

HER BOSS

MY WIFE'S SECRET HUNGER, BOOK 8

OLIVIA CROSS


Copyright © 2026 Olivia Cross

All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously.

All characters depicted in this book are consenting adults over the age of eighteen.

MY WIFE'S SECRET HUNGER, BOOK 8


18+ CONTENT NOTICE

This book is intended exclusively for readers eighteen years of age or older. It contains explicit sexual content, strong language, voyeurism, hotwife and cuckold dynamics, humiliation, and other consensual adult themes. All characters are consenting adults over the age of eighteen.

A NOTE FROM OLIVIA CROSS

My Wife's Secret Hunger is one continuous erotic journey. Evan and Lena begin with a confession, then discover how jealousy, voyeurism, surrender, and brutal honesty can expose desires neither of them expected to survive outside fantasy.
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CHAPTER 1

EVAN - THE RED DRESS

David Mercer's message waited on Lena's phone while I packed the dress he had already seen once.

Miami. Two nights. Executive launch. Dinner with investors. Bring something red for Friday.

The words were professional until they reached my head.

Lena stood barefoot beside the open suitcase wearing only black panties and the white shirt she had stolen from me after Nate left. The WATCH bracelet rested against her wrist. She read the message again, then looked at the dress spread across our bed.

"He remembers it," she said.

"He remembers you in it."

"Same thing."

"Not to me."

Her mouth curved.

That smile had changed across seven books of our marriage. It had once meant affection. Then it meant curiosity. Now it meant she had found the exact place where jealousy and hunger shared a nerve.

"Tell me what he remembers," she said.

I folded the dress slowly.

"The slit."

"How high?"

"High enough that he knew you weren't wearing panties."

"He didn't know."

"He suspected."

Lena walked behind me and pressed herself against my back. Her hands slipped beneath my T-shirt. One moved across my stomach. The other found the front of my shorts.

My cock hardened before she touched it.

"There he is," she whispered.

"You have a new job because you're talented."

"I know."

"David hired you because of your work."

"I know that too."

Her fingers closed around me through the fabric.

"But my husband still gets hard because my boss remembers a red dress."

I turned and caught her wrist.

"Your boss sent an itinerary at six in the morning."

"He works early."

"He told you what color to bring."

"He likes consistency."

I pushed her back onto the mattress.

She laughed as the suitcase shifted beside her.

"Say it," she told me.

"Say what?"

"The sentence you hate."

I pulled her panties down.

Her cunt was already slick.

"Your boss wants my wife."

Her eyes darkened.

"Again."

I spread her knees.

"David Mercer wants my wife."

"And what does my cuck want?"

The word tightened my stomach and hardened my cock another painful inch.

"I want him to look."

"Only look?"

"For now."

Lena propped herself on her elbows.

"You packed the red dress. You chose the black heels. You booked me in the hotel he owns."

"The company booked the room."

"And you asked for the executive floor."

I had.

The lie had been availability. The truth was that David's suite would be on the same floor.

Lena touched herself while I watched. Two fingers moved through her cunt, slow at first, then deeper when I looked toward the phone on the nightstand.

"Read the message," she said.

"You know what it says."

"Read it while I make myself come."

I picked up her phone.

David:

Miami schedule attached. Dinner Thursday. Launch Friday. Bring something red for Friday night. It suits you.

Lena pushed two fingers into her pussy and opened wider.

"It suits you," she repeated.

"He shouldn't write that."

"Why?"

"Because he's your boss."

"That makes it worse."

"That makes it better for you."

She smiled.

"For us."

I opened my shorts and wrapped my hand around my hard cock.

Lena watched me begin to stroke.

"Tell me what you picture," she said.

"You in the hotel elevator."

Her fingers moved faster.

"With him?"

"Yes."

"What am I wearing?"

"The red dress."

"Panties?"

"No."

"Does he know?"

"He finds out."

Her breath broke.

"How?"

I imagined mirrored walls. David behind her. His hand on the slit I had chosen. Lena looking at the reflection instead of turning around.

"He puts his hand on your thigh."

"Higher."

"He feels your bare cunt."

"And you?"

"I'm at home reading the message you send afterward."

She came with my phone in my hand and her boss's name bright on the screen.

Her cunt clenched around her fingers. Her head fell back. I watched her ride the thought of another man's hand until she stopped shaking.

Then she sat up, took my cock into her mouth, and sucked me while I reread David's message.

I came against her tongue.

She swallowed, wiped her mouth, and folded the red dress into the suitcase.

"Pack the white one too," she said.

"Why?"

"Because if my boss remembers red, I want to know what he does when your wife arrives looking innocent."

I packed both.


CHAPTER 2

LENA - THE NEW OFFICE

The first thing David gave me was a glass office.

The second was a door that did not close quietly.

It clicked with a clean, expensive sound every time someone entered. I noticed because David came in four times before lunch.

The office overlooked Tampa Bay. My desk faced the glass wall, which meant anyone walking through the creative floor could see me. Designers. Account managers. Assistants carrying coffee. David moving between meetings with his jacket open and his phone in one hand.

The first morning, I wore the white blouse Evan chose.

The buttons pulled faintly across my tits. The black skirt reached my knees when I stood and climbed high enough when I sat that I caught three people looking through the glass before ten.

Evan had chosen the lingerie too.

White lace. Thin enough to show the shape of my nipples when the air-conditioning turned cold.

I sent him a photograph from my chair.

The glass wall reflected my crossed legs. My blouse was open one button lower than it had been when I left home.

Me:

Your wife has an audience.

His answer came immediately.

Evan:

How many men looked?

Me:

Three employees. One future client. One boss.

The typing dots appeared.

Evan:

He looked?

I smiled at the screen.

David had stopped outside my office twenty minutes earlier. He had been speaking to the head of development when his eyes moved through the glass and found me. Not my face first. My crossed legs.

He continued walking without losing a word.

That control was different from Nate. Different from Mason. Different from Julian.

Men who wanted me usually showed it in their bodies.

David showed it by deciding what not to show.

Me:

He noticed the skirt.

Evan:

How do you know?

Me:

Because he looked once and did not look again.

My husband called instead of typing.

I answered quietly.

"You sound disappointed," I said.

"I'm at work."

"So am I."

"Is your door closed?"

"No."

"Can people see you?"

"Everyone."

His breath changed.

I slid one hand beneath the desk and rested it high on my thigh.

"Tell me what you wore under the skirt," he said.

"You already know."

"Tell me from the glass office."

I looked toward the hallway.

David stood twenty feet away speaking with Marissa Cole, the chief operating officer who would become my direct manager. That mattered. David owned the company, but Marissa controlled my work, evaluations, and salary after the offer became final.

David had arranged it before I signed.

The job was mine without him.

The hunger was something else.

"White lace," I said.

"Are you wet?"

I moved my hand between my legs.

The lace was damp.

"Your boss's wife is touching herself at work," I whispered.

"I am not your boss."

"No. You're the cuck who dressed me for him."

His silence was the answer.

I rubbed myself through the lace while pretending to review a project schedule. My screen showed photographs of a Miami residence. Floor-to-ceiling windows. White stone. A bedroom overlooking the water.

The launch location.

David entered my office without knocking.

The door clicked.

My hand stopped beneath the desk.

He placed a folder beside my keyboard.

"Miami revisions," he said.

His voice gave nothing away.

"I was reviewing them."

"I see that."

His eyes moved to the phone against my ear.

"Your husband?"

Evan heard the question.

"Yes."

David looked at me for one extra second.

"Tell him I appreciate him lending you to us for the week."

The wording made my cunt tighten beneath my hand.

Evan heard that too.

"He heard you," I said.

David's gaze dropped to the hand hidden beneath my desk.

Not enough to see what I was doing.

Enough to know I had not moved it.

"Good," he said.

He turned toward the door.

"David."

He stopped.

I should have asked about the folder.

Instead, I said, "He chose the blouse."

David looked back at me.

His eyes moved over the white fabric, the pulled buttons, the shape of my breasts.

Then he looked directly at the phone.

"Your husband chooses well."

The door clicked behind him.

Evan remained silent for three seconds.

Then:

"Take a picture of your panties."

I locked the office door.

The glass still exposed me to the entire floor.

I raised my skirt, spread my knees beneath the desk, and photographed the white lace darkened over my cunt.

Before I sent it, I added one line.

He thanked you for lending me.

Evan answered with a photograph of his hard cock in his office bathroom.

The new job had been mine for less than three hours.

My husband was already jerking off because the man who owned the company had looked at my tits.


CHAPTER 3

EVAN - THE COMPANY PHOTOGRAPH

Mercer Luxury Group posted Lena's photograph at noon.

Welcome Lena Hart, our new Creative Director.

The image showed her beside David in the lobby. She wore the white blouse and black skirt. David wore a dark suit. His hand rested at the small of her back.

Professional.

Ordinary.

Possessive enough to ruin my concentration for the rest of the afternoon.

I enlarged the picture until the pixels softened.

His thumb touched the side of her waist. Lena's body leaned toward him by less than an inch. She smiled at the camera. David did not. He looked calm, established, certain.

The comments arrived quickly.

Congratulations.

Perfect fit.

What a team.

Nate sent the post to our private group.

Nate:

Your wife's boss looks like he buys buildings when he gets bored.

Lena:

He does.

Mason:

Hand on the waist. Brave man.

Julian:

Not brave if the husband likes it.

The old map of men existed in one conversation now. My best friend. My neighbor. The trainer who had first become Lena's bull. Each understood a different version of me.

David understood none of them yet.

I typed:

He does not know what the husband likes.

Lena answered privately.

Lena:

Maybe he suspects.

She sent a second photograph.

This one had not been posted publicly.

The same lobby. Same white blouse. Same hand at her waist.

But Lena had turned toward David between official shots. Her mouth was close to his ear. David looked down at her. The camera had caught something unguarded in his face.

Hunger.

Not politeness.

Not leadership.

A man looking at a woman he wanted.

Me:

Who took this?

Lena:

The company photographer. He sent all the unused shots to me.

Me:

What were you saying?

Lena:

That you chose my blouse.

My cock hardened beneath my desk.

Me:

Why were you that close?

Lena:

Because I wanted to see whether his face changed when I said husband.

Me:

Did it?

Lena:

You are looking at the answer.

I locked my office door.

My hand moved over my cock through my trousers while I stared at David's hand on my wife.

The official photograph made me jealous.

The unused one made me feel exposed.

Lena knew exactly why. She had not merely allowed David to touch her waist. She had used me to test his desire.

My phone rang.

Lena.

"You saw it," she said.

"Yes."

"Tell me what you hate."

"His hand."

"Where?"

"On your waist."

"Lower than you wanted?"

"Higher than I wanted."

She laughed softly.

"Liar."

I opened my trousers.

"What else?" she asked.

"The way he looked at you."

"Like my boss?"

"Like a man."

"Good."

The word moved through me.

"Where are you?" I asked.

"Bathroom on the executive floor."

"Alone?"

"For the moment."

"What are you doing?"

Fabric moved against the phone.

"I took off the white panties."

"Why?"

"They were too wet."

My fist closed around my cock.

"From the picture?"

"From standing beside him while he touched me for twenty minutes."

"Twenty minutes?"

"The photographer kept changing angles."

"Did his hand move?"

"Once."

"Where?"

"Lower."

My breath broke.

"How low?"

"Close enough that I wondered whether he could feel the top of my ass through the skirt."

"Did you move away?"

"No."

"Did he?"

"No."

The office around me disappeared.

I saw the lobby. The glass. Employees walking past. David's hand on Lena. My wife standing still because she wanted him to feel what my clothes revealed.

"Touch yourself," I said.

"I already am."

I heard the slick movement of her fingers.

"Tell me what you are looking at," she whispered.

"The picture."

"Which one?"

"The private one."

"Look at his hand."

I did.

"Look at my mouth near his ear."

I did.

"Now picture me telling him my husband is jerking off to this photograph."

I came into my fist before I could answer.

Hard. Sudden. My cum spilled over my knuckles while Lena breathed my name through the phone.

"My little cuck," she whispered.

I stayed in my chair, shaking, with the company announcement open on my screen.

When I returned from the bathroom, the public post had another comment.

David Mercer:

The right person, at the right time.

I read it three times.

Then Lena sent me the photograph again.

This time, she had cropped everyone out except David's hand.


CHAPTER 4

EVAN - THE FIRST VOICE NOTE

David's first voice note arrived at 10:42 that night.

Lena and I were in bed.

She lay naked beside me with one knee raised, scrolling through Miami plans. My hand rested between her thighs. I had been touching her without urgency, keeping her wet while she read hotel layouts and presentation times.

The message appeared beneath David's name.

Thirty-one seconds.

"Play it," I said.

Lena looked at me.

"It might be work."

"That is why I want to hear it."

She pressed the screen.

David's voice filled our bedroom.

"Lena, the launch deck is strong. I changed the order of the final three images because your bedroom sequence is the best part of the story. We should review it alone tomorrow. You see the room differently than everyone else. I want to understand how. Good night."

The note ended.

My fingers stopped inside her cunt.

Lena smiled at the ceiling.

"Bedroom sequence," she said.

"He means photographs."

"I know what he means."

"Do you?"

She turned toward me.

"My boss wants to understand how I see bedrooms."

I pushed two fingers deeper.

Her hips lifted.

"Answer him," I said.

"What should I say?"

"The truth."

"Which truth?"

She used my own question from the morning.

I moved my thumb over her clit.

"Tell him you see where bodies would go."

Lena's breath caught.

"That is not professional."

"Neither was good night."

"It was polite."

"At ten forty-two?"

She laughed.

"Jealous husband."

"Hard cuck."

Her cunt tightened around my fingers.

"Say it again."

"Your hard little cuck wants you to answer your boss."

Lena opened the recorder.

She did not sit up. Did not move away from my hand. She held the phone above her bare tits while I continued touching her.

"David," she began, voice steady, "I see rooms by imagining what people will feel inside them. Bedrooms are easy. I look at the bed, the windows, the mirrors. I decide where someone would stand if they wanted to watch. Where someone would lie if they wanted to be seen. We can review the sequence tomorrow. Good night."

She ended the recording.

"Send it," I said.

"You heard my voice."

"He needs to hear it."

She pressed Send.

The note left our bed and traveled to the man who signed her offer.

My fingers moved faster.

"Where would I stand?" I asked.

"In the Miami bedroom?"

"Yes."

"By the window."

"Watching you?"

"Watching my boss bend me over the bed."

The words were immediate. Lena had learned not to soften what my body asked for.

"And the mirror?"

"Across from me. So I can see my cuck's face while another man fucks his wife."

My cock pressed hard against her hip.

"Touch me," I said.

She wrapped one hand around me while I kept two fingers inside her.

We watched David's message thread together.

Three dots appeared.

Then disappeared.

Then returned.

His answer arrived as text.

David:

That is exactly why I hired you.

A second message followed.

David:

You understand the difference between a room people enter and a room they remember.

Lena read it aloud.

"A room they remember," she repeated.

I rolled her onto her back and pushed my cock into her.

No warning. No question. Her legs opened because she had been waiting for it.

I fucked her while David's voice note remained open beside her head.

"Tell me what he remembers," I said.

"The red dress."

"More."

"My slit."

"More."

"Your wife with no panties."

"Say boss."

She pulled me closer.

"My boss remembers your wife without panties."

I drove deeper.

"He wants to review bedrooms alone with me."

"And you want him hard while he does it."

"Yes."

"Tell me."

She looked into my eyes.

"I want my boss talking about luxury bedrooms while his cock gets hard because he knows my husband dressed me for him."

I came inside her.

Lena held me there, cunt squeezing around my cock, and reached for the phone.

She recorded one more voice note after midnight.

"David, one more thought. The mirrors in the primary suite should remain. People remember seeing themselves become someone different."

She sent it before I could decide whether the sentence belonged to photography or us.

David did not answer until morning.

His reply contained four words.

I agree. Keep the mirrors.


CHAPTER 5

LENA - THE MIRRORS

David reviewed the bedroom photographs with the door open.

That detail disappointed me.

I had spent the drive imagining the glass office closed, his chair beside mine, his knee touching the edge of my skirt while we talked about beds and mirrors.

Instead, he stood behind me with one hand resting on the back of my chair and the creative floor moving visibly beyond the glass.

Professional.

Controlled.

Close enough that I smelled his cologne whenever he leaned forward.

The Miami suite filled my monitor. White linen. Dark wood. A wall of glass facing the ocean. Two mirrors placed where they would catch the bed from different angles.

David pointed to the first image.

"You chose this one."

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because the mirror catches the person at the window."

"The watcher."

The word tightened my cunt.

"Yes."

He moved to the next image.

"And this one catches the bed."

"Both people on it."

"Only two?"

I turned slightly.

David's face remained calm.

He knew what he had asked.

"The room could hold more," I said.

"Every room can."

His hand shifted on the chair.

The side of his thumb brushed my shoulder.

A touch so small no one outside the office would notice.

My body noticed.

"Your voice note was interesting," he said.

"So was yours."

"I send notes late. Bad habit."

"My husband heard it."

David looked toward my phone beside the keyboard.

"Does he hear all my messages?"

"The interesting ones."

"And which are those?"

I met his eyes.

"The ones that make him hard."

The office remained open. People walked past the glass. A woman from accounting carried folders toward the elevator. Somewhere behind us, a printer began running.

David did not move.

"Does talking about mirrors make your husband hard?"

"Talking about you does."

His hand tightened against the chair.

The first visible crack.

"Lena."

My name sounded different in his voice when he was not discussing work.

"You asked."

"I did."

"Do you want the polite answer now?"

"No."

I crossed my legs beneath the desk.

The black skirt rose higher.

David's eyes dropped once.

Just once.

"Evan chose this too," I said.

"I assumed."

"He chose my panties."

"I did not ask."

"No."

I smiled.

"You looked."

David stood upright.

The distance returned too quickly.

"Your job is yours," he said. "Your work reports to Marissa. Nothing personal changes that."

The sentence belonged here, before touch, before closed doors, before anyone lost the ability to pretend power had not entered the room.

"I know."

"Do you?"

"Yes. That is why I can tell you the truth."

"Which is?"

I uncrossed my legs.

"My husband wants you to look."

David's eyes moved to my thighs again.

"And you?"

"I want to see what happens when you stop pretending you don't."

His jaw tightened.

Then Marissa appeared outside the glass and raised one hand.

David stepped away from my chair before she entered.

The review returned to work.

Image order. Copy. Timing. Investor walk-through.

My cunt remained slick through all of it.

After David left, I texted Evan.

Me:

He said my job stays mine no matter what.

Evan:

What happened before he said that?

Me:

I told him you get hard when we talk about him.

The typing dots appeared immediately.

Evan:

And after?

I looked through the glass.

David stood at the far end of the floor. His back faced me. One hand rested in his trouser pocket.

The fabric pulled differently than it had an hour earlier.

Me:

He stopped hiding his cock from the glass.

Evan sent a photograph from the bathroom again.

His cock filled the screen.

Evan:

Show me what my boss's wife is doing now.

I locked the office door, but left the blinds open.

Then I slid my hand beneath my skirt while David remained visible across the floor.


CHAPTER 6

EVAN - THE MIAMI ITINERARY

The itinerary arrived with more detail than a military operation.

Thursday, 3:00 p.m. arrival.

4:30 p.m. property walk-through.

7:30 p.m. dinner with David and investors.

Friday, 8:00 a.m. press preview.

6:00 p.m. launch.

10:00 p.m. executive drinks.

Saturday, noon departure.

I read the final line twice.

Executive drinks.

No guest list. No location.

