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BOOK 1

THE CONFESSION

MY WIFE'S SECRET HUNGER


CHAPTER 1

EVAN - BEFORE SHE SAID HIS NAME

My wife had always known how to make a room feel smaller.

Lena did not need noise. She did not need a short dress or a stranger staring across a bar. She could walk into our kitchen barefoot, wearing one of my white shirts, and every chair, counter, and strip of Florida sunlight seemed to lean toward her.

At thirty-five, she looked more dangerous than she had when I married her.

Her dark hair reached the middle of her back. Three years of serious training had sharpened her shoulders, tightened her ass, and taught her how much power lived in the pause before she smiled. Men noticed her in grocery aisles, at traffic lights, through restaurant windows.

I noticed them noticing.

For a long time, I told myself that made me angry.

The truth had been hiding lower.

We lived in South Tampa, in a two-story townhouse with pale walls, a narrow patio, and a bedroom that caught the western sun. Lena photographed luxury homes. I managed renovation schedules for hotels. We were comfortable, busy, faithful, and still hungry for each other.

Nothing was broken.

That mattered.

The fantasy did not crawl out of a dead marriage. It grew inside a good one.

Tuesday nights belonged to Lena and Iron Harbor Fitness. I had bought her first membership after she complained that every week felt the same. I bought the black gym bag too. I teased her about leggings with names like midnight plum and desert rose.

Then the leggings changed the way strangers looked at my wife.

And the way I looked at strangers.

The Tuesday before she confessed, Lena came home forty minutes late.

I was slicing limes for chicken tacos when the front door opened. Her gym bag dropped onto the tile.

"You're late," I called.

"I know."

Something in her voice made me turn.

She stood beneath the hall light in black leggings and a pale gray top darkened beneath her tits and along her spine. Her cheeks were flushed. Damp hair clung to one temple. She looked exhausted, pleased, and far too aware of what the clothes were doing to her body.

"Hard workout?"

Her eyes stayed on mine half a second too long.

"Very."

She took water from the fridge and drank without looking away. A drop escaped the corner of her mouth. She wiped it with her thumb.

I had watched my wife drink water a thousand times.

That night, it felt obscene.

"New routine?" I asked.

"Something like that."

She turned toward the stairs.

The seam of her leggings disappeared between her ass cheeks. Halfway up, she looked back and caught me staring.

"What?"

"Nothing."

"Liar."

She smiled and continued upstairs.

My cock had already started to harden.

The shower came on above me. I stood in the kitchen with a knife in one hand and half a lime in the other, picturing water moving over her body. I imagined her peeling those leggings down. I imagined someone at the gym watching her do the opposite, pulling them up over that ass before a workout.

The thought should have irritated me.

Instead, I had to adjust myself before she returned.

At dinner, Lena talked about a listing near Bayshore. I talked about a subcontractor who had missed a deadline. We drank wine and cleaned the dishes together.

Normal things.

But I kept watching her hands.

At one point she pressed her palm to my chest to move past me. I caught soap, sweat, and something warmer beneath both.

"You're staring again," she said.

"You look good."

"I always look good."

"Confident tonight."

"Maybe I had a good coach."

The words were casual.

Too casual.

"Coach?"

She placed the last plate in the dishwasher.

"Trainer. Whatever."

"Since when do you have a trainer?"

"I don't. He corrected my form."

"Who?"

That pause came again.

She straightened slowly.

"Julian."

I would remember the way she said his name for a long time. Not guilty. Not breathless. Careful, as though she had carried it home behind her teeth and wanted to see what it did when she finally gave it to me.

"Julian," I repeated.

"One of the trainers."

"And Julian kept you late?"

Her mouth tilted.

"Jealous?"

I laughed, but it came out dry.

"Of a man correcting your squat?"

"He wasn't correcting my squat."

I waited.

Lena walked toward me, wrapped her arms around my neck, and kissed me once. Slow. Warm. Deliberate.

"He showed me a different deadlift," she whispered against my mouth.

"Less exciting than the version in my head."

"Is it?"

Her knee moved between mine. The inside of her thigh brushed my hardening cock through my pants.

She felt it.

Her eyes changed.

"Come to bed early," she said.

"Why?"

She picked up her wineglass.

"Because I said maybe later."

Then she walked upstairs, leaving me alone with the name Julian and the first honest answer my body had ever given about another man touching my wife.


CHAPTER 2

EVAN - THE QUESTION

The confession did not happen over coffee.

It happened with my wife beneath me.

Her hair covered the pillow. Her legs locked around my hips. Sweat shone between her tits while the lamp beside the bed turned her skin gold.

That mattered.

If she had asked me calmly, I might have lied.

My cock would not let me lie while I was fucking her.

Lena had started the night by taking my phone from my hand. She climbed into my lap in nothing but black panties and the gold chain I had given her on our fifth anniversary. She kissed me until I forgot the email on the screen, then rubbed her pussy along my cock without letting me inside.

"What's gotten into you?"

"Maybe I had a good workout."

Julian's name flashed behind my eyes.

She saw it.

I knew because her smile sharpened.

"There," she whispered.

"There what?"

"That look."

"What look?"

"The one you had when I said his name."

I grabbed her hips and pulled her harder against me. She gasped, then laughed softly.

"You're imagining things."

"Am I?"

She leaned close. Her tits pressed against my chest.

"You got hard when I told you about him."

"I was looking at you in those leggings."

"You were looking at your wife after another man had his hands on her hips."

The words hit low.

I rolled her beneath me, pulled her panties aside, and buried my cock in her soaking pussy.

She cried out, then smiled again.

"Harder."

I fucked her harder.

The bed shifted. Her nails dragged down my back. Her tits moved with every hard drive of my cock. I watched her mouth open and pictured another man hearing those sounds.

Then she cupped my face.

"Evan."

Something had changed in her tone.

I kept moving.

"What?"

"Have you ever imagined another man fucking me?"

My body betrayed me so completely that dignity became impossible.

My cock swelled inside her. My hips slammed forward. A groan tore out of me.

Lena's eyes widened.

For one second, she looked shocked.

Then she smiled like a woman who had found a hidden switch inside her husband and felt the whole room come alive.

"You have."

"Lena."

"You have."

"I didn't say that."

"Your cock did."

She rolled her hips beneath me and squeezed my cock with her cunt.

"Ask me."

"Ask you what?"

"Whether I've imagined it."

I should have pulled away. I should have laughed. I should have said fantasies belonged in the dark.

Instead, I kept fucking her.

"Have you?"

"Yes."

The room tilted.

I drove deeper.

"Who?"

She made me wait through three strokes.

Then she said his name.

"Julian."

Jealousy cut through me so fast it felt clean.

"The trainer?"

"Yes."

"How long?"

"A few weeks."

I saw him without having seen him. Taller. Broader. Standing behind my wife while she bent over a bar. His hands on her waist. Her eyes on him in the mirror.

My cock stayed hard.

That was the worst part.

Lena felt it.

"Tell me," I said.

"Tell you what?"

"What you imagined."

She touched my face as if she could feel the fear beneath my skin.

"Evan..."

"Tell me."

Her legs tightened around me.

"I imagined him behind me."

My hips moved again.

"At the gym?"

"At first."

"Where?"

"The private stretching room. The one with the frosted glass."

I fucked her harder.

"What was he doing?"

"He had me bent over the bench."

"And?"

She caught my jaw and made me look at her.

"You were outside the glass."

I stopped breathing.

"Watching," she whispered.

That word broke me.

I came hard inside her, sudden and humiliating, my face against her neck while my wife held me and laughed quietly into my ear.

Not cruelly.

Not yet.

But she knew.

When I tried to move away, she kept me inside with her legs.

"No. Look at me."

I lifted my face.

Her hand moved down my back.

"You came because I told you another man was fucking me."

"I came because you squeezed me."

"Liar."

She kissed me.

"You pictured him bending me over. You pictured me looking at you while he used your wife's pussy."

My cock pulsed weakly inside her.

She felt that too.

"Still hard enough to answer, love."

"You're enjoying this."

"I was terrified to tell you."

"You don't look terrified now."

"Because my husband came the moment I confessed."

She pushed me onto my back and climbed over me before my cock could soften completely.

"What else?" I asked.

Her breath caught.

"What else did you imagine?"

Lena bent until her mouth touched mine.

"His cock."

The blunt word went through me.

"What about it?"

"Bigger than yours."

My cock hardened again beneath her wet cunt.

She smiled against my lips.

"There he is."

"You don't know he's bigger."

"No."

She rubbed herself over me.

"But you want me to find out."

I grabbed her ass.

"I didn't say that."

"Your cock did. Again."

She lowered herself onto me and began to ride.

"Tell me what you saw outside that glass," she whispered.

I closed my eyes.

"You bent over."

"Naked?"

"Leggings around your knees."

"Good."

"His hands on your hips."

"Bigger hands than yours?"

"Yes."

"And his cock?"

I opened my eyes.

My wife was looking down at me, flushed and hungry, waiting to hear the fantasy I had hidden even from myself.

"Thick," I said.

She moved faster.

"More."

"Too thick for you."

"Liar."

"You took it anyway."

Her head fell back.

"While you watched?"

"While I watched."

"Did you touch yourself, cuck?"

The word was new between us.

It hit my cock like a hand.

"What did you call me?"

Lena looked down slowly.

"My cuck."

I rolled her beneath me and fucked her until the headboard struck the wall.

She laughed, wrapped her legs around me, and whispered the word every time jealousy made me drive deeper.

By the time she came, we had both stopped pretending Julian was only her fantasy.


CHAPTER 3

EVAN - WHAT SHE IMAGINED

We stayed awake until two in the morning.

Not fucking the entire time.

Talking became filthier because neither of us could hide behind movement.

Lena lay on her side beneath the sheet, naked, one knee between mine. The lamp stayed on. Darkness would have made it too easy to soften what we were saying.

"What does he look like?" I asked.

"You know."

"I know he trains at your gym."

"Six feet three. Maybe six four."

"You measured him with your eyes?"

"Every woman in that gym has."

The jealousy came quick.

My cock moved beneath the sheet.

"Broad shoulders," she continued. "Dark hair. Tattoos on one arm."

"And the gray pants."

Her smile returned.

"Especially the gray pants."

"What do they show?"

"Enough."

"Lena."

"A thick shape. Heavy. He doesn't hide it very well."

"Maybe there's nothing to hide."

"That's what I keep wondering."

She slid her hand over my stomach.

"Do you compare us?"

"In my head?"

"Where else?"

"Sometimes."

"And?"

Her fingers reached my cock.

"In my fantasy, he's bigger."

I hated how quickly I hardened.

"Much bigger?"

"Enough to scare me."

"That excites you?"

"Being scared while my husband watches? Yes."

Her hand moved slowly.

"Tell me the whole scene."

"You want all of it?"

"I want the part that made you wet."

Lena pushed the sheet away and opened her legs.

Her pussy shone in the low light.

"This part?"

She touched herself.

"Tell me."

She circled her clit while looking at me.

"I'm alone in the stretching room. I know you are outside, but I don't turn around. Julian closes the door."

"Locked?"

"No. Anyone could walk in."

"What are you wearing?"

"Red leggings. Black sports bra."

"What does he do?"

"He tells me my deadlift is wrong. He stands behind me. His hands slide down my waist and over my hips."

Her fingers moved faster.

"He presses his cock against your ass?"

"Not yet. He makes me wait."

That answer sounded true enough to hurt.

"Then what?"

"He pulls my leggings down."

"Slow?"

"Very. He wants you to see every inch."

"He knows I'm there?"

"He looks through the glass at you."

My cock hardened against my stomach.

Lena noticed.

"He knows you're my husband. He knows you could open the door. He knows you won't."

"Why wouldn't I?"

"Because you're touching yourself."

My hand moved to my cock before I decided to do it.

Lena smiled.

"Like that."

"Keep going."

"He spreads my ass and looks at my pussy."

"What does he say?"

"He says, 'Your husband lets you walk around the gym this wet?'"

My fist tightened.

Lena's fingers slipped into her cunt.

"What do you answer?"

"I tell him my husband likes knowing other men make me drip."

"Do I?"

"Look at your hand."

I was stroking faster.

"Then Julian takes his cock out."

Her voice shook.

"How big?"

"Bigger than the toy we don't own yet."

"We don't own a toy."

"Not yet."

The phrase stayed between us.

"He rubs the head over my pussy. He makes you watch how easily I open for him."

"Does he fuck you?"

Lena pulled her fingers out and licked them.

"Not until you tell him to."

I stopped.

"I tell him?"

"You look through the glass and nod."

"That's all?"

"No."

She leaned close.

"You mouth the words."

"What words?"

Her lips brushed mine.

"Fuck my wife."

My cock jerked in my hand.

Lena pushed me onto my back, climbed over me, and rubbed her soaked pussy across the head.

"Say it."

"It's a fantasy."

"Say it anyway."

"Fuck my wife."

She lowered herself onto me.

"Again."

"Fuck my wife."

She rode me hard, tits moving, hair falling around her face.

"Louder, cuck."

"Fuck my wife."

Lena came with my name in one breath and Julian's in the next.

I came beneath her, staring at the woman I had married and the new smile she wore now that she knew my shame had a pulse.

Afterward, she rested on my chest.

"Do you want him?" I asked.

She did not answer quickly.

That pause frightened me more than the dirty talk.

"I want what he wakes up in us," she said.

"That's not the same question."

"No."

"Do you want him?"

Lena lifted her face.

"I don't know yet."

It was the first answer that felt completely honest.


CHAPTER 4

EVAN - MY BODY ANSWERED

I slept badly.

Lena slept with one hand on my stomach, peaceful as if she had not rebuilt our marriage around another man's cock before midnight.

At six-thirty, I gave up pretending. I pulled on shorts and went downstairs.

The kitchen was blue with early light. Sprinklers clicked over neighboring lawns. A garbage truck groaned beyond the palms.

Normal sounds.

My body was not normal.

I stood at the counter with coffee and replayed Lena's fantasy. The frosted glass. Her red leggings around her knees. Julian looking at me while he held my wife's hips.

My cock hardened inside my shorts.

"Starting without me?"

Lena stood in the doorway wearing my shirt. Bare legs. Messy hair. Nothing beneath the cotton.

"Coffee."

"That isn't what I meant."

Her eyes dropped to the shape in my shorts.

She walked toward me slowly.

"Say good morning to your wife."

"Good morning."

"The honest way."

She took my hand and put it beneath the shirt.

Her pussy was already wet.

"Jesus."

"I woke up thinking about your face outside the glass."

My fingers moved through her slick cunt.

"Not his face?"

"His too."

The answer burned.

She leaned against the counter and opened her legs wider.

"Do you want me to lie before breakfast, love?"

"No."

"Good."

She took my wrist and pushed two fingers into herself.

"Then listen. I thought about his hands. I thought about how much bigger they are than yours. I thought about him holding me still while my little cuck watched."

I fucked her with my fingers.

"You don't know his hands are bigger."

"I've seen them around a barbell."

"Not the same."

"Jealous already?"

"You're doing this on purpose."

"Of course I am."

Her head fell back.

"Your wife finally tells you she wants another man, and your cock wakes up before the coffee. I would be stupid not to use that."

I pulled my fingers out.

Lena looked down at the shine coating them.

"Taste what he did to me without touching me."

I put my fingers in my mouth.

Her smile changed again.

That smile would become dangerous.

"Bedroom," I said.

"No."

"No?"

She turned, bent over the kitchen island, and lifted the shirt above her waist.

Her bare ass faced me. Her wet pussy opened beneath it.

"Here."

I stood behind her.

"The blinds are open."

"The neighbor is at work."

"You checked?"

"Maybe."

She looked back over her shoulder.

"Or maybe I like knowing someone could see my husband fuck me after I confessed about another man."

I shoved my shorts down.

Lena watched my cock spring free.

"So hard," she whispered. "My poor little cuck."

I drove into her cunt in one hard movement.

She cried out and gripped the counter.

"Say it again."

"Cuck."

I fucked her harder.

"Again."

"My jealous little cuck."

The word turned every ugly thought into heat.

I grabbed her hair.

"Tell me what he would see."

"Your wife bent over."

"More."

"Your smaller cock fucking her while she thinks about his."

My hips slammed harder.

Lena laughed through a moan.

"There he is."

"Who?"

"The husband who hates comparison."

She pushed back against me.

"And the cuck who needs it."

I slapped her ass.

The sound cracked through the kitchen.

"Harder," she said.

I hit her again.

"Would he hit you harder?"

"Yes."

"You don't know that."

"Then make me wonder."

I held her hips and fucked her until the island shook.

She came with one hand between her legs, whispering Julian's name once, then mine, then laughing because both made my cock jerk inside her.

I came deep in her cunt.

Lena stayed bent over while my cum leaked around my cock.

"Look," she said.

I looked down.

"That's your place, love. Inside me."

She clenched around me.

"But now you know another man can make me wet enough to take you like this before breakfast."

I pulled out.

Cum slid down her thigh.

Lena turned, took two fingers through it, and brought them to my mouth.

"Clean your wife."

I sucked them.

She kissed me with the taste between us.

"You found the word," I said.

"Cuck?"

My cock twitched.

Her eyes dropped.

"No, love. I found the part of you that answers when I say it."


CHAPTER 5

LENA - THE WORD BETWEEN US

I had been afraid Evan would look at me differently.

I was right.

He looked at me as if I had finally stepped out of a room he had always suspected existed.

The fear did not vanish after our kitchen confession. It changed shape.

Before, I had been afraid my husband would think I was unfaithful for imagining another man.

Now I was afraid of how much power I felt when his cock hardened every time I told the truth.

The shower ran for forty minutes that morning.

We used ten to wash.

The rest disappeared in steam, slippery tile, and the new word between us.

Evan stood behind me with two fingers buried in my pussy while water moved over my tits.

"Say it again," he said.

I looked over my shoulder.

"Which part?"

He curled his fingers.

My knees weakened.

"You know."

I pressed my palms to the tile and moved against his hand.

"My little cuck."

His cock touched my ass, hard and impatient.

I smiled.

"Again."

"My jealous little cuck."

He grabbed my hip.

"What makes me jealous?"

"Julian."

"What about him?"

"His body. His hands. The thick shape in those gray pants."

Evan pushed a third finger into me.

I cried out and spread wider.

"Not even close."

He fucked my cunt with his fingers while his other hand closed around my throat.

"Tell me what you want him to see."

"This."

"My hand in your pussy?"

"My husband making me ready for a bigger cock."

His grip tightened.

"Bigger?"

"Much bigger."

The jealousy in his face made my cunt clench.

I had never understood how beautiful my husband could look when pain and hunger arrived together.

"You like hurting me."

"I like what the truth does to your cock."

I reached behind and wrapped my hand around him.

"Feel that, love. You hate hearing it, and you're hard enough to fuck a hole through me."

He spun me toward him and kissed me hard.

My back hit the tile.

"Wrap your legs around me."

I obeyed.

He lifted me, lined up, and buried his cock in my pussy.

The first drive knocked the breath out of me.

"Who is fucking you?"

"My husband."

"Who makes you wet?"

"Julian."

He slammed deeper.

"Again."

"Julian makes me wet."

"And who gets this cunt?"

I looked straight at him.

"You do."

I kissed his mouth.

"For now."

The words did exactly what I wanted.

His face changed. His cock felt harder inside me. He fucked me against the wall until my cries filled the bathroom and the glass door shook.

"That's it," I gasped. "Show me how a cuck fucks his wife after she asks for another man."

"You haven't asked."

"Not yet."

"Stop saying that."

"Make me."

He covered my mouth with his and pounded into me.

I came around him, nails digging into his shoulders, Julian's gray pants flickering behind my closed eyes.

Evan came seconds later.

We stayed under the water until our breathing slowed.

Then he lowered me carefully.

The gentleness after the dirty talk made my chest ache.

"Did I go too far?" I asked before the scene could start again, before the heat rose back between us.

He understood what I meant.

"No."

"The word?"

"Use it when you mean the fantasy. Not when we're fighting."

"I won't use another man to punish you."

"And I won't pretend my cock doesn't answer."

That was the closest thing to a promise we made that morning.

Not a list.

Not a contract.

Just two truths.

I touched his face.

"You know what scared me most?"

"That I'd say no?"

"That you'd say yes for the wrong reason."

"What reason would be wrong?"

"To keep me."

Evan pulled me against him.

"You're already here."

I rested my forehead against his.

"And Julian?"

His cock moved between us despite everything.

I laughed.

"Unbelievable."

"You created the problem."

"No."

I kissed him gently.

"I found it."

The fantasy had not begun with Julian.

He had only given it a body.

The hunger had been ours before either of us knew its name.


CHAPTER 6

EVAN - THE MAN IN GRAY

I saw Julian two days later.

Not by accident.

Lena's car was at the dealership, and she texted me at four-thirty.

Can you pick me up at Iron Harbor at 7:30?

I stared at the message.

Then another appeared.

He usually trains clients near the front on Thursdays.

She knew exactly what she was doing.

At seven-twenty, I parked across the street instead of in the gym lot.

Iron Harbor filled the corner of an old warehouse. The front wall was glass. Treadmills, cable machines, and bright white lights turned every body inside into a display.

I found Lena immediately.

Red leggings.

Black sports bra.

Hair tied high.

She stood near a squat rack with a bar across her shoulders.

Julian stood behind her.

The photographs had not prepared me.

He was taller than I had imagined, broad through the chest, dark hair cut short, one tattooed arm exposed by a fitted black shirt. Gray training pants hung low on his hips.

The shape beneath them was not subtle.

My cock hardened before I could resent it.

Julian placed both hands on Lena's waist.

Training touch.

Nothing more.

But she looked through the glass and found my car.

Found me.

Her expression changed.

She bent beneath the bar.

Julian's hands moved to her hips. He guided them back, then down.

Lena kept her eyes on me through the mirror.

Every movement became filthy because she knew I could see.

The red leggings stretched over her ass. Julian stood close enough that the thick line in his gray pants hovered inches behind her.

I imagined him stepping closer.

I imagined Lena feeling him.

I imagined her staying bent while she smiled at her husband outside.

My phone lit.

Lena: You found us.

I typed with one hand while the other pressed against my hard cock through my pants.

Evan: He is bigger than I expected.

Her eyes dropped to the phone resting near her water bottle.

She read it.

Then she looked at Julian's pants.

Slowly.

Deliberately.

My phone lit again.

Lena: Bigger than you?

I should have ignored it.

Evan: Looks like it.

Lena's mouth opened slightly.

She set the phone down and performed another squat.

This time, she pushed her ass back farther.

Julian caught her hips.

His fingers spread over the red fabric.

I gripped the steering wheel.

He said something near her ear.

She laughed.

Then she turned her head toward the glass and looked straight at me.

My phone vibrated.

Lena: He said I am finally learning to open my hips.

Evan: You like his hands there.

Lena: I like you watching them.

She performed another repetition.

Julian moved behind her, close enough that the front of his pants brushed her ass for one brief second.

Maybe it was an accident.

Lena froze.

Julian stepped back.

She looked at me.

Lena: I felt it.

My cock jumped.

Evan: What?

The answer took ten seconds.

Lena: His cock.

I sat in my car across the street while my wife described another man's hard cock against her ass.

The gym remained bright. Cars moved behind me. A woman walked past with a dog.

My hand slipped inside my pants.

Lena watched through the mirror as I wrapped my fingers around myself.

Her face flushed darker.

She typed without hiding the phone from Julian.

Lena: Touch yourself, cuck.

I did.

The humiliation made every stroke sharper.

Julian handed her a water bottle. Their fingers touched.

Lena took a slow drink and stared across the street while I jerked off inside my car.

The glass separated us.

It also framed her.

She was not being unfaithful. She was not hiding. She was using another man's body to reach through the windshield and close her hand around my cock.

When the session ended, Julian said something that made her smile. He touched the small of her back as he walked away.

Lena did not flinch.

She crossed the street ten minutes later and opened the passenger door.

She smelled like sweat, soap, and the gym.

"You watched the entire time."

"You knew I was there."

"I knew when your hand disappeared."

She looked down at my lap.

I was still hard.

"Did he press against you?"

"Once."

"Accident?"

"Probably."

"Did you want it again?"

Lena unfastened my belt.

"I wanted him to know my husband was watching."

Her hand closed around my cock.

"Did he?"

"I told him you were outside."

My breath caught.

"You told him?"

"I said my husband was picking me up. Then I looked toward the glass."

She stroked slowly.

"He saw the car."

"What did he say?"

"He said you had a good view."

I groaned.

Lena leaned close.

"He knows, love. Maybe not everything. But he knows my husband likes seeing me bend over in front of him."

"Lena."

"Look at the gym."

I looked through the windshield.

Julian stood behind the reception desk, talking to another trainer.

"He can see us?"

"The glass reflects at night. Maybe."

Her hand moved faster.

"Keep looking."

I stared at Julian while my wife stroked me in the car.

"Tell me what you saw," she whispered.

"His hands on you."

"More."

"His cock against your ass."

"Bigger than yours?"

"Yes."

She smiled.

"Good little cuck."

I came across her hand while shoppers pushed carts less than fifty yards away.

Lena cleaned me with tissues from the glove compartment, calm and affectionate, as if this had become part of our commute.

Before closing my pants, she kissed the head of my softening cock.

"Tuesday," she whispered.

"What about Tuesday?"

"Gray pants."

Then she sat upright and asked what I wanted for dinner.


CHAPTER 7

LENA - THE VOICE NOTE

The first voice note was my idea.

Evan had spent Thursday watching me through glass. I wanted Friday to put my voice inside his office.

At six-forty in the morning, I stood naked beside the bed while he dressed for work.

"Give me your phone."

"Why?"

"Because you look too calm."

He unlocked it and handed it over.

I opened our messages, pressed record, and sat on the edge of the mattress with my knees apart.

"What are you doing?"

"Making something for later."

I held the phone close to my mouth.

"My husband is at work," I whispered. "He thinks his wife is behaving."

Evan stopped knotting his tie.

I slid two fingers over my pussy.

The microphone caught the wet sound.

"But his wife is thinking about gray pants. Big hands. A trainer standing behind her while she bends over."

My husband's cock became visible through his trousers.

I smiled at him and continued recording.

"She is touching this wet cunt because she knows her cuck will listen with his office door locked."

Evan crossed the room.

I raised one foot to the mattress and pushed two fingers inside.

"Don't touch me," I said after stopping the recording. "This is for tonight."

"You expect me to work after that?"

"I expect you to listen after lunch."

I sent the note.

Then I dressed for my shoot as though nothing had happened.

At twelve-fourteen, my phone showed that he had played it.

At twelve-sixteen, he played it again.

At twelve-eighteen, he sent one line.

Evan: More.

I was alone in the laundry room of a staged house, surrounded by folded towels and empty baskets.

I closed the door.

The room had no lock.

That made the next recording hotter.

I lifted my skirt, pulled my panties down, and sat on the edge of the washing machine.

The metal felt cold beneath my ass.

I pressed record.

"My little cuck wants more."

My fingers moved through my wet pussy.

"He is probably holding his smaller cock right now. Maybe he has Julian's picture open. Maybe he is comparing."

A door closed somewhere in the house.

The real-estate agent was still downstairs.

I pushed two fingers into my cunt and kept my voice low.

"Picture your wife in the gym restroom, love. Leggings around her knees. Julian outside. One door between his big cock and this hungry pussy."

My breathing became uneven.

"Picture me sending him the same sound. Picture him knowing my husband listens first."

I came quietly against the washing machine, mouth pressed to my shoulder to hide the cry.

Then I recorded the aftermath.

"That was for you, cuck. Another man in my head. Your name on my screen. My fingers in the cunt you both want."

I sent it.

Evan called immediately.

I answered without pulling up my panties.

"Where are you?"

"At work."

"Were you alone?"

"Someone is downstairs."

His breath changed.

"You did that in a client's house?"

"In the laundry room."

"Lena."

"Did you touch yourself?"

Silence.

"Answer."

"Yes."

"Did you come?"

"Not yet."

I smiled.

"Good. Wait until tonight."

"You don't control my cock."

"Then come now while your wife stands here with her panties around her ankles."

His breath broke.

I heard the office chair move.

"Tell me what you see," I whispered.

"Your ass on the machine."

"More."

"Your pussy wet from talking about him."

"More."

"Julian outside the door."

I rubbed my clit again.

"What does he hear?"

"My wife making herself come."

"What does that make you?"

"Your cuck."

"Good. Now come."

Evan groaned into the phone.

I listened to my husband spill into his hand from ten miles away.

When his breathing slowed, I pulled up my panties.

"Dinner at seven," I said.

"That's all?"

"No."

I opened the laundry-room door.

"Tonight you make a video."


CHAPTER 8

LENA - THE BATHROOM LIGHT

Three nights after Evan watched me through the gym windows, I woke at one in the morning with my cunt aching.

He slept on his stomach beside me, one arm beneath the pillow.

I could have reached for him.

Instead, I carried my phone into the bathroom and locked the door.

I told myself I wanted privacy.

The lie lasted until I left the light on beneath the door.

I sat on the closed toilet lid in nothing but a thin sleep shirt. Julian's public profile was already open.

I had searched him before Evan admitted doing the same.

Training videos. Beach photographs. A short clip of him lifting a woman during a competition. His hands looked powerful enough to circle her waist. His gray shorts clung wetly to the front of his body.

I zoomed in.

My fingers moved beneath the shirt.

I was soaked before I touched my clit.

Not only because of Julian.

Because Evan was ten feet away.

Because I wanted him to wake.

Because the bathroom door was locked, but the light told him exactly where his wife had gone.

I opened the photo of Julian on the beach and slid two fingers into my pussy.

The first sound escaped before I could stop it.

Soft.

Wet.

Obvious.

I heard the mattress move.

My husband was awake.

I kept touching myself.

The floorboard creaked outside the bathroom.

Evan did not knock.

That made me wetter.

I pictured him standing there, listening to his wife finger her cunt while staring at another man.

My hips lifted from the lid.

"Julian," I whispered.

The name sounded louder in the tiled room.

I heard Evan breathe on the other side.

I spread my legs farther and worked three fingers into myself.

"Fuck."

The phone trembled in my other hand.

Julian's body filled the screen. Evan's shadow moved beneath the door.

The two men existed together in the only place that mattered, inside my head and around my body.

I said my husband's name next.

"Evan."

The doorknob turned once.

Locked.

I smiled.

"Listen, cuck."

Silence answered.

I knew he was touching himself.

The knowledge pushed me closer.

"Your wife is staring at him."

My voice broke.

"Gray shorts. Huge cock. God..."

I curled my fingers.

"I'm imagining him here. His hands opening my legs. His cock against this wet cunt."

A low groan came through the door.

Evan.

I moved faster.

"Do it," I whispered. "Jerk off while your wife comes for another man."

The dirty talk felt natural now. Not performance. Confession sharpened into command.

I came with my fingers deep inside me, biting my lip too late to hide the cry.

My body shook against the toilet lid.

On the other side, Evan groaned once and went still.

For several seconds, neither of us moved.

Then I unlocked the door.

He stood in the hallway naked, cum shining across his stomach and hand.

His face carried shame, jealousy, and the helpless heat I had begun to crave.

I held up the phone.

Julian remained on the screen.

"You came looking at him too," I said.

"I was listening to you."

"While I looked at him."

"Yes."

I stepped closer.

"Say what that makes you."

His jaw tightened.

"Your husband."

"Always."

I touched the cum on his stomach and brought it to my mouth.

"And tonight?"

He looked at the phone, then at me.

"Your cuck."

My pussy clenched.

I kissed him with his cum on my tongue.

He grabbed my hair and kissed me harder.

Then he pulled the sleep shirt over my head, carried me to the bed, and pushed me onto my back.

"Show me the picture."

I held the phone beside my face.

Julian's wet shorts. His broad chest. The thick shape I had been staring at.

Evan spread my knees.

"Tell me what you imagined."

"His mouth first."

My husband lowered his face to my pussy.

"Here?"

"Yes."

His tongue dragged over my clit.

I gasped.

"I imagined him tasting me while you watched."

Evan licked harder.

"More."

"His fingers inside me. Bigger fingers."

Evan pushed two fingers into my cunt.

"His cock?"

"Against my face."

He lifted his mouth.

