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CHAPTER 1

EVAN - THE MORNING AFTER RED

The red dress was still on our kitchen floor when I woke.

Lena was not beside me.

For one blind second, I thought she had gone downstairs to answer Grant.

My cock hardened before the fear could finish forming.

That was the first truth of the morning.

The second waited in the bathroom mirror.

Lena stood naked at the sink, turning slowly beneath the white light. Grant's fingers had left pale marks on her ass where he had gripped her through the dress. My mouth had left darker ones along the inside of her thighs after I cleaned the mess from her pussy on the kitchen floor.

She saw me in the mirror.

"Morning, cuck."

The word landed lower than coffee ever could.

I leaned against the doorframe. "You woke up cruel."

"I went to sleep with another man's number in our phone and your cum trapped inside my thong. Cruel seemed honest."

She lifted the black lace from the counter.

It was dry now, stiff in places, carrying the faint mixed scent of her body and mine.

Grant had never touched the fabric directly.

He had still changed what it meant.

"The group chat has a message," she said.

I looked at her reflection instead of the phone.

"From him?"

"From Grant."

"Read it."

Lena picked up the phone.

"He wrote, 'I can still feel your ass in my hands. Tell your husband I want the kiss he saved.'"

My cock pressed against my shorts.

Lena's eyes dropped in the mirror.

"There he is."

"Don't."

"Don't what? Notice that my husband gets hard when another man asks to kiss me?"

She turned.

No towel. No attempt to soften the sight of her.

She crossed the bathroom and stopped close enough that her bare breasts touched my chest.

"Grant wants my mouth," she whispered. "Julian already watches it every Tuesday. Which one hurts more?"

I caught the back of her neck.

"Julian hasn't touched you."

"Not yet."

The answer came too easily.

I kissed her hard.

Lena opened at once, tongue pushing against mine, one hand sliding into my shorts. She wrapped her fingers around my cock and squeezed until my breath broke.

"Tell me the rule," she said against my mouth.

"No kissing other men."

"Why that one?"

"Because your mouth feels like mine."

Her smile touched my lips.

"My pussy didn't feel very private last night when Grant was grinding against it."

"Your pussy came home with me."

"My mouth did too."

She lowered to her knees.

My cock came free in her hand.

"But this is what scares you," she said. "Another man's taste on the mouth that sucks your cock."

Then she took me deep.

No warning. No slow beginning.

Her lips slid down until the head pressed against her throat. I gripped the counter and watched my wife suck me while Grant's message glowed on the screen behind her.

Lena pulled back with saliva shining along my cock.

"Picture his hand in my hair."

"Lena."

"Picture me looking at you while I take him."

She swallowed me again.

My hips moved before pride could stop them.

She gagged softly, recovered, and kept sucking.

The sound turned the picture in my head violent and clear.

Grant standing where I stood.

Julian behind her at the gym.

My wife on her knees for either of them while her eyes belonged to me.

I pulled her up by the hair and bent her over the sink.

Her pussy was already slick.

"Who made you wet?"

"Grant's message."

I drove my cock into her.

Lena cried out and braced both hands against the mirror.

"And Julian," she added.

I fucked her harder.

"Say it again."

"Julian at the gym. Grant asking for my mouth. My cuck husband pretending he hates both."

My reflection moved behind hers. Her tits shook with every hard stroke. The black thong lay beside the sink like evidence from a crime we planned to repeat.

"Look at me," I said.

She met my eyes in the mirror.

"Your wife wants the kiss," she whispered. "Not today. Not behind your back. But I want to watch you break when I finally open my mouth for another man."

My cock stayed hard.

That was the part I could not argue with.

I came inside her while she smiled at our reflection.

Afterward, Lena stayed bent over, my cum leaking slowly from her pussy.

She picked up the phone without standing.

"What do I tell Grant?"

I looked at the message.

Then at the woman wearing my come and another man's marks.

"Tell him the kiss is still mine."

She typed.

Lena: The kiss is still Evan's.

Grant answered before I pulled out.

Grant: For now.

Lena read it aloud.

Then she tightened around my cock.

"Tuesday is tomorrow," she said.

Julian.

The man whose name had started all of this.

The man who had not needed to touch her yet.

I watched my wife smile in the mirror and understood that the first rule had already become a countdown.


CHAPTER 2

LENA - WHAT GRANT LEFT BEHIND

Grant left marks on my body.

Julian lived in my head.

The difference mattered.

I stood beneath the shower after Evan left for work and let hot water run over the places both men occupied without being there. Grant's fingers had been real. His cock had been a hard shape grinding through my red dress. His breath had warmed my ear while my husband watched.

Julian had given me less.

A hand correcting my hips at the gym.

A voice behind me.

Gray training pants that made it impossible not to imagine what he carried beneath them.

Less contact.

More hunger.

I washed Evan's cum from between my legs and thought about the question he had not asked that morning.

Which man would I kiss first?

Grant had earned the next step by touching me in front of my husband.

Julian had earned nothing.

That made wanting him feel filthier.

My phone rested on the counter outside the shower.

The RED group chat remained open.

Grant: For now.

I could have answered.

Instead, I opened the private camera and recorded a voice note for Evan.

The water struck my shoulders. I lowered one hand to my pussy.

"Love, I'm in the shower thinking about tomorrow."

My fingers found my clit.

"I'm thinking about Julian standing behind me while I deadlift. I'm thinking about him seeing the marks Grant left and realizing another man already touched your wife."

I spread my legs beneath the water.

"And I'm thinking about your first rule. No kissing."

The word made my mouth feel sensitive.

"You chose my mouth because you need one part of me to stay yours. That makes me want to protect it."

I pushed two fingers into my cunt.

"It also makes me want to ruin it."

My breath shook.

"I want to come home with my lips swollen from another man and make you taste him. I want you angry. Hard. I want you holding my face while I tell you his tongue went deeper than yours."

My fingers moved faster.

"Not tomorrow. Not unless we choose it. But I want you to know what your rule does to me."

I came quietly, forehead against the tile, Evan's name in my mouth and Julian's body behind my eyes.

Then I sent the recording.

The three dots appeared almost immediately.

Evan: Are you still in the shower?

I smiled.

Lena: Yes.

Evan: Show me.

I took a photograph from the shoulders down. Wet breasts. Flat stomach. Two fingers still inside my pussy.

I sent it.

Evan called.

I answered on speaker and placed the phone beside the sink.

"Take your fingers out," he said.

I obeyed.

"Hold them where I can hear you lick them."

The order made my cunt clench.

I sucked my own slick heat from both fingers.

Evan heard every wet sound.

"Tell me who made that pussy wet."

"My husband."

"Liar."

I laughed softly.

"Julian helped. Grant helped. Your rule helped most."

His breathing changed.

I pictured him in his office, door closed, one hand around the cock I had left hard that morning.

"Touch yourself," I said.

"I already am."

"Good little cuck."

The silence after the word was thick.

Then he groaned.

I sat on the closed toilet lid, knees open, and listened to my husband jerk off while I described the gym.

Julian's hands on my waist.

The mirror.

The shape in his pants.

The way I planned to bend slowly and make him watch the seam disappear between my ass cheeks.

Evan came before I finished.

His broken sound filled the bathroom.

I closed my eyes and pressed my wet fingers back into my mouth.

"Tomorrow," I whispered, "I'm going to give you details until your cock hurts."

"No secrets," he said.

"No secrets."

The call ended.

I looked at myself in the mirror.

The woman staring back no longer seemed afraid of her hunger.

She was learning how to feed it to her husband one filthy detail at a time.


CHAPTER 3

EVAN - THE FIRST RULE

I wrote the first rule on the back of Grant's business card.

Not in a notebook.

Not in a contract.

On the same card that had spent the night in my pocket while his hands moved over my wife.

NO KISSING.

Two words.

Nothing about colors. Nothing about asking every thirty seconds whether someone still wanted what they had already chosen.

Hands could wander.

Eyes could confess.

Lena could grind against another man's cock until her thong soaked through.

But her mouth stayed ours.

For now.

I left the card on the kitchen island before Lena came home.

She found it beside a bottle of wine.

"Dramatic," she said.

"Clear."

She turned the card over and saw Grant's name.

"You wrote the rule on his number."

"I know."

"That's almost romantic, cuck."

I opened the wine.

Lena wore a black skirt, cream blouse, and no bra. I noticed because her nipples moved beneath the fabric when she leaned over the island.

She tapped the card with one fingernail.

"Does it apply to Julian?"

"It applies to every man."

"Even the ones you haven't imagined yet?"

The question made my cock shift.

She saw.

Of course she saw.

"How many have you imagined?" she asked.

"We're talking about the rule."

"I'm talking about the hunger that created it."

She walked around the island and opened my belt.

"Grant?"

"Yes."

Her hand closed around my cock.

"Julian?"

"Yes."

She stroked me slowly.

"The man at the hotel bar who stared at my legs?"

"Yes."

Her smile sharpened.

"The neighbor who watches me wash the car?"

My cock hardened further.

Lena laughed under her breath.

"I knew it."

"You asked."

"And your body keeps answering."

She pushed me onto a stool and lowered herself to her knees.

The business card remained on the island beside my hand.

"Tell me why kissing matters," she said.

"Because mouths remember."

She licked the head of my cock.

"So does my pussy."

"That's different."

"Because you want it to be."

She took me halfway, then pulled back.

"Imagine Julian kissing me after training. Sweat on my neck. His hand at the back of my head."

I gripped the edge of the counter.

"No."

"Imagine Grant asking you while my mouth is inches from his."

She swallowed me deeper.

My hips pushed forward.

Lena held me in her throat for one long second, then released me with saliva hanging from her lips.

"Your rule makes every mouth in the room important," she said. "Mine. His. Yours."

She stood, removed her skirt, and climbed onto the island.

No panties.

Her pussy shone beneath the kitchen light.

"Come here."

I stepped between her knees.

She took the card and pressed the edge against her clit.

Grant's name moved over her wet cunt.

"Lena."

"The rule is no kissing. The card can still touch me."

She rubbed herself with it until the ink darkened.

My cock throbbed.

"You filthy bitch."

"Your filthy wife."

She handed me the card.

"Put his name against my pussy while you fuck me."

I pressed the card flat above her clit and drove my cock inside her.

Lena cried out and wrapped her legs around my waist.

I fucked her against the island while Grant's name stuck to her slick skin.

"Tomorrow," she gasped. "Julian will look at this pussy and never know his competition was written on it."

"He won't see your pussy."

"He'll see enough."

I drove harder.

"Tell me who owns your mouth."

"My husband."

"Again."

"My cuck husband owns my mouth."

She came with the card trapped between my hand and her clit.

I followed seconds later, filling her while she bit my shoulder to keep from screaming.

Afterward, the card lay ruined on the counter.

Grant's number had blurred.

The rule remained readable.

NO KISSING.

Lena picked it up and placed it against my chest.

"Keep it," she said.

"Why?"

"So you can watch it die."

The next morning, she dressed for the gym in black leggings with a seam that disappeared between her ass cheeks.

Tuesday had arrived.


CHAPTER 4

EVAN - TUESDAY

Tuesday arrived with the quiet cruelty of a date circled on a calendar.

Lena went to Iron Harbor Fitness every Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday. Before Julian had a name, that schedule meant nothing to me. After her confession, Tuesday became a room in my head.

At five-forty, she came downstairs wearing black leggings and a deep-green sports bra beneath a loose zip jacket.

Her hair was tied high. Her face was bare except for mascara and lip balm.

She looked like my wife.

She also looked like a woman going somewhere a man she fantasized about might put his hands on her body.

I stood near the front door pretending to answer an email.

"You're staring," she said.

"You chose those leggings deliberately."

"I choose all my clothes deliberately."

"They have that seam."

She turned her back to me and bent slowly to adjust one shoe.

The seam disappeared between her ass cheeks.

"This seam?"

My cock hardened.

Lena straightened and looked over her shoulder.

"Imagine Julian behind me while I deadlift."

"I already do."

"Imagine him watching these stretch."

She ran both hands over her ass.

"Stop."

"Why?"

"Because you're leaving."

"That's why it's fun."

She picked up her gym bag.

I caught her wrist.

"No secrets."

Her expression softened.

"No secrets."

"If he touches you?"

"I'll tell you where."

"If he says something?"

"I'll tell you exactly."

"If he asks you out?"

A flicker passed through her eyes.

"I'll call you before I answer."

I released her.

She opened the door, then paused on the threshold.

"What if I notice his cock again?"

"You probably will."

"What if he's wearing those gray training pants?"

My mouth went dry.

She had mentioned them once. Not in detail. Enough.

"Then you come home and tell me."

"What if I get wet?"

"Lena."

"You made the rule about honesty."

I stepped close enough to smell the citrus lotion on her skin.

"Then you come home and show me."

Her breath caught.

For a second, the teasing disappeared. She looked genuinely affected.

"You mean that?"

"Yes."

"You want me to walk into that gym knowing my husband expects me to notice him?"

"I want you to walk in knowing your husband can handle the truth."

She touched my face.

"My brave husband."

The tenderness in the insult made it worse.

She kissed me once and left.

I watched through the narrow window beside the door as she crossed the driveway. Her hips moved beneath the black fabric. She climbed into her car and drove away.

For the first twenty minutes, I tried to work.

At six-twelve, my phone vibrated.

A picture filled the screen.

Lena stood in the women's locker room mirror, jacket open, sports bra tight over her breasts. She had turned slightly to show the curve of her ass.

Beneath the image, she wrote:

He is here.

My pulse kicked.

I typed:

Has he seen you?

Three dots.

Yes.

What did he do?

He smiled.

That was all.

It should not have been enough to make me hard.

It was.

A second message arrived.

He said the green looks good on me.

I stared at the words.

What did you say?

I said my husband picked it.

I had not.

She knew that.

So did I.

Why did you say that?

Her answer came quickly.

I wanted him to think you dressed me for him.

My hand tightened around the phone.

Another image appeared.

This one was not a mirror selfie. Someone else had taken it.

Lena stood beside a squat rack with one hand on the bar. The angle was low enough to emphasize her legs and ass. In the mirror behind her, a broad man in a black training shirt held the phone.

Julian.

His face was partially hidden, but I could see dark hair, thick forearms, and shoulders wider than mine.

He had taken a picture of my wife for me.

Or for himself.

I typed:

Did you ask him?

No.

He said my form looked strong and offered to take it.

You let him use your phone?

Yes.

My cock pressed painfully against my pants.

I zoomed in.

Julian's reflection stood behind Lena. His eyes were not on the phone screen.

They were on her ass.

She knew I would see it.

One final message arrived.

He asked whether you get jealous when men look at me.

I stopped breathing.

What did you say?

The typing bubble appeared, vanished, then returned.

I said you get hard.

I closed my eyes.

Tuesday had stopped being a room in my head.

My wife had opened the door and invited Julian inside.


CHAPTER 5

LENA - JULIAN NOTICES

Julian handed my phone back without pretending he had not been looking at my ass.

That was one of the things I liked about him.

He did not perform innocence.

"Your husband really picked that color?" he asked.

The gym was loud around us: plates touching steel, treadmills humming, music pulsing beneath conversations. Still, his voice felt private.

I slid my phone into the side pocket of my gym bag.

"Not exactly."

His mouth tilted.

"So you lied to me."

"I gave you a more interesting answer."

"Does he know you do that?"

"He knows everything I do."

Julian leaned one forearm against the squat rack.

At thirty-eight, he looked older than the trainers who filmed themselves between sets and younger than the men who had stopped caring how they moved. He was six-three, maybe six-four, with warm brown skin, a trimmed beard, and the kind of shoulders that made fitted shirts look accidental. A black tattoo disappeared beneath one sleeve.

His training pants were charcoal gray.

I noticed immediately.

I also noticed the heavy shape beneath them when he shifted his weight.

My pussy tightened.

Evan had told me to come home and tell him if I noticed.

The instruction made looking feel less like betrayal and more like a task my husband had given me.

Julian followed my gaze.

Not down. He was too controlled for that.

He watched my face change.

"Everything?" he asked.

"What?"

"You said your husband knows everything."

"He does."

"Even when another man looks at you?"

"Especially then."

His eyes moved over me slowly.

"And what happens when you look back?"

Heat spread beneath my skin.

"He asks what I saw."

"What did you see?"

I should have laughed.

I should have told him we were discussing my workout.

Instead, I looked down deliberately.

The front of his pants had tightened.

Julian did not move to hide it.

"Enough," I said.

His breath changed.

"Enough for what?"

"For my husband to ask questions."

"Does he know you're talking to me like this?"

"He will in about ten minutes."

The answer pleased him. I could see it.

Julian stepped closer, not touching me. The scent of clean sweat and cedar filled the small space between us.

"Show me your deadlift," he said.

The change in subject was so abrupt it felt more intimate than if he had continued.

I loaded the bar lighter than usual because my concentration had already left the room. Julian stood behind and slightly to the side. I set my feet, gripped the steel, and bent my knees.

"Back tighter," he said.

I adjusted.

"Chest up."

I lifted.

On the third repetition, his hand touched the back of my hip.

Not my ass.

Close enough that my body knew the difference.

"Hinge here," he said.

His palm was large and warm through the leggings.

I lowered the bar.

"Again."

I lifted while his hand remained at my hip.

The mirror showed everything.

My body bent forward.

Julian stood behind me.

His hand guided my movement.

The thick shape in his pants pressed visibly against the fabric.

My eyes met his in the mirror.

He knew I had seen it.

I knew he wanted me to keep looking.

"Better," he said.

My phone vibrated on the bench.

Evan.

I finished the repetition and stepped away from the bar.

"Need to answer your husband?" Julian asked.

"Yes."

"Tell him I said your form is improving."

I opened the message.

Did he touch you?

I looked at Julian.

He watched me type.

His hand was on my hip while I bent over.

Evan replied immediately.

Where exactly?

I took a picture of my own hip, finger marking the place.

Here.

The typing bubble pulsed.

Did you wish it was lower?

My cheeks warmed.

Julian raised an eyebrow.

"Difficult question?"

"My husband wants to know whether I wished your hand was lower."

His expression did not change, but the front of his pants did.

"What are you going to tell him?"

I looked at the phone.

Then at Julian.

Then back at the outline I could no longer pretend not to see.

I typed one word.

Yes.

Evan took longer to answer this time.

When he did, the message made my knees weak.

Come home and show me how much lower.

I locked the phone.

Julian stepped close enough that his voice brushed my ear.

"Good answer?"