Lena sat at the kitchen island, painting her toenails red while I studied the schedule. She wore a gray tank top and no bra. Every time she leaned forward, the neckline opened enough for me to see her nipples.

"What happens at executive drinks?" I asked.

"Executives drink."

"With investors?"

"Maybe."

"In the hotel bar?"

"Maybe."

"In David's suite?"

She looked up.

"There he is."

"Answer me."

"I don't know yet."

She blew across her toes.

"But you want it to be his suite."

"You want it more."

I opened the hotel map.

Lena's room, 1807.

David's, 1812.

Five doors apart.

I had requested the executive floor because I wanted proximity. Now the numbers felt like evidence of something I had already permitted without admitting it.

"Your room is near his."

"Our room."

"I'm not going."

The words came out harder than I intended.

Lena put the polish down.

"You could."

"I have the Friday meeting."

"You could fly after."

"The company invited employees."

"David said spouses are welcome at the launch."

I looked at her.

"You didn't tell me."

"I wanted to see whether you would ask."

My cock moved beneath my shorts.

"Do you want me there?"

"I want you wanting to be there."

"That isn't an answer."

She crossed the kitchen and stood between my knees.

"I want Thursday alone."

Jealousy came clean and immediate.

Lena felt it in the way my hands closed around her hips.

"Why?"

"Because I want to enter the building as his creative director without my husband beside me. I want to know what David looks like when he owns the room and you are not there to absorb the tension."

"And Friday?"

"I want you at the launch."

"Why?"

She leaned close.

"Because I want my boss to see the man who chose my red dress."

My grip tightened.

"And after?"

"Executive drinks."

"In his suite?"

"Maybe."

She used the word again because she knew uncertainty hurt more than a dirty answer.

I pushed her tank top above her tits.

"What do you want him to do Thursday?"

"Look."

"Only look?"

"I want him to stand too close in the elevator. I want him to see the white dress at dinner. I want him wondering whether I am wearing panties."

"Will you be?"

"You haven't packed them yet."

I carried her upstairs.

The open suitcase remained on the bed.

I chose three pairs of panties and placed them beside the dresses.

White lace for the flight.

Black for the launch.

Red for Friday night.

Lena watched.

Then I took the red pair away.

"Friday night, nothing."

Her mouth opened slightly.

"Executive drinks?"

"Nothing under the dress."

"And if he notices?"

"Tell him your husband packed the suitcase."

She pulled me onto the bed.

"My cuck is getting brave."

"Your boss is getting close."

"Five doors."

"I counted."

Lena removed my shorts and climbed over me.

She rubbed her bare cunt along my hard cock without taking me inside.

"Picture Thursday," she whispered. "Your wife five doors from her boss. Alone."

"I hate Thursday."

"Your cock doesn't."

"My cock is stupid."

"Your cock tells the truth."

She lowered herself onto me.

I filled her while the itinerary remained open on the bed.

"Tell me what happens Friday," I said.

"You arrive."

She began riding me.

"David sees you."

"More."

"He shakes the hand that touched me while reading his messages."

My hips lifted.

"More."

"I wear the red dress. No panties. My boss knows. My cuck watches him know."

I came inside her before she reached the final line.

Lena stayed over me, moving slowly until she came around my softening cock.

Then she picked up the itinerary and added one event in red ink beneath executive drinks.

12:00 a.m. Tell Evan everything.

She underlined everything twice.


CHAPTER 7

EVAN - THE HOTEL KEY

I watched Lena enter the airport through the location dot on my phone.

The blue circle moved from parking garage to terminal. Security. Gate. Then stopped near a coffee shop.

She sent a photograph.

Her white dress ended above the knee. The neckline crossed over her tits. The white lace panties I packed were visible only because she had taken the picture from below, one leg crossed over the other.

Lena:

Last proof they are still on.

Me:

Who is sitting across from you?

Lena:

A man in a navy suit pretending to read.

Me:

Does he know?

Lena:

He knows I keep opening my legs.

A second photograph arrived.

The man appeared blurred in the background. His phone rested upright against his coffee cup. He was not reading. He was aiming the dark screen toward Lena's legs.

My cock hardened at my desk.

Me:

He is filming you.

Lena:

I know.

Me:

Close your legs.

Three dots.

Lena:

No.

I stared at the word.

Lena sent another image. Knees farther apart. White panties clearly visible beneath the dress.

Lena:

My husband packed them. The stranger can admire his choice.

I opened my office door, checked the hallway, then closed and locked it again.

My hand moved into my trousers.

The location dot began moving toward the gate.

I imagined the stranger following. Watching Lena walk in the dress I chose. Knowing he carried a private video of another man's wife.

She called while boarding.

"Did he follow you?" I asked.

"To the gate."

"Did he speak?"

"He said I looked beautiful."

"What did you say?"

"My husband agrees."

"Did you tell him about the video?"

"No."

"Why?"

"Because I wanted him to keep it."

My fist tightened around my cock.

"Dirty wife."

"Hard cuck."

A flight attendant greeted her through the phone. Lena lowered her voice.

"David sent a car."

"Of course he did."

"He said the driver has my hotel key."

"Why?"

"So I don't have to wait at reception."

"Professional."

"Very."

"What else did he say?"

"The suite across the hall is available if I want more room to work."

I sat upright.

"Across the hall from what?"

"His."

The company had upgraded her.

Not five doors.

Across the hall.

"Did you accept?"

"The key is already in the car."

My cock pulsed in my hand.

"Lena."

"You chose the executive floor, love. My boss improved your plan."

The boarding announcement filled the phone.

"I have to go."

"Send me the key when you get it."

"A picture?"

"Yes."

"What do I write?"

I pictured the key card in her hand. David's suite opposite hers. Two doors. A hallway camera. Staff trained not to notice who crossed where after midnight.

"Tell me who put you there."

Lena's voice softened.

"My boss put your wife across from his bedroom."

I came into my hand while passengers moved around her.

She heard my breath break.

"Did you come?"

"Yes."

"Before I even reached Miami?"

"Yes."

"My poor little cuck."

The line disconnected.

Two hours later, a photograph arrived.

A black key card rested between Lena's fingers. Room 1811.

Behind it, across the carpeted hallway, another door showed 1812.

Her caption contained one sentence.

My boss put me close enough to hear him come home.


CHAPTER 8

LENA - THE SUITE ACROSS THE HALL

David was inside my suite when I arrived.

Not waiting in the bedroom. Not holding champagne. Nothing so obvious.

He stood beside the windows with Marissa and two hotel managers, reviewing the launch schedule. My luggage waited near the closet. The white dress had wrinkled across my lap during the flight. The stranger's video still lived somewhere on his phone.

David looked at me once.

Then at the key in my hand.

"Upgrade acceptable?" he asked.

"My husband noticed the room number."

Marissa laughed without understanding.

"Spouses always notice upgrades."

David understood.

His eyes held mine for one beat longer.

"The location is convenient," he said.

"For work?"

"For anything you need."

The managers continued discussing lighting.

I placed my handbag on the table and crossed the room. David moved aside, but not enough. My shoulder touched his chest as I passed.

The contact lasted less than a second.

My cunt tightened immediately.

I looked at the ocean instead of him.

The suite was larger than our bedroom at home. A white sofa faced the glass. The bed sat on a raised platform with a mirror behind it. Evan had described almost the same room while fucking me two nights earlier.

The watcher at the window.

The bodies in the mirror.

David joined me beside the glass.

"This was your sequence," he said.

"Yes."

"You were right about the mirror."

Our reflections stood together in it. My white dress. His dark suit. Marissa and the managers blurred behind us.

"It changes the room," I said.

"It changes the people."

The words came from my voice note.

He remembered.

"My husband wants a picture," I said.

"Of the suite?"

"Of us in it."

David's jaw shifted.

"Does he?"

"Very much."

I took out my phone and opened the camera.

We stood beside the window. David did not touch me at first.

I moved closer.

His arm settled behind my back. His hand found my waist.

Lower than the company photograph.

His fingers rested just above my ass.

I took the picture.

The mirror captured the bed behind us.

I sent it to Evan without text.

His answer came before I lowered the phone.

Evan:

His hand.

I smiled.

Me:

I know.

Evan:

Lower than Tampa.

Me:

He remembers where he left it.

David watched my screen.

"What did he say?"

I turned the phone toward him.

He read the messages.

His hand remained on my waist.

"Your husband is direct."

"Only when his cock is hard."

The managers were still in the room.

Marissa stood ten feet away.

David's fingers tightened once.

"And is it?"

"Send him a message and find out."

He looked at me.

Then took my phone.

David typed with one thumb.

David:

The room suits her.

He handed the phone back.

Evan answered with a photograph.

His cock was hard in his fist.

No face. No explanation.

Only the truth.

David saw it.

The calm left his eyes.

He released my waist and stepped away before anyone turned toward us.

"Walk-through in twenty minutes," he said.

His voice had changed.

"I need to change."

"Wear the blue dress."

"My husband packed white."

"Then wear white."

David moved toward the door with the others.

Before leaving, he looked at the mirror behind the bed.

"Keep the picture," he said.

The suite emptied.

I locked the door.

Then I stood before the mirror, lifted the white dress, and photographed the panties Evan had packed.

I sent the image to both men.

Me:

The room suits me better without these.

I removed them and placed them on the handle of David's door across the hall.

Then I went to the property walk-through bare beneath the white dress.


CHAPTER 9

EVAN - THE ROOFTOP TABLE

Lena video-called from the restaurant bathroom at 8:14.

She held the phone low enough for me to see the white dress and the bare skin beneath it.

"Still no panties," she said.

"Where are they?"

"Across the hall."

"Did he find them?"

"His door was closed when I left."

"You hung your panties on your boss's door."

"The ones my husband packed."

My cock hardened beneath the kitchen table.

I had eaten alone. One plate. One glass of whiskey. Her location dot pulsed from the rooftop of the Mercer hotel.

"Who is at dinner?"

"Six investors. Marissa. David. Me."

"Where are you sitting?"

"Beside him."

"Of course."

Lena smiled.

"He moved the place card."

"How do you know?"

"My name was beside Marissa's when I arrived. David picked it up and placed it next to his."

Jealousy sharpened through me.

"Did anyone notice?"

"Everyone."

"Did he touch you?"

"His knee has been against mine since the first course."

"Accident?"

"Not anymore."

She turned the camera toward the mirror.

The white dress opened at one thigh. Her cunt remained hidden by inches.

"I crossed my legs," she said. "The slit moved."

"Did he look?"

"He stopped speaking for half a second."

"What was he saying?"

"How much he trusted my vision."

My hand moved into my shorts.

"Touch yourself," Lena whispered.

"You are in a restaurant bathroom."

"And my boss is waiting at the table with my panties hanging on his hotel door."

I opened my shorts.

She watched me through the screen.

"Tell me about his knee."

"It is against my bare thigh."

"Higher?"

"Every time someone asks him a question, he turns toward me. His knee slides higher."

"How high?"

Lena moved one hand beneath the dress.

"Here."

Her fingers touched the inside of her thigh, close to her cunt.

"Does he know you are bare?"

"He knows now."

"How?"

"He whispered that the white dress was becoming difficult to ignore."

My fist moved faster.

"What did you say?"

"That my husband packed it for him."

"For him?"

"Those were my words."

The humiliation burned.

My cock stayed hard.

That was always the part that mattered.

"Did he answer?"

"He said your husband understands presentation."

"He thanked me again."

"He likes thanking you."

"He likes reminding me that you are there because of him."

Lena's eyes darkened.

"And you like knowing your wife is sitting bare beside the man who owns the hotel."

"Yes."

"Say it properly."

I looked at my wife on the screen. White dress. Red mouth. Executive bathroom. Another man's dinner waiting beyond the door.

"I like my boss's wife sitting bare beside her boss."

"Your boss's wife?"

"Mine."

"Better."

She pushed two fingers into her cunt.

Her mouth opened, but she kept silent.

"Come for me," she whispered. "Come while I go back to his table wet."

I came across my stomach.

Lena watched every pulse.

Then she removed her fingers and held them near the camera, shining.

"Should I wash my hand?"

"No."

"What should I do with it?"

"Put it on his knee."

Her smile returned.

"My cuck is learning executive strategy."

She ended the call.

Twenty minutes later, a message arrived.

Lena:

I put my hand on his thigh under the table.

Me:

Did he know?

Lena:

He smelled my fingers before I touched him.

A photograph followed.

David sat at the rooftop table speaking to an investor. One hand held a wineglass. The other rested beneath the table.

Lena's caption:

His hand is on my bare knee now.

I stared until the whiskey melted all the ice in my glass.


CHAPTER 10

LENA - BELOW THE TABLE

David's hand reached my cunt during dessert.

Not in one movement.

He was too controlled for that.

His fingers began at my knee beneath the white tablecloth. The investor across from us talked about occupancy rates. Marissa asked a question about launch timing. A waiter poured coffee.

David moved his hand one inch higher.

Then another.

I kept my face turned toward the conversation.

My hand remained on his thigh, exactly where Evan told me to place it after I touched myself.

David knew.

I saw it in the way his nostrils moved when my fingers first settled against the dark fabric. He smelled my cunt on them. He understood where they had been.

His cock hardened beneath my palm.

The shape thickened slowly.

Power lived differently in a man who did not rush.

Julian had wanted me openly. Nate had carried years of hidden desire. Mason had stared through glass until the watching became unbearable.

David sat beside eight people and let only my hand know how hard he was.

"The creative campaign should lead with the bedroom sequence," he said.

His fingers reached the inside of my thigh.

"The emotional response is strongest there."

An investor nodded.

"People buy the feeling of privacy."

David looked at me.

"Lena understands that privacy is not the absence of being seen."

His middle finger touched my cunt beneath the table.

I did not gasp.

I looked directly at him.

"Sometimes being seen creates the value," I said.

His finger moved through my slick pussy once.

The conversation continued around us.

No one noticed my boss touching me while I explained visual strategy.

Evan knew.

That made every quiet stroke worse.

David pressed his palm against my cunt. My thighs opened beneath the cloth. The white dress rose over my hips.

His thumb found my clit.

I kept one hand on his hard cock through his trousers.

"What do you think?" Marissa asked me.

For one second, I forgot the question.

David's thumb circled slowly.

"About the opening image," she clarified.

"The window," I said.

My voice remained steady.

"Start with the woman at the glass. Let the viewer wonder who is behind her."

David's fingers pushed into me.

One, then two.

I tightened around them.

"Good," he said.

The word belonged to the meeting.

My body heard something else.

Dessert arrived.

Chocolate. Berries. Small white plates.

David removed his fingers before the waiter reached us.

The loss made my cunt ache.

He lifted his napkin and wiped his hand calmly.

Then, while the waiter described the dessert, David brought one finger to his mouth.

He tasted me.

Not hidden from me.

Hidden from everyone else.

I touched his cock harder beneath the table.

His eyes held mine.

The waiter asked whether anyone needed anything else.

"No," David said. "This is enough."

I nearly laughed.

After dinner, the investors moved toward the rooftop bar. Marissa left to review morning schedules. David and I remained at the table for one minute longer.

His hand rested openly beside his coffee cup now.

The finger he had pushed into my cunt touched the porcelain.

"Your husband told you to do that," he said.

"Put my hand on your thigh?"

"Yes."

"He did."

"Did he tell you to leave your panties on my door?"

My stomach tightened.

"You found them."

"They are in my pocket."

His suit jacket lay against the chair.

My white lace panties were inside it.

"What will you do with them?"

"Your husband can decide tomorrow."

The answer surprised me.

"You want to speak to Evan?"

"I want to meet the man who dresses his wife for another man's table."

My cunt clenched.

"He is coming tomorrow."

"I know."

David stood and put on the jacket.

My panties pressed somewhere against his body beneath it.

We walked toward the elevator together.

Inside the mirrored car, he stood behind me.

The white dress reflected between us.

His hand settled at my waist.

"Your suite is across from mine," he said.

"I noticed."

"Your underwear is in my pocket."

"I noticed that too."

The elevator descended one floor.

David leaned close enough that his breath touched my ear.

"Go to your room, Lena. Call your husband. Tell him exactly what happened below the table."

The command sent heat through me.

"And then?"

"Sleep. Tomorrow he arrives."

The doors opened.

He released me.

No kiss.

No hand beneath the dress.

Only control.

I crossed the hall, entered my suite, and video-called Evan from the bed.

I spread my legs toward the camera and told him every detail while I used the black dildo he had packed.

Across the hall, David's door remained closed.

My white panties were inside.

Evan came twice before I finished the story.


CHAPTER 11

EVAN - THE FLIGHT SOUTH

I bought the ticket at 1:13 Friday afternoon.

My meeting ended early. Lena's launch began at six. Tampa to Miami took less than an hour in the air.

I told myself I was going because spouses were invited.

Then I opened the photograph of David's hand beneath the rooftop table and stopped pretending.

Lena answered on the first ring.

"You changed your mind," she said.

"I'm boarding in forty minutes."

"Did you pack a suit?"

"It is in the car."

"What color tie?"

"Black."

"Good. It matches the dress."

"The red one?"

"Your boss remembers it."

She used the phrase deliberately now.

Your boss.

Not because David employed me. Because he controlled a part of my imagination that had begun answering to his name.

"Where are you?" I asked.

"The launch bedroom."

"Alone?"

"For ten minutes."

"What are you wearing?"

"Nothing."

My cock hardened in the airport parking garage.

"Lena."

"The dress is on the bed. I just showered."

"Show me."

The call became video.

She stood in the Miami suite with the ocean behind her and the mirror reflecting the raised bed. Her dark hair was damp. The WATCH bracelet circled her wrist. Nothing else touched her body.

"Turn around."

She obeyed.

Her ass filled the screen. The mirror showed her tits and the hand she moved between her legs.

"David is downstairs," she said.

"How do you know?"

"He sent the car time."

"What else?"

"He sent a photograph of my panties."

My grip tightened around the phone.

"Show me."

Lena opened the message.

White lace lay across David's black tie on a hotel desk.

David:

Your husband can collect these tonight.

The sentence hit harder than the image.

"He knows I'm coming?"

"The company flight list updated when you booked through the guest link."

"He was watching the list."

"He was waiting for your name."

Lena spread her legs before the mirror.

"Touch yourself," I said.

"I'm saving it."

"For him?"

"For the red dress."

"Same answer."

She smiled.

"Jealous already?"

"You hung your panties on his door. He touched you under a table. He tasted your cunt while investors ate dessert."

"And my husband booked a flight instead of telling me to come home."

I opened my trousers inside the car.

The parking garage remained busy. People rolled luggage between vehicles. A shuttle passed behind me.

Lena watched me wrap my hand around my cock.

"I want you hard when you shake his hand," she said.

"I will be."

"I want you remembering where his fingers were."

"I already am."

"I want him knowing you came because he touched your wife."

The words pulled a groan from me.

She moved closer to the camera.

"Do not come yet."

"You don't control that."

"I control more than I used to."

Her voice was soft. Certain.

She touched one finger to her cunt, collected the slick shine, then dragged it over her nipple.

"Fly to me like this," she said. "Hard. Angry. Proud. Humiliated."

"What happens when I arrive?"

"You dress me."

"And David?"

"He watches your work."

The boarding alert sounded on my phone.

Lena stepped away from the camera.

"Go, love."

"Send me the picture again."

"The panties?"

"Yes."

"Why?"

"I want to look at what he kept while I fly to shake his hand."

She sent it.

I boarded with my cock still half hard beneath my trousers.

During takeoff, another message arrived.

David:

Safe flight, Evan. Your wife has had an exceptional first week.

I read the polite sentence while the plane climbed above Tampa.

Then Lena sent a private correction.

Lena:

Your wife has been an exceptionally dirty employee.

I spent the flight imagining which version David believed.


