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Olivia Cross


CHAPTER 1

EVAN - BEFORE SHE SAID HIS NAME

My wife had always known how to make a room feel smaller.

Lena did not need noise. She did not need a short dress or a stranger staring across a bar. She could walk into our kitchen barefoot, wearing one of my white shirts, and every chair, counter, and strip of Florida sunlight seemed to lean toward her.

At thirty-five, she looked more dangerous than she had when I married her.

Her dark hair reached the middle of her back. Three years of serious training had sharpened her shoulders, tightened her ass, and taught her how much power lived in the pause before she smiled. Men noticed her in grocery aisles, at traffic lights, through restaurant windows.

I noticed them noticing.

For a long time, I told myself that made me angry.

The truth had been hiding lower.

We lived in South Tampa, in a two-story townhouse with pale walls, a narrow patio, and a bedroom that caught the western sun. Lena photographed luxury homes. I managed renovation schedules for hotels. We were comfortable, busy, faithful, and still hungry for each other.

Nothing was broken.

That mattered.

The fantasy did not crawl out of a dead marriage. It grew inside a good one.

Tuesday nights belonged to Lena and Iron Harbor Fitness. I had bought her first membership after she complained that every week felt the same. I bought the black gym bag too. I teased her about leggings with names like midnight plum and desert rose.

Then the leggings changed the way strangers looked at my wife.

And the way I looked at strangers.

The Tuesday before she confessed, Lena came home forty minutes late.

I was slicing limes for chicken tacos when the front door opened. Her gym bag dropped onto the tile.

"You're late," I called.

"I know."

Something in her voice made me turn.

She stood beneath the hall light in black leggings and a pale gray top darkened beneath her tits and along her spine. Her cheeks were flushed. Damp hair clung to one temple. She looked exhausted, pleased, and far too aware of what the clothes were doing to her body.

"Hard workout?"

Her eyes stayed on mine half a second too long.

"Very."

She took water from the fridge and drank without looking away. A drop escaped the corner of her mouth. She wiped it with her thumb.

I had watched my wife drink water a thousand times.

That night, it felt obscene.

"New routine?" I asked.

"Something like that."

She turned toward the stairs.

The seam of her leggings disappeared between her ass cheeks. Halfway up, she looked back and caught me staring.

"What?"

"Nothing."

"Liar."

She smiled and continued upstairs.

My cock had already started to harden.

The shower came on above me. I stood in the kitchen with a knife in one hand and half a lime in the other, picturing water moving over her body. I imagined her peeling those leggings down. I imagined someone at the gym watching her do the opposite, pulling them up over that ass before a workout.

The thought should have irritated me.

Instead, I had to adjust myself before she returned.

At dinner, Lena talked about a listing near Bayshore. I talked about a subcontractor who had missed a deadline. We drank wine and cleaned the dishes together.

Normal things.

But I kept watching her hands.

At one point she pressed her palm to my chest to move past me. I caught soap, sweat, and something warmer beneath both.

"You're staring again," she said.

"You look good."

"I always look good."

"Confident tonight."

"Maybe I had a good coach."

The words were casual.

Too casual.

"Coach?"

She placed the last plate in the dishwasher.

"Trainer. Whatever."

"Since when do you have a trainer?"

"I don't. He corrected my form."

"Who?"

That pause came again.

She straightened slowly.

"Julian."

I would remember the way she said his name for a long time. Not guilty. Not breathless. Careful, as though she had carried it home behind her teeth and wanted to see what it did when she finally gave it to me.

"Julian," I repeated.

"One of the trainers."

"And Julian kept you late?"

Her mouth tilted.

"Jealous?"

I laughed, but it came out dry.

"Of a man correcting your squat?"

"He wasn't correcting my squat."

I waited.

Lena walked toward me, wrapped her arms around my neck, and kissed me once. Slow. Warm. Deliberate.

"He showed me a different deadlift," she whispered against my mouth.

"Less exciting than the version in my head."

"Is it?"

Her knee moved between mine. The inside of her thigh brushed my hardening cock through my pants.

She felt it.

Her eyes changed.

"Come to bed early," she said.

"Why?"

She picked up her wineglass.

"Because I said maybe later."

Then she walked upstairs, leaving me alone with the name Julian and the first honest answer my body had ever given about another man touching my wife.


CHAPTER 2

EVAN - THE QUESTION

The confession did not happen over coffee.

It happened with my wife beneath me.

Her hair covered the pillow. Her legs locked around my hips. Sweat shone between her tits while the lamp beside the bed turned her skin gold.

That mattered.

If she had asked me calmly, I might have lied.

My cock would not let me lie while I was fucking her.

Lena had started the night by taking my phone from my hand. She climbed into my lap in nothing but black panties and the gold chain I had given her on our fifth anniversary. She kissed me until I forgot the email on the screen, then rubbed her pussy along my cock without letting me inside.

"What's gotten into you?"

"Maybe I had a good workout."

Julian's name flashed behind my eyes.

She saw it.

I knew because her smile sharpened.

"There," she whispered.

"There what?"

"That look."

"What look?"

"The one you had when I said his name."

I grabbed her hips and pulled her harder against me. She gasped, then laughed softly.

"You're imagining things."

"Am I?"

She leaned close. Her tits pressed against my chest.

"You got hard when I told you about him."

"I was looking at you in those leggings."

"You were looking at your wife after another man had his hands on her hips."

The words hit low.

I rolled her beneath me, pulled her panties aside, and buried my cock in her soaking pussy.

She cried out, then smiled again.

"Harder."

I fucked her harder.

The bed shifted. Her nails dragged down my back. Her tits moved with every hard drive of my cock. I watched her mouth open and pictured another man hearing those sounds.

Then she cupped my face.

"Evan."

Something had changed in her tone.

I kept moving.

"What?"

"Have you ever imagined another man fucking me?"

My body betrayed me so completely that dignity became impossible.

My cock swelled inside her. My hips slammed forward. A groan tore out of me.

Lena's eyes widened.

For one second, she looked shocked.

Then she smiled like a woman who had found a hidden switch inside her husband and felt the whole room come alive.

"You have."

"Lena."

"You have."

"I didn't say that."

"Your cock did."

She rolled her hips beneath me and squeezed my cock with her cunt.

"Ask me."

"Ask you what?"

"Whether I've imagined it."

I should have pulled away. I should have laughed. I should have said fantasies belonged in the dark.

Instead, I kept fucking her.

"Have you?"

"Yes."

The room tilted.

I drove deeper.

"Who?"

She made me wait through three strokes.

Then she said his name.

"Julian."

Jealousy cut through me so fast it felt clean.

"The trainer?"

"Yes."

"How long?"

"A few weeks."

I saw him without having seen him. Taller. Broader. Standing behind my wife while she bent over a bar. His hands on her waist. Her eyes on him in the mirror.

My cock stayed hard.

That was the worst part.

Lena felt it.

"Tell me," I said.

"Tell you what?"

"What you imagined."

She touched my face as if she could feel the fear beneath my skin.

"Evan..."

"Tell me."

Her legs tightened around me.

"I imagined him behind me."

My hips moved again.

"At the gym?"

"At first."

"Where?"

"The private stretching room. The one with the frosted glass."

I fucked her harder.

"What was he doing?"

"He had me bent over the bench."

"And?"

She caught my jaw and made me look at her.

"You were outside the glass."

I stopped breathing.

"Watching," she whispered.

That word broke me.

I came hard inside her, sudden and humiliating, my face against her neck while my wife held me and laughed quietly into my ear.

Not cruelly.

Not yet.

But she knew.

When I tried to move away, she kept me inside with her legs.

"No. Look at me."

I lifted my face.

Her hand moved down my back.

"You came because I told you another man was fucking me."

"I came because you squeezed me."

"Liar."

She kissed me.

"You pictured him bending me over. You pictured me looking at you while he used your wife's pussy."

My cock pulsed weakly inside her.

She felt that too.

"Still hard enough to answer, love."

"You're enjoying this."

"I was terrified to tell you."

"You don't look terrified now."

"Because my husband came the moment I confessed."

She pushed me onto my back and climbed over me before my cock could soften completely.

"What else?" I asked.

Her breath caught.

"What else did you imagine?"

Lena bent until her mouth touched mine.

"His cock."

The blunt word went through me.

"What about it?"

"Bigger than yours."

My cock hardened again beneath her wet cunt.

She smiled against my lips.

"There he is."

"You don't know he's bigger."

"No."

She rubbed herself over me.

"But you want me to find out."

I grabbed her ass.

"I didn't say that."

"Your cock did. Again."

She lowered herself onto me and began to ride.

"Tell me what you saw outside that glass," she whispered.

I closed my eyes.

"You bent over."

"Naked?"

"Leggings around your knees."

"Good."

"His hands on your hips."

"Bigger hands than yours?"

"Yes."

"And his cock?"

I opened my eyes.

My wife was looking down at me, flushed and hungry, waiting to hear the fantasy I had hidden even from myself.

"Thick," I said.

She moved faster.

"More."

"Too thick for you."

"Liar."

"You took it anyway."

Her head fell back.

"While you watched?"

"While I watched."

"Did you touch yourself, cuck?"

The word was new between us.

It hit my cock like a hand.

"What did you call me?"

Lena looked down slowly.

"My cuck."

I rolled her beneath me and fucked her until the headboard struck the wall.

She laughed, wrapped her legs around me, and whispered the word every time jealousy made me drive deeper.

By the time she came, we had both stopped pretending Julian was only her fantasy.


CHAPTER 3

EVAN - WHAT SHE IMAGINED

We stayed awake until two in the morning.

Not fucking the entire time.

Talking became filthier because neither of us could hide behind movement.

Lena lay on her side beneath the sheet, naked, one knee between mine. The lamp stayed on. Darkness would have made it too easy to soften what we were saying.

"What does he look like?" I asked.

"You know."

"I know he trains at your gym."

"Six feet three. Maybe six four."

"You measured him with your eyes?"

"Every woman in that gym has."

The jealousy came quick.

My cock moved beneath the sheet.

"Broad shoulders," she continued. "Dark hair. Tattoos on one arm."

"And the gray pants."

Her smile returned.

"Especially the gray pants."

"What do they show?"

"Enough."

"Lena."

"A thick shape. Heavy. He doesn't hide it very well."

"Maybe there's nothing to hide."

"That's what I keep wondering."

She slid her hand over my stomach.

"Do you compare us?"

"In my head?"

"Where else?"

"Sometimes."

"And?"

Her fingers reached my cock.

"In my fantasy, he's bigger."

I hated how quickly I hardened.

"Much bigger?"

"Enough to scare me."

"That excites you?"

"Being scared while my husband watches? Yes."

Her hand moved slowly.

"Tell me the whole scene."

"You want all of it?"

"I want the part that made you wet."

Lena pushed the sheet away and opened her legs.

Her pussy shone in the low light.

"This part?"

She touched herself.

"Tell me."

She circled her clit while looking at me.

"I'm alone in the stretching room. I know you are outside, but I don't turn around. Julian closes the door."

"Locked?"

"No. Anyone could walk in."

"What are you wearing?"

"Red leggings. Black sports bra."

"What does he do?"

"He tells me my deadlift is wrong. He stands behind me. His hands slide down my waist and over my hips."

Her fingers moved faster.

"He presses his cock against your ass?"

"Not yet. He makes me wait."

That answer sounded true enough to hurt.

"Then what?"

"He pulls my leggings down."

"Slow?"

"Very. He wants you to see every inch."

"He knows I'm there?"

"He looks through the glass at you."

My cock hardened against my stomach.

Lena noticed.

"He knows you're my husband. He knows you could open the door. He knows you won't."

"Why wouldn't I?"

"Because you're touching yourself."

My hand moved to my cock before I decided to do it.

Lena smiled.

"Like that."

"Keep going."

"He spreads my ass and looks at my pussy."

"What does he say?"

"He says, 'Your husband lets you walk around the gym this wet?'"

My fist tightened.

Lena's fingers slipped into her cunt.

"What do you answer?"

"I tell him my husband likes knowing other men make me drip."

"Do I?"

"Look at your hand."

I was stroking faster.

"Then Julian takes his cock out."

Her voice shook.

"How big?"

"Bigger than the toy we don't own yet."

"We don't own a toy."

"Not yet."

The phrase stayed between us.

"He rubs the head over my pussy. He makes you watch how easily I open for him."

"Does he fuck you?"

Lena pulled her fingers out and licked them.

"Not until you tell him to."

I stopped.

"I tell him?"

"You look through the glass and nod."

"That's all?"

"No."

She leaned close.

"You mouth the words."

"What words?"

Her lips brushed mine.

"Fuck my wife."

My cock jerked in my hand.

Lena pushed me onto my back, climbed over me, and rubbed her soaked pussy across the head.

"Say it."

"It's a fantasy."

"Say it anyway."

"Fuck my wife."

She lowered herself onto me.

"Again."

"Fuck my wife."

She rode me hard, tits moving, hair falling around her face.

"Louder, cuck."

"Fuck my wife."

Lena came with my name in one breath and Julian's in the next.

I came beneath her, staring at the woman I had married and the new smile she wore now that she knew my shame had a pulse.

Afterward, she rested on my chest.

"Do you want him?" I asked.

She did not answer quickly.

That pause frightened me more than the dirty talk.

"I want what he wakes up in us," she said.

"That's not the same question."

"No."

"Do you want him?"

Lena lifted her face.

"I don't know yet."

It was the first answer that felt completely honest.


CHAPTER 4

EVAN - MY BODY ANSWERED

I slept badly.

Lena slept with one hand on my stomach, peaceful as if she had not rebuilt our marriage around another man's cock before midnight.

At six-thirty, I gave up pretending. I pulled on shorts and went downstairs.

The kitchen was blue with early light. Sprinklers clicked over neighboring lawns. A garbage truck groaned beyond the palms.

Normal sounds.

My body was not normal.

I stood at the counter with coffee and replayed Lena's fantasy. The frosted glass. Her red leggings around her knees. Julian looking at me while he held my wife's hips.

My cock hardened inside my shorts.

"Starting without me?"

Lena stood in the doorway wearing my shirt. Bare legs. Messy hair. Nothing beneath the cotton.

"Coffee."

"That isn't what I meant."

Her eyes dropped to the shape in my shorts.

She walked toward me slowly.

"Say good morning to your wife."

"Good morning."

"The honest way."

She took my hand and put it beneath the shirt.

Her pussy was already wet.

"Jesus."

"I woke up thinking about your face outside the glass."

My fingers moved through her slick cunt.

"Not his face?"

"His too."

The answer burned.

She leaned against the counter and opened her legs wider.

"Do you want me to lie before breakfast, love?"

"No."

"Good."

She took my wrist and pushed two fingers into herself.

"Then listen. I thought about his hands. I thought about how much bigger they are than yours. I thought about him holding me still while my little cuck watched."

I fucked her with my fingers.

"You don't know his hands are bigger."

"I've seen them around a barbell."

"Not the same."

"Jealous already?"

"You're doing this on purpose."

"Of course I am."

Her head fell back.

"Your wife finally tells you she wants another man, and your cock wakes up before the coffee. I would be stupid not to use that."

I pulled my fingers out.

Lena looked down at the shine coating them.

"Taste what he did to me without touching me."

I put my fingers in my mouth.

Her smile changed again.

That smile would become dangerous.

"Bedroom," I said.

"No."

"No?"

She turned, bent over the kitchen island, and lifted the shirt above her waist.

Her bare ass faced me. Her wet pussy opened beneath it.

"Here."

I stood behind her.

"The blinds are open."

"The neighbor is at work."

"You checked?"

"Maybe."

She looked back over her shoulder.

"Or maybe I like knowing someone could see my husband fuck me after I confessed about another man."

I shoved my shorts down.

Lena watched my cock spring free.

"So hard," she whispered. "My poor little cuck."

I drove into her cunt in one hard movement.

She cried out and gripped the counter.

"Say it again."

"Cuck."

I fucked her harder.

"Again."

"My jealous little cuck."

The word turned every ugly thought into heat.

I grabbed her hair.

"Tell me what he would see."

"Your wife bent over."

"More."

"Your smaller cock fucking her while she thinks about his."

My hips slammed harder.

Lena laughed through a moan.

"There he is."

"Who?"

"The husband who hates comparison."

She pushed back against me.

"And the cuck who needs it."

I slapped her ass.

The sound cracked through the kitchen.

"Harder," she said.

I hit her again.

"Would he hit you harder?"

"Yes."

"You don't know that."

"Then make me wonder."

I held her hips and fucked her until the island shook.

She came with one hand between her legs, whispering Julian's name once, then mine, then laughing because both made my cock jerk inside her.

I came deep in her cunt.

