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Olivia Cross


CHAPTER 1

EVAN - THE MESSAGE

Nate's message stayed on my screen while Lena dressed for work.

Your wife looked incredible yesterday.

I had read it enough times to know where every word sat. The harmless compliment. The apology that followed. The question about Mason staring at her yellow bikini.

My best friend believed he was warning me about another man.

He had no idea I had tied the bikini behind Lena's neck myself.

No idea Mason had already fucked her in both houses.

No idea my wife had crossed the yard with another man's cum inside her cunt while I watched from our kitchen.

Lena stood at the mirror in a black dress, fastening one small button above her tits. Her dark hair fell over one shoulder. The WATCH bracelet Julian had given her rested against her wrist.

"You're still reading it," she said.

"He knows something is different."

"He knows I wore a tiny bikini."

"He knows I wanted him to notice."

She met my eyes in the mirror.

"Did I?"

The question was bait. Lena had learned to make one quiet sentence feel like fingers closing around my cock.

"You looked at him when you bent over the cooler."

"I looked at everyone."

"Not like that."

Her smile appeared slowly.

"Then tell me how I looked at your best friend."

I crossed the bedroom and stood behind her. The dress looked respectable from the front. From where I stood, the zipper ended low enough for me to see the top of her black thong.

"Like you wondered whether he was hard."

"Were you wondering too?"

My cock thickened beneath my trousers.

Lena saw the movement in the mirror.

"There he is."

She used the words every time my body betrayed the husband I had once believed I was.

I put both hands on her waist.

"Nate has known me since college."

"That is why this feels different."

"He was my roommate."

"He knew you before I did."

"He knows every embarrassing story I have."

"And now he wants to know why you chose that bikini for your wife."

Her hand slipped behind her and found my cock through my trousers. She squeezed once.

"What should I tell him?" I asked.

"The truth."

"Which truth?"

Lena turned in my arms.

"That you like men looking at me."

"That isn't all of it."

"Then tell him you like watching them get hard."

My breath caught.

She kissed the corner of my mouth.

"Or tell him nothing. Let him keep wondering why his best friend watched another man stare at his wife and never looked angry."

My phone vibrated again.

Nate:

Forget I said anything. I probably read too much into it.

Lena read over my shoulder.

"He wants you to stop him from thinking about me."

"He is trying to respect me."

"That is not the same thing."

She took my phone and typed with one thumb.

I caught her wrist before she sent anything.

The unfinished message read:

You did not read too much into it.

My cock went fully hard.

Lena looked down at the shape pressing against her stomach.

"Send it, little cuck."

The name moved through me like heat.

"He is my best friend."

"Exactly."

I pressed Send.

The message left my phone.

Three dots appeared almost immediately.

Then vanished.

Then returned.

Nate finally answered:

What am I supposed to do with that?

Lena kissed me before I could think.

Her tongue entered my mouth. Her hand opened my trousers and wrapped around my hard cock.

"Tell him to keep looking," she whispered.

I typed with one hand while my wife stroked me with the other.

Keep looking.

Nate did not answer.

Lena dropped to her knees in the black dress and took my cock into her mouth while his name remained bright on my screen.

I looked down at my wife.

At the bracelet.

At her lips moving around me.

Then at the last message I had sent the man who knew me better than anyone except her.

Keep looking.

I came in Lena's mouth before she left for work.

She swallowed, wiped the corner of her lips with one finger, and stood.

"Now he has something real to wonder about."

She kissed me with my own cum still on her tongue.

Then she left me alone with the first secret I had ever offered my best friend.


CHAPTER 2

LENA - THE HIDDEN PHOTOGRAPH

I thought about Nate while I photographed a vacant house in Hyde Park.

Not because I wanted him the way I had wanted Julian before anything happened. Not yet.

I thought about the shock in his face when he saw the yellow bikini.

I thought about the way he tried not to stare at my ass when I leaned over the cooler.

Most of all, I thought about Evan watching him fail.

That was the part that made my pussy tighten while I adjusted the camera near an empty dining room.

My husband had sent his best friend two words.

Keep looking.

I opened the hidden folder on my phone.

The photograph from our mirror waited there. Black dress. One button open. Evan beside me with his cock hard beneath his trousers and my hand resting over it.

I had not sent it.

The restraint made the picture feel dirtier.

I enlarged Nate's name in our conversation and imagined the photograph beneath it.

What would he see first?

My tits.

My hand.

Or the fact that Evan had stood close enough to appear in the frame?

I took another photograph in the empty house.

This one showed only my legs beneath the black dress. The hem had risen when I knelt to move a lamp. My black thong showed between my thighs.

I stared at the image.

Then I sent it to Evan.

His answer arrived before I stood.

Where are you?

Working.

Why are your legs open?

Because your best friend is trying not to think about them.

The typing dots appeared.

Lena.

I smiled.

That was not an answer anymore. It was the sound Evan made when he wanted me to press harder.

I sent the mirror photograph next.

He called immediately.

"You didn't send that to him."

"No."

"Tell me the truth."

"I saved it for the day you ask me to."

Silence.

I could hear traffic through his office window. Somewhere in that ordinary sound, my husband was getting hard at his desk.

"What did Nate say?" I asked.

"Nothing."

"Since your message?"

"Nothing."

"He is thinking."

"About what?"

I lowered myself onto the edge of the dining table and slid one hand under my dress.

My fingers found my pussy already slick.

"About whether you meant it."

"I did mean it."

The admission came rough.

I rubbed my clit slowly.

"Say it again."

"I want him looking at you."

"Your best friend?"

"Yes."

My eyes closed.

"Why?"

"Because he knows me."

"More."

"Because he remembers how jealous I used to be."

I pushed two fingers into my cunt.

"Were you jealous with other women?"

"You know I was."

"Tell me what he remembers."

Evan breathed into the phone.

"A girl named Rachel danced with someone at a party. I left. Nate followed me three blocks and told me I was acting like an idiot."

"How old were you?"

"Twenty-one."

"And now?"

"Now I'm listening to my wife touch herself because my best friend looked at her ass."

My pussy clenched around my fingers.

"Does that make you feel small, love?"

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"Yes."

I moved faster.

"Imagine him remembering that jealous boy while he watches your wife spread her legs."

"Fuck."

"Imagine him realizing the man who once walked out of a party now wants his best friend staring at his wife's pussy."

Evan's breath broke.

I came on the edge of a stranger's dining table with my phone pressed to my ear.

The empty house held every sound.

When I could speak again, I said, "Do not send the photograph yet."

"I wasn't going to."

"I know."

"Then why say it?"

I looked at the mirror image again.

"Because waiting is already making all three of us dirty."


CHAPTER 3

EVAN - LUNCH WITH NATE

Nate chose the sports bar where we had watched football for twelve years.

The place smelled like fried food, beer, and old wood polish. Two televisions showed baseball highlights without sound. Nothing about the room belonged to the secret growing between us.

He was already seated when I arrived.

Nate had been broader than me since college. Not dramatically. Enough that his shoulders filled shirts differently. At thirty-eight, he wore his dark hair shorter and kept a trimmed beard that made him look more serious than the man who had once hidden my shoes before a final exam.

He stood and shook my hand.

We had hugged a hundred times.

That day, neither of us tried.

"You want a beer?" he asked.

"I'm working after this."

"So am I."

We ordered water.

For five minutes, we discussed work, football, and a mutual friend whose second marriage was already failing.

Then Nate put both hands flat on the table.

"What the hell was that message?"

I knew exactly which message.

"Which one?"

"Don't do that."

"You said you noticed Mason looking at Lena."

"I did."

"I told you to keep looking."

"At your wife."

"Yes."

His expression tightened.

"Are you testing me?"

"No."

"Trying to catch me saying something?"

"No."

"Then what are you doing?"

I looked at the man who had known me before I owned anything worth losing.

"Telling you the truth."

Nate leaned back.

"You picked that bikini."

"Yes."

"Why?"

I remembered Lena in yellow. Mason across the fence. Nate beside the grill pretending the tongs deserved his full attention.

"Because I wanted men looking at her."

Nate laughed once.

It was not amusement.

"You?"

The word hurt more than I expected.

"Me."

"Saint Evan?"

There it was.

The college nickname.

Nate had invented it after I refused to sleep with a woman who had a boyfriend. The name followed me through four years of parties, exams, breakups, and one disastrous spring break when I spent the final night helping a drunk friend find his hotel.

Saint Evan.

The careful one.

The loyal one.

The man who left a party because another guy danced too close to his girlfriend.

"Don't call me that."

"You hated men looking at Rachel."

"Lena isn't Rachel."

"No shit."

His voice lowered.

"Lena is your wife."

"I know."

"And you wanted Mason staring at her."

"I wanted you staring too."

The sentence settled between us.

Nate's eyes changed.

He looked away first.

"I wasn't staring."

"You were."

"She was wearing three inches of yellow fabric. Everyone was looking."

"Did you get hard?"

His head turned sharply.

"Jesus Christ."

"Did you?"

"That is none of your business."

"It became my business when you messaged me the next morning."

Nate rubbed one hand over his beard.

"I messaged because Mason looked like he wanted to drag her behind the fence."

My cock stirred beneath the table.

He saw the movement in my face, if not my lap.

"What?"

"Nothing."

"Bullshit."

I took a drink of water.

"You were right about Mason."

Nate went still.

"What does that mean?"

I could have stopped there.

Instead, I pictured Lena's hidden photograph.

Her hand over my hard cock.

The button open above her tits.

"It means he wanted her."

"And?"

"And she wanted him."

Nate stared at me.

The waitress arrived with our food. We waited while she placed the plates and asked whether we needed anything else.

Neither of us answered quickly enough.

After she left, Nate said, "Did something happen?"

"Yes."

"With Mason?"

"Yes."

"You know?"

"I watched."

The sports bar continued around us.

Glasses struck tables. A man laughed near the entrance. The silent television showed a player sliding into home plate.

Nate did not touch his food.

"You watched another man with Lena."

"More than one."

His eyes searched my face for the joke.

There was none.

"How long has this been happening?"

"Long enough that the yellow bikini wasn't an accident."

Nate looked down at his hands.

"Why are you telling me?"

I thought of the honest answer.

Because Lena wants you.

It was not true yet.

Because I want you to want her.

That was closer.

"Because you asked the right question."

"Which question?"

"Whether I was okay with you looking."

He lifted his eyes.

"And you are?"

My cock hardened beneath the table.

"I want to find out."


CHAPTER 4

EVAN - THE QUESTION BEHIND THE WARNING

Nate did not speak for the first five minutes after we left the restaurant.

We stood beside our cars in the parking lot under a white Florida sun. He kept his sunglasses in one hand and keys in the other.

"More than one," he finally said.

"Yes."

"Who?"

"You don't need names."

"You just told me your wife has been with multiple men while you watched. Names are where you draw the line?"

"The names belong to her too."

He nodded slowly.

The answer seemed to reassure him, though I had not offered it for that reason.

"Does she know you told me?"

"She knows everything I tell you."

"And she is okay with this conversation?"

"She wanted it."

Nate looked toward the street.

"Of course she did."

There was something in his voice.

Not judgment.

Recognition.

"What does that mean?" I asked.

"Lena looked at me yesterday like she knew exactly what I was trying not to do."

My body reacted before my mind did.

"What were you trying not to do?"

Nate gave me a tired look.

"Stare at your wife's ass."

"Did you?"

"Yes."

The admission moved straight into my cock.

Nate saw me take a slower breath.

"This really turns you on."

"Yes."

"Hearing me say that?"

"Yes."

He laughed quietly and shook his head.

"Saint Evan."

"Stop calling me that."

"I watched you nearly fight a guy for touching Rachel's waist."

"That was seventeen years ago."

"You wouldn't let me tell a dirty joke around Lena when you first started dating."

"I was trying to impress her."

"Now you're telling me you want to know whether I got hard looking at her in a bikini."

"You still haven't answered."

Nate opened his car door.

Then closed it again.

"Yes."

The word was quiet.

It hit harder than anything said inside the restaurant.

"Yes what?"

"Yes, I got hard."

My stomach tightened.

"When?"

"When she bent over the cooler."

I saw it again from his eyes.

The yellow strip disappearing between Lena's cheeks. Her thighs apart. Her hair falling forward while she searched for a bottle of water she did not need.

"Did you look at me?" I asked.

"After."

"Why?"

"Because I expected you to be angry."

"What did you see?"

Nate hesitated.

"You were watching me."

My cock pressed against my zipper.

"And?"

"You looked hard."

We stood between two cars while my best friend described the moment he understood something was wrong with the marriage he thought he knew.

"Did that make you look again?" I asked.

"Yes."

"At her?"

"At both of you."

The answer surprised me.

"Why both?"

"Because she kept looking at you."

I remembered Lena's smile over her shoulder.

"She wanted me to see you watching."

"I know that now."

Nate opened his car again.

"I need to go."

"Nate."

He stopped.

"What?"

The question behind every warning had finally appeared.

Not whether Mason wanted my wife.

Whether Nate was allowed to want her too.

"Come to dinner Friday," I said.

He studied my face.

"With you and Lena."

"Yes."

"Does she know?"

"She will."

"And what exactly is dinner?"

"Dinner."

"That answer is bullshit now."

I smiled despite myself.

"Then come find out."

Nate got into his car.

Before he closed the door, he said, "Wear a shirt, Saint Evan."

I laughed.

It was the first normal sound either of us had made since lunch.

Then he drove away, leaving me hard in a parking lot because my best friend had admitted he wanted my wife.


CHAPTER 5

LENA - THE BLACK DRESS

Evan told me about lunch while I stood naked in our closet.

He sat on the bench near the door, tie loosened, trousers still on. His cock was already hard. The shape pressed along his thigh while he described Nate's face after hearing about Mason.

"He called you Saint Evan?"

"Twice."

I laughed.

"I like it."

"Of course you do."

"The husband who used to leave parties because another man danced with his girlfriend."

"I was twenty-one."

"Now he sits in parking lots asking his best friend whether his wife made him hard."

Evan's jaw tightened.

His cock moved beneath the fabric.

I opened the closet and studied the dresses.

Friday dinner was two nights away.

I wanted Nate to spend those two nights imagining what I might wear.

"What did you invite him to?" I asked.

"Dinner."

"Only dinner?"

"I didn't promise anything."

"Good."

Evan looked surprised.

"Good?"

I selected a black dress and held it against my body.

"I want him wondering whether every small thing means more than it does."

The dress reached just below my knees. Long sleeves. High neck. From the front, it looked almost severe.

The back was open to the waist.

"That one," Evan said.

"You didn't see the others."

"I don't need to."

I put it on without underwear.

The fabric moved over my tits. The back left my skin bare from shoulders to the curve above my ass.

Evan stood.

"Turn around."

I obeyed.

His hands settled at my waist.

"No bra."

"Impossible with this dress."

"No panties either."

"That is possible."

His fingers moved down and found my bare cunt beneath the hem.

"Already wet."

"Your best friend admitted he got hard looking at me."

Evan pushed two fingers inside.

My knees softened.

"Say it properly," I whispered.

"Nate got hard looking at my wife's ass."

"And what did my little cuck do?"

His fingers curled.

"Invited him to dinner."

I turned my head enough to see his face.

"What do you want him to see?"

"This dress."

"More."

He fucked me with his fingers while we watched each other in the closet mirror.

"I want him to realize you're naked underneath it."

"How?"

"You will show him."

"Accidentally?"

"No."

The answer made me clench.

Evan pulled his fingers free and held them in front of my mouth.

I sucked them clean.

"What do you want to hear?" I asked.

His voice lowered.

"I want him to tell me how long he has wanted you."

"What if the answer is years?"

Jealousy tightened his face.

His cock stayed hard.

I reached behind me and opened his trousers.

"That hurts, doesn't it?"

"Yes."

"Because he was at our wedding."

"Yes."

"Because he hugged me when we bought this house."

"Lena."

"Because your best friend may have imagined fucking your wife while you trusted him beside her."

Evan's cock pulsed in my hand.

"Cruel."

"Specific."

I dropped to my knees in the open-backed dress.

"You like specific."

I took him into my mouth and looked up.

Evan gripped my hair.

"Friday, you wear this."

I swallowed him deeper.

"And when Nate looks at the bare back?"

I released his cock long enough to answer.

"I will look at you."

"And smile?"

"Like the dress belongs to him and the woman inside it belongs to you."

He drove his cock back into my mouth.

