in the dress. He sat up slowly—his body stiff from the angles it had held all night, the floor, the chair, the positions his spine had bent to while his mouth worked between my legs, his lips and tongue sucking every drop of another man’s seed out of me.

He swung his feet to the carpet and moved to sit beside me on the edge.

He was close, his thigh touching mine through the satin. I felt the heat of him through the fabric—the body temperature of a man who had been running hot for hours, the fever of arousal and shame and the thing that had replaced both. I could feel him breathing. The rise and fall of his ribs against my arm. The warmth of his skin through his open robe.

His face was raw.

The skin around his mouth was pink and scraped where my thighs had ground against him—the places where the sting of Karl’s cum and my arousal had dried into his freshly shaven face. My husband smelled like me. Like my cunt and Karl’s cock and sweat and, underneath it all, the aftershave I’d bought him three Christmases ago—the base note that had outlasted everything the night had laid on top of it.

“When you said—”

“I meant it, Tom. I enjoyed tonight more even than our wedding night. Every anniversary was theater—a parody of marriage. I won’t lie. Kirsty changed everything.”

“I know, but—”

“Then Karl changed everything again, and you stayed.”

“You didn’t expect that?”

“No.”

He looked at me. His eyes were red-rimmed and wet and steady. The crying was done. Whatever had been breaking in him all night had finished breaking, and what remained had a quality I hadn’t seen in five years of marriage. Not confidence. Not defeat. The stripped-back clarity of a man who has exhausted every version of himself that wasn’t true.

“I love you, Amy. Do you love me?”

My cunt clenched. Not arousal—reflex. The body’s response to a question it had been carrying for three weeks, asked aloud, in the gray light, on a bed that smelled like another man.

I shrugged.

The gesture felt wrong in the wedding dress. The satin shifted on my shoulders. The lace at my collarbones moved. A shrug belongs in a kitchen, in jeans, over coffee gone cold. Not in white satin at dawn with my ex-boyfriend’s cum drying between my legs. But the answer required it. The honest answer wasn’t yes or no. It was the motion between them.

“I said it ten minutes ago, and I do love you, but I don’t honestly know how much. I don’t feel bitter. I don’t not love you, but I don’t feel the way I did when I walked down the aisle. That girl was certain about you. This woman has doubts—about you and me.”

“Because of Kirsty?”

“No. Karl fucked Kirsty out of me. My problem is you.”

I felt the emphasis land in my own body before it reached Tom’s face. My cunt tightened on the word you—not arousal, punctuation. My body underlining what my mouth had said. The problem wasn’t the woman Tom had fucked in a budget hotel. The problem was the man sitting beside me whose hand was warm and whose cock was hard and whose chin was still damp with what he’d swallowed from my gaping cunt.

“How am I a problem?”

“I’m asking myself the same question from different angles. How can I stay with you after years of neglect? How can I find the intimacy I need, from you and if not you, from whom? Is what I want impossible? Am I supposed to settle?”

Each question landed like an exhibit entering the record. I heard myself—the deposition cadence, the flat delivery of evidence presented not for judgment but for the record. These weren’t rhetorical questions. They were the questions I’d been circling for three weeks in this suite, in this bed, in the shower where I’d stood every morning and let the water hit my back and asked myself whether the structure of our marriage was worth a renovation.

“No. You’re not supposed to settle, and regardless of all the orgasms tonight and the cumming inside you and all that, I saw Karl cared about you.”

I looked at him closely.

Something moved in my chest. Not the familiar clench—something lighter, something that had been buried under the anger and the planning and the documents and the dress.

This was a first.

Not a first since we married. A first ever. The first time my husband had ever stepped outside himself and stood inside someone else’s shoes. He’d watched Karl fuck me. He’d watched Karl position me, hands patient on my hips. He’d watched Karl’s palm find the small of my back with the precision of a man who knew where things belonged. And my husband had drawn a conclusion that my pleasure had nothing to do with him.

He cared about you.

Four words. And they were the first four words my husband had ever said that proved he could see another person clearly.

I reached out, took his hand, and rubbed my thumb over the back of his—the soft pad between forefinger and thumb, the same spot I’d circled when he’d told me he wanted to watch Karl fuck me. The gesture that had become ours tonight. Tenderness delivered to the one patch of skin that carried no evidence, no residue, nothing of what the rest of our bodies had done.

“I don’t want you to fuck me, Tom. Not today. Maybe never.”

“Oh fuck. That sounds bad.”

“I saw what you did tonight. I need time. I think you do too.”

He nodded. His jaw worked—the muscles clenching and releasing, the effort of holding silence. Giving me the room. Another first.

“I’m a cuckold. You didn’t make me that, nor did Karl. That’s what I am.”

The word in his mouth was different from every other time I’d encountered it tonight. When I’d typed it into the agreement—Section 3(b), the definitions, the recitals—it had been a legal blade, shaped for a specific cut. When Karl had said it on the balcony, it had been a diagnosis. Structural. The assessment of a man who recognized load-bearing walls.

When Tom said it, sitting beside me with his hand in mine and his face still raw from my thighs, it was neither weapon nor diagnosis. It was identity. He’d found the word like a key he’d been carrying in the wrong pocket—not new, not borrowed, already his.

“And that worries me, Tom.”

“What?”

It did worry me, but not in the way he thought. Not the way a wife worries when her husband names a desire she doesn’t recognize—the flinch, the distance, the careful recalibration of the marital terms.

What worried me was what I’d felt when he said it. My cunt had clenched. My nipples had tightened against the lace of the bodice. My body had answered his confession the same way it had answered Karl’s cock—with recognition. With want. The same body that had screamed twice tonight, the same cunt that was still holding another man’s cum, had heard my husband call himself a cuckold and responded with arousal.

That was what worried me. Not him. Me.

I had watched my husband transform—the change more profound than any I’d ever seen. The man who had walked into this suite with roses and champagne and a card he’d actually written this time—that man had been performing a role he’d been miscast in for years.

Husband.

Provider.

He stopped being the man who carries the briefcase and signs the crappy anniversary card and fucks his wife once a week with the lights off and sleeps soundly while she stares at the ceiling.

This man was not performing. His posture had changed—the shoulders slumped lower, the spine straighter, the hands open on his thighs. His face was open. Not vulnerable—available. The face of a man who had stopped guarding the door because there was nothing left behind it worth protecting.

“You are not the man I married.”

“But I am truer to myself than I’ve ever been. This was always inside me. I can’t excuse myself for Kirsty, but this—”

He looked down and shook his head. His free hand opened on his thigh—palm up, the fingers spread, reaching for a word that wouldn’t come.

“Tell me, Tom.”

I cupped his chin and raised his head until our eyes locked. His jaw was smooth against my palm—the stubble that had scraped my thighs earlier was gone, my cunt, the tissue that was still swollen and tender.

The contact sent warmth through my wrist.

“Tell me.”

“This is the marriage I want, Amy.”

The words hung in the gray light. Through the balcony door, the bay was turning silver. The boats were visible now—hulls, not just lights. The garden below was releasing its morning shift—the jasmine fading, the citrus arriving, the salt unchanged. And my husband had just told me that the marriage he wanted was one where another man fucked his wife while he watched from a chair and cleaned the evidence with his tongue.

My cunt contracted. A slow, deep pulse that pushed a thread of Karl’s cum to my entrance. I felt it arrive—warm, thick, the physical evidence of what Tom was asking for more of. The cum tracking along the seam of my thigh beneath the satin. My body answering his proposal before my mind had finished reading the terms.

“Cuckolding you was the best sexual experience I ever had, Tom. You actually looked happy for me—not you—for me. It was like the only thing that mattered to you when Karl fucked me was my pleasure.”

“It was.”

I nodded.

The word best had surprised me as it left my mouth, but my body had already confirmed it. Not the best orgasm—Karl owned those, every one of them, the depth and the width and the screaming.

The best experience.

“And that means I am not the woman you married.”

“You’re not.”

I was trembling. My hands, my thighs, the muscles in my stomach—a fine vibration running through me that had nothing to do with cold and everything to do with the ground moving. The ground had been moving all night, but slowly—incrementally, the way a foundation shifts before you hear the crack. Now I could feel it.