Lena stayed bent over while my cum leaked around my cock.

"Look," she said.

I looked down.

"That's your place, love. Inside me."

She clenched around me.

"But now you know another man can make me wet enough to take you like this before breakfast."

I pulled out.

Cum slid down her thigh.

Lena turned, took two fingers through it, and brought them to my mouth.

"Clean your wife."

I sucked them.

She kissed me with the taste between us.

"You found the word," I said.

"Cuck?"

My cock twitched.

Her eyes dropped.

"No, love. I found the part of you that answers when I say it."


CHAPTER 5

LENA - THE WORD BETWEEN US

I had been afraid Evan would look at me differently.

I was right.

He looked at me as if I had finally stepped out of a room he had always suspected existed.

The fear did not vanish after our kitchen confession. It changed shape.

Before, I had been afraid my husband would think I was unfaithful for imagining another man.

Now I was afraid of how much power I felt when his cock hardened every time I told the truth.

The shower ran for forty minutes that morning.

We used ten to wash.

The rest disappeared in steam, slippery tile, and the new word between us.

Evan stood behind me with two fingers buried in my pussy while water moved over my tits.

"Say it again," he said.

I looked over my shoulder.

"Which part?"

He curled his fingers.

My knees weakened.

"You know."

I pressed my palms to the tile and moved against his hand.

"My little cuck."

His cock touched my ass, hard and impatient.

I smiled.

"Again."

"My jealous little cuck."

He grabbed my hip.

"What makes me jealous?"

"Julian."

"What about him?"

"His body. His hands. The thick shape in those gray pants."

Evan pushed a third finger into me.

I cried out and spread wider.

"Not even close."

He fucked my cunt with his fingers while his other hand closed around my throat.

"Tell me what you want him to see."

"This."

"My hand in your pussy?"

"My husband making me ready for a bigger cock."

His grip tightened.

"Bigger?"

"Much bigger."

The jealousy in his face made my cunt clench.

I had never understood how beautiful my husband could look when pain and hunger arrived together.

"You like hurting me."

"I like what the truth does to your cock."

I reached behind and wrapped my hand around him.

"Feel that, love. You hate hearing it, and you're hard enough to fuck a hole through me."

He spun me toward him and kissed me hard.

My back hit the tile.

"Wrap your legs around me."

I obeyed.

He lifted me, lined up, and buried his cock in my pussy.

The first drive knocked the breath out of me.

"Who is fucking you?"

"My husband."

"Who makes you wet?"

"Julian."

He slammed deeper.

"Again."

"Julian makes me wet."

"And who gets this cunt?"

I looked straight at him.

"You do."

I kissed his mouth.

"For now."

The words did exactly what I wanted.

His face changed. His cock felt harder inside me. He fucked me against the wall until my cries filled the bathroom and the glass door shook.

"That's it," I gasped. "Show me how a cuck fucks his wife after she asks for another man."

"You haven't asked."

"Not yet."

"Stop saying that."

"Make me."

He covered my mouth with his and pounded into me.

I came around him, nails digging into his shoulders, Julian's gray pants flickering behind my closed eyes.

Evan came seconds later.

We stayed under the water until our breathing slowed.

Then he lowered me carefully.

The gentleness after the dirty talk made my chest ache.

"Did I go too far?" I asked before the scene could start again, before the heat rose back between us.

He understood what I meant.

"No."

"The word?"

"Use it when you mean the fantasy. Not when we're fighting."

"I won't use another man to punish you."

"And I won't pretend my cock doesn't answer."

That was the closest thing to a promise we made that morning.

Not a list.

Not a contract.

Just two truths.

I touched his face.

"You know what scared me most?"

"That I'd say no?"

"That you'd say yes for the wrong reason."

"What reason would be wrong?"

"To keep me."

Evan pulled me against him.

"You're already here."

I rested my forehead against his.

"And Julian?"

His cock moved between us despite everything.

I laughed.

"Unbelievable."

"You created the problem."

"No."

I kissed him gently.

"I found it."

The fantasy had not begun with Julian.

He had only given it a body.

The hunger had been ours before either of us knew its name.


CHAPTER 6

EVAN - THE MAN IN GRAY

I saw Julian two days later.

Not by accident.

Lena's car was at the dealership, and she texted me at four-thirty.

Can you pick me up at Iron Harbor at 7:30?

I stared at the message.

Then another appeared.

He usually trains clients near the front on Thursdays.

She knew exactly what she was doing.

At seven-twenty, I parked across the street instead of in the gym lot.

Iron Harbor filled the corner of an old warehouse. The front wall was glass. Treadmills, cable machines, and bright white lights turned every body inside into a display.

I found Lena immediately.

Red leggings.

Black sports bra.

Hair tied high.

She stood near a squat rack with a bar across her shoulders.

Julian stood behind her.

The photographs had not prepared me.

He was taller than I had imagined, broad through the chest, dark hair cut short, one tattooed arm exposed by a fitted black shirt. Gray training pants hung low on his hips.

The shape beneath them was not subtle.

My cock hardened before I could resent it.

Julian placed both hands on Lena's waist.

Training touch.

Nothing more.

But she looked through the glass and found my car.

Found me.

Her expression changed.

She bent beneath the bar.

Julian's hands moved to her hips. He guided them back, then down.

Lena kept her eyes on me through the mirror.

Every movement became filthy because she knew I could see.

The red leggings stretched over her ass. Julian stood close enough that the thick line in his gray pants hovered inches behind her.

I imagined him stepping closer.

I imagined Lena feeling him.

I imagined her staying bent while she smiled at her husband outside.

My phone lit.

Lena: You found us.

I typed with one hand while the other pressed against my hard cock through my pants.

Evan: He is bigger than I expected.

Her eyes dropped to the phone resting near her water bottle.

She read it.

Then she looked at Julian's pants.

Slowly.

Deliberately.

My phone lit again.

Lena: Bigger than you?

I should have ignored it.

Evan: Looks like it.

Lena's mouth opened slightly.

She set the phone down and performed another squat.

This time, she pushed her ass back farther.

Julian caught her hips.

His fingers spread over the red fabric.

I gripped the steering wheel.

He said something near her ear.

She laughed.

Then she turned her head toward the glass and looked straight at me.

My phone vibrated.

Lena: He said I am finally learning to open my hips.

Evan: You like his hands there.

Lena: I like you watching them.

She performed another repetition.

Julian moved behind her, close enough that the front of his pants brushed her ass for one brief second.

Maybe it was an accident.

Lena froze.

Julian stepped back.

She looked at me.

Lena: I felt it.

My cock jumped.

Evan: What?

The answer took ten seconds.

Lena: His cock.

I sat in my car across the street while my wife described another man's hard cock against her ass.

The gym remained bright. Cars moved behind me. A woman walked past with a dog.

My hand slipped inside my pants.

Lena watched through the mirror as I wrapped my fingers around myself.

Her face flushed darker.

She typed without hiding the phone from Julian.

Lena: Touch yourself, cuck.

I did.

The humiliation made every stroke sharper.

Julian handed her a water bottle. Their fingers touched.

Lena took a slow drink and stared across the street while I jerked off inside my car.

The glass separated us.

It also framed her.

She was not being unfaithful. She was not hiding. She was using another man's body to reach through the windshield and close her hand around my cock.

When the session ended, Julian said something that made her smile. He touched the small of her back as he walked away.

Lena did not flinch.

She crossed the street ten minutes later and opened the passenger door.

She smelled like sweat, soap, and the gym.

"You watched the entire time."

"You knew I was there."

"I knew when your hand disappeared."

She looked down at my lap.

I was still hard.

"Did he press against you?"

"Once."

"Accident?"

"Probably."

"Did you want it again?"

Lena unfastened my belt.

"I wanted him to know my husband was watching."

Her hand closed around my cock.

"Did he?"

"I told him you were outside."

My breath caught.

"You told him?"

"I said my husband was picking me up. Then I looked toward the glass."

She stroked slowly.

"He saw the car."

"What did he say?"

"He said you had a good view."

I groaned.

Lena leaned close.

"He knows, love. Maybe not everything. But he knows my husband likes seeing me bend over in front of him."

"Lena."

"Look at the gym."

I looked through the windshield.

Julian stood behind the reception desk, talking to another trainer.

"He can see us?"

"The glass reflects at night. Maybe."

Her hand moved faster.

"Keep looking."

I stared at Julian while my wife stroked me in the car.

"Tell me what you saw," she whispered.

"His hands on you."

"More."

"His cock against your ass."

"Bigger than yours?"

"Yes."

She smiled.

"Good little cuck."

I came across her hand while shoppers pushed carts less than fifty yards away.

Lena cleaned me with tissues from the glove compartment, calm and affectionate, as if this had become part of our commute.

Before closing my pants, she kissed the head of my softening cock.

"Tuesday," she whispered.

"What about Tuesday?"

"Gray pants."

Then she sat upright and asked what I wanted for dinner.


CHAPTER 7

LENA - THE VOICE NOTE

The first voice note was my idea.

Evan had spent Thursday watching me through glass. I wanted Friday to put my voice inside his office.

At six-forty in the morning, I stood naked beside the bed while he dressed for work.

"Give me your phone."

"Why?"

"Because you look too calm."

He unlocked it and handed it over.

I opened our messages, pressed record, and sat on the edge of the mattress with my knees apart.

"What are you doing?"

"Making something for later."

I held the phone close to my mouth.

"My husband is at work," I whispered. "He thinks his wife is behaving."

Evan stopped knotting his tie.

I slid two fingers over my pussy.

The microphone caught the wet sound.

"But his wife is thinking about gray pants. Big hands. A trainer standing behind her while she bends over."

My husband's cock became visible through his trousers.

I smiled at him and continued recording.

"She is touching this wet cunt because she knows her cuck will listen with his office door locked."

Evan crossed the room.

I raised one foot to the mattress and pushed two fingers inside.

"Don't touch me," I said after stopping the recording. "This is for tonight."

"You expect me to work after that?"

"I expect you to listen after lunch."

I sent the note.

Then I dressed for my shoot as though nothing had happened.

At twelve-fourteen, my phone showed that he had played it.

At twelve-sixteen, he played it again.

At twelve-eighteen, he sent one line.

Evan: More.

I was alone in the laundry room of a staged house, surrounded by folded towels and empty baskets.

I closed the door.

The room had no lock.

That made the next recording hotter.

I lifted my skirt, pulled my panties down, and sat on the edge of the washing machine.

The metal felt cold beneath my ass.

I pressed record.

"My little cuck wants more."

My fingers moved through my wet pussy.

"He is probably holding his smaller cock right now. Maybe he has Julian's picture open. Maybe he is comparing."

A door closed somewhere in the house.

The real-estate agent was still downstairs.

I pushed two fingers into my cunt and kept my voice low.

"Picture your wife in the gym restroom, love. Leggings around her knees. Julian outside. One door between his big cock and this hungry pussy."

My breathing became uneven.

"Picture me sending him the same sound. Picture him knowing my husband listens first."

I came quietly against the washing machine, mouth pressed to my shoulder to hide the cry.

Then I recorded the aftermath.

"That was for you, cuck. Another man in my head. Your name on my screen. My fingers in the cunt you both want."

I sent it.

Evan called immediately.

I answered without pulling up my panties.

"Where are you?"

"At work."

"Were you alone?"

"Someone is downstairs."

His breath changed.

"You did that in a client's house?"

"In the laundry room."

"Lena."

"Did you touch yourself?"

Silence.

"Answer."

"Yes."

"Did you come?"

"Not yet."

I smiled.

"Good. Wait until tonight."

"You don't control my cock."

"Then come now while your wife stands here with her panties around her ankles."

His breath broke.

I heard the office chair move.

"Tell me what you see," I whispered.

"Your ass on the machine."

"More."

"Your pussy wet from talking about him."

"More."

"Julian outside the door."

I rubbed my clit again.

"What does he hear?"

"My wife making herself come."

"What does that make you?"

"Your cuck."

"Good. Now come."

Evan groaned into the phone.

I listened to my husband spill into his hand from ten miles away.

When his breathing slowed, I pulled up my panties.

"Dinner at seven," I said.

"That's all?"

"No."

I opened the laundry-room door.

"Tonight you make a video."


CHAPTER 8

LENA - THE BATHROOM LIGHT

Three nights after Evan watched me through the gym windows, I woke at one in the morning with my cunt aching.

He slept on his stomach beside me, one arm beneath the pillow.

I could have reached for him.

Instead, I carried my phone into the bathroom and locked the door.

I told myself I wanted privacy.

The lie lasted until I left the light on beneath the door.

I sat on the closed toilet lid in nothing but a thin sleep shirt. Julian's public profile was already open.

I had searched him before Evan admitted doing the same.

Training videos. Beach photographs. A short clip of him lifting a woman during a competition. His hands looked powerful enough to circle her waist. His gray shorts clung wetly to the front of his body.

I zoomed in.

My fingers moved beneath the shirt.

I was soaked before I touched my clit.

Not only because of Julian.

Because Evan was ten feet away.

Because I wanted him to wake.

Because the bathroom door was locked, but the light told him exactly where his wife had gone.

I opened the photo of Julian on the beach and slid two fingers into my pussy.

The first sound escaped before I could stop it.

Soft.

Wet.

Obvious.

I heard the mattress move.

My husband was awake.

I kept touching myself.

The floorboard creaked outside the bathroom.

Evan did not knock.

That made me wetter.

I pictured him standing there, listening to his wife finger her cunt while staring at another man.

My hips lifted from the lid.

"Julian," I whispered.

The name sounded louder in the tiled room.

I heard Evan breathe on the other side.

I spread my legs farther and worked three fingers into myself.

"Fuck."

The phone trembled in my other hand.

Julian's body filled the screen. Evan's shadow moved beneath the door.

The two men existed together in the only place that mattered, inside my head and around my body.

I said my husband's name next.

"Evan."

The doorknob turned once.

Locked.

I smiled.

"Listen, cuck."

Silence answered.

I knew he was touching himself.

The knowledge pushed me closer.

"Your wife is staring at him."

My voice broke.

"Gray shorts. Huge cock. God..."

I curled my fingers.

"I'm imagining him here. His hands opening my legs. His cock against this wet cunt."

A low groan came through the door.

Evan.

I moved faster.

"Do it," I whispered. "Jerk off while your wife comes for another man."

The dirty talk felt natural now. Not performance. Confession sharpened into command.

I came with my fingers deep inside me, biting my lip too late to hide the cry.

My body shook against the toilet lid.

On the other side, Evan groaned once and went still.

For several seconds, neither of us moved.

Then I unlocked the door.

He stood in the hallway naked, cum shining across his stomach and hand.

His face carried shame, jealousy, and the helpless heat I had begun to crave.

I held up the phone.

Julian remained on the screen.

"You came looking at him too," I said.

"I was listening to you."

"While I looked at him."

"Yes."

I stepped closer.

"Say what that makes you."

His jaw tightened.

"Your husband."

"Always."

I touched the cum on his stomach and brought it to my mouth.

"And tonight?"

He looked at the phone, then at me.

"Your cuck."

My pussy clenched.

I kissed him with his cum on my tongue.

He grabbed my hair and kissed me harder.

Then he pulled the sleep shirt over my head, carried me to the bed, and pushed me onto my back.

"Show me the picture."

I held the phone beside my face.

Julian's wet shorts. His broad chest. The thick shape I had been staring at.

Evan spread my knees.

"Tell me what you imagined."

"His mouth first."

My husband lowered his face to my pussy.

"Here?"

"Yes."

His tongue dragged over my clit.

I gasped.

"I imagined him tasting me while you watched."

Evan licked harder.

"More."

"His fingers inside me. Bigger fingers."

Evan pushed two fingers into my cunt.

"His cock?"

"Against my face."

He lifted his mouth.

"Did you suck it?"

I looked at Julian's photograph.

"I tried."

"Tried?"

"Too big."

Evan's eyes darkened.

He buried his face between my legs again.

I came a second time with the phone still in my hand and my husband's tongue inside my fantasy.

Afterward, he lay beside me and stared at the screen.

"Tomorrow we talk," he said.

"About what?"

"How far this goes."

I locked the phone and placed it face down.

"Tonight?"

"Tonight, come back to bed."

I curled against him.

But the truth came with us.

He had watched his wife come to another man's photograph.

And I had watched him come because he heard it happen.


CHAPTER 9

EVAN - BIGGER THAN ME

The package arrived on Monday.

Plain brown box. Lena's name on the label.

I found it on the kitchen counter.

"Open it," she called from the stairs.

She descended wearing black panties and a white tank top. No bra. Her nipples showed through the thin cotton.

"What is it?"

"Something your body already asked for."

I cut the tape.

