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CHAPTER ONE

The Message He Could Not Finish

COLE

The message arrived at 2:13 in the morning.

I was awake because I had never learned how to come down cleanly after a show. The club could empty, the music could stop, the women could take their perfume and laughter home, but the rhythm stayed under my skin for hours. I usually burned it off with a shower, a drink, and whatever bad decision happened to answer her phone.

That night I was alone on my couch, one boot still on, scrolling through requests we had not answered.

Most were predictable.

My wife has always wanted a Black man.

Can you make my husband watch?

How big are you really?

Do you travel?

Then I opened Mark's message.

I want both of you. She knows. But there is something I have never asked for. I need help asking.

No photo. No chest-thumping introduction. No attempt to sound casual. Just one clean sentence and a confession hiding behind it.

I read it twice.

Then I sent a screenshot to Marcus.

His reply came three minutes later.

He is afraid of the question, not the answer.

That was Marcus. Give him twelve words and he would find the one you had tried to bury.

I typed back.

You awake because you miss the blonde or because you are old?

The three dots appeared, vanished, appeared again.

Fuck you.

I grinned.

There he is.

I opened Mark's profile. Thirty-six. Married eleven years. Marketing consultant. A few photographs of lake weekends, restaurant tables, a woman with dark hair and a wide, knowing smile. Tessa. She was curvy without apology, full tits under a yellow summer dress, one hand resting on Mark's chest in every other picture.

He always leaned toward her.

She always looked at the camera as if she knew more than the person holding it.

I sent him one line.

We do not judge. We only need the truth. What do you want?

Then I set the phone down.

Five minutes passed.

Ten.

I poured bourbon and stood at the window. The city below looked honest at that hour. No traffic pretending to matter. No offices lit for men avoiding their marriages. Just red lights blinking over rooftops and the occasional car moving through the dark.

My phone buzzed once.

I picked it up.

I want to taste.

That was all.

No object. No explanation. He had removed the dangerous noun and hoped the verb would save him.

I called Marcus.

He answered without greeting.

“What did he say?”

“He wants to taste.”

Silence.

Then, “His wife?”

“He did not say.”

“He did not need to.”

I took a slow drink.

Marcus had been different since Rachel and Daniel. Quieter, which should have been impossible. He still worked. Still trained clients. Still walked onto the stage and made half the room forget its own name. But something had slipped under the armor.

He had watched a husband love his wife through jealousy and found the sight more dangerous than sex.

“You interested?” I asked.

“In the couple?”

“In the question.”

He exhaled.

“You already know the answer.”

I did.

The question interested me because Mark had sent it to us, not to a stranger in a dark room. He wanted two bulls for his wife, but one of them had become part of his own fantasy. Maybe both.

That did not shock me.

Men watched us differently than women did. Women usually looked at our mouths, our hands, the shape under the trousers. Men looked at everything and pretended they were measuring danger. They told themselves they were comparing. Protecting. Evaluating.

Sometimes they were.

Sometimes the hard cock in their jeans was telling a cleaner truth.

“I will answer him,” I said.

“What are you going to say?”

“The word he is avoiding.”

“Do not push too hard.”

I laughed softly.

“You know who you called, right?”

“I know exactly who I called. That is why I said it.”

I went back to the message.

You want to taste a cock. Yours, mine, or Marcus's?

The reply did not come for nearly an hour.

When it did, I was in the shower, hot water striking the back of my neck.

Yours first. I think. I do not know. I want my wife to see.

I read it with water running down my chest.

There it was.

Not just hunger. Witness.

He wanted Tessa to see him cross the line he had drawn around himself. He wanted her to know the man she loved contained more rooms than he had admitted.

I typed with wet fingers.

Does she know you want this?

She knows there is something. She told me to ask you.

That changed the temperature.

Tessa had not been protected from Mark's desire. She had pushed him toward it.

Good.

I called Marcus again.

“This couple is ours,” I said.

He was quiet for a moment.

“You take the husband.”

“I was planning to.”

“I will take care of Tessa.”

“Listen to you. Almost romantic.”

“Cole.”

“I know.”

I stared at Mark's last message while steam clouded the mirror.

A man had spent years wanting something and fearing the name of it. His wife had finally made him type the first sentence.

The rest would happen with his mouth.


CHAPTER TWO

The Question Behind It

MARCUS

Cole liked to believe he could read any room before entering it.

He was usually right.

That did not mean he understood what the room would do to him.

We met the next afternoon at the gym after my last client left. Cole sat backward on a folding chair near the squat racks, forearms resting across the back, sunglasses still on indoors because he enjoyed being irritating.

I wiped down a bench and waited.

He hated silence when it belonged to someone else.

“He sent pictures,” Cole said eventually.

“Tessa?”

“The house. The bedroom. Tessa in the dress she wants to wear.”

I looked at him.

“And?”

“And she is trouble.”

“That is not information.”

“It is when I say it.”

He handed me his phone.

Tessa stood in front of a mirror wearing a dark blue dress that wrapped around her waist and opened low over her tits. Her hair fell in black waves to her shoulders. Mark was visible behind her, holding the phone. His face was partly hidden, but his eyes were fixed on her reflection.

In the next photograph she wore black lingerie. Lace over full tits. A thin strip of fabric over her pussy. Her wedding ring flashed where she held one strap aside.

The last image was Mark alone.

He was not physically weak. Broad shoulders, decent arms, the ordinary softness of a man who had once played sports and now spent too much time at a desk. His expression was the important part.

He looked embarrassed to be photographed.

He also looked directly into the camera.

“He chose that one himself,” Cole said.

“How do you know?”

“He sent it with the words, This is me.”

I handed the phone back.

“What are their rules?”

Cole's grin faded. Work replaced performance.

“Tessa has wanted two men for years. Mark wants to watch, participate, and decide some of the transitions. He wants her compared. She wants him provoked. They have discussed oral contact between him and us. No kissing between men unless Mark asks. No anal for either of them tonight. Finishing in her mouth is approved. Finishing in her pussy is not. They want the bed, the chair, and the mirror wall involved.”

“And the hidden question?”

“He wants to put his mouth on a cock after it has been in her.”

“Yours.”

“He said mine first.”

“First.”

Cole removed his sunglasses.

That word had reached him too.

“What do you think?” he asked.

“I think he has imagined more than he admitted.”

“No. About me.”

I leaned against the rack.

Cole rarely asked direct questions about himself. He offered himself as the answer before anyone could examine the question.

“You are curious,” I said.

“I have had men touch me.”

“That is not what I said.”

“I have had men use their mouths.”

“That is not what I said either.”

He looked toward the dark mirrors across the gym.

The place smelled of rubber mats, steel, and the lemon cleaner my staff used too heavily. Afternoon light cut through the high windows and made dust visible between us.

“I like making husbands admit things,” he said. “You know that.”

“You like the moment they stop lying.”

“Same thing.”

“No.”

His jaw shifted.

I had known Cole for nine years. We met at a touring show where he picked a fight with a promoter who had shorted the dancers. Cole talked like a knife, moved like music, and fought like a man who expected the world to enjoy watching. We became friends because I was the only person in the room who did not laugh when he threatened to break the promoter's nose.

Under all that noise, Cole needed truth more than most people needed affection.

Mark had offered him both.

“He is not asking you to perform a trick,” I said. “He is asking you to stand in front of his wife while he becomes someone he has hidden from her.”

Cole's eyes narrowed.

“That sounds dramatic even for you.”

“It is dramatic.”

“It is a cock in a mouth.”

“Then why are we talking about it?”

He looked away.

I picked up a plate and slid it onto the rack, though there was no reason to move it.

Rachel crossed my mind the way she had every day since that night. Not naked. Not even on the bed.

She was looking at Daniel while I stood behind her.

That was the part that stayed.

The intimacy did not exclude me, but it did not belong to me either. I had been allowed inside the room, inside the fantasy, deep in her cunt. Yet the thing that mattered most remained between husband and wife.

Maybe Mark wanted to move the boundary differently. Maybe he did not only want to watch Tessa receive us. Maybe he wanted the experience to pass through him.

“We should meet them before Saturday,” I said.

Cole blinked.

“We already have the video call tonight.”

“In person.”

“Why?”

“Because I want to see how he looks at you.”

Cole smiled, but there was no joke in it.

“And how Tessa looks at him,” he said.

“Yes.”

He stood and put the sunglasses back on.

“You worry too much.”

“You do not worry enough.”

“That is why we work.”

He started toward the door.

“Cole.”

He glanced back.

“Do not make him prove anything.”

The smile disappeared completely.

“I do not do that.”

“You make men walk farther than they planned because you can see they want the destination.”

“And?”

“Tonight, let him choose every step.”

Cole studied me.

Then he nodded once.

It was the only promise I needed.


CHAPTER THREE

What Tessa Already Knew

COLE

The video call began with Tessa laughing at Mark because he had positioned the laptop too low.

“All they can see is our chins,” she said.

“They know what faces look like.”

“They also know what competence looks like, and this is not it.”

Her hand entered the frame, lifted the screen, and revealed the room.

Warm kitchen. Copper lights over a long island. Half a bottle of red wine. Tessa in a soft gray sweater that slipped off one shoulder. Mark beside her in a black T-shirt, already flushed before we had asked a question.

Marcus sat next to me on my couch, shoulders filling half the screen.

Tessa looked at him first.

Most women did.

Her gaze moved over his chest, his arms, the quiet weight of him. Then she looked at me and smiled as if she had found the person who would cause the actual problem.

“Cole,” she said.

“Tessa.”

“You are exactly as annoying as I expected.”

“We have spoken for twelve seconds.”

“I read your messages.”

“Then you have excellent judgment.”

Mark laughed too quickly.

Tessa placed her hand on his thigh beneath the table. We could not see it, but his shoulders changed. He settled.

That told me more about them than their questionnaire had.

Marcus started with the practical details. He was good at that. Clear questions. No teasing. Names, timing, approved acts, contraception, testing, privacy, photographs, who would open the door, what they wanted the night to mean.

Tessa answered easily.

Mark answered when Marcus asked him directly.

When we reached the part that had brought them to us, silence took the kitchen.

Tessa sipped her wine.

Mark looked at the counter.

I leaned closer to the camera.

“Tell her.”

His eyes lifted.

“She knows.”

“She knows there is a locked door. Tell her what is behind it.”

Tessa did not rescue him. That was the first thing I liked about her.

She turned toward her husband and waited.

Mark swallowed.

“I want to taste them on you,” he said.

Her expression softened, but she still did not interrupt.

“And?” I asked.

He took a breath.

“I want to put my mouth on one of them.”

“One of us,” I said.

“Yes.”

“Which one?”

His cheeks darkened.

“You.”

The word crossed the screen and struck lower than I expected.

Tessa watched my face.

Marcus watched it too.

I smiled because smiling was what I did when a room gained teeth.

“Why me?”

Mark's gaze moved to my mouth, then away.

“You talk.”

Tessa laughed under her breath.

“That is usually a complaint,” I said.

“You say the thing everyone else is avoiding.”

“And you want me to say what you want?”

“No.” He looked directly at me now. “I want you to make me say it.”

There it was.

Not force. Not a trick. A structure. He wanted someone to hold the doorway open while he walked through under his own power.

Tessa leaned into him.

“Tell them the rest, baby.”

Mark closed his eyes for a second.

“I want her to watch me do it. I want her to tell me to. I want to taste her on you. And I want to know whether I like it.”

Tessa kissed his temple.

Her eyes remained on me.

“He will like it,” she said.

“You sound certain.”

“I know my husband.”

Mark gave her a helpless smile.

“She has known for years.”

“How?” Marcus asked.

Tessa traced one finger around the rim of her glass.

“Because whenever we watched anything together, he pretended to look at the woman while asking questions about the man. How big was he. What did she taste on him. Whether the husband ever touched him. Whether wanting to would make him gay.”

Mark covered his face with one hand.

“Jesus, Tess.”

“No shame in this house,” she said, lowering his hand. “Not anymore.”

I felt something in my chest loosen and tighten at once.

She was not using his confession against him. She was enjoying his embarrassment because he enjoyed being seen through, but the foundation beneath it was gentle.

That combination was dangerous.

“What do you want from Marcus?” I asked her.

Her eyes sharpened.

“I want to know what it feels like to take someone that big while Mark watches.”

Marcus did not move.

“And from me?”

“I want your mouth near my husband's ear while it happens.”

Mark's breath changed.

Tessa smiled at him.

“I want you to tell him what I look like. I want you to call him what he has asked me to call him. I want him hard, jealous, humiliated, and completely loved.”

Mark stared at her.

“You practiced that.”

“I have been married to you for eleven years. I did not need practice.”

Marcus asked, “What does he want to be called?”

Tessa answered without looking away from her husband.

“My cuck. My little husband. My good boy when he earns it.”

Mark shifted in his chair.

I leaned back.

“And what do you want to be called?”

Her smile became slower.

“Whatever fits once I am no longer pretending to be polite.”

“Dangerous answer.”

“I sent the right message, then.”

We talked for another forty minutes. The ordinary details mattered. Towels. Water. Music. Who smoked. Whether the neighbors could hear. Where Marcus and I would change. What would happen after.

Then Tessa asked the question that told me she had understood the real risk.

“What happens if Mark gets emotional afterward?”

“He will,” Marcus said.

Mark looked at him.