"Very."

"Your husband sounds confident."

I smiled.

"He isn't."

"No?"

"That's why it makes him so hard."

For the first time, Julian looked surprised.

Then he laughed quietly.

"Coffee," he said.

"What?"

"Have coffee with me after your next session. Public place. Thirty minutes. You can tell your husband before you answer."

My heart began to pound.

"You understand what you're asking?"

"I think I do."

"And if he says no?"

"Then you say no."

"And if he says yes?"

Julian's eyes lowered to my mouth.

"Then I ask you what the rules are."


CHAPTER 6

EVAN - THROUGH THE GYM GLASS

I told Lena I was going home.

Then I parked across from Iron Harbor and watched through the glass.

The gym's front wall reflected the late sun, turning everyone inside into moving shapes until my eyes adjusted. Lena appeared near the squat racks in black leggings and the green sports bra I had watched her choose.

Julian stood behind her.

From the car, I could not hear them.

That made every movement dirtier.

He said something. Lena laughed. Then she turned sideways and stretched one leg against the bench, giving him a long view of her ass.

My cock hardened beneath the steering wheel.

Julian stepped closer.

His hands settled at her waist.

No ceremony. No performance. They had already talked about training. His palms simply claimed the position he needed, and Lena let her body follow.

He moved her hips back.

The seam in her leggings disappeared.

Julian looked down.

Not long.

Long enough.

My phone vibrated.

Lena: Where are you?

I kept watching.

Evan: Home.

Her head lifted inside the gym.

She looked toward the glass.

For one second, I thought she saw the car.

Then she smiled at Julian and bent over the bar.

He stood behind her, close enough that the front of his gray pants almost touched her ass.

The outline there was already heavy.

Lena began the lift.

Julian's hand followed the line of her spine. Down. Lower. Stopping at the top of her leggings.

She rose.

He said something near her ear.

My phone vibrated again.

Lena: Liar.

I stared through the windshield.

Evan: You can see me?

Lena: I know what your silence sounds like.

Inside, she turned her head slightly toward the window.

Then she bent again.

This time, she widened her stance.

Julian noticed.

His jaw moved.

His cock thickened visibly beneath the gray fabric.

Lena: Is he bigger from there?

My hand closed around my cock through my pants.

Evan: Yes.

Lena: A lot?

I hated the question.

I needed it.

Evan: A lot.

She read the answer while Julian adjusted a plate.

Her thighs pressed together once.

Lena: Watch this.

She put the phone away and approached him.

I could not hear the words, but I saw Julian's expression change. Lena took his wrist and placed his hand on the outside of her hip. Then she turned toward the mirror and rolled her pelvis slowly beneath his palm.

Julian's eyes found her reflection.

So did mine.

My wife watched another man watch her while knowing her husband sat across the street with a hard cock in his hand.

Julian moved behind her.

His hand spread over her lower stomach, not beneath the waistband, not somewhere hidden. The position was innocent enough for anyone else.

To me, it looked like he was holding her in place for his cock.

Lena looked toward the glass again.

Her lips formed two words.

Little cuck.

I could read them from the car.

My hand slipped inside my trousers.

I stroked myself while Julian trained my wife.

Every lift made her ass move toward him.

Every correction gave his hands another reason to stay.

At the end of the set, Lena leaned back against his chest and pretended exhaustion.

Julian did not step away.

The thick shape in his pants pressed against her for one full breath.

She closed her eyes.

Then she opened them and looked directly at the window.

My cock pulsed in my fist.

I almost came in the parking lot.

Lena saved me by stepping away.

Ten minutes later, she opened the passenger door and slid into the car.

Sweat shone along her neck. Her face was flushed. The leggings were darker at the seam between her thighs.

"Home?" she asked.

I stared at her.

"You knew."

"I hoped."

She took my hand and pushed it between her legs.

The fabric was soaked.

"Julian did that," she whispered. "And my husband hiding across the street made it worse."

I rubbed her through the leggings.

"What did you say when you took his wrist?"

Her smile returned.

"I told him my husband likes knowing where another man's hands are."

"What did he say?"

"He said your husband should come inside next time."

My cock stayed hard the entire drive home.


CHAPTER 7

EVAN - THE INVITATION

Lena called before she left the gym.

Not texted.

Called.

I knew something had happened before I answered.

"Tell me," I said.

She laughed softly. "Hello to you too."

"Lena."

"Julian asked me for coffee."

The room changed shape.

I stood from my desk without knowing why.

"When?"

"After my next session. Thursday."

"Did you say yes?"

"I said I had to ask my husband."

The words should have reassured me.

Instead, they created an image so sharp I had to grip the edge of the desk.

Julian asking my wife out.

Lena telling him her husband knew exactly where she was.

Julian understanding exactly what kind of husband I was becoming.

"What did he say?" I asked.

"He said if you say no, I say no."

"And if I say yes?"

A pause.

"He wants to know the rules."

My cock moved.

Lena heard the silence.

"You're hard, aren't you?"

"We're discussing you having coffee with another man."

"The man from the gym."

"I know who he is."

"The one I told you looked thick in gray pants."

"Lena."

"The one whose hand was on my hip while I bent over."

I closed my eyes.

"Do you want to go?"

Her answer came without hesitation.

"Yes."

The speed hurt.

It also excited me more than uncertainty would have.

"Why?"

"Because he knows."

"Knows what?"

"That you know. That I'm not sneaking. That every question he asks me might be repeated to you later."

"That turns you on?"

"A lot."

I looked down at the outline in my pants.

"What else?"

"I want to sit across from him and see whether he looks at my mouth."

"No kissing."

"I remember."

"Public place."

"Yes."

"Thirty minutes."

"He suggested thirty."

The fact that Julian had anticipated the boundary bothered me.

A careless man would have been easier to dismiss. Julian sounded controlled. Respectful. Dangerous in a way that made rules feel less like protection and more like foreplay.

"You share your location," I said.

"Of course."

"You text me when you arrive and when you leave."

"Yes."

"If he asks anything you don't want to answer, you leave."

"Evan."

"What?"

"Do you want me to answer him?"

I knew what she meant.

Not whether I wanted her to answer harmless questions about work or coffee.

Whether I wanted her to sit across from Julian and tell him her husband watched other men touch her.

Whether I wanted another man to hear the name she used when she wanted to strip away my pride.

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

Lena breathed into the phone.

"That we have rules."

"What else?"

"That no kissing is the first one."

My grip tightened.

"What else?"

"That you like knowing when I get wet for another man."

"Lena."

"You asked."

"Would you really tell him that?"

"If you let me."

I paced to the window. The late-afternoon sun reflected from the townhouses across the street.

There were two answers available.

The safe one would preserve the shape of our marriage as it had been.

The other one would let Julian see through me.

"Tell him," I said.

Lena went quiet.

"Tell him what?"

"Tell him your husband wants every detail."

Her inhale shivered through the speaker.

"Anything else?"

I should have stopped.

Instead, I said, "Tell him I saw the picture."

"The one he took?"

"Yes. Tell him I saw where he was looking."

"At my ass."

"Tell him I noticed."

"And?"

I could hear the smile returning to her voice.

"Tell him it made me hard."

The line remained silent for three beats.

Then Lena whispered, "My brave cuck."

I sank into my desk chair.

"Thursday," I said. "Thirty minutes."

"Thank you."

"Don't thank me like I'm giving you a gift."

"What should I call it?"

I stared at the message thread containing the picture Julian had taken of her.

"An experiment."

"Our second one?"

"Not yet."

"What makes it count?"

The question sat between us.

I knew what she was asking.

What act would transform coffee into something more?

What line would become the next line?

"Come home," I said.

"Why?"

"You promised to show me how much lower you wanted his hand."

Lena's breath caught.

"I'm leaving now."

"Wear the leggings."

"For you?"

I looked again at Julian's reflection behind her.

"For both of us."


CHAPTER 8

LENA - HOW MUCH LOWER

Evan was waiting in the bedroom when I came home.

He had changed nothing except the lighting. The blinds were closed. The lamps on both nightstands cast amber circles across the room. The black toy rested on the bed beside a bottle of lubricant.

My gym bag slipped from my shoulder.

"You planned this," I said.

"You promised me a demonstration."

He sat in the chair near the window.

The chair. Evan had apparently decided furniture could have a sexual identity now.

Not the one from the club. Not yet. Still, my husband sat there fully dressed, knees apart, looking at me as if he had bought a front-row seat to my bad decisions.

"Take off the jacket," he said.

I obeyed.

The green sports bra was damp beneath my breasts. The black leggings clung to every curve.

"Turn around."

I turned.

"Show me where he touched you."

I placed one hand on the back of my right hip.

"Here."

"You said you wanted it lower."

I moved my palm over the upper curve of my ass.

"Here?" Evan asked.

"Lower."

I slid farther down.

"Here?"

"Lower."

My fingers reached between my thighs from behind.

Evan's breathing changed.

"Here," I said.

"You wanted Julian's hand between your legs in the gym?"

"I imagined it."

"While other people were around?"

"While you were waiting for my messages."

His cock was already pressing against his pants.

I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of the leggings.

"Did you want him to feel this?"

I pushed them down slowly.

I had not worn panties.

Evan's eyes fixed on my bare ass.

"You left without underwear?"

"You were holding the pair from last night."

"That isn't an answer."

"I wanted the seam against my pussy."

The leggings slid to my knees.

I bent forward and stepped out of them, then stayed folded at the waist with my ass facing him.

"Show me," he said.

I reached between my legs and spread my pussy with two fingers.

Cool air touched the slick heat.

"Julian did this," I said.

"He barely touched you."

"He didn't have to do more."

"Did he see you looking at his cock?"

"Yes."

"Did he like it?"

"He got harder."

Evan unzipped his pants.

"How big?"

I looked over my shoulder.

"Bigger than you through the fabric."

His cock sprang into his hand.

I smiled.

"There you are."

"Face the bed."

"Make me."

He rose so quickly the chair scraped the floor.

One hand pressed between my shoulder blades. The other gripped my hip exactly where Julian had touched me.

"Here?" he asked.

"Lower."

His palm covered my ass.

"Here?"

"Lower."

His fingers slid between my thighs and found my clit.

My legs weakened.

"Here?"

"Yes."

"You wanted him to rub your pussy in front of everyone?"

"I wanted him to know how wet I was."

"For him?"

I pushed back against his hand.

"For what he does to us."

Evan's fingers circled my clit while his cock pressed against my ass.

"Coffee," he said. "Thirty minutes."

"Yes."

"No kissing."

"Yes."

"You tell him your husband knows."

"He already knows."

"You tell him I want details."

"I'll tell him you want to know whether his cock makes me ache."

Evan slapped my ass.

I moaned.

"Too much?" I asked.

"Not enough."

The answer thrilled me.

He pushed me onto the bed and stripped off my sports bra. I rolled onto my back. Evan stood between my knees with his cock in one hand and the black toy in the other.

"Choose," he said.

I looked at his cock.

Then at the toy.

"Both."

His eyes darkened.

"Not yet."

"Afraid I can take more than you thought?"

"I'm afraid you'll enjoy proving it."

"You want me to."

He pressed the toy against my pussy.

"Tell me what you're going to wear Thursday."

"A skirt."

The thick head pushed inside.

I gasped.

"How short?"

"Short enough that Julian can see my thighs when I sit."

Another inch.

"Panties?"

"You decide."

He worked the toy deeper until my cunt stretched around it.

"Wear them."

"What kind?"

"The black lace ones."

"The transparent pair?"

"Yes."

"So I can show him if you tell me to?"

Evan drove the toy hard enough to make my breasts bounce.

"You don't show him anything unless I say."

"Yes, husband."

"Say the rule."

"No kissing."

"Again."

"No kissing."

He bent over me, mouth close to mine.

"What happens if he asks?"

"I tell him my husband said no."

"What happens if you want to?"

I held his gaze while the toy filled me.

"I ask my husband."

Evan came across my stomach without touching his cock more than twice.

The sight made me come seconds later.

Afterward, he lay beside me with one hand over his face.

"You're going to destroy me," he said.

I rested my head on his shoulder.

"No."

"You sound certain."

"I'm going to show you what you are."

He lowered his hand.

"And what am I?"

I kissed his chest.

"The man I trust enough to tell everything."

Then I added, because tenderness alone was not what either of us needed anymore:

"And the husband who gets hard when his wife goes for coffee with a bigger man."


CHAPTER 9

EVAN - THE PICTURE FROM THE CAFÉ

Thursday moved slowly until six-thirty and then too quickly.

Lena sent me a picture from the Iron Harbor locker room before her session. She wore a black wrap skirt, a fitted cream blouse, and the transparent lace panties I had chosen. Her gym clothes were folded in the open bag behind her.

For coffee, she had changed into something that looked innocent until she sat down.

The skirt opened high across one thigh.

I typed:

Turn sideways.

A second picture arrived.

She sat on the wooden bench with one leg crossed. The skirt had parted enough to reveal the lace edge near her hip.

Too much? she wrote.

I stared at the image.

Not enough.

Her reply came with a smiling face and two words:

Good cuck.

At six-forty-seven, her location moved from the gym to a café two blocks away.

At six-fifty-one, she texted:

I'm here. He's ordering.

What are you drinking?

Iced coffee.

What is he wearing?

Black shirt. Gray pants.

My cock moved beneath the desk.

Those pants?

Yes.

I waited for another message.

Nothing came.

At six-fifty-eight, I checked her location again.

Still at the café.

At seven-oh-three, I opened the picture from the locker room.

At seven-oh-seven, a new image appeared.

Two coffee cups sat on a small round table. Lena's bare knee filled the lower half of the frame. Across from her, Julian's hand rested beside his cup. His fingers were long and thick. A black watch circled his wrist.

The angle suggested the phone was lying in Lena's lap.

He can't see me taking this, she wrote.

I zoomed in on his hand.

What is he asking?

About us.

What did you tell him?

That we have rules.

Which rule?

No kissing.

The answer made my heart beat harder.

What did he say?

The typing bubble appeared.

Then disappeared.

Then appeared again.

He asked if that's your rule or mine.

My mouth went dry.

What did you say?

I said it belongs to my husband.

And?

He asked whether my husband makes all the rules.

I waited.

What did you say?

The response took almost a minute.

I said my husband makes the first version. Then I make him admit what he really wants.

I stood and walked to the window.

The street below was nearly empty. Somewhere two miles away, my wife sat across from Julian and explained me to him.

Did he touch you?

Not yet.

Yet.

I hated the word.

I loved it.

The next message included a photograph.

This one had not been taken secretly.

Lena and Julian sat side by side on a narrow bench against the café wall. Julian's arm stretched along the back behind her. They were not touching. The distance between them was maybe three inches.

A server or stranger had taken the picture.

Lena smiled at the camera.

Julian did not.

He looked down at her with a calm, direct expression that made the image feel less like coffee and more like ownership pretending to be patience.

Beneath it, Lena wrote:

He asked for a picture to send my husband.

I sat down again.

Tell him I received it.

She answered:

He says he wants to know what you think.

I looked at the width of Julian's shoulders beside my wife. At the size of his hand resting near her hip. At Lena's crossed legs and the strip of bare thigh revealed by the skirt I had chosen.

I typed:

Tell him he looks too comfortable beside my wife.

Lena read it.

The typing bubble returned.

He laughed.

Then:

He moved closer.

A new picture arrived.

This time Julian's thigh touched Lena's.

His hand rested on her exposed knee.

The photograph had been taken by Lena herself, from above.

I could see the contrast between his dark skin and her pale thigh. His thumb lay near the inside of her knee.

The message beneath it said:

He asked whether this is allowed.

I stared at his hand.

The rules did not mention knees.

Yes, I typed.

Three dots.

He wants you to say it to him.

A phone number appeared beneath the message.

Julian's.

I saved it.

Then I opened a new text.

My fingers hovered above the screen.

This was no longer my wife carrying messages between two men.

This was Julian asking me directly whether he could touch her.

I typed:

You may keep your hand on her knee.

The reply arrived fifteen seconds later.

Thank you, Evan.

He knew my name.

A second message followed.

Your wife is very honest about what this does to you.

My cock became painfully hard.

I wrote:

She better be.

Julian responded:

She says you want every detail.

I looked at the picture of his hand on her bare knee.

Yes.

His next message changed the rest of the evening.

Then ask her how high I moved my hand before she left.


CHAPTER 10

LENA - HOW HIGH

Julian moved his hand before I finished reading Evan's message.

Not much.

His thumb slid along the inside of my knee, and his palm shifted higher by the width of two fingers.

The café was bright enough to make everything feel more dangerous. A woman typed on a laptop three tables away. Two college students argued quietly over a textbook. The barista called out an order near the counter.

No one looked at us. I wanted someone to. I also wanted everyone to stay blind.

That contradiction was becoming one of my favorite ways to get wet.

Julian's hand rested beneath the edge of my skirt as if it belonged there.

"Your husband answered quickly," he said.

I kept my phone in my lap.

"He was waiting."

"Does he always watch the clock when you're with another man?"

"You're the second one."

"Grant was first."

I looked at him.

"I told you about Grant?"

"You told me another man touched you while Evan watched. You didn't give me a name."

"His name was Grant."

Julian's thumb moved once against my skin.

"Did Grant kiss you?"

"No."

"Because Evan said no?"

"Yes."

"Or because you didn't want him to?"

My pussy tightened beneath the transparent lace.

"Both."

Julian smiled slightly.

"That wasn't convincing."

"I wanted him to."

Saying it to Evan had been intimate. Saying it to the man beside me felt like stepping onto open air.

Julian did not react with surprise. He moved his hand another inch higher.

The skirt shifted with him.

"And your husband wanted to know that?"

"He made me tell him everything I imagined."

"What did you imagine?"

The question was quiet.

Direct.

I looked at his mouth.

Julian noticed.

"No kissing," he said.

"You remember."

"I remember the rules that matter."

"There are others."

"No secret meetings. No lies. Stop means stop."

I stared at him.

"How do you know?"

"Because those are the rules people make when they care about each other."

His hand moved again.

Now his fingertips rested halfway up my thigh.

I could feel the heat of him through the thin skirt.

"And the details?" he asked.

"What about them?"

"You said Evan wants every detail."

"He does."

"Does he want to know that your breathing changed when I moved my hand?"

"Yes."

"Does he want to know you're pressing your thighs together?"

I forced them apart.

Julian's fingers flexed.

"Probably."

"Does he want to know what I can see through your blouse?"

My nipples tightened beneath the cream fabric.