I needed the champagne.

The door opened. My butler returned with a tray—the ice bucket sweating, the bottle dark green and cold, two flutes catching the gray light, and a fresh bowl of strawberries. Eight of them. Red and cold and beaded with condensation, the same as the first bowl, the bowl I’d shared with Karl while Tom watched from his chair and drank water.

He set the tray on the nightstand—beside the torn separation agreement and the signed cuckold agreement, the documents sitting in the dawn light like before-and-after photographs of a marriage.

He popped the cork.

My husband blinked. The sound was quieter than the earlier pops—or the room was quieter, or I was listening differently. He poured two glasses and handed them to us.

Then he stood aside.

The flute was cold in my hand. The bubbles were fine—properly chilled, the Veuve doing what Veuve always does. I drank. The champagne hit my tongue and cut through the residual taste of everything I’d had in my mouth tonight—Karl’s mouth, Tom’s mouth, the compound of bodies and champagne and strawberries and salt.

Tom held his glass. He hadn’t drunk yet. He was looking at the champagne—the golden liquid, the bubbles rising in clean lines—and I understood. It was his first glass of the evening. Five hours in this suite and nobody had offered him champagne.

He’d watched me drink with Karl. He’d watched the butler pour for one. Now he was holding a flute of Veuve Clicquot that I had ordered for him, and the weight of the inclusion was arriving on his face like dawn was arriving on the bay. Slowly. Then all at once.

“Happy anniversary, Tom.”

We clinked glasses.

“Best one ever.”

“It was.”

“Mine too.”

He drank.

I picked up a strawberry from the bowl between us. Held it out. He took it from my fingers—his lips brushing my fingertip, the contact brief, his mouth still warm—and bit into it.

The juice ran to the corner of his mouth. Red against the raw pink of his skin, sweet against lips that were swollen and faintly glazed with the residue of what he’d been tasting all night. He chewed. Swallowed. His eyes closed for a moment—the briefest moment—and when they opened, they were wet.

The strawberry was the thing I’d shared with Karl. The thing that meant celebration and exclusion and the private language of the woman and her lover. Now it was in my husband’s mouth, the juice running down the same chin that had been between my legs, and the reversal settled in my chest with a weight that felt like a ruling being entered.

I took a strawberry for myself. Bit it. Cold and sweet and sharp, the juice on my tongue.

“We could leave this hotel and go our separate ways. Today need not ever be spoken about. You find a new wife whom you gel with. It won’t take you long, Tom. You are a gorgeous man.”

“Thank you.”

He came closer. Turned his body toward mine on the edge of the bed, his knee pressing against my thigh through the dress, and stared into my eyes.

“What if I want you, Amy? Only you.”

“Then we need to talk.”

“Talk. Please.”

I drank more champagne. The cold sharpness cleared the thickness in my throat. Through the balcony door, a boat horn sounded across the bay—low, distant, the sound of the world going about its morning while we sat on a wrecked bed in a ruined dress and tried to draft something from what the night had left us.

“Whatever happens, I want a cuckold husband.”

I let that sink in for ten seconds.

“I want a man who can truly, absolutely love me, make babies with me, make love to me, but allow me freedom to do what we did tonight.”

I heard myself say it, and my cunt gripped hard—not a pulse, a contraction, the deep clench of a body hearing its own terms spoken aloud for the first time. The words had been inside me for hours. Maybe weeks. Maybe since the first night I’d lain in this suite alone and scrolled to Karl’s number and asked myself what I was really calling him for.

Not revenge.

Not Kirsty.

This.

“I see.”

“I want a husband who will watch another man fuck me. I don’t want to cheat. I want his consent to do what I want, which means he must know what I want before he commits.”

“And the husband?”

“He must enjoy being a cuckold. Not on the surface—in his DNA.”

“It’s not as simple as that, Amy. You know it.”

“He must tell me what he wants. What brings him sexual joy. I’ve lived without compatibility between us, and I won’t go back to it. Leaving you will break my heart, but I will do it rather than live inside a lie or abuse you.”

Tom set his champagne on the nightstand. He turned to me, and his face was the most open I’d ever seen it. The armor gone. The performance gone—all of it stripped away until what was left was a man in a bathrobe at dawn, sitting next to his wife.

“I want to be a cuckold, Amy, but I don’t know what that means. I can see myself watching other men fuck you, but I have no idea where that goes for me. Maybe today happened this way because I had wronged you so much, and Karl was the only way back for me.”

“Your ego—”

“Is fucked up. I know. I get so full of myself, at work, at home, and I don’t leave space for anyone. It’s not just in marriage. It’s everything. Karl compressed that—relieved my pressure. I made myself feel small. He didn’t.”

“Karl never would humiliate anyone.”

“I know, but I felt so happy and free.”

“And you licked his cum out of me, which means you enjoyed the humiliation you did to yourself.”

His cock twitched.

I saw it—the involuntary jump, the shaft straining against his stomach, his pre-cum thread stretching and breaking and reforming. His body entering evidence that his mouth hadn’t offered yet.

“It eased my mind, Amy.”

“How?”

“Peace and clarity. I can’t explain it.”

The words were quiet. Delivered the way a witness delivers a statement they’ve been rehearsing and then abandons the rehearsal and just says the thing. Flat. True. Without decoration. Licking Karl’s cum from inside my cunt had eased his mind.

“Maybe it was the act of kneeling, of opening my mouth, of tasting and swallowing and reaching for more.”

He paused. I waited.

“It might be my physical submission—drinking another man’s semen from the cunt I used to own. It quieted something our marriage and an affair and gas station flowers have never touched.”

I looked into his lap.

His cock was rigid. Straining upward against his stomach, the head flushed dark, the slit weeping, the pre-cum that had been arriving all night now a slow, continuous thread tracking down the side of his shaft.

He hadn’t touched himself.

Not once.

Karl had cum inside me—deep, heavy, twice—and Tom’s cock had been hard and leaking and untouched for hours. The patience of it. Or the need of it. The body holding everything and releasing nothing.

I pointed at it.

“Why don’t you use the toilet to relieve that?”

He looked at me. His face changed—not rejection, not relief. Something closer to the expression a witness wears when the attorney asks the question they’ve been waiting for. The one that opens the door they’ve been standing behind.

“Why are you looking at me like that?”

“Would you do it for me, Amy?”

“I’m not fucking you today.”

“No. I mean, would you wank me into the toilet? It’s symbolic.”

“Symbolic of what?”

“My failure as a husband.”

The word failure settled between us. I heard the bay through the open door—water on pilings, the soft percussion of the harbor waking up. I heard my butler shift his weight by the wall—a small sound, leather sole on carpet, the only indication he was still in the room.

“And then what?”

“We keep talking. I’ll have a cooler head.”

“I’m over Kirsty. I told you that.”

“Are you over my failure to be a good husband?”

I considered it.

I shook my head.

My cunt clenched, and more of Karl’s cum eased from inside me—the slow release that had been happening since he pulled out, the deep reservoir at my cervix giving up its contents in stages.

I felt the warmth arrive at my entrance, thicken at my lips, and track along the crease of my thigh beneath the satin. Karl’s cum, still moving through me. Still present. Still marking the territory his cock had claimed.

Tom’s eyes were on my cunt.

“Are you still hungry?”

“Yes.”

I reached for a strawberry, pressed it against my cunt, and pushed the tip inside me. Karl’s cum coated it—thick, white, glazing the red fruit until the color barely showed. A thread stretched from the strawberry to my cunt and broke when I drew it out.

I held it out to Tom.

He didn’t hesitate. He leaned in—a deep inhalation first, his nostrils flaring, his chest expanding—and then his mouth was on it. The first bite took half the strawberry, and I heard the sound of his teeth breaking through the glazed flesh. His eyes closed. His jaw worked. He swallowed.

The second bite finished it. His lips closed around my fingers, and his tongue found the cum that had run between them—warm, thorough, cleaning the evidence from my hand with devoted attention.

He opened his eyes and looked at me.