I let him fuck my lips while I imagined Nate sitting across our table, discovering piece by piece that the respectable black dress hid nothing at all.


CHAPTER 6

EVAN - DINNER WITH HISTORY

Nate arrived Friday at seven with a bottle of bourbon and the expression of a man entering a room where the furniture might move by itself.

Lena opened the door.

I watched from the kitchen.

The black dress did exactly what we wanted.

From the front, Nate saw elegance. Dark fabric, high neck, long sleeves, gold earrings. Then Lena turned to take his coat.

The entire back of the dress disappeared.

Nate's eyes followed the line of bare skin to the curve above her ass.

Lena looked at me over his shoulder.

She smiled.

"You remember Nate," I said.

"Vaguely."

He laughed despite his tension.

"I was at your wedding."

"There were a lot of people."

"I gave a speech."

"Was it good?"

"No," I said.

Nate looked at me.

For one second, we were ourselves again.

Then Lena stepped past him, and the dress moved over her bare ass.

His eyes dropped.

Mine stayed on him.

He caught me watching.

The room changed.

We drank the bourbon before dinner. Lena sat on the sofa between us, one leg crossed over the other. The hem rose high enough to expose most of her thigh.

Nate tried to keep his attention on the glass in his hand.

"How long have you two been doing this?" he asked.

Lena answered before I did.

"Doing what?"

"Making me feel like every question is dangerous."

"Since Evan told you to keep looking."

Nate turned to me.

"She knows about that."

"She helped write it."

"I did not," Lena said. "I only had his cock in my hand."

Nate nearly choked on the bourbon.

I felt the humiliation strike through me.

My wife had said the sentence to the man who knew every careful version of me.

Nate stared at Lena.

"You were touching him while he messaged me?"

"I was on my knees by the end."

His eyes moved to my lap.

My trousers were already tight.

"This is real," he said.

"Very," Lena answered.

"And you want me here."

"Evan invited you."

"I'm asking you."

Lena studied him.

"I wanted to know whether you would come."

"That isn't the same answer."

"No."

She lifted her glass.

"It is the honest one."

At dinner, Nate told stories from college.

The night I carried him home after he split his lip in a bar fight.

The woman who left a note on my windshield and the three days I spent deciding whether answering would be disrespectful to someone I had dated twice.

The origin of Saint Evan.

Lena listened with open delight.

"He was really that careful?"

"Worse," Nate said. "He apologized to furniture after walking into it."

"I did not."

"You thanked a vending machine when it returned your dollar."

Lena laughed hard enough to lean against his shoulder.

The contact lasted one second.

Nate stopped speaking.

She did not move away immediately.

My cock hardened beneath the table.

Nate looked at me.

I took a drink of wine.

Lena finally straightened.

"Tell me about Rachel," she said.

Nate's expression changed.

"Evan told you?"

"He said you followed him three blocks after he became jealous."

"Five blocks. Barefoot. He left his shoes at the party."

"I was drunk."

"You were furious because she danced with a guy from another fraternity."

Lena's bare foot touched my ankle beneath the table.

Then moved higher.

"Did he want to share her?" she asked.

Nate laughed.

"Evan? He wanted to put her in a locked room whenever another man smiled."

Her toes pressed against my hard cock through my trousers.

"And now?"

Nate looked across the table at me.

"Now I don't know who he is."

Lena turned toward me.

"Show him."

The command was quiet.

I opened my belt beneath the table.

Nate watched my hands.

I pulled my zipper down and freed my cock.

Lena's foot slid into my lap.

Her toes stroked the hard cock while she kept her eyes on my best friend.

"This is who he is now," she said.

Nate did not look away.


CHAPTER 7

EVAN - SAINT EVAN

Lena kept her foot on my cock through dessert.

Nate tried to finish a slice of pie while watching my wife stroke me beneath the table.

Nothing else happened.

That made it worse.

The three of us discussed work, football, and a restaurant opening near the bay while Lena's toes moved slowly along my cock.

Every ordinary sentence became obscene because Nate knew what was hidden beneath the tablecloth.

When Lena stood to clear the plates, the hem of her dress lifted.

Nate saw the bare curve of her ass.

No panties.

His fork stopped halfway to the plate.

Lena glanced back.

"Something wrong?"

"No."

"Liar."

She carried the dishes into the kitchen.

Nate waited until the water began running.

"She is naked under that dress."

"Yes."

"You knew."

"I chose it."

He rubbed both hands over his face.

"You are doing this on purpose."

"Yes."

"Why me?"

The question had waited since lunch.

I looked toward the kitchen.

Lena stood at the sink with her back to us. The open dress exposed every inch of skin. She knew we were speaking about her.

"Because you remember who I was."

Nate followed my gaze.

"Saint Evan."

"Yes."

"You want me to see how much you've changed."

"I want you to understand what changed me."

Lena turned off the water.

She came back carrying three clean glasses and the bourbon.

"Did he ask why?" she said.

"Yes."

"And?"

"I told him."

She poured the drinks.

"Not all of it."

Nate watched her sit between us again.

"What is all of it?"

Lena lifted my hand and placed it beneath her dress.

My fingers found her cunt soaking wet.

Nate saw the movement.

"He wants you because wanting me humiliates him," she said.

My fingers pushed into her cunt.

She spread her knees wider.

"He wants the man who knew him before our marriage to watch his wife make him into something dirtier."

Nate's breathing changed.

"Lena."

She looked at him.

"What?"

"You are sitting beside me while he touches you."

"I know."

"And you want me watching."

"I want to know what your face does."

"When?"

My fingers moved deeper.

Lena's lips parted.

"When you finally stop pretending you do not want your best friend's wife."

Nate looked at me.

I had never seen him uncertain around a woman. He had always been direct. Charming without effort. The one who knew when to leave and when to stay.

Lena had removed every familiar sign.

"Tell him," she said to me.

"Tell him what?"

"What you want him to admit."

I fucked my wife with two fingers while my best friend sat close enough to hear the wet sound beneath her dress.

"I want to know how long you've thought about her."

Nate's eyes remained on Lena's face.

"Since the wedding."

Jealousy cut through me.

My cock stayed hard.

Lena clenched around my fingers.

"At our wedding?" I asked.

"She came down the aisle. I thought you were the luckiest bastard alive."

"Did you imagine fucking her?"

Nate finally looked at me.

"Not that day."

"When?"

"The first summer after. Pool party at your old apartment. She wore a red bikini."

Lena smiled.

"I remember that bikini."

"I remember you bending over a chair," Nate said.

My hand moved faster beneath her dress.

"Were you hard?" she asked.

"Yes."

"Did Evan notice?"

"No."

She turned toward me.

"Saint Evan missed it."

The name from my old life struck differently in her mouth.

I pulled my fingers free and stood.

Nate tensed.

I held my wet hand in front of him.

"Smell what remembering did to my wife."

The sentence felt impossible until it existed.

Nate looked at my shining fingers.

Then at me.

He leaned closer and inhaled.

Lena moaned softly.

My best friend closed his eyes for half a second.

When he opened them, the careful distance was gone.

"She smells incredible."

My cock pulsed.

Lena took my wrist and sucked her slick taste from my fingers while Nate watched.

"Dinner is over," she said.

No one moved toward the door.


CHAPTER 8

LENA - UNDER THE TABLE

I had planned to tease Nate.

I had not planned how much his history with Evan would excite me.

The red bikini story stayed in my head while the three of us sat in the living room after dinner.

Nate had wanted me years before my confession.

Before Julian.

Before Mason.

Before Evan knew the sight of another man's hard cock could make him ache.

My husband's best friend had carried the thought quietly through birthdays, cookouts, moving boxes, and Christmas dinners.

That was filthier than a stranger's hunger.

It had roots.

I sat in the armchair across from both men and crossed my legs.

The black dress fell open enough for them to understand I was still bare beneath it.

"Tell me another one," I said.

Nate held his bourbon with both hands.

"Another what?"

"Time you wanted me."

"Lena."

"You came to dinner because Evan told you to keep looking. Do not become polite now."

Evan's cock pressed visibly beneath his open trousers.

He stroked himself without hiding it.

Nate looked at him.

"You are really going to sit there and jerk off while I talk about your wife?"

"Yes."

The direct answer made my cunt throb.

"Then talk," I said.

Nate exhaled.

"Your thirtieth birthday."

I remembered the restaurant. White dress. Too much wine. Evan taking photographs while I danced with friends.

"What happened?"

"You hugged me goodbye."

"I hug you every time."

"That night your dress was thin. You pressed against me."

Evan's hand moved faster.

"Did you feel my tits?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Your cock?"

Nate looked toward Evan again.

My husband nodded once.

"I got hard before you let go."

"Did I feel it?"

"I don't know."

"I probably did."

Nate's jaw tightened.

"Would that excite you?"

I lifted the hem of my dress.

Both men saw my wet pussy.

"It excites me now."

Evan groaned.

I spread my knees.

"Another."

Nate shifted on the sofa. His trousers had become tight.

"The weekend you and Evan moved into this house."

"What about it?"

"You wore denim shorts. You climbed a ladder to paint the guest room."

I smiled.

"You stood below me."

"I tried not to."

"Could you see my panties?"

"Yes."

"What color?"

"White."

Evan's cock glistened in his hand.

"Did you jerk off later?" I asked.

Nate closed his eyes.

"Yes."

The confession hit me harder than I expected.

I pushed two fingers inside myself.

"Where?"

"My apartment."

"Thinking about me on the ladder?"

"Yes."

Evan came.

His cum struck the front of his shirt and hand. The suddenness made all three of us go silent.

My husband stared at Nate while the last pulse left his cock.

Nate stared back.

"Saint Evan," I whispered.

Evan's face burned.

His cock remained half-hard in his wet hand.

I crossed the room and knelt between his knees.

I licked the cum from his fingers first.

Then from the head of his cock.

Nate watched every movement.

"Your best friend came because you admitted jerking off to his wife," I said.

Nate swallowed.

I looked up at Evan.

"Did that feel good, little cuck?"

"Yes."

"Say why."

"Because he wanted you before I knew I wanted him to."

I kissed the softening head.

"That is the honest answer."

Then I stood and faced Nate.

His cock made a thick line along his thigh.

I did not touch it.

I bent close enough for him to smell my husband's cum on my breath.

"Go home hard," I whispered.

Nate's eyes darkened.

"Why?"

"Because this was only dinner."


CHAPTER 9

EVAN - WHAT I TOLD HIM

Nate left at midnight without touching Lena.

The restraint should have calmed me.

It made everything worse.

I watched his car reverse from the driveway while Lena stood beside me in the open-backed dress. Her hand rested on my stomach. Her pussy remained wet from the stories he had told.

"He wanted to stay," she said.

"I know."

"You wanted him to."

"I don't know."

She turned my face toward hers.

"Liar."

I kissed her hard.

We barely reached the stairs.

I pushed Lena against the wall and lifted the dress to her waist. My cock had hardened again despite coming in front of Nate less than twenty minutes earlier.

She opened my trousers and guided me into her.

Her cunt was slick enough that I drove deep with one movement.

"Tell me what he remembered," she said.

I held her thigh around my waist.

"Your red bikini."

"More."

"Your white panties on the ladder."

She clenched around me.

"My best friend went home and jerked off to my wife."

"Years ago."

"Say it."

I fucked her harder against the wall.

"Nate jerked off thinking about you."

"And Saint Evan never knew."

Jealousy struck through me.

My cock stayed hard.

"You like that name too much."

"Because he knew you when you were innocent."

"I wasn't innocent."

"Compared to this?"

She laughed against my mouth.

"You came in your own hand while your best friend described my panties."

I pulled out and turned her toward the wall.

The open back exposed her completely. I drove into her again from behind.

"Did you want him touching you?"

"Yes."

The answer was immediate.

My hips hit her ass harder.

"Where?"

"My mouth first."

"Why?"

"I want to taste what your best friend has hidden from you."

I gripped her hair.

"And after?"

"I want him fucking me while he tells you every time he wanted your wife."

The image broke through me.

I came deep inside her cunt against the hallway wall.

Lena held me there while my body shook.

Then she turned, dropped to her knees, and cleaned my cock with her tongue.

My phone vibrated in my pocket.

Nate.

Home.

One word.

Lena saw the name.

"Ask him."

"Ask what?"

"Whether he is still hard."

I stared at her.

My wife knelt in a black dress with my cum beginning to slide from her cunt.

"That is too much."

"You invited him because too much is the point."

I typed:

Still hard?

The answer took a full minute.

Yes.

Lena smiled.

"Tell him what we just did."

I wrote:

I fucked her against the wall after you left.

Nate:

I figured.

Me:

She made me talk about you while I did it.

The typing dots appeared.

Nate:

What did she say?

Lena took the phone.

She did not hide the message she wrote under my name.

She said she wants your cock in her mouth while you tell me every time you wanted my wife.

Nate did not answer.

Then a photograph appeared.

His trousers open.

His hand around a thick hard cock.

Lena inhaled.

I had seen Nate naked in locker rooms and college apartments. Never like this. Never offered to me because of my wife.

He was thicker than I remembered.

Longer than me.

Lena looked from the photograph to my face.

"Your best friend is bigger, love."

My cock twitched against her lips.

She kissed it gently.

"And you sent him home hard on purpose."

Nate added one message beneath the image.

Tell Lena she was right. Dinner was not enough.

Lena stood and pressed her wet body against me.

"Answer him."

"What do I say?"

She whispered into my mouth.

"Tell him next time he does not go home untouched."


CHAPTER 10

EVAN - THE GROUP CHAT

I did not answer Nate that night.

Lena did.

Not from my phone.

From hers.

The next morning, she created a group conversation and named it THREE OLD FRIENDS.

Nate replied first.

Old?

Lena:

You two are. I am still dangerous.

I stared at the screen over coffee.

"You put him in a group with us."

She sat across the kitchen island wearing my white shirt and nothing else. My cum had dried on the inside of her thighs during the night.

"You wanted transparency."

"I wanted him to know I wasn't hiding messages."

"Exactly."

Nate:

Morning, Saint Evan.

Lena laughed.

"He is going to use that forever."

"Only because you encouraged him."

She typed:

Saint Evan is drinking coffee with his cock hard because he opened your photograph again.

I caught her wrist.

"Lena."

"Is it a lie?"

My phone remained open to Nate's photograph. I had looked at it twice before she entered the kitchen.

"No."

"Then let him see the man he remembers becoming honest."

She sent it.

Nate took longer to answer.

You kept it?

Me:

Yes.

Nate:

Why?

Lena lowered herself beneath the island.

Her mouth closed around my cock before I answered.

I gripped the edge of the counter.

Me:

Because my wife said you were bigger.

Nate:

And that made you keep the photo?

Lena sucked deeper.

Me:

Yes.

Nate:

I do not know what to do with you anymore.

Lena pulled off my cock and spoke from beneath the island.

"Tell him what you are doing."

I typed:

She is under the counter with my cock in her mouth.

The typing dots appeared and vanished three times.

Nate:

Because of me?

Lena took my phone.

Because your best friend finally showed us what he has been hiding.

She attached a photograph taken from beneath the island. My open trousers. Her lips wrapped around me. Only the lower half of her face visible.

The image entered the group.

Nate answered with one word.

Fuck.

Lena returned to my cock.

I watched the conversation while she sucked me.

Nate:

Is this what you both want from me?

I typed slowly.

I want you to stop pretending you do not want her.

Lena moaned around me.

Nate:

I stopped pretending Friday.

Me:

Then what are you afraid of?

His answer took nearly two minutes.

Losing the only friend who knows every version of me.

The sentence cooled something without killing it.

I looked down at Lena.

She released my cock.

"Answer honestly," she said.

I wrote:

That is what makes this different. It is also why I chose you.

Nate:

You chose me?

The wording made my chest tighten.

I had always imagined Lena choosing the men.

Julian.

Adrian.

Mason.

This time, I had opened the door first.

Me:

I invited you.

Lena placed her mouth back around me.

Nate:

And Lena?

She took the phone.

I want to know what my husband's best friend tastes like after years of pretending he never wanted me.

Nate sent no words.

A photograph appeared instead.

His hand around his cock again, this time fresh from the shower. Water on his stomach. The thick cock harder than the night before.

Lena stopped moving.

She stared.

Then looked up at me with my cock still between her lips.

The comparison was immediate.

Visible.

Cruel.

My cock stayed hard.

That was still the worst part.

"Tell him," I said.

Lena pulled away.

