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CHAPTER 1

EVAN - NO RULE LEFT

Julian's message was still waiting on our bed when I woke.

The black toy lay between Lena's thighs, wet from the way I had used it on her after she called Julian our bull. Her hair covered half her face. One hand rested over the swollen pussy I had opened with a piece of silicone while another man's name glowed on my phone.

Julian: Tell your husband I am ready when he is.

No question.

No workshop.

No polite little door for me to hide behind.

Ready.

My cock hardened beneath the sheet.

That was the first truth of the morning.

The second was worse.

I wanted him ready.

Lena opened her eyes and followed my stare to the phone.

"Read it again," she said.

Her voice was rough from the way she had sucked me before bed.

I picked up the phone.

"Tell your husband I am ready when he is."

She smiled without moving her hand.

"And is my husband ready?"

"For what?"

"Don't become stupid before coffee, cuck."

She lifted the toy. The thick black cock shone in the morning light.

"For this to stop being practice."

My cock pressed harder against the sheet.

Lena rolled onto her back and spread her knees. My cum had dried along the inside of one thigh. The silver bracelet circled her wrist, the small charm turned toward me.

WATCH.

She dragged the toy through her pussy.

"Look at me, love."

I looked.

She pushed the broad head inside herself.

Her mouth opened.

"Julian is bigger."

"You don't know that."

"I held him through his pants. I saw enough."

She worked another inch into her cunt.

"You saw enough too."

I threw back the sheet.

Lena's eyes dropped to my cock.

"There he is."

"Stop talking."

"Make me."

I moved over her and caught the back of her neck. She laughed into my mouth when I kissed her. The toy remained buried halfway inside her. I felt the base against my stomach.

"You want him," I said.

"Yes."

"You chose him."

"Yes."

"You want me watching when he takes that mouth again."

Her smile changed.

"I want you close enough to see my lips stretch around him."

My hand closed around the toy.

I drove it deeper.

Lena cried out into my mouth.

"And after my mouth?" she gasped.

I knew what she wanted me to say.

The words felt too large for the bedroom.

She tightened around the toy.

"Say it, little cuck."

I pushed until the base touched her pussy.

"After your mouth, I want to see whether his cock fits inside my wife."

Her eyes went dark.

"Again."

"I want to watch Julian fuck you."

The confession changed my body. My cock became painfully hard, my stomach tight, my breath shallow.

Lena wrapped one hand around me.

"That's why I chose him," she whispered. "Not because you're weak. Because your cock tells the truth before your pride does."

She stroked me while I fucked her with the toy.

"Picture it," she said. "His hands on my hips. That huge cock opening me. Your wife looking at you while another man pushes deeper than you can."

I moved the toy harder.

Her wet pussy made obscene sounds around the black cock.

"Bigger than your cock," she moaned. "Thicker. Filling your wife while my little cuck watches."

"You don't know how it will feel."

"That's why I need to find out."

She pulled my face close.

"And you need to see it."

My fist tightened around the toy.

"Tonight?"

For the first time, something uncertain crossed her face.

Not fear of Julian.

Fear of rushing past the part of me she wanted inside the fantasy.

"Tonight I want to see him naked," she said. "I want his cock in my hands and my mouth. I want you to watch every inch disappear between my lips."

"And if you want more?"

"I tell you before the clothes come off. I don't turn the bed into a meeting."

The answer cut through the last cold language left from the old version of us.

I nodded.

Lena smiled.

"Good."

Then she pushed the toy out of her cunt and held it against my mouth.

"Taste the hole you're giving him."

I licked her from the black cock.

Her body shuddered.

She guided the toy back into herself while I sucked the slick head clean between each slow drive.

My wife masturbated with a cock bigger than mine and made me taste every inch.

Julian's message remained open beside us.

Ready when he is.

I came across Lena's stomach while she screamed his name and mine together.

Afterward, she took the phone.

Lena: Evan is ready to watch.

Julian answered before my cum stopped moving on her skin.

Julian: Then tell him I will not hide what his wife does to me.

Lena turned the screen toward me.

Her pussy clenched around the toy.

"Tonight," she whispered, "you finally see the man I chose."


CHAPTER 2

LENA - TUESDAY WITH JULIAN

Julian did not touch me when I walked into Iron Harbor Fitness on Tuesday.

That was the first thing I noticed.

The second was that he watched Evan before he watched me.

My husband stood beside me near the front desk, one hand at the small of my back. He had chosen to come. Not because he distrusted me. Because the next experiment belonged to both of us, and he wanted Julian to understand that before anything began.

Julian wore black training pants and a charcoal shirt stretched across his chest. He had shaved that morning. I could tell from the clean line along his jaw.

I wondered whether he had done it because he knew he would see me.

Then I wondered whether Evan was wondering the same thing.

"Good morning," Julian said.

His voice was professional. His eyes were not.

"Morning," I answered.

Evan extended his hand.

Julian took it.

The handshake lasted a normal amount of time. It still felt like a test.

"Thank you for coming," Julian said to him.

"I wanted to see the place."

"And me."

Evan's jaw tightened.

"Yes."

Julian nodded once. No smile. No performance.

That was one reason I had chosen him.

Grant had been exciting because he was unknown. Julian was exciting because he understood exactly what he was stepping into.

He looked at my bracelet.

"You kept it."

I lifted my wrist. "My husband likes seeing it on me."

Julian's gaze returned to Evan.

"Do you?"

"More than I expected."

"Good."

I felt heat between my thighs before either man touched me.

Julian led us toward the private training room at the back of the gym. Mirrors covered two walls. A bench, a squat rack, resistance bands, and a padded table occupied the room. The door closed behind us with a soft click.

Evan noticed it.

So did I.

"The door isn't locked," Julian said.

"I didn't ask," Evan replied.

"You looked."

For one second, nobody spoke.

Then Julian turned to me.

"What are we doing today?"

"Training."

"Only training?"

I glanced at my husband.

Evan answered. "Train her. Put your hands where they need to go. She will tell you if you cross the line."

"And if I become hard?"

The directness made my stomach drop.

Evan looked at the front of Julian's pants.

"Don't hide it."

My pussy tightened.

Julian's expression stayed controlled, but his eyes darkened.

"Anything else?"

I spoke before Evan could.

"Talk to me."

"How?"

"Honestly."

"About your body?"

"Yes."

"About what I want to do to it?"

Evan's hand pressed harder against my back.

"Yes," I said.

Julian stepped closer.

"Turn around," Julian said. "Feet apart."

Julian placed both hands at my waist.

His palms were large enough that his thumbs nearly met beneath my ribs. The first contact was not sexual. That made it worse.

He turned me toward the mirror.

"Feet apart."

I obeyed.

Evan moved to the side, close enough that I could see him reflected behind Julian.

"Wider," Julian said.

I spread my feet.

His hands slid down to my hips.

"Back," he said. "Let me fix that angle."

He pulled my hips back against him.

The shape beneath his training pants pressed against my ass.

Not fully hard.

Not soft.

Heavy.

My breath caught.

Evan saw everything in the mirror.

Julian leaned near my ear.

"Feel what your wife chose," Julian said.

"Yes. His cock is pressing against my ass."

"Tell your husband."

I looked at Evan's reflection.

"I can feel his cock through his pants."

Evan swallowed.

Julian rotated my hips forward, then back again.

"Now tell him."

"More."

"Say it clearly."

I smiled at my husband.

"More cock."

Evan's hand moved over the front of his trousers.

Julian watched him in the mirror.

"Your wife likes making you hard."

"She likes making me admit why."

"Then admit it."

The room went still.

Evan met my eyes.

"I'm hard because another man's cock is pressed against my wife's ass."

The words sent a pulse through me.

Julian's grip tightened at my hips.

"Good," he said.

Then he stepped away.

The loss of his body felt immediate.

"Squats," he said.

The boundaries had been settled before his hands touched me. For the next twenty minutes, he trained me while Evan watched, correcting my knees, spine, and hips without breaking the rhythm.

His hands moved from my waist to my thighs with deliberate confidence.

When I bent beneath the bar, he stood behind me.

When I rose, his breath touched the back of my neck.

By the final set, his cock was hard enough to show through the black fabric.

Evan stared at it openly.

Julian noticed.

I noticed both of them noticing.

My legs shook for reasons that had nothing to do with the weight.

Afterward, I sat on the padded table while Julian knelt to stretch my ankle.

His pants tightened across his thighs.

The outline of him ran thick along one leg.

I had imagined it.

I had felt it through fabric.

This was the first time I saw enough to understand that the toy in our drawer had not prepared me.

My eyes lifted to the mirror.

Evan was watching my face.

I did not smile.

I did not need to. He knew exactly what I was thinking.

Julian's hand moved up my calf, climbed above my knee, and made me open my legs wider.


CHAPTER 3

EVAN - THE PROOF I ASKED FOR

Julian's hand stopped above Lena's knee because he knew waiting made her want him more.

She sat on the padded table with her legs still parted, sweat shining along her neck, the WATCH charm resting against her wrist.

I saw the disappointment on her face when he stepped away.

She saw me see it.

"My husband wants proof," she said.

Julian leaned against the table.

"Proof of what?"

"That he is right to be afraid of your cock."

The sentence came from my wife with calm cruelty.

My cock hardened.

Julian looked at me.

No smile. No victory.

"Is that what you want, Evan?"

I could have hidden behind comparison, jealousy, or the idea that this was only another experiment.

Instead, I told the truth.

"I want to see you naked."

Lena inhaled.

Julian remained still.

"Here?"

I looked at the unlocked door and the camera in the hallway.

"Hotel. Saturday."

Lena's thighs pressed together.

"And what happens when he is naked?" she asked.

I looked at her.

"You look. You touch him. You use that mouth you have been practicing with."

Her nipples tightened beneath the thin gym top.

"And you watch."

"Every inch."

Julian's hand closed around the edge of the table.

His control was not as perfect as he pretended.

That helped.

"One suite," I said. "I choose it."

"Close to the bed?" Lena asked.

"Close enough to hear you choke."

Her smile became filthy.

"My cuck is finally honest."

Julian looked at her.

"What do you want?"

She did not look at me before answering.

That mattered.

"I want your cock in my hands. I want to find out whether my fingers meet."

Julian's breathing changed.

"They won't."

Lena licked her lower lip.

"I want it in my mouth."

My cock pressed painfully against my pants.

Julian looked at me again.

"And after her mouth?"

I knew the question beneath the question.

Not Saturday.

Not the first room.

But the image was already alive.

"Saturday I watch her take your cock between her lips," I said. "After that, we discover what the hunger asks for next."

Lena slid off the table and came between us.

She placed one hand over Julian's hard shape through his training pants and the other over mine.

Two men.

Two cocks.

My wife's fingers measuring the future through fabric.

"Julian is bigger," she whispered.

"You already knew that," I said.

"I want you to hear me say it in front of him."

She squeezed both of us.

"His cock is bigger than yours, love. A lot bigger."

Humiliation burned through me.

My cock became harder in her hand.

Julian watched the reaction.

"Saturday," Lena said, "my husband sees exactly what his wife chose."

She released Julian first.

Then she dropped to her knees in front of me and opened my trousers.

The gym remained quiet beyond the private room.

Julian stood three feet away while Lena took my cock into her mouth.

She sucked me without breaking eye contact with him.

"Tell him why you are hard," she said when she pulled back.

I gripped her hair.

"Because my wife is sucking me while looking at the man whose cock she wants next."

Julian's hand moved over the front of his pants.

Lena smiled around my cock.

I came fast.

She swallowed every pulse, rose, and kissed my cheek.

"Saturday," she whispered, "you come watching me take the bigger one."

Julian opened the door.

"Eight o'clock," he said.

No ceremony. No contract. Only a time, a hotel, and the man my wife had chosen.


CHAPTER 4

LENA - HIS HANDS, MY HUSBAND'S EYES

I masturbated in the shower that night while Evan watched through the glass.

We had been home for twenty minutes. Neither of us had mentioned dinner. The bag from the gym sat untouched near the bathroom door.

I stepped beneath the water wearing the silver bracelet and nothing else.

Evan remained outside the shower in his work clothes, leaning against the counter with his arms crossed. His cock made a hard line beneath his trousers.

"You're staring," I said.

"You invited me."

"I invited you to watch. I didn't invite you to pretend you're calm."

I ran both hands over my breasts.

His jaw tightened.

"Tell me what you're thinking," I said.

"Saturday."

"Which part?"

"All of it."

"That's not good enough."

I slid one hand down my stomach.

Water ran between my fingers.

"Use details, baby."

His eyes followed my hand.

"I'm thinking about Julian standing in front of you."

My fingers reached my pussy.

"Naked?"

"Yes."

I spread my lips and stroked my clit.

"Hard?"

"Yes."

"How hard?"

Evan pushed away from the counter.

"Hard enough that you can't pretend you don't want him."

A shiver moved through me.

"I don't have to pretend."

"I know."

"That hurts you."

"Yes."

"And makes you hard."

"Yes."

I circled faster.

"What do you want me to do when I see it?"

"Look at me."

"Before I touch him?"

"Yes."

"And then?"

Evan unfastened his belt.

"Wrap your hand around him."

I pushed two fingers into my pussy.

"What if my fingers don't meet?"

His cock came free, hard and flushed.

"They won't."

"You sound sure."

"I saw enough."

I fucked myself with my fingers while watching my husband stroke his cock.

"You stared at his dick through his pants."

"Yes."

"Did you imagine me sucking it?"

"Yes."

"Did you imagine his hand in my hair?"

Evan's fist moved faster.

"Yes."

"Did you imagine me choking because your wife wanted more than she could take?"

"Fuck, Lena."

"Answer me, little cuck."

"Yes."

The word broke from him.

I pressed my palm against the shower glass.

"Come closer."

He stepped to the other side.

Only the glass separated us.

I bent forward, one hand braced near his face, the other between my legs.

"Imagine Julian behind me," I whispered. "Imagine those big hands spreading my ass while I look at you through this glass. Imagine his cock sliding between my cheeks, thick and hot, showing me what he could do when we invited him closer."

Evan's forehead touched the glass.

"You want to change it already?"

I stopped moving my fingers.

The honest answer frightened me.

"I want to know what it feels like to want to change it."

His eyes opened.

That was the difference between fantasy and betrayal.

I could want.

I could beg.

I could describe every filthy thing I imagined.

But the next step belonged to us, not the heat of a shower.

"Good," he said.

I began touching myself again.

"But Saturday," I said, "I'm going to make you wish you had never written it."

His cock pulsed in his fist.

"How?"

"I'll get on my knees. I'll wrap my hands around that big cock. I'll look straight at you before I open my mouth."

I pushed three fingers into my soaked cunt.

"And I'll show you how hungry your wife gets when the man she chose is finally naked in front of her."

Evan came against the glass.

The white streaks slid down between us while I watched.

That sight pushed me over.

I came with my fingers buried inside me and Julian's name in my mouth.

Afterward, Evan opened the shower door and stepped inside fully dressed.

Water soaked his shirt immediately.

He grabbed the back of my neck and kissed me.

"You enjoy ruining my clothes," he said.

"I enjoy ruining your dignity."

"Same thing lately."

I laughed against his mouth.

Then I touched the silver bracelet.

"Ask me."

"Ask you what?"

"If I want Saturday."

His expression changed.

The joke left.

"Do you want Saturday?"

"Yes."

"Do you want Julian?"

"Yes."

"Do you want me there?"

I held his face in both hands.

"More than anything."

That was the truth that made every other truth safe.


CHAPTER 5

EVAN - THE PICTURE HE SENT

Julian sent the photograph Thursday night.

Not to Lena.

To me.

We were eating Thai food on the sofa when my phone vibrated. Lena had one bare foot tucked beneath her and a carton of noodles balanced on her knee.

"Who is it?" she asked.

I saw Julian's name and stopped breathing normally.

"Him."

Lena set down the carton.

"What did he say?"

The message read:

You asked for proof before Saturday. I will send one image if both of you agree. No face. No forwarding. Delete it if either of you becomes uncomfortable.

Below it was no attachment yet.

He was asking.

Even now.

I handed the phone to Lena.

She read it, then looked at me.

"Do you want it?"

"Do you?"

"Yes."

"That fast?"

Her mouth curved.

"I've wanted to see his cock since before I admitted his name to you."

The blunt truth cut through me.

"You imagined it before me."

"I imagined it before I knew you would want to hear about it."

