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His voice slides through my headphones like bourbon over ice—rich, dark, dangerous. I should delete it. That's what I do with the weird submissions. But something in the way he says my name—"Cass"—makes my finger hover over the trash icon. I've heard thousands of confessions on my podcast, but this caller knows things. Not just the words I've said on air, but how I've said them. The fantasies I've shared but never acted on. And now he's offering to make the filthiest one come true.

I press play again. Third time.

"Your voice has been keeping me company for months now," he says. "I've heard every episode of 'The Hotwife Hotline.' Twice."

My studio is soundproof, thank god. The walls won't judge me for replaying this message, for the heat blooming across my chest as his words curl around my spine.

"You tell everyone else's stories," he continues, "but it's the ones you share about yourself that keep me up at night. Especially episode forty-three."

My breath catches. Episode forty-three. My hotel fantasy. The one where I described meeting a stranger in a bar while my husband waits at home, clueless. I'd been drunk on wine when I recorded that one, admitting how I'd want to be taken against a window overlooking the city, how I'd want to be made to watch myself come apart in the reflection.

"You said you wanted someone who knows exactly what to do with that body of yours." His voice drops lower. "Someone who could read your signals better than the man who sleeps beside you every night."

My hand drifts to my neck, then lower. I shouldn't be touching myself to a listener's voice. This crosses every professional boundary I've set. But his words are like hands on my skin, peeling back my defenses one by one.

"I know how wet you get when you record those confessions," he says, and I can hear the smile in his voice. "I can tell when you're touching yourself behind that microphone. Your breath catches. Your words get thicker. You think your listeners can't tell, but I can."

He's right. Sometimes, after particularly filthy submissions, I let my hand drift between my legs. The thrill of the secret touch while thousands listen. But no one has ever called me out before.

"That fantasy about the hotel. The red dress. The stranger who knows your body better than your husband does." He pauses, and in that silence, I slide my hand beneath the waistband of my leggings. "I want to make it real."

Wetness greets my fingertips. I'm soaked just from his voice, from the way he's picked apart my darkest fantasy like he found it written on my skin.

"Friday. Eight o'clock. The bar at the Archer Hotel downtown. Wear the red dress. The one you described—slit up the thigh, no bra." His confidence sends electricity through me. "We'll pretend we're strangers. But I'll already know what makes you moan, Cass. I'll already know how you sound when you come."

I press record on my system. This is madness, but I can't stop. My fingers circle my clit as I replay his message, letting his voice fill my studio again.

"Friday. Eight o'clock," he repeats, and I push a finger inside myself, imagining it's him. Imagining he's here, watching me touch myself to his voice.

"I know your husband doesn't touch you the way you need," he says, and I add a second finger, my breath hitching against the microphone. "He doesn't make you come the way you did in episode thirty-seven. When you thought the recording was off, but those last few seconds caught the edge of your orgasm."
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