"Tell me."

"Black lace."

"He chose it."

"For me?"

"For himself."

Julian's gaze held mine.

"Same thing tonight."

My phone vibrated.

Evan:

How high?

I lifted the phone enough for Julian to see.

"What are you going to tell him?" he asked.

"The truth."

I typed:

Halfway up my thigh.

Evan replied:

Is that what you wanted?

Julian read the question from my screen.

"Well?"

I looked down at his hand beneath my skirt.

"No."

His fingers moved higher.

The edge of his little finger brushed the lace covering my pussy.

My breath broke.

He stopped immediately.

Not pulling away.

Waiting.

"Is this allowed?" he asked.

The question was for me, not Evan.

That mattered.

"Over the panties," I said.

"You decided that?"

"I just did."

His hand settled over the thin lace.

I was already soaked enough that he must have felt it.

Julian looked at me differently then. Not amused. Not testing.

Hungry.

His palm pressed gently against my cunt.

The pressure made my hips shift toward him before I could stop myself.

"Lena," he said.

My name sounded heavier in his voice.

I held the phone with both hands because one had begun to tremble.

Evan's message remained open.

Is that what you wanted?

I typed:

No. I wanted his hand over my pussy.

Then I added:

It's there now.

The response did not come immediately.

Julian rubbed once over the soaked lace.

I bit my lower lip.

"Tell him what that did," he said.

"He'll know."

"Tell him anyway."

I typed:

I nearly moaned in the café.

Evan replied:

Let him feel how wet you are. Then leave.

I showed Julian.

He read it slowly.

"Your husband gives good instructions."

"You like taking instructions from him?"

"I like knowing which part of you belongs to the experiment and which part still belongs only to him."

The answer affected me more than arrogance would have.

Julian pressed two fingers against the lace and slid them along the shape of my pussy. He never pushed beneath the fabric. Never tried to take more than Evan had allowed or I had given.

That control made me want to open my legs wider.

"How wet?" he asked.

"Feel it."

He did.

His fingers traced me from clit to the soaked place between my thighs. The lace offered almost no protection. My body responded as if his skin touched mine.

"Very," he said.

"My husband will want a better description."

"Tell him his wife soaked through the panties he chose while another man's hand covered her pussy."

I closed my eyes.

"You enjoy humiliating him."

"I haven't humiliated him."

"Not yet?"

"No." Julian's hand went still. "He chose to watch me touch his wife. That isn't weakness."

I opened my eyes.

"You respect him."

"I don't know him yet."

"But?"

"But I respect that he doesn't hide behind you."

The answer settled somewhere beneath the heat.

My phone vibrated again.

Leave now.

I showed Julian.

He removed his hand immediately.

The absence made my pussy ache.

I stood and smoothed my skirt. Julian watched the movement.

"Thirty minutes," I said.

"Thirty-two."

"My husband will forgive two."

"Will he forgive this?"

Julian lifted the hand that had touched me.

The fingertips shone faintly beneath the café lights.

He raised them to his nose and breathed in.

My knees weakened.

"No kissing," I reminded him.

Julian looked directly at me and put one finger into his mouth.

He sucked my taste from it slowly.

"I didn't kiss you," he said.

Then he picked up his coffee as if nothing had happened.

I walked to the car with my thighs pressed together and my husband waiting for every detail.


CHAPTER 11

EVAN - SAY HIS NAME

Lena came through the front door at seven-forty-three.

I was standing in the living room.

She saw me and stopped.

The wrap skirt was slightly crooked. One side of her blouse had pulled free from the waistband. Her cheeks were flushed.

"How high?" I asked.

She locked the door behind her.

"You saw the messages."

"Show me."

Lena set her purse on the entry table.

Then she crossed the room and stood in front of me.

"On the couch," she said.

"I'm asking the questions."

"You want the truth? Sit down and watch."

I sat.

She remained standing between my knees.

Slowly, she untied the wrap skirt.

It fell open.

The black lace panties were dark and transparent between her thighs.

"Jesus."

"Julian did that."

My cock hardened.

Lena lifted one foot onto the coffee table and spread her legs enough for me to see the outline of her pussy beneath the soaked fabric.

"His hand started here."

She touched the inside of her knee.

"Then here."

Mid-thigh.

"Then he asked me whether you wanted to know that my breathing changed."

Her fingers moved higher.

"Did it?"

"Yes."

"And then?"

She placed her palm over the wet lace.

"Then your message told him to feel how wet your wife was."

"I didn't tell him to touch your pussy."

"You knew where his hand was."

"I told him to feel."

"He felt."

The words burned.

"How?"

Lena rubbed herself through the panties.

"Like this."

Her hips moved against her own hand.

"Two fingers?" I asked.

"Over the lace."

"Did he push them inside?"

"No."

Relief hit first. Disappointment followed close enough to embarrass me.

Lena smiled. "You wish he had."

"That was not the rule."

"It was not forbidden either."

I caught her wrist and pulled her onto my lap. "No loopholes."

Her expression softened. "You felt left out."

"He touched you while I stared at pictures."

"You told him exactly what you wanted."

"That did not make it easy."

"I do not want easy," she said, grinding against me. "Easy would not make you look like you want to fuck me and lock me in the house."

"Which one do you want?"

"Both."

I kissed her.

Hard.

My hands tore the blouse open. Two buttons struck the floor. Lena laughed into my mouth as I pulled the bra down and covered one breast with my hand.

"Tell me what he did with his fingers afterward," I said.

Her smile faded into something darker.

"He smelled them."

I stopped.

"What?"

"The fingers that touched my pussy. He lifted them and smelled me."

Jealousy cut through my chest.

"Then what?"

"He sucked one clean."

My cock pulsed.

"In front of you?"

"While looking at me."

"And you let him?"

"They were his fingers."

I stood with Lena in my arms and carried her toward the stairs.

She wrapped her legs around me.

"There he is," she whispered.

"Shut up."

"My jealous husband."

I pushed her against the hallway wall halfway up.

"Did you wish it was your pussy?"

Her eyes widened.

"What?"

"When he put his finger in his mouth. Did you imagine his mouth between your legs?"

The answer showed in her face before she spoke.

"Yes."

I carried her the rest of the way.

In the bedroom, I dropped her onto the mattress and pulled the soaked panties down. The lace clung to her pussy before releasing.

"Look at you," I said.

Her lips were swollen and slick.

"Only from his hand," she said.

"And his mouth."

"He didn't kiss me."

"You imagined it."

"I imagined a lot more than kissing."

I pushed two fingers into her cunt.

Lena cried out.

"Did he feel this?"

"Through the lace."

"Did he know how open you were?"

"He knew I wanted him."

I fucked her with my fingers while she spread wider beneath me.

"Say his name."

"Julian."

"Again."

"Julian."

"Tell me what you wanted."

"His fingers inside me."

"What else?"

"His mouth."

"Where?"

"On my pussy."

"What else?"

She looked at my cock as I pulled it free.

"His cock."

I pushed into her.

Lena arched off the bed.

"Bigger than mine?"

"Yes."

I drove deeper.

"You don't know that."

"I saw the outline."

"Through pants."

"Thick, heavy, and already hard because he was touching your wife."

I fucked her harder.

"You wanted him to show you."

"Yes."

"You wanted him to pull it out in the café?"

"In the bathroom."

"You wanted to get on your knees?"

"I wanted you watching on my phone."

The image nearly ended me.

I grabbed her jaw.

"You'd let me watch you suck him?"

"I'd look into the camera while I took all of it."

My rhythm broke.

Lena smiled beneath me.

"Then I'd come home with his taste in my mouth and make my husband kiss me."

I came with a sound I did not recognize.

My cock pulsed deep inside her while she held me against her and whispered Julian's name once more.

Afterward, we lay tangled together.

The black lace panties rested on the floor, visibly soaked.

"Did I go too far?" she asked.

"Did you want to stop?"

"No."

"Did he respect you?"

"Yes."

"Did you tell me everything?"

"Everything."

"Then no."

Lena touched the dark patch in the lace.

"What are you going to do with these?"

"Keep them."

"You have a collection now."

"Two pairs isn't a collection."

"It will be."

I looked at her.

She smiled.

The first rule was no kissing.

But there were already other things Julian could do to my wife without breaking it.

That discovery made the rule feel less safe than before.


CHAPTER 12

LENA - THE QUESTION HE ASKED

Julian did not text me Friday.

That bothered me more than I wanted to admit.

I told myself it was good. Controlled. Respectful. He had touched me exactly where Evan allowed, asked before moving farther, and let me leave when the thirty minutes ended.

A man who immediately filled my phone with messages would have made the fantasy smaller.

Still, I checked the screen too often.

At noon, Evan noticed.

"Waiting for someone?" he asked from across the kitchen.

I turned the phone face down.

"No."

"Liar."

"You taught me that word."

"You're waiting for Julian."

I opened the refrigerator and stared inside without seeing anything.

"Maybe."

"Do you want him to text you?"

"Yes."

Evan came behind me and put both hands at my waist.

"Why?"

"Because yesterday wasn't finished."

"It was coffee."

"His hand was over my pussy."

"Through your panties."

"You say that like the lace protected your pride."

His fingers tightened.

"Careful."

I turned in his arms.

"You like when I'm careful less than you pretend."

The phone vibrated on the counter.

We both looked at it.

Unknown number.

My heart kicked.

Evan reached it first.

"Give me that."

"You said no secrets."

"That doesn't mean you read my messages before I do."

"It's probably for both of us."

He lifted the phone where I could see.

Julian had sent a picture.

His hand rested on the steering wheel of a parked car. The same fingers that had touched me were visible in the sunlight.

Beneath the image:

Your wife left something on my fingers yesterday. I thought her husband might want to know I can still remember the taste.

Evan read it twice.

Then a third time.

"He sent that to you?"

"He sent it to us."

"It came to your phone."

"He knew you'd see it."

Evan set the phone down with too much care.

"Answer him."

"What should I say?"

"Whatever you want."

"That's dangerous."

"I know."

I opened the message and typed:

My husband tasted me first.

Evan watched.

Julian answered:

Good. He should always know what another man did to his wife.

The words drew a low sound from Evan's throat.

"He understands you," I said.

"He doesn't know me."

"He knows what you need."

"And what do I need?"

I stepped closer.

"To feel included in every humiliating detail."

Evan looked at the phone again.

"Ask him what he wants."

I typed the question.

Julian's response came slowly.

Dinner with both of you.

Evan's face changed.

"Both?"

"He wants to meet you."

"Why?"

I asked.

The reply appeared:

Because I won't touch Lena again until I look her husband in the eye.

For several seconds, neither of us spoke.

The message was not what I expected.

It was hotter.

Julian did not want to hide from Evan. He wanted Evan present, informed, exposed.

"Say yes," Evan said.

I looked at him.

"You're sure?"

"Public place. Dinner. We leave together."

"No kissing."

"No kissing."

"Can he touch me?"

Evan's eyes went to my mouth, then lower.

"At the table?"

"Maybe."

"Over clothes."

"Anywhere over clothes?"

"Lena."

"We need clear rules."

He exhaled.

"Thigh. Waist. Ass if we're dancing. Nothing beneath your clothes."

"Breasts?"

His jaw tightened.

"Over the dress."

My nipples hardened.

"You want to watch him touch my tits?"

"I want to know whether he can make you react while you're looking at me."

I kissed Evan slowly.

"My husband is getting brave."

"Pick a night."

I texted Julian:

Saturday. Eight. Hyde House rooftop. My husband will choose what I wear.

Julian replied:

Tell Evan I appreciate the courtesy.

Then another message:

Tell him I will ask before I touch what belongs to him.

Evan read it.

His cock hardened against my stomach.

"What do you want me to tell him?" I asked.

Evan took the phone from my hand.

He typed:

Ask her too. She belongs to herself first.

Julian's response was immediate.

That's why I want to meet you.

I looked from the message to my husband.

The psychological pull between them had begun before either man sat at the same table.

I was the reason.

I was also the space where it would happen.


CHAPTER 13

EVAN - BIGGER IN PERSON

Julian was already at Hyde House when we arrived Saturday night.

He stood near the rooftop railing with one hand in his pocket and a glass of bourbon in the other. Tampa glowed behind him: office windows, passing headlights, the dark line of the bay beyond the buildings.

The first thing I noticed was his height.

The second was that Lena had not exaggerated anything else.

Julian wore black trousers and a white shirt open at the throat. The sleeves were rolled to his forearms, exposing the tattoo Lena had mentioned. He was broad without looking inflated, relaxed without seeming careless.

He looked like a man accustomed to being noticed.

Lena's fingers tightened around mine.

I had chosen her dress.

Black instead of red. Thin straps. A low back. The fabric followed her body and ended high enough above her knees that sitting would reveal most of her thighs. Beneath it, she wore black lace and no bra.

I had watched her dress for Julian.

That sentence had lived in my head all evening.

Julian turned.

His gaze found Lena first.

It moved from her face to her breasts, her waist, her bare legs, then returned to her eyes. No hurry. No apology.

Then he looked at me.

"Evan."

He offered his hand.

I took it.

His grip was firm without becoming a contest.

"Julian."

"Thank you for coming."

"You invited us."

"I invited you. I hoped she'd come with you."

Lena laughed.

The sound eased nothing.

Julian kissed her cheek.

Not her mouth.

Close enough that I saw the pause before he pulled away.

He remembered the rule.

"You look incredible," he told her.

"My husband chose the dress."

Julian looked at me again.

"Good choice."

I hated how much the approval affected me.

We took a table near the glass wall. Lena sat between us on the curved booth. I had planned to sit across from Julian, but she slid into the center and patted the spaces on both sides.

"This is more honest," she said.

Julian sat to her right.

I sat to her left.

The server brought drinks. Conversation began with safe subjects: work, Tampa, the gym, how Julian had become a trainer after leaving collegiate athletics. He asked about my construction projects. I asked about his clients.

For ten minutes, we behaved like three adults having dinner.

Then Julian rested one hand on Lena's knee.

I saw the moment her breathing changed.

He did not look at her.

He looked at me.

"Allowed?" he asked.

The directness struck harder in person.

I nodded.

Julian's thumb moved along the inside of her knee.

Lena lifted her glass and took a drink.

"He told me about the café," I said.

"Everything?" Julian asked.

"She did."

"She was very wet."

My cock moved beneath the table.

Lena turned toward him.

"You said you respected him."

"I do."

"That sounded like provocation."

Julian's thumb moved higher.

"Respect and provocation aren't opposites."

I watched his hand disappear beneath the edge of her dress.

"How high?" I asked.

Julian stopped.

Lena looked at me.

"The rule was over clothes," I said.

"His hand is over the dress," she replied.

Technically true. The fabric had ridden over his wrist, but his palm remained on top of it.

Another loophole.

My wife loved loopholes.

"Keep going," I said.

Julian moved his hand farther up her thigh.

Lena's knees parted slightly.

The server returned with menus. Julian left his hand where it was while Lena ordered salmon and I ordered steak. The server did not notice. Or pretended not to.

After she walked away, Julian said, "Lena tells me you want to know what I see."

"She tells you a lot."

"She tells you more."

"That's the arrangement."

Julian looked down at Lena's body.

"I see a woman who likes being watched by both men at once."

Lena's lips parted.

"What else?" I asked.

"She becomes bolder when she knows you're struggling."

His hand moved again.

"What else?"

"She's trying not to push her hips toward me because she wants you to tell her she can."

Lena looked at me.

He was right.

"You may," I said.

She shifted closer to Julian.

His palm settled high between her thighs, still over the dress. One finger traced the shape beneath the fabric.

I felt humiliation bloom hot beneath my ribs.

Another man touched my wife's pussy while discussing her reactions with me.

"And you?" Julian asked.

"What about me?"

"Lena says you get hard when she compares us."

My face heated.

"She says a lot."

"Is she wrong?"

I could have lied.

But I had asked for honesty from everyone else.

"No."

Julian nodded once.

No mockery.

That made the admission feel more exposing.

"Do you want to ask?" he said.

I knew exactly what he meant.

Lena looked from him to me.

My mouth went dry.

"Ask what?" I said.

Julian leaned back, his hand still between my wife's thighs.

"Whether she's right about the size."

Lena's breath caught.

I stared at the front of his trousers.

Even seated, the shape was visible.

Thick.

Heavy.

Impossible to ignore once invited into the conversation.

"Is she?" I asked.

Julian's eyes held mine.

"Yes."

My cock became painfully hard.

Lena turned toward me with a slow smile.

"There he is," she whispered.

Julian heard her.

"What does she call you?" he asked.

Lena touched my thigh beneath the table.

I answered before she could.

"Her cuck."

The words left my mouth and hung between all three of us.

Julian's fingers pressed more firmly against Lena's covered pussy.

She moaned softly.

Then he said, "Thank you for trusting me with your wife, Evan."

The sentence should have sounded respectful.

Instead, it made me imagine him saying it after doing far more than touching her through a dress.


CHAPTER 14

EVAN - HER VOICE IN MY HEAD

Lena's voice note arrived at 11:43 p.m.

She was in the bedroom.

I was downstairs pretending to finish a proposal.

The house was quiet enough that I could hear her moving above me before I pressed play.

"Love, I want you to listen without coming upstairs."

Her voice was low.

Close to the phone.

"Julian is bigger in person. Not just taller. Not just broader. His cock feels heavy even through his pants."

A wet sound followed.

I stopped typing.

"I'm touching myself while I tell you."

My cock hardened beneath the desk.

"I keep thinking about the café. His knee against mine. His hand open on the table. The way he almost kissed my fingers because he knew the missing kiss would hurt you more."

Another wet stroke.

Her breath broke.

"I want his mouth, Evan."

My hand moved to my trousers.

"I want him to hold my face with those big hands. I want him to kiss me slowly while I watch you realize your first rule is the only thing keeping my tongue out of his mouth."

I opened my belt.

"Don't come upstairs. Jerk off where you are."

I obeyed before I could resent the order.

My cock came free hard and aching.

"Picture me on the bed," Lena continued. "Knees open. Two fingers in my pussy. Your wife dripping because another man looked at her mouth."

I stroked myself.

The ceiling above me became the floor beneath her body.

I imagined the exact distance.

Her naked on our bed.

Me one story below, hard because she had told me to stay away.

"Say his name," I whispered even though the recording could not hear me.

Then Lena did.

"Julian."

My fist tightened.

"Julian's mouth. Julian's cock. Julian looking at your wife like he already knows which one she will take first."

