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      The reality of being married for six years is that you spend a lot of time folding underwear and arguing about what to watch on streaming services. Do not get me wrong. I love my husband. Leo is gorgeous in a rugged, flannel wearing sort of way. He is reliable. He fixes the sink when it leaks and remembers to buy my favorite coffee creamer.

      But I run our lives. I am the project manager in this marriage. I make the meal plans. I book the flights. I initiate sex about ninety percent of the time. Leo is just incredibly laid back. Sometimes it drives me crazy. Sometimes I just want to be handled, but Leo is too nice for that. Our bedroom life is sweet. It is comfortable. It is also entirely predictable.

      Then came the neighborhood block party on the Fourth of July.

      It was a standard suburban nightmare. Plastic cups, cheap beer, and a whole lot of small talk about property taxes. I was wearing a pair of cutoff denim shorts that were probably a little too young for me, paired with a white tank top. It was hot. I was sweating. I was bored out of my mind.

      I was standing by the cooler trying to fish out a hard seltzer when a guy walked up. I did not know him. He was a friend of a neighbor. He introduced himself as Dean. He was a contractor, which was obvious from the callouses on his hands and the dirt under his fingernails. He was tall, broad, and smelled like woodsmoke and cologne.

      We started talking. It was innocent at first. Then I noticed where his eyes were going.

      Dean was not looking at my face. He was staring directly at my chest. Then his gaze dropped down to my bare legs. He looked at me like I was something on a menu. He did not care that I was wearing a wedding ring. He did not care that we were standing in a driveway surrounded by families.

      Heat pooled low in my stomach. I felt completely exposed. And I absolutely loved it.

      I had been feeling so invisible lately. Just a wife. Just a neighbor. But this guy was undressing me with his eyes in broad daylight. The validation was intoxicating. I shifted my weight, arching my back just a tiny bit to make my chest press harder against my shirt. Dean noticed. He smirked.

      I glanced over his shoulder and my heart stopped. Leo was standing by the grill. He was looking right at us.

      Leo saw the whole thing. He saw Dean staring at my breasts. He saw me lean into it. I froze, expecting my husband to storm over and mark his territory. I expected a fight.

      Instead, Leo just watched. His eyes were dark. His jaw was clenched. But he did not look angry. He looked incredibly turned on.

      We did not say a word about it on the walk home. The silence between us was thick and heavy. The air felt electric. As soon as we walked through the front door, I locked it behind us. I kicked off my sandals and turned around to face him.

      “You saw him,” I said. My voice was a little shaky.

      Leo leaned against the entryway wall. He crossed his arms over his chest. “I saw him staring at your tits for ten minutes, yes.”

      I swallowed hard. “Are you mad?”

      Leo tilted his head. He looked me up and down, tracing the exact same path Dean had taken. “I watched another man practically drool over my wife. And I watched you like it.”

      My face burned. I wanted to deny it, but there is no point in lying when your body is practically vibrating. I took a step closer to him. “I did like it,” I confessed. It felt so incredibly taboo to say out loud. “It made me feel sexy.”

      “You are sexy,” Leo said quietly. He reached out and wrapped his hand around the back of my neck. His grip was a little firmer than usual. “It made my blood boil. But it also made me harder than I have been in months.”

      That confession broke something open inside me. I have read about the hotwife lifestyle. I know the fantasies. The idea of a husband wanting to share his wife, wanting to watch her with someone else, always felt like something you only read about in dirty stories online. I never thought my sweet, easygoing husband would actually harbor a cuckold fantasy.

      He pulled me against his chest. I could feel him completely rigid against my stomach.

      “Tell me the truth,” Leo whispered right against my ear. “Did you want him to touch you?”

      My breath hitched. The reality of the question was staggering. This was not a game. This was my husband asking me if I wanted to screw another man.

      “Yes,” I breathed out. The word felt like a sin. “I wanted him to put his dirty hands on me.”

      Leo groaned. He kissed me hard, practically bruising my lips. We stumbled down the hallway and fell into bed. The sex was frantic. It was messy. It was not our usual polite routine. Every time I closed my eyes, I pictured Dean the contractor touching me while Leo watched. I came so hard my vision actually blurred.

      Afterward, we lay tangled in the sheets. The room was dark. The air conditioner hummed in the background. I was waiting for the guilt to hit, but it never came. I just felt incredibly satisfied and deeply connected to my husband.

      Leo traced circles on my bare hip. “So,” he said casually, like we were discussing what to have for dinner. “How do we actually do this?”