Inside lay a black silicone cock.

Thick. Heavy. Longer than me.

The comparison hit before either of us spoke.

Lena watched my face.

"You chose that size."

"I chose what I keep imagining."

"Julian."

"Maybe."

"Don't hide now."

She lifted the toy from the box and wrapped both hands around it.

Both hands.

My cock hardened beneath my pants.

"Look at you," she murmured. "Jealous of something that came in the mail."

"It's ridiculous."

"It's bigger than you."

"By design."

"And you like that."

I looked away.

Lena stepped close and pressed the thick head against my chest.

"Say it."

"I like the fantasy."

"Which part?"

She lowered the toy until it rested beside the bulge in my pants.

"The part where your wife needs both hands for another cock?"

My breath changed.

"Bedroom."

"No."

She smiled.

"Here first."

Lena pulled down my zipper and freed my cock. Then she held the toy beside it.

The visual difference was brutal.

Her eyes moved from mine to both cocks.

"Poor husband."

"Stop."

"Make me."

She stroked me with one hand and the toy with the other.

"Which one would stretch me more?"

"The toy."

"Which one looks like it belongs to Julian?"

"The toy."

"Which one is my little cuck's?"

I grabbed her wrist.

"Mine."

Her cunt pressed against my thigh.

"Good."

She kissed me.

"Now use both."

In the bedroom, Lena lay naked across the bed with her knees open. The toy rested on her stomach. My cock stood hard above her.

"Put them together," she said.

I held the toy beside myself.

She reached up and circled both with her fingers.

"He'd be thicker."

"You don't know."

"I know what I want you to picture."

She guided my cock over her pussy, coating the head in her slick heat. Then she did the same with the toy.

"Tell me which one goes first."

"Mine."

"Possessive."

"You asked."

I pushed my cock into her cunt.

Lena moaned and wrapped her legs around me.

"Familiar," she whispered. "Perfect. My husband's cock."

Then she lifted the toy beside my face.

"But not enough for tonight."

I fucked her while she held the black cock over my shoulder as though another man waited behind me.

"Tell me what you want."

"I want you to pull out."

Jealousy flared.

"Why?"

"Because your wife wants to feel the bigger one."

I pulled out.

Lena spread herself with two fingers.

"Put Julian inside me."

The name and command turned my hands cold and my cock harder.

I pressed the toy against her pussy.

"Look at me," I said.

She did.

I pushed the thick head into her cunt.

Her mouth opened.

The toy stretched her slowly. Her pussy gripped the black silicone, slick and tight around a size designed to challenge her.

"More," she said.

I pushed deeper.

"Look how much your wife can take, cuck."

"You bought it."

"You opened the box."

"You wanted me to."

"And now you're making me take it."

Her fingers circled her clit.

"Harder."

I drove the toy into her cunt.

The wet sound filled the room.

Lena watched my cock twitch above her stomach.

"Jerk off."

I wrapped one hand around myself while the other fucked her with the toy.

"That's it. Watch the bigger cock open your wife."

"It's a toy."

"Then why are you shaking?"

I stroked faster.

Lena's cunt made obscene sounds around the thick black cock.

"Imagine it's him," she said. "Imagine those big hands holding my legs. Imagine his real cock making this toy look small."

"Fuck."

"Tell me I'm greedy."

"Greedy slut."

Her eyes flashed.

"Again."

"My greedy wife needs a bigger cock."

She came around the toy, crying out Julian's name while I watched her pussy clench and open.

I came across her stomach and tits.

Lena kept the toy inside herself while my cum slid over her skin.

"Look at us," she whispered.

My cock softened beside the black one still buried in my wife.

The comparison hurt.

It also made me want to do it again.

Lena pulled the toy out slowly. Her pussy remained open for a second before closing.

She reached for me.

"Now put your cock back where it belongs."

I pushed into her used, slick cunt.

She kissed me and wrapped both legs around my hips.

"Smaller," she whispered. "But mine."

I fucked her again, furious and grateful, until she came with my name in her mouth.


CHAPTER 10

EVAN - TUESDAY STORIES

The black toy went into the bottom drawer of Lena's nightstand.

For two days, neither of us mentioned it.

The silence was not restraint.

It was pressure.

Every time I passed the bedroom, I pictured Lena stretched around it. Every time she crossed her legs at dinner, I remembered the wet sound. Every time Tuesday appeared on my calendar, I saw gray pants.

On Tuesday morning, Lena dressed in front of me.

Black leggings. Red sports bra. Thin white top.

She bent to tie her shoes, ass pointed toward the bed.

"You're doing that on purpose."

"Doing what?"

"Bending over."

"I need shoes."

She looked back and smiled.

"Does my little cuck want me to stand where Julian can see this tonight?"

My cock hardened beneath the sheet.

"You already do."

"Tonight I'll know you're imagining it."

She came to the bed and pulled the sheet down.

"Look at that."

"You have work."

"So do you."

Her fingers closed around my cock.

"Your job is to spend all day picturing his hands on your wife."

She stroked twice, then stopped.

"Don't come before I leave."

"You're not in charge of that."

"Today I am."

She kissed the head and stood.

At the bedroom door, she added, "The toy stays in the drawer until I come home."

My day became useless.

At six-fifteen, Lena sent a photograph from the gym restroom. Her face was flushed. Sweat darkened the shirt between her tits. One hand held the phone. The other disappeared beneath the waistband of her leggings.

Caption: He is wearing gray.

A second message arrived.

And he keeps looking at my ass.

I locked my office door.

Evan: Did he touch you?

Lena: Not yet.

Evan: Do you want him to?

Three dots appeared, disappeared, returned.

Lena: I want him to know I want it.

My hand went to my cock.

Then another photograph arrived.

Lena had pulled the waistband low enough to show the top of her pussy. Her fingers shone.

Lena: This is what he does without touching me.

I jerked off at my desk while my wife trained ten miles away.

Before I could come, her next message stopped me.

Lena: Wait for the story.

I spent the next hour with an aching cock.

When Lena came home, she did not kiss me.

She walked upstairs, opened the bottom drawer, and returned with the toy.

"Sit."

I sat on the edge of the bed.

She stripped slowly.

"Tell me what happened."

"He watched me stretch."

"From where?"

"Across the room."

She removed the last piece of clothing and stood naked between my knees.

"Then he came closer."

My hands moved toward her hips.

She slapped them away.

"Not yet."

She placed the toy on the mattress beside me.

"What did he say?"

"That my hips looked looser."

"Did he touch them?"

"He put one hand here."

She guided my hand to her waist.

"And one here."

She placed my other hand low on her ass.

"Like that?"

"His hands are bigger."

My grip tightened.

Lena smiled.

"There he is."

"What else?"

"He moved behind me."

She turned and bent over.

"I felt him against me."

"Hard?"

"Not completely. Enough."

My cock pressed painfully against my pants.

"Did he know?"

"I pushed back once."

The confession hit like a slap.

"You did what?"

Lena looked over her shoulder.

"I wanted to know whether my husband would still get hard when the story stopped being innocent."

"You pushed your ass against him?"

"Through clothes. In a gym. For one second."

"And?"

"He stepped away."

"Disappointed?"

"Yes."

She straightened and faced me.

"Hard?"

"Yes."

"Angry?"

"Yes."

"Good."

She opened my pants and freed my cock.

"Both belong in the room."

"You don't get to decide that alone."

"I know."

Her face lost the teasing edge.

"That's why I came home. That's why I'm telling you before I touch the toy."

The honesty steadied me.

"Did he say anything after?"

"He asked whether you were picking me up again."

"What did you say?"

"I said my husband watches even when he isn't there."

My cock jerked.

Lena picked up the toy.

"Now show me what you pictured while you read my messages."

She lay on her back and opened her legs.

I pushed the black cock into her cunt while she watched me.

"Was it him?" she gasped.

"Yes."

"Bigger?"

"Yes."

"Did he know you were touching yourself?"

"Yes."

"Did he laugh at you?"

"No."

"Why not?"

I drove the toy deeper.

"Because he wanted me to watch."

Lena moaned.

"That's it. Tell me how my trainer and my cuck share the same fantasy."

I fucked her with the toy until she came, then replaced it with my cock before her cunt stopped pulsing.

She wrapped her legs around me.

"No secrets," I said.

"No secrets."

"No messages without showing me."

"Agreed."

"No private meeting."

She kissed me.

"Not yet."

My cock drove deeper.

Her smile told me the words were already becoming a promise.


CHAPTER 11

EVAN - WHAT WE ADMITTED

We stopped trying to control the fantasy with a list.

A list sounded like something written for children or employees.

What Lena and I needed was simpler.

Truth before action.

Nothing hidden.

Either of us could end a night with one word, and the other would leave with them.

We said those things at the kitchen table on Wednesday evening, fully dressed, with no hands beneath clothing and no cock hard enough to make decisions for me.

Then we admitted what we wanted.

Lena wanted to be watched by another man while I watched her enjoy it.

She wanted flirting, dancing, a hand on her waist, maybe a hand lower if we chose it before the night began.

I wanted to see the exact moment another man realized my wife was available to his eyes but still connected to mine.

I wanted her to look at me while he touched her.

I wanted details afterward.

Every detail.

"Kissing?" Lena asked.

"Not the first time."

"Why?"

"Because it feels more intimate than a hand on your ass."

"A stranger can grab my ass, but his mouth scares you?"

"Yes."

She nodded.

No argument.

That acceptance made me want to give her more.

"You can dance close," I said. "He can touch your waist, your back, your hips."

"My ass?"

My stomach tightened.

"Over the dress."

"And under it?"

"No."

"Not yet?"

"Lena."

She smiled.

"I'm listening."

"No private room. No bathroom. No leaving the building with him."

"You stay where you can see me."

"Yes."

"Do I wear panties?"

I looked at her.

"At the beginning."

Her eyes darkened.

"At the beginning?"

"If you take them off, you give them to me."

The silence changed.

Lena crossed her legs under the table.

"My husband wants to hold my wet panties while another man dances with me."

My cock hardened.

"That isn't a question."

"No."

She uncrossed her legs.

"It's the first thing tonight that made my cunt clench."

We finished the conversation before touching each other.

Then Lena stood, took my hand, and led me upstairs.

The black toy waited on the bed.

So did a red blindfold.

"What is that?"

"Practice."

"For what?"

"For listening to your voice while I imagine another man's hands."

She stripped and lay down.

I tied the blindfold over her eyes.

"Who am I?" I asked.

"My husband."

"Who are you imagining?"

"Julian."

I pressed the toy against her pussy.

"What does he want?"

"Your wife."

"Say it dirtier."

"He wants to bend your slut over and fuck her."

I pushed the thick head into her cunt.

Lena moaned.

"What do you want?"

"His cock."

"And me?"

"Watching."

I drove the toy deeper.

"Touch yourself."

Her fingers found her clit.

"Tell me what happens at the lounge."

"A man sees me."

"More."

"He watches me cross the room in the dress you chose. He looks at my tits. He looks at my wedding ring."

The toy moved wetly through her pussy.

"Then?"

"He asks me to dance."

"And you?"

"I look at my cuckold husband."

My fist tightened around the base of the toy.

"Then what?"

"You nod."

"What does he touch?"

"My waist. My hips. My ass."

"Over the dress."

"At first."

I fucked her harder with the toy.

"You like pushing."

"You like being pushed."

"Tell me what I hold."

Lena's breath broke.

"My panties. Soaked. Warm from my cunt."

"And what do you do while I hold them?"

"I grind against another man's cock."

She came with one hand on her clit and the other gripping the sheets.

I pulled off the blindfold.

Her eyes found me immediately.

"My husband," she said.

I climbed over her and pushed my cock into the cunt the toy had opened.

"Always."

"Even when I'm dancing with him?"

"Especially then."

I fucked her while the black toy lay beside us like a third body.

There was no list on a laptop.

No system.

Only what we had admitted before we became too horny to lie.


CHAPTER 12

LENA - HIS NAME IN MY MOUTH

Three evenings later, Evan came home to find the bedroom door closed.

Music played inside. Slow bass. The kind that made every movement feel deliberate.

"Lena?"

"Come in."

I stood in front of the tall mirror wearing the red leggings and nothing else.

My tits were bare. My hair was tied high. The black toy lay on the bed beside the blindfold.

Evan stopped in the doorway.

His eyes moved over me, then to the toy.

"What is this?"

"A confession you can watch."

I turned toward the mirror again.

"Sit behind me."

He sat on the edge of the bed.

I watched him through the glass while I slid my hands over my tits.

"What do you see?"

"My wife."

"Only me?"

"The toy."

"Not him?"

His jaw tightened.

"Julian isn't here."

"He is whenever your cock gets hard at his name."

I hooked my thumbs beneath the waistband and pulled the leggings down slowly.

Evan watched my ass appear inch by inch.

I stepped free and opened my legs in front of the mirror.

"Tell me how he sees me at the gym."

"Sweaty."

"More."

"Confident."

"More."

"Married."

That word made me touch my wedding ring.

"Does that make it better?"

"For him?"

"For you."

"Yes."

I smiled.

"Good."

I picked up the toy and knelt in front of the mirror, back toward my husband.

"Imagine the glass is frosted. You can see shapes, not details."

I rubbed the thick head over my pussy.

"What do you hear?"

Evan's voice roughened.

"You breathing."

"What else?"

I pushed the first inch inside.

"Your cunt taking him."

The dirty words made me open wider.

"Say his name."

"Julian."

I slid the toy deeper.

"Again."

"Julian is fucking my wife."

I watched Evan's hand move to his pants.

"Take it out, cuck."

He freed his cock.

"Stroke it."

He obeyed.

The sight gave me more power than any fantasy about a stranger. My husband sat behind me, hard and exposed, while I pushed a fake bigger cock into my cunt and made him name the man I wanted it to represent.

"Would he watch me do this?"

"Yes."

"Would he touch himself?"

"He wouldn't need to."

Jealousy sharpened the answer.

"Why?"

"Because you'd be on your knees for him."

I turned my head.

"Like this?"

"Yes."

I pulled the toy out and brought the wet black cock to my mouth.

Evan's fist stopped.

"Keep stroking."

I licked the toy.

"Tell me what I call him."

"Sir."

"No."

I wrapped my lips around the head.

"Bull."

My cunt clenched.

"Again."

"Your bull."

I sucked the toy slowly, making it wet with my mouth before pushing it back into my pussy.

"And what am I?"

"His slut."

"Whose wife?"

"Mine."

I drove the toy deeper.

"Say both."

"My wife. His slut."

My body shook.

I had feared those identities would cancel each other.

They did not.

They made each other hotter.

"Come closer," I said.

Evan knelt behind me.

His cock pressed between my ass cheeks while the toy filled my pussy.

"Look in the mirror."

We looked.

My husband behind me. His hand around my throat. A larger black cock disappearing into my cunt.

"What do you want?" I asked.

"To fuck you while you think about him."

"Then do it."

He pulled the toy out and replaced it with his cock.

The size difference was immediate.

Familiar. Easier.

I smiled at him through the mirror.

"Smaller."

His hips slammed forward.

"Say it again."

"Your cock is smaller."

He grabbed my hair.

"But?"

"But you're the cuck fucking me while I imagine the bigger one."

He pounded into me.

The mirror shook against the wall.

"Tell me who you belong to."

"My husband."

"Even when you're imagining him?"

"Especially then."

Evan's face changed.

The jealousy stayed. So did the fear. But underneath both lived something stronger.

He was not disappearing so Julian could exist.

He was the man building Julian from his own hunger and putting that fantasy inside me.

I came screaming my husband's name.

A second later, as his cock pulsed inside my cunt, I whispered Julian's.

Evan heard both.

He stayed hard long enough to fuck me through every last shake.


CHAPTER 13

EVAN - THE PHOTOGRAPH

The first photograph was my idea.

That mattered because Lena would later blame me for starting more than I remembered.

It happened on a Sunday afternoon while she edited images from a luxury condo shoot. I sat on the couch pretending to watch football and kept looking at her legs stretched across the ottoman.

Cotton shorts. White tank top. No bra.

"Do men message you?" I asked.

She glanced over the laptop.

"Clients?"

"Men."

"Sometimes."

"Julian?"

"He doesn't have my number."

"Social media?"

"He follows the gym account. Not me."

"Have you searched for him?"

Her mouth curved.

"Have you?"

I had.

Julian Vega. Iron Harbor Fitness. Training clips. Beach photos. A picture of him holding a woman above his head during a competition.

"Show me," Lena said.

I opened his profile.

She sat beside me, thigh against mine, and scrolled.

In one video, Julian stood behind a client while guiding her hips through a squat. His hands looked huge and controlled. In another, he positioned himself between a woman's open legs to demonstrate a stretch.