I pumped faster.

"And you, love. My husband downstairs. My little cuck listening while his wife fingers the pussy another man wants."

Her moan came through the speaker.

Not acted.

Not softened.

I heard the bed shift.

"I wish you could see how wet I am."

A pause.

Then the camera switched on.

The voice note became a video.

Lena lay across the bed naked, phone propped near the pillow. Her knees were spread. One hand worked her clit while the other held the thick black toy against her cunt.

She looked directly into the camera.

"This is what his size did to me."

She pushed the head inside.

My cock pulsed in my fist.

Lena opened around the toy inch by inch.

"Bigger than you," she gasped. "Thicker. Look how your wife stretches for the thought of him."

I stood and locked the office door.

She worked the toy deeper.

"Do you like it, cuck? Watching from downstairs while I practice for another man?"

I came across my own hand before she finished the sentence.

The video continued.

Lena rode the toy until her thighs shook. She looked toward the bedroom door once, knowing I was still below her.

"Stay there," she ordered. "I want to come without your hands."

My softening cock jerked.

She came loudly, back arching, pussy gripping the black shaft while Julian's name left her mouth.

The recording ended with Lena breathing hard into the camera.

"Now come upstairs and clean your wife."

I went.

She was still spread across the bed, toy buried inside her.

My cum dried across my fist.

Lena smiled.

"Did you obey?"

I showed her my hand.

"Good little cuck."

I knelt between her legs and pulled the toy free.

Her cunt closed slowly around emptiness.

Then I put my mouth on her and tasted everything her voice had done to both of us.


CHAPTER 15

LENA - BETWEEN TWO MEN

Dinner became foreplay the moment Evan admitted what I called him. Men could discuss steak, wine, and boundaries for an hour; one honest word from my husband ruined my panties.

Before that, Julian had been testing the edges. His hand on my thigh. His questions. The calm way he told Evan he was bigger.

Afterward, something shifted.

Not ownership.

Choice.

Julian's fingers pressed against my pussy through the dress while Evan watched from inches away. The contact was subtle enough that no one else would notice. To me, it felt enormous.

"Say it again," I whispered to Evan.

His eyes stayed on Julian's hand.

"What?"

"What you are."

His jaw tightened.

"Not here."

I turned toward Julian.

"He gets shy after he tells the truth."

Julian's mouth tilted.

"Should I help?"

"Maybe."

Evan looked at him. "Don't confuse being invited with control."

The warning sent heat through me.

Julian removed his hand at once.

"Understood."

Evan's expression changed.

He had expected resistance. Julian's immediate obedience gave the control back to him so cleanly that the power became visible.

My husband looked at my closed thighs.

"Put your hand back," he said.

Julian did.

My pussy clenched beneath the fabric.

"Higher," Evan added.

Julian's palm moved until the heel pressed over my clit.

A moan escaped me.

Both men watched my face.

That was when I understood the true shape of the fantasy.

It was not simply Julian touching me.

It was Evan allowing it, withdrawing it, allowing it again. Julian's strength and Evan's authority meeting over my body. My husband exposing himself by giving instructions. Julian respecting him enough to follow.

I was between them, but I was not passive.

I shifted my hips and rubbed myself against Julian's hand.

"Did he say you could do that?" Julian asked.

"I decide how my own body moves."

"Good answer."

Evan's fingers closed around my knee.

"You're enjoying this too much."

"That's the point."

"The point was dinner."

"The point was meeting him."

"You've met him."

"Not all of him."

Julian's hand went still.

Evan's eyes darkened.

I smiled into my wineglass.

The server arrived with our food. Julian removed his hand, leaving my pussy aching against the lace. We ate while talking about ordinary things, but nothing was ordinary anymore.

Julian cut his steak with steady hands.

Evan barely touched his.

I sat with slick heat soaking the panties my husband had chosen, aware that both men knew.

Halfway through dinner, Julian asked, "Would you like to dance?"

The rooftop lounge had a small floor near the bar. Music drifted from hidden speakers, slow and low.

I looked at Evan.

"Go," he said.

Julian stood and offered his hand.

I took it.

The black dress moved around my thighs as he led me away from the table. Evan remained in the booth, one hand around his drink.

Julian placed both hands at my waist.

"How is he doing?" he asked.

"Hard. Jealous. Trying not to show either."

"How are you doing?"

I moved closer until my breasts touched his chest.

"Wetter than I was at the café."

"Because he is here?"

"Because you're both here."

Julian turned us so I faced Evan.

My husband's eyes followed every movement.

"He wants to see," Julian said.

"He always wants to see."

"Even when it hurts."

"Especially then."

Julian slid one hand down to my ass.

Evan's fingers tightened around his glass.

"Does he want me to kiss you?" Julian asked.

My heart struck hard once.

"No."

"Do you?"

I looked at Evan.

"Yes."

Julian's mouth came close to my ear.

"Then why obey?"

The question was not pressure. It was curiosity.

"Because the rule belongs to us."

"And if the rule stops fitting?"

"I ask him to change it."

"What if he says no?"

I turned my face toward Julian.

Our mouths were inches apart.

"Then I decide what matters more."

His grip tightened on my ass.

"Dangerous answer."

"You asked a dangerous question."

We moved slowly while Evan watched. Julian's thigh slid between mine. I pressed against it, letting the pressure rub my clit through the lace.

"Tell him what you're doing," Julian said.

I took out my phone without stepping away.

I typed:

His thigh is between my legs. I'm rubbing my pussy against him while you watch.

Evan read it at the table.

His eyes lifted.

I sent another message:

I want his mouth.

He stared at the screen for several seconds.

Then he typed:

No kissing.

I showed Julian.

He nodded.

"Your husband has spoken."

"For now."

"For now," he agreed.

Then he lowered his mouth to my neck.

Not a kiss.

His lips hovered against my skin while his breath warmed me. He let me feel how close his mouth could be without breaking the rule.

I closed my eyes.

Julian's teeth grazed the place beneath my ear.

My hips rolled harder against his thigh.

Across the room, Evan watched his wife nearly come against another man's body.

I looked at him and mouthed two words.

Cuck.

His face tightened.

His cock was hard enough to show beneath the table.

Julian followed my gaze.

"You were right," he murmured.

"About what?"

"He likes it when you humiliate him."

"He loves it."

"And you?"

I moved my mouth near Julian's without touching.

"I'm beginning to."


CHAPTER 16

EVAN - THE DRESS HE WOULD SEE

The drive home after dinner should have ended the night.

It did not.

Lena sat beside me with the black dress high on her thighs and Julian's scent still on her skin. She had kissed me once before we left the rooftop, but the kiss felt contaminated in the exact way I needed.

His breath had been near her mouth.

His hand had covered her pussy.

His thigh had been between hers while she moved against him.

"Did you almost come?" I asked.

Lena looked out the passenger window.

"Maybe."

"That's not an answer."

"Yes."

My hand tightened on the wheel.

"From rubbing against his leg?"

"From watching you watch me."

"That isn't what I asked."

She turned toward me.

"His thigh felt good. His hand felt better. Your face made it filthy."

"What about his mouth?"

"I wanted it."

"On your neck?"

"Everywhere."

The car became too small.

"You kept looking at his pants," I said.

"So did you."

"I was trying to understand the comparison."

"You were trying to picture it inside your wife."

My cock pulsed.

Lena smiled.

"See?"

"Stop doing that."

"Doing what?"

"Watching my body instead of listening to my words."

"Your body is more honest."

She placed her hand over my lap.

I was fully hard.

"Tell me you didn't imagine his cock," she said.

"I imagined it."

"Tell me you didn't wonder whether I could take all of him."

I kept my eyes on the road.

"I wondered."

"Tell me you didn't want to see him stretch my pussy wider than you do."

"Lena."

"Say it."

"I wanted to see."

Her fingers stroked me through my pants.

"Good cuck."

At home, she did not go upstairs.

She walked into the living room, turned on one lamp, and stood beside the chair near the window.

"Sit," she said.

"You don't give orders."

"You told Julian when he could touch me tonight. Now I'm telling my husband where to watch."

I sat.

Lena faced me and pulled one strap of the dress down her shoulder.

Then the other.

The fabric fell from her breasts.

Her nipples were hard.

"He stared at these during dinner," she said.

"I noticed."

"He wanted to touch them."

"I allowed it over the dress."

"He didn't."

"No."

"Were you disappointed?"

I said nothing.

Lena pushed the dress down to her waist.

"I was."

She cupped both breasts.

"I wanted his hands here while you sat beside me."

My cock strained against my pants.

"Show me how."

She squeezed herself, thumbs circling her nipples.

"Harder than this."

"You think he would be rough?"

"His hands are twice the size of mine."

"Not twice."

"Jealous?"

"Accurate."

She laughed and rolled one nipple between her fingers.

"I imagined him pulling the dress down at the table."

"In front of everyone?"

"Under the tablecloth. Hidden enough that only you could see."

She pushed the dress over her hips.

The black lace panties beneath were soaked almost to the waistband.

"Look what your choice did."

I stood.

"I told you to stay in the chair," she said.

"I changed the rule."

Lena's smile flashed.

"That easy?"

I crossed the room and pulled the panties down.

Her pussy glistened.

"No kissing stays," I said.

"Why?"

I knelt before her.

"Because his mouth belongs here first."

Then I put my mouth on her cunt.

Lena grabbed my hair.

"Jealous husband."

I licked the slick heat Julian had created. I tasted my wife's desire for another man and worked my tongue against her clit until her knees shook.

"Tell me what he said," I demanded against her.

"He said you were brave."

I pushed two fingers inside.

"What else?"

"He said he could still remember my taste."

I sucked her clit harder.

"What else?"

"He said he'd ask before touching what belonged to you."

The words drove jealousy through me.

I pulled my fingers free and stood.

"Turn around."

Lena bent over the arm of the chair.

The same chair where she had ordered me to watch.

I pushed my cock inside her.

She cried out.

"Who does this pussy belong to?" I asked.

"Me."

I slapped her ass.

"Good answer. Who does it come home to?"

"My husband."

"Who made it wet tonight?"

"Julian."

I drove deeper.

"Who gets to fuck it?"

"You."

"Tonight."

She looked back, hair falling over one eye.

"Tonight."

The word carried the future inside it.

I fucked her over the chair while she described Julian's hand, Julian's thigh, Julian's mouth near her neck. When she came, she said his name first and mine second.

I came harder because of the order.

Afterward, Lena remained bent over the chair, breathing heavily.

"You know what scares me?" I said.

She turned.

"What?"

"The first rule is the only one that feels simple."

"No kissing."

"Yes."

"And?"

"Every other line has already moved."

Lena straightened and wrapped both arms around my neck.

"Then maybe the first one is carrying too much weight."

I looked at her mouth.

"It stays."

She kissed me gently.

"For now."


CHAPTER 17

LENA - A PICTURE FOR JULIAN

Julian asked for nothing the next day.

That was why I wanted to give him something. Apparently restraint was my newest weakness.

Evan was in the shower when I opened our message thread. The last exchange had been practical: Julian thanking us for dinner, Evan telling him we had arrived home safely.

No private compliments.

No demands.

No attempt to turn the night into a secret between Julian and me.

I stood in front of the bedroom mirror wearing only the black lace panties from dinner.

They had dried overnight, but I remembered exactly how they felt beneath Julian's hand.

The bathroom door opened.

Evan stepped out with a towel around his waist.

He stopped when he saw me holding the phone.

"What are you doing?"

"Thinking."

"About?"

"Sending Julian a picture."

His expression tightened.

"Without telling me?"

"I'm telling you now."

"You already took it?"

"Not yet."

I turned toward him.

"Will you take it?"

The request changed everything.

Evan looked at the panties, then at my bare breasts.

"What kind?"

"The kind that makes him remember dinner."

"Lena."

"You want to know what he sees. Show him what you want him to see."

Evan's towel shifted as his cock hardened beneath it.

I handed him the phone.

He did not take it immediately.

"No face," he said.

"He knows my face."

"This stays private."

"No identifying background."

"Good."

He took the phone.

I faced the mirror, then changed my mind and turned my back to him. I bent slightly, enough that the lace stretched over my ass.

"Like the deadlift picture?" I asked.

"More."

I bent farther.

The panties disappeared between my cheeks.

The camera clicked.

"Let me see."

Evan showed me.

The photograph was beautiful and obscene. My back curved. My ass filled the frame. The black lace was nearly transparent over the shape between my thighs.

"Again," I said.

"What do you want?"

I hooked one finger into the side of the panties and pulled the lace aside just enough to expose the edge of my pussy.

"This."

Evan's breathing roughened.

"That's too much."

"For Julian or for you?"

"Both."

"Take it anyway. We don't have to send it."

He raised the phone.

The camera clicked.

I straightened and looked at the image.

My pussy was visible between the black lace and my fingers. Not fully. Enough to make the viewer imagine the rest.

Evan stared at the screen.

"Which one?" I asked.

"The first."

"Coward."

"Husband."

"Cuck."

His cock pushed against the towel.

I smiled.

"Send the first," he said. "Keep the second for us."

I typed:

My husband wanted you to remember what your hand touched through the dress.

Then I attached the first picture.

Julian read it within a minute.

His reply:

Your husband takes excellent photographs.

Then:

Tell him the lace hides less than he thinks.

Evan read over my shoulder.

"He knows there's another picture," I said.

"He doesn't."

"He suspects."

A third message arrived.

Did he take one without the lace in the way?

I looked at Evan.

His jaw tightened.

"Don't answer."

"Why?"

"Because I said so."

I set the phone down.

"Okay."

His expression shifted.

"That's it?"

"That's it."

"You're not going to argue?"

"You said no."

Evan looked almost disappointed.

I stepped closer and loosened his towel.

His cock sprang free.

"But you liked that he asked," I said.

"Maybe."

"You liked knowing he pictured your wife pulling the lace aside."

"Yes."

I wrapped my hand around him.

"You liked deciding he couldn't see it."

"Yes."

"And you like that I obeyed."

"Yes."

I stroked him slowly.

"Good. Because someday I'm going to ask you to send the second one."

His cock pulsed in my hand.

"Not today."

"Not today."

The phone vibrated once more.

Julian:

No answer is an answer. Tell Evan I respect the boundary.

Evan read it.

Something in him relaxed.

Then Julian added:

I also want to see what he is protecting.

My husband's cock became harder in my fist.

I looked up at him.

"He knows exactly how to talk to you."

Evan pulled me against him.

"So do you."

"That's why we're dangerous together."


CHAPTER 18

EVAN - THE REHEARSAL

The week between dinner and the Meridian Room became a rehearsal.

Not a safety drill.

Not another list.

A rehearsal for hunger.

On Monday, Lena wore the black dress to our bedroom and handed me the thick black toy.

"Tonight, you're Julian."

"I don't look like him."

"No. You're smaller. More jealous. Easier to make come."

My cock hardened.

She smiled.

"There he is."

Lena turned her back and raised both arms.

I pulled the dress down over her body. No bra. No panties. The fabric followed every curve and left one thigh bare when she moved.

"Stand behind me," she said.

I did.

"His hands are bigger."

"I know."

"Then use yours harder."

I gripped her waist and pulled her against my cock.

Lena looked at us in the mirror.

"Julian would feel heavier."

"You haven't seen him naked."

"Not yet."

She rolled her ass against me.

"But my cuck has imagined enough for both of us."

I moved one hand over her breast and the other beneath the dress.

Her pussy was already slick.

"He stays over the fabric Friday," I said.

"For a while."

"All night."

Lena laughed softly.

"Keep pretending cloth can save you."

I rubbed her clit with two fingers.

She opened her legs.

"Look at me," I said.

Her eyes found mine in the mirror.

"This is the part I want Friday. Another man's hand on your wife while she watches what it does to her husband."

"Then say it dirtier."

I pressed harder.

"I want Julian rubbing your wet cunt while my cock hurts in my pants."

Lena moaned.

"Better."

She took the toy from my hand and held it upright in front of her mouth.

"This is him."

The size beside my reflection made my stomach tighten.

Lena licked the head.

"Bigger than you."

My cock pulsed against her ass.

"Take it."

She opened her mouth and swallowed the thick shaft slowly.

Her lips stretched.

Her cheeks hollowed.

Saliva gathered along the black silicone.

I held her hair and watched in the mirror.

"Look at your wife, cuck," she said around it. "Practicing for the bull from her gym."

My free hand opened my trousers.

Lena pulled off with a wet sound.

"Julian would still be hard after watching you come."

"Shut up."

"Make me."

I pushed the toy back into her mouth.

She gagged softly, recovered, and looked at me with tears gathering at her lashes.

The sight nearly ended me.

"Friday, he holds your hair like this."

I tightened my fist.

Lena worked the shaft with both hands and mouth.

"And you sit close," she gasped. "Close enough to see what I can't take."

I stroked my cock.

"Tell me how big he is."

"Too big for one hand. Bigger than the toy. Bigger than my little cuck."

I came across the back of the black dress.

Lena watched every pulse in the mirror.

Then she dropped the toy, turned, and kissed me.

My cum remained warm on the fabric between us.

The first rule was no kissing other men.

My mouth was still hers.

That did not make the fantasy smaller.

It made the missing mouth the center of everything.

Lena pulled back.

"Friday, don't make him ask every time he moves."

My jaw tightened.

"We decide before we leave home."

"Exactly. Then you watch. I act. He acts. And if I want the scene to stop, one word ends it."

She touched my softening cock.

"Until then, no cold water."

I looked at the black toy shining with her saliva.

At the dress marked with my come.

At my wife smiling because another man's mouth had become the only thing she could not yet take.

"Friday," I said, "you make me regret the rule."

"Love," she whispered, "I already do."


CHAPTER 19

EVAN - THE PARKING GARAGE REHEARSAL

The rehearsal ended in the parking garage beneath the restaurant.

Lena had spent dinner describing how Julian might touch her through the green dress. I had spent dinner pretending the table hid my cock.

By the time we reached the car, pretending had become impossible.

She opened the back door instead of the passenger side.

"Get in."

"Lena."

"Your wife is giving you a rehearsal. Don't waste it."

I climbed into the back seat.

She followed, shut the door, and straddled my lap in the narrow dark.

The garage lights moved across her face every time a car passed on another level.

"Julian sits here," she said.

"On my seat?"

"In your head, love. Try to keep up."

She took my hands and placed them at her waist.

"His hands are bigger."

My cock hardened beneath her.

"I know."

"Say it."

"His hands are bigger than mine."

She rolled her hips.

