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The ocean breeze carries our laughter through the open sliding doors of the beach house, mixing with the clinking of glasses and the low thrum of music. Teresa sits across from me, her hair falling in loose waves around her shoulders, cheeks flushed from the tequila shots we did an hour ago. Five of us sprawl across the rental's living room, nestled between oversized couches and floor pillows, condensation from our drinks forming wet rings on the coffee table. I watch her lean forward to grab her glass, the neckline of her dress shifting just enough to make my mouth go dry. Even after years together, she still does this to me.

"Alright, who's ready for 'Never Have I Ever'?" asks the petite redhead, our most outgoing friend, whose laugh seems to get three decibels louder with each drink.

"We're not twenty-one anymore," groans the lanky guy to my left, his designer glasses slightly askew. "Let's do 'Truth or Drink' instead."

Teresa catches my eye, a small smirk playing on her lips. She knows these games always end up revealing more than anyone intends. She takes a sip of her vodka cranberry, leaving a crescent of red on the rim.

"Fine with me," she says, voice already carrying that loose, syrupy quality it gets when she's three drinks in. "I've got nothing to hide."

I raise an eyebrow at her, and she winks. It's a lie we both recognize. My wife, so reserved in daily life, becomes something else entirely with alcohol and the right company. Our friends don't know about the gangbang videos in her search history, or how she sometimes whispers fantasies into my ear that she'd never admit to in daylight. Our marriage might look vanilla from the outside, but the cracks are there, waiting to split open.

Marcus—tall, broad-shouldered, with skin the color of burnished mahogany—sets his beer down and pulls out his phone. "I've got an app for this. Makes the questions better than whatever trash you all would come up with."

I've always watched Teresa around Marcus. Not because I'm jealous, I tell myself, but because there's something in the way she laughs at his jokes that sounds different, more genuine. They've been friends longer than we've been married.

The redhead claps her hands. "Perfect! I'll go first."

The questions start innocently enough. Embarrassing moments. Secret talents. Stupid childhood beliefs. With each round, the liquor loosens tongues, and the questions burrow deeper under our skins. Teresa has to drink when asked about fantasizing about someone else in the room besides her spouse. She doesn't look at anyone when she tips her glass back, but I notice Marcus fiddle with his watch.

"Never have I ever wanted a threesome," says the fifth member of our group, a soft-spoken woman who surprises us all with the directness of her question.

I drink immediately. Teresa hesitates, then raises her glass to her lips. Her eyes find mine over the rim, questioning. We've talked about this in whispers, my fantasies about sharing her, her adamant denials of interest. Yet here she is, drinking.

The redhead squeals with delight. "Nathan and Teresa! I knew it!"

"Doesn't mean we'd do it," Teresa says quickly, defensive as always. "Just... thought about it."

My heart pounds against my ribs. I want to ask her when she started thinking about it, what changed from all those times she shut me down.

Marcus's phone pings with a new question. His eyes widen slightly, then he grins. "Teresa, this one's for you. What's a secret kink you have that you've never told Nathan about?"

There's a moment of electric silence. Teresa's fingers tighten around her glass. Her lips part, close, then part again. She's deciding whether to drink or answer, weighing the safety of alcohol against the vulnerability of confession.

"BBC," she finally says, the acronym dropping into the room like a stone into still water.

For a second, I think I've misheard her. Then understanding crashes over me like a wave. Big Black Cock. Three simple words that summon an image I've both feared and secretly fantasized about. My stomach clenches with a nauseating mixture of arousal and jealousy.

Marcus coughs into his fist, suddenly very interested in the label on his beer bottle. The redhead's mouth forms a perfect O before breaking into nervous laughter.

"Teresa!" she squeaks. "Oh my god!"

Teresa shrugs, a studied casualness betrayed by the deep flush crawling up her neck. "You asked for a secret. That's mine." She doesn't look at Marcus, but I can't help but glance at him, wondering if he's connecting the same dots I am.

Time seems to stretch like taffy. I should say something, laugh it off, but I'm frozen, caught in the undertow of what this revelation might mean. I think of Teresa's ex-boyfriend, the one she said was huge. I think of how she reassured me that my size was "perfectly good" – words that have haunted me more than comforted. I think of my own fantasies about watching her with someone else, fantasies that never specified who that someone might be.

"Your turn, Nathan," says the soft-spoken one, her voice piercing my thoughts. "What's a kink you've never told Teresa about?"

I clear my throat, but before I can answer, Teresa interrupts.

"Oh, he tells me everything," she says, a challenge in her voice. "Don't you, babe?"

Our eyes lock. There's something new there, a defiance I haven't seen before, as if she's daring me to object. I wonder if this is her way of testing me, seeing if I meant all those things I whispered in the dark about wanting to see her with someone else.

"Almost everything," I manage, my voice rough.

Teresa tilts her head, curiosity replacing the challenge. "Almost?"

The room has fallen quiet, our friends sensing the subtle shift between us. Marcus takes a long pull of his beer, his throat working as he swallows.

"I'll save that for later," I tell her, not breaking eye contact.

The redhead claps her hands, breaking the tension. "Next question! Who's ready for another drink?"

As conversation resumes around us, Teresa and I remain locked in our own world for a moment longer. Her lips curve into a smile that doesn't quite reach her eyes – a smile that says we've crossed some invisible threshold tonight.

I take a deep breath and reach for the bottle of tequila. The night is still young, and New Year's Eve has always been a time for new beginnings.

The tequila bottle sits empty now, a casualty of the hours that have slipped by since Teresa's confession. The music has grown louder, bass thumping against the floorboards like a second heartbeat. Teresa's movements have that liquid quality they get when she crosses from tipsy into drunk – all smooth transitions and lingering touches. She's laughed more in the last hour than she has all week, her head thrown back to expose the delicate architecture of her throat. I watch her from across the room, this woman I know so well and yet, after tonight, wonder if I know at all.
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