"How often?"

"Evan."

"Tell me."

She moved closer.

"In the shower after training. In bed when you were asleep. Once in the gym bathroom after he corrected my squat."

My chopsticks slipped from my fingers.

"You touched yourself there?"

"I locked the stall."

"Thinking about him?"

"Thinking about what was under his pants."

My cock hardened.

Lena saw it.

"Ask for the picture, little cuck."

I typed:

We both agree. Send it.

The attachment arrived ten seconds later.

I opened it.

For a moment, neither of us spoke.

Julian stood in front of a dark mirror. The photograph ended below his chest and above his knees. He wore nothing. One hand held the phone out of frame. The other rested at his side.

His cock hung thick and heavy between his thighs, not fully hard.

Even soft, he was larger than me.

Lena inhaled through parted lips.

I could not look away.

The head was broad. The cock was dark and thick enough that my wife's fingers might not meet around it. A faint line of hair ran from his stomach toward the base.

He had not posed like a porn actor.

He had simply shown us.

That confidence made it worse.

"Jesus," Lena whispered.

The sound tore through me.

"That's what you imagined?" I asked.

"No."

Relief appeared too quickly.

Then she looked at me.

"I imagined smaller."

My cock jumped.

Lena took the phone from my hand and enlarged the image with two fingers.

"Look at the thickness."

"I am."

"Look at the head."

"I see it."

"Do you think I'll fit that in my mouth?"

My stomach tightened.

"You will try."

"Do you want me to?"

"Yes."

She kept staring at the photograph.

"Say the comparison."

"Lena."

"You asked for proof. Now tell me what it proves."

I looked at Julian's cock on my phone.

Then at my wife sitting beside me with flushed cheeks and hard nipples beneath her thin shirt.

"He's bigger than me."

"How much bigger?"

"A lot."

"Thicker?"

"Yes."

"Longer?"

"Yes."

She placed her hand over my hard cock.

"And your cock got hard seeing it."

"Yes."

"My husband is hard because another man sent him a picture of the cock his wife wants."

I closed my eyes.

"Yes."

"Open them."

I obeyed.

Lena set the phone upright against the takeout carton. Julian's cock remained on the screen between us.

Then she stood and removed her shorts.

No underwear.

Her pussy was already glossy.

"Get the toy," she said.

I stared at her.

"Now."

I went to the bedroom and returned with the large black dildo we had used since her first confession.

Lena lay back on the sofa and spread her legs.

"Put the picture where I can see it."

I moved the phone beside her hip.

She looked at Julian's cock while I pressed the toy against her opening.

"It looks smaller now," she whispered.

The humiliation hit hard enough to make my hand shake.

"The toy?"

"Your cock too."

I pushed the dildo slowly into her.

Her mouth opened.

"Imagine Saturday," she said. "Imagine me holding that picture in my head while the real thing fills my mouth."

I worked the toy deeper.

"Will you think about me?"

"I'll look at you."

"That's not what I asked."

She reached for my cock.

"I'll think about how hard my little cuck gets when his wife chooses something bigger."

I drove the toy into her harder.

She cried out and tightened around it.

The phone screen dimmed.

Lena tapped it awake without looking away from me.

Julian's cock returned between us.

"Keep it there," she ordered.

I fucked her with the toy while she stared at another man's body. She came saying his name. I came looking at the same photograph, deleted it as promised, and kept the image in my head.


CHAPTER 6

EVAN - THE VOICE NOTE FROM THE GYM

Lena sent the voice note from the gym bathroom at 6:42.

I was still at my desk, pretending to finish a construction schedule while Julian trained my wife three miles away.

The message contained no text.

Only forty-three seconds of her breathing.

I locked my office door and pressed play.

"Love, he's outside the stall."

My hand stopped over the keyboard.

A distant door closed in the recording.

Lena's voice dropped.

"He doesn't know I'm touching myself. Not yet."

Fabric moved against the phone.

Then I heard the wet sound of her fingers.

My cock hardened so fast it hurt.

"He put his hands on my hips in front of the mirror," she whispered. "No asking. No cold little questions. He knew where he was allowed because we told him before I came."

Her breath broke.

"He pulled my ass against that thick cock and made me watch your face in my head."

I opened my trousers.

The recording continued.

"I told him my husband gets hard when another man handles his wife. He said he already knew."

A muffled moan.

"I'm soaked, Evan. I'm sitting in a gym bathroom with two fingers in my cunt while the bull I chose waits outside."

My fist closed around my cock.

"Tonight, I'm going to kneel between you. I'm going to hold his cock with both hands and ask my cuck whether the toy lied."

She laughed softly.

"It did."

The final sound was her coming with my name caught behind her teeth.

The recording ended.

I replayed it.

Then again.

On the third time, I came into my fist while listening to my wife describe Julian's body against hers.

A new message appeared.

Lena: Did my cuck listen?

I typed with one hand.

Evan: Three times.

Lena: Did you come?

Evan: Yes.

Lena: Good. He is asking why I am smiling.

My stomach tightened.

Evan: Tell him.

The dots appeared.

Lena: I told him my husband just came listening to me finger myself in the bathroom.

Evan: What did he say?

Lena: He said tonight he wants to hear you admit it to his face.

I looked at the mess on my hand.

The humiliation should have cooled me.

Instead, my cock tried to harden again.

A photograph arrived.

Lena stood in front of the bathroom mirror with her shorts pulled low enough to show the wet hairless line of her pussy. Two shining fingers rested against her lips. The WATCH charm hung beside her face.

Behind her, visible through the open door, Julian leaned against the far wall.

He was not looking at the camera.

He was looking at her ass.

Lena: He knows exactly what waits for him tonight.

I saved the photograph.

Not because it was beautiful.

Because it was evidence.

My wife had stopped hiding her hunger from me.

Now she was letting the man she chose see what that honesty did to her husband.


CHAPTER 7

LENA - WHAT WE WANTED

We talked about the first hotel night at the kitchen table.

Not a contract.

Not colors.

Not a list long enough to kill what we had spent two books building.

Only what we wanted.

I wanted Julian naked in front of us.

Lena wanted his cock in her hands and mouth.

I wanted the first touch to happen while she stood between my knees.

She wanted me close enough to see her face when the size became real.

Julian already knew the limits before he arrived. No surprises. No hidden second scene. The first hotel night would be about seeing, touching, tasting, and discovering whether the three of us could occupy the same room without turning desire into theater.

"And his cock inside me?" Lena asked.

The question did not sound like negotiation.

It sounded like a blade laid gently against my throat.

I looked at her.

She wore my shirt open over bare breasts. The WATCH charm rested between them.

"Not the first night," I said.

Disappointment crossed her face.

My cock hardened because I saw it.

"Say why."

"Because I want to see you take his mouth and cock without rushing past the part that frightens me."

"You want to watch me suck him first."

"Yes."

"You want to see whether I can take all of it."

"Yes."

"You want to come before he does."

The cruelty in her smile made me grip the edge of the table.

"Probably."

Lena came around the table and opened my trousers.

"Then tonight I make my cuck come watching."

She pulled my cock free.

"And when Julian leaves, you fuck the mouth he used."

I caught her wrist.

"You want him to leave you hungry."

"I want hunger to survive the first room."

She lowered to her knees.

"If I take everything in one night, what will you obsess over tomorrow?"

Then she sucked me while describing Julian undressing.

The shirt dropping from his shoulders.

His trousers opening.

The cock from the photograph becoming real in front of her.

Her hands failing to meet around it.

Her lips stretching.

Her husband watching.

I came before she finished the description.

Lena swallowed, wiped her mouth, and climbed into my lap.

"That is what I want tonight," she whispered. "No cold words once the door closes. No one asking whether I still mean the yes I gave before we left home."

"And if something is wrong?"

"I say stop. He stops. You stop. Then we handle it like adults."

Simple.

Clear.

Not eroticized.

I kissed her.

"Hotel at eight."

"Black dress?"

"The one with the low back."

"Panties?"

"The pair from the photograph."

Her pussy pressed hot against my thigh.

"And the bracelet?"

I turned the charm outward.

WATCH.

"Always."

Lena smiled.

"Then watch what your wife does with the man she chose."


CHAPTER 8

EVAN - THE PICTURE SHE SENT

Lena chose the photograph at ten the next morning.

She stood in front of our bedroom mirror wearing black lace panties, the silver bracelet, and nothing else. Sunlight crossed her body through the blinds. The lines moved over her breasts, her stomach, and the curve of her hips.

I held the phone.

"Higher," she said.

"The camera?"

"My panties."

She hooked both thumbs beneath the lace and pulled it up until the thin fabric disappeared between her cheeks.

My cock hardened.

"Like that?"

"Would Julian like it?"

The question landed harder than it should have.

"Yes."

"How do you know?"

"Because I'm looking at you."

"You're my husband. You're supposed to like it."

"He'll like it too."

Lena turned her back fully to the mirror and looked at me over one shoulder.

"Take it."

I raised the phone.

"Wait."

She spread her feet.

Then she reached behind herself and pulled one side of the panties aside, exposing the slick line of her pussy.

"Lena."

"This is what I want him to see."

I looked at the bracelet.

"He is going to see that."

"Send it."

"From my phone."

"Put your name under it."

I took the photograph.

The image caught everything: my wife's bare back, the black lace twisted in her fingers, the wet shine between her thighs, and her eyes in the mirror fixed on me instead of the camera.

It was not a photograph of a woman offering herself to another man.

It was a photograph of my wife using another man's desire to expose something inside her husband.

"Show me," she said.

I handed her the phone.

She studied it.

"What do you think?"

"I think he'll be hard before he finishes opening it."

"And you?"

"I was hard before I took it."

She smiled.

"Send it from your phone."

"Why mine?"

"Because I want him to know my husband chose what he gets to see today."

I typed:

Tomorrow. She chose this for you. I took it.

Then I attached the photograph.

Julian's answer came less than a minute later.

Beautiful. Ask her whether she wants my honest response.

I read it aloud.

Lena turned toward me.

"I want it."

I replied.

His next message appeared:

I want to pull those panties down with my teeth while her husband watches.

My mouth went dry.

Lena's nipples tightened.

"Read it again," she said.

I did.

"Slower."

I read each word.

She walked toward me and placed my free hand between her legs.

My fingers found her soaked.

"That's what his message did," she whispered.

"You want his mouth there."

"Yes."

"You want me watching."

"Yes."

"You want him to know I took the picture."

"I want him to know you're not outside this."

My fingers pushed into her.

She grabbed my shoulder.

"Tell him what I'm doing," she said.

"What?"

"Tell Julian your fingers are in your wife's pussy while she reads what he wants to do to her."

Humiliation burned through me.

"You tell him."

"No." Her eyes held mine. "You wanted proof. You wanted the picture. Now show him what kind of husband invited him into this."

I typed one-handed:

My fingers are inside her while she reads your message.

Julian replied:

Ask her whether she is imagining your hand or my mouth.

I showed Lena.

She read it, then tightened around my fingers.

"Answer him," I said.

"What should I say?"

The question was a trap.

I knew what she imagined.

She wanted me to make her say it.

"Tell him the truth."

Lena took the phone and typed:

Your mouth. My husband's hand. Both of them making me wet for tomorrow.

She pressed send.

Then she looked at me.

"It hurts you."

"And it makes me harder."

"Then keep your hand inside me."

"Make me say his name."

"Julian."

I fucked her harder while she stood in front of me wearing nothing but lace and another man’s attention.

"The fantasy has a body now," I said.

Lena kissed me.

"Tomorrow," she whispered, "you get to see all of him."


CHAPTER 9

LENA - THE APPOINTMENT

The hours before the hotel moved slowly enough to feel deliberate.

Evan cleaned the kitchen twice.

I shaved my legs even though they did not need it. I stood naked in the bathroom with one foot on the edge of the tub and watched my husband watch me make myself smooth for Julian.

That had become part of the ritual.

Not hiding preparation.

Making him participate in it.

"Closer," I said.

Evan stepped behind me.

I handed him the razor.

"You do it."

His eyes met mine in the mirror.

"Where?"

I opened my legs.

"Everywhere."

He knelt on the bathroom tile.

I spread my thighs while my husband carefully drew the razor over my pussy. Warm water ran from the cloth in his hand. His face was inches from the place Julian would see, touch, and taste later that night.

"You're quiet," I said.

"I'm concentrating."

"On shaving me?"

"On not thinking about why."

I touched his hair.

"Think about it."

He looked up.

"I want you to."

The razor stopped.

"Why are you doing this, Lena?"

"Because I want to be bare when Julian spreads my legs."

His cock pressed against his jeans.

"More."

"Because I want him to see how ready your wife made herself for him."

Evan rinsed the blade.

"More."

I smiled.

"Because when he puts his mouth on me, I don't want anything between his tongue and my pussy."

My husband's breathing became rough.

He finished slowly, then pressed his mouth to the inside of my thigh.

"Mine first," he said.

"What is?"

"Your taste."

He dropped the razor, gripped my hips, and buried his mouth between my legs.

I held the counter and let him lick me while the hotel confirmation sat open on his phone beside the sink.

He knew another man would do the same thing hours later.

That knowledge changed every movement of his tongue.

He was not trying to prove he could do it better.

He was memorizing me before sharing the experience.

I came against his mouth with my hand twisted in his hair.

Afterward, he stood and wiped his face.

"Now you're ready," he said.

I kissed the taste of myself from his lips.

"Not yet."

In the bedroom, the black dress waited across the bed.

It was not the red dress from the bar. Red had belonged to Grant and the first night. Black belonged to the man I had chosen.

The dress had a low back and thin straps. It ended halfway down my thighs. Beneath it, I wore the same black lace panties from the photograph and no bra.

Evan fastened the zipper.

His fingers lingered at the base of my spine.

"Turn around."

I faced him.

He looked at me without speaking.

"Say it," I told him.

"You look beautiful."

"That's not what you're thinking."

"You look like you dressed for him."

"I did."

His jaw tightened.

I stepped closer.

"Who chose the dress?"

"I did."

"Who shaved me?"

"I did."

"Who booked the suite?"

"I did."

"Who told Julian he could show me his cock?"

Evan's eyes dropped.

I lifted his chin.

"Look at your wife."

He obeyed.

"You did," he said.

"Good."

I kissed him slowly.

"Tonight isn't happening to you. You're walking me into it."

"That doesn't make it easy."

"It isn't supposed to be easy."

He placed the bracelet around my wrist and closed the clasp.

"WATCH," he said.

"Always."

He picked up the overnight bag even though we did not intend to sleep there.

Inside were towels, water, condoms we had not agreed to use, the large black toy, lubricant, clean clothes, and clean towels.

The condoms had been my idea.

Not because sex was allowed.

Because I wanted the possibility in the room.

Evan had stared at the box for a long time before putting it in the bag.

In the car, he drove with both hands on the wheel.

I rested my palm over his thigh.

"We can turn around."

"Do you want to?"

"No."

"Neither do I."

"Then why do you look sick?"

He glanced at me.

"Because the man my wife chose is waiting in a hotel room to show us his cock."

My pussy tightened.

"Say the rest."

"He is going to put it in your mouth."

"And you'll watch."

"Yes."

I squeezed his thigh.

"My brave little cuck."

He did not argue with the name.

He accelerated.


CHAPTER 10

EVAN - THE HOTEL KEY

The suite was on the eleventh floor of a hotel near the river.

I had chosen it because the bedroom and sitting area were separated by a wide doorway without a door. I could sit on the sofa and see the bed. I could move closer if I wanted. I could leave the bedroom without leaving Lena.

That distinction mattered.

We arrived first.

Lena walked through the room slowly, touching nothing. The black dress moved around her thighs. Her heels made quiet clicks against the wood floor.

"Where will you sit?" she asked.

I pointed to the armchair beside the bed.

"There."

"Close."

"You wanted me close."

"I do."

She walked to the chair and stood between my knees.

"And where do you want me?"

"At first? In front of me."

"On my knees?"

My cock hardened.

"Eventually."

"For him?"

"Yes."

She touched my face.

"You can still change your mind."

"Stop offering."

"Why?"

"Because every time you offer, I have to choose again."

"That's the point."

I understood.

We had chosen the night before we arrived. The room did not need another speech.

I placed my phone and the unopened condoms on the table.

Lena put the condoms beside it.

The sight of them made my stomach turn.

"They stay closed," I said.

"Not tonight," she said. "Those stay closed."

"I know."

