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A Note Before the Confession

The names in this story have been changed. So have a few details about where people worked, which building they lived in, and the places where certain conversations happened. The marriage at the center of it, however, is presented the way Daniel described it: imperfect, affectionate, sexually curious, and much more complicated than either spouse understood when the first question was asked.

Daniel Vance was thirty-seven when he began writing about the year his marriage changed. He worked as a senior project manager for a commercial construction firm in River North, Chicago. His wife, Emily, was thirty-four and worked as a senior graphic designer at a branding studio in the West Loop. They had been married eight years, lived in a renovated condo near Armitage Avenue in Lincoln Park, and appeared to their friends to be exactly what they believed themselves to be: stable, loyal, comfortable, and still attracted to each other.

This is not the story of a husband who persuaded an innocent wife to become someone else.

It is the story of a husband who opened a door and discovered that his wife had been standing on the other side for years.

Daniel believed the fantasy began with him because he was the first one reckless enough to speak. Emily knew better. She had carried her answer through grocery stores, airports, business dinners, summer patios, crowded trains, and quiet nights beside the man she loved. She had watched other men without moving toward them. She had imagined without acting. She had wanted without allowing herself to admit that wanting was already a kind of truth.

Daniel opens this confession because the first question was his. But when the hotel door closes and the experience moves into Emily's body, her voice takes the page. The marriage remains shared; the sensations belong to the person living them.

It begins with a question.

It always does.

Chapter One
The Question We Pretended Was a Joke

I used to think I knew every version of my wife.

I knew the Emily who drank coffee barefoot at the kitchen island, one hip against the quartz, scrolling through client emails while her hair was still twisted into the loose knot she slept in. I knew the Emily who cursed at Lake Shore Drive traffic, who cried at documentaries about abandoned dogs, who could spend forty minutes choosing between two nearly identical shades of cream for a presentation and then make the final choice in three seconds.

I knew what she looked like when she was angry and trying not to show it. Her mouth went still. Her hazel eyes sharpened. She became very polite.

I knew what made her laugh hard enough to snort. I knew she hated cilantro, loved old Motown records, and kept a pair of expensive heels in the back of her closet because they hurt too much to wear but were too beautiful to throw away.

I knew how she liked to be kissed.

At least, I believed I did.

The first question came on a Sunday in late October. Chicago had reached that part of fall when the trees along Armitage still looked beautiful, but the wind had started testing every weakness in your coat. Emily and I had spent the morning at the farmers market near Lincoln Park, buying bread we did not need and arguing about whether a pumpkin counted as decoration if neither of us intended to carve it.

We were home by noon. The Bears game murmured from the television. Emily sat at the far end of the couch wearing black leggings, thick socks, and one of my old Northwestern sweatshirts, even though neither of us had gone there.

There was nothing cinematic about the moment.

That is one of the details I remember most clearly. The room did not darken. Music did not begin. My heart did not know it was supposed to race until the words were already halfway out of my mouth.

"Have you ever wondered what it would be like with someone else?"

Emily looked up from her phone.

I tried to smile as if the question were part of an article I had read. As if married men casually asked their wives that sort of thing between a third-down conversion and a commercial for pickup trucks.

"Someone else?" she asked.

"A different man."

Her eyes stayed on mine. She did not laugh. She did not look offended. She set her phone face down on the couch cushion.

"What made you ask that?"

I had rehearsed several answers in my head over the previous six months. None survived contact with her expression.

"I don't know."

"Daniel."

"It turns me on," I said.

The admission changed the air in the room. Emily's face did not move much, but I saw her breathe in through her nose and hold it.

"What does?"

"The thought of you being wanted by another man."

"Wanted or fucked?"

My cock hardened so quickly it almost embarrassed me.

Emily saw. Her gaze dropped to the front of my jeans and returned to my face. Her lips parted, not in shock but in recognition.

"Both," I said.

She leaned back and folded her arms. The sweatshirt bunched over her tits. She was five-six, with long chestnut hair, strong thighs, a narrow waist, and tits that had grown fuller in her thirties. I had seen her naked thousands of times. Fully dressed, she looked newly dangerous.

"How long have you thought about this?"

"A while."

"How long?"

"Maybe a year."

It was closer to two.

Emily stared at me. "And in your fantasy, what happens?"

I swallowed. "A man approaches you."

"Where?"

"A bar. Maybe a hotel."

"Am I alone?"

"I'm there."

"Doing what?"

"Watching."

She uncrossed her arms. Her hand rested on her thigh. "And you don't touch me?"

"Maybe later."

"Does he know you're my husband?"

"Yes."

"Does he ask you before he touches me?"

"I guess."

"You guess?"

Her voice had become quieter. It was not the tone she used when she was upset. It was the tone she used during sex when she wanted me to slow down and listen.

"He knows we both want it," I said. "He talks to you. Flirts with you. You let him."

"And then?"

I looked toward the television. The game had gone to another commercial. A family laughed around a new SUV.

Emily reached for the remote and muted it.

"And then?" she repeated.

"He takes you upstairs."

"Without you?"

"I follow."

"Do you watch him undress me?"

The shape of the question made my mouth dry.

"Yes."

"Do I look at you?"

"Yes."

"What do you see?"

I had not expected her to help build it. I had expected disgust, nervous laughter, perhaps a cautious conversation about whether I was bored with her.

Instead, she sat three feet away and led me deeper.

"I see you wanting him," I said.

Her fingers pressed into her thigh.

"Do I resist?"

"No."

"Do I enjoy it?"

"Yes."

"More than you expected?"

My cock was painfully hard now. I shifted, and Emily's eyes followed the movement.

"Yes."

She was quiet for several seconds.

Then she said, "You have thought about this a lot."

I laughed once, nervously. "Apparently."

"And you've watched videos."

It was not a question.

"Some."

"Hotwife videos?"

"Yes."

"Cuckold videos?"

The word sounded different in her mouth. More intimate. More humiliating.

"Yes."

Emily stood and walked to the kitchen. I watched the movement of her ass beneath the leggings and tried to decide whether I had ruined the afternoon or the marriage.

She poured herself water. Her back remained toward me.

"Show me one," she said.

I nearly asked her to repeat herself.

She turned, leaning against the counter with the glass in her hand.

"Show me the kind you watch."

I opened my phone with clumsy fingers. The browser history had been deleted, but I knew what to search. I chose a clip I had returned to several times, not because it was the most graphic but because the husband stayed visible. His wife kept looking at him while another man touched her.

Emily sat beside me again. Close enough that our shoulders met.

The video began.

For the first minute, she watched with the detached concentration she used when evaluating an ad campaign. Then the man in the video kissed the wife, and Emily's breathing changed.

I watched her instead of the screen.

She noticed.

"Don't study me," she said.

"Sorry."

"Watch."

The other man pulled the woman's dress up. The husband sat in a chair near the bed. His face showed a mixture I recognized immediately, disbelief, hunger, fear.

Emily shifted her legs.

"Is that what you want?" she asked.

"Something like it."

"Do you want me to talk to you while it happens?"

My throat tightened. "Yes."

"What would you want me to say?"

I could not answer.

She put the phone down on the coffee table, but the video continued playing. Low sounds filled the room.

Emily turned toward me. "You started this conversation. Don't get shy now."

"I'd want you to tell me what it feels like."

"What he feels like?"

"Yes."

"If he's bigger?"

The directness hit me like a hand around my throat.

"Yes."

She placed her palm over the front of my jeans. My whole body tensed.

"You're very hard."

I nodded.

"From the video?"

"From you."

"From imagining me there."

"Yes."

Her hand moved slowly, rubbing me through the denim. She kept her eyes on mine.

"Have you imagined a specific man?"

I hesitated too long.

Emily smiled, but it was not a gentle smile.

"Who?"

"No one."

"That's a lie."

"I've imagined types."

"What type?"

"Tall. Confident."

"Black?"

I looked at her.

Her hand continued moving.

"Sometimes," I said.

"Big?"

"Yes."

She leaned closer. Her lips brushed my ear.

"And you think I'd like that."

It was not an accusation. It was almost a purr.

"I think you might."

Emily unbuttoned my jeans. She slipped her hand inside my boxers and wrapped her fingers around my cock. I hissed.

"Tell me," she said.

I gripped the edge of the couch.

"I imagine him making you nervous."

Her hand began to stroke.

"In a bad way?"

"No. In a way you like."

"What else?"

"He doesn't treat you like my wife."

Emily's eyes darkened.

"How does he treat me?"

"Like a woman he wants."

"You don't treat me like that?"

"I do, but he doesn't know you. He doesn't know your routines or what makes you laugh or which side of the bed you sleep on. He just sees you and wants you."

Her thumb circled the head of my cock.

"And I like being wanted by someone who doesn't know me."

"Yes."

She stroked faster. The video continued behind us, forgotten but audible.

"Do I let him do anything he wants?"

"Anything you've agreed to."

The answer mattered. Even then, with my fantasy exposed and her hand working me toward the edge, I needed her to understand that the wanting had to be hers.

Emily kissed my jaw.

"Do I agree because you asked me?"

"I don't know."

"Do you persuade me?"

"Maybe."

She stopped moving.

The sudden absence of friction made me groan.

Emily looked directly into my eyes.

"What if you don't have to?"

Chapter Two
The Answer She Had Been Carrying

For several seconds, I did not understand her.

The room had gone silent except for the low sounds from my phone. Emily withdrew her hand from my jeans and reached over to pause the video. The woman on the screen froze with her head thrown back, the husband still visible in the corner.

"What do you mean?" I asked.

Emily tucked one leg beneath herself. She looked calmer than I felt.

"You asked if I've ever wondered what it would be like with another man."

"Yes."

"I have."

The answer was simple. Immediate. No theatrical pause.

My body reacted before my thoughts did. My cock throbbed inside my open jeans.

"How often?"

She looked toward the window. Beyond the glass, bare branches moved above the brick buildings across the alley.

"Enough."

"Emily."

"I don't count."

"Since we got married?"

She looked back at me. "Yes."

The word cut and excited me at once. Both reactions arrived together, separate and inseparable.

"Who?"

"Does it matter?"

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because I need to know whether this is something abstract or whether you've actually wanted someone."

Her expression shifted. "I've wanted people."

People. Plural.

My chest tightened.

"Who?" I asked again.

Emily stood. She did not move toward the kitchen this time. She walked down the hallway toward our bedroom.

I followed.

She stopped beside the dresser and pulled open the second drawer, beneath neatly folded sweaters. From the back, she removed a black lace bodysuit I had never seen.

It was delicate, nearly transparent, with narrow straps and a deep V cut down the front.

"When did you buy that?"

"Nine months ago."

"For what?"

She held it against her body. "I don't know."

"That's not true."

"No, it isn't."

The honesty came without apology.

She laid the bodysuit on the bed and opened another drawer. From beneath a stack of scarves, she took out a pair of sheer black stockings still in their packaging and red-soled heels I recognized as the painful pair she never wore.

"You kept all of that together?"

"Not because I had a plan."

"Then why?"

Emily sat on the edge of the bed.

"Because sometimes I imagined wearing it for someone who didn't already know me."

The sentence landed deeper than the admission that she had fantasized.

I sat beside her, leaving a foot of space between us.

"What does he look like?"

"It changes."

"Tell me."

She studied my face as if deciding whether I was strong enough to hear the thing I had asked for.

"Sometimes he's older. Sometimes younger. Usually taller than you."

"I'm six feet."

"I know."

The faintest smile touched her mouth.

"Usually bigger," she continued.

"Muscular?"

"Not like a bodybuilder. Solid. Like he knows exactly how much space he takes up."

"Black?"

"Sometimes."

Her answer sounded less cautious now.

I looked at the lace on the bed. "Have you imagined anyone we know?"

Emily's shoulders rose with a slow breath.

"Yes."

My stomach turned hot and cold.

"Who?"

She touched the bodysuit with two fingers. "A man at work, once."

"Who?"

"He left last year."

"Did anything happen?"

"No."

"Did he know?"

"I don't think so."

"Who else?"

"The waiter at Bavette's on our anniversary."

I remembered him. Tall, olive-skinned, dark hair tied back, forearms covered in tattoos. He had recommended a wine and spoken mostly to Emily.

"You noticed him."

"Of course I noticed him."

"What did you imagine?"

She looked at me. "Do you really want details?"

"Yes."

"You say that now."

"I want them."

Emily stood and walked into the bathroom. She turned on the light above the mirror and began removing her sweatshirt.

I watched from the bedroom doorway.

She pulled the sweatshirt over her head. Underneath, she wore a white cotton bra, ordinary and familiar. Her hair fell loose around her shoulders. She unhooked the bra and let it drop onto the tile.

Her tits were full and pale, nipples tightening in the cool bathroom air.

"What are you doing?" I asked.

"Showing you what happens when you ask me to stop pretending."

She pushed the leggings and underwear down together, stepped out of them, and stood naked before the mirror.

Then she picked up the black bodysuit.

"Help me."

My hands shook as I guided the lace over her hips. It hugged her ass, framed her pussy, and left most of her tits visible.

When she stepped into the heels, she became both my wife and the stranger she had imagined.

She turned sideways, studying herself.

"At Bavette's," she said, "I wondered if the waiter could tell I was looking at his hands."

"What about them?"

"They were big."

My cock hardened again.

"I imagined you going to the restroom," she continued. "I imagined him leaning down and asking whether I was happy."

"What did you say?"

"In the fantasy?"

"Yes."

"I said mostly."

The word stung.

Emily saw it in my face.

"Daniel, fantasies use the things we fear. They aren't performance reviews."

"Keep going."

She faced the mirror again.

"He asked what was missing. I told him I wanted to know what it felt like to be touched by a man who didn't love me."

"Why?"

"Because love makes you careful."

"I can be rough."

"You can. But even when you're rough, you know me. You know when I'm tired, when I have a headache, when I had a bad day. You carry all of that into bed."

"And he wouldn't."

"He'd only know I was a married woman looking at his hands."

She lifted her hair, exposing the back of her neck.

"I imagined him following me into the hallway near the restrooms. Not forcing me. Just standing close enough that I had to decide whether to move away."

"Did you?"

"No."

"What happened?"

"He put his hand under my dress."

I stepped behind her. Our eyes met in the mirror.

"Where?"

"On my thigh."

My hand followed the path she described, sliding over the stocking.

"Higher," she whispered.

I moved beneath the edge of the bodysuit and found her wet.

The discovery made me close my eyes.

"You've been talking for five minutes," I said. "You're soaked."

"I've been thinking about it for longer than five minutes."

I pushed two fingers into her pussy. Emily gripped the edge of the sink.

"In the fantasy, did he touch you like this?"

"No."

"How?"

"Harder."

I curled my fingers and increased the pressure. Her breath caught.

"Did you think about me?"

"Yes."

"Where was I?"

"Back at the table."

"Did I know?"

"No."

The jealousy was sharp enough to hurt. My cock pressed against her ass through my open jeans.

"Did that make it better?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because I was getting away with something."

I withdrew my fingers.

Emily made an impatient sound and looked back at me.

"You said you wanted the truth."

"I do."

"Then don't punish me for giving it."

I turned her around. Her back met the counter. I kissed her hard, tasting the coffee we had shared that morning.

She opened my jeans and pushed them down. When she took my cock in her hand, she looked almost amused by how hard I was.

"Your wife imagined cheating in a restaurant," she said. "And your cock is this hard."

"It wasn’t real."

"The proof is how soaked I am."

She lowered herself to her knees on the bathroom rug.

"Emily."

"Tell me to stop."

I could have.

She waited, the head of my cock inches from her lips.

I touched her cheek.

"Don't stop."

She smiled and took me into her mouth.

The first stroke of her tongue nearly ended me. She sucked slowly, looking up through her lashes, one hand around the base of my cock. The black lace, the stockings, the painful heels, all of it had existed in a drawer beside our bed while I believed I was the one bringing something dangerous into our marriage.

She released me with a wet sound.

"Do you want another name?"

My fingers tightened in her hair.

"Yes."

"Evan."

I stared down at her.

Evan Mercer had been my friend since college. He was thirty-eight, divorced, six-three, broad-shouldered, with the kind of hands that made every drink glass look small. He ran a residential construction company in Naperville and came into the city twice a month. He had eaten at our table, watched football on our couch, hugged Emily at birthdays.

"How long?" I asked.

"Two years."

The answer punched through me.