“Please help me, Amy.”

“You just ate a strawberry covered in Karl’s semen.”

“I loved it.”

“And now you want me to wank you off into the toilet bowl?”

“Yes.”

I wanted to do it. The realization arrived in my body before my mind caught up—my nipples tightening against the lace, a fresh pulse of slick joining Karl’s cum between my legs, the heat building in my pelvis at the image my husband had just put there. My hand. His cock. The toilet. His seed flushed away while another man’s cum sat deep inside me, unhurried, unchallenged, staying.

It wasn’t spite. It was something else. Something that didn’t have a name in the vocabulary I’d built my career on—not in the compliance briefs, not in the contract definitions, not in the recitals. The feeling was closer to the heat I’d felt when Karl first slid his cock inside me, when my body had said yes before my brain had finished drafting the motion. Kink. Sexual awakening. The raw, confusing discovery that power had a taste, and I liked it.

I shook my head.

“I don’t want to demean you, Tom. I mean—I want to do it because it feels sexy, but what it means—”

“That you’re full of Bull semen and your husband’s is flushed away.”

Bull. He’d said it with the capital letter audible. Not Karl. Not another man. A Bull. The word he’d found on the balcony and was now using like vocabulary he’d always known and never spoken.

“I don’t want to flush you away.”

“I’d feel better for it.”

I looked at him. At his face—open, steady, the eyes asking without begging. At his cock—rigid, insistent, the body’s argument outlined in flesh and pre-cum. At his hands—resting on his thighs, the knuckles no longer white, the grip of a man who was no longer holding on to anything.

I thought about Kirsty.

He’d put another woman in my mouth three times a week and never told me.

Now he was asking me to put his cock in my hand and empty his seed into a toilet. And the difference—the difference was consent. He was asking. I was choosing. Kirsty had been in my mouth without my permission.

Tom’s cum would be in the toilet with his.

The anger I expected didn’t come. What came instead was heat—a flush that started in my pelvis and climbed through my stomach to my chest, the warmth of something unlocking. The Kirsty blowjobs had been his power, taken without asking. This would be mine, given because he asked.

“Okay.”

I stood.

The dress moved with me—the hem dragging on the carpet, the stain at the bottom darker in the dawn light, the satin pulling against my thighs where the dried compound of Karl’s cum and my arousal had stuck the fabric to my skin. I felt it peel. The small, intimate sound of satin releasing skin.

I walked to the bathroom.

Tom followed me. Barefoot on the carpet, his robe open, his cock preceding him—hard and faintly absurd and entirely serious, pointing the way.

The bathroom was marble and white and bright. The overhead light had a different quality from the bedroom—harder, clinical, the light of surfaces designed to be cleaned. A room for evidence disposal. The air was cooler in here. I could smell hotel soap and, beneath it, the ghost of Tom’s earlier visit—the shaving, the running water, the attempt to wash the night from his face.

I lifted the toilet lid. White porcelain. The bowl clean. The water still.

“Stand here.”

“Where will you be?”

“Behind you. I’ll reach around.”

“Don’t you want to watch my shame?”

“Maybe.”

Tom stood over the bowl. His robe hung open. His chest rose and fell with his breathing—faster now, the rhythm of a man approaching something he’d asked for and was afraid of and wanted. His cock was rigid. The head flushed dark, straining upward, the slit wet. A bead of pre-cum sat at the opening—clear, trembling, catching the overhead light.

I stood behind him.

“Yes. I want to watch.”

I stood beside him. My wedding dress in a hotel bathroom. The satin hem pooling on marble. The bodice damp against my breasts. And inside me—deep, at the cervix, in the place Tom’s tongue had never reached—Karl’s cum lay warm, heavy, unhurried and staying.

I reached for my husband’s cock.

My hand closed around his shaft, and the contact jolted through both of us. I hadn’t touched him all night. I’d sat on his face. I’d held his hand while another man fucked me. I’d kissed his mouth with Karl’s taste still on his tongue. But I hadn’t touched his cock. Not once. And the first thing I noticed was the difference.

“You’re very small.”

“Compared to Karl, most men are.”

“He was extraordinary. He fucked—”

I realized what I was saying and stopped, smiling at Tom.

“Sorry.”

“I want to hear about it. What he did for you.”

I looked at his cock.

“What did Kirsty say about this?”

“She said it was enough if used properly.”

“She never fucked Karl. It’s not enough, Tom. I’m sorry. Just being honest.”

“I think we need that.”

After Karl—the girth I couldn’t close my fingers around, the shaft that had stretched my cunt past the point of language, the head that had reached my cervix and stayed—Tom’s cock felt like something I already knew and didn’t want. Something that had once filled my hand and now left room. My fingers met my thumb around him with space to spare.

He was warm.

The skin was soft over the hardness beneath—smooth, the vein on the underside pulsing against my wedding ring finger with a heartbeat that was fast and hard and desperate. I could feel the urgency in his blood.

“Five hours of arousal without release.”

“I did well.”

“You did.”

“I am committed to this, Amy.”

“To what?”

“To whatever you want.”

His body had been testifying to that all night, and now my hand was the first touch it had received, and the pulse against my finger was that of a man who had been held at the edge and was being asked to fall.

The pre-cum was slick between my fingers. Thin. Clear. Not like Karl’s cum—thick, white, dense, the cum that was still inside me, that had overflowed my cunt and been swallowed by the man whose cock I was now holding. Tom’s pre-cum was the evidence of watching. The fluid of a man who wanted without having. I felt it coat my palm as I adjusted my grip, and the slick warmth of it was nothing like the slick warmth of what was between my legs.

I stroked him.

One slow pull—base to tip, my hand drawing up the length of him, feeling the skin slide, the shaft thickening in my grip as the blood responded to the first contact it had received in hours. The head emerged from my fist flushed and wet, the slit weeping a fresh thread that stretched from his cock to my thumb and broke.

I twisted my fist at the crown—my thumb pressing the frenulum, the ridge of sensitive tissue where the nerves cluster—and his hips jerked. His breath caught. A sharp sound through his nose, the involuntary gasp of a body being touched after being starved.

I angled his cock toward the toilet.

“Be good and cum in the bowl, honey.”

“I’ll try.”

“You must. We don’t want any of your cum on me.”

“No. God no.”

“I’ll flush it away. You wipe first so we get rid of all of it.”

“Please don’t stop, Amy.”

The bathroom light was unforgiving. I could see everything—my hand on his cock, my fingers wrapped around the shaft, the slow up-and-down motion that was drawing his orgasm toward the surface.

The toilet was beneath. White porcelain waiting to receive what my body rejected. The wedding dress I was wearing while I did it—the satin and lace catching the overhead light, the stains visible, the fabric that had walked me down the aisle now brushing the bathroom floor while I wanked my husband into a toilet.

My cunt was responding.

I could feel the arousal building—not in spite of what I was doing but because of it. Each stroke of Tom’s cock sent a pulse through my pelvis that had nothing to do with his cock and everything to do with the act.

The disposal.

His.

The hierarchy my hand was establishing. Karl’s cum was inside me—warm, deep, staying. Tom’s cum was about to enter porcelain and be flushed away like it meant nothing. I was in two minds.

“Are you sure, Tom?”

“Yes.”

“It feels wrong.”

“And yet it feels right. You want to do it, Amy.”

The fact of it—the bull’s seed held inside me, my husband’s seed flushed—made my cunt clench around Karl’s deposit, and I felt a fresh thread of it ease from my entrance and track down my inner thigh beneath the dress.

I used one finger, slid it inside my cunt, scooped out Karl’s cum and fed it to my husband.

He sucked my finger so hard my entire body shuddered.

I stroked him faster. Not rough—purposeful. The rhythm of a woman who had held this cock before, who knew the pressure at the base and the twist at the head and the spot beneath the crown that made his breathing stop.

I used everything I knew about his body. Five years of marriage. The blowjobs he’d asked for after Kirsty. The rare, perfunctory fucks where I’d gripped him and guided him inside me and felt nothing and stared at the ceiling after he came and wondered if this was it.

This was not that.