CHAPTER 12

EVAN - THE LAUNCH

The hotel lobby had been transformed by Lena's photographs.

They covered walls, screens, printed panels, and a forty-foot projection above the staircase. Bedrooms. Balconies. Water. Reflections. Every image carried her eye.

For the first time since David entered our marriage, pride reached me before jealousy.

My wife had built the room.

Then I saw her at the top of the stairs in the red dress.

Jealousy caught up quickly.

The slit opened over one bare thigh. The dress held her tits without straps. Her dark hair fell in loose waves. David stood beside her speaking to a television crew.

His hand rested behind her waist.

The same place as the company photograph.

Lower than before.

Lena saw me across the lobby.

Her face changed.

Not surprise. Satisfaction.

She had wanted me to enter while David touched her.

I moved through the crowd.

The closer I came, the more details appeared. The black heels I packed. The WATCH bracelet. No line of panties beneath the dress.

David finished the interview and turned.

He recognized me immediately.

"Evan."

He extended the hand that had been inside my wife's cunt the night before.

I looked at it.

He knew why.

His expression did not change.

I took his hand.

The handshake was firm and ordinary enough to happen in front of cameras.

"Welcome," he said. "Thank you for coming."

"Thank you for keeping her close."

The sentence left my mouth before caution could stop it.

David's eyes sharpened.

Lena's smile appeared.

"The room across the hall was convenient," she said.

David released my hand.

"Your wife improved this launch beyond expectation."

"She does that."

"You chose the dress."

"You remembered it."

For one second, the crowd disappeared.

Three adults stood beneath a giant image of a bedroom mirror, speaking in sentences no one else could decode.

David looked at Lena.

"Show your husband the primary suite installation."

"Now?"

"Before the room fills."

His hand moved away from her waist.

The absence looked intentional.

Lena took my arm and led me through the launch.

She spoke about composition and light while my eyes followed the red slit. Men looked as we passed. Investors. Servers. A television cameraman who turned his lens slightly after she moved beyond the official shot.

"They are staring," I said.

"You dressed me for a room full of rich men."

"David requested red."

"You packed it."

She brought me into the model bedroom.

The mirror faced the bed exactly as her photographs had shown.

The room was empty for the moment.

Lena closed the door.

"Ten minutes," she said.

"Until what?"

"Press tour."

She pushed me against the glass wall and opened my trousers.

"You shook his hand."

"Yes."

"The one he touched me with."

"Yes."

She dropped to her knees.

My cock rose in front of her red mouth.

"Did you picture his fingers?"

"The entire flight."

"Did it make you hard?"

"Look at me."

Lena smiled and took my cock into her mouth.

The room had no lock. People moved beyond the frosted section of glass. Footsteps approached and passed. My wife sucked me beneath the mirror she had chosen while her boss waited somewhere in the launch she created.

I watched our reflection.

Her red dress pooled around her knees. My hand closed in her hair. The door handle moved once.

Someone tested it.

Lena did not stop.

The handle released.

A man's voice said, "Occupied."

David.

He stood outside the door and prevented the press tour from entering.

My cock pulsed in Lena's mouth.

She looked up at me.

She had heard him too.

"Finish," she whispered after pulling back.

"He is outside."

"He knows."

She swallowed me again.

David's voice continued beyond the door, redirecting the group toward the balcony installation. Calm. Professional. Protecting the room while I used his employee's mouth.

I came down Lena's throat.

She swallowed quickly, stood, and fixed the front of my trousers.

"Your boss bought us four minutes," she said.

"Your boss."

She kissed me with my cum still on her tongue.

"Tonight, maybe both."

When we opened the door, David waited alone in the hallway.

His eyes moved from Lena's swollen mouth to my face.

"The press will return in two minutes," he said.

"Thank you," I answered.

"For the room?"

"For the time."

David looked at my wife.

"The red dress works."

Then he walked away.

My cock began hardening again before the press reached us.


CHAPTER 13

LENA - THE RED DRESS AGAIN

David watched Evan dress me after the launch.

Not inside the room.

Through the open door across the hall.

Evan stood behind me in our suite, fastening the red dress at my back. I faced the mirror. David's door opened while my husband pulled the zipper slowly upward.

He stopped in his doorway.

No jacket now. White shirt. Sleeves rolled to the forearms. Black tie loosened.

My white panties rested around his wrist.

He had wrapped them there like a handkerchief.

Evan saw him in the mirror.

His hands stopped at my waist.

"He kept them," I said.

"I see."

David crossed the hall without asking to enter.

The door was open. The invitation already existed.

He stopped three feet behind Evan.

Three bodies formed a line in the mirror.

Me in red.

My husband in black.

My boss in white with my panties around his wrist.

"These belong to you," David said.

He spoke to Evan.

Evan looked at the lace.

"They belonged to her yesterday."

"She left them on my door."

"I know."

David unwound the panties from his wrist.

"Then you understand they are not clean."

My cunt tightened.

Evan extended his hand.

David did not give them to him yet.

"Your wife told me you packed them."

"I did."

"She told me you wanted me to know."

"I did."

The honesty changed the mirror.

David stepped closer and placed the panties in Evan's palm.

Their fingers touched through the lace.

"They smell like her," David said.

"And your hand."

A faint smile appeared at the corner of David's mouth.

"Yes."

Evan lifted the panties to his face.

He smelled them while looking at my boss in the mirror.

My knees weakened.

"Tell him," I said.

Evan's eyes found mine.

"Tell him what?"

"What it does to you."

"Lena."

"No polite husband tonight."

David waited.

The man who could command a hotel ballroom stood silent while my husband decided whether to expose himself.

Evan's cock showed through his trousers.

I pointed at it.

"He touched your wife, love. You are holding the panties he kept in his pocket. Look what it did to you."

Evan closed his hand around the lace.

"It made me hard."

David's eyes dropped to the shape.

"Because I touched her?"

"Because she wanted you to."

"And because I did it in a room full of people?"

Evan swallowed.

"Yes."

I moved one hand beneath the red dress and touched my bare cunt.

"My cuck likes powerful men behaving badly in expensive rooms."

David's control cracked in his eyes again.

"Does he?"

"Ask his cock."

Evan caught my wrist and pulled my hand out from beneath the dress. My fingers shone.

He held them toward David.

"She gets wet when she humiliates me."

David looked at my fingers.

Then at Evan.

"And you?"

"I get hard enough to let her."

The air changed.

David took my wrist from Evan.

His first open touch in front of my husband.

He brought my fingers to his mouth.

His tongue moved over them slowly.

Evan watched.

I watched Evan watching.

David released my hand.

"Executive drinks in fifteen minutes," he said.

No kiss.

No rush.

He returned to his suite and left the door open.

Evan closed ours.

Then he pushed me against it and drove his cock into my bare cunt beneath the red dress.

"You let him taste you," he said.

"You gave him my hand."

"Dirty wife."

"Little cuck."

He fucked me hard against the door while David moved in the suite across the hall.

The sounds carried through the corridor.

I came with my mouth against Evan's ear.

"Your boss heard that," I whispered.

Evan's cock pulsed deep in my cunt.

"Good."

He came before pulling the dress back into place.

We went to executive drinks with his cum deep in my cunt and my white panties folded into his jacket pocket.


CHAPTER 14

EVAN - THE HANDSHAKE

Executive drinks took place in David's suite.

Of course they did.

The doors between the living room and balcony stood open. Miami lights stretched below. Eight people drank whiskey and champagne around low tables. Music played softly from hidden speakers.

Lena moved through the room in red with my cum still inside her.

I knew because I had put it there ten minutes earlier.

David knew because her first sentence after entering was, "My husband helped me change."

His eyes moved to me.

Not the dress. Not her hair.

Me.

"Efficient," he said.

Lena accepted champagne.

"He hates being late."

The investors laughed.

Only the three of us heard the other meaning.

I watched David host the room. He remembered names, refilled glasses, moved conversations without appearing to control them. People leaned toward him. Waited for his reactions. Followed when he crossed toward the balcony.

Power had always excited Lena.

I saw why now.

It was not volume. Not aggression. David could change the direction of a room with one sentence.

My wife wanted to know whether that control survived when his cock was out.

The thought made mine hard again.

Lena noticed from across the suite.

She stood beside David near the balcony doors. One investor spoke between them. Lena's eyes dropped to my trousers. Her smile appeared.

She lifted her glass toward me.

I lifted mine.

A private toast to the husband whose body would not stop confessing.

Later, the investors left in pairs. Marissa kissed Lena's cheek and congratulated her. The final hotel manager disappeared into the elevator at 11:38.

The suite became quiet.

David closed the door.

He did not lock it.

"Successful launch," he said.

"Successful first week," Lena answered.

I stood near the windows.

The mirror behind the raised bed reflected all three of us from the living room.

David poured one final drink.

"Your husband flew south after seeing one photograph."

"Several photographs," I said.

"Which one decided it?"

"Your hand under the table."

He handed me the whiskey.

Our fingers touched again.

"You knew she was speaking to me," he said.

"Yes."

"You told her where to put her hand."

"Yes."

"You wanted me to know that."

"Yes."

The repeated word should have sounded like permission.

It sounded like confession.

David looked toward Lena.

"And you wanted your husband to come here."

"I wanted him to shake your hand."

"Why?"

She walked between us.

"Because that hand was inside your employee while he sat alone in Tampa jerking off."

The crude sentence landed in the expensive room without apology.

My cock thickened.

David saw.

"There he is," Lena whispered.

She took my glass and placed it aside.

Then she took David's hand and put it against my chest.

His palm rested over my shirt.

My heart beat beneath it.

"Feel him," she said. "My husband's heart runs faster when another man touches me."

David looked at me.

"Does this humiliate you?"

"Yes."

"Do you want me to stop?"

The question happened before sex, before the next touch, in the stillness where honesty belonged.

"No."

David's thumb moved once against my chest.

"Good."

He removed his hand.

Then he touched Lena.

One palm at her waist. One at the back of her neck.

He turned her toward the mirror.

"Look at your husband."

Lena's eyes found mine in the reflection.

David stood behind her. His body pressed against the red dress. His cock formed a hard shape against her ass.

"Tell him what you feel," David said.

"My boss's cock."

"More."

"Hard against your wife's ass."

My hand moved to my trousers.

Lena watched.

"Look at my cuck," she said. "He flew across Florida to see whether the man signing my paychecks wanted me."

David's hand moved from her waist to the slit.

"He has his answer."

His fingers reached her bare thigh.

Lena opened her legs slightly.

"Show him," she whispered.

David pulled the red fabric aside.

My cum shone between her pussy lips.

He looked down.

Then at me in the mirror.

"You came inside her before bringing her to my suite."

"Yes."

"Why?"

I understood the question.

Not jealousy. Not ownership.

The dirty reason.

"I wanted you to touch what I left."

David's fingers moved through Lena's cunt.

She gasped.

He lifted them, coated with both of us.

Then held his hand toward me.

"Taste your wife," he said.

Lena's eyes burned in the mirror.

I stepped forward and sucked David's fingers clean.

My wife's cunt. My cum. His hand.

The taste destroyed the last polite distance between us.

David watched my mouth.

"Tomorrow," he said quietly, "we discuss what comes next."

Then he released Lena and opened the suite door.

The night ended there.

Not because the hunger had cooled.

Because David Mercer understood that making us leave hard would bring us back dirtier.


CHAPTER 15

EVAN - THE BALCONY PHOTOGRAPH

Lena woke me before sunrise with her mouth around my cock.

The suite remained dark except for Miami light slipping around the curtains. My hand found her hair. Her tongue moved beneath the head. She had showered after David's suite, but I still imagined his fingers when I looked down at her.

"Tell me," I said.

She pulled back.

"What?"

"What you thought when he opened your dress."

"That my husband had filled me for my boss."

She swallowed me again.

My cock hardened deeper in her throat.

"More."

"That David looked at your cum like it belonged in the presentation."

"Dirty wife."

"Proud cuck."

She sucked me until I came in her mouth.

Then she climbed onto my face and made me lick her while the sun rose over the glass towers.

We showered together.

By seven, she wore a short black robe and nothing beneath it. I wore trousers and an open shirt. Coffee cooled beside the balcony door.

A knock sounded.

David entered carrying a folder.

No jacket. White shirt. Dark trousers. He looked as though he had slept less than we had.

His eyes moved to Lena's robe.

Then to my open shirt.

"Morning briefing moved to eight thirty," he said.

"You came across the hall to tell us?" Lena asked.

"I brought the revised press notes."

He placed the folder on the table.

The balcony remained open behind us.

Lena walked outside with her coffee. The robe moved in the wind. One side opened enough to reveal her bare thigh.

David watched.

I watched him.

"You wanted to discuss what comes next," I said.

"Not before her workday."

"Good answer."

He looked at me.

"Her work stays separate."

"I know."

"Marissa controls her role. Her contract is signed. Nothing between adults in this room can be bought with that job."

"I know that too."

Lena stood at the balcony rail, back to us.

The robe lifted in the wind.

Her ass appeared for one second.

David's control cracked visibly this time. His cock hardened beneath his trousers.

I saw the shape.

He saw me see it.

"Take a photograph," I said.

"Of what?"

"My wife."

David looked toward Lena.

"She has a launch in an hour."

"Then photograph the woman before she becomes your employee again."

Lena turned at the rail.

She had heard everything.

Her robe opened fully.

Naked body. WATCH bracelet. Miami behind her.

"Use my phone," she said.

David picked it up.

The first photograph showed Lena facing the city.

The second showed her looking over one shoulder.

The third showed her turning toward us with the robe hanging open.

David moved closer to the balcony.

"The light is better near the glass," he said.

Professional words. Hard cock.

Lena stepped into the morning sun.

He photographed her tits. Her stomach. Her bare cunt above the skyline.

I stood behind him and watched the screen.

"Closer," I said.

David lowered the phone.

"You are directing me?"

"She is my wife. You are using her camera."

A slow smile appeared.

He moved closer.

The final photograph filled the screen with Lena's open thighs and the city blurred behind her.

She touched herself while looking at both men.

"Send that to my husband," she told David.

"He is standing here."

"I want it to arrive from you."

David selected my name.

The photograph reached my phone in his hand.

A message followed.

David:

Your wife before work.

My cock hardened against the back of his hand as I reached for the phone.

Neither of us moved away immediately.

Lena saw the contact.

"Look at you," she whispered. "My boss and my cuck sharing a picture of my pussy before breakfast."

David handed me the phone.

"Get dressed," he said to her.

The command came easily now.

Lena closed the robe.

"Yes, boss."

His cock jumped beneath his trousers.

I laughed once.

David looked at me.

"Friday night," he said. "Tampa. Private dinner. The three of us."

"Work?"

"No."

He left the suite.

Lena walked inside and opened the robe again.

"One week," she said.

"Until what?"

"Until my boss stops sending us home hard."

I bent her over the balcony chair and fucked her while David's photograph remained open on my phone.


CHAPTER 16

LENA - THE FLIGHT HOME

David sat across the aisle from me on the flight home.

Evan had returned on the early plane for work. Marissa occupied the seat beside David. Two account managers sat behind us. The cabin looked like any group returning from a successful launch.

My body carried a different trip.

My cunt was sore from Evan. My nipples remained tender from his mouth. David's balcony photographs lived in my phone. My white panties lived in Evan's suitcase, still marked by David's fingers and my husband's mouth.

I wore black trousers and a silk blouse.

Professional again.

David opened his laptop before takeoff.

Then a message reached me.

David:

Friday. Eight. My house.

I looked across the aisle.

He did not look back.

Me:

My husband will choose what I wear.

David:

I expected nothing else.

Me:

What do you want?

His fingers stopped above the keyboard.

David:

Something that reminds him you work for me.

Heat moved through my cunt.

I forwarded the message to Evan.

His answer came while the plane taxied.

Evan:

Black dress. White collar. No panties.

I smiled.

Me:

He wants me to look like his employee.

Evan:

You are his employee.

Me:

And your wife.

Evan:

That is the part making my cock hard.

David watched my smile from across the aisle.

He sent another message.

David:

Is he reading this?

Me:

Every word.

David:

Good.

The plane climbed.

Thirty minutes later, Marissa fell asleep. The account managers wore headphones. David closed his laptop and looked through the window.

I crossed my legs.

He looked once at the movement.

I opened the top button of my blouse.

He looked again.

Then my phone vibrated.

David:

Do not make me regret putting you across the aisle.

Me:

My husband enjoys your regret.

I sent the message to Evan too.

Evan:

Open another button.

I did.

The silk parted enough to show the black bra beneath it.

David's jaw tightened.

David:

Your husband is directing this.

Me:

He directed the balcony too.

David:

I remember.

I moved one hand beneath the airline blanket.

The trousers were too tight to reach my cunt easily. That made the touch filthier. I rubbed myself through the fabric while looking across the aisle at my boss.

He knew.

His hand moved over the front of his trousers once.

Then stopped.

Control again.

I photographed the blanket over my lap and sent it to Evan.

Me:

Touching your wife while her boss watches.

Evan:

Make him see your hand move.

I did.

Slow circles. Obvious beneath the thin blanket.

David looked toward the sleeping Marissa. Then behind us. Then at me.

His eyes darkened.

He typed.

David:

Friday, you sit between us.

Me:

At dinner?

David:

At first.

My cunt tightened hard enough to hurt.

I forwarded it.

Evan answered with a photograph from his office bathroom. His cock hard in his hand.

Evan:

Tell him I said good.

I turned my phone toward David across the aisle.

He saw the photograph.

Saw my husband's fist.

Saw the effect of his sentence.

Then I typed one word.

Me:

Good.

The plane landed with my panties soaked beneath black trousers and both men carrying evidence of what the other had done to me.

At baggage claim, David stood beside me while Marissa waited for a car.

"Friday," he said quietly.

"My husband will be there."

"That is why Friday matters."

He touched the small of my back once.

Then left.

Evan waited at home with the black dress laid across our bed.

A detachable white collar rested above it.

No panties anywhere.


CHAPTER 17

EVAN - WHAT SHE BROUGHT HOME

Lena brought David's smell home on her blouse.

Not cologne exactly. The clean scent of his suite. Hotel soap. Whiskey. Something darker from standing close to him for two days.

I smelled it when she entered the bedroom and wrapped her arms around me.

"You smell like work," I said.

"You mean him."

"Yes."

She removed the blouse and handed it to me.

"Keep it."

"Why?"

"Because he looked at my tits through it across the plane."

The black bra came next.

Her nipples were hard.

"Did he touch you after I left?"

"Under the dinner table. You know that."

"After."

"No."

"Did you want him to?"

"Yes."

The answer came without comfort.

That was what we had built.

Truth first. Jealousy second. My cock hard through both.

Lena undressed completely. Her trousers slid down. Black panties followed, soaked dark through the center.

"The flight," she said.

I picked them up.

"You touched yourself in front of him."

"In front of the whole company. Only David knew."

"And Marissa?"

"Asleep."

"Did he touch himself?"

"Once. Through his trousers."

My cock moved.

Lena saw.

"My cuck likes the controlled ones."

"I like watching control fail."

"Friday."

She sat on the edge of the bed and opened her legs.

"He said at first."

"I read it."

"What happens after dinner?"

"He wants you."

"That isn't a plan."

"There is no plan."

The words surprised both of us.

For years, our fantasies had climbed through lists and limits. Now the work happened earlier. The truth was spoken before clothes came off. Then bodies decided what the room could hold.

"No script," I said. "No performance. You want him. He wants you. I want to see it."

Lena touched her cunt.

"And if I want his cock?"

"Take it."

Her fingers stopped.

"Say it again."

"Take your boss's cock."

She lowered herself onto the bed.