      I propped myself up on my elbow. “Do what?”

      “This,” he said. He met my eyes in the dark. “If we are going to do the wife sharing thing, we need ground rules. I do not want you hooking up with random guys from neighborhood parties. That is sloppy. We need to be smart about it.”

      I stared at him. My practical, logical husband was already planning the logistics of my infidelity. It was the hottest thing I had ever witnessed.

      “Are you serious?” I asked. “You actually want me to go on a date with someone else?”

      “Only if I get to pick him out with you,” Leo said. “And only if I get to watch.”

      A slow, wicked smile spread across my face. I rolled over and grabbed my phone from the nightstand. The screen lit up the dark room.

      “Alright,” I said, opening the app store. “Let’s build a profile.”
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      Setting up a dating profile with your husband while sitting in bed eating salt and vinegar chips is a surreal experience.

      It took us three days to find the right app. We skipped the vanilla ones and went straight for the lifestyle spaces. I made the profile. I uploaded a picture of myself from a vacation in Cabo — the one where the humidity made my hair look wild and the bikini top was definitely a size too small. In the bio, I just wrote: Married. Looking for a third to focus entirely on me. He watches.

      It felt incredibly dirty typing that out. It felt even dirtier when Leo leaned over my shoulder, tapped the screen, and added: Must be experienced, well-hung, and know how to take direction.

      I practically choked on a chip. “You can’t just put that on the internet!”

      “Why not?” Leo asked, perfectly calm, stealing a chip from the bag. “If we are going to do the whole wife sharing thing, I am not watching you with some nervous kid who doesn’t know where the clit is. We want a professional.”

      My stomach did that heavy, wonderful flip again. Hearing that from my sweet, reliable husband was a mind-fuck.

      The messages started rolling in almost immediately. It was an ego boost unlike anything I had ever experienced in my thirty-two years of existence. Dozens of men, all practically begging to be the bull for a hotwife. Leo and I sat there swiping, judging them ruthlessly. Too young. Too cocky. Bathroom mirror selfie? Instant left swipe.

      Then we found David.

      David was forty-four. Divorced. He worked in commercial real estate, which I only knew because his pictures screamed quiet, expensive money. He had salt-and-pepper hair, broad shoulders, and eyes that looked like they could see right through your bullshit. He didn’t have a shirtless gym selfie. He had a picture of himself in a tailored navy suit holding a scotch glass, looking intensely at the camera.

      “Him,” Leo said immediately. He tapped David’s profile. “That is the guy.”

      We matched. I sent the first message.

      Hi David. We like your profile. Are you open to a hotwife arrangement with a voyeur husband?

      I stared at the screen, my heart pounding so hard I could hear it in my ears. Three little typing dots appeared. A minute later, he replied.

      I am. I prefer older whiskey and married women. When are you free, and what does your husband like to drink?

      I swear to god, I almost slid right off the mattress. He wasn’t weirded out. He didn’t ask a million gross, overly-explicit questions. He just took absolute charge. Over the next two days, we hammered out the details. We agreed to meet that Friday night at the Oak Room, a ridiculously upscale, dimly lit lounge downtown. It was the kind of place where affairs happen in leather booths behind velvet curtains.

      Friday night arrived, and my nerves were shot. I was standing in my closet in a silk robe, staring at my dresses, totally paralyzed. I wanted to look like a high-class slut. I wanted to look like a prize.

      Leo walked in. He was already dressed in dark jeans and a crisp black button-down. He looked good. Really good. He walked past me, pushed a few hangers aside, and pulled out a dress I hadn’t worn since our honeymoon. It was deep emerald green satin. It had a cowl neck that draped incredibly low, no back at all, and a slit that went halfway up my thigh. It was a scandal disguised as a garment.

      “Wear this,” Leo said, holding it out to me.

      I took it. The fabric slipped through my fingers like water. “It’s a little aggressive for a first drink, don’t you think?”

      “Maya,” Leo said, stepping into my space. He put his hands on my hips. “You are not going there to make polite conversation. You are going there to let another man seduce you while I watch. Wear the dress. And do not wear panties.”

      I actually gasped. My mouth fell open. Leo just kissed my forehead, gave my hip a squeeze, and walked out of the closet. “I’ll call the Uber. Five minutes.”

      I wore the dress. I did not wear panties.

      The entire car ride downtown, I kept crossing and uncrossing my legs. The leather seat of the Uber was freezing against my bare skin. Every time we hit
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