"Did you suck it?"

I looked at Julian's photograph.

"I tried."

"Tried?"

"Too big."

Evan's eyes darkened.

He buried his face between my legs again.

I came a second time with the phone still in my hand and my husband's tongue inside my fantasy.

Afterward, he lay beside me and stared at the screen.

"Tomorrow we talk," he said.

"About what?"

"How far this goes."

I locked the phone and placed it face down.

"Tonight?"

"Tonight, come back to bed."

I curled against him.

But the truth came with us.

He had watched his wife come to another man's photograph.

And I had watched him come because he heard it happen.


CHAPTER 9

EVAN - BIGGER THAN ME

The package arrived on Monday.

Plain brown box. Lena's name on the label.

I found it on the kitchen counter.

"Open it," she called from the stairs.

She descended wearing black panties and a white tank top. No bra. Her nipples showed through the thin cotton.

"What is it?"

"Something your body already asked for."

I cut the tape.

Inside lay a black silicone cock.

Thick. Heavy. Longer than me.

The comparison hit before either of us spoke.

Lena watched my face.

"You chose that size."

"I chose what I keep imagining."

"Julian."

"Maybe."

"Don't hide now."

She lifted the toy from the box and wrapped both hands around it.

Both hands.

My cock hardened beneath my pants.

"Look at you," she murmured. "Jealous of something that came in the mail."

"It's ridiculous."

"It's bigger than you."

"By design."

"And you like that."

I looked away.

Lena stepped close and pressed the thick head against my chest.

"Say it."

"I like the fantasy."

"Which part?"

She lowered the toy until it rested beside the bulge in my pants.

"The part where your wife needs both hands for another cock?"

My breath changed.

"Bedroom."

"No."

She smiled.

"Here first."

Lena pulled down my zipper and freed my cock. Then she held the toy beside it.

The visual difference was brutal.

Her eyes moved from mine to both cocks.

"Poor husband."

"Stop."

"Make me."

She stroked me with one hand and the toy with the other.

"Which one would stretch me more?"

"The toy."

"Which one looks like it belongs to Julian?"

"The toy."

"Which one is my little cuck's?"

I grabbed her wrist.

"Mine."

Her cunt pressed against my thigh.

"Good."

She kissed me.

"Now use both."

In the bedroom, Lena lay naked across the bed with her knees open. The toy rested on her stomach. My cock stood hard above her.

"Put them together," she said.

I held the toy beside myself.

She reached up and circled both with her fingers.

"He'd be thicker."

"You don't know."

"I know what I want you to picture."

She guided my cock over her pussy, coating the head in her slick heat. Then she did the same with the toy.

"Tell me which one goes first."

"Mine."

"Possessive."

"You asked."

I pushed my cock into her cunt.

Lena moaned and wrapped her legs around me.

"Familiar," she whispered. "Perfect. My husband's cock."

Then she lifted the toy beside my face.

"But not enough for tonight."

I fucked her while she held the black cock over my shoulder as though another man waited behind me.

"Tell me what you want."

"I want you to pull out."

Jealousy flared.

"Why?"

"Because your wife wants to feel the bigger one."

I pulled out.

Lena spread herself with two fingers.

"Put Julian inside me."

The name and command turned my hands cold and my cock harder.

I pressed the toy against her pussy.

"Look at me," I said.

She did.

I pushed the thick head into her cunt.

Her mouth opened.

The toy stretched her slowly. Her pussy gripped the black silicone, slick and tight around a size designed to challenge her.

"More," she said.

I pushed deeper.

"Look how much your wife can take, cuck."

"You bought it."

"You opened the box."

"You wanted me to."

"And now you're making me take it."

Her fingers circled her clit.

"Harder."

I drove the toy into her cunt.

The wet sound filled the room.

Lena watched my cock twitch above her stomach.

"Jerk off."

I wrapped one hand around myself while the other fucked her with the toy.

"That's it. Watch the bigger cock open your wife."

"It's a toy."

"Then why are you shaking?"

I stroked faster.

Lena's cunt made obscene sounds around the thick black cock.

"Imagine it's him," she said. "Imagine those big hands holding my legs. Imagine his real cock making this toy look small."

"Fuck."

"Tell me I'm greedy."

"Greedy slut."

Her eyes flashed.

"Again."

"My greedy wife needs a bigger cock."

She came around the toy, crying out Julian's name while I watched her pussy clench and open.

I came across her stomach and tits.

Lena kept the toy inside herself while my cum slid over her skin.

"Look at us," she whispered.

My cock softened beside the black one still buried in my wife.

The comparison hurt.

It also made me want to do it again.

Lena pulled the toy out slowly. Her pussy remained open for a second before closing.

She reached for me.

"Now put your cock back where it belongs."

I pushed into her used, slick cunt.

She kissed me and wrapped both legs around my hips.

"Smaller," she whispered. "But mine."

I fucked her again, furious and grateful, until she came with my name in her mouth.


CHAPTER 10

EVAN - TUESDAY STORIES

The black toy went into the bottom drawer of Lena's nightstand.

For two days, neither of us mentioned it.

The silence was not restraint.

It was pressure.

Every time I passed the bedroom, I pictured Lena stretched around it. Every time she crossed her legs at dinner, I remembered the wet sound. Every time Tuesday appeared on my calendar, I saw gray pants.

On Tuesday morning, Lena dressed in front of me.

Black leggings. Red sports bra. Thin white top.

She bent to tie her shoes, ass pointed toward the bed.

"You're doing that on purpose."

"Doing what?"

"Bending over."

"I need shoes."

She looked back and smiled.

"Does my little cuck want me to stand where Julian can see this tonight?"

My cock hardened beneath the sheet.

"You already do."

"Tonight I'll know you're imagining it."

She came to the bed and pulled the sheet down.

"Look at that."

"You have work."

"So do you."

Her fingers closed around my cock.

"Your job is to spend all day picturing his hands on your wife."

She stroked twice, then stopped.

"Don't come before I leave."

"You're not in charge of that."

"Today I am."

She kissed the head and stood.

At the bedroom door, she added, "The toy stays in the drawer until I come home."

My day became useless.

At six-fifteen, Lena sent a photograph from the gym restroom. Her face was flushed. Sweat darkened the shirt between her tits. One hand held the phone. The other disappeared beneath the waistband of her leggings.

Caption: He is wearing gray.

A second message arrived.

And he keeps looking at my ass.

I locked my office door.

Evan: Did he touch you?

Lena: Not yet.

Evan: Do you want him to?

Three dots appeared, disappeared, returned.

Lena: I want him to know I want it.

My hand went to my cock.

Then another photograph arrived.

Lena had pulled the waistband low enough to show the top of her pussy. Her fingers shone.

Lena: This is what he does without touching me.

I jerked off at my desk while my wife trained ten miles away.

Before I could come, her next message stopped me.

Lena: Wait for the story.

I spent the next hour with an aching cock.

When Lena came home, she did not kiss me.

She walked upstairs, opened the bottom drawer, and returned with the toy.

"Sit."

I sat on the edge of the bed.

She stripped slowly.

"Tell me what happened."

"He watched me stretch."

"From where?"

"Across the room."

She removed the last piece of clothing and stood naked between my knees.

"Then he came closer."

My hands moved toward her hips.

She slapped them away.

"Not yet."

She placed the toy on the mattress beside me.

"What did he say?"

"That my hips looked looser."

"Did he touch them?"

"He put one hand here."

She guided my hand to her waist.

"And one here."

She placed my other hand low on her ass.

"Like that?"

"His hands are bigger."

My grip tightened.

Lena smiled.

"There he is."

"What else?"

"He moved behind me."

She turned and bent over.

"I felt him against me."

"Hard?"

"Not completely. Enough."

My cock pressed painfully against my pants.

"Did he know?"

"I pushed back once."

The confession hit like a slap.

"You did what?"

Lena looked over her shoulder.

"I wanted to know whether my husband would still get hard when the story stopped being innocent."

"You pushed your ass against him?"

"Through clothes. In a gym. For one second."

"And?"

"He stepped away."

"Disappointed?"

"Yes."

She straightened and faced me.

"Hard?"

"Yes."

"Angry?"

"Yes."

"Good."

She opened my pants and freed my cock.

"Both belong in the room."

"You don't get to decide that alone."

"I know."

Her face lost the teasing edge.

"That's why I came home. That's why I'm telling you before I touch the toy."

The honesty steadied me.

"Did he say anything after?"

"He asked whether you were picking me up again."

"What did you say?"

"I said my husband watches even when he isn't there."

My cock jerked.

Lena picked up the toy.

"Now show me what you pictured while you read my messages."

She lay on her back and opened her legs.

I pushed the black cock into her cunt while she watched me.

"Was it him?" she gasped.

"Yes."

"Bigger?"

"Yes."

"Did he know you were touching yourself?"

"Yes."

"Did he laugh at you?"

"No."

"Why not?"

I drove the toy deeper.

"Because he wanted me to watch."

Lena moaned.

"That's it. Tell me how my trainer and my cuck share the same fantasy."

I fucked her with the toy until she came, then replaced it with my cock before her cunt stopped pulsing.

She wrapped her legs around me.

"No secrets," I said.

"No secrets."

"No messages without showing me."

"Agreed."

"No private meeting."

She kissed me.

"Not yet."

My cock drove deeper.

Her smile told me the words were already becoming a promise.


CHAPTER 11

EVAN - WHAT WE ADMITTED

We stopped trying to control the fantasy with a list.

A list sounded like something written for children or employees.

What Lena and I needed was simpler.

Truth before action.

Nothing hidden.

Either of us could end a night with one word, and the other would leave with them.

We said those things at the kitchen table on Wednesday evening, fully dressed, with no hands beneath clothing and no cock hard enough to make decisions for me.

Then we admitted what we wanted.

Lena wanted to be watched by another man while I watched her enjoy it.

She wanted flirting, dancing, a hand on her waist, maybe a hand lower if we chose it before the night began.

I wanted to see the exact moment another man realized my wife was available to his eyes but still connected to mine.

I wanted her to look at me while he touched her.

I wanted details afterward.

Every detail.

"Kissing?" Lena asked.

"Not the first time."

"Why?"

"Because it feels more intimate than a hand on your ass."

"A stranger can grab my ass, but his mouth scares you?"

"Yes."

She nodded.

No argument.

That acceptance made me want to give her more.

"You can dance close," I said. "He can touch your waist, your back, your hips."

"My ass?"

My stomach tightened.

"Over the dress."

"And under it?"

"No."

"Not yet?"

"Lena."

She smiled.

"I'm listening."

"No private room. No bathroom. No leaving the building with him."

"You stay where you can see me."

"Yes."

"Do I wear panties?"

I looked at her.

"At the beginning."

Her eyes darkened.

"At the beginning?"

"If you take them off, you give them to me."

The silence changed.

Lena crossed her legs under the table.

"My husband wants to hold my wet panties while another man dances with me."

My cock hardened.

"That isn't a question."

"No."

She uncrossed her legs.

"It's the first thing tonight that made my cunt clench."

We finished the conversation before touching each other.

Then Lena stood, took my hand, and led me upstairs.

The black toy waited on the bed.

So did a red blindfold.

"What is that?"

"Practice."

"For what?"

"For listening to your voice while I imagine another man's hands."

She stripped and lay down.

I tied the blindfold over her eyes.

"Who am I?" I asked.

"My husband."

"Who are you imagining?"

"Julian."

I pressed the toy against her pussy.

"What does he want?"

"Your wife."

"Say it dirtier."

"He wants to bend your slut over and fuck her."

I pushed the thick head into her cunt.

Lena moaned.

"What do you want?"

"His cock."

"And me?"

"Watching."

I drove the toy deeper.

"Touch yourself."

Her fingers found her clit.

"Tell me what happens at the lounge."

"A man sees me."

"More."

"He watches me cross the room in the dress you chose. He looks at my tits. He looks at my wedding ring."

The toy moved wetly through her pussy.

"Then?"

"He asks me to dance."

"And you?"

"I look at my cuckold husband."

My fist tightened around the base of the toy.

"Then what?"

"You nod."

"What does he touch?"

"My waist. My hips. My ass."

"Over the dress."

"At first."

I fucked her harder with the toy.

"You like pushing."

"You like being pushed."

"Tell me what I hold."

Lena's breath broke.

"My panties. Soaked. Warm from my cunt."

"And what do you do while I hold them?"

"I grind against another man's cock."

She came with one hand on her clit and the other gripping the sheets.

I pulled off the blindfold.

Her eyes found me immediately.

"My husband," she said.

I climbed over her and pushed my cock into the cunt the toy had opened.

"Always."

"Even when I'm dancing with him?"

"Especially then."

I fucked her while the black toy lay beside us like a third body.

There was no list on a laptop.

No system.

Only what we had admitted before we became too horny to lie.


CHAPTER 12

LENA - HIS NAME IN MY MOUTH

Three evenings later, Evan came home to find the bedroom door closed.

Music played inside. Slow bass. The kind that made every movement feel deliberate.

"Lena?"

"Come in."

I stood in front of the tall mirror wearing the red leggings and nothing else.

My tits were bare. My hair was tied high. The black toy lay on the bed beside the blindfold.

Evan stopped in the doorway.

His eyes moved over me, then to the toy.

"What is this?"

"A confession you can watch."

I turned toward the mirror again.

"Sit behind me."

He sat on the edge of the bed.

I watched him through the glass while I slid my hands over my tits.

"What do you see?"

"My wife."

"Only me?"

"The toy."

"Not him?"

His jaw tightened.

"Julian isn't here."

"He is whenever your cock gets hard at his name."

I hooked my thumbs beneath the waistband and pulled the leggings down slowly.

Evan watched my ass appear inch by inch.

I stepped free and opened my legs in front of the mirror.

"Tell me how he sees me at the gym."

"Sweaty."

"More."

"Confident."

"More."

"Married."

That word made me touch my wedding ring.

"Does that make it better?"

"For him?"

"For you."

"Yes."

I smiled.

"Good."

I picked up the toy and knelt in front of the mirror, back toward my husband.

"Imagine the glass is frosted. You can see shapes, not details."

I rubbed the thick head over my pussy.

"What do you hear?"

Evan's voice roughened.

"You breathing."

"What else?"

I pushed the first inch inside.

"Your cunt taking him."

The dirty words made me open wider.

"Say his name."

"Julian."

I slid the toy deeper.

"Again."

"Julian is fucking my wife."

I watched Evan's hand move to his pants.

"Take it out, cuck."

He freed his cock.

"Stroke it."

He obeyed.

The sight gave me more power than any fantasy about a stranger. My husband sat behind me, hard and exposed, while I pushed a fake bigger cock into my cunt and made him name the man I wanted it to represent.

"Would he watch me do this?"

"Yes."

"Would he touch himself?"

"He wouldn't need to."

Jealousy sharpened the answer.

"Why?"

"Because you'd be on your knees for him."

I turned my head.

"Like this?"

"Yes."

I pulled the toy out and brought the wet black cock to my mouth.

Evan's fist stopped.

"Keep stroking."

I licked the toy.

"Tell me what I call him."

"Sir."

"No."

I wrapped my lips around the head.

"Bull."

My cunt clenched.

"Again."

"Your bull."

I sucked the toy slowly, making it wet with my mouth before pushing it back into my pussy.

"And what am I?"

"His slut."

"Whose wife?"

"Mine."

I drove the toy deeper.

"Say both."

"My wife. His slut."

My body shook.

I had feared those identities would cancel each other.

They did not.

They made each other hotter.

"Come closer," I said.

Evan knelt behind me.

His cock pressed between my ass cheeks while the toy filled my pussy.

"Look in the mirror."

We looked.

My husband behind me. His hand around my throat. A larger black cock disappearing into my cunt.

"What do you want?" I asked.

"To fuck you while you think about him."

"Then do it."

He pulled the toy out and replaced it with his cock.

The size difference was immediate.

Familiar. Easier.

I smiled at him through the mirror.

"Smaller."

His hips slammed forward.

"Say it again."

"Your cock is smaller."

He grabbed my hair.

"But?"

"But you're the cuck fucking me while I imagine the bigger one."

He pounded into me.

The mirror shook against the wall.

"Tell me who you belong to."

"My husband."

"Even when you're imagining him?"

"Especially then."

Evan's face changed.

The jealousy stayed. So did the fear. But underneath both lived something stronger.

He was not disappearing so Julian could exist.

He was the man building Julian from his own hunger and putting that fantasy inside me.

I came screaming my husband's name.

A second later, as his cock pulsed inside my cunt, I whispered Julian's.

Evan heard both.

He stayed hard long enough to fuck me through every last shake.


CHAPTER 13

EVAN - THE PHOTOGRAPH

The first photograph was my idea.

That mattered because Lena would later blame me for starting more than I remembered.

It happened on a Sunday afternoon while she edited images from a luxury condo shoot. I sat on the couch pretending to watch football and kept looking at her legs stretched across the ottoman.

Cotton shorts. White tank top. No bra.

"Do men message you?" I asked.

She glanced over the laptop.

"Clients?"

"Men."

"Sometimes."

"Julian?"

"He doesn't have my number."

"Social media?"

"He follows the gym account. Not me."

"Have you searched for him?"

Her mouth curved.

"Have you?"

I had.

Julian Vega. Iron Harbor Fitness. Training clips. Beach photos. A picture of him holding a woman above his head during a competition.

"Show me," Lena said.

I opened his profile.

She sat beside me, thigh against mine, and scrolled.

In one video, Julian stood behind a client while guiding her hips through a squat. His hands looked huge and controlled. In another, he positioned himself between a woman's open legs to demonstrate a stretch.

Lena watched without blinking.

"You've imagined replacing her."

"Every time."

My cock hardened beneath my shorts.

She noticed.

"Poor thing."

"Don't start."

"You started by researching the man your wife wants."

She found a beach photograph.

Julian stood ankle-deep in water, gray shorts hanging low, the wet fabric molded over a thick cock.

Lena enlarged it.

"Jesus."

"You can't know anything from a picture."

"Look."

"I'm looking."

"No, cuck. Look properly."

She held the phone above my lap, Julian's body inches from my hard cock beneath the fabric.

"He looks bigger than you."

"Most photographs lie."

"Your cock doesn't."

She rubbed the heel of her hand over me.

"What would you do if he sent that to you?" I asked.

"Touch myself."

"Without telling me?"

"I'd tell you while I did it."

"Would you send something back?"

Her hand stopped.

"Would you want me to?"

The question stayed between us.

"A photograph," I said.

"Of what?"

I looked at her tank top, the shape of her tits beneath it.

"Something he would understand."

Lena closed the laptop and stood.

"Take one."

"Now?"

"We're not sending it."

She moved to the window where afternoon light crossed her body.

Then she pulled the tank top over her head.

Her tits lifted with her breath.

"What do you want?"

The photographer in her made the question dangerous. She knew how to angle her shoulders, how to turn ordinary light into invitation.

"Face the window."

She turned.

"Shorts off."

Lena pushed them down and stepped free.

"Look back at me."

She looked over one shoulder, naked, wedding ring visible where her palm rested against the glass.

I raised the phone.

The first image captured her face, bare back, ass, and the city reflected around her.

"Again," she said.

I moved closer.

She opened her legs slightly.

"Is this for him?"

"Pretend."

Her expression changed.

The second photograph was filthier without showing more. She bit her lip and looked into the lens as though Julian stood behind it.

"Touch yourself."

Her hand slid between her thighs.

"Like this?"

"Spread your pussy."

She did.

The wedding ring caught the light beside her cunt.

"Would he like it?"

"He'd jerk off the second he opened it."

"Would you?"

"I already want to."

I took photograph after photograph while Lena built a silent conversation with a man who would never receive them.

Then she turned, sat on the couch, and opened her legs.

"One more."

I knelt with the phone.

"What does he see?"

"Your wife showing him everything."

"And her husband?"

"Taking the picture."

Her fingers spread her wet pussy.

I captured it.

The final photograph showed my wife's cunt, her wedding ring, and the edge of my shadow across her thigh.

Lena reached for the phone.

We looked through the images together.

"Delete them?"

"Do you want to?"

"No."

"Neither do I."

She created a hidden album and named it JULIAN.

Then she handed me the phone, knelt between my legs, and pulled my shorts down.

"Choose one while I suck you."

"We're not sending it."

"I know."

She wrapped her lips around my cock.

"Choose anyway."

I stared at the photograph of my wife spreading her pussy for another man's imagination while the same wife sucked my cock.

"The one at the window," I said.

Lena lifted her mouth.

"Why?"

"It makes him wonder what the front looks like."

She smiled.

"My cuck thinks like a bull."

Then she took me deep and made me come while I held the picture we had created for him.

Julian received nothing.

But the fantasy had evidence now.


CHAPTER 14

EVAN - THE VIDEO

The photographs were not enough.

Lena decided that Friday night.

She placed my phone on a tripod at the foot of the bed, checked the frame, and stripped without turning off the overhead light.

"What are we recording?"

"What Julian would see if we ever sent him proof."

"We aren't sending it."

"I know."

She picked up the black toy.

"That doesn't mean we film politely."

The camera showed the entire bed, the mirror behind it, and enough of my body to make my role impossible to hide.

Lena lay on her back and opened her legs toward the lens.

"Start recording."

I pressed the button.

A red light appeared.

My wife looked directly into the camera.

"My husband bought this because he thinks another man has a bigger cock."

She rubbed the toy over her pussy.

"He wants to watch me take it."

My cock hardened behind the phone.

Lena spread herself with two fingers.

"Show him, love."

I moved closer and aimed the camera down.

The lens captured her wet cunt, the thick head of the toy, and my hand holding it.

"Tell the camera who you are," she said.

"Your husband."

"The dirty version."

"Her cuckold husband."

Her pussy clenched visibly.

"And what are you doing?"

I pressed the toy into her.

"Opening my wife for a bigger cock."

Lena moaned.

"More."

I pushed deeper.

"Making my hotwife take the size she keeps imagining."

"Whose size?"

"Julian's."

The toy disappeared into her cunt.

The camera recorded everything.

Lena's fingers worked her clit.

"Look at the lens," I said.

She looked straight into it.

"Talk to him."

Her voice became the voice she would have used if Julian were watching from his bed.

"See what your hands did at the gym? My husband came home and stuffed this big cock into me because he couldn't stop picturing yours."

I drove the toy harder.

"Tell him what you want."

"I want the real one."

My fist tightened.

"Say it again."

"I want your cock, Julian. I want my husband holding the camera while you fuck his wife."

The words hurt.

The hurt made my cock harder.

Lena saw it in the mirror.

"Show the camera."

I hesitated.

She smiled.

"Don't hide now, cuck."

I moved into the frame and took out my cock.

The camera captured me stroking beside the toy buried in my wife.

The comparison was clear.

"What would he think?" Lena asked.

"That I'm smaller."

"What else?"

"That it makes me hard."

"Show him."

I stroked faster.

Lena pulled the toy nearly free, then pushed it back into her cunt.

"Look how wide I take it. Look how my little cuck jerks off."

Her speech broke into shorter pieces as she moved faster.

"Bigger... deeper... fuck... watch me."

I took the toy and pounded it into her.

The bed shook. The camera trembled slightly on the tripod. Her cunt made wet, obscene sounds.

"Come for the camera," I said.

"Make me."

I drove the toy harder and rubbed her clit with my thumb.

Lena came screaming Julian's name.

The lens caught her body arching, pussy clenching around the black cock, tits shaking.

Then she looked at me.

"Now you."

I climbed over her and stroked my cock above her face.

"Where?"

"On my face. Let the camera see what my husband does after I come for another man."

I came across her cheek, lips, and tits.

Lena kept looking into the lens.

She wiped my cum from her mouth with one finger and sucked it clean.

"Still his wife," she whispered.

I stopped recording.

For several seconds, neither of us spoke.

Then we replayed it.

Watching ourselves changed the scene again.

I saw the moment my face tightened when she said she wanted Julian's real cock. I saw how her cunt opened. I saw my smaller cock beside the toy. I saw how completely she controlled the camera even while I controlled what entered her.

"Would you send this?" I asked.

Lena watched herself come.

"Not now."

"One day?"

She looked at me.

"One day I want a video where the cock is real."

My cock hardened again.

Lena smiled.

"Keep the file, cuck. We are going to need it."


CHAPTER 15

EVAN - THE CAPTION

The photographs stayed hidden for forty-eight hours.

Then Lena asked the obvious question.

We were in bed Wednesday night, her back against my chest, both of us looking at the phone above us.

Naked at the window.

Looking over her shoulder.

Fingers spreading her cunt.

Wedding ring bright beside it.

"Which one would you send?"

"None."

"That wasn't the question."

I pointed to the second photograph.

Her ass caught the light. Her face looked back toward the lens. The picture invited a man to imagine the rest.

"That one."

"Caption?"

"Lena."

"Pretend."

She moved to the explicit image.

"You first."

I looked at my wife's open pussy.

"My husband took this after I told him about you."

Lena inhaled.

My cock hardened against her lower back.

She moved deliberately over it.

"Good."

"Your turn."

She considered the photograph.

"He wants you to see what he can't stop imagining."

The words hit harder because she made me part of the invitation.

"Would you want an answer?"

"Yes."

"What kind?"

"A photograph."

"His cock?"

Her cunt pressed against my thigh.

"Yes."

"Bigger than the toy?"

"I hope so."

I caught her hip.

"You hope?"

"You asked for the honest version."

"What would the first message say?"

Lena unlocked the phone again and opened a blank note.

She typed as though writing to Julian.

My husband saw you touch my hips. He came in the car afterward.

My face heated.

"You wouldn't send that."

"No?"

She typed another line.

He thinks your cock is bigger than his.

My cock pressed harder against her.

Lena smiled.

"Your body approves."

"What does he answer?"

"You tell me."

I took the phone.

I knew your husband was watching.

Lena's breath caught.

I continued.

I wanted him to see where my hands were.

She took the phone back.

Then next time, show him more.

The invented conversation changed the room.

No actual message had left the phone, but our bodies treated every line as real.

Lena turned in my arms.

"What does he send?"

"A picture."

"Show me with your hands."

I wrapped both hands around the black toy on the nightstand.

"This big."

She laughed softly.

"Bigger."

I added the second toy we sometimes used, holding them side by side like one impossible cock.

"Greedy."

"Your wife wants proof."

"What does he write?"

Lena took the black toy from me and stroked it slowly.

"Tell your cuck to measure himself before he lets you kneel."

My cock jumped.

She saw.

"There he is."

"What do you answer?"

"I send him the photograph of my pussy."

"Caption?"

"My husband already knows you would stretch me wider. He wants to watch me prove him right."

She slid beneath the sheet and took my cock into her mouth.

The phone lay beside my head, Julian's photograph open on one side and Lena's hidden album one touch away.

"Pretend you sent it," I said.

She lifted her mouth.

"Which one?"

"The last one."

"What did he say?"

"He recognized the leggings."

She took me again.

"He said he had wondered what was under them."

Her tongue circled the head.

"He said he knew your husband took the picture because your ring faced the camera."

Lena moaned around my cock.

"He asked whether you wanted to show him the rest in person."

She released me with a wet sound.

"And what did I answer?"

"You asked your husband."

"Asked him what?"

I grabbed her hair.

"Whether his hotwife could get on her knees for the trainer he couldn't stop watching."

Lena climbed over me and lowered her pussy onto my cock.

"What did you say?"

"Not yet."

She sank deeper.

"Good husband."

"You like hearing no?"

"When your cock means yes."

She rode me while we invented the rest.

Julian telling her to wear red.

Lena telling him I chose the clothes.

Me approving the picture.

Me watching every answer appear.

Her dirty talk became shorter as she moved faster.

"Bigger... than you."

"Greedy wife."

"Your greedy wife."

"My slut."

"Your hotwife."

She came around my cock and whispered, "One day, cuck."

I came inside her before I could decide whether it was a promise or a threat.


CHAPTER 16

EVAN - THE PRIVATE SESSION

Julian invited Lena to a private training session on Thursday.

She told me before answering.

I was in a meeting when her message arrived.

Julian says my hip rotation is limiting my deadlift. He offered Saturday at noon. Private room.

A second message followed.

Just training. Glass walls. You can come.

I read the two messages until the words lost shape.

Private room.

Julian standing between Lena's legs.

My wife sweating beneath his hands.

Me on the other side of the glass.

I typed: Do you want it?

Her answer came immediately.

Very much.

The speed hurt.

It also made my cock press against my pants beneath the conference table.

I replied: I come with you. I stay where I can see.

Lena: Wear something loose, cuck.

Saturday arrived with rain.

Iron Harbor was quieter than usual. Julian waited near the reception desk in black training pants and a fitted green shirt.

He shook my hand first.

"Evan. Good to finally meet you properly."

"You knew I was outside Thursday."

"Lena told me after I noticed the car."

His eyes moved to my wife.

She wore black shorts and a red sports bra. The shorts showed most of her thighs and hugged her ass tightly enough that Julian looked once before returning his attention to me.

I saw it.

Lena saw me see it.

"The room is open," Julian said. "You can stand inside or outside."

"Outside."

Lena's mouth curved.

Julian led her into the private room.

Frosted glass covered the lower half of the walls. Clear glass covered the upper half. I stood where I could see every reflection.

The session began with movement.

Lena bent, stretched, opened her legs, and followed Julian's instructions. He corrected her shoulders and knees. His hands stayed professional.

That made them hotter.

He did not grope my wife.

He knew he did not need to.

When Lena lay on the padded table, Julian stood between her open knees and lifted one leg over his shoulder.

He looked toward the glass.

At me.

Then he leaned his weight forward, opening my wife's hips.

Lena's face changed.

Her shorts pulled tight over her cunt.

"Breathe," Julian said.

She did.

His hand moved from her knee to the inside of her thigh, stopping before the shorts.

Lena looked through the glass.

At me.

I pressed one hand over the hard shape in my pants.

Julian noticed.

His eyes returned to Lena.

"Your hip is fighting the stretch."

"Make it stop."

The words were innocent.

Her tone was not.

He pushed her knee wider.

Lena moaned softly.

"Better?"

"Deeper."

The word hit my cock.

Julian increased the pressure.

My wife's other leg opened farther.

He stood between them like a man preparing to fuck her on the table.

Nothing sexual happened.

My body did not care.

Lena's phone rested on the floor beside her bag. It lit.

A message from me.

Evan: You look like you're waiting for his cock.

She read it upside down.

Her eyes widened.

Then she looked at me and smiled.

Lena: I am.

Julian glanced at the phone, then through the glass.

He could not read the words.

He understood the exchange anyway.

The session continued.

He positioned Lena on all fours over the padded table. His palms moved over her lower back and hips. He guided her ass upward.

I saw his cock begin to harden beneath the black fabric.

So did Lena.

Her eyes dropped to it in the mirror.

Julian caught her looking.

Neither pretended.

"Hold that position," he said.

He stood behind her.

The front of his pants hovered inches from her ass.

Lena looked at me through the glass.

Her lips formed one word.

Bigger.

My cock jumped inside my pants.

Julian adjusted her pelvis with both hands.

His fingers spread wide enough to nearly circle her hips.

"Your husband has a good view," he said.

Lena's breath caught.

"He likes the view."

Julian looked at me.

"Does he?"

I nodded once.

The three of us understood more in that second than any long discussion could have explained.

Julian did not touch her cunt.

He did not need to.

Lena stayed on all fours, ass raised, while another man's cock hardened behind her and her husband watched from the other side of the glass.

When the session ended, her shorts were visibly damp.

Julian handed her a towel.

"Your mobility is better than you think."

Lena wiped her neck.

"My husband has been helping me practice."

Julian's eyes moved to me.

"I can tell."

Outside, beneath the covered parking area, Lena pushed me against the car and opened my pants.

"He knew."

Her hand closed around my cock.

"He knew you were hard. He knew I was wet."

"Get in the car."

"No."

She pulled her shorts aside and guided my hand into her pussy.

"Feel what the private session did."

My fingers slid through her soaking cunt.

"Julian did this."

"And you watched."

I pushed two fingers into her.

She grabbed my shoulders.

"Fuck me with your hand, cuck. The trainer is still inside."

Cars moved through the rain beyond us.

The gym doors stood twenty yards away.

I fingered my wife against our car while she looked toward the doors and imagined Julian walking out.