"What did you imagine?"

Emily stroked me while she spoke.

"His hands."

"Doing what?"

"Holding my head."

My hips moved involuntarily.

"His body over mine," she said. "You in the room."

"You always imagined me there?"

"Not always."

The jealousy sharpened again.

She saw it and licked the underside of my cock.

"Sometimes I imagined him alone," she admitted. "Sometimes I imagined you watching. Sometimes I imagined telling you afterward."

"Did you ever flirt with him?"

"No."

"Did he ever touch you?"

"Only normal things. A hug. His hand on my back at a party."

"Did you get wet?"

She wrapped her lips around me again and sucked hard.

I groaned.

When she pulled back, a strand of saliva connected her mouth to the head of my cock.

"Yes," she said.

I came before I could stop myself.

The first pulse hit her tongue. She kept her mouth around me, taking everything, her eyes never leaving mine. My legs weakened. I gripped the counter and watched my wife swallow while wearing the clothes she had bought for a man who had never existed.

When I finished, she stood.

She wiped the corner of her mouth with her thumb.

"You wanted to know whether you had to convince me," she said.

I was still breathing hard.

"Do I?"

Emily stepped close enough that the lace brushed my shirt.

"No."

"Then why did you act shocked?"

"Because wanting something in my head and saying yes to it in our marriage are not the same thing."

"Have you been waiting for me to ask?"

She considered the question.

"I've been waiting to find out whether the truth would make you leave."

I touched her waist.

"And now?"

"Now I know it makes you come."

She kissed me, letting me taste myself.

Then she whispered, "That doesn't mean you're ready."

Chapter Three
The Difference Between Fantasy and Permission

For the next three days, we behaved like two people who had found a loaded gun in the kitchen drawer and agreed not to touch it while checking every few minutes to make sure it was still there.

We went to work. We answered emails. We argued about whose turn it was to buy detergent. On Tuesday night, Emily made salmon and roasted vegetables. On Wednesday, I stayed late at the office reviewing change orders for a hotel renovation near the Chicago River.

But the conversation remained between us.

It followed me into elevators and meetings. I pictured Emily in the bathroom, black lace against her skin, telling me she had imagined Evan's hands in her hair. I hated the image. I replayed it until my cock hardened beneath the conference table.

On Thursday, I found Emily sitting at the kitchen island with her laptop open and a glass of wine beside it.

"What are you looking at?" I asked.

She turned the screen toward me.

Feeld.

A profile page displayed a photograph of a man from the neck down. Dark skin. White shirt. Strong forearms. No face.

My pulse quickened.

"You made an account?"

"A couple account."

"Without asking me?"

"I haven't published it."

The profile name read D&E_Chicago. The bio was still blank.

Emily took a sip of wine.

"I wanted to see whether looking made this feel real."

"Does it?"

"Yes."

I put my work bag down.

"What are you searching for?"

"Men between thirty-two and forty-five. Within twenty miles."

"You already set filters."

"I design consumer journeys for a living, Daniel. I can operate an app."

I laughed despite the tightness in my chest.

She scrolled through several profiles. Some were shirtless bathroom photographs. Some contained explicit descriptions that felt aggressive rather than confident. Others were couples.

"Most of these are terrible," she said.

"Maybe that's a sign."

"Or maybe we need to be specific."

She clicked into the blank bio field.

"What do we say?"

I stood behind her, reading over her shoulder.

"Married couple exploring."

"Too vague."

"First time."

"That attracts men who want to collect first-timers."

"How do you know?"

"I've been reading."

The words sent a small thrill through me.

Emily began typing.

Married couple in Chicago. Together eight years, stable and happy, exploring a shared hotwife fantasy for the first time. She is 34, 5'6", brunette, curious, confident once comfortable. He is 37 and will be present. Looking for one respectful, experienced man who understands that consent, discretion, and the marriage come first. No pressure. No secret meetings. No drugs. Recent testing required.

She looked up.

"Anything else?"

"Tell them you're beautiful."

"That sounds like you wrote it."

"You are."

She smiled and added: Chemistry matters.

"Photographs?" she asked.

We chose one from a rooftop party the previous summer. Emily wore a green dress, her hair loose, one hand around a cocktail glass. We cropped it below her nose. Another showed us together from behind as we walked along the lakefront near North Avenue Beach.

She hovered over the publish button.

"Once we do this," she said, "men will look at me and know what we're asking."

"Does that scare you?"

"Yes."

"Do you want to stop?"

She glanced at me. "Do you?"

I did not.

She pressed publish.

Messages began arriving within fifteen minutes.

The speed was obscene.

Some men sent photographs without introductions. Emily deleted them. Some wrote paragraphs about what they would do to her without asking a single question about either of us. She blocked them.

One man, forty-two, married, asked whether I was bisexual before saying hello to Emily. Another called her "our little wife" in the first sentence.

"This is depressing," she said.

"You sound disappointed."

"I want someone who makes me nervous, not someone who makes me check whether the doors are locked."

At nine-thirty, a new message appeared.

Marcus, 38. West Loop.

His profile photograph showed his face. He was Black, tall enough that the doorway behind him looked low, with a shaved head, close beard, and a calm expression that did not ask for approval. He wore a dark crewneck sweater. In another photograph, he stood beside a heavy bag in a private training studio. His shoulders were wide, his waist narrow, and his hands were exactly the kind Emily had described.

His bio was brief.

Chicago business owner. Divorced. Experienced with couples, but not interested in drama or secrecy. I prefer conversation before chemistry and chemistry before assumptions. Tested. Discreet. I will speak to both of you, but I will not pretend she is not the person making the final decision about her body.

Emily read the last sentence twice.

"He knows how to write," she said.

"High standard."

"It eliminated eighty percent of the men in five words."

Marcus's message was equally simple.

Good evening. You sound like two people who have discussed the fantasy but may still be discovering what each of you actually wants from it. I am open to talking, but before anything else, Emily should decide whether she is attracted to me, and Daniel should decide whether he is prepared to hear her answer. No offense if either answer is no.

Emily leaned closer to the screen.

"What do you think?" I asked.

"I think he knows exactly what he's doing."

"Is that good?"

She looked at his photographs again.

"I don't know yet."

"Are you attracted to him?"

Her eyes stayed on the screen.

"Yes."

The word still hurt. It still made me hard.

"Tell him."

She typed.

Hi, Marcus. This is Emily. Yes, I am attracted to you. Daniel is sitting beside me and knows I am saying that. We would like to talk.

Marcus replied less than a minute later.

Good. Then the first honest thing is already out of the way.

He suggested a video call the following evening.

Emily closed the laptop.

"That's it?" I asked.

"For tonight."

"You're not going to keep looking at his pictures?"

She turned in the chair.

"I can look at the real thing tomorrow."

The casual confidence in her voice made my stomach tighten.

She stood and walked toward the bedroom.

"Are you coming?"

I followed.

EMILY

I stopped beside the bed and opened my blouse one button at a time. Daniel followed me with that tight, wounded stare I was beginning to crave.

"Do you want to fuck me while I think about him?"

His breath caught.

"Are you going to think about him?"

"I already am."

He grabbed my hips. I pushed his hands away.

"Answer me, husband."

"Yes."

"Properly."

His jaw tightened. His cock was already hard beneath his trousers.

"I want to fuck my wife while she thinks about Marcus."

There. The jealousy. The hunger. Both in the same sentence.

I stepped out of my skirt.

"Then undress me."

Daniel opened my bra and kissed down my neck, my tits, my stomach. His mouth was familiar. Careful. Mine. When his fingers reached my panties, I caught his wrist.

"Look at me."

He did.

"No punishing me because you asked for the truth."

"I know."

"Stop means stop."

"Always."

I let him pull the panties down.

Cool air touched my soaked pussy.

Daniel saw the shine and swallowed.

Then his mouth was on me.

I grabbed his hair. Opened my legs. His tongue found my clit and the first jolt ran straight through my stomach.

"Thinking about him?" he asked against my cunt.

"Yes."

His tongue pressed harder.

"What?"

"His hands."

Two fingers slid inside me.

I moaned and pushed down.

"More."

"His voice."

Daniel curled his fingers.

My pussy clenched around them.

"More."

I looked down at my husband between my legs.

"The way he said my body was mine before he even met me."

Daniel stopped.

The loss made me angry.

"Why did you stop?"

"Because I said that too."

"You said I could do what we agreed. He said I was mine first."

The truth hurt him. I watched it land.

Then I pulled his face back to my pussy.

"Don't hide from it. Make your wife come while she thinks about him."

He obeyed.

His tongue circled my clit. His fingers fucked deeper. Marcus's name slipped out of me when I came, soft and shocked, while my thighs locked around my husband's head.

Daniel stood fast. Angry now. Hard enough that his hands shook when he pushed me onto the bed.

His cock drove into my pussy in one hard stroke.

I cried out and wrapped my legs around him.

"This what you wanted?" he asked.

"Yes."

"Me jealous?"

"Yes."

He fucked me harder.

"Another man in your head while my cock is inside you?"

"Yes, love. Look at you. You fucking love it."

His face twisted. His cock throbbed deep inside me.

I pulled him down until our mouths touched.

"Marcus is in my head," I whispered. "But you're the man fucking your wife. Don't forget that."

Daniel came fast, buried deep, forehead pressed to mine.

Afterward, we lay in the dark with sweat cooling between us.

"Is our sex broken?" he asked.

"No."

"Am I not enough?"

I turned toward him and touched his mouth.

"You're enough, love. But enough isn't everything."

Chapter Four
The Man on the Screen

Marcus appeared on our laptop at eight the next evening.

We sat at the dining table with the camera between us. Emily had changed twice, finally choosing dark jeans and a cream sweater tight enough to make her tits impossible to ignore.

I had put on a button-down shirt, then felt ridiculous and changed back into a gray sweater.

Marcus sat in what looked like an office above his training studio. Behind him were framed black-and-white photographs of Chicago, a shelf of business books, and a window showing the top floors of buildings along Randolph Street.

In motion, he seemed even larger. His shoulders filled the frame. His voice was low, calm, and unhurried.

"Daniel. Emily."

He greeted us separately.

"Marcus," I said.

Emily smiled. "Hi."

"Before we start, I want to be clear that this is only a conversation. Nobody owes anyone chemistry because we scheduled a call."

"We understand," Emily said.

Marcus looked at her first, then at me.

"How long have you been discussing this?"

"Three days," I said.

Emily glanced at me. "Out loud."

Marcus noticed.

"And before it was out loud?"

"I've fantasized for a while," I admitted.

He nodded toward Emily. "And you?"

She held his gaze through the screen.

"Longer than Daniel knew."

"How long?"

"Years."

Hearing her tell another man made the admission feel more real.

Marcus did not smile. "Have you acted on it?"

"No."

"Any emotional affairs, secret messages, kisses you did not tell your husband about?"

"No."

"Do you want to?"

Emily considered the question.

"Not secretly."

"Good answer."

I felt an irrational flash of irritation at his approval.

Marcus leaned back.

"Daniel, what do you want to see?"

I shifted in my chair. "Emily with someone she chooses."

"That is a principle. What do you want to see?"

His directness made me feel examined.

"I want to see her let go."

"Does she not let go with you?"

"She does."

Emily looked at me, waiting.

"Not in the same way," I continued. "With me, she knows everything is safe."

Marcus's expression sharpened.

"Safety should not disappear because another man enters the room."

"That's not what I meant."

"What did you mean?"

I glanced at Emily. "I want to see her with someone who doesn't carry the history of our marriage into every touch."

Marcus nodded once.

"That makes sense."

Then he turned to Emily.

"What do you want?"

"I want to know whether the fantasy feels the way it does in my head."

"Which part?"

"Being wanted by someone outside my marriage."

"Men want you now."

"Not openly."

"They do. They may simply respect the ring."

Emily looked down at her left hand.

Marcus continued. "Do you want to be seduced, or do you want to direct the encounter?"

"I don't know."

"Do you want your husband watching?"

"Yes."

The speed of her answer made my chest tighten.

"Why?"

She looked at me before responding.

"Because I don't want to hide from him."

"That is why you want him to know. It is not necessarily why you want him to watch."

Emily went quiet.

Marcus waited.

Finally, she said, "I think his reaction is part of it."

"What reaction?"

"Jealousy."

I shifted again.

Marcus did not look at me. His attention remained on Emily.

"Does his jealousy make you feel guilty?"

"Yes."

"Does it excite you?"

"Yes."

"Which is stronger?"

She wet her lips.

"The excitement."

Marcus's gaze dropped briefly to her mouth.

I saw it. Emily saw me see it.

"What are your limits?" he asked.

We had written them down that afternoon.

"No private communication at first," Emily said. "Daniel sees messages. He is present for meetings. Condoms. Recent tests. No drugs. No humiliation that we haven't discussed. No photographs. No staying overnight."

"No anal," I added.

Emily looked at me. We had not included that in the list.

Marcus noticed the look.

"Is that your limit or hers?"

I felt my face warm.

"Mine."

"Then it is a relationship limit, not a body limit. Both matter, but name them correctly."

Emily's eyes moved between us.

Marcus continued, "Anything else?"

"I need to be able to stop," Emily said.

"Always."

"Even if I've been encouraging it. Even if Daniel wants it to continue."

"Especially then."

The calm certainty in his answer visibly relaxed her.

"What are your limits?" I asked.

"I don't meet couples who use me to avoid conversations they should be having with each other. I don't participate if one person is agreeing because they are afraid the other will leave. I do not hide messages. I do not insult husbands outside agreed language. I do not pursue the wife separately after the couple closes the door."

"And sexually?" Emily asked.

Marcus's eyes returned to her.

"I am dominant, not careless. I like clear responses. I prefer a woman who can say what she wants, even if what she wants is to give up control after she says it."

Emily's cheeks colored.

"Are you large?" she asked.

The question came so abruptly that I almost laughed.

Marcus did not.

"Yes."

"How large?"

"Large enough that preparation and honesty matter."

Emily shifted in her chair.

I looked at her lap. Her thighs had pressed together.

Marcus saw my gaze.

"Daniel," he said, "what are you feeling right now?"

"Jealous."

"And?"

"Excited."

"More one than the other?"

"I don't know."

"That is an acceptable answer. It may change minute by minute."

Emily placed her hand on my thigh under the table.

Marcus continued, "Would either of you like to meet in person?"

Emily squeezed my leg.

"Yes," she said.

I looked at her.

She did not take it back.

Marcus suggested the following Saturday at a cocktail bar in Fulton Market. A public place. No expectation beyond drinks.

EMILY

The screen went dark and showed Daniel and me reflected side by side.

Marcus's last sentence stayed in my head.

Large enough that preparation matters.

I said it aloud.

Daniel looked at me. "You liked that."

"Yes."

"How wet are you?"

My pussy clenched at the question.

"Find out."

His hand pressed between my legs through my jeans. I opened my knees under the table and ground into his palm.

"Take them off," he said.

I stood, pushed the jeans and panties down together, then sat on the edge of the table with my sweater still on and my wedding ring shining beneath the pendant light.

Daniel moved between my knees.

"Tell me what you're thinking."

"Marcus asking whether I can say what I want."

"What do you want?"

"Your fingers."

He rubbed my clit.

I sucked in a breath.

"What else?"

"His hands."

Two fingers slid into my pussy.

I tipped my head back.

"What else?"

"I want to see whether he makes me nervous in person."

Daniel fucked me slowly with his fingers.

"What else?"

I looked at him.

"I want to watch you watching him look at me."

His cock strained against his trousers. I opened his belt and wrapped my hand around him.

"You're going to sit across from that huge man," I whispered, stroking him. "You're going to know he has already imagined your wife naked."

"He has."

"Hurts?"

"Yes."

"Makes you hard?"

"Yes."

I squeezed his cock while my pussy tightened around his fingers.

"Good. Tell me again when he's in front of us."

Chapter Five
The Trial Run

We agreed to test the fantasy before meeting Marcus.

Emily called it a trial run. I called it a bad idea, then spent the entire Friday thinking about it.

The plan was simple. We would go to a bar in Wicker Park separately. Emily would arrive first, sit alone, and allow herself to be approached. I would sit somewhere nearby. She would not leave with anyone, kiss anyone, or allow anyone to touch beneath her clothes. She could flirt. She could accept a drink. She could decide when to end it.

The point was to discover whether fantasy survived contact with reality.