This was my hand pulling the orgasm from my husband’s cock with the specific intention of discarding it. Not sharing it. Not receiving it. Not letting it anywhere near the place another man’s cum was keeping warm.

I was emptying him like a file cover before filing the replacement document. Clearing the record. Making room for the terms that mattered.

And I loved it.

The realization hit me mid-stroke—a hot, sudden flood of arousal that had nothing to do with Tom’s cock and everything to do with the power in my hand and the bowl below his cock. I loved the feel of him straining in my grip, the desperate pulse of the vein against my finger, the knowledge that his release was mine to direct—not into me, not onto me, into a toilet.

I loved the sound of his breathing—ragged, broken, the sound of a man on the edge of something he’d begged for. I loved the weight of Karl’s cum inside me while I did it—the warmth of the bull’s deposit sitting untouched at my cervix while I handled the husband’s cock like something being processed, filed and disposed of.

I loved the woman I was becoming.

“Look at me, Tom.”

He turned his head. His eyes were wet—not crying, intensity, the wet of sensation hitting a system that had been overloaded for hours. I held his gaze and stroked—base to tip, my thumb dragging over the frenulum, the pre-cum running between my fingers in warm threads that cooled in the bathroom air.

“This is what I want, Tom.”

“Me too.”

“We have more to discuss.”

“Yes.”

“After you cum.”

The softness in my voice surprised me. This wasn’t punishment. This was something I was choosing with my eyes open. I’d chosen to walk down the aisle. I’d chosen to call Karl to fuck me, and chosen to sit on Tom’s face in my wedding dress. A choice made with the body and ratified by the mind.

Tom’s body tightened. I felt it in his cock first—the shaft hardening past what I thought was its limit, the head swelling against my fingers, the vein kicking against my palm with a rapid, urgent rhythm.

Then his six-pack tightened, his thighs corded, his chest—everything contracting inward, the whole body gathering toward the center, toward my hand, toward the release that had been building since the first time he’d watched Karl’s cock in my mouth and his own cock had answered with an erection he couldn’t explain.

His breathing stopped.

His mouth opened.

His hands found the edge of the counter and gripped, and I saw his knuckles go white and his forearms strain and his hips push forward into my fist with a movement he couldn’t control.

He came.

His cock pulsed in my hand—hard, sudden, the first jet hitting the inside of the bowl with a sound that was flat and clinical and final. White against white. I watched it land—the thin streak of his cum on the porcelain, the evidence of my husband’s orgasm delivered not to his wife’s body but to hotel plumbing.

The second pulse was weaker, its trajectory shorter, the rope of cum hitting the rim and running down toward the water. The third was barely a spasm, more a seep, the last of it running over my knuckles in a warm, thin thread.

“Much less than Karl. Less volume, less density, less of everything.”

“I know.”

“I think it’s meant to be.”

He’d already cum once tonight in his pants and had been hard for hours since, his body running on fumes. I watched his seed sit on the porcelain—thin, translucent, already beginning to run—and compared it without deciding to.

Karl’s cum was inside me right now. Thick. White. Heavy. Pooled at my cervix in a reservoir my body was holding. Karl’s cum had overflowed my cunt and filled Tom’s mouth and been swallowed in gulps.

Tom’s cum was a few streaks on a toilet bowl, already losing shape.

“You have more of Karl’s cum inside you than your own, Tom.”

I smiled up at him.

“Just saying. We both have my ex-boyfriend’s cum inside us.”

I wanked him gently through the aftershocks. His body shuddering, his breath coming in broken gasps, his cock softening in my grip with the speed of a body that had given up everything it had. I felt the last thread of cum stretch from his slit to my thumb and break.

I pointed his cock down and shook the last drop into the bowl.

Then I let go.

He cleaned his cock with tissues and tossed them uselessly into the toilet, looking pleased with himself.

I looked at him.

“Finished?”

“Yes. Thank you.”

“Want to look away?”

“No.”

I flushed.

It was loud. The water swirled and took his seed, and the sound filled the bathroom—the mechanical, indifferent sound of plumbing doing what plumbing does. No ceremony. No significance except the insignificance we’d given it, which was all of it.

I turned on the faucet and washed my hands. The soap was hotel soap—lavender, something chemical—and the warm water ran over my fingers and carried a few drops of Tom’s cum down the drain while Karl’s cum continued its slow, patient descent from my cervix.

Two men’s seed.

One flushed away.

One held.

I dried my hands on a white towel.

Tom stood by the toilet. His cock was soft against his thigh. His robe hung open. His face was—I studied it in the hard bathroom light—calm. Not performed calm. The genuine, emptied stillness of a body that had released what it was holding. His shoulders were lower. His breathing was even. His eyes had a clarity that hadn’t been there a minute ago—the fog of five hours of arousal lifted, the mind stepping out from behind the cock.

“Do you feel better?”

He nodded.

“Thank you.”

“Are you ready to discuss our future, Tom?”

“I am.”

I looked at my husband. Standing in a hotel bathroom at dawn. His cum flushed. His wife in a wedding dress stained with another man’s semen. And on his face, an expression I was seeing for the first time in our marriage.

Peace.

Not happiness—that’s a different filing cabinet. Not relief—that’s a body function, and his body had handled that. Peace. The settled, structural stillness of a man who has stopped fighting the wrong war. A man who has been emptied into a toilet by his wife and feels, for the first time, like himself.

My cunt pulsed. Karl’s cum shifted inside me. The bull’s seed, warm and heavy and going nowhere.

I took Tom’s hand.

“Come on. The champagne’s getting warm.”

We walked back to the bed.


Chapter Seven

◆◆◆

Amy’s Point of View

My husband tested the bottle and smiled.

He poured two glasses and handed me one.

“The champagne is still cold. Happy anniversary.”

The champagne was still cold, and it tasted nice, but it didn’t wash away Karl’s flavor from my mouth.

We sat on the edge of the bed — side by side, my wedding dress and his robe, the cum-stained satin and the hotel cotton — and we drank.

The silence between us was different now. Settled. Not loaded like the breaks in conversation before I wanked him off uselessly into the toilet, where every pause held something unsaid. This was the silence of two people who had said the hard things and were sitting in the aftermath, letting the words settle.

“I feel—”

I looked at my husband.

“Go on?”

“Like I had the best orgasm of my life, Amy.”

“Me too.”

I clinked my glass against his and drank, laughing, the irony both thrilling and terrifying.

“Is that the answer?”

I looked at him again.

“Me wanking you off into tissues or a toilet while other men fuck me?”

“And I watch?”

I searched his eyes for any sign of insincerity.

I found none.

“I don’t know, Tom.”

His body was different. The tension that had been running through him all night — the rigid cock, the white knuckles, the shallow breathing, the constant visible effort of a man holding himself together — was gone.

That tension had run at varying frequencies for years.

Now, his shoulders were lower. His hands were loose around the champagne flute. His breathing was even, slow, the rhythm of a man whose body had finally caught up with what his mind had been telling it for hours.

The wank had done what he’d said it would. His head was cooler. His eyes were clear.

He picked up a strawberry and ate it. The juice ran to the corner of his mouth and he wiped it with his thumb and licked his thumb clean, and the gesture was so ordinary, so domestic — a man eating fruit in the morning — that I felt something crack in my chest. Not break. Crack. The way ice cracks when it’s warming. The fracture that precedes the thaw.

“Does it taste better?”

“No. I preferred the one soaked in Karl’s cum.”

I laughed and shook my head.

“We’ll never forget this night, Tom.”

He turned to me, reached out and held my hand, his thumb running across my wedding band.

“I want to be put on trial, Amy.”

“What?”

“You’re a lawyer.”

“Okay, but—”

“Hear me out. I want a trial.”

“A trial period for us?”

“In a way. I want a trial of my true nature versus yours.”

My husband’s eyes were bright — not the wet, wrecked brightness of the crying earlier, but the sharp, focused brightness of a mind that had seized on something and was running with it. I recognized the look. It was the look Tom got when he was building — not a house, not a structure, but a plan.