She came quietly, biting my shoulder.

Then she sucked my fingers clean.

"Drive," she said.

"Home?"

"The toy is waiting."

Her smile returned.

"I want to show my husband how flexible his wife really is."


CHAPTER 17

LENA - THROUGH THE GLASS

The private session changed Julian.

Not because he crossed a line.

Because he finally admitted he could see it.

Evan stood outside the glass with one hand over his hard cock. I lay on the table with my legs open around Julian's body. Nothing happened that a trainer could not explain.

But every innocent touch carried the truth beneath it.

My husband wanted another man to notice me.

Julian had noticed.

And I wanted both of them to know.

In the car afterward, Evan's fingers were still inside me when I looked through the rain and saw Julian near the gym doors.

He had not walked outside yet.

He stood beneath the lights, talking to the woman at reception.

For one second, his eyes moved toward our car.

The windows were dark enough to hide details.

Not movement.

I pushed my hips against Evan's hand.

"He's looking."

"You can't know that."

"Make me move harder."

Evan curled his fingers.

My head fell back against the window.

"That's it," I whispered. "Let him see the car shake."

My husband stared at the gym while he fucked my cunt with his hand.

"Tell me what you want him to think."

"That you couldn't wait."

"More."

"That touching your wife made your cuck lose control."

Evan pushed deeper.

I bit my lip.

Julian remained near the door.

Maybe he saw nothing.

Maybe he saw everything he needed.

"What would you do if he walked over?" I asked.

"Pull my hand out."

"Liar."

"I'd cover you."

"While your fingers were still wet?"

Evan looked at me.

Jealousy made his face hard.

"You want him to smell you on my hand?"

My cunt clenched around his fingers.

"Yes."

The answer surprised even me.

Evan watched my face.

"You want him to know your husband just made you come after watching him touch you."

"Yes."

"Greedy slut."

"Your greedy slut."

I came with Julian still visible through the rain.

He turned away before my body stopped shaking.

The next Thursday, he kept his distance at the gym.

That bothered me more than it should have.

He nodded. Smiled. Continued with clients. No hands on my waist. No comment about the private session. No glance long enough to become a message.

By the third session, I wanted to drag the truth out of him.

I wore the red leggings.

I performed deadlifts directly in front of the mirror where he could see my ass.

He looked once.

Then he looked away.

I texted Evan from the locker room.

Lena: He is pretending nothing happened.

Evan: Maybe nothing happened.

Lena: Your hand inside me in the parking lot happened.

Evan: To us.

Lena: Because of him.

The answer took longer.

Evan: Do you want him to know?

I stared at the screen.

Lena: Yes.

Evan: Then tell him your husband liked the session.

I left the locker room with my heart pounding.

Julian stood near the cable machines.

"My husband wanted me to thank you," I said.

His eyes settled on mine.

"For the session?"

"For the view."

The words changed his expression.

Not much.

Enough.

"He had a good one."

"He did."

"And you?"

"I liked knowing he was watching."

Julian's gaze dropped briefly to my red leggings.

"I noticed."

My pussy tightened.

"What did you notice?"

"You looked at the glass every time I put my hands on you."

"Maybe I wanted to see whether he was hard."

"Was he?"

"Very."

Julian breathed out through his nose.

His eyes darkened.

"Does that bother you?" I asked.

"No."

"Does it make you want to touch me differently?"

He looked toward the front windows.

"Your husband isn't here."

"He'll hear everything tonight."

Julian's attention returned to me.

"Then tell him I said you move differently when you know two men are watching."

My cunt went wet beneath the leggings.

"Anything else?"

"Tell him I understand the view now."

He walked away.

I stood between the machines, married, flushed, and desperate to get home.

Evan was waiting in the bedroom when I arrived.

The toy lay beside him.

His cock was already hard.

"Tell me exactly what he said."

I stripped slowly.

"He said I move differently when two men are watching."

"Was he right?"

I opened my legs.

"Watch and find out, cuck."


CHAPTER 18

EVAN - WHAT JULIAN ASKED

For a week after the private session, Julian touched Lena only when training required it.

The distance affected her more than she expected.

"Maybe he thinks he crossed a line," she said while we folded laundry.

"Did he?"

"No."

"Maybe he thinks I hated it."

"Did you?"

She tossed a shirt onto my pile.

"You stood outside the glass with your cock hard."

"He couldn't see that."

"He saw enough."

Her hands stopped.

"He asked about you today."

"What did he ask?"

"Whether the session made you uncomfortable."

"What did you say?"

"That you were uncomfortable before we arrived."

"Lena."

"It was true."

"What else?"

"He asked whether your jealousy was a problem or part of the point."

The laundry became invisible between us.

"And?"

"I told him to ask my husband."

My cock hardened.

Lena saw.

"Your body wants him to know."

"My body doesn't decide."

"No. You do."

She pushed me onto my back and straddled my thighs.

"Pretend I'm him."

"Again?"

"You need practice looking a bigger man in the eye."

She lowered her voice.

"Evan, does it bother you when I touch your wife?"

My cock moved beneath her.

"Yes."

"You hate it, but you keep watching."

"Yes."

"When?"

"When she says stop. When I say we're leaving."

We had discussed that outside the bedroom. Here, the roleplay turned immediately dirty.

"Do you like watching me stand behind her?"

"Yes."

"Do you imagine more?"

I grabbed her hips.

"Yes."

"What?"

She rubbed against me through our clothes.

"Your hands on her."

"Where?"

"Waist. Tits. Ass."

"My cock?"

The word sounded different in her mouth when she played him.

"Yes."

"Where?"

My face burned.

"Her mouth."

"And?"

"Her cunt."

"While you watch?"

"Yes."

Lena opened my pants and freed my cock.

"Would you want me to tell you I'm bigger?"

"Yes."

"Would you want your wife to say it?"

"Yes."

She rose, pushed her panties aside, and lowered herself onto me.

"Then maybe I should ask her."

I caught her thighs.

"Ask what?"

Lena returned to her own voice.

"Whether she wants to find out."

The words crossed from fantasy into possibility without hiding behind a joke.

"Do you?"

"Someday."

Jealousy opened inside me.

She leaned down and kissed me before it could turn cold.

"With you," she whispered. "Not around you. Not behind you. With you."

"Does that change his cock inside you?"

"It changes everything around it."

She moved faster.

"Would you want him to ask?"

"Yes."

"Would you answer?"

"I don't know."

"My shy little cuck."

The word pulled a groan from me.

"You'd answer," she said. "Your cock would answer before your mouth. Just like it did with me."

I rolled her beneath me and fucked her harder, angry at her certainty and desperate to prove it true.

"There he is," she gasped.

"Stop talking."

"Make me."

I kissed her hard and drove my cock into her slick cunt.

For several minutes, there was no Julian.

Only Lena beneath me, legs wide, taking everything I gave her.

Then, as I started to come, she whispered one final sentence.

"He might ask you next Tuesday."

I came so hard my vision blurred.

Later, while she slept, I stared at the ceiling and heard Julian's imagined voice.

Is your jealousy a problem or part of the point?

For the first time, I knew the answer.

It was the point.


CHAPTER 19

EVAN - WHAT I ADMITTED

Julian asked on Tuesday.

Lena had warned me.

Warnings did not prepare me for standing three feet from the man who had occupied our bed without ever entering our house.

I arrived at Iron Harbor at seven-twenty.

This time, I went inside.

Lena was finishing on the stair machine. Black shorts. Red sports bra. Sweat shining across her tits and stomach.

Julian stood at reception in a charcoal shirt and gray pants.

He saw me first.

"Evan."

We shook hands.

"Lena says the session helped."

"She said the same."

"She also said I made you uncomfortable."

"My wife enjoys talking."

"She enjoys honesty."

I looked toward Lena. She had seen us, but she stayed on the machine.

She wanted the two men inside her fantasy to speak without her.

"You asked whether my jealousy was a problem," I said.

Julian nodded.

"I work close to clients. Some husbands don't like it."

"Do you ask every husband?"

"Only when the wife tells me he likes the view from outside."

Heat climbed my neck.

"She said that?"

"Not exactly. Her body did."

The phrase sounded too much like Lena's belief that my cock told the truth.

"And what did my body say?"

Julian rested one hand on a machine.

"That you wanted me to know you were there."

"Maybe I didn't want to interrupt."

"Maybe."

He used the word like Lena did, leaving a door open.

"Did you touch my wife differently because I watched?"

The question escaped before I could soften it.

Julian considered me.

"Yes."

My pulse hammered.

"Why?"

"Because she responded differently."

"How?"

"Breathing. Eyes. The way she opened her hips when she knew you could see."

My cock hardened beneath my pants.

Julian's eyes dropped once.

Briefly.

He had seen.

I had wanted him to.

"Is that a problem?" he asked.

There it was.

I looked at Lena in the mirror.

She had stopped climbing. One hand rested on the machine. She watched our mouths.

"It's part of the point," I said.

Julian nodded.

No mockery.

Recognition.

"Then we're clear."

"About what?"

"I won't disrespect your marriage."

The answer loosened something inside me.

Then he added, "But I won't pretend I don't want your wife."

My mouth went dry.

"She'd know you were pretending."

"I think she would."

Lena approached us, breathing lightly.

"Everything good?"

Julian looked at me.

"Your husband and I understand each other."

"Do you?"

"He knows I notice you. I know he likes knowing."

The directness left her speechless for half a second.

Then she smiled at me.

"My honest husband."

"Don't get used to it."

Julian picked up his tablet.

"See you Thursday, Lena."

She looked at his pants.

"Gray again?"

I stared at her.

Julian laughed, genuinely surprised.

"Maybe."

He walked away.

Lena took my hand and guided it to the small of her back as we left.

"You told him."

"He already knew."

"You said it was part of the point."

"You heard?"

"I read your lips in the mirror."

She stopped beside the car.

"Do you know what that did to me?"

"Tell me at home."

"I can't wait."

She kissed me beneath the parking-lot lights with the gym doors behind us and Julian somewhere inside.

Then she opened the rear door and climbed into the back seat.

"What are you doing?"

Lena pulled her shorts and panties down.

"Showing my husband what honesty did to his wife."

Her pussy glistened beneath the parking lights.

"Get in."

"Here?"

"The windows are dark."

"Julian could walk out."

Her smile sharpened.

"That's why your cock is hard."

I climbed into the car.

Lena spread her legs across the seat.

"Taste me while his words are still inside my head."

I buried my face in her cunt.

She grabbed my hair and looked through the rear window toward the gym.

"He wants your wife," she whispered. "He told you. And now you're licking the pussy he wants."

My tongue worked her clit.

"Good cuck. Don't hide from it."

She came against my mouth with one hand pressed to the fogging glass.

I lifted my face.

"Home."

"Why?"

I opened my pants.

"Because I'm going to fuck you while you tell me exactly how he said it."

Lena licked her taste from my lips and whispered, "Drive fast."


CHAPTER 20

EVAN - HIS FIRST MESSAGE

Julian's first message came through the gym app.

It was addressed to both of us.

Julian Vega: Good meeting you, Evan. Lena's hip rotation is improving. If you both want another private session, Saturday works.

Professional words.

The fact that he included me made them intimate.

Lena sat beside me at the kitchen island while we read.

"He wants you in the conversation," she said.

"It's scheduling."

"Then answer like a husband."

I typed.

Evan: Saturday works. Same room.

Julian replied within a minute.

Julian: Same view?

The message changed the air.

Lena's hand moved to my thigh.

"He said it."

"He is joking."

"No. He is testing whether my husband admits it in writing."

I stared at the screen.

Then typed:

Evan: Better view this time.

Lena inhaled.

Julian's answer came after a longer pause.

Julian: Then Lena should wear the red shorts.

My cock hardened.

Lena smiled slowly.

"He remembers them."

"Of course he remembers."

"Jealous?"

"Yes."

"Answer him."

"You answer."

She took my phone.

Lena: My husband likes red on me. He likes your hands on it too.

"Lena."

"No lies."

Three dots appeared.

Julian: I noticed.

Lena put the phone on the counter.

Neither of us touched it.

The three words were enough.

"He noticed his hands on your ass?"

"Hips."

"The shorts made it look like your ass."

"Your cock wants it to be my ass."

She opened my pants while we waited for the next message.

Julian: Evan, tell me where you want to stand Saturday. Inside or outside the glass.

Lena wrapped her hand around my cock.

"Answer."

I typed with one thumb.

Evan: Outside first. Inside when I choose.

The directness made Lena's hand move faster.

Julian: Understood.

Then a final message.

Julian: Lena, I want you to know I will notice you either way.

My wife froze.

Her cunt must have clenched because her thighs pressed together.

"Read it aloud," I said.

She did.

"Again."

"He will notice me either way."

"What does that do to you?"

Lena lifted her skirt and pulled my hand between her legs.

Her pussy was soaked.

"This."

"Tell him."

She looked at me.

"Really?"

"No photograph. No private thread. We both see every word."

That had been decided before the message turned sexual.

Now Lena typed without hesitation.

Lena: My husband wants you to know that made me wet.

I could feel her heartbeat through her cunt beneath my fingers.

Julian took almost a minute to answer.

Julian: Then your husband knows exactly what he is doing.

I pushed two fingers into Lena.

She gasped and caught the edge of the counter.

"He thinks you are doing this on purpose," she whispered.

"I am."

"Tell him."

I typed:

Evan: I know what my wife wants. I am learning what I want to watch.

Julian: Saturday, then.

The exchange ended there.

No more messages.

No explicit invitation.

No picture.

It was already the filthiest conversation I had ever had with another man.

Lena climbed onto the counter, opened her legs, and pulled me between them.

"Fuck me while the group chat is still open."

I pushed my cock into her cunt.

The phone rested beside her hip with Julian's last message on the screen.

Saturday, then.

Lena wrapped her legs around me.

"What does he know?"

"That you are wet."

"More."

"That I am fucking you because he noticed you."

"More."

"That your husband wants a better view."

She gripped my shoulders.

"Tell me what he pictures."

"You on the training table."

"Clothes?"

"Red shorts pulled aside."

"His cock?"

"Hard. Bigger than mine."

"And my cuck?"

"Outside the glass."

"Touching himself?"

"Yes."

Lena came around my cock, staring at the message between us.

I came seconds later.

The phone screen went dark.

The words did not.


CHAPTER 21

LENA - THE STORY I BROUGHT HOME

I talked the entire drive home.

I told Evan how Julian had looked at his cock through the fabric. I told him the glance had lasted less than a second and still felt intimate. I told him another man now knew my husband became hard when he touched me.

"Did that embarrass you?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Did you like it?"

"Yes."

The answer made my pussy throb against the seat.

"He said he wants me."

"I heard."

"Say it."

Evan's hands tightened around the wheel.

"Julian wants my wife."

"And?"

"My wife wants him to."

I slipped my hand beneath my skirt.

"And?"

"Her cuckold husband likes knowing."

My fingers found my clit.

"Good."

Evan looked over once and saw what I was doing.

"Wait until we get home."

"No."

"Lena."

"You told another man the truth. You don't get a quiet drive."

I opened my legs.

"Tell me what you saw when he looked down at you."

"He saw I was hard."

"Hard because he wants your wife."

"Yes."

I pushed two fingers into my pussy.

"Did he look proud?"

"No."

"Disappointed?"

"No."

"What, then?"

"Like he understood."

That answer pushed me closer than cruelty would have.

The fantasy felt possible because Julian did not treat Evan as furniture.

He saw my husband.

He wanted me anyway.

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

"Touch you."

"Where?"

"Your ass."

I moved my fingers faster.

"Over clothes?"

Evan hesitated.

"At first."

I smiled.

"What else?"

"Kiss your neck."

"My mouth?"

"Not yet."

The limit had been discussed before any scene. Here, it became fuel.

"Scared of his mouth, love?"

"Yes."

"Hard anyway?"

"Yes."

"Show me."

He took one hand from the wheel and opened his pants.

His cock rose against his shirt.

"Stroke it."

"I'm driving."

"One hand is enough."

He wrapped his fist around himself.

I watched my husband drive through Tampa traffic while touching his cock and describing what he wanted another man to do to me.

"He puts his hand on your ass."

"Hard?"

"Possessive."

"I look at you?"

"The whole time."

"Then?"

"You grind against him."

I gasped.

"His cock gets hard."

"Bigger than yours?"

"Yes."

"Say it without sounding polite."

Evan's fist moved faster.

"His big cock presses against my wife's ass while her little cuck jerks off and watches."

I came in the passenger seat, legs open, fingers inside my cunt.

Evan pulled into our garage before I stopped shaking.

The door closed behind us.

I climbed onto his lap before he turned off the engine.

"Fuck me here."

He lifted my skirt and pulled my panties aside.

I lowered myself onto his cock.

"Tell me why you want Julian."

"Because he wants me in front of you."

I rode him.

"More."

"Because he's bigger."

His hands gripped my hips.

"More."

"Because I want to see your face when he fills me."

"More."

I leaned close.

"Because wanting more isn't wanting instead."

Evan went still beneath me.

I touched his face.

"You are not the smaller version of him. He is not the bigger version of you."

His cock remained hard inside me.

"Then why compare?"

"Because comparison makes you honest."

I rolled my hips.

"And because nothing makes me feel filthier than watching my husband get harder while I tell him another man could stretch his wife's cunt wider."

Evan grabbed my ass and fucked upward into me.

"My dirty wife."

"Your hotwife."

"My greedy slut."

"Your greedy slut."

I rode him until he came inside me, calling him my honest little cuck every time jealousy made his hips slam harder.

We never made coffee.

We did not need it.

The fantasy had started making decisions with us.


CHAPTER 22

EVAN - MORE, NOT INSTEAD

The next morning, we had breakfast on Bayshore Boulevard.

Lena wore a yellow sundress and sunglasses. She looked like a woman who had not spent the previous night fingering herself in traffic while her husband stroked his cock beside her.

That contrast kept me half hard beneath the table.

"More, not instead," I said.

She lowered her sunglasses.

"Still thinking about it?"

"What if you try something bigger and stop wanting me?"

"You think my cunt is a loyalty test?"

"Don't make it sound stupid."

"I'm making it sound like the fear under the question."

She reached beneath the table and placed her hand on my thigh.

"I already know other men exist. I know some are taller, stronger, bigger. You knowing it too doesn't erase nine years."

"Easy for you to say."

"No."

Her fingers moved higher.

"It isn't easy to tell my husband I want another cock. It isn't easy to watch jealousy move across your face and trust that I haven't broken you."

"You like the jealousy."

"I like when you choose it."

"And if I can't?"

"Then we stop the real world and keep the fantasy in our bed."

She said it simply, before any heat took over.

Then the waiter returned.

Young. Tall. Dark hair. His eyes dropped into the front of Lena's dress when he refilled her water.

She noticed.

I noticed her noticing.

After he left, Lena whispered, "He wants to see my tits."

"Maybe he wants a tip."

"He can want both."

Her hand found my cock beneath the tablecloth.

"Are you imagining me with him now?"

"No."

She squeezed.

"Liar."

"He's a waiter."

"He has a cock."

"You don't know that."

"You want me to check?"

My cock jumped in her hand.

Lena smiled.

"Poor cuck. Every man with a body becomes a question now."

The waiter approached again.

Lena opened her knees beneath the table.

The yellow dress covered everything.

Only I knew she had pulled her panties aside.

"What are you doing?"

"Giving my husband a private view."

The waiter asked whether we wanted more coffee.

Lena looked up at him while two fingers moved over her pussy beneath the dress.

"Please," she said.

Her voice remained calm.

I watched the man's eyes drop again.

Lena's fingers disappeared deeper.

My cock hardened painfully.

The waiter walked away without knowing my wife had touched herself while looking at him.

"You are out of control."

"No."

She held her wet fingers beneath the table.

"I'm exactly where I want to be."

She touched the slick tips to my lips.

I sucked them clean.

"What does that make me?"

"Hungry."

"Try again."

"Your cuck."

"Good."

The waiter returned with coffee.

Lena crossed her legs and smiled at him.

I knew her cunt was still open beneath the yellow dress.

On the drive home, she made me pull into a quiet section of a parking garage.

"Get out."

"Why?"

"You asked whether more would replace you."

I followed her behind the car.

Lena bent over the hood and lifted the dress.

Bare ass.

Panties pulled aside.

Pussy wet and waiting.

"Fuck me."

I opened my pants and pushed my cock into her.

She looked back over her shoulder.

"Feel that?"

"Yes."

"Your wife can want the waiter. Julian. Grant, if we meet one. She can want every big cock in Tampa."

I grabbed her hips.

"And?"

"And still spread her legs for her husband in a parking garage after breakfast."

I fucked her hard against the hood.

"Say what I am."

"My cuck."

"More."

"My husband."

"Both."

"My cuckold husband."

She came around my cock.

I came inside her seconds later.

Then I pulled her panties into place, trapping my cum and her slick heat against her cunt.

Lena looked back.

"Now spend the drive home knowing your wife is sitting in this wet little thong because she talked about bigger cocks over breakfast."

The ride lasted twelve minutes.

I spent all twelve with one hand tight around the wheel and the other beneath her dress.


CHAPTER 23

LENA - THE OPEN WINDOW

Voyeurism entered our house through the bedroom window.

Not through a man.

Through the possibility of one.

Our bedroom faced west. Across the narrow courtyard stood another row of townhouses. Most windows reflected sunset. A few revealed lamps, kitchens, pieces of ordinary lives.

On Wednesday evening, I stood naked behind the glass while Evan watched from the bed.

"Close the blinds," he said.

"Why?"

"Someone could see."

I looked across the courtyard.

A man stood on a balcony two buildings away, watering plants.

Too far to see details.

Close enough to recognize a naked woman.

"He already did."

Evan sat upright.

The man had stopped watering.

His face remained turned toward our window.

My pussy tightened.

"Move away," Evan said.

I stayed.

"Lena."

"Look at him."

"I am."

"Now look at your cock."

Evan's cock had hardened against his stomach.

The contradiction made me smile.

I placed both hands on the glass and pushed my ass back.

From the balcony, the man would see my silhouette. The curve of my body. Maybe the dark triangle between my legs.

"Your wife has an audience."

"He doesn't know who you are."

"He knows I am naked."

I spread my legs farther.

"He knows my husband is watching me show him."

"He can't see me."

"Then come closer."

Evan left the bed.

He stood behind me, naked and hard.

The man across the courtyard remained on the balcony.

Evan placed one hand on my waist.

The other moved between my legs.

"You want him to see this?"

"I want him to wonder."

My husband pushed two fingers into my pussy.

I gasped against the glass.

The man on the balcony shifted.

His hand moved near his waist.

Maybe adjusting his shorts.

Maybe touching himself.

The uncertainty was enough.

"Tell me what he sees," Evan said.

"A married slut in the window."

"More."

"Her cuck behind her."

"More."

"His hand in her wet cunt while another man watches."

Evan fucked me with his fingers.

The glass cooled my tits and cheek.

"Look at him," I said.

"I am."

"Does he look hard?"

"Maybe."

"Make it yes."

Evan's fingers drove deeper.

"He is stroking his cock while he watches my wife."

My cunt clenched.

"Bigger than yours?"

"You can't see."

"Imagine."

"Yes. Bigger."

The answer sent me over.

I came against the window while a stranger stood across the courtyard.

Evan covered my mouth with one hand and kept moving inside me with the other.

When my knees weakened, he held me upright.

The man finally went inside.

His balcony door closed.

Evan pulled me away from the glass and pushed me onto the bed.

"You enjoyed that too much."

"So did your cock."

I wrapped my hand around him.

"Fuck me where he can still see the movement."

Evan turned me on all fours near the window and drove into my pussy.

The curtains remained open.

No one stood on the balcony now.

The possibility stayed.

"This is what you want at the lounge," he said, fucking me hard. "A room watching."

"Yes."

"A man wanting you."

"Yes."

"Your cuck holding you open for the view."

"Yes."

He slapped my ass.

The sound filled the room.

"Tell me who you are."

"Your hotwife."

"More."

"The slut you show other men."

Evan came inside me while our bodies moved against the lit window.

Afterward, we closed the blinds together.

Not because the fantasy had gone too far.

Because we wanted to choose the next audience.


CHAPTER 24

EVAN - THE DRESS

We went shopping on Sunday.

Lena made me choose the store, dress, shoes, and lingerie.

"This is your fantasy too," she said as we entered a boutique near Hyde Park Village. "You don't get to hide while your wife turns herself into someone other men want."

The sales associate had silver-blond hair, red glasses, and the expression of a woman who had watched hundreds of couples lie about why they were shopping.

"What occasion?" she asked.

Lena looked at me.

"My husband is taking me dancing."

"Special night?"

"He wants other men to notice."

The associate paused.

Lena smiled as if she had only commented on the weather.

"Red," I said. "Something tight."

The woman looked from me to Lena.

"I have an idea."

She returned with a deep red dress.

Thin straps. Low back. Fabric that would cling from Lena's tits to her ass before ending high on her thighs.

Lena entered the fitting room.

When she stepped out, the boutique disappeared around her.

The dress showed the exact outline of her body. No bra. Every curve visible.

A man waiting near another fitting room looked up from his phone.

His eyes stayed on my wife.

Lena saw him.

Then she looked at me.

"This one?"

My cock hardened.

"Turn around."

She turned slowly.

The dress pulled tight over her ass.

The stranger shifted in his seat.

Lena watched him through the mirror.

"He likes it."

"I asked you."

"Your cock already answered."

The associate brought black heels and a lace thong.

"The dress works best without lines," she said.

Lena lifted the thong.

"My husband might take it away before the night ends."

The associate gave a small professional smile.

The man across the room stopped pretending to look at his phone.

Lena entered the fitting room again and crooked one finger at me.

I followed.

The curtain closed.

"He is still looking," she whispered.

"He can't see through the curtain."

"He saw you come in."

She pushed the straps down.

The dress folded beneath her tits.

"Touch me."

My hands covered her.

"Imagine I'm trying this on for Julian."

"He wouldn't deserve the dress."

"Jealous."

"Yes."

She lifted the skirt.

No panties.

Her pussy was already slick.

"You came in here naked?"

"I took them off in the other fitting room."

"Where are they?"

She opened her purse.

The black panties lay inside, wet at the crotch.

"Practicing."

My fingers slid into her cunt.

Lena caught the wall.

"Quiet," I whispered.

"Make me."

I fucked her with my hand while the stranger sat a few feet beyond the curtain and the sales associate arranged clothes nearby.

"Tell me what happens at the lounge."

"A man watches me walk in."

"Like the one outside?"

"Bigger."

I curled my fingers.

"He asks me to dance."

"What do you do?"

"I look at my husband."

"Then?"

"I let the man put his hands on me."

"Where?"

"Ass. Waist. Tits if my cuck says yes before the night begins."

"Not tits."

She smiled through a moan.

"Scared?"

"Hard."

"Both."

I rubbed her clit with my thumb.

"What do you give me?"

"My wet thong."

"And what do you tell him?"

Her breath broke.

"That my husband is holding my panties while I grind on his cock."

She came against my hand, mouth pressed to my shoulder.

I pulled my fingers free.

Lena sucked them clean while watching herself in the mirror.

Then she took my cock out and stroked it beneath the red dress.

"Come on my tits," she whispered.

"You'll ruin it."

"Buy it dirty."

I came across her bare tits inside the fitting room.

Lena wiped my cum with the black thong and pulled the dress back over her body.

The red fabric hid everything.

The thong disappeared into my pocket.

She stepped outside composed, face flushed.

"The fit is excellent," the associate said.

"My husband checked."

The stranger looked at me, then at Lena, as if he understood more than he should.

We bought the dress and heels.

I carried the bag home knowing I had chosen exactly how my wife would look when another man put his hands on her for the first time.


CHAPTER 25

EVAN - CUCK IN DAYLIGHT

Until that week, Lena used cuck only when we were naked.

Then she said it at lunch.

The red dress hung in a garment bag over the empty chair beside us. A young waiter kept looking down the front of Lena's sundress whenever he filled her water.

Lena noticed.

I noticed her noticing.

"He wants you," I said after he walked away.

"Maybe he wants a tip."

"He wants to see your tits."

"Jealous?"

"A little."

Her sandal slid along my calf beneath the table.

"Hard?"

"Lena."

Her foot found the shape in my pants.

"My cuck gets shy in daylight."

The word hit differently among coffee cups and silverware.

My cock hardened beneath her foot.

"You can't say that here."

"I just did."

The waiter returned.

Lena smiled at him while her toes pressed against my cock.

"Could we have the check?"

His eyes dropped again.

"Of course."

After he left, she leaned close.

"He thinks I'm taking my husband home."

"You are."

"He doesn't know the husband is going to make his wife describe the waiter while he fucks her."

I paid too quickly.

In the elevator to the parking garage, another man entered on the second floor. Late forties. Expensive suit. Wedding ring.

His eyes went to Lena, then to the garment bag.

"Special occasion?" he asked.

Lena looked at me before answering.

"My husband bought me a dress for other men."

The stranger blinked.

I stopped breathing.

Lena smiled sweetly.

"He likes sharing the view."

The elevator seemed to shrink.

The man's eyes moved over her body again. More openly this time.

"Lucky men," he said.

"Lucky husband," Lena corrected.

The doors opened.

We walked out.

My cock was painfully hard.

"What the fuck was that?" I asked when the elevator closed.

"Truth with clothes on."

"He thinks we're insane."

"He thought I was available to his eyes."

She pressed me against the concrete wall.

"And you liked him knowing."

"You surprised me."

"Your cock loved the surprise."

Her hand moved over the front of my pants.

"Say it here."

"Say what?"

"What you are."

A car entered the garage two rows away.

I looked toward the sound.

Lena squeezed my cock.

"Say it before someone sees your wife touching you."

"Your cuck."

"Louder."

"Your cuck."

Her smile warmed and sharpened at the same time.

"Good husband."

She pulled me into the back seat.

The garage lights cut pale strips across her body. Lena lifted the sundress and revealed she had taken off her panties in the restaurant bathroom.

"Where are they?"

"Your jacket pocket."

I checked.

Warm black lace.

Wet enough to darken the fabric.

"You planned this."

"I planned to see whether my husband could hear cuck in daylight and still want me."

She opened her legs.

"Answer."

I knelt between them.

"I want you."

"Like this?"

"Especially like this."

I licked her pussy in the back seat while footsteps passed somewhere beyond the car.

Lena kept one hand over her mouth and the other in my hair.

"Think about the man in the elevator," she whispered. "He knows another man will touch your wife in that red dress."

My tongue moved faster.

"He knows you bought it."

She rocked against my mouth.

"He knows you're a cuck."

I pushed two fingers into her cunt.

"Say it again."

"My cuckold husband."

She came quietly, thighs tightening around my head.

When I lifted my face, Lena licked her taste from my mouth.

"Still ashamed?"

"Yes."

"Good."

She pulled my cock out.

"Shame makes you so hard."

I fucked her across the back seat while the red dress hung from the car handle beside us.

Afterward, she pulled on her wet panties and sat upright.

"You know what changed today?"

"You humiliated me in an elevator."

"No."

She kissed my cheek.

"The word came outside with us."

It followed us all the way home.


CHAPTER 26

EVAN - THE COMPARISON

The measuring tape was mine.

Lena found it in the kitchen drawer and carried it into the bedroom with the black toy beneath her other arm.

"No."

"You don't know what I'm doing."

"I know exactly what you're doing."

She placed both on the bed.

"Then your imagination is improving."

I stood at the foot of the mattress while she undressed.

"Take your cock out."

"Lena."

"We compare every night without numbers. Tonight, my cuck gets numbers."

I opened my pants.

My cock was already hard.

Lena knelt in front of me and wrapped the tape around the thickest part.

Her face remained inches away.

"Not bad."

"Not bad?"

"For a husband."

She measured from base to head, wrote the number in a note on her phone, then picked up the toy.

The black cock was thicker and longer by design.

She measured it slowly.

"Bigger."

"I can see that."

"A lot bigger."

My cock twitched.

Lena laughed softly.

"You love hearing it."

"I love you saying it."

The answer stopped her teasing for half a second.

Then she kissed the head of my cock.

"Good answer."

She lay back and spread her legs.

"Which one first?"

"Mine."

"Possessive cuck."

I climbed over her and pushed into her pussy.