"Tell him what?"

"That you stared."

She typed:

I stared longer than your best friend did.

Nate:

Did he get harder?

Lena wrapped her hand around me and felt the answer.

Yes.

Nate:

Then show me.

Lena photographed my cock beside the image of his on the phone screen.

Mine smaller.

Mine wet from her mouth.

Mine hard because the difference existed.

She sent it.

Nate answered:

Saint Evan really has changed.

I came across Lena's tongue seconds later.

She swallowed while my best friend watched through a screen.


CHAPTER 11

LENA - THE FIRST PHOTO

The group chat changed the shape of the week.

Nate never sent messages during work hours unless Evan did first. He was still trying to preserve something normal.

I was not.

On Tuesday, I wore black leggings to Iron Harbor and photographed myself in the stretching room where Julian had first put his hands on my hips.

The image showed my ass in the mirror and the WATCH bracelet near my waist.

I sent it to the group.

Remember this room, love?

Evan answered:

Yes.

Nate:

What happened there?

I waited.

The delay was deliberate.

Evan:

Another man taught my wife how much she liked being watched.

Nate:

The trainer?

I smiled.

He had begun connecting old stories to new truths.

Me:

Julian.

Nate:

That is one of the names you would not tell me.

Evan:

Now you know.

I bent over the padded table and took another photograph. The leggings stretched tight between my legs.

Me:

This is where he stood behind me while Evan watched through the mirror.

Nate:

Did he fuck you there?

The blunt question made my cunt tighten.

Me:

Not that day.

Nate:

Later?

Evan answered.

Yes.

I watched myself in the mirror while the men spoke about my body.

Nate:

You watched him fuck her?

Evan:

I held her hand the first time.

Nate:

And she liked him?

I answered.

I loved the way his cock stretched me while my husband watched my face.

The typing dots appeared.

Nate:

You really talk to him like this?

Me:

I talk to him dirtier when he is inside me.

I slid one hand into my leggings.

My fingers found my pussy soaking wet.

Evan:

Show us.

I did.

The photograph showed my hand beneath the waistband, fingers hidden between my legs.

Nate:

Are you alone?

Me:

Yes.

Evan:

She likes being watched even when we are not there.

Nate:

What are you thinking about?

I looked at his name.

Then typed the truth.

Your cock in my mouth while Evan stands behind you.

Nate sent a voice message.

His voice filled the empty room.

"I have imagined your mouth since Friday. I have imagined Evan watching me touch you since lunch. I keep trying to decide which part scares me more. Wanting my best friend's wife or wanting him to see it."

I played it twice.

The second time, I pushed two fingers into my cunt.

I sent my own voice message while touching myself.

"The part that should scare you is how hard he gets when you say best friend's wife."

Evan answered with another audio.

His office door closed in the background.

"Tell Nate what you want him to do first."

I leaned against the table.

"I want him to sit in our living room while I kneel between his legs. I want him to tell you where he first imagined me naked. Then I want his cock in my mouth before he finishes the story."

Nate's next message arrived almost immediately.

Saturday. I have the boat until sunset.

Evan:

Why the boat?

Nate:

Because Lena once wore a white bikini on it and I spent six hours pretending I did not notice.

I remembered.

Three summers earlier. Nate's borrowed boat. Evan at the wheel. Me stretched across the bow in white.

I had not known.

The past kept opening under our feet.

I typed:

What do you want me wearing this time?

Nate:

Ask your husband.

The answer made me smile.

He was learning where the real heat lived.

Not in taking me from Evan.

In making Evan choose how much of me his best friend would see.


CHAPTER 12

EVAN - NATE'S VOICE

I listened to Nate's voice message in my car before driving home.

Wanting my best friend's wife.

Wanting him to see it.

The words carried his voice differently than text. Deeper. More exposed. The same voice that had talked me through breakups and funerals was now confessing that he imagined Lena's mouth.

I played the message again.

My cock hardened beneath the steering wheel.

Lena called before I started the engine.

"Did you listen?"

"Yes."

"How many times?"

"Twice."

"Liar."

"Three."

She laughed softly.

"Are you hard?"

"Yes."

"Show me."

I opened my trousers and photographed the thick shape resting against my shirt.

She answered with the white bikini laid across our bed.

The one Nate remembered.

Same one?

I stared at the small triangles of fabric.

No.

Why?

Too much history belongs to that one.

I understood.

The old bikini had existed before our secret life. Before Lena learned the power of choosing what men saw.

We needed something chosen now.

I stopped at a swimwear shop on the way home.

The saleswoman helped me find a black micro bikini with narrow strings and bottoms smaller than anything Lena owned.

"Gift?" she asked.

"For my wife."

"She is brave."

"She likes being looked at."

The words came easily now.

At home, Lena opened the bag on the bed.

She held the bottoms between two fingers.

"This barely covers anything."

"That is the point."

She undressed slowly.

I watched the work dress fall, then the bra, then the thong. Her body still carried faint marks from Mason near one hip.

She put on the bikini.

The black triangles covered her nipples. The bottoms disappeared between her ass and exposed the outer edges of her pussy.

"Turn around," I said.

She did.

The strings crossed her lower back. Her ass was almost completely bare.

"Nate will remember the white bikini," she said.

"I want him forgetting it."

She walked toward me.

"What do you want him doing?"

"Looking."

"Only looking?"

"At first."

Her hand found my cock.

"There is my careful husband."

"Not careful."

"Then tell me the rest."

I gripped her ass and pulled the black fabric aside.

Her pussy was already slick.

"I want him putting sunscreen on you."

"Where?"

"Everywhere the bikini doesn't cover."

"That is most of me."

"I know."

She opened my trousers.

"Do you want his hands on my ass?"

"Yes."

"Between my legs?"

"Yes."

"Do you want him feeling how wet his best friend's wife gets?"

My cock pulsed against her palm.

"Yes."

Lena dropped to her knees while wearing the bikini.

She took me deep.

I held her hair and looked at the tiny black bottoms.

"Saturday," I said. "You bend over in front of him."

She moaned around me.

"You make him rub sunscreen under the strings."

Another moan.

"And when he realizes your cunt is wet?"

She released me.

"I look at my husband."

"What do you call me?"

Her smile sharpened.

"My little cuck."

I pushed my cock back into her mouth.

Nate's voice message played from the bed while she sucked me.

Wanting my best friend's wife.

Wanting him to see it.

I came at the exact moment his voice said wife.


CHAPTER 13

EVAN - BOAT DAY

Nate's boat was twenty-four feet of polished white fiberglass and memories.

We had used it for birthdays, fishing trips, and one terrible bachelor weekend when the engine failed two miles from the marina.

That Saturday, Lena stepped onto it wearing a loose white cover-up over the black bikini.

Nate saw the strings at her neck.

His eyes moved to me.

"You picked it."

"Yes."

He looked back at her.

"How small?"

Lena removed the cover-up.

The answer stood between us.

Nate stopped breathing for half a second.

The bikini made the yellow one look modest. Her tits pressed against the tiny black triangles. The bottoms covered only the center of her cunt and vanished completely behind.

"Fuck," he said.

Lena smiled.

"Better than white?"

Nate remembered immediately.

"You know about that."

"I know everything you told my husband."

She turned slowly.

The sun lit the curve of her ass.

Nate looked openly this time.

No pretending.

My cock hardened inside my shorts.

We left the marina at ten. I drove first while Nate handled the lines and Lena stretched across the bow.

Every passing boat saw her.

Men looked. Women looked. One man on a fishing boat lifted his beer toward me as if congratulating the husband beside such a body.

He did not know my best friend stood behind Lena with a bottle of sunscreen in his hand.

At the sandbar, we anchored among a dozen boats. Music drifted over the water. People stood waist-deep with drinks while children jumped from swim platforms farther away.

Our section of deck remained private enough for what Lena had planned.

She lay face down on a towel.

"My back," she said.

Nate looked at me.

I handed him the sunscreen.

"You heard her."

He poured oil into his palm.

The first touch landed between Lena's shoulder blades.

She inhaled.

Nate spread the oil slowly over her back. His hands were larger than mine. Broader. The contrast showed immediately as they moved down her sides.

He stopped above the bikini strings.

Lena lifted her head.

"Do not stop where the fabric starts."

Nate's hands moved lower.

He rubbed sunscreen over the top of her ass.

Then the center.

His thumbs pressed along the curves while the black string disappeared between them.

I sat near Lena's head, cock hard beneath my shorts.

She looked at me.

"Your best friend has good hands, love."

"I can see."

Nate's fingers slid beneath the sides of the bottoms.

Lena spread her legs slightly.

He noticed.

So did I.

"She wants the inside of her thighs," I said.

Nate poured more sunscreen.

His palms moved along her legs, from calves to thighs. Slow. Firm. He reached the soft skin near her cunt and stopped again.

Lena lifted her hips.

The black fabric had darkened.

Nate stared.

"She is wet," he said.

"Tell him why," Lena whispered.

My mouth dried.

"Because my best friend is touching my wife's ass while I watch."

Nate's thumb pressed against the edge of the bikini.

Lena moaned into the towel.

"More, little cuck."

"Because she remembers you jerking off to her white panties."

Nate's fingers slid under the fabric and found the outer lips of her pussy.

He exhaled sharply.

Lena looked at me.

"He found it."

"I know."

"Tell him how wet I get for men you choose."

Nate dragged one finger through her slick cunt beneath the bikini.

My cock throbbed.

"She gets soaked when another man touches her in front of me."

"Another man?" Lena asked.

Nate's finger moved again.

She smiled at me.

"Your best friend."

The phrase broke through every ordinary memory attached to that boat.

Nate withdrew his hand and looked at the shine on his finger.

Lena rolled onto her back.

"Taste what Saint Evan brought you."

Nate put the finger into his mouth.

I nearly came inside my shorts.


CHAPTER 14

LENA - THE SMALLEST BIKINI

Nate tasted me while Evan watched.

That was the moment the day stopped being a test.

The sandbar remained around us. Music. Water. Laughter from other boats. A woman called for someone named Tyler. An engine started nearby.

Inside our small circle, my husband's best friend closed his lips around the finger that had touched my cunt.

His eyes stayed on Evan.

The gesture belonged to both men as much as it belonged to me.

"Good?" I asked.

Nate swallowed.

"Better than I imagined."

"How often did you imagine it?"

"More after Friday."

I sat up and spread sunscreen over my tits. The black triangles moved under my hands.

Both men watched.

"Take us somewhere quieter," I said.

Evan stood first.

He started the engine while Nate pulled the anchor. We left the sandbar and followed the coast toward a small inlet surrounded by mangroves.

No boats waited inside.

The water became flat and green.

Evan killed the engine.

Silence settled around us.

I sat between them on the rear bench.

"You both spent years on this boat," I said.

Nate nodded.

"Evan brought girlfriends here?"

"Two."

My husband looked annoyed.

"That was before Lena."

"Did Saint Evan do anything dirty?"

Nate laughed.

"He kissed one woman for forty minutes and apologized after touching her breast."

I turned toward Evan.

"You apologized?"

"I was nineteen."

"My sweet little saint."

I kissed his cheek.

Then looked at Nate.

"Show him how men touch women without apologizing."

Nate's hand closed around the back of my neck.

The contact was firm enough to make me inhale.

He did not kiss me.

Not yet.

He pulled me closer until our mouths almost touched.

"You have wanted this since Friday," I said.

"Longer."

"Since the red bikini?"

"Since before that."

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

I looked at him.

"Your best friend has wanted your wife for years."

"I know."

"And you brought me onto his boat in the smallest bikini you could find."

"I know."

Nate's thumb moved across my lower lip.

"Tell him what you want," Evan said.

I kept my eyes on my husband.

"I want Nate's mouth."

Jealousy crossed Evan's face.

His cock remained hard beneath his hand.

"Take it," he said.

I turned back.

Nate kissed me.

Years of hidden hunger did not make him hesitant. His mouth covered mine. His tongue pushed deep. His hand tightened at my neck while the other gripped my bare ass.

I moaned into him.

Evan sat inches away.

I reached blindly and found my husband's cock through his shorts.

Nate kissed harder when he felt me touching Evan.

The three of us moved as one dirty mechanism.

His mouth.

My hand.

Evan's eyes.

When Nate finally pulled back, his lips were wet.

"How was your best friend's wife?" I asked.

He looked at Evan.

"Dangerous."

"Not enough."

I kissed him again, shorter this time.

Then I faced my husband.

"Kiss me, little cuck."

Evan took my face and kissed the mouth Nate had just used.

His cock pulsed beneath my hand.

I whispered against his lips.

"You tasted your best friend on your wife."

He groaned.

"Say his name."

"Nate."

"Again."

"Nate kissed my wife."

I looked over Evan's shoulder at the man who had waited years.

"And now he gets to watch what that does to his Saint Evan."

I dropped to my knees between my husband's legs and pulled his cock free.

Nate watched me suck Evan while his own cock pressed thick beneath wet swim shorts.


CHAPTER 15

EVAN - SUNSCREEN

I came in Lena's mouth while Nate sat across from us.

The boat rocked gently beneath my feet. Mangroves surrounded the inlet. Nothing moved except water, leaves, and my wife's lips around my cock.

Nate watched the final pulse leave me.

Lena swallowed.

Then she stood and kissed him again.

My cum remained on her tongue.

The kiss lasted long enough for Nate to understand.

When they separated, his eyes found mine.

"You planned that?"

"She did."

"Did you know?"

"No."

Lena smiled.

"That is why it was good."

Nate wiped his lower lip with his thumb.

He looked at the small shine there.

Then sucked it clean.

My cock tried to harden again.

"Fuck," I said.

Lena sat between us.

"Now his front needs sunscreen."

She leaned back on her elbows and opened her legs.

The tiny bottoms had shifted. One side of her pussy showed completely.

Nate stared.

"You do it," I said.

He poured sunscreen into his hand.

This time, he did not hesitate at her stomach.

His palms moved over her ribs, beneath her tits, around the black triangles. Lena arched toward him.

He covered one breast with his hand through the bikini.

Her nipple hardened beneath the fabric.

"Pull it aside," she said.

Nate moved the triangle.

Her breast slipped free.

He rubbed sunscreen over the bare skin, thumb circling the nipple.

Lena looked at me.

"Your best friend has wanted these since my birthday."

"I know."

"Tell him what to do."

The command reached into the part of me that had learned to direct men around my wife's body.

"Use your mouth."

Nate bent and sucked her nipple.

Lena moaned.

His beard moved over her skin. His hand gripped the other breast beneath the bikini.

I watched a man who had once slept three feet from me in a college dorm take my wife's nipple into his mouth.

The history made every movement dirtier.

"Harder," I said.

Nate sucked harder.

Lena's head fell back.

"Good little cuck," she whispered.

My cock rose again.

Nate released her breast and looked at me.

"She talks to you like that while I'm touching her."

"She talks worse when a cock is buried in her cunt."

Lena sat upright.

"Show him yours."

Nate opened the front of his swim shorts.

His cock came free, thick and hard, pointing toward my wife.

The photograph had not prepared me for seeing it beside her body.

Lena stared.

Then glanced down at my recovering cock.

The comparison happened without words.

She gave it words anyway.

"Bigger than you, love."

Jealousy cut cleanly through me.

"I can see."

"Thicker too."

Nate's face tightened.

"Lena."

"He likes the truth."

She reached toward Nate but stopped before touching him.

The hesitation was deliberate.

It was cruelty.

She made him wait while looking at me.

"Do you want your wife holding your best friend's cock?"

"Yes."

Her fingers closed around him.

They did not meet.

Nate groaned.

Lena stroked slowly.

"Look, my little cuck."

I looked.

"Your best friend is bigger."

"Yes."

"And your wife has wanted to touch him since the photograph."

"Yes."

She licked the head once.

Nate's hand gripped the bench.

My cock hardened fully.

"Below deck," Lena said.

Nate looked toward the small cabin.

She stood, still holding his cock.

"Saint Evan needs to see what his best friend has imagined since the red bikini."


CHAPTER 16

EVAN - BELOW DECK

The cabin was small enough that no one could pretend to be separate.

One narrow berth. A compact sink. Low ceiling. The air smelled like warm fiberglass, sunscreen, and Lena's wet cunt.

She knelt on the cushion.

Nate stood in front of her with his swim shorts around his thighs.

I sat beside her shoulder.

My cock remained hard in my hand.

Lena looked at Nate.

"Tell him the first time you imagined this."