Marcus continued calmly. “Maybe during. That does not mean anything went wrong. It means the thing mattered.”

Tessa nodded.

“And you?” she asked me. “What happens if you get emotional?”

I laughed.

“That is not on the questionnaire.”

“No,” she said. “But it is in your face.”

For the first time that night, I had no line ready.

Marcus ended the silence.

“We arrive at eight Saturday.”

Tessa raised her glass.

“We will be ready.”

Mark looked at me one last time before the screen went dark.

Not at Marcus.

At me.

I sat with the blank laptop for several seconds.

Marcus stood.

“You liked him choosing you.”

I closed the computer.

“He chose a role.”

“No. He chose you for the role.”

“Go home, Marcus.”

He did not argue.

That was worse.


CHAPTER FOUR

The Night Before

MARK

Tessa shaved her legs in the bath while I sat on the closed toilet and tried not to stare at the black lace hanging from the back of the door.

We had bought it together three days earlier.

She called it lingerie.

I called it the thing that had prevented me from concentrating at work.

The bathroom was warm with steam and vanilla soap. Candlelight moved across the tile because Tessa said the overhead light made preparation feel like a medical appointment. Her dark hair was clipped on top of her head. Water shone on her shoulders and full tits whenever she leaned forward.

She lifted one leg from the bath and ran the razor from ankle to knee.

“You are quiet,” she said.

“I am watching.”

“You have watched me shave before.”

“Not the night before two men come here to fuck you.”

The razor stopped.

She looked at me.

My cock hardened beneath my sweatpants so quickly it hurt.

Tessa smiled.

“There he is.”

“Who?”

“My honest husband.”

She finished the stroke, rinsed the blade, and lifted her other leg.

I watched the small movements. Water running down her calf. White cream gathering along the razor. Her red-painted toes curling against the edge of the tub.

The ordinary intimacy made tomorrow feel more obscene.

I had seen this woman sick, pregnant once and miscarrying before we told anyone, laughing so hard she snorted wine, asleep with her mouth open, furious with me over a forgotten anniversary, naked in every light a marriage could create.

Tomorrow I would see her open for men whose cocks had lived in our fantasies for months.

And I wanted one of those cocks in my mouth.

The thought made my stomach turn.

My cock got harder.

Tessa stepped from the bath. I held out the towel. She let me wrap it around her and pull her close.

“Tell me again,” she said.

“What?”

“What you want.”

“I already told you.”

“Tell me when you can smell my skin.”

Her face was inches from mine. Steam had turned the ends of her hair damp. I could smell vanilla, warm water, and the clean scent of the scrub she used between her thighs.

“I want to watch Marcus fuck you,” I said.

Her eyes did not leave mine.

“I want to see whether he is really as thick as he looks. I want you to compare him to me. I want you to call me your cuck while you take him.”

“And Cole?”

My mouth went dry.

“I want you to suck him.”

“That is not the part you are afraid to say.”

“No.”

She waited.

I could have looked away.

That was how I had survived most of my life. Change the subject. Make a joke. Turn hunger into curiosity and curiosity into theory.

Tessa had spent eleven years loving me past every defense.

“I want his cock in my mouth after it has been in you,” I said.

Her hand tightened around the towel between us.

“I want to taste your pussy on him. I want you to watch. I want you to tell me to keep going when I get scared.”

Her lips parted.

“And if you like it?”

“I think I will.”

“I know you will.”

Jealous heat moved through me.

“You sound very sure about my mouth on another man.”

“I am sure about you wanting it.” She kissed me once, softly. “Liking a cock does not take anything away from what you are to me.”

“What if it changes how you see me?”

“It will.”

The answer struck so hard I stepped back.

Tessa caught my face in both hands.

“I will see more of you,” she said. “That is the change.”

My eyes burned.

She kissed me again before I could turn the moment into shame.

Then she dropped the towel.

“Lotion.”

I laughed shakily.

“You are cruel.”

“You love me cruel.”

She walked naked into the bedroom and sat at the vanity. The black lace waited on the door. A bottle of lotion stood beside her perfume.

Three days earlier, I had brought two pairs of panties into the dressing room. Tessa rejected both, placed them back in my hand, and asked what would frighten me more than lace. I finally understood. No panties. Only the black bra, garter belt, stockings, and the blue dress hiding her bare pussy.

Tessa had stood in front of the mirror with the discarded lace hanging from one finger and looked at me through the glass.

“This is what you want your wife not wearing when two bulls arrive?”

“Yes.”

“Say what it makes me look like.”

My face had burned while my cock hardened against the zipper.

“Like a slut who dressed for big cocks.”

She had smiled, dropped the panties onto the chair, and turned slowly. Nothing covered her ass. Nothing waited beneath the dress for the men I had chosen.

“Your slut wife?” she had asked.

“My big-cock slut wife.”

“Good.” She bent toward the mirror, spread her legs slightly, and watched me stare. “Then tomorrow you can tell them your wife knows exactly what she dressed for.”

I warmed the lotion between my palms and began with her shoulders.

Preparation became ritual.

I rubbed slow circles over her back, down her arms, across the soft curve of her waist. She watched me in the mirror. When my hands reached her tits, her nipples tightened beneath my palms.

“Tomorrow,” she said, “Marcus will touch these.”

My cock pressed against her lower back.

“Yes.”

“Cole too.”

“Yes.”

“And you will watch.”

“Yes.”

She opened her thighs.

I worked lotion over them, avoiding her pussy because she had told me not to touch it until she asked.

“Tomorrow, I am going to sit in front of you with one bull behind me and one in my mouth.”

My breathing roughened.

“And what will you be doing, love?”

“Watching.”

“Only watching?”

I met her eyes in the mirror.

“No.”

“Say it.”

“I will put my mouth on Cole.”

“Good boy.”

The words went through me like a current.

She stood and let me fasten the bra around her. Black lace lifted her tits and left the nipples nearly visible. Below the garter belt, her pussy remained completely bare. I knelt to hook the straps to her stockings.

Tessa placed one foot on my thigh.

“Look at me.”

I looked up.

She was my wife.

She was the woman who knew where I hid.

“Tomorrow,” she said, “you do not apologize for wanting. You do not ask whether I still love you every five minutes. You do not turn your courage into a joke afterward.”

I swallowed.

“What do I do?”

“You tell the truth.”

“All of it?”

“All of it.”

She ran her thumb across my lower lip.

“Even when your mouth tastes like another man's cock.”

I closed my eyes.

She laughed softly and pulled me to my feet.

That night we slept badly.

At three in the morning, I woke with Tessa's hand wrapped around my cock and her mouth near my ear.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered, “I am going to watch my husband become free.”

I came against her palm before she stroked twice.


CHAPTER FIVE

Two Men at the Door

MARCUS

Tessa opened the door wearing the blue dress from the photograph.

The image had not shown how it moved.

Soft fabric crossed over her full tits, tightened at her waist, and opened when she shifted one leg behind the other. Her dark hair was loose now. Gold hoops caught the warm light from the hallway. The perfume reaching us smelled of amber, orange peel, and something darker beneath it.

Mark stood three feet behind her.

He wore a white shirt with the sleeves rolled to his forearms and black trousers that fitted him better than the clothes in his photographs. He had dressed carefully. That mattered.

His eyes went to me first.

Then Cole.

They stayed on Cole.

“Eight exactly,” Tessa said. “That is either respectful or terrifying.”

“Marcus is respectful,” Cole said. “I am the other thing.”

Her smile widened.

Mark laughed, but the sound caught halfway out.

We entered.

Their house had the polished warmth of people who liked having friends over. Dark wood floors. Framed travel photographs. A long cream sofa facing a low fireplace. Red wine breathing on the kitchen island beside four glasses. Slow R&B moved through hidden speakers, a woman's voice stretching each word over a bass line.

The ordinary details sharpened the reason we were there.

A wedding photograph stood on the mantel. Tessa in white, Mark crying openly while she laughed at him.

Cole noticed it too.

“You have always been emotional,” he said.

Mark looked toward the photograph.

“Apparently.”

“Good.”

One word. No teasing. Mark's shoulders lowered slightly.

Tessa touched Cole's arm as she passed him on the way to the wine. Her fingers stayed for one second longer than politeness required.

Mark saw.

His eyes dropped to the place she had touched.

His cock made a visible line beneath his trousers.

Tessa saw that too.

She handed me a glass, then Cole, then her husband.

“To bad ideas made honestly,” she said.

Cole lifted his glass.

“The only kind worth having.”

We drank.

Conversation began with work because people needed ordinary ground before they stepped off it. Tessa managed a small architecture office. Mark ran campaigns for medical companies and hated every phrase his clients approved. Cole told them about a bride who had bitten him during a show. I explained why most men performed squats incorrectly.

Tessa showed us a photograph from their first apartment. The kitchen had yellow cabinets and a refrigerator covered in magnets. Mark stood at the stove in boxer shorts, burning something in a pan while she laughed behind the camera.

“We had no money,” she said.

“We had a mattress on the floor and one good wineglass,” Mark added.

“Which he broke during our first argument.”

“You threw a dish towel at me.”

“It was emotional.”

Cole studied the photograph.

“How long before you told him you wanted other men?”

Tessa's smile slowed.

“Seven years.”

Mark took a drink.

“And how long before you told her you wanted to watch?” Cole asked him.

“Three minutes after that.”

Tessa laughed.

“He was waiting for permission.”

Mark looked at his wife.

“I was waiting to know whether wanting it would hurt you.”

“And now?”

“Now I know hiding hurts us more.”

The sentence moved quietly through the room.

I thought about the years inside any marriage that no stranger ever saw. Burned dinners. Broken glasses. Losses carried without photographs. A fantasy did not arrive in an empty house. It entered a history.

That was why the ordinary conversation mattered.

Laughter came easier after the second pour.

The tension never left.

Tessa sat beside Mark with one leg crossed toward us. Each time she shifted, the dress opened enough to show the top of a black stocking. Cole watched without pretending otherwise.

Mark watched Cole watch her.

I watched the marriage.

Tessa placed her hand on Mark's knee.

“You are thinking too loudly,” she said.

“I have not said anything.”

“Exactly.”

Cole leaned forward, elbows on his thighs.

“What are you thinking?”

Mark's thumb moved along the stem of his glass.

“That you are both bigger in person.”

Tessa laughed.

“There he is.”

Cole glanced at me.

“Which one disappoints you more?”

Mark looked startled.

Then he smiled despite himself.

“I did not say disappointed.”

“No. Your trousers said terrified.”

Tessa's eyes dropped to her husband's lap.

“My husband is not terrified.”

Mark looked at her.

“No?”

She slid her hand higher on his thigh.

“He is hard.”

The room changed.

Nothing had happened. No clothes removed. No command given.

But the careful evening was over.

Cole leaned back and opened his knees, not enough to be theatrical, just enough for Mark to see the thick outline beneath dark denim.

“Those can happen together,” he said. “Fear and a hard cock.”

Mark stared.

Tessa squeezed his thigh.

“Tell him.”

“I am hard,” Mark said.

“For your wife?” Cole asked.

“Yes.”

“For me?”

Mark inhaled slowly.

“Yes.”

Cole did not smile.

That was when I knew he understood the weight of the answer.

Tessa stood.

“I am going upstairs to finish getting ready.”

She bent and kissed Mark. Slow. Her hand curved around the back of his neck.

When she pulled away, she looked at Cole.

“Take him outside.”

Mark blinked.

“Tess.”

“You asked for help asking. Ask.”

Then she looked at me.

“Come with me, Marcus. I want to show you where my husband will watch.”

She walked toward the stairs without waiting.

Cole moved toward the glass doors leading to the balcony.

Mark remained between us for one suspended second.

Then he followed Cole.

I followed Tessa.

At the top of the stairs, she glanced back at me.

“Do you think he will do it?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“You sound certain.”

“He has already done the harder part.”

“What was that?”

“He let you know he wanted it.”

Tessa stopped outside the bedroom.

For the first time since we arrived, her confidence softened.

“I love him more for telling me,” she said.

“I know.”

“How?”

“Because you keep looking toward the balcony even when you are standing beside me.”

Her eyes held mine.

Then she opened the bedroom door.

Black sheets. Low lamps. A wide mirror covering half one wall. A leather chair positioned near the foot of the bed.

The room was ready to become something else.


CHAPTER SIX

The Balcony

COLE

The air outside was cold enough to make honesty feel sharper.

Mark closed the glass door behind us. Music became a low pulse through the wall. The balcony overlooked a line of backyards and bare trees. Somewhere nearby, a dog barked once and stopped.

I took a cigarette from the pack in my jacket.

“You smoke?” Mark asked.

“Only when men are about to confess something.”

“That often?”

“Often enough to keep a pack.”

I offered him one.

He shook his head.

I lit mine and waited.

Mark stood near the railing, hands in his pockets. Through the glass, Tessa and Marcus had disappeared upstairs. His gaze went to the empty staircase.

“Jealous?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“Hard?”

“Yes.”

“Good start.”

He gave me a strained laugh.

“You make everything sound simple.”

“Most things are simple. They are not easy.”

I drew smoke into my lungs and let it out slowly.

“You said you wanted help asking. Ask.”

His jaw tightened.

“I want to put my mouth on your cock.”

“You already told me that.”

“In person.”

“You are speaking to the night. Look at me.”