Lena wrapped her legs around me.

"Feel how easy you fit."

"You've had me for nine years."

"Exactly. My cunt knows you."

She reached for the toy beside us.

"But I want to feel challenged."

I pulled out.

Lena put the toy against herself and looked at me.

"Tell me what it represents."

"Julian."

"More."

"Julian's bigger cock."

She pushed the head into her cunt.

Her mouth opened.

"Keep talking."

I took the toy and drove it deeper.

"The trainer's cock is stretching my wife."

"More."

"Her husband is watching her take something bigger."

"What does that make him?"

"A cuck."

Lena's fingers found her clit.

"Your cuck."

I fucked her with the toy.

Her pussy opened around the black cock, slick and hungry.

"Look at it," she gasped. "Look how wide your wife opens for him."

"It's not him."

"Make it him."

I drove the toy harder.

"Julian is fucking your cunt."

"Yes."

"His big cock is opening you."

"Yes."

"And your husband is too small to fill you like that."

The words hurt as I said them.

Lena came harder because of it.

Her body arched. Her cunt gripped the toy. She cried out, then laughed through the last shake.

"You said it."

"You made me."

"Your cock wanted to."

I stroked myself above her while the toy remained inside.

"Pull it out."

Lena obeyed.

Her pussy stayed open for one obscene second.

"Now fuck me."

I pushed my cock into the stretched, soaked cunt.

The difference was real.

She took me easily.

Lena looked up at me.

"Smaller."

I fucked her harder.

"Say the rest."

She caught my face.

"Smaller than the fantasy."

She kissed me.

"But you're the man inside me. You're the man who held the bigger cock. You're the man who made me come around it."

My jealousy turned warm instead of cold.

"Did you like it more?"

"The stretch? Yes."

The honest answer tightened every muscle in my body.

"And this?"

She clenched around me.

"This is mine."

I came deep inside her.

Afterward, Lena placed the tape around my softening cock again.

"Same size," she said.

"Disappointed?"

"No."

She put the tape around my wrist.

"This is what controls the toy."

Then around my neck.

"This is where I hold my husband when he fucks me after."

She threw the tape aside.

"Numbers tell one truth. They don't tell the whole night."

The comparison had not answered whether Julian was truly bigger.

It had answered something more important.

I wanted my wife to compare us because surviving the truth made the fantasy feel possible.


CHAPTER 27

EVAN - THE REHEARSAL

One week before the lounge, Lena asked for a rehearsal.

"No touching," she said over dinner. "Just a hotel bar. I wear something that makes men look. You sit far enough away to feel it."

The planning happened before we left.

No stranger would be invited into the real scene that night.

The point was to discover what watching did to us when the men were not imaginary.

Lena wore a black dress shorter than anything she owned before the confession.

No bra.

A red thong beneath it.

We chose a hotel near the airport where nobody knew us.

I entered first and took a seat at the far end of the bar.

Lena waited ten minutes.

Then she walked in alone.

Three men looked immediately.

One wore a wedding ring and loosened tie. One sat with a laptop. The third was younger, broad through the shoulders, drinking beer with a friend.

Lena chose a stool between the businessman and the younger man.

She did not look at me.

The bartender brought her wine.

The businessman spoke first.

I could not hear the words.

I watched Lena smile.

He leaned closer.

Her knees turned slightly toward him.

My cock hardened beneath the table.

She took out her phone.

Lena: His name is Paul. Married. Thinks I am waiting for someone.

Evan: You are.

Lena: He asked whether my husband knows I am here.

Evan: What did you say?

Her answer appeared while Paul watched her type.

Lena: I said my husband picked the dress.

Paul glanced around the bar.

Lena did not point at me.

The secrecy made the scene hotter.

The younger man on her other side said something. Lena turned.

Now two men had her attention.

She crossed her legs.

The hem rose.

A strip of red thong appeared.

Both men saw.

My hand went beneath the table.

Lena's phone lit again.

Lena: The young one saw my panties.

Evan: Did you show him?

Lena: I showed my cuck.

She looked across the room at last.

Her eyes found mine.

Then she opened her knees for half a second.

The red thong showed clearly beneath the black dress.

The younger man followed her gaze and saw me watching.

His expression changed.

He understood.

Not everything.

Enough.

Lena returned to her wine.

The man leaned close and whispered near her ear.

My phone vibrated.

Lena: He asked whether you like watching men talk to me.

Evan: Tell him yes.

She did.

The younger man's eyes moved to me.

He raised his glass slightly.

A salute.

Humiliation and excitement struck together.

I raised mine back.

Lena smiled between us.

For the next twenty minutes, she let both men flirt.

No touch beyond a hand on the back of her stool.

No invitation.

Nothing hidden.

It was enough to make my cock ache.

When she finished the wine, Lena stood and walked toward the restroom corridor.

Her message arrived.

Lena: Men's room is empty. Two minutes.

I followed.

She pulled me into a single restroom near the conference hall and locked the door.

"How did it feel?"

"Like every man in the bar knew."

"The young one did."

She lifted the dress.

The red thong was soaked.

"Look what the rehearsal did."

I pulled it down.

Lena stepped out and handed it to me.

"Smell it."

I pressed the lace to my face.

"Whose fault?"

"Both men."

"And?"

"My wife."

"And?"

"Her cuck watching."

Lena knelt and opened my pants.

"You behaved well."

She took my cock into her mouth.

The men from the bar remained one wall away.

I gripped her hair.

"What did he whisper?"

She pulled back.

"That your wife looked like trouble."

"What did you answer?"

"I said my husband hopes so."

She sucked me again.

I came in her mouth while strangers drank outside.

Lena swallowed, stood, and kissed me.

Then she left the restroom without panties.

I returned to the bar thirty seconds later with the red thong in my pocket.

The younger man saw Lena sit beside me at last.

He looked at her bare thighs, then at my pocket, as though he could guess what had changed.

Lena leaned close.

"Ready for the real night?"

My cock was already hard again.

"Yes."


CHAPTER 28

EVAN - THE MEN SHE NOTICED

The rehearsal changed the way Lena looked at ordinary men.

Or maybe it changed the way she let me see her looking.

The next evening, we sat on the patio with wine while Tampa traffic moved beyond the palms. Lena wore my shirt and no panties. One bare foot rested on the chair between my legs.

"Paul," she said.

"The married businessman?"

"He kept looking at my ring."

"Maybe he was worried."

"No. He liked it."

She dragged her toes over the front of my shorts.

"The younger one liked you watching."

"He liked the game."

"He raised his glass to you."

"I remember."

"Your cock remembers too."

She pressed harder.

I caught her ankle.

"How many men do you notice now?"

"Honestly?"

"Always."

Lena considered the courtyard.

"The waiter from breakfast. The man in the elevator. The one across the window. Julian. Both men at the hotel bar."

"That's a week."

"You asked."

"Who else?"

Her eyes returned to mine.

"Your friend Daniel."

Jealousy arrived differently.

Daniel had stood beside me at our wedding. He had eaten in our kitchen, helped us move, and hugged Lena dozens of times.

"Daniel?"

"He looks at my ass when he thinks you aren't watching."

My cock hardened beneath her foot.

Lena smiled slowly.

"That one hurts more."

"Because I know him."

"Because he knows you."

"Do you want him?"

"I have imagined him."

The answer landed heavy.

"When?"

"After your birthday last year. He hugged me from behind while we cleaned the kitchen. His cock was hard against my ass."

"You never told me."

"I didn't know we told each other those things then."

She moved from her chair and knelt between my legs.

"Now we do."

Lena opened my shorts and took out my cock.

"Tell me the picture."

"You want to hear about your best friend?"

"I want every man who has been inside my wife's head."

She stroked slowly.

"Daniel bends me over this patio table."

My cock jumped.

"Where am I?"

"Inside. Watching through the glass."

"Does he know?"

"You let him know."

"Bigger than me?"

Lena kissed the head.

"Maybe."

"Make him bigger."

She smiled.

"Much bigger."

I groaned.

"Who else?"

"My boss."

"Scott?"

"He sends messages after ten. Always about work. Never only about work."

"You think he wants you?"

"I know he does."

Her lips moved down my cock.

"What do you imagine?"

Lena pulled back.

"A conference hotel. He tells me my room was upgraded. I open the door and find out the suite is his."

"And me?"

"Reading every message."

"Do I come to the hotel?"

"Later. After he makes your wife tell him what her husband likes to watch."

My hand closed in her hair.

"More."

"The neighbor."

I pictured the man across the courtyard.

"You don't know his name."

"That makes it hotter."

She took me deep, then pulled away with wet lips.

"He watches from his window. You choose my bikini. I bend beside the pool. He touches himself where he thinks we can't see."

"And you show him more."

"Every day."

"Do I invite him?"

"Eventually."

The future opened between us, not as a plan but as a field of dirty possibilities.

"A couple," Lena said.

"What couple?"

"One we meet on vacation. The wife sees you staring at her. I see her husband staring at me."

My jealousy tangled with a different heat.

"You want me with another woman?"

"I want to know whether I can watch."

"Would it hurt?"

"Yes."

"Would you get wet?"

"Look at me."

Lena opened the shirt.

Her fingers moved between her legs.

She was already slick.

"The thought of my husband inside another woman makes me want to slap you and suck your cock at the same time."

"Which first?"

She slapped my thigh.

Then took me into her mouth.

The conversation became fragmented as our bodies took over.

"Friend," I said.

She sucked harder.

"Boss."

Her fingers pushed into her cunt.

"Neighbor."

She moaned around me.

"Another couple."

Lena released my cock and climbed onto my lap.

"Two men."

The words stopped me.

She lowered her pussy over my cock.

"One in my mouth. One in my cunt. My husband watching."

"You thought about that too?"

"Since the toy."

She rode me slowly.

"Your cock inside me. Another one in my ass."

My fingers dug into her hips.

"Greedy."

"Very."

"Three?"

Lena's eyes darkened.

"One day."

My cock throbbed inside her.

She felt it and smiled.

"See? Every new man is not a replacement. He is another way to make my husband lose control."

"And Grant?"

"Grant is first because we don't know him."

"Safer?"

"Simpler."

She leaned close.

"But not safe. Not when his cock is against me and my panties are in your hand."

I fucked upward into her.

"Tell me what you are."

"Your wife."

"More."

"Your hotwife."

"More."

"The slut who notices every cock in the room because her cuck finally asked her to look."

She came around me on the patio while the open window across the courtyard stayed dark.

I followed seconds later.

Afterward, Lena rested against my chest.

"That's the truth," she said before the heat could rise again. "All of it."

I looked at the woman in my arms and the future she had just filled with men I knew, men she worked for, strangers, couples, and bodies we had not yet imagined clearly.

"For tonight," I said. "Grant first."

Lena kissed my neck.

"Grant first."


CHAPTER 29

EVAN - THE PROMISE

Two nights before the lounge, Lena asked me to describe the fantasy while we were fully dressed.

No toy.

No hand around my cock.

No release close enough to excuse the truth.

The red dress hung behind her.

"Tell me what you want," she said.

"I want men to notice you."

"Why?"

"Because you're my wife. Because seeing them want you reminds me that you still leave with me."

"That sounds respectable."

"It isn't."

"Then stop making it clean."

I looked at the dress.

"I want a man to see your ass in that fabric and imagine pulling it up."

Lena's breathing changed.

"More."

"I want him to look at your wedding ring and understand your husband is close."

"More."

"I want him to touch you while you look at me."

"Where?"

"Waist. Hips. Ass."

"And my tits?"

"Not the first night."

"Scared?"

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"Yes."

Her gaze dropped to the front of my pants.

"Keep going."

"I want you to grind against him. I want to see his cock get hard through his pants."

"Bigger than yours?"

"Yes."

"You always make him bigger."

"So do you."

She smiled.

"What do I say to you?"

"You call me cuck."

"Only that?"

"You tell me he feels bigger."

"Through the dress?"

"You say you can tell."

"And what do you do?"

"Hold your panties."

Lena crossed the room.

"Warm?"

"Soaked."

She stopped in front of me.

"What do you do with them?"

"Smell them."

Her eyes darkened.

"In the lounge?"

"Under the table."

"Dirty husband."

"You asked."

She touched my face.

"What are you afraid of?"

"That you will look at him and forget to look back."

The room became quiet.

Lena removed her wedding ring and placed it in my palm.

"This isn't the marriage."

Then she took my other hand and pressed it between her legs through her jeans.

"This isn't the marriage either."

She touched my chest.

"We are."

"That sounds like a speech."

"Then here is the dirty version."

She opened her jeans and pushed my hand inside.

Her pussy was wet.

"I may want a cock bigger than yours. I may grind on a stranger until his pants are wet from my cunt. I may take off my panties and make my husband hold them."

My fingers moved over her clit.

"But I will look at you because seeing your jealousy is part of why I want any of it."

"And if you want him more than you expect?"

"I tell you."

"If he makes you wetter?"

"I tell you."

"If his cock feels bigger?"

"I tell you while you are inside me afterward."

My cock strained against my pants.

Lena smiled.

"There's my husband."

I pushed two fingers into her cunt.

"No secrets."

"No secrets."

"No using another man to hurt me outside the fantasy."

"Never."

"No pretending the comparison isn't real."

"Never."

I fingered her while she stood in front of the dress.

"Tell me what the woman in red wants."

Lena closed her eyes.

"She wants a strong man behind her. She wants his hand on her ass. She wants his cock hard against her while her husband watches."

Her voice shortened as my fingers moved faster.

"She wants... the room looking. She wants... you hard. She wants... her panties in your fist."

She came around my hand.

Then she dragged two fingers through her pussy and held them up.

"Look how wet I get when you stop trying to sound respectable."

I put her fingers in my mouth.

Then I bent her over the bed and fucked my wife while she made me repeat the fantasy until neither of us could pretend it was only words.


CHAPTER 30

EVAN - THE KISS WE SAVED

The kiss became the one thing we saved.

Lena could dance close.

A man could touch her waist, back, hips, and ass over the dress.

She could remove her panties and give them to me.

She could tell him her husband was watching.

But no mouth on mouth.

Not the first night.

We decided that at breakfast, before the red dress, before the music, before any stranger made the choice harder.

Then Lena spent four days making the denied kiss filthy.

On Monday, she stood in the kitchen and asked, "What about his mouth on my neck?"

"Fine."

"My ear?"

"Fine."

"Shoulder?"

"Fine."

"Tits?"

"No."

She smiled.

"Scared again."

"Yes."

On Tuesday, she kissed the corner of my mouth and whispered, "What if he misses?"

"He doesn't."

"What if I turn at the wrong second?"

"You won't."

"You trust me?"

"Yes."

The answer mattered more than the teasing.

On Wednesday, she sat on my lap with the black toy between us.

"Show me what you think a kiss changes."

"It makes him real."

"His hand on my ass doesn't?"

"Not the same way."

"Then make me feel it without his mouth."

I blindfolded her.

I stood behind her and pressed the toy between her ass cheeks while my mouth moved over her neck.

"Pretend I'm him."

"You don't smell like him."

"You don't know what he smells like."

"Not yet."

I bit her shoulder.

Lena moaned.

"His mouth here?"

"Yes."

I licked beneath her ear.

"Here?"

"Yes."

My hand covered her tit.

"Here?"

"Your hand, not his."

The answer steadied me.

Then she turned, blindfolded, and found my mouth.

We kissed while the toy pressed between our bodies.

"You want to taste the mouth that belongs to another man," I said.

"I want to bring it home to you."

"Not Friday."

"Not Friday."

She pushed me onto the bed.

The blindfold remained over her eyes as she took my cock into her mouth.

"Tell me what you imagine," I said.

She lifted her lips.

"A stranger dances with me. His hand slides lower. His cock gets hard. He bends toward my mouth."

"And?"

"I turn away."

She sucked me again.

"Why?"

"Because my husband wants the kiss saved."

"Does that make you angry?"

"No."

She released me and smiled beneath the blindfold.

"It makes me want the next night."

I grabbed her hair and guided her back onto my cock.

She took me deep.

"What do you tell the man?"

Lena pulled away, breathless.

"My husband isn't ready for your mouth."

"And what do you tell me?"

"That I wished he had kissed me."

The honesty made me groan.

"Then what?"

"You fuck me for wanting it."

I rolled her onto her back and drove my cock into her pussy.

The blindfold stayed on.

"Whose mouth?"

"Yours."

"Whose cock?"

"Yours."

"Who do you want Friday?"

"Another man."

I fucked her harder.

"Say it again."

"I want another man."

"And the kiss?"

"Saved."

She came with her mouth an inch from mine, the denied stranger's kiss somehow making our kiss hotter.

Afterward, Lena removed the blindfold.

"We're not protecting the kiss because kissing is bad," she said.

"I know."

"We're saving it because wanting more keeps us hungry."

I touched her lips.

"And next time?"

She kissed my fingertip.

"Next time, my cuck may have to watch."


CHAPTER 31

EVAN - THE NIGHT BEFORE

Thursday night, Lena placed the red dress on a hanger outside the closet.

The heels waited beneath it.

The black thong lay folded on the dresser.

The arrangement looked ceremonial.

I stood in the doorway while she sat at her vanity removing earrings.

"Nervous?" she asked through the mirror.

"Yes."

"Me too."

She rose and crossed the room.

"Tell me the worst picture in your head."

"You stop looking at me."

"More."

"You like his hands more than you expect."

"Probably."

The blunt answer tightened my stomach.

"You said worst. Not impossible."

"You feel his cock against you and want more than we planned."

"I probably will."

"Lena."

"Wanting is not doing."

She touched my face.

"You asked me to tell the truth before the room gets loud."

"What is your worst picture?"

Her expression changed.

"You see me enjoy it and go quiet. Not horny quiet. Gone quiet."

"Then we leave."

"Immediately."

"Together."

"Together."

That was all we needed before the clothes came off.

Lena lifted the black thong.

"Put this on me."

She turned.

I knelt and guided the lace up her legs.

My hands slid over her calves, thighs, and ass before settling the thong between her cheeks.

"What do you want another man to think when he sees the dress?"

"That my husband chose it."

"Why?"

"Because then he knows you're part of the invitation."

I stood behind her.

"And when you remove the thong?"

"I give it to you."

"Warm?"

"Soaked."

"What does he see?"

Lena watched us in the mirror.

"A married woman grinding on his cock with nothing under the dress."

My cock hardened against her ass.

"What does he say?"

"He tells me he can feel how wet I am."

"What do you say?"

She reached behind and stroked me through my pants.

"I tell him my cuck is watching."

I pulled the thong aside and pushed two fingers into her pussy.

Lena gasped.

"The night hasn't started."

"Practice."

"For what?"

"For keeping your eyes on me while another man makes you wet."

I fingered her in front of the red dress.

"Look at me."

She looked through the mirror.

"Who touches you tomorrow?"

"A stranger."

"Who chose the dress?"

"My husband."

"Who holds your panties?"

"My cuckold husband."

My fingers moved faster.

"Who takes you home?"

"You."

She came around my hand, eyes fixed on mine in the mirror.

I pulled my fingers out and pushed the wet thong back into place.

"Sleep in it."

"Already dirty."

"Good."

She turned and opened my pants.

"Your turn."

Lena knelt.

The red dress hung directly behind her head while she took my cock into her mouth.

"Tell me what you see," she said between slow strokes of her tongue.

"My wife kneeling."

"For who?"

"Me."

"Tomorrow?"

"Another man may imagine it."

She smiled and took me deep.

"He'll imagine more than that."

"What?"

She pulled away.

"He'll imagine getting me on my knees after the dance. He'll imagine pulling this thong down. He'll imagine fucking the mouth that keeps looking at her husband."

My hand tightened in her hair.

"Would you do it?"

"Not tomorrow."

"One day?"

She licked the head.

"One day, cuck."

I came across her tongue.

Lena swallowed, stood, and kissed me.

Then she climbed into bed wearing the wet black thong.

The red dress watched from the wall.

Neither of us slept much.


CHAPTER 32

LENA - MY HUSBAND'S FIRST QUESTION

Friday arrived slowly.

Every hour stretched around the dress hanging in our bedroom.

At noon, Evan sent one message.

Still scared.

I answered from a client's empty kitchen.

Still wet.

At five, I showered, dried my hair, and stood naked in front of the mirror.

The woman looking back at me was still Lena.

Wife. Photographer. Thirty-five. Married nine years.

She was also the woman who had made her husband come by whispering another man's name.

I put on the black thong first.

It still carried the faintest memory of the night before.

Then the red dress.

No bra.

Black heels.

Wedding ring.

Evan entered while I was applying lipstick.

He stopped.

The look on his face was the first reward of the night.

"Turn around."

I turned.

"Slowly."

I gave him the full view.

The dress hugged my tits, waist, hips, and ass. The thin straps exposed my shoulders. The hem stopped high enough that one careless movement would show the thong.

"You chose well," I said.

"Lift it."

I faced the mirror and pulled the skirt over my hips.

Evan saw the black lace between my ass cheeks.

His cock pushed visibly against his pants.

"Already hard, cuck?"

"You haven't left the bedroom."

"Another man hasn't touched me."

I spread my legs.

"Yet."

He came behind me and pressed his body to mine.

"One last conversation."

"Now?"

"Before the night."

His eyes met mine in the mirror.

"If I say we're leaving, we leave."

"Yes."

"No bathroom. No car with him. No kiss."

"Yes."

"Everything else stays where I can see."

"Yes."

I turned in his arms.

"Now no more questions."

He understood.

The planning ended.

The heat began.

I opened his belt and took out his cock.

"Tell me what you want him to do."

"Touch your ass."

I stroked him.

"More."

"Pull you against his cock."

"More."

"Make you wet enough to remove the thong."

I smiled.

"What do I do with it?"

"Give it to me."

"What do you do while he dances with your bare wife?"

"Hold it. Smell it. Touch myself under the table."

His voice had become rough.

"Good cuck."

I knelt in the red dress and took his cock into my mouth.

"Lena."

I looked up.

"Don't ruin your lipstick."

I pulled away and laughed.

"That's what worries you?"

"I want another man to see it first."

The sentence made my cunt pulse.

I stood.

"Then watch."

I pushed the thong aside and guided his hand under the dress.

"Feel how ready your wife is."

His fingers slid over my soaked pussy.

"Another man did that?"

"The idea of him."

I leaned close.

"The real one will do worse."

Evan's eyes darkened.

He pushed two fingers into me.

I caught his wrist.

"Not enough to make me come."

"Why?"

"I want to arrive hungry."

I pulled his wet fingers free and sucked them clean.

Then I repaired the thong and smoothed the dress.

"Now we're both desperate."

At the bedroom door, I looked back.

"One last question from me."

"What?"

"When another man puts his hands on your wife tonight, where do you want me to look?"

Evan answered without hesitation.

"At me."


CHAPTER 33

EVAN - RED

We drove separately.

That was Lena's idea.

She wanted me inside first. Seated. Waiting. She wanted to walk into the room as a woman other men saw before they understood she belonged to the man watching from the corner.

The lounge occupied the top floor of a downtown hotel.

Black glass. Brass lights. Low music that could be felt through the floor.

I found a table near the dance floor and ordered bourbon.

My hands shook when I lifted the glass.

At nine-fifteen, Lena entered.

The room changed around her.

Heads turned.

A man near the bar stopped speaking. A woman followed the line of his stare. Two men at a high table looked from Lena's legs to her wedding ring and back again.

My wife saw all of it.

Then she saw me.

She smiled.

Not the affectionate smile she used at home.

The smile she had discovered the night she called me cuck for the first time.

Lena crossed the room slowly.

The red dress moved over her body like wet paint.

She stopped at my table.

"Do I look like your wife?"

"Yes."

"Do I look available?"

"To their eyes."

"Good answer."

She leaned down and kissed me.

The men who had watched her enter now knew which husband she belonged to.

That made their attention hotter.

We drank one glass of wine together.

Lena did not sit facing me. She chose the chair beside mine and angled her knees toward the room.

Every time a man looked, she crossed or uncrossed her legs.

"You're showing them."

"Not enough."

"The thong?"

"A glimpse."

"Why?"

"Because you're watching them notice."

My cock hardened beneath the table.

She touched my thigh.

"There he is."

The first man to approach was too drunk.

Lena dismissed him with one look.

The second stared at her tits and spoke only to me.

"Your wife dances?"

"She decides."

Lena smiled but did not move.

He left.

The third man was Grant.

We did not know his name yet.

He was forty, maybe forty-two. Six feet two. Dark jacket. White shirt open at the throat. Strong hands. Calm eyes.

He looked at Lena first.

Then at me.

"Would your wife like to dance?"

Lena's hand tightened on my thigh.

I looked at her.

"Do you?"

That was the last question before the scene began.

Her answer was clear.

"Yes."

Grant offered his hand.

Lena took it.

She walked onto the dance floor without looking back until his hand settled at her waist.

Then her eyes found mine.

The music moved slowly.

Grant kept one hand on her waist and the other in hers. Respectful. Controlled.

Lena stepped closer.

Her tits touched his chest.

His hand moved to the small of her back.

She looked at me.

I nodded once.

Not a fresh decision in the heat.

Recognition.

The night was already ours.

Lena rested both arms around Grant's neck.

They moved together.

His body pressed against hers.

The first time his cock touched her through the red dress, she inhaled sharply.

Then she smiled at me.

My phone vibrated.

Lena: He is thick.

I typed beneath the table.

Evan: Bigger than me?

Her eyes moved to the phone hidden in the pocket of her dress. It lit against her hip. She drew it out while still dancing.

She read my message.

Her gaze dropped between their bodies.

Then she looked at me.

Lena: Yes, cuck.

My cock hardened painfully.

Grant's hand moved lower.

Over the dress.

Across the curve of her ass.

Lena pushed closer.

The fabric trapped his hand against her.

She whispered something near his ear.

Grant looked at me.

Then he smiled.

Lena returned to the table after the song.

Her face was flushed.

"His name is Grant."

"What did you tell him?"

"That my husband likes seeing men touch me."

"What did he say?"

"That he had guessed."

She took my hand and slid it beneath the table.

Her thong was soaked.

"Grant did this."

"He barely touched you."

"He pressed that big cock against me while looking at my husband."

Her fingers covered mine beneath the dress.

"Take them."

I hooked my fingers into the waistband.

Lena lifted her hips.

I pulled the thong down her legs beneath the table.

Warm.

Soaked through.

She stepped out of it and placed the lace in my fist.

"Now watch your bare wife dance with him."

Grant waited near the floor.

Lena stood.

Before she returned, she bent near my ear.

"Smell them, cuck. I want you hard when I look back."

She crossed the room without panties.

Grant's hand returned to her waist.

Then lower.

The red dress was the only fabric between his palm and my wife's bare ass.

Lena ground against him.

His cock became obvious beneath his pants.

I held her wet thong beneath the table and pressed it to my face.

Her scent filled me.

My hand closed around my cock through my trousers.

Lena watched.

Grant followed her eyes.

He knew.

The second song grew slower.

His mouth moved to her neck.

Lena tilted her head and gave him more skin.

He kissed beneath her ear.

Her eyes closed.

Then opened.

Found me.

My phone vibrated.

Lena: His mouth feels good.

Evan: Keep looking at me.

She did.

Grant kissed her shoulder.

His hand squeezed her ass.

Lena's hips moved over his cock.

The room watched a beautiful married woman dance with a stranger.

Only the three of us knew her panties were in her husband's fist.

When the song ended, Grant whispered near her mouth.

Their lips hovered inches apart.

The saved kiss entered the room.

Lena looked at me.

Not asking.

Reminding me what we had chosen before the night began.

She turned her face at the last second.

Grant's mouth dragged across her cheek.

He did not chase it.

Lena smiled.

The denial made all three of us hotter.

She returned to my table, took my hand, and pulled me toward the restroom corridor.

"Where are we going?"

"Somewhere you can taste what he did."

We entered a single private restroom and locked the door.

Lena lifted the red dress.

Her pussy was bare and soaked.

"Look."

I knelt.

"Grant made your wife drip through a song."

She placed one heel on the counter and opened wider.

"Clean me, cuck."

I licked her pussy while she gripped my hair and stared at our reflection.

"That's it. Taste the man you chose to watch."

My tongue worked her clit.

"He was bigger," she gasped. "I felt it. Thick against my cunt."

I pushed two fingers into her.

"Did you want it?"

"Yes."

"Did you want his kiss?"

"Yes."

The honest answer made me lick harder.

Lena came against my mouth, biting her fist to keep from screaming.

Then she pulled me up, opened my pants, and stroked my cock.

"Come on my face."

"Your makeup."

"Grant already ruined the respectable wife."

She knelt in the red dress.

I stroked while she looked up at me.

"What am I?"

"My husband."

"And?"

"My cuckold husband."

"What are you?"

"Your wife."

"And?"

Her smile sharpened.

"The hotwife who made two men hard tonight."

I came across her cheek and lips.

Lena wiped one finger through my cum and sucked it clean.

Then she repaired her lipstick, smoothed the dress, and took the soaked thong from my fist.

"No."

She put it back in my pocket.

"Keep it."

"We're leaving?"

"After one more dance."

"Without panties."

"You have them."

She opened the restroom door.

At the end of the corridor, Grant waited where the lounge lights began.

Lena looked at him, then at me.

"Watch carefully, cuck."

She walked back toward the man who had made her come without ever touching her bare pussy.

That was where our first experiment truly began.


EPILOGUE

EVAN - THE NEXT KISS

At 11:43 p.m., Lena danced with Grant one final time.

His hand rested beneath the hem of the red dress, high on her bare thigh.

My wife's warm, soaked thong remained closed inside my fist.

Their mouths moved close with every turn.

The kiss we had saved seemed to breathe between them.

Lena watched me over Grant's shoulder.

Her phone lit in my hand.

Lena: He wants to kiss me.

I typed with my thumb.

Evan: I know.

Lena: I want him to.

My cock went hard again.

Evan: I know.

She smiled across the room.

Grant's lips moved toward hers.

Lena turned her face at the last second, making his mouth drag over her cheek.

Then she whispered into his ear.

Grant looked at me.

Not amused.

Not frustrated.

Patient.

That patience frightened me more than pressure would have.

Lena returned to my table.

"What did you tell him?"

"That my husband saved the kiss for another night."

"And what did he say?"

"That anticipation makes women wet."

She took my hand and pushed it beneath the red dress.

Her bare pussy soaked my fingers.

"He was right."

I touched her while Grant watched from across the room.

Lena kept her eyes on him for three slow movements of my fingers.

Then she looked at me.

"Take me home."

Grant stopped us near the elevator.

He did not reach for Lena again.

He handed me a black card with only his first name and a number.

"For both of you," he said.

Then he looked at my wife.

"Red suits you."

Lena touched the place on her cheek where his mouth had landed.

"Next time, aim better."

My cock tightened.

Grant looked at me.

I should have hated the silent question between us.

Instead, I put the card in the same pocket as Lena's wet thong.

"Good night," I said.

"Good night, Evan."

He knew my name.

That detail followed us into the elevator.

The doors closed.

Lena knelt before we reached the tenth floor.

"What are you doing?"

She opened my pants.

"Taking my husband home hard."

Her mouth closed over my cock.

The elevator descended. Brass numbers changed above us. Lena sucked me with Grant's touch still on her body and another man's number in my pocket.

She stopped before the lobby.

A thin line of saliva connected her lips to my cock.

"Don't come yet."

"You don't control that."

"Tonight I do."

The doors opened.

She stood, repaired my clothes, and walked through the lobby in the red dress with no panties.

Every man who looked at her made the card in my pocket feel heavier.

In the parking garage, I bent Lena over the hood of her car.

The dress lifted easily.

Her cunt was swollen and shining.

I pushed my cock into the pussy Grant had made wet.

Lena cried out and looked back at me through the dark window.

"He was bigger."

I drove deeper.

"Say it again."

"Grant's cock felt bigger through his pants."

"And you wanted it."

"Yes."

I fucked her harder.

"Who gets you tonight?"

"My cuckold husband."

"Who do you kiss?"

"You."

"And next time?"

Her smile appeared in the reflection.

"Next time, love, you may have to taste him on my mouth."

I came inside her with the wet thong still clenched in my fist.

Lena stayed bent over while my cum leaked around my cock.

"Put them back on me," she whispered.