Nate's cock hovered in front of her lips.

"The red bikini."

"Where was Evan?"

"At the grill."

"What did I do?"

"You came out of the pool and bent over for a towel."

Lena opened her mouth and took the head.

Nate's sentence broke.

She pulled back.

"Finish."

"The bikini moved between your ass. I could see almost everything."

She swallowed him deeper.

Nate gripped the ceiling rail.

His thick cock stretched her lips. Her hand stroked the cock her mouth could not take.

I had watched Lena with larger men before.

None had known the version of me sitting beside her.

"What did you do later?" she asked when she pulled away.

Nate looked at me.

"Went home."

"And?"

"Jerked off thinking about it."

She took him again.

Her eyes lifted to mine while my best friend's cock disappeared into her mouth.

My cock pulsed in my fist.

"Tell him what you see," she said around the head.

I forced the words out.

"My wife sucking my best friend's bigger cock."

She moaned.

Nate's hand moved into her hair.

He guided her slowly. Not careful. Controlled.

"More," Lena demanded after pulling back.

I looked at the thick cock shining with her saliva.

"The man who called me Saint Evan has his cock in my wife's mouth."

Nate drove deeper.

Lena gagged once, recovered, and looked directly at me.

The sight made my hand move faster.

"You knew me before her," I said to Nate.

"Yes."

"You know what this does to me."

"I think I'm learning."

Lena released him.

"Tell him, love."

My voice came rough.

"It makes me feel small."

Her hand stroked Nate's cock.

"And?"

"Hard."

"And?"

I looked at my best friend.

"Proud that she chose my invitation."

Something shifted in Nate's face.

The friendship did not disappear beneath the sex.

It became part of it.

He touched my shoulder with one hand while Lena took him again.

"You are still my brother," he said.

The words should not have made my cock harder.

They did.

"Then show me what you have wanted from his wife," Lena said.

Nate gripped her hair and fucked her mouth.

The cabin filled with wet choking sounds. Lena's hands held his thighs. Her eyes watered. She never looked away from me for long.

I came across her tits.

Nate kept moving.

Lena pulled off his cock, breathing hard.

She looked at the cum on her chest.

Then at Nate.

"Your best friend came first."

His cock twitched near her mouth.

"He always was the impatient one," Nate said.

The old teasing tone entered the new scene.

Humiliation burned through me.

Lena smiled.

"Saint Evan used to be patient."

She opened her mouth again.

Nate fucked her lips while my cum slid down the tits he had touched.

He came minutes later.

Lena swallowed most of it. The rest coated her lips and chin.

She turned immediately and kissed me.

My best friend's cum entered my mouth.

Nate watched.

I tasted salt, Lena, and the end of every ordinary story we had ever told about ourselves.


CHAPTER 17

LENA - THE QUESTION HE FINALLY ASKED

The ride back to the marina was quiet.

Not uncomfortable.

Full.

Evan drove. Nate sat beside him. I stretched across the rear bench wearing the white cover-up over my naked body. The black bikini rested wet in a plastic bag.

Neither man knew where to put his eyes.

I watched them from behind.

The friendship remained visible in small things.

Nate handed Evan water without asking.

Evan adjusted the radio to the station they always used.

They argued about the best route around a shallow marker.

Normal habits carrying what had happened below deck.

At the marina, Nate tied the line while Evan unloaded the cooler.

I stood between them barefoot.

"Dinner?" I asked.

Nate looked at Evan.

"I should go home."

"Why?"

"Because I just came in my best friend's wife's mouth."

"That sounds like a reason to eat."

He laughed.

Evan did not.

Nate's expression became serious.

"Are you okay?"

The question came outside the sex, where honesty belonged.

Evan looked at him.

"I'm jealous."

"I know."

"I'm hard again."

Nate glanced down.

The outline showed beneath Evan's shorts.

"I know that too."

"I don't regret it."

Nate nodded.

Then he asked the question that had been moving toward us since the first message.

"Do you want me to fuck her?"

The marina continued around us. Wheels crossed wooden boards. A gull cried from a roof. Someone dropped a metal hook against a dock.

Evan looked at me.

I did not answer for him.

He stared at the man who knew every version of him.

"Yes."

Nate took a slow breath.

"Today?"

"No."

The answer did not feel like a rule.

It felt like choosing the moment with enough weight to survive it.

"When?" Nate asked.

Evan looked at the boat, the parking lot, the ordinary Saturday surrounding us.

"At home."

My cunt tightened beneath the cover-up.

"Our home?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Our bed?"

Jealousy moved through his face.

His cock remained hard.

"Yes."

Nate looked away toward the water.

"Why there?"

Evan answered without hesitation.

"Because you have been in our house for years. I want the place remembering the first time you finally touched what you wanted."

The sentence affected Nate more than any dirty talk had.

He swallowed.

"When?"

I moved closer to Evan.

"Next Saturday," I said.

Both men looked at me.

"Why next Saturday?"

"Because it gives Nate seven nights to remember my mouth."

I touched Evan's hard cock through his shorts.

"And gives my little cuck seven nights to imagine his best friend inside me."

Nate's jaw tightened.

"You really enjoy making him suffer."

"He enjoys suffering for the right picture."

Evan caught the back of my neck and kissed me.

He tasted nothing of Nate now.

The memory remained stronger than taste.

When we separated, Nate said, "What am I supposed to do until Saturday?"

I looked at his trousers.

His cock had hardened again.

"You have the group chat."


CHAPTER 18

EVAN - I WANT YOU TO WANT HER

Nate called me Monday night without using the group chat.

I was in the garage organizing tools I did not need to organize. Lena was upstairs showering after the gym.

"Can you talk?" he asked.

"Yes."

"Alone?"

"For five minutes."

He breathed once before speaking.

"I almost canceled Saturday."

My stomach tightened.

"Why?"

"Because I keep thinking about what happens after."

"After you fuck her?"

"After I see you the next morning."

The honesty landed where it should.

This was not Mason across a fence or Julian leaving a hotel.

Nate would remain inside birthdays, football games, and every future story about college.

"We see each other," I said.

"That simple?"

"No."

"Then tell me the complicated version."

I sat on the workbench.

"I will hate how much she likes you."

"Evan."

"You asked."

"Do you think she will like me more?"

"Not more. Differently."

"You sound sure."

"I have watched her discover different men."

The sentence still felt impossible when spoken to my best friend.

"What if I want her after Saturday?" he asked.

"You already want her."

"You know what I mean."

I did.

Not one night.

Not one story.

The ongoing hunger that had changed Julian from fantasy to presence and Mason from neighbor to secret.

"Then you tell us."

"Us."

"Yes."

"And if you hate hearing it?"

"I probably will."

Nate laughed quietly.

"Your cock will disagree."

The phrase belonged to Lena.

Hearing it from him made me hard.

"She told you that."

"She tells me a lot now."

Jealousy struck immediately.

"In the group?"

"Only the group."

"I know."

"Do you?"

I closed my eyes.

"Yes."

Nate's voice softened.

"I'm not trying to take something from you."

"I know."

"Then why do you sound angry?"

"Because my best friend has spent two days thinking about fucking my wife."

Silence.

Then Nate said, "You asked me to."

"I know."

"You told me to keep looking."

"I know."

"You handed me sunscreen."

My cock hardened further.

"I know."

"You watched her suck me."

"I know."

"Then say what you actually want."

The garage became too quiet.

I looked at old boxes from our move. A college photograph on the shelf showed Nate and me at twenty-two, arms over each other's shoulders, unaware of every woman and mistake still ahead.

"I want you to want her," I said.

Nate did not speak.

"Not only because she is beautiful. Not only because she showed you there was no reason to keep hiding it. I want you thinking about my wife when you wake up. I want Saturday hurting before it arrives."

My voice had become rough.

"Why?" he asked.

I stared at the photograph.

"Because you know me."

"That isn't enough."

"Because every time you want her, the man I used to be should hate you."

"And the man you are now?"

Lena appeared in the garage doorway wearing only a towel.

Water moved down her legs.

She listened without interrupting.

I answered Nate while looking at my wife.

"The man I am now gets hard."

Lena smiled.

Nate's breath changed through the phone.

"Saturday," he said.

"Saturday."

I ended the call.

Lena crossed the garage and opened my trousers.

"My honest little cuck."

She climbed onto the workbench and spread her legs.

The towel fell open.

Her pussy glistened.

"Fuck me while you imagine him wanting your wife all week."

I pushed my cock into her.

The college photograph watched from the shelf while Lena made Saint Evan disappear one hard stroke at a time.


CHAPTER 19

EVAN - SEVEN NIGHTS

The week before Saturday became its own kind of sex.

Nate never sent a photograph without both of us in the conversation. Lena never answered him privately. There were no rules written down because none were needed to understand the center of the thing.

He wanted my wife.

She wanted him.

I wanted to see what happened when years of friendship entered our bed.

Monday night, Nate sent a photograph of the boat cabin after cleaning it.

Empty berth. Folded towel. No bodies.

Nate:

I can still hear her choking on me in here.

My cock hardened beneath the dinner table.

Lena sat across from me eating pasta.

She read the message and opened her legs beneath the table.

No panties.

Me:

Tell him what you remember.

Lena:

Your cum hitting the back of my tongue while my husband watched.

Nate:

I remember him kissing you after.

Lena:

He liked your taste more than he admits.

I put my fork down.

"Cruel."

"Specific."

She smiled and touched herself while I watched.

Tuesday, Nate sent a voice note from his car.

"I drove past your street without turning. I thought about Lena upstairs. I thought about the bedroom window. I thought about Saint Evan choosing the bed where I get to fuck his wife."

Lena played it through the speakers while riding my cock on the sofa.

"Again," she said.

I played it again.

She came when Nate said wife.

Wednesday, Lena photographed herself in my old college sweatshirt.

The gray fabric read FLORIDA STATE across her tits. Nate had owned the same one. I had worn mine during exams, road trips, and the night Rachel danced with another man.

Lena wore nothing beneath it.

She lifted the hem enough to expose her bare cunt.

Lena:

Do you remember this shirt?

Nate:

Evan wore it the night I chased him out of the party.

Lena:

Saturday I will wear it while you fuck the jealousy out of him.

Nate sent no answer for four minutes.

Then:

I am going to ruin that shirt.

Thursday, I met Nate for coffee.

We spoke about Saturday for less than ten minutes. The rest of the conversation remained painfully normal.

Work.

A leaking roof at his place.

The football season.

Our parents getting older.

When we stood to leave, he said, "I keep picturing her in the sweatshirt."

"So do I."

"Does that bother you?"

"Yes."

"Do you want me to stop?"

"No."

The answer came without struggle.

Friday, Lena did not send anything.

Neither did I.

At nine that night, Nate finally wrote:

Are we still doing this?

Lena was lying beside me naked, one thigh across my legs. My cock rested hard against her hip.

I handed her the phone.

She typed:

Come tomorrow at seven. Do not eat first.

Nate:

Why?

Lena:

Because Saint Evan is cooking for the man who will fuck his wife in his own bed.

Nate:

And after dinner?

She looked at me.

I nodded.

Lena:

After dinner, I wear the old sweatshirt and nothing else.

Nate:

Then what?

She placed the phone on my chest.

"You answer."

My fingers shook once before typing.

Then you tell me every time you wanted her while she takes your cock.

Nate:

And you?

I looked at Lena.

Her hand wrapped around my hard cock.

Me:

I watch until she tells me where I belong.

Nate:

Saint Evan finally learned to follow instructions.

Lena laughed.

Then she climbed over me and lowered her cunt onto my cock.

"Show me how impatient you are," she whispered.

I fucked her while the three dots from my best friend appeared and disappeared on the screen between us.


CHAPTER 20

LENA - THE VOICE MESSAGES

I woke Saturday with Nate's voice in my head.

Not the dirty messages.

The ordinary ones.

The way he said Evan's name when telling an old story. The affection beneath the teasing. The history I could never share because it began before me.

That history was the reason my pussy felt hot before I even opened my eyes.

Evan lay beside me awake.

"You are thinking," I said.

"So are you."

"About him?"

"Yes."

I placed my hand over his cock beneath the sheet.

Already hard.

"Does it hurt more today?"

"Yes."

"Good."

I stroked him slowly.

"I do not want easy jealousy."

"What do you want?"

"The kind that makes you remember every birthday photograph where Nate stood beside me. Every hug. Every time he came into our kitchen and you never wondered whether his cock got hard when I bent down."

Evan's jaw tightened.

His cock stayed hard.

"You enjoy digging into old photographs."

"Because the hunger was there before we named it."

I climbed over him.

My pussy settled along his cock without taking him inside.

"Tell me the first time you saw Nate naked."

"College shower."

"Were you impressed?"

"Lena."

"You kept his photograph. Do not become shy now."

He gripped my hips.

"He was bigger than me."

"Did you notice?"

"Everyone notices in a locker room."

"Did it bother Saint Evan?"

"No."

I rolled my hips.

"Does it bother my little cuck now?"

"Yes."

The admission made my cunt slicker.

I lowered myself onto him.

Evan filled me, familiar and hard.

"Imagine those college showers," I whispered. "Imagine your best friend beside you, already bigger, already carrying the cock your wife will take tonight."

He drove deeper.

"You were not there."

"I am inside the memory now."

I rode him slowly.

"Tonight I wear your old shirt. I kneel between the two men who wore it before me. Then I put the bigger cock in my mouth while the smaller one watches."

Evan groaned.

"Cruel."

"Honest."

He rolled me beneath him.

"Do you want him more because he is my friend?"

"Yes."

The answer hurt him.

His cock drove harder.

"Why?"

"Because he knows what humiliates you without needing instructions."

"What else?"

"Because he can look at you while he fucks me and remember the jealous boy from the party."

Evan's body tightened.

"More."

I wrapped my legs around him.

"Because after he comes inside your wife, he will still call you next week to talk about football."

Evan came deep inside me.

The force surprised both of us.

He buried his face against my neck while his cock pulsed.

I held him there.

"Tonight is not about replacing you," I whispered.

"I know."

"It is about making every old version of you watch."

He lifted his head.

Jealousy remained in his eyes.

So did trust.

"Wear the sweatshirt," he said.

"Only the sweatshirt?"

"Only the sweatshirt."

I smiled.

"Saint Evan is choosing what his best friend unwraps."


CHAPTER 21

EVAN - SATURDAY AT SEVEN

Nate arrived at exactly seven.

No bourbon this time.

No joke at the door.

He wore dark jeans and a white shirt with the sleeves rolled to his forearms. I had seen him dressed like that for dates, weddings, and work dinners.

Never to fuck my wife.

Lena opened the door wearing a blue dress.

The sweatshirt waited upstairs.

Nate looked at her face first.

Then at me.

"Hi."

"Come in," Lena said.

He entered the house he had visited for years.

The same photographs stood along the hallway. Our wedding. The beach. Nate beside us at a birthday dinner. A group picture from college where he and I wore matching gray sweatshirts.

He stopped at that photograph.

"You kept this."

"Lena framed it," I said.

She stood between us.

"I wanted to know who my husband was before he learned to share."

Nate touched the edge of the frame.

"He was impossible."

"He still is."

Dinner tasted like nothing.

I had cooked steak, potatoes, asparagus. Nate complimented everything. Lena drank wine. We spoke about a storm moving toward the Gulf.

Underneath every word waited the bedroom upstairs.

After dinner, Lena put her glass down.

"Tell him."

Nate looked at me.

"Tell me what?"

I had prepared the sentence all week.

It still scraped on the way out.

"Tell her what you want."

Nate turned toward my wife.

His voice changed.

"I want to see you in Evan's old sweatshirt."

Lena stood.

"Wait here."

She went upstairs.

Nate and I remained at the table.

For a moment, neither of us spoke.

Then he said, "Last chance to punch me and pretend none of this happened."

I laughed once.

"You still think I am twenty-one."

"Part of me does."

"Part of me is."

He nodded.

"That is the part I am afraid of hurting."

I looked at my best friend.

"He is already hurt."

"And the rest?"

My cock pressed hard beneath my trousers.

"The rest wants to watch."

Footsteps sounded on the stairs.

Lena appeared wearing the gray FLORIDA STATE sweatshirt.

Nothing else.

The hem stopped below her ass. One shoulder had slipped loose, exposing skin. The old fabric stretched across tits it had never been designed to cover.

Nate stood.

"Fuck."

Lena walked slowly toward the photograph in the hallway.