Lena watched without blinking.

"You've imagined replacing her."

"Every time."

My cock hardened beneath my shorts.

She noticed.

"Poor thing."

"Don't start."

"You started by researching the man your wife wants."

She found a beach photograph.

Julian stood ankle-deep in water, gray shorts hanging low, the wet fabric molded over a thick cock.

Lena enlarged it.

"Jesus."

"You can't know anything from a picture."

"Look."

"I'm looking."

"No, cuck. Look properly."

She held the phone above my lap, Julian's body inches from my hard cock beneath the fabric.

"He looks bigger than you."

"Most photographs lie."

"Your cock doesn't."

She rubbed the heel of her hand over me.

"What would you do if he sent that to you?" I asked.

"Touch myself."

"Without telling me?"

"I'd tell you while I did it."

"Would you send something back?"

Her hand stopped.

"Would you want me to?"

The question stayed between us.

"A photograph," I said.

"Of what?"

I looked at her tank top, the shape of her tits beneath it.

"Something he would understand."

Lena closed the laptop and stood.

"Take one."

"Now?"

"We're not sending it."

She moved to the window where afternoon light crossed her body.

Then she pulled the tank top over her head.

Her tits lifted with her breath.

"What do you want?"

The photographer in her made the question dangerous. She knew how to angle her shoulders, how to turn ordinary light into invitation.

"Face the window."

She turned.

"Shorts off."

Lena pushed them down and stepped free.

"Look back at me."

She looked over one shoulder, naked, wedding ring visible where her palm rested against the glass.

I raised the phone.

The first image captured her face, bare back, ass, and the city reflected around her.

"Again," she said.

I moved closer.

She opened her legs slightly.

"Is this for him?"

"Pretend."

Her expression changed.

The second photograph was filthier without showing more. She bit her lip and looked into the lens as though Julian stood behind it.

"Touch yourself."

Her hand slid between her thighs.

"Like this?"

"Spread your pussy."

She did.

The wedding ring caught the light beside her cunt.

"Would he like it?"

"He'd jerk off the second he opened it."

"Would you?"

"I already want to."

I took photograph after photograph while Lena built a silent conversation with a man who would never receive them.

Then she turned, sat on the couch, and opened her legs.

"One more."

I knelt with the phone.

"What does he see?"

"Your wife showing him everything."

"And her husband?"

"Taking the picture."

Her fingers spread her wet pussy.

I captured it.

The final photograph showed my wife's cunt, her wedding ring, and the edge of my shadow across her thigh.

Lena reached for the phone.

We looked through the images together.

"Delete them?"

"Do you want to?"

"No."

"Neither do I."

She created a hidden album and named it JULIAN.

Then she handed me the phone, knelt between my legs, and pulled my shorts down.

"Choose one while I suck you."

"We're not sending it."

"I know."

She wrapped her lips around my cock.

"Choose anyway."

I stared at the photograph of my wife spreading her pussy for another man's imagination while the same wife sucked my cock.

"The one at the window," I said.

Lena lifted her mouth.

"Why?"

"It makes him wonder what the front looks like."

She smiled.

"My cuck thinks like a bull."

Then she took me deep and made me come while I held the picture we had created for him.

Julian received nothing.

But the fantasy had evidence now.


CHAPTER 14

EVAN - THE VIDEO

The photographs were not enough.

Lena decided that Friday night.

She placed my phone on a tripod at the foot of the bed, checked the frame, and stripped without turning off the overhead light.

"What are we recording?"

"What Julian would see if we ever sent him proof."

"We aren't sending it."

"I know."

She picked up the black toy.

"That doesn't mean we film politely."

The camera showed the entire bed, the mirror behind it, and enough of my body to make my role impossible to hide.

Lena lay on her back and opened her legs toward the lens.

"Start recording."

I pressed the button.

A red light appeared.

My wife looked directly into the camera.

"My husband bought this because he thinks another man has a bigger cock."

She rubbed the toy over her pussy.

"He wants to watch me take it."

My cock hardened behind the phone.

Lena spread herself with two fingers.

"Show him, love."

I moved closer and aimed the camera down.

The lens captured her wet cunt, the thick head of the toy, and my hand holding it.

"Tell the camera who you are," she said.

"Your husband."

"The dirty version."

"Her cuckold husband."

Her pussy clenched visibly.

"And what are you doing?"

I pressed the toy into her.

"Opening my wife for a bigger cock."

Lena moaned.

"More."

I pushed deeper.

"Making my hotwife take the size she keeps imagining."

"Whose size?"

"Julian's."

The toy disappeared into her cunt.

The camera recorded everything.

Lena's fingers worked her clit.

"Look at the lens," I said.

She looked straight into it.

"Talk to him."

Her voice became the voice she would have used if Julian were watching from his bed.

"See what your hands did at the gym? My husband came home and stuffed this big cock into me because he couldn't stop picturing yours."

I drove the toy harder.

"Tell him what you want."

"I want the real one."

My fist tightened.

"Say it again."

"I want your cock, Julian. I want my husband holding the camera while you fuck his wife."

The words hurt.

The hurt made my cock harder.

Lena saw it in the mirror.

"Show the camera."

I hesitated.

She smiled.

"Don't hide now, cuck."

I moved into the frame and took out my cock.

The camera captured me stroking beside the toy buried in my wife.

The comparison was clear.

"What would he think?" Lena asked.

"That I'm smaller."

"What else?"

"That it makes me hard."

"Show him."

I stroked faster.

Lena pulled the toy nearly free, then pushed it back into her cunt.

"Look how wide I take it. Look how my little cuck jerks off."

Her speech broke into shorter pieces as she moved faster.

"Bigger... deeper... fuck... watch me."

I took the toy and pounded it into her.

The bed shook. The camera trembled slightly on the tripod. Her cunt made wet, obscene sounds.

"Come for the camera," I said.

"Make me."

I drove the toy harder and rubbed her clit with my thumb.

Lena came screaming Julian's name.

The lens caught her body arching, pussy clenching around the black cock, tits shaking.

Then she looked at me.

"Now you."

I climbed over her and stroked my cock above her face.

"Where?"

"On my face. Let the camera see what my husband does after I come for another man."

I came across her cheek, lips, and tits.

Lena kept looking into the lens.

She wiped my cum from her mouth with one finger and sucked it clean.

"Still his wife," she whispered.

I stopped recording.

For several seconds, neither of us spoke.

Then we replayed it.

Watching ourselves changed the scene again.

I saw the moment my face tightened when she said she wanted Julian's real cock. I saw how her cunt opened. I saw my smaller cock beside the toy. I saw how completely she controlled the camera even while I controlled what entered her.

"Would you send this?" I asked.

Lena watched herself come.

"Not now."

"One day?"

She looked at me.

"One day I want a video where the cock is real."

My cock hardened again.

Lena smiled.

"Keep the file, cuck. We are going to need it."


CHAPTER 15

EVAN - THE CAPTION

The photographs stayed hidden for forty-eight hours.

Then Lena asked the obvious question.

We were in bed Wednesday night, her back against my chest, both of us looking at the phone above us.

Naked at the window.

Looking over her shoulder.

Fingers spreading her cunt.

Wedding ring bright beside it.

"Which one would you send?"

"None."

"That wasn't the question."

I pointed to the second photograph.

Her ass caught the light. Her face looked back toward the lens. The picture invited a man to imagine the rest.

"That one."

"Caption?"

"Lena."

"Pretend."

She moved to the explicit image.

"You first."

I looked at my wife's open pussy.

"My husband took this after I told him about you."

Lena inhaled.

My cock hardened against her lower back.

She moved deliberately over it.

"Good."

"Your turn."

She considered the photograph.

"He wants you to see what he can't stop imagining."

The words hit harder because she made me part of the invitation.

"Would you want an answer?"

"Yes."

"What kind?"

"A photograph."

"His cock?"

Her cunt pressed against my thigh.

"Yes."

"Bigger than the toy?"

"I hope so."

I caught her hip.

"You hope?"

"You asked for the honest version."

"What would the first message say?"

Lena unlocked the phone again and opened a blank note.

She typed as though writing to Julian.

My husband saw you touch my hips. He came in the car afterward.

My face heated.

"You wouldn't send that."

"No?"

She typed another line.

He thinks your cock is bigger than his.

My cock pressed harder against her.

Lena smiled.

"Your body approves."

"What does he answer?"

"You tell me."

I took the phone.

I knew your husband was watching.

Lena's breath caught.

I continued.

I wanted him to see where my hands were.

She took the phone back.

Then next time, show him more.

The invented conversation changed the room.

No actual message had left the phone, but our bodies treated every line as real.

Lena turned in my arms.

"What does he send?"

"A picture."

"Show me with your hands."

I wrapped both hands around the black toy on the nightstand.

"This big."

She laughed softly.

"Bigger."

I added the second toy we sometimes used, holding them side by side like one impossible cock.

"Greedy."

"Your wife wants proof."

"What does he write?"

Lena took the black toy from me and stroked it slowly.

"Tell your cuck to measure himself before he lets you kneel."

My cock jumped.

She saw.

"There he is."

"What do you answer?"

"I send him the photograph of my pussy."

"Caption?"

"My husband already knows you would stretch me wider. He wants to watch me prove him right."

She slid beneath the sheet and took my cock into her mouth.

The phone lay beside my head, Julian's photograph open on one side and Lena's hidden album one touch away.

"Pretend you sent it," I said.

She lifted her mouth.

"Which one?"

"The last one."

"What did he say?"

"He recognized the leggings."

She took me again.

"He said he had wondered what was under them."

Her tongue circled the head.

"He said he knew your husband took the picture because your ring faced the camera."

Lena moaned around my cock.

"He asked whether you wanted to show him the rest in person."

She released me with a wet sound.

"And what did I answer?"

"You asked your husband."

"Asked him what?"

I grabbed her hair.

"Whether his hotwife could get on her knees for the trainer he couldn't stop watching."

Lena climbed over me and lowered her pussy onto my cock.

"What did you say?"

"Not yet."

She sank deeper.

"Good husband."

"You like hearing no?"

"When your cock means yes."

She rode me while we invented the rest.

Julian telling her to wear red.

Lena telling him I chose the clothes.

Me approving the picture.

Me watching every answer appear.

Her dirty talk became shorter as she moved faster.

"Bigger... than you."

"Greedy wife."

"Your greedy wife."

"My slut."

"Your hotwife."

She came around my cock and whispered, "One day, cuck."

I came inside her before I could decide whether it was a promise or a threat.


CHAPTER 16

EVAN - THE PRIVATE SESSION

Julian invited Lena to a private training session on Thursday.

She told me before answering.

I was in a meeting when her message arrived.

Julian says my hip rotation is limiting my deadlift. He offered Saturday at noon. Private room.

A second message followed.

Just training. Glass walls. You can come.

I read the two messages until the words lost shape.

Private room.

Julian standing between Lena's legs.

My wife sweating beneath his hands.

Me on the other side of the glass.

I typed: Do you want it?

Her answer came immediately.

Very much.

The speed hurt.

It also made my cock press against my pants beneath the conference table.

I replied: I come with you. I stay where I can see.

Lena: Wear something loose, cuck.

Saturday arrived with rain.

Iron Harbor was quieter than usual. Julian waited near the reception desk in black training pants and a fitted green shirt.

He shook my hand first.

"Evan. Good to finally meet you properly."

"You knew I was outside Thursday."

"Lena told me after I noticed the car."

His eyes moved to my wife.

She wore black shorts and a red sports bra. The shorts showed most of her thighs and hugged her ass tightly enough that Julian looked once before returning his attention to me.

I saw it.

Lena saw me see it.

"The room is open," Julian said. "You can stand inside or outside."

"Outside."

Lena's mouth curved.

Julian led her into the private room.

Frosted glass covered the lower half of the walls. Clear glass covered the upper half. I stood where I could see every reflection.

The session began with movement.

Lena bent, stretched, opened her legs, and followed Julian's instructions. He corrected her shoulders and knees. His hands stayed professional.

That made them hotter.

He did not grope my wife.

He knew he did not need to.

When Lena lay on the padded table, Julian stood between her open knees and lifted one leg over his shoulder.

He looked toward the glass.

At me.

Then he leaned his weight forward, opening my wife's hips.

Lena's face changed.

Her shorts pulled tight over her cunt.

"Breathe," Julian said.

She did.

His hand moved from her knee to the inside of her thigh, stopping before the shorts.

Lena looked through the glass.

At me.

I pressed one hand over the hard shape in my pants.

Julian noticed.

His eyes returned to Lena.

"Your hip is fighting the stretch."

"Make it stop."

The words were innocent.

Her tone was not.

He pushed her knee wider.

Lena moaned softly.

"Better?"

"Deeper."

The word hit my cock.

Julian increased the pressure.

My wife's other leg opened farther.

He stood between them like a man preparing to fuck her on the table.

Nothing sexual happened.

My body did not care.

Lena's phone rested on the floor beside her bag. It lit.

A message from me.

Evan: You look like you're waiting for his cock.

She read it upside down.

Her eyes widened.

Then she looked at me and smiled.

Lena: I am.

Julian glanced at the phone, then through the glass.

He could not read the words.

He understood the exchange anyway.

The session continued.

He positioned Lena on all fours over the padded table. His palms moved over her lower back and hips. He guided her ass upward.

I saw his cock begin to harden beneath the black fabric.

So did Lena.

Her eyes dropped to it in the mirror.

Julian caught her looking.

Neither pretended.

"Hold that position," he said.

He stood behind her.

The front of his pants hovered inches from her ass.

Lena looked at me through the glass.

Her lips formed one word.

Bigger.

My cock jumped inside my pants.

Julian adjusted her pelvis with both hands.

His fingers spread wide enough to nearly circle her hips.

"Your husband has a good view," he said.

Lena's breath caught.

"He likes the view."

Julian looked at me.

"Does he?"

I nodded once.

The three of us understood more in that second than any long discussion could have explained.

Julian did not touch her cunt.

He did not need to.

Lena stayed on all fours, ass raised, while another man's cock hardened behind her and her husband watched from the other side of the glass.

When the session ended, her shorts were visibly damp.

Julian handed her a towel.

"Your mobility is better than you think."

Lena wiped her neck.

"My husband has been helping me practice."

Julian's eyes moved to me.

"I can tell."

Outside, beneath the covered parking area, Lena pushed me against the car and opened my pants.

"He knew."

Her hand closed around my cock.

"He knew you were hard. He knew I was wet."

"Get in the car."

"No."

She pulled her shorts aside and guided my hand into her pussy.

"Feel what the private session did."

My fingers slid through her soaking cunt.

"Julian did this."

"And you watched."

I pushed two fingers into her.

She grabbed my shoulders.

"Fuck me with your hand, cuck. The trainer is still inside."

Cars moved through the rain beyond us.

The gym doors stood twenty yards away.

I fingered my wife against our car while she looked toward the doors and imagined Julian walking out.

She came quietly, biting my shoulder.

Then she sucked my fingers clean.

"Drive," she said.

"Home?"

"The toy is waiting."

Her smile returned.

"I want to show my husband how flexible his wife really is."


CHAPTER 17

LENA - THROUGH THE GLASS

The private session changed Julian.

Not because he crossed a line.

Because he finally admitted he could see it.

Evan stood outside the glass with one hand over his hard cock. I lay on the table with my legs open around Julian's body. Nothing happened that a trainer could not explain.

But every innocent touch carried the truth beneath it.

My husband wanted another man to notice me.

Julian had noticed.

And I wanted both of them to know.

In the car afterward, Evan's fingers were still inside me when I looked through the rain and saw Julian near the gym doors.

He had not walked outside yet.

He stood beneath the lights, talking to the woman at reception.

For one second, his eyes moved toward our car.

The windows were dark enough to hide details.

Not movement.

I pushed my hips against Evan's hand.

"He's looking."

"You can't know that."

"Make me move harder."

Evan curled his fingers.

My head fell back against the window.

"That's it," I whispered. "Let him see the car shake."

My husband stared at the gym while he fucked my cunt with his hand.

"Tell me what you want him to think."

"That you couldn't wait."

"More."

"That touching your wife made your cuck lose control."

Evan pushed deeper.

I bit my lip.

Julian remained near the door.

Maybe he saw nothing.

Maybe he saw everything he needed.

"What would you do if he walked over?" I asked.

"Pull my hand out."

"Liar."

"I'd cover you."

"While your fingers were still wet?"

Evan looked at me.

Jealousy made his face hard.

"You want him to smell you on my hand?"

My cunt clenched around his fingers.

"Yes."

The answer surprised even me.

Evan watched my face.

"You want him to know your husband just made you come after watching him touch you."

"Yes."