It was the same look that had made me fall in love with him at a bar six and a half years ago, when he’d talked for twenty minutes about the cantilevered roof he was designing for a library extension and his hands had moved through the air drawing shapes I couldn’t see but wanted to live inside.

Tom was building again. On the ruins of the night. With the only materials available — my language, my world, the framework I’d spent my career inside.

“You can try me, Amy.”

“I’d be defense, prosecution, and—”

“Judge? Yes. I want that. Let’s start with the wrong I did. Kirsty. Karl fucked that out of you. You said that. I witnessed it. I cleaned up the mess.”

“You did. It was the best sex you’ve ever given me.”

His eyes sparkled. His breathing hitched. The compliment — wrapped in barbed wire — landed in his body before his face could catch up. The best sex he’d ever given me was cleaning up another man’s.

His contribution was the cleanup. And his body responded to that truth with the same involuntary confession it had been making all night — a flush rising from his chest to his ears, his soft cock stirring against his thigh, the first twitch of a man whose arousal was wired to his own subordination.

“Sorry, Tom. I can’t do that. I won’t.”

“Do what?”

“Run a trial. The agreements I made were honest. Unbiased — my proposal that you could have torn up. You could have walked away. Maybe you should have.”

“I’m a cuckold.”

He didn’t say it to me, or to the butler who looked at him.

My husband said it to himself.

“I’m a cuckold.”

“You don’t know what you are. It was one night, Tom.”

“That’s my point. I want the truth. Don’t you? A trial will find that out.”

I looked at him for a long while. Long enough that I took three gulps of champagne — a minute apart at least — and emptied the flute.

“You’re being sincere?”

“I am, Amy.”

“I can’t be the judge. I can prosecute, maybe defend you a little, but I can’t be judge.”

“Someone impartial then?”

“Maybe.”

The wife in me believed Tom was being sincere — the man with the clear eyes and the cool head and the peace on his face, the man who had been flushed and emptied and was now thinking straighter than he had in years.

The other part — the lawyer, the woman who read fine print and checked for hidden clauses and never signed anything without understanding the exit terms — thought this might be strategy. A scheme dressed up as submission. Tom’s ego, wounded and cunning, finding a path back to our marriage through a door that looked like surrender but might be a side entrance.

My cunt clenched. Not from arousal — from attention. The body’s way of telling me to pay attention to what was happening. To listen past the words and hear the architecture.

“It won’t just be sexual, Tom.”

“You want to discuss life?”

“Yes. Home. Savings. Babies especially.”

“I want to discuss that too.”

The word babies landed in the room with a weight that surprised me. We had never discussed it. Five years of marriage and we had never sat down and talked about whether we wanted children, when, how many, what kind of parents we’d be.

That conversation had been deferred. Tom deferred everything — not refused, not rejected, just never placed on the agenda. An item without a hearing date. And I’d let him defer it because I was building my career and the timing never felt right and our marriage never felt solid enough to bear the weight of a child.

Underneath all of those reasons was the one I hadn’t admitted.

“I don’t want to have a baby with a man who fucks like a wet lettuce and comes home from his mistress, putting his unwashed cock in my mouth.”

“Ouch.”

“That’s how things land in a courtroom, Tom. Still want this?”

I looked at him. He nodded.

“We never discussed starting a family, Tom.”

“Prosecute that too. In front of a judge if you wish.”

“A real judge?”

“Why not?”

“That’s fucking—”

I laughed.

The sound surprised me. I hadn’t laughed all night. Not once. Not during the planning, the sex, feeding Karl’s cum to my husband, not even during the dress 69. I had come and screamed and cried and delivered verdicts and sat on my husband’s face and held his hand while another man fucked me.

But I hadn’t laughed.

Tom had made me laugh.

The laughter broke something open in the room — the last wall between what we’d been performing all night and what we actually were. Two people sitting on a bed. Married. Wrecked. Covered in the evidence of what we’d done and what had been done to us. And my husband had just proposed something so absurd and so perfectly calibrated to my mind that laughter was the only available response.

“Does it sound crazy?”

“It’s the sort of crazy shit you did before we married, Tom.”

“Exactly. Let’s rewind.”

I could see his mind working — the thoughts arriving faster than his mouth could process them, the connections forming, the architecture assembling itself like my closing arguments assemble at 2 a.m. over cold coffee. He’d found his material. Not concrete and steel and cantilevers. Courtrooms and evidence and the wife sitting next to him in a ruined wedding dress who happened to be a lawyer.

“You prosecute me, Amy.”

He mumbled. The words ran together, his eyes unfocused, staring at a point beyond the room — the look of a man sketching something he could see and nobody else could see yet.

“What was that?”

“I said, you prosecute me. I’ll either find someone or defend myself. You find a judge. Let’s do this, Amy. In a courtroom, closed doors.”

“Okay. Let’s get this straight. You want me to find a real judge so that I can prosecute the case against our marriage?”

“Yes. That’s it.”

“And the jury?”

He paused. His hand found another strawberry — the gesture absent, automatic, a man feeding himself while his mind built a building. He bit into it and chewed and I watched the juice on his lip and waited.

He was making it all up on the fly. I could see the construction happening — the scaffolding going up in real time, the load-bearing walls placed by instinct, the design emerging from a mind that had spent its career building structures and was now building the structure of its own surrender.

“Other women and men. Hotwives married to cuckolds. Who better to judge whether we fit.”

“Six men and six women?”

“Yes.”

“They would have to be unrelated or they might start prosecuting their own relationships by proxy.”

“You organize that.”

My cunt contracted. A slow, deep pulse that I felt in my cervix — Karl’s cum shifting inside me, the physical evidence responding to the verbal architecture Tom was building around the next stage in our lives.

A jury of hotwives and cuckolds. Women who understood the dynamic from the inside — women who had been fucked by other men while their cuckolds watched, women who had sat on their husband’s faces and fed them, women who knew what it meant when the word cuckold stopped being an insult and became an identity. Those women, and men like their husbands, judging whether we fit.

“A trial has witnesses.”

“The men who fuck you. Your bulls. Those who show up. They can be questioned by you and me. The judge can rule, the jury decides.”

Your bulls.

Plural.

Not Karl. Not the man who had just left after fucking me. Bulls. The word carrying the weight of a future Tom had already populated — men I hadn’t met yet, cocks I hadn’t taken yet, encounters that existed only in the architecture my husband was drafting on the fly while he ate strawberries in a bathrobe at dawn.

He’d moved past tonight.

He was building for what came next.

And the witnesses — the men who fuck me, questioned in a courtroom, their testimony entered into the record. What would they testify to? The sounds I made. The way my cunt opened. How deep inside me they reached. How I came. The evidence of my body presented by the men who knew how to love it better than my husband did, in a room designed for the delivery of truth, before a jury of women who would know whether the witnesses were telling the truth because they had been fucked the same way.

I ate a strawberry.

Slowly.

The cold sweetness firing on my tongue while I turned the architecture over in my mind — testing the structure the way I test a contract, clause by clause, looking for the weakness, the ambiguity, the term that could be exploited.

I couldn’t find one.

“You’re taking the chaos of what happened tonight — the sex and the crying and the feeding and the dress and the cum and the wank and the two documents on the nightstand — and giving it a procedure.”

“I think it’s the only way, Amy. Neither of us really knows what we are anymore.”

“Which means we never really did.”

“This could be a different kind of courtship.”

“Rules of evidence with a burden of proof?”

“Yes.”

It was a framework for determining whether cuckolding had emerged between us as real or reactive, sustainable or a single night’s fever. It was, in legal terms, due process. The right to be heard. The obligation to present evidence. The authority of an impartial decision-maker.

It was the most Tom had ever understood about who I was.

“And if the jury finds against you, Tom, the judge will sentence our marriage. Divorce.”

“Or he’ll sentence you.”

I looked at the strawberry bowl. There were three left. I looked at the champagne — nearly empty, the bubbles thinning. I looked at the bay through the balcony door — silver now, the light strengthening, the boats pulling at their moorings.

I looked at my husband.

He was waiting. Not anxiously — patiently. The patience of a man who had made his case and was waiting for the bench to rule. His hands were still. His face was open. His cock was soft, and his mind was sharp, and for the first time in our marriage, both of those things felt right at the same time.