She stood beneath the younger versions of us.

"Which one is Saint Evan?" she asked.

Nate pointed at me in the frame.

"The one holding the soda while everyone else had beer."

"And you?"

"The idiot with the cut over his eye."

Lena looked at the photograph.

Then at both men.

"You wore this shirt?"

"We both had one," Nate said.

"Then tonight it belongs to all three of us."

She lifted the hem.

Her pussy was bare.

Nate inhaled.

I felt every year of friendship tighten between us.

Lena walked to me first.

She opened my trousers and pulled my cock free.

Then she crossed to Nate.

She opened his belt.

His larger cock rose beneath the white shirt.

Lena stood between the two hard men from the photograph.

"Take me upstairs," she said.

Nate looked at me.

I answered before he could ask anything.

"She said take her."

He closed one hand around the back of her neck.

The old house remembered every ordinary visit.

Then my best friend kissed my wife beneath the photograph of the man I used to be.


CHAPTER 22

LENA - MY HUSBAND'S BEST FRIEND

Nate kissed me differently in the house.

On the boat, there had been sun, water, and the awareness that we could still return to shore unchanged.

In our hallway, his mouth carried every room he had entered as Evan's friend.

The kitchen where we served him coffee.

The living room where he watched football.

The guest room he helped paint while staring at my white panties.

The stairs beneath our feet.

I opened his shirt while he kissed me.

Evan stood behind us, cock hard in his hand.

Nate's chest was broader than my husband's. Dark hair ran down his stomach. The comparison made Evan's breathing change.

I touched both men at once.

My right hand around Nate.

My left around Evan.

Nate filled my fingers more completely.

I looked at my husband.

"Your best friend is bigger."

Jealousy moved across his face.

"I know."

"Say his name."

"Nate is bigger than me."

Nate groaned.

The confession affected him too.

I stroked both cocks slowly.

"How does it feel hearing Saint Evan admit that?" I asked Nate.

"Filthy."

"How does it feel saying it?" I asked Evan.

"Worse."

"Your cock says better."

I tightened my hand around him.

Evan pulsed.

Nate lifted the sweatshirt over my tits. The fabric gathered beneath my arms. He covered both tits with his hands and stared down.

"I have imagined these for years."

"Tell him where."

"Your birthday dress. The pool. The ladder. Every time you hugged me in a thin shirt."

Evan's hand began moving over his own cock.

I watched him.

"My little cuck is listening to his best friend confess."

Nate bent and sucked one nipple.

I moaned.

His beard scratched my skin. His other hand squeezed my ass beneath the sweatshirt.

Evan moved closer.

I turned my head and kissed him while Nate used his mouth on my breast.

"Feel that?" I whispered against Evan's lips.

"Yes."

"Your best friend finally has the tits he watched for years."

Nate switched sides.

I gasped.

"And Saint Evan is standing close enough to hear me enjoy it."

Evan gripped my hair and kissed me harder.

Nate straightened.

"Bedroom," he said.

The command made my cunt clench.

I climbed the stairs between them.

Every few steps, one man touched me.

Nate's palm on my bare ass.

Evan's fingers between my legs.

At the bedroom door, I stopped.

Nate had entered the room once before to help move a dresser.

Now the bed waited open behind me.

White sheets.

Wedding photograph on the dresser.

Evan's side. My side.

"Look at him," I told Nate.

He did.

"Tell my husband what you want to do in his bed."

Nate's voice stayed low.

"I want his wife on her knees. I want my cock in the mouth I have imagined since before she knew. Then I want her bent over the bed while he watches me fuck every year of pretending out of her."

Evan's cock twitched.

I turned toward my husband.

"Is that what you brought him here for?"

"Yes."

"Then sit down, Saint Evan."

He sat on the edge of our bed.

I knelt between my husband's knees and my best friend's cock.


CHAPTER 23

EVAN - THE COLLEGE SHIRT

Lena knelt in front of Nate while wearing my old sweatshirt.

The sight reached backward through time.

I remembered lecture halls, cheap beer, laundry rooms, and Nate sleeping through alarms. I remembered wearing the same gray letters while walking away from Rachel because another man had made me jealous.

Now those letters stretched across my wife's back while she opened her mouth for my best friend.

Nate held his cock at the base.

Lena licked the head.

Her eyes stayed on me.

"Tell him another memory," she said.

Nate's voice came rough.

"Your wedding rehearsal."

Jealousy tightened my chest.

Lena took him deeper.

"What happened?" I asked.

"She wore a blue dress. We hugged after dinner. Her breast pressed against my arm."

"That was enough?"

"I had wanted her for years by then."

Lena pulled back.

"Did you jerk off that night?"

"Yes."

"Where was Evan?"

"In the hotel room next door."

My cock pulsed in my fist.

"My best friend jerked off to my bride the night before our wedding," I said.

Nate looked at me.

"Yes."

Lena swallowed him again.

Her mouth stretched around the thick cock. The gray sweatshirt moved with her shoulders. Nate's fingers gathered her dark hair.

I watched his hips begin to move.

Not fast.

Deep enough to make her throat work.

"Look at Saint Evan," Nate said.

Lena looked.

The old nickname in his voice struck harder than when she used it.

I stroked myself faster.

"Your husband is jerking off to the cock he showered beside in college," Nate said.

Humiliation burned through me.

Lena moaned around him.

"He knew I was bigger before you did."

My hand stopped for half a beat.

Lena pulled off his cock.

Saliva connected her lips to the head.

"Did you?" she asked me.

"Yes."

"You saw this cock years before your wife did."

"Yes."

"Did you ever imagine me on my knees for it?"

"Not then."

"Now?"

My voice broke.

"Every day this week."

She smiled.

"My honest little cuck."

Then she took Nate deep again.

Nate fucked her mouth harder.

The head pushed against her throat. Her eyes watered. One hand remained on my knee, grounding the scene in the marriage while the other stroked what she could not swallow.

I came across the front of the sweatshirt.

White cum marked the old gray letters.

Lena saw it.

She released Nate and looked down.

My cum covered FLORIDA STATE.

"Saint Evan ruined his own shirt first," she said.

Nate laughed, breathless and hard.

The sound carried college and the bedroom at once.

Lena crawled toward me.

She licked the remaining cum from the head of my cock.

Then returned to Nate with my taste in her mouth.

My best friend groaned as she swallowed him again.

I had never felt the past become physical before.

It did inside that shirt.

Inside my wife's mouth.

Inside the look Nate gave me while my wife took more of him than she had taken on the boat.


CHAPTER 24

EVAN - THE ROOM FULL OF OUR PAST

Nate did not come in her mouth.

Lena stopped before he could.

She stood and pulled the sweatshirt over her head.

My cum had soaked into the old letters. She dropped it beside the bed.

Naked now, she turned slowly between us.

Nate stared at the body he had imagined through years of clothes.

"Say it," she told him.

"You are more beautiful naked than I ever pictured."

"Too gentle."

He looked at me.

Then back at her.

"Your tits are fuller. Your ass is better. And your cunt is already dripping because your husband watched you suck me."

Lena smiled.

"Better."

She climbed onto the bed and spread her legs.

The room contained our wedding photograph, Nate's old memories, and every man who had touched her before him.

"Show him what they taught you," I said.

Lena reached between her legs.

She opened her pussy with two fingers.

Nate's cock jumped.

"Julian was the first man Evan watched inside me," she said. "He taught my husband that jealousy could make his cock harder than love ever had."

My stomach tightened.

"Adrian used his hands first. Mason made me cross a yard with another man's cum inside me."

Nate stared at her open cunt.

"And me?"

"You make every old memory dirty."

She looked at me.

"Come closer, love."

I knelt beside her.

Lena took my hand and placed it against her pussy.

"Tell your best friend how I like to be touched."

I rubbed her clit with two fingers.

"Firm. Slow until she starts pushing back."

Nate watched.

"And when she is close?"

"Do not slow down because she becomes loud."

Lena moaned as I pressed harder.

"He knows his wife," Nate said.

"That is why he can share me," she answered.

She took Nate's wrist and pulled his hand between her legs beside mine.

Our fingers touched against her cunt.

The contact shocked all three of us.

Nate followed my movement.

I taught my best friend the rhythm that made Lena shake.

His fingers were thicker. Rougher at the tips.

She noticed.

"Different," she whispered.

"Better?" I asked.

Her eyes opened.

"Do not ask questions you need answered with my body."

She pushed harder against Nate's hand.

Jealousy answered for me.

My cock rose again.

Nate slid two fingers into her cunt.

Lena cried out.

I kept rubbing her clit while my best friend fucked her with his hand.

"Tell him what you feel," Nate said.

She looked at me.

"His fingers fill me more."

My cock pulsed.

"More."

"Your best friend is inside your wife's cunt, and Saint Evan is making her come for him."

Her body tightened.

Nate drove his fingers deeper.

I held the rhythm.

Lena came between our hands, crying both names.

Her cunt squeezed Nate's fingers while my palm became soaked.

When the shaking slowed, she pulled his wet hand free.

She held it in front of my mouth.

"Clean your best friend's fingers."

I looked at Nate.

The man from the college photograph watched me open my mouth.

I sucked Lena's slick taste from his fingers.

His eyes darkened.

My cock became painfully hard.

Lena smiled from the bed.

"Now both of you know exactly where Saint Evan belongs."


CHAPTER 25

EVAN - ON HER KNEES BETWEEN US

Lena moved to the center of the bed and knelt between us.

Nate stood on one side.

I stood on the other.

Both cocks hard.

Both known to me long before they belonged inside the same fantasy.

She looked from one to the other.

"Show him the difference."

The command went to Nate.

He placed his cock beside mine.

The comparison was brutal.

His cock was thicker and longer by enough that no angle could hide it. Mine hard and wet from Lena's mouth, still pulsing because the difference hurt.

"Look, love," she said.

"I am looking."

"Your best friend carries more cock than you."

"I can see."

"Does Saint Evan hate it?"

"Yes."

"Does my little cuck want it inside his wife?"

My mouth dried.

"Yes."

Nate looked at me.

The friendship in his eyes made the humiliation sharper, not softer.

"You really want this."

"Yes."

Lena took both cocks in her hands.

"Then stop talking like men at lunch."

She licked mine first.

One slow stroke of her tongue from base to head.

Then she turned and swallowed Nate.

The choice was deliberate.

My wife tasted her husband before opening wider for his best friend.

I stroked myself while Nate's cock moved between her lips.

Lena pulled back and used both hands.

"Tell me which one belongs in your mouth," I said.

She looked at Nate's thicker cock.

"The one that makes my husband feel small."

Jealousy cut through me.

Nate groaned.

She took him deep again.

I gripped her hair from the side.

"Look at me while you suck him."

Her eyes lifted.

Tears gathered when Nate reached her throat.

The sight pushed me close again.

"Your best friend is stretching my mouth," she said after pulling away. "Bigger than you, love."

"I know."

"He wanted this before our wedding."

"I know."

"And you brought him into our bed."

"Yes."

She wrapped her lips around my cock next.

The familiar fit made the comparison worse.

She could take all of me easily.

She looked at Nate while swallowing my entire cock.

"Your Saint Evan fits so sweetly," she said after releasing me.

Humiliation burned down my spine.

Nate stroked her hair.

"Do not destroy him before I get inside you."

Lena smiled.

"He does not break. He comes."

She took Nate again.

I stood beside my best friend while my wife moved between us, mouth and hands switching, comparing, provoking.

No stranger could have made the scene feel this exposed.

Nate knew the sound I made before coming from years of hearing women through thin college walls.

He recognized it when my breath changed.

"She is going to make you come first again," he said.

"Shut up."

He laughed.

"Still impatient, Saint Evan."

Lena stroked me faster.

"Come for your best friend, little cuck."

I came across her cheek and lips.

Nate watched every pulse.

Lena gathered my cum with her tongue.

Then she kissed the head of Nate's cock, leaving my white streak across him.

"Now fuck the wife he prepared for you," she said.


CHAPTER 26

LENA - BIGGER THAN MEMORY

Nate stood at the edge of our bed with Evan's cum shining on his cock.

I lay back and opened my legs.

My husband sat beside my head, softening cock still wet in his hand.

Nate looked from my cunt to Evan.

The moment was not hesitant.

It was heavy.

He had imagined me for years. Evan had imagined this for seven nights. I had spent the entire week turning their history into hunger.

Now the bed had to carry it.

"Tell him what you see," I said to Evan.

His voice came rough.

"My best friend between my wife's legs."

Nate rubbed the thick head through my pussy.

My hips lifted.

"More."

"His cock is bigger than mine."

Nate pressed against me.

The broad head began to open my cunt.

I looked at Evan.

"More, love."

"You are going to take the man who knew me before you did."

Nate pushed deeper.

The stretch made my breath catch.

"Yes."

"He jerked off to you before our wedding."

Another inch entered me.

"Yes."

"And now my wife is opening for him in our bed."

Nate drove all the way inside.

I cried out.

The fullness was immediate. Thicker than Evan. Different from Julian. Charged by memory rather than novelty.

Nate held himself deep.

"Fuck," he whispered.

I wrapped my legs around his waist.

"Tell Saint Evan how his best friend feels."

Nate looked at him.

"His wife is tight around me. Wet enough to take all of it."

Evan's cock began rising again.

I smiled.

"Look at him."

Nate did.

"Saint Evan is getting hard while you fill his wife."

Nate pulled back and drove into me.

The first hard stroke shook the bed.

Evan's hand moved over his cock.

Nate fucked me slowly at first, each movement deep enough to make me feel the full thickness drag through my cunt.

I looked at my husband over Nate's shoulder.

"Bigger than you, love."

"I know."

"He fills me more."

Jealousy tightened his face.

His cock became harder.

"Say his name."

"Nate is fucking my wife."

The words pushed both men deeper into the scene.

Nate gripped my thighs and increased the pace.

The wet sound filled our bedroom.

Our wedding photograph faced the bed.

"Look at the picture," I told Evan.

He did.

"That man thought marriage meant no one would ever touch me."

Nate drove harder.

"Tell him what marriage means now."

Evan looked from the photograph to my body taking his best friend.

"It means I know exactly who she comes home with after she takes another cock."

The answer hit me harder than humiliation.

I reached for him.

Evan took my hand.

Nate fucked me between my husband's legs and our shared history.

"Harder," I told Nate.

He pounded into me.

The headboard struck the wall.

I cried Evan's name first.

Then Nate's.

My husband held my hand through both.


CHAPTER 27

EVAN - MY BEST FRIEND INSIDE MY WIFE

Watching Nate fuck Lena changed old memories while I watched.

Every time he had carried boxes through our door.

Every photograph where his hand rested near her waist.

Every hug I had seen without noticing his cock might be hard.

They all led to the bed.

Nate drove into her with the strength I remembered from wrestling matches and bar fights, now turned toward my wife's body. His hands held her thighs wide. Lena's cunt stretched around the thick cock.

I could see the difference.

She made sure I heard it too.

"So full," she moaned.

Nate looked at me.

"She takes me beautifully."

My cock stood hard in my fist.

"Tell him," Lena said.

"Tell me what?"

"How long you wanted this."

Nate did not slow.

"Since the red bikini."

"Before."

He drove deeper.

"Your birthday hug."

"Before."

"The first dinner after you married. You wore a white blouse without a bra. I saw your nipples through it while Evan opened wine."

Jealousy struck cleanly.

My hand moved faster.

Lena smiled at me.

"Saint Evan poured his best friend wine while Nate imagined taking his wife."

"Yes," Nate said.

"Did you look at me?" I asked.

"I tried not to."

"Liar."

He laughed once while fucking her.

"I looked."

The old friendship made even the laughter obscene.

Lena pulled me closer by the hand.

"Come here, little cuck."

I knelt beside her face.

She opened her mouth.

I gave her my cock while Nate continued behind me.

My wife sucked me as my best friend fucked her.

Each drive pushed her mouth along my cock. Her moans vibrated against me. Nate's hands moved to her hips and pulled her into him.

"Look at him," she said after releasing my cock.

I looked over her body.

Nate's eyes met mine.

There was no apology.

No challenge.

Only the truth we had chosen together.

"She is close," I told him.

"I can feel it."

"Do not slow down."

He pounded harder.

Lena screamed around my cock.

Her cunt clenched visibly around Nate. Her body shook between us.

My best friend made my wife come while I held her hair.

The sight pushed me over.

I came in her mouth.

Lena swallowed while still shaking.