"Greedy slut."

"Your greedy slut."

I came with Julian still visible through the rain.

He turned away before my body stopped shaking.

The next Thursday, he kept his distance at the gym.

That bothered me more than it should have.

He nodded. Smiled. Continued with clients. No hands on my waist. No comment about the private session. No glance long enough to become a message.

By the third session, I wanted to drag the truth out of him.

I wore the red leggings.

I performed deadlifts directly in front of the mirror where he could see my ass.

He looked once.

Then he looked away.

I texted Evan from the locker room.

Lena: He is pretending nothing happened.

Evan: Maybe nothing happened.

Lena: Your hand inside me in the parking lot happened.

Evan: To us.

Lena: Because of him.

The answer took longer.

Evan: Do you want him to know?

I stared at the screen.

Lena: Yes.

Evan: Then tell him your husband liked the session.

I left the locker room with my heart pounding.

Julian stood near the cable machines.

"My husband wanted me to thank you," I said.

His eyes settled on mine.

"For the session?"

"For the view."

The words changed his expression.

Not much.

Enough.

"He had a good one."

"He did."

"And you?"

"I liked knowing he was watching."

Julian's gaze dropped briefly to my red leggings.

"I noticed."

My pussy tightened.

"What did you notice?"

"You looked at the glass every time I put my hands on you."

"Maybe I wanted to see whether he was hard."

"Was he?"

"Very."

Julian breathed out through his nose.

His eyes darkened.

"Does that bother you?" I asked.

"No."

"Does it make you want to touch me differently?"

He looked toward the front windows.

"Your husband isn't here."

"He'll hear everything tonight."

Julian's attention returned to me.

"Then tell him I said you move differently when you know two men are watching."

My cunt went wet beneath the leggings.

"Anything else?"

"Tell him I understand the view now."

He walked away.

I stood between the machines, married, flushed, and desperate to get home.

Evan was waiting in the bedroom when I arrived.

The toy lay beside him.

His cock was already hard.

"Tell me exactly what he said."

I stripped slowly.

"He said I move differently when two men are watching."

"Was he right?"

I opened my legs.

"Watch and find out, cuck."


CHAPTER 18

EVAN - WHAT JULIAN ASKED

For a week after the private session, Julian touched Lena only when training required it.

The distance affected her more than she expected.

"Maybe he thinks he crossed a line," she said while we folded laundry.

"Did he?"

"No."

"Maybe he thinks I hated it."

"Did you?"

She tossed a shirt onto my pile.

"You stood outside the glass with your cock hard."

"He couldn't see that."

"He saw enough."

Her hands stopped.

"He asked about you today."

"What did he ask?"

"Whether the session made you uncomfortable."

"What did you say?"

"That you were uncomfortable before we arrived."

"Lena."

"It was true."

"What else?"

"He asked whether your jealousy was a problem or part of the point."

The laundry became invisible between us.

"And?"

"I told him to ask my husband."

My cock hardened.

Lena saw.

"Your body wants him to know."

"My body doesn't decide."

"No. You do."

She pushed me onto my back and straddled my thighs.

"Pretend I'm him."

"Again?"

"You need practice looking a bigger man in the eye."

She lowered her voice.

"Evan, does it bother you when I touch your wife?"

My cock moved beneath her.

"Yes."

"You hate it, but you keep watching."

"Yes."

"When?"

"When she says stop. When I say we're leaving."

We had discussed that outside the bedroom. Here, the roleplay turned immediately dirty.

"Do you like watching me stand behind her?"

"Yes."

"Do you imagine more?"

I grabbed her hips.

"Yes."

"What?"

She rubbed against me through our clothes.

"Your hands on her."

"Where?"

"Waist. Tits. Ass."

"My cock?"

The word sounded different in her mouth when she played him.

"Yes."

"Where?"

My face burned.

"Her mouth."

"And?"

"Her cunt."

"While you watch?"

"Yes."

Lena opened my pants and freed my cock.

"Would you want me to tell you I'm bigger?"

"Yes."

"Would you want your wife to say it?"

"Yes."

She rose, pushed her panties aside, and lowered herself onto me.

"Then maybe I should ask her."

I caught her thighs.

"Ask what?"

Lena returned to her own voice.

"Whether she wants to find out."

The words crossed from fantasy into possibility without hiding behind a joke.

"Do you?"

"Someday."

Jealousy opened inside me.

She leaned down and kissed me before it could turn cold.

"With you," she whispered. "Not around you. Not behind you. With you."

"Does that change his cock inside you?"

"It changes everything around it."

She moved faster.

"Would you want him to ask?"

"Yes."

"Would you answer?"

"I don't know."

"My shy little cuck."

The word pulled a groan from me.

"You'd answer," she said. "Your cock would answer before your mouth. Just like it did with me."

I rolled her beneath me and fucked her harder, angry at her certainty and desperate to prove it true.

"There he is," she gasped.

"Stop talking."

"Make me."

I kissed her hard and drove my cock into her slick cunt.

For several minutes, there was no Julian.

Only Lena beneath me, legs wide, taking everything I gave her.

Then, as I started to come, she whispered one final sentence.

"He might ask you next Tuesday."

I came so hard my vision blurred.

Later, while she slept, I stared at the ceiling and heard Julian's imagined voice.

Is your jealousy a problem or part of the point?

For the first time, I knew the answer.

It was the point.


CHAPTER 19

EVAN - WHAT I ADMITTED

Julian asked on Tuesday.

Lena had warned me.

Warnings did not prepare me for standing three feet from the man who had occupied our bed without ever entering our house.

I arrived at Iron Harbor at seven-twenty.

This time, I went inside.

Lena was finishing on the stair machine. Black shorts. Red sports bra. Sweat shining across her tits and stomach.

Julian stood at reception in a charcoal shirt and gray pants.

He saw me first.

"Evan."

We shook hands.

"Lena says the session helped."

"She said the same."

"She also said I made you uncomfortable."

"My wife enjoys talking."

"She enjoys honesty."

I looked toward Lena. She had seen us, but she stayed on the machine.

She wanted the two men inside her fantasy to speak without her.

"You asked whether my jealousy was a problem," I said.

Julian nodded.

"I work close to clients. Some husbands don't like it."

"Do you ask every husband?"

"Only when the wife tells me he likes the view from outside."

Heat climbed my neck.

"She said that?"

"Not exactly. Her body did."

The phrase sounded too much like Lena's belief that my cock told the truth.

"And what did my body say?"

Julian rested one hand on a machine.

"That you wanted me to know you were there."

"Maybe I didn't want to interrupt."

"Maybe."

He used the word like Lena did, leaving a door open.

"Did you touch my wife differently because I watched?"

The question escaped before I could soften it.

Julian considered me.

"Yes."

My pulse hammered.

"Why?"

"Because she responded differently."

"How?"

"Breathing. Eyes. The way she opened her hips when she knew you could see."

My cock hardened beneath my pants.

Julian's eyes dropped once.

Briefly.

He had seen.

I had wanted him to.

"Is that a problem?" he asked.

There it was.

I looked at Lena in the mirror.

She had stopped climbing. One hand rested on the machine. She watched our mouths.

"It's part of the point," I said.

Julian nodded.

No mockery.

Recognition.

"Then we're clear."

"About what?"

"I won't disrespect your marriage."

The answer loosened something inside me.

Then he added, "But I won't pretend I don't want your wife."

My mouth went dry.

"She'd know you were pretending."

"I think she would."

Lena approached us, breathing lightly.

"Everything good?"

Julian looked at me.

"Your husband and I understand each other."

"Do you?"

"He knows I notice you. I know he likes knowing."

The directness left her speechless for half a second.

Then she smiled at me.

"My honest husband."

"Don't get used to it."

Julian picked up his tablet.

"See you Thursday, Lena."

She looked at his pants.

"Gray again?"

I stared at her.

Julian laughed, genuinely surprised.

"Maybe."

He walked away.

Lena took my hand and guided it to the small of her back as we left.

"You told him."

"He already knew."

"You said it was part of the point."

"You heard?"

"I read your lips in the mirror."

She stopped beside the car.

"Do you know what that did to me?"

"Tell me at home."

"I can't wait."

She kissed me beneath the parking-lot lights with the gym doors behind us and Julian somewhere inside.

Then she opened the rear door and climbed into the back seat.

"What are you doing?"

Lena pulled her shorts and panties down.

"Showing my husband what honesty did to his wife."

Her pussy glistened beneath the parking lights.

"Get in."

"Here?"

"The windows are dark."

"Julian could walk out."

Her smile sharpened.

"That's why your cock is hard."

I climbed into the car.

Lena spread her legs across the seat.

"Taste me while his words are still inside my head."

I buried my face in her cunt.

She grabbed my hair and looked through the rear window toward the gym.

"He wants your wife," she whispered. "He told you. And now you're licking the pussy he wants."

My tongue worked her clit.

"Good cuck. Don't hide from it."

She came against my mouth with one hand pressed to the fogging glass.

I lifted my face.

"Home."

"Why?"

I opened my pants.

"Because I'm going to fuck you while you tell me exactly how he said it."

Lena licked her taste from my lips and whispered, "Drive fast."


CHAPTER 20

EVAN - HIS FIRST MESSAGE

Julian's first message came through the gym app.

It was addressed to both of us.

Julian Vega: Good meeting you, Evan. Lena's hip rotation is improving. If you both want another private session, Saturday works.

Professional words.

The fact that he included me made them intimate.

Lena sat beside me at the kitchen island while we read.

"He wants you in the conversation," she said.

"It's scheduling."

"Then answer like a husband."

I typed.

Evan: Saturday works. Same room.

Julian replied within a minute.

Julian: Same view?

The message changed the air.

Lena's hand moved to my thigh.

"He said it."

"He is joking."

"No. He is testing whether my husband admits it in writing."

I stared at the screen.

Then typed:

Evan: Better view this time.

Lena inhaled.

Julian's answer came after a longer pause.

Julian: Then Lena should wear the red shorts.

My cock hardened.

Lena smiled slowly.

"He remembers them."

"Of course he remembers."

"Jealous?"

"Yes."

"Answer him."

"You answer."

She took my phone.

Lena: My husband likes red on me. He likes your hands on it too.

"Lena."

"No lies."

Three dots appeared.

Julian: I noticed.

Lena put the phone on the counter.

Neither of us touched it.

The three words were enough.

"He noticed his hands on your ass?"

"Hips."

"The shorts made it look like your ass."

"Your cock wants it to be my ass."

She opened my pants while we waited for the next message.

Julian: Evan, tell me where you want to stand Saturday. Inside or outside the glass.

Lena wrapped her hand around my cock.

"Answer."

I typed with one thumb.

Evan: Outside first. Inside when I choose.

The directness made Lena's hand move faster.

Julian: Understood.

Then a final message.

Julian: Lena, I want you to know I will notice you either way.

My wife froze.

Her cunt must have clenched because her thighs pressed together.

"Read it aloud," I said.

She did.

"Again."

"He will notice me either way."

"What does that do to you?"

Lena lifted her skirt and pulled my hand between her legs.

Her pussy was soaked.

"This."

"Tell him."

She looked at me.

"Really?"

"No photograph. No private thread. We both see every word."

That had been decided before the message turned sexual.

Now Lena typed without hesitation.

Lena: My husband wants you to know that made me wet.

I could feel her heartbeat through her cunt beneath my fingers.

Julian took almost a minute to answer.

Julian: Then your husband knows exactly what he is doing.

I pushed two fingers into Lena.

She gasped and caught the edge of the counter.

"He thinks you are doing this on purpose," she whispered.

"I am."

"Tell him."

I typed:

Evan: I know what my wife wants. I am learning what I want to watch.

Julian: Saturday, then.

The exchange ended there.

No more messages.

No explicit invitation.

No picture.

It was already the filthiest conversation I had ever had with another man.

Lena climbed onto the counter, opened her legs, and pulled me between them.

"Fuck me while the group chat is still open."

I pushed my cock into her cunt.

The phone rested beside her hip with Julian's last message on the screen.

Saturday, then.

Lena wrapped her legs around me.

"What does he know?"

"That you are wet."

"More."

"That I am fucking you because he noticed you."

"More."

"That your husband wants a better view."

She gripped my shoulders.

"Tell me what he pictures."

"You on the training table."

"Clothes?"

"Red shorts pulled aside."

"His cock?"

"Hard. Bigger than mine."

"And my cuck?"

"Outside the glass."

"Touching himself?"

"Yes."

Lena came around my cock, staring at the message between us.

I came seconds later.

The phone screen went dark.

The words did not.


CHAPTER 21

LENA - THE STORY I BROUGHT HOME

I talked the entire drive home.

I told Evan how Julian had looked at his cock through the fabric. I told him the glance had lasted less than a second and still felt intimate. I told him another man now knew my husband became hard when he touched me.

"Did that embarrass you?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Did you like it?"

"Yes."

The answer made my pussy throb against the seat.

"He said he wants me."

"I heard."

"Say it."

Evan's hands tightened around the wheel.

"Julian wants my wife."

"And?"

"My wife wants him to."

I slipped my hand beneath my skirt.

"And?"

"Her cuckold husband likes knowing."

My fingers found my clit.

"Good."

Evan looked over once and saw what I was doing.

"Wait until we get home."

"No."

"Lena."

"You told another man the truth. You don't get a quiet drive."

I opened my legs.

"Tell me what you saw when he looked down at you."

"He saw I was hard."

"Hard because he wants your wife."

"Yes."

I pushed two fingers into my pussy.

"Did he look proud?"

"No."

"Disappointed?"

"No."

"What, then?"

"Like he understood."

That answer pushed me closer than cruelty would have.

The fantasy felt possible because Julian did not treat Evan as furniture.

He saw my husband.

He wanted me anyway.

"What do you want him to do next?" I asked.

"Touch you."

"Where?"

"Your ass."

I moved my fingers faster.

"Over clothes?"

Evan hesitated.

"At first."

I smiled.

"What else?"

"Kiss your neck."

"My mouth?"

"Not yet."

The limit had been discussed before any scene. Here, it became fuel.

"Scared of his mouth, love?"

"Yes."

"Hard anyway?"

"Yes."

"Show me."

He took one hand from the wheel and opened his pants.

His cock rose against his shirt.

"Stroke it."

"I'm driving."

"One hand is enough."

He wrapped his fist around himself.

I watched my husband drive through Tampa traffic while touching his cock and describing what he wanted another man to do to me.

"He puts his hand on your ass."

"Hard?"

"Possessive."

"I look at you?"

"The whole time."

"Then?"

"You grind against him."

I gasped.

"His cock gets hard."

"Bigger than yours?"

"Yes."

"Say it without sounding polite."

Evan's fist moved faster.

"His big cock presses against my wife's ass while her little cuck jerks off and watches."

I came in the passenger seat, legs open, fingers inside my cunt.

Evan pulled into our garage before I stopped shaking.

The door closed behind us.

I climbed onto his lap before he turned off the engine.

"Fuck me here."

He lifted my skirt and pulled my panties aside.

I lowered myself onto his cock.

"Tell me why you want Julian."

"Because he wants me in front of you."

I rode him.

"More."

"Because he's bigger."

His hands gripped my hips.

"More."

"Because I want to see your face when he fills me."

"More."

I leaned close.

"Because wanting more isn't wanting instead."

Evan went still beneath me.

I touched his face.

"You are not the smaller version of him. He is not the bigger version of you."

His cock remained hard inside me.

"Then why compare?"

"Because comparison makes you honest."

I rolled my hips.

"And because nothing makes me feel filthier than watching my husband get harder while I tell him another man could stretch his wife's cunt wider."

Evan grabbed my ass and fucked upward into me.

"My dirty wife."

"Your hotwife."

"My greedy slut."

"Your greedy slut."

I rode him until he came inside me, calling him my honest little cuck every time jealousy made his hips slam harder.

We never made coffee.

We did not need it.

The fantasy had started making decisions with us.


CHAPTER 22

EVAN - MORE, NOT INSTEAD

The next morning, we had breakfast on Bayshore Boulevard.

Lena wore a yellow sundress and sunglasses. She looked like a woman who had not spent the previous night fingering herself in traffic while her husband stroked his cock beside her.

That contrast kept me half hard beneath the table.

"More, not instead," I said.

She lowered her sunglasses.

"Still thinking about it?"

"What if you try something bigger and stop wanting me?"

"You think my cunt is a loyalty test?"

"Don't make it sound stupid."

"I'm making it sound like the fear under the question."

She reached beneath the table and placed her hand on my thigh.

"I already know other men exist. I know some are taller, stronger, bigger. You knowing it too doesn't erase nine years."

"Easy for you to say."

"No."

Her fingers moved higher.