"And you?"

"I watch. I touch you. I fuck you after. I do whatever my body asks for."

"What if your body asks you to kneel?"

Humiliation moved through me.

My cock hardened fully.

"Then I kneel."

Lena smiled.

"There he is."

I took the black dildo from the drawer.

The one thicker than me. Smaller than Julian. Familiar enough to carry every comparison we had survived.

Lena opened her legs wider.

"Who is it tonight?" she asked.

"David."

I pressed the head against her cunt.

"Say boss."

"Your boss."

I pushed it inside.

Her mouth opened.

"Bigger than you?" she asked.

"I don't know yet."

"You want him to be."

I drove the dildo deeper.

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because I want the man who controls your workday to fill you more than I do."

Lena moaned.

"My filthy little cuck."

I fucked her with the dildo while she held David's voice note open beside her head.

The room they remember.

The line repeated through our bedroom.

Lena came around black silicone while I stroked my cock over her stomach.

Then she pulled the toy from her cunt and held it against my lips.

"Taste your boss's wife."

I licked it clean.

She pushed me onto my back and rode my cock until I came inside her.

Afterward, we lay beneath the red dress hanging from the closet door.

The black employee dress waited beside it.

"Friday," Lena whispered.

"Friday."

"No rules?"

"One truth."

"Which one?"

I looked at my wife.

"Your job is yours. Your body is yours. The hunger is ours."

She kissed me.

Then she sent David a photograph of the dildo between her thighs.

Lena:

My husband is preparing your employee.

David answered at 11:06.

David:

He is preparing my guest.

I read the distinction until my cock began hardening again.


CHAPTER 18

LENA - THE EMPLOYEE DRESS

Evan dressed me like a fantasy invented by a man who hated uniforms.

Black fitted dress. White detachable collar. Long sleeves. Hem above the knee. No bra. No panties.

The fabric looked respectable until I moved.

Then my nipples showed through the front and the skirt climbed high enough to reveal the bottom of my ass.

"Too much?" I asked.

Evan stood behind me in the mirror.

"For dinner with your boss?"

"For his house."

"He requested an employee."

"He said something that reminds you I work for him."

"This reminds me."

His cock pressed hard against my ass through his trousers.

I reached behind and squeezed it.

"What does it remind you of?"

"The glass office."

"More."

"His hand under the table."

"More."

"You sitting in meetings after he has fucked you."

The final sentence changed my breathing.

"He hasn't yet."

"Tonight."

Evan's certainty made my cunt wet.

He fastened the white collar around my neck. No tie. No jewelry except WATCH.

"Turn around."

I obeyed.

He opened the top three buttons of his own shirt. Dark suit. Black belt. The husband looked controlled enough to stand beside David in any corporate room.

His eyes did not.

"Are you scared?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"You can feel it."

I put one hand on his cock.

"What scares you?"

"Monday."

"Not tonight?"

"Tonight is fantasy. Monday you go back to work."

The truth reached deeper than dirty talk.

David would not disappear after the hotel. He would lead meetings. Approve travel. Stand beside me in photographs. Send voice notes after dark.

"Do you want me to stop wanting him?"

"No."

"Do you want me to leave the job?"

"No."

"Then what?"

Evan touched my face.

"I want Monday to hurt."

My cunt clenched.

"My beautiful cuck."

He kissed me hard.

The white collar pressed against my throat between us.

His hand went beneath the skirt and found my bare pussy.

"Already wet."

"My boss is waiting."

"My wife is cruel."

"Your cock likes cruel."

He pushed two fingers into my cunt.

I leaned against the mirror.

"Do not make me come," I said.

"Saving it?"

"For dinner."

He removed his hand.

The loss made me ache.

Then he held the fingers to my mouth.

I sucked them clean while looking at my husband.

"What do I call him tonight?" I asked.

"David until he tells you otherwise."

"And you?"

"Love. Husband. Cuck. Whatever makes you honest."

"What if I call him boss while he fucks me?"

Evan's cock jumped beneath my hand.

"Then look at me when you say it."

We left at seven thirty.

David's house stood behind gates near the water. Modern stone. Warm glass. The kind of place his company photographed and sold to people who never asked prices.

He opened the door himself.

No suit jacket. Black shirt. Dark trousers. Silver at his temples catching the entry light.

His eyes moved from the white collar to my bare legs.

Then to Evan.

"You chose well," he said.

"She wears it better than I imagined," Evan answered.

David stepped aside.

"Come in."

The house smelled like cedar and wine.

A dining table waited beside floor-to-ceiling glass. Three place settings. No staff. No other guests.

David closed the door.

His eyes returned to the collar.

"Before dinner," he said, "I want one thing clear. The job belongs to Lena. Marissa manages her. Nothing tonight changes Monday unless Lena chooses it."

"Good," Evan said.

I looked at both men.

"Now stop talking like attorneys."

David smiled.

The first real smile I had seen from him.

"Sit between us," he said.

I obeyed.


CHAPTER 19

EVAN - THE MAN WHO KNEW

David served dinner himself.

Steak. Red wine. Vegetables neither Lena nor I tasted after the first ten minutes.

She sat between us in the employee dress. Every time she reached for her glass, the fabric pulled across her tits. Every time she crossed her legs, the skirt moved higher.

David saw everything.

So did I.

He did not touch her during the first course.

That restraint became a form of pressure.

"How long have you known?" he asked me.

"Known what?"

"That watching other men desire your wife excites you."

Lena smiled into her wine.

I answered honestly.

"Longer than I admitted."

"And acting on it?"

"Less than a year."

"How many men?"

The question tightened my stomach.

David looked at me, not Lena.

He wanted the husband to tell him.

"Enough to know each one hurts differently."

"That was not a number."

"No."

Lena placed one bare foot against my ankle beneath the table.

"He wants names," she said.

"Do you?" I asked David.

"I want to understand the room I am entering."

"You already entered it in Miami."

"I touched her. I did not touch the marriage."

The sentence made me look at him differently.

David understood power because he understood structures. He did not want a secret affair with an employee. He wanted the whole dangerous arrangement visible.

"Julian," I said. "Trainer. First man she chose."

David listened.

"Adrian. Massage therapist. Mason next door. Nate, my best friend."

His expression changed only once.

"Your best friend."

"Yes."

"That explains the photograph online."

"Which photograph?"

"The anniversary party. His hand on your back. Your wife beside you."

Lena laughed softly.

"You looked through my old posts."

"I research people I hire."

"Did you see the second photograph?" she asked.

David looked at her.

"Which one?"

She opened the private group image of Nate wearing her panties around his hard cock.

Then placed the phone beside David's plate.

He studied it.

Not shocked.

Interested.

"The public photograph hid this," he said.

"That is why it was hot," Lena answered.

David looked at me again.

"You prefer ordinary rooms carrying private meanings."

"Yes."

"Office photographs. Dinner tables. Elevators."

"Yes."

His hand moved beneath the table.

Lena's breath changed.

I knew where he had touched her before I saw her knees open.

David continued looking at me.

"And Mondays."

"Especially Mondays."

His fingers moved between Lena's thighs.

Her white collar remained perfectly fastened.

"Tell him," she whispered.

"Tell me what?" I asked.

"What my boss is doing."

"His hand is under your dress."

"More."

David's shoulder moved faintly.

Lena bit her lower lip.

"He has two fingers inside you."

"And you?"

My cock pressed painfully against my trousers.

"Hard."

"Say the word."

"Your cuck is hard."

David withdrew his fingers and lifted them above the table.

They shone in the warm light.

He looked at me.

Then at Lena.

"Who tastes her?"

The question was not permission. It was choice.

Lena answered immediately.

"My husband first."

David held his hand toward me.

I leaned across my wife's plate and sucked her from his fingers.

Lena watched my mouth.

David watched my eyes.

When I finished, he placed the same fingers between Lena's lips.

She sucked the trace I left.

"My boss feeds my cunt to my cuck," she whispered.

The sentence destroyed the final shape of dinner.

David stood.

"Leave the plates."

Lena looked up at him.

"Where are we going?"

"My office."

The word made my cock throb.

David's home office occupied the far side of the house behind smoked glass.

He opened the door.

A wide desk faced the water. Leather chair. Low sofa. A wall of screens showing company properties.

Lena entered first.

David stopped me at the threshold with one hand against my chest.

"You wanted to know whether my control survives with my cock out."

The sentence came from Lena's earlier confession.

"Yes."

"Tonight you watch it fail."

He removed his hand and let me enter.


CHAPTER 20

EVAN - THE GLASS OFFICE

David closed the smoked-glass door behind us.

Lena stood beside the desk in the employee dress, bare legs together, white collar bright against the black fabric.

The office looked like power made physical. Contracts stacked in leather trays. Hotel plans on the screens. Tampa Bay beyond the glass. David's name embossed on a folder near Lena's hand.

He walked behind the desk and sat.

"Stand in front of me," he told her.

Lena obeyed.

No performance. No hesitation.

She had spent weeks imagining her boss giving her orders that had nothing to do with photographs.

David looked at me.

"Where do you want to sit?"

"Where I can see her face."

He pointed to the low chair beside the desk.

I sat.

Lena stood between us.

David reached for the bottom of her dress and lifted it slowly.

No panties.

Her cunt glistened under the office lights.

"Your husband sent you to my house dressed like this," he said.

"He dressed me himself."

"Look at him."

She turned her head toward me.

David touched her cunt with one finger.

Lena's breath broke.

"Tell him what you wanted all week."

"Your hand."

"Where?"

"Deep in my cunt while he watched."

David pushed two fingers into her.

Her knees softened.

"More."

"Your cock."

Jealousy burned clean through my chest.

My hand moved to my trousers.

David saw.

"Open them."

The command was for me.

I obeyed.

My cock rose hard over my belt.

Lena looked down and smiled.

"My little cuck."

David fucked her with his fingers while she watched me stroke.

"He is smaller when he is frightened," she said.

"Am I frightening him?" David asked.

"Your power does."

"My cock?"

"We haven't seen it yet."

David removed his fingers.

Lena moaned at the loss.

He stood behind her and opened his trousers.

The first sight of his cock changed the room.

Thick. Darker at the head. Heavy enough to angle forward from his body without his hand.

Bigger than me.

Not Julian's impossible size. Not Nate's youthful thickness. David's cock looked controlled even while hard, as if it belonged to the same man who moved investors around a table.

Lena stared.

Then looked at me.

"Bigger," she said.

My fist tightened.

"Yes."

"Say it properly."

"Your boss is bigger than your husband."

David's cock pulsed.

Lena touched it.

One hand first. Her fingers did not meet completely.

"He is thicker too," she said.

"I see."

"Does it hurt?"

"Yes."

"Does your cock care?"

My hard cock answered in my fist.

"No."

Lena dropped to her knees before David's chair.

The white collar remained around her neck.

She opened her mouth and took the head of his cock onto her tongue.

David's hand closed in her hair.

No permission question. No careful speech.

"Take it," he said.

She swallowed more.

Her eyes stayed on me.

David guided her slowly at first, then deeper when she opened for him. Her lips stretched. Saliva gathered at the corners of her mouth.

"Look at your husband," David said.

Lena did.

"Tell him who you work for."

She pulled back, breath rough.

"I work for David Mercer."

"And who do you belong to?"

She looked at me.

"My husband."

The answer mattered.

Not because it reduced David. Because it let everything else become dirtier without becoming false.

She swallowed his cock again.

I stroked faster.

David watched my wife use her mouth beneath the desk where he signed contracts. Lena watched me come closer while taking a cock larger than mine.

"Tell him," David said to me.

"Tell her what?"

"What you see."

The old command. The one every bull eventually discovered was the shortest path into my humiliation.

"I see my wife on her knees for her boss."

"More."

"I see his cock stretching her mouth."

Lena moaned around him.

"More."

"I see why she wanted the job to stay separate. She wanted to choose this because it makes her cunt wet, not because he owns her salary."

David's hand tightened in her hair.

"Good."

Lena pulled away and crawled toward me.

David's cock remained hard beside her face.

She kissed me with his taste in her mouth.

"Your turn, little cuck."

She wrapped her hand around my cock and stroked me while kneeling between both men.

David looked down at us.

"Not tonight," he said.

I understood before Lena did.

He was stopping before the main act again.

Building the next room.

Lena looked up, frustrated and hungry.

David touched her white collar.

"Next week. Naples. Company retreat. Executive suite. Your husband comes."

"And then?" she asked.

He looked at me.

"Then her boss stops sending you home hard."

Lena finished me with her hand while David stood beside her.

I came across the white collar and the front of her black dress.

David watched my cum mark his employee.

Then he gave Lena a clean towel and opened the glass door.

We left his house with my wife still tasting like him and the next trip already alive between us.


CHAPTER 21

LENA - MONDAY MORNING

David did not look at my mouth during the Monday meeting.

That was how I knew he remembered it.

He sat at the head of the conference table with twelve people around him. Marissa reviewed launch numbers. The marketing director discussed press coverage. I presented the first-week campaign results from a screen behind me.

My black dress was different from Friday's.

Longer. Higher neckline. Bra. Panties.

Professional enough that no one could imagine me kneeling beneath David's home-office desk two nights earlier with his cock stretching my lips.

Evan imagined it.

His message arrived while I changed slides.

Evan:

Is he looking at you?

I kept speaking.

"The bedroom sequence produced the highest engagement across every platform."

David folded his hands on the table.

No glance at my tits.

No look at my mouth.

Nothing.

Me:

He is trying not to.

Evan:

How do you know?

Me:

He keeps looking at the screen whenever I wet my lips.

I advanced the slide.

The primary suite appeared behind me. Bed. Window. Mirror.

The room where Evan had come in my mouth while David protected the door from the press tour.

My cunt tightened beneath office clothes.

"The mirror image performed especially well," I said.

David finally looked at me.

Only me.

"People remember seeing themselves become someone different," he said.

Our voice-note sentence.

The conference room heard marketing language.

My body heard him with one hand in my hair.

"Exactly," I answered.

My phone vibrated again.

Evan:

My cock is hard under the table.

I looked at David's hands.

Calm on the polished wood.

The right hand had held my head.

The fingers had touched my tongue when I pulled away.

I sent Evan a photograph of the conference room from my presentation position. David at the head. Employees around him. The bedroom image behind me.

Me:

Your wife presenting bedrooms to the boss whose cock was in her mouth.

Evan:

Go to the bathroom after.

Me:

Why?

Evan:

Show me what Monday did to you.

The meeting continued for forty minutes.

David never broke control again.

That made the ache between my legs worse.

When people began collecting laptops, he said, "Lena, stay one minute."

The room emptied.

Marissa closed the door behind her.

David remained seated.

I stood beside the screen with the bedroom still projected larger than both of us.

"Friday did not change your work," he said.

"I know."

"Naples does not happen unless you want it outside this room."

"I know that too."

"Good."

His eyes moved to my mouth for the first time.

My cunt clenched.

"You avoided looking all morning," I said.

"I was listening to the presentation."

"Liar."

The word surprised him.

Then the corner of his mouth moved.

"Your husband called me controlled."

"He wants to watch it fail."

"He already did."

"Not completely."

David stood.

His body filled the distance differently when no desk separated us.

"Naples," he said.

"Naples."

He walked past me without touching.

At the door, he stopped.

"The white collar. Bring it."

Then he left.

I went to the bathroom, locked myself in a stall, and pulled down my panties.

They were soaked.

I took a photograph and sent it to Evan.

Me:

Monday.

He answered with his hard cock in his hand.

Evan:

Keep them on until you get home.

Me:

They will be ruined.

Evan:

That is the point.

At six, I returned home in the same panties.

Evan made me sit on his face before I removed the dress.

He licked the entire workday from my cunt while I described David refusing to look at my mouth.

Then he fucked me on the dining table until I came hard enough to knock a wineglass onto the floor.

Monday hurt exactly the way he wanted.


CHAPTER 22

EVAN - THE LATE VOICE NOTE

David sent the Naples schedule at 11:58 Wednesday night.

Lena slept against my shoulder.

The phone vibrated on her stomach. The screen lit our dark bedroom.

David Mercer.

Voice note. Forty-three seconds.

I woke her by putting the phone into her hand.

"Your boss."

She opened one eye.

"Work?"

"At midnight."

"Play it."

David's voice entered our bed again.

"Lena, Naples changed the dinner order. Friday reception begins at seven. Your presentation moves to nine Saturday morning. I reserved the adjoining room for Evan. The door between suites can remain open or closed. That decision belongs to both of you. Bring the white collar. And bring the red dress. I have not decided which version of you I want first. Good night."

The note ended.

Lena was fully awake now.

My cock was hard beneath the sheet.

"He reserved my room," I said.

"Adjoining."

"Door between."

"Open or closed."

"He said both of us decide."

Lena turned onto her back.

"He is seducing the husband too."

The sentence landed with uncomfortable accuracy.

David did not merely want Lena. He wanted my presence, my jealousy, my willingness to remain in the room. He treated the marriage like another structure he needed to understand before entering.

"Answer him," I said.

"Voice note?"

"Yes."

Lena opened the recorder.

Then she moved my hand beneath the sheet and placed it between her legs.

Her cunt was already wet.

"David," she began, voice sleep-rough, "my husband heard your message. He is hard. The adjoining door will stay open. He chose both dresses. I will wear whichever one you tell me to wear when we arrive. Good night."

She stopped recording.

"Too much?" she asked.

"Not enough."

I pushed two fingers into her.

Her hips lifted.

"Tell him what I want to see."

She restarted.

"One more thing. Evan wants to watch your control fail completely this time. Do not make him fly home hungry again."

She sent both notes.

My fingers moved harder.

"What do you want?" she asked.

"The door open."

"While he fucks me?"

"Yes."

"Where are you?"

"In the other room."

"Watching?"

"At first."

Lena smiled.

"David's words."

"They work."

She opened my shorts and pulled my cock free.

"What happens after at first?"

"You call me in."

"Why would I?"

"Because you want your husband close when your boss fills you."

Her cunt tightened around my fingers.

"And if he orders you to stay in the doorway?"

"I stay."

"If he tells you to jerk off?"

"I jerk off."

"If he makes you describe how much bigger he is?"

My cock pulsed in her hand.

"I tell the truth."

Three dots appeared beneath David's name.

His text arrived.

David:

Understood. No one flies home hungry.

Lena read it aloud.

I rolled over her and drove my cock into her.

"Say it," she whispered.

"Your boss is going to fuck my wife."

"More."

"He booked the room where I will watch."

"More."

"He wants the door open so my cuckold marriage becomes part of his suite."

Lena wrapped her legs around me.

"That is it, love. Fuck me like you are already hearing him through the doorway."

I fucked her until the headboard struck the wall.

The sound became Naples in my mind. Another bed. Another man. My wife calling my name while her boss drove into her.

I came inside her.

Lena came seconds later, biting my shoulder to stay quiet.

We lay awake after, listening to David's voice note again.

Bring the white collar.

Bring the red dress.

I have not decided which version of you I want first.

At 12:27, I answered him from my own phone for the first time.

Me:

Start with the employee. End with my wife.

David's response arrived before I set the phone down.

David:

That was already my intention.


CHAPTER 23

EVAN - THE HOTEL RESERVATION

The reservation showed three names.

David Mercer. Lena Hart. Evan Hart.

Executive suite with adjoining king room.

Special request: interior door unlocked before arrival.

I stared at the final line until Lena took the phone from my hand.

"He arranged the door."

"He arranged everything."

"You like that."

"I hate how much."

We sat at the breakfast table Friday morning. Suitcases waited by the stairs. The white collar rested on top of Lena's bag. Red dress. Black employee dress. Two pairs of heels.

No toys.

I had packed them, then removed them.