He did.

The fear in his face was not fear of me. It was fear of watching his own identity move.

Men were often trained to treat wanting as ownership. If they wanted a woman, they were men. If they wanted a man, every label in the room turned toward them like a jury.

Mark's wife had given him permission to stop performing certainty.

He still needed to give it to himself.

“Again,” I said.

“I want your cock in my mouth.”

“Why?”

“I want to know what it feels like.”

“That is curiosity. Why me?”

His eyes moved down my chest, to my belt, then back up.

“Because you would not pretend it meant nothing.”

The cigarette paused halfway to my mouth.

He continued before courage abandoned him.

“You would look at me. You would make me know I was doing it. Marcus would let me have the moment quietly. You would make it impossible to hide from myself.”

I flicked ash over the railing.

“And you want Tessa watching.”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because I have spent years wanting her to know me and years hiding the part I thought would make her leave.”

“But she did not leave.”

“No.”

“She dressed for it.”

His mouth curved.

“Yeah.”

I stepped closer.

“Say the word.”

“What word?”

“The one you think changes you.”

His throat moved.

“Bisexual.”

The night did not split open.

No house light went dark. No wedding ring vanished from his hand. No voice announced a verdict.

Mark breathed out.

“I might be bisexual,” he said.

“Maybe.”

He frowned.

“You keep saying that.”

“Because men like you often think one act must come with a complete biography.”

“What was it like for you?”

The question made me look toward the dark yards.

“My first time with a man?”

“Yes.”

I could have lied. Turned it into a story with a punch line and perfect lighting.

Instead I told him the truth.

“I was twenty-four. Touring show in Chicago. One of the dancers kissed me after the last performance because we were both drunk and angry at the same promoter.”

“Did you kiss him back?”

“Yes.”

“Did you like it?”

“Yes.”

“What happened?”

“We went to his hotel room. Used our mouths. Slept on opposite sides of the bed. The next morning we acted as if nothing happened because neither of us knew how to speak about it without turning it into a joke.”

Mark rested both hands on the railing.

“Did it change you?”

“It showed me something that was already there.”

“Did you want him again?”

“No. I wanted other men later. Not him.”

“And women?”

“Never stopped.”

He nodded slowly.

“My fear is that liking this means everything before it was false.”

“Your marriage?”

“My attraction to Tessa. The man I thought I was.”

I stepped closer to the railing beside him.

“One new truth does not make the old truths lies. It makes the map bigger.”

Mark looked at me with a tired smile.

“That almost sounded wise.”

“Do not tell Marcus.”

“Maybe.”

“Maybe?”

“You have wanted one cock. That tells you what you want tonight. You can choose the label when it feels useful.”

He stared at me.

“I thought you would tell me to own it.”

“I am telling you to own the wanting. Labels can wait outside.”

A surprised laugh escaped him.

“You are not what I expected.”

“You expected a professional asshole.”

“I expected the man from the messages.”

“That man is real.”

“And this one?”

I held his gaze.

“Also real.”

The answer unsettled me more than him.

I had built a life from being readable in one direction. Cole Bennett wanted the room. Cole Bennett could make a husband blush, a wife beg, a crowd scream. He never needed anything from them except reaction.

Mark was asking who existed when the reaction stopped.

I crushed the cigarette in the metal ashtray.

“Your wife wants you to ask her too.”

“I know.”

“Do it before anyone touches anyone.”

“What if my voice fails?”

“Use the voice you have.”

He nodded.

I opened the door.

Warm music and amber light returned.

Mark touched my arm before we went inside.

“Cole.”

I looked back.

“When it happens, do not be gentle because you are worried about me.”

“That is not the same as rushing you.”

“I know.”

“What do you want me to call you?”

His face flushed again.

“Her cuck.”

“And when your mouth is on me?”

He swallowed.

“Your good boy. If I earn it.”

Heat moved low through me.

I opened the door wider.

“Then earn it.”


CHAPTER SEVEN

The Woman Who Knew

MARCUS

Tessa had arranged the bedroom around the mirror.

The bed stood sideways to it, so anyone kneeling on the mattress could see the chair, the doorway, and every movement behind them. Lamps on both nightstands cast warm light across black sheets. Three candles burned on the dresser. The air smelled of cedar, perfume, and the red wine she had carried upstairs.

She placed her glass down and turned toward me.

“Do you want me now?” she asked.

“Yes.”

No performance. The truth was enough.

Her eyes moved over me slowly.

“Mark asked me whether I thought you would be bigger than the photographs.”

“What did you say?”

“I said photographs lie in both directions.”

“And what do you think?”

“I think my husband is going to struggle.”

The way she said struggle made it sound like a gift.

Tessa stood in front of the mirror and reached behind her neck. The blue dress opened at the back.

“Help me.”

I took the zipper between two fingers and lowered it.

The fabric separated down her spine. Black lace appeared. Her skin was warm where my knuckles brushed it.

She watched my reflection.

“Mark chose this dress.”

“He has good taste.”

“He chose the lingerie too.”

The dress slid from her shoulders and gathered at her waist. Full tits pressed against lace, nipples visible beneath the pattern. Garters traced her thighs. She stepped out of the fabric and kicked it aside.

“He wanted me to look like a wife who planned to be bad,” she said.

“You do.”

“He wanted me to prepare for both of you while he watched.”

“He did?”

Her smile softened.

“He rubbed lotion into my skin. Fastened every hook. Knelt to clip these stockings.” She lifted one foot onto the edge of the bed. “He was shaking.”

I looked at the wedding ring on her hand.

“He loves you.”

“I know.”

“Do not use what he tells you tonight as a weapon later.”

The warmth left her expression.

“I would never.”

“I know. I still say it to every couple.”

She studied me.

“You have seen someone do that.”

“Yes.”

“What happened?”

“I left.”

“To the husband?”

“To both of them. A fantasy can survive jealousy. A marriage cannot survive contempt.”

Tessa nodded slowly.

“Mark is not weak.”

“No.”

“He thinks wanting a man makes him less.”

“Tonight he will discover whether he believes that after the wanting becomes real.”

“And Cole?”

I glanced toward the bedroom door.

“Cole thinks he knows what role he is playing.”

“You disagree.”

“I think Mark asked for the man underneath it.”

Tessa smiled.

“You love him.”

“He is my brother.”

“That was not what I said.”

I said nothing.

She reached for my shirt and began opening the buttons.

“Mark and I decided something,” she said.

“What?”

“The night begins before the bed.”

She pushed the shirt from my shoulders.

“You and Cole will sit in the chairs. I will dance for my husband. Then I will dance for both of you. No one touches my pussy until Mark asks one of you to.”

“Which one?”

“He does not know.”

“And you?”

She placed her palm flat against my chest.

“I know exactly who I want first.”

Her hand moved down my stomach and stopped at my belt.

Footsteps sounded in the hall.

Tessa stepped away.

Mark entered with Cole behind him.

Mark saw his wife in black lace and stopped.

The raw hunger in his face made her glow.

Cole noticed my open shirt, Tessa's hand still near my waist, the dress on the floor.

His smile returned, but it was softer than usual.

Tessa walked to Mark.

She touched his face.

“Ask me,” she said.

He looked at Cole, then me, then back at his wife.

“Tess, I want to put my mouth on Cole tonight.”

Her thumb moved over his cheek.

“I know.”

“I want you to watch.”

“I will.”

“I might want Marcus too.”

Tessa's breath caught, not with surprise but with excitement.

“Then you can want Marcus too.”

Mark's eyes filled.

She kissed him.

Not tenderly.

She took his mouth with hunger, fingers in his hair, pressing her lace-covered tits against his chest while two bulls watched.

When she pulled back, his lips were wet.

“No more hiding,” she whispered.

“No more hiding.”

Then she turned toward the chairs.

“Sit down, gentlemen.”


CHAPTER EIGHT

Ask for It

COLE

Tessa danced for her husband first.

That choice told us who owned the room.

She began with her back to him, close enough that the loose ends of her hair brushed his knees. The music moved slowly, a voice full of smoke and patience. Tessa rolled one shoulder, then the other, letting the robe of ordinary life fall away without removing a single piece of lace.

Mark watched her as if he had never seen his wife undress.

Maybe he had not seen this version.

She turned and placed one heel between his shoes. Her knee slid between his thighs. She did not grind against him. She only let him feel the threat of it.

“What are you thinking?” she asked.

“That they are watching you.”

“Who?”

“Marcus and Cole.”

“Say what they are.”

“The bulls.”

Her fingertips moved down the front of his shirt.

“And what are they watching?”

“My wife teasing me before they fuck her.”

Tessa smiled.

“Better.”

She lowered herself onto his lap, facing him, but kept her weight on her knees so her pussy hovered above the hard line in his trousers. Mark's hands lifted automatically.

She caught both wrists.

“No touching.”

His breath shook.

Tessa guided his hands to the arms of the chair and held them there while she moved above him. The lace over her pussy brushed his belt buckle. Her tits hovered inches from his mouth.

“Tell them how long you have wanted this.”

Mark looked toward us.

“Years.”

“How many?”

“Five. Maybe six.”

“And you hid it from me.”

“Yes.”

She pressed her forehead to his.

“My silly husband.”

Then she looked at Marcus through the mirror.

“Come closer.”

Marcus stood behind Mark's chair. His presence changed the scale of the scene. Tessa remained on her husband's lap while a man nearly twice her width stood above both of them.

She reached back without looking and found Marcus's thigh. Her fingers traced upward over black trousers until they met the heavy shape beneath the fabric.

Mark felt the movement through her body.

His cock jumped under her.

“What did you touch?” she asked him.

“Marcus.”

“Where?”

“His cock.”

“Through the trousers.”

“Yes.”

“Is it bigger than yours already?”

Mark's eyes closed.

“Yes.”

Tessa kissed him softly.

“Good cuck.”

I came to the other side of the chair. She took my hand and placed it on her waist. Marcus's hand settled on the opposite hip.

Tessa stayed seated over Mark while two bulls held his wife.

No one touched her tits. No one touched her pussy. The restraint made every breath louder.

“Look at me, love,” she said. “This is the last moment tonight when I am only sitting on your lap.”

Mark stared at her.

“And after?”

“After, I will be between them.”

His cock pushed hard against her lace.

Tessa felt it and laughed against his mouth.

“My husband gets hard when other men hold me.”

She rose slowly, leaving him without contact.

Then she turned toward us.

Marcus and I sat in two leather chairs near the mirror. Mark took the center chair facing the bed. Tessa stood between his knees while the singer on the speakers dragged a note low enough to feel against the skin.

She touched no one at first.

One hand moved through her hair. The other followed the curve of her waist. She watched Mark as she rolled her hips, slow enough to make the lace between her thighs shine in the low light.

Mark gripped the arms of the chair.

“Hands in your lap,” she said.

He obeyed.

“Do not touch your cock until I tell you.”

His breathing deepened.

Tessa turned, giving him her back. She bent forward just enough for the slit in the blue dress to open and show that Mark had sent her into the room with nothing covering her ass or pussy.

Mark made a broken sound.

She looked over her shoulder.

“What is it, love?”

“You know.”

“Tell the bulls.”

He looked at us.

“My wife knows what that ass does to me.”

Tessa straightened and unclipped one stocking from the garter. Then the other. She did not remove them. She let the straps hang loose and turned toward Marcus.

“Stand.”

Marcus rose.

She stepped close, her face level with the center of his chest. She moved around him without touching, breathing in the clean scent of his skin and cologne. When she reached his back, her fingers traced the muscles beside his spine.

Mark watched every inch.

Tessa came around to Marcus's front and rested both hands on his belt.

“Tell me to open his belt,” she said to Mark.

It was the transfer of power they had chosen before we arrived, and Tessa made him speak it aloud.

Mark's cock strained against his trousers.

“Open it.”

She opened the belt.

The buckle clicked in the quiet room.

She lowered the zipper but left Marcus covered by black boxer briefs. The shape beneath the fabric was thick and heavy, curving down one thigh.

Tessa stared.

“Jesus.”

Mark leaned forward.

“Show me.”

She looked at him.

The words had come out stronger than he expected.

A pleased smile touched her mouth.

She hooked her fingers into the waistband and lowered it enough for Marcus's cock to spring free, dark and half-hard, already heavier than most men fully stiff.

Tessa's mouth opened.

Mark whispered, “Fuck.”

Marcus did not move.

He let them look.

Tessa wrapped one hand around him. Her fingers could not meet.

Fully hard, Marcus measured just under nine inches, but the number was not what made Mark stare. It was the thickness. Tessa needed both hands to show how much of him her husband had chosen for her.

She looked at Mark through the mirror. “Nearly nine inches and thick enough to split your slut wife wide. You picked this for me.”

Mark rubbed his palm over the hard line in his trousers. “I picked him.”

“Then watch your big-cock whore enjoy what her cuck chose.”

“Love,” she said, eyes still on the cock in her hand. “Look at this.”

“I am looking.”

“He is not even fully hard.”

“I know.”

She lifted Marcus's cock and let the weight settle across her palm.

“Bigger than you already.”

Jealousy crossed Mark's face.

His cock jumped beneath his trousers.

Tessa laughed softly.

“Poor cuck.”

Mark closed his eyes for one second.

“Say it again.”

“My poor little cuck chose a cock his wife can barely hold.”

I felt my own cock harden.