I pulled out and guided the soaked black lace up her legs.

The thong trapped everything against her pussy: her slick heat, my cum, the memory of Grant's cock grinding through the red dress.

She drove home wearing it.

I followed in my car, watching the red dress through her rear window at every light.

At home, Lena did not go upstairs.

She walked into the kitchen, opened the refrigerator, and drank water from the bottle.

The first night had begun in the same room with her saying Julian's name.

Now she stood before me with another man's handprint faintly visible through the red fabric.

"Take it off," I said.

"The dress?"

"Everything."

She raised her arms.

I pulled the red dress over her head.

The black thong remained dark and wet between her legs.

"Turn around."

Grant's fingers had left light marks on her ass.

I touched them.

"He squeezed hard."

"I told him to."

"When?"

"During the second song."

"You didn't tell me."

"I'm telling you now."

No apology. No hiding. Just the detail I had demanded from the beginning.

"What exactly did you say?"

Lena looked over her shoulder.

"I said, 'My husband wants to see whether you can leave marks through the dress.'"

My cock hardened again.

"Did I?"

"Your face said yes."

She pushed the thong down.

My cum and her slick heat shone between her thighs.

"Clean me."

I knelt on the kitchen floor.

Lena spread her legs and gripped the counter while I licked our mess from her pussy.

"Tell me what you taste," she said.

"You."

"More."

"My cum."

"More."

I looked up.

"The night."

Her smile softened for one heartbeat.

Then sharpened again.

"Grant made me wet. You filled me. Now my cuck cleans his wife while another man's number waits in his pocket."

I sucked her clit.

Lena came with both hands in my hair.

Afterward, she sat on the kitchen floor in my lap, naked and trembling.

I took out Grant's card.

"Do we message him tonight?"

"Do you want to?"

The question belonged here, after the scene, before the next choice.

"Yes."

Lena took her phone and created a group message with the number.

She named it RED.

Then she handed the phone to me.

I typed first.

Evan: We made it home.

Grant answered almost immediately.

Grant: I assumed you would.

Lena took the phone.

Lena: My husband tasted what you did to me.

Three dots appeared.

Grant: Did he like it?

She placed the phone in my hand.

I looked at my naked wife, the red dress on the kitchen floor, her swollen mouth, the marks on her ass, and the black thong beside Grant's card.

Evan: More than I wanted to.

The answer came after a pause.

Grant: Good. Tell your wife I still want the kiss.

Lena read it over my shoulder.

Her pussy pressed against my thigh.

She typed the final message.

Lena: Next time, ask my cuck while he is watching.

We went upstairs together.

Nothing had broken.

Something had opened.

Grant had touched my wife.

Lena had come because I tasted what another man did to her.

I had watched, suffered, and wanted more.

We had gone home without giving him the kiss.

That was the last night either of us pretended the kiss was the danger.


BOOK 2

THE FIRST RULE

MY WIFE'S SECRET HUNGER


CHAPTER 1

EVAN - THE MORNING AFTER RED

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

Lena was not beside me.

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

My cock hardened before the fear could finish forming.

That was the first truth of the morning.

The second waited in the bathroom mirror.

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

She saw me in the mirror.

"Morning, cuck."

The word landed lower than coffee ever could.

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

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

She lifted the black lace from the counter.

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

Grant had never touched the fabric directly.

He had still changed what it meant.

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

I looked at her reflection instead of the phone.

"From him?"

"From Grant."

"Read it."

Lena picked up the phone.

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

My cock pressed against my shorts.

Lena's eyes dropped in the mirror.

"There he is."

"Don't."

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

She turned.

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

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

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

I caught the back of her neck.

"Julian hasn't touched you."

"Not yet."

The answer came too easily.

I kissed her hard.

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

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

"No kissing other men."

"Why that one?"

"Because your mouth feels like mine."

Her smile touched my lips.

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

"Your pussy came home with me."

"My mouth did too."

She lowered to her knees.

My cock came free in her hand.

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

Then she took me deep.

No warning. No slow beginning.

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

Lena pulled back with saliva shining along my cock.

"Picture his hand in my hair."

"Lena."

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

She swallowed me again.

My hips moved before pride could stop them.

She gagged softly, recovered, and kept sucking.

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

Grant standing where I stood.

Julian behind her at the gym.

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

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

Her pussy was already slick.

"Who made you wet?"

"Grant's message."

I drove my cock into her.

Lena cried out and braced both hands against the mirror.

"And Julian," she added.

I fucked her harder.

"Say it again."

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

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

"Look at me," I said.

She met my eyes in the mirror.

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

My cock stayed hard.

That was the part I could not argue with.

I came inside her while she smiled at our reflection.

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

She picked up the phone without standing.

"What do I tell Grant?"

I looked at the message.

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

"Tell him the kiss is still mine."

She typed.

Lena: The kiss is still Evan's.

Grant answered before I pulled out.

Grant: For now.

Lena read it aloud.

Then she tightened around my cock.

"Tuesday is tomorrow," she said.

Julian.

The man whose name had started all of this.

The man who had not needed to touch her yet.

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


CHAPTER 2

LENA - WHAT GRANT LEFT BEHIND

Grant left marks on my body.

Julian lived in my head.

The difference mattered.

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

Julian had given me less.

A hand correcting my hips at the gym.

A voice behind me.

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

Less contact.

More hunger.

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

Which man would I kiss first?

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

Julian had earned nothing.

That made wanting him feel filthier.

My phone rested on the counter outside the shower.

The RED group chat remained open.

Grant: For now.

I could have answered.

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

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

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

My fingers found my clit.

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

I spread my legs beneath the water.

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

The word made my mouth feel sensitive.

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

I pushed two fingers into my cunt.

"It also makes me want to ruin it."

My breath shook.

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

My fingers moved faster.

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

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

Then I sent the recording.

The three dots appeared almost immediately.

Evan: Are you still in the shower?

I smiled.

Lena: Yes.

Evan: Show me.

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

I sent it.

Evan called.

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

"Take your fingers out," he said.

I obeyed.

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

The order made my cunt clench.

I sucked my own slick heat from both fingers.

Evan heard every wet sound.

"Tell me who made that pussy wet."

"My husband."

"Liar."

I laughed softly.

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

His breathing changed.

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

"Touch yourself," I said.

"I already am."

"Good little cuck."

The silence after the word was thick.

Then he groaned.

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

Julian's hands on my waist.

The mirror.

The shape in his pants.

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

Evan came before I finished.

His broken sound filled the bathroom.

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

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

"No secrets," he said.

"No secrets."

The call ended.

I looked at myself in the mirror.

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

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


CHAPTER 3

EVAN - THE FIRST RULE

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

Not in a notebook.

Not in a contract.

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

NO KISSING.

Two words.

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

Hands could wander.

Eyes could confess.

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

But her mouth stayed ours.

For now.

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

She found it beside a bottle of wine.

"Dramatic," she said.

"Clear."

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

"You wrote the rule on his number."

"I know."

"That's almost romantic, cuck."

I opened the wine.

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

She tapped the card with one fingernail.

"Does it apply to Julian?"

"It applies to every man."

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

The question made my cock shift.

She saw.

Of course she saw.

"How many have you imagined?" she asked.

"We're talking about the rule."

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

She walked around the island and opened my belt.

"Grant?"

"Yes."

Her hand closed around my cock.

"Julian?"

"Yes."

She stroked me slowly.

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

"Yes."

Her smile sharpened.

"The neighbor who watches me wash the car?"

My cock hardened further.

Lena laughed under her breath.

"I knew it."

"You asked."

"And your body keeps answering."

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

The business card remained on the island beside my hand.

"Tell me why kissing matters," she said.

"Because mouths remember."

She licked the head of my cock.

"So does my pussy."

"That's different."

"Because you want it to be."

She took me halfway, then pulled back.

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

I gripped the edge of the counter.

"No."

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

She swallowed me deeper.

My hips pushed forward.

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

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

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

No panties.

Her pussy shone beneath the kitchen light.

"Come here."

I stepped between her knees.

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

Grant's name moved over her wet cunt.

"Lena."

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

She rubbed herself with it until the ink darkened.

My cock throbbed.

"You filthy bitch."

"Your filthy wife."

She handed me the card.

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

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

Lena cried out and wrapped her legs around my waist.

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

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

"He won't see your pussy."

"He'll see enough."

I drove harder.

"Tell me who owns your mouth."

"My husband."

"Again."

"My cuck husband owns my mouth."

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

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

Afterward, the card lay ruined on the counter.

Grant's number had blurred.

The rule remained readable.

NO KISSING.

Lena picked it up and placed it against my chest.

"Keep it," she said.

"Why?"

"So you can watch it die."

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

Tuesday had arrived.


CHAPTER 4

EVAN - TUESDAY

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

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

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

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

She looked like my wife.

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

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

"You're staring," she said.

"You chose those leggings deliberately."

"I choose all my clothes deliberately."

"They have that seam."

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

The seam disappeared between her ass cheeks.

"This seam?"

My cock hardened.

Lena straightened and looked over her shoulder.

"Imagine Julian behind me while I deadlift."

"I already do."

"Imagine him watching these stretch."

She ran both hands over her ass.

"Stop."

"Why?"

"Because you're leaving."

"That's why it's fun."

She picked up her gym bag.

I caught her wrist.

"No secrets."

Her expression softened.

"No secrets."

"If he touches you?"

"I'll tell you where."

"If he says something?"

"I'll tell you exactly."

"If he asks you out?"

A flicker passed through her eyes.

"I'll call you before I answer."

I released her.

She opened the door, then paused on the threshold.

"What if I notice his cock again?"

"You probably will."

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

My mouth went dry.

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

"Then you come home and tell me."

"What if I get wet?"

"Lena."

"You made the rule about honesty."

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

"Then you come home and show me."

Her breath caught.

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

"You mean that?"

"Yes."

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

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

She touched my face.

"My brave husband."

The tenderness in the insult made it worse.

She kissed me once and left.

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

For the first twenty minutes, I tried to work.

At six-twelve, my phone vibrated.

A picture filled the screen.

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

Beneath the image, she wrote:

He is here.

My pulse kicked.

I typed:

Has he seen you?

Three dots.

Yes.

What did he do?

He smiled.

That was all.

It should not have been enough to make me hard.

It was.

A second message arrived.

He said the green looks good on me.

I stared at the words.

What did you say?

I said my husband picked it.

I had not.

She knew that.

So did I.

Why did you say that?

Her answer came quickly.

I wanted him to think you dressed me for him.

My hand tightened around the phone.

Another image appeared.

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

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

Julian.

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

He had taken a picture of my wife for me.

Or for himself.

I typed:

Did you ask him?

No.

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

You let him use your phone?

Yes.

My cock pressed painfully against my pants.

I zoomed in.

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

They were on her ass.

She knew I would see it.

One final message arrived.

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

I stopped breathing.

What did you say?

The typing bubble appeared, vanished, then returned.

I said you get hard.

I closed my eyes.

Tuesday had stopped being a room in my head.

My wife had opened the door and invited Julian inside.


CHAPTER 5

LENA - JULIAN NOTICES

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

That was one of the things I liked about him.

He did not perform innocence.

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

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

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

"Not exactly."

His mouth tilted.

"So you lied to me."

"I gave you a more interesting answer."

"Does he know you do that?"

"He knows everything I do."

Julian leaned one forearm against the squat rack.

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

His training pants were charcoal gray.

I noticed immediately.

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

My pussy tightened.

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

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

Julian followed my gaze.

Not down. He was too controlled for that.

He watched my face change.

"Everything?" he asked.

"What?"

"You said your husband knows everything."

"He does."

"Even when another man looks at you?"

"Especially then."

His eyes moved over me slowly.

"And what happens when you look back?"

Heat spread beneath my skin.

"He asks what I saw."

"What did you see?"

I should have laughed.

I should have told him we were discussing my workout.

Instead, I looked down deliberately.

The front of his pants had tightened.

Julian did not move to hide it.

"Enough," I said.

His breath changed.

"Enough for what?"

"For my husband to ask questions."

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

"He will in about ten minutes."

The answer pleased him. I could see it.

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

"Show me your deadlift," he said.

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

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

"Back tighter," he said.

I adjusted.

"Chest up."

I lifted.

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

Not my ass.

Close enough that my body knew the difference.

"Hinge here," he said.

His palm was large and warm through the leggings.

I lowered the bar.

"Again."

I lifted while his hand remained at my hip.

The mirror showed everything.

My body bent forward.

Julian stood behind me.

His hand guided my movement.

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

My eyes met his in the mirror.

He knew I had seen it.

I knew he wanted me to keep looking.

"Better," he said.

My phone vibrated on the bench.

Evan.

I finished the repetition and stepped away from the bar.

"Need to answer your husband?" Julian asked.

"Yes."

"Tell him I said your form is improving."

I opened the message.

Did he touch you?

I looked at Julian.

He watched me type.

His hand was on my hip while I bent over.

Evan replied immediately.

Where exactly?

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

Here.

The typing bubble pulsed.

Did you wish it was lower?

My cheeks warmed.

Julian raised an eyebrow.

"Difficult question?"

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

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

"What are you going to tell him?"

I looked at the phone.

Then at Julian.

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

I typed one word.

Yes.

Evan took longer to answer this time.

When he did, the message made my knees weak.

Come home and show me how much lower.

I locked the phone.

Julian stepped close enough that his voice brushed my ear.

"Good answer?"

"Very."

"Your husband sounds confident."

I smiled.

"He isn't."

"No?"

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

For the first time, Julian looked surprised.

Then he laughed quietly.

"Coffee," he said.

"What?"

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

My heart began to pound.

"You understand what you're asking?"

"I think I do."

"And if he says no?"

"Then you say no."

"And if he says yes?"

Julian's eyes lowered to my mouth.

"Then I ask you what the rules are."


CHAPTER 6

EVAN - THROUGH THE GYM GLASS

I told Lena I was going home.

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

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

Julian stood behind her.

From the car, I could not hear them.

That made every movement dirtier.

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

My cock hardened beneath the steering wheel.

Julian stepped closer.

His hands settled at her waist.

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

He moved her hips back.

The seam in her leggings disappeared.

Julian looked down.

Not long.

Long enough.

My phone vibrated.

Lena: Where are you?

I kept watching.

Evan: Home.

Her head lifted inside the gym.

She looked toward the glass.

For one second, I thought she saw the car.

Then she smiled at Julian and bent over the bar.

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

The outline there was already heavy.

Lena began the lift.

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

She rose.

He said something near her ear.

My phone vibrated again.

Lena: Liar.

I stared through the windshield.

Evan: You can see me?

Lena: I know what your silence sounds like.

Inside, she turned her head slightly toward the window.

Then she bent again.

This time, she widened her stance.

Julian noticed.

His jaw moved.

His cock thickened visibly beneath the gray fabric.

Lena: Is he bigger from there?

My hand closed around my cock through my pants.

Evan: Yes.

Lena: A lot?

I hated the question.

I needed it.

Evan: A lot.

She read the answer while Julian adjusted a plate.

Her thighs pressed together once.

Lena: Watch this.

She put the phone away and approached him.

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

Julian's eyes found her reflection.

So did mine.

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

Julian moved behind her.

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

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

Lena looked toward the glass again.

Her lips formed two words.

Little cuck.

I could read them from the car.

My hand slipped inside my trousers.

I stroked myself while Julian trained my wife.

Every lift made her ass move toward him.

Every correction gave his hands another reason to stay.

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

Julian did not step away.

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

She closed her eyes.

Then she opened them and looked directly at the window.

My cock pulsed in my fist.

I almost came in the parking lot.

Lena saved me by stepping away.

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

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

"Home?" she asked.

I stared at her.

"You knew."

"I hoped."

She took my hand and pushed it between her legs.

The fabric was soaked.

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

I rubbed her through the leggings.

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

Her smile returned.

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

"What did he say?"

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

My cock stayed hard the entire drive home.


CHAPTER 7

EVAN - THE INVITATION

Lena called before she left the gym.

Not texted.

Called.

I knew something had happened before I answered.

"Tell me," I said.

She laughed softly. "Hello to you too."

"Lena."

"Julian asked me for coffee."

The room changed shape.

I stood from my desk without knowing why.

"When?"

"After my next session. Thursday."

"Did you say yes?"

"I said I had to ask my husband."

The words should have reassured me.

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

Julian asking my wife out.

Lena telling him her husband knew exactly where she was.

Julian understanding exactly what kind of husband I was becoming.

"What did he say?" I asked.

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

"And if I say yes?"

A pause.

"He wants to know the rules."

My cock moved.

Lena heard the silence.

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

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

"The man from the gym."

"I know who he is."

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

"Lena."

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

I closed my eyes.

"Do you want to go?"

Her answer came without hesitation.

"Yes."

The speed hurt.

It also excited me more than uncertainty would have.

"Why?"

"Because he knows."

"Knows what?"

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

"That turns you on?"

"A lot."

I looked down at the outline in my pants.

"What else?"

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

"No kissing."

"I remember."

"Public place."

"Yes."

"Thirty minutes."

"He suggested thirty."

The fact that Julian had anticipated the boundary bothered me.

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

"You share your location," I said.

"Of course."

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

"Yes."

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

"Evan."

"What?"

"Do you want me to answer him?"

I knew what she meant.

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

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

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

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

Lena breathed into the phone.

"That we have rules."

"What else?"

"That no kissing is the first one."

My grip tightened.

"What else?"

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

"Lena."

"You asked."

"Would you really tell him that?"

"If you let me."

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

There were two answers available.

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

The other one would let Julian see through me.

"Tell him," I said.

Lena went quiet.

"Tell him what?"

"Tell him your husband wants every detail."

Her inhale shivered through the speaker.

"Anything else?"

I should have stopped.

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

"The one he took?"

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

"At my ass."

"Tell him I noticed."

"And?"

I could hear the smile returning to her voice.

"Tell him it made me hard."

The line remained silent for three beats.

Then Lena whispered, "My brave cuck."

I sank into my desk chair.

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

"Thank you."

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

"What should I call it?"

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

"An experiment."

"Our second one?"

"Not yet."

"What makes it count?"

The question sat between us.

I knew what she was asking.

What act would transform coffee into something more?

What line would become the next line?

"Come home," I said.

"Why?"

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

Lena's breath caught.

"I'm leaving now."

"Wear the leggings."

"For you?"

I looked again at Julian's reflection behind her.

"For both of us."


CHAPTER 8

LENA - HOW MUCH LOWER

Evan was waiting in the bedroom when I came home.

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

My gym bag slipped from my shoulder.

"You planned this," I said.

"You promised me a demonstration."

He sat in the chair near the window.

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

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

"Take off the jacket," he said.

I obeyed.

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

"Turn around."

I turned.

"Show me where he touched you."

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

"Here."

"You said you wanted it lower."

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

"Here?" Evan asked.

"Lower."

I slid farther down.

"Here?"

"Lower."

My fingers reached between my thighs from behind.

Evan's breathing changed.

"Here," I said.

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

"I imagined it."

"While other people were around?"

"While you were waiting for my messages."

His cock was already pressing against his pants.

I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of the leggings.

"Did you want him to feel this?"

I pushed them down slowly.

I had not worn panties.

Evan's eyes fixed on my bare ass.

"You left without underwear?"

"You were holding the pair from last night."

"That isn't an answer."

"I wanted the seam against my pussy."

The leggings slid to my knees.

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

"Show me," he said.

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

Cool air touched the slick heat.

"Julian did this," I said.

"He barely touched you."

"He didn't have to do more."

"Did he see you looking at his cock?"

"Yes."

"Did he like it?"

"He got harder."

Evan unzipped his pants.

"How big?"

I looked over my shoulder.

"Bigger than you through the fabric."

His cock sprang into his hand.

I smiled.

"There you are."

"Face the bed."

"Make me."

He rose so quickly the chair scraped the floor.

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

"Here?" he asked.

"Lower."

His palm covered my ass.

"Here?"

"Lower."

His fingers slid between my thighs and found my clit.

My legs weakened.

"Here?"

"Yes."

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

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

"For him?"

I pushed back against his hand.

"For what he does to us."

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

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

"Yes."

"No kissing."

"Yes."

"You tell him your husband knows."

"He already knows."

"You tell him I want details."

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

Evan slapped my ass.

I moaned.

"Too much?" I asked.

"Not enough."

The answer thrilled me.

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

"Choose," he said.

I looked at his cock.

Then at the toy.

"Both."

His eyes darkened.

"Not yet."

"Afraid I can take more than you thought?"

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

"You want me to."

He pressed the toy against my pussy.

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

"A skirt."

The thick head pushed inside.

I gasped.

"How short?"

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

Another inch.

"Panties?"

"You decide."

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

"Wear them."

"What kind?"

"The black lace ones."

"The transparent pair?"

"Yes."

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

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

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

"Yes, husband."

"Say the rule."

"No kissing."

"Again."

"No kissing."

He bent over me, mouth close to mine.

"What happens if he asks?"

"I tell him my husband said no."

"What happens if you want to?"

I held his gaze while the toy filled me.

"I ask my husband."

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

The sight made me come seconds later.

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

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

I rested my head on his shoulder.

"No."

"You sound certain."

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

He lowered his hand.

"And what am I?"

I kissed his chest.

"The man I trust enough to tell everything."

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

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


CHAPTER 9

EVAN - THE PICTURE FROM THE CAFÉ

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

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

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

The skirt opened high across one thigh.

I typed:

Turn sideways.

A second picture arrived.

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

Too much? she wrote.

I stared at the image.

Not enough.

Her reply came with a smiling face and two words:

Good cuck.

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

At six-fifty-one, she texted:

I'm here. He's ordering.

What are you drinking?

Iced coffee.

What is he wearing?

Black shirt. Gray pants.

My cock moved beneath the desk.

Those pants?

Yes.

I waited for another message.

Nothing came.

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

Still at the café.

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

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

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

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

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

I zoomed in on his hand.

What is he asking?

About us.

What did you tell him?

That we have rules.

Which rule?

No kissing.

The answer made my heart beat harder.

What did he say?

The typing bubble appeared.

Then disappeared.

Then appeared again.

He asked if that's your rule or mine.

My mouth went dry.

What did you say?

I said it belongs to my husband.

And?

He asked whether my husband makes all the rules.

I waited.

What did you say?

The response took almost a minute.

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

I stood and walked to the window.

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

Did he touch you?

Not yet.

Yet.

I hated the word.

I loved it.

The next message included a photograph.

This one had not been taken secretly.

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

A server or stranger had taken the picture.

Lena smiled at the camera.

Julian did not.

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

Beneath it, Lena wrote:

He asked for a picture to send my husband.

I sat down again.

Tell him I received it.

She answered:

He says he wants to know what you think.

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

I typed:

Tell him he looks too comfortable beside my wife.

Lena read it.

The typing bubble returned.

He laughed.

Then:

He moved closer.

A new picture arrived.

This time Julian's thigh touched Lena's.

His hand rested on her exposed knee.

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

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

The message beneath it said:

He asked whether this is allowed.

I stared at his hand.

The rules did not mention knees.

Yes, I typed.

Three dots.

He wants you to say it to him.

A phone number appeared beneath the message.

Julian's.

I saved it.

Then I opened a new text.

My fingers hovered above the screen.

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

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

I typed:

You may keep your hand on her knee.

The reply arrived fifteen seconds later.

Thank you, Evan.

He knew my name.

A second message followed.

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

My cock became painfully hard.

I wrote:

She better be.

Julian responded:

She says you want every detail.

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

Yes.

His next message changed the rest of the evening.

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


CHAPTER 10

LENA - HOW HIGH

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

Not much.

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

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

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

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

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

"Your husband answered quickly," he said.

I kept my phone in my lap.

"He was waiting."

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

"You're the second one."

"Grant was first."

I looked at him.

"I told you about Grant?"

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

"His name was Grant."

Julian's thumb moved once against my skin.

"Did Grant kiss you?"

"No."

"Because Evan said no?"

"Yes."

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

My pussy tightened beneath the transparent lace.

"Both."

Julian smiled slightly.

"That wasn't convincing."

"I wanted him to."

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

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

The skirt shifted with him.

"And your husband wanted to know that?"

"He made me tell him everything I imagined."

"What did you imagine?"

The question was quiet.

Direct.

I looked at his mouth.

Julian noticed.

"No kissing," he said.

"You remember."

"I remember the rules that matter."

"There are others."

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

I stared at him.

"How do you know?"

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

His hand moved again.

Now his fingertips rested halfway up my thigh.

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

"And the details?" he asked.

"What about them?"

"You said Evan wants every detail."

"He does."

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

"Yes."

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

I forced them apart.

Julian's fingers flexed.

"Probably."

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

My nipples tightened beneath the cream fabric.

"Tell me."

"Black lace."

"He chose it."

"For me?"

"For himself."

Julian's gaze held mine.

"Same thing tonight."

My phone vibrated.

Evan:

How high?

I lifted the phone enough for Julian to see.

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

"The truth."

I typed:

Halfway up my thigh.

Evan replied:

Is that what you wanted?

Julian read the question from my screen.

"Well?"

I looked down at his hand beneath my skirt.

"No."

His fingers moved higher.

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

My breath broke.

He stopped immediately.

Not pulling away.

Waiting.

"Is this allowed?" he asked.

The question was for me, not Evan.

That mattered.

"Over the panties," I said.

"You decided that?"

"I just did."

His hand settled over the thin lace.

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

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

Hungry.

His palm pressed gently against my cunt.

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

"Lena," he said.

My name sounded heavier in his voice.

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

Evan's message remained open.

Is that what you wanted?

I typed:

No. I wanted his hand over my pussy.

Then I added:

It's there now.

The response did not come immediately.

Julian rubbed once over the soaked lace.

I bit my lower lip.

"Tell him what that did," he said.

"He'll know."

"Tell him anyway."

I typed:

I nearly moaned in the café.

Evan replied:

Let him feel how wet you are. Then leave.

I showed Julian.

He read it slowly.

"Your husband gives good instructions."

"You like taking instructions from him?"

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

The answer affected me more than arrogance would have.

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

That control made me want to open my legs wider.

"How wet?" he asked.

"Feel it."

He did.

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

"Very," he said.

"My husband will want a better description."

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

I closed my eyes.

"You enjoy humiliating him."

"I haven't humiliated him."

"Not yet?"

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

I opened my eyes.

"You respect him."

"I don't know him yet."

"But?"

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

The answer settled somewhere beneath the heat.

My phone vibrated again.

Leave now.

I showed Julian.

He removed his hand immediately.

The absence made my pussy ache.

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

"Thirty minutes," I said.

"Thirty-two."

"My husband will forgive two."

"Will he forgive this?"

Julian lifted the hand that had touched me.

The fingertips shone faintly beneath the café lights.

He raised them to his nose and breathed in.

My knees weakened.

"No kissing," I reminded him.

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

He sucked my taste from it slowly.

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

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

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


CHAPTER 11

EVAN - SAY HIS NAME

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

I was standing in the living room.

She saw me and stopped.

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

"How high?" I asked.

She locked the door behind her.

"You saw the messages."

"Show me."

Lena set her purse on the entry table.

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

"On the couch," she said.

"I'm asking the questions."

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

I sat.

She remained standing between my knees.

Slowly, she untied the wrap skirt.

It fell open.

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

"Jesus."

"Julian did that."

My cock hardened.

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

"His hand started here."

She touched the inside of her knee.

"Then here."

Mid-thigh.

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

Her fingers moved higher.

"Did it?"

"Yes."

"And then?"

She placed her palm over the wet lace.

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

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

"You knew where his hand was."

"I told him to feel."

"He felt."

The words burned.

"How?"

Lena rubbed herself through the panties.

"Like this."

Her hips moved against her own hand.

"Two fingers?" I asked.

"Over the lace."

"Did he push them inside?"

"No."

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

Lena smiled. "You wish he had."

"That was not the rule."

"It was not forbidden either."

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

Her expression softened. "You felt left out."

"He touched you while I stared at pictures."

"You told him exactly what you wanted."

"That did not make it easy."

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

"Which one do you want?"

"Both."

I kissed her.

Hard.

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

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

Her smile faded into something darker.

"He smelled them."

I stopped.

"What?"

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

Jealousy cut through my chest.

"Then what?"

"He sucked one clean."

My cock pulsed.

"In front of you?"

"While looking at me."

"And you let him?"

"They were his fingers."

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

She wrapped her legs around me.

"There he is," she whispered.

"Shut up."

"My jealous husband."

I pushed her against the hallway wall halfway up.

"Did you wish it was your pussy?"

Her eyes widened.

"What?"

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

The answer showed in her face before she spoke.

"Yes."

I carried her the rest of the way.

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

"Look at you," I said.

Her lips were swollen and slick.

"Only from his hand," she said.

"And his mouth."

"He didn't kiss me."

"You imagined it."

"I imagined a lot more than kissing."

I pushed two fingers into her cunt.

Lena cried out.

"Did he feel this?"

"Through the lace."

"Did he know how open you were?"

"He knew I wanted him."

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

"Say his name."

"Julian."

"Again."

"Julian."

"Tell me what you wanted."

"His fingers inside me."

"What else?"

"His mouth."

"Where?"

"On my pussy."

"What else?"

She looked at my cock as I pulled it free.

"His cock."

I pushed into her.

Lena arched off the bed.

"Bigger than mine?"

"Yes."

I drove deeper.

"You don't know that."

"I saw the outline."

"Through pants."

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

I fucked her harder.

"You wanted him to show you."

"Yes."

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

"In the bathroom."

"You wanted to get on your knees?"

"I wanted you watching on my phone."

The image nearly ended me.

I grabbed her jaw.

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

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

My rhythm broke.

Lena smiled beneath me.

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

I came with a sound I did not recognize.

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

Afterward, we lay tangled together.

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

"Did I go too far?" she asked.

"Did you want to stop?"

"No."

"Did he respect you?"

"Yes."

"Did you tell me everything?"

"Everything."

"Then no."

Lena touched the dark patch in the lace.

"What are you going to do with these?"

"Keep them."

"You have a collection now."

"Two pairs isn't a collection."

"It will be."

I looked at her.

She smiled.

The first rule was no kissing.

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

That discovery made the rule feel less safe than before.


CHAPTER 12

LENA - THE QUESTION HE ASKED

Julian did not text me Friday.

That bothered me more than I wanted to admit.

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

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

Still, I checked the screen too often.

At noon, Evan noticed.

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

I turned the phone face down.

"No."

"Liar."

"You taught me that word."

"You're waiting for Julian."

I opened the refrigerator and stared inside without seeing anything.

"Maybe."

"Do you want him to text you?"

"Yes."

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

"Why?"

"Because yesterday wasn't finished."

"It was coffee."

"His hand was over my pussy."

"Through your panties."

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

His fingers tightened.

"Careful."

I turned in his arms.

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

The phone vibrated on the counter.

We both looked at it.

Unknown number.

My heart kicked.

Evan reached it first.

"Give me that."

"You said no secrets."

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

"It's probably for both of us."

He lifted the phone where I could see.

Julian had sent a picture.

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

Beneath the image:

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

Evan read it twice.

Then a third time.

"He sent that to you?"

"He sent it to us."

"It came to your phone."

"He knew you'd see it."

Evan set the phone down with too much care.

"Answer him."

"What should I say?"

"Whatever you want."

"That's dangerous."

"I know."

I opened the message and typed:

My husband tasted me first.

Evan watched.

Julian answered:

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

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

"He understands you," I said.

"He doesn't know me."

"He knows what you need."

"And what do I need?"

I stepped closer.

"To feel included in every humiliating detail."

Evan looked at the phone again.

"Ask him what he wants."

I typed the question.

Julian's response came slowly.

Dinner with both of you.

Evan's face changed.

"Both?"

"He wants to meet you."

"Why?"

I asked.

The reply appeared:

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

For several seconds, neither of us spoke.

The message was not what I expected.

It was hotter.

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

"Say yes," Evan said.

I looked at him.

"You're sure?"

"Public place. Dinner. We leave together."

"No kissing."

"No kissing."

"Can he touch me?"

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

"At the table?"

"Maybe."

"Over clothes."

"Anywhere over clothes?"

"Lena."

"We need clear rules."

He exhaled.

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

"Breasts?"

His jaw tightened.

"Over the dress."

My nipples hardened.

"You want to watch him touch my tits?"