"It isn't easy to tell my husband I want another cock. It isn't easy to watch jealousy move across your face and trust that I haven't broken you."

"You like the jealousy."

"I like when you choose it."

"And if I can't?"

"Then we stop the real world and keep the fantasy in our bed."

She said it simply, before any heat took over.

Then the waiter returned.

Young. Tall. Dark hair. His eyes dropped into the front of Lena's dress when he refilled her water.

She noticed.

I noticed her noticing.

After he left, Lena whispered, "He wants to see my tits."

"Maybe he wants a tip."

"He can want both."

Her hand found my cock beneath the tablecloth.

"Are you imagining me with him now?"

"No."

She squeezed.

"Liar."

"He's a waiter."

"He has a cock."

"You don't know that."

"You want me to check?"

My cock jumped in her hand.

Lena smiled.

"Poor cuck. Every man with a body becomes a question now."

The waiter approached again.

Lena opened her knees beneath the table.

The yellow dress covered everything.

Only I knew she had pulled her panties aside.

"What are you doing?"

"Giving my husband a private view."

The waiter asked whether we wanted more coffee.

Lena looked up at him while two fingers moved over her pussy beneath the dress.

"Please," she said.

Her voice remained calm.

I watched the man's eyes drop again.

Lena's fingers disappeared deeper.

My cock hardened painfully.

The waiter walked away without knowing my wife had touched herself while looking at him.

"You are out of control."

"No."

She held her wet fingers beneath the table.

"I'm exactly where I want to be."

She touched the slick tips to my lips.

I sucked them clean.

"What does that make me?"

"Hungry."

"Try again."

"Your cuck."

"Good."

The waiter returned with coffee.

Lena crossed her legs and smiled at him.

I knew her cunt was still open beneath the yellow dress.

On the drive home, she made me pull into a quiet section of a parking garage.

"Get out."

"Why?"

"You asked whether more would replace you."

I followed her behind the car.

Lena bent over the hood and lifted the dress.

Bare ass.

Panties pulled aside.

Pussy wet and waiting.

"Fuck me."

I opened my pants and pushed my cock into her.

She looked back over her shoulder.

"Feel that?"

"Yes."

"Your wife can want the waiter. Julian. Grant, if we meet one. She can want every big cock in Tampa."

I grabbed her hips.

"And?"

"And still spread her legs for her husband in a parking garage after breakfast."

I fucked her hard against the hood.

"Say what I am."

"My cuck."

"More."

"My husband."

"Both."

"My cuckold husband."

She came around my cock.

I came inside her seconds later.

Then I pulled her panties into place, trapping my cum and her slick heat against her cunt.

Lena looked back.

"Now spend the drive home knowing your wife is sitting in this wet little thong because she talked about bigger cocks over breakfast."

The ride lasted twelve minutes.

I spent all twelve with one hand tight around the wheel and the other beneath her dress.


CHAPTER 23

LENA - THE OPEN WINDOW

Voyeurism entered our house through the bedroom window.

Not through a man.

Through the possibility of one.

Our bedroom faced west. Across the narrow courtyard stood another row of townhouses. Most windows reflected sunset. A few revealed lamps, kitchens, pieces of ordinary lives.

On Wednesday evening, I stood naked behind the glass while Evan watched from the bed.

"Close the blinds," he said.

"Why?"

"Someone could see."

I looked across the courtyard.

A man stood on a balcony two buildings away, watering plants.

Too far to see details.

Close enough to recognize a naked woman.

"He already did."

Evan sat upright.

The man had stopped watering.

His face remained turned toward our window.

My pussy tightened.

"Move away," Evan said.

I stayed.

"Lena."

"Look at him."

"I am."

"Now look at your cock."

Evan's cock had hardened against his stomach.

The contradiction made me smile.

I placed both hands on the glass and pushed my ass back.

From the balcony, the man would see my silhouette. The curve of my body. Maybe the dark triangle between my legs.

"Your wife has an audience."

"He doesn't know who you are."

"He knows I am naked."

I spread my legs farther.

"He knows my husband is watching me show him."

"He can't see me."

"Then come closer."

Evan left the bed.

He stood behind me, naked and hard.

The man across the courtyard remained on the balcony.

Evan placed one hand on my waist.

The other moved between my legs.

"You want him to see this?"

"I want him to wonder."

My husband pushed two fingers into my pussy.

I gasped against the glass.

The man on the balcony shifted.

His hand moved near his waist.

Maybe adjusting his shorts.

Maybe touching himself.

The uncertainty was enough.

"Tell me what he sees," Evan said.

"A married slut in the window."

"More."

"Her cuck behind her."

"More."

"His hand in her wet cunt while another man watches."

Evan fucked me with his fingers.

The glass cooled my tits and cheek.

"Look at him," I said.

"I am."

"Does he look hard?"

"Maybe."

"Make it yes."

Evan's fingers drove deeper.

"He is stroking his cock while he watches my wife."

My cunt clenched.

"Bigger than yours?"

"You can't see."

"Imagine."

"Yes. Bigger."

The answer sent me over.

I came against the window while a stranger stood across the courtyard.

Evan covered my mouth with one hand and kept moving inside me with the other.

When my knees weakened, he held me upright.

The man finally went inside.

His balcony door closed.

Evan pulled me away from the glass and pushed me onto the bed.

"You enjoyed that too much."

"So did your cock."

I wrapped my hand around him.

"Fuck me where he can still see the movement."

Evan turned me on all fours near the window and drove into my pussy.

The curtains remained open.

No one stood on the balcony now.

The possibility stayed.

"This is what you want at the lounge," he said, fucking me hard. "A room watching."

"Yes."

"A man wanting you."

"Yes."

"Your cuck holding you open for the view."

"Yes."

He slapped my ass.

The sound filled the room.

"Tell me who you are."

"Your hotwife."

"More."

"The slut you show other men."

Evan came inside me while our bodies moved against the lit window.

Afterward, we closed the blinds together.

Not because the fantasy had gone too far.

Because we wanted to choose the next audience.


CHAPTER 24

EVAN - THE DRESS

We went shopping on Sunday.

Lena made me choose the store, dress, shoes, and lingerie.

"This is your fantasy too," she said as we entered a boutique near Hyde Park Village. "You don't get to hide while your wife turns herself into someone other men want."

The sales associate had silver-blond hair, red glasses, and the expression of a woman who had watched hundreds of couples lie about why they were shopping.

"What occasion?" she asked.

Lena looked at me.

"My husband is taking me dancing."

"Special night?"

"He wants other men to notice."

The associate paused.

Lena smiled as if she had only commented on the weather.

"Red," I said. "Something tight."

The woman looked from me to Lena.

"I have an idea."

She returned with a deep red dress.

Thin straps. Low back. Fabric that would cling from Lena's tits to her ass before ending high on her thighs.

Lena entered the fitting room.

When she stepped out, the boutique disappeared around her.

The dress showed the exact outline of her body. No bra. Every curve visible.

A man waiting near another fitting room looked up from his phone.

His eyes stayed on my wife.

Lena saw him.

Then she looked at me.

"This one?"

My cock hardened.

"Turn around."

She turned slowly.

The dress pulled tight over her ass.

The stranger shifted in his seat.

Lena watched him through the mirror.

"He likes it."

"I asked you."

"Your cock already answered."

The associate brought black heels and a lace thong.

"The dress works best without lines," she said.

Lena lifted the thong.

"My husband might take it away before the night ends."

The associate gave a small professional smile.

The man across the room stopped pretending to look at his phone.

Lena entered the fitting room again and crooked one finger at me.

I followed.

The curtain closed.

"He is still looking," she whispered.

"He can't see through the curtain."

"He saw you come in."

She pushed the straps down.

The dress folded beneath her tits.

"Touch me."

My hands covered her.

"Imagine I'm trying this on for Julian."

"He wouldn't deserve the dress."

"Jealous."

"Yes."

She lifted the skirt.

No panties.

Her pussy was already slick.

"You came in here naked?"

"I took them off in the other fitting room."

"Where are they?"

She opened her purse.

The black panties lay inside, wet at the crotch.

"Practicing."

My fingers slid into her cunt.

Lena caught the wall.

"Quiet," I whispered.

"Make me."

I fucked her with my hand while the stranger sat a few feet beyond the curtain and the sales associate arranged clothes nearby.

"Tell me what happens at the lounge."

"A man watches me walk in."

"Like the one outside?"

"Bigger."

I curled my fingers.

"He asks me to dance."

"What do you do?"

"I look at my husband."

"Then?"

"I let the man put his hands on me."

"Where?"

"Ass. Waist. Tits if my cuck says yes before the night begins."

"Not tits."

She smiled through a moan.

"Scared?"

"Hard."

"Both."

I rubbed her clit with my thumb.

"What do you give me?"

"My wet thong."

"And what do you tell him?"

Her breath broke.

"That my husband is holding my panties while I grind on his cock."

She came against my hand, mouth pressed to my shoulder.

I pulled my fingers free.

Lena sucked them clean while watching herself in the mirror.

Then she took my cock out and stroked it beneath the red dress.

"Come on my tits," she whispered.

"You'll ruin it."

"Buy it dirty."

I came across her bare tits inside the fitting room.

Lena wiped my cum with the black thong and pulled the dress back over her body.

The red fabric hid everything.

The thong disappeared into my pocket.

She stepped outside composed, face flushed.

"The fit is excellent," the associate said.

"My husband checked."

The stranger looked at me, then at Lena, as if he understood more than he should.

We bought the dress and heels.

I carried the bag home knowing I had chosen exactly how my wife would look when another man put his hands on her for the first time.


CHAPTER 25

EVAN - CUCK IN DAYLIGHT

Until that week, Lena used cuck only when we were naked.

Then she said it at lunch.

The red dress hung in a garment bag over the empty chair beside us. A young waiter kept looking down the front of Lena's sundress whenever he filled her water.

Lena noticed.

I noticed her noticing.

"He wants you," I said after he walked away.

"Maybe he wants a tip."

"He wants to see your tits."

"Jealous?"

"A little."

Her sandal slid along my calf beneath the table.

"Hard?"

"Lena."

Her foot found the shape in my pants.

"My cuck gets shy in daylight."

The word hit differently among coffee cups and silverware.

My cock hardened beneath her foot.

"You can't say that here."

"I just did."

The waiter returned.

Lena smiled at him while her toes pressed against my cock.

"Could we have the check?"

His eyes dropped again.

"Of course."

After he left, she leaned close.

"He thinks I'm taking my husband home."

"You are."

"He doesn't know the husband is going to make his wife describe the waiter while he fucks her."

I paid too quickly.

In the elevator to the parking garage, another man entered on the second floor. Late forties. Expensive suit. Wedding ring.

His eyes went to Lena, then to the garment bag.

"Special occasion?" he asked.

Lena looked at me before answering.

"My husband bought me a dress for other men."

The stranger blinked.

I stopped breathing.

Lena smiled sweetly.

"He likes sharing the view."

The elevator seemed to shrink.

The man's eyes moved over her body again. More openly this time.

"Lucky men," he said.

"Lucky husband," Lena corrected.

The doors opened.

We walked out.

My cock was painfully hard.

"What the fuck was that?" I asked when the elevator closed.

"Truth with clothes on."

"He thinks we're insane."

"He thought I was available to his eyes."

She pressed me against the concrete wall.

"And you liked him knowing."

"You surprised me."

"Your cock loved the surprise."

Her hand moved over the front of my pants.

"Say it here."

"Say what?"

"What you are."

A car entered the garage two rows away.

I looked toward the sound.

Lena squeezed my cock.

"Say it before someone sees your wife touching you."

"Your cuck."

"Louder."

"Your cuck."

Her smile warmed and sharpened at the same time.

"Good husband."

She pulled me into the back seat.

The garage lights cut pale strips across her body. Lena lifted the sundress and revealed she had taken off her panties in the restaurant bathroom.

"Where are they?"

"Your jacket pocket."

I checked.

Warm black lace.

Wet enough to darken the fabric.

"You planned this."

"I planned to see whether my husband could hear cuck in daylight and still want me."

She opened her legs.

"Answer."

I knelt between them.

"I want you."

"Like this?"

"Especially like this."

I licked her pussy in the back seat while footsteps passed somewhere beyond the car.

Lena kept one hand over her mouth and the other in my hair.

"Think about the man in the elevator," she whispered. "He knows another man will touch your wife in that red dress."

My tongue moved faster.

"He knows you bought it."

She rocked against my mouth.

"He knows you're a cuck."

I pushed two fingers into her cunt.

"Say it again."

"My cuckold husband."

She came quietly, thighs tightening around my head.

When I lifted my face, Lena licked her taste from my mouth.

"Still ashamed?"

"Yes."

"Good."

She pulled my cock out.

"Shame makes you so hard."

I fucked her across the back seat while the red dress hung from the car handle beside us.

Afterward, she pulled on her wet panties and sat upright.

"You know what changed today?"

"You humiliated me in an elevator."

"No."

She kissed my cheek.

"The word came outside with us."

It followed us all the way home.


CHAPTER 26

EVAN - THE COMPARISON

The measuring tape was mine.

Lena found it in the kitchen drawer and carried it into the bedroom with the black toy beneath her other arm.

"No."

"You don't know what I'm doing."

"I know exactly what you're doing."

She placed both on the bed.

"Then your imagination is improving."

I stood at the foot of the mattress while she undressed.

"Take your cock out."

"Lena."

"We compare every night without numbers. Tonight, my cuck gets numbers."

I opened my pants.

My cock was already hard.

Lena knelt in front of me and wrapped the tape around the thickest part.

Her face remained inches away.

"Not bad."

"Not bad?"

"For a husband."

She measured from base to head, wrote the number in a note on her phone, then picked up the toy.

The black cock was thicker and longer by design.

She measured it slowly.

"Bigger."

"I can see that."

"A lot bigger."

My cock twitched.

Lena laughed softly.

"You love hearing it."

"I love you saying it."

The answer stopped her teasing for half a second.

Then she kissed the head of my cock.

"Good answer."

She lay back and spread her legs.

"Which one first?"

"Mine."

"Possessive cuck."

I climbed over her and pushed into her pussy.

Lena wrapped her legs around me.

"Feel how easy you fit."

"You've had me for nine years."

"Exactly. My cunt knows you."

She reached for the toy beside us.

"But I want to feel challenged."

I pulled out.

Lena put the toy against herself and looked at me.

"Tell me what it represents."

"Julian."

"More."

"Julian's bigger cock."

She pushed the head into her cunt.

Her mouth opened.

"Keep talking."

I took the toy and drove it deeper.

"The trainer's cock is stretching my wife."

"More."

"Her husband is watching her take something bigger."

"What does that make him?"

"A cuck."

Lena's fingers found her clit.

"Your cuck."

I fucked her with the toy.

Her pussy opened around the black cock, slick and hungry.

"Look at it," she gasped. "Look how wide your wife opens for him."

"It's not him."

"Make it him."

I drove the toy harder.

"Julian is fucking your cunt."

"Yes."

"His big cock is opening you."

"Yes."

"And your husband is too small to fill you like that."

The words hurt as I said them.

Lena came harder because of it.

Her body arched. Her cunt gripped the toy. She cried out, then laughed through the last shake.

"You said it."

"You made me."

"Your cock wanted to."

I stroked myself above her while the toy remained inside.

"Pull it out."

Lena obeyed.

Her pussy stayed open for one obscene second.

"Now fuck me."

I pushed my cock into the stretched, soaked cunt.

The difference was real.

She took me easily.

Lena looked up at me.

"Smaller."

I fucked her harder.

"Say the rest."

She caught my face.

"Smaller than the fantasy."

She kissed me.

"But you're the man inside me. You're the man who held the bigger cock. You're the man who made me come around it."

My jealousy turned warm instead of cold.

"Did you like it more?"

"The stretch? Yes."

The honest answer tightened every muscle in my body.

"And this?"

She clenched around me.

"This is mine."

I came deep inside her.

Afterward, Lena placed the tape around my softening cock again.

"Same size," she said.

"Disappointed?"

"No."

She put the tape around my wrist.

"This is what controls the toy."

Then around my neck.

"This is where I hold my husband when he fucks me after."

She threw the tape aside.

"Numbers tell one truth. They don't tell the whole night."

The comparison had not answered whether Julian was truly bigger.

It had answered something more important.

I wanted my wife to compare us because surviving the truth made the fantasy feel possible.


CHAPTER 27

EVAN - THE REHEARSAL

One week before the lounge, Lena asked for a rehearsal.

"No touching," she said over dinner. "Just a hotel bar. I wear something that makes men look. You sit far enough away to feel it."

The planning happened before we left.

No stranger would be invited into the real scene that night.

The point was to discover what watching did to us when the men were not imaginary.