Not only from Tessa. From Mark asking for the knife and leaning toward it.

She turned to me.

“Stand, Cole.”

I rose.

Tessa left Marcus exposed and came to me. She opened my shirt one button at a time, eyes on Mark through the mirror. When the shirt fell open, she flattened both palms over my chest.

“Your husband chose me for his mouth,” I said.

Mark's face flamed.

Tessa smiled.

“He did.”

“Does that turn you on?”

“More than I expected.”

She opened my belt.

I watched Mark, not her hands.

“Tell him why.”

Tessa lowered my zipper.

“Because he has spent years pretending he only wanted other men for me.”

Her hand slid beneath my waistband.

My cock pulsed against her palm.

“And now?” I asked.

“Now my husband is going to taste the cock he chose.”

She pulled me free.

Mark stared at my cock as if it had answered a question before his mouth could form it.

Tessa weighed me in her palm and glanced back at Marcus. One bull built thick enough to stretch her. The other long enough to reach deeper. Mark had chosen both differences and now had to watch his wife understand them with her hands.

I was a little over nine inches, longer than Marcus but not as thick. Veins rose under the skin. The head was already wet.

Tessa wrapped her hand around me and stroked once.

Mark's lips parted.

I looked directly at him.

“You want this?”

“Yes.”

“That is not how you ask.”

His hands tightened in his lap.

Tessa stroked me again, thumb spreading the bead of precum over the head.

“Ask him, baby.”

Mark's voice came low.

“I want your cock in my mouth.”

“Louder.”

“I want your cock in my mouth, Cole.”

“Good.”

I touched Tessa's chin and turned her face toward me.

“But your wife gets it first.”

I kissed her.

Mark groaned.

Tessa opened immediately, tongue meeting mine, one hand still around my cock while the other reached back for Marcus. She held both bulls at once, kissing me while her husband sat trapped in the chair by his own command.

I broke the kiss.

Her lips were swollen.

“Look at him,” I said.

She turned toward Mark.

“Your wife has two cocks in her hands, cuck.”

Mark's chest rose and fell.

“Tell him what you are going to do with us.”

Tessa squeezed Marcus, then me.

“I am going to take the thick one in my pussy and the long one in my mouth.”

Mark made a helpless sound.

“And you?” she asked him.

“I will watch.”

“Not all night.”

His eyes dropped to my cock.

“No.”

“Tell me.”

“I will taste him.”

“After what?”

“After he has been in you.”

Tessa's smile became filthy and tender at once.

“My brave little cuck.”

She released us and walked back to him.

Then she knelt between her husband's knees and opened his trousers.

His cock sprang into her hand, smaller than either of ours but hard enough to pulse.

She kissed the head once.

“This is my husband's cock,” she said, looking up at him. “The cock I love.”

She glanced back at Marcus and me.

“And those are the cocks he chose to ruin his wife.”

Mark's eyes shone.

Tessa stood and pulled him to his feet.

“Take me to the bed, love.”

He did.


CHAPTER NINE

The First Command

MARCUS

Mark undressed his wife with the attention of a man opening something sacred and dangerous.

He stood behind Tessa at the edge of the bed, unhooked the black bra, and let it fall. Her full tits settled free, nipples dark and hard in the warm light. He kissed the back of her neck while his hands moved down her waist to the garter belt.

Cole and I stood near the mirror, shirts open, trousers low, cocks exposed.

Tessa watched us in the glass.

Mark watched her watch us.

He released the garter belt one hook at a time but left the stockings in place. When the final clasp opened, the lace fell away and confirmed what the blue dress had hidden all evening: his wife had arrived bare beneath it.

Her pussy was already soaked. Cream shone between swollen lips and traced the inside of one thigh.

Cole noticed Mark staring.

“Your wife got that wet while you undressed her in front of us,” he said.

Mark swallowed.

Tessa smiled at him through the mirror.

“Not only from you, love.”

“I know.”

“Say what made me wet.”

He glanced at my cock, then Cole's.

“The bulls.”

“Dirtier.”

“Their cocks.”

“Good husband.”

Tessa turned in his arms and kissed him. She pulled his shirt open, pushed it from his shoulders, and ran her palm down his chest until her fingers wrapped around his cock.

He groaned into her mouth.

She broke the kiss and looked toward me.

“Come here.”

I stepped forward.

Tessa stood between her husband and me. Mark's hard cock pressed against the back of her thigh. Mine hung heavy in front of her stomach.

She took me in one hand and him in the other.

The comparison was immediate.

Her fingers closed easily around Mark. They did not meet around me.

Tessa looked down and breathed out.

“Fuck, love.”

Mark's face tightened.

“Tell me.”

“You feel so small in this hand.” She stroked him slowly. “And Marcus feels like I am holding a weapon.”

His cock pulsed.

She laughed softly.

“The truth makes you harder, cuck.”

“Keep talking.”

Tessa pressed our cocks together. My head rose above his by inches. My thickness pushed his cock to one side.

“Look at them,” she whispered. “My husband and my bull.”

Cole stood behind me, watching Mark in the mirror.

“Which one is going to open your wife?” he asked.

Mark stared at the place where Tessa held us together.

“Marcus.”

“Which one is she going to scream on?”

“Marcus.”

Tessa tightened her hand around me.

“And which cock does she love?” Cole asked.

Mark's eyes lifted to his wife's face.

“Mine.”

Tessa released us and turned to kiss him again.

“Always yours,” she said against his mouth. “Even when his is buried in my cunt.”

Mark shuddered.

Cole moved closer and placed one hand on the back of Mark's neck.

“Put her on the bed.”

Mark guided Tessa onto the black sheets. She went to her hands and knees without being told, ass lifted, dark hair falling over one shoulder.

Cream glistened between her pussy lips.

Mark stood beside her, breathing hard.

“What did you want first?” I asked him.

He looked at the chair, then the bed.

“I want to see you prepare her.”

“With my mouth?”

“Your cock.”

Tessa looked back at him.

“My filthy husband.”

Mark came behind her and spread her ass cheeks with both hands, exposing her soaked pussy to me.

“Show him,” he said.

Mark looked straight at me, jealousy and hunger fighting across his face.

“Use that thick cock on my wife,” he said. “Make the slut I dressed feel every inch while she tells me what I cannot give her.”

Tessa pushed her ass higher. “You heard my cuck. Fuck his greedy wife.”

The command shook, but it held.

I stepped between Tessa's knees.

My cock brushed the inside of her thigh. She pushed back immediately, hungry for contact.

I caught her hip and kept her still.

“Your husband wants every second.”

“Then give him every second.”

I took my cock in one hand and dragged the broad head through her soaked pussy.

The sound was obscene in the quiet room. Slick flesh over slicker flesh. Tessa gasped and arched her back.

Mark's fingers tightened against her ass.

I circled her clit with the head, then drew it down through her cream and pressed against her hole without entering.

“Oh fuck,” she breathed. “So thick.”

“Tell your cuck what you feel.”

Tessa turned her face toward Mark.

“Love, his head is wider than your whole cock feels when you first push in.”

Jealousy flashed across his face.

His cock jumped.

I rubbed through her pussy again. Then I lifted my cock and let it fall across her ass with a heavy, wet slap.

Tessa moaned.

Mark stared at the dark cock lying against his wife's pale skin.

I did it again.

Slap.

Her ass rippled beneath the weight.

“Jesus,” Mark whispered.

Tessa laughed, breathless.

“He is heavy, baby.”

I laid my cock along the curve of her ass. The head reached above the base of her spine while the thick cock rested between her cheeks.

Mark touched the head with two fingers.

His hand trembled.

“Feel what you chose,” Tessa said.

He traced the vein along the underside, then looked at me.

“It is bigger than I imagined.”

“It will look bigger in her.”

His breath caught.

Cole stepped beside him and opened Mark's trousers farther, freeing the hard cock he had been trying not to touch.

“Stroke while you watch,” Cole said.

Mark wrapped his hand around himself.

Tessa pushed her ass back, trying to catch my head.

“Please.”

I held her waist.

“Please what?”

“Fuck me.”

“Dirtier.”

She looked directly at her husband.

“Please split your slut wife open with that big cock. Make my little cuck watch me take what he could never give me.”

Mark groaned and stroked faster.

I pressed the head against her hole.

Only pressure.

Her pussy stretched around the widest edge but refused the rest.

Tessa clawed the sheets.

“Oh God.”

Cole leaned near Mark's ear.

“Look at your wife's cunt trying to swallow him.”

“I am looking.”

“She is going to need help.”

Mark stepped closer.

“What do I do?”

“Tell her to open for her bull.”

Mark's voice broke when he spoke.

“Open for him, Tess. Take the cock I brought you.”

Her pussy relaxed by degrees.

The head slipped in.

Tessa cried out.

I held still with only that first thick part buried in her.

Her cunt fluttered and squeezed, trying to understand the size.

“Look at me, love,” she gasped.

Mark moved into her line of sight.

Tears of effort already shone at the corners of her eyes.

“He is so fucking thick.”

“I see.”

“It hurts.”

His hand stopped on his cock.

Tessa saw the fear.

She smiled through the strain.

“And I love it. Keep stroking, cuck.”

Mark obeyed.

I pushed one inch deeper.

Her moan dropped into a broken sob.

Cole watched her take me and spoke to Mark without looking away.

“Your wife is learning a new shape.”

Tessa laughed breathlessly.

“Teach me, Marcus.”

I withdrew almost to the head, then pressed back in, deeper this time. Cream gathered around my cock and coated me farther with each slow drive.

“Tell him,” I said.

“Baby, I can feel every vein. He is stretching my pussy so fucking wide.”

“Wider than me?” Mark asked.

“So much wider.”

His face twisted.

His cock hardened even more.

I felt Tessa notice the change in him. Her cunt tightened around me.

“Poor husband,” she whispered. “You love hearing your wife say another man is bigger.”

“I do.”

“Say what you are.”

“Your cuck.”

“My what?”

“Your little cuck.”

Tessa moaned and pushed back, taking another inch.

I gripped her hips.

“Good. Now watch your wife take the rest.”


CHAPTER TEN

Two Bulls, One Wife

COLE

Marcus fucked Tessa open slowly enough to make Mark suffer through every inch.

That was the difference between Marcus and most men who called themselves bulls. He did not confuse power with speed. He made the room understand what was happening before he gave it the next thing.

Tessa's pussy stretched around him in glossy, pulsing rings. Cream coated his cock almost to the base. Each time he drew back, her cunt clung to him. Each time he pressed forward, she made a sound lower than the last.

Mark stood beside the bed stroking his smaller cock and staring as if the sight had become religion.

I stayed close to him.

“Tell me what you see,” I said.

“My wife taking Marcus.”

“That is polite.”

His hand moved faster.

“I see his cock stretching her pussy around him.”

“More.”

“I see her pussy stretched wider than it gets around me.”

Tessa turned her face toward him.

“Much wider, love.”

Mark groaned.

Marcus pushed deeper.

Tessa screamed into the sheets.

Only two inches remained outside her.

Her thighs shook. The black garter straps bounced against her skin. Sweat shone along her spine.

“Take it,” Mark said.

The words surprised all of us.

Tessa looked up.

“What did you say?”

Mark stepped closer and wrapped one hand in her hair.

“Take all of him, you greedy slut. You begged me for two bulls. Now take the biggest cock in the room.”

Tessa's expression changed.

Pride. Hunger. Love sharpened by humiliation.

“My cuck found his voice.”

Marcus pulled back halfway and drove deep with one controlled stroke.

His balls struck her clit.

Tessa screamed.

Her whole body locked around him. Marcus stayed buried, hips pressed to her ass, letting her cunt pulse and struggle around every thick inch.

Mark stared at the place they joined.

“All of it?” he whispered.

“All of it,” Marcus said.

Tessa's cheek pressed to the sheets. Her eyes found her husband.

“He is in my stomach, baby.”

“You wanted him.”

“You chose him.”

“I chose the cock that could ruin you.”

She laughed and moaned at once.

“My filthy little husband.”

Marcus began to move.

Slow at first. Deep drives that made the bed creak. Flesh slapped against flesh. Tessa's tits swung beneath her. Her mouth stayed open, each breath broken by the weight of him reaching places Mark had only imagined.

I stood in front of her.

She saw my cock and opened her mouth immediately.

“No hands,” I told her.

Tessa lifted her chin.

I dragged the head over her lips, leaving precum across the dark red lipstick Mark had watched her apply. Her tongue came out, hungry.

“Ask your husband.”

She looked sideways at Mark while Marcus kept pounding deep.

“Tell me to suck your bull, cuck.”

Mark's face tightened.

“Suck his cock while Marcus fucks you.”

“Tell me what to do.”

“Make me watch every inch.”

I pushed the head into her mouth.

Her lips closed around me.

Heat and tongue.

Marcus drove into her at the same time, and the moan around my cock vibrated through my balls.

Tessa took more of me with each drive behind her. I held her hair away from her face so Mark could watch. Saliva slipped from the corner of her mouth. Her lipstick smeared over my skin.

“Look at your wife,” I said to him. “Thick cock in her cunt. Long cock in her mouth. What do you have?”

“My hand.”

“Your hand and the best view in the house.”

Tessa pulled off me long enough to speak.

“Stroke that little cock, love. Your wife is busy.”

Mark's eyes squeezed shut.