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

I kissed Evan slowly.

"My husband is getting brave."

"Pick a night."

I texted Julian:

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

Julian replied:

Tell Evan I appreciate the courtesy.

Then another message:

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

Evan read it.

His cock hardened against my stomach.

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

Evan took the phone from my hand.

He typed:

Ask her too. She belongs to herself first.

Julian's response was immediate.

That's why I want to meet you.

I looked from the message to my husband.

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

I was the reason.

I was also the space where it would happen.


CHAPTER 13

EVAN - BIGGER IN PERSON

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

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

The first thing I noticed was his height.

The second was that Lena had not exaggerated anything else.

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

He looked like a man accustomed to being noticed.

Lena's fingers tightened around mine.

I had chosen her dress.

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

I had watched her dress for Julian.

That sentence had lived in my head all evening.

Julian turned.

His gaze found Lena first.

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

Then he looked at me.

"Evan."

He offered his hand.

I took it.

His grip was firm without becoming a contest.

"Julian."

"Thank you for coming."

"You invited us."

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

Lena laughed.

The sound eased nothing.

Julian kissed her cheek.

Not her mouth.

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

He remembered the rule.

"You look incredible," he told her.

"My husband chose the dress."

Julian looked at me again.

"Good choice."

I hated how much the approval affected me.

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

"This is more honest," she said.

Julian sat to her right.

I sat to her left.

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

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

Then Julian rested one hand on Lena's knee.

I saw the moment her breathing changed.

He did not look at her.

He looked at me.

"Allowed?" he asked.

The directness struck harder in person.

I nodded.

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

Lena lifted her glass and took a drink.

"He told me about the café," I said.

"Everything?" Julian asked.

"She did."

"She was very wet."

My cock moved beneath the table.

Lena turned toward him.

"You said you respected him."

"I do."

"That sounded like provocation."

Julian's thumb moved higher.

"Respect and provocation aren't opposites."

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

"How high?" I asked.

Julian stopped.

Lena looked at me.

"The rule was over clothes," I said.

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

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

Another loophole.

My wife loved loopholes.

"Keep going," I said.

Julian moved his hand farther up her thigh.

Lena's knees parted slightly.

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

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

"She tells you a lot."

"She tells you more."

"That's the arrangement."

Julian looked down at Lena's body.

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

Lena's lips parted.

"What else?" I asked.

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

His hand moved again.

"What else?"

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

Lena looked at me.

He was right.

"You may," I said.

She shifted closer to Julian.

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

I felt humiliation bloom hot beneath my ribs.

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

"And you?" Julian asked.

"What about me?"

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

My face heated.

"She says a lot."

"Is she wrong?"

I could have lied.

But I had asked for honesty from everyone else.

"No."

Julian nodded once.

No mockery.

That made the admission feel more exposing.

"Do you want to ask?" he said.

I knew exactly what he meant.

Lena looked from him to me.

My mouth went dry.

"Ask what?" I said.

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

"Whether she's right about the size."

Lena's breath caught.

I stared at the front of his trousers.

Even seated, the shape was visible.

Thick.

Heavy.

Impossible to ignore once invited into the conversation.

"Is she?" I asked.

Julian's eyes held mine.

"Yes."

My cock became painfully hard.

Lena turned toward me with a slow smile.

"There he is," she whispered.

Julian heard her.

"What does she call you?" he asked.

Lena touched my thigh beneath the table.

I answered before she could.

"Her cuck."

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

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

She moaned softly.

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

The sentence should have sounded respectful.

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


CHAPTER 14

EVAN - HER VOICE IN MY HEAD

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

She was in the bedroom.

I was downstairs pretending to finish a proposal.

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

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

Her voice was low.

Close to the phone.

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

A wet sound followed.

I stopped typing.

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

My cock hardened beneath the desk.

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

Another wet stroke.

Her breath broke.

"I want his mouth, Evan."

My hand moved to my trousers.

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

I opened my belt.

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

I obeyed before I could resent the order.

My cock came free hard and aching.

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

I stroked myself.

The ceiling above me became the floor beneath her body.

I imagined the exact distance.

Her naked on our bed.

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

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

Then Lena did.

"Julian."

My fist tightened.

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

I pumped faster.

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

Her moan came through the speaker.

Not acted.

Not softened.

I heard the bed shift.

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

A pause.

Then the camera switched on.

The voice note became a video.

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

She looked directly into the camera.

"This is what his size did to me."

She pushed the head inside.

My cock pulsed in my fist.

Lena opened around the toy inch by inch.

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

I stood and locked the office door.

She worked the toy deeper.

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

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

The video continued.

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

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

My softening cock jerked.

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

The recording ended with Lena breathing hard into the camera.

"Now come upstairs and clean your wife."

I went.

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

My cum dried across my fist.

Lena smiled.

"Did you obey?"

I showed her my hand.

"Good little cuck."

I knelt between her legs and pulled the toy free.

Her cunt closed slowly around emptiness.

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


CHAPTER 15

LENA - BETWEEN TWO MEN

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

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

Afterward, something shifted.

Not ownership.

Choice.

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

"Say it again," I whispered to Evan.

His eyes stayed on Julian's hand.

"What?"

"What you are."

His jaw tightened.

"Not here."

I turned toward Julian.

"He gets shy after he tells the truth."

Julian's mouth tilted.

"Should I help?"

"Maybe."

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

The warning sent heat through me.

Julian removed his hand at once.

"Understood."

Evan's expression changed.

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

My husband looked at my closed thighs.

"Put your hand back," he said.

Julian did.

My pussy clenched beneath the fabric.

"Higher," Evan added.

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

A moan escaped me.

Both men watched my face.

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

It was not simply Julian touching me.

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

I was between them, but I was not passive.

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

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

"I decide how my own body moves."

"Good answer."

Evan's fingers closed around my knee.

"You're enjoying this too much."

"That's the point."

"The point was dinner."

"The point was meeting him."

"You've met him."

"Not all of him."

Julian's hand went still.

Evan's eyes darkened.

I smiled into my wineglass.

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

Julian cut his steak with steady hands.

Evan barely touched his.

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

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

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

I looked at Evan.

"Go," he said.

Julian stood and offered his hand.

I took it.

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

Julian placed both hands at my waist.

"How is he doing?" he asked.

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

"How are you doing?"

I moved closer until my breasts touched his chest.

"Wetter than I was at the café."

"Because he is here?"

"Because you're both here."

Julian turned us so I faced Evan.

My husband's eyes followed every movement.

"He wants to see," Julian said.

"He always wants to see."

"Even when it hurts."

"Especially then."

Julian slid one hand down to my ass.

Evan's fingers tightened around his glass.

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

My heart struck hard once.

"No."

"Do you?"

I looked at Evan.

"Yes."

Julian's mouth came close to my ear.

"Then why obey?"

The question was not pressure. It was curiosity.

"Because the rule belongs to us."

"And if the rule stops fitting?"

"I ask him to change it."

"What if he says no?"

I turned my face toward Julian.

Our mouths were inches apart.

"Then I decide what matters more."

His grip tightened on my ass.

"Dangerous answer."

"You asked a dangerous question."

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

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

I took out my phone without stepping away.

I typed:

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

Evan read it at the table.

His eyes lifted.

I sent another message:

I want his mouth.

He stared at the screen for several seconds.

Then he typed:

No kissing.

I showed Julian.

He nodded.

"Your husband has spoken."

"For now."

"For now," he agreed.

Then he lowered his mouth to my neck.

Not a kiss.

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

I closed my eyes.

Julian's teeth grazed the place beneath my ear.

My hips rolled harder against his thigh.

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

I looked at him and mouthed two words.

Cuck.

His face tightened.

His cock was hard enough to show beneath the table.

Julian followed my gaze.

"You were right," he murmured.

"About what?"

"He likes it when you humiliate him."

"He loves it."

"And you?"

I moved my mouth near Julian's without touching.

"I'm beginning to."


CHAPTER 16

EVAN - THE DRESS HE WOULD SEE

The drive home after dinner should have ended the night.

It did not.

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

His breath had been near her mouth.

His hand had covered her pussy.

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

"Did you almost come?" I asked.

Lena looked out the passenger window.

"Maybe."

"That's not an answer."

"Yes."

My hand tightened on the wheel.

"From rubbing against his leg?"

"From watching you watch me."

"That isn't what I asked."

She turned toward me.

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

"What about his mouth?"

"I wanted it."

"On your neck?"

"Everywhere."

The car became too small.

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

"So did you."

"I was trying to understand the comparison."

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

My cock pulsed.

Lena smiled.

"See?"

"Stop doing that."

"Doing what?"

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

"Your body is more honest."

She placed her hand over my lap.

I was fully hard.

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

"I imagined it."

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

I kept my eyes on the road.

"I wondered."

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

"Lena."

"Say it."

"I wanted to see."

Her fingers stroked me through my pants.

"Good cuck."

At home, she did not go upstairs.

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

"Sit," she said.

"You don't give orders."

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

I sat.

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

Then the other.

The fabric fell from her breasts.

Her nipples were hard.

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

"I noticed."

"He wanted to touch them."

"I allowed it over the dress."

"He didn't."

"No."

"Were you disappointed?"

I said nothing.

Lena pushed the dress down to her waist.

"I was."

She cupped both breasts.

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

My cock strained against my pants.

"Show me how."

She squeezed herself, thumbs circling her nipples.

"Harder than this."

"You think he would be rough?"

"His hands are twice the size of mine."

"Not twice."

"Jealous?"

"Accurate."

She laughed and rolled one nipple between her fingers.

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

"In front of everyone?"

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

She pushed the dress over her hips.

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

"Look what your choice did."

I stood.

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

"I changed the rule."

Lena's smile flashed.

"That easy?"

I crossed the room and pulled the panties down.

Her pussy glistened.

"No kissing stays," I said.

"Why?"

I knelt before her.

"Because his mouth belongs here first."

Then I put my mouth on her cunt.

Lena grabbed my hair.

"Jealous husband."

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

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

"He said you were brave."

I pushed two fingers inside.

"What else?"

"He said he could still remember my taste."

I sucked her clit harder.

"What else?"

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

The words drove jealousy through me.

I pulled my fingers free and stood.

"Turn around."

Lena bent over the arm of the chair.

The same chair where she had ordered me to watch.

I pushed my cock inside her.

She cried out.

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

"Me."

I slapped her ass.

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

"My husband."

"Who made it wet tonight?"

"Julian."

I drove deeper.

"Who gets to fuck it?"

"You."

"Tonight."

She looked back, hair falling over one eye.

"Tonight."

The word carried the future inside it.

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

I came harder because of the order.

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

"You know what scares me?" I said.

She turned.

"What?"

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

"No kissing."

"Yes."

"And?"

"Every other line has already moved."

Lena straightened and wrapped both arms around my neck.

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

I looked at her mouth.

"It stays."

She kissed me gently.

"For now."


CHAPTER 17

LENA - A PICTURE FOR JULIAN

Julian asked for nothing the next day.

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

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

No private compliments.

No demands.

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

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

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

The bathroom door opened.

Evan stepped out with a towel around his waist.

He stopped when he saw me holding the phone.

"What are you doing?"

"Thinking."

"About?"

"Sending Julian a picture."

His expression tightened.

"Without telling me?"

"I'm telling you now."

"You already took it?"

"Not yet."

I turned toward him.

"Will you take it?"

The request changed everything.

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

"What kind?"

"The kind that makes him remember dinner."

"Lena."

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

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

I handed him the phone.

He did not take it immediately.

"No face," he said.

"He knows my face."

"This stays private."

"No identifying background."

"Good."

He took the phone.

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

"Like the deadlift picture?" I asked.

"More."

I bent farther.

The panties disappeared between my cheeks.

The camera clicked.

"Let me see."

Evan showed me.

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

"Again," I said.

"What do you want?"

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

"This."

Evan's breathing roughened.

"That's too much."

"For Julian or for you?"

"Both."

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

He raised the phone.

The camera clicked.

I straightened and looked at the image.

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

Evan stared at the screen.

"Which one?" I asked.

"The first."

"Coward."

"Husband."

"Cuck."

His cock pushed against the towel.

I smiled.

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

I typed:

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

Then I attached the first picture.

Julian read it within a minute.

His reply:

Your husband takes excellent photographs.

Then:

Tell him the lace hides less than he thinks.

Evan read over my shoulder.

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

"He doesn't."

"He suspects."

A third message arrived.

Did he take one without the lace in the way?

I looked at Evan.

His jaw tightened.

"Don't answer."

"Why?"

"Because I said so."

I set the phone down.

"Okay."

His expression shifted.

"That's it?"

"That's it."

"You're not going to argue?"

"You said no."

Evan looked almost disappointed.

I stepped closer and loosened his towel.

His cock sprang free.

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

"Maybe."

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

"Yes."

I wrapped my hand around him.

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

"Yes."

"And you like that I obeyed."

"Yes."

I stroked him slowly.

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

His cock pulsed in my hand.

"Not today."

"Not today."

The phone vibrated once more.

Julian:

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

Evan read it.

Something in him relaxed.

Then Julian added:

I also want to see what he is protecting.

My husband's cock became harder in my fist.

I looked up at him.

"He knows exactly how to talk to you."

Evan pulled me against him.

"So do you."

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


CHAPTER 18

EVAN - THE REHEARSAL

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

Not a safety drill.

Not another list.

A rehearsal for hunger.

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

"Tonight, you're Julian."

"I don't look like him."

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

My cock hardened.

She smiled.

"There he is."

Lena turned her back and raised both arms.

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

"Stand behind me," she said.

I did.

"His hands are bigger."

"I know."

"Then use yours harder."

I gripped her waist and pulled her against my cock.

Lena looked at us in the mirror.

"Julian would feel heavier."

"You haven't seen him naked."

"Not yet."

She rolled her ass against me.

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

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

Her pussy was already slick.

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

"For a while."

"All night."

Lena laughed softly.

"Keep pretending cloth can save you."

I rubbed her clit with two fingers.

She opened her legs.

"Look at me," I said.

Her eyes found mine in the mirror.

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

"Then say it dirtier."

I pressed harder.

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

Lena moaned.

"Better."

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

"This is him."

The size beside my reflection made my stomach tighten.

Lena licked the head.

"Bigger than you."

My cock pulsed against her ass.

"Take it."

She opened her mouth and swallowed the thick shaft slowly.

Her lips stretched.

Her cheeks hollowed.

Saliva gathered along the black silicone.

I held her hair and watched in the mirror.

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

My free hand opened my trousers.

Lena pulled off with a wet sound.

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

"Shut up."

"Make me."

I pushed the toy back into her mouth.

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

The sight nearly ended me.

"Friday, he holds your hair like this."

I tightened my fist.

Lena worked the shaft with both hands and mouth.

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

I stroked my cock.

"Tell me how big he is."

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

I came across the back of the black dress.

Lena watched every pulse in the mirror.

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

My cum remained warm on the fabric between us.

The first rule was no kissing other men.

My mouth was still hers.

That did not make the fantasy smaller.

It made the missing mouth the center of everything.

Lena pulled back.

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

My jaw tightened.

"We decide before we leave home."

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

She touched my softening cock.

"Until then, no cold water."

I looked at the black toy shining with her saliva.

At the dress marked with my come.

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

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

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


CHAPTER 19

EVAN - THE PARKING GARAGE REHEARSAL

The rehearsal ended in the parking garage beneath the restaurant.

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

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

She opened the back door instead of the passenger side.

"Get in."

"Lena."

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

I climbed into the back seat.

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

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

"Julian sits here," she said.

"On my seat?"

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

She took my hands and placed them at her waist.

"His hands are bigger."

My cock hardened beneath her.

"I know."

"Say it."

"His hands are bigger than mine."

She rolled her hips.

"His cock too."

"You haven't seen it."

"I felt enough."

She opened my trousers and pulled my cock free.

Then she lifted her skirt.

No panties.

Her pussy was already wet.

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

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

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

She sank down.

I groaned.

Lena rode me slowly, head nearly touching the roof.

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

She took my hand and pressed it over her breast.

"He'll do this."

Then she moved my other hand between her legs.

"He'll want this."

My thumb found her clit.

"The dress stays on."

"For a while."

"All night."

She smiled.

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

Her hips moved faster.

The windows began to fog.

"What happens when he asks for my mouth?"

"I say no."

"And when I look disappointed?"

"I watch."

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

"I keep watching."

Lena leaned close.

"Good."

She bit my lower lip.

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

My fingers tightened at her ass.

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

She bounced harder on my cock.

The wet sound filled the car.

"Tell me what I am."

"My hotwife."

"Dirtier."

"My slut wife."

"Dirtier."

"My hungry fucking whore."

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

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

"And me?"

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


CHAPTER 20

LENA - THE NIGHT WE CHOSE

We chose the night together.

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

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

Evan selected the place.

I selected the dress.

Julian selected nothing until we told him he could come.

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

"Not black," I said.

"Why?"

"He has already seen me in black."

"Red?"

"Grant saw red."

Evan looked at me over his shoulder.

"You're assigning colors to men now?"

"You remember them that way too."

He did not deny it.

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

"This," he said.

"Underwear?"

He opened the drawer and chose a cream lace thong.

"Bra?"

"No."

My nipples tightened.

"Shoes?"

"The gold heels."

I dressed beneath his attention.

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

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

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

"Repeat the rules," he said.

I met his eyes in the mirror.

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

"Who can stop it?"

"Any of us."

"And if you want something outside the rules?"

"I ask."

"Before."

"Before."

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

"What do you want tonight?" he asked.

The honest answer felt heavy.

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

His fingers stopped at the clasp.

"That's outside the rule."

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

He looked at my reflection.

"Anything else?"

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

"He has."

"Not like tonight."

"What does that mean?"

I turned to face him.

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

Evan's face tightened.

"Explain."

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

"And what does he want?"

"Your wife."

My husband's cock moved beneath his trousers.

I pressed my palm over it.

"Say it," I whispered.

"Julian wants my wife."

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

"Yes."

"Dressing me for him."

"Yes."

"Telling him where he can put his hands."

"Yes."

I stroked the hard shape through his pants.

"My husband."

Evan grabbed my wrist.

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

"Maybe I want you frustrated."

"Maybe I want you frustrated too."

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

I gasped.

Evan rubbed my clit slowly while looking into my eyes.

"This belongs to you," he said.

"Yes."

"But tonight, I decide who touches it."

The authority in his voice made my knees weaken.

"Yes, husband."

He pushed one finger inside me.

"And Julian doesn't."

"Not under the dress."

"Not tonight."

"Not tonight."

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

"Taste what you're taking to him."

I sucked my own slickness from his fingers.

His eyes darkened.

"Good wife," he said.

Then his phone vibrated.

Julian:

I'm downstairs.

Evan showed me the message.

My heart began to pound.

"Last chance," he said.

"To stop?"

"To change anything."

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

"One change," I said.

His expression guarded.

"What?"

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

Evan looked at my mouth.

"And if the answer is no?"

"Then I obey."

I meant it.

At that moment, I meant it completely.


CHAPTER 21

EVAN - THE MERIDIAN ROOM

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

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

Lena belonged there immediately.

Julian stood when we approached.

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

More dangerous.

His eyes moved over Lena.

This time, he did not hide the hunger.

"Evan," he said.

We shook hands.

Then he looked at my wife.

"Lena."

"Julian."

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

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

Julian looked at me.

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

I nodded.

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

Not a kiss.

A reminder.

"You look beautiful," he said.

"My husband chose the dress."

"Your husband has excellent taste."

We entered the booth with Lena between us again.

This time, there was no attempt at ordinary conversation.

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

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

Lena repeated them.

No kissing.

No hands under the dress.

No private rooms.

No leaving together.

One clear stop ended everything.

Julian listened without interrupting.

"And when Lena wants more?" he said.

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

"And if the answer is no?"

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

Julian looked at Lena.

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

"Yes."

"Good."

His hand moved higher along her thigh.

The dress opened around his wrist.

"Over the fabric," I reminded him.

"I remember."

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

Lena inhaled sharply.

"Already?" I asked her.

"He has large hands."

Julian's mouth tilted.

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

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

"And what does it do?"

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

"It makes me want details."

Julian pressed his palm firmly against her.

Lena's thighs parted.

"Then watch closely," he said.

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

After the server left, Julian leaned toward her.

"Tell me how you want it."

"Yes."

"Tell me how."

She looked at me.

I said nothing.

This was her answer to give.

"Rub me," she whispered.

Julian pressed harder through the green fabric.

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

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

Julian moved his hand in slow circles over the dress.

Lena's lips parted.

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

"Look at your husband," Julian said.

She did.

"Tell him what you feel."

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

My cock hardened.

"More," Julian said.

"I can feel the lace sticking to me."

"More."

Lena's gaze stayed on mine.

"I want him under the dress."

Jealousy tightened my stomach.

Julian stopped moving.

"The rule says no," he said.

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

Lena looked at me.

"I want his hand under the dress."

The first open hunger of the night.

Not kissing.

Something easier.

Something I had imagined repeatedly.

"No," I said.

Her eyes narrowed with disappointment.

"Why?"

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

Julian nodded.

"Good rule."

Lena looked between us.

"You two agree too easily."

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

"Sometimes."

Julian resumed rubbing her through the dress.

"Not tonight," he said.

The phrase carried confidence.

I should have challenged it.

Instead, I watched him make my wife breathe faster.

The band shifted into a slower song.

Julian removed his hand and stood.

"Dance with me."

It was not phrased as a question.

Lena looked at me anyway.

I nodded.

She slid from the booth and took his hand.

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

Lena looked over her shoulder.

"Watch carefully," she mouthed.

My cock throbbed beneath the table.

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


CHAPTER 22

LENA - HIS HAND ON MY WIFE

Julian danced differently from Grant.

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

Julian already knew.

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

I felt the hard shape beneath his trousers almost immediately.

My breath caught.

Julian noticed.

"Tell him," he said.

"He can see."

"Not that."

His hips moved once against mine.

The thick ridge pressed along my stomach.

"Tell him what you feel."

I looked past Julian's shoulder.

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

I knew every version of his face.

He was jealous.

Hard.

Afraid.

Unable to look away.

I took out my phone and typed:

He's hard against me.

Evan read the message.

How hard?

I smiled.

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

The reply came:

Bigger than me?

Julian watched my face.

"He asked the question."

"What question?"

I showed him.

Julian looked toward Evan.

Then he pressed his hips firmly against me.

The size became unmistakable.

My pussy clenched.

I typed:

Yes.

Evan did not move.

I added:

A lot bigger.

His jaw flexed.

Julian's hand slid down to my ass.

"Cruel," he murmured.

"He needs it."

"Do you?"

I rolled my hips against him.

"I'm learning."

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

We faced Evan together.

Julian's mouth hovered beside my ear.

"What do you want him to see?"

"His wife wanting you."

"He already sees that."

"Then make it harder to pretend."

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

I moaned.

Evan's fingers tightened around his glass.

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

"Tell him," he said.

I typed with one hand:

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

Evan replied:

Look at me.

I did.

Julian pinched my nipple through the dress.

My knees weakened.

"He told you to look?" Julian asked.

"Yes."

"Then don't close your eyes."

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

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

Every time I pushed back, Evan saw the decision.

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

My pulse jumped.

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

"Ask."

I sent:

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

Evan read it.

The answer took longer than the others.

Then:

Do it.

I looked at my husband across the room.

"My cuck," I said aloud.

Not loud enough for the room.

Loud enough for Julian.

Evan could read my mouth.

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

His cock was unmistakable beneath the table.

"Again," Julian said.

"Look at your wife, cuck."

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

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

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

Evan's lips parted.

Julian's mouth brushed the shell of my ear.

"He likes hearing it from you."

"I know."

"He likes me hearing it too."

"He didn't know until now."

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

The possessive shape of it made my pussy throb.

"What do you want now?" he asked.

I turned my face toward him.

His mouth was close.

Too close.

"You know."

"Say it."

"I want you to kiss me."

Julian looked at Evan.

"Ask your husband."

I sent the message:

I want his mouth. Please.

Evan read it.

His eyes lifted to mine.

The answer appeared.

No.

Disappointment cut cleanly through me.

Julian saw it.

He turned my face back toward the dance floor.

"Then we don't kiss."

"You don't sound disappointed."

"I can wait."

"Confident."

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

The words sent a shiver through me.

Julian lowered his mouth to my neck.

His lips did not touch.

His breath did.

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

I looked at Evan again.

He had said no.

I would obey.

At least, I believed I would.


CHAPTER 23

EVAN - WHAT THE GREEN DRESS HID

The green dress hid nothing from me.

It hid everything from the room.

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

I knew.

Lena made sure I knew.

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

No lace.

No barrier.

Julian looked down.

His hand tightened.

Lena looked at me over his shoulder.

Her mouth formed the word.

Bare.

My cock pulsed.

She took out her phone while still moving against him.

Lena: He knows I have nothing under it.

Evan: What did he say?

Lena: That you dressed your wife like a trap.

I read the message twice.

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

Lena's eyes closed.

I stood.

Not to stop them.

To see better.

Julian noticed me approaching. He did not release her.

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

The bluntness made Lena shiver.

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

"Show him," she whispered.

Julian held her hips and shifted his thigh.

The dress opened.

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

Then the fabric fell back.

My cock was painfully hard.

Lena smiled.

"He saw."

"I saw."

She kept moving.

"Tell Julian what it does to you."

I looked at the man holding my wife.

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

Julian's expression changed.

Lena moaned softly.

"Again," she said.

"Rub that wet cunt on him."

Her hips rolled harder.

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

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

Jealousy tightened beneath my ribs.

"You like saying that."

"I like watching your cock answer."

Her gaze dropped to the outline in my trousers.

Julian followed it.

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

My wife grinding her bare pussy against him.

His cock hard for her.

Mine hard because of both.

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

Not stroking. Measuring.

Her fingers spread across the heavy shape.

Then she looked at me.

"Two hands," she whispered.

I nearly came untouched.

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

"Save that," he said.

Lena's eyes stayed on mine.

"My cuck wants to see."

"Then make him wait."

The command was for her.

The waiting belonged to me.

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

The dress had hidden everything from the room.

From me, it had hidden nothing.


CHAPTER 24

EVAN - THE HUNGER IN HER EYES

The second time Lena asked, I said no faster.

That did not make it easier.

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

Lena slid beside me.

Julian took the seat on her other side.

"You enjoyed that," I said.

"You watched."

"That isn't an answer."

"Yes."

Julian lifted his drink.

"She asked correctly."

I looked at him.

"For the kiss."

"I know."

"And she accepted the answer."

"I saw."

Lena placed one hand on my thigh.

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

"I don't control you."

"You controlled his mouth."

My cock pulsed.

She felt it beneath her palm.

"See?" she whispered.

Julian watched the exchange.

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

"Where?"

"Her breasts. Over the dress."

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

She nodded.

"Yes," I said.

He reached across her and cupped her left breast.

The movement happened inches from my face.

Lena inhaled sharply.

Julian's thumb circled her nipple through the fabric.

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

"Tell him," Lena said.

"Tell him what?"

"What you're feeling."

"No."

Her hand squeezed me through my trousers.

"Then I'll tell him."

"Lena."

She looked at Julian.

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

Julian squeezed her breast.

"Is that true?"

I held his gaze.

"Yes."

"Because I'm touching her?"

"Yes."

"Because she wants me?"

The question hurt more.

"Yes."

Lena's eyes warmed with approval.

"Good cuck," she whispered.

Julian heard.

His other hand moved to her thigh.

I allowed it.

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

Then Julian leaned closer to her.

Their faces moved within inches.

Lena looked at me.

The question was in her eyes before she spoke.

"I want his mouth."

My chest tightened.

"No."

Her disappointment showed again.

This time, it carried irritation.

"Why?"

"Because that's the rule."

"Rules can change."

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

Julian removed his hands from her.

The loss of contact made Lena turn toward him.

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

"You and Evan are discussing a boundary."

His calm tone embarrassed both of us.

Lena looked back at me.

"I know what I want."

"So do I."

"You want it too."

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

The honesty softened her expression.

She touched my face.

"Okay."

"Okay?"

"No kissing."

I searched her eyes.

"You mean that?"

"I agreed."

She kissed me.

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

When Lena pulled away, she turned to him.

"You can watch."

Julian's expression darkened.

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

Lena's hand opened my trousers beneath the table.

Her fingers wrapped around my cock.

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

The humiliation shifted.

Julian was no longer the man taking something from me.

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

Lena broke the kiss and looked at Julian.

"He tastes jealous," she said.

Julian's eyes dropped to her swollen mouth.

"What does jealousy taste like?"

"Ask him."

I looked at my wife.

"Careful."

Her hand tightened around my cock.

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

She knew me too well.

Julian knew enough to remain silent.

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


CHAPTER 25

LENA - THE PRIVATE BOOTH

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

Not private rooms. Not completely.

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

Julian saw me looking.

"No private rooms," he said.

"They're booths."

"Ask Evan."

I did.

Evan followed my gaze toward the curtained alcoves.

"The curtain stays open," he said.

"Half open?"

"Enough that I can see."

"Where will you be?"

"With you."

The answer warmed me.

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

"Sit," Julian said.

"Where?"

He looked at his lap.

My pulse quickened.

I looked at Evan.

He nodded once.

Julian leaned back as I lowered myself onto him.

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

I gasped.

There was no hiding the comparison now.

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

"Tell him," Julian said.

I looked at Evan across the small booth.

"He's huge."

My husband swallowed.

"You can't know."

I rocked once on Julian's lap.

The ridge slid along my pussy.

"I know enough."

Julian's hands settled at my waist.

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

Julian let Evan see the choice before he acted.

"Yes."

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

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

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

His hand moved over the front of his trousers.

The pressure rubbed my clit through the lace.

I moaned.

Evan's eyes fixed on the movement.

"Come closer," I told him.

He shifted to the edge of the seat.

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

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

Two men touching me.

Different places.

Different meanings.

The fantasy sharpened.

"Look at me," Evan said.

I did.

Julian rolled my hips again.

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

Evan pinched my nipple.

"Through clothes."

"Does that make it easier?"

"No."

"Good."

Julian's mouth came near my neck.

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

Evan looked at the place beneath my ear.

"The rule says no kissing."

"Her mouth or anywhere?"

We had never clarified.

I smiled.

Another loophole.

Evan saw it.

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

Julian's lips touched my skin.

The first kiss landed below my ear.

Technically within the rule.

My body did not care about technicalities.

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

"Jesus," I breathed.

Evan's hand tightened on my breast.

Julian kissed the hollow above my collarbone.

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

I opened my eyes.

Evan watched Julian's mouth on me.

"Do you like it?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Say what you like."

"I like seeing him kiss your neck."

"Why?"

"Because you look like you belong between us."

The answer hit me hard.

I moved faster on Julian's lap.

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

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

Evan's cock strained visibly in his open pants.

"You keep saying that."

"Because you keep getting harder."

Julian kissed my shoulder.

"Your husband wants the comparison."

"He needs it."

"And you enjoy giving it."

"More every time."

Evan leaned forward and kissed me.

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

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

My come came unexpectedly.

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

I came without either man touching my bare pussy.

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

I looked down.

A dark patch marked the fabric over his cock.

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

Julian looked at Evan.

"Your wife did."

The phrasing made Evan's cock pulse.

I kissed my husband again.

Then I looked at Julian's mouth.

The rule remained.

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

No kissing no longer felt like protection.

It felt like the last unopened gift in the room.


CHAPTER 26

EVAN - WHAT I TOLD HIM TO DO

Lena's come changed me.

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

Then my wife came on Julian's lap.

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

My jealousy stopped feeling abstract.

It became physical.

Sharp beneath my ribs.

Hard between my legs.

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

I touched it.

"He left that."

"You allowed it."

"I know."

"Do you like seeing it?"

I pressed my thumb over the mark.

"Yes."

Julian watched.

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

The challenge exposed the change in me.

I wanted to say no.

I also wanted to choose where.

I touched the other side of Lena's neck.

"Here."

Her eyes widened.

Julian leaned across her.

His mouth touched the place I had indicated.

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

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

"Harder," I told Julian.

His mouth pulled more firmly at her skin.

Lena moaned.

Her fingers stroked me faster.

"Enough," I said.

Julian stopped immediately.

A second mark darkened beneath my fingertips.