"Then don't glare at the box. It didn't do anything to you."

"Not yet."

She smiled.

A knock sounded at the door.

Every muscle in my body tightened.

Lena looked at me.

"Ready?"

"No."

"Do you want me to open it?"

I forced air into my lungs.

"Yes."

She crossed the room.

I watched my wife open a hotel door to another man.

Julian stood in the hallway wearing dark trousers and a white shirt with the sleeves rolled to his forearms. No jacket. No tie. He carried a small black bag.

His gaze moved over Lena once, slowly, before returning to her face.

"You look beautiful."

"My husband chose the dress."

Julian looked at me.

"Good choice."

I nodded.

Lena stepped aside.

Julian entered.

The door closed behind him.

The sound changed the room.

He placed the bag beside the table and looked at both of us. "Tell me what you want tonight."

"You included the possibility."

"We chose the first night," I said.

"Not a promise."

"Correct."

He placed the black bag beside the table.

Then he removed his watch and set it beside the paper.

He looked at me and waited.

I had rehearsed the answer.

My mouth still went dry.

"I undress her first."

Lena turned her back to me.

I lowered the zipper of the black dress while Julian watched.

The fabric loosened around her body. I slid the straps from her shoulders and let the dress fall.

She stood in black lace panties and heels, the bracelet catching the light.

Julian's control slipped for half a second.

His chest rose sharply.

His eyes moved over my wife's breasts, her stomach, the narrow strip of lace between her hips.

Lena saw his reaction.

She became more beautiful inside it.

I kissed her shoulder.

"Turn around."

She faced me.

I sat in the armchair.

Lena stood between my knees exactly as we had planned.

Julian waited near the bed.

Julian looked at Lena. "Come here."

He stepped closer and placed one hand along her jaw.

Lena closed her eyes.

His thumb moved over her lower lip.

My cock hardened painfully.

Julian cupped her jaw. "I am taking that mouth now."

Julian kissed my wife while she stood between my knees.

His hand remained at her face. Her hands stayed at her sides for the first few seconds. Then she lifted them to his chest.

The kiss deepened.

Lena made a quiet sound.

I felt it in my cock.

Julian stopped before I asked.

He rested his forehead against hers.

"Show your husband what he brought me," Julian said.

He cupped them with both hands.

My wife arched into another man's palms.

I could have reached forward and touched her back.

I did not.

I wanted the full wound.

Julian rolled her nipples between his fingers.

Lena gasped.

"Tell your husband," he said.

"His hands are bigger than yours," she whispered.

My cock jumped.

"Tell him what my hands do better," Julian said.

Lena's eyes stayed on me.

"You can hold more of me."

The honest answer burned.

She smiled.

"He can hold more of me."

Humiliation burned through my chest.

I unfastened my trousers.

Lena watched me free my cock.

Julian kept touching her.

"Look at your husband," he said. "Tell him what you want next."

Her voice came soft and filthy.

"I want you naked."

Julian's hands stopped.

He looked at me.

I nodded.

"Show her."


CHAPTER 11

LENA - THE MAN I CHOSE

Julian undressed without hurry.

That was the first cruelty.

He unbuttoned the white shirt one button at a time while Evan sat behind me with his cock in his hand. I watched Julian's chest appear. Dark skin. Defined muscle. A thin line of hair running down his stomach.

I had seen him in training clothes for months.

That had not prepared me for the size of him without them.

He removed the shirt and placed it over the back of a chair.

Then he opened his belt.

Evan's fist stopped moving.

Julian noticed.

"Look at me," Julian said.

Julian lowered the zipper.

My mouth went dry.

He pushed the trousers and underwear down together.

His cock came free.

The photograph had been honest.

It had not been enough.

He was already hard. Thick from base to head, darker than the rest of him, heavy enough that it angled forward instead of standing straight. The broad head shone faintly at the tip.

I stared.

For weeks, I had imagined this moment through fabric, photographs, toys, and dirty words whispered into my husband's ear.

The real thing made every fantasy feel careful.

"Fuck," I said.

Evan's cock pulsed in his fist.

Julian stood naked in front of us.

"Come closer," Evan said.

The command surprised all three of us.

Julian stepped forward until his cock was inches from my stomach.

I could feel the heat of it.

Evan's hand settled at my hip.

"Look at me," he said.

I turned my face toward him.

"Is he bigger?"

The question was not playful now.

It was the question beneath every question he had asked since I said Julian's name.

I touched my husband's cheek.

"Yes."

"How much?"

I looked down again.

Julian's cock was thick enough that I knew my fingers would not meet.

"A lot."

Evan's breath shook.

"Thicker than the toy?"

"Yes."

"Longer than me?"

"Yes."

"Does seeing it make you want him more?"

I could have protected him.

He did not want protection.

"Yes."

His cock hardened in his hand.

I smiled.

"Look at you, little cuck. Your wife tells you another man is bigger, and you get harder."

Evan's fingers dug into my hip.

"Touch him."

The command moved through me like a spark.

I turned toward Julian.

Julian held his cock toward me. "Use both hands."

I wrapped one hand around his cock.

My fingers did not meet.

The first contact made both of us inhale.

He was hot. Hard. The skin moved over the thick cock when I stroked him once.

"Jesus," Evan whispered.

I looked at my husband.

"You were right to be scared."

His eyes darkened.

"Use both hands."

I obeyed.

Even with both hands, there was more of Julian above and below my grip.

"How does he feel?" Evan asked.

"Heavy."

I stroked slowly.

"Harder than you."

My husband's fist moved again.

"Tell me what you want to do."

I brought the broad head close to my lips but did not touch it.

"I want to see how much I can take."

Julian's hand flexed at his side.

"Ask him," Evan said.

I looked up at the man I had chosen.

"Give me that cock," I whispered.

I lowered to my knees between two men.

My husband sat close enough to touch my shoulder.

Julian stood in front of me, naked and hard, his cock filling both my hands. I looked at Evan one final time.

"Watch your wife." Then I opened my mouth.


CHAPTER 12

EVAN - HER MOUTH AROUND HIM

Nothing I had imagined prepared me for the moment Lena's lips closed around Julian's cock.

I had pictured it in bed, in the shower, while driving, while sitting through meetings. I had asked her to describe it. I had watched her practice with the toy. I had stared at the photograph he sent.

The real sight was different because my wife disappeared into it.

Not completely.

She remained Lena. The woman I loved. The woman wearing our wedding ring and the bracelet that reminded her where to look.

But another part of her became hungry enough to frighten me.

She took the broad head into her mouth and stopped.

Her lips stretched around him.

Julian's stomach tightened.

Lena looked at me.

I had never seen her eyes like that.

Proud.

Nervous.

Filthy.

She withdrew, leaving the head wet, then licked around it slowly.

Julian exhaled through clenched teeth.

"She likes teasing," I said.

My voice sounded distant.

He looked down at her.

"I noticed."

Lena smiled with his cock against her cheek.

The sight nearly made me come.

"Tell him what I like," she said.

I gripped my cock.

"She likes praise when she's learning something."

Julian touched her hair but did not grip it.

"You're doing well."

Lena opened again and took more.

His cock disappeared inch by inch until she stopped halfway. Her eyes watered immediately.

She pulled back, coughed once, and laughed.

"Fuck."

"Take your breath," Julian said.

"Bigger than practice," she said, already opening again.

She looked at me.

"A lot bigger."

My cock pulsed.

"Try again," I said.

Lena's eyebrows lifted.

"My husband is ordering me to suck another man's cock."

"You asked me to participate."

"I did."

She kissed the head.

"Good cuck."

Then she took Julian deeper.

I watched his cock stretch my wife's mouth. Watched saliva gather at her lips. Watched her hands work the cock she could not take.

Julian's fingers closed lightly in her hair.

"Hold still," Julian said.

He gathered her hair again.

This time, he guided instead of simply resting his hand there.

Slowly.

Carefully.

Lena opened and let him slide deeper.

Her eyes stayed on me.

I saw the moment her throat resisted. The moment she fought the instinct to pull away. Julian stopped immediately.

"Breathe," he said.

She did.

He withdrew.

Lena gasped and wiped her mouth.

"Again."

Julian looked at me.

I nodded.

He guided her onto his cock again.

My wife's mouth opened around another man while I watched from less than three feet away.

The comparison was no longer a number or a dirty sentence.

It was visible in the way her jaw strained.

In the amount she could not take.

In the tears gathering at the corners of her eyes.

I had never felt smaller.

I had never been harder.

"Tell me," Lena said when she pulled away.

Her voice was rough.

"Tell you what?"

"What you see."

I forced the words out.

"I see my wife on her knees with a cock bigger than mine in her mouth."

"More."

"I see you trying to take all of him."

"More."

Julian stroked himself in front of her lips.

I looked at the thick cock, wet from my wife's mouth.

"I see why the toy wasn't enough."

Lena moaned.

Then she swallowed Julian again.

His hand tightened in her hair.

"Your husband knows you," he said. "Listen to him."

I leaned forward.

"Use your tongue beneath the head."

She obeyed.

Julian groaned.

"Stroke what you can't take."

Her hands moved faster.

"Look at me."

Her eyes lifted.

I had guided my wife through a thousand intimate moments.

None had felt like this.

"Show me how badly you wanted him."

Lena took him until she gagged.

She pulled back with tears on her lashes and a smile on her swollen mouth.

"That badly," she said.

I came into my fist.

No warning.

No control.

Lena watched every pulse.

Julian remained hard in front of her.

My wife looked from my softening cock to his.

The comparison became crueler without a word.

She leaned forward and kissed Julian's cock.

"My little cuck came first," she whispered.

Humiliation burned through me.

Julian looked at me.

I stayed in the chair and tightened my fist around the towel.

Lena smiled.

"Good."

Then she opened her mouth for Julian again.


CHAPTER 13

LENA - BIGGER THAN THE TOY

Evan's coming changed the room.

Before he came, his jealousy had been sharp enough to direct him. He told me how to use my mouth. He made me look at him. He confessed every humiliating detail he saw.

Afterward, he became quiet.

Not absent.

More exposed.

Julian felt it too.

He did not push my head down. He did not make a joke about my husband's empty hand or softening cock. He stroked my hair and waited for Evan to choose whether he remained in the scene.

That restraint made me want Julian more.

It made me trust him.

Trust was dangerous because it turned fantasy into possibility.

I released Julian's cock and sat back on my heels.

"Come here," I said to Evan.

He hesitated.

"Please."

My husband left the chair and knelt beside me.

I kissed him with Julian's taste still on my tongue.

Evan gripped the back of my neck and kissed me harder.

He knew what he was tasting.

That was the point.

When we separated, his eyes were wet.

I held Evan's face. "Look at me, love."

"Tell me something true."

He looked at Julian's cock beside my face.

"Seeing you take him made me feel small."

"Did you hate it?"

"Part of me did."

"And the rest?"

"The rest wanted you to take more."

I kissed him again.

"My honest little cuck."

This time, I said it gently.

Julian touched my shoulder.

Julian hooked his fingers beneath the black lace.

He looked at Evan before moving.

My husband nodded.

Julian pulled the panties down slowly.

The fabric slid over my ass, my thighs, my calves. I stepped out of it.

Julian remained kneeling.

His breath touched the back of my legs.

His mouth pressed against one cheek, then the other.

Evan stood in front of me, watching my face.

Julian spread me with both hands.

The exposure made my knees weak.

He spread me with both hands and buried his mouth against my pussy.

I grabbed Evan's shoulders.

The first lick was slow and broad. He opened me with his thumbs and did it again, deeper this time.

"Fuck," I gasped.

Evan's eyes stayed on mine.

"Better than you imagined?" he asked.

Julian's tongue circled my clit.

"Different."

"Honest answer."

I laughed breathlessly.

The phrase had become our blade.

"His mouth is bigger too."

Evan's cock pressed against my stomach.

Julian gripped my hips and pulled me back against his face.

I cried out.

"Tell your husband what I am doing," he said against me.

"He's eating your wife's pussy."

"How?" Evan asked.

"Like he owns the space between my legs."

"He doesn't own you."

"No." I held Evan's face. "You don't either."

His expression flickered.

Then he nodded.

"You choose."

"I choose this."

Julian pushed two fingers into me while his mouth stayed on my clit.

My body tightened around him.

"And this," I moaned.

Evan kissed me.

Julian fucked me with his fingers from behind while I kissed my husband.

The two sensations collided until I could not separate them.

My husband's mouth.

Julian's hand.

The broad cock I had tasted still hard behind me.

The waiting between us.

Not yet.

Julian added a third finger.

I broke the kiss and cried out.

"Open for it," he said.

"More."

He worked me open slowly.

Evan understood before I said it.

"You're imagining his cock," he whispered.

"Yes."

"Those fingers aren't enough."

"No."

"The toy wasn't enough."

"No."

"You want him to fill you."

Julian stopped moving.

The thing we had delayed entered the room.

I looked at Evan.

"Yes."

His face tightened.

I felt the answer before he gave it.

Not tonight.

Not yet.

Desire burned hot enough to become anger for one second.

Then I remembered the paper on the table.

The signature beneath mine.

The promise on the back.

I came home with him.

Always.

I reached behind me and touched Julian's wrist.

"Stop."

He stopped immediately and withdrew his fingers.

Evan held me while I trembled.

Julian stood but did not touch us.

The room went quiet except for my breathing.

"I want more," I said.

Evan closed his eyes.

"I know."

"I will not pretend I do not want his cock."

He looked at the condoms.

Then at Julian.

Then at me.

"Not yet."

The disappointment hurt.

I let it.

"Okay."

Julian's expression softened.

"Not tonight," he said.

I nodded.

Evan kissed my forehead.

"Thank you."

I looked down at Julian's cock, still hard and wet from my mouth.

"Don't thank me too soon, little cuck."

My husband's cock jumped against my stomach.

I smiled.

"The night isn't over."


CHAPTER 14

EVAN - MY WIFE ON HER KNEES

The night was not over.

Lena made sure of that.

She stepped away from me and faced Julian again. Her mouth was swollen. Her pussy glistened between her thighs. His fingers had left faint red marks along her hips.

"I want to finish what I started," she said.

Julian looked at the bracelet.

"What do you want?"

"Your cock in my mouth until you come."

My stomach tightened.

"Where?" he asked.

Lena looked at me.

The question belonged to all three of us now.

"On my tongue," she said. "If I can take it."

Julian's eyes darkened.

"And if you cannot?"

"On my breasts."

My cock hardened again.

Lena turned toward me.

"Do you want to watch that?"

I looked at her bare chest.

At Julian's cock.

At the towels we had placed beside the bed.

"Yes."

"Do you want to help?"

"How?"

She nodded toward the black bag.

"The toy."

The image hit all at once.

My wife on her knees sucking Julian while I fucked her with the dildo that had trained her imagination.

"Lena."

"You wanted to participate."

"I do."

"Then make your wife come while she makes him come."

Julian's cock pulsed visibly.

I took the toy from the bag and coated it with lubricant.

Lena moved onto the edge of the bed on her hands and knees. Julian stood in front of her. I knelt behind her.

The position exposed everything.

My wedding ring caught the light as I spread her ass.

Julian watched my hands on my wife.

I watched his cock hover in front of her mouth.

Julian touched the head to her lower lip.

"Open," Julian said.

I pressed the toy against her pussy.

"Take both," I said.

The sentence cut deep.

I pushed the toy into her.

At the same time, Lena opened for Julian.

His cock slid between her lips.

She moaned around him as the dildo filled her from behind.

Julian closed one hand in her hair.

"Take it."

She nodded.

"Tell your husband," he said.

He withdrew enough for her to speak.

"Yes. Hold me harder."

He gathered more of her hair.

I began driving the toy into her with slow, deep strokes.

Lena's body rocked between us.

Julian's cock filled her mouth from the front.

The toy filled her pussy from behind.

My wife was being used by two men, and I was one of them.

The thought should have protected me from humiliation.

It did not.

Every time Julian's cock disappeared between her lips, I saw how much thicker he was than the toy in my hand.

Lena saw it too.

She pulled back, gasping.

"Look, Evan."

Saliva shone along Julian's cock.

She wrapped one hand around it, then looked at the toy sliding into her.

"He is thicker."

My hand faltered.

"Keep going, little cuck."

I obeyed.

She returned to Julian's cock.

He guided her slowly, never forcing past what she chose. Each time she took more, her throat tightened and tears gathered at her lashes.

