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The city lights blurred through the car window as Daryl drove them toward downtown, his hand resting possessively on Emma's thigh. She felt the familiar warmth spread through her at his touch, anticipation building with each passing block. The Festival of Pleasure was right in the city, held at a notoriously seedy hotel, and Emma didn’t really know what to expect. She had gotten fairly wild over the last six months and doubted they would see anything that would shock her.

"You nervous?" he asked, glancing at her with that familiar mix of love and hunger.

“No,” she laughed. “Why would I be nervous? It’s not like I’m all sweet and innocent.”

This made Daryl laugh heartily. “A long way from it,” he confirmed. “You’re filthier than I am! But this is different, you know. Now we’re planning to have a kid, things are going to change.”

“Not tonight they won’t. We’re not starting to try until next month.”

Daryl pulled into the hotel's underground parking lot, he had organized a room well in advance. If everything went the way he planned tonight, Emma would not be able to walk in a few hours, it would be easier if he had somewhere to bathe her and let her rest close by.

“No, not tonight,” he confirmed. “But tonight might be the last time we get really wild for a while. I still want to share you but it’ll be conventions and private events from now on - we can’t have you being fucked on a tractor in broad daylight anymore. And while you're pregnant we’ll need to be gentle.”

Emma pouted and sighed dramatically. “Babysitting is a thing you know?”

“I know. I promise I’ll still make sure we have time for nights like tonight. Fuck I’m not sure I could handle going back to a quickie every couple of weeks. I want this as much as you do.”

“I doubt it,” Emma said playfully. “Just do one thing for me, promise you won’t go easy on me tonight. This is my last weekend of hedonistic slut-wife behavior for a while, make it count.”

“If you want a really rough night, you’ll get it. Just remember your safe word.”

“I won't need it,” she replied with a wink. And she didn’t believe she would, her gut was tightening, arousal pooling between her thighs, she couldn’t wait.

Daryl pulled into a vacant spot near the elevator, cutting the engine. He grabbed their overnight bag from the back seat and guided Emma through the concrete structure with his hand at the small of her back.

Emma expected the typical grimy feel of a place that catered to such explicit activities, but as the elevator doors opened to their floor, she was taken aback.

"Wow," she breathed, taking in the plush carpeting and tasteful artwork lining the hallway. "This is... not what I expected."

Daryl chuckled, sliding the keycard into their door. "You think I'd put my queen in some roach motel? The festival might get dirty, but we're sleeping in style."

The room revealed itself as he pushed the door open – a spacious suite with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city lights, a massive king bed with crisp white linens, and an elegant bathroom visible through an open doorway, complete with a jetted tub big enough for two.

"Holy shit," Emma whispered, running her fingers over the silky duvet. "This must have cost a fortune."

"Worth every penny," Daryl replied, setting down their bag and moving behind her. "Plus the boys have been working real hard since you became part of the pay-pack and productivity is up. We're making more than ever."

His hands slid around her waist, lips brushing against her ear. "The festival starts in an hour. Why don't you get changed while I fix us a drink? Your outfits in the bag."

Emma unzipped the overnight bag while Daryl strode to the minibar, the clink of glass and ice punctuating the anticipation hanging in the air. She found the carefully folded clothes inside, a smile spreading across her face as she recognized what he'd packed.

"Seriously?" she called over her shoulder, holding up the tiny denim shorts.

"What can I say? I like my wife in character." He poured the amber liquid into a tumbler, watching her disappear through the bathroom door.

Emma stripped quickly, her heart racing. She slipped into the red lace bra and matching thong first, admiring how they cupped her curves in all the right places. The denim shorts followed, so short the bottom curve of her ass peeked out when she bent over. She buttoned the red plaid shirt just enough to cover her breasts before tying it tightly beneath them, creating a generous display of cleavage and exposing her toned midriff.

Emma applied a final swipe of ruby lipstick and stepped out of the bathroom, the click of her cowboy boots against the hardwood floor announcing her entrance.

Daryl turned, drink halfway to his lips, and froze. His eyes darkened as they traveled slowly up her legs, lingering on the exposed skin between her shorts and tied shirt before meeting her gaze.

"Fuck," he breathed, setting his glass down with a thud. "You look fucking hot. Every man in that convention center is going to want you."

He crossed the room in three strides, hands immediately finding her hips and pulling her against him. Emma felt his hardness press against her stomach as his fingers slid down to cup her ass, squeezing the exposed flesh beneath her shorts. “And I might let them all have you.”
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