Naples did not need practice.

"What did you pack for yourself?" Lena asked.

"Black suit. White shirt."

"Matching my collar."

"Maybe."

"Liar."

She drank coffee while looking at the reservation.

"Your name is on his suite."

"Adjoining room."

"Same reservation."

"Yes."

"Does that make you feel shared?"

The question stopped me.

Our fantasies always described Lena as the shared body. My wife between men. My marriage expanded around her hunger.

David had placed my name inside his booking.

Included me in the structure.

"A little," I admitted.

Lena's smile softened before it became dirty again.

"My boss booked my cuck a room."

My cock hardened beneath the table.

"There he is."

She moved her bare foot between my legs.

"What does David get from you?"

"You."

"That is what he gets from me."

Her foot pressed against my cock.

"What does he get from the husband?"

I thought of the handshake. His fingers in my mouth. His voice note sent directly into our bed. The adjoining door.

"Witness."

"More."

"Permission is the wrong word."

"It is."

"He gets the truth of what he is doing."

Lena nodded.

"A secret affair would make him another man. Watching you suffer makes him my bull."

The word finally attached to David.

Not boss only.

Bull.

My boss in the private language of my body.

Lena slid beneath the table.

Her hands opened my trousers. My cock rose toward her mouth.

"Say it," she whispered.

"David is your bull."

She licked the head.

"Again."

"Your boss is my wife's bull."

She took me into her mouth.

The reservation remained open beside my plate. Three names. One suite. Interior door unlocked.

I held her hair and watched the schedule on the screen while she sucked me under the breakfast table.

"Naples," I said.

Lena pulled back.

"What about it?"

"You wear the black dress first."

"David decides."

Jealousy moved through me.

"You already belong to the fantasy."

"Only because you built it."

She swallowed my cock again.

I came into her mouth while the location map showed the hotel two hours south.

Lena stood, swallowed, and lifted the reservation printout.

"Ready?"

"No."

"Good."

The answer had become our oldest joke and newest truth.

We carried the bags to the car.

Before leaving, I checked the front door, the back gate, the windows. Ordinary husband tasks.

Lena waited in the passenger seat wearing a short traveling dress with no panties.

My phone connected to the car.

David's latest voice note began playing automatically.

No one flies home hungry.

Lena spread her knees as I pulled away from our house.


CHAPTER 24

LENA - THE DRIVE TO NAPLES

Evan drove with one hand on the wheel and the other between my legs.

Interstate traffic moved south beneath a bright Florida sky. Trucks. Families. Rental cars filled with beach bags.

No one knew the man in the black SUV beside them had two fingers inside his wife's cunt while her boss's voice played through the speakers.

David had sent a new note twenty minutes after we left Tampa.

"Traffic is heavy near Fort Myers. Take the coastal exit if needed. Lena, the black dress first. Evan, bring her to the reception at seven. After the presentation dinner, the red dress. The interior door is open."

No greeting.

No polite ending.

Evan replayed it three times.

"He decided," I said.

"You wanted him to."

"So did you."

His fingers moved deeper.

I opened my legs wider beneath the traveling dress.

"Say employee," I told him.

"My wife is going to arrive dressed like David's employee."

"More."

"He will take you back to the suite and put you in red."

"More."

Evan's jaw tightened.

"Then he will fuck you with the door he booked for me wide open."

My cunt squeezed his fingers.

"There he is."

A car passed on the passenger side. The driver looked down through our window.

He saw my dress raised to my waist and Evan's hand moving between my thighs.

His face changed.

I smiled at him.

Then opened my knees farther.

The driver slowed.

Evan noticed.

"He can see you."

"Good."

"Lena."

"Your wife is warming up for her boss. Let the stranger admire the preparation."

The man remained beside us for nearly a mile. His eyes kept leaving the road. One hand moved toward his lap.

Evan's fingers worked my clit harder.

"Make me come while he watches," I said.

"You are going to get us killed."

"Then change lanes."

He did not.

The stranger stroked himself through his shorts while driving. I watched his hand. He watched Evan touch me.

Voyeurism turned the interstate into another glass office.

"Tell him," I whispered.

"He cannot hear."

"Tell me what he sees."

Evan's voice came rough.

"He sees my wife with her dress around her waist."

"More."

"He sees my hand in her wet cunt."

"More."

"He sees her smiling because she is on the way to let her boss fuck her."

I came around Evan's fingers.

My head fell against the seat. My thighs shook. The stranger stared openly, mouth parted.

Evan removed his hand and held the wet fingers toward my mouth.

I sucked them clean without breaking eye contact with the other driver.

Then I blew him a kiss.

He missed his exit.

We continued south.

Evan's cock pressed hard beneath his trousers.

"Pull over," I said.

"We are already late."

"David said seven. It is three."

"What do you want?"

I reached across the console and opened his belt.

"I want my husband's cum in my mouth before his boss takes over the schedule."

We stopped at a quiet overlook near the water.

I knelt between the seats and sucked Evan while tourists walked on the boardwalk outside. He came quickly, one hand gripping the headrest.

I swallowed and kissed him.

"Now take me to my boss."

The hotel appeared forty minutes later.

David waited beneath the hotel canopy.

Dark suit. No tie. One hand in his pocket.

Evan slowed the car.

My boss walked toward us before the valet could open my door.

He looked through the window at my bare thighs.

Then at Evan.

"Traffic?" he asked.

"We made a stop," Evan answered.

David opened my door.

"I assumed you would."

He offered his hand.

I stepped out with no panties, my cunt still sensitive from the highway, and let my boss lead me into the hotel my husband had driven me to.


CHAPTER 25

EVAN - THE EXECUTIVE SUITE

The interior door was already open.

My room occupied the smaller side. King bed. Desk. Balcony. David's suite extended beyond the connecting doorway with a living room, dining area, bar, and bedroom raised above two steps.

Lena walked through first.

Her traveling dress moved over her bare ass. David followed with one hand at her back. I carried our bags.

The arrangement should have made me feel like staff.

Instead, my cock hardened at the sight of my wife entering another man's suite while I brought the clothes he had chosen.

David noticed the bags.

"Set hers in my bedroom."

The command came naturally.

Lena looked at me.

Not for permission.

To watch what the sentence did.

I carried her suitcase through the suite.

David's bedroom overlooked the Gulf. White sheets. Dark headboard. Mirror opposite the bed. The red dress and black employee dress lay inside the bag in my hand.

I placed it on the bench.

Lena entered behind me.

David remained in the doorway.

"Black first," he said.

"I heard the note."

"Dress here."

Lena removed the traveling dress.

Naked in his bedroom. WATCH bracelet. Marks from my fingers faint between her thighs.

David looked at her body.

No effort to hide it now.

His cock thickened beneath his suit trousers.

I opened the suitcase and took out the black dress.

"Husband dresses her," David said.

I slipped it over Lena's head. Pulled the fabric down over her tits. Fastened the white collar around her neck.

David watched every movement.

"Panties?" I asked.

"No," he answered.

The decision belonged to his fantasy now.

My cock pressed against my trousers.

Lena touched it.

"My boss undresses me with orders. My cuck dresses me for them."

David moved closer.

He stood behind her while I adjusted the collar.

Our hands met at the back of her neck.

His fingers over mine.

"Too tight?" I asked.

Lena smiled at me in the mirror.

"Tight enough to remind me who chose it."

David took the collar between two fingers.

"Who chose it?"

"My husband."

"Who told you to wear it?"

"My boss."

The two answers changed her breathing.

David looked at me in the mirror.

"The reception lasts ninety minutes."

"And after?"

"Dinner. Presentation. Then red."

"And after red?"

His eyes held mine.

"No one flies home hungry."

Lena laughed softly.

I opened my suitcase in the adjoining room and changed into the black suit.

When I returned, David stood near the bar. Lena sat on the edge of his bed with her knees apart. The short black dress revealed her bare cunt.

David held a glass of water.

"Your wife is distracting."

"That is why you hired her."

"I hired her because she is talented."

"You brought her into your bedroom because she is distracting."

A quiet smile.

"Fair."

Lena lifted one foot and placed it against David's thigh.

"Does my boss want his employee wet at the reception?"

David looked down at her bare cunt.

"Your husband already handled that."

"He made me come on the highway."

David's eyes moved to me.

"While driving?"

"A stranger watched," I said.

Lena spread herself with two fingers.

"He missed his exit."

David set down the water.

He knelt before her.

My stomach tightened.

He did not touch her cunt.

He kissed the inside of one knee. Then the other.

"Reception," he said against her skin. "You remain like this until we return."

Lena moaned.

David stood and straightened his jacket.

Control restored.

We left the suite together.

The interior door remained open behind us.


CHAPTER 26

EVAN - THE CHAIRMAN'S TABLE

The retreat dinner placed David at the center of the room.

Thirty executives and investors occupied a private dining hall overlooking the Gulf. Candles. Dark wood. White linen. A string quartet near the windows.

Lena sat on David's right.

I sat on her right.

Exactly as promised. My wife between her boss and her husband.

The black employee dress made her look like an indecent version of authority. White collar. Bare legs. No underwear. Every man at the table noticed.

Only David and I knew how wet she already was.

The chairman of a development company spoke from across the table. His wife, Celeste, sat beside him in a silver dress. She watched Lena more than the men did.

I noticed.

So did Lena.

Celeste smiled whenever Lena crossed her legs.

Her husband, Graham, watched too. Mid-forties. Broad shoulders. Wedding ring. The contained look of a man trained not to stare at other men's wives.

A future room opened faintly at the edge of the current one.

But tonight belonged to David.

His hand rested openly on the back of Lena's chair.

Mine rested on her thigh beneath the table.

He addressed the room while my fingers moved higher.

"Mercer grew because we learned that luxury is emotional before it is material."

Lena opened her legs.

My hand found her cunt.

David continued.

"People do not remember square footage. They remember how a room changed the way they saw themselves."

His eyes moved to the white collar.

I pushed two fingers into my wife.

Her face remained calm.

Celeste saw the movement beneath the tablecloth.

Her smile changed.

Graham followed his wife's gaze.

He realized where my hand was.

The man looked at me.

I did not stop.

David lifted his glass.

"To rooms people remember."

Everyone drank.

Lena tightened around my fingers.

"Tell him," she whispered without moving her lips.

"Tell who?"

"My boss."

David stood to speak with an investor behind him.

I removed my hand from Lena's cunt and placed it on the table beside his wineglass.

My fingers shone.

David saw them when he turned back.

The chairman continued talking.

David took my wrist beneath the edge of the table and brought my fingers toward his mouth.

Hidden from most people.

Not hidden from Celeste.

He sucked my wife's cunt from my hand.

Celeste's lips parted.

Graham shifted in his chair.

David released me and resumed the conversation as though nothing had happened.

Lena looked between the married couple across from us.

"They know," she whispered.

"Celeste knows."

"Her husband does now."

My cock hardened painfully.

"Not tonight."

"I know."

She smiled.

"But my boss just fed himself your wife's cunt at the chairman's table."

The sentence nearly made me come untouched.

After dinner, Celeste approached Lena near the windows.

I stood beside David ten feet away.

Graham remained at the bar.

"Your dress is dangerous," Celeste said.

"My husband chose it."

"He has good taste."

"My boss ordered it."

Celeste looked toward us.

Her eyes paused on David. Then me.

"Interesting company culture."

Lena laughed.

David leaned toward me.

"Your wife finds rooms quickly."

"She finds people."

"Celeste and Graham are hosting the Key West retreat next month."

"Good to know."

He heard what I did not say.

Not now.

David touched my shoulder once.

"Red dress," he said.

The three of us left the reception while Celeste watched from the window.


CHAPTER 27

LENA - UNDER HIS JACKET

David removed the white collar himself.

We stood in his bedroom. Evan sat on the bench beside my open suitcase. The black employee dress remained on my body. David stood behind me in the mirror.

His fingers opened the clasp at my throat.

The collar came away.

"Employee until now," he said.

He placed it in Evan's hand.

My husband looked at the white band resting across his palm.

"Now the wife?" I asked.

David met my eyes in the mirror.

"Now Lena."

He pulled the black dress over my head.

Naked again.

Evan opened the red dress and held it for me.

The ritual had changed. My boss undressed me. My husband dressed me. Each man controlled a different transformation.

When the red fabric settled over my body, David closed the zipper.

His knuckles moved slowly along my spine.

No panties. No bra. The slit opened over the cunt both men had made slick without touching for most of the dinner.

"Turn," David said.

I faced him.

He placed his suit jacket over my shoulders.

The dark fabric covered the red dress and carried his smell around me.

"Balcony first."

We walked into the suite living room. The Gulf lay black beyond the glass. Music from the retreat drifted faintly upward.

Evan followed.

David led me outside.

The wind opened his jacket around my body.

People moved on the terrace four floors below. Celeste's silver dress flashed near the rail. Graham stood beside her.

They could not see details from that distance.

Only three silhouettes on an executive balcony.

David stood behind me and opened his jacket fully.

The red dress shone beneath it.

His hands moved to the slit.

Evan stood inside the balcony door.

Watching.

"Come closer," I told him.

He did.

David pulled the red fabric aside.

My bare cunt faced the dark water.

"Tell your husband what the chairman's wife saw," he said.

"She saw his fingers buried in my cunt."

"More."

"She saw my boss suck my cunt from my husband's hand."

Evan's cock formed a hard shape beneath his trousers.

"And Graham?" David asked.

"He watched his wife watching us."

The next fantasy breathed below us.

David's hand covered my cunt.

His palm pressed hard. Fingers moved through the slick heat.

My head fell against his shoulder.

"Look at your cuck," I whispered.

David turned me slightly so I faced Evan.

"Look at him."

I did.

Evan opened his trousers.

His cock rose into his hand.

"My boss is touching your wife under his jacket," I said.

"I see."

"The chairman and his wife are below us."

"I know."

"They would see everything if they looked up."

"Then make it worth seeing."

My cunt clenched around David's fingers.

The command from Evan surprised me.

David felt it.

"Your husband is becoming ambitious," he said.

"He learned from my boss."

David pushed two fingers into me and fucked me with his hand against the balcony rail.

Evan stroked his cock in the doorway.

The jacket hid most of what happened from below. That made the exposure dirtier. A corporate silhouette. A boss behind his employee. A husband watching from the hotel room.

I came against David's hand.

My knees weakened. His arm held me upright.

Evan came across the open front of his shirt seconds later.

David kept his fingers buried in my cunt until both men watched my body stop shaking.

Then he removed his hand and held it toward Evan.

My husband stepped onto the balcony and sucked my cunt from my boss's fingers again.

Celeste looked up from the terrace.

I saw her face turn toward us.

She could not know exactly what happened.

Her smile told me she understood enough.

David closed the jacket around me.

"Inside," he said.

We obeyed.


CHAPTER 28

EVAN - THE DOOR BETWEEN ROOMS

David sent me through the adjoining door.

Not away.

Into the position he had built for me.

"Sit on your bed," he said. "Keep the door open."

Lena stood beside him in the red dress and his jacket. Her cunt remained wet from his hand. My cum dried against my shirt.

I entered my room.

The distance from my bed to theirs was less than thirty feet through the open doorway.

I sat.

David removed his jacket from Lena's shoulders.

The red dress appeared beneath it like a wound.

He looked at me across both rooms.

"You wanted to hear through a wall before."

The weekend with Julian.

"Yes."

"Tonight there is no wall."

He took Lena's hand and led her into his bedroom.

I could see the bed through the doorway. Mirror behind it. Gulf beyond.

David stood Lena before the mirror.

"Undress for your husband."

She opened the zipper and let the red dress fall.

Naked. WATCH bracelet. Dark hair. My wife framed by another man's room.

"Touch yourself," David said.

Lena spread her legs and moved two fingers over her cunt.

Her eyes remained on me.

"Tell him who made you wet."

"Both of you."

"Choose the dirtier answer."

She smiled.

"My boss."

Jealousy cut through me.

My cock hardened again despite having come on the balcony.

"Look at him," Lena said to David. "My cuck cannot stay soft while another man orders his wife around."

David opened his shirt.

One button at a time.

Lena watched him in the mirror. I watched her watch.

He removed the shirt, then the belt, then his trousers.

His cock rose thick and hard.

Bigger than mine. Controlled no longer.

Lena's fingers stopped at her cunt.

"Keep touching," David said.

She obeyed.

He stood behind her naked.

His cock pressed against her ass.

"Tell your husband."

"My boss's cock is against me."

"Comparison."

Lena looked across both rooms.

"Bigger than yours, love."

My hand closed around my cock.

"More."

"Thicker. Heavier. Hard because his employee is naked in his suite while her husband waits in the next room."

I stroked.

David's hand moved into her hair.

"Kneel."

Lena dropped to her knees before him.

The red dress lay behind her.

She opened her mouth.

David put his cock against her tongue and looked directly at me.

"Describe it," he said.

"Her mouth has to open wider."

Lena took the head.

"More."

"His cock fills her mouth more than mine."

She swallowed deeper.

Her eyes watered.

"More."

"My wife is kneeling for her boss in the room he booked while I jerk off through the open door."

Lena moaned around him.

David's hips moved.

Short drives. Controlled enough to let her take him, hard enough to show the difference between oral fantasy and a cock using her mouth.

Saliva slid down her chin.

"Look at your husband," David told her.

She did.

"Call him."

Lena pulled back, gasping.

"Little cuck."

My cock pulsed.

"Again."

"My beautiful little cuck. Look how big my boss is in your wife's mouth."

She took David again.

I stroked faster.

The open door erased distance. I heard every wet sound. Every breath. The small gag when she took him too deep. David's low groan when her tongue worked beneath the head.

I came across my stomach.

Lena watched from her knees.

David remained hard in her hand.

"My cuck came first," she whispered.

Humiliation burned.

My cock softened beneath my fist.

David's did not.

He lifted Lena to her feet.

"Bring him in."

She crossed both rooms naked.

My cum covered my stomach.

Lena knelt between my legs and licked it from my skin while David watched from his bedroom.

Then she took my hand.

"Come see what stays hard after my husband finishes."

I followed her through the open door.


CHAPTER 29

LENA - THE FIRST KISS

David kissed me only after Evan entered the room.

That mattered.

His mouth had been in our imagination for weeks. Elevator mirrors. Red dress. Rooftop table. Balcony. My mouth around his cock.

But he had not kissed me.

Not until my husband stood close enough to see the first second.

David took my face between both hands.

"Look at Evan," he said.

I did.

Then he kissed me.

No polite beginning.

His tongue entered my mouth. His hands moved into my hair. My body pressed against his naked chest while his hard cock touched my stomach.

Evan watched from the foot of the bed with his shirt open and cum still shining faintly against his skin.

I kissed my boss harder because my husband could see the difference.

David's mouth tasted like whiskey and my saliva from his cock.

His hand moved down my back and gripped my ass.

"Tell him," I breathed against his lips.

"Tell him what?"

"That you wanted this in the elevator."

David looked at Evan over my shoulder.

"I wanted to kiss your wife the first night she wore red."

Evan's softening cock moved.

"When else?" I asked.

"In the glass office."

"More."

"Across the table while she touched herself with her hand hidden beneath the desk."

Evan's cock began hardening again.

David saw.

"Your husband recovers quickly."

"Jealousy helps."

I turned between them.

"Kiss me, love."

Evan stepped forward.

I kissed my husband with David's taste in my mouth.

David's hand remained on my ass.

Evan felt it through the movement of my body. His mouth became harder. His fingers closed around the back of my neck.

Two men touching me while I moved between their mouths.

"Tell him what he tastes," David said.

I pulled back from Evan.

"My boss's cock."

Evan's eyes darkened.

"Again."

I kissed him and pushed my tongue into his mouth.