I watched my wife learn another man's body.

"Tell her what I like," Julian said.

The request startled me.

"I don't know what you like."

"You are watching. Learn."

I hated him for being right.

I watched the way his stomach tightened when Lena circled her tongue beneath the head. The way his hips moved when she stroked the base. The way his grip in her hair tightened when she swallowed him deeper.

"Keep your tongue under the head," I told her.

She obeyed.

Julian groaned.

"Use your hand lower."

Her hand moved.

"Suck when you pull back."

She did.

Julian's control cracked.

His hips pushed forward once.

Lena gagged and pulled away.

He stopped immediately.

"Sorry."

She wiped her mouth.

"Next time, do not stop."

"Next time, I move," Julian said.

Lena looked at me.

I could say I was not ready to watch him fuck her mouth.

I could keep the first night careful.

Instead, I heard my own voice.

"Let him."

Her eyes brightened.

"Yes," she told Julian. "Slowly."

She opened.

Julian slid into her mouth and began moving his hips in measured strokes.

Not hard.

Not deep enough to steal her control.

But enough that the scene changed.

My wife was no longer merely sucking him.

He was fucking her mouth while I drove the toy into her pussy.

Lena's moans vibrated around his cock.

Her pussy tightened around the dildo.

I watched Julian’s control crack. "Tell her."

"I am close."

"Let her hear it."

He looked down at my wife.

"I'm going to come."

Lena pulled back.

"On my breasts. I want Evan to watch."

She turned and sat on the edge of the bed, facing me. Julian stood beside us, stroking his cock.

I held the toy inside my wife while she spread her legs and lifted her breasts.

"Look at your cuck," she told Julian. "He wants to see what your cock leaves on his wife."

The words nearly broke me.

Julian's fist moved faster.

Lena looked into my eyes.

"Watch."

Julian came across her breasts.

Thick white streaks marked her skin, one after another. Lena gasped at the heat. I watched another man's release run over the breasts I had kissed for nine years.

Julian's final pulse landed near her nipple.

Silence followed.

Lena looked down at herself.

Then at me.

"Come closer."

I moved between her knees.

She touched the white streak with one finger and brought it to my lips.

"Do you want to taste what your wife did to him?"

Humiliation burned through my face.

My cock became painfully hard.

"Yes."

I opened my mouth.

Lena placed her finger on my tongue.

Julian watched.

My wife smiled.

"My filthy little cuck."

I came again without touching myself.


CHAPTER 15

LENA - THE TASTE I IMAGINED

I had imagined Julian's taste.

I had not imagined feeding it to my husband.

The act changed something inside me.

Not because Evan was forced. He was not. He could have turned his head. He could have said stop. He could have left the room.

He opened his mouth.

He chose the humiliation because it connected him to the moment.

That made it intimate.

Filthy, but intimate.

I wiped the rest of Julian's come from my breasts with a warm towel while both men watched me. Julian sat on the edge of the bed, recovering. Evan remained on his knees between my legs, the toy still resting inside me.

"Take it out," I said.

He withdrew it slowly.

The emptiness made me ache.

Julian saw the reaction on my face.

"You wanted something left inside you," he said.

I looked at his softening cock.

"Yes."

Evan's expression tightened.

I touched his cheek.

"Not tonight."

"You keep saying that like you are convincing yourself."

"Maybe I am."

Honesty mattered most when it was inconvenient.

Julian stood.

Julian started to stand.

Evan caught his wrist before he could move away.

"Stay."

Julian held his gaze.

Evan’s voice came out raw.

"Because I don't want the night to end with you coming on my wife and me feeling like I disappeared afterward."

The words were raw enough to hurt.

I took Evan's hand.

"You didn't disappear."

"I know what you mean. But I need to feel it."

Julian nodded.

Julian nodded toward me.

Evan looked at me.

"I want my wife."

"Then take her."

Julian's answer made Evan's eyes flash.

"I don't need your choice."

"No. You need hers."

Evan turned to me.

Evan turned me toward him. "Now your husband fucks you."

Evan pushed me back onto the bed.

Julian moved toward the chair.

"No," I said.

Both men stopped.

I looked at Julian.

"Stay close."

"Beside me," I said.

Julian sat near my shoulder.

His knee touched mine.

Evan moved between my legs. His cock pressed against my soaked opening.

I looked at Julian's thighs, his broad hands, the softening cock resting between them.

Then Evan drove into me.

I cried out.

My husband's body was familiar. Not small. Not insufficient. Familiar in the way home is familiar after standing at the edge of something unknown.

He fucked me hard from the first stroke.

No careful beginning.

No pretending he had not watched my mouth around Julian.

"Tell me," Evan said.

I knew what he wanted.

"He was bigger."

He drove deeper.

"Tell me what you did."

"I sucked his cock while you watched."

"What did he do?"

"Held my hair. Fucked my mouth. Came on your wife's tits."

Evan's face twisted with jealousy and need.

"And what did you make me do?"

I touched his lips.

"Taste him."

He slammed into me.

Julian watched without speaking.

I turned my face toward him.

"Do you like seeing my husband fuck me after I sucked your cock?"

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because he is not taking you back from me. He never lost you."

The answer pierced through the scene.

Evan heard it.

His rhythm changed.

Less anger.

More possession without ownership.

He held my hips and fucked me while Julian stroked my hair.

"Tell Evan what you want next time," Julian said.

The waiting between us burned.

I looked at my husband.

"I want his cock inside me."

Evan's body went rigid.

I wrapped my legs around him.

"Not tonight," I said. "Tonight I want my husband."

His eyes closed.

Then he fucked me until I came.

My coming clenched around Evan while Julian's hand rested gently in my hair.

I cried my husband's name.

That mattered.

When Evan came inside me, he buried his face against my neck and shook.

Julian looked away, giving us a privacy that did not require leaving.

Afterward, Evan stayed inside me.

I touched the bracelet.

"Still us," I whispered.

"Still us."

Julian's voice came quietly from beside us.

"Good."


CHAPTER 16

EVAN - THE KISS SHE BROUGHT BACK

Julian left at one in the morning.

He showered first. Then Lena. Then me.

No one rushed.

We drank water at the small table while dressed in clean clothes. The unopened condoms remained where we had left them. The first night had given us exactly what it promised.

Barely.

Julian signed the bottom again: All boundaries respected.

It looked absurdly formal after what had happened, but it mattered.

At the door, he hugged Lena only after asking.

Then he shook my hand.

"Thank you," he said.

I almost laughed.

"For what?"

"Trusting me with something important."

"My wife isn't something."

"Your marriage is."

The correction disarmed me.

Julian looked at Lena.

Julian cupped Lena's jaw and kissed her goodbye.

Julian kissed her slowly.

Not the hungry kiss from earlier.

A promise.

When they separated, Lena remained near him for one breath too long.

I saw it.

Julian saw me see it.

Then he stepped into the hallway.

"Goodnight."

The door closed.

The room felt enormous without him.

Lena leaned against it with her eyes closed.

I watched my wife remember another man's mouth.

"Do you wish he had stayed?" I asked.

Her eyes opened. "For another hour, yes. For the night, no. I wanted more, but I wanted to leave with you."

The answer hurt and steadied me at the same time.

I looked at the used bed, the towels, and her black dress on the floor.

"You asked for sex."

"I asked to discuss it."

"You wanted it."

"I still do."

My stomach tightened.

Lena crossed the room and stood in front of me.

"Do you regret the night?"

"No."

"Seeing him? Telling me to suck him?"

I remembered the thickness of Julian's cock in my wife's hands. My cock stirred.

"No."

"Then one boundary was not a failure," she said.

I touched her lips.

"You kissed him differently at the door."

"I know."

"What did it mean?"

"That I want a next time. With him."

The honesty cut cleanly.

"Not another man?"

"Not yet. I chose Julian. I want to know him inside this."

The title of what we were becoming appeared inside me.

The man my wife chose.

Not the man who happened to touch her.

Not a stranger she would forget.

A specific man she wanted again.

That was more frightening than anything in the hotel room.

It also made me hard.

Lena felt the change when she pressed against me.

"There it is," she whispered.

"Don't."

"You like that I want the same man."

"I don't know."

"Your cock knows."

She kissed me.

Julian's mouth had been on hers minutes before.

I tasted toothpaste, wine, and something I could not name but imagined belonged to him.

I deepened the kiss.

Lena moaned.

"Tell me," I said against her lips. "If I had said yes tonight, would you have let him fuck you?"

"Yes."

"Immediately?"

"Condom. Julian under me. You watching every inch."

"But you would have opened your legs."

"I would have begged you to watch."

My cock hardened fully.

Lena slid her hand into my pants.

"Do you want to know what I imagined?"

"Yes."

"His cock pushing into me while I looked at you."

I grabbed her waist.

"Would it hurt?"

Her mouth touched my ear. "At first. If I needed to stop, I would. If I didn't, I would take him slowly until your wife had all that big cock inside her."

I shuddered.

"Then what?"

"Then I would ask my little cuck whether he liked seeing another man stretch me wider than he ever could."

I came in her hand.

Again.

Lena laughed softly against my neck.

"We are going to do this again."

"Yes."

"And next time, you are going to ask him back."

Her smile disappeared. "Yes."

"I don't know what I will say."

She kissed me with the mouth she brought back from Julian.

"That's why it still has power."


CHAPTER 17

EVAN - THE VIDEO SHE MADE ME WATCH

The first night with Julian ended before the hunger did.

At home, Lena stood in front of our bedroom mirror wearing nothing but the WATCH bracelet and the marks his mouth had left along her thighs.

Her lips were swollen.

Her pussy was red from his tongue and fingers.

My cock hardened when she turned sideways and showed me the faint bruise where his hand had held her hip.

"You keep staring at my mouth," she said.

"I watched you take him."

"Half of him."

The correction cut deep.

Lena smiled at my face.

"Your wife tried, cuck. He was too big."

I opened my trousers.

She did not kneel.

Not yet.

She went to the drawer and returned with the black toy.

Then she placed my phone on the dresser and opened the photograph Julian had sent.

His cock filled the screen.

"Record," she said.

"For us?"

"For the next time you pretend waiting protects you."

I started the camera.

Lena faced the mirror, spread her legs, and pushed the toy into her pussy while Julian's photograph remained beside her reflection.

"Tell the camera what you saw," she ordered.

My voice sounded rough.

"I watched my wife suck another man's cock."

She drove the toy deeper.

"Bigger than yours?"

"Yes."

"A lot bigger?"

"Yes."

She looked at me in the mirror.

"Did I make you come?"

"Yes."

"Before he did?"

"Yes."

Her smile became cruel.

"My little cuck came watching his wife choke on the bull she chose."

The toy disappeared to the base.

Lena moaned and bent forward.

"And now?"

"Now you're fucking yourself with the toy while looking at his cock."

"Why?"

"Because you want him inside you."

She pulled the toy free until only the head remained.

"Say the whole truth."

My fist moved over my cock.

"Because I want to see him inside you."

Lena slammed the toy back into her cunt.

Her cry filled the room.

"There he is," she gasped. "The husband who finally stopped pretending."

She turned and climbed onto the bed, keeping the toy buried.

"Come closer. Keep recording."

I moved between her knees.

She pulled the toy out and pressed the wet cock against my cock.

The size difference was obvious on the screen.

"Look," she whispered. "Your cock beside what your wife practices with."

Humiliation tightened my stomach.

"And Julian is bigger than both."

My cock pulsed.

Lena rubbed the toy and my cock together until her slick heat coated me.

"Tell me which one you want in my pussy."

"Mine."

She laughed.

"Liar."

"Both."

"Better."

She guided my cock into her.

Her cunt was open and slick from the toy. I sank deep with almost no resistance.

"Practice made your wife easier for you," she whispered.

I fucked her hard while she held the toy beside my face.

"Tonight his mouth stretched mine," she said. "Next time his cock stretches this pussy."

"You don't know when."

"Your body does."

She wrapped the toy against my throat and pulled me down for a kiss.

I tasted Julian in the memory of her mouth.

Lena came first, screaming that her bull was bigger and her cuck was harder because of it.

I came seconds later.

The phone recorded everything.

Afterward, she stopped the video and titled it:

THE NIGHT EVAN ADMITTED WHAT HE WANTED.

She saved it to a locked folder.

"For when?" I asked. "For the morning you finally invite him back to fuck me."


CHAPTER 18

LENA - NOT YET

The absence became louder after we returned home.

Not yet.

It lived in the drawer beside the condoms.

It lived in the ache between my legs when I remembered Julian's fingers.

It lived in the way Evan looked at me during sex, as if he were imagining a body larger than his moving where he was.

For three days, we did not contact Julian.

That had been Evan's request.

Not punishment.

Space.

I respected it.

On Sunday, we slept late and ordered breakfast. On Monday, we worked. On Tuesday, I skipped the gym.

Julian sent no message.

His silence proved he understood the boundary.

It also made me restless.

Tuesday night, Evan found me in the closet holding the black dress.

"What are you doing?"

"Putting it away."

I had been standing there for five minutes.

He knew.

"You miss him."

The accusation was quiet.

"I miss the night."

"That's not what I said."

I hung the dress.

"Yes. I miss him too."

Evan leaned against the doorframe.

"Already?"

"We did something intense with him. Missing the person doesn't mean I want a different life."

"You sound prepared."

"I've been preparing since you asked the question in the car."

"Which question?"

"Whether I wished he stayed."

Evan looked at the floor.

I crossed the closet and stood in front of him.

"Do you want me to lie now?"

"No."

"Do you want me to pretend Julian was only a body?"

His jaw tightened.

"Wasn't he?"

"No. Grant was almost only a body. Julian listened. He asked. He watched you as carefully as he watched me. That matters."

"It makes him more dangerous."

"Yes."

The admission made his eyes lift.

"And you still want him."

"Yes."

"Why?"

I could have said because he was large, because his mouth was skilled, because his hands made me feel small and wanted.

Those things were true.

They were not the deepest truth.

"Because he made room for you while he wanted me."

Evan's face changed.

I touched his chest.

"He didn't ask me to forget my husband. He made me look at you. He asked you to guide me. He stopped when my hand touched his wrist. He stayed while you fucked me and didn't turn it into a competition."

"And his cock."

I smiled despite myself.

"And his cock."

Evan's body reacted.

I felt it beneath my palm.

"There you are," I whispered.

"Don't use this conversation to provoke me."

"You brought up his cock."

"Because I know you think about it."

"Every day."

His breath caught.

I stepped closer.

"I think about how thick it felt in my hands. I think about how my mouth hurt afterward. I think about the way it looked beside your cock."

"Lena."

"You asked why I want him."

"I didn't ask for every detail."

"Your cock did."

I pressed my thigh between his legs.

He was hard.

"Tell me to stop."

He said nothing.

"Tell me you don't want to hear what your wife imagines when she touches herself."

"What do you imagine?"

The question came almost soundless.

I unfastened his belt.

"Julian behind me."

"Where am I?"

"In front of me."

"Doing what?"

"Holding my face. Making me look at you while he opens me with that big cock."

Evan's hard cock pushed into my hand.

"Does he fit?"

"Not at first."

"What happens?"

"I ask him to go slowly. I breathe. I take a little more. Then more."

I stroked my husband.

"And when he is all the way inside me, I tell you the toy lied."

Evan groaned.

"Why?"

"Because nothing prepared your wife for how full another man could make her feel."

He grabbed my ass.

"You want to invite him back."

"Yes."

"Now?"

I stopped stroking him.

That was the question beneath the fantasy.

"I want to begin the conversation."

Evan looked at me for a long time.

"Not tonight."

Disappointment moved through me.

I did not punish him with it.

"Okay."

I released his cock and began fastening his belt.

He caught my wrist.

"Don't stop."

"You said not tonight."

"I said not the conversation."

His eyes darkened.

"The fantasy can stay."

I smiled.

Then I dropped to my knees in the closet and took my husband's cock into my mouth while telling him, between slow strokes, exactly how I imagined taking Julian.

The waiting stayed.

Our desire kept testing its edges.


CHAPTER 19

EVAN - THE COCK BETWEEN US

I wrote the reasons I was afraid in a notebook I kept hidden in my desk.

Not because Lena would invade my privacy. She would not.

Because seeing the words embarrassed me.

I am afraid she will like him more, that her body will answer him in a way it never has with me, and that comparison will stop being fantasy and become evidence.

I am afraid I will watch and discover this is not who I am.