Nate stayed buried inside her cunt.

"Saint Evan came first again," he said.

Humiliation burned through me.

Lena laughed breathlessly.

"He always does when the bigger cock is inside me."

Nate resumed moving.

I watched my softening cock leave her lips while his remained hard inside her cunt.

The comparison became crueler with every stroke.

"Where do you want him?" I asked.

Lena looked at me.

"Inside."

The answer tightened my stomach.

Nate heard it.

His pace became rougher.

"Tell your best friend," Lena said.

I knew the words she wanted.

"Fill my wife."

Nate drove deep.

He came inside her cunt with his face turned toward me.

Lena held his cock in her body through every pulse.

When he finally withdrew, his cum followed across her cunt and thighs.

The bed belonged to our marriage.

The mess belonged to all three of us.

Lena opened her legs wider.

"Come see what your best friend left inside your wife."

I moved between her thighs.

Nate sat beside her shoulder and watched me lick his cum from her cunt.

He had known every version of me.

Now he knew this one too.


CHAPTER 28

EVAN - THE MORNING AFTER MY BEST FRIEND

Nate slept in our guest room.

The decision happened without discussion after midnight. He had drunk wine. His shirt was somewhere downstairs. The guest room stood ten feet from the bed where he had filled my wife.

Lena slept beside me naked.

Nate's cum remained inside her cunt.

I knew because I had tasted only what reached the surface. The rest stayed in the body pressed against mine.

At three in the morning, she woke and climbed over me.

"Hard?" she whispered.

I was.

She guided my cock into her cunt.

The first stroke brought the slick warmth of both bodies together. Mine. Nate's. Hers.

Lena moaned against my mouth.

"Feel your best friend inside your wife?"

The words pushed me deeper.

"Yes."

"He is sleeping across the hall."

"I know."

"The man who called you Saint Evan came in me in your bed."

I gripped her ass and fucked upward.

"And you came back to me."

"I never left you."

The answer carried affection without cleaning the filth from the scene.

She rode me harder.

"But I liked him."

Jealousy tightened my body.

"I know."

"I liked how big he felt."

"I know."

"I liked him remembering me before I knew."

My cock pulsed.

"Tell me the worst part."

Lena leaned close.

"I want him again."

I came inside her cunt with Nate sleeping beyond the wall.

At seven, I found him in the kitchen wearing yesterday's trousers and one of my T-shirts.

Coffee brewed between us.

For a moment, neither man mentioned Lena.

"You still take it black," I said.

"Since college."

I poured two cups.

Nate looked toward the stairs.

"How is she?"

"Asleep."

"And you?"

The honest answer stood between us.

"Jealous."

"Angry?"

"Not at you."

"At her?"

"No."

"Then at what?"

I sat across the island.

"At the fact that I liked seeing your cock inside her cunt."

Nate nodded slowly.

"I liked you watching."

The admission tightened my stomach.

"Why?"

"Because I kept expecting the old you to stand up."

"Saint Evan."

"Yes."

"Did you want him to?"

Nate thought before answering.

"Part of me wanted proof you would fight for her."

"And the rest?"

"Wanted you to stay exactly where she put you."

My cock stirred beneath the island.

Nate saw the reaction in my face.

"There he is," he said.

The phrase belonged to Lena.

Hearing it from him made me laugh.

The laughter loosened something neither of us knew how to discuss.

Footsteps sounded on the stairs.

Lena entered wearing the gray college sweatshirt.

Nothing else.

My cum and Nate's had dried across the front.

She looked at both men over coffee.

"My two college boys."

Nate's cock thickened beneath my T-shirt.

Mine did the same.

Lena climbed onto the stool between us.

"Did the friendship survive breakfast?"

"So far," Nate said.

She kissed me first.

Then Nate.

The two kisses lasted different amounts of time.

I noticed.

She noticed me noticing.

"Still jealous, love?"

"Yes."

"Good."

She opened her legs beneath the island.

"Then breakfast has not started yet."


CHAPTER 29

EVAN - NORMAL MEN AT BREAKFAST

Lena made eggs while wearing the stained sweatshirt.

Nate and I sat at the island pretending the morning belonged to ordinary people.

Every time she reached into a cabinet, the hem lifted and exposed her ass. Every time she turned, the gray fabric showed the marks both men had left.

Nate watched openly now.

I watched him.

"You are doing it again," he said.

"Doing what?"

"Watching me look."

"You came in my wife last night. Looking seems harmless."

Lena placed a plate in front of him.

"Nothing about looking is harmless anymore."

She served me next.

Then stood between our stools and took one bite from each plate.

"Tell him where you slept," I said.

Nate looked at her.

"Guest room."

"Tell him what you thought about."

"His wife in the room across the hall."

Lena smiled.

"More."

"Whether he was fucking you with my cum still inside."

My cock hardened.

She touched the front of my shorts.

"He was."

Nate's jaw tightened.

"I heard the bed."

"Did you touch yourself?" she asked.

"Yes."

"Did you come?"

"No."

"Why?"

"I wanted to stay hard until I saw you."

Lena's face changed.

She reached beneath my T-shirt and wrapped her hand around Nate's cock.

He groaned.

I sat inches away.

"Look at him, love," she said.

Nate's cock emerged from the shorts. Thick. Hard. The same cock that had stretched her hours earlier.

Lena stroked him while eating a piece of toast from my plate.

"Your best friend saved this for breakfast."

My cock pressed against my shorts.

"I can see."

"What should I do with it?"

"Use your mouth."

She smiled.

Lena slid from the stool and knelt beneath the island.

She took Nate first.

His head fell back.

I opened my shorts and stroked myself beside him.

The kitchen held coffee, eggs, sunlight, and the wet sound of my wife sucking my best friend.

"Look down," I told him.

Nate did.

Lena's eyes moved between both men.

"She woke with your cum inside her cunt," I said.

His cock pulsed in her mouth.

"I know."

"I fucked her while you listened."

"I know."

"Did that make you hard?"

"Yes."

Lena moaned.

"Tell Saint Evan why," she said after releasing him.

Nate looked at me.

"Because she came back to you dirty from me."

My hand moved faster.

Lena took Nate again.

He came across her tongue minutes later.

She swallowed, stood, and kissed me before returning to the stove.

"Now eat," she said.

Nate stared at his plate.

"How am I supposed to eat after that?"

Lena turned the eggs in the pan.

"Like normal men."

I looked at my best friend.

He looked at me.

We both started laughing.

Normal had become the dirtiest word in the house.


CHAPTER 30

LENA - THE VOICE NOTE

Nate waited three days before speaking in the group chat again.

The silence did not mean distance.

It meant he was trying to understand what Saturday had changed.

On Wednesday night, Evan and I were in bed when a voice note arrived.

Nate sounded tired.

"I keep remembering breakfast. Not the blowjob. The coffee. Sitting across from Evan in his shirt after sleeping ten feet from both of you. I expected shame. Instead, I wanted to do it again. I wanted Lena walking into the kitchen with my cum inside her cunt every Sunday. I do not know what that makes me."

Evan played the message twice.

His face became still.

"What?" I asked.

"Every Sunday."

"That is the part you heard?"

"Yes."

Jealousy entered the room.

I placed my phone aside and climbed over him.

"Does it scare you that he wants something ongoing?"

"Yes."

"Does your cock agree?"

I opened his shorts.

Hard.

"No."

"Liar."

I stroked him slowly.

"Tell me what hurts."

"He belongs in my regular life."

"That was true before he touched me."

"Now every football game can mean something. Every dinner. Every message."

"That is why you chose him."

Evan looked at me.

"Did I choose too well?"

The question carried real fear.

I stopped stroking and held his face.

"You chose a man who loves you enough not to pretend this is simple."

"And you?"

"I chose my husband. Then I chose to explore the men he brings into our hunger."

"You want Nate again."

"Yes."

The answer hurt.

I felt it in his body.

"More than Mason?"

"Different."

"Julian?"

"Different."

"Me?"

I kissed him.

"No man answers the question you answer."

He gripped my waist.

"Which question?"

"Who do I tell everything to after?"

The answer softened his face without softening his cock.

I picked up the phone.

"Reply."

"What do I say?"

"The truth."

Evan recorded his voice.

"It makes you my best friend who fucked my wife and still wants breakfast. It makes me jealous enough to hate the picture and hard enough to keep it."

He sent it.

I recorded next.

"It makes you the man who will sit beside my husband on Sunday while I decide which one of you gets my mouth first."

Nate answered immediately.

"When?"

Evan stared at the phone.

I straddled him and lowered myself onto his cock.

"Ask him to come for the game," I whispered.

"Other people will be here."

"Exactly."

He understood.

The next experiment would not happen in private.

It would happen beneath ordinary conversation while friends who knew nothing sat in the same room.

Evan typed:

Sunday. One o'clock. Watch the game. Act normal.

Nate:

And Lena?

I took the phone while riding my husband.

I will make normal impossible.


CHAPTER 31

EVAN - THE THING I WAS NOT SUPPOSED TO HEAR

Friday afternoon, Lena left her phone on the kitchen counter while she showered.

A voice message from Nate appeared in the group.

I listened.

"This is for both of you, but mostly Lena. I walked past a woman in a gray college shirt today and got hard in the grocery store. I remembered you on your knees. I remembered your cunt around me. I remembered Evan telling me to fill his wife. I have not wanted a woman this constantly in years."

The words mostly Lena struck me hardest.

Jealousy arrived before reason.

I opened the hidden photograph from the mirror.

My wife in the black dress.

My hard cock beneath her hand.

The image reminded me where the invitation began.

It did not stop the hurt.

Lena entered wearing a towel.

She saw my face.

"You listened."

"Mostly Lena."

"Yes."

"That does not bother you?"

"It excites me."

"Of course it does."

The bitterness in my voice changed the room.

Lena did not soften the truth.

She opened the towel and let it fall.

"Look at me."

I looked.

"Nate wants your wife. Not an idea. Not one night. Me."

My cock hardened despite the anger.

"I know."

"You asked him to."

"I know."

"And now you have to decide whether the reality is still the fantasy you wanted."

She walked closer.

"Do not hide behind anger because your cock already answered."

Her hand found me through my trousers.

Hard.

"I hate how easily he said it."

"He spent years not saying it."

"Mostly Lena."

She smiled without kindness.

"You want him wanting you too?"

The question shocked me.

"No."

"Then why does it hurt that his message was about my body?"

"Because he is mine."

Lena's expression changed.

The truth had come from a place deeper than jealousy.

Nate was my friend before he was her bull.

Part of me felt shared too.

"He is still yours," she said.

"Not like before."

"Nothing is like before."

She opened my trousers.

"That is the point of hunger."

Lena turned and bent over the kitchen island.

Her bare cunt opened toward me.

"Fuck the jealousy into your wife."

I drove into her without another word.

The anger sharpened every stroke. Lena pushed back, taking it harder, laughing when my grip tightened around her waist.

"Say his name," she demanded.

"Nate."

"More."

"My best friend wants my wife constantly."

She moaned.

"More."

"He remembers your cunt around him."

"More."

I pounded into her.

"He wants Sunday breakfast after he fucks you."

Lena came against the island.

I followed seconds later.

When my cock stopped pulsing, she looked over her shoulder.

"Now answer his message."

I recorded while my cock was still buried in her cunt.

"Mostly Lena is the honest part. It hurts. Keep being honest."

Nate answered with text.

I love you, brother.

The sentence tightened my throat.

Then another message appeared.

And I want your wife.

My cock twitched inside Lena.

She felt it.

"There he is."


CHAPTER 32

EVAN - SUNDAY FOOTBALL

Seven people filled our living room on Sunday.

Nate arrived first.

He wore jeans and the dark blue team shirt he had owned for years. Nothing about him told the room he had fucked Lena in our bed eight nights earlier.

Lena wore a short white sundress.

No bra.

No panties.

I knew because I had watched her leave both in the drawer.

Our friends did not.

Mason was not invited. The collision between neighbor and best friend belonged to another day.

By kickoff, every seat was taken. Nate sat on the end of the sofa. I sat beside him. Lena moved between the kitchen and living room serving drinks.

Each time she leaned across Nate, her breast brushed his shoulder.

He kept his hands around his beer.

I watched the restraint tighten his jaw.

During the second quarter, Lena sat on the floor between our knees.

To everyone else, she wanted a better view of the television.

Her back rested against the sofa.

Her left hand disappeared beneath the hem of the dress and found my cock through my shorts.

Her right hand did the same to Nate.

Neither man reacted visibly.

The room erupted when our team scored.

Lena stroked both cocks beneath the noise.

Nate leaned toward me as if discussing the replay.

"Your wife is touching me."

"I know."

"Everyone is three feet away."

"I know."

Lena looked up between us.

Her smile appeared innocent from across the room.

Her fingers opened Nate's zipper.

Then mine.

Both hard cocks remained hidden beneath the white dress pooled across her lap.

She moved between us slowly.

A friend asked Lena whether she wanted another drink.

"I'm good," she said.

Her hand tightened around Nate.

His breath changed.

I bit the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing.

The game continued.

Halftime arrived.

Everyone moved toward the kitchen or patio.

Lena stayed on the floor.

Nate and I remained seated.

The moment the room cleared, she lifted the dress.

Both cocks stood in her hands.

"Normal men," she whispered.

Then she took Nate into her mouth.

I watched the hallway.

Nate gripped the sofa.

Lena sucked him for less than thirty seconds before switching to me.

Footsteps approached.

She dropped the dress and rested her head against my knee.

A friend returned carrying chips.

"You three look comfortable."

"Old friends," Lena said.

Nate stared at the television with his cock wet beneath her skirt.

My pulse hammered.

The friend left again.

Lena whispered, "Guest bathroom. Five minutes."

She stood and walked away.

Nate looked at me.

"Both of us?"

"She said five minutes."

We followed separately.

Inside the bathroom, Lena had lifted the dress to her waist.

She bent over the sink.

"Nate behind me," she said. "Evan at my mouth."

The house remained full of people.

My best friend pulled his cock free and pushed into my wife's wet cunt while I stood in front of her.

Lena took me into her mouth to hide the first moan.

Nate fucked her in short, deep drives. The sink shook lightly. Voices and laughter continued beyond the door.

"Your friends are watching football," Lena whispered against my cock. "Your best friend is fucking your wife in the bathroom."

My cock pulsed.

Nate gripped her hips harder.

"She is soaked," he said.

"Because Saint Evan made her wear no panties," Lena answered.

We did not come.

The danger was the point.

After four minutes, Nate withdrew. Lena lowered the dress. I wiped the sink.

We returned to the living room separately.

For the rest of the game, my best friend sat beside me with my wife's cunt still wet on his cock.

No one knew.

That secrecy felt more intimate than the bedroom.


CHAPTER 33

LENA - AFTER THE GAME

Nate stayed after everyone left.

He helped Evan collect bottles and carry plates into the kitchen as he had done a hundred times.

The difference remained under my dress.

My cunt was swollen from the bathroom. Nate had not come. Neither had Evan.

Both men had spent the second half hard beside each other while our friends shouted at the television.

I locked the front door.

The click made them turn.

"Guest bathroom was cruel," Nate said.

"You liked it."

"I spent two hours trying not to come in my jeans."

Evan leaned against the island.

"She did that to both of us."

I walked between them and removed the white dress.

No underwear.

Nate looked at Evan.

"You chose this too?"

"Yes."

"Saint Evan has become dangerous."

"He always was," I said. "He only needed the right wife."

I opened both men's trousers.

Nate remained wet from my cunt.

Evan remained slick from my mouth.

I knelt on the kitchen floor.

"Who goes first?" Nate asked.

"The husband," I said.

The answer surprised both men.

I took Evan deep.

He gripped my hair.

Nate watched his best friend's cock disappear into my mouth.

"Why him first?" Nate asked.

I released Evan.

"Because you spent two hours wondering whether being bigger made you more important."

Nate's face tightened.

I licked Evan from base to head.

"It does not."

My husband looked down at me.

The jealousy in his eyes changed shape.

Pride entered it.

I turned to Nate.

"Bigger makes you good for hurting him."

I swallowed Nate's thicker cock.

His groan filled the kitchen.

"But this is his marriage."

I returned to Evan.

The men understood the hierarchy without losing the heat.

Evan's hand tightened in my hair.

"Tell him who invited him."

I looked at Nate while sucking my husband.

"Saint Evan."

"Who chose the dress?"

"Saint Evan."