David watched.

"Taste how much bigger he is," I whispered.

Evan groaned.

His cock hardened fully against my thigh.

David moved behind me.

His hands opened my ass.

The broad head of his cock pressed between my cheeks, not inside, only close enough to make the promise physical.

Evan watched my face.

"What do you want?" he asked.

The question came before the act, before David pushed his cock into my cunt, in the final quiet space.

"I want my boss to fuck me while you watch."

"Where?"

"On his desk. Against the window. In the bed. I don't care."

"And after?"

"I want my husband inside the cunt he filled."

Evan's breath broke.

David's cock pressed harder against my ass.

"Good," my husband said.

The word opened the rest of the night.

David lifted me.

I wrapped my legs around his waist. His cock slid through my wet cunt without entering. The friction made me moan against his mouth.

He carried me toward the desk near the window.

Evan followed.

David placed me on the dark wood. Papers shifted beneath my ass. A leather folder fell to the floor.

He spread my knees.

My cunt opened in front of both men.

"Look at your husband," David said.

I did.

Evan stood beside the desk, stroking his hard cock.

David lowered his mouth between my thighs.

The first lick made my back arch.

His tongue moved through my cunt with the same control his fingers had used under the table, only now there was no linen, no investors, no need to hide.

"My boss is eating your wife," I told Evan.

"I see."

"Better than you?"

Jealousy moved across his face.

"Different."

"Coward."

David's tongue circled my clit.

I cried out.

"Say it, little cuck."

Evan stepped closer and watched David's mouth.

"He is making you come faster."

The truth pushed me over the edge.

I came against David's tongue with one hand gripping his silver-dark hair and the other holding my husband's wrist.

David did not stop until my thighs shook around his head.

Then he stood between my legs.

His cock pressed against my wet cunt.

No question.

No pause.

The truth had already been spoken.

"Watch," I told Evan.

David pushed the broad head into my cunt.


CHAPTER 30

EVAN - THE BOSS'S COCK

Lena's cunt stretched around David slowly.

The first inch made her mouth open.

The second made her grip my wrist.

David held her hips against the desk and drove deeper until his cock disappeared halfway inside my wife.

She looked at me.

Exactly as promised.

"Bigger," she gasped.

My cock pulsed in my fist.

David pulled back, then pushed deeper.

The desk moved against the window.

"Say it properly," he told her.

Lena's eyes stayed on mine.

"My boss's cock is bigger than yours, love."

Humiliation burned through my chest.

I stroked faster.

David filled her completely.

Her back arched. Her tits lifted. The white lights of Naples shone behind her reflection in the glass.

"Look at her cunt," David said to me.

I moved beside the desk.

His thick cock stretched her open. Her pussy lips pulled around him, slick with saliva from his mouth and the wet heat of her body.

"Tell her what you see."

"Your cunt is stretched around your boss."

"More," Lena demanded.

"He fills you more than I do."

David drove into her.

One hard stroke.

The sound of flesh striking flesh filled the office area.

"More."

"My wife is taking the man who controls every room she works in."

David fucked her harder.

The desk struck the glass.

"And Monday?" Lena asked.

"Monday you sit across from him after this."

Her cunt tightened around David.

He groaned.

"That sentence," he said. "Again."

I leaned close to Lena's face.

"Monday you present photographs while remembering his cock inside your cunt."

David drove deeper.

"Your husband sits at home knowing the man at the head of the table filled you better."

Lena cried out.

"My cuck will reread every message."

"Yes."

"He will stare at the company photograph."

"Yes."

"He will get hard when my boss says my name in a meeting."

My cock throbbed.

"Yes."

David's hand closed around the white collar lying on the desk.

He looped it loosely around Lena's throat, not fastening it, using the fabric to hold her face toward me.

"Employee," he said.

Then he drove into her.

"Wife."

Another hard stroke.

"Hotwife."

Lena's cunt clenched visibly.

"Boss's slut," she whispered.

My body reacted before my pride could.

I came across the side of the desk.

My cum struck Lena's thigh and the dark wood beneath her.

She looked down.

"My cuck came watching his boss fuck his wife."

David did not slow.

"Clean it," he said to her.

Lena dragged two fingers through my cum and put them into her mouth while David continued filling her.

She sucked them clean, eyes on me.

Then she held the same fingers toward David.

He took them into his mouth without leaving her cunt.

My cum passed from my wife to her boss.

The sight made my softening cock pulse again.

"Now yours," Lena told him.

David's control finally broke.

He pulled her from the desk and turned her toward the window.

Her palms struck the glass.

He drove his cock into her from behind in one deep drive.

The city spread beneath them. Anyone in the tower opposite could have seen a naked woman against the window and the man behind her.

I stood beside them, empty hand against the glass.

David gripped Lena's hips and fucked her hard enough to make her ass slap against him.

"Tell your husband whose cunt this is tonight," he said.

"His wife."

"More."

"Your employee."

"More."

She looked at me through the reflection.

"My cuck's dirty hotwife taking her boss's big cock."

David came inside her.

His body locked behind hers. His cock pulsed deep in my wife's cunt. Lena watched my face while another man's cum filled her.

The moment lasted longer than any photograph.

Then David stepped back.

His cock slid free.

Cum began running down Lena's thighs.

She turned from the window and opened her legs toward me.

"Come here, love."

My cock was not fully hard again.

She did not care.

"Taste what your boss left in your wife."

I knelt between her legs.

David stood beside us, breathing hard, control scattered across the room.

I licked his cum from Lena's cunt while she held my head and called me her beautiful little cuck.

The man signing her paychecks watched me clean his load from my wife's pussy.

No room had ever changed me more.


CHAPTER 31

LENA - THE CHAIR

Evan's tongue moved through my cunt while David's cum continued sliding out of me.

My husband knelt on the carpet beneath the window. David stood beside us with his cock softening, chest rising hard, one hand resting against the glass.

The boss had lost control.

The cuck had not left.

That was the victory I wanted more than the fucking itself.

I held Evan's head between my thighs and watched him lick me clean. His tongue moved deeper when David looked down. Every stroke carried another man's taste into my husband's mouth.

"Look at him," I told David.

"I am."

"He was afraid Monday would change."

David's eyes stayed on Evan.

"Monday changed before tonight."

Evan pulled back, mouth shining.

"She will still be good at her job."

"Better," David answered.

The word belonged to work and sex at the same time.

My cunt tightened.

I pulled Evan to his feet and kissed him.

David's cum coated my tongue now. I pushed it into my husband's mouth. He groaned and gripped my ass.

"Taste him," I whispered. "Taste what your boss did to your wife."

Evan kissed me harder.

David watched us exchange his load until the control returned to his face in a darker form.

"Chair," he said.

Evan looked at him.

David pointed toward the leather chair behind the desk.

"Sit."

My husband obeyed.

The chair belonged to David. The position did too. Evan sat where my boss made decisions while David stood naked behind me.

I walked toward my husband with cum still running down my thighs.

His cock had begun hardening again.

"Poor little cuck," I said. "Your wife took a bigger cock and you still want her."

"Especially now."

"Honest."

I straddled him.

David's cum touched the head of Evan's cock before I lowered myself.

My husband watched his smaller cock disappear into the cunt his boss had stretched and filled.

The difference was immediate.

Evan groaned.

"Loose?" I asked.

"Used."

The word hit my cunt harder.

"By who?"

"Your boss."

"Say his name."

"David."

I rode him slowly.

Every movement pushed the other man's cum around Evan's cock. Slick sounds filled the office. David stood beside the chair and watched my husband's face.

"Tell him what you feel," David said.

Evan's hands tightened on my hips.

"Her cunt is stretched."

"More."

"Your cum is around my cock."

"More."

I moved harder.

"My wife is riding me in your chair after you fucked her against your window."

David touched the back of my neck.

His fingers closed around the white collar still hanging loose there.

"And what are you?"

Evan looked at my boss.

Then at me.

"Her cuck."

The word left him cleanly.

No joke. No whisper.

My husband admitted the identity in the chair of the man who had just filled me.

I came around him.

My cunt clenched hard. David's cum slid down the base of Evan's cock and over his balls.

Evan held me through it.

David pulled the collar enough to lift my face.

"Look at your husband when he comes."

I did.

"Come inside the cunt your boss used," I told Evan. "Fill what he stretched."

My husband came beneath me.

His cock pulsed. His cum joined David's deep inside my cunt.

I kept moving until he had nothing left.

Then I stood.

Both loads ran down my thighs.

David looked at the chair.

Dark leather. Evan's open shirt. My red dress on the floor. White collar hanging from my neck.

The office no longer looked like a place where contracts were signed.

It looked remembered.

"Photograph us," I told David.

He picked up my phone.

I stood beside Evan in the chair, legs open, cum visible between my thighs. My husband looked up at me with a face that carried jealousy, exhaustion, and pride.

David took the picture.

Then another with his own hand resting at my waist.

The final image contained all three of us in the dark reflection of the window.

Boss. Wife. Cuck.

No one touched the screen for a long moment.

Then Evan said, "Send it to me."

David did.


CHAPTER 32

EVAN - BETWEEN THEM

The photograph arrived from David's phone while I remained in his chair.

Three figures in the window. Lena naked between us. My shirt open. David's hand at her waist. The city below.

Evidence.

Not for publication. Not for a group chat. A private object I would reopen on every difficult Monday.

Lena took the phone from me and placed it on the desk.

"Stand," she said.

I obeyed her now.

My legs felt unsteady. My cock softened. My mouth tasted like David's cum and my wife.

Lena stood between both men, her body marked by the night. Red lines at her hips. Saliva dried near the corner of her mouth. Cum moving slowly along one thigh.

She looked more powerful used than she ever had untouched.

"Kiss him," she told David.

The room stopped.

David looked at me.

The request was not about desire between men. It was about erasing the last safe distance. The handshake had carried her cunt in memory. The fingers had entered my mouth. Our bodies had touched around her.

A kiss would make the truth impossible to categorize.

"Lena," I said.

"My cuck has tasted his cum. My boss has tasted yours. Stop pretending your mouths are strangers."

David stepped closer.

His hand closed behind my neck.

He kissed me once.

Hard. Brief. Whiskey, Lena, and the same load I had licked from her cunt.

My body reacted with shock before shame arrived.

My cock moved.

Lena saw.

"There he is."

David released me.

His expression held no mockery.

That made it worse.

"Your marriage is honest," he said.

"Sometimes too honest."

"No such thing in this room."

Lena pushed between us and kissed me. Then David. Then me again.

She carried each man across the space with her mouth.

"Bed," she said.

We followed her.

David's bed faced the mirror. Lena climbed onto the center and opened her legs. Both men's cum shone at her cunt.

David lay on one side. I lay on the other.

No one spoke for several seconds.

The quiet felt more intimate than the desk.

Lena took my hand and placed it on her tits. She took David's and placed it between her legs.

"This is what I wanted," she said.

"The boss?" I asked.

"Both of you knowing."

David's fingers moved through her cunt.

My thumb circled her nipple.

She looked at me.

"I do not want secrets from you."

"I know."

"I want dirty things in shared rooms."

"I know."

"I want Monday."

That answer still hurt.

My cock began hardening again.

David felt it against his hand when he reached across Lena's body.

He wrapped his fingers around me.

The boss touched the husband's cock while the wife watched.

Lena's breath broke.

"Look at that," she whispered.

David stroked me slowly.

"Smaller," he said.

Not cruelly.

Factually.

The humiliation struck hard enough to make my cock pulse in his hand.

"Tell her," he said.

"He is bigger than me."

"More."

"He filled you more."

Lena's cunt tightened around David's other fingers.

"More."

"I watched him come inside my wife and then licked his cum from her pussy."

David's hand moved faster on my cock.

Lena touched herself over his fingers.

"My honest little cuck."

I came again, this time into David's fist.

He held my cock through every pulse.

Then wiped my cum across Lena's tits.

She rubbed it over her nipples and kissed me.

No one laughed.

No one apologized.

The night had moved past roles into something stranger and more intimate.

David lay back against the pillows.

Lena curled beside him and pulled me close from the other side.

For several minutes, my wife rested between her boss and her husband.

Her fingers linked with mine across David's stomach.

The adjoining door remained open.

The room I had been given waited empty beyond it.

I understood then that David had not booked it to send me away.

He had booked it so leaving would always be visible as my choice.

I stayed.


CHAPTER 33

LENA - THE SHOWER

The shower held all three of us.

Barely.

White stone. Rain head. Glass walls already fogged from the heat. David stood beneath the water while Evan washed the cum from my thighs.

His hands moved gently now.

Not soft. Familiar.

My husband had always been best at the moments after his body had been forced to tell the truth.

"Still taste him?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Where?"

"Everywhere."

I smiled and kissed him.

David watched from beneath the water.

Evan turned toward him.

"You planned the room."

"I planned the door. The rest belonged to her."

"And me?"

"You came."

The simplest answer.

Evan looked at me.

"She would have returned home if I did not."

"Yes," David said.

"Would you have touched her Thursday if I said no Friday?"

The question belonged after, when bodies had slowed and the real world could reenter.

"No."

David answered without decoration.

"I wanted the husband in the room before I crossed the final line."

Evan nodded.

Then he put soap into his hands and washed David's cum from my stomach.

"You are quiet," I said.

"I am trying to understand the kiss."

"Did you hate it?"

"Part of me."

"And the rest?"

His cock began moving under the water.

The answer stood between his legs.

I laughed softly.

"My poor cuck discovered another door."

"Do not make it a new series."

"No promises."

David smiled beneath the water.

The rare expression warmed his entire face.

I stepped toward him and washed my husband's cum from his hand.

"Did it bother you?" I asked David.

"Holding him?"

"Yes."

"No."

"Did it excite you?"

"Watching what honesty did to both of you excited me."

The answer was pure David. Control turned into observation, observation into power.

I knelt on the wet stone between them.

Two cocks. David thick and recovering. Evan smaller and already hard again.

I took my husband first.

His hand found my hair. David watched my mouth slide down Evan's cock.

Then I turned and licked David slowly from base to head.

"Compare them," Evan said.

The command surprised me.

I wrapped one hand around each.

"David is thicker."

Evan's cock jumped.

"More."

"My boss feels heavier in my mouth."

David hardened in my hand.

"More."

"But my husband's cock knows every place in my cunt."

Evan's face changed.

That truth mattered too.

I moved between them. Mouth on David. Hand on Evan. Then mouth on Evan while David's cock pressed against my cheek.

The shower filled with water, breath, and the wet sounds of my mouth.

David came first.

His cum struck my tongue and lips. I turned immediately and kissed Evan.

My boss's load passed into my husband's mouth.

Evan swallowed some, then pushed the rest back onto my tongue.

He came seconds later against my tits.

I rubbed his cum over my skin and stood beneath the water.

Both men watched the loads wash down my body and disappear into the drain.

"Bed," David said.

"Bossy," I answered.

"Employee."

"Wife," Evan corrected.

David looked at him.

"Both."

We returned to the bedroom.

This time, Evan climbed into the center first.

I lay against his chest. David lay behind me.

His hand rested at my waist.

My husband's hand covered it.

No rules.

No list.

Only three adults awake in the room they would remember.


CHAPTER 34

EVAN - THE OPEN DOOR

I woke at three in the morning alone in the center of David's bed.

The adjoining door remained open.

Lena and David were in my room.

For one confused second, I thought I had been abandoned in the wrong place.

Then I heard her moan.

Quiet. Familiar. Coming through the open doorway.

I sat up.

The Gulf was black beyond the windows. David's side of the bed was empty. Lena's red dress remained on the floor. My suit jacket hung over the chair.

Another moan reached me.

Then the headboard in my room struck the wall.

The inversion made my cock hard immediately.

They had taken the adjoining room I believed belonged to me.

I crossed the suite naked.

The door framed them.

Lena was on all fours across my bed. David stood behind her, one knee on the mattress, hands gripping her hips. His cock drove into her cunt from behind.

My wife looked through the doorway and saw me.

She smiled.

"Your boss came to your room," she gasped.

David's hips struck her ass.

"He found me empty."

"So I filled your bed," David said.

The sentence cut straight through me.

I stood in the doorway.

The position from the voice notes. The place I had imagined. Only the rooms had reversed.

"Come closer, little cuck," Lena said.

I entered.

David continued fucking her.

No pause. No question. The night already held every truth.

I sat at the edge of the bed beside her face.

Lena opened her mouth and took my softening cock onto her tongue while David used her cunt.

The first lick made me hard.

The next made me feel every drive of his body through hers.

His cock pushed her forward. My cock moved deeper into her mouth.

She became the connection between us again.

"Tell him why I came here," David said.

Lena pulled back.

"He woke hard."

"More."

"He wanted to fuck your wife in the bed booked for your cuck."

My cock pulsed against her lips.

"And you?"

"I followed him."

Jealousy sharpened.

"You left me asleep."

"The door stayed open."

"You wanted me to hear."

"I wanted you to wake hard."

She swallowed my cock again.

David fucked her harder.

The bed struck the wall in a steady rhythm. My room. My wife. My boss. My cock in her mouth while his filled her cunt.

I placed one hand beneath Lena and rubbed her clit.

Her moans broke around me.

"Come for him," David said.

"Which one?" Lena gasped after releasing my cock.

"Both."

I rubbed harder.

David drove deeper.

Lena came between us.

Her cunt clenched around him. Her mouth closed over me. Her entire body shook across the bed I had believed would be my retreat.

I came in her mouth.

She swallowed while David continued.

Then she turned her face toward me.

"Watch him fill your room."

David came inside her moments later.

His cock pulsed in her cunt while my cum remained on her tongue.

Lena kissed me.

David's body stayed behind her.

The three of us held the final shape for several breaths.

Then David pulled free.

Cum ran onto my sheets.

He looked at the dark stain spreading beneath my wife.

"Room service will notice," I said.

"They notice everything," David answered.

Lena laughed against my mouth.

"Luxury is emotional before material."

The line from dinner turned filthy in the used bed.

David returned to his suite.

Lena stayed with me.

She lay on her back over the wet sheets and opened her legs.

"Clean your room, love."

I licked David's cum from her cunt again.

Then climbed beside her and slept with my face against the neck that still carried the white collar's faint mark.

The door remained open until morning.


CHAPTER 35

EVAN - THE MORNING BRIEFING

Breakfast arrived at seven.

Coffee. Fruit. Eggs. Three covered plates placed on the dining table inside David's suite.

The room-service attendant looked at the open adjoining door.

Then at Lena wearing David's white shirt.

Then at me in yesterday's trousers.

Then at David standing barefoot near the windows.

Professional training saved his face.

"Anything else, Mr. Mercer?"

David looked at Lena.

"No. We have everything."

The door closed.

Lena sat between us at the table again.

Her hair was messy. The white shirt reached the tops of her thighs. No panties. She walked carefully enough that I knew exactly where she remained sore.

David poured coffee.

"Presentation at nine," he said.

"I know."

"You will lead the first half."

"I know that too."

"Can you sit comfortably?"

Lena smiled.

"Professional concern?"

"Scheduling concern."

I looked beneath the table.

Her knees opened.

Cum still shone faintly between her cunt lips despite the shower and my mouth.

"She can stand," I said.

David handed me coffee.

"Your room requires new sheets."

"Your fault."

"Your wife followed me."

"She does that."

"Only when invited," Lena said.

The normal conversation carried dirty evidence in every pause.

I opened the photograph from the window. Three figures. Boss. Wife. Cuck.

"What happens to this?" I asked.

David looked at the screen.

"It stays with the people in it."

"No company cloud?"

"I am not careless."

"No messages after Monday that could hurt her?"

"Her work and this remain separate."

Lena reached beneath the table and placed one hand on each man's thigh.