Lena wore a black dress shorter than anything she owned before the confession.

No bra.

A red thong beneath it.

We chose a hotel near the airport where nobody knew us.

I entered first and took a seat at the far end of the bar.

Lena waited ten minutes.

Then she walked in alone.

Three men looked immediately.

One wore a wedding ring and loosened tie. One sat with a laptop. The third was younger, broad through the shoulders, drinking beer with a friend.

Lena chose a stool between the businessman and the younger man.

She did not look at me.

The bartender brought her wine.

The businessman spoke first.

I could not hear the words.

I watched Lena smile.

He leaned closer.

Her knees turned slightly toward him.

My cock hardened beneath the table.

She took out her phone.

Lena: His name is Paul. Married. Thinks I am waiting for someone.

Evan: You are.

Lena: He asked whether my husband knows I am here.

Evan: What did you say?

Her answer appeared while Paul watched her type.

Lena: I said my husband picked the dress.

Paul glanced around the bar.

Lena did not point at me.

The secrecy made the scene hotter.

The younger man on her other side said something. Lena turned.

Now two men had her attention.

She crossed her legs.

The hem rose.

A strip of red thong appeared.

Both men saw.

My hand went beneath the table.

Lena's phone lit again.

Lena: The young one saw my panties.

Evan: Did you show him?

Lena: I showed my cuck.

She looked across the room at last.

Her eyes found mine.

Then she opened her knees for half a second.

The red thong showed clearly beneath the black dress.

The younger man followed her gaze and saw me watching.

His expression changed.

He understood.

Not everything.

Enough.

Lena returned to her wine.

The man leaned close and whispered near her ear.

My phone vibrated.

Lena: He asked whether you like watching men talk to me.

Evan: Tell him yes.

She did.

The younger man's eyes moved to me.

He raised his glass slightly.

A salute.

Humiliation and excitement struck together.

I raised mine back.

Lena smiled between us.

For the next twenty minutes, she let both men flirt.

No touch beyond a hand on the back of her stool.

No invitation.

Nothing hidden.

It was enough to make my cock ache.

When she finished the wine, Lena stood and walked toward the restroom corridor.

Her message arrived.

Lena: Men's room is empty. Two minutes.

I followed.

She pulled me into a single restroom near the conference hall and locked the door.

"How did it feel?"

"Like every man in the bar knew."

"The young one did."

She lifted the dress.

The red thong was soaked.

"Look what the rehearsal did."

I pulled it down.

Lena stepped out and handed it to me.

"Smell it."

I pressed the lace to my face.

"Whose fault?"

"Both men."

"And?"

"My wife."

"And?"

"Her cuck watching."

Lena knelt and opened my pants.

"You behaved well."

She took my cock into her mouth.

The men from the bar remained one wall away.

I gripped her hair.

"What did he whisper?"

She pulled back.

"That your wife looked like trouble."

"What did you answer?"

"I said my husband hopes so."

She sucked me again.

I came in her mouth while strangers drank outside.

Lena swallowed, stood, and kissed me.

Then she left the restroom without panties.

I returned to the bar thirty seconds later with the red thong in my pocket.

The younger man saw Lena sit beside me at last.

He looked at her bare thighs, then at my pocket, as though he could guess what had changed.

Lena leaned close.

"Ready for the real night?"

My cock was already hard again.

"Yes."


CHAPTER 28

EVAN - THE MEN SHE NOTICED

The rehearsal changed the way Lena looked at ordinary men.

Or maybe it changed the way she let me see her looking.

The next evening, we sat on the patio with wine while Tampa traffic moved beyond the palms. Lena wore my shirt and no panties. One bare foot rested on the chair between my legs.

"Paul," she said.

"The married businessman?"

"He kept looking at my ring."

"Maybe he was worried."

"No. He liked it."

She dragged her toes over the front of my shorts.

"The younger one liked you watching."

"He liked the game."

"He raised his glass to you."

"I remember."

"Your cock remembers too."

She pressed harder.

I caught her ankle.

"How many men do you notice now?"

"Honestly?"

"Always."

Lena considered the courtyard.

"The waiter from breakfast. The man in the elevator. The one across the window. Julian. Both men at the hotel bar."

"That's a week."

"You asked."

"Who else?"

Her eyes returned to mine.

"Your friend Daniel."

Jealousy arrived differently.

Daniel had stood beside me at our wedding. He had eaten in our kitchen, helped us move, and hugged Lena dozens of times.

"Daniel?"

"He looks at my ass when he thinks you aren't watching."

My cock hardened beneath her foot.

Lena smiled slowly.

"That one hurts more."

"Because I know him."

"Because he knows you."

"Do you want him?"

"I have imagined him."

The answer landed heavy.

"When?"

"After your birthday last year. He hugged me from behind while we cleaned the kitchen. His cock was hard against my ass."

"You never told me."

"I didn't know we told each other those things then."

She moved from her chair and knelt between my legs.

"Now we do."

Lena opened my shorts and took out my cock.

"Tell me the picture."

"You want to hear about your best friend?"

"I want every man who has been inside my wife's head."

She stroked slowly.

"Daniel bends me over this patio table."

My cock jumped.

"Where am I?"

"Inside. Watching through the glass."

"Does he know?"

"You let him know."

"Bigger than me?"

Lena kissed the head.

"Maybe."

"Make him bigger."

She smiled.

"Much bigger."

I groaned.

"Who else?"

"My boss."

"Scott?"

"He sends messages after ten. Always about work. Never only about work."

"You think he wants you?"

"I know he does."

Her lips moved down my cock.

"What do you imagine?"

Lena pulled back.

"A conference hotel. He tells me my room was upgraded. I open the door and find out the suite is his."

"And me?"

"Reading every message."

"Do I come to the hotel?"

"Later. After he makes your wife tell him what her husband likes to watch."

My hand closed in her hair.

"More."

"The neighbor."

I pictured the man across the courtyard.

"You don't know his name."

"That makes it hotter."

She took me deep, then pulled away with wet lips.

"He watches from his window. You choose my bikini. I bend beside the pool. He touches himself where he thinks we can't see."

"And you show him more."

"Every day."

"Do I invite him?"

"Eventually."

The future opened between us, not as a plan but as a field of dirty possibilities.

"A couple," Lena said.

"What couple?"

"One we meet on vacation. The wife sees you staring at her. I see her husband staring at me."

My jealousy tangled with a different heat.

"You want me with another woman?"

"I want to know whether I can watch."

"Would it hurt?"

"Yes."

"Would you get wet?"

"Look at me."

Lena opened the shirt.

Her fingers moved between her legs.

She was already slick.

"The thought of my husband inside another woman makes me want to slap you and suck your cock at the same time."

"Which first?"

She slapped my thigh.

Then took me into her mouth.

The conversation became fragmented as our bodies took over.

"Friend," I said.

She sucked harder.

"Boss."

Her fingers pushed into her cunt.

"Neighbor."

She moaned around me.

"Another couple."

Lena released my cock and climbed onto my lap.

"Two men."

The words stopped me.

She lowered her pussy over my cock.

"One in my mouth. One in my cunt. My husband watching."

"You thought about that too?"

"Since the toy."

She rode me slowly.

"Your cock inside me. Another one in my ass."

My fingers dug into her hips.

"Greedy."

"Very."

"Three?"

Lena's eyes darkened.

"One day."

My cock throbbed inside her.

She felt it and smiled.

"See? Every new man is not a replacement. He is another way to make my husband lose control."

"And Grant?"

"Grant is first because we don't know him."

"Safer?"

"Simpler."

She leaned close.

"But not safe. Not when his cock is against me and my panties are in your hand."

I fucked upward into her.

"Tell me what you are."

"Your wife."

"More."

"Your hotwife."

"More."

"The slut who notices every cock in the room because her cuck finally asked her to look."

She came around me on the patio while the open window across the courtyard stayed dark.

I followed seconds later.

Afterward, Lena rested against my chest.

"That's the truth," she said before the heat could rise again. "All of it."

I looked at the woman in my arms and the future she had just filled with men I knew, men she worked for, strangers, couples, and bodies we had not yet imagined clearly.

"For tonight," I said. "Grant first."

Lena kissed my neck.

"Grant first."


CHAPTER 29

EVAN - THE PROMISE

Two nights before the lounge, Lena asked me to describe the fantasy while we were fully dressed.

No toy.

No hand around my cock.

No release close enough to excuse the truth.

The red dress hung behind her.

"Tell me what you want," she said.

"I want men to notice you."

"Why?"

"Because you're my wife. Because seeing them want you reminds me that you still leave with me."

"That sounds respectable."

"It isn't."

"Then stop making it clean."

I looked at the dress.

"I want a man to see your ass in that fabric and imagine pulling it up."

Lena's breathing changed.

"More."

"I want him to look at your wedding ring and understand your husband is close."

"More."

"I want him to touch you while you look at me."

"Where?"

"Waist. Hips. Ass."

"And my tits?"

"Not the first night."

"Scared?"

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"Yes."

Her gaze dropped to the front of my pants.

"Keep going."

"I want you to grind against him. I want to see his cock get hard through his pants."

"Bigger than yours?"

"Yes."

"You always make him bigger."

"So do you."

She smiled.

"What do I say to you?"

"You call me cuck."

"Only that?"

"You tell me he feels bigger."

"Through the dress?"

"You say you can tell."

"And what do you do?"

"Hold your panties."

Lena crossed the room.

"Warm?"

"Soaked."

She stopped in front of me.

"What do you do with them?"

"Smell them."

Her eyes darkened.

"In the lounge?"

"Under the table."

"Dirty husband."

"You asked."

She touched my face.

"What are you afraid of?"

"That you will look at him and forget to look back."

The room became quiet.

Lena removed her wedding ring and placed it in my palm.

"This isn't the marriage."

Then she took my other hand and pressed it between her legs through her jeans.

"This isn't the marriage either."

She touched my chest.

"We are."

"That sounds like a speech."

"Then here is the dirty version."

She opened her jeans and pushed my hand inside.

Her pussy was wet.

"I may want a cock bigger than yours. I may grind on a stranger until his pants are wet from my cunt. I may take off my panties and make my husband hold them."

My fingers moved over her clit.

"But I will look at you because seeing your jealousy is part of why I want any of it."

"And if you want him more than you expect?"

"I tell you."

"If he makes you wetter?"

"I tell you."

"If his cock feels bigger?"

"I tell you while you are inside me afterward."

My cock strained against my pants.

Lena smiled.

"There's my husband."

I pushed two fingers into her cunt.

"No secrets."

"No secrets."

"No using another man to hurt me outside the fantasy."

"Never."

"No pretending the comparison isn't real."

"Never."

I fingered her while she stood in front of the dress.

"Tell me what the woman in red wants."

Lena closed her eyes.

"She wants a strong man behind her. She wants his hand on her ass. She wants his cock hard against her while her husband watches."

Her voice shortened as my fingers moved faster.

"She wants... the room looking. She wants... you hard. She wants... her panties in your fist."

She came around my hand.

Then she dragged two fingers through her pussy and held them up.

"Look how wet I get when you stop trying to sound respectable."

I put her fingers in my mouth.

Then I bent her over the bed and fucked my wife while she made me repeat the fantasy until neither of us could pretend it was only words.


CHAPTER 30

EVAN - THE KISS WE SAVED

The kiss became the one thing we saved.

Lena could dance close.

A man could touch her waist, back, hips, and ass over the dress.

She could remove her panties and give them to me.

She could tell him her husband was watching.

But no mouth on mouth.

Not the first night.

We decided that at breakfast, before the red dress, before the music, before any stranger made the choice harder.

Then Lena spent four days making the denied kiss filthy.

On Monday, she stood in the kitchen and asked, "What about his mouth on my neck?"

"Fine."

"My ear?"

"Fine."

"Shoulder?"

"Fine."

"Tits?"

"No."

She smiled.

"Scared again."

"Yes."

On Tuesday, she kissed the corner of my mouth and whispered, "What if he misses?"

"He doesn't."

"What if I turn at the wrong second?"

"You won't."

"You trust me?"

"Yes."

The answer mattered more than the teasing.

On Wednesday, she sat on my lap with the black toy between us.

"Show me what you think a kiss changes."

"It makes him real."

"His hand on my ass doesn't?"

"Not the same way."

"Then make me feel it without his mouth."

I blindfolded her.

I stood behind her and pressed the toy between her ass cheeks while my mouth moved over her neck.

"Pretend I'm him."

"You don't smell like him."

"You don't know what he smells like."

"Not yet."

I bit her shoulder.

Lena moaned.

"His mouth here?"

"Yes."

I licked beneath her ear.

"Here?"

"Yes."

My hand covered her tit.

"Here?"

"Your hand, not his."

The answer steadied me.

Then she turned, blindfolded, and found my mouth.

We kissed while the toy pressed between our bodies.

"You want to taste the mouth that belongs to another man," I said.

"I want to bring it home to you."

"Not Friday."

"Not Friday."

She pushed me onto the bed.

The blindfold remained over her eyes as she took my cock into her mouth.

"Tell me what you imagine," I said.

She lifted her lips.

"A stranger dances with me. His hand slides lower. His cock gets hard. He bends toward my mouth."

"And?"

"I turn away."

She sucked me again.

"Why?"

"Because my husband wants the kiss saved."

"Does that make you angry?"

"No."

She released me and smiled beneath the blindfold.

"It makes me want the next night."

I grabbed her hair and guided her back onto my cock.

She took me deep.

"What do you tell the man?"

Lena pulled away, breathless.

"My husband isn't ready for your mouth."

"And what do you tell me?"

"That I wished he had kissed me."

The honesty made me groan.

"Then what?"

"You fuck me for wanting it."

I rolled her onto her back and drove my cock into her pussy.

The blindfold stayed on.

"Whose mouth?"

"Yours."

"Whose cock?"

"Yours."

"Who do you want Friday?"

"Another man."

I fucked her harder.

"Say it again."

"I want another man."

"And the kiss?"

"Saved."

She came with her mouth an inch from mine, the denied stranger's kiss somehow making our kiss hotter.

Afterward, Lena removed the blindfold.

"We're not protecting the kiss because kissing is bad," she said.

"I know."

"We're saving it because wanting more keeps us hungry."

I touched her lips.

"And next time?"

She kissed my fingertip.

"Next time, my cuck may have to watch."


CHAPTER 31

EVAN - THE NIGHT BEFORE

Thursday night, Lena placed the red dress on a hanger outside the closet.

The heels waited beneath it.

The black thong lay folded on the dresser.

The arrangement looked ceremonial.

I stood in the doorway while she sat at her vanity removing earrings.

"Nervous?" she asked through the mirror.

"Yes."

"Me too."

She rose and crossed the room.

"Tell me the worst picture in your head."

"You stop looking at me."

"More."

"You like his hands more than you expect."

"Probably."

The blunt answer tightened my stomach.

"You said worst. Not impossible."

"You feel his cock against you and want more than we planned."

"I probably will."

"Lena."

"Wanting is not doing."

She touched my face.

"You asked me to tell the truth before the room gets loud."

"What is your worst picture?"

Her expression changed.

"You see me enjoy it and go quiet. Not horny quiet. Gone quiet."

"Then we leave."

"Immediately."

"Together."

"Together."

That was all we needed before the clothes came off.

Lena lifted the black thong.

"Put this on me."

She turned.

I knelt and guided the lace up her legs.

My hands slid over her calves, thighs, and ass before settling the thong between her cheeks.

"What do you want another man to think when he sees the dress?"

"That my husband chose it."

"Why?"

"Because then he knows you're part of the invitation."

I stood behind her.

"And when you remove the thong?"

"I give it to you."

"Warm?"

"Soaked."

"What does he see?"

Lena watched us in the mirror.

"A married woman grinding on his cock with nothing under the dress."

My cock hardened against her ass.

"What does he say?"

"He tells me he can feel how wet I am."

"What do you say?"

She reached behind and stroked me through my pants.

"I tell him my cuck is watching."

I pulled the thong aside and pushed two fingers into her pussy.

Lena gasped.

"The night hasn't started."

"Practice."

"For what?"

"For keeping your eyes on me while another man makes you wet."

I fingered her in front of the red dress.

"Look at me."

She looked through the mirror.

"Who touches you tomorrow?"

"A stranger."

"Who chose the dress?"

"My husband."

"Who holds your panties?"

"My cuckold husband."

My fingers moved faster.

"Who takes you home?"

"You."

She came around my hand, eyes fixed on mine in the mirror.

I pulled my fingers out and pushed the wet thong back into place.

"Sleep in it."

"Already dirty."

"Good."

She turned and opened my pants.

"Your turn."

Lena knelt.