At nine, I entered Mercer Room, a narrow cocktail bar we had visited twice before. The place was fictional to anyone outside our marriage because I have changed the name, but it sat on a real stretch of Milwaukee Avenue where every doorway seemed to contain brick, low light, and people pretending not to notice one another.

Emily was already at the bar.

For a moment, I did not recognize her.

She wore a fitted burgundy dress that ended several inches above her knees, sheer black stockings, and the red-soled heels from the drawer. Her hair fell in waves over one shoulder. The dress left her back mostly bare.

She sat alone with a martini, one leg crossed over the other.

I chose a small table near the wall, twenty feet away.

Emily did not look at me.

The bartender spoke to her. She smiled. A couple beside her left, opening two seats. Within five minutes, a man took one.

He was probably forty, white, expensive haircut, navy blazer, no tie. He said something I could not hear. Emily laughed.

The sound reached me.

My first reaction was pride. My second was an urge to walk over and tell him she was married.

He leaned closer.

Emily turned slightly toward him, giving him more of her attention. The movement exposed the long line of her stockinged leg.

My phone vibrated.

Emily: He asked if I am waiting for someone.

I typed: What did you say?

Her thumb moved beneath the bar.

Emily: I said I haven't decided.

My cock hardened.

The man ordered her another drink. Emily accepted.

For twenty minutes, I watched my wife become someone I had never met. She did not flirt the way she flirted with me. With me, her humor was quick and affectionate. With him, she used silence. She held eye contact a second too long. She touched the stem of her glass while he spoke. Once, she leaned close to hear him and let her hair brush his shoulder.

He placed his hand on the back of her stool.

Then on her lower back.

My whole body tightened.

Emily did not move away.

She looked across the room and found me.

The man's hand remained on her bare skin.

Emily held my eyes.

She lifted her glass to her lips and took a slow sip.

I felt humiliated by how hard it made me.

My phone vibrated again.

Emily: He asked whether I am married.

I stared at the message.

Daniel: What did you say?

Emily: I showed him the ring.

The man looked down at her left hand. His hand left her back.

Relief and disappointment arrived together.

Then Emily said something to him.

His hand returned.

Lower this time.

Not on her ass, but close.

I gripped the edge of the table.

The man leaned to her ear.

Emily's lips parted.

She typed with one hand.

Emily: I told him my husband likes when men flirt with me.

My pulse pounded.

Daniel: What did he say?

Emily: He asked where my husband is.

Before I could answer, Emily looked directly at me.

The man followed her gaze.

Our eyes met.

He understood.

For one long second, none of us moved.

Then he smiled.

Not at Emily.

At me.

He said something to her. She laughed again, but this time the laugh was nervous.

He turned back to her and placed his hand on her thigh.

The stocking did nothing to hide the shape of his fingers.

My instinct was to stand.

Emily gave me the smallest shake of her head.

Stay.

The man's hand moved an inch higher.

Emily opened her legs slightly.

I could see the pulse in her throat.

He whispered against her ear.

She closed her eyes.

Then his hand stopped.

He waited.

Emily opened her eyes and nodded.

Only then did he move higher, beneath the hem of the dress, still over the stocking and whatever she wore under it.

My breath caught.

She had agreed.

Not to sex. Not to betrayal. To a hand beneath her dress in a crowded bar while her husband watched from across the room.

It was more real than every video I had ever seen.

Emily's fingers tightened around her glass. Her thighs parted another fraction. The man watched her face. I watched both of them.

She looked at me.

Her mouth formed a silent word.

Watch.

I did.

The man touched her for perhaps thirty seconds. Maybe less. Time became unreliable.

Then Emily caught his wrist and removed his hand.

She said something. He nodded.

He kissed her cheek, finished his drink, and left.

Emily remained at the bar.

EMILY

I waited until the stranger left before I texted Daniel.

Take me home.

I sat beside my husband in the car with my knees together and my coat closed. The stranger's fingertip still burned against my pussy. Daniel's silence burned more.

The moment our condo door locked, I dropped my purse and turned.

"Did you like it?"

"You let him put his hand under your dress."

"That isn't an answer."

"Yes."

"Say it."

His jaw flexed.

"I liked watching another man touch my wife."

Heat moved through me again.

"Good."

"How far did he go?"

I removed my coat.

"Far enough."

"Emily."

I smiled and unzipped the dress.

It fell around my heels.

No panties.

Daniel stared at my bare pussy.

"You went there like that?"

"I decided while I was dressing."

His cock pushed hard against his trousers.

I stepped closer.

"He expected fabric when his hand went under the dress. He found skin."

"What did he say?"

"Your husband is a lucky man."

"What did you say?"

"That my husband was watching."

Daniel grabbed my waist.

"Then what?"

I pressed my tits against his shirt and lowered my voice.

"He slid one finger through my pussy."

"Inside?"

"Not all the way."

"Did you want it?"

I held his eyes.

"Yes. I wanted his finger inside me while you watched."

The answer hurt him. His cock got harder beneath my palm.

"Less than a minute," I whispered. "And you looked like you wanted to kill him and thank him."

Daniel lifted me onto the kitchen island.

I opened my legs.

My cunt was shining. Still hot from the bar. Hotter from his face.

"Wet from him?"

"From his hand. From your eyes. From knowing both men wanted the same married pussy."

Two of Daniel's fingers pushed inside me.

I moaned.

"Did he make you this wet?"

"He started it."

A third finger opened me wider.

I gripped the counter.

"But you finish it, husband."

He dragged me to the edge, opened his trousers, and drove his cock into me.

I cried out.

The cold stone pressed under my ass. My red heels scraped the cabinet. Daniel fucked me hard while the dress lay crumpled on the floor.

"Tell me what he said."

"He said he could feel how soaked your wife was."

Daniel drove deeper.

"What did you say?"

"Don't stop."

His cock pulsed inside me.

"Did you forget I was there?"

"Never."

"Wish I wasn't?"

"No."

I locked my legs around him.

"Every time his finger moved, I looked at my cuckold across the room."

Daniel groaned and pounded harder.

"Say it again."

"I watched my husband get hard while a stranger touched his wife's bare cunt."

I came with my nails in his shoulders and his face inches from mine.

Daniel followed seconds later.

When our breathing slowed, I pressed my forehead to his.

"He was attractive."

"I know."

"I wanted more of his finger."

"I know."

I kissed him.

"But when he walked away, I wanted my husband to take me home and fuck the truth out of my mouth."

Chapter Six
Marcus Reed in Person

Saturday night arrived with sleet.

Chicago weather had turned the sidewalks glossy and forced everyone in Fulton Market to hunch beneath umbrellas while crossing between restaurants. Emily and I took a car from Lincoln Park rather than risk arriving wet and irritated.

We had agreed to enter together this time.

Marcus waited near the back of the Mercer Hotel lounge, an invented name attached to a very real kind of place: exposed brick, brass lighting, leather booths, cocktails that cost enough to make you study the menu before ordering.

He stood when he saw us.

The first thing I noticed was his height. Six-four, perhaps six-five in boots. The second was the stillness. Most large men unconsciously fold themselves smaller in crowded spaces. Marcus did not. He did not loom or posture. He simply occupied his full size.

He wore black trousers, a dark green shirt open at the collar, and a charcoal coat draped over the back of the booth. His beard was trimmed close. A silver watch rested against his wrist.

Emily slowed beside me.

I felt it.

Marcus shook my hand first.

His grip was firm without becoming a contest.

"Daniel."

Then he turned to Emily.

"Emily."

He did not offer his hand immediately. He waited.

Emily extended hers.

Marcus took it and held it a second longer than necessary.

"You're more beautiful with a face," he said.

Emily smiled. "You're taller without a screen."

We sat.

The first twenty minutes were ordinary by design. Marcus asked about our work. Emily explained the branding campaign her agency was building for a regional hotel group. I described the renovation project near Wacker Drive that had consumed most of my fall.

Marcus owned two private training studios, one in the West Loop and another near the South Loop. He had played college basketball in Wisconsin, spent several years in corporate fitness, and built his business after realizing wealthy clients would pay for privacy more reliably than motivation.

He had been divorced five years.

"Was this part of your marriage?" Emily asked.

"No."

"Did it end because of this?"

"No. It ended because we became polite roommates and refused to admit it for three years."

The answer was too honest to sound rehearsed.

A server brought drinks. Marcus had bourbon. I ordered rye. Emily chose a French 75.

"How did you start meeting couples?" I asked.

"A woman I dated told me her husband liked hearing about us. Eventually, he asked to meet me."

"And?"

"It taught me that fantasy and reality are different species."

Emily touched the rim of her glass.

"How?"

"In fantasy, nobody gets quiet afterward. Nobody wakes at four in the morning wondering whether a facial expression meant the marriage is over. Nobody discovers that the part they expected to hate was the part that made them come."

My eyes moved to Emily.

She was already looking at me.

Marcus noticed.

"What happened at the bar last night?" he asked.

We had not told him.

Emily looked surprised. "How do you know something happened?"

"You both came in with information you did not have on the video call."

"What information?"

"You know you enjoy public attention," he said to her. Then he looked at me. "And you know you can watch another man touch her without stopping him."

The accuracy made me uncomfortable.

Emily told him.

Not every detail. Enough.

She described the man, the hand beneath her dress, the moment he realized I was watching.

Marcus listened without interrupting.

"Were you wearing underwear?" he asked.

Emily glanced at me.

"No."

His gaze held hers.

"Did Daniel know?"

"No."

"Did you enjoy keeping that from him until afterward?"

"Yes."

My jaw tightened.

Marcus turned to me. "Did you enjoy discovering it?"

"Yes and no."

"Which part was no?"

"She made a decision that changed the rules without telling me."

Emily's expression hardened.

"We didn't have a rule about underwear."

"We had a limit about touching beneath clothes."

"No, we had a limit about touching beneath underwear. There wasn't any."

Marcus raised one hand.

"I am not the referee in your marriage."

The sentence stopped both of us.

He continued, "But this is useful. Daniel believed the physical boundary was defined by the garment. Emily believed the boundary was defined by anatomy. Neither clarified."

Emily took a drink.

Marcus looked at her. "Would you do it differently?"

She thought for a moment.

"I would tell him before we entered the bar."

"Would you still go without underwear?"

"Yes."

Marcus nodded.

Then his attention shifted to me.

"Would you agree?"

I looked at Emily.

She sat straight in the booth, black dress fitted, neckline low enough to show the upper curve of her tits. Her fingers tightened around the glass.

"Yes," I said.

Emily exhaled.

Marcus leaned back.

"Good. That is what a first meeting is for."

The conversation moved deeper.

He asked Emily what language excited her and what language would end the encounter. She admitted she liked being called a slut or a whore during sex, but not casually, not as an identity imposed outside the scene.

"I choose when the word belongs to me," she said.

Marcus's eyes darkened slightly.

"What do you want to call Daniel?"

Emily looked at me.

"I don't know yet."

"You used cuckold?"

"Only talking."

"Does he like it?"

Emily placed her hand on my thigh beneath the table.

"His body does."

Marcus met my eyes.

"Do you?"

The honest answer was complicated.

"Sometimes."

"Then sometimes is the limit. Not always."

The server replaced our drinks.

An hour passed.

At some point, I realized Emily's body had angled toward Marcus. Her knees pointed in his direction. She laughed less nervously. She asked him about dominance, about whether he preferred control to resistance.

"I prefer consent that is clear enough to make surrender feel real," he said.

The line affected her visibly.

She looked down at her drink.

Marcus reached across the table.

"May I touch your hand?"

Emily looked at me first.

I nodded.

Then she looked at Marcus.

"Yes."

He placed two fingers over the inside of her wrist.

The touch was minimal. It changed the entire evening.

Marcus traced her pulse with his thumb.

"Fast," he said.

Emily swallowed.

"You're a large man sitting close to me."

"Is that all?"

"No."

"What else?"

"My husband is watching."

Marcus did not look away from her.

"Do you like that?"

"Yes."

"Tell him."

Emily turned her head toward me while Marcus continued touching her wrist.

"I like that you're watching."

My cock hardened beneath the table.

"What do you like about it?" I asked.

She glanced at Marcus.

"That you can see I want him."

The truth struck with physical force.

Marcus released her wrist.

"Good," he said quietly. "Now nobody has to pretend."

Emily went to the restroom fifteen minutes later.

Marcus watched her walk away. The black dress followed the curve of her ass. She knew we were watching and did not hurry.

When she disappeared around the corner, Marcus turned to me.

"Can you handle her choosing me?"

I bristled. "She hasn't chosen anything."

"She chose to meet. She chose the dress. She chose to tell you she wants me."

"That's not the same as sex."

"No. But if you keep pretending every choice is imaginary until another cock is buried in her pussy, you will miss the decisions that matter."

I took a drink.

"Do you want her?"

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because she is intelligent, controlled, and curious about what happens when control becomes voluntary."

"Physical reasons."

Marcus looked toward the hallway where Emily had disappeared.

"Her mouth. Her legs. The way she holds eye contact after saying something that scares her."

My grip tightened around my glass.

"You asked," he said.

"I know."

"Do you want honesty or comfort?"

"Both."

"You may not always get them at the same time."

Emily returned.

She looked between us.

"What did I miss?"

Marcus answered. "Your husband asked why I want you."

Her eyebrows lifted.

"What did you say?"

"Your mouth. Your legs. Your eye contact."

Emily sat beside me, but her attention remained on Marcus.

"And what do you want to do with my mouth?"

My heart pounded.

Marcus did not smile.

"I would rather tell you when your husband has decided he is ready to hear the answer."

Emily's hand returned to my thigh.

I looked at Marcus.

"Tell her."

He leaned slightly forward.

"I want to see whether you are still as articulate on your knees."

Emily's fingers tightened on my leg.

The silence lasted two beats.

Then she said, "I think I would be."

Marcus's eyes moved to her lips.

"I think you would try."

The exchange was so controlled that anyone at the next table might have assumed they were discussing business. My entire body felt electrified.

When we left the lounge, sleet had become snow.

Marcus walked us to the covered awning. Cars moved slowly along the wet street.

Emily stood between us beneath the awning.

"This was good," Marcus said. "You should go home together. Talk. Do not decide tonight because your bodies are loud."

Emily smiled. "You sound very sure our bodies are loud."

Marcus looked at her, then at me.

"They are shouting."

A car pulled up.

Before Emily entered, she turned to Marcus.

"May I kiss you?"

The question stopped me.

Marcus looked at me.

I forced myself to nod.

He stepped close.

One hand settled at Emily's waist. The other touched the side of her neck. He lowered his head and kissed her.

It was not a polite first kiss.

Emily's fingers gripped the front of his shirt. Marcus's mouth opened over hers. He pulled her closer, and her body yielded against him with a softness I had never seen from the outside.

She made a small sound.

My cock hardened instantly.

Marcus ended the kiss first.

Emily remained close, breathing hard, eyes still closed for half a second.

When she opened them, she looked at me.

There it was.

Not guilt.

Hunger.

Marcus stepped back.

"Go home," he said.

Emily entered the car beside me.

For the first three blocks, neither of us spoke.

Then she touched her swollen lips.

"I want him," she said.

I looked out at the snow collecting along Randolph Street.

"I know."

"No. I need you to hear it without translating it into your fantasy."

I turned toward her.

Emily's eyes were bright, her breathing still uneven.

"I want Marcus Reed," she said. "Me. Not because you showed me a video. Not because you asked me to play a role. I want to know what his hands feel like on the rest of me."

Jealousy tore through my chest.

Beneath it, hunger burned hotter.

"Are you asking me?"

"I'm telling you the truth."

"Do you want me there?"

"Yes."

"Why?"

Emily reached across the seat and closed her hand around my hard cock.

"Because I want to see what the truth does to you."

Chapter Seven
The Night She Stopped Pretending to Be Innocent

EMILY

We barely made it through the front door.

Marcus's kiss still tingled on my mouth. Gin. Lemon. Beard against my skin. Daniel tasted all of it when I pulled him close by the belt.

He kissed me harder because he knew.

I shoved his coat from his shoulders.

"Did you watch his hand on my neck?"

"Yes."

"Did you see how easily he moved me?"

"Yes."

"Did you like it?"

Daniel caught my wrists and pinned them above my head against the wall.

His cock was hard against my stomach.

"You're enjoying this too much."

I smiled.

"That's the point, love."