Then, beneath those fears, I wrote the truths I hated more.

I want to see her take him, struggle with his size, and compare us while he is inside her.

I want the humiliation to become real enough that I cannot dismiss it afterward.

Waiting protected me from both lists.

That was why waiting could not last forever.

We were not protecting a boundary anymore. We were moving toward the thing both of us pictured whenever the bedroom went dark.

Thursday evening, Lena went to the gym again.

I did not go with her.

I chose not to go because I wanted to know whether I trusted the structure without standing inside every moment.

She texted when she arrived.

Julian is here. He asked if training is okay.

I replied:

Training is okay. Same training as before. Nothing sexual at the gym.

She answered:

Understood.

Then:

Are you hard?

I ignored that one.

Forty minutes later, another message arrived.

He asked whether we are all right after Saturday. I said yes, but we need time.

I wrote:

Did he touch you?

Her answer came immediately.

Waist. Hips. Thighs. Training only. He kept his hands where we had agreed.

I stared at the screen.

Did you get wet?

Three dots appeared.

Yes.

My cock hardened at my desk.

Did he notice?

He smelled me when I bent over.

The blunt image hit me.

What did he say?

He said, "Your husband is thinking about my cock inside you."

I swallowed.

What did you say?

I said my husband thinks about Julian's cock more than I do.

I typed:

That is not true.

Her reply:

Prove it, little cuck.

Then a photograph appeared.

Lena stood in the private training room wearing black shorts and a pale cropped top. Julian was behind her, one hand at her waist. Both looked into the mirror.

Nothing sexual was happening.

Except everything.

His body dwarfed hers. His hand nearly spanned her side. The front of his training pants showed a thick outline.

Lena's eyes in the mirror were fixed on the camera.

On me.

A message followed.

He is hard because he remembers my mouth.

My hand moved over my cock.

Are you touching him?

No. But I want to.

I unfastened my trousers.

Do you want him inside you?

The three dots remained for a long time.

Then:

Yes.

I closed my eyes.

The fear came first.

Then the image.

My wife bent over the padded table. Julian behind her. His hands at her hips. His cock pushing slowly into the pussy I knew better than any place on earth.

I gripped myself.

Tell him not yet.

Lena answered:

I already did.

A minute later:

He said he will wait until you want to see it as much as I want to feel it.

The sentence stripped away my last excuse for hating him. Julian was not pushing. Lena was not hiding. The pressure came from inside me. I came into a tissue while staring at the photograph, then wrote one more sentence in the notebook: I am not afraid he will push. I am afraid I will invite him.


CHAPTER 20

LENA - THE PARKING GARAGE

I nearly kissed Julian in the parking garage after training.

Not because kissing was forbidden. It was allowed now.

Because Evan had asked for nothing sexual at the gym, and the parking garage still belonged to that boundary.

Julian walked me to my car carrying my gym bag. The concrete held the day's heat. Cars moved along the levels above us with distant echoes.

He placed the bag in my trunk and closed it.

"How is Evan?" he asked.

"Scared."

"And you?"

"Impatient."

Julian leaned against the car beside me.

"That can become pressure."

"I know."

"Does he?"

"He knows I want you. I also tell him he waits until Evan wants the room too."

"Are you ready?"

The question was direct enough to make my pussy tighten.

"Yes."

"For what?"

I looked around the garage.

No one stood near us.

"For your cock inside me."

Julian's jaw flexed.

The front of his pants changed.

"Say it again."

I smiled.

"You don't get to order me yet."

"I asked."

The bracelet caught the fluorescent light.

I stepped closer.

"I want your cock inside me. I want to know whether I can take all of you. I want my husband close enough to see my face when you fill me."

Julian's breathing deepened.

"And if Evan says no?"

"Then you do not touch me that way."

"Will you blame him?"

"No."

"Will you ask again?"

"Eventually."

He nodded.

"Good."

The word irritated me.

"You sound like my trainer."

"I am your trainer."

"Not when you are hard because I said I want your cock."

His eyes darkened.

"Even then. Especially then."

I moved close enough that my breasts brushed his chest.

"Do you want to kiss me?"

"Yes."

His mouth moved closer.

Julian's mouth hovered over mine. I wanted the kiss badly enough to taste it before it happened.

I wanted to say yes.

I wanted his mouth on mine in the shadowed garage. I wanted to carry the kiss home and make Evan taste it.

But the text from my husband had been clear.

Nothing sexual at the gym.

The garage was part of the test.

"No."

Julian stepped back immediately.

The ease of it made my desire sharper.

"Thank you," he said.

"For saying no?"

"For knowing the difference between what you want and what you agreed."

I opened the driver's door.

"You make being responsible sound annoyingly attractive."

"It keeps me invited."

"You want to be invited again."

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because your husband wants to watch you choose me, and you want to choose me without losing him."

The answer followed me into the car.

Before closing the door, I looked up at him.

"Saturday wasn't enough."

"I know."

"How?"

"You looked at the condoms more often than Evan did."

My face warmed.

Julian smiled for the first time.

"Go home, Lena."

"You sound confident I'll come back."

"You already chose me."

I drove home soaked enough to leave a mark on my shorts.

Evan was waiting in the kitchen.

He looked at my face and knew something had happened.

"Did he kiss you?"

"No."

"Did he try?"

"He asked."

"And?"

"I said no."

Relief crossed his face.

Then disappointment.

I walked toward him.

"You wanted me to say yes."

"I asked for nothing sexual there."

"That isn't what I said."

He looked away.

I touched his jaw.

"You wanted the line respected. You also wanted me to come home with his mouth on mine."

"Both can be true."

"Yes."

I took his hand and pushed it beneath my shorts.

He found me soaked.

"Nothing happened," I whispered. "And look what wanting him did to your wife."

Evan's fingers moved through my slick heat.

"What did you say to him?"

"That I want his cock inside me."

His hand stopped.

"In the garage?"

"Yes."

"What did he say?"

"That he will wait."

Evan pushed two fingers into me.

"And you?"

"I came home to ask my husband how long."

His eyes held mine.

"I don't know."

I kissed him.

"Then tonight, make me come while I imagine the answer is soon."

He bent me over the kitchen counter.

The waiting stayed.

Barely.


CHAPTER 21

EVAN - WHAT WAITING COST ME

Waiting had not protected me from anything.

It had only made Julian's cock larger in my imagination.

For six nights, Lena came while I fucked her from behind and made her describe the first hotel room. His hand in her hair. His cock stretching her mouth. His tongue on her pussy. The way she looked at me after he left, lips swollen, eyes bright, body still hungry.

Every night ended with the same picture.

Julian behind her.

His cock pressing against the pussy he had already tasted.

My wife looking over her shoulder at me.

I woke Friday with my hand around my cock and that image burning behind my eyes.

Lena slept beside me wearing my shirt. The WATCH bracelet rested against the pillow.

I went to the kitchen and made coffee.

No notebook.

No legal pad.

I did not need a document to tell me what my body had confessed for weeks.

I wanted to see Julian fuck my wife.

The sentence felt obscene even alone.

It also felt clean.

Lena entered the kitchen barefoot.

She saw my face and stopped.

"You decided something."

"Yes."

She did not smile.

That steadiness made it possible to continue.

"I want to invite him back."

Her breath caught.

"For what?"

"Don't make me hide behind vague words."

She came closer.

"Then say it."

I looked at the woman who had chosen him without choosing against me.

"I want Julian to fuck you while I watch."

Lena closed her eyes.

Her knees softened enough that she caught the edge of the island.

When she opened them again, they were wet.

"Are you saying that because you think I need it?"

"I'm saying it because I need to see it."

The truth made my cock hard beneath my sweatpants.

Lena noticed.

"Tell me what you picture."

"You on top first."

Her lips parted.

"Why?"

"Because I want you controlling the first stretch. I want your face close to mine. I want to see the exact moment you realize how much bigger he is."

Her hand slid beneath my waistband.

"More."

"Condom. Plenty of lube. Julian beneath you. Me behind you, holding your tits, making you look at your cuck while you sink onto the bull you chose."

Lena wrapped her fingers around my cock.

"And when I'm all the way down?"

"You tell me the truth."

"Which truth?"

"Whether he fills you more."

She stroked me slowly.

"He will."

Jealousy hit like heat.

My cock hardened further in her hand.

Lena smiled through the emotion still shining in her eyes.

"There he is."

"No cruelty outside the room."

"We're in the kitchen and your cock is in my hand. The room already started."

I caught the back of her neck.

"And afterward?"

Her expression softened.

"I come home with you. I tell you everything. I don't make his size erase your place in me."

"Do you want him again after that?"

"Yes."

The speed hurt.

It also made me pull her closer.

"Good."

She looked surprised.

"Good?"

"I don't want a fake answer."

Lena kissed me.

"Then invite him, cuck."

I opened the group chat.

My thumb hovered over the screen.

Evan: Tomorrow night. Hotel. I want to watch you fuck my wife.

Julian answered two minutes later.

Julian: I will be there.

Lena read the message over my shoulder.

Her pussy pressed wet against my leg. "Tomorrow," she whispered, "your fantasy finally enters me."


CHAPTER 22

LENA - THE NIGHT I ASKED FOR HIM

The night before Julian fucked me, I made Evan say every ugly thing he wanted.

We sat on the bedroom floor with no phones and no clothes.

Not because desire needed a committee.

Because my husband deserved to hear his own hunger before another man entered the room.

I straddled his lap without taking his cock inside me.

"Tell me the first thing you want to see."

"You holding Julian's cock."

"One hand?"

"Both."

I rubbed my soaking pussy along his cock.

"Then?"

"You roll the condom over him."

"My cuck handing me the wrapper?"

"Yes."

"Then?"

His breathing changed.

"You climb over him."

"And look where?"

"At me."

I held his face.

"Always."

"Then you lower yourself. Slowly."

My cunt clenched against his cock.

"What happens when the head enters?"

"You tell me it is bigger."

"It will be."

Pain crossed his face.

His cock jumped beneath me.

"Say it dirtier."

I smiled.

"Julian's cock will stretch your wife's pussy wider than yours ever has."

Evan groaned.

"More."

"I'll sit on that thick cock inch by inch while my little cuck watches his wife open for the man she chose."

His hands tightened on my ass.

"More."

"When I'm full, I'll lean back against you and make you touch the place where his cock disappears inside me."

Evan drove upward, but I kept him outside.

"Not yet," I whispered. "Tonight you listen."

"What do you want?"

"I want the first stretch. I want the fear. I want to discover whether my body can take everything my mouth couldn't."

"And if it hurts?"

"I breathe. I slow down. If I need to stop, I stop. I don't turn it into a speech."

His eyes held mine.

"And after the first inch?"

"More."

"After half?"

"More."

"After all of him?"

I lowered myself onto Evan's cock in one smooth movement.

He filled me with the familiar shape I knew.

"Then I look at my husband and tell him the toy lied."

Evan fucked upward hard enough to make me cry out.

"Cruel wife."

"Hard cuck."

I rode him while describing Julian beneath me.

The broad chest.

The calm face finally losing control.

His hands gripping my hips.

The condom shining over the cock that would split my certainty open.

Evan came fast.

I kept moving after he filled me.

"Tomorrow," I whispered, "another man makes your wife scream."

His hands shook.

"And you?"

"I watch."

"And after?"

"You fuck me while I'm still open from him."

The words made Evan harden again inside me.

I smiled.

That was the answer I needed.

Not approval.

Participation.

Not a contract.

Hunger shared by the two people who would bring it home.


CHAPTER 23

EVAN - THE CALL WITH JULIAN

We called Julian at nine.

Video, not text.

Lena sat beside me wearing nothing but the WATCH bracelet. I wanted Julian to see that the invitation came from both of us and that my wife had dressed for the conversation by removing everything.

He answered from his kitchen.

His face changed when he saw her.

"Tomorrow," I said.

Julian looked at me.

"Tell me what you want."

"I want you to fuck my wife while I watch."

No legal language.

No performance.

The sentence landed between three adults who already knew what it meant.

Julian's eyes moved to Lena.

"And you?"

She leaned closer to the camera.

"I want your cock inside me. I want Evan close. I want the first time on top so I can take you slowly. After that, I want you to fuck me hard enough that my husband hears the difference."

My cock hardened beside her thigh.

Julian saw.

"Condom," he said.

"Yes," I answered.

"Hotel?"

"Same suite. Tomorrow at eight."

Julian nodded.

Then his control cracked just enough to show us what the words had done.

He adjusted himself beneath the table.

Lena smiled.

"Show my husband."

Julian stood and opened his trousers.

His cock came free, already hard.

The sight hit me harder than the photograph because tomorrow it would not stop at my wife's mouth.

Lena spread her knees on the sofa.

"Look what you're doing to me."

She slid two fingers through her pussy and held them toward the camera.

Julian stroked himself once.

"Tomorrow I open that cunt with my cock."

Lena moaned.

My hand moved over my own.

"Tell him what you are," I said.

She looked at me first.

"Your wife."

Then at Julian.

"His chosen slut."

Julian's fist moved faster.

"And Evan?"

Lena smiled.

"The cuck who finally admitted he wants to watch."

I came against my stomach while Julian watched my wife suck her own fingers clean.

No one asked whether we still wanted tomorrow.

Our bodies had already answered.


CHAPTER 24

EVAN - THE LAST REHEARSAL

The condom box sat on the kitchen table between the coffee and Lena's bare pussy.

She wore my white shirt open and nothing beneath it. Julian waited on the video call, his face calm, his eyes fixed on the way my wife sat across my lap.

We had already chosen the hotel.

Already chosen the first position.

Lena on top so she controlled the first stretch.

Me behind her, close enough to hold her face and watch Julian disappear inside my wife.

Nothing else needed a speech.

Lena opened the box and removed one wrapper.

"Stand up," she told me.

I obeyed.

She opened my trousers and pulled out my cock.

Julian watched from the screen.

My wife rolled the condom over me slowly.

"See how easy this is?" she said.

"You're practicing on the wrong cock," Julian replied.

My stomach tightened.

Lena looked at the screen.

"His is the cock I know. Yours is the one I want to learn."

My cock hardened inside her hand.

"Tell him the difference," Julian said.

Lena stroked me through the latex.

"My husband fits my hand."

Then she looked directly into the camera.

"You won't."

Julian's jaw flexed.

I became painfully hard.

"Take it off," I said.

Lena pinched the rim and rolled the condom away.

"Jealous?"

"Hard."

"Both."

She kissed the head of my cock, then placed the used condom on the table beside the unopened ones.

"Tomorrow I put one on Julian," she said. "You hand it to me."

The image hit so hard I had to grip the chair.

Julian leaned closer to the camera.

"And when she rolls it down me, Evan, you make her look at you."

I looked at him.

"She always looks at me."

Lena smiled between us.

"Then watch what your wife does next."

She took my cock into her mouth while Julian remained on the screen.

No one spoke for the first ten strokes.

The wet sound of her lips filled the kitchen.

Julian's breathing changed.

Lena pulled back.

"Show us."

Julian stood.

His cock was already hard beneath his pants.

He opened them and let it come free.

Even through a phone screen, the size made my stomach drop.

Lena moaned around my cock.

"Keep sucking your husband," Julian said. "Look at what you take tomorrow."

She obeyed.

Her eyes moved between my face and the screen while her mouth worked me.

I held her hair.

"Tell him what you are."

She released me with saliva hanging from her lips.

"His wife. Your hungry slut. The woman who's going to ride that huge cock while her cuck watches."

Julian stroked himself once.

"Tomorrow."

The word made Lena swallow me again.

I came into her mouth while she watched Julian's fist move along the cock that would enter her the next night.

She swallowed every pulse.

Then she held the clean condom wrapper against her wet tongue and looked at me.

"Tomorrow," she whispered, "you hand your wife the thing that lets another man fuck her."

My cock stayed hard against her cheek.

That was the last rehearsal we needed.


CHAPTER 25

LENA - COME WATCH ME CHOOSE

Saturday began with silence.

Not tension exactly.

Concentration.

Evan made breakfast. I showered. We moved around each other carefully, as if one careless sentence could turn fear into conflict.

At noon, I found him sitting on the edge of the bed holding the condom box.

"Talk to me," I said.

"I keep imagining opening one for him."

"Do you want to?"

"I think so."

"That isn't yes."

He looked up.

"I want to be the one who puts it in your hand."

The image made my body tighten.

"Why?"