"You two become responsible after you empty your balls."

"Someone has to," I said.

She squeezed both thighs.

"I like the responsible part too. It makes the dirty part possible."

David covered her hand with his.

"Key West next month," he said.

"Work retreat?" I asked.

"Graham and Celeste are hosting. Spouses invited."

Lena looked at me.

The couple from dinner.

The wife who had watched David taste Lena from my fingers.

The husband who had watched his wife watch us.

"They know?" I asked.

"They suspect."

David sipped coffee.

"Celeste asked whether your marriage was always that interesting."

"What did you say?"

"That I had only recently begun researching it."

Lena laughed.

My cock moved beneath the table.

"There he is," she said.

"We are eating breakfast."

"My husband gets hard because a married woman wants to research us."

David's hand moved from Lena's to her thigh.

"The retreat has a private villa. Pool. Four bedrooms."

The next book appeared in architecture before we had left this one.

"Not yet," I said.

"No," David agreed. "Today she works."

Lena stood.

David's shirt opened over her bare cunt.

"Then dress me."

The command belonged to both men.

We returned to the bedroom.

I selected her cream business suit. David chose the black bra. Lena chose no panties.

I fastened the jacket. David adjusted the collar.

In the mirror, she became creative director again.

Only the careful way she stood revealed the woman from the open doorway.

At eight thirty, she walked into the retreat conference room between her boss and her husband.

Celeste looked at the shirt David carried folded over one arm.

Then at Lena's face.

She smiled.

Graham noticed his wife's smile.

The other couple had begun watching.


CHAPTER 36

LENA - THE PRESENTATION

I presented twenty million dollars in projected campaign value with David's cum still deep in my cunt.

That was the dirtiest sentence of the weekend.

Not because anyone knew.

Because no one did.

Thirty people sat before the screen. Graham occupied the front row. Celeste sat beside him in a white pantsuit. Evan stood near the back wall with coffee in one hand and the private photograph in his phone.

David sat at the end of the first row.

My boss looked professional again.

Dark suit. Calm hands. No visible trace of the man who had fucked me in two rooms and held my husband's cock while I watched.

I wore cream. Black bra. No panties.

When I crossed the stage, soreness reminded me of every thick inch.

"The campaign succeeded because we allowed viewers to imagine themselves inside the rooms," I said.

The bedroom mirror appeared behind me.

Evan's eyes darkened.

"We did not show them everything. We showed enough to make them complete the image privately."

Celeste shifted toward Graham.

Her hand rested on his knee.

David looked at the slide. Not me.

Control restored.

That made my cunt wet again.

"The next phase moves from observation to participation," I continued.

The phrase belonged to marketing.

My husband heard our marriage.

I saw his cock form faintly beneath his trousers at the back of the room.

Celeste followed my gaze.

She saw it too.

After the presentation, the room applauded.

David stood and took the microphone.

"Lena has transformed how this company presents desire," he said.

The room heard luxury branding.

Evan looked at the man who had transformed the way my body entered Monday.

"We hired her to create rooms people remember. She has done more. She has shown us how to make them hungry."

My cunt tightened.

Applause again.

David handed me the microphone. His fingers touched mine.

A small public contact carrying an entire private night.

Celeste approached after the room emptied.

"Beautiful work," she said.

"Thank you."

Her eyes moved to the faint mark at my throat where the white collar had rested.

Then to David across the room.

Then Evan.

"Busy weekend?"

"Very."

"Your husband looks tired."

"He did not sleep much."

Celeste smiled.

"Neither did Graham."

I looked toward her husband.

He stood near the windows speaking to Evan. Both men glanced at us at the same time.

"He watched the balcony," Celeste said.

"Which part?"

"Enough."

The answer sent heat through me.

"Did it bother him?"

"His cock said no."

The language changed immediately.

No polished corporate wife. No euphemism.

A woman who understood the same private map.

"And you?" I asked.

"I wanted to know whether your husband knew."

"He directed some of it."

Celeste's eyes darkened.

"Graham would like him."

"Maybe Graham likes you looking at other men."

"Maybe I like making him admit it."

The mirror had found another marriage.

Evan joined us.

Graham followed.

David watched from across the room.

Four married people stood in ordinary conversation while every glance carried the balcony.

"Key West," Celeste said. "You are both coming."

Evan looked at me.

His cock remained faintly hard.

"We will check the schedule," he said.

"Liar," I whispered.

Celeste heard.

She laughed.

David approached and placed one hand at my back.

The same company photograph touch.

This time Evan, Graham, and Celeste all understood it.

"Car leaves in twenty minutes," he said.

My boss returned to logistics.

I returned to work.

But the other couple followed us with their eyes until we left the room.


CHAPTER 37

EVAN - THE DRIVE NORTH

Lena slept for the first hour of the drive home.

Her head rested against the window. Cream jacket open. Bare thighs together. The WATCH bracelet caught afternoon sun whenever the car moved beneath trees.

I drove with the private photograph open in my mind.

David's hand at her waist.

My face in the glass.

My wife between us.

At a rest stop near Sarasota, she woke and looked at me.

"Quiet cuck."

"Tired."

"Liar."

"Thinking."

"About Monday?"

"About everything."

She removed the cream jacket and folded it behind her head. The black bra remained visible beneath the thin blouse.

"Which part hurts most?"

"The morning meeting."

"Not his cock?"

"I expected the cock."

"You expected me to take it."

"Yes."

"What didn't you expect?"

I looked at the road.

"Him holding mine."

Lena's hand moved onto my thigh.

"The kiss?"

"That too."

"Did it change what you want?"

"It changed what I know."

"Which is?"

I took the exit into the rest area and parked away from other cars.

"The fantasy is not only sharing you."

Lena waited.

"It is being seen by the man who has you."

Her expression softened.

"David saw you."

"Yes."

"Nate saw you too. Julian. Mason."

"Different."

"Because of power?"

"Because David did not need me to pretend he was only there for you."

Lena leaned across the console and kissed me.

"My brave cuck."

"Do not make it noble."

"It is not noble. Your cock was in his hand."

I laughed despite myself.

She opened my trousers.

"Show me what thinking did."

My cock was already hard.

Lena climbed over the console and straddled me in the driver's seat.

The parking lot remained visible around us. Families entered the building. Trucks idled near the highway.

She raised her skirt.

No panties.

David's cum and mine had been washed away, but soreness remained. She lowered herself onto my cock carefully.

The first movement made both of us breathe harder.

"Feel different?" she asked.

"You are sore."

"From him."

"I know."

"Say it."

"My boss fucked my wife until she feels him on my cock the next afternoon."

Lena began riding me.

"More."

"He held my cock while I confessed he was bigger."

"More."

"He came in your cunt. You made me clean it. Then you used his cum around my cock in his chair."

She moved harder.

The car rocked faintly.

A man returning to his pickup looked toward us. Lena saw him and did not stop.

"And Monday?" she asked.

"You go to work."

"I sit in the glass office."

"He walks past."

"You jerk off to the company photograph."

"Yes."

"My cuck knows the hand on my waist has been inside his mouth."

I came inside her.

The stranger near the pickup watched Lena's body tighten over me.

She smiled at him through the windshield.

Then kissed me.

"Monday will hurt," she whispered.

"Good."

We continued north with my cum inside her again.

At home, Nate's car was parked across the street.

He had come to return a borrowed tool.

Lena looked at me.

"Ordinary life."

"With bad timing."

"Or perfect timing."

She entered the house with no panties and cum between her thighs.

Nate looked at the careful way she walked.

Then at me.

He knew another chapter had happened without him.

"Good trip?" he asked.

Lena kissed his cheek.

"My boss works very hard."

My best friend looked at my face.

I started laughing before I could stop.

Ordinary life had become impossible to separate from hunger.


CHAPTER 38

EVAN - MONDAY HURTS

Monday began with a public email from David.

Team,

The Naples retreat exceeded every target. Lena's presentation defined the next phase of our creative strategy. Please join me in recognizing an exceptional first month.

Professional praise.

Thirty-seven employees replied with congratulations.

I read the message with the private photograph open beside it.

Exceptional first month.

Boss. Wife. Cuck reflected in black glass.

My cock hardened at the kitchen table.

Lena had already left for work. She wore the cream suit again, this time with panties because I chose them.

Red lace.

A message arrived from her at 8:12.

Lena:

He walked past the glass office.

Me:

Did he look?

Lena:

At my mouth first.

Me:

And then?

Lena:

At the red lace when I crossed my legs.

A photograph followed. Her view from behind the desk. Legs open beneath the cream skirt. Red panties visible. David blurred beyond the glass.

Me:

Does he know I chose them?

Lena:

He stopped at the door and said your husband likes red on important days.

My hand moved to my cock.

Me:

What did you say?

Lena:

My husband likes remembering who removed them last.

I closed the laptop and went upstairs.

Her side of the bed still smelled faintly like hotel soap and sex.

I lay where she had slept and opened the company email again.

Then the photograph.

Then David's first voice note.

Bedroom sequence.

Rooms people remember.

I jerked off to the official language carrying private dirt.

At ten, Lena called from the stairwell.

"He scheduled Miami again," she said.

"When?"

"Three weeks. One night."

"You and him?"

"Marissa too. Entire team."

"Professional."

"Very."

"Your voice says otherwise."

"Because he wrote the hotel name on a note and placed it on my desk."

"What hotel?"

"The same one."

My fist tightened.

"Same floor?"

"He wrote 1811 beneath it."

The room across from his.

"Lena."

"Monday."

"Did he touch you?"

"No."

"Message?"

"No."

"Then why are you wet?"

"Because he does not have to."

That was the danger of a recurring man.

Julian had taught us wanting could survive repetition. Mason had taught us proximity. Nate had made history sexual.

David made absence feel like an order.

"Go back to work," I said.

"Bossy husband."

"Employee wife."

Her breath caught.

"Say cuck."

"Not at ten in the morning."

"Coward."

"My little cuck is jerking off while his wife walks back into the glass office her boss gave her."

She laughed softly.

"Better."

The call ended.

I came looking at the room number written in David's handwriting.

That evening, Lena returned with the note folded inside her red panties.

She removed them at the front door and gave both to me.

The paper was damp.

"He watched you put it there?"

"Through the glass."

"Did anyone else see?"

"Maybe."

I smelled the panties while reading 1811.

Lena knelt and opened my trousers.

"Monday hurt?"

"Yes."

"Good."

She sucked me in the entryway while David's note remained in my hand.


CHAPTER 39

LENA - THE INVITATION

Celeste sent the Key West invitation to my work email.

Subject: Spouses strongly encouraged.

The retreat occupied a private waterfront villa for three nights. Mercer executives. Selected development partners. Pool. Boat. Formal dinner Saturday. Casual clothing encouraged during the day.

Attached beneath the official document was a private note.

Celeste:

Bring the husband who knows where your hands were under the table.

I read it twice.

Then forwarded it to Evan.

His answer took four minutes.

Evan:

Ask what Graham knows.

I typed.

Me:

How much did your husband see?

Celeste:

Enough to fuck me in the hotel bathroom while describing David's fingers in your mouth.

My cunt tightened in the glass office.

Me:

And you?

Celeste:

I made him admit he wanted your husband's hand under my dress too.

The fantasy expanded immediately.

Not another bull standing alone.

A marriage looking back at ours.

A wife who wanted to provoke her husband. A husband who watched another cuck without knowing which role he wanted.

Evan called.

"Read it aloud," he said.

I did.

His breath changed by the second sentence.

"What do you picture?" I asked.

"The pool."

"Me?"

"You and Celeste. Tiny bikinis. Both husbands watching."

"David?"

"There too. Maybe."

"Jealous?"

"Already."

I turned my chair toward the glass.

David stood in his office across the floor speaking on the phone.

"He is looking at me now," I said.

"Does he know about the invitation?"

"He approved the guest list."

"Of course."

"Maybe my boss is building the next room."

"Maybe Celeste is."

The thought excited me more.

Women had often been scenery in hotwife fantasies. Wives desired, husbands watched, bulls entered.

Celeste did not feel like scenery.

She had looked through the tablecloth and understood. She wanted to put her own husband into the same fire.

Me:

What bikini should I bring?

Celeste answered with a photograph.

Two bikinis on a bed. One white. One black. Both barely large enough to cover anything.

Celeste:

You choose mine. I choose yours. Husbands do not see them until the pool.

I forwarded it to Evan.

His cock arrived in a photograph seconds later, hard above his office belt.

Evan:

White for her. Black for you.

Me:

She said husbands do not choose.

Evan:

Then do not tell her I did.

I laughed.

David entered my office.

The door clicked.

I left the bikini photographs open on the screen.

His eyes moved to them.

"Key West," he said.

"Celeste has plans."

"Celeste always has plans."

"Does Graham know?"

"Graham knows his wife likes attention. He does not yet understand how much he likes other men knowing."

"You researched them too."

"I have known them for years."

David closed the door.

The glass walls remained visible.

"And you?" I asked.

"What about me?"

"Key West. Are you my boss, my bull, or the man introducing us to another couple?"

He looked at the black bikini on my screen.

"Friday, your boss. Saturday, we discover the room."

My cunt became wet beneath the red panties.

David's eyes moved there when I crossed my legs.

"Your husband chose those," he said.

"He always does."

"And the bikini?"

"He thinks he chose black."

"Did he?"

I smiled.

"Celeste may change the plan."

David opened the door.

Before leaving, he said, "Tell Evan the villa has glass bedroom walls facing the pool."

He walked away.

I sent the sentence.

My husband answered with one word.

Book.


CHAPTER 40

EVAN - THE ROOM WE BROUGHT HOME

We printed the private photograph.

Not large. Not framed for a wall. A five-by-seven image hidden inside the drawer beside our bed.

Lena stood between David and me in the window reflection. Naked. Used. My face exposed in a way no public photograph had ever captured.

She placed it beneath the WATCH bracelet box.

"Why print it?" I asked.

"Phones change. Messages disappear."

"Evidence can be dangerous."

"Memory is dangerous."

She closed the drawer.

The Key West reservation waited on the bed.

Three nights. Private villa. Graham and Celeste. David. Mercer executives in the main building. Spouses encouraged.

The next fantasy had already begun sending photographs.

But I was not finished with Naples.

"Wear the cream suit," I said.

Lena looked at me.

"At night?"

"Yes."

She dressed as though preparing for work. Cream skirt. Thin blouse. Black bra. Red panties. Heels.

Then she sat at the small desk in our bedroom and opened her laptop.

"Presentation?"

"Monday."

I moved a chair across from her.

The same distance David kept in meetings.

Lena understood.

She straightened her back and began describing campaign results while I opened the printed photograph in my lap.

"Engagement increased forty-two percent," she said.

I unfastened my trousers.

"The bedroom sequence remained the strongest component."

My cock rose over the photograph.

Lena's eyes moved down once.

Then returned to the imaginary room.

"The next phase moves from observation to participation."

I stroked myself.

"Your boss said that line changed the strategy," I told her.

"My boss said many things."

"Which one made you wet at work?"

"1811."

She uncrossed her legs.

Red lace visible beneath the desk.

"What happened in that room?" I asked.

"David fucked me in your bed."

"Use the professional voice."

Lena continued as though presenting to executives.

"The adjoining-room strategy produced strong emotional impact. The husband experienced jealousy, humiliation, and repeated physical response."

My fist moved faster.

"The wife?"

"The wife took her boss's cock in two rooms and returned to work with improved confidence."

"Comparison?"

"The boss was larger. The husband remained hard."

My cock pulsed.

"Conclusion?"

Lena stood behind the desk.

She removed the red panties and placed them over the photograph in my lap.

"The marriage performed above expectation."

I came across the lace.

Lena watched with the calm face she used during Monday presentations.

Then she walked around the desk, knelt, and licked my cum from the photograph's plastic cover.

"This is what we brought home," she said.

"The picture?"

"The room."

She climbed over me, pulled the cream skirt to her waist, and lowered her bare cunt onto my softening cock.

I hardened inside her again.

"David did not take your job," I said.

"No."

"He did not take my wife."

"No."

"He changed Monday."

Lena began riding me.

"Yes."

"And Key West?"

"Another room."

"Another man?"

"Maybe."

"Another wife?"

Her smile appeared.

"Definitely."

I gripped her hips.

"What does Celeste want?"

"To wear a bikini her husband would never choose."

"More."

"To make Graham watch men stare."

"More."

"To find out whether my cuck can make her husband admit he is one too."

My cock drove deeper.

"And you?"

"I want to stand beside her at the pool and compare which husband gets hard first."

"Dirty wife."

"Hungry husband."

We came together over the hidden photograph.

Afterward, Lena returned it to the drawer.

She placed the Key West reservation on top.

Her boss had taught us that power did not always demand obedience.

Sometimes it built the room, opened the door, and watched what hunger chose to do inside it.

The next room had a pool.

And another marriage waiting on the other side of the glass.


CHAPTER 41

EVAN - THE PUBLIC PHOTOGRAPH

Mercer posted the Naples photograph on Tuesday afternoon.

Thirty executives stood on the terrace beneath white lights. David occupied the center. Lena stood on his right in the cream suit. I stood on her right. Graham and Celeste were two places away.

The image looked respectable.

It was not.

David's hand rested at Lena's back.

My wife wore no panties.

Celeste's fingers touched Graham's wrist in the exact place she had squeezed when she told us his cock was hard.

My own face looked calm enough to belong in an annual report.

No one looking at the post could know David had fucked Lena against a window hours earlier. No one knew I had licked his cum from her cunt, sat in his chair, or slept beside the open door while he entered my room.

The comments arrived.

Strong team.

Excellent retreat.

Mercer leadership at its best.

Nate sent the image to our private group.

Nate:

That is the boss?

Mason:

Hand again.

Julian:

Husband looks different.

Adrian:

More tired.

Lena:

He did not sleep much.

Nate:

What happened?

I stared at the public photograph.

The men who had entered our marriage now watched another man take his place inside the map.

I typed:

He kept the adjoining door open.

The group remained silent for eleven seconds.

Then Nate:

Jesus.

Mason:

Did you stay?

Me:

Yes.

Julian:

Did he fuck her?

Lena took my phone.

Lena:

In both rooms.

A photograph appeared beneath her answer.

Not the window image. Not the three of us.

A close shot of the white collar on David's desk, streaked with my dried cum.

She had taken it before we left Naples.

Nate:

Saint Evan came on her work collar.

Mason:

Boss watched?

Lena:

Boss held my husband's cock later.

The chat exploded.

Questions. Reactions. Filthy jokes from men who understood enough to know when jokes hid jealousy.

I watched the public image and private conversation exist on the same screen.

That was the recurring hunger now.

Ordinary evidence with a second life.

Lena sat beside me on the sofa wearing a short sleep shirt. Her bare legs rested across my lap. She saw my cock harden beneath the phone.

"The group knows," she said.

"Enough."

"Do you regret telling them?"

"No."

"Do you like Julian knowing another man filled me?"

Jealousy moved through me.

"Yes."

"Nate?"

"Worse."

"Mason?"

"He lives next door."

She smiled.

"My cuck likes his humiliation distributed."

"My wife likes an audience."

"Always."

Lena opened the public photograph and zoomed in on David's hand.

Then she opened the private window image and placed the screens side by side.

Public David touched her waist.

Private David stood naked beside the cunt he had filled.

Public Evan smiled.

Private Evan looked exposed enough to frighten the old version of me.

"Which one is real?" Lena asked.

"Both."

"Good answer."

She straddled my lap and opened my trousers.

"Tell the group what you are doing," I said.

"Why?"

"Because they are looking at the photograph."

Lena took a picture of my hard cock beneath the public post on the screen.

Then sent it.