His mouth moved down my throat. I turned my face and gave him the same skin Marcus had touched.

Daniel stopped.

Jealousy tightened his whole body.

"Did he make you wet?"

"Ask properly."

His eyes darkened.

"Did kissing Marcus make your pussy wet?"

"Yes."

"How wet?"

"Touch your wife."

He lifted my dress and pressed two fingers against the soaked black lace.

I moaned and pushed into him.

"More than the man at the bar?"

"Yes."

"Because Marcus is bigger?"

"Because Marcus knew I wanted him before I admitted it."

Daniel pulled the lace aside and pushed his fingers into my cunt.

I gasped.

"You're dripping."

"I told you."

He fucked me with his fingers while my wrists stayed trapped above my head.

"What did you think when he said he wanted you on your knees?"

My hips moved against his hand.

"That I wanted to show him."

"Show him what?"

"That his huge cock wouldn't take my words away."

Daniel added another finger.

I cried out and clenched around him.

"I'd tell him my husband was watching. I'd tell him my cuck wanted to see how much his wife could swallow."

His fingers moved faster.

"What else?"

The lie I had carried for days rose into my throat.

"I bought the black lace before you ever asked me the question."

Daniel stopped.

The sudden emptiness made me pull my wrists free.

"What?"

"The bodysuit. Three years ago. Not nine months."

His face changed.

"Why did you lie?"

"Because nine months sounded safer."

"Before I brought this up."

"Yes."

"How long have you wanted it?"

I lowered the dress but did not hide.

"Since before we were married."

The jealousy in him turned sharper. His cock stayed hard.

"Did you want this with me from the beginning?"

"I didn't have the words. I knew I looked. I knew certain men made my pussy clench. I knew I was ashamed of how much I wanted to find out."

He asked about Evan. The man from work. Then the past.

I sat on the edge of the bed.

"There was Nathan."

The name struck him.

"Who?"

"A man before you. Not tonight's story."

"Convenient."

I stood and stripped off the dress and soaked panties. I faced him naked except for my wedding ring.

"Do you want to punish me for having a past, or do you want the truth about Marcus?"

Daniel said nothing.

His cock answered through his trousers.

"I want Marcus," I said. "I want you there. I want the black lace. I want his hands. His mouth. That huge cock. I want the right to stop. I want you to stop if you can't take it. And I want us coming home together."

"Why the lace?"

I stepped close and opened his shirt.

"Because I bought it for the woman I was afraid to become."

I pushed the shirt from his shoulders.

"You think you made me hungry because that makes the hunger yours."

I opened his belt.

"But you didn't create it, love. You gave it words."

His trousers dropped.

His cock stood hard between us.

I wrapped my hand around it.

"What are you?" he asked.

"Your wife."

I stroked him.

"What else?"

"A woman who notices men."

"What else?"

"A woman who has touched herself thinking about your friend."

His cock throbbed.

"What else?"

I moved close enough to whisper against his mouth.

"A woman who kissed Marcus Reed tonight and wanted his cock."

"What else?"

"A woman who loves her husband enough to tell him before she takes it."

Daniel grabbed my neck and kissed me.

I pushed him onto the bed and straddled him. The head of his cock rubbed through my soaked pussy, but I did not let him inside yet.

"Say no."

His hands locked around my hips.

"Do you want me to?"

"No. I need to know the door opens both ways."

We said the promises plainly. If either of us stopped, the scene stopped. If I wanted less, less was enough. If I wanted more, we talked before the room changed.

Then I lowered myself onto my husband's cock.

We both moaned.

I rode slowly, feeling every familiar inch while Marcus's kiss still burned on my mouth.

"Know what I thought when he kissed me?"

"What?"

"This. Your cock inside your wife while she still tastes another man."

Daniel's hips lifted.

I took him deeper.

"I imagined coming home wet from Marcus's hands and making my cuck feel it."

"Did you want him here tonight?"

"Not tonight."

"Eventually?"

I rolled my hips and watched pain sharpen his face.

"Yes."

His hands tightened on my ass.

I leaned over him.

"And when he comes, you're in the room. Looking. Listening. Hearing every sound your wife makes around a bigger cock."

Daniel began to lose control.

I felt it in the hard pulse inside me.

"Not yet."

He tried to slow.

I rode him harder.

"Don't come until your wife tells you. Marcus isn't the only one who can control a man."

I rubbed my clit and looked down at my jealous husband.

"Tell me what scares you."

"Losing you."

"You're not."

"You preferring him."

I clenched around his cock.

"I may prefer things he does. His size. His hands. The way he makes me nervous."

Daniel groaned.

I lowered my mouth to his ear.

"But I choose the man who knows me."

My cunt tightened. I came on top of him, nails digging into his chest, his name breaking out of me.

Then I sat upright.

"Now."

Daniel came deep inside my pussy, hands locked around my hips.

I stayed over him until his body stopped shaking, then lowered myself to his chest.

"When?" he asked after a long silence.

"When what?"

"When do you want Marcus again?"

I lifted my head.

"Next Saturday. Hotel. Somewhere neither of us has memories."

The certainty frightened him.

It made his softening cock pulse once more inside me.

Chapter Eight
The Room We Chose

We chose a modern hotel off Michigan Avenue, expensive without feeling romantic, anonymous enough that no anniversary or work memory belonged to it. Pale stone, dark wood, glass facing the river. A room we could leave without carrying its wallpaper into the rest of our marriage.

Emily booked the room under her name.

That mattered to her.

During the week, every message stayed in the group chat. We exchanged recent test results, arrival times, and the details that kept fantasy from becoming stupidity. Marcus kept the practical questions short. That restraint made each notification feel louder.

"Nine?"

"Nine," Emily answered.

"Dark shirt. No tie?"

"Yes."

"Anything else?"

She looked at me before typing.

"Condoms you trust. Patience."

Marcus replied, "Understood."

On Wednesday, he asked one question that turned the rest of the week into torture.

"What do you want the first touch to feel like?"

Emily stared at the screen, then wrote, "Like I can still change my mind, but you already know I won't."

His answer arrived almost immediately.

"Then I wait for you to close the distance."

At work, I missed details in meetings and reread ordinary emails without understanding them. Emily sent one photograph of the black bodysuit across our bed and three dresses hanging from the closet door. The lace looked less like clothing than a confession she had finally taken out of hiding.

"Which one?"

I chose the black dress with thin straps and a slit high on one thigh.

"I knew you would," she replied.

Friday night, we said the rules once and kept them simple. Condoms. No anal. No photographs. No private contact afterward unless we both agreed. Stop meant stop. Wait meant wait. Marcus would leave before morning.

Emily added one rule of her own.

"You don't touch yourself until I tell you."

I stared at her. "Why?"

"Because I want you watching, love. Not coming in five minutes and disappearing into that chair."

"What if I can't wait?"

Her smile made my cock hard. "Then learn."

Saturday morning, we walked to the coffee shop near our condo beneath a hard blue winter sky. We held hands inside our gloves and looked like any married couple beginning an ordinary weekend. No one passing us could have guessed another man would knock on our hotel door that night.

At the table, Emily wrapped both hands around her latte.

"I slept with Nathan twice."

The name from the previous Saturday hit harder than the coffee.

"Why tell me today?"

"Because Marcus is not a tool for dragging answers out of my past."

"Do you still want Nathan?"

"Sometimes I miss who I was with him. That isn't the same thing."

I learned there had been seven men before me, not five. The lie hurt. The reason for it hurt differently. Nathan belonged to a version of Emily I had never met, one who had already learned that surrender could excite her before she had words like hotwife or cuckold. I wanted every detail. I also wanted the name erased from the morning.

"I was afraid you would judge me," she said.

"Would I have?"

"Maybe."

She was right.

"Anyone after we met?"

"No. No kisses. No messages. Nothing hidden except thoughts I was ashamed to admit."

I looked toward Armitage Avenue. "Then why does it feel like you've been unfaithful in your head for eight years?"

Emily reached across the table.

"Because you keep treating every thought like a promise I made to someone else. I chose you while wanting still existed."

That sentence followed me home.

At five, we packed one overnight bag. Condoms, toothbrushes, clean clothes, lube, the black dress, and a bottle of water. Ordinary objects beside the things that would change how I remembered my wife on her knees.

Emily showered first. Hearing the water while imagining her preparing for Marcus hurt enough that I had to sit on the bed.

EMILY

I came out of the shower in a robe and knelt between Daniel's knees.

His hands stayed flat on the mattress. His cock was already hard beneath the towel around his waist.

"Still want this?"

"I'm scared."

"So am I."

"But yes."

I kissed him.

"Me too."

When Daniel finished showering, I was standing before the mirror in the black bodysuit and stockings.

The lace framed my tits and barely covered my pussy. I watched my husband's face change when he saw the woman I had hidden in the drawer.

"Do I look like your wife?"

"Yes."

"Only your wife?"

"No. You look like the woman who bought that before I knew she existed."

I smiled at our reflection.

"Help me with the dress."

Daniel pulled the black fabric over the lace. The slit flashed stocking and skin when I walked. I painted my mouth dark red while his eyes followed every movement.

At the hotel desk, the clerk asked whether we were celebrating.

"An anniversary of sorts," I said.

Inside the mirrored elevator, I kissed Daniel.

"Nervous?"

"Terrified."

"Still want the door to open?"

His hand touched the back of my neck.

"Yes."

"Good. So do I."

The room overlooked the river and the towers beyond it. I checked the bed, sofa, bathroom, and the armchair near the window. I wanted to know where every man would be before anyone removed a stitch of clothing.

I pointed to the chair.

"You sit there when he arrives."

Daniel's pulse jumped in his throat.

"You planned that."

"I planned what I could. The rest I want to feel."

I removed the dress.

Black lace appeared again.

"Want him to see me like this?"

"Yes."

"Properly."

Daniel looked at my tits, my thighs, the narrow lace over my soaked pussy.

"I want Marcus to see my wife in the lingerie she bought before I knew she wanted men like him."

"Better."

We had one drink each.

At eight-fifty, my phone lit up.

Marcus: Leaving the lobby now.

I placed it face down and walked to my husband.

"Sit."

Daniel lowered himself into the armchair.

I stood between his knees.

"Hands off your cock until I say otherwise."

"I remember."

"Stop means everything stops."

"Everything."

I took his hand and pressed it against my soaked lace.

His fingers felt the heat immediately.

"I wanted Marcus when he touched my wrist. I wanted him when he kissed me. I wanted him before I knew whether my cuck could handle it."

Daniel pressed harder against my pussy.

I shuddered and held his eyes.

"You're here because you're my husband, love. Not because this hunger belongs to you."

Three knocks sounded at the door.

The room went still.

"Want me to open it?"

I removed Daniel's hand from my pussy and turned toward the door.

"No. I've waited long enough."

Chapter Nine
The Door Opens
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I crossed the room barefoot with the black lace tight over my hips.

Three knocks. No second attempt. Marcus waited on the other side while my hand rested on the latch.

I looked back at Daniel in the chair.

"Still yes?"

His mouth was dry. His eyes were fixed on me.

"Still yes."

I opened the door.

Marcus filled the frame.

Dark shirt. Black trousers. Snow melting on his shoulders. Huge even before I reached the cock hidden beneath the fabric. His eyes moved down my body and stopped long enough to harden my nipples under the lace.

"Emily."

My name sounded heavier in his voice.

"Marcus."

He looked past me. "Daniel."

My husband nodded. "Come in."

Marcus closed the door and placed his coat on the sofa. He did not touch me. That restraint made my pussy clench harder than a grab would have.

He confirmed the rules once. Before anything began. Either of us could stop. No argument. No punishment. Then the planning ended.

His attention returned to me.

"You wanted the first touch to feel like a choice. Still want that?"

"Yes."

"Then come here."

He waited.

Six feet of carpet separated us. Fantasy ended on my side of it. The real man waited on the other.

I looked at Daniel.

He did not nod. He did not push me.

"Your choice," he said.

That was all I needed.

I walked to Marcus and stopped with my tits almost touching his shirt.

"What first?" he asked.

"Kiss me."

"Where?"

My breath shook.

"My mouth."

His palm closed around the side of my neck. The hand was larger than Daniel's. Warmer. His thumb pressed under my jaw and tipped my face up.

The first touch of his mouth was slow.

Too slow.

I rose onto my toes and grabbed his shirt.

Then he kissed me properly.

His tongue entered my mouth. His beard scraped my skin. One arm closed around my waist and pulled me against the hard wall of his body.

I moaned into him.

Not polite. Not controlled.

My cunt tightened and soaked the lace.

Marcus pulled back before I wanted him to.

I followed his mouth for half an inch.

"Look at your husband."

I turned.

Daniel sat with both hands on the chair. His cock was already pressing hard beneath his trousers.

"Tell him," Marcus said.

His arm stayed around my waist.

"Love... I wanted more."

"Because I kissed you?"

"Because my cuck watched."

Marcus kissed the side of my neck.

I kept my eyes on Daniel.

"How much more?" my husband asked.

I felt Marcus's mouth lower. Felt his breath. Felt his size against me.

"Enough to kneel. Enough to beg for that huge cock while you sit there hard."

Daniel's body jerked with the pulse inside his trousers.

Marcus lifted his head.

"You chose the room. The clothes. The door. Choose the next thing."

I looked down at the thick shape beneath his trousers.

"I want to feel your cock."

"Touch it."

"Fuck."

I covered him with my palm.

The size shocked me through the fabric.

My fingers spread and still did not cover enough.

I looked up at Marcus.

He watched my face, not my hand.

"Still want it?"

I closed my fingers around the thick cock trapped beneath the cloth.

"More now."

Chapter Ten
The Chair
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Marcus turned me until my back rested against his chest.

His body surrounded mine. One hand lay over my stomach. His cock pressed thick and hard behind me.

"Daniel," he said, "still want the chair?"

My husband hesitated.

I saw him want to stand. Want to touch me. Want to drag me away and push me forward at the same time.

"Yes."

I smiled.

Marcus's mouth hovered over my shoulder.

"Tell your husband what you want."

I looked at Daniel.

"Touch my tits."

Marcus cupped me through the lace.

His hands covered almost everything. Dark fingers against pale skin. Thick thumbs rolling over my nipples.

I inhaled sharply.

"Harder."

He squeezed.

My head fell back against his chest.

"Eyes on your husband."

I forced them open.

Daniel's face was tight. His cock was hard under his trousers.

"Love... his hands are huge."

Marcus rolled both nipples through the lace.

My thighs pressed together.

"And?"

I swallowed a moan.

"I like another man squeezing your wife's tits."

Jealousy cut across Daniel's face. Heat answered below his belt.

Marcus saw both.

"Tell her what it does to you."

"It fucking hurts."

For one second concern rose in me.

Then Marcus squeezed again.

"And your cock?"

"Hard."

The concern melted into hunger.

I smiled at my husband.

"Show your wife."

Daniel hesitated.

I pushed back against Marcus's body.

"Please, love. Let me see what another man's hands do to my cuck."

Daniel opened his trousers. His hard cock strained against his underwear, already dark at the head.

I stared.

Marcus's fingers tightened around my tits.

"Your husband is leaking because my hands are on his wife."

I moved my ass against the thick cock behind me.

Marcus caught my hips.

"Ask."

My cheeks burned.

"Can I feel that cock against my ass?"

"Not yet."

The denial made me ache.

Marcus slid one hand down my stomach and stopped over the lace covering my pussy.

He did not touch the place that needed him. His palm rested above it.

I clenched around nothing.

"How soaked?"

"Dripping."

"For whom?"

I looked at Daniel.

"Both. But I want your fingers now."

"Honest."

Marcus dragged his fingertips down and pressed through the lace.

I moaned.

He rubbed slowly. Not enough. The fabric scraped my clit while his other arm held me upright.

I opened my legs.

"Tell your husband."

"Love... I want his fingers in my cunt."

"Mine or his?" Daniel asked.

"His."

The word hit him hard. His cock jumped.

Marcus pulled the lace aside.

Cool air touched my soaked pussy.

His fingers slid through me without entering, coating themselves until they shone.

"You are dripping."

"I know."

"Your husband did this before I arrived?"

"He started it. You made it worse."

I smiled at Daniel when Marcus pushed one finger into me.

My mouth opened.

One finger from Marcus felt thick. Slow. Deliberate.

"Bigger than Daniel's?"