“Look at her,” I said.

He opened them.

Tessa swallowed my cock again, deeper this time. Her throat tightened around the head. Marcus gripped her hips and changed his angle, making her cry around me.

Mark came closer to the bed.

“Touch her,” I told him.

“Where?”

“Where she needs her husband.”

He knelt beside her and reached beneath her. His fingers found her clit between Marcus's heavy impacts.

Tessa jerked.

I pulled from her mouth so she could scream.

“Yes, baby. Rub me while he fucks me.”

Mark worked the swollen clit in quick circles. His face was inches from Marcus's cock disappearing into his wife.

He could smell sex now. Hear the wet suction of Tessa's pussy around Marcus. See cream gather at the base and smear over dark skin.

I knelt behind Mark and spoke near his ear.

“Your fingers are making her come on another man's cock.”

“I know.”

“Feel how hard that makes you.”

His cock stood rigid from his fist.

Tessa reached down and caught his wrist.

“Do not stop, cuck.”

Marcus pounded harder.

The bed struck the wall.

Tessa's sounds lost words. Her cunt clenched visibly around Marcus, gripping him in waves.

“She is close,” Marcus said.

Mark's hand moved faster.

“Come for him,” he told his wife. “Come on that big cock.”

Tessa's eyes locked on his.

“Call me your slut.”

“My slut wife.”

“Your what?”

“My hotwife. My greedy little whore taking two bulls.”

She broke.

Her scream filled the room.

Her pussy clamped around Marcus so hard his control slipped for the first time. He groaned and drove through the spasms, each deep stroke pulling another cry from her. Tessa shook beneath both men, mouth open, tears streaking her cheeks.

I fed my cock back between her lips.

She sucked while she came, frantic and messy, moaning around me as Marcus kept her full.

Mark watched his wife lose control and began to come.

“Not yet,” I said, catching his wrist.

He gasped.

“I cannot hold it.”

“You wanted more than watching.”

His cock pulsed beneath his hand, but he stopped.

Tessa collapsed forward, breathing hard. Marcus stayed buried in her, letting her cunt twitch around him.

I stood and stroked my wet cock in front of Mark's face.

Tessa lifted her head.

“My husband has been so patient,” she said.

“He has.”

“Reward him.”

“Not yet.”

Mark looked at me, desperate and afraid.

I smiled.

“First, your wife is going to take us one at a time. You are going to get close enough to see what each cock leaves on her.”

Tessa pushed herself upright on trembling arms.

“Come here, love.”

Mark moved to the foot of the bed.

She guided him down onto his back.

Then she straddled his face.

Her soaked pussy hovered over his mouth while Marcus remained behind her.

“Lick me while he fucks me,” she ordered. “Taste what his cock is doing to your wife.”

Mark pulled her down.

His tongue met her clit.

Tessa cried out and looked at me.

“Your turn in my cunt next.”

I stepped closer.

Marcus drew out slowly.

His cock emerged coated in Tessa's cream, dark, thick, and gleaming. Her pussy stayed open for a moment before fluttering around emptiness.

Mark could see all of it from beneath her.

Tessa ground against his mouth.

Marcus tapped his wet cock against her ass once.

“Ready for the other one?” he asked.

Tessa looked toward her husband between her thighs.

“My cuck is going to watch me compare.”


CHAPTER ELEVEN

Taste

MARK

Tessa's pussy covered my mouth.

Her taste was familiar, but everything else had changed.

She was hotter, wetter, swollen from Marcus. The scent of sex filled my nose. When I pushed my tongue through her lips, I tasted my wife and something darker from the cock that had just stretched her open.

Marcus stood behind her.

I could see his cock hanging between his legs, still hard, coated in Tessa's cream. It was close enough that every movement brought it nearer my face.

Cole stood at the foot of the bed stroking himself, watching me lick my wife after another man.

I had fantasized about humiliation as a picture.

A wife with a bigger man. A husband watching. Words like cuckold and useless and small.

The reality was not a picture.

It was heat on my face. Tessa's thighs tightening around my head. Marcus's smell mixed with hers. My own cock aching against my stomach while my wife rocked over my tongue and told two bulls how good her husband was at cleaning her.

“That is it, love,” she moaned. “Lick that pussy. Feel how open Marcus left me.”

I pushed my tongue deeper.

Her cunt contracted around it.

Marcus laughed low.

“She is still trying to hold something bigger.”

Jealousy hit me so hard I almost stopped breathing.

My cock leaked against my stomach.

Tessa felt the change in me.

“Poor cuck,” she whispered. “You hate hearing that.”

“Yes.”

The word vibrated against her.

“And you love it.”

“Yes.”

She lifted enough for me to breathe.

Cole moved closer.

His cock was slick from her mouth, long and hard, the head dark and shining. He tapped it against her pussy lips.

Tessa looked down at me.

“Watch, love.”

Cole dragged the head through her soaked pussy, coating himself in what Marcus had left there. Then he pressed against her hole.

I watched the cock I wanted for myself push into my wife.

The head pushed in with less resistance than Marcus had faced. Tessa was stretched and ready. Her pussy swallowed Cole in a slow, wet slide until half his cock disappeared.

She moaned above me.

“Longer,” she said. “Not as thick. But fuck, he goes deep.”

Cole pulled back and drove in again.

Tessa's hips moved over my face with the impact. I kept licking her clit while his cock passed inches above my eyes.

“Tell your husband which one you like,” Cole said.

Tessa laughed breathlessly.

“I like both.”

“Coward.”

She gripped my hair.

“Marcus opens me wider. You reach deeper.”

“And Mark?”

She looked down into my eyes.

“Mark knows exactly how to make me come.”

Love moved through the jealousy without removing it.

That was the thing no fantasy had explained. I could feel ruined and chosen in the same second.

Cole began fucking her harder.

His balls slapped above my nose. Tessa's cream and saliva from my mouth made every stroke loud. She rode my tongue while he drove into her, one hand gripping his thigh, the other in my hair.

Marcus stood beside the bed.

Tessa reached for him.

He gave her his cock.

She wrapped one hand around the thick cock she had already taken and stroked it while Cole fucked her over my face.

“Two bulls,” she gasped. “My husband under me. This is what you wanted, baby.”

“Yes.”

“You wanted your wife full while you tasted her.”

“Yes.”

“You wanted their cocks near your mouth.”

My tongue stopped.

Cole slowed.

The room waited.

I looked at his cock moving from my wife's pussy.

Each time he drew back, cream shone along him. Each time he drove forward, her cunt swallowed it again.

My fear had no abstract place left to hide.

The thing I wanted was inches from my lips.

Tessa lifted herself from my face and turned enough to see me clearly.

“Say it.”

“I want to taste him.”

Cole pulled out.

His wet cock slipped free with a soft suction. Tessa's pussy fluttered and released a line of cream that ran toward my mouth.

Cole did not offer himself.

He waited.

I sat up between Tessa's knees.

My pulse filled my ears.

“Come closer,” he said.

I moved.

He stood beside the bed. His cock hung in front of my face, hard, veined, shining with my wife's cream.

The smell was Tessa and male skin and the room we had built together.

Cole took himself in one hand and dragged the head across my lower lip.

I flinched.

Not away.

Just at the reality.

Tessa touched the back of my neck.

“My brave husband.”

Cole rubbed the head across my mouth again. Cream coated my lips.

“Taste her,” he said.

I opened.

The head rested on my tongue.

Salt. Skin. My wife.

My entire body shuddered.

Cole did not push. He let me close my lips around him and decide the next inch.

I sucked.

The cock filled my mouth differently than anything I had imagined. Harder. Heavier. The head broad against my tongue, the ridge catching my lips when I moved.

Tessa moaned behind me.

“That is it, love. Suck the cock that was fucking me.”

I took more.

Cole's hand settled in my hair.

“Look at your wife.”

I did.

Tessa knelt naked on the bed, pussy open and shining, one hand between her thighs. Marcus stood behind her with his thick cock in her fist.

She watched her husband suck another man.

Her face was not disgusted.

It was radiant.

“Good boy,” she whispered.

The words broke something open.

I sucked harder.

Cole groaned.

His hips moved once, a small drive that pushed the head deeper. My throat tightened. I gagged and pulled back.

Shame rose immediately.

Cole caught my chin.

“Do not apologize.”

I stared up at him.

“You wanted the truth. That was the truth. Take what you can take.”

Tessa kissed my shoulder.

I opened again.

This time I controlled the movement. Lips over the head. Tongue along the thick vein underneath. One hand around the base where my mouth could not reach.

Cole's breathing changed.

I felt power inside the vulnerability. His cock was in my mouth, but his reaction belonged partly to me.

I sucked until the fear became heat.

Until the taste stopped feeling foreign.

Until Tessa's hand between her legs moved faster because she was watching me.

Cole pulled out before I was ready.

A line of saliva connected my lips to the head.

I looked at him, confused.

“Put me back where your wife wants me,” he said.

Tessa turned and went to her hands and knees again.

Her pussy waited, swollen and dripping.

I wrapped my hand around Cole's wet cock.

It felt different now.

Not an object in a fantasy.

A cock I had tasted. A man I had made groan.

I guided the head to Tessa's pussy.

She looked back at me.

“You are giving him to me, love.”

“Yes.”

“Push.”

I pressed Cole into my wife.

Her cunt opened around the head. Cream gathered over my fingers.

I pushed until half his cock disappeared.

Tessa moaned.

Cole watched my face.

“Good boy,” he said.

I let go.

Then he fucked my wife with the cock I had put back in her pussy.


CHAPTER TWELVE

Put It Back

COLE

Mark's fingers stayed wet after he released me.

He looked at them while I drove into Tessa, as if the shine on his skin carried a language he had finally learned to read.

“Lick them,” I said.

His eyes lifted.

Tessa looked back over her shoulder.

“Do it, baby.”

Mark brought two fingers to his mouth.

He tasted his wife and my cock from his own hand.

His eyes closed.

That sight nearly destroyed my control.

I had been sucked by men before. Backstage favors. Private parties. Couples where the husband wanted a turn after his wife. I had enjoyed mouths, hands, reactions. Then I had left without carrying any of it farther than the elevator.

Mark made the act feel witnessed.

Not because Tessa watched.

Because he looked at me afterward as though I had allowed him to become visible.

I fucked Tessa harder.

Her ass struck my hips. Her pussy squeezed me in slick, hungry waves. Marcus stood in front of her, feeding the thick head of his cock between her lips while Mark knelt beside the bed.

Tessa took Marcus into her mouth, one hand around the base. Her eyes stayed on her husband.

“Tell him,” Marcus said.

She pulled off with a wet gasp.

“Tell him what?”

“What your husband tastes like now.”

Tessa smiled at Mark.

“Like my pussy. Like Cole. Like courage.”

Mark's eyes filled again.

I caught his wrist and pulled him closer to the bed.

“Touch me while I fuck her.”

He wrapped his hand around the base of my cock, below the place where Tessa's pussy swallowed me.

His fingers moved with each drive.

The contact was almost too much.

“You feel that?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“Your wife's cunt tightening around me.”

“Yes.”

“She is squeezing because your hand is on my cock.”

Tessa moaned around Marcus.

Mark's grip tightened.

“Say thank you,” I told him.

He looked at Tessa first.

Then me.

“Thank you for fucking my wife.”

“Dirtier.”

“Thank you for giving my slut wife the cock she begged for.”

Tessa came off Marcus with a cry.

“Good cuck.”

Mark shuddered.

Marcus moved away from her mouth and took Mark's place beside the bed.

He watched Mark's hand around me. There was no mockery in his face. Only attention.

“Do you want to taste me too?” Marcus asked.

The question landed gently, which made it heavier.

Mark stared at the thick cock in front of him. Marcus was still hard from Tessa's mouth, dark skin shining with saliva.

“Not yet,” Mark said.

Marcus nodded once.

“No shame in not yet.”

Relief crossed Mark's face.

I felt proud of him and irritated by the tenderness at the same time.

That was my problem. Marcus could make space without turning it into theater. I needed to cut a path through the room and dare people to walk it.

Mark needed both.

Tessa reached down and covered her husband's hand around me.

“Do you like touching him while he fucks me?”

“Yes.”

“Do you like knowing his cock was in your mouth?”

“Yes.”

“Say what you are now.”

Mark looked at her.

“Your husband.”

“Always.”

“Your cuck.”

She smiled.

“Yes.”

“Your good boy.”

Tessa's face softened completely.

“My brave, filthy good boy.”

She pulled his wet fingers into her mouth and sucked them.

The three of us reacted at once.

Marcus groaned. Mark gasped. My hips drove deep before thought could slow me.

Tessa laughed around her husband's fingers.

I pulled out of her, grabbed her waist, and rolled her onto her back.

She opened her legs.

Her pussy was swollen and red, cream running down toward her ass. I slapped the head of my cock against her clit, once, twice.

“Who do you want watching your face?” I asked.

“My husband.”

“Where?”

“Right here.”

She reached for Mark.

He climbed onto the bed beside her. Tessa pulled him into a kiss while I pushed back into her.

Her moan disappeared into his mouth.

I fucked her in front of him, watching their tongues move, watching Mark taste the same wife whose cream still coated my cock.

Tessa broke the kiss and looked at me.

“Harder.”

I gave her harder.

The mattress shifted beneath us. Her tits bounced. Mark held her face and watched the next hard drive break across her face.