"His cock too."

"You haven't seen it."

"I felt enough."

She opened my trousers and pulled my cock free.

Then she lifted her skirt.

No panties.

Her pussy was already wet.

"This is what happens when I picture sitting on him."

She lowered herself over my cock and stopped with only the head inside.

"But this is yours," she whispered. "Smaller. Familiar. My husband's."

She sank down.

I groaned.

Lena rode me slowly, head nearly touching the roof.

"At the Meridian Room, you're going to watch Julian hold me. You're going to watch his cock push against this dress."

She took my hand and pressed it over her breast.

"He'll do this."

Then she moved my other hand between her legs.

"He'll want this."

My thumb found her clit.

"The dress stays on."

"For a while."

"All night."

She smiled.

"My cuck still thinks the dress is stronger than hunger."

Her hips moved faster.

The windows began to fog.

"What happens when he asks for my mouth?"

"I say no."

"And when I look disappointed?"

"I watch."

"And when your cock gets harder because your wife wants him?"

"I keep watching."

Lena leaned close.

"Good."

She bit my lower lip.

"Because I don't want a careful husband that night. I want the man who watched me grind on Grant. I want the cuck who hid across from the gym and jerked off through the glass."

My fingers tightened at her ass.

"I want you jealous enough to shake and hard enough to admit it."

She bounced harder on my cock.

The wet sound filled the car.

"Tell me what I am."

"My hotwife."

"Dirtier."

"My slut wife."

"Dirtier."

"My hungry fucking whore."

Lena came with her forehead against mine, her pussy clenching around my cock until I lost control and filled her.

We stayed joined while footsteps passed near the car and a man laughed somewhere beyond the fogged glass. Lena put one finger over my lips and whispered, "Friday, Julian gets the green dress."

"And me?"

She tightened around my softening cock. "You get every look on my face."


CHAPTER 20

LENA - THE NIGHT WE CHOSE

We chose the night together.

That mattered more than the dress, the bar, or Julian's messages.

Friday at nine. The Meridian Room, an old hotel lounge near the river with dark booths, live music, and enough corners for three people to forget they were still in public.

Evan selected the place.

I selected the dress.

Julian selected nothing until we told him he could come.

At seven-thirty, I stood naked in our bedroom while Evan opened the closet.

"Not black," I said.

"Why?"

"He has already seen me in black."

"Red?"

"Grant saw red."

Evan looked at me over his shoulder.

"You're assigning colors to men now?"

"You remember them that way too."

He did not deny it.

His hand moved through the dresses until he found a dark-green one I had bought for a Christmas party and never worn. The fabric crossed over my breasts and gathered at the waist. One side fell to my knee. The other opened high along my thigh when I walked.

"This," he said.

"Underwear?"

He opened the drawer and chose a cream lace thong.

"Bra?"

"No."

My nipples tightened.

"Shoes?"

"The gold heels."

I dressed beneath his attention.

The ritual had become part of the fantasy: my husband choosing what another man would see, fastening the zipper that another man's fingers might later trace, adjusting the straps over breasts another man wanted to hold.

When I finished, Evan stood behind me at the mirror.

His dark suit made him look more controlled than he felt. I knew the signs now. The tension around his mouth. The way he checked his phone without reading it. The hard shape that appeared whenever I mentioned Julian's name.

"Repeat the rules," he said.

I met his eyes in the mirror.

"No kissing. No hands under the dress. No leaving the hotel with him. No private rooms. Stop means stop."

"Who can stop it?"

"Any of us."

"And if you want something outside the rules?"

"I ask."

"Before."

"Before."

Evan fastened a delicate gold chain around my neck. His fingertips brushed the back of my neck.

"What do you want tonight?" he asked.

The honest answer felt heavy.

"I want to know what his mouth feels like."

His fingers stopped at the clasp.

"That's outside the rule."

"You asked what I wanted, not what I would do."

He looked at my reflection.

"Anything else?"

"I want him to touch me while you watch."

"He has."

"Not like tonight."

"What does that mean?"

I turned to face him.

"I want him to know he isn't an accident."

Evan's face tightened.

"Explain."

"Grant was a stranger. Coffee with Julian could still be called curiosity. Dinner could still be called testing. Tonight, we're inviting him because we know what he wants."

"And what does he want?"

"Your wife."

My husband's cock moved beneath his trousers.

I pressed my palm over it.

"Say it," I whispered.

"Julian wants my wife."

"And you're taking me to meet him."

"Yes."

"Dressing me for him."

"Yes."

"Telling him where he can put his hands."

"Yes."

I stroked the hard shape through his pants.

"My husband."

Evan grabbed my wrist.

"Don't make me come before we leave."

"Maybe I want you frustrated."

"Maybe I want you frustrated too."

He reached beneath the open side of the dress and slipped two fingers under the lace.

I gasped.

Evan rubbed my clit slowly while looking into my eyes.

"This belongs to you," he said.

"Yes."

"But tonight, I decide who touches it."

The authority in his voice made my knees weaken.

"Yes, husband."

He pushed one finger inside me.

"And Julian doesn't."

"Not under the dress."

"Not tonight."

"Not tonight."

Evan pulled his hand free and held the shining fingers between us.

"Taste what you're taking to him."

I sucked my own slickness from his fingers.

His eyes darkened.

"Good wife," he said.

Then his phone vibrated.

Julian:

I'm downstairs.

Evan showed me the message.

My heart began to pound.

"Last chance," he said.

"To stop?"

"To change anything."

I looked at my husband, at the man who had spent ten years making me feel safe enough to become dangerous.

"One change," I said.

His expression guarded.

"What?"

"If I ask to kiss him, don't answer because you're afraid. Answer because it's what you truly want."

Evan looked at my mouth.

"And if the answer is no?"

"Then I obey."

I meant it.

At that moment, I meant it completely.


CHAPTER 21

EVAN - THE MERIDIAN ROOM

The Meridian Room occupied the ground floor of a hotel built when architects still believed darkness made people honest.

Brass lamps cast low circles across burgundy walls. A jazz trio played near the bar. The booths were deep, curved, and hidden behind tall plants. Men wore jackets. Women wore dresses that invited attention without looking like invitations.

Lena belonged there immediately.

Julian stood when we approached.

He wore a charcoal suit and no tie. The white shirt beneath was open two buttons, showing a line of dark hair and the upper edge of his chest. He looked less like a trainer than he had at dinner.

More dangerous.

His eyes moved over Lena.

This time, he did not hide the hunger.

"Evan," he said.

We shook hands.

Then he looked at my wife.

"Lena."

"Julian."

He touched one finger beneath her chin and lifted her face slightly.

The gesture was intimate enough that my body reacted before my mind approved.

Julian looked at me.

Julian glanced at me. I held his gaze and let him see that I was watching.

I nodded.

His thumb brushed the edge of Lena's lower lip.

Not a kiss.

A reminder.

"You look beautiful," he said.

"My husband chose the dress."

"Your husband has excellent taste."

We entered the booth with Lena between us again.

This time, there was no attempt at ordinary conversation.

Julian placed his hand on her thigh before the drinks arrived.

"Tell me what stays off limits tonight," he said.

Lena repeated them.

No kissing.

No hands under the dress.

No private rooms.

No leaving together.

One clear stop ended everything.

Julian listened without interrupting.

"And when Lena wants more?" he said.

"She tells us before the clothes come off," I answered.

"And if the answer is no?"

"Then the scene keeps moving inside what we already chose."

Julian looked at Lena.

Julian looked at Lena. "Your choice stays yours."

"Yes."

"Good."

His hand moved higher along her thigh.

The dress opened around his wrist.

"Over the fabric," I reminded him.

"I remember."

His palm slid over the green material until it covered the lace beneath.

Lena inhaled sharply.

"Already?" I asked her.

"He has large hands."

Julian's mouth tilted.

"She says that like it's your fault."

"She says it because she knows what it does to me."

"And what does it do?"

I looked at his hand over my wife's pussy.

"It makes me want details."

Julian pressed his palm firmly against her.

Lena's thighs parted.

"Then watch closely," he said.

The server arrived. Julian left his hand in place while we ordered drinks. Lena's cheeks flushed as she tried to sound normal.

After the server left, Julian leaned toward her.

"Tell me how you want it."

"Yes."

"Tell me how."

She looked at me.

I said nothing.

This was her answer to give.

"Rub me," she whispered.

Julian pressed harder through the green fabric.

Lena looked at me while another man rubbed the pussy I had left bare beneath the dress.

"There," she breathed. "Watch your wife make a mess on his hand, cuck."

Julian moved his hand in slow circles over the dress.

Lena's lips parted.

I watched every change: the way her shoulders lowered, the way her knees opened, the quick pulse at her throat.

"Look at your husband," Julian said.

She did.

"Tell him what you feel."

"Your wife's pussy is soaked beneath his hand."

My cock hardened.

"More," Julian said.

"I can feel the lace sticking to me."

"More."

Lena's gaze stayed on mine.

"I want him under the dress."

Jealousy tightened my stomach.

Julian stopped moving.

"The rule says no," he said.

The control impressed me again. He did not use her desire as an excuse. He made the boundary visible.

Lena looked at me.

"I want his hand under the dress."

The first open hunger of the night.

Not kissing.

Something easier.

Something I had imagined repeatedly.

"No," I said.

Her eyes narrowed with disappointment.

"Why?"

"Because tonight, he touches what I dressed you in."

Julian nodded.

"Good rule."

Lena looked between us.

"You two agree too easily."

"You prefer us fighting over you?" I asked.

"Sometimes."

Julian resumed rubbing her through the dress.

"Not tonight," he said.

The phrase carried confidence.

I should have challenged it.

Instead, I watched him make my wife breathe faster.

The band shifted into a slower song.

Julian removed his hand and stood.

"Dance with me."

It was not phrased as a question.

Lena looked at me anyway.

I nodded.

She slid from the booth and took his hand.

As Julian led her toward the floor, the green dress opened high along her leg. He placed one hand at the exposed curve of her lower back.

Lena looked over her shoulder.

"Watch carefully," she mouthed.

My cock throbbed beneath the table.

The night had only begun, and already the first rule felt like the thinnest thing in the room.


CHAPTER 22

LENA - HIS HAND ON MY WIFE

Julian danced differently from Grant.

Grant had been testing a stranger. He held me as if waiting to learn what I would allow.

Julian already knew.

His hand settled at my lower back, fingers spread wide. His other hand took mine for three steps, then released it and moved to my waist. He pulled me close enough that my breasts pressed against his chest.

I felt the hard shape beneath his trousers almost immediately.

My breath caught.

Julian noticed.

"Tell him," he said.

"He can see."

"Not that."

His hips moved once against mine.

The thick ridge pressed along my stomach.

"Tell him what you feel."

I looked past Julian's shoulder.

Evan sat alone in the booth, one hand around his glass. The low light hid his expression from everyone except me.

I knew every version of his face.

He was jealous.

Hard.

Afraid.

Unable to look away.

I took out my phone and typed:

He's hard against me.

Evan read the message.

How hard?

I smiled.

Thick enough that I can feel it through both our clothes.

The reply came:

Bigger than me?

Julian watched my face.

"He asked the question."

"What question?"

I showed him.

Julian looked toward Evan.

Then he pressed his hips firmly against me.

The size became unmistakable.

My pussy clenched.

I typed:

Yes.

Evan did not move.

I added:

A lot bigger.

His jaw flexed.

Julian's hand slid down to my ass.

"Cruel," he murmured.

"He needs it."

"Do you?"

I rolled my hips against him.

"I'm learning."

Julian turned me so my back rested against his chest. One arm crossed my stomach. His hand spread over the front of the dress below my breasts. The other gripped my hip.

We faced Evan together.

Julian's mouth hovered beside my ear.

"What do you want him to see?"

"His wife wanting you."

"He already sees that."

"Then make it harder to pretend."

Julian's hand moved up and covered one breast through the dress.

I moaned.

Evan's fingers tightened around his glass.

Julian squeezed slowly, thumb finding my hard nipple beneath the thin fabric.

"Tell him," he said.

I typed with one hand:

He's holding my tit while I feel his cock against my ass.

Evan replied:

Look at me.

I did.

Julian pinched my nipple through the dress.

My knees weakened.

"He told you to look?" Julian asked.

"Yes."

"Then don't close your eyes."

He moved against me with the rhythm of the music, letting his cock rub along the curve of my ass. I kept my gaze locked on my husband.

Every time Julian squeezed my breast, Evan saw my reaction.

Every time I pushed back, Evan saw the decision.

"Call him what you call him at home," Julian whispered.

My pulse jumped.

"He hasn't heard me call you that yet."

"Ask."

I sent:

Julian wants me to call you my cuck while he holds me.

Evan read it.

The answer took longer than the others.

Then:

Do it.

I looked at my husband across the room.

"My cuck," I said aloud.

Not loud enough for the room.

Loud enough for Julian.

Evan could read my mouth.

The humiliation struck him visibly. His shoulders tightened. His face darkened.

His cock was unmistakable beneath the table.

"Again," Julian said.

"Look at your wife, cuck."

She rolled her ass against the thick ridge in Julian's trousers.

"He is so much bigger than you, love. I can feel it without even seeing it."

My cock answered beneath the table before I could hide it.

Evan's lips parted.

Julian's mouth brushed the shell of my ear.

"He likes hearing it from you."

"I know."

"He likes me hearing it too."

"He didn't know until now."

Julian's hand moved from my breast to my throat. Not squeezing. Holding.

The possessive shape of it made my pussy throb.

"What do you want now?" he asked.

I turned my face toward him.

His mouth was close.

Too close.

"You know."

"Say it."

"I want you to kiss me."

Julian looked at Evan.

"Ask your husband."

I sent the message:

I want his mouth. Please.

Evan read it.

His eyes lifted to mine.

The answer appeared.

No.

Disappointment cut cleanly through me.

Julian saw it.

He turned my face back toward the dance floor.

"Then we don't kiss."

"You don't sound disappointed."

"I can wait."

"Confident."

"Your husband is the one who should be worried about how long I can wait."

The words sent a shiver through me.

Julian lowered his mouth to my neck.

His lips did not touch.

His breath did.

He let me feel the missing kiss as if absence itself were a form of pressure.

I looked at Evan again.

He had said no.

I would obey.

At least, I believed I would.


CHAPTER 23

EVAN - WHAT THE GREEN DRESS HID

The green dress hid nothing from me.

It hid everything from the room.

Julian's hand moved over the fabric while strangers saw only a beautiful married woman dancing with a tall man in a dark suit. They did not know she had no panties. They did not know her husband sat ten yards away with a hard cock under the table. They did not know the wet mark spreading slowly along the inside of Julian's trousers belonged to my wife.

I knew.

Lena made sure I knew.

She turned in Julian's arms and lifted one leg slightly against his hip. The slit opened. A narrow strip of bare thigh appeared all the way to the curve of her ass.

No lace.

No barrier.

Julian looked down.

His hand tightened.

Lena looked at me over his shoulder.

Her mouth formed the word.

Bare.

My cock pulsed.

She took out her phone while still moving against him.

Lena: He knows I have nothing under it.

Evan: What did he say?

Lena: That you dressed your wife like a trap.

I read the message twice.

Julian turned her slowly. His thigh moved between her legs. The green fabric climbed higher and my wife's naked pussy rubbed against his trousers through one thin layer of cloth.

Lena's eyes closed.

I stood.

Not to stop them.

To see better.

Julian noticed me approaching. He did not release her.

"Your wife is making a mess of my suit," he said.

The bluntness made Lena shiver.

I stopped close enough to see the dark shine where her cunt moved against him.

"Show him," she whispered.

Julian held her hips and shifted his thigh.

The dress opened.

For one filthy second, I saw my wife's wet pussy pressed against another man's leg in the middle of the dance floor.

Then the fabric fell back.

My cock was painfully hard.

Lena smiled.

"He saw."

"I saw."

She kept moving.

"Tell Julian what it does to you."

I looked at the man holding my wife.

"It makes me want her to ruin your trousers."

Julian's expression changed.

Lena moaned softly.

"Again," she said.

"Rub that wet cunt on him."

Her hips rolled harder.

Julian's cock pressed along her stomach, thick and unmistakable.

"Bigger," Lena gasped. "Love, he's so much bigger."

Jealousy tightened beneath my ribs.

"You like saying that."

"I like watching your cock answer."

Her gaze dropped to the outline in my trousers.

Julian followed it.

The three of us stood inside a circle of truth no one else could see.

My wife grinding her bare pussy against him.

His cock hard for her.

Mine hard because of both.

Lena reached one hand behind her and touched Julian through his trousers.

Not stroking. Measuring.

Her fingers spread across the heavy shape.

Then she looked at me.

"Two hands," she whispered.

I nearly came untouched.

Julian caught her wrist and moved it back to his shoulder before the room noticed.

"Save that," he said.

Lena's eyes stayed on mine.

"My cuck wants to see."

"Then make him wait."

The command was for her.

The waiting belonged to me.

I returned to the booth with the image burning behind my eyes.

The dress had hidden everything from the room.

From me, it had hidden nothing.


CHAPTER 24

EVAN - THE HUNGER IN HER EYES

The second time Lena asked, I said no faster.

That did not make it easier.

She returned to the booth with Julian's hand at the small of her back. Her nipples pressed visibly beneath the green dress. The fabric over one breast was creased where he had held her.

Lena slid beside me.

Julian took the seat on her other side.

"You enjoyed that," I said.

"You watched."

"That isn't an answer."

"Yes."

Julian lifted his drink.

"She asked correctly."

I looked at him.

"For the kiss."

"I know."

"And she accepted the answer."

"I saw."

Lena placed one hand on my thigh.

"My husband likes being praised for controlling his wife."

"I don't control you."

"You controlled his mouth."

My cock pulsed.

She felt it beneath her palm.

"See?" she whispered.

Julian watched the exchange.

Julian looked at Lena and then at me. "I'm touching her again."

"Where?"

"Her breasts. Over the dress."

The words were for the room, but his eyes stayed on Lena.

She nodded.

"Yes," I said.

He reached across her and cupped her left breast.

The movement happened inches from my face.

Lena inhaled sharply.

Julian's thumb circled her nipple through the fabric.

I watched another man's hand cover my wife's breast while her palm remained over my hard cock.

"Tell him," Lena said.

"Tell him what?"

"What you're feeling."

"No."

Her hand squeezed me through my trousers.

"Then I'll tell him."

"Lena."

She looked at Julian.