"Because I need one action that makes the decision mine too."

I knelt between his knees.

"Then you hand me the condom. I put it on Julian."

"You?"

"I want to feel him become covered in my hands before he touches me."

Evan's cock hardened.

"And I watch."

"You watch everything."

He touched the bracelet.

"Come watch me choose," I said.

The phrase settled between us.

Not let me go.

Not give me away.

Watch me choose.

At three, we packed the bag.

At four, I dressed.

This time, I wore a deep green dress with a front that crossed over my breasts and a skirt loose enough to lift easily. Beneath it, white lace lingerie.

White had been Evan's request.

"Why white?" I asked while he fastened the bra.

"Because I want to see what he does to something that looks innocent."

"Your wife hasn't looked innocent in weeks."

"The lace can pretend."

I turned in front of the mirror.

"Will it survive?"

"The panties won't stay on long enough to matter."

His blunt confidence excited me.

I touched the outline in his trousers.

"My cuck is learning."

"My wife has been a demanding teacher."

"Wait until tonight."

He met my eyes in the mirror.

"Do not look away," I said.

His hand closed over mine.

"Yes."

We left home at five.

The new hotel stood near the bay, quieter than the first, with balconies facing the water. Evan had booked a corner suite with one large bedroom and a living room separated by glass doors.

He wanted options again.

I loved him for planning exits while walking toward the thing he feared.

Julian arrived ten minutes after us.

When I opened the door, he wore a black shirt and dark jeans. His gaze moved over the green dress.

"Evan chose it?"

"The lingerie. I chose the dress."

Julian looked at my husband.

"Good compromise."

Evan did not smile.

"Tell us what you came here to do."

Julian entered and read them.

Then all three of us stood in the living room.

No one touched anyone.

Julian looked at both of us. "No more talking once the clothes come off."

Lena stepped into his space. "Tonight you fuck me while my husband watches."

I took her hand. "She starts on top. I stay close. After she takes you, I want to see you lose control."

Julian nodded. "Then close the door."

The room changed.

Evan's hand trembled in mine.

I lifted it to my mouth and kissed his wedding ring.

"Come watch me choose," I whispered.

Then I turned to Julian.

"You can kiss me now."


CHAPTER 26

EVAN - THE SECOND HOTEL KEY

Julian kissed Lena in front of the closed hotel door.

I watched her body lean toward him before their mouths met.

That detail stayed with me.

Not because it proved she wanted him. We already knew that.

Because it showed how little hesitation remained.

The first hotel night had been built from restraint.

This one was built from hunger.

Lena pulled him closer and kissed him like the answer had already been given days ago.

I stood three feet away holding the bag with the condoms.

My cock was hard.

My hands were cold.

Julian lifted Lena off the floor.

She laughed and wrapped her legs around his waist. The green dress rose over her thighs. White lace pressed against the front of his jeans.

He carried my wife toward the bedroom.

She looked over his shoulder at me.

"Come on, little cuck."

The invitation cut and comforted at the same time.

I followed.

Julian placed her on the bed without climbing over her. He stood between her knees and looked at me.

"You undress her."

I set down the bag.

Lena stood again.

My fingers found the zipper at her side. I lowered it. The green dress opened and fell around her feet.

White lace covered her breasts and pussy.

Julian exhaled.

"Beautiful."

"Tell my husband," Lena said.

He looked at me.

"Your wife is beautiful."

The sentence should have been simple.

It was not.

"I know."

Lena reached behind herself and removed the bra. Her breasts came free.

Then she hooked her thumbs beneath the panties.

"Wait," I said.

Both of them stopped.

I knelt in front of her.

"I want to do it."

Lena placed her hands on my shoulders.

I pulled the white lace down.

Her pussy was already soaked.

A clear line stretched briefly between the fabric and her body before breaking.

Julian saw it.

"That is for both of you," she said.

I kissed the inside of her thigh.

"Mine first?"

She touched my hair.

"Always first in the ways that matter."

I stood.

Julian undressed.

This time, there was no long reveal.

His shirt came off. His jeans followed. His cock stood hard and heavy between us.

Lena stared with open hunger.

I handed her the condom.

My fingers brushed hers.

"Look at me," I said.

She looked at Julian.

Lena knelt and opened the wrapper. "Hold still."

She held Julian's cock at the base with one hand and pinched the tip of the condom with the other. Her fingers barely reached around him.

She rolled it down slowly.

I watched latex cover the cock that would go inside my wife.

"Look at me," I said.

Lena lifted her eyes while her hand remained around Julian.

"What are you doing?"

"Putting a condom on the man who is going to fuck me."

"Who chose him?"

"I did."

"Who is watching?"

Her smile became filthy.

"My husband. My little cuck."

My cock pulsed.

Julian held out his hand.

"Bed."

Lena took it.

She lay on her back near the middle. I moved beside her as planned. Julian knelt between her legs.

The sight stopped time.

My wife naked on white sheets.

Another man between her open thighs.

His condom-covered cock resting against her stomach, reaching nearly to her navel.

Lena looked down and laughed once in disbelief.

"Evan."

"I see it."

"Look how far it reaches."

Humiliation burned through me.

Julian rubbed the head through her slick pussy lips.

Lena's body jerked.

Julian rubbed the broad head through her slick pussy. "Look at your husband."

He pressed the broad head against her.

My wife squeezed my hand.

Julian looked at me.

"Guide me."

I could barely speak.

"Slow. Just the head."

He began to push.

Lena's mouth opened.

The head stretched her.

Stopped.

Her nails dug into my hand.

Julian stopped with the broad head lodged inside my wife.

Lena clamped around my hand and dragged air into her lungs.

"Slow," she said.

Julian held perfectly still.

Her body softened around the pressure.

She looked at me.

I stared at where Julian’s cock disappeared into her.

The fantasy had become flesh.

"Watch," she whispered.

Then she looked between her thighs.

Julian’s jaw was clenched hard enough to show the muscle.

"Give me the next inch."

Julian pushed deeper.

My wife opened around him.


CHAPTER 27

LENA - NO MORE PRETENDING

The first inch hurt.

Not sharply. Not wrong.

A deep pressure that made my body resist before it understood what I had chosen.

Julian stopped.

Evan held my hand.

I stared at my husband's face while another man's cock stretched me open.

This was the image we had built for weeks.

The reality was slower.

Hotter.

More frightening.

"Breathe," Evan said.

I did.

Julian rubbed my clit with his thumb while keeping his hips still. The pressure eased enough for desire to move through it.

I rolled my hips toward him.

I looked down.

Only the broad head and a small part of the cock had disappeared inside me. So much remained between my thighs.

"Slow. Keep filling me."

Julian moved forward.

My pussy opened around another inch.

I gasped.

Evan's cock pressed against my hip, hard beneath his trousers.

"Look at him," I whispered.

"I'm looking."

"No. Look at what he is doing to your wife."

Evan's eyes dropped.

Julian's thick cock spread me around the condom. My lips stretched around him. The sight was obscene.

"Tell me," I said.

Evan swallowed.

"He is inside you."

"How much?"

"Not even half."

"And?"

His eyes returned to mine.

"You already look full."

My body tightened around Julian.

He groaned but did not move.

"Look at me," Julian said.

"Yes. More."

The choice made my pussy clench.

Julian pushed halfway.

I cried out.

The stretch became intense enough that my free hand pressed against his stomach.

He stopped the instant my palm met his stomach.

"Hold there," I said.

I kept my hand against him.

"Wait."

He waited.

Evan kissed my temple.

"You don't have to take all of him."

The tenderness nearly made me cry.

I looked at my little cuck. At the fear he was carrying for me. At the cock hard against my hip because that fear and desire had become impossible to separate.

"I want all of him."

Evan's face twisted.

"Why?"

"Because your wife has imagined this every night since she said his name."

Julian's hand moved over my thigh.

"You do not have to prove a fucking thing," he said. "Take me because you want me."

I nodded.

Then I moved my hand from his stomach to his hip.

"More."

Julian pushed deeper.

My body opened slowly around him.

Inch by inch.

The toy had never felt like this. It had been cold at first, perfectly smooth, predictable in my husband's hand.

Julian was hot. Alive. Trembling with control.

His thickness made every small movement feel enormous.

"Evan," I gasped.

"I'm here."

"Tell me how much."

He looked.

"Almost all."

"How much left?"

"Two inches. Maybe less."

Julian stopped again.

"Do not look away," I said.

"Yes."

"Look at me, Evan."

My husband's fingers shook around mine.

"I am watching."

I looked at Julian.

"All of it."

He drove forward slowly until his hips met mine.

The final stretch tore a cry from me.

Then he was fully inside.

All that thick cock buried in my pussy while my husband watched.

No more photograph.

No more toy.

No more pretending.

Julian remained still.

My body pulsed around him, trying to understand the fullness.

Evan stared.

"Say it," I whispered.

"He is all the way inside my wife."

"Comparison."

His face flushed.

"He fills you more than I do."

My pussy tightened.

"Again."

"His cock stretches you wider than mine."

Julian groaned.

I turned my face toward my husband.

"Look how wet your wife got for a bigger man."

Evan's cock pulsed through his pants.

"Little cuck," I whispered. "Your fantasy is inside me."

A tear slid from the corner of his eye.

I kissed it away.

"Look at me, love."

"Keep watching, little cuck."

He looked at Julian buried in me.

"Do not stop."

I looked at the man between my thighs.

"Fill me."

His hands tightened on my thighs.

No more questions.

"Move," I said.


CHAPTER 28

EVAN - THE FIRST TIME HE FUCKED MY WIFE

Julian moved.

One slow withdrawal.

One slow return.

Lena's hand crushed mine.

I watched his cock slide almost out of my wife, wet through the condom, then disappear inside her again. The sight was so direct my mind tried to reject it.

Another man was fucking my wife.

Not in a fantasy.

Not through a toy.

Not in the dirty stories she whispered when we were alone.

His hips moved between her legs. His cock stretched her open. Her body accepted him because she had chosen to.

And I had said yes.

I heard my own voice. "Tell me."

My voice broke.

Lena looked at me.

"Huge."

Julian kept the next stroke slow and deep.

"Take every inch," Julian said.

"Slow," Lena ordered.

He obeyed without breaking rhythm.

I watched the discipline in his body. His shoulders tightened every time he drove into her, but he kept the pace measured. Lena's face changed with each inch. Pressure. Shock. Pleasure beginning to move through both.

"Tell me the comparison," I said.

The need embarrassed me even now.

Lena touched my cheek.

"He is much bigger than you."

My cock pulsed beneath my trousers.

"Compare us."

She hesitated.

Her hesitation hurt more than an immediate answer.

"Different."

"Honest."

Julian drove into her again.

Her mouth opened.

"The fullness feels better."

Humiliation burned through my chest.

My cock became painfully hard.

Lena saw the reaction and smiled.

"Look at you."

Julian's rhythm remained slow.

"Your wife admits his big cock fills her better, and my little cuck gets harder."

I unfastened my trousers and freed myself.

Lena's eyes dropped.

Julian followed her gaze.

The comparison was no longer hidden by clothing.

His cock disappeared inside her, thick enough to stretch her wide around the base.

Mine stood in my hand, smaller, untouched by her body.

"Show him," Lena said.

I stared at her.

"Show Julian what watching does to you."

My fist closed around my cock.

Julian watched me begin to stroke.

The shame felt chosen.

That distinction let me breathe.

Julian’s hips began to drive harder.

She looked at me.

"Watch him fuck me faster."

She made my desire part of the command.

"Yes."

"Harder," she told Julian.

His hips moved with more purpose.

The sound changed.

Skin against skin.

The wet pull of the condom through her soaked pussy.

Lena's breathing becoming short and high.

I knew every sound my wife made during sex.

This one was new.

A low cry broke from her when Julian drove deep enough for his hips to press hard against her.

My hand stopped.

"What was that?"

Lena's eyes opened.

"He touched something."

"Where?"

"Deep."

Julian repeated the angle.

The sound came again.

Not louder.

More helpless.

Jealousy tore through me.

So did fascination.

"Do it again," I told him.

Julian looked at me.

Julian adjusted his hips.

"Make her make that sound again," I said.

He drove into my wife at the same deep angle.

Lena cried out.

Her legs tightened around him.

"Evan."

"I'm here."

"Touch me."

I leaned closer and rubbed her clit while Julian fucked her.

My fingers moved over the place where his cock stretched her open. I could feel each deep stroke through her body. Could feel how much of him she took. Could feel the slick heat gathering around the condom.

Lena looked from me to Julian.

"Both of you."

Julian bent and kissed her.

I kept touching her.

My wife's tongue moved against another man's mouth while his cock moved inside her and my fingers worked her clit.

She was between us exactly as she had asked.

Not passed from one man to another.

Held in the middle of a choice.

Her pussy began tightening around Julian.

I felt it beneath my fingers.

He felt it around his cock.

"She's close," I said.

Julian's jaw clenched.

"Tell me what she needs."

I knew.

The knowledge belonged to our marriage.

"Keep the angle. Do not go harder. Kiss her neck."

He obeyed.

"Lena, look at me."

Her eyes found mine.

"Tell me whose wife you are."

"Yours."

"Tell me whose cock is inside you."

"Julian's."

"Tell me why."

Her body tightened.

"Because I chose him."

"And who is making you come?"

She cried out as the coming hit.

"Both of you."

Her pussy clenched hard around Julian. Her legs shook. Her fingers dug into my hand.

I watched my wife come around another man's cock while saying I was part of it.

The sight broke something open inside me.

Not my marriage.

The fear that there was room for only one kind of intimacy.

Julian stopped moving and held himself deep while her coming passed.

Then he looked at me.

"Do not look away," I said.

Tears on her temples.

A smile I had never seen before.

My hand still in hers.

"Yes," I said.

Julian looked down at Lena. "Tell your husband what you want now."

Lena opened her eyes.

"Yes. Fuck me now."

Julian's control finally broke.

He fucked my wife.

Not brutally.

Not carelessly.

Hard enough that the bed moved beneath them. Deep enough that her breasts shook. Fast enough that the room filled with the sounds I had imagined and feared.

Lena looked at me through all of it.

"Stroke your cock," she ordered.

I obeyed.

"Look at how much I can take."

Julian drove into her.

"Look at your wife getting fucked by the man she chose."

My fist moved faster.

"Tell me I am a cuck," I said.

The request came from somewhere stripped clean of pride.

Lena smiled.

"You are my cuck."

Julian groaned.

"My sweet little cuck, watching a bigger man fuck his wife."

I came across my stomach.

My wife's name broke from my mouth.

Julian stayed inside her and watched me finish.

Lena held my eyes.

"Good cuck," she whispered.

This time, I heard love inside the filth.


CHAPTER 29

LENA - I OPENED FOR HIM

Julian did not come during my first coming.

He held himself deep when Evan came.

That mattered more than I expected.

The man inside me was still hard, still deep, still breathing like control cost him something. But he waited while I reached for my husband.

Evan leaned over me.

I kissed him.

His come was still warm on his stomach. Julian's cock was still inside my pussy. The three of us remained connected by the most impossible moment of my life.

Evan leaned close enough that our mouths touched.

"Still full," I whispered. "Still scared. Still wanting him."

His eyes burned into mine.

"Then make him finish in front of your cuck."

I turned my face toward Julian.

"Keep fucking me."

Julian held my hips and waited for the command.

I rolled against him.

"Slow for three strokes. Then put me on top."

"I want to control how deep you go while my husband watches."

Evan's cock twitched despite his coming.

Julian nodded.

"Good."

He began moving again.

Slower now.

The sharp edge of the stretch had disappeared. My body opened around him more easily, slick enough that each stroke glided deep.

I looked down at where we joined.

The sight made me gasp.

His dark cock, covered in the condom, sliding from my pale, swollen pussy. My lips pulled wide around him. My husband's fingers resting inches away.

"Look," I told Evan.

"I am."

"No. Touch me there. Feel what he is doing."

Evan placed two fingers beside Julian's cock as it moved into me.

His face changed.

"Jesus."

"How wide?"

His fingers traced the stretched edge of my pussy. "Wider than the toy. Wider than my cock."

The comparison sent heat through me.

"Does that make you feel small?"

"Yes. But you still feel like my wife. More than ever."

I reached for him.

Julian stopped and withdrew slowly.

The emptiness came with a rush of slick heat.

I stared at his cock when it came free. The condom shone. He was still thick and hard.