"Yes."

My husband's cock pulsed.

Marcus added a second finger.

My knees bent.

His arm held me against him while the fingers opened my cunt.

"Look at Daniel. Tell him what I found."

I forced my eyes toward the chair.

"A soaking cunt. Tight. Greedy."

Marcus curled his fingers.

My whole body jerked.

"What does it want?"

"More. Fuck... more."

He did it again.

I could feel Daniel watching every tremor in my thighs, every failed attempt not to push back, every pulse around another man's fingers.

"Love... your hands are still."

"You told me not to touch my cock."

I smiled with my mouth open.

"Good cucky."

Humiliation burned through his face.

His cock leaked harder.

Marcus pulled his fingers out.

I protested at once.

"Why?"

"Because this cunt is close."

"I want to come."

"Not on my fingers."

I looked at the huge bulge behind me.

"Then give me your cock."

Marcus met Daniel's eyes over my shoulder.

"First show your husband what that mouth does with it."

Chapter Eleven
On Her Knees

EMILY

I turned inside Marcus's arms and looked up at him.

The moment I had carried for years stood beneath his belt.

"What do you want?" he asked.

"That cock out."

"Take it out."

I glanced at Daniel, then opened Marcus's belt.

The buckle sounded too loud in the room.

I reached inside his trousers.

My hand stopped.

"Holy fuck."

I pulled him free.

The cock was real. Thick enough that my fingers could not close around it. Long enough that my eyes followed it before I could look back at his face.

Nervousness punched through my hunger.

Daniel saw it.

"You wanted to know," he said from the chair.

I nodded.

Marcus stroked my hair.

"Nothing to prove."

I looked at the broad head. At the veins. At the weight of him in my hand.

"I'm not proving anything. I'm hungry."

"Then kneel."

I lowered myself to the carpet.

My stockings tightened over my thighs. The lace framed my ass. My wedding ring pressed against the base of another man's cock.

Daniel watched.

I licked the head.

Salt. Skin. Heat.

Marcus inhaled through his nose.

I circled the thick crown with my tongue, opened my mouth, and tried to take him.

Only a few inches fit.

My lips slipped off with a wet pop.

I dragged in air.

"Stop?"

"No. Bigger than I thought."

I tried again.

Marcus placed one hand in my hair without pushing. I took him deeper because I wanted to. My cheeks hollowed. One hand stroked what my mouth could not hold.

My jaw stretched. Saliva gathered under my tongue.

I looked at Daniel.

His cock was hard in the open trousers. His face looked wounded and starving.

I let Marcus slide out and smiled through smeared lipstick.

"Look at this fucking cock, love."

Daniel's cock jumped.

Marcus's hand tightened slightly in my hair.

"Tell him."

I stroked the thick cock in front of my face.

"Bigger than yours. Much bigger."

Pain crossed Daniel's eyes.

My pussy clenched.

"And your cunt?" Marcus asked.

"Soaked."

"Scared?"

"A little."

"Still want it?"

I looked at every inch in my hand.

"All of it."

Marcus touched the head to my lower lip.

"Hands behind your back."

I obeyed.

"Two taps and the cock comes out."

I nodded.

"Open."

He fed the cock into my mouth slowly.

Wet sucking filled the room. His hand held my hair. Spit ran over my chin. When my throat closed, he pulled out. When I leaned after him, he gave me more.

Tears gathered in my eyes from the depth.

I kept looking at my husband.

The sight of him made me take another inch.

Marcus pulled out.

I coughed once, then smiled.

"Still have words?"

"Fuck you."

His eyebrow lifted.

I wiped spit from my chin.

"Later. With that cock in my cunt."

Marcus looked at Daniel.

"Your wife recovers fast."

Daniel's voice was rough. "She likes proving people wrong."

I wrapped my hand around Marcus again.

"My husband knows what a greedy slut I am."

"He's learning," Marcus said.

The words changed something in me.

I looked at Daniel while I held the bull's cock.

"He knows now."

"Not all of it."

Marcus touched my jaw.

"Want more?"

"Yes."

"Want your husband closer?"

I looked at the chair.

I wanted Daniel close. I also wanted the distance. Wanted to feel his eyes without the safety of his hands.

"Not yet."

The answer hurt him.

I kept my gaze on his.

"But I need my cuck looking. Every inch."

"He is."

"Make him say it."

Daniel understood.

"I'm looking at you, love."

I squeezed Marcus's cock.

"What do you see?"

"My wife on her knees with a bigger cock in her mouth."

"And?"

"A hungry slut who wanted this before I knew."

The words opened something deeper than my cunt.

"Still love your slut?"

"Yes."

I smiled around Marcus's cock and took him deep again.

This time I never looked away.

Chapter Twelve
The First Time Another Man Undressed Me
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Marcus helped me stand.

My knees were red. Lipstick smeared around my mouth. Spit still shone on my chin.

I looked at myself in the mirror.

Daniel asked if I wanted to fix my makeup.

"No."

"Why?"

I touched the wet corner of my mouth.

"I want my husband to remember the spit."

Marcus stood behind me and touched one thin strap of the bodysuit.

"May I undress you?"

"Yes."

He lowered both straps.

The lace slipped away from my tits.

His palm closed around one. Weighed it. Rolled my hard nipple under his thumb.

I watched Daniel in the mirror.

"Different?" he asked.

"Bigger hands, love."

Marcus pulled my nipple gently.

I gasped.

"Like them?"

"Right now? Fuck yes."

The hooks opened at my hips. Marcus peeled the bodysuit down over my stomach and exposed the pussy I had soaked for him.

I stood naked except for stockings, garters, and my wedding ring.

Marcus remained dressed.

The imbalance made my skin burn.

He turned me toward Daniel.

"Show your husband."

I opened my arms.

Daniel had seen every inch of me. He had never seen another man's hands present me to him.

"What do you want him to see?"

My voice shook.

"His wife. No hiding."

"What else?"

"How soaked his wife is for another cock."

"Show him."

I slid two fingers down and spread my dripping pussy open.

The air touched me. Their eyes touched harder.

"Look, love. Look what another man did before he even fucked your wife."

Daniel stopped breathing.

Marcus looked at him.

"Dirty enough?"

"Not yet."

I rubbed my clit while holding myself open.

"Want me to say it, cucky?"

"Say it."

"I want that huge cock in my cunt."

The words filled the room and came back through my body.

"Your choice?" Daniel asked.

"Mine."

"Not because I asked?"

My fingers stopped.

That was the question beneath everything.

"No. I want my husband here because I love him. I want Marcus's cock because I fucking want it."

I walked to Daniel and dropped between his knees.

My pussy stayed open and shining. My mouth still tasted like Marcus.

"Say yes because you want to watch. Not because you're afraid to lose me."

Daniel touched my cheek.

"I want to watch."

"Watch what?"

"My wife taking Marcus."

I kissed him. Let him taste the other man on my tongue.

"Then tell me yes or no."

"Yes."

"Because your cock wants it?"

"Because I want the truth in front of me."

"Dirtier."

He looked past me at Marcus, then back into my eyes.

"I want my wife on all fours taking the bull she chose."

Tears stung my eyes.

"Then watch your wife."

I returned to Marcus and opened his shirt myself.

His chest was broad. Heavy. Dark hair narrowed toward his stomach. I ran both palms over muscles that felt different from Daniel's body.

"You like him," Daniel said.

"He's huge. I want all that weight over me."

Marcus removed the rest of his clothes.

His hard cock stood against his stomach.

Nervousness returned.

"You don't have to take all of it," he said.

I laughed without breath.

"I want to try."

"Then say stop if your cunt can't."

His hand closed around my waist.

"Bed or floor?"

I looked at the blanket of carpet between Marcus and Daniel's chair.

"Floor first."

"Why?"

"Because the first time I imagined this, my husband was in a chair and I was on my knees."

Marcus spread a folded hotel blanket on the floor.

I lowered onto it and turned to my hands and knees.

Then I looked over my shoulder at Daniel.

"This is where you wanted your wife, isn't it?"

His cock looked painfully hard.

"Yes."

I opened my knees wider.

"Then watch, cucky. Don't blink."

Chapter Thirteen
The First Stroke
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Marcus knelt behind me.

Both hands spread my ass.

The exposure burned. So did Daniel's eyes from the chair.

Marcus ran one palm from my neck to the base of my spine.

"What first?"

"Fingers. Open me."

Two thick fingers entered my cunt from behind.

I moaned and dropped to my elbows.

He fucked me slowly with them. Added a third when I pushed back and begged. His other hand locked around my hip and held me exactly where he wanted me.

I knew Daniel was watching every pulse.

Marcus learned my body in front of him.

"Don't make me come yet."

"Why?"

"I want the first one around your cock."

The fingers left me.

I looked back, impatient and empty.

Marcus opened a condom and rolled it over the biggest cock I had ever tried to take.

The broad head dragged through my dripping pussy.

The rubber made the head shine beneath the lamp. I watched it move through my cream, then felt Marcus spread my ass wider with one hand.

Daniel could see everything from the chair. The cock. My open knees. The small movement of my hips every time the thick head passed over my clit.

I wanted to turn around and stare at Marcus. I wanted to measure the thing about to open me. Instead I kept my face toward my husband.

His fist stayed closed around the chair arm. His other hand hovered near his open trousers. He was waiting for permission to touch himself because I had told him to wait.

That obedience made my pussy drip harder.

"Look at your cuck," I whispered.

Marcus bent over me. His breath touched my ear.

"What do you see?"

"A man trying not to stroke his cock while the bull rubs against his wife's cunt."

Daniel swallowed.

Marcus dragged the head over me again. Slower. The broad crown caught at my hole, then slipped away.

I pushed back after it.

"Greedy," Marcus said.

"You haven't given me anything yet."

"I gave you the size. Your cunt is deciding whether it can handle the rest."

The words hit low. My belly tightened. My nipples rubbed against the lace beneath me.

I looked at Daniel.

"Think I can take it, love?"

His answer came rough.

"You'll try until you do."

"And you'll watch every inch."

"Every inch."

Only then did I close my eyes and let Marcus place the thick head against me again.

I closed my eyes.

"Look at your husband."

I turned my face toward Daniel.

Marcus pressed the head against my hole.

The thick crown began to split me open.

My mouth opened. No sound came at first.

"Wait."

Marcus stopped.

The pressure stayed. Huge. Burning. Real.

"Slow," I breathed.

"Too much?"

"Big. Fuck... so big."

"More?"

Fear and hunger hit together.

"Yes. Slow. Don't pull out."

Another thick inch opened me.

My fingers twisted in the blanket.

He stopped again.

My ass pushed back before my mouth found the word.

"More."

Marcus drove deeper.

I cried out.

Daniel's whole body jerked in the chair.

Marcus stayed halfway inside my pussy.

I breathed through the stretch. Felt my cunt fight him. Felt it begin to yield.

"Tell your husband."

I looked at Daniel.

"Love... he's splitting your wife open."

The words made his cock jump.

"Like that huge cock?"

"Yes."

Marcus pulled back an inch and pressed forward again.

I moaned louder.

The second push hurt less. Felt fuller. Dirtier.

"Now?"

"Fuck yes."

"How much?"

I almost laughed at him.

"All of it. Give me the whole fucking cock."

Marcus planted one hand between my shoulders and drove deeper.

My cry filled the room.

Then his hips touched my ass.

Every inch was inside me.

Nobody moved.

My pussy stretched around the thick cock. Tears burned from the pressure. I smiled at my husband through them.

"Love..."

"I'm here."

"It's all inside your wife."

"Tell me."

Marcus pulled back just enough to make my body follow him, then filled me again.

The sound that came out of me was raw.

"So fucking thick. Every move opens my cunt again."

"Look at me," Daniel said.

I held his eyes.

"Bigger than you, love. Much bigger. Look at your greedy wife taking all of him."

Daniel's cock pulsed visibly.

"Like it?"

"Yes. I want the next hard stroke."

Marcus gave it to me.

My arms shook.

"What makes you ashamed?" Daniel asked.

I smiled through the pressure.

"Your married cunt is soaking this cock. And your dick is hard. You fucking love it, cucky."

"Again. Dirtier."

I swallowed and let the words come from the same place as the ache.

"I'm your slut, love. Your hungry wife. Taking his huge cock because I wanted it. Because you wanted to watch."

Marcus drove forward.

I pushed back.

"Your slut. Your wife. Full of him. Touch your cock, cucky. I'm going to come on this bull while you stroke yourself."

"Why me?"

"Because I need you to see how much I want it and stay."

Daniel freed his cock.

The sight of him nearly made me come before Marcus touched my clit.

Daniel's cock was red, hard, and wet at the head. His fist closed around it while another man's hips slapped against my ass.

I had imagined the chair for years. I had never understood how much power lived in the husband's hand.

Every time Daniel stroked, his wedding ring flashed. Every time Marcus filled me, Daniel's grip tightened.

The two rhythms began to answer each other.

Bull inside me. Husband watching.

Bull opening me. Husband leaking.

I pushed back harder and felt Marcus's cock reach the deepest sore place.

"Look at his hand," Marcus said.

I did.

Daniel stroked faster.

"Your wife likes seeing you do that," Marcus continued.

"I fucking love it," I said. "My cuck can't keep his hand off his cock while I take yours."

Daniel groaned.

I felt the sound in my pussy.

"Slower," I ordered him.

His fist obeyed.

"Why?"

"Because I want to watch you suffer longer."

Marcus laughed low behind me and drove deep enough to break my next breath.

I caught myself on one hand and pointed the other toward Daniel.

"Don't close your eyes when you come. I want my husband looking at the cock that did it to him."

Daniel's face tightened.

"You planned that line?"

"No, love. This cock knocked it out of me."

Marcus pounded again.

The truth came in fragments now. Heat. Pressure. Wet noise. Daniel's fist. My own voice turning dirtier because nothing inside me had room left for caution.

The first stroke of his fist changed everything inside me.

Power moved through my body. Not because Marcus was bigger. Because my husband was hard from watching me take him.

"Tell me what I see," Daniel said.

I clenched around Marcus.

"A bull buried in your wife's cunt."

Marcus exhaled through his teeth.

"She liked that."

"Say it again," I begged. "Make it real."

Marcus pulled back slowly.

My cunt tried to keep him.

Then he drove in hard.

The wet slap filled the room. My tits swung beneath me. Every stroke opened the same burning place again.

Daniel's fist moved faster.

"Like you imagined?" he asked.

"No."

Fear flashed across his face.

Marcus drove deep.

I cried out.

"Filthier," I said. "Real."

The rhythm grew harder.

My garters scraped my thighs. My wedding ring flashed against the blanket.

"Touch yourself, husband."

Daniel obeyed.

I watched his hand fly over his cock.

"You like it, love."

"Yes."

"Say it dirty."

"I like watching another man fuck my wife."

I pushed back and took Marcus deeper.

"You like seeing your wife swallow a cock bigger than yours."

"Yes."

"You like that his hands cover more of me. That his cock opens me wider. Listen to your wife, cucky. You've never made me sound like this."

Marcus slammed deep and broke my voice into a cry.

"Tell him what you want," Marcus said.

I stared at Daniel.

"I want him jealous. Hard. Leaking. I want him hating how much he loves his wife taking more cock than he can give her."

"What does that make me?" Daniel asked.

The word waited.

"My cuckold."

Shame burned over his face. His fist tightened.

"Louder."

"My cuckold. My husband. My jealous, hard husband watching his filthy wife."

Marcus grabbed my hair and pulled me upright while his cock kept pounding my cunt.

"Tell him what you are."

I locked eyes with Daniel.

"His bitch on all fours. His wife taking a bigger cock."

"Again."

"He's bigger than you, love. Thicker. Deeper. So big it scares your greedy wife."

"Better?"

The question cut through everything.

I gave him the truth.

"Right now? Yes. His cock feels better. Bigger. Deeper."

Pain hit Daniel.

His cock answered with a violent throb, precum slicking his fist.

I smiled because his body told the truth with me.

"Look at me, love. I'm still watching you. Your jealous face is making this cunt squeeze him."

Marcus pounded harder.

"Make him watch you come."

I held Daniel's eyes.

"Don't look away, cucky. Your wife is coming on the cock she wanted."

"I'm close."

"Wait. Spill when your wife does."

Marcus reached under me and found my clit.

I screamed.

The cock filled me. The fingers circled. Daniel's fist blurred.