“Tell him who is doing this,” I said.

Tessa looked into her husband's eyes.

“Cole is fucking me, cuck.”

“Better than me?”

Her smile turned cruel.

“Longer. Deeper. He makes my pussy feel every inch.”

Mark's face twisted.

His cock leaked onto her hip.

“And Marcus?”

“Thicker. He opens me wider.”

“What am I?”

Tessa caught his cock and stroked it beside my moving hips.

“You are the little husband who brought both big cocks home.”

Mark moaned.

“You are my cuck who puts them back when they slip out.”

I felt her cunt tighten around me.

“You are the man I love enough to tell the truth.”

Mark kissed her hard.

I kept fucking through the kiss.

Tessa's hand moved faster on his cock.

“Come for us, love.”

His eyes opened.

“Not yet,” I said.

Tessa looked at me.

“He earned it.”

“Then make him ask.”

She stroked him to the edge and stopped.

Mark made a broken sound.

“Ask me,” she whispered.

“Please let me come.”

“For what?”

“For sucking Cole. For putting his cock back in you. For watching you take both bulls.”

Tessa kissed him once.

“Come, my good little cuck.”

She stroked again.

Mark came across her stomach in thick pulses, crying her name. Some landed on her tits. Some streaked the skin below her wedding ring where she held him.

Tessa kept her eyes on his face.

I stayed buried deep and felt her pussy begin to pulse again.

Mark's cum shone on her skin between us.

Tessa smiled at him.

“Now watch me come on the cock you tasted.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Her Husband's Mouth

MARCUS

Tessa came with Mark's cum still shining across her stomach.

Cole drove deep and held himself there while her cunt clenched around him in violent waves. Her back lifted from the bed. One hand crushed the sheets. The other caught her husband's wrist and dragged his fingers down between her thighs.

“Rub me, cuck. Make me come on the cock you sucked.”

Mark was still shaking from his own release, but he obeyed.

His fingers found her clit beside Cole's moving cock. Tessa cried out and spread her legs wider.

Cole gripped her thigh and began fucking through the spasms.

“Look at him,” he told her. “Look at your husband while your pussy milks my cock.”

Tessa's eyes locked on Mark.

“My filthy little husband.”

Her voice broke into a scream.

Her cunt squeezed Cole so hard cream pushed around him and ran toward her ass. Mark kept rubbing, face wet with tears and sweat, staring as if he had been allowed to watch his wife become a truth he had feared wanting.

“That is it,” he whispered. “Come for him, Tess. Show me.”

She shattered harder.

The muscles in her stomach jumped beneath the streaks of his cum. Her tits shook. Cole's name tore from her mouth, followed by Mark's.

Not one instead of the other.

Both.

Cole slowed only when her hand struck his hip.

He drew out and tapped the head against her swollen pussy.

Tessa lay open beneath the three of us, lips red, cunt soaked, her husband's cum across her skin.

Mark touched her face.

“You were beautiful.”

She laughed weakly.

“I was a mess.”

“My beautiful mess.”

Cole stepped away to drink water.

I moved to the bed.

Tessa looked at my cock and her exhausted smile sharpened.

“You have not come.”

“No.”

“Poor bull.”

Mark glanced at me.

“What do you want?”

The question came differently now. Not nervous. Not asking whether he had authority. He knew he did.

“I want her mouth,” I said. “And I want you holding her.”

Tessa sat up.

Mark climbed behind her against the headboard. She settled between his legs with her back to his chest. His softening cock rested against her lower back. His arms circled her waist.

I stood in front of them.

Tessa reached for me, but Mark caught her wrist.

“Use your mouth first,” he said.

Her eyes darkened and her breath caught.

“Yes, husband.”

She opened.

I pressed the head over her tongue.

Tessa took me slowly. Her mouth was hot and swollen from Cole. Her lips stretched around my thickness. Mark watched over her shoulder, one hand moving up to hold her jaw while she sucked me.

“Tell her what to do,” I said.

He looked at the cock filling his wife's mouth.

“Take more.”

Tessa obeyed.

Her cheeks hollowed. Saliva gathered at the corners of her lips. She worked her tongue along the underside while Mark held her hair away from her face.

“Good slut,” he whispered.

She moaned around me.

I drove carefully, watching Mark's reaction each time my cock pushed deeper into his wife's mouth.

“Is he thicker than Cole?” Mark asked her.

Tessa nodded as much as she could.

“Show me.”

She pulled back, gasping.

“Marcus stretches my mouth wider. Cole reaches deeper.”

“Which do you like?”

“Both.”

He pinched one nipple.

“Coward.”

Tessa laughed.

“I like Marcus making me feel small. I like Cole making me feel hungry. And I like my little cuck making me confess.”

Mark's eyes darkened.

“Finish him.”

She took me again.

This time her hand joined her mouth, stroking the base while her lips worked the head. Mark reached around and cupped my balls beneath her hand.

The touch surprised me.

His fingers tightened once.

He looked up immediately, waiting to see whether I would pull away.

I did not.

“Feel that,” Tessa murmured after lifting her mouth. “My husband holding your balls while I suck your cock.”

Mark's hand trembled but stayed.

I gripped the headboard above them.

“Your wife has a filthy mouth.”

“You have not heard the worst of it.”

Tessa smiled and swallowed me again.

Mark's thumb moved along the underside of my balls.

Heat climbed fast.

I looked down at them: husband holding the part of me his wife could not reach, wife sucking the thick cock he had watched open her. Their wedding rings caught the same candlelight.

Rachel and Daniel flashed through my mind.

Not the sex.

The return.

The way marriage turned the third man into a bridge instead of a destination.

I pushed the thought away.

“Tessa.”

She looked up with my cock between her lips.

“I am close.”

She pulled off.

“Where does my husband want it?”

Mark's hand left my balls. He considered me, her tits, her mouth.

“On her tits,” he said. “I want to see how much you leave on my wife.”

Tessa lay back against him and lifted her chest.

I stroked above her.

Mark cupped both tits from behind and pressed them together beneath my cock.

“Come on her,” he said.

I did.

The first pulse struck between her tits. The next painted one nipple and Mark's fingers. Tessa watched my cock jump above her, mouth open, breathing hard. Thick lines ran over the black lace marks still pressed into her skin.

Mark held her while I covered her.

When the last drop fell, Tessa looked down.

“More than you, love.”

Jealousy crossed his face.

Then he smiled.

“Of course you compared.”

“You married me.”

He dragged one finger through my cum and brought it toward her mouth.

Tessa sucked it clean.

Then she caught his wrist and offered the same finger back to him.

Mark looked at me.

I said nothing.

He put the finger into his mouth.

His eyes closed.

Cole returned with four glasses of water and stopped in the doorway.

“Well,” he said. “I missed a family moment.”

Tessa laughed until her whole body shook.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Use Your Mouth

COLE

The room softened for twenty minutes.

That mattered.

People who treated intensity as a straight line usually broke the thing they were trying to build. Bodies needed water. Muscles needed rest. Minds needed a moment to understand what had already happened before hunger became possible again.

Tessa sat on the bed wrapped in a black robe, Marcus's cum cleaned from her tits except for a pale shine near one nipple. Mark knelt behind her and worked his thumbs into her shoulders. Marcus stood near the window drinking water. I sat in the chair with a towel over my lap, still hard enough to make the gesture pointless.

No one pretended the night was finished.

Tessa watched me over the rim of her glass.

“Mark liked your cock.”

He stopped massaging her for half a second.

I looked at him.

“Did he?”

Mark met my eyes.

“Yes.”

“What did you like?”

“The taste of her on you.”

“Only that?”

His cheeks colored.

“The weight. Making you react.”

The answer pulled at me.

Tessa felt it happen.

She untied the robe and let it open.

“Show me again.”

Mark looked at her.

“What?”

“How you make him react.”

He had already crossed the line once by accident of momentum. This was different. A second choice made in a quiet room.

I removed the towel.

My cock rested thick and half-hard against my thigh.

Tessa slid from the bed to the chair opposite me and opened her robe completely. Her tits were marked from hands and mouths. Her pussy looked swollen between spread thighs.

She touched herself with two fingers.

“Come here, husband.”

Mark moved toward her.

She caught his hand and placed it on my knee instead.

His eyes went to my cock.

“Make him hard for me,” she said.

Mark's breathing changed.

“How?”

Tessa smiled.

“You know how.”

I leaned back.

“Ask.”

Mark looked from his wife to me.

“I want your cock in my mouth again.”

“Yes.”

“Then kneel and take it.”

Tessa's fingers moved through her pussy, coating themselves in cream.

“Look at me, love,” she said.

Mark watched her as he took my cock in one hand.

I was not fully hard yet. He felt the weight first, lifted me, ran his thumb across the broad head. Tessa slid two fingers into herself and moaned.

“That is what your mouth does to me,” she whispered.

Mark licked the head.

My cock jumped.

Tessa smiled.

“Again.”

He obeyed.

His tongue moved around the rim, tentative for only a few seconds. Then memory returned. He closed his lips around the head and sucked.

Blood filled me in his mouth.

I grew harder against his tongue. He felt every change. The weight lifting. The cock thickening between his lips. The vein rising against his hand.

Mark pulled back to look.

“You did that,” Tessa said. “You made the bull hard.”

Pride replaced embarrassment in his face.

He took me again.

I set one hand on the back of his neck.

“Use your tongue underneath.”

He followed the command.

“Good boy.”

The words made him moan around me.

Tessa pushed a third finger into her pussy and watched her husband suck my cock.

“Get him soaked for me,” she said. “I want your mouth all over the cock that is going to fuck me next.”

Mark sucked deeper.

Saliva ran over his hand and down my balls. He stroked what his mouth could not take, eyes staying on Tessa as she fingered herself in the open robe.

“You look beautiful,” she told him.

He pulled off, panting.

“I look like a cuck sucking your bull.”

“You are a cuck sucking my bull.” She spread her pussy lips with one hand. “And your wife is dripping because of it.”

Mark looked at me.

“Tell me what to do.”

The request was no longer fear asking for cover.

It was hunger asking for direction.

“Take me until your eyes water,” I said. “Then pull back. No proving. No shame. Just take what you want.”

He opened wide.

I guided the head over his tongue and gave him one slow inch after another. His lips stretched. His throat tightened when I reached deeper. Tears gathered, but he stayed.

Not because he had to.

Because his wife was watching him become bold.

Tessa came from her own fingers with Mark's mouth around my cock.

Her thighs closed around her hand. Her back arched in the chair. She cried his name first.

“Mark... fuck... my dirty husband...”

He moaned against me.

The vibration pulled a groan from my chest.

Tessa rode out the spasms, eyes fixed on us.

When her hand slowed, she stood on trembling legs and came behind Mark. She placed both hands on his shoulders and kissed the top of his head.

“Enough,” she said softly.

Mark released me.

Saliva shone on his lips.

Tessa wiped the corner of his mouth with her thumb and sucked it clean.

Then she looked at my cock, hard and wet from her husband.

“Now use it.”

I stood.

Mark stayed on his knees.

Tessa turned and bent over the chair, robe falling from her shoulders. Her ass lifted in front of both of us. Her pussy was open and creamy from her fingers.

She reached back and spread herself.

“Look, cuck. Your mouth made him hard. Now watch what he does to me with it.”

I stepped behind her.

My cock slid through her soaked pussy, gathering more cream over Mark's saliva.

She moaned.

“Feel that, love? Your mouth is on my pussy now.”

Mark's cock hardened again.

I pressed the head into her.

Tessa's lips stretched and swallowed me.

“Put it in her,” I told Mark.

He rose and came beside us.

His hand closed around my base.

Together, we pushed my cock deeper into his wife.

Tessa cried out.

Mark watched his hand disappear between my hips and her ass.

“That is it,” she gasped. “Give your bull to your slut.”

He released me only when I was buried deep.

I caught Tessa's hair and pulled her upright against my chest.

Mark stood in front of her.

She opened her mouth.

He kissed her.

He tasted my cock on her lips before I had even started to move.


CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Kiss Me With Him

MARCUS

Cole fucked Tessa against the chair while Mark kissed her.

The mirror gave me every angle.

Cole's hand in her hair. His cock driving deep. Tessa's tits moving beneath the open robe. Mark's mouth on hers, one hand gripping her jaw, the other pressed flat to the stomach where Cole's cock seemed to reach.

Tessa broke the kiss to cry out.

“Feel him, baby.”

Mark pressed harder against her stomach.

“He is so deep.”

“Deeper than you.”

“Yes.”

“Say it without looking away.”

Mark stared into her eyes.

“He fucks you deeper than I do.”

Tessa smiled.

“And Marcus?”

“Opens you wider.”

“What do you do better?”

The question cut through the humiliation.

Mark's hand moved from her stomach to her heart.

“I know you.”

Her face softened.

“You know me.”

Cole drove hard, snapping the softness back into heat.

Tessa screamed.

“And you know I need this,” she gasped.

“Yes.”

“You know your wife needs big cocks.”

“Yes.”

“You know your cuck mouth makes me wet.”

Mark's face flared.

“Yes.”

“Then kiss me while he fucks me.”

He obeyed.

Cole watched them over Tessa's shoulder. Something unguarded moved across his face each time Mark kissed her with the taste of him still present.

I had seen Cole turned on thousands of times.