I had taken all of it.

The knowledge changed the way I looked at myself.

Julian lay on his back.

I climbed over him.

Before lowering myself, I looked at Evan.

"Come behind me."

He moved onto the bed and knelt at my back.

His hands settled at my waist.

Julian held his cock upright.

I rubbed the head through my soaked pussy.

"Give me your cock again," I said.

Julian held it upright between us.

"Watch me take him," I told Evan.

I pressed down slowly, controlling every inch as the broad head opened me.

My hands on Julian's chest.

Evan's hands at my hips.

I lowered myself until Julian filled me completely.

All of him disappeared inside my body.

I stopped and breathed.

"Look at her," Evan whispered behind me.

Julian's hands moved to my thighs.

"I am."

"Tell her."

"You take me beautifully."

The praise made me ache.

I lifted and lowered myself once.

Julian groaned.

Evan's hands guided my hips, not controlling, helping me find balance.

I began riding Julian while my husband knelt behind me.

Each time I lowered myself, I felt the full thickness stretch me again. Each time I rose, his cock dragged through every sensitive place inside me.

"Tell your cuck," Evan said.

"Like too much," I gasped. "And I still want more."

I rode Julian faster.

His hands moved over my breasts.

Evan kissed the back of my neck.

"Tell your cuck what you wanted," Julian said.

I looked over my shoulder.

"I wanted this."

"Details," Evan demanded.

The command made my pussy tighten around Julian.

"I wanted a cock so big I had to breathe through the first inch."

I lifted and dropped again.

"I wanted you to see my pussy stretch around another man."

Julian's hips rose beneath me.

"I wanted to ride him and feel all the difference you were afraid of."

Evan's hand moved around my body to my clit.

"Say what you know now."

"Now I know."

"Say it."

I moved harder on Julian.

"Your wife can take all of him."

Evan rubbed my clit faster.

"Tell me I am still your husband."

The need cut through the scene.

I turned enough to look at him.

"You are my husband."

"And my cuck."

"His cock fills me better. You are still the man who lets me surrender."

Evan kissed me.

Julian drove upward at the same moment.

I came again between them.

My body clenched around Julian while my husband's fingers worked my clit and his mouth swallowed my cries.

I opened for the man I chose.

I came because my husband stayed.


CHAPTER 30

EVAN - THE SOUND SHE MADE

Julian came while Lena was still trembling from her second coming.

His hands locked around her hips.

"I am coming," he growled.

"Fill the condom," Lena said. "Make my husband watch."

Then he held her hips and drove upward with three deep movements that made a sound I would remember for the rest of my life.

Not her scream.

The sound beneath it.

A broken, satisfied moan that came from somewhere I had never reached because I was not built like him.

Jealousy struck hard enough to make me dizzy.

Julian groaned and held Lena down against him while his cock pulsed inside the condom.

My wife remained filled by another man as he came.

She looked back at me.

Her face was wet with tears. Her hair clung to her neck. Her mouth hung open while she felt Julian finish deep inside her without leaving anything in her body.

"Evan," she whispered.

I touched her shoulder.

"I'm here."

Julian went still, buried deep while his cock pulsed.

Lena gripped my hand.

"Stay inside me."

Julian obeyed.

I watched his hands on my wife’s hips.

I watched the place where his cock remained buried inside her.

"Do not move," I said.

"Let her feel every last pulse."

Lena reached behind herself and took my hand.

For a full minute, no one moved.

Then she lifted slowly.

Julian's cock slid out.

The condom was full at the tip.

The sight hit me with a new kind of humiliation. Evidence of what would have been inside her if not for the barrier. Evidence of how much he had wanted my wife.

Lena looked too.

"Take it off," she said.

Julian reached for the base.

"No. Evan."

My breath stopped.

She looked at me.

"Use your hands, little cuck."

I stared at the used condom on another man's cock.

Every part of me wanted to refuse.

Every hidden part wanted to be included in the final detail.

"Watch me," I said.

Julian remained still while I moved between them.

I pinched the condom at the base and rolled it off his softening cock. It was warm in my hand. Heavy at the tip.

Humiliation burned through my face.

Lena watched closely.

"My little cuck cleaning up after the man who fucked his wife."

My cock stirred.

Julian's eyes went to me.

Julian watched me clean the evidence from his cock.

"Yes," I said.

I tied the condom and placed it in the trash.

Then I took a warm towel and cleaned Lena's thighs.

Julian watched me care for my wife after he had been inside her.

The scene could have felt degrading in the wrong way.

Instead, it felt like reclaiming my role without pretending nothing had happened.

Lena touched my hair.

"Come here."

I lay beside her.

She curled against my chest, naked and exhausted. Julian remained seated at the foot of the bed, giving us space.

"Tell me what he did to you," I said.

Lena knew I did not want comfort.

"He stretched me wider than you."

My cock hardened against her thigh.

"He reached deeper."

The truth hurt exactly where I needed it.

She took my hand.

She pressed my fingers against her swollen opening.

"Feel what your bull did."

I traced the place Julian had stretched.

"His cock gave me a fullness yours cannot."

I flinched.

She kissed my mouth.

"And your jealousy made me want every inch."

Julian watched us from the foot of the bed.

I kept my fingers against my wife.

"Tell me where he felt better."

She answered without protecting me.

"The fullness. The stretch. The deep pressure."

My cock hardened weakly against her thigh.

She noticed.

"Look at your little cuck."

"Do not soften it."

"His cock did things yours cannot. Your hands, your voice, and your jealousy made me take all of him."

Julian spoke from the foot of the bed.

"She used everything you taught her."

I looked at him.

"Say more."

"She watched you every time I went deep. She came when your hand joined us."

I wanted to reject the comfort.

Instead, I heard the respect in it.

"Good."

The word tasted strange and necessary.

Julian nodded.

Lena kissed my chest.

"The answer you are afraid of is yes."

I already knew it.

"You want him again."

She looked at Julian, then back at me.

"Yes."

The word cut cleanly.

My cock hardened fully despite everything.

Lena smiled. "There he is."

I grabbed her face and kissed her.

"You are impossible."

"And you chose to watch."

"You chose him."

"I chose what you become when you watch me take him."

My hand tightened against her swollen pussy.

That sentence became the truth of the night.


CHAPTER 31

LENA - BETWEEN MY HUSBAND AND JULIAN

Aftercare was not quiet.

Not with Julian still sitting at the foot of the bed.

Not with my pussy swollen around the memory of his cock and Evan staring at the place another man had opened.

Julian handed me water. I drank three mouthfuls and set the bottle aside.

Evan never looked away from my legs.

"Come closer," I said.

He moved between my knees.

His come had dried across his stomach. His cock was already beginning to harden again.

I spread wider.

"Look at your wife."

His eyes dropped.

My pussy was red, slick, and visibly swollen. The condom had kept Julian’s come out of me, but nothing could hide what his size had done.

Evan touched one finger to my opening.

I flinched from the tenderness and pushed back against him anyway.

"He left me open for you," I whispered.

Evan’s breath broke.

Julian watched from the chair.

That made the touch dirtier.

"Tell him," Evan said.

I looked at Julian.

"My husband is touching the pussy you just fucked."

Julian’s jaw tightened.

Evan slid one finger into me.

It went in too easily.

Humiliation crossed his face before hunger swallowed it.

"Say it," I told him.

"A bigger cock stretched my wife open."

My body clenched around his finger.

"Again."

"Julian made you loose enough for my hand."

"Not loose."

I caught his wrist and pushed his finger deeper.

"Opened."

He swallowed.

"Julian opened my wife for me."

The words made my clit pulse.

Evan added a second finger.

I moaned and looked at Julian.

"Watch my cuck feel what you did."

Julian leaned forward, elbows on his knees.

"I am watching."

Evan curled his fingers inside me.

The pressure found the same tender place Julian had reached with his cock.

I cried out.

Evan froze for half a heartbeat.

I gripped his hair.

"Do not turn gentle now."

His eyes lifted to mine.

"Make me tell you the truth."

He moved his fingers again.

"His cock felt better there," I gasped.

Pain flashed across Evan’s face.

His cock became fully hard.

"Filthy little cuck," I whispered. "Your wife tells you another man reached deeper, and you get harder."

He pushed me back against the pillows.

Then he lowered his mouth to my pussy.

The first lick made my entire body jerk.

I was too sensitive.

I was not going to hide from it.

Evan spread me with both thumbs and licked the swollen place Julian had used.

Julian watched my husband clean me with his tongue.

The image was more intimate than any towel.

More humiliating too.

"Taste what your bull left behind," I said.

There was no come inside me.

Only my own slick heat, the condom’s faint smell, and the evidence of another man’s body.

Evan understood what I meant.

He licked deeper.

I pulled his face against me.

"Good cuck."

His groan vibrated through my pussy.

Julian’s hand moved over the front of his trousers.

I saw it.

"Hard again," I said.

The words were a taunt.

Julian’s eyes stayed on Evan’s mouth between my legs.

"Enough to remember her."

Evan lifted his head.

Jealousy burned in his face.

"She is not a memory yet."

He stood and stripped the rest of his clothes away.

His cock looked smaller after Julian.

The comparison was no longer theoretical.

I wrapped my hand around it.

"My husband’s cock," I said.

Then I looked at Julian.

"My cuck’s cock."

Evan shuddered.

I guided him to my opening.

"Slow for the first stroke," I ordered. "Then fuck me with everything you felt while he was inside me."

Evan pushed in.

My body accepted him immediately.

He felt it.

His face twisted.

"He made this easy."

"Say his name."

"Julian made my wife easy for me."

My cunt clenched around him.

"Now fuck the pussy he stretched."

Evan drove deeper.

The familiar shape of him moved through my pussy, still tender from Julian’s thickness.

It was not the same sensation.

It was ours.

He began with slow strokes, each one dragging through the ache another man had created.

I held his face.

"Give me the dirty truth. One word at a time."

His hips struck mine.

"Bigger?"

"Much."

Another stroke.

"Deeper?"

"Yes."

Harder now.

"Better?"

"The fullness was better."

His cock pulsed inside me.

"And me?"

I bit his lower lip.

"You are the husband who made me take it."

That answer broke something open in him.

Evan fucked me harder.

Not to erase Julian.

To use him.

Every stroke carried the image of the bigger cock that had been inside me minutes earlier.

Julian stayed in the chair and watched.

I turned my face toward him.

"Tell my husband what you saw when I came."

Julian’s voice was low.

"She looked for you."

Evan drove into me.

"Again."

"She clenched around my cock and reached for her husband."

Evan’s rhythm became brutal.

I wrapped my legs around him.

"Tell him what she called him," Evan said.

Julian’s stare held mine.

"Her little cuck."

Evan groaned and buried himself deep.

I felt him beginning to lose control.

"Come in the wife your bull opened," I whispered.

He drove into me twice more.

Then Evan came inside me.

His face stayed against mine.

His body shook while Julian watched my husband fill the space he had occupied.

I came around Evan with a smaller, sharper wave.

The sound belonged to our marriage.

It still carried Julian inside it.

When Evan stopped moving, he did not pull away.

He stayed buried in me and looked at the man in the chair.

"She came back to my cock."

Julian nodded.

"She never left your marriage."

The sentence did not soften what had happened.

It made it dirtier.

Because Julian was right.

I had taken another man completely.

I had compared them without mercy.

I wanted Julian again.

And I was still holding my husband inside me.

I kissed Evan slowly.

"My bull opened me," I whispered against his mouth.

Then I tightened around him.

"My cuck brought me home."


CHAPTER 32

EVAN - WHAT SHE GAVE BACK

We left the hotel at two-thirty in the morning.

Julian went first.

At the door, Julian cupped Lena's jaw and kissed her. It lasted long enough to promise another night but not long enough to make the goodbye cruel.

Then he faced me.

"Are we all right?"

I considered the question.

"Ask me tomorrow."

"Fair."

"Did you enjoy my wife?"

Lena inhaled behind me.

Julian answered carefully.

"Yes. Very much."

"Was she what you expected?"

"No."

My stomach tightened.

"Better?"

"More complicated."

The answer surprised me. "How?"

Julian looked toward the closed hotel room. "I was married once. By the end, we had stopped telling each other the truth long before we stopped touching. Lena wanted my body, but she watched yours every second. I will not help either of you turn honesty into another kind of silence."

My throat tightened.

"Goodnight," I said.

Julian nodded and left.

In the elevator, Lena leaned against me.

"You asked if he enjoyed me."

"I needed his answer. I needed confirmation that what I saw was real."

"Did it hurt?"

I looked at the floor numbers descending. "Yes. And I liked hearing it."

Lena smiled against my shoulder.

"My cuck."

At home, we did not go directly to bed.

We sat on the kitchen floor with our backs against the cabinets, drinking water from the same bottle. Lena wore my shirt. I wore sweatpants. The ordinary room made the night feel even more impossible.

"Tell me what you need," she said.

"Every detail."

"Now?"

"Not all at once. But no protecting me."

"All right."

"Tell me what you liked more, what you liked less, and what you want again."

She studied me. "The fullness. He did not know my body without instructions. And I want to ride him again."

My cock stirred as jealousy tightened my stomach.

"What would you change?"

"More teasing. I rushed because I had waited so long."

"You want a longer night."

"Maybe more than a night."

The answer opened the next door.

"A weekend."

Lena looked at me.

"Eventually."

"You already imagined it."

"Yes."

"Where?"

"Beach house. Neutral place. Two bedrooms. A pool. No schedule forcing us to leave at two in the morning."

My cock hardened.

"You want to wake up with him there."

"I want to know what it feels like when the fantasy lasts through breakfast."

"Would you sleep with him?"

"I don't know."

"Honest."

"I would want to."

My breath caught.

Lena placed her hand over my cock.

"And you would want to hear us through the wall."

The image hit hard.

"Maybe."

"Liar."

"Yes."

She kissed me.

"Not yet."

The same words we had used for sex.

A boundary, not a denial.

I touched her swollen lips.

"What did you give back to me tonight?"

Lena took my hand and placed it over her heart. "Everything that was ours before. Plus the truth."

"That he felt better in some ways. That you want him again. That you may want a weekend."

"Yes. And none of those things made me want to leave you."

That was what she gave back.

Not innocence.

Not exclusivity.

Something harder to earn: the whole truth without the loss of love.


CHAPTER 33

EVAN - THE PHOTOGRAPH I KEPT

The photograph Lena took the next morning never showed Julian's face.

It showed mine.

I sat on the hotel bed wearing only my trousers, one hand around a coffee cup, the other resting on my wife's bare thigh.

Lena stood between my knees in my white shirt.

The buttons were open.

Purple marks curved along her hips where Julian had held her.

Her pussy was hidden by the hem, but the way she stood told the story. Legs slightly apart. Weight careful. Body still tender from the first time another man had fucked her.

Julian took the picture.

"Closer," Lena told him.

He moved forward.

"Get the marks."

My stomach tightened.

"You want proof?"

She looked down at me.

"I want my husband to remember what he watched."

Julian framed the shot again.

Lena placed one hand on my shoulder and pulled the shirt higher.

Her bare pussy appeared above my knee.

Swollen.

Wet again.

My cock hardened beneath the coffee cup.

"There he is," she whispered.

Julian took the photograph.

The image caught my face looking up at my wife while the evidence of another man's cock remained between her thighs.

No smile.

No performance.

Only jealousy, pride, exhaustion, and a hard cock I could not hide.

Lena studied the screen.

"Perfect."

"Delete it if he hates it later," Julian said.

I looked at the photograph.

"Send it to me."

Lena's eyes sharpened.

"Why?"

"Because I want to remember that I stayed."

Julian sent it.

At breakfast, Lena sat between us in a corner booth. The shirt belonged to me, but Julian's fingerprints remained on her waist beneath it.

She stole fruit from his plate.

He handed her coffee without asking how she took it.

I watched small domestic gestures form around the most indecent night of our marriage.

That frightened me more than the sex.

Lena saw it.

Her hand disappeared beneath the table and closed around my cock through my trousers.

"Jealous of breakfast, love?"

"A little."

"Hard?"

"Yes."

She smiled at Julian.

"My cuck thinks you knowing how I take coffee is more dangerous than your cock."

Julian looked at me.

"He may be right."

The honesty cut cleanly.

Lena stroked me beneath the table while discussing the beach house she had found online.

Two bedrooms.

Private pool.

Forty-eight hours.

I looked at the photograph on my phone.