“Okay, Tom.”

The words left my mouth, and my body confirmed it — a pulse in my cunt, a tightening in my chest, the physical signature of a decision ratified. I felt Karl’s cum shift inside me, the deep deposit adjusting to the contraction, and I thought: this is the evidence. This is exhibit one. Another man’s cum inside the wife, the husband’s cum in the toilet, and the marriage filing for a new proceeding.

“When?”

Tom’s voice was eager. Not desperate — the eagerness of a man who had been handed the blueprint and wanted to start building before the weather turned.

I looked at my butler.

He stood by the wall. Where he’d stood for most of the night — hands clasped, posture straight, the professional stillness of a man who existed in the margins of our decisions. He had watched everything. Karl’s cock in my mouth. Him fucking me. The 69 under the dress. Tom’s first cleanup. The feeding. The hand-holding during the fuck. Karl’s departure. The champagne poured for two. The wank.

He’d spread my legs while my lover fucked me.

He had watched it all, and his face had given nothing. Not approval, not judgment, not arousal. The face of a witness who understood that his role was to observe and, when required, to act.

I looked at his body.

I hadn’t looked — not really, not the way I’d looked at Karl when he arrived, the inventory of shoulders and arms and the cock that my memory had been carrying for seven years. The butler had been a function, not a body. The hand that broke Tom’s grip. The arms that held my ankles apart. The handwriting on the witnessed agreement.

Now I looked.

He was tall. Not Karl’s height, but tall enough that his presence against the wall had its own architecture. Broad across the chest, the white shirt pulling slightly at the shoulders where the fabric accommodated mass it hadn’t been tailored for. His forearms were visible below rolled cuffs — the muscles defined, the veins raised, the arms of a man who carried things for a living. Trays. Luggage. Women’s ankles.

His hands were large. I’d felt them — on my ankles, on Tom’s arm when he’d lifted my husband from the chair — but I hadn’t cataloged them. Now I did. Wide palms. Long fingers. The hands of a man who could hold a champagne flute and a woman’s thigh with equal precision.

His face was impassive. Waiting. The way he’d waited all night — for the next instruction, the next enforcement, the next moment when the scene required his intervention. He was staff. He was service. He was whatever the evening demanded.

My cunt tightened.

Not the slow, deliberate pulse of the conversation. A sharp contraction — sudden, deep, the body recognizing what the mind was considering before the mind had finished drafting the motion. I felt Karl’s cum shift inside me with the force of it, and a fresh thread of slick — mine, not Karl’s, new arousal — joined the compound between my legs.

“I want to start now. Here.”

Tom looked at me. Then at the butler. Then back at me.

“Amy—”

“You asked when. I’m telling you my answer. Now.”

“With—”

“I want my butler to fuck me.”

My voice had changed. Not the deposition voice — the wife, the slut — lower, hotter, the voice that had been talking to Tom while Karl fucked me from behind. The voice that came from the body, not the brief.

I looked at my butler.

“Will you fuck me?”

“Yes.”

“Close the balcony door, please.”

He moved.

He crossed the room in four strides — efficient, the stride of a man who understood that the answer had been given and what followed was execution, not discussion. He pulled the glass door closed.

The bay disappeared behind the reflection. The room sealed.

He turned and stood by the door. Waiting.

“Take off your shirt.”

His hands moved to the buttons. No pause. No flicker across his face — no surprise or eagerness, nothing that suggested this instruction was different in kind from any other he’d received tonight. He unbuttoned from the top, worked downward, and the shirt opened.

His chest was broad and hard. Not sculpted — functional, the body of a man who worked rather than trained. A scattering of dark hair from his collarbones to his sternum, tapering to a line that ran down his stomach and disappeared below his waistband.

His skin was darker than Tom’s — not as dark as Karl’s, but dark enough that the contrast with the white shirt as he shrugged it off his shoulders registered in my pelvis. His shirt dropped to the floor. He stood bare-chested by the balcony door and waited.

I felt the heat build between my legs. My arousal arriving before the decision — my body ahead of my mind again, as it had been ahead all night. My cunt swelled. The tissue — sore, used, finished hours ago — responded to the sight of a new body, a new chest, new hands.

The soreness didn’t matter.

The soreness sharpened it.

“Come here and fuck me, please.”

“And cum inside you? Like the other bull did?”

I smiled up at him.

“Karl was my ex-boyfriend. You’ll be my first bull, recruited to fuck me and cuckold my husband from start to finish.”

“I’ll cum inside you, Amy.”

“Is there any other way?”

He crossed the room to the bed with a measured stride. He stopped in front of me — close, a foot away, his bare chest at my eye level. I could smell him. Not cologne — soap, clean cotton, and beneath both something warmer.

His sweat. Faint, controlled, the sweat of a man who had been working a long shift in a heated room. It was different from Karl’s smell — less musk, more mineral. A different man. A different compound.

I reached for his belt.

He looked at Tom.

“Don’t interrupt us.”

“I won’t.”

“Good.”

He wasn’t Karl.

The belt leather was warm. I unbuckled it — the metal clinking, the sound deliberate in the quiet room — and I pulled it free. The buckle swung. I dropped the belt on the floor. My fingers found the button of his pants. The fabric was black, pressed, the uniform of a man who served. I opened the button and drew the zipper down.

His cock was hardening. I saw it through the fabric of his underwear — dark cotton, the shaft thickening behind the cloth, pressing outward as the blood arrived. Not fully hard yet. Getting there. The shape of him was visible — long, thick enough that the fabric stretched, the head pushing against the waistband.

“He’s bigger than you, Tom.”

I pulled his pants down. He stepped out of them. I hooked my fingers into the waistband of his underwear and tugged, and his cock came free.

He was big.

Not Karl’s size. Nobody was going to match Karl — the width that had remade the shape of my cunt, the head that reached my cervix on the first stroke. But he was bigger than my husband by a distance.

Tom stared at his cock.

I smiled.

“Are you sure about this, Tom?”

“What if I’m not?”

“You can leave the room. No way I’m not fucking this man.”

“I want to stay.”

His cock was thick and dark and hardening in the air between us, the shaft straightening as I watched, the head flushing, the foreskin pulling back to reveal a crown that was smooth and wide and already beading with moisture at the slit. The vein on the underside stood raised and visible, pulsing with a heartbeat that was steady and unhurried.

I wrapped my hand around his cock. The heat was immediate — the blood-warmth of a man who was aroused, the shaft solid in my grip, the skin smooth and tight over the hardness beneath. Thicker than Tom. Not as thick as Karl. The middle ground. The cock of a man who had watched my husband come in a toilet and was now hardening in the same wife’s hand.

“You have a lovely cock.”

“I can’t wait to slide it inside you. Watching Karl fuck you was agony.”

I looked at Tom as I stroked my butler’s cock.

“You think some people enjoy the agony?”

“Your husband does. He’s a cuck — case closed.”

“Was he a well-behaved cuck?”

“Yes.”

“Have you ever seen a cuck before? Like this. Tonight.”

“Not like this. Not a husband who arrived as one thing and left as another.”

“Will you testify? At our trial?”

“Yes. Absolutely.”

I had already started gathering evidence. An eyewitness, present for the full duration, no prior relationship with either party. Impartial.

A judge would love him.

My thumb circled the head of his cock, and the slit pulsed against the pad of my finger. I’d call Karl next. Karl’s testimony would be different — intimate knowledge of me, detailed sexual history, the ex-boyfriend who knew what the husband couldn’t do.

Would he be considered a hostile witness or cooperative? Cooperative, at least to me. Karl had nothing to hide. My cunt clenched around the thought of Karl on a witness stand describing how my body responded to his cock versus the defendant, and the arousal that arrived had nothing to do with the hand on his cock and everything to do with the case I was building.

Tom wanted a trial. He was going to get one.

I gripped his cock tighter and felt his heartbeat through the shaft. Even his cock was composed.

My cunt flooded. A hot rush of slick that joined Karl’s cum and soaked into the satin of the dress between my legs. My body was done deliberating. The motion had been filed. The evidence was in.