"Watch me, love. Watch your slut come on his cock."

Marcus drove deep and held me open.

I came so hard my arms failed.

My face hit the blanket, but I kept it turned toward Daniel.

His name came first.

Then Marcus's.

Then nothing but sound.

Daniel came into his fist while my cunt convulsed around another man.

I watched my husband break with me.

Chapter Fourteen
I Was Not Finished

EMILY

Marcus slowed and stopped with his cock still deep inside me.

My body trembled around him. Daniel sat frozen in the chair, hand wet, trousers open, face shattered by the hardest come of his life.

The fantasy had ended for him.

My hunger had not.

I lifted my head.

"Don't stop."

Marcus held one hand against my back.

"Sore?"

"A little."

"Stop?"

"No. Bed."

"Slower?"

I looked at Daniel.

"Harder."

Marcus pulled out.

The loss made me whimper.

He helped me stand and guided me to the bed.

"On your back."

I obeyed and opened my legs.

Marcus knelt between them and looked at my swollen, creamy cunt.

"Daniel. Come touch your wife."

My husband hesitated.

I reached for him.

"Please, love."

He cleaned his hand and moved to the bed.

The distance closed.

Daniel's hand touched my cheek while Marcus knelt between my legs.

Two men. Two kinds of heat.

My husband's thumb brushed the corner of my mouth. The bull's palm spread over my thigh.

Daniel smelled like sweat and the come drying on his hand. Marcus smelled like skin, rubber, and the sex already coating his cock.

I turned my face and kissed Daniel's palm.

Marcus rubbed the broad head over my pussy.

My whole body tightened between them.

"Feel what she does when you touch her," Marcus told him.

Daniel looked down.

Marcus pressed the head against my hole without entering.

I clenched around nothing.

"She wants both men close," Daniel said.

"Then keep your hand on your wife."

Daniel cupped one tit. Marcus held my open thigh. I lay between them and felt the marriage stop being a chair across the room.

"Love," I whispered.

"I'm here."

"Don't be gentle because he isn't."

Daniel's fingers tightened around my tit.

"Like that?"

"Harder."

He squeezed. Marcus pushed the first thick inch back into my sore cunt.

I cried out and bit Daniel's lower lip.

The pain belonged to Marcus's size. The comfort belonged to Daniel's mouth. The hunger belonged to me.

No one needed to explain it.

I touched his face.

"You came watching me."

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"Hard enough to hurt."

I smiled.

Marcus changed the condom.

Daniel looked at my slick thighs, the garters, the fingerprints darkening on my hip.

"Still want him?"

"More."

"Sore?"

"A little."

"Then tell him."

Daniel kissed me.

Marcus pushed his cock back into my pussy while my husband's mouth covered mine.

I cried into the kiss.

My fingers locked behind Daniel's neck.

Marcus began to move.

The bed shook under each hard stroke. Daniel stayed close enough that I breathed his breath while another man fucked me.

The intimacy hurt more than the size.

I pulled back.

"Touch me."

"Where?"

"My tits. My mouth. Everything he isn't touching."

Daniel grabbed my tits. Kissed my neck. My mouth. The damp corner of my eye.

Marcus lifted one leg over his shoulder and drove deeper.

I shouted.

"Stop?"

"No. Harder."

Marcus's pace roughened.

The new angle reached deeper. My nails cut Daniel's shoulder.

"Tell Daniel what you need."

"His hands on his wife."

"What else?"

"Your cock harder."

Marcus gave me one slow stroke, then slammed forward hard enough to slide my body across the sheet.

I cried against Daniel's mouth.

"Again."

He did it again.

Daniel held my tits while Marcus fucked me with my thigh over his shoulder. Every wet slap traveled through my body into my husband's hands.

"Tell him, love."

"What?"

"Tell your bull to fuck your wife the way you're afraid to."

Daniel's throat worked.

Marcus waited.

"Fuck her harder."

I caught Daniel's jaw.

"Not her. Say who I am."

His eyes burned into mine.

"Fuck my wife harder."

Marcus obeyed.

I screamed, laughed, then moaned as the cock pounded my swollen cunt.

"That's it. Give your slut to him with your own mouth."

"You're enjoying this too much."

"I waited years. I'm enjoying every filthy second."

Marcus spread me wider.

"Look how much of that cock disappears inside your wife."

Daniel looked.

"Feel small, cucky?"

"Yes."

"Want me less?"

"No."

"Then tell me what you want."

"My hands on my wife while he uses her cunt."

I dragged Daniel's hand onto my clit.

"Touch your hotwife, love. Make your slut come while his cock fills her."

The word entered our marriage for the first time.

"My hotwife."

I shuddered.

"Again."

"My hotwife."

"Your wife. Your slut. My choice to take him. Your choice to watch."

Marcus fucked me harder.

The headboard struck the wall.

My tits bounced beneath Daniel's hands. I opened myself for every inch. I was not being displayed. I was taking what I had begged for.

"Look at me," Daniel said.

I opened my eyes.

"Tell me whose wife you are."

"Yours."

"Whose cock is in your cunt?"

"His. Fuck... his."

Marcus drove deep.

I moaned into Daniel's mouth.

"Did you want it?"

"Yes, love."

"Before I asked?"

"Years before."

"Say what that makes you."

"Your honest whore. Your wife who finally told you."

"Then take it."

Marcus's rhythm lost some control. His breathing deepened. One hand planted beside my head.

"I'm close," he grunted.

I looked at Daniel and kept moving my hips.

"Love... tell him."

We had agreed. The condom. His come deep while my husband watched.

Daniel's voice came rough.

"Let him come deep in my wife."

My pussy clenched around Marcus.

"You want that?"

"Yes. I want to see it."

I turned back to the bull.

"Don't pull out."

Marcus groaned and pounded three more times. Skin slapped wetly. Then he held his cock buried as deep as it would go.

I watched Daniel while Marcus came inside the condom.

The bull's body locked over me. His grunt filled the room. Jealousy moved through my husband's face, dark and raw.

Marcus stayed until his breathing slowed, then pulled out carefully and disposed of the condom.

I lay open on the bed with my pussy swollen and shining.

Marcus covered my waist with the sheet.

Then he looked at Daniel.

"Go to her."

My husband was already there.

I turned into his chest.

One hard tremor passed through me.

"Crying?"

"A little."

"Why?"

"I don't know yet."

Marcus moved to the chair while Daniel held me.

The room had rearranged itself. The bull sat at a distance. My husband held the body that had taken him.

After a few minutes, I looked toward Marcus.

"Good?"

"Very."

"What surprised you?"

"How much you needed your husband's eyes."

I laughed weakly.

"That surprised nobody."

Marcus dressed. Before leaving, he touched my foot beneath the sheet.

"Message tomorrow. Tonight belongs to you two."

He looked at Daniel.

"She is waiting for her husband. Don't waste that."

Then the door closed.

The click sounded louder than Marcus's last hard stroke.

His weight was gone from the room, but the smell stayed. Sweat. Lube. Used condom in the wastebasket. My own cream drying on my thighs.

Daniel heard the same silence I did.

For hours there had always been another breath. Another man's voice. Skin striking skin. A command. A moan.

Now there was only the heater and my husband staring at the bed.

I could feel Marcus everywhere without him touching me anymore.

My jaw ached from his cock. My hips held the shape of his fingers. My cunt pulsed each time I shifted my legs.

Daniel looked at the door as if the bull might return.

I looked at Daniel as if my husband might leave.

That was the fear beneath the hunger. Not that Marcus would take me. That Daniel would see what I had become and decide the wife he loved had disappeared inside it.

I pulled the sheet over my lap, then pushed it away again.

No hiding.

"Look at me," I said.

Daniel did.

His gaze moved over the marks, the swollen mouth, the wedding ring, the pussy another man had just left.

His cock began to harden again.

Relief went through me so sharply it almost hurt.

I did not need him to erase the bull.

I needed him to want the woman the bull had revealed.

Daniel and I were alone.

I pulled the loose lace around my hips.

"I need one minute."

I locked myself in the bathroom and faced the mirror.

Tangled hair. Swollen lips. Black lace twisted low. Fingerprints on my hips. Wedding ring on my hand.

I took one photograph.

Not because I wanted Marcus.

Because I needed proof of the woman staring back at me.

Six minutes later, I returned to the room.

Daniel stood near the door, unable to decide whether to touch me or run.

I let the lace fall.

My pussy was swollen, sore, still shining with lube and cream.

"Are you going to touch your wife, or only stare at how he left me?"

"I don't know if I want to touch you."

The lie barely survived his mouth.

I smiled.

"Your cock wants to. You're afraid of what you'll ask."

"You think you know everything tonight."

I opened my legs.

"I know what your body wants, love. Come prove me wrong."

He crossed the room.

Up close, his eyes moved over every mark. The red skin from the garter. The swollen pussy. Marcus's fingers darkening on my hip.

His cock hardened again.

"There you are, husband."

"Don't make this a victory."

"I'm asking my husband to stop pretending he doesn't want the dirty part after."

Daniel knelt between my knees and touched the mark on my hip.

"He held you here."

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"Hard enough that I'll see his fingers tomorrow."

His thumb traced the bruise.

"Like being marked?"

"Yes."

"Like everything?"

"No. The first push hurt. I thought that cock was too big. Then he stopped. I breathed. After that I wanted every inch."

Daniel slid two fingers through my swollen pussy.

I inhaled sharply.

"Stop?"

"Tender. Keep touching."

My cunt was hot and slick around his fingers.

"His mess?"

"Some. The rest is from my husband staring at what the bull did."

"How am I looking at you?"

"Like you hate how wet I still am and need to fuck it anyway."

His cock became fully hard.

I wrapped my hand around it.

"Fuck me, love."

"After him?"

"Because of him. I'm still stretched. Feel it."

"What do you need?"

I rubbed the head of his cock over my swollen cunt.

"The bull opened me. My husband brings me home."

I held him still.

"Slow. I'm sore."

"Tell me if you need me out."

"I will. Now put your cock in your wife."

Daniel slid inside slowly.

I gasped and grabbed his shoulders.

My pussy was hot, swollen, wider at the first push where Marcus had passed, tighter deeper inside.

Daniel felt it.

His cock pulsed.

"Feel him?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Feel how wide he left your wife?"

He pushed deeper.

"Yes."

"Say it."

"My wife. Soaked. Stretched by another cock."

I clenched around him.

"Dirtier."

He began to fuck me, slow at first, watching for pain.

"Was he bigger?"

"Much."

Daniel drove harder.

"Tell me."

"Thicker. So fucking thick I had to breathe. Every hard stroke opened me again."

Jealousy tightened his face. His hips moved faster.

"Forget your husband?"

"Never, cucky."

"You said his name."

"After yours."

"Truth."

I pulled his face close.

"I said yours because I watched you. His because his cock was in me. Both made me come."

Daniel pounded harder.

I cried out.

"Did he make you come harder?"

"Once. Yes."

The answer cut him. His cock throbbed harder inside me.

"You like hurting me."

"I like that it hurts and your cock gets harder."

"Want him again?"

"Yes. But right now I want my husband using the cunt he stretched."

Daniel gripped the bruises on my hips.

"What are you?"

"Your wife."

"What else?"

"Your hotwife."

His body reacted.

"What else?"

"Your slut. Your whore when we choose it. Your bitch when I'm on all fours for your bull."

"And Marcus?"

"A huge cock I wanted. Not my husband."

Daniel pressed his forehead to mine.

"Say you're mine."

I looked into him.

"I choose you, love. Now fuck me like this cunt belongs in our marriage."

I pulled him deeper.

"I'm your wife. Your hotwife. His cock stretched me, and I came back begging for yours."

That broke him.

Daniel came deep while I rubbed my clit between us. I clenched around him, mouth against his, both of us breathing sweat, lube, and another man.

We stayed joined after the movement stopped.

"Tell me who I am."

Daniel held me.

"Emily Vance. My wife. My hotwife. The woman who wanted a bull before I knew how to ask."

I laughed and cried.

"What else?"

"A woman who wanted another man."

My body went still.

"And?"

"A woman who came home soaked and told me the truth."

I touched his face.

"I never left."

Chapter Fifteen
The Morning After

EMILY

I woke at four-thirteen with my cheek on Daniel's chest.

His fingers were touching the bruise on my hip.

The room was dark. City light leaked around the curtains. Somewhere below us, a siren moved toward the river.

"What time?"

"Four."

His voice was wrong.

I sat up.

"You okay?"

"I don't know."

I pulled the sheet over my tits without thinking.

Daniel flinched.

"You don't need to cover yourself."

I let the sheet fall.

"Habit. I woke in a hotel and forgot for half a second who was still in the room."

We sat against the headboard.

The sheet felt rough against my sore skin.

Every movement reminded me of the night. My jaw. My tits. The bruises on my hips. The deep ache where Marcus had filled me and Daniel had followed.

Daniel watched me notice each one.

"What hurts?" he asked.

"Nothing I need to hide."

I moved his hand from the blanket to my thigh.

"Here."

His fingers found the red scrape from the garter.

"And here."

I guided him to the bruise on my hip.

Then lower.

His palm stopped above my pussy.

"And there?"

"Tender. Still hot."

Daniel's breathing changed.

I opened my legs enough for his hand to rest between them without touching my clit.

"You can feel the heat, can't you?"

"Yes."

"That's what the night left. Not damage. Not a claim. A memory in my skin."

His fingers trembled.

"I don't know what to do with it."

"Touch it. Ask the ugly questions. Get hard. Get angry. Just don't stand outside me and call that safety."

Daniel looked at my face.

"You really want all of it?"

"I wanted a bull, love. I knew the clean version wouldn't survive the door."

"Regret it?" he asked.

"No."

The certainty hurt him.

"Nothing?"

"I regret hiding how long I'd wanted it. I regret throwing some truths like knives. I don't regret Marcus. I don't regret taking his cock."

Daniel looked toward the window.

"You really liked it."

"Yes."

"More than me?"

The question wanted blood.

I touched his hand.

"Some things hit harder because they were new. His size. His hands. You watching. In moments, yes, some things felt better. That doesn't make him my husband."

The honesty cut cleaner than comfort.

"Do you want truth," I asked, "or do you want me to edit the night until your pride survives it?"

"Truth."

"Then stop asking questions meant only to punish you."

He pulled his hand away.

"You called me a cuckold."

"You liked it."

"You liked humiliating me."

I considered the word.

"I liked seeing jealousy fail to make you disappear. I liked power over the man who usually knows every part of me. I liked your hard cock telling me the truth. I never wanted to destroy you."

"How would you know the difference?"

"Because stop would have stopped me. Even with Marcus inside me. Even before I came. I would have hated it. I would have cried. But I would have stopped."

Daniel studied my face.

"Would you go back alone?"

I did not answer fast enough.

His chest tightened.

"Part of me wonders what it would feel like without watching your face every second," I admitted. "The bigger part doesn't want the fantasy without you. Both are real."

"Convenient."

"Human."

Silence stretched between us.

I climbed over his lap and held his face.

"I need to tell you something else."

"More?"

"I knew I could do it before Marcus came upstairs. I knew at the Wicker Park bar when the stranger touched me and I watched your cock harden across the room."

"Why Marcus?"

"Because being able to take a man isn't the same as wanting that man. I wanted Marcus."

I pressed Daniel's palm to my chest.

My heart beat hard under it.

"You didn't convince me to want a bull. You made it possible to tell you I already did."

His cock hardened beneath my thigh.

I smiled faintly.

"There. Even now."

"Don't use my body to win."

"I'm not. I'm showing you the contradiction belongs to both of us."

I kissed him.

He resisted for one second, then opened his mouth.

I rubbed my sore, soaked pussy over his hard cock without letting him inside.

"Sore?"

"Yes. No fucking yet. I want you against me."

I slid along him until his cock was slick with my cream.

"Feel different?" he asked.

"Tender. Open. A little used."

His cock throbbed.

"Like that?"

"Yes."

"Hate liking it?"

"Yes."

"Me too."

We rubbed together without letting him inside, faces close, nothing clean or simple between us.

Daniel came across my stomach.

I held him while he shook.

Then I whispered against his ear.

"You asked what I felt. I don't know all of it yet. But I felt free. And the first place I wanted to bring that freedom was back to you."

Chapter Sixteen
The Shower
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At six I turned on the shower.