"Who told you to fuck her in the bathroom?" Nate asked.

I smiled around Evan's cock.

"I did."

The answer made both men laugh.

I moved between them until laughter disappeared into groans.

Then Evan lifted me from the floor and bent me over the island.

"Nate," he said.

My husband's voice had changed.

"Take her ass in your hands."

Nate stood behind me.

His palms spread my cheeks.

Evan pushed his cock into my cunt first.

I moaned.

Nate watched from inches away while my husband fucked me.

"Tell him what he waits for," Evan said.

"Your cum," I answered. "He waits until my husband fills me before he gets his turn."

Nate stroked himself against my ass.

Evan pounded harder.

I came with my face against the counter.

He filled my cunt seconds later.

Then withdrew and stepped aside.

Nate pushed into me while Evan's cum still coated the inside.

The thicker cock forced everything deeper.

I cried out.

"Look at your wife," Nate told Evan.

My husband stood beside my face.

"I am looking."

"She takes me better after you."

Jealousy flashed.

Evan's hand wrapped around my throat.

"Tell him why."

I struggled to speak through Nate's hard drives.

"Because my husband opens his wife for his best friend."

Nate came inside me before the sentence finished.

Evan kissed me while both men's cum mixed inside my cunt.


CHAPTER 34

EVAN - WHAT HE KNEW ABOUT ME

Nate sat on the kitchen floor after coming inside Lena.

She lay across my lap on the sofa, naked and exhausted. Both men's cum began sliding between her thighs.

The game had ended hours earlier.

The house finally became quiet.

"Do you remember Rachel's party?" Nate asked.

I laughed softly.

"You have mentioned it enough."

"There is a part I never told you."

Lena lifted her head.

"What part?"

Nate looked at me.

"Rachel kissed that guy after you left."

The old jealousy returned with surprising force.

"You never told me."

"Because you were already destroyed over a dance."

"Did she tell you?"

"I saw it."

Lena studied my face.

"Does that still hurt?"

"Less than it would have then."

"Why tell me now?" I asked.

Nate rested his arms over his knees.

"Because I spent years thinking I protected you from one kiss. Tonight you watched me fuck your wife in the bathroom while six friends stood outside."

The contrast landed heavily.

"You protected the boy I was."

"Maybe I underestimated the man you would become."

Lena sat upright on my lap.

"No. You helped create him."

Nate looked at her.

"How?"

"You taught Evan that friendship could survive an ugly truth."

She touched my face.

"He learned it years before he needed it for this."

The answer reached deeper than sex.

Then Lena placed her wet fingers into my mouth.

Nate's cum and mine coated her skin.

The emotional moment remained dirty.

That was how she kept it honest.

"Tell him what you protected tonight," she said.

I sucked her fingers clean.

"Our marriage."

Nate shook his head.

"I did not protect it."

"You did not try to take her from it."

"I wanted her."

"You still do."

"Yes."

My cock stirred beneath Lena's ass.

She felt it.

"There he is."

Nate smiled.

The phrase had become ours now.

I looked at my best friend.

"You can want her."

"I know."

"You can tell us."

"I know."

"But you do not get to protect me from the truth anymore."

Nate nodded.

"Then here is the truth."

He looked at Lena.

"I want to wake up beside her once."

Jealousy struck hard.

My cock rose beneath her.

Lena looked back at me.

She did not answer Nate.

Neither did I.

The request remained in the room, not as a rule to negotiate, but as the next honest picture.

"Not tonight," I said.

Nate accepted the words without disappointment.

Lena kissed my cheek.

"Not tonight used to mean fear."

"What does it mean now?"

She looked at Nate.

"That Saint Evan wants time to imagine breakfast."

My cock pulsed beneath her.

She was right.


CHAPTER 35

LENA - TWO MEN WHO KNEW EACH OTHER FIRST

Nate did not sleep over Sunday.

He left after midnight.

Before he went, Evan stood with him at the front door for several minutes. They spoke too quietly for me to hear.

I did not need the words.

Their bodies told me enough.

No anger.

No shame.

A new weight in the friendship.

When Evan returned upstairs, I was waiting naked on the bed.

The gray college sweatshirt lay folded beside me.

"What did you say?" I asked.

"That I love him."

"And?"

"That I hate how much he wants you."

"And?"

Evan opened his trousers.

His cock was already hard.

"That I want him again."

I smiled.

"My hungry little cuck."

He climbed over me.

"Do not make it sound small."

"It is not small."

I wrapped my legs around him.

"You wanted the man who knew you first. You let him see the version no one else knows."

Evan pushed into me.

Both men's cum remained inside.

The first drive brought it around his cock.

"Feel him?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Your best friend is still in your wife's cunt."

He fucked harder.

"He asked to wake beside you."

"I heard."

"Do you want that?"

I looked into my husband's eyes.

"I want to discover what it does to you."

"That is not an answer."

"It is the honest one."

Evan gripped my wrists above my head.

"Would you sleep?"

"Maybe."

"Would he hold you?"

"Probably."

"Would you wake hard against him?"

"Wet."

Jealousy sharpened his movements.

I smiled beneath him.

"There he is."

"You enjoy this too much."

"I enjoy finally knowing every version of my husband."

"Saint Evan."

"The jealous boy."

"The little cuck."

"The man fucking his wife full of his best friend's cum."

Evan came inside me.

I held him close.

Afterward, he stayed buried inside while the room quieted.

"The next man will not know me like Nate does," he said.

"No."

"Good."

"Scared?"

"Always."

I touched his face.

"Hard?"

His cock twitched inside me.

"Always."

The answer made me laugh.

We had begun with a confession.

Now every man opened a different room inside the marriage.

Nate had opened the oldest one.

The room where Evan's fear, loyalty, and jealousy had learned each other's names.


CHAPTER 36

EVAN - THE PHOTOGRAPH WE FINALLY SENT

Two weeks after the game, Lena opened the hidden folder.

The first mirror photograph remained at the top.

Black dress. One button open. My hard cock beneath her hand.

The photograph we had saved before Nate knew anything.

"It looks innocent now," she said.

"It never looked innocent."

"Compared to Sunday?"

She was right.

Nate had fucked her in the guest bathroom with our friends outside. He had filled her over the kitchen island after they left. He had asked to wake beside her.

The photograph belonged to the beginning.

Lena sent it to the group.

Nate answered immediately.

That was the picture you almost sent me?

Me:

Yes.

Nate:

Why now?

Lena:

Because now you know what the hand was doing after Evan told you to keep looking.

Nate:

And what was it doing?

She looked at me.

"Tell him."

I typed:

She was squeezing my cock while we imagined you staring at her.

Nate:

I was staring.

Lena:

We know.

A new photograph arrived.

Nate stood in front of his bathroom mirror wearing the same white shirt from Saturday. His trousers were open. His cock hard in his hand.

The image should have felt familiar by then.

It did not.

Behind him, reflected on a shelf, sat a framed photograph of the two of us from college.

Saint Evan and the friend who would one day fuck his wife.

Lena enlarged it.

"He placed that there on purpose."

"Yes."

Nate added:

Now every old photograph looks different.

I understood exactly what he meant.

Lena stood beside me and photographed us in the same mirror pose as before.

This time, she wore the gray sweatshirt.

The hem lifted.

My hand was inside her cunt.

Her hand held my cock.

The photograph showed both.

She sent it.

Nate:

Is she wet for me?

I felt Lena clench around my fingers.

Me:

Yes.

Nate:

Are you hard because she is?

Me:

Yes.

Nate:

Then keep looking, Saint Evan.

The words returned to me changed.

I had sent them first.

Now my best friend sent them back while my fingers moved inside the wife he wanted.

Lena leaned against my chest.

"He learned well."

"Too well."

She smiled.

"That is why he was worth choosing."


CHAPTER 37

EVAN - THE NIGHT I LEFT MY BED

Nate waited almost a month before asking again.

Not in the group chat.

At lunch.

The same sports bar where I first told him about Mason.

"I want one night," he said.

I knew exactly what he meant.

"You already had one."

"I left the bed."

"You slept in the guest room."

"I want to wake beside her."

The request hurt more in daylight.

Not because of sex.

Because morning belonged to intimacy. Bad breath. Tangled sheets. The first unconscious movement toward another body.

"Why?" I asked.

Nate looked at the table.

"I want to know whether wanting her survives sleep."

"It will."

"You sound sure."

"I have woken beside Lena for nine years."

"That is not what I meant."

"I know."

He looked at me.

"And you?"

"I want to know what it does to me."

The answer arrived before I could make it safer.

Nate smiled faintly.

"Saint Evan still runs experiments."

"No rules. No experiment. One night because all three of us want the picture."

"When?"

I thought of our bedroom.

The guest room across the hall.

The wall I had once imagined between Lena and Julian.

This time, the wall would be real and the man would be Nate.

"Friday."

At home, Lena listened while sitting on the kitchen counter.

She wore a short silk robe. One knee was open. Her bare cunt showed whenever the fabric shifted.

"You said yes," she said.

"I said Friday."

"That means yes."

"Do you want it?"

"I want to wake beside the man who wanted me before our wedding."

Jealousy tightened my chest.

My cock hardened beneath my trousers.

She opened my belt.

"And I want my husband hearing the bed through the wall."

"You will be in our bed."

"I know."

"I will be in the guest room."

"I know."

Her hand closed around my cock.

"Does Saint Evan feel replaced?"

"Yes."

"Does my little cuck know it is only one room away?"

"Yes."

"Then choose what I wear when he arrives."

I went upstairs and opened her closet.

The black dress from the first dinner hung near the red dress chosen for David Mercer.

I ignored both.

I took my white shirt from the closet.

The one Lena wore after Julian.

The one she had crossed Mason's yard wearing.

The fabric already carried our history.

"This," I said.

Lena put it on.

No panties.

No bra.

The hem covered half her ass.

"Your shirt for your best friend."

"My wife inside it."

She kissed me.

"And whose bed?"

The question went through me.

"Ours."

Friday arrived slowly.

Nate came at eight with a small overnight bag.

The bag affected me more than his hard cock ever had.

Toothbrush.

Clean shirt.

Clothes for morning.

Evidence that he planned to exist inside our house after coming.

Lena opened the door in my white shirt.

Nate saw her bare legs.

Then the bag in his own hand.

"This feels different," he said.

"Good," Lena answered.

She kissed him in the doorway.

No long buildup.

No dinner theater.

Nate dropped the bag. His hands moved beneath my shirt and gripped her bare ass.

I stood behind them, cock already hard.

Lena pulled away and looked at me.

"Tell him where he sleeps."

My mouth dried.

"With you."

Nate's eyes held mine.

"And you?"

"Across the hall."

Lena smiled.

"My little cuck finally gives his best friend the whole night."

She took Nate's hand and led him upstairs.

I followed.

At our bedroom door, Lena stopped.

She removed my white shirt and handed it to me.

Then entered naked with Nate.

He closed the door halfway.

Not enough to hide them.

Enough to make the gap hurt.

I stood in the hallway holding the shirt while my best friend pushed my wife onto our bed.


CHAPTER 38

LENA - THE MAN BESIDE ME

Nate fucked me while Evan stood in the doorway.

The half-open door turned my husband into part of the room and part of the distance.

He watched with his white shirt in one hand and his cock in the other.

Nate bent me over our bed.

His cock drove into my cunt from behind. Thick. Familiar now. Still capable of making Evan's face tighten every time I took the full length.

"Look at your husband," Nate said.

I lifted my head.

Evan stood exactly where I wanted him.

"Your best friend is in your bed, love."

"I can see."

"Your wife is taking the bigger cock while you hold the shirt she wore for him."

His hand moved faster.

Nate gripped my hair.

"Tell Saint Evan where he sleeps tonight."

"Across the hall."

Jealousy moved over Evan's face.

His cock stayed hard.

"And where do I wake?" Nate asked.

"Beside his wife."

Nate pounded deeper.

The headboard struck the wall that separated our room from the guest room.

Evan would hear the same sound after leaving.

"Come here," I told my husband.

He entered the room.

I opened my mouth.

Evan gave me his cock while Nate continued behind me.

The three of us filled the marital bed one last time before the night split us.

I sucked my husband while my husband's best friend fucked me.

Evan held my face.

"Tell him what you feel."

I released his cock.

"Nate fills me more."

His jaw tightened.

"More."

"His cock reaches deeper while Saint Evan stands at his wife's mouth."

Evan groaned.

Nate's hand struck my ass.

The sound filled the room.

"Your wife likes hearing your old nickname while I fuck her," Nate said.

"I know."

"She clenches every time."

He drove harder to prove it.

My cunt tightened around him.

Evan saw.

"Little cuck," I whispered. "Your best friend knows my cunt now."

Evan came in my mouth.

I swallowed while Nate remained hard inside me.

The comparison made Evan watch longer.

Nate pulled me upright and turned my face toward my husband.

"Tell him goodnight."

The cruelty was clean.

Chosen.

Exactly what Evan had invited.

I kissed my husband with his cum still on my tongue.

"Goodnight, love."

His eyes stayed on mine.

"Goodnight."

"Leave the door open."

He nodded.

Evan walked across the hall carrying the white shirt.

The guest-room door remained open too.

From our bed, I could see a slice of him sitting on the edge of the mattress.

Nate pushed me onto my back.

He spread my legs and entered me again.

I moaned loud enough for both rooms.

"Tell him," Nate said.

I looked through the open doorway.

"Your best friend is fucking your wife to sleep, Saint Evan."

Evan's hand returned to his cock.

Nate pounded me until my body shook.

I came crying my husband's name.

Then Nate's.

He filled my cunt and collapsed beside me.

Across the hall, Evan came alone into the white shirt.

The doors stayed open.

The marriage did not disappear when the lights went out.

It listened.


CHAPTER 39

EVAN - THE OPEN DOOR

I did not sleep for the first hour.

The guest bed felt wrong beneath me.

Our bedroom remained visible through two open doors and a narrow hallway. I could see only the edge of the mattress and one of Lena's feet beneath the sheet.

I heard everything else.

Quiet conversation.

Nate laughing once.

Lena whispering something I could not understand.

The soft movement of the bed when one body turned toward another.

Then silence.

That silence hurt more than the sex.

They were sleeping.

My wife beside my best friend in our bed.

No cock moving.

No dirty talk to turn the intimacy into a performance.

Only breathing.

I held Lena's white shirt against my face.

It smelled like her skin and my cum.

My cock hardened again.

At two, the bed moved.

Lena moaned quietly.

Nate's voice followed.

"You woke me hard."

"Good."

The sheet shifted.

I saw Lena's foot lift.

Then the wet sound began.

Slow.

Unhurried.

Nate fucking my wife in the dark while believing I might be asleep.

I touched myself beneath the shirt.

Lena's voice carried across the hall.

"He is listening."

"How do you know?"

"My husband never sleeps through another man's cock."

My hand moved faster.

Nate laughed softly.

"Saint Evan."

The old nickname entered the darkness.

"Tell him how you woke," Lena said.

Nate's answer came between drives.

"Hard against his wife's ass."

"More."

"She pushed back before opening her eyes."

Jealousy burned.

My cock stayed hard.

"Tell him what I did," Lena demanded.

"She reached behind and put my cock in her cunt."

The bed struck the wall.

I imagined Lena half-asleep, choosing Nate before fully waking.

The picture was unbearable.

Perfect.

"Love," she called.

I stopped pretending.

"I am here."

"Hard?"

"Yes."

"Your best friend woke inside your wife."

"I know."

"He is fucking me slowly because morning is still hours away."

Nate drove deeper.

Her moan crossed the hallway.

"Do you want to see?" she asked.

"Yes."

"Then come to the door."

I stood naked, shirt in hand, cock hard.

At our bedroom doorway, I saw them beneath the sheet.

Nate behind Lena.

One arm around her waist.

His cock moving inside her cunt while both faced me.

The position looked intimate enough to hurt.

Lena reached toward me.

I stayed at the door.

"Look at your wife," she whispered.

"I am looking."

"Your best friend is holding me like I belong in his arms."

Nate kissed the back of her neck.

My cock pulsed.

"And where do you belong?" I asked.

Lena met my eyes.

"Inside the marriage that wanted this."

Nate fucked her harder.

I came against the doorframe while watching my best friend hold my wife while her body shook through another hard release.

Then I returned to the guest bed.

This time, I slept.


CHAPTER 40

EVAN - WAKING BESIDE HISTORY

Morning entered our bedroom before I did.