The red dress hung directly behind her head while she took my cock into her mouth.

"Tell me what you see," she said between slow strokes of her tongue.

"My wife kneeling."

"For who?"

"Me."

"Tomorrow?"

"Another man may imagine it."

She smiled and took me deep.

"He'll imagine more than that."

"What?"

She pulled away.

"He'll imagine getting me on my knees after the dance. He'll imagine pulling this thong down. He'll imagine fucking the mouth that keeps looking at her husband."

My hand tightened in her hair.

"Would you do it?"

"Not tomorrow."

"One day?"

She licked the head.

"One day, cuck."

I came across her tongue.

Lena swallowed, stood, and kissed me.

Then she climbed into bed wearing the wet black thong.

The red dress watched from the wall.

Neither of us slept much.


CHAPTER 32

LENA - MY HUSBAND'S FIRST QUESTION

Friday arrived slowly.

Every hour stretched around the dress hanging in our bedroom.

At noon, Evan sent one message.

Still scared.

I answered from a client's empty kitchen.

Still wet.

At five, I showered, dried my hair, and stood naked in front of the mirror.

The woman looking back at me was still Lena.

Wife. Photographer. Thirty-five. Married nine years.

She was also the woman who had made her husband come by whispering another man's name.

I put on the black thong first.

It still carried the faintest memory of the night before.

Then the red dress.

No bra.

Black heels.

Wedding ring.

Evan entered while I was applying lipstick.

He stopped.

The look on his face was the first reward of the night.

"Turn around."

I turned.

"Slowly."

I gave him the full view.

The dress hugged my tits, waist, hips, and ass. The thin straps exposed my shoulders. The hem stopped high enough that one careless movement would show the thong.

"You chose well," I said.

"Lift it."

I faced the mirror and pulled the skirt over my hips.

Evan saw the black lace between my ass cheeks.

His cock pushed visibly against his pants.

"Already hard, cuck?"

"You haven't left the bedroom."

"Another man hasn't touched me."

I spread my legs.

"Yet."

He came behind me and pressed his body to mine.

"One last conversation."

"Now?"

"Before the night."

His eyes met mine in the mirror.

"If I say we're leaving, we leave."

"Yes."

"No bathroom. No car with him. No kiss."

"Yes."

"Everything else stays where I can see."

"Yes."

I turned in his arms.

"Now no more questions."

He understood.

The planning ended.

The heat began.

I opened his belt and took out his cock.

"Tell me what you want him to do."

"Touch your ass."

I stroked him.

"More."

"Pull you against his cock."

"More."

"Make you wet enough to remove the thong."

I smiled.

"What do I do with it?"

"Give it to me."

"What do you do while he dances with your bare wife?"

"Hold it. Smell it. Touch myself under the table."

His voice had become rough.

"Good cuck."

I knelt in the red dress and took his cock into my mouth.

"Lena."

I looked up.

"Don't ruin your lipstick."

I pulled away and laughed.

"That's what worries you?"

"I want another man to see it first."

The sentence made my cunt pulse.

I stood.

"Then watch."

I pushed the thong aside and guided his hand under the dress.

"Feel how ready your wife is."

His fingers slid over my soaked pussy.

"Another man did that?"

"The idea of him."

I leaned close.

"The real one will do worse."

Evan's eyes darkened.

He pushed two fingers into me.

I caught his wrist.

"Not enough to make me come."

"Why?"

"I want to arrive hungry."

I pulled his wet fingers free and sucked them clean.

Then I repaired the thong and smoothed the dress.

"Now we're both desperate."

At the bedroom door, I looked back.

"One last question from me."

"What?"

"When another man puts his hands on your wife tonight, where do you want me to look?"

Evan answered without hesitation.

"At me."


CHAPTER 33

EVAN - RED

We drove separately.

That was Lena's idea.

She wanted me inside first. Seated. Waiting. She wanted to walk into the room as a woman other men saw before they understood she belonged to the man watching from the corner.

The lounge occupied the top floor of a downtown hotel.

Black glass. Brass lights. Low music that could be felt through the floor.

I found a table near the dance floor and ordered bourbon.

My hands shook when I lifted the glass.

At nine-fifteen, Lena entered.

The room changed around her.

Heads turned.

A man near the bar stopped speaking. A woman followed the line of his stare. Two men at a high table looked from Lena's legs to her wedding ring and back again.

My wife saw all of it.

Then she saw me.

She smiled.

Not the affectionate smile she used at home.

The smile she had discovered the night she called me cuck for the first time.

Lena crossed the room slowly.

The red dress moved over her body like wet paint.

She stopped at my table.

"Do I look like your wife?"

"Yes."

"Do I look available?"

"To their eyes."

"Good answer."

She leaned down and kissed me.

The men who had watched her enter now knew which husband she belonged to.

That made their attention hotter.

We drank one glass of wine together.

Lena did not sit facing me. She chose the chair beside mine and angled her knees toward the room.

Every time a man looked, she crossed or uncrossed her legs.

"You're showing them."

"Not enough."

"The thong?"

"A glimpse."

"Why?"

"Because you're watching them notice."

My cock hardened beneath the table.

She touched my thigh.

"There he is."

The first man to approach was too drunk.

Lena dismissed him with one look.

The second stared at her tits and spoke only to me.

"Your wife dances?"

"She decides."

Lena smiled but did not move.

He left.

The third man was Grant.

We did not know his name yet.

He was forty, maybe forty-two. Six feet two. Dark jacket. White shirt open at the throat. Strong hands. Calm eyes.

He looked at Lena first.

Then at me.

"Would your wife like to dance?"

Lena's hand tightened on my thigh.

I looked at her.

"Do you?"

That was the last question before the scene began.

Her answer was clear.

"Yes."

Grant offered his hand.

Lena took it.

She walked onto the dance floor without looking back until his hand settled at her waist.

Then her eyes found mine.

The music moved slowly.

Grant kept one hand on her waist and the other in hers. Respectful. Controlled.

Lena stepped closer.

Her tits touched his chest.

His hand moved to the small of her back.

She looked at me.

I nodded once.

Not a fresh decision in the heat.

Recognition.

The night was already ours.

Lena rested both arms around Grant's neck.

They moved together.

His body pressed against hers.

The first time his cock touched her through the red dress, she inhaled sharply.

Then she smiled at me.

My phone vibrated.

Lena: He is thick.

I typed beneath the table.

Evan: Bigger than me?

Her eyes moved to the phone hidden in the pocket of her dress. It lit against her hip. She drew it out while still dancing.

She read my message.

Her gaze dropped between their bodies.

Then she looked at me.

Lena: Yes, cuck.

My cock hardened painfully.

Grant's hand moved lower.

Over the dress.

Across the curve of her ass.

Lena pushed closer.

The fabric trapped his hand against her.

She whispered something near his ear.

Grant looked at me.

Then he smiled.

Lena returned to the table after the song.

Her face was flushed.

"His name is Grant."

"What did you tell him?"

"That my husband likes seeing men touch me."

"What did he say?"

"That he had guessed."

She took my hand and slid it beneath the table.

Her thong was soaked.

"Grant did this."

"He barely touched you."

"He pressed that big cock against me while looking at my husband."

Her fingers covered mine beneath the dress.

"Take them."

I hooked my fingers into the waistband.

Lena lifted her hips.

I pulled the thong down her legs beneath the table.

Warm.

Soaked through.

She stepped out of it and placed the lace in my fist.

"Now watch your bare wife dance with him."

Grant waited near the floor.

Lena stood.

Before she returned, she bent near my ear.

"Smell them, cuck. I want you hard when I look back."

She crossed the room without panties.

Grant's hand returned to her waist.

Then lower.

The red dress was the only fabric between his palm and my wife's bare ass.

Lena ground against him.

His cock became obvious beneath his pants.

I held her wet thong beneath the table and pressed it to my face.

Her scent filled me.

My hand closed around my cock through my trousers.

Lena watched.

Grant followed her eyes.

He knew.

The second song grew slower.

His mouth moved to her neck.

Lena tilted her head and gave him more skin.

He kissed beneath her ear.

Her eyes closed.

Then opened.

Found me.

My phone vibrated.

Lena: His mouth feels good.

Evan: Keep looking at me.

She did.

Grant kissed her shoulder.

His hand squeezed her ass.

Lena's hips moved over his cock.

The room watched a beautiful married woman dance with a stranger.

Only the three of us knew her panties were in her husband's fist.

When the song ended, Grant whispered near her mouth.

Their lips hovered inches apart.

The saved kiss entered the room.

Lena looked at me.

Not asking.

Reminding me what we had chosen before the night began.

She turned her face at the last second.

Grant's mouth dragged across her cheek.

He did not chase it.

Lena smiled.

The denial made all three of us hotter.

She returned to my table, took my hand, and pulled me toward the restroom corridor.

"Where are we going?"

"Somewhere you can taste what he did."

We entered a single private restroom and locked the door.

Lena lifted the red dress.

Her pussy was bare and soaked.

"Look."

I knelt.

"Grant made your wife drip through a song."

She placed one heel on the counter and opened wider.

"Clean me, cuck."

I licked her pussy while she gripped my hair and stared at our reflection.

"That's it. Taste the man you chose to watch."

My tongue worked her clit.

"He was bigger," she gasped. "I felt it. Thick against my cunt."

I pushed two fingers into her.

"Did you want it?"

"Yes."

"Did you want his kiss?"

"Yes."

The honest answer made me lick harder.

Lena came against my mouth, biting her fist to keep from screaming.

Then she pulled me up, opened my pants, and stroked my cock.

"Come on my face."

"Your makeup."

"Grant already ruined the respectable wife."

She knelt in the red dress.

I stroked while she looked up at me.

"What am I?"

"My husband."

"And?"

"My cuckold husband."

"What are you?"

"Your wife."

"And?"

Her smile sharpened.

"The hotwife who made two men hard tonight."

I came across her cheek and lips.

Lena wiped one finger through my cum and sucked it clean.

Then she repaired her lipstick, smoothed the dress, and took the soaked thong from my fist.

"No."

She put it back in my pocket.

"Keep it."

"We're leaving?"

"After one more dance."

"Without panties."

"You have them."

She opened the restroom door.

At the end of the corridor, Grant waited where the lounge lights began.

Lena looked at him, then at me.

"Watch carefully, cuck."

She walked back toward the man who had made her come without ever touching her bare pussy.

That was where our first experiment truly began.


EPILOGUE

EVAN - THE NEXT KISS

At 11:43 p.m., Lena danced with Grant one final time.

His hand rested beneath the hem of the red dress, high on her bare thigh.

My wife's warm, soaked thong remained closed inside my fist.

Their mouths moved close with every turn.

The kiss we had saved seemed to breathe between them.

Lena watched me over Grant's shoulder.

Her phone lit in my hand.

Lena: He wants to kiss me.

I typed with my thumb.

Evan: I know.

Lena: I want him to.

My cock went hard again.

Evan: I know.

She smiled across the room.

Grant's lips moved toward hers.

Lena turned her face at the last second, making his mouth drag over her cheek.

Then she whispered into his ear.

Grant looked at me.

Not amused.

Not frustrated.

Patient.

That patience frightened me more than pressure would have.

Lena returned to my table.

"What did you tell him?"

"That my husband saved the kiss for another night."

"And what did he say?"

"That anticipation makes women wet."

She took my hand and pushed it beneath the red dress.

Her bare pussy soaked my fingers.

"He was right."

I touched her while Grant watched from across the room.

Lena kept her eyes on him for three slow movements of my fingers.

Then she looked at me.

"Take me home."

Grant stopped us near the elevator.

He did not reach for Lena again.

He handed me a black card with only his first name and a number.

"For both of you," he said.

Then he looked at my wife.

"Red suits you."

Lena touched the place on her cheek where his mouth had landed.

"Next time, aim better."

My cock tightened.

Grant looked at me.

I should have hated the silent question between us.

Instead, I put the card in the same pocket as Lena's wet thong.

"Good night," I said.

"Good night, Evan."

He knew my name.

That detail followed us into the elevator.

The doors closed.

Lena knelt before we reached the tenth floor.

"What are you doing?"

She opened my pants.

"Taking my husband home hard."

Her mouth closed over my cock.

The elevator descended. Brass numbers changed above us. Lena sucked me with Grant's touch still on her body and another man's number in my pocket.

She stopped before the lobby.

A thin line of saliva connected her lips to my cock.

"Don't come yet."

"You don't control that."

"Tonight I do."

The doors opened.

She stood, repaired my clothes, and walked through the lobby in the red dress with no panties.

Every man who looked at her made the card in my pocket feel heavier.

In the parking garage, I bent Lena over the hood of her car.

The dress lifted easily.

Her cunt was swollen and shining.

I pushed my cock into the pussy Grant had made wet.

Lena cried out and looked back at me through the dark window.

"He was bigger."

I drove deeper.

"Say it again."

"Grant's cock felt bigger through his pants."

"And you wanted it."

"Yes."

I fucked her harder.

"Who gets you tonight?"

"My cuckold husband."

"Who do you kiss?"

"You."

"And next time?"

Her smile appeared in the reflection.

"Next time, love, you may have to taste him on my mouth."

I came inside her with the wet thong still clenched in my fist.

Lena stayed bent over while my cum leaked around my cock.

"Put them back on me," she whispered.

I pulled out and guided the soaked black lace up her legs.

The thong trapped everything against her pussy: her slick heat, my cum, the memory of Grant's cock grinding through the red dress.

She drove home wearing it.

I followed in my car, watching the red dress through her rear window at every light.

At home, Lena did not go upstairs.

She walked into the kitchen, opened the refrigerator, and drank water from the bottle.

The first night had begun in the same room with her saying Julian's name.

Now she stood before me with another man's handprint faintly visible through the red fabric.

"Take it off," I said.

"The dress?"

"Everything."

She raised her arms.

I pulled the red dress over her head.

The black thong remained dark and wet between her legs.

"Turn around."

Grant's fingers had left light marks on her ass.

I touched them.

"He squeezed hard."

"I told him to."

"When?"

"During the second song."

"You didn't tell me."

"I'm telling you now."

No apology. No hiding. Just the detail I had demanded from the beginning.

"What exactly did you say?"

Lena looked over her shoulder.

"I said, 'My husband wants to see whether you can leave marks through the dress.'"

My cock hardened again.

"Did I?"

"Your face said yes."

She pushed the thong down.

My cum and her slick heat shone between her thighs.

"Clean me."

I knelt on the kitchen floor.

Lena spread her legs and gripped the counter while I licked our mess from her pussy.

"Tell me what you taste," she said.

"You."

"More."

"My cum."

"More."

I looked up.

"The night."

Her smile softened for one heartbeat.

Then sharpened again.

"Grant made me wet. You filled me. Now my cuck cleans his wife while another man's number waits in his pocket."

I sucked her clit.

Lena came with both hands in my hair.

Afterward, she sat on the kitchen floor in my lap, naked and trembling.

I took out Grant's card.

"Do we message him tonight?"

"Do you want to?"

The question belonged here, after the scene, before the next choice.

"Yes."

Lena took her phone and created a group message with the number.

She named it RED.

Then she handed the phone to me.

I typed first.

Evan: We made it home.

Grant answered almost immediately.

Grant: I assumed you would.

Lena took the phone.

Lena: My husband tasted what you did to me.

Three dots appeared.

Grant: Did he like it?

She placed the phone in my hand.

I looked at my naked wife, the red dress on the kitchen floor, her swollen mouth, the marks on her ass, and the black thong beside Grant's card.

Evan: More than I wanted to.

The answer came after a pause.

Grant: Good. Tell your wife I still want the kiss.

Lena read it over my shoulder.

Her pussy pressed against my thigh.

She typed the final message.

Lena: Next time, ask my cuck while he is watching.

We went upstairs together.

Nothing had broken.

Something had opened.

Grant had touched my wife.

Lena had come because I tasted what another man did to her.

I had watched, suffered, and wanted more.

We had gone home without giving him the kiss.

That was the last night either of us pretended the kiss was the danger.


CONTINUE THE SERIES

MY WIFE'S SECRET HUNGER

Read the books in order:

BOOK 1 - THE CONFESSION  [YOU ARE HERE]

BOOK 2 - The First Rule  [READ NEXT]

BOOK 3

BOOK 4

BOOK 5

BOOK 6

BOOK 7

BOOK 8

BOOK 9

BOOK 10

THE CONFESSION WAS ONLY THE BEGINNING

BOOK 2: THE FIRST RULE

Grant left his marks on Lena, but Evan's first boundary is already turning into a countdown. In the next book, one forbidden kiss will reveal whether the rule was ever protection... or simply the most dangerous kind of foreplay.

The first rule was never built to survive.

Continue now with The First Rule.
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