My wife standing over me, marked and open, while the man she chose held the camera.

Then I looked at Lena between us.

The fantasy had survived morning.

That was why the next invitation became possible.


CHAPTER 34

LENA - THE WEEKEND I ASKED FOR

Three days later, I asked Evan for the beach house.

Not because I expected an immediate yes.

Because hiding the fantasy would have returned us to the marriage we had before my first confession, and neither of us wanted that version anymore.

We were in bed on Tuesday morning. Evan had one hand resting on my thigh. My body still carried tenderness when he touched me deeply, but the soreness had become a private reminder instead of pain.

"I want to ask for the next experiment," I said.

He became still.

"Already?"

"Ask, not schedule."

"What is it?"

"A weekend with Julian."

His hand tightened on my thigh.

"Forty-eight hours?"

"Friday night to Sunday morning."

"Where?"

"A rented house near the beach. Two bedrooms. We decide sleeping arrangements before each night."

"You have been researching."

"Imagining."

"Same thing with you lately."

I smiled.

"Do you want the dirty version?"

"I want all versions."

I rolled onto my side to face him.

"I want to see Julian outside a hotel room. I want to swim with him. Eat with both of you. Wear a bikini while you watch him look at me. I want the tension to last all day instead of being packed into a few hours."

Evan's cock began hardening against my leg.

"And at night?"

"I want you to choose whether you watch, participate, or listen from the other room."

His breath changed.

"You want to sleep with him."

"I want the possibility."

"Without me in the bed."

"Maybe."

"While I hear you."

"If that is what we choose."

His cock was fully hard now.

I stroked him slowly.

"Imagine waking up because your wife is moaning in the next room. Imagine coming downstairs and seeing me in his shirt. Imagine the marks on my body while all three of us drink coffee."

Evan groaned.

"You planned every wound."

"I found every place your desire lives."

"Same thing."

"Do you want it?"

He looked at me.

"Part of me does."

"And the rest?"

"The rest remembers the sound you made when Julian came inside the condom."

I touched his face.

"That sound hurt you."

"Yes."

"Do you want it erased?"

He considered.

"No. I want to understand it."

"Then ask me."

"What was the sound?"

I closed my eyes and remembered Julian filling me, Evan's hands, the shock of a new sensation inside the safety of my husband's presence.

"It was surprise. Pleasure. The end of waiting. And knowing you had watched all of it without leaving."

"Would you make it again?"

"Probably."

His cock pulsed in my hand.

"Would you tell me if he made you feel something better than I can?"

"Yes."

"Would you still come back to my bed?"

"Yes."

"Even if I asked you to sleep with him one night?"

The question became real between us.

I answered carefully.

"I would sleep where we agreed. In the morning, I would come to you. Not because Julian means nothing. Because you are my husband and the weekend belongs to our experiment."

Evan pulled me closer.

"I am not saying yes."

"I know."

"But I am not saying no."

I smiled.

"I know that too."

He rolled me beneath him.

"Tell me what you would wear at the pool."

"The white bikini you said was too small for the neighborhood."

"What would Julian do?"

"Put sunscreen on my back."

"How low?"

"As low as you let the fantasy go."

"And if his hand goes beneath the bikini?"

"I ask."

"And if I say I want to watch?"

"Then your wife gets wet under another man's hand while her cuck sits beside the pool."

Evan drove into me.

The soreness made me gasp.

He stopped instantly.

"Take it."

"Yes. Slow."

He moved carefully.

Even in fantasy, even in filth, even after another man had stretched me open, my husband listened.

That was why I could keep asking for more.


CHAPTER 35

EVAN - THE MORNING AFTER THE CHOICE

The morning after Lena asked for the weekend, we met Julian for breakfast.

Not because we needed to plan anything yet.

Because I wanted to see the three of us in daylight.

Hotels had softened reality. Dim lamps. Closed curtains. White sheets. Rooms where nobody knew us and nothing needed to survive beyond checkout.

A crowded café at nine on a Saturday morning offered no such protection.

Lena wore jeans, sandals, and a pale-blue blouse. Ordinary clothes. Her hair was tied loosely at the back of her neck. No red dress. No bracelet displayed for effect. No lingerie chosen for another man.

Still, when she walked toward our table and saw Julian standing near the window, her entire face changed.

She smiled before she could control it.

I saw.

Julian saw me see.

That was why I had wanted breakfast.

He hugged her. The embrace lasted two seconds longer than a friendly greeting. Lena's hand rested at the middle of his back. Julian's palm settled above her waist.

No one in the café knew he had fucked my wife six nights earlier.

The secret made the ordinary room obscene.

"Morning," Julian said to me.

"Morning."

We shook hands.

His grip was the same as always. Calm. Direct. The hand that had held Lena's hip while his cock filled her now closed around mine across a table set with sugar packets and laminated menus.

My body reacted.

Lena noticed.

She sat beside me instead of beside Julian.

That small choice settled something in my chest.

We ordered coffee. Lena crossed one leg over the other and winced faintly.

Julian saw it.

"He left you sore," Julian said.

The question was quiet, but not quiet enough to feel private.

Lena glanced at me.

"A little."

My cock hardened beneath the table.

Julian's eyes moved to mine.

"Evan checked every mark afterward."

I answered before Lena could. "Tender. Swollen. Beautiful."

"Good."

Lena lifted her coffee.

"My husband checked me like a crime scene."

"I was making sure you were okay."

"You were also staring at how swollen another man left your wife."

A server passed close enough that all three of us became silent.

The moment she moved away, Lena smiled into her cup.

"Look at him," she told Julian. "He is hard under the table."

Julian did not look down.

That restraint made the humiliation sharper.

"Is that true?" he asked me.

I could have refused the game in public.

Instead, I answered.

"Yes."

"Because she is sore?"

"Because you know why."

Julian nodded.

"Thank you for the honest answer."

Lena rested her hand on my thigh beneath the table.

"My good little cuck."

The words were barely audible.

They still burned.

Breakfast arrived. Eggs for me, fruit and toast for Lena, oatmeal for Julian. For ten minutes, we talked about work, traffic, and the weather near the coast.

The normal conversation unsettled me more than dirty talk.

Julian knew how Lena looked when she came around his cock.

Lena knew how he sounded when he lost control.

I knew both of those things.

And now he was telling us that one of his clients had tried to deadlift in running shoes.

The fantasy had entered daylight and remained real.

"Why did you ask us here?" Julian said eventually.

I put down my fork.

"I needed to see whether I could sit with you after."

"Can you?"

"I am sitting here."

"That was not the question."

Lena squeezed my thigh.

I looked at Julian.

"Yes. It is harder than the hotel."

"Why?"

"Because there you were the man in the scene. Here you are a person my wife might laugh with, remember, and want even when no one is naked."

Julian did not defend himself.

"That frightens you."

"Yes."

"Does it make you want me gone?"

I looked at Lena.

She did not plead with her eyes. She waited.

"No," I said.

The answer surprised me with its clarity.

"But I need the ordinary parts to have shape too."

Lena nodded.

"Such as?"

"No private relationship hidden inside the sexual one. Messages stay in the group unless they are about logistics or an emergency. If either of you wants private contact, you tell me first."

Julian considered.

"What if Lena wants to ask me something about her body that she does not want to put in front of you?"

The question irritated me before I understood it.

"Why wouldn't she want me to know?"

Lena answered.

"Because transparency does not mean I lose every private thought."

My first instinct was fear.

Then I remembered what we had learned.

Trust was not surveillance.

"You tell me that a private conversation happened," I said. "Not necessarily every detail. But no secret meetings, no deleted messages, no emotional decisions about us without me."

"Fair," Julian said.

Lena kissed my cheek.

"Good husband."

The praise affected me more than cuck did in that moment.

Julian leaned back.

"And the weekend?"

"We are considering it."

Lena's hand moved higher on my thigh.

"He said yes to the fantasy. We haven't decided how the weekend works."

"Then there is no invitation yet."

"Correct," I said.

Julian looked at Lena.

"What part do you want most?"

She did not answer immediately.

"Morning," she said.

The word surprised both of us.

"Not sex?" I asked.

"Sex too. But I want the morning after a night where we don't have to rush home. I want to wake up and see what we feel. I want to know whether Evan can look at me across breakfast after hearing me with you."

The café around us became distant.

Julian's voice remained calm.

"And if he cannot?"

"Then I go to him."

"Even if you are in my bed?"

"Especially then."

I looked at my wife.

That answer did not remove the jealousy.

It gave me somewhere to stand inside it.

Julian finished his coffee.

"When you invite me, I will come. Until then, the fantasy stays with the two of you."

He stood.

Lena looked disappointed that he was leaving.

I saw it.

This time, the sight did not feel like proof of danger.

It felt like information.

Julian hugged her goodbye.

Then he shook my hand.

"Take care of the marriage before you plan the house."

"We will."

He left.

Lena watched him through the window until he disappeared along the sidewalk.

"You miss him already," I said.

"A little."

My cock stirred.

She turned to me.

"And you?"

I thought about the handshake. The breakfast. The question of morning.

"A little."

Lena's smile became slow and dangerous.

"My cuck misses the bull who fucked his wife."

I gripped her thigh under the table.

"Keep your voice down."

"Make me."

I paid the bill.

In the parking garage, I pressed my wife against our car and kissed her while Saturday shoppers passed at the far end of the level.

"What are you doing?" she whispered.

"Taking you home."

"Why?"

I opened the passenger door.

"Because I want you to describe breakfast while I fuck you."

Lena climbed into the car with a smile.

"Then drive, little cuck."

That afternoon, she told me every time she had looked at Julian across the table and remembered his cock inside her.

I made her repeat the details until neither of us could speak.

The fantasy had survived daylight.

So had we.


CHAPTER 36

EVAN - THE WHITE BIKINI

The white bikini arrived four days before we booked the beach house.

Lena opened the package on the kitchen island while I cooked dinner.

The fabric looked too small to cover anything important.

"You chose the size," she said.

"I chose the smallest one that could still be called clothing."

"My husband is learning."

She stripped in the kitchen.

No teasing delay.

No walking upstairs.

One moment she wore a work dress. The next she stood naked beneath the pendant lights, pulling thin white strings over her hips.

The bottoms barely covered her pussy.

The top pushed her breasts high and left most of them exposed.

My cock hardened against the counter.

Lena turned.

The back was a narrow triangle disappearing between her ass cheeks.

"Julian will lose his mind," she said.

"That's the point."

She looked over her shoulder.

"You want every man at the pool staring too."

"Yes."

"You want them wondering which one of us belongs to Julian."

The question struck deeper than expected.

"You belong to yourself."

She rolled her eyes.

"Don't become poetic while your cock is trying to tear through your pants."

She crossed the kitchen and pressed her bikini-covered pussy against me.

"Say the dirty version."

I gripped her ass.

"I want men staring at my wife while the bull who fucked her stands beside the pool."

"More."

"I want Julian watching them look and knowing he already had what they want."

Her nipples hardened beneath the white triangles.

"And you?"

"I want to sit there with my cock hard, knowing I packed the bikini."

Lena kissed me.

"Good cuck."

She bent over the island.

The white thong vanished between her cheeks.

"Take a picture for Julian."

I picked up my phone.

She spread her legs enough that the fabric pulled tight across her pussy.

"Closer," she said.

I moved until the camera framed the wet white cloth and the curve of her ass.

"Tell him what you want."

I typed beneath the photograph.

Evan: I chose this. She wears it at the beach house.

Julian answered:

Julian: Then I will spend the weekend deciding how long it stays on.

Lena read the message and moaned.

I pulled the bikini bottoms aside and pushed my cock into her over the kitchen island.

She was already soaking.

"Read it again," I said.

She held the phone against the counter and read Julian's words while I fucked her.

"How long it stays on," she gasped. "Not long, corninho. He'll peel it off your wife by the pool."

I drove deeper.

"And then?"

"Then you watch him fuck the woman you dressed for him."

My hands tightened around her hips.

"Say whose wife you are."

"Yours."

"Whose bull?"

"Ours."

I came inside her while the white bikini remained twisted around one thigh.

Afterward, Lena sent Julian a second photograph.

This one showed my cum leaking beneath the white fabric.

Lena: Evan wanted you to see what waits for the weekend.

Julian: Tell him I see it.

Then another message.

Julian: And tell my chosen woman to pack his shirt for the first night.

Lena turned the phone toward me.

The beach house listing remained open on my laptop.

Two bedrooms.

One pool.

Forty-eight hours.

I clicked Book.


EPILOGUE

EVAN - FORTY-EIGHT HOURS

Julian answered the group message at 8:14 on Thursday night.

Lena and I sat at the kitchen table with the beach house open on my laptop.

Two bedrooms.

Private pool.

Forty minutes south of Tampa.

Far enough to feel separate from our ordinary life. Close enough that we could be home before Monday morning.

Lena wore the white bikini beneath my open shirt.

She had refused to change after I fucked her over the island.

The wet fabric still carried my cum.

Her message to Julian had been simple.

Lena: Evan booked the house. Forty-eight hours. Friday through Sunday. Are you coming?

No conditions disguised as seduction.

No numbered list.

The shape of the fantasy was already clear.

Julian with us through dinner.

Julian beside the pool.

Julian hearing Lena laugh in daylight instead of only moaning in a hotel room.

Two bedrooms because Evan needed to discover whether a wall made the jealousy worse.

A white bikini because my wife wanted every man near the water looking at her.

My shirt because she wanted to wear it when she knocked on Julian's door.

His answer appeared.

Julian: Yes.

One word.

Lena's pussy tightened against my thigh.

"Read it," she said.

"He said yes."

"Again."

"Julian is coming for the weekend."

Her smile became slow and dangerous.

"And where do you picture me sleeping Friday night?"

The question cut deeper than anything in the hotel.

Sex had a beginning and an end.

Sleeping beside another man lasted through silence.

Morning breath.

The weight of an arm across her waist.

My wife opening her eyes and seeing someone else first.

My cock hardened under the table.

Lena felt it.

"There he is."

"I don't know where you sleep."

"Liar."

"I picture you knocking on his door in my shirt."

Her hand closed around my cock.

"Underwear?"

"None."

"What do I say?"

I looked at the booking confirmation.

"Tell him your cuck wants to hear you through the wall."

Lena's fingers tightened.

"And morning?"

"You come downstairs in his shirt."

"Sore?"

"Enough that I see it when you walk."

She climbed across my lap.

The wet bikini pressed against my trousers.

"Cruel husband."

"You taught me."

She kissed me, then looked at the screen again.

Julian had sent another message.

Julian: Tell Evan I will not pretend breakfast means less than the bedroom.

That was why he remained dangerous.

Not because his cock was larger.

Not because Lena had screamed around him in a hotel bed.

Because he understood that ordinary moments could cut deeper than sex.

Coffee.

A towel placed around my wife's shoulders.

His hand at the small of her back while they crossed the kitchen.

Lena saw the fear reach my face.

"You still want it."

"Yes."

"Say what you want most."

I looked at her body in the white bikini I had chosen.

"I want to see whether I can watch you live beside him for two days and still ask for more."

Her expression softened without losing its hunger.

"And I want to find out whether my husband is hard when the fantasy wakes up beside us."

She opened the group chat and recorded a voice message.

"Julian, pack for the pool. Pack for dinner. Pack enough clothes to make my cuck wonder which shirt I will wear Saturday morning."

She looked at me while she continued.

"And bring the cock he finally admitted belongs inside his wife."

She sent it.

My cock pulsed beneath her.

Julian answered with a photograph of an open suitcase.

Black swim shorts.

Dark shirts.

Condoms.

Nothing else needed explanation.

Lena took my phone and placed it face down.

Then she opened my trousers and climbed onto my cock without removing the bikini.

The wet white fabric twisted between us.

"Forty-eight hours," she whispered while she rode me. "Your wife, her bull, and the cuck who invited him back."

I gripped her hips.

"Whose wife are you?"

"Yours."

"Whose bull?"

"Ours."

She came hard around me.

I followed seconds later, staring at the booking confirmation over her shoulder.

Friday.

Two bedrooms.

One man my wife had chosen.

And a husband hungry enough to hear her through the wall.
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Evan has finally watched Julian fuck his wife. But a hotel room cannot answer the question burning through all three of them. Next comes forty-eight hours under one roof, two bedrooms, one thin wall, and breakfast with Lena wearing her bull's shirt.
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Continue now with The Weekend.
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