I moved so Tom could see everything, then stroked my lover’s cock once — from base to tip, feeling the weight of him, the girth, the head swelling in my fist — and let go.

I lay back on the bed.

The dress spread around me — white satin, stained, the hem dark, the bodice damp, the fabric that had walked me down the aisle and hidden Karl’s mouth on my cunt and fallen around Tom’s face while Karl fucked me from behind. The dress that had held everything tonight was about to hold one more thing.

I pulled my skirt up and gathered the satin in both fists, the fabric bunching at my waist — the way I’d gathered it for Tom, the way Karl had gathered it from behind.

My cunt was exposed. Swollen, flushed, the lips parted and wet, the entrance still open — not gaping, but not closed, the tissue too used and too aroused to seal itself. Karl’s cum glistened between my folds.

My own arousal ran in fresh threads along the crease of my thigh. The smell rose from between my legs — heavy, sharp, the concentrated scent of a woman who had been fucked twice and cleaned twice and was about to take a third man in a single night.

“Tom.”

“Yes?”

My husband was standing by the nightstand. His champagne glass was empty. His face was — I read it — not shock. Not horror. Recognition. The same expression he’d worn when Karl first slid his cock inside me, when his body had answered before his mind could object.

His cock was stirring again beneath the robe. Already. The softness from the toilet undoing itself, the blood returning, the body’s argument resuming after the briefest of recesses.

“I want this more than I want your cock.”

“So do I.”

“This feels different. I’m not angry. I’m not the wife I was.”

“You want him to fuck you?”

“I want you to hold my legs while he does.”

He understood immediately — not a pause or a question. He moved to the bed — to the end of it, behind where the butler stood — and his hands found my ankles. His grip was warm and firm, the hands that had trembled on the chair’s armrests all night now steady as the structural steel he spent his career designing.

My husband lifted my legs and spread them wide apart — far wider than I could have held them myself, wider than the position demanded, the deliberate opening of a man who wanted no obstruction between his wife’s cunt and the cock that was about to enter it.

Tom held me open.

His hands gripping my ankles, his arms braced, his body positioned behind the butler so that he could see everything. He stared at the full length of the butler’s cock, the slick, swollen entrance of his wife’s cunt, the diminishing distance between the two. My husband, standing behind another man, holding his wife’s legs apart. The geometry was precise and devastating and exactly what all of us wanted.

My butler stepped between my thighs.

He moved without excess, without performance. His hands found my hips through the dress, the same professional grip he used to open champagne, and he tilted my pelvis upward — patient, precise, the micro-calibration of a man who understood how to position a woman so he could fuck her.

His thumbs settled into the hollows above my hip bones. His cock hung between us — fully hard now, the shaft dark and rigid, the head smooth and wet with pre-cum that caught the gray light from the window.

He notched his crown against my entrance.

The width was different from Karl’s. Not the blunt, structural stretch that had remade my body’s geometry — the narrower, steadier pressure of a cock that would fill me without breaking me open.

His head pressed against my swollen, cum-soaked lips and they parted — easily. My cunt — swollen, sore, slick, opened twice tonight by a bigger cock — offered nominal resistance. My butler entering me was a formality. The body’s brief acknowledgment that a new man was arriving before the door opened.

He slid inside me.

His expression broke — relief, unbridled. His moan traveled through me, and my cunt clenched where his cock pressed hard against my walls.

“You’re fucking hard.”

“Any man would be after watching you.”

“I’ve been well fucked.”

“You have, but surprisingly tight.”

“My cuck wouldn’t feel the sides.”

“You shouldn’t let him. Not until after the trial.”

He thrust harder, fucking me now. The sound I made was involuntary — not a scream, not a gasp, a low groan that came from my diaphragm and carried in the sealed room. On his second thrust, his head spread me — the rim dragging against the inside of my lips, the stretch less than Karl but present, real, the tissue registering a new shape, a new width, a cock it had never taken.

The friction was sharper than it should have been — my cunt raw and overworked, the nerve endings so amplified by hours of use that every ridge of his shaft registered individually, every vein a line of sensation dragged across tissue that was screaming and welcoming in the same breath.

His shaft filled me deeper — inch by inch, a steady, unhurried pressure. The patience of a man who had watched another man fuck this cunt tonight and understood that the approach required care.

The head passed the place where my husband’s cock stopped. The place where Tom had never been. Not as deep as Karl — Karl’s depth was a country no other cock would visit — but deeper than my husband, deeper than the man who was holding my legs wide apart, and the difference registered in my pelvis as a structural fact. Another man. Deeper than Tom. Again.

“Can you see your wife?”

“I can.”

“She fucking needs this.”

“I know.”

“I’m giving it to her and I’ll tell the whole court I can fuck her the way you can’t.”

“You’ll have to be honest.”

My walls gripped his cock. The swollen tissue clamping around his girth — not the desperate, stretched grip of Karl’s width, but a tighter hold, my cunt closing around a cock it could actually encompass, the muscles engaging as they couldn’t with Karl — his cock had been too thick to grip.

This cock I could grip. This cock I could hold and squeeze and milk, and the contraction pulled a sound from the butler — quiet, controlled, a single breath expelled through his nose. The first sound he’d made all night that wasn’t a word.

“He’s balls deep inside me, Tom.”

“Does he feel good?”

“So fucking good. Better than—”

I paused and stared at my husband with another man’s cock balls deep inside me, his pubic bush pressed against my bone, skin flush against skin.

“Me? Better than me?”

“Yes.”

My husband’s hands tightened around my ankles. I felt his grip strengthen — the fingers pressing into the skin above my heels, the tendons in his wrists standing proud. He was staring. I could feel the intensity of his gaze even though I couldn’t see his face — he was behind the butler, looking past the broad, bare back of the man between my legs, seeing his wife’s cunt stretched around a cock that wasn’t his, that belonged to the man who had served us champagne and broken his grip on my sleeve and held my ankles for Karl and was now inside the place all three men had been tonight.

The butler fucked me.

Not like Karl. Karl’s fuck had been a conversation — rhythm and depth and the history of three years together, the body’s dialogue between two people who knew each other’s topography. This was different. This was service. The butler fucked me hard — efficient, thorough, without a wasted stroke.

He didn’t care about me and that made him better than Karl and Tom.

Each thrust was measured, precise, the head reaching the same depth every time, the withdrawal controlled, the pace steady. He wasn’t making love. He wasn’t performing. He was delivering.

The sound of fucking filled the room. The wet, rhythmic sound of a cock moving through a cunt that was already full of another man’s cum — the compound of Karl’s semen and my arousal and the fresh slick my body was producing coating his shaft with every stroke, the friction generating a thick, obscene noise that the sealed room held and amplified.

I could hear it. Tom could hear it.

The butler could feel everything inside me — the slick excess of what Karl had left coating his cock, the evidence of my previous lover lubricating the path for the new one.

His hands stayed on my hips. Through the dress. The satin bunching in his grip the way it had bunched in Karl’s, the fabric straining, and I thought — this dress. This dress has been gripped by three men tonight. The man I married it in. The man I fucked in it. And the man who served me champagne while I wore it.

I looked down. Past the white bodice, past my breasts in the lace, past the bunched fabric at my waist. I could see him entering me. The dark shaft sliding between my swollen lips — the head disappearing into the pink, stretched tissue of my entrance, the shaft following, glistening with the mixture of everything.

Then the withdrawal, the head reappearing slick and flushed, trailing a thread of white — Karl’s cum, loosened by the new cock, displaced, the residue of the previous bull coating the current one.

Karl’s cum on the butler’s cock. The evidence mixing. The exhibits cross-contaminating.

My orgasm began to build. Not the sharp, fracturing detonation that Karl had triggered — something steadier. A tide. The pressure gathered behind my pubic bone, fed by the butler’s precise, metronomic strokes, each one reaching the depth that mattered and dragging against the tissue on the way out.

My clit was swollen and exposed — untouched, no tongue beneath me this time, no husband’s mouth — but the base of the butler’s shaft ground against it on every deep stroke, the friction rough and blunt and exactly what the raw, oversensitive bud needed.