This was not only that.

He wanted the intimacy to include him without destroying the marriage holding it.

The realization felt familiar.

Cole's rhythm broke.

Tessa felt it.

“You are close.”

“Yes.”

“Where do you want to come?”

He looked at Mark.

“Your husband decides.”

Mark pulled away from the kiss.

Tessa turned her head toward him.

“Choose, love.”

His gaze moved over her. Tits. Ass. Open mouth.

“In her mouth,” he said.

Cole's eyes darkened.

“Why?”

Mark swallowed.

“Because I want her to kiss me afterward.”

The room went still around the words.

Tessa reached for her husband.

“My brave cuck.”

Cole pulled out.

His cock slipped from her pussy coated in cream and saliva, hard enough to pulse. Tessa turned and knelt on the carpet in front of him. Mark knelt beside her.

Cole stroked above her face.

“Open.”

Tessa did.

She held her tongue out, eyes on Mark.

Cole pressed the head between her lips and drove shallow, controlled strokes into her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed. Saliva ran down her chin.

Mark watched from inches away.

“Tell him,” Cole said.

Tessa pulled back just enough to speak.

“My husband wants your cum in my mouth.”

“Why?”

“So I can feed it to my little cuck.”

Mark groaned.

Cole took her mouth again.

His hand tightened in her hair. His hips moved faster. Tessa held his thighs and opened for every drive, tears gathering as the head reached deep.

I stood behind Mark and placed one hand on his shoulder.

“You do not have to prove anything,” I said quietly.

He looked back at me.

“I know.”

Then he faced his wife again.

“I want it.”

That answer mattered more than any act.

Cole pulled out and stroked over Tessa's open mouth.

His face lost performance.

He came with a raw groan.

The first pulse struck her tongue. The next filled her mouth and painted the inside of one cheek. Tessa kept her lips open until the final drop fell from the head.

Cum shone on her tongue.

Mark stared.

Tessa closed her mouth without swallowing.

She turned to her husband.

His breathing became shallow.

“Come here,” she murmured carefully, mouth full.

Mark moved closer.

She cupped his face.

Then she kissed him.

Their lips met slowly.

Tessa opened her mouth against his and passed Cole's cum between them. Mark made a strangled sound. His hands caught her waist. Their tongues moved, sharing the bitter salt while Cole watched from above them.

Some slipped from the corner of Mark's mouth.

Tessa licked it from his lip.

“Swallow,” she whispered.

He did.

His throat moved.

Tessa kissed him again, deeper, searching his mouth for every trace.

Mark held her by the back of the neck and kissed her harder, no longer receiving the taste passively. He took it from his wife, swallowed, then dragged his mouth across hers until she moaned.

“My wife,” he said against her lips.

“Your filthy wife,” Tessa answered. “Your bulls can fill my mouth, but I bring every taste back to my husband.”

“Did you like it?”

Mark's eyes filled with tears.

“Yes.”

“Say all of it.”

“I liked sucking him. I liked making him hard. I liked putting his cock back in you.” His voice broke. “I liked tasting his cum from your mouth.”

Cole looked away for one second.

Tessa held her husband's face.

“And what are you?”

“Yours.”

“Before anything else.”

“Your husband.”

“And after that?”

He laughed through tears.

“Your bisexual cuck.”

The label no longer sounded like a sentence passed by a judge.

It sounded like a door he had chosen to open.

Tessa kissed his forehead.

“My brave, dirty man.”

Mark turned toward Cole.

“Thank you.”

Cole's usual grin did not return.

“For what?”

“For not making it a joke.”

Cole looked at him for a long moment.

Then he knelt and wiped the line of cum from Mark's chin with his thumb.

“You did the work,” he said.

Mark caught his wrist before he could pull away.

He put Cole's thumb into his mouth and sucked it clean.

Cole closed his eyes.

Only for a second.

But I saw.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN

What He Saw in Me

COLE

Marcus found me in the downstairs bathroom washing my hands for the third time.

The water ran hot over my fingers. In the mirror, I looked almost normal. Hair damp at the temples. Mouth swollen from kissing Tessa. Tattoos dark against skin flushed from exertion.

A performer after a show.

Except no audience had ever looked at me the way Mark had.

Marcus closed the door without locking it.

“You are going to remove your fingerprints,” he said.

I shut off the water.

“Tessa asked for towels.”

“There are towels upstairs.”

“I wanted these.”

He leaned against the wall.

The bathroom was small for him. His shoulders nearly touched the frame of the mirror. Somewhere above us, Tessa laughed softly, then the sound became quiet voices.

They had returned to each other.

That was the part after a couple. The door closed. The bull became a memory, a taste, a bruise, a sentence the husband and wife would repeat in bed.

I had always been good at leaving before the room reminded me I did not belong to it.

Marcus looked at my reflection.

“You went far with him.”

“He asked.”

“I know.”

“You think I pushed him.”

“No.”

That made me turn.

Marcus continued.

“I think you wanted him to keep choosing you.”

The accusation was too accurate to fight cleanly.

“He chose the experience.”

“He thanked you for not turning him into a joke.”

“So?”

“So he saw you.”

I reached for the hand towel and dried fingers that were already dry.

“Everyone sees me.”

“No. Everyone sees what you show them.”

I laughed once.

“You become a philosopher every time a married woman reminds you of Rachel.”

His face closed.

The cruelty hit where I intended.

Regret followed before the silence finished forming.

“Marcus.”

“No. You are right.” He looked toward the ceiling. “I saw them kiss and thought about Rachel and Daniel.”

“I should not have said it like that.”

“But you said it.”

He met my eyes in the mirror.

“We use husbands and wives to avoid asking what we want when the night ends.”

“That sounds like something you should put on a pillow.”

“Joke if you need to.”

I threw the towel onto the counter.

“What do you want me to say? That I liked his mouth? I did. That I liked him touching me? Yes. That I liked the way he looked at me afterward?”

My voice had risen.

I lowered it.

“I liked that most.”

Marcus said nothing.

The room above us remained quiet.

Mark had looked at me with gratitude, hunger, and the stunned recognition of a man who had found a piece of himself in another person's hands.

I had wanted to keep that look.

Not own him. Not take him from Tessa. Nothing so simple.

I wanted to remain the person he had chosen to become honest with.

The truth reached farther back than the night.

At twenty-two, I had learned that being wanted was easy if I turned myself into the loudest version of whatever the room needed. Women wanted confidence, so I gave them a grin sharp enough to cut glass. Men wanted permission to stare, so I made a joke before they could apologize. Promoters wanted a body that sold tickets, and I let them print mine ten feet tall above the club entrance.

Every version worked.

None required anyone to ask what happened after I went home.

I remembered the first husband who had put his mouth on me. He had been drunk, laughing, his wife filming from the bed. He sucked for less than a minute, pulled away, and announced that he was still straight. Everyone cheered. I laughed with them because that was the role.

The next morning, I could not remember his name.

Mark had said my name before he opened his mouth.

He had looked at me afterward instead of looking toward Tessa for a verdict. He wanted to know what I had felt, whether he had affected me, whether there had been a man on the receiving end instead of a prop.

There had been.

That was why I had washed my hands three times.

Not to remove him.

To give myself something ordinary to do while the realization settled.

“He made me feel useful,” I said.

“You are useful every night.”

“Not like that.”

Marcus understood.

He always did. The bastard made silence feel like confession.

I sat on the closed toilet lid.

“I have been with men,” I said. “I have told you that.”

“Yes.”

“But it was always part of the performance. A husband touches me because his wife likes watching. A man sucks me because the room wants to see whether he will. I never cared what he thought of me after.”

“And Mark?”

“He looked at me as if I was the answer to a question he had carried since he was young.”

“That is heavy.”

“It is arrogant.”

“It can be both.”

I rubbed both hands over my face.

“Do you think I liked him?”

“I think you liked being chosen by him.”

“That is not the same.”

“No.”

“Do you think I wanted him?”

Marcus considered the question rather than rescuing me from it.

“Yes.”

The answer settled quietly.

I did not feel less masculine. Did not feel transformed into a stranger. Did not need to choose a new word before leaving the bathroom.

I felt the memory of Mark's mouth and the pressure of his hand around my wrist.

I felt seen.

Upstairs, Tessa's voice carried faintly through the floor.

“My husband.”

Mark answered too softly to hear.

Marcus opened the door.

“Come on.”

“Where?”

“To say goodbye.”

I stood.

At the door, he paused.

“You did well tonight.”

The praise irritated me because I needed it.

“I know.”

Marcus almost smiled.

We walked upstairs together.


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

The Truth After

MARCUS

Tessa and Mark were wrapped around each other when we returned.

She had washed her face but not changed. The robe covered most of her, though one bare thigh rested over Mark's lap. He held her with both arms and pressed his mouth to her hair.

His eyes were red.

Tessa's were too.

The room smelled of candles, sweat, cum, and the faint soap from the towel she had used. Black sheets lay twisted beneath them. A broken garter clip gleamed near the foot of the bed.

Cole stopped inside the doorway.

Mark looked at him.

No embarrassment came this time.

“Thank you,” he said.

Cole nodded.

Tessa held out one hand.

Cole crossed the room and took it. She pulled him down enough to kiss his cheek.

“You were cruel exactly where he needed cruelty,” she said. “And kind where he needed kindness.”

Cole glanced at Mark.

“I followed instructions.”

“No,” Mark said. “You listened.”

For once, Cole did not deflect.

Tessa shifted and winced. Mark noticed immediately.

“Water,” he said.

“I already had some.”

“More.”

He reached for the glass on the nightstand, held it while she drank, then wiped a drop from her chin with his thumb. The gesture was so ordinary it changed the room more than any command had.

Cole picked up the robe from the carpet and draped it over Tessa's shoulders. She caught his hand before he could step away.

“Stay for a minute.”

He looked at Mark.

Mark nodded.

We sat where the night had left space for us. I took the chair near the bed. Cole sat at the foot of the mattress. Mark kept Tessa against his chest.

No one rushed to summarize.

That was another mistake inexperienced couples made. They tried to decide immediately whether the experience had been perfect, whether every feeling meant success, whether jealousy had been sexy enough to count and pain gentle enough to ignore.

Feelings needed to arrive before they could be named.

Tessa looked at her husband.

“One word,” she said.

“For what?”

“How you feel right now.”

Mark breathed against her hair.

“Exposed.”

She nodded.

“Another.”

“Relieved.”

“Another.”

He looked at Cole.

“Hungry.”

Cole's mouth tightened.

Tessa smiled.

“Good.”

Mark touched the bruise forming near her hip.

“Your turn.”

She considered.

“Full.”

His eyes dropped to her pussy beneath the robe.

Tessa laughed softly.

“Not only there, cuck.”

Color rose in his face.

“Another,” he said.

“Proud.”

“Of what?”

“My husband.”

Mark closed his eyes.

She kissed his cheek.

“And greedy.”

Cole leaned forward.

“For what?”

Tessa looked at him.

“For the next truth.”

Silence settled again, but this one was warm.

I gathered our shirts from the chair.

“We should leave you two alone.”

Tessa looked at me.

“You already gave us more than we expected.”

“Your husband did that.”

Mark's hand tightened around her waist.

Tessa smiled.

“Yes. He did.”

We dressed downstairs to give them privacy.

But before we reached the front door, Mark called my name.

I turned.

He stood at the bottom of the stairs wearing only his trousers. His chest was marked by Tessa's nails. The shame he had carried when we arrived no longer controlled his posture.

“Marcus.”

“Yes?”

“Next time.”

Cole went still beside me.

Mark continued.

“Next time, I want to taste you too.”

I held his gaze.

“When you want it, you ask.”

“I will.”

Tessa appeared above him in the robe, smiling.

“My greedy husband.”

Mark laughed.

The sound followed us outside.

We had reached the car when Cole realized his phone remained on the kitchen island.

“I will get it,” he said.

“I have the keys. Go.”

He returned to the house.

I waited beside the car in the cold.

Upstairs, a bedroom lamp still burned. Tessa moved behind the curtains. Mark's shape joined hers.

I should have looked away.

Instead I thought about what happened after the bulls left.

Not the rules written down later. Not the dramatic declarations people imagined.

The first minutes.

The husband touching the wife and discovering she was still his wife. The wife looking at the husband and understanding his confession had not made him smaller. The silence before they decided whether the night would live between them as a wound or a door.

I imagined Mark returning upstairs.

He would find Tessa sitting against the headboard, robe open over swollen tits, pussy tender from two larger men. She would see his mouth and remember Cole's cock between those lips.

Jealousy would have changed direction.

He would kneel between her thighs.

Not to clean the bulls from her as Daniel had done with Rachel. No one had come in Tessa's pussy. But their cream, saliva, and the taste of the night still covered her.

He would lower his mouth.

Tessa would pull his hair and call him her cuck.

Then she would bring him back into her.

Later, Mark told Cole some of it in a message. Cole showed me only because the words had unsettled him.

The message described what happened after we left.

Tessa had locked the bedroom door and stood in front of her husband.

“Take off the robe,” Mark told her.

She obeyed.

He looked at every mark. Red fingerprints on her hips. A faint bruise on one thigh. Mascara still shadowed beneath her eyes. Her pussy swollen from cocks bigger than his.

“Tell me the truth,” he said.

“Which truth?”

“Was Marcus thicker?”