"My husband is so hard right now that I can feel him twitching through his pants."

Julian squeezed her breast.

"Is that true?"

I held his gaze.

"Yes."

"Because I'm touching her?"

"Yes."

"Because she wants me?"

The question hurt more.

"Yes."

Lena's eyes warmed with approval.

"Good cuck," she whispered.

Julian heard.

His other hand moved to her thigh.

I allowed it.

For several minutes, we sat in a triangle of quiet touches. Lena stroked my cock through my pants. Julian held her breast and rubbed her thigh. I watched her reactions and tried to understand why sharing her attention felt less like losing it and more like seeing parts of her that had been asleep.

Then Julian leaned closer to her.

Their faces moved within inches.

Lena looked at me.

The question was in her eyes before she spoke.

"I want his mouth."

My chest tightened.

"No."

Her disappointment showed again.

This time, it carried irritation.

"Why?"

"Because that's the rule."

"Rules can change."

"Not because you're horny at a bar."

Julian removed his hands from her.

The loss of contact made Lena turn toward him.

"You don't have to stop touching me."

"You and Evan are discussing a boundary."

His calm tone embarrassed both of us.

Lena looked back at me.

"I know what I want."

"So do I."

"You want it too."

"That doesn't mean I'm ready."

The honesty softened her expression.

She touched my face.

"Okay."

"Okay?"

"No kissing."

I searched her eyes.

"You mean that?"

"I agreed."

She kissed me.

Her mouth was warm and familiar. The kiss lasted long enough to remind Julian that this intimacy still belonged to us.

When Lena pulled away, she turned to him.

"You can watch."

Julian's expression darkened.

She kissed me again, deeper this time. Her tongue moved against mine while Julian sat close enough to hear our breathing.

Lena's hand opened my trousers beneath the table.

Her fingers wrapped around my cock.

She stroked me while kissing me and looking toward Julian through half-closed eyes.

The humiliation shifted.

Julian was no longer the man taking something from me.

He was the man watching my wife make her husband hard because of him.

Lena broke the kiss and looked at Julian.

"He tastes jealous," she said.

Julian's eyes dropped to her swollen mouth.

"What does jealousy taste like?"

"Ask him."

I looked at my wife.

"Careful."

Her hand tightened around my cock.

"You say that when you want me to keep going."

She knew me too well.

Julian knew enough to remain silent.

That night, silence would become the place where the first rule finally failed.


CHAPTER 25

LENA - THE PRIVATE BOOTH

The Meridian Room had a second lounge behind a velvet curtain near the restrooms.

Not private rooms. Not completely.

Small booths, low lamps, heavy curtains that could be drawn halfway without closing. Couples went there to kiss, grope, and lie to themselves about how private half a curtain could be.

Julian saw me looking.

"No private rooms," he said.

"They're booths."

"Ask Evan."

I did.

Evan followed my gaze toward the curtained alcoves.

"The curtain stays open," he said.

"Half open?"

"Enough that I can see."

"Where will you be?"

"With you."

The answer warmed me.

We took the last booth. The curved seat was barely wide enough for three. Evan sat at one end, Julian at the other, and I stood between them.

"Sit," Julian said.

"Where?"

He looked at his lap.

My pulse quickened.

I looked at Evan.

He nodded once.

Julian leaned back as I lowered myself onto him.

The hard shape beneath his trousers pressed directly between my legs.

I gasped.

There was no hiding the comparison now.

He was thick enough that even through his pants, my thong, and the dress, my body had to adjust around the pressure.

"Tell him," Julian said.

I looked at Evan across the small booth.

"He's huge."

My husband swallowed.

"You can't know."

I rocked once on Julian's lap.

The ridge slid along my pussy.

"I know enough."

Julian's hands settled at my waist.

Julian tightened his hands at my waist. "I'm moving you now."

Julian let Evan see the choice before he acted.

"Yes."

Julian pulled me down harder against him and guided my hips.

The broad shape beneath me pressed exactly where my cunt ached.

I looked at Evan. "Your wife is riding another man's cock through his pants, little cuck."

His hand moved over the front of his trousers.

The pressure rubbed my clit through the lace.

I moaned.

Evan's eyes fixed on the movement.

"Come closer," I told him.

He shifted to the edge of the seat.

I reached for his hand and placed it on my breast.

Julian moved me against his cock while my husband held my breast.

Two men touching me.

Different places.

Different meanings.

The fantasy sharpened.

"Look at me," Evan said.

I did.

Julian rolled my hips again.

"Your wife is grinding on a bigger cock," I whispered.

Evan pinched my nipple.

"Through clothes."

"Does that make it easier?"

"No."

"Good."

Julian's mouth came near my neck.

Julian's mouth hovered beneath my ear. "I'm marking your wife here."

Evan looked at the place beneath my ear.

"The rule says no kissing."

"Her mouth or anywhere?"

We had never clarified.

I smiled.

Another loophole.

Evan saw it.

"Neck is allowed," he said. "Not her mouth."

Julian's lips touched my skin.

The first kiss landed below my ear.

Technically within the rule.

My body did not care about technicalities.

His mouth was warm. His beard scratched lightly. He kissed slowly down the side of my neck, then sucked just hard enough to make my head fall back against his shoulder.

"Jesus," I breathed.

Evan's hand tightened on my breast.

Julian kissed the hollow above my collarbone.

"Look at your husband," he said against my skin.

I opened my eyes.

Evan watched Julian's mouth on me.

"Do you like it?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Say what you like."

"I like seeing him kiss your neck."

"Why?"

"Because you look like you belong between us."

The answer hit me hard.

I moved faster on Julian's lap.

His cock pressed thick and solid against my pussy. I could feel the outline of the head through the fabric when I shifted.

"He's so much bigger," I said.

Evan's cock strained visibly in his open pants.

"You keep saying that."

"Because you keep getting harder."

Julian kissed my shoulder.

"Your husband wants the comparison."

"He needs it."

"And you enjoy giving it."

"More every time."

Evan leaned forward and kissed me.

His mouth claimed mine while Julian's remained on my neck.

I was held between them, grinding against one man's cock while the other man's tongue moved against mine.

My come came unexpectedly.

I broke the kiss and cried out into Evan's shoulder. My hips shook on Julian's lap. His hands held me firmly while my husband watched my face.

I came without either man touching my bare pussy.

When the waves eased, I realized how wet I had become. The lace thong had soaked through the dress onto Julian's trousers.

I looked down.

A dark patch marked the fabric over his cock.

"I made a mess on you," I whispered.

Julian looked at Evan.

"Your wife did."

The phrasing made Evan's cock pulse.

I kissed my husband again.

Then I looked at Julian's mouth.

The rule remained.

But I had already come in his lap while he kissed my neck and my husband watched.

No kissing no longer felt like protection.

It felt like the last unopened gift in the room.


CHAPTER 26

EVAN - WHAT I TOLD HIM TO DO

Lena's come changed me.

Until then, I had believed I was observing a progression. Touches. Limits. Increasing intimacy held inside a promise we could still recognize.

Then my wife came on Julian's lap.

I saw her body shake against another man's cock. I saw the dark mark her pussy left on his trousers. I heard Julian say, Your wife did, as if returning the fact to me.

My jealousy stopped feeling abstract.

It became physical.

Sharp beneath my ribs.

Hard between my legs.

Lena slid from Julian's lap and sat between us, breathing heavily. The green dress was twisted around her thighs. Her neck carried a red mark beneath one ear.

I touched it.

"He left that."

"You allowed it."

"I know."

"Do you like seeing it?"

I pressed my thumb over the mark.

"Yes."

Julian watched.

Julian watched my hand. "Choose where I mark her next."

The challenge exposed the change in me.

I wanted to say no.

I also wanted to choose where.

I touched the other side of Lena's neck.

"Here."

Her eyes widened.

Julian leaned across her.

His mouth touched the place I had indicated.

I watched him kiss my wife because I told him exactly where.

He sucked slowly. Lena's eyes stayed on mine. Her hand found my cock beneath the table and wrapped around it.

"Harder," I told Julian.

His mouth pulled more firmly at her skin.

Lena moaned.

Her fingers stroked me faster.

"Enough," I said.

Julian stopped immediately.

A second mark darkened beneath my fingertips.

The power of his obedience made me reckless.

"Touch her breasts," I said.

Julian looked at Lena.

"Do you want that?"

"Yes."

He pulled the neckline of the dress lower, still not putting his hands beneath it. The fabric caught below her nipples, exposing the upper curves of her breasts while technically remaining between his palms and her skin.

He cupped both.

Lena arched into his hands.

"Harder," I said again.

Julian squeezed.

My wife's mouth opened.

"Tell him who dressed you," I said.

"My husband."

"Tell him why."

"So another man could touch me while he watched."

My cock throbbed in her hand.

"Tell him what you call me."

Lena's eyes changed.

She understood that this time I was not merely allowing the humiliation.

I was asking for it.

"My cuck," she whispered.

"Louder."

"My husband dressed me for a bigger man."

Julian's hands tightened around her breasts.

The sentence hit me with equal parts pain and pleasure.

"Again," I said.

"My husband gets hard when I tell him your cock is bigger."

Julian looked at me.

"Is that what you want from me?"

"Honesty."

"About the size?"

"About everything."

He released one breast and placed his hand on the front of his trousers.

The outline was unmistakable.

"She is right," he said.

Lena stroked my cock harder.

"Show him," she whispered.

The request stopped the room.

Julian's eyes moved to me.

Our rules had not addressed nudity.

Another omission.

Another door.

"No," I said.

Lena's hand slowed.

"Why?"

"Not tonight."

"You want to see."

"Yes."

"Then why?"

"Because I want there to be something left for the next experiment."

The words surprised all three of us.

Julian smiled first.

"Good answer."

Lena looked at me with heat and affection mixed together.

"My husband is planning ahead."

"Your husband is trying not to lose his mind."

"Same thing lately."

Julian placed his hand back on her thigh.

"What is left tonight?" he asked.

I looked at Lena's swollen mouth.

The first rule stood between all of us.

She followed my gaze.

"Evan."

"No."

"I didn't ask yet."

"Your face did."

"Then answer my voice."

She turned toward me fully.

"I want to kiss him."

I felt Julian become still beside her.

No performance.

No movement.

Only my wife asking.

"No," I said.

Lena held my gaze.

"Okay."

She turned back to Julian.

"My husband said no."

"Then no," he replied.

Relief moved through me.

So did something dangerously close to regret.

I had controlled his hands.

Chosen where he marked her.

Made my wife humiliate me in front of him.

The only thing I could not yet command was my own answer.


CHAPTER 27

EVAN - THE MARK I CHOSE

The first mark belonged to Julian.

The second belonged to me.

After Lena came on his lap, she sat between us with the green dress twisted around her thighs and a red bruise forming beneath her left ear.

Julian had made it with his mouth because I pointed to the place.

That mattered.

I touched the mark.

Lena turned her face into my hand.

"Jealous?"

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"You know I am."

She smiled and took my wrist.

Then she placed my hand around her throat.

"Show him what your wife likes."

Julian watched.

I tightened my fingers just enough to make Lena's breath catch. Her pupils widened. Her pussy was still wet enough to shine along Julian's trousers.

"Look at him," I said.

She looked at Julian.

"Tell him whose little cuck you married."

Lena's smile sharpened.

"This one."

She pressed her ass against my cock through my trousers.

"My jealous little cuck. He points to the place another man marks, then pretends the bruise belongs to him."

Humiliation moved through me like heat.

Julian's gaze dropped to my hand at her throat.

"She likes your control," he said.

"She likes making me lose it."

"Both," Lena whispered.

She reached for Julian and pulled him closer by the front of his shirt.

Now she stood between us.

My hand around her throat.

Julian's chest against hers.

Her ass against my cock.

"No kissing," I said.

The reminder sounded weak beside the way she looked at his mouth.

Lena laughed softly.

"He knows, love."

Julian lowered his face until their lips nearly touched.

No question.

No false innocence.

He simply held the distance and made all three of us feel it.

Lena's breath warmed his mouth.

My cock pulsed against her ass.

"Tell your husband what you want," Julian said.

"Your mouth."

"Dirtier."

"I want your tongue in my mouth while my cuck watches."

My fingers tightened at her throat.

She moaned.

Julian did not kiss her.

He turned his mouth to the place I had chosen on the other side of her neck.

His lips closed over her skin.

Lena's knees weakened.

I held her upright while he sucked another mark into my wife.

The sight pushed me past thought.

I opened my trousers and took out my cock.

Lena looked down.

"There he is."

She reached behind her and wrapped one hand around me.

Julian kept his mouth on her neck.

My wife stroked her cuckold husband while another man marked her in public.

"Come for him," she whispered.

"Not here."

"Scared?"

"Someone will see."

"They already see a man kissing your wife. Give them the rest in your head."

Her hand moved faster beneath the edge of the tablecloth.

Julian lifted his face.

The second mark darkened beside the first.

He looked at my cock in Lena's fist.

Then at me.

No mockery.

That made the humiliation worse.

Lena leaned back against my chest.

"My husband gets hard when you bruise me," she told him.

"I can see that."

"He wants me to make him come."

Julian's eyes held mine.

"Then make him."

Lena stroked me until I came silently into a folded napkin beneath the table.

My body shook against her back.

She watched every pulse.

Then she lifted the napkin, folded it over my mess, and placed it in my inside jacket pocket.

"Take it home," she whispered. "Proof that another man's mouth made my cuck come."

I stayed hard enough to hate myself for loving her.


CHAPTER 28

LENA - THE LAST DANCE

We should have left after the private booth.

I had already come on Julian's lap. Evan had directed another man's mouth along my neck. The green dress carried the dark trace of my own hunger where I had rubbed against Julian.

The experiment had delivered more than we planned.

But when we returned to the main lounge, the band began the final slow set.

Julian looked at Evan.

"One more?"

Evan checked the time.

"One song."

Julian offered his hand.

I took it.

The dance floor had emptied. Two older couples moved near the band. A woman in silver leaned against the bar watching us with open curiosity.

Julian drew me close.

"Your husband said one song," he murmured.

"Then make it count."

His hands settled at my hips.

The first bars were slow enough that our bodies barely moved. I rested both arms around his neck. Evan stood beside the booth now, not sitting. His eyes remained on us.

"You came on my lap," Julian said.

"I noticed."

"Your husband told me where to mark you."

"He liked controlling your mouth."

"He controls more than my mouth."

"For now."

Julian's eyes darkened.

"You enjoy those words."

"Which ones?"

"For now. Not yet. Next time."

"They make promises without making them."

"What promise are you making me?"

I looked at his mouth.

"That I want you."

"I know."

"That I want to know what you feel like without clothes between us."

His cock hardened against my stomach.

"I know that too."

"That I want my husband watching when I find out."

Julian's hand tightened at my waist.

"Good."

We turned slowly.

Evan remained visible over Julian's shoulder.

"What promise are you making me?" I asked.

"That I won't make you choose between desire and trust."

The answer reached deeper than I expected.

"And?"

"That when your husband says yes, I won't be gentle unless you ask me to be."

My pussy clenched.

"He thinks you're bigger."

"You told him I am."

"He wants proof."

"So do you."

I pressed closer.

The music narrowed around us.

Julian's face lowered.

Not toward my mouth.

Toward the mark on my neck.

He kissed it softly.

Then the other mark.

I looked at Evan.

My husband watched.

Julian's lips moved up along my jaw.

Still allowed.

Technically.

His mouth touched the corner beneath my ear.

My breath caught.

"No kissing," he whispered.

"I know."

His lips brushed my cheek.

Grant had done the same.

A near kiss.

A controlled absence.

But Julian did not pull away.

His mouth remained beside mine.

"Ask him," he said.

I looked at Evan.

The question was already in my eyes.

He shook his head once.

No.

I should have turned my face.

I had practiced turning away.

I had promised.

Instead, I stood there with Julian's breath against my lips and my husband's refusal burning across the room.

"Lena," Julian said quietly.

A warning.

A choice returned to me.

I looked at Evan again.

His face held fear.

It also held hunger so naked that something inside me broke open.

Not trust.

Restraint.

I moved first.

My mouth touched Julian's.

One second.

Warm lips. Controlled surprise.

Two seconds.

Julian's hand gripped my waist, but he did not deepen it.

Three seconds.

I opened my mouth.

His tongue touched mine.

The taste of bourbon and restraint filled me.

Across the room, Evan did not move.

I kissed Julian while looking at my husband.

The rule broke between us.

Not accidentally.

Not because Julian took something.

Because I chose to give it.

The kiss deepened.

Julian's mouth became firm, demanding, exactly as I had imagined. His hand moved to the back of my neck. He kissed me like a man who had waited and knew waiting was over.

My knees weakened.

I moaned into his mouth.

Then I saw Evan's hand close around the edge of the table.

I pulled away.

The song continued.

Julian looked at me, breathing hard.

"Your rule," he said.

"I know."

"Go to him."

The command snapped the room back into focus.

I left Julian on the dance floor and crossed toward my husband.

Evan's face revealed nothing.

His cock was hard enough to show beneath his trousers.

I stopped in front of him.

My lips still tasted like Julian.

"I broke it," I said.

"I saw."

"Do you want to leave?"

His eyes dropped to my mouth.

"Yes."

My stomach tightened.

Then he added:

"But not before you kiss me with his taste still there."


CHAPTER 29

EVAN - THE KISS

Lena's mouth tasted like bourbon.

Not the drink I had ordered.

Julian's.

I knew because I had watched him lift the glass all night. I had watched those lips touch the rim. Then I watched my wife open beneath them.

The first kiss lasted seconds.

It felt longer than our marriage.

When Lena reached me, fear was visible beneath the heat in her eyes. She knew she had broken the rule. She knew I had said no.

She also knew my cock was painfully hard.

"Kiss me," I said.

She did.

Her mouth met mine carefully at first.

I grabbed the back of her neck and pulled her closer.

The kiss became rough.

I tasted Julian on her tongue.

The thought sent a violent pulse through my cock.

Lena moaned.

"Tell me," I said against her lips.

"What?"

"What his mouth felt like."

"Here?"

"Now."

She looked over my shoulder toward the dance floor.

Julian remained where she had left him, watching without approaching.

"He was controlled at first," she whispered.

I kissed her again.

"Then?"

"Then I opened my mouth."

My grip tightened.

"Then?"

"His tongue touched mine."

I kissed deeper, chasing the taste that no longer belonged to either man alone.

"Did you like it?"

"Yes."

"More than mine?"