Steam filled the marble bathroom. Daniel sat on the closed toilet lid and watched water run over the marks Marcus had left on me.

Without lace and lipstick, I looked like his ordinary wife again.

Then I turned and let him see everything.

The red line on my shoulder. Finger-shaped bruises on my hips. My swollen pussy tender beneath the water.

"Different?" I asked.

"Yes."

"How?"

He searched for a safe answer.

"Like something happened to you."

"Something did."

Water ran over my tits and stomach.

"Come in."

Daniel undressed and stepped under the water.

I faced away while he washed my shoulders. His familiar palms moved slowly over skin another man had gripped.

When he reached the bruise, I inhaled.

"Pain?"

"Tender. Touch it gently."

His thumb traced Marcus's fingers.

I closed my eyes.

"Thinking about him?"

"His hand there."

Daniel's body tightened behind me.

"Turns you on?"

"Yes."

"Now?"

I looked down at my hard nipples.

"Yes."

His hand slid toward my pussy.

I caught his wrist.

"Slow."

"Too sore?"

"No. I don't want you rushing to cover every place he touched. You can't fuck the night out of me."

The truth hurt him because part of him wanted exactly that.

I turned inside his arms and placed his palm over my heart.

"Stay here first."

We stood under the water until his breathing slowed.

The water ran cooler while neither of us moved.

Daniel's palm stayed over my heart. My tits pressed against his chest. His hard cock rested against my stomach without demanding anything.

That stillness felt more intimate than the chair had.

I listened to his breathing and remembered Marcus behind me. The bull had made me feel small because of his size. Daniel made me feel exposed because he knew when my silence meant fear.

"I'm still thinking about him," I said.

Daniel's hand tightened over my heart.

"I know."

"I'm also thinking about you watching."

His cock pulsed against me.

"I know that too."

I smiled against his wet shoulder.

"Good. No more pretending the thoughts have to stand in separate showers."

Then I took the soap and washed him. Shoulders. Chest. Stomach. His cock was already hard when my fingers closed around it.

"Still?"

"Especially now."

"Because I'm marked?"

"Yes."

"Because his cock was in my pussy?"

"Yes."

"Because I liked it?"

Daniel forced himself to meet my eyes.

"Yes."

I stroked him under the water.

"This is what I was afraid to tell you for years. Not only that I wanted other men. I wanted my husband to want the evidence afterward."

"Why?"

"Because then his cock wouldn't split me away from you."

I knelt carefully on the wet tile.

"You don't have to."

"I know."

I took my husband's cock into my mouth.

Familiar curve. Familiar taste. My tongue already knew where his thighs would tense.

Daniel looked at me and went somewhere else.

I released him.

"Tell me."

"Marcus's cock in your mouth."

I wrapped one hand around Daniel and kissed the head.

"Jealous?"

"Yes."

"Harder?"

"Yes."

"Want the truth?"

His breathing changed.

"Yes."

I licked him slowly.

"Marcus was so thick my jaw hurt. I could feel the head against my tongue even when I couldn't take him deeper."

Daniel's hand went to the wall.

"I liked looking at you while I learned his body. I liked showing my cuck how much cock his wife could swallow."

I took Daniel into my mouth again.

He groaned.

Then I pulled back.

"But this mouth knows you."

My tongue traced the place that always made his thighs tighten.

"With him I learned. With you I know."

"Which is better?"

I stopped.

"Don't turn every difference into a scoreboard. Tell me what you need."

Daniel closed his eyes.

"I need to know I still excite you without him here."

I stood and pressed his hand against my pussy.

Even under the shower, he felt how soaked I was.

"Feel me."

His thumb touched my clit gently.

"From him?"

"Some is memory. Most is my husband finally telling the truth."

I kissed him and pressed myself against his hand.

Daniel rubbed slowly, careful with the soreness.

I came with my forehead against his shoulder and his name in my mouth.

Then I knelt again and finished him.

His cum spread over my tongue while the water washed our skin clean and left every memory exactly where it belonged.

I stood and kissed him.

"Feel reclaimed?"

He understood the trap.

"No."

"Good."

"I feel chosen."

I touched his face.

"That's what I wanted."

Chapter Seventeen
What Had Lived in the Drawer

We checked out at eleven.

The clerk asked whether we had enjoyed our stay. Emily smiled and said it had been memorable. I almost laughed.

Outside, the city had turned bright and brutally ordinary. Shoppers carried bags along Michigan Avenue. A family argued over directions. A man in a red knit hat walked three tiny dogs past the hotel doors.

No one knew what had happened seventeen floors above them.

We took a car home.

Emily sat close, her hand on my knee. She had dressed in jeans, boots, and a cream sweater. With her makeup removed and her hair pulled back, she looked like the woman who bought coffee near Armitage on Saturday mornings.

The black bodysuit was folded inside our overnight bag.

At home, she unpacked it first.

I watched from the bedroom doorway as she placed the lace on the bed.

"Are you washing it?" I asked.

"Not yet."

"Why?"

Emily touched the fabric.

"Because it feels like evidence."

"Of what?"

"That the woman I imagined was real."

She sat on the edge of the bed.

"You keep saying you wanted this before me," I said. "Tell me when it started."

Emily folded her hands in her lap.

"There was not one beginning."

"There has to be."

"Why? Did your fantasy arrive on a specific Tuesday?"

I said nothing.

"I noticed men," she continued. "That was the beginning. I noticed them after we married, and I felt guilty because nobody tells women loyalty and hunger can live in the same woman."

"You think men are told that?"

"Men are expected to look. Women are expected to become blind when the ring goes on."

She stood and walked to the closet.

From the back shelf, she removed a small gray box I had never noticed.

Inside were objects that seemed ordinary until she explained them.

A receipt from a lingerie store dated three years earlier. A business card from the tattooed waiter at Bavette's, his first name written on it. A photograph from a summer rooftop party where Evan stood behind us with one arm across my shoulder and the other around Emily's waist. A folded page torn from an old notebook.

I opened it.

The handwriting was hers.

I want to know what it feels like when Daniel watches another man want me. I want him jealous, but not gone. I want to be frightened by my own yes and safe enough to say it.

The date was eighteen months before I first asked the question.

I sat down.

"You wrote this."

"Yes."

"Why keep it?"

"Because throwing it away felt dishonest."

I set the notebook page down and picked up the receipt. "Three years ago."

Emily’s eyes moved toward the black bodysuit on the bed.

"Yes."

"What happened three years ago?"

She folded her hands together. "You are not going to like how ordinary it was."

"Tell me anyway."

"Miami."

I remembered immediately. She had attended a design conference at the Miami Beach Convention Center while a delayed construction project kept me in Chicago. She stayed four nights near Collins Avenue and returned quieter than usual. I had blamed the travel, the presentations, the red-eye flight.

"Nothing happened," she said. "That is why it mattered so much."

"That makes no sense."

"It will."

Emily smoothed the receipt across her knee.

"On the second night, I went to the hotel bar alone. Everyone from the conference had split into groups, and I was tired of talking about fonts and brand architecture. I wore the green dress from the rooftop photograph. No jacket. My wedding ring was obvious."

I could picture it too easily: Miami heat outside, cold hotel air, Emily alone beneath amber light.

"A man sat two stools away," she continued. "Late forties, maybe fifty. Spanish accent. Silver at his temples. He did not send me a drink or pretend he needed directions. He looked at me for a while, then said I was the most beautiful woman in the room."

"And you believed him."

"No. I liked that he believed it."

"Did you tell him you were married?"

"Immediately."

Emily looked at her ring.

"He smiled and said, ‘Your husband is a lucky man. But being married does not mean being dead.’"

My jaw tightened even though the man was three years and fourteen hundred miles away.

"What did you say?"

"I said my husband trusted me."

"Did he touch you?"

"No."

"Did you want him to?"

Emily held my eyes. "Yes."

The word hit with the same old mix of pain and a hard pulse in my cock.

"He asked whether I was alone in Miami. I said yes. He asked whether I wanted company upstairs. I stared at him long enough that he knew I was considering it."

"How close did you get?"

"I took the key card out of my purse."

My stomach tightened.

"Then I put it back. I told him good night and went upstairs alone."

"Why?"

"Because I wanted you more than I wanted the secret. But I also wanted the possibility so badly that I shook in the elevator."

Emily’s fingers tightened around the receipt.

"I went into the bathroom, took off the dress, and masturbated against the counter while imagining that I had let him follow me. I imagined you calling while he was in the room. I imagined telling you. I imagined you listening instead of hanging up."

The confession made the hotel in Chicago feel less like the beginning and more like an answer delayed by years.

"The next morning, I took a car north to Bal Harbour Shops," she said. "I walked into a lingerie boutique and bought the black bodysuit and stockings. I had nowhere to wear them. I had no man waiting. I bought them because for the first time I admitted the fantasy was not a random thought. It was something I wanted badly enough to dress for."

"You came home with it in your suitcase."

"Yes."

"And put it in our drawer."

"Behind the sweaters. Close enough to our bed that I saw the corner of the box every time I reached for something else."

"Why did you never show me?"

Emily touched my face.

"Because you had not asked the question yet. And I did not know whether the husband I loved could survive the answer."

"You waited three years."

"Three years with the lingerie in the drawer and the answer at the back of my throat."

She gave me a small, almost embarrassed smile.

"So when you finally asked whether I had ever imagined another man, I was not shocked by the fantasy. I was shocked that the door had opened while I was still standing beside it."

"Why the business card?"

"He gave it to both of us. I kept it because I masturbated thinking about him later."

The directness made my stomach twist.

"And the photo of Evan?"

Emily picked it up.

"His hand was on my waist. I could feel the size of it through the dress. That night, after you fell asleep, I touched myself in the bathroom."

"Thinking about my friend."

"Yes."

"Did you want to cheat?"

"I wanted another man to want me without losing you. I did not know those things could coexist, so my fantasies used cheating because secrecy was the only structure I understood."

"And now?"

"Now I know I do not want secrecy."

She placed the photograph back in the box.

"Do you know why I never told you?"

"You thought I would leave."

"That was part of it. I also thought you would turn it into a performance."

"Meaning?"

"You would want me to be instantly confident. You would want dirty words and perfect reactions. You would want the hot wife from the videos without the woman who feels ashamed while buying lingerie."

The criticism was fair.

"Did I do that?"

"Sometimes."

"Last night?"

Emily looked toward the window.

"At first, yes. You watched me as though I were completing a fantasy you owned. Then you told me the night was mine. That was when I stopped feeling like I was acting."

I remembered the change in her face.

"Was that why you cried?"

"Partly."

"What else?"

She sat beside me.

"Because I had imagined being fucked by another man for years. I thought the first time would make me feel dirty, or guilty, or changed in a way I could not reverse. Instead, I felt more honest."

"No guilt?"

"There was guilt. But it wasn't telling me I had done something wrong. It was the old guilt, the one that says a wife should not want what I wanted."

I touched the notebook page.

"You wanted me jealous."

"Yes."

"Why?"

Emily took her time.

"Because jealousy proved I mattered."

"That sounds cruel."

"It can be. But think about the fear underneath it. I wanted to see that another man could have my body for a night and still not make you indifferent."

"You needed me to suffer."

"A little."

She did not hide from the answer.

"And you needed my suffering to turn you on."

"Part of me did. Your pain made the risk real. Your hard cock told me the pain was turning you on too."

I looked at her.

"That is what was in your head?"

"Some of it."

"What else?"

Emily touched the black lace.

"I wanted to stop being the responsible version of myself for a few hours. I wanted a man who saw my body before he saw my history. I wanted to be called a slut and know it was a role I had chosen, not an insult used against me. I wanted to be handled by someone who did not know I had a deadline Monday morning."

"And the size?"

A small smile touched her lips.

"Curiosity."

"Only curiosity?"

"No. I wanted to know whether my body could take more than it knew. I wanted the physical proof that this was not you in a different room."

The answer was explicitly sexual and strangely emotional.

"Did Marcus give you that?"

"Yes."

"Do you want it again?"

Emily looked at the photograph, the card, the notebook page, and finally at me.

"Yes."

My chest tightened.

"With him?"

"Maybe."

"With others?"

"Maybe."

"How many?"

"I don't have a number."

"Does it end?"

"I don't know."

The uncertainty frightened me more than Marcus had.

Emily took my hand.

"But I know what does not change."

"What?"

"I tell you. You choose whether you can remain in it. I choose whether I still want it. Nobody enters our marriage through a door we do not open together."

I looked at the black lace.

"You had been standing on the other side for years."

Emily squeezed my fingers.

"Yes."

"And all I did was ask."

"You did more than ask."

"What?"

"You stayed after I answered."

Chapter Eighteen
The Message From Marcus

Marcus waited until Sunday afternoon to message.

Are you both well?

Emily showed me before answering.

"What should we say?"

"The truth."

She typed: We are talking. No regrets. Some bruised feelings, some good bruises, and a lot to understand.

Marcus responded: That sounds honest. I am available if either of you wants to ask about the night, but I will not initiate anything else.

Emily read the last line twice.

"Does that disappoint you?" I asked.

"A little."

"Because you want him to pursue you?"

"Because part of being wanted is not having to create every opportunity myself."

"Message him, then."

She looked at me.

"Do you want me to?"

"No."

Emily set the phone down.

"Thank you for saying that."

"I also don't want you pretending you don't."

"Both can be true," she said.

The phrase had become the grammar of our new marriage.

We spent the afternoon doing ordinary things. Laundry. Groceries. Emily answered a client email. I watched football without remembering the score.

That evening, she came out of the shower wearing my white dress shirt and nothing else.

"Are you sore?" I asked.

"Less."

She climbed onto the couch beside me.

"I want to tell you something Marcus did that you may not have noticed."

My pulse quickened.

"What?"

"When I was on my knees, he never pushed beyond what I gave him."

"I noticed."

"When he entered me, he watched your face almost as much as mine."

"I noticed that too."

"Do you know why that mattered?"

"Because he respected the rules."

"More than that. He understood I wanted the marriage in the room."

I looked at her bare thighs beneath the shirt.

"Are you defending him?"

"I'm explaining why I felt safe enough to want more."

"Did you ever feel unsafe?"

"No. Nervous. Overwhelmed. Never unsafe."

Emily moved closer.

"That difference is important. The fear I wanted was not fear that he would ignore me. It was fear of what my own yes would reveal."

I had misunderstood that part from the beginning.

In my fantasy, the bull was dangerous because he was more dominant, more physical, less careful. In Emily's truth, dominance only became erotic because refusal remained possible.

"Would you have wanted him if he had acted possessive outside the scene?" I asked.

"No."

"If he messaged you privately now?"

"I would show you."

"Would you answer?"

"Only if we agreed."

I studied her face.

"You sound very sure."

"I had years to think about what I wanted. You had a week."

The sentence contained the whole imbalance between us.

I had imagined myself the architect. Emily had arrived with blueprints hidden in a drawer.

She touched my leg.

"Do you want to see the bruise?"

"I already saw it."

"Look again."

Emily stood and lifted the shirt.

A dark oval had formed on her right hip where Marcus held her. Another faint mark rested on her thigh.

I touched the first one with two fingers.

"Does it hurt?"

"A little."

"Do you like it?"

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because it will fade."

I looked up.

"That is why?"

"It is proof of something temporary. He left a mark, but he did not get to keep anything."

The idea eased a fear I had not admitted.

EMILY

I took Daniel's hand and pressed it against my pussy.

I was wet.

"From talking about him?" he asked.

"From watching you touch the bruise he left."

His finger moved over my clit.

"Want me or the memory?"

"Both."

This time he did not argue with the truth.

I opened his trousers and climbed over him carefully. My cunt was still tender. I guided his cock inside with a small wince.

"Slow."

Daniel held my hips and let me choose the depth.

Familiar cock. Changed body. The ache from Marcus sharpened every inch of my husband.

I rested my forehead against his.

"Tell me what you're thinking."

"He was inside you yesterday."

I clenched around him.

"What else?"

"You wanted it."

"What else?"

"You want me now."

"Yes."

I began to ride him.

"Understand the order, love. I didn't come back because Marcus disappointed me. I came back because this is where the experience belongs."

Daniel pushed upward gently.

I moaned.

"Again."

"He wasn't a replacement. He showed me something."

"What?"

I held my husband's face.

"Me."

I came slowly around him while looking into his eyes.

Daniel followed with his mouth against my shoulder.