“Yes.”

“Did Cole go deeper?”

“Yes.”

“Did you come harder with them?”

Tessa had smiled because the cruelty still made him hard.

“I came differently. Marcus made me feel split open. Cole made me feel filled to my throat. You made me come while they were doing it.”

Mark had gripped her face.

“That is not an answer.”

“Then yes, cuck. I screamed harder on their cocks than I usually scream on yours.”

Jealousy tore through him.

His cock hardened against her stomach.

Tessa laughed.

“There it is. The truth still makes my little husband hard.”

He pushed her onto the bed.

“Now tell me who you belong to.”

“Myself.”

He froze.

Tessa pulled him down and kissed him.

“And I choose you,” she whispered. “Every time. Do not confuse love with ownership, baby. Fuck me because I am your wife and I want you. Not because you need to erase them.”

That was the sentence that proved the marriage would survive.

Mark drove his cock into her in one hard drive.

His cock slid easily into the pussy Marcus and Cole had opened. The difference hurt him. Tessa felt it in the way he gripped her hips.

“You feel small after them,” she taunted.

“Yes.”

“And that makes you angry.”

“Yes.”

“Then fuck me with it.”

He did.

He fucked her with jealousy, love, relief, and the new knowledge that his mouth had held another man without losing the right to kiss his wife.

Tessa wrapped her legs around him.

“Tell me what you are.”

“Your husband.”

“More.”

“Your cuck.”

“More.”

“Your dirty bisexual husband who watched you take two bulls and sucked one of them.”

Tessa came around him.

Not because he was bigger.

Because the confession belonged to both of them now.

Mark came deep in her pussy, filling the place no bull had been allowed to fill that night.

She held him afterward while he cried.

He asked whether she still saw him as a man.

Tessa answered by placing his hand over her heart.

“I see all of you as my man.”

When Cole came back with his phone, he looked up at the bedroom window too.

“You think they are okay?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“How can you know?”

“Because she made him tell the truth before we touched her. And he made her tell the truth after.”

Cole unlocked the car.

“That is enough?”

“It is a beginning.”

We drove away while their bedroom light remained on.


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

No More Hiding

COLE

Mark messaged me at 9:06 the next morning.

I was awake, though I had slept for less than four hours.

Sleep had come in fragments. Each time I closed my eyes, the night returned out of order. Mark's mouth. Tessa calling him brave. Marcus asking whether Mark wanted him too. The wedding photograph on the mantel.

At six, I gave up and showered. At seven, I walked three miles through cold streets without seeing any of them. At eight, I stood outside the diner wondering why I had checked my phone fourteen times.

I told myself I was waiting to know whether the couple was okay.

That was true.

It was not the whole truth.

I wanted to know whether Mark regretted me.

The message contained no greeting.

I liked it.

All of it.

I stared at the words.

Then another arrived.

Not only the taste. I liked wanting you. I liked Tessa seeing me want you. I do not know what that makes me yet.

I typed three answers and deleted all of them.

The first was a joke.

The second was too tender.

The third sounded like advice from someone who charged by the hour.

I finally wrote:

It makes you honest about last night. That is enough for today.

The reply came immediately.

Tessa says thank you.

Tell Tessa she has terrible taste in bulls.

She says she chose Marcus. I chose you.

A voice message followed before I could answer.

Mark's voice was quiet, rough from too little sleep.

“I keep thinking I should feel embarrassed. Then I remember looking at Tessa while I had you in my mouth. She looked proud of me. I have never felt that exposed and that safe at the same time. I do not know what happens next. I only know I do not want to go back to pretending.”

There was a pause.

“And I hope this is not strange, but I need you to know I saw you too. Not only the bull. You looked nervous after. Maybe I imagined it. Maybe not.”

The message ended.

I listened twice.

Then I set the phone face down.

Marcus sat across from me in the diner booth, cutting pancakes with the edge of his fork. We came there after late nights because the coffee was strong and the waitress had stopped pretending not to recognize us.

“You are smiling,” he said.

“I am not.”

“You are.”

“Eat your pancakes.”

“Mark?”

I turned the phone over and pushed it across the table.

Marcus read the exchange.

“He chose you,” he said.

“Yes. Everyone is very poetic this morning.”

“What are you going to do with that?”

“Nothing.”

“Liar.”

I poured more coffee.

The diner smelled of butter, burnt toast, and winter coats drying near the door. A family with two small children occupied the booth behind Marcus. An elderly couple shared a newspaper by the window.

Ordinary life surrounded us.

Last night felt less like a dream because Mark had texted from somewhere inside that ordinary life. Maybe Tessa was making coffee. Maybe her thighs hurt. Maybe he had kissed her in the kitchen with a mouth that remembered me.

“What do you think I should do?” I asked.

Marcus considered the question.

“Nothing he has not asked for.”

“That sounds familiar.”

“It remains good advice.”

“He will ask again.”

“Yes.”

“You sound certain.”

“He told me he wants to taste me next time.”

I looked up.

Jealousy moved through me before I could name it.

Marcus saw.

His eyebrow lifted.

“Do not.”

“I did not say anything.”

“You did not need to.”

I took back my phone.

“I am not jealous.”

“Good.”

“Fuck you.”

He smiled into his coffee.

The truth was less dramatic than jealousy and more dangerous.

I had liked being Mark's first.

Not because I wanted exclusivity. I had never asked anyone for that. But firsts lived in the body differently. The first cock he had chosen. The first man he had wanted his wife to see him desire. The first taste he had admitted loving.

Marcus would be next.

The thought tightened something in me.

“What about you?” I asked. “You thought about Rachel again.”

His expression became still.

“I always think about Rachel.”

The honesty silenced me.

“Are you going to contact them?”

“No.”

“Why?”

“Daniel chose me once. If they want me again, he will choose me again.”

“You are waiting for a married man to invite you back to the woman you cannot forget.”

“When you say it like that, it sounds unhealthy.”

“It is unhealthy.”

“Finish your coffee.”

We sat without speaking for a while.

My phone buzzed again.

This time the message came from Tessa.

A photograph loaded.

Not nude. More intimate than nude.

Mark stood behind her at the kitchen island, arms around her waist, face buried in her neck. Tessa held the phone toward the mirror. Both looked tired. Both looked happy. A black notebook lay open on the counter.

Beneath the photograph she had written:

New rule: no desire gets hidden to protect the other person from the truth.

A second line followed.

Also, my husband wants both of you again.

I showed Marcus.

He read the rule twice.

“That is a good one,” he said.

“Which part?”

“The part they will have to work at.”

I saved the photograph before I could decide whether doing so meant too much.

Then I wrote:

Tell your husband he knows how to ask now.

Mark replied from Tessa's phone.

I do.

I believed him.


EPILOGUE

The Door They Opened

MARK

One week later, Tessa found me standing naked in front of the bedroom mirror.

I was not posing.

I was trying to understand whether I looked different.

The same chest. Same soft stomach. Same cock hanging between my thighs. Same wedding ring. The bruises from the night had faded from Tessa's skin. Mine had never been visible.

The days since Saturday had been full of tiny tests.

At the grocery store, I had seen a man reach for a carton of milk and wondered whether I noticed his hand differently now. At work, a photograph of a male model appeared in a campaign deck and my first instinct was still to close the window before anyone walked past. In bed, I woke hard after dreaming of Cole's hand in my hair and spent ten seconds feeling guilty before remembering there was no secret left to protect.

Tessa had asked about every dream.

Not because she demanded a report. Because each time I spoke, the fear lost another room.

We also laughed. More than I expected. She imitated the face I had made when Marcus first stepped from his trousers. I accused her of nearly breaking the chair. She told me my first attempt at sucking cock had been too serious, as if I were studying for an examination.

The laughter did not cheapen the night. It made it ours.

Two nights earlier, we had gone to dinner at the same Italian place where I proposed. Tessa wore a green dress and no bra. I spent half the meal looking at her nipples through the fabric.

Then a waiter leaned across the table to pour wine. Tall. Dark curls. Strong forearms beneath rolled sleeves.

I noticed him.

My old instinct told me to look at Tessa immediately, to prove where my attention belonged.

Instead I watched him walk away.

Tessa lifted her glass.

“You liked him.”

The restaurant noise seemed to lower around us.

“Yes.”

“What did you like?”

I nearly laughed from habit. Then I remembered the notebook waiting at home.

“His hands. His mouth.”

“Did you imagine kissing him?”

“Yes.”

Tessa took a slow drink.

Her eyes had darkened.

“Did telling me make you hard?”

I looked down.

“Yes.”

She slipped one shoe off beneath the table and pressed her foot against my cock through my trousers.

“Good.”

Jealousy surprised me.

“You are turned on by me wanting him.”

“I am turned on by you trusting me with it.”

“What if I wanted to follow him into the kitchen?”

Tessa's foot pressed harder.

“Then we would talk about what that meant before you moved from this chair.”

No panic. No claim that every new hunger must become an act. No demand that honesty automatically earn permission.

That distinction settled something in me.

The rule did not mean we had to do everything.

It meant nothing had to live alone in the dark.

When the waiter returned, I met his eyes. He smiled politely. Nothing happened.

Tessa reached across the table and took my hand.

On the drive home, she made me tell her what I had imagined. In bed, she rode me while whispering that her husband noticed men now. I came so hard I laughed afterward.

The next morning, we added another line to the notebook.

Truth is not a promise to act. It is a promise not to hide.

The change lived behind the reflection.

Tessa entered wearing one of my shirts and nothing else.

She leaned against the doorframe.

“You are doing it again.”

“What?”

“Looking for physical evidence that you are still a man.”

I met her eyes in the mirror.

“Do I do that often?”

“You have done it every morning since Saturday.”

I turned.

She crossed the room and placed both hands on my chest.

“Ask me.”

The old fear rose automatically.

I did not let it control the words.

“Do you still want me?”

“Yes.”

“As much?”

“More honestly.”

“That is not the same as more.”

Tessa smiled.

“I want my husband. The man who makes coffee too weak. The man who cries at dog movies. The man who chose two bulls for me and discovered he wanted one for himself.”

My cock stirred between us.

She looked down.

“There he is.”

I laughed.

The sound carried no panic this time.

Tessa took my hand and led me to the bed. The black notebook waited on the nightstand. We had bought it the morning after Cole and Marcus left.

The first page held one sentence.

No desire gets hidden to protect the other person from the truth.

On the second page, Tessa had written:

After every experience, we return to each other before we decide what it meant.

The third page was mine.

Wanting a man does not make me less of a husband.

I had stared at that line for ten minutes before writing it.

Tessa opened to the fourth page.

“New rule,” she said.

“What?”

“No pretending the next time is only for me.”

Heat moved through me.

“Next time?”

“You already asked Marcus.”

“You heard that?”

“The entire house heard that.”

I sat on the edge of the bed.

Tessa straddled my lap.

“Do you want him?”

“I want to know.”

“That is not an answer.”

I touched her waist.

“Yes. I want Marcus too.”

“Different from Cole?”

“Yes.”

“How?”

Cole was sharp words, a hand in my hair, the thrill of being made to admit what he saw. Marcus was silence, size, steadiness. He had asked whether I wanted him without making my answer entertain anyone.

“Cole makes me feel exposed,” I said. “Marcus makes me feel safe enough to expose myself.”

Tessa kissed me.

“My greedy bisexual cuck.”

The words no longer wounded the way they once would have.

They opened me.

I slid my hand beneath the shirt and found her pussy already warm.

“You get wet talking about me wanting men.”

“I get wet when my husband tells the truth.”

I pushed two fingers into her.

She moaned against my mouth.

“Tell me what you want next time,” I said.

“Marcus in my pussy.”

My cock hardened beneath her.

“Cole in your mouth?”

“Maybe.”

She smiled at the jealousy in my face.

“I want you between them.”

My fingers stopped.

“Doing what?”

“Whatever you ask for.”

I looked at the notebook.

The blank page waited.

Before I could answer, Tessa's phone buzzed on the nightstand.

A message from Cole.

New couple. Wife wants to compare everything. Husband wants to decide where we come. Marcus says she sounds dangerous.

Tessa read it over my shoulder.

“Do you think they will take them?”

“Yes.”

“How do you know?”

“Because Cole likes dangerous women.”

“And Marcus?”

I remembered the way Marcus had watched us after the night ended. Not hungry for Tessa. Hungry for the thing between us.

“Marcus likes marriages that survive the truth.”

Tessa closed the phone and returned it to the table.

She opened the notebook and wrote one final sentence beneath the new rule.

The next time belongs to both of us.

I read it.

Then I signed my name.

Tessa signed beneath mine.

She closed the book, pushed me back onto the mattress, and climbed over me.

“My husband wanted to taste,” she whispered.

I held her hips.

“My wife made sure I did.”

“And now?”

“Now I want more.”

Her smile was the same smile from the first photograph Cole had studied.

The smile of a woman who had always known.

“Good,” she said. “So do I.”


COMING NEXT

SHE COMPARED US

Confessions of Two Bulls — Book Three

Lena wants Marcus and Cole at the same time.

She wants to measure them, taste them, compare them, and force her husband to watch every humiliating difference.

Scott has only one demand.

He decides where both bulls come.

Two cocks. One wife. One husband holding the final power.

The next confession will make comparison the dirtiest form of love.
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CONFESSIONS OF TWO BULLS
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