The power of his obedience made me reckless.

"Touch her breasts," I said.

Julian looked at Lena.

"Do you want that?"

"Yes."

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

He cupped both.

Lena arched into his hands.

"Harder," I said again.

Julian squeezed.

My wife's mouth opened.

"Tell him who dressed you," I said.

"My husband."

"Tell him why."

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

My cock throbbed in her hand.

"Tell him what you call me."

Lena's eyes changed.

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

I was asking for it.

"My cuck," she whispered.

"Louder."

"My husband dressed me for a bigger man."

Julian's hands tightened around her breasts.

The sentence hit me with equal parts pain and pleasure.

"Again," I said.

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

Julian looked at me.

"Is that what you want from me?"

"Honesty."

"About the size?"

"About everything."

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

The outline was unmistakable.

"She is right," he said.

Lena stroked my cock harder.

"Show him," she whispered.

The request stopped the room.

Julian's eyes moved to me.

Our rules had not addressed nudity.

Another omission.

Another door.

"No," I said.

Lena's hand slowed.

"Why?"

"Not tonight."

"You want to see."

"Yes."

"Then why?"

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

The words surprised all three of us.

Julian smiled first.

"Good answer."

Lena looked at me with heat and affection mixed together.

"My husband is planning ahead."

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

"Same thing lately."

Julian placed his hand back on her thigh.

"What is left tonight?" he asked.

I looked at Lena's swollen mouth.

The first rule stood between all of us.

She followed my gaze.

"Evan."

"No."

"I didn't ask yet."

"Your face did."

"Then answer my voice."

She turned toward me fully.

"I want to kiss him."

I felt Julian become still beside her.

No performance.

No movement.

Only my wife asking.

"No," I said.

Lena held my gaze.

"Okay."

She turned back to Julian.

"My husband said no."

"Then no," he replied.

Relief moved through me.

So did something dangerously close to regret.

I had controlled his hands.

Chosen where he marked her.

Made my wife humiliate me in front of him.

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


CHAPTER 27

EVAN - THE MARK I CHOSE

The first mark belonged to Julian.

The second belonged to me.

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

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

That mattered.

I touched the mark.

Lena turned her face into my hand.

"Jealous?"

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"You know I am."

She smiled and took my wrist.

Then she placed my hand around her throat.

"Show him what your wife likes."

Julian watched.

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

"Look at him," I said.

She looked at Julian.

"Tell him whose little cuck you married."

Lena's smile sharpened.

"This one."

She pressed her ass against my cock through my trousers.

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

Humiliation moved through me like heat.

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

"She likes your control," he said.

"She likes making me lose it."

"Both," Lena whispered.

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

Now she stood between us.

My hand around her throat.

Julian's chest against hers.

Her ass against my cock.

"No kissing," I said.

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

Lena laughed softly.

"He knows, love."

Julian lowered his face until their lips nearly touched.

No question.

No false innocence.

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

Lena's breath warmed his mouth.

My cock pulsed against her ass.

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

"Your mouth."

"Dirtier."

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

My fingers tightened at her throat.

She moaned.

Julian did not kiss her.

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

His lips closed over her skin.

Lena's knees weakened.

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

The sight pushed me past thought.

I opened my trousers and took out my cock.

Lena looked down.

"There he is."

She reached behind her and wrapped one hand around me.

Julian kept his mouth on her neck.

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

"Come for him," she whispered.

"Not here."

"Scared?"

"Someone will see."

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

Her hand moved faster beneath the edge of the tablecloth.

Julian lifted his face.

The second mark darkened beside the first.

He looked at my cock in Lena's fist.

Then at me.

No mockery.

That made the humiliation worse.

Lena leaned back against my chest.

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

"I can see that."

"He wants me to make him come."

Julian's eyes held mine.

"Then make him."

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

My body shook against her back.

She watched every pulse.

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

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

I stayed hard enough to hate myself for loving her.


CHAPTER 28

LENA - THE LAST DANCE

We should have left after the private booth.

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

The experiment had delivered more than we planned.

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

Julian looked at Evan.

"One more?"

Evan checked the time.

"One song."

Julian offered his hand.

I took it.

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

Julian drew me close.

"Your husband said one song," he murmured.

"Then make it count."

His hands settled at my hips.

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

"You came on my lap," Julian said.

"I noticed."

"Your husband told me where to mark you."

"He liked controlling your mouth."

"He controls more than my mouth."

"For now."

Julian's eyes darkened.

"You enjoy those words."

"Which ones?"

"For now. Not yet. Next time."

"They make promises without making them."

"What promise are you making me?"

I looked at his mouth.

"That I want you."

"I know."

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

His cock hardened against my stomach.

"I know that too."

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

Julian's hand tightened at my waist.

"Good."

We turned slowly.

Evan remained visible over Julian's shoulder.

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

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

The answer reached deeper than I expected.

"And?"

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

My pussy clenched.

"He thinks you're bigger."

"You told him I am."

"He wants proof."

"So do you."

I pressed closer.

The music narrowed around us.

Julian's face lowered.

Not toward my mouth.

Toward the mark on my neck.

He kissed it softly.

Then the other mark.

I looked at Evan.

My husband watched.

Julian's lips moved up along my jaw.

Still allowed.

Technically.

His mouth touched the corner beneath my ear.

My breath caught.

"No kissing," he whispered.

"I know."

His lips brushed my cheek.

Grant had done the same.

A near kiss.

A controlled absence.

But Julian did not pull away.

His mouth remained beside mine.

"Ask him," he said.

I looked at Evan.

The question was already in my eyes.

He shook his head once.

No.

I should have turned my face.

I had practiced turning away.

I had promised.

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

"Lena," Julian said quietly.

A warning.

A choice returned to me.

I looked at Evan again.

His face held fear.

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

Not trust.

Restraint.

I moved first.

My mouth touched Julian's.

One second.

Warm lips. Controlled surprise.

Two seconds.

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

Three seconds.

I opened my mouth.

His tongue touched mine.

The taste of bourbon and restraint filled me.

Across the room, Evan did not move.

I kissed Julian while looking at my husband.

The rule broke between us.

Not accidentally.

Not because Julian took something.

Because I chose to give it.

The kiss deepened.

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

My knees weakened.

I moaned into his mouth.

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

I pulled away.

The song continued.

Julian looked at me, breathing hard.

"Your rule," he said.

"I know."

"Go to him."

The command snapped the room back into focus.

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

Evan's face revealed nothing.

His cock was hard enough to show beneath his trousers.

I stopped in front of him.

My lips still tasted like Julian.

"I broke it," I said.

"I saw."

"Do you want to leave?"

His eyes dropped to my mouth.

"Yes."

My stomach tightened.

Then he added:

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


CHAPTER 29

EVAN - THE KISS

Lena's mouth tasted like bourbon.

Not the drink I had ordered.

Julian's.

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

The first kiss lasted seconds.

It felt longer than our marriage.

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

She also knew my cock was painfully hard.

"Kiss me," I said.

She did.

Her mouth met mine carefully at first.

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

The kiss became rough.

I tasted Julian on her tongue.

The thought sent a violent pulse through my cock.

Lena moaned.

"Tell me," I said against her lips.

"What?"

"What his mouth felt like."

"Here?"

"Now."

She looked over my shoulder toward the dance floor.

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

"He was controlled at first," she whispered.

I kissed her again.

"Then?"

"Then I opened my mouth."

My grip tightened.

"Then?"

"His tongue touched mine."

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

"Did you like it?"

"Yes."

"More than mine?"

Lena's eyes widened.

The cruel question had escaped before I could stop it.

She touched my face.

"Different."

"That's not what I asked."

"You don't want the answer yet."

"Give it to me."

She looked at Julian again.

"It was new."

"Better?"

"Hotter because you were watching."

My cock pulsed.

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

"No."

"Why?"

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

The answer damaged and repaired something at the same time.

I kissed her once more.

Then I stepped back.

"You broke the rule."

"Yes."

"After I said no."

Her face changed.

"Yes."

"Why?"

Lena did not hide behind desire.

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

"You guessed."

"I did."

"You could have been wrong."

"I know."

"That's not acceptable."

"I know."

The honesty mattered.

It did not erase the breach.

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

"But you didn't."

"No."

"Do you regret it?"

She looked at my mouth.

"I regret deciding for you."

"That isn't the same answer."

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

The words hurt.

My body answered with another hard pulse.

Lena saw.

She did not smile.

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

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

I looked at Julian across the room.

He remained still, giving us space.

"No."

"Do you want to leave?"

"Yes."

"Do you want him to come over?"

"No."

"I will say goodbye with you beside me."

I considered it.

"Yes. With me."

We crossed the floor together.

Julian looked at me first.

"I did not initiate that," he said.

"I saw."

"I should have stopped sooner."

"You stopped when she did."

"Your rule was clear."

"Yes."

Lena stood between us, silent.

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

"Are we done?" he asked.

The question carried more than the night.

I looked at my wife.

She waited.

"For tonight," I said.

Relief moved through her face.

Julian nodded.

"I'm kissing her cheek goodbye."

"How?"

"A kiss on the cheek."

The irony nearly made me laugh.

"Yes."

Julian touched Lena's face and kissed her cheek.

His lips landed less than an inch from her mouth.

Then he stepped back.

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

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

I respected him more for it.

That made him more dangerous.

Lena and I left together.

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

Two marks darkened her neck.

Her mouth was swollen from Julian and from me.

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

She looked like a wife who had broken a rule.

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

Instead, my cock strained painfully against my trousers.

Lena saw it in the mirror.

"Evan," she whispered.

"Don't."

"I wasn't going to tease you."

"Good."

The elevator descended.

Then she said quietly:

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

I looked at her reflection.

"And Julian?"

"I want him."

The honesty cut clean.

"Both things are true," she said.

The doors opened.

I took her hand.

"Then we have a lot to talk about."


CHAPTER 30

LENA - THE BATHROOM MIRROR

We did not make it home.

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

For several seconds, he gripped the steering wheel.

Julian's taste was still on my mouth.

My pussy was still wet from grinding on him.

My husband was still hard.

None of those things erased the anger in his face.

"I said no."

"I know."

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

"I moved first."

"Why?"

The truth was ugly enough to deserve its own voice.

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

Evan closed his eyes.

His cock pressed harder beneath his trousers.

I looked at it.

He saw me.

"Do not use that as forgiveness."

"I won't."

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

"I know."

"Stop saying that."

"Then tell me what you need."

He looked at my swollen lips.

"The whole truth."

"You already have it."

"No. I have the clean version."

I unfastened my seat belt.

"I loved his mouth."

Pain moved through him.

I kept going.

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

Evan's nostrils flared.

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

His hand closed around the back of my neck.

"Get out of the car."

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

The lock clicked.

Bright light filled the mirror.

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

Evan stood behind me.

"Lift the dress."

I obeyed.

My cream thong was nearly transparent.

He pulled it down and put it on the counter.

"Look at yourself."

I faced the mirror.

His hand moved between my legs.

My cunt opened around two fingers immediately.

"This wet for him?"

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

His cock came free behind me.

"You filthy bitch."

"Your filthy wife."

"The wife who ignored me."

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

He bent me over the sink.

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

"Say what you did."

"I kissed Julian."

He drove inside.

I cried out.

"More."

"I opened my mouth for him."

Evan fucked me harder.

My breasts shook beneath the green dress.

"More."

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

Jealousy turned his face hard in the mirror.

His cock stayed buried inside me.

"And your cuck?"

I met his eyes.

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

His hand closed in my hair.

"Again."

"My jealous little cuck."

He pounded into me.

The wet slap echoed off the tile.

"Who came home with you?"

"My husband."

"Who gets the truth?"

"My husband."

"Who gets to be angry?"

"My husband."

"And who still wants more?"

I smiled at him in the mirror.

"Both of us."

The answer broke his rhythm.

He drove deeper and wrapped one arm across my chest.

"Look at the marks."

I did.

Julian's mouth on my neck.

Evan's cock inside my cunt.

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

I came hard against the sink.

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

Afterward, he remained inside me.

His breath warmed my shoulder.

"I'm still angry."

"Be angry."

"One week without Julian."

The loss hurt immediately.

"Okay."

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

I turned in his arms.

"And if you still want him?"

Evan looked at my swollen mouth.

"Then next time, no stolen seconds."

He kissed me.

Hard.

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

The first rule was broken.

The hunger survived.

So did we.


CHAPTER 31

EVAN - THE TASTE SHE BROUGHT HOME

Lena brought Julian's kiss home on her mouth.

Not his cum.

Not yet.

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

I tasted all of it in the parking garage.

Then I made her carry it home.

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

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

She did not turn on the kitchen light.

Moonlight from the patio doors silvered the floor.

She removed the dress and let it fall.

No panties.

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

The marks on her neck looked darker now.

"Kneel," I said.

Lena lowered herself in front of me.

Her mouth was still red from the kiss.

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

"Whose mouth is this?"

"Yours."

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

She kissed the head.

"It was yours while he used it."

The sentence made my cock jump.

"Open."

She took me deep.

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

"Did his tongue feel bigger too?"

Lena pulled back for air.

"Longer. Slower."

Jealousy hit like a fist.

She smiled around the head of my cock.

"You asked."

"Did you like it?"

"I loved it."

I pushed deeper.

Her eyes watered.

"Did you think about me?"

She nodded around my cock.

I pulled her free.

"Use words."

"I thought about you tasting him afterward."

I lifted her and bent her over the kitchen island.

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

Lena cried out.

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

I held her hair and pounded into her.

The sound filled the dark kitchen.

"Who broke the rule?"

"Your wife."

"Who let him?"

"I did."

The answer hurt.

My cock stayed hard.

That hurt more.

"Tell me what happened."

"I moved first."

I drove deeper.

"Again."

"I opened my mouth before he earned it."

"Again."

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

My hips stuttered.

Lena looked back over her shoulder.

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

I pulled out.

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

My cock tasted like the pussy Julian had made wet.

Her mouth tasted like Julian.

The circle became unbearable.

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

I came in her mouth.

Lena held every pulse, eyes fixed on mine.

Then she stood and kissed me.

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

I gripped her ass and swallowed the sound she made.

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

She wiped it with one finger and sucked it clean.

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

I should have hated the sentence.

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

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


CHAPTER 32

EVAN - TWO SECONDS

At home, Lena slept.

I did not.

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

Two seconds.

Maybe three.

The time before Julian deepened the kiss.

The time before my wife opened her mouth.

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

I should have felt only anger.

Instead, my body replayed the scene with humiliating precision.

Lena's arms around Julian's neck.

His hand at her waist.

Her eyes on mine.

The exact moment she chose him.

My cock hardened beneath the sheet.

I moved away from her carefully and went downstairs.

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

I opened the photograph from the café.

Julian's hand on Lena's knee.

Then the one from dinner.

His thigh touching hers.

Then the short video from the rooftop.

My wife moving against him while looking at me.

The kiss existed only in my memory.

I wanted it recorded.

The thought disgusted me.

It also revealed something I could no longer deny.

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

Then it happened.

The marriage survived the sight.

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

That did not make it acceptable.

But it made the future possible.

My phone vibrated.

A message from Julian.

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

I read it twice.

I typed Thank you, deleted it, then wrote:

You did not take her from me.

Julian replied:

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

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

That doesn't erase the rule.

No. It doesn't.

Then he asked:

What do you want from me now?

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

No private messages to Lena for one week.

Agreed.

No touching her unless I'm present.

Agreed.

No kissing until I say otherwise.

A longer pause.

Agreed.

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

A final message arrived.

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

I looked toward the stairs.

Lena stood halfway down wearing one of my shirts.

"You couldn't sleep," she said.

"Neither could you."

She descended slowly.

"Are you messaging him?"

"Yes."

"Show me."

I handed her the phone.

She read every line.

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

"Yes."

"And no kissing until you say otherwise."

"Yes."

"You plan to say it."

"I don't know."

"Your body does."

"Not tonight, Lena."

She handed back the phone. "Okay."

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

No teasing.

No humiliation.

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

Two seconds had changed us.

Not because another man's tongue touched hers.

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


CHAPTER 33

LENA - SEVEN DAYS

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

He did not message.

He did not approach me at Iron Harbor.

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

My pussy tightened anyway.

I wore the leggings he liked.

I hated how much I wanted him to notice.

I loved it more when he refused to look.

At home, Evan waited for details that barely existed.

"Did he see you?"

"He knew I was there."

"Did he look?"

"Once. At my face."

My husband tried to hide the disappointment.

His cock did not.

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

"You got wet because he touched someone else?"

"I pictured his hands on me."

Evan pulled my hair.

"Bare?"

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

His cock drove deeper.

"Say his name."

"Julian."

The distance became part of the hunger.

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

Then he kept walking.

I came home soaked.

Evan noticed before I removed my shorts.

"He touched you."

"No."

"Then why are you wet?"

I pushed his hand between my legs.

"Because he didn't."

My husband groaned.

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

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

Inside was a slim gold bracelet.

A round charm hung from the chain.

"Turn it over," he said.

One word was engraved on the back.

WATCH.

My cunt clenched.

"Not ask?" I teased.

"No more workshops."

I laughed.

Evan fastened the bracelet around my wrist.

"What does it mean?"

He touched the charm.

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

Heat moved through me.

"And when he touches me?"

"Look at me."

"And when I want more?"

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

That was the man I wanted.

Not a gatekeeper.

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

My husband inside the hunger with me.

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

"Then watch."

I opened the thread with Julian.

Lena: The week is over.

He replied immediately.

Julian: How is Evan?

I showed my husband.

Evan took the phone.

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

Three dots appeared.

Julian: And Lena?

I typed.

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

Julian's answer took longer.

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

Evan read it.

His cock hardened beneath me.

I turned the bracelet so WATCH faced outward.

"What do you want?" I asked.

He gripped my hips and pushed me harder against him.

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

My breath caught.

"And after?"

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

I kissed him.

The bracelet clicked softly against his neck.

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

Not a new set of rules.

A new promise.

He would watch.

I would make it worth seeing.


CHAPTER 34

EVAN - WHAT WE WANTED NEXT

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

The ruined business card.

The gold bracelet engraved WATCH.

The thick black toy.

"No list," she said.

"I didn't suggest one."

"Your face did."

I looked at the objects.

Grant belonged to the beginning.

The bracelet belonged to the man I was becoming.

The toy belonged to Julian.

"What do you want next?" Lena asked.

The question was simple.

The answer was not.

"I want to see him naked."

Her nipples tightened beneath my shirt.

"More."

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

Her hand moved between her thighs.

"More."

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

Lena opened her legs on the stool.

No panties.

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

"And if I can't?"

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

She moaned softly.

"My cuck has been thinking."

"Every night."

"What else?"

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

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

The thick head pushed inside.

Lena's mouth opened.

"Tits?"

"Yes."

"Pussy?"

I drove the toy deeper.

"Yes."

"His mouth?"

"Everywhere."

She gripped the edge of the island.

"And his cock?"

My hand stopped.

That was the next book waiting behind the door.

"Not inside you. Not yet."

Lena smiled.

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

My cock hardened painfully.

"Yes."

She rode the toy while watching me.

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

I moved the shaft inside her.

"More."

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

Jealousy tightened under my ribs.

My hand worked the toy harder.

"More."

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

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

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

My free hand opened my trousers.

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

"Message him," I said.

Lena took the phone.

She opened the group thread.

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

Julian replied.

Julian: What do both of you want?

Lena handed me the phone.

I typed the words that made my hand shake.

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

Julian's reply came slowly.

Julian: And Lena?

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

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

She sent it.

My fist moved faster around my cock.

Julian answered.

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

Lena came around the toy.

I came across my own hand.

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

Lena picked it up and dropped it into the trash.

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


CHAPTER 35

EVAN - THE VIDEO SHE MADE ME WATCH

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

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

The message appeared while three contractors argued about flooring samples.

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

I excused myself and locked the restroom door.

The video opened on the mirror.

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

She held the thick black toy in one hand.

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

She rubbed the head of the toy over her pussy.

"It doesn't."

My cock hardened instantly.

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

She looked into the mirror, not the camera.

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

The toy pushed inside her.

Lena gasped.

A contractor knocked on the restroom door.

"Occupied," I called.

Lena worked the shaft deeper.

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

My hand moved inside my trousers.

"Look how easily your wife opens now."

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

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

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

Lena bent over the dresser.

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

"I want him to see me like this."

She drove the toy harder.

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

My breath came rough.

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

The toy slapped wetly against her cunt.

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

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

Lena kept moving.

"Did you come already, little cuck?"

The recorded question felt timed to humiliate me.

She slowed and smiled at the mirror.

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

My softening cock twitched.

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

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

Then she licked the slick shaft from base to head.

"Clean it, love."

The video ended.

I returned to dinner with my pulse still racing.

Forty minutes later, another message arrived.

A photograph of the black toy across my pillow.

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

Lena: We need a new rule.

I stared at the words.

Then I typed the only honest answer.

Evan: We need Julian.


CHAPTER 36

LENA - TELL YOUR CUCK EVERYTHING

The video changed the way Evan looked at my mouth.

Every kiss became practice.

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

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

I wore only the gold bracelet.

WATCH caught the lamplight when I crawled toward him.

"Show me Friday," he said.

I took the toy.

"Julian stands here."

I placed it upright between Evan's feet.

"Bigger than you."

His cock twitched.

"Say it properly."

I wrapped both hands around the thick shaft.

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

Evan stroked himself slowly.

"What do you do first?"

I kissed the head of the toy.

"I look at my cuck."

"Then?"

"I open my mouth."

I took the toy between my lips.

The thickness stretched my jaw.

Saliva gathered immediately.

Evan's breathing changed.

"Deeper."

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

My eyes watered.

I pulled off and smiled.

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

Jealousy darkened his face.

His fist moved faster.

"Tell me what Julian does."

"He holds my hair."

Evan gathered my hair in one hand.

"Like this?"

"Harder."

He tightened his grip.

I swallowed the toy again.

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

I gagged.

Saliva ran down the shaft.

Evan pulled me back.

"Look at me."

I did.

"What do you tell your bull?"

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

His cock leaked over his fingers.

"Again."

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

I took the toy deeper.

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

"And what do you tell me?"

I released the shaft with a wet sound.

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

His fist blurred.

"More."

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

Evan groaned.

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

"Look how open I am already."

He watched the thick shaft disappear.

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

I moved the toy hard and fast.

"Tell me everything," Evan said.

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

My husband's body tightened.

"And after?"

"I crawl to you."

"Covered in him?"

"Covered in him."

"Then what?"

I drove the toy deep and held it there.

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

Evan came across his stomach.

I watched every pulse.

The sight pushed me over.

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

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

He held my face.

"Friday, you keep looking at me."

I swallowed the last taste of him.

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


CHAPTER 37

EVAN - MORNING AFTER HUNGER

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

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

The bracelet flashed at her wrist.

WATCH.

She looked at me.

"Morning, cuck."

My cock hardened beneath the sheet.

"How long have you been doing that?"

"Long enough to imagine Julian taking over."

She pushed the toy deeper.

"Come closer."

I turned toward her.

Lena took my hand and placed it on the base.

"Fuck it into me."

I obeyed.

The thick shaft slid through her soaking cunt.

"Who is this?" I asked.

"Julian."

I drove harder.

"What does he do Friday?"

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

Her hips lifted.

"What truth?"

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

My cock throbbed.

Lena noticed.

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

I fucked the toy deeper.

"He isn't my bull."

"Not yet."

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

It sounded like a promise.

Lena turned onto her stomach and raised her ass.

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

"Show me Friday," I said.

She looked back.

"Julian holds my hair."

I gathered it in my fist.

"He tells me to open."

"Open."

She opened her mouth toward the mirror.

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

My cock pressed against her ass.

"And you?"

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

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

Lena cried out.

"You come watching me choke."

I could not wait.

I removed the toy and replaced it with my cock.

Her cunt was stretched and slick.

I felt smaller inside the space the toy had opened.

The humiliation made me drive harder.

Lena laughed breathlessly.

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

I slapped her ass.

"Say it again."

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

My hips snapped forward.

"Who comes home with you?"

"My husband."

"Who do you choose Friday?"

"Julian."

The answer hurt.

My cock stayed hard.

"For what?"

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

"And who watches?"

Lena looked at me in the mirror.

"My cuckold husband."

I came inside her.

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

We stayed joined in the morning light.

The black toy lay wet beside us.

Lena reached for the phone.

A new message waited from Julian.

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

She showed me.

My cock pulsed once inside her.

Lena smiled.

"He knows us."

"He knows what we told him."

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

I pulled out slowly.

My cum leaked from her stretched cunt.

Lena spread herself in the mirror.

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

I did.

No list.

No workshop.

No cold questions in the middle of heat.

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


CHAPTER 38

LENA - HIS MOUTH

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

No dark booth.

No dance floor.

No accident to blame.

We came for his mouth.

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

Julian stood when we approached.

His eyes moved to my mouth first.

Then to Evan.

"You chose the dress?" he asked.

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

Julian smiled faintly.

We sat for one drink.

No one touched me.

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

Julian watched every time I wet my lips.

Evan watched Julian watch.

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

I turned toward him.

"I want to kiss him."

Evan looked at my mouth.

Then at Julian's.

"Stand up," he said.

I obeyed.

Julian rose in front of me.

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

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

No repeated questions.

No cold pause.

The choice had been made before we arrived.

He pulled me against him.

His cock was already hard, thick against my stomach.

"Look at your husband," he said.

I did.

Then Julian kissed me.

Slow at first.

Deep enough on the second breath that my knees softened.

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

Evan watched.

Pain tightened his face.

His cock stayed hard.

That made me wetter.

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

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

Julian kissed me harder.

I looked at Evan through half-closed eyes.

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

My husband swallowed.

"Yes."

"Say what you are."

His jaw tightened.

"Your cuck."

The confession went straight to my cunt.

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

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

"Your wife is soaked," he told Evan.

"I know."

"She wants more."

"I know that too."

Julian's mouth returned to mine.

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

Evan let it continue until the room around us disappeared.

Then his hand closed around my wrist.

Not a question.

A claim.

"Come here."

Julian released me.

I went straight to my husband.

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

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

I gave it to him.

Bourbon. Saliva. Hunger.

When he pulled back, his breathing was rough.

"Tell me."

"Julian kisses slower than you."

His cock jumped beneath me.

"More."

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

Evan kissed me again, angry and hungry.

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

I reached toward him.

Evan caught my hand.

"Not tonight."

The answer did not cool me.

It gave the next night a shape.

Julian looked at my husband.

"What now?"

Evan held my face and made me look at him.

"Now she tells you who she wants for the next experiment."

My pussy clenched.

I looked at Julian.

The trainer whose name had entered our bed before his hands entered our marriage.

The man who had waited long enough to become dangerous.

"I choose you," I said.

Evan's cock pulsed beneath me.

Julian did not smile.

His eyes darkened.

"Then next time," he said, "I want more than your mouth."

I turned to my husband.

"So do I."


CHAPTER 39

EVAN - HER CHOSEN BULL

Hearing Lena choose Julian did not feel like losing my wife.

It felt like watching her point at the exact blade she wanted me to hold against my own pride.

Grant had been the first stranger.

Julian was different.

He knew where she trained. He knew how her body moved. He knew the name she used when she wanted to strip me of every comfortable lie.

And now he knew she had chosen him.

We left the wine bar beneath warm Florida rain.

Julian stood under the awning while Lena and I waited for the car.

The white dress clung faintly to her thighs. Her lips were swollen. Every time she licked them, I tasted him again.

"What does choosing me mean?" Julian asked.

Lena looked at me.

I answered.

"It means the next night belongs to the three of us."

"What happens?"

The direct question tightened my stomach.

"You touch her beneath the clothes."

Julian's eyes moved to Lena.

"Where?"

My mouth went dry.

"Her tits. Her pussy. Wherever she told us she wants before we walk into the room."

Lena inhaled sharply.

Julian looked back at me.

"And you?"

"I watch. I guide when she wants my voice. I stay close enough that she sees what it does to me."

"Anything else?"

Rain struck the sidewalk in silver lines.

I looked at the heavy shape beneath his trousers.

"I want to see your cock."

The humiliation of saying it burned through me.

Lena's hand tightened around mine.

Julian did not laugh.

"Why?"

"Because my wife has spent weeks telling me you're bigger. I want the comparison out of my head and in front of me."

Lena stepped closer to Julian.

"He wants proof that his fear has a body."

My cock hardened.

Julian's gaze dropped to the front of my trousers.

"It already does."

The answer hit harder because it was calm.

Lena smiled.

"My cuck likes you."

"Your cuck is trying to decide whether liking me makes this easier or worse."

"Worse," I said.

Julian nodded.

"Good."

The car pulled to the curb.

Before we moved, Julian stepped close to Lena.

"I'm kissing you goodbye."

My wife looked at me to make sure I saw the choice we had already made.

Then Julian kissed her in the rain.

No stopwatch.

No repeated check.

His hand at her neck. Her fingers in his shirt. Their mouths opening while water darkened the shoulders of his white shirt.

I watched until jealousy and hunger became the same pressure beneath my ribs.

Then I caught Lena by the waist and pulled her back to me.

She came willingly, breathless and smiling.

I kissed Julian's taste from her mouth in front of him.

My cock pressed hard against her stomach.

"Tell him," she whispered.

I looked at the man she had chosen.

"Next time, you show us everything."

Julian's eyes lowered to my wife.

"And she?"

Lena answered.

"Next time, I get on my knees."

My body reacted so violently that she laughed against my mouth.

We climbed into the car.

Through the window, Julian watched us leave.

Lena rested her head against my shoulder.

"Tell me the truth," she said.

"I'm scared."

"More."

"I want to see him naked."

Her hand moved over my hard cock through my trousers.

"More."

I looked back through the rain-streaked window at Julian growing smaller behind us.

"I want to watch my wife take a cock bigger than mine into her mouth."

Lena kissed my jaw.

"My honest little cuck."

This time, the name did not feel like something she used against me.

It felt like the man I had finally stopped pretending I was not.


EPILOGUE

LENA - THE NEXT DOOR

At home, I stood naked in front of the bedroom mirror while Evan photographed my swollen mouth.

The white dress lay across the chair.

The ruined business card rested beside it.

NO KISSING had survived the ink.

It had not survived us.

Evan chose a photograph where I touched my lips and looked at his reflection behind me.

He sent it to Julian.

Evan: She chose you. Next time happens with me in the room.

Julian answered.

Julian: I want to see both of you before the clothes come off.

Then another message.

Julian: And after that, I want her on her knees.

Evan's cock hardened visibly in the mirror.

I moved behind him and wrapped one hand around it.

"He knows what you want," I whispered.

"He knows what you want."

"Same thing now?"

"Not the same."

I stroked him slowly.

"Tell me the difference."

Evan looked at the drawer containing the thick black toy.

Then at my naked body.

Then at the mouth Julian had kissed.

"You want his cock."

My pussy tightened.

"And you?"

"I want to watch you prove it."

I lowered myself in front of him.

"Then practice."

I took my husband's cock into my mouth while Julian's message remained open on the phone beside us.

Evan held my hair.

"Next time," he said, "that mouth is around him."

I sucked harder.

"Bigger than me."

I moaned around his cock.

"Your jaw stretching. Your eyes on me."

My hand moved between my legs.

"And when I come from watching, you keep sucking him."

The words made my cunt drip onto the floor.

I pulled back with saliva shining at my lips.

"That's what you want?"

"Yes."

"Say what you are."

His fingers tightened in my hair.

"Your cuckold husband."

I smiled and swallowed him again.

Evan came hard against my tongue.

I took every pulse, looked up at him, and imagined Julian standing where my husband stood.

Afterward, I held Evan's softening cock against my cheek.

"The first door was my mouth," I said.

He touched the ruined card.

"And the next?"

I opened the drawer and took out the black toy.

"The next door is the man I chose."

I bent over the bed and pushed the toy against my soaking pussy.

Evan watched the thick head disappear inside me.

His cock began to harden again.

"Bigger," I gasped. "Love, I'm going to need him bigger."

My husband came behind me, gripped my hips, and drove the toy deeper.

"Then take it," he said. "Practice for your bull."

I looked back at him.

"Our bull."

The correction made his face tighten.

His cock stayed hard.

That was how Book Three began before either of us knew the title.