“Fuck me harder.”

“You need more cock than this marriage can give you.”

“Yes.”

The word left me before I chose it. My body’s, not my mind’s. The butler obeyed. His pace increased — not dramatically, but the force behind each thrust deepened, his hips driving forward with more weight, the head hitting the back wall of my cunt with a pressure that sent bright sparks through my pelvis and made my hands grip the sheets.

“Tom.”

“I’m here.”

My husband’s voice was hoarse and close. Right behind the man who was fucking me — close enough to hear the wet sound of his cock entering me from inches away, close enough to smell what rose from between my legs, close enough that the butler’s ass and thighs were in his face and his wife’s cunt was visible between them, stretched around another man’s shaft.

“Don’t let go of my legs.”

“I won’t.”

Tom’s grip was iron. My ankles locked in his hands, my legs held wide, the position opening my cunt to the butler’s full depth. Tom was bracing himself — I could feel the effort in his arms, the counterforce holding me steady against each thrust.

My husband was anchoring his wife’s body so another man could fuck it harder.

The butler’s breathing changed. Faster. Shorter. The controlled composure that had held all night thinned — not breaking yet. I could hear him now. Not the single expelled breath from before — this was continuous, the steady sound of a man approaching his limit, the compressed breathing of a professional whose standard was slipping while his cock was gripped by a cunt that clenched around him in short, involuntary spasms.

My orgasm arrived.

It came from a deep place — behind my pubic bone, from the tissue that Karl had opened and the butler was now stroking, the spongy patch on my front wall that was swollen past the point of reason and responded to every pass of his head with a pulse of heat that radiated outward through my pelvis.

The contractions began low and built — each one tighter than the last, my cunt gripping his shaft in rhythmic waves that I couldn’t control and didn’t try to.

I came with a sound that was quieter than the screams Karl had pulled from me. A long, broken exhale that carried a moan at the bottom of it — the sound of a body releasing not in explosion but in confirmation.

This worked.

Cuckolding worked without Karl.

Without history. Without warmth. A man I didn’t know fucking a body my husband was holding open, and the orgasm that arrived was real and deep and shook through me in waves that clenched the butler’s shaft and pushed Karl’s displaced cum from inside me in warm, thick threads that ran down the crease of my ass and onto the sheets.

My hands found the dress, and I gripped the satin, twisted it in my fists while my body convulsed and the butler held his rhythm — through my orgasm, through the clenching, his cock still moving inside me with the steady, measured strokes of a man who was not finished.

“Cum inside me.”

My voice was wrecked. Low. The words arriving between contractions.

“My husband is holding my legs, and you’re going to cum inside me.”

The butler’s hands tightened on my hips through the satin. His thumbs pressing into the hollows, the grip harder than before — the first sign all night that his body had opinions his face wasn’t sharing.

His pace changed. He fucked me faster and deeper, the measured service giving way to something more urgent, and I felt his cock swell inside me. The shaft thickening against my raw walls. The head expanding. The telltale hardening that I’d felt with Karl twice tonight — the body’s preparation for release.

He drove deep and held. His pelvis flush against mine, his cock buried to the root, the head pressing against the place behind my cervix where Karl’s cum still sat.

He came.

The first pulse was hot and hard, and I felt it hit the deepest wall of my cunt — the jet of cum striking the tissue with a force that made my stomach muscles clench. Not as much as Karl. Not the heavy, flooding torrent that had overflowed and filled Tom’s mouth. But real. Substantial. The cum of a man who had been watching me get fucked all night and was now delivering his evidence.

A second pulse hit deep inside me. Then a third. Each one deposited warmth at my cervix, the cum pooling where Karl’s cum already sat, mixing, the compound of two men’s semen in the same space — the bull’s and the butler’s, one thick and hours old, one fresh and hot.

My cunt contracted around him. The aftershocks of my orgasm milked his shaft, pulled the last of his cum from his cock, the muscles working without my instruction. I felt the overflow begin — the capacity exceeded, the combined deposits of two men too much for the space to hold, the cum leaking around the seal of my lips and running down the crease of my ass in a warm, slow thread.

The butler held himself inside me through the last pulses. His breathing was the only sound — steady, returning to normal, the professional composure reassembling itself in real time. His cock softened. The girth receded, the shaft withdrew by degrees, my cunt closing around what remained.

He pulled out.

The head dragged past my entrance — the rim catching on my swollen lips — and the emptiness arrived. My cunt gaped. Open, used, the tissue flushed and pulsing, the entrance holding the shapes of two men’s cocks in the muscle memory of a single night.

The cum followed — gravity and aftershock conspiring, the combined deposits tracking from my cervix in a slow, heavy tide. Karl’s cum and the butler’s cum, mingled, indistinguishable, arriving at my entrance in a thick, warm thread that stretched toward the sheet.

Tom’s hands were still on my ankles.

He hadn’t let go. Through the fuck, through my orgasm, through the sound of another man cumming inside his wife — his grip had held. Steady. Structural. The hands of a man who had found his function and performed it.

I lifted my head and looked past the butler’s body — past the broad chest, the stomach, the cock that was softening and wet with the evidence of what we’d done — and found my husband’s face.

His cock was hard again. Rigid against his stomach, the robe fallen open, the pre-cum returning in its slow, persistent thread. His body testifying again. Already. The wank undone, the toilet flush reversed, his arousal rebuilt from nothing in the time it took another man to fuck his wife.

But his face.

His face was not wrecked. Not destroyed. Not the shattered expression of the man who had sat in the chair while Karl first entered me. This face was calm. Open. The face of a man who had held his wife’s legs apart while a stranger fucked her and had felt, in the holding, something he recognized.

Purpose.

The butler stepped back. He bent, collected his shirt and pants, and dressed with the same efficiency he’d undressed — buttons, belt, fabric falling back into place. In thirty seconds he was staff again. Composed. Impassive. The cock that had been inside me invisible behind black fabric, the evidence sealed.

He stood by the wall.

My legs were still spread where Tom had held them. I could feel the cum — the compound, two men’s deposits — leaking from me onto the dress, the satin absorbing the warmth, the fabric darkening. My cunt pulsed. The soreness was total now — deep, structural, the tissue done before my mind could catch up.

I let my legs fall together. The dress settled.

Tom came to me. He sat on the edge of the bed beside me, the way he’d sat after the wank — close, his thigh against mine. His hand found my hand. His fingers closed around mine — warm, steady, the grip of a man who reaches.

I looked at the nightstand. The signed agreement. The torn agreement. The empty champagne flute. The bowl with its last strawberry.

I looked at my husband. His face, calm and clear. His cock, hard and irrelevant. His hand in mine, steady and sure.

I looked at the dress I was wearing. White satin, stained past recovery. The fabric that had held five years of marriage and one night of truth and couldn’t hold both.

I looked at the butler, standing by the wall. Impassive. Professional. The first witness for the trial my husband had proposed. His testimony already delivered. The evidence still inside me, pooling with Karl’s, the compound settling at my cervix where it would stay until my body decided otherwise.

I picked up the last strawberry from the bowl. I didn’t bite into it. I reached between my legs and pressed it against my cunt, rolling the cold fruit through the cum that was still draining from my entrance.

I felt the rough seeds drag across my folds. I felt the cold of the strawberry meet the heat of what two men had left inside me. I coated it. Slowly. Deliberately. The red skin darkening with semen — Karl’s cum and the butler’s cum and my own arousal, the evidence of the night glazing the fruit in a slick, warm film.

I held it out to Tom.

He looked at the strawberry. He looked at me. He could see what was on it — the shine, the threads of white caught in the seeds, the smell rising from it. The same compound he’d tasted when he cleaned me. The same evidence. Served differently.

He took it from my fingers. His lips brushed my fingertip, and he put the strawberry in his mouth and closed his eyes and chewed. His throat moved. He swallowed.

He ate it.

“On Monday morning. I’ll find us a judge.”

Tom’s hand tightened around mine.

The bay through the closed balcony door was bright now. Full daylight. The night was over. The marriage was not.
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