Lena's eyes widened.

The cruel question had escaped before I could stop it.

She touched my face.

"Different."

"That's not what I asked."

"You don't want the answer yet."

"Give it to me."

She looked at Julian again.

"It was new."

"Better?"

"Hotter because you were watching."

My cock pulsed.

"Would you have kissed him if I wasn't here?"

"No."

"Why?"

"Because I didn't want Julian alone. I wanted you seeing me choose him."

The answer damaged and repaired something at the same time.

I kissed her once more.

Then I stepped back.

"You broke the rule."

"Yes."

"After I said no."

Her face changed.

"Yes."

"Why?"

Lena did not hide behind desire.

"Because I looked at you and believed the part of you saying no was afraid, not unwilling."

"You guessed."

"I did."

"You could have been wrong."

"I know."

"That's not acceptable."

"I know."

The honesty mattered.

It did not erase the breach.

"I should have asked again," she said. "Or come to you. Or stopped."

"But you didn't."

"No."

"Do you regret it?"

She looked at my mouth.

"I regret deciding for you."

"That isn't the same answer."

"No." Her voice softened. "I don't regret kissing him."

The words hurt.

My body answered with another hard pulse.

Lena saw.

She did not smile.

That restraint told me she understood this was not the moment for triumph.

"Do you want to stop everything?" she asked.

I looked at Julian across the room.

He remained still, giving us space.

"No."

"Do you want to leave?"

"Yes."

"Do you want him to come over?"

"No."

"I will say goodbye with you beside me."

I considered it.

"Yes. With me."

We crossed the floor together.

Julian looked at me first.

"I did not initiate that," he said.

"I saw."

"I should have stopped sooner."

"You stopped when she did."

"Your rule was clear."

"Yes."

Lena stood between us, silent.

Julian's expression remained calm, but his breathing was still heavy.

"Are we done?" he asked.

The question carried more than the night.

I looked at my wife.

She waited.

"For tonight," I said.

Relief moved through her face.

Julian nodded.

"I'm kissing her cheek goodbye."

"How?"

"A kiss on the cheek."

The irony nearly made me laugh.

"Yes."

Julian touched Lena's face and kissed her cheek.

His lips landed less than an inch from her mouth.

Then he stepped back.

"Thank you for the trust you did give me," he said.

The wording acknowledged what had been damaged without pretending everything remained intact.

I respected him more for it.

That made him more dangerous.

Lena and I left together.

In the hotel elevator, the doors closed on our reflections.

Two marks darkened her neck.

Her mouth was swollen from Julian and from me.

The green dress was creased over her breasts and damp between her thighs.

She looked like a wife who had broken a rule.

I looked like a husband who should have been angry enough to remain soft.

Instead, my cock strained painfully against my trousers.

Lena saw it in the mirror.

"Evan," she whispered.

"Don't."

"I wasn't going to tease you."

"Good."

The elevator descended.

Then she said quietly:

"I need you to know I would choose you even if you stopped everything tonight."

I looked at her reflection.

"And Julian?"

"I want him."

The honesty cut clean.

"Both things are true," she said.

The doors opened.

I took her hand.

"Then we have a lot to talk about."


CHAPTER 30

LENA - THE BATHROOM MIRROR

We did not make it home.

Evan drove three blocks from the hotel, turned into a parking garage, and stopped beneath a fluorescent light that made both of us look guilty.

For several seconds, he gripped the steering wheel.

Julian's taste was still on my mouth.

My pussy was still wet from grinding on him.

My husband was still hard.

None of those things erased the anger in his face.

"I said no."

"I know."

"You looked at me, heard the answer, and kissed him anyway."

"I moved first."

"Why?"

The truth was ugly enough to deserve its own voice.

"Because I wanted his mouth more than I wanted your answer for two seconds."

Evan closed his eyes.

His cock pressed harder beneath his trousers.

I looked at it.

He saw me.

"Do not use that as forgiveness."

"I won't."

"My cock is hard because watching you with him turns me on. I am angry because you broke something we chose together. Both are true."

"I know."

"Stop saying that."

"Then tell me what you need."

He looked at my swollen lips.

"The whole truth."

"You already have it."

"No. I have the clean version."

I unfastened my seat belt.

"I loved his mouth."

Pain moved through him.

I kept going.

"I loved that he stopped waiting. I loved his hand on my neck. I loved seeing your face when I opened for him."

Evan's nostrils flared.

"And I loved coming back to you with his taste still on my tongue."

His hand closed around the back of my neck.

"Get out of the car."

He led me through the hotel lobby and into a single restroom near the Meridian Room.

The lock clicked.

Bright light filled the mirror.

The green dress was twisted. Julian's marks darkened both sides of my neck. My mouth looked used.

Evan stood behind me.

"Lift the dress."

I obeyed.

My cream thong was nearly transparent.

He pulled it down and put it on the counter.

"Look at yourself."

I faced the mirror.

His hand moved between my legs.

My cunt opened around two fingers immediately.

"This wet for him?"

"For him. For you watching. For the rule breaking in your face."

His cock came free behind me.

"You filthy bitch."

"Your filthy wife."

"The wife who ignored me."

"The wife who wanted another man's mouth."

He bent me over the sink.

The broad head of his cock pressed against my soaking pussy.

"Say what you did."

"I kissed Julian."

He drove inside.

I cried out.

"More."

"I opened my mouth for him."

Evan fucked me harder.

My breasts shook beneath the green dress.

"More."

"His tongue went deep. His hand held my neck. I loved every second."

Jealousy turned his face hard in the mirror.

His cock stayed buried inside me.

"And your cuck?"

I met his eyes.

"My cuck watched his wife choose another man's mouth and got hard enough to fuck her in the same hotel."

His hand closed in my hair.

"Again."

"My jealous little cuck."

He pounded into me.

The wet slap echoed off the tile.

"Who came home with you?"

"My husband."

"Who gets the truth?"

"My husband."

"Who gets to be angry?"

"My husband."

"And who still wants more?"

I smiled at him in the mirror.

"Both of us."

The answer broke his rhythm.

He drove deeper and wrapped one arm across my chest.

"Look at the marks."

I did.

Julian's mouth on my neck.

Evan's cock inside my cunt.

My own face caught between shame, hunger, and love.

I came hard against the sink.

Evan followed, filling me while his eyes stayed on Julian's bruises.

Afterward, he remained inside me.

His breath warmed my shoulder.

"I'm still angry."

"Be angry."

"One week without Julian."

The loss hurt immediately.

"Okay."

"Not punishment. Space. I need to know whether I want him back because I chose it, not because my cock refuses to calm down."

I turned in his arms.

"And if you still want him?"

Evan looked at my swollen mouth.

"Then next time, no stolen seconds."

He kissed me.

Hard.

Bourbon, jealousy, and my husband's cum leaking down my thigh.

The first rule was broken.

The hunger survived.

So did we.


CHAPTER 31

EVAN - THE TASTE SHE BROUGHT HOME

Lena brought Julian's kiss home on her mouth.

Not his cum.

Not yet.

Bourbon, rain, and the taste of a man who had opened my wife for two stolen seconds before either of us knew whether I would forgive her.

I tasted all of it in the parking garage.

Then I made her carry it home.

She drove her car. I followed behind, watching the green dress through the rear window at every red light.

When we reached the townhouse, Lena walked inside without speaking.

She did not turn on the kitchen light.

Moonlight from the patio doors silvered the floor.

She removed the dress and let it fall.

No panties.

Her pussy was swollen from Julian's thigh and lap.

The marks on her neck looked darker now.

"Kneel," I said.

Lena lowered herself in front of me.

Her mouth was still red from the kiss.

I opened my trousers and held my cock against her lips.

"Whose mouth is this?"

"Yours."

"It didn't look like mine at the hotel."

She kissed the head.

"It was yours while he used it."

The sentence made my cock jump.

"Open."

She took me deep.

I held the back of her head and fucked her mouth slowly, watching the lips Julian had kissed stretch around my cock.

"Did his tongue feel bigger too?"

Lena pulled back for air.

"Longer. Slower."

Jealousy hit like a fist.

She smiled around the head of my cock.

"You asked."

"Did you like it?"

"I loved it."

I pushed deeper.

Her eyes watered.

"Did you think about me?"

She nodded around my cock.

I pulled her free.

"Use words."

"I thought about you tasting him afterward."

I lifted her and bent her over the kitchen island.

Her cunt was slick enough that my cock slid inside in one hard drive.

Lena cried out.

"Julian made this pussy wet," she gasped. "My cuck gets to fuck the mess."

I held her hair and pounded into her.

The sound filled the dark kitchen.

"Who broke the rule?"

"Your wife."

"Who let him?"

"I did."

The answer hurt.

My cock stayed hard.

That hurt more.

"Tell me what happened."

"I moved first."

I drove deeper.

"Again."

"I opened my mouth before he earned it."

"Again."

"I wanted him more than I wanted your no for two fucking seconds."

My hips stuttered.

Lena looked back over her shoulder.

"And now your cock is harder because I told the truth."

I pulled out.

She turned, dropped to her knees, and took me back into her mouth.

My cock tasted like the pussy Julian had made wet.

Her mouth tasted like Julian.

The circle became unbearable.

"Come on my tongue," she said. "Mix your taste with his."

I came in her mouth.

Lena held every pulse, eyes fixed on mine.

Then she stood and kissed me.

My cum moved between our tongues with the last trace of another man's bourbon.

I gripped her ass and swallowed the sound she made.

When we separated, white streaked the corner of her mouth.

She wiped it with one finger and sucked it clean.

"There," she whispered. "Now the kiss belongs to all three of us."

I should have hated the sentence.

Instead, I pushed her onto the island and put my mouth on the cunt Julian had never touched.

Lena came with both hands in my hair and his name breaking between mine.


CHAPTER 32

EVAN - TWO SECONDS

At home, Lena slept.

I did not.

She curled against me with one hand over my chest. The marks Julian left on her neck darkened in the bedside light. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw her moving first.

Two seconds.

Maybe three.

The time before Julian deepened the kiss.

The time before my wife opened her mouth.

The time before the first rule stopped being a rule and became a memory.

I should have felt only anger.

Instead, my body replayed the scene with humiliating precision.

Lena's arms around Julian's neck.

His hand at her waist.

Her eyes on mine.

The exact moment she chose him.

My cock hardened beneath the sheet.

I moved away from her carefully and went downstairs.

The living room still held traces of our earlier rehearsals. The chair near the window. The black toy in the drawer beneath the side table. The pictures on my phone.

I opened the photograph from the café.

Julian's hand on Lena's knee.

Then the one from dinner.

His thigh touching hers.

Then the short video from the rooftop.

My wife moving against him while looking at me.

The kiss existed only in my memory.

I wanted it recorded.

The thought disgusted me.

It also revealed something I could no longer deny.

I had said no because I was afraid of how intimate the kiss would look.

Then it happened.

The marriage survived the sight.

More than survived. Lena came home with me. She accepted my anger. She did not minimize what she had done. She gave the power back without pretending the breach had been harmless.

That did not make it acceptable.

But it made the future possible.

My phone vibrated.

A message from Julian.

I am sorry the boundary was crossed. Lena initiated, but I could have stepped away sooner. I will not contact her unless you ask me to.

I read it twice.

I typed Thank you, deleted it, then wrote:

You did not take her from me.

Julian replied:

I know. She looked at you through the entire kiss.

My cock pulsed. I hated that he had seen it too.

That doesn't erase the rule.

No. It doesn't.

Then he asked:

What do you want from me now?

I sat in the chair where I had watched Lena practice saying no. Distance would have been the sensible answer. My body wanted control.

No private messages to Lena for one week.

Agreed.

No touching her unless I'm present.

Agreed.

No kissing until I say otherwise.

A longer pause.

Agreed.

I had rewritten the rule because I needed to know it could still be obeyed, and because the kiss had made control matter more.

A final message arrived.

For what it's worth, Evan, your wife came to you immediately. She didn't try to hide what happened.

I looked toward the stairs.

Lena stood halfway down wearing one of my shirts.

"You couldn't sleep," she said.

"Neither could you."

She descended slowly.

"Are you messaging him?"

"Yes."

"Show me."

I handed her the phone.

She read every line.

"One week. No private messages. No touching unless you are there."

"Yes."

"And no kissing until you say otherwise."

"Yes."

"You plan to say it."

"I don't know."

"Your body does."

"Not tonight, Lena."

She handed back the phone. "Okay."

Then she knelt in front of the chair and rested her head on my knee.

No teasing.

No humiliation.

Just my wife waiting beside me while the house became quiet again.

Two seconds had changed us.

Not because another man's tongue touched hers.

Because we now knew desire could survive a broken rule only if honesty arrived before the shame learned to hide.


CHAPTER 33

LENA - SEVEN DAYS

The week without Julian lasted longer than the weeks before him.

He did not message.

He did not approach me at Iron Harbor.

On Tuesday, he trained another woman fifteen feet away while I stretched near the mirrors. His hands moved over her hips with the same calm precision he had used on me.

My pussy tightened anyway.

I wore the leggings he liked.

I hated how much I wanted him to notice.

I loved it more when he refused to look.

At home, Evan waited for details that barely existed.

"Did he see you?"

"He knew I was there."

"Did he look?"

"Once. At my face."

My husband tried to hide the disappointment.

His cock did not.

That night, he fucked me from behind while I described Julian ignoring me.

"You got wet because he touched someone else?"

"I pictured his hands on me."

Evan pulled my hair.

"Bare?"

"Under my leggings. Between my thighs. Everywhere you watched him want."

His cock drove deeper.

"Say his name."

"Julian."

The distance became part of the hunger.

On Thursday, Julian passed me near the water fountain. He smelled like soap and clean sweat. His eyes moved over my mouth for one slow second.

Then he kept walking.

I came home soaked.

Evan noticed before I removed my shorts.

"He touched you."

"No."

"Then why are you wet?"

I pushed his hand between my legs.

"Because he didn't."

My husband groaned.

He took me against the kitchen wall and made me describe every missing touch until I came around his cock.

On the seventh day, Evan came home with a small black box.

Inside was a slim gold bracelet.

A round charm hung from the chain.

"Turn it over," he said.

One word was engraved on the back.

WATCH.

My cunt clenched.

"Not ask?" I teased.

"No more workshops."

I laughed.

Evan fastened the bracelet around my wrist.

"What does it mean?"

He touched the charm.

"When another man looks at you, remember your husband wants to see what you do with it."

Heat moved through me.

"And when he touches me?"

"Look at me."

"And when I want more?"

"Tell me before the clothes come off. Then stop talking and live it."

That was the man I wanted.

Not a gatekeeper.

Not a frightened voice asking whether every breath was still allowed.

My husband inside the hunger with me.

I climbed onto his lap and rubbed my bare pussy over his trousers.

"Then watch."

I opened the thread with Julian.

Lena: The week is over.

He replied immediately.

Julian: How is Evan?

I showed my husband.

Evan took the phone.

Evan: Jealous. Hard. Ready to see what my wife chose.

Three dots appeared.

Julian: And Lena?

I typed.

Lena: Still thinking about your mouth. Still wetter because you made me wait.

Julian's answer took longer.

Julian: Then tell your husband I want the next kiss in front of him.

Evan read it.

His cock hardened beneath me.

I turned the bracelet so WATCH faced outward.

"What do you want?" I asked.

He gripped my hips and pushed me harder against him.

"I want to see you open your mouth for him."

My breath caught.

"And after?"

"I want that mouth on my cock while you tell me every filthy thing his tongue did."

I kissed him.

The bracelet clicked softly against his neck.

The week without Julian ended with my husband fucking me on the kitchen floor while the message waited above us.

Not a new set of rules.

A new promise.

He would watch.

I would make it worth seeing.


CHAPTER 34

EVAN - WHAT WE WANTED NEXT

Sunday morning, Lena placed three things on the kitchen island.

The ruined business card.

The gold bracelet engraved WATCH.

The thick black toy.

"No list," she said.

"I didn't suggest one."

"Your face did."

I looked at the objects.

Grant belonged to the beginning.

The bracelet belonged to the man I was becoming.

The toy belonged to Julian.

"What do you want next?" Lena asked.

The question was simple.

The answer was not.

"I want to see him naked."

Her nipples tightened beneath my shirt.

"More."

"I want you on your knees in front of him."

Her hand moved between her thighs.

"More."

"I want to see whether your mouth can take a cock that big."

Lena opened her legs on the stool.

No panties.

Her fingers slid through a pussy already wet from my confession.

"And if I can't?"

"You use your hands. You look at me. You make me watch every inch you cannot swallow."

She moaned softly.

"My cuck has been thinking."

"Every night."

"What else?"

I took the black toy and pressed it against her cunt.

"I want him touching you beneath the clothes. No fabric pretending the hunger is polite."

The thick head pushed inside.

Lena's mouth opened.

"Tits?"

"Yes."

"Pussy?"

I drove the toy deeper.

"Yes."

"His mouth?"

"Everywhere."

She gripped the edge of the island.

"And his cock?"

My hand stopped.

That was the next book waiting behind the door.

"Not inside you. Not yet."

Lena smiled.

"But out. Hard. In my hands. In my mouth."

My cock hardened painfully.

"Yes."

She rode the toy while watching me.

"My turn," she said. "I want Julian standing between my knees. I want to see his cock come out of those gray pants. I want to watch your face when you realize the toy was only a shadow."

I moved the shaft inside her.

"More."

"I want him to hold my hair. I want to suck him while you tell me how small your cock looks beside his."

Jealousy tightened under my ribs.

My hand worked the toy harder.

"More."

"I want to kiss you with his taste in my mouth."

Lena's cunt made a wet sound around the black shaft.

"And I want you to come watching. Not after. Not alone. Right there while your wife takes the man she chose."

My free hand opened my trousers.

I stroked my cock while I fucked the toy into her.

"Message him," I said.

Lena took the phone.

She opened the group thread.

Lena: Friday. Hotel bar first. Private suite afterward.

Julian replied.

Julian: What do both of you want?

Lena handed me the phone.

I typed the words that made my hand shake.

Evan: I want to see you naked. I want my wife on her knees. I want to see the comparison with my own eyes.

Julian's reply came slowly.

Julian: And Lena?

She recorded an audio message while the toy remained inside her.

"I want your cock in my mouth while my husband watches. I want him close enough to see how much I can take. I want him hard when you hold my hair."

She sent it.

My fist moved faster around my cock.

Julian answered.

Julian: Then Friday, no one wastes time pretending the three of us came for conversation.