Afterward, Emily picked up her phone.

She opened the group chat.

"What are you doing?"

"Answering him."

She typed: We are well. Thank you for being part of something we are still learning how to name.

Marcus replied: Take your time naming it.

Emily turned the phone face down.

For the first time since he entered our lives, neither of us immediately asked what would happen next.

Chapter Nineteen
The First Ordinary Monday

Monday morning was more difficult than the hotel.

At the hotel, everything had been arranged around the fantasy. The room, the clothes, the chair, the rules. Ordinary life did not make space for what had happened.

Emily stood at the kitchen island wearing gray trousers and a silk blouse, answering a message from her creative director while coffee brewed. I tied my shoes near the front door and watched her move as though she had not spent Saturday night beneath another man.

"What?" she asked without looking up.

"Nothing."

"You are staring."

"You look normal."

Emily raised an eyebrow.

"Were you expecting me to wear the bodysuit to a client meeting?"

"No."

"Then what does a woman look like after she sleeps with another man?"

I did not answer.

She put down her phone.

"Daniel."

"I don't know. Changed."

Emily walked toward me.

"I am changed. I am also late. Both can be true."

She kissed me and left for the train.

At the office in River North, I tried to concentrate on a contractor call. The conference room windows overlooked Clark Street. My team discussed budgets, permits, and a delayed delivery of stone from Indiana.

I saw Marcus's hands on Emily's hips.

My phone vibrated against the table.

Emily: I can feel the bruise when I sit.

I stared at the message.

Another arrived.

Emily: Does knowing that make you hard at work?

I locked the screen.

It was already too late.

During lunch, I walked toward the river and called her.

"You cannot send that during a meeting."

Emily laughed softly. I heard traffic around her.

"So the answer is yes."

"Where are you?"

"Morgan Street. Getting coffee."

"Are you alone?"

"Yes."

"Did you message Marcus?"

The question left my mouth before I could stop it.

Emily became quiet.

"No."

"Did you want to?"

"Yes."

I gripped the railing along the riverwalk.

"What would you have said?"

"That I was thinking about him."

"Are you?"

"Yes."

"At work?"

"Wanting does not respect office hours."

I looked at the water moving below.

"Why didn't you message him?"

"Because we have not agreed on what comes next."

The answer mattered more than a denial would have.

"Do you want something next?"

"Eventually."

"How eventually?"

"Daniel, this is the first ordinary Monday. Can we survive one day before scheduling another hotel?"

I laughed despite myself.

"Probably."

"Meet me after work."

"Where?"

"The rooftop bar near Fulton Market where we went last summer."

"The one from the photograph with Evan?"

A pause.

"Yes."

At six, I found Emily near the windows overlooking the West Loop. The rooftop had enclosed its terrace for winter, but the city lights still spread behind her.

She had ordered two drinks.

"Why here?" I asked.

Emily removed the old photograph from her purse and placed it on the table.

Evan stood behind us, one arm around each of us. My smile was careless. Emily's was not. Now that I knew, I could see the tension in the way her body leaned toward his hand.

"I wanted you to see how long a moment can live in a woman's head," she said.

"Do you want Evan now?"

"Sometimes."

"Would you sleep with him?"

"Not without considering what it would do to your friendship."

"That is not no."

"No, it is not."

The jealousy arrived as expected.

Emily touched my wrist.

"I am not giving you names to hurt you. I am showing you Marcus was never the only man I wanted."

"That is supposed to make me feel better?"

"No. It is supposed to answer the question honestly."

She turned the photograph toward herself.

"You keep looking for the moment you made me want a bull. There was no moment. There were hundreds of small moments. A hand on my waist. A waiter leaning too close. A man on the train looking at my legs. The thought of someone stronger. The thought of being seen. The thought of you finding out."

"And you saved all of them."

"Not every one. Enough."

A server passed our table.

Emily waited until we were alone again.

"Do you know what I did in the restroom here that night?"

My pulse increased.

"No."

"I took a picture of myself without underwear."

"For Evan?"

"For nobody. I wanted to know what I would look like if I became the woman I imagined."

"Do you still have it?"

Emily opened her phone.

She found a hidden folder and showed me.

The photograph had been taken in a dim restroom mirror. Emily lifted the hem of the same green dress she wore in the rooftop photograph. Her face was mostly hidden behind the phone. Her legs were open enough to show that she had removed her underwear.

The date was almost two years old.

"You were standing beside me with no underwear."

"Yes."

"Did Evan know?"

"No."

"Did you want him to know?"

"Yes."

I looked at the photograph again.

"What stopped you?"

"The fact that wanting was not permission."

There it was.

Emily had never lacked hunger. She had lacked a way to act on it without turning it into betrayal.

I returned the phone.

"Send it to me."

Her eyebrows lifted.

"Why?"

"Because I want the evidence from before I knew."

Emily sent the photograph.

My phone vibrated in my hand.

"Does it make you angry?" she asked.

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"Yes."

She smiled.

"Then maybe ordinary Monday is going better than we thought."

We finished our drinks and took a car home.

In the back seat, Emily guided my hand beneath her coat and onto her bare pussy.

She was not wearing underwear.

I stared at her.

"You learned nothing from Friday?"

"I learned exactly what happens when my husband discovers the truth later."

My fingers found her wet.

Emily looked out at the lights of Halsted Street and smiled while I touched her beneath the coat.

For the driver, we were another married couple going home after work.

For us, normal had become a disguise we could remove together.

Chapter Twenty
The First Time We Used the Word

Three nights after the hotel, Emily stood in front of our bedroom mirror wearing the black bodysuit again.

This time there was no Marcus waiting downstairs, no group message, no chair positioned by a hotel window. The lace belonged to our room now. She had washed it and left it drying over the shower rail, then returned it to the drawer on top of everything else.

I watched from the bed.

"Why tonight?" I asked.

Emily adjusted one of the garter straps.

"Because I do not want this outfit to become a costume that only exists for other men."

She turned.

"What do you see?"

The question had become a ritual between us.

"My wife."

"What else?"

"A woman who wanted Marcus."

"What else?"

I looked at the lace, the bruises fading beneath it, the confidence that had replaced some of her uncertainty.

"A hotwife."

Emily became still.

It was the first time either of us had used the word about her rather than as a category online.

"Say it again," she said.

"My hotwife."

Her mouth curved.

"Does that mean I belong to you?"

"It means we belong to the agreement we make."

Emily smiled fully.

"You are learning."

She walked toward me and stood between my knees.

"What does the word mean to you?" she asked.

"That you are my wife and you may sleep with other men when we choose it together."

"May?"

"Can."

"Better."

She touched my face.

"To me, it means I do not have to divide the woman who loves you from the woman who wants them."

"Them?"

Emily's eyes brightened.

"You heard me."

My cock hardened beneath my pants.

She noticed.

"There it is again."

"What?"

"Your body answering before your pride."

EMILY

I knelt between Daniel's knees and opened his belt.

"Tell me what you imagined today."

"You with Marcus."

"Which part?"

"The first time he entered you."

I freed my husband's cock and stroked it slowly.

"I thought about that too."

"At work?"

"During a meeting about hotel branding."

Daniel laughed once.

I kissed the head of his cock.

"I remembered the pressure. I remembered thinking that huge cock might be too much. Then I looked at my husband and took more."

His cock pulsed in my hand.

"Did you think about doing it again?"

"Yes."

"With Marcus?"

"Maybe."

"Someone else?"

I looked up through my lashes.

"Maybe."

Jealousy tightened his face.

I took him into my mouth, warm and slow, then released him.

"Say the word again."

"Hotwife."

"Whose?"

"Mine."

"Dirtier."

"My hotwife. My hungry wife who wants other men and comes home to tell me."

My pussy clenched.

I stood, pushed him back on the bed, and climbed over him.

The black lace framed my tits and hips. My bruises were fading beneath it.

I guided his cock into my pussy.

"What does the word mean, love?"

Daniel gripped my hips.

"That you're my wife. That you can take another man when we choose it. That I watch because I want the truth."

I rode him slowly.

"And to me?"

"Tell me."

I leaned close.

"It means I don't have to split the wife who loves you from the slut who wants them."

"Them?"

I smiled.

"You heard me."

His cock throbbed harder.

"Your body always answers before your pride."

I rode faster.

"Tell me what Marcus gave me."

"A bigger cock."

"What else?"

"Different hands. A different kind of fear."

"What did you give me?"

Daniel looked up at me.

"The truth."

I rubbed my clit while riding him.

"What did I tell you after?"

"That his cock felt better in that moment."

Jealousy flashed through him again.

"And you still want your hotwife?"

He drove upward hard.

"More than before."

I came with my mouth against his, my cunt gripping the cock that knew me.

Daniel followed seconds later.

Afterward, I rested one hand over his chest.

"Think the word changes us?" he asked.

"No."

"Then what does it do?"

I traced his collarbone.

"It gives us something dirty enough to call the truth."

Chapter Twenty-One
Why She Wanted a Bull

A week after the hotel, Emily and I walked along the lakefront.

The sky was pale. Wind moved hard off Lake Michigan and pushed small waves against the concrete near North Avenue Beach. We wore gloves and heavy coats, our shoulders touching as we walked.

The city looked clean from that angle. Downtown rose to the south, glass and steel softened by distance.

Emily had been quiet since breakfast.

"What are you thinking about?" I asked.

"Your original question."

"Which one?"

"Whether I had ever wondered what it would be like with another man."

"I remember."

"You asked it as though there were only two possible answers. No, and we stay who we were. Yes, and you turn me into something new."

"That is what I believed."

"I know."

We stopped near the pedestrian bridge.

Emily faced the lake.

"I wanted a bull because I was curious about another body," she said. "That is the simplest part. I wanted to know what a larger cock felt like. I wanted different hands, a different voice, a man who did not know how I took my coffee."

The directness still affected me.

"But that was not all."

"No."

She tucked her hands into her coat pockets.

"I wanted to feel wanted outside the role of wife. Not because being your wife made me invisible, but because every compliment from you was safe. You had chosen me already. I wanted the shock of another man choosing me with no history attached."

"Marcus did not exactly stumble upon you. We made a profile."

"The situation was arranged. His hunger was not."

I understood.

Emily continued.

"I wanted one night where coming did not begin with responsibility. I wanted to say filthy things without wondering whether the woman who pays the mortgage and remembers your mother’s birthday was allowed to say them."

"You could have said them to me."

"Eventually. But with you, I was afraid the words would permanently change how you saw me."

"And with Marcus?"

"He met that version first. There was nothing to ruin."

The wind pushed hair across her face. I moved it behind her ear.

"Why did you want me watching?"

Emily looked at me.

"Because hiding would have divided me. I did not want a secret life. I wanted one life large enough to contain the truth."

"And the jealousy?"

"I wanted that too."

She did not soften it.

"I wanted to break your control. Another man touching me made you jealous, and your hard cock told me the jealousy belonged inside our sex."

"You wanted to feel powerful."

"Yes."

"Like a slut?"

Emily smiled slightly.

"Sometimes. But only because I chose the word. I wanted to be the kind of woman who could kneel for another man, ask for his cock, come while her husband watched, and still wake up knowing she had not become less worthy of love."

That was the deepest answer.

Not Marcus. Not size. Not novelty.

Worth.

Emily had wanted proof that wanting another man did not make her unlovable.

"Were you waiting for me?" I asked.

"Not consciously every day. But every time I imagined telling you, I was waiting to discover which version of you would answer."

"Which version did?"

She touched my coat over my chest.

"The jealous one. The frightened one. The one who came in a chair while another man fucked me. The one who held me afterward. All of them."

"Do you love me more because I allowed it?"

"Not because you allowed it."

"Then why?"

"Because you learned that permission was not ownership."

We began walking again.

"Are you a hotwife now?" I asked.

Emily laughed.

"One night does not make an identity."

"Do you want another night?"

She looked toward the skyline.

"Yes."

The word no longer shocked me. It still hurt. It still excited me.

"With Marcus?"

"Maybe."

"With someone else?"

"Maybe."

"You like that answer."

"I like that I can give it honestly."

We reached the place where the path curved south.

Emily stopped me.

"Daniel, look at me."

I did.

"You did not make me want a bull."

"I know."

"Say it."

"I did not make you want a bull."

"What did you do?"

I thought about the notebook page. The black lace. The years of silence beside me.

"I opened the door."

Emily shook her head.

"We opened it."

She kissed me with the winter wind moving around us.

When we separated, her eyes were bright.

"And I walked through because I wanted what was on the other side."

"Not for me."

"Not only for you."

"For yourself."

"Yes."

I felt the truth settle into place.

Emily had not been persuaded. She had not been corrupted. She had not transformed from an innocent wife into a woman hungry for other men.

She had wanted them while being my wife.

The transformation was not hers alone.

It was mine.

I had to stop loving the woman I believed I had created and begin loving the woman who had existed beyond my knowledge.

Emily slipped her hand into mine.

"What happens now?" I asked.

She smiled.

"Now you find out what I really felt."

Epilogue
The Next Question

That night, Emily placed the black bodysuit back in the second drawer.

She did not hide it behind the sweaters.

She folded it on top.

I stood behind her as she closed the drawer.

"Keeping it?" I asked.

"Definitely."

"For Marcus?"

Emily turned.

"For me."

She kissed me and walked toward the bathroom.

At the doorway, she looked back.

"Daniel."

"What?"

"There is something I did not tell you about the moment he first entered me."

My pulse changed.

"What?"

Emily smiled, slow and private.

"Ask me tomorrow."

Then she closed the bathroom door.

I stood in our bedroom, looking at the drawer that no longer contained a secret.

The first question had been answered.

A more dangerous one had already begun.

The next morning, I found her at the kitchen island before sunrise.

Chicago was still dark beyond the windows. Emily wore my shirt, bare legs crossed at the ankle, a cup of coffee between both hands. Her phone rested face down beside her.

"Could not sleep?" I asked.

"I was thinking."

"About what you did not tell me?"

She smiled into the coffee.

"About what happens when a fantasy stops being hypothetical."

I sat across from her.

"And?"

"It becomes memory. Memory is harder. You cannot pause it when it hurts or skip to the part that makes you come."

"Would you rather it had stayed a fantasy?"

Emily looked at me for a long moment.

"No."

My body reacted to the certainty again.

She noticed.

"You really are going to get hard every time I say that, aren't you?"

"Probably."

"Good."

Emily picked up her phone and opened the hidden photograph from the rooftop bar. Then she swiped to a new picture.

It was not explicit. She had taken it in the hotel bathroom after Marcus left. Her reflection filled the mirror, hair tangled, lips swollen, the black lace lowered around her hips. The marks on her body were still fresh. Her wedding ring was visible because one hand rested over her heart.

"When did you take this?"

"While you were cleaning up."

"Why did you not show me?"

"I did not understand it yet."

"Do you now?"

Emily turned the screen toward herself.

"The old photograph was me wondering whether I could become her. This one is me realizing I already had."

She sent it to me.

My phone vibrated on the counter.

"Another piece of evidence?" I asked.

"No more evidence."

"Then what?"

"A reminder."

"Of Marcus?"

"Of the night we stopped pretending wanting had to make us strangers."

EMILY

Daniel moved around the island and stood between my knees.

I opened them.

His body already knew the photograph had changed me.

"Know what I didn't tell you about the first moment Marcus entered me?"

"Tell me now."

I put both hands on my husband's chest.

"For one second, I thought I had made a terrible mistake."

His face changed.

"Because it hurt?"

"Because it was real. His cock started opening my cunt and I knew I could never become the wife who had only imagined it again."

"What changed your mind?"

"You said you were there."

Daniel remembered.

I pulled him closer until our foreheads touched.

"I wanted another man because I was curious. Hungry. Vain. Afraid of getting older. Turned on by your jealousy. Tired of pretending good wives don't look. I wanted his body because it was different and mine wanted to feel every difference."

I kissed him.

"But when that huge cock frightened me, my husband didn't vanish."

Daniel's cock hardened against my knee.

I smiled.

"There it is."

"What?"

"The question I still want answered."

I opened his trousers and wrapped my hand around the hard cock.

"What made you harder, love? Seeing your wife on her knees, or hearing that his cock felt better?"

Daniel groaned.

"Both."

"Good answer, cucky."

I slid off the stool and pulled him toward the bedroom.

The drawer no longer held a secret.

The next book would begin with what the night had left inside me.
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