Sunlight crossed the hallway and touched the edge of our bed.

Nate lay on his back beneath the sheet.

Lena slept against his chest with one thigh over his legs.

His hand rested on her bare ass.

The picture stopped me.

Not because it looked like a different marriage.

Because it looked possible.

Ordinary.

The man who had known me since college holding the woman who knew every secret I had learned since.

Nate opened his eyes first.

He saw me standing in the doorway.

His hand did not leave Lena immediately.

That small delay made my cock hard.

"Morning," he said.

"Morning."

Lena moved against him.

Her eyes opened.

She looked at Nate's face first because it was closest.

Then at me.

The order hurt.

She saw it.

Her smile appeared.

"Good morning, little cuck."

Nate's cock hardened beneath the sheet.

Lena felt it against her thigh.

"He woke hard for your wife."

"I can see."

She pulled the sheet down.

Nate's thick cock rose beside her naked body.

My hand moved over myself.

Lena straddled him.

"Breakfast first?" Nate asked.

"This is breakfast."

She lowered her cunt onto his cock while looking at me.

Nate groaned.

Lena took him slowly, inch by inch, her morning body opening around the larger cock.

"Come closer, love."

I moved to the bed.

She reached for my cock.

I stood beside Nate's face while my wife rode him.

The best friends looked at each other beneath her body.

"Tell him what it felt like," Lena said.

"Waking with her on me?"

"Yes."

Nate held her hips.

"Like every old fantasy survived the night."

My cock pulsed in her hand.

"And Saint Evan?"

"Like he trusted me with the part of his life he loves most."

The answer tightened my throat.

Lena leaned down and kissed him.

Then lifted herself and took my cock into her mouth while Nate remained inside her cunt.

The bed carried all three of us.

I came across her tongue as Nate filled her from below.

Minutes later, he came inside her again.

Lena stayed on his cock while kissing me.

My best friend's hand rested against my wife's waist.

My hand covered his.

No one moved for several seconds.

Then Lena laughed.

"Now breakfast."

Downstairs, Nate wore my white shirt.

Lena wore his blue team shirt and no panties.

I cooked eggs.

The two of them sat at the island where our first breakfast had changed normal forever.

"Did wanting her survive sleep?" I asked.

Nate looked at Lena.

"It became worse."

Jealousy moved through me.

My cock hardened beneath the counter.

Lena noticed.

"And Saint Evan?"

I placed three plates on the island.

"He survived too."

Nate smiled.

"You always did."

That was the final truth my best friend brought into our marriage.

He had watched every version of me survive something I believed would end me.

Now he had held my wife through the night and still looked at me like a brother in the morning.

The hunger had not destroyed the friendship.

It had made honesty impossible to avoid.


CHAPTER 41

EVAN - MONDAY STILL CAME

Nate called Monday at eight twelve.

The same time he called most Mondays after dropping his car at a job site.

For one second, I stared at his name and remembered him waking with Lena across his chest.

Then I answered.

"You see the game?" he asked.

No careful greeting.

No apology for breakfast.

Football.

I laughed.

"You were in my house when it happened."

"I mean the late game."

"No."

"You missed the best finish of the season."

We argued for ten minutes as if he had not filled my wife twice before using my shower.

The normal conversation became its own proof.

Near the end, Nate said, "How is Lena?"

The question carried two meanings now.

"Working."

"And you?"

"Working."

"Saint Evan answer."

I looked around my office.

Door closed. Computer awake. Monday waiting.

"I opened the bedroom camera this morning."

"You have a bedroom camera?"

"Lena uses it for photographs sometimes."

"What did you see?"

"The bed after you left."

Nate became quiet.

The sheets were still twisted. One pillow carried the shape of his head. My white shirt remained on the floor beside the door.

"Did it bother you?" he asked.

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"Yes."

He laughed softly.

"There he is."

"You stole that from my wife."

"She gave it to both of us."

The sentence made my cock stir beneath the desk.

A message entered the group chat.

Lena had photographed herself in a vacant bedroom. White walls. Empty bed frame. Her blouse open. One hand inside her panties.

Lena:

You two sound very normal on the phone.

Nate:

How do you know we are talking?

Lena:

I know Monday belongs to football and denial.

Me:

Where are you?

Lena:

Photographing a master bedroom. Thinking about waking between my husband and his best friend.

Nate inhaled through the phone.

I heard it.

"She knows we are still connected," he said.

"She is making sure."

A second photograph arrived.

Her panties lowered to her thighs. Two fingers inside her cunt. The WATCH bracelet bright against her wrist.

Lena:

Tell Nate what you did after he left.

Nate remained on the call.

I answered aloud.

"I fucked her in the shower."

"With my cum still inside her cunt?"

My cock hardened fully.

"Yes."

Lena sent an audio. Her breath already broken.

"Keep talking. I am touching myself in a stranger's empty bedroom."

Nate's voice lowered.

"Did she compare us?"

"Yes."

"What did she say?"

"That you filled her more."

Lena moaned through the next voice message.

Nate said, "Tell her what you said back."

I remembered Lena against the shower wall.

"I told her bigger did not bring her home."

The answer made the line quiet.

Then Lena's voice came through, shaking.

"That is why my little cuck always gets the last cock."

She came while both men listened from different parts of the city.

Monday still came.

It simply carried our secret through every ordinary hour.


CHAPTER 42

LENA - THREE VOICES

The first time I used the black dildo for Evan and Nate together happened on a Wednesday night.

Evan was traveling across town after a late meeting. Nate was home. I was alone in our bedroom with the phone propped against the lamp.

The video call showed both men in separate boxes.

My husband in his parked car.

His best friend on his sofa.

I wore the gray college sweatshirt and nothing else.

"Lift it," Nate said.

I looked at Evan.

He smiled.

"You heard him."

I raised the shirt to my waist.

My pussy was already wet.

Nate opened his trousers first.

His larger cock appeared in one corner of the screen.

Evan followed.

Two men who had once shared a dorm now stroked themselves while watching me spread my legs in the marriage one of them built.

I held up the thick black dildo.

"Which one is this tonight?"

Evan answered.

"Nate."

My husband's best friend groaned.

I pressed the broad head against my cunt.

"Tell Saint Evan why."

Nate looked directly into his camera.

"Because his wife needs something thicker while I am not there."

I pushed the first part inside.

The stretch made me gasp.

Evan's hand moved faster.

"More," I said.

Nate continued.

"Because she woke around my cock and now the smaller one is only a memory until her husband comes home."

Jealousy moved across Evan's face through the screen.

His cock stayed hard.

I drove the dildo deeper.

"Look at him," I told Nate. "Your best friend hates hearing that."

"He also asked me to keep talking."

Evan answered, "Keep talking."

I fucked myself with the dildo while the men built the scene from separate rooms.

Nate told me how I had looked sleeping against his chest.

Evan told him how I had climbed into the shower afterward.

I told both men the toy did not feel like either of them because bodies carried history plastic could never copy.

"Whose name are you saying when you come?" Evan asked.

I pushed the dildo hard into my cunt.

"Both."

"Choose," Nate said.

The command made me smile.

"No."

I moved faster.

"My husband gave me the hunger. His best friend made it remember college."

Evan came first in the car.

His cum struck his shirt.

Nate laughed.

"Still impatient."

"Fuck you."

"Your wife already did."

The old friendship cut through the sex and made me come.

My cunt clenched around the dildo. My legs shook across our bed. Nate came across his stomach while Evan watched from the second box.

When the breathing slowed, no one ended the call.

We stayed connected for another twenty minutes.

Nate told a story about Evan failing a chemistry test.

Evan corrected every detail.

I lay naked between their voices with the dildo beside me and understood what made this bull different.

Julian had entered our marriage through fantasy.

Mason through proximity.

Nate had entered through memory.

Even when no body touched mine, the friendship kept all three of us inside the same room.


CHAPTER 43

EVAN - THE FRIEND GROUP PHOTOGRAPH

The photograph was taken at Marcus and Claire's anniversary party.

Twelve people stood beneath strings of patio lights. Lena wore a dark green dress. Nate stood on my left. She stood on my right.

When the photographer asked everyone to move closer, Nate placed one hand against my back.

Lena placed hers against mine.

The three of us touched through my body while no one noticed.

"Smile," Claire called.

The camera flashed.

The picture looked ordinary when it appeared online the next morning.

Friends. Couples. Wineglasses. Warm lights.

Only the three of us knew Lena had removed her panties in the guest bathroom fifteen minutes earlier and folded them into Nate's jacket pocket.

At the party, I watched him discover them.

He had reached for his phone and found black lace instead. His hand stopped inside the pocket. His eyes found Lena across the patio.

She stood beside me speaking to Claire.

Nate looked at me next.

I lifted my glass.

Keep looking.

The first message had become a language without phones.

Later, Lena danced with me near the outdoor speakers. Her green dress moved against my legs. Nate stood at the bar pretending to listen to Marcus.

"He has my panties," she whispered.

"I know."

"His hand is in the pocket."

"I know."

"Do you think he is touching himself through them?"

My cock hardened against her stomach.

"Yes."

Lena turned us slowly until I could see Nate.

His right hand remained inside the jacket pocket. The fabric moved slightly over his wrist.

He was stroking his cock through my wife's panties while talking to one of our oldest friends.

"There he is," Lena said.

The phrase belonged to all three of us now.

When the group gathered for the photograph, Nate still carried the lace.

His hand touched my back.

Lena's touched mine.

The camera captured Saint Evan smiling between his wife and the best friend who had her panties wrapped around a hard cock.

After the party, Nate sent a private-looking image into the group chat.

The photograph from the party filled the screen.

Beneath it, another image showed Lena's black panties stretched around his cock.

Nate:

No one knew.

Lena:

My husband knew.

Nate:

That made it worse.

I looked at the public photograph again.

Lena's smile seemed different now. Nate's hand on my back looked less friendly. My own expression looked calm enough to fool anyone.

Me:

Keep them tonight.

Nate:

And tomorrow?

Lena took my phone.

Wear them when you bring them back.

Nate answered with a laughing emoji first.

Then:

You are serious.

Lena:

Very.

The next afternoon, Nate came to the house wearing loose gym shorts.

Lena opened the door.

I sat in the living room.

He closed the door and stood between us.

"This is ridiculous," he said.

"Show us," Lena answered.

Nate lowered the shorts.

My wife's black panties stretched around his hips. The front barely contained his hard cock. The lace pulled tight over the thick shape.

Lena laughed softly.

"They look better on you."

Jealousy moved through me.

My cock hardened.

Nate looked at me.

"Your wife made me drive across town like this."

"I know."

"Saint Evan approves?"

"Saint Evan wants them back wet."

The sentence surprised all three of us.

Lena crossed the room and pushed Nate onto the sofa.

She knelt between his legs and pulled her panties aside.

His cock rose free.

"Watch, love," she said.

I opened my trousers while my wife took my best friend into her mouth through the lace she had worn in public.

No bed.

No weekend.

No dramatic threshold.

Only a photograph, a pocket, and the dirty meaning ordinary objects carried after the friendship changed.


CHAPTER 44

EVAN - THE NEW JOB

The call from Mercer Luxury Group came on a Tuesday.

Lena had photographed properties for the company for nearly two years. They managed waterfront houses, private developments, and hotel residences across Florida.

David Mercer wanted her as their in-house creative director.

Not only a photographer.

A salary. Travel. A team. Access to projects she had spent years trying to reach.

We celebrated with champagne at home.

Nate joined by video call from his apartment. Mason sent a congratulatory text after seeing Lena's post online. Julian reacted with a fire emoji in the old group conversation we rarely used now.

The men existed in different corners of our life.

David Mercer had not entered that map yet.

"He wants dinner Thursday," Lena said.

"Interview?"

"Final conversation. He said the offer is mine if the fit feels right."

"Who else will be there?"

"No one."

The answer tightened my stomach.

Lena saw it.

"Professional dinner."

"I know."

"Do you?"

She opened the email and showed me David's photograph from the company page.

Forty-six. Silver at the temples. Dark suit. The calm face of a man used to entering rooms where everyone knew his name.

"He is attractive," Lena said.

My cock stirred beneath my trousers.

"Of course he is."

"He is also my future boss."

"That matters."

"It makes the fantasy dangerous. The real job stays separate."

The clarity belonged outside the sex, where it should.

Then Lena moved closer and touched my cock.

"But you still want to know what he looks at during dinner."

"Yes."

"My mouth?"

"Yes."

"My tits?"

"Yes."

"Whether his cock gets hard while he explains my salary?"

My cock thickened beneath her hand.

"Yes."

She opened her phone and showed me a second message from David.

Dinner reservation is at eight. Wear something that makes you feel powerful. We are celebrating, not negotiating.

The wording could have been harmless.

Lena read it aloud twice.

"What should I wear?" she asked.

The familiar question opened the next door.

I thought of Nate's dinner. The black dress. The open back. No underwear.

David Mercer was different.

A man with authority over rooms, travel, and my wife's daily life.

I opened her closet.

"The red one."

Lena's smile appeared slowly.

"The one with the slit?"

"Yes."

"Panties?"

I looked at the message from her future boss.

Wear something that makes you feel powerful.

"No."

My wife kissed me.

"Saint Evan survived his best friend."

Her hand tightened around my hard cock.

"Now he wants to know what happens when the man signing my paychecks looks at his wife."


EPILOGUE

LENA - HER BOSS'S MESSAGE

David Mercer offered me the job before dessert.

The restaurant overlooked the bay from the top floor of a hotel his company owned. Glass walls. White tablecloths. A piano near the bar.

I wore the red dress Evan chose.

No panties.

David noticed the slit when I crossed my legs.

He did not stare.

That made the glance more powerful.

"You built a style people recognize," he said. "I do not want to change it. I want to give it larger rooms."

The words were about photography.

My body heard something else.

I signed the preliminary offer after dinner.

David poured champagne.

"To larger rooms."

"And better light."

We touched glasses.

His eyes moved to my mouth when I drank.

I saw it.

Evan would want that detail.

In the elevator, David stood beside me in the mirrored walls. His shoulder nearly touched mine. The red dress opened at my thigh.

"Your husband chose the dress," he said.

The observation surprised me.

"How did you know?"

"You mentioned he helped you prepare."

"He chooses well."

David looked at our reflections.

"He does."

The elevator descended.

No touch.

No invitation.

Only the awareness that my future boss had noticed the husband inside the dress.

At home, Evan waited in the bedroom.

I told him everything.

The offer.

The champagne.

The glance at the slit.

The elevator.

His cock hardened before I finished.

"He asked about me?"

"He noticed you chose the dress."

"What did you say?"

"That my husband chooses well."

Evan opened my dress and found my bare cunt wet.

"Did he do that?"

"The power did."

"His power?"

"And yours."

I pushed him onto the bed and rode him while describing David's eyes in the elevator mirror.

Evan came when I said future boss.

The next morning, David sent a message at six forty-five.

Welcome to Mercer. First trip is Miami next month. Two nights. I hope your husband does not mind losing you to us so soon.

I showed Evan.

He read the last sentence twice.

His cock moved beneath the sheet.

"Losing you to us," he said.

"Professional wording."

"Maybe."

I touched him.

"Do you want me to answer?"

He looked at the message from the man who now controlled my travel schedule.

"Tell him my husband understands the demands of the job."

I typed it.

David answered:

Good. A supportive husband is valuable.

Evan's cock hardened fully beneath my hand.

The best friend had known my husband before me.

The boss would know me in rooms where Evan could not always follow.

Different hunger.

Different power.

Same marriage waiting to discover what the next man would make us confess.


CONTINUE THE SERIES

MY WIFE'S SECRET HUNGER

Read the books in order:

BOOK 1 - The Confession

BOOK 2 - The First Rule

BOOK 3 - Her Chosen Bull

BOOK 4 - The Weekend

BOOK 5 - The Massage

BOOK 6 - The Neighbor

BOOK 7 - MY BEST FRIEND  [YOU ARE HERE]

BOOK 8 - Her Boss  [READ NEXT]

BOOK 9

BOOK 10

FRIENDSHIP WAS PERSONAL. POWER IS WORSE

BOOK 8: HER BOSS

Nate knew Evan before Lena. David Mercer controls the rooms Lena enters now. A glass office, a red dress, a hotel on the executive floor, and a boss who understands that Evan is watching will turn professional authority into the couple's most dangerous fantasy yet.

Her boss remembers the red dress.

Continue now with Her Boss.
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