Lena came around the toy.

I came across my own hand.

The ruined rule card sat between us, stained by old ink and older fear.

Lena picked it up and dropped it into the trash.

"There," she said. "Now the only thing left is what we want."


CHAPTER 35

EVAN - THE VIDEO SHE MADE ME WATCH

On the fourth night without Julian, Lena sent me a video from our own bedroom.

She waited until I was at a client dinner across town.

The message appeared while three contractors argued about flooring samples.

Lena: Volume on. Earbuds if you are a coward.

I excused myself and locked the restroom door.

The video opened on the mirror.

Lena stood naked except for the gold bracelet. The green dress hung behind her like the skin of the woman who had broken the first rule.

She held the thick black toy in one hand.

"Four days," she said. "My husband thinks silence will make me want Julian less."

She rubbed the head of the toy over her pussy.

"It doesn't."

My cock hardened instantly.

"I keep remembering his mouth. The way he tasted like bourbon. The way he held my neck after I moved first."

She looked into the mirror, not the camera.

"And I remember Evan kissing me afterward because my cuck needed every dirty detail on his tongue."

The toy pushed inside her.

Lena gasped.

A contractor knocked on the restroom door.

"Occupied," I called.

Lena worked the shaft deeper.

"Bigger than my husband," she said. "Still smaller than the shape I felt in Julian's pants."

My hand moved inside my trousers.

"Look how easily your wife opens now."

She turned sideways, giving the camera a clear view of her pussy stretching around the black shaft.

"This is what waiting does. It doesn't make me good. It makes me hungry."

I stroked my cock in a restaurant restroom while my wife fucked herself at home.

Lena bent over the dresser.

The mirror showed her face, breasts, and the toy disappearing between her legs.

"I want him to see me like this."

She drove the toy harder.

"I want Julian standing behind me while you sit on the bed. I want him to watch this pussy swallow something big and know he's next."

My breath came rough.

"And I want you to tell him what makes me come."

The toy slapped wetly against her cunt.

"Tell him your wife likes being watched. Tell him she likes a hand at her throat. Tell him she gets wetter when her husband admits another man's cock scares him."

I came into a wad of paper towels with my phone balanced on the sink.

Lena kept moving.

"Did you come already, little cuck?"

The recorded question felt timed to humiliate me.

She slowed and smiled at the mirror.

"Of course you did. Julian would still be hard."

My softening cock twitched.

She pulled the toy out and held it up, shining.

"When you get home, this is waiting on your pillow."

Then she licked the slick shaft from base to head.

"Clean it, love."

The video ended.

I returned to dinner with my pulse still racing.

Forty minutes later, another message arrived.

A photograph of the black toy across my pillow.

Beside it, Grant's ruined business card with NO KISSING still readable through the blurred ink.

Lena: We need a new rule.

I stared at the words.

Then I typed the only honest answer.

Evan: We need Julian.


CHAPTER 36

LENA - TELL YOUR CUCK EVERYTHING

The video changed the way Evan looked at my mouth.

Every kiss became practice.

Every time I knelt, he pictured Julian standing where he stood.

That night, my husband sat at the edge of the bed with his cock in his hand and the black toy beside him.

I wore only the gold bracelet.

WATCH caught the lamplight when I crawled toward him.

"Show me Friday," he said.

I took the toy.

"Julian stands here."

I placed it upright between Evan's feet.

"Bigger than you."

His cock twitched.

"Say it properly."

I wrapped both hands around the thick shaft.

"Julian's cock is much bigger than yours, love. Your wife will need both hands."

Evan stroked himself slowly.

"What do you do first?"

I kissed the head of the toy.

"I look at my cuck."

"Then?"

"I open my mouth."

I took the toy between my lips.

The thickness stretched my jaw.

Saliva gathered immediately.

Evan's breathing changed.

"Deeper."

I pushed until the head touched the back of my throat.

My eyes watered.

I pulled off and smiled.

"Your toy barely fits. His cock is thicker."

Jealousy darkened his face.

His fist moved faster.

"Tell me what Julian does."

"He holds my hair."

Evan gathered my hair in one hand.

"Like this?"

"Harder."

He tightened his grip.

I swallowed the toy again.

My husband guided my head. We had chosen the rehearsal before I knelt. Now he used my mouth the way he wanted Julian to use it.

I gagged.

Saliva ran down the shaft.

Evan pulled me back.

"Look at me."

I did.

"What do you tell your bull?"

"Fuck my mouth. Make my cuck watch me choke."

His cock leaked over his fingers.

"Again."

"Use your whore wife, love. Show him how much bigger you are."

I took the toy deeper.

Evan's grip in my hair made my cunt drip.

"And what do you tell me?"

I released the shaft with a wet sound.

"Jerk off, corninho. Watch your wife suck the cock she chose."

His fist blurred.

"More."

"Come while I take him. Come first because you always do when another man makes me hungry."

Evan groaned.

I lowered the toy to my pussy and pushed it inside.

"Look how open I am already."

He watched the thick shaft disappear.

"Julian hasn't even fucked me, and your wife is practicing for him."

I moved the toy hard and fast.

"Tell me everything," Evan said.

"I want his mouth. His hands. His cock against my tongue. I want him coming on my face while you watch."

My husband's body tightened.

"And after?"

"I crawl to you."

"Covered in him?"

"Covered in him."

"Then what?"

I drove the toy deep and held it there.

"Then my cuck tastes what his bull gave me."

Evan came across his stomach.

I watched every pulse.

The sight pushed me over.

My cunt clenched around the toy while Julian's name left my mouth.

Afterward, I crawled between Evan's legs and licked his cum from his skin.

He held my face.

"Friday, you keep looking at me."

I swallowed the last taste of him.

"Friday, love, you won't be able to look anywhere else."


CHAPTER 37

EVAN - MORNING AFTER HUNGER

I woke to the wet sound of the toy moving inside my wife.

Lena lay beside me on her back, knees open, one hand working the black shaft while the other circled her clit.

The bracelet flashed at her wrist.

WATCH.

She looked at me.

"Morning, cuck."

My cock hardened beneath the sheet.

"How long have you been doing that?"

"Long enough to imagine Julian taking over."

She pushed the toy deeper.

"Come closer."

I turned toward her.

Lena took my hand and placed it on the base.

"Fuck it into me."

I obeyed.

The thick shaft slid through her soaking cunt.

"Who is this?" I asked.

"Julian."

I drove harder.

"What does he do Friday?"

"Stands in front of me. Takes out that huge cock. Makes my husband see the truth."

Her hips lifted.

"What truth?"

"That your wife wants something much bigger than you in her mouth."

My cock throbbed.

Lena noticed.

"There he is. My little cuck waking up hard for his bull."

I fucked the toy deeper.

"He isn't my bull."

"Not yet."

The phrase returned, but it no longer sounded like a rule.

It sounded like a promise.

Lena turned onto her stomach and raised her ass.

I moved behind her, toy still buried in her pussy.

"Show me Friday," I said.

She looked back.

"Julian holds my hair."

I gathered it in my fist.

"He tells me to open."

"Open."

She opened her mouth toward the mirror.

"He puts that big cock on my tongue while you sit close enough to touch me."

My cock pressed against her ass.

"And you?"

"You jerk off. You tell me how much bigger he is."

I pulled the toy almost free and drove it back inside.

Lena cried out.

"You come watching me choke."

I could not wait.

I removed the toy and replaced it with my cock.

Her cunt was stretched and slick.

I felt smaller inside the space the toy had opened.

The humiliation made me drive harder.

Lena laughed breathlessly.

"Feel that, love? Your wife is loose around your little cock because she's practicing for Julian."

I slapped her ass.

"Say it again."

"Smaller. You're so much smaller. And you love fucking me after something bigger."

My hips snapped forward.

"Who comes home with you?"

"My husband."

"Who do you choose Friday?"

"Julian."

The answer hurt.

My cock stayed hard.

"For what?"

"His mouth. His hands. His cock in my mouth."

"And who watches?"

Lena looked at me in the mirror.

"My cuckold husband."

I came inside her.

She came seconds later, pushing back against me while her fingers worked her clit.

We stayed joined in the morning light.

The black toy lay wet beside us.

Lena reached for the phone.

A new message waited from Julian.

Julian: Friday. Eight. The Meridian suite. Come hungry.

She showed me.

My cock pulsed once inside her.

Lena smiled.

"He knows us."

"He knows what we told him."

"Friday, he'll know what your wife tastes like."

I pulled out slowly.

My cum leaked from her stretched cunt.

Lena spread herself in the mirror.

"Take a picture," she said. "Send him what I'm bringing."

I did.

No list.

No workshop.

No cold questions in the middle of heat.

Only my wife, my jealousy, and the man she had chosen waiting at the end of the week.


CHAPTER 38

LENA - HIS MOUTH

We met Julian the following Friday at a wine bar near Bayshore.

No dark booth.

No dance floor.

No accident to blame.

We came for his mouth.

I wore the white dress Evan chose because he wanted Julian's hands visible against it. The gold bracelet remained on my wrist, but I did not need jewelry to remember the choice we had made before leaving home.

Julian stood when we approached.

His eyes moved to my mouth first.

Then to Evan.

"You chose the dress?" he asked.

"I chose what he gets to see," Evan said.

Julian smiled faintly.

We sat for one drink.

No one touched me.

The waiting made my pussy soak the white lace beneath the dress.

Julian watched every time I wet my lips.

Evan watched Julian watch.

By the time the glasses were half empty, my husband was hard enough that the outline showed beneath the table.

I turned toward him.

"I want to kiss him."

Evan looked at my mouth.

Then at Julian's.

"Stand up," he said.

I obeyed.

Julian rose in front of me.

We stayed beside the table, visible to my husband and half the room.

Julian placed one hand at my waist and the other at the back of my neck.

No repeated questions.

No cold pause.

The choice had been made before we arrived.

He pulled me against him.

His cock was already hard, thick against my stomach.

"Look at your husband," he said.

I did.

Then Julian kissed me.

Slow at first.

Deep enough on the second breath that my knees softened.

His tongue moved over mine. His hand tightened at my neck. My body opened against him as if the first stolen kiss had only taught me where the hunger lived.

Evan watched.

Pain tightened his face.

His cock stayed hard.

That made me wetter.

I moaned into Julian's mouth and rolled my hips against the heavy shape in his trousers.

"Bigger," I whispered against his lips. "My cuck was right."

Julian kissed me harder.

I looked at Evan through half-closed eyes.

"Do you like it, love? Watching your wife open her mouth for the man she chose?"

My husband swallowed.

"Yes."

"Say what you are."

His jaw tightened.

"Your cuck."

The confession went straight to my cunt.

I kissed Julian with more hunger because my husband had finally said it in public.

Julian's hand moved from my neck to my ass. He gripped through the white dress and pulled me against his cock.

"Your wife is soaked," he told Evan.

"I know."

"She wants more."

"I know that too."

Julian's mouth returned to mine.

The kiss became rougher. Teeth at my lower lip. Tongue deep. My breath breaking between us.

Evan let it continue until the room around us disappeared.

Then his hand closed around my wrist.

Not a question.

A claim.

"Come here."

Julian released me.

I went straight to my husband.

Evan pulled me onto his lap and kissed me while Julian watched.

His tongue searched my mouth for every trace of the other man.

I gave it to him.

Bourbon. Saliva. Hunger.

When he pulled back, his breathing was rough.

"Tell me."

"Julian kisses slower than you."

His cock jumped beneath me.

"More."

"His tongue goes deeper. He holds my neck harder. And I got wetter because you watched every second."

Evan kissed me again, angry and hungry.

Julian remained standing beside the table, hard enough that I could see the thick line beneath his trousers.

I reached toward him.

Evan caught my hand.

"Not tonight."

The answer did not cool me.

It gave the next night a shape.

Julian looked at my husband.

"What now?"

Evan held my face and made me look at him.

"Now she tells you who she wants for the next experiment."

My pussy clenched.

I looked at Julian.

The trainer whose name had entered our bed before his hands entered our marriage.

The man who had waited long enough to become dangerous.

"I choose you," I said.

Evan's cock pulsed beneath me.

Julian did not smile.

His eyes darkened.

"Then next time," he said, "I want more than your mouth."

I turned to my husband.

"So do I."


CHAPTER 39

EVAN - HER CHOSEN BULL

Hearing Lena choose Julian did not feel like losing my wife.

It felt like watching her point at the exact blade she wanted me to hold against my own pride.

Grant had been the first stranger.

Julian was different.

He knew where she trained. He knew how her body moved. He knew the name she used when she wanted to strip me of every comfortable lie.

And now he knew she had chosen him.

We left the wine bar beneath warm Florida rain.

Julian stood under the awning while Lena and I waited for the car.

The white dress clung faintly to her thighs. Her lips were swollen. Every time she licked them, I tasted him again.

"What does choosing me mean?" Julian asked.

Lena looked at me.

I answered.

"It means the next night belongs to the three of us."

"What happens?"

The direct question tightened my stomach.

"You touch her beneath the clothes."

Julian's eyes moved to Lena.

"Where?"

My mouth went dry.

"Her tits. Her pussy. Wherever she told us she wants before we walk into the room."

Lena inhaled sharply.

Julian looked back at me.

"And you?"

"I watch. I guide when she wants my voice. I stay close enough that she sees what it does to me."

"Anything else?"

Rain struck the sidewalk in silver lines.

I looked at the heavy shape beneath his trousers.

"I want to see your cock."

The humiliation of saying it burned through me.

Lena's hand tightened around mine.

Julian did not laugh.

"Why?"

"Because my wife has spent weeks telling me you're bigger. I want the comparison out of my head and in front of me."

Lena stepped closer to Julian.

"He wants proof that his fear has a body."

My cock hardened.

Julian's gaze dropped to the front of my trousers.

"It already does."

The answer hit harder because it was calm.

Lena smiled.

"My cuck likes you."

"Your cuck is trying to decide whether liking me makes this easier or worse."

"Worse," I said.

Julian nodded.

"Good."

The car pulled to the curb.

Before we moved, Julian stepped close to Lena.

"I'm kissing you goodbye."

My wife looked at me to make sure I saw the choice we had already made.

Then Julian kissed her in the rain.

No stopwatch.

No repeated check.

His hand at her neck. Her fingers in his shirt. Their mouths opening while water darkened the shoulders of his white shirt.

I watched until jealousy and hunger became the same pressure beneath my ribs.

Then I caught Lena by the waist and pulled her back to me.

She came willingly, breathless and smiling.

I kissed Julian's taste from her mouth in front of him.

My cock pressed hard against her stomach.

"Tell him," she whispered.

I looked at the man she had chosen.

"Next time, you show us everything."

Julian's eyes lowered to my wife.

"And she?"

Lena answered.

"Next time, I get on my knees."

My body reacted so violently that she laughed against my mouth.

We climbed into the car.

Through the window, Julian watched us leave.

Lena rested her head against my shoulder.

"Tell me the truth," she said.

"I'm scared."

"More."

"I want to see him naked."

Her hand moved over my hard cock through my trousers.

"More."

I looked back through the rain-streaked window at Julian growing smaller behind us.

"I want to watch my wife take a cock bigger than mine into her mouth."

Lena kissed my jaw.

"My honest little cuck."

This time, the name did not feel like something she used against me.

It felt like the man I had finally stopped pretending I was not.


EPILOGUE

LENA - THE NEXT DOOR

At home, I stood naked in front of the bedroom mirror while Evan photographed my swollen mouth.

The white dress lay across the chair.

The ruined business card rested beside it.

NO KISSING had survived the ink.

It had not survived us.

Evan chose a photograph where I touched my lips and looked at his reflection behind me.

He sent it to Julian.

Evan: She chose you. Next time happens with me in the room.

Julian answered.

Julian: I want to see both of you before the clothes come off.

Then another message.

Julian: And after that, I want her on her knees.

Evan's cock hardened visibly in the mirror.

I moved behind him and wrapped one hand around it.

"He knows what you want," I whispered.

"He knows what you want."

"Same thing now?"

"Not the same."

I stroked him slowly.

"Tell me the difference."

Evan looked at the drawer containing the thick black toy.

Then at my naked body.

Then at the mouth Julian had kissed.

"You want his cock."

My pussy tightened.

"And you?"

"I want to watch you prove it."

I lowered myself in front of him.

"Then practice."

I took my husband's cock into my mouth while Julian's message remained open on the phone beside us.

Evan held my hair.

"Next time," he said, "that mouth is around him."

I sucked harder.

"Bigger than me."

I moaned around his cock.

"Your jaw stretching. Your eyes on me."

My hand moved between my legs.

"And when I come from watching, you keep sucking him."

The words made my cunt drip onto the floor.

I pulled back with saliva shining at my lips.

"That's what you want?"

"Yes."

"Say what you are."

His fingers tightened in my hair.

"Your cuckold husband."

I smiled and swallowed him again.

Evan came hard against my tongue.

I took every pulse, looked up at him, and imagined Julian standing where my husband stood.

Afterward, I held Evan's softening cock against my cheek.

"The first door was my mouth," I said.

He touched the ruined card.

"And the next?"

I opened the drawer and took out the black toy.

"The next door is the man I chose."

I bent over the bed and pushed the toy against my soaking pussy.

Evan watched the thick head disappear inside me.

His cock began to harden again.

"Bigger," I gasped. "Love, I'm going to need him bigger."

My husband came behind me, gripped my hips, and drove the toy deeper.

"Then take it," he said. "Practice for your bull."

I looked back at him.

"Our bull."

The correction made his face tighten.

His cock stayed hard.

That was how Book Three began before either of us knew the title.

With my husband fucking a toy into my cunt while another man's message waited on the bed.

With no rule left between my mouth and the man I had chosen.

Only hunger.


CONTINUE THE SERIES

MY WIFE'S SECRET HUNGER

Read the books in order:

BOOK 1 - The Confession

BOOK 2 - THE FIRST RULE  [YOU ARE HERE]

BOOK 3 - Her Chosen Bull  [READ NEXT]

BOOK 4

BOOK 5

BOOK 6

BOOK 7

BOOK 8

BOOK 9

BOOK 10

SHE HAS MADE HER CHOICE

BOOK 3: HER CHOSEN BULL

Lena has crossed the first line and chosen Julian. Now Evan must watch the man who haunted their fantasies undress, feel Lena's mouth around him, and discover how far his wife intends to go with the bull she wanted from the beginning.

Julian is ready. This time, Evan is too.

Continue now with Her Chosen Bull.
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