Lena:

The boss touched his wife in public again. The cuck reacted privately again.

Nate answered first.

Nate:

Some things never change.

Lena lowered herself onto my cock.

"He is wrong," she whispered. "Everything changed."

She rode me while messages from past bulls filled the phone beside us.

I came beneath the official company photograph.

The next morning, David liked the public post from his account.

Then sent me the private one again without a word.


CHAPTER 42

LENA - THE LATE MEETING

David asked me to stay after six on Thursday.

Not through a voice note. Not a private message.

He stood outside the glass office while employees packed laptops and left for the elevator.

"Twenty minutes," he said.

"Work?"

"At first."

The phrase had become his version of a hand beneath my dress.

I texted Evan.

Me:

Late meeting. At first.

His answer arrived before David reached his office.

Evan:

Video call me when the floor is empty.

At six fifteen, the final designer left. Cleaning staff worked two floors below. Sunset reflected across every glass wall.

I entered David's office carrying the Miami campaign file.

He closed the door.

"Marissa approved the expansion," he said. "You will hire two photographers and one editor."

Real work.

Real achievement.

Pride moved through me before hunger.

"Thank you."

"You earned it."

He showed me the budget. We discussed candidates. Travel. Equipment. The work stayed clean because it mattered too much to contaminate with pretend authority.

Then David closed the file.

"Twenty minutes finished."

"And now?"

"Now call your husband."

I started the video.

Evan appeared in our bedroom, shirt removed, black dildo beside him.

David placed the phone upright against his monitor.

The camera showed his desk, my chair, and the dark glass behind us.

"Lock your bedroom door," David said.

Evan did.

"Open your trousers."

My husband's hand moved toward his belt.

I watched him obey my boss from home.

My cunt became wet immediately.

David stood behind me and opened my blouse.

One button. Two. Three.

I wore the red lace bra Evan chose Monday.

"Show him," David said.

I faced the camera and opened the blouse fully.

Evan's cock rose into view.

"My employee earned a team today," David said.

His hand cupped one breast through the lace.

"Your wife did that."

Pride and humiliation crossed Evan's face together.

"I know."

David pulled the bra down and exposed my tits.

"And now the workday is over."

His mouth closed over one nipple.

I watched Evan stroke faster through the screen.

"Tell him," I gasped.

"Tell him what?"

"That my boss is sucking your wife's tits in the office he gave her."

Evan's fist tightened.

"More."

David lifted my skirt.

Red panties.

He hooked the lace aside and pushed two fingers into my cunt.

"He is fingering you against the glass wall."

"More."

"Employees walked past this office all day."

David drove his fingers deeper.

"More."

"Tomorrow you sit at the same desk after he fucks you here tonight."

My cunt clenched.

David looked at the camera.

"Good."

He removed his fingers and put them into my mouth.

I sucked while Evan watched.

Then David opened his trousers.

His cock rose thick beside my face.

"Kneel," he said.

I dropped before him.

The glass office reflected my body from every direction. My blouse open. Skirt at my waist. Red panties pulled aside. Boss's cock against my lips.

Evan filled the phone screen from home.

"Take him," my husband said.

The command came from the speaker.

I opened my mouth.

David pushed his cock over my tongue and into my throat.

No careful meeting voice. No polite distance. His hand closed in my hair and guided me with short, hard movements.

I looked at Evan.

His cock pulsed in his fist.

"Describe it," David told him.

"My wife is sucking her boss after earning a promotion."

I moaned around the cock.

"More."

"She is on her knees in a glass office while her cuck watches from home."

David drove deeper.

Saliva slid down my chin.

"More."

"Tomorrow she will lead employees who have no idea she swallowed the owner's cock at her desk."

David groaned.

He pulled me up, turned me toward the glass, and pushed my skirt higher.

His cock pressed against my cunt.

The entire dark office floor reflected behind us.

Evan watched from the phone on the desk.

"Fuck her," he said.

David drove his cock into my cunt in one deep drive.

My palms struck the glass.

He fucked me while the office lights dimmed automatically around us.

The sound of our bodies filled the empty floor.

"Look at your husband," David said.

I turned toward the camera.

"My boss is fucking your wife at work, little cuck."

Evan came across his stomach.

David kept filling me until I came against the glass.

Then he pulled out and came across the red panties still stretched around my hips.

His cum coated the lace.

"Wear them home," Evan said through the phone.

David looked at him.

"Good instruction."

I pulled the panties back into place, trapping my boss's load against my cunt.

Then buttoned my blouse and closed the video call.

The workday had ended.

Monday had not.


CHAPTER 43

EVAN - THE PARKING GARAGE

I waited beside Lena's car in the Mercer garage.

She had asked me to pick her up because the red panties were too wet to sit comfortably.

That sentence alone kept my cock hard during the drive.

The elevator opened at seven twenty-two.

Lena stepped out first. Blouse buttoned. Skirt straight. Hair repaired. Professional from the waist up.

The way she walked betrayed everything below it.

David followed.

No jacket. Sleeves rolled. Calm face restored.

They saw me together.

Lena stopped between both cars.

"My husband came to collect me."

David looked at the visible shape in my trousers.

"He appears prepared."

"He watched."

"I know."

The word carried the video call.

I approached them.

David extended his hand.

The formal gesture had become filthy now.

I shook it.

"She earned the expansion," he said.

"I know."

"Tonight was separate."

"I know that too."

Lena stood beside us with his cum pressed into her red panties.

"Stop being responsible for one minute," she said.

She took David's face and kissed him in the parking garage.

Cameras watched from concrete pillars. Employees could have exited the elevator. Car lights moved across lower levels.

David's hands gripped her waist. The kiss deepened.

I stood close enough to smell both of them.

Lena pulled back and faced me.

"Taste my boss after work."

She kissed me.

David's mouth crossed into mine through her tongue.

My cock pressed against her hip.

"Show him the panties," I said.

Lena raised her skirt.

Red lace dark with cum. David's load glistened at the edges.

He looked at his own evidence against her cunt.

"Your husband told you to keep them on."

"He is going to make me sit on his face in your cum."

David's cock moved beneath his trousers.

Lena saw.

"Boss wants to watch?"

The question happened after the sex, as invitation to a new act, not a brake inside one.

David looked toward the garage camera.

"Not here."

"Controlled again."

"Someone has to remain employed."

I opened the passenger door for Lena.

Before she entered, David touched the red lace once through the slit of her skirt.

Then held the wet finger toward me.

I sucked it clean in the parking garage.

Lena watched both men.

"My boss sends his employee home dirty. My cuck collects the evidence."

David closed the door after she sat.

He leaned toward the open window.

"Tomorrow, nine o'clock. Candidate interviews."

"I will be ready," Lena said.

"I know."

The ordinary schedule after the dirty exchange made my cock ache.

I drove away.

At the first red light, Lena lifted her skirt.

The panties remained heavy with David's cum.

"Smell them," she said.

I leaned across the console and pressed my face between her thighs while traffic waited behind us.

The light turned green.

A horn sounded.

Lena laughed and held my head against her cunt for one second longer.

At home, she sat on my face exactly as promised.

Red lace remained between my mouth and the mixed smell of her body and David's load.

I licked through the fabric until the cum soaked my tongue.

Then I tore the panties down and pushed my tongue into her cunt.

"Tell me about the glass," I said.

Lena described every reflection while riding my mouth.

David behind her. Her boss's cock disappearing into his employee. My own face on the phone.

She came against my tongue.

I fucked her afterward with the panties tied around my wrist.

Monday's office clothes lay folded over the chair.

The red lace never survived the night.


CHAPTER 44

LENA - THE REVIEW

Marissa conducted my performance review without David in the room.

That mattered more than I expected.

She praised the Miami launch, approved the new team, increased my travel budget, and outlined goals for the quarter. No strange pause. No hidden influence. No sign my boss had purchased anything from my body.

The work belonged to me.

The hunger belonged to us.

"David speaks highly of you," Marissa said.

My cunt reacted before professionalism could stop it.

I remembered his cock buried in my cunt against the glass wall two nights earlier.

"He hired me for a reason."

"He did. But he is not easy to impress."

I nearly smiled.

I had impressed him in several rooms now.

Marissa continued.

"Your leadership needs to remain independent. Disagree with him when he is wrong."

"I do."

"Good. He needs people who do not confuse authority with correctness."

The sentence carried another meaning she did not know.

I left the review with a raise, a hiring plan, and the certainty that my career was not a prop in David's fantasy.

He waited in the glass corridor outside his office.

"Good review?"

"Excellent."

"Marissa approved the raise?"

"She did."

"You earned it."

No touch.

No suggestive smile.

He returned to his office.

The distance made my cunt wet.

I texted Evan.

Me:

Raise approved by Marissa. David stayed out.

Evan:

Proud of you.

The answer arrived before anything dirty.

That was my husband.

Then the second message.

Evan:

Now tell me whether your cunt got wet when he said you earned it.

I smiled.

Me:

Soaked.

Evan:

Glass office. Door open. Touch yourself while you read the raise letter.

I placed the document on my desk.

The door remained open. Employees moved through the hallway. David worked behind his own glass wall across the floor.

I slid one hand beneath my skirt.

No panties today.

Evan had removed them in the car before dropping me at work.

My fingers found my wet cunt.

I read the salary number again while rubbing my clit.

The money did not excite me because David gave it. Marissa had approved it. My work earned it.

The power came from choosing to touch myself while the boss who had fucked me worked in sight of my desk.

I opened the private window photograph on my second monitor.

Public raise letter on one screen.

Boss, wife, cuck reflected in glass on the other.

My fingers moved faster.

David looked up.

Our eyes met across the creative floor.

He saw the angle of my arm. The open knees beneath the desk. The photograph on the monitor.

He understood.

He did not approach.

He picked up his phone.

A message appeared.

David:

Close the raise letter before you come on it.

I bit my lip.

Me:

My husband told me to keep the door open.

David:

Then obey your husband.

The sentence pushed me closer.

I called Evan without video and placed the phone beside the keyboard.

"He sees," I whispered.

"Good."

"The door is open."

"Good."

"My boss told me to obey you."

Evan's breath changed.

"Come while both of us watch."

David remained visible across the floor.

Evan listened from his office.

I came at my desk with the raise letter inches from my hand and the private photograph reflected in the glass.

No one walking past noticed.

David sent one final message after my body stopped shaking.

David:

Congratulations, Lena.

I answered professionally.

Me:

Thank you, David.

Then I wiped my fingers on the inside of the printed Key West invitation.


CHAPTER 45

EVAN - THE NEXT ROOM

The Key West package arrived in a black box.

Two wristbands. Villa keys. A printed schedule. A bottle of champagne. Two smaller boxes labeled Lena and Evan.

Lena opened hers first.

The black bikini from Celeste.

Smaller than the photograph. Thin strings. Two triangles barely large enough to cover her nipples. A bottom that would disappear between her ass cheeks.

A card rested beneath it.

Wear this when you meet me at the pool. No cover-up. Let the husbands wait together.

Lena held the bikini against her naked body.

My cock hardened.

"Your turn," she said.

I opened my box.

White swim briefs.

Not ordinary trunks. Tight, thin, cut high over the thighs. Small enough that my cock would show every reaction.

Celeste's card:

If the wives cannot hide, neither can the husbands.

Lena laughed.

"She understands quickly."

I unfolded the schedule.

Friday, arrivals and private dinner.

Saturday, pool and boat.

Saturday night, couples dinner at the villa.

Sunday, open morning.

No details after the words couples dinner.

David had included a handwritten note beneath the printed schedule.

1811 was practice. Key West has more glass.

My cock pressed visibly against the white briefs in my hand.

Lena saw.

"Put them on."

I changed in front of her.

The fabric stretched around my cock and balls. Too revealing. Every pulse visible.

Lena tied the black bikini around her body.

The top covered almost nothing. Her nipples pressed against the edges. The bottom vanished over her ass.

She stood before the mirror beside me.

Hotwife in black.

Cuck in white.

"Celeste and Graham will see you like this," she said.

"David too."

"Maybe every man at the pool."

My cock thickened beneath the white fabric.

The front darkened where precum touched it.

"There he is."

Lena ran one finger over the shape.

"Which husband gets hard first?"

"Me."

"Honest."

"Graham will try to hide it."

"Celeste will not let him."

"And you two?"

Lena turned toward me.

"We walk out together. We make them look. We sit close enough for the husbands to smell sunscreen on both wives."

"More."

"We compare the men staring."

"More."

"We choose one to flirt with while both cucks watch."

My cock pushed harder against the briefs.

"And the couple?"

"Celeste wants you to touch her."

Jealousy and surprise hit together.

"She said that?"

"Not in words."

"What did she say?"

Lena opened her phone.

Celeste's latest message contained a photograph of Graham kneeling behind her while she wore the black bikini. His hand pulled the bottom aside. Her cunt showed in the mirror.

Celeste:

Graham wants to know whether Evan touches wives as carefully as he watches his own.

My mouth went dry.

Lena watched my face.

"Do you want her?"

The question belonged here, weeks before the villa, not inside a bed.

"Yes."

"Do you want Graham touching me?"

My cock answered beneath the white fabric.

"Yes."

"Do you want us together?"

"More than either answer alone."

Lena kissed me.

"Good."

She photographed us in the mirror wearing the chosen swimwear.

Then sent it to Celeste and Graham.

Lena:

The other couple is ready.

Graham replied first.

Graham:

I am not sure I am.

Celeste:

That is why this will work.

David added one final message to the group.

David:

The villa is confirmed. Every bedroom faces the pool.

I looked at Lena in the black bikini.

She looked at my cock trapped visibly in white.

The boss had opened the next door.

Two wives were already choosing what the husbands would wear when they walked through it.


EPILOGUE

LENA - THE OTHER COUPLE

Celeste called me from a bikini shop in Key West.

Video.

Bright dressing room. White walls. A mirror behind her. She wore the black bikini Evan thought I would wear.

The top barely covered her nipples. The bottom consisted of thin strings and a small triangle over her cunt.

"Your husband chose this for you," she said.

"He thinks he did."

"Graham would never let me leave the room in it."

"Then wear it for him."

Celeste turned toward the mirror.

Her ass was almost completely bare.

"He is outside the dressing room."

"Can he hear me?"

She raised her voice.

"My new friend says I should wear this for you."

Graham answered through the door.

"Your new friend has terrible judgment."

His voice sounded controlled.

Celeste smiled at the camera.

"He is hard."

"How do you know?"

"I made him show me before I came inside."

She moved the phone lower.

The dressing-room door ended inches above the floor. A man's polished shoes stood outside. One trouser leg moved restlessly.

"Show him mine," I said.

I turned my camera toward our bed.

The white bikini lay across Evan's hard cock.

He wore nothing else.

The tiny top rested over his balls. The strings crossed his stomach.

Celeste laughed.

"Your husband is already wearing it."

"He wanted to understand the fit."

Evan raised one hand toward the phone.

"Tell Graham it is smaller than it looked online."

Celeste opened the door without changing.

Graham stood outside in dark trousers and an open-collar shirt. His cock formed a thick shape beneath the fabric.

He saw his wife's black bikini.

Then saw Evan naked on our bed with the white one over his cock.

His face changed.

Not anger.

Recognition.

The same terrible moment Evan had experienced when his body confessed before his voice.

"Hello, Graham," I said.

He looked at me on the screen.

I wore nothing except the WATCH bracelet.

"Lena."

"Your wife looks beautiful."

"She looks nearly naked."

"That is why your cock is hard."

Celeste touched the shape through his trousers.

Graham's jaw tightened.

Evan sat up beside me.

"She is right," he said.

Two husbands looked at each other through the video call.

One experienced. One newly exposed.

Celeste pressed her ass against Graham and looked at me.

"Pool at noon Friday. No cover-ups."

"Agreed."

"Husbands sit together."

"Agreed."

"We choose what they wear."

Evan's cock moved beneath the white bikini.

Graham looked down at his own hard shape.

Neither man objected.

Celeste kissed her husband's cheek.

"There they are," she whispered.

Two cucks.

Two wives.

A private villa with glass bedroom walls.

David had booked the room beside ours again.

But the next experiment would not begin with the boss.

It would begin at the pool, when Celeste and I walked outside in bikinis too small to hide anything and made both husbands watch every man discover us together.

After the call ended, Evan remained on the bed with the white bikini stretched across his cock.

I touched the black strings at my hips and watched him look at the frozen image of Graham beside Celeste.

"Different from the bulls," he said.

"Because he is a husband."

"Because I might touch his wife."

"And he might touch yours."

His cock lifted beneath the tiny white triangles.

"There he is."

I climbed onto the bed and straddled his thighs without taking him inside.

"What frightens you?"

"That I will like her."

"You will."

"That you will like Graham."

"I probably will."

"That watching another husband become hard for you will feel different."

"It should."

The answers remained honest enough to hurt.

I rubbed my cunt along his cock through the bikini fabric.

"What do you want at the pool?" I asked.

"You and Celeste walking out together."

"More."

"Graham trying not to stare at you."

"More."

"You noticing his cock through his trunks."

"More."

His hands gripped my hips.

"You telling Celeste whether her husband is bigger than me."

I smiled.

"My cuck wants the wives comparing their husbands."

"I want the husbands hearing it."

"Cruel."

"You taught me."

I pulled the white bikini aside and lowered myself onto his cock.

The fabric remained trapped between us. Black strings against white. Wife against husband. The next couple bright on the phone beside our bodies.

Evan filled me while Graham's uncertain message stayed open.

I am not sure I am ready.

My husband had written versions of that sentence across every stage of our marriage.

His body always answered first.

"Tell me what Celeste does," he said.

I began riding him.

"She sits beside you while Graham applies sunscreen to my ass."

"More."

"She puts her hand on your white briefs."

His cock pulsed deep in my cunt.

"More."

"She tells her husband your cock got hard first."

"And you?"

"I laugh while Graham's hand moves between my thighs."

Evan drove upward.

"Does David watch?"

"From the balcony."

"Boss still building rooms."

"Maybe the wives take over this one."

The thought made me come.

My cunt clenched around Evan while the tiny bikinis cut into both our bodies. He came seconds later, hands holding me down as if the next villa had already opened beneath us.

Afterward, I photographed the black and white fabric twisted together over his softening cock.

I sent it to Celeste.

Me:

The husbands do not get to hide.

Her answer arrived immediately.

Celeste:

Neither do the wives.

A second photograph showed Graham's hand inside the black bikini bottom while Celeste smiled into the mirror.

The message beneath it contained the first instruction of the next experiment.

Celeste:

Friday. Noon. Pool. Bring the WATCH bracelet. I want both husbands to understand who the audience is.

Evan read it over my shoulder.

His cock moved deep in my cunt again.

The boss had taught us how power changed a room.

The other wife intended to teach us what happened when two women controlled the view.


CONTINUE THE SERIES

MY WIFE'S SECRET HUNGER

Read the books in order:

BOOK 1 - The Confession

BOOK 2 - The First Rule

BOOK 3 - Her Chosen Bull

BOOK 4 - The Weekend

BOOK 5 - The Massage

BOOK 6 - The Neighbor

BOOK 7 - My Best Friend

BOOK 8 - HER BOSS  [YOU ARE HERE]

BOOK 9 - The Other Couple  [READ NEXT]

BOOK 10

THIS TIME, ANOTHER WIFE IS WATCHING TOO

BOOK 9: THE OTHER COUPLE

David gave them power, secrecy, and hotel rooms. Celeste and Graham offer a mirror. Two wives in black and white bikinis. Two husbands seated together. And Evan facing a new fear: letting another woman desire him while her husband touches Lena.

The husbands sit together. The wives decide what happens next.

Continue now with The Other Couple.
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