With my husband fucking a toy into my cunt while another man's message waited on the bed.

With no rule left between my mouth and the man I had chosen.

Only hunger.


BOOK 3

HER CHOSEN BULL

MY WIFE'S SECRET HUNGER


CHAPTER 1

EVAN - NO RULE LEFT

Julian's message was still waiting on our bed when I woke.

The black toy lay between Lena's thighs, wet from the way I had used it on her after she called Julian our bull. Her hair covered half her face. One hand rested over the swollen pussy I had opened with a piece of silicone while another man's name glowed on my phone.

Julian: Tell your husband I am ready when he is.

No question.

No workshop.

No polite little door for me to hide behind.

Ready.

My cock hardened beneath the sheet.

That was the first truth of the morning.

The second was worse.

I wanted him ready.

Lena opened her eyes and followed my stare to the phone.

"Read it again," she said.

Her voice was rough from the way she had sucked me before bed.

I picked up the phone.

"Tell your husband I am ready when he is."

She smiled without moving her hand.

"And is my husband ready?"

"For what?"

"Don't become stupid before coffee, cuck."

She lifted the toy. The thick black cock shone in the morning light.

"For this to stop being practice."

My cock pressed harder against the sheet.

Lena rolled onto her back and spread her knees. My cum had dried along the inside of one thigh. The silver bracelet circled her wrist, the small charm turned toward me.

WATCH.

She dragged the toy through her pussy.

"Look at me, love."

I looked.

She pushed the broad head inside herself.

Her mouth opened.

"Julian is bigger."

"You don't know that."

"I held him through his pants. I saw enough."

She worked another inch into her cunt.

"You saw enough too."

I threw back the sheet.

Lena's eyes dropped to my cock.

"There he is."

"Stop talking."

"Make me."

I moved over her and caught the back of her neck. She laughed into my mouth when I kissed her. The toy remained buried halfway inside her. I felt the base against my stomach.

"You want him," I said.

"Yes."

"You chose him."

"Yes."

"You want me watching when he takes that mouth again."

Her smile changed.

"I want you close enough to see my lips stretch around him."

My hand closed around the toy.

I drove it deeper.

Lena cried out into my mouth.

"And after my mouth?" she gasped.

I knew what she wanted me to say.

The words felt too large for the bedroom.

She tightened around the toy.

"Say it, little cuck."

I pushed until the base touched her pussy.

"After your mouth, I want to see whether his cock fits inside my wife."

Her eyes went dark.

"Again."

"I want to watch Julian fuck you."

The confession changed my body. My cock became painfully hard, my stomach tight, my breath shallow.

Lena wrapped one hand around me.

"That's why I chose him," she whispered. "Not because you're weak. Because your cock tells the truth before your pride does."

She stroked me while I fucked her with the toy.

"Picture it," she said. "His hands on my hips. That huge cock opening me. Your wife looking at you while another man pushes deeper than you can."

I moved the toy harder.

Her wet pussy made obscene sounds around the black cock.

"Bigger than your cock," she moaned. "Thicker. Filling your wife while my little cuck watches."

"You don't know how it will feel."

"That's why I need to find out."

She pulled my face close.

"And you need to see it."

My fist tightened around the toy.

"Tonight?"

For the first time, something uncertain crossed her face.

Not fear of Julian.

Fear of rushing past the part of me she wanted inside the fantasy.

"Tonight I want to see him naked," she said. "I want his cock in my hands and my mouth. I want you to watch every inch disappear between my lips."

"And if you want more?"

"I tell you before the clothes come off. I don't turn the bed into a meeting."

The answer cut through the last cold language left from the old version of us.

I nodded.

Lena smiled.

"Good."

Then she pushed the toy out of her cunt and held it against my mouth.

"Taste the hole you're giving him."

I licked her from the black cock.

Her body shuddered.

She guided the toy back into herself while I sucked the slick head clean between each slow drive.

My wife masturbated with a cock bigger than mine and made me taste every inch.

Julian's message remained open beside us.

Ready when he is.

I came across Lena's stomach while she screamed his name and mine together.

Afterward, she took the phone.

Lena: Evan is ready to watch.

Julian answered before my cum stopped moving on her skin.

Julian: Then tell him I will not hide what his wife does to me.

Lena turned the screen toward me.

Her pussy clenched around the toy.

"Tonight," she whispered, "you finally see the man I chose."


CHAPTER 2

LENA - TUESDAY WITH JULIAN

Julian did not touch me when I walked into Iron Harbor Fitness on Tuesday.

That was the first thing I noticed.

The second was that he watched Evan before he watched me.

My husband stood beside me near the front desk, one hand at the small of my back. He had chosen to come. Not because he distrusted me. Because the next experiment belonged to both of us, and he wanted Julian to understand that before anything began.

Julian wore black training pants and a charcoal shirt stretched across his chest. He had shaved that morning. I could tell from the clean line along his jaw.

I wondered whether he had done it because he knew he would see me.

Then I wondered whether Evan was wondering the same thing.

"Good morning," Julian said.

His voice was professional. His eyes were not.

"Morning," I answered.

Evan extended his hand.

Julian took it.

The handshake lasted a normal amount of time. It still felt like a test.

"Thank you for coming," Julian said to him.

"I wanted to see the place."

"And me."

Evan's jaw tightened.

"Yes."

Julian nodded once. No smile. No performance.

That was one reason I had chosen him.

Grant had been exciting because he was unknown. Julian was exciting because he understood exactly what he was stepping into.

He looked at my bracelet.

"You kept it."

I lifted my wrist. "My husband likes seeing it on me."

Julian's gaze returned to Evan.

"Do you?"

"More than I expected."

"Good."

I felt heat between my thighs before either man touched me.

Julian led us toward the private training room at the back of the gym. Mirrors covered two walls. A bench, a squat rack, resistance bands, and a padded table occupied the room. The door closed behind us with a soft click.

Evan noticed it.

So did I.

"The door isn't locked," Julian said.

"I didn't ask," Evan replied.

"You looked."

For one second, nobody spoke.

Then Julian turned to me.

"What are we doing today?"

"Training."

"Only training?"

I glanced at my husband.

Evan answered. "Train her. Put your hands where they need to go. She will tell you if you cross the line."

"And if I become hard?"

The directness made my stomach drop.

Evan looked at the front of Julian's pants.

"Don't hide it."

My pussy tightened.

Julian's expression stayed controlled, but his eyes darkened.

"Anything else?"

I spoke before Evan could.

"Talk to me."

"How?"

"Honestly."

"About your body?"

"Yes."

"About what I want to do to it?"

Evan's hand pressed harder against my back.

"Yes," I said.

Julian stepped closer.

"Turn around," Julian said. "Feet apart."

Julian placed both hands at my waist.

His palms were large enough that his thumbs nearly met beneath my ribs. The first contact was not sexual. That made it worse.

He turned me toward the mirror.

"Feet apart."

I obeyed.

Evan moved to the side, close enough that I could see him reflected behind Julian.

"Wider," Julian said.

I spread my feet.

His hands slid down to my hips.

"Back," he said. "Let me fix that angle."

He pulled my hips back against him.

The shape beneath his training pants pressed against my ass.

Not fully hard.

Not soft.

Heavy.

My breath caught.

Evan saw everything in the mirror.

Julian leaned near my ear.

"Feel what your wife chose," Julian said.

"Yes. His cock is pressing against my ass."

"Tell your husband."

I looked at Evan's reflection.

"I can feel his cock through his pants."

Evan swallowed.

Julian rotated my hips forward, then back again.

"Now tell him."

"More."

"Say it clearly."

I smiled at my husband.

"More cock."

Evan's hand moved over the front of his trousers.

Julian watched him in the mirror.

"Your wife likes making you hard."

"She likes making me admit why."

"Then admit it."

The room went still.

Evan met my eyes.

"I'm hard because another man's cock is pressed against my wife's ass."

The words sent a pulse through me.

Julian's grip tightened at my hips.

"Good," he said.

Then he stepped away.

The loss of his body felt immediate.

"Squats," he said.

The boundaries had been settled before his hands touched me. For the next twenty minutes, he trained me while Evan watched, correcting my knees, spine, and hips without breaking the rhythm.

His hands moved from my waist to my thighs with deliberate confidence.

When I bent beneath the bar, he stood behind me.

When I rose, his breath touched the back of my neck.

By the final set, his cock was hard enough to show through the black fabric.

Evan stared at it openly.

Julian noticed.

I noticed both of them noticing.

My legs shook for reasons that had nothing to do with the weight.

Afterward, I sat on the padded table while Julian knelt to stretch my ankle.

His pants tightened across his thighs.

The outline of him ran thick along one leg.

I had imagined it.

I had felt it through fabric.

This was the first time I saw enough to understand that the toy in our drawer had not prepared me.

My eyes lifted to the mirror.

Evan was watching my face.

I did not smile.

I did not need to. He knew exactly what I was thinking.

Julian's hand moved up my calf, climbed above my knee, and made me open my legs wider.


CHAPTER 3

EVAN - THE PROOF I ASKED FOR

Julian's hand stopped above Lena's knee because he knew waiting made her want him more.

She sat on the padded table with her legs still parted, sweat shining along her neck, the WATCH charm resting against her wrist.

I saw the disappointment on her face when he stepped away.

She saw me see it.

"My husband wants proof," she said.

Julian leaned against the table.

"Proof of what?"

"That he is right to be afraid of your cock."

The sentence came from my wife with calm cruelty.

My cock hardened.

Julian looked at me.

No smile. No victory.

"Is that what you want, Evan?"

I could have hidden behind comparison, jealousy, or the idea that this was only another experiment.

Instead, I told the truth.

"I want to see you naked."

Lena inhaled.

Julian remained still.

"Here?"

I looked at the unlocked door and the camera in the hallway.

"Hotel. Saturday."

Lena's thighs pressed together.

"And what happens when he is naked?" she asked.

I looked at her.

"You look. You touch him. You use that mouth you have been practicing with."

Her nipples tightened beneath the thin gym top.

"And you watch."

"Every inch."

Julian's hand closed around the edge of the table.

His control was not as perfect as he pretended.

That helped.

"One suite," I said. "I choose it."

"Close to the bed?" Lena asked.

"Close enough to hear you choke."

Her smile became filthy.

"My cuck is finally honest."

Julian looked at her.

"What do you want?"

She did not look at me before answering.

That mattered.

"I want your cock in my hands. I want to find out whether my fingers meet."

Julian's breathing changed.

"They won't."

Lena licked her lower lip.

"I want it in my mouth."

My cock pressed painfully against my pants.

Julian looked at me again.

"And after her mouth?"

I knew the question beneath the question.

Not Saturday.

Not the first room.

But the image was already alive.

"Saturday I watch her take your cock between her lips," I said. "After that, we discover what the hunger asks for next."

Lena slid off the table and came between us.

She placed one hand over Julian's hard shape through his training pants and the other over mine.

Two men.

Two cocks.

My wife's fingers measuring the future through fabric.

"Julian is bigger," she whispered.

"You already knew that," I said.

"I want you to hear me say it in front of him."

She squeezed both of us.

"His cock is bigger than yours, love. A lot bigger."

Humiliation burned through me.

My cock became harder in her hand.

Julian watched the reaction.

"Saturday," Lena said, "my husband sees exactly what his wife chose."

She released Julian first.

Then she dropped to her knees in front of me and opened my trousers.

The gym remained quiet beyond the private room.

Julian stood three feet away while Lena took my cock into her mouth.

She sucked me without breaking eye contact with him.

"Tell him why you are hard," she said when she pulled back.

I gripped her hair.

"Because my wife is sucking me while looking at the man whose cock she wants next."

Julian's hand moved over the front of his pants.

Lena smiled around my cock.

I came fast.

She swallowed every pulse, rose, and kissed my cheek.

"Saturday," she whispered, "you come watching me take the bigger one."

Julian opened the door.

"Eight o'clock," he said.

No ceremony. No contract. Only a time, a hotel, and the man my wife had chosen.


CHAPTER 4

LENA - HIS HANDS, MY HUSBAND'S EYES

I masturbated in the shower that night while Evan watched through the glass.

We had been home for twenty minutes. Neither of us had mentioned dinner. The bag from the gym sat untouched near the bathroom door.

I stepped beneath the water wearing the silver bracelet and nothing else.

Evan remained outside the shower in his work clothes, leaning against the counter with his arms crossed. His cock made a hard line beneath his trousers.

"You're staring," I said.

"You invited me."

"I invited you to watch. I didn't invite you to pretend you're calm."

I ran both hands over my breasts.

His jaw tightened.

"Tell me what you're thinking," I said.

"Saturday."

"Which part?"

"All of it."

"That's not good enough."

I slid one hand down my stomach.

Water ran between my fingers.

"Use details, baby."

His eyes followed my hand.

"I'm thinking about Julian standing in front of you."

My fingers reached my pussy.

"Naked?"

"Yes."

I spread my lips and stroked my clit.

"Hard?"

"Yes."

"How hard?"

Evan pushed away from the counter.

"Hard enough that you can't pretend you don't want him."

A shiver moved through me.

"I don't have to pretend."

"I know."

"That hurts you."

"Yes."

"And makes you hard."

"Yes."

I circled faster.

"What do you want me to do when I see it?"

"Look at me."

"Before I touch him?"

"Yes."

"And then?"

Evan unfastened his belt.

"Wrap your hand around him."

I pushed two fingers into my pussy.

"What if my fingers don't meet?"

His cock came free, hard and flushed.

"They won't."

"You sound sure."

"I saw enough."

I fucked myself with my fingers while watching my husband stroke his cock.

"You stared at his dick through his pants."

"Yes."

"Did you imagine me sucking it?"

"Yes."

"Did you imagine his hand in my hair?"

Evan's fist moved faster.

"Yes."

"Did you imagine me choking because your wife wanted more than she could take?"

"Fuck, Lena."

"Answer me, little cuck."

"Yes."

The word broke from him.

I pressed my palm against the shower glass.

"Come closer."

He stepped to the other side.

Only the glass separated us.

I bent forward, one hand braced near his face, the other between my legs.

"Imagine Julian behind me," I whispered. "Imagine those big hands spreading my ass while I look at you through this glass. Imagine his cock sliding between my cheeks, thick and hot, showing me what he could do when we invited him closer."

Evan's forehead touched the glass.

"You want to change it already?"

I stopped moving my fingers.

The honest answer frightened me.

"I want to know what it feels like to want to change it."

His eyes opened.

That was the difference between fantasy and betrayal.

I could want.

I could beg.

I could describe every filthy thing I imagined.

But the next step belonged to us, not the heat of a shower.

"Good," he said.

I began touching myself again.

"But Saturday," I said, "I'm going to make you wish you had never written it."

His cock pulsed in his fist.

"How?"

"I'll get on my knees. I'll wrap my hands around that big cock. I'll look straight at you before I open my mouth."

I pushed three fingers into my soaked cunt.

"And I'll show you how hungry your wife gets when the man she chose is finally naked in front of her."

Evan came against the glass.

The white streaks slid down between us while I watched.

That sight pushed me over.

I came with my fingers buried inside me and Julian's name in my mouth.

Afterward, Evan opened the shower door and stepped inside fully dressed.

Water soaked his shirt immediately.

He grabbed the back of my neck and kissed me.

"You enjoy ruining my clothes," he said.

"I enjoy ruining your dignity."

"Same thing lately."

I laughed against his mouth.

Then I touched the silver bracelet.

"Ask me."

"Ask you what?"

"If I want Saturday."

His expression changed.

The joke left.

"Do you want Saturday?"

"Yes."

"Do you want Julian?"

"Yes."

"Do you want me there?"

I held his face in both hands.

"More than anything."

That was the truth that made every other truth safe.


CHAPTER 5

EVAN - THE PICTURE HE SENT

Julian sent the photograph Thursday night.

Not to Lena.

To me.

We were eating Thai food on the sofa when my phone vibrated. Lena had one bare foot tucked beneath her and a carton of noodles balanced on her knee.

"Who is it?" she asked.

I saw Julian's name and stopped breathing normally.

"Him."

Lena set down the carton.

"What did he say?"

The message read:

You asked for proof before Saturday. I will send one image if both of you agree. No face. No forwarding. Delete it if either of you becomes uncomfortable.

Below it was no attachment yet.

He was asking.

Even now.

I handed the phone to Lena.

She read it, then looked at me.

"Do you want it?"

"Do you?"

"Yes."

"That fast?"

Her mouth curved.

"I've wanted to see his cock since before I admitted his name to you."

The blunt truth cut through me.

"You imagined it before me."

"I imagined it before I knew you would want to hear about it."

"How often?"

"Evan."

"Tell me."

She moved closer.

"In the shower after training. In bed when you were asleep. Once in the gym bathroom after he corrected my squat."

My chopsticks slipped from my fingers.

"You touched yourself there?"

"I locked the stall."

"Thinking about him?"

"Thinking about what was under his pants."

My cock hardened.

Lena saw it.

"Ask for the picture, little cuck."

I typed:

We both agree. Send it.

The attachment arrived ten seconds later.

I opened it.

For a moment, neither of us spoke.

Julian stood in front of a dark mirror. The photograph ended below his chest and above his knees. He wore nothing. One hand held the phone out of frame. The other rested at his side.

His cock hung thick and heavy between his thighs, not fully hard.

Even soft, he was larger than me.

Lena inhaled through parted lips.

I could not look away.

The head was broad. The cock was dark and thick enough that my wife's fingers might not meet around it. A faint line of hair ran from his stomach toward the base.

He had not posed like a porn actor.

He had simply shown us.

That confidence made it worse.

"Jesus," Lena whispered.

The sound tore through me.

"That's what you imagined?" I asked.

"No."

Relief appeared too quickly.

Then she looked at me.

"I imagined smaller."

My cock jumped.

Lena took the phone from my hand and enlarged the image with two fingers.

"Look at the thickness."

"I am."

"Look at the head."

"I see it."

"Do you think I'll fit that in my mouth?"

My stomach tightened.

"You will try."

"Do you want me to?"

"Yes."

She kept staring at the photograph.

"Say the comparison."

"Lena."

"You asked for proof. Now tell me what it proves."

I looked at Julian's cock on my phone.

Then at my wife sitting beside me with flushed cheeks and hard nipples beneath her thin shirt.

"He's bigger than me."

"How much bigger?"

"A lot."

"Thicker?"

"Yes."

"Longer?"

"Yes."

She placed her hand over my hard cock.

"And your cock got hard seeing it."

"Yes."

"My husband is hard because another man sent him a picture of the cock his wife wants."

I closed my eyes.

"Yes."

"Open them."

I obeyed.

Lena set the phone upright against the takeout carton. Julian's cock remained on the screen between us.

Then she stood and removed her shorts.

No underwear.

Her pussy was already glossy.

"Get the toy," she said.

I stared at her.

"Now."

I went to the bedroom and returned with the large black dildo we had used since her first confession.

Lena lay back on the sofa and spread her legs.

"Put the picture where I can see it."

I moved the phone beside her hip.

She looked at Julian's cock while I pressed the toy against her opening.

"It looks smaller now," she whispered.

The humiliation hit hard enough to make my hand shake.

"The toy?"

"Your cock too."

I pushed the dildo slowly into her.

Her mouth opened.

"Imagine Saturday," she said. "Imagine me holding that picture in my head while the real thing fills my mouth."

I worked the toy deeper.

"Will you think about me?"

"I'll look at you."

"That's not what I asked."

She reached for my cock.

"I'll think about how hard my little cuck gets when his wife chooses something bigger."

I drove the toy into her harder.

She cried out and tightened around it.

The phone screen dimmed.

Lena tapped it awake without looking away from me.

Julian's cock returned between us.

"Keep it there," she ordered.

I fucked her with the toy while she stared at another man's body. She came saying his name. I came looking at the same photograph, deleted it as promised, and kept the image in my head.


CHAPTER 6

EVAN - THE VOICE NOTE FROM THE GYM

Lena sent the voice note from the gym bathroom at 6:42.

I was still at my desk, pretending to finish a construction schedule while Julian trained my wife three miles away.

The message contained no text.

Only forty-three seconds of her breathing.

I locked my office door and pressed play.

"Love, he's outside the stall."

My hand stopped over the keyboard.

A distant door closed in the recording.

Lena's voice dropped.

"He doesn't know I'm touching myself. Not yet."

Fabric moved against the phone.

Then I heard the wet sound of her fingers.

My cock hardened so fast it hurt.

"He put his hands on my hips in front of the mirror," she whispered. "No asking. No cold little questions. He knew where he was allowed because we told him before I came."

Her breath broke.

"He pulled my ass against that thick cock and made me watch your face in my head."

I opened my trousers.

The recording continued.

"I told him my husband gets hard when another man handles his wife. He said he already knew."

A muffled moan.

"I'm soaked, Evan. I'm sitting in a gym bathroom with two fingers in my cunt while the bull I chose waits outside."

My fist closed around my cock.

"Tonight, I'm going to kneel between you. I'm going to hold his cock with both hands and ask my cuck whether the toy lied."

She laughed softly.

"It did."

The final sound was her coming with my name caught behind her teeth.

The recording ended.

I replayed it.

Then again.

On the third time, I came into my fist while listening to my wife describe Julian's body against hers.

A new message appeared.

Lena: Did my cuck listen?

I typed with one hand.

Evan: Three times.

Lena: Did you come?

Evan: Yes.

Lena: Good. He is asking why I am smiling.

My stomach tightened.

Evan: Tell him.

The dots appeared.

Lena: I told him my husband just came listening to me finger myself in the bathroom.

Evan: What did he say?

Lena: He said tonight he wants to hear you admit it to his face.

I looked at the mess on my hand.

The humiliation should have cooled me.

Instead, my cock tried to harden again.

A photograph arrived.

Lena stood in front of the bathroom mirror with her shorts pulled low enough to show the wet hairless line of her pussy. Two shining fingers rested against her lips. The WATCH charm hung beside her face.

Behind her, visible through the open door, Julian leaned against the far wall.

He was not looking at the camera.

He was looking at her ass.

Lena: He knows exactly what waits for him tonight.

I saved the photograph.

Not because it was beautiful.

Because it was evidence.

My wife had stopped hiding her hunger from me.

Now she was letting the man she chose see what that honesty did to her husband.


CHAPTER 7

LENA - WHAT WE WANTED

We talked about the first hotel night at the kitchen table.

Not a contract.

Not colors.

Not a list long enough to kill what we had spent two books building.

Only what we wanted.

I wanted Julian naked in front of us.

Lena wanted his cock in her hands and mouth.

I wanted the first touch to happen while she stood between my knees.

She wanted me close enough to see her face when the size became real.

Julian already knew the limits before he arrived. No surprises. No hidden second scene. The first hotel night would be about seeing, touching, tasting, and discovering whether the three of us could occupy the same room without turning desire into theater.

"And his cock inside me?" Lena asked.

The question did not sound like negotiation.

It sounded like a blade laid gently against my throat.

I looked at her.

She wore my shirt open over bare breasts. The WATCH charm rested between them.

"Not the first night," I said.

Disappointment crossed her face.

My cock hardened because I saw it.

"Say why."

"Because I want to see you take his mouth and cock without rushing past the part that frightens me."

"You want to watch me suck him first."

"Yes."

"You want to see whether I can take all of it."

"Yes."

"You want to come before he does."

The cruelty in her smile made me grip the edge of the table.

"Probably."

Lena came around the table and opened my trousers.

"Then tonight I make my cuck come watching."

She pulled my cock free.

"And when Julian leaves, you fuck the mouth he used."

I caught her wrist.

"You want him to leave you hungry."

"I want hunger to survive the first room."

She lowered to her knees.

"If I take everything in one night, what will you obsess over tomorrow?"

Then she sucked me while describing Julian undressing.

The shirt dropping from his shoulders.

His trousers opening.

The cock from the photograph becoming real in front of her.

Her hands failing to meet around it.

Her lips stretching.

Her husband watching.

I came before she finished the description.

Lena swallowed, wiped her mouth, and climbed into my lap.

"That is what I want tonight," she whispered. "No cold words once the door closes. No one asking whether I still mean the yes I gave before we left home."

"And if something is wrong?"

"I say stop. He stops. You stop. Then we handle it like adults."

Simple.

Clear.

Not eroticized.

I kissed her.

"Hotel at eight."

"Black dress?"

"The one with the low back."

"Panties?"

"The pair from the photograph."

Her pussy pressed hot against my thigh.

"And the bracelet?"

I turned the charm outward.

WATCH.

"Always."

Lena smiled.

"Then watch what your wife does with the man she chose."


CHAPTER 8

EVAN - THE PICTURE SHE SENT

Lena chose the photograph at ten the next morning.

She stood in front of our bedroom mirror wearing black lace panties, the silver bracelet, and nothing else. Sunlight crossed her body through the blinds. The lines moved over her breasts, her stomach, and the curve of her hips.

I held the phone.

"Higher," she said.

"The camera?"

"My panties."

She hooked both thumbs beneath the lace and pulled it up until the thin fabric disappeared between her cheeks.

My cock hardened.

"Like that?"

"Would Julian like it?"

The question landed harder than it should have.

"Yes."

"How do you know?"

"Because I'm looking at you."

"You're my husband. You're supposed to like it."

"He'll like it too."

Lena turned her back fully to the mirror and looked at me over one shoulder.

"Take it."

I raised the phone.

"Wait."

She spread her feet.

Then she reached behind herself and pulled one side of the panties aside, exposing the slick line of her pussy.

"Lena."

"This is what I want him to see."

I looked at the bracelet.

"He is going to see that."

"Send it."

"From my phone."

"Put your name under it."

I took the photograph.

The image caught everything: my wife's bare back, the black lace twisted in her fingers, the wet shine between her thighs, and her eyes in the mirror fixed on me instead of the camera.

It was not a photograph of a woman offering herself to another man.

It was a photograph of my wife using another man's desire to expose something inside her husband.

"Show me," she said.

I handed her the phone.

She studied it.

"What do you think?"

"I think he'll be hard before he finishes opening it."

"And you?"

"I was hard before I took it."

She smiled.

"Send it from your phone."

"Why mine?"

"Because I want him to know my husband chose what he gets to see today."

I typed:

Tomorrow. She chose this for you. I took it.

Then I attached the photograph.

Julian's answer came less than a minute later.

Beautiful. Ask her whether she wants my honest response.

I read it aloud.

Lena turned toward me.

"I want it."

I replied.

His next message appeared:

I want to pull those panties down with my teeth while her husband watches.

My mouth went dry.

Lena's nipples tightened.

"Read it again," she said.

I did.

"Slower."

I read each word.

She walked toward me and placed my free hand between her legs.

My fingers found her soaked.

"That's what his message did," she whispered.

"You want his mouth there."

"Yes."

"You want me watching."

"Yes."

"You want him to know I took the picture."

"I want him to know you're not outside this."

My fingers pushed into her.

She grabbed my shoulder.

"Tell him what I'm doing," she said.

"What?"

"Tell Julian your fingers are in your wife's pussy while she reads what he wants to do to her."

Humiliation burned through me.

"You tell him."

"No." Her eyes held mine. "You wanted proof. You wanted the picture. Now show him what kind of husband invited him into this."

I typed one-handed:

My fingers are inside her while she reads your message.

Julian replied:

Ask her whether she is imagining your hand or my mouth.

I showed Lena.

She read it, then tightened around my fingers.

"Answer him," I said.

"What should I say?"

The question was a trap.

I knew what she imagined.

She wanted me to make her say it.

"Tell him the truth."

Lena took the phone and typed:

Your mouth. My husband's hand. Both of them making me wet for tomorrow.

She pressed send.

Then she looked at me.

"It hurts you."

"And it makes me harder."

"Then keep your hand inside me."

"Make me say his name."

"Julian."

I fucked her harder while she stood in front of me wearing nothing but lace and another man’s attention.

"The fantasy has a body now," I said.

Lena kissed me.

"Tomorrow," she whispered, "you get to see all of him."


CHAPTER 9

LENA - THE APPOINTMENT

The hours before the hotel moved slowly enough to feel deliberate.

Evan cleaned the kitchen twice.

I shaved my legs even though they did not need it. I stood naked in the bathroom with one foot on the edge of the tub and watched my husband watch me make myself smooth for Julian.

That had become part of the ritual.

Not hiding preparation.

Making him participate in it.

"Closer," I said.

Evan stepped behind me.

I handed him the razor.

"You do it."

His eyes met mine in the mirror.

"Where?"

I opened my legs.

"Everywhere."

He knelt on the bathroom tile.

I spread my thighs while my husband carefully drew the razor over my pussy. Warm water ran from the cloth in his hand. His face was inches from the place Julian would see, touch, and taste later that night.

"You're quiet," I said.

"I'm concentrating."

"On shaving me?"

"On not thinking about why."

I touched his hair.

"Think about it."

He looked up.

"I want you to."

The razor stopped.

"Why are you doing this, Lena?"

"Because I want to be bare when Julian spreads my legs."

His cock pressed against his jeans.

"More."

"Because I want him to see how ready your wife made herself for him."

Evan rinsed the blade.

"More."

I smiled.

"Because when he puts his mouth on me, I don't want anything between his tongue and my pussy."

My husband's breathing became rough.

He finished slowly, then pressed his mouth to the inside of my thigh.

"Mine first," he said.

"What is?"

"Your taste."

He dropped the razor, gripped my hips, and buried his mouth between my legs.

I held the counter and let him lick me while the hotel confirmation sat open on his phone beside the sink.

He knew another man would do the same thing hours later.

That knowledge changed every movement of his tongue.

He was not trying to prove he could do it better.

He was memorizing me before sharing the experience.

I came against his mouth with my hand twisted in his hair.

Afterward, he stood and wiped his face.

"Now you're ready," he said.

I kissed the taste of myself from his lips.

"Not yet."

In the bedroom, the black dress waited across the bed.

It was not the red dress from the bar. Red had belonged to Grant and the first night. Black belonged to the man I had chosen.

The dress had a low back and thin straps. It ended halfway down my thighs. Beneath it, I wore the same black lace panties from the photograph and no bra.

Evan fastened the zipper.

His fingers lingered at the base of my spine.

"Turn around."

I faced him.

He looked at me without speaking.

"Say it," I told him.

"You look beautiful."

"That's not what you're thinking."

"You look like you dressed for him."

"I did."

His jaw tightened.

I stepped closer.

"Who chose the dress?"

"I did."

"Who shaved me?"

"I did."

"Who booked the suite?"

"I did."

"Who told Julian he could show me his cock?"

Evan's eyes dropped.

I lifted his chin.

"Look at your wife."

He obeyed.

"You did," he said.

"Good."

I kissed him slowly.

"Tonight isn't happening to you. You're walking me into it."

"That doesn't make it easy."

"It isn't supposed to be easy."

He placed the bracelet around my wrist and closed the clasp.

"WATCH," he said.

"Always."

He picked up the overnight bag even though we did not intend to sleep there.

Inside were towels, water, condoms we had not agreed to use, the large black toy, lubricant, clean clothes, and clean towels.

The condoms had been my idea.

Not because sex was allowed.

Because I wanted the possibility in the room.

Evan had stared at the box for a long time before putting it in the bag.

In the car, he drove with both hands on the wheel.

I rested my palm over his thigh.

"We can turn around."

"Do you want to?"

"No."

"Neither do I."

"Then why do you look sick?"

He glanced at me.

"Because the man my wife chose is waiting in a hotel room to show us his cock."

My pussy tightened.

"Say the rest."

"He is going to put it in your mouth."

"And you'll watch."

"Yes."

I squeezed his thigh.

"My brave little cuck."

He did not argue with the name.

He accelerated.


CHAPTER 10

EVAN - THE HOTEL KEY

The suite was on the eleventh floor of a hotel near the river.

I had chosen it because the bedroom and sitting area were separated by a wide doorway without a door. I could sit on the sofa and see the bed. I could move closer if I wanted. I could leave the bedroom without leaving Lena.

That distinction mattered.

We arrived first.

Lena walked through the room slowly, touching nothing. The black dress moved around her thighs. Her heels made quiet clicks against the wood floor.

"Where will you sit?" she asked.

I pointed to the armchair beside the bed.

"There."

"Close."

"You wanted me close."

"I do."

She walked to the chair and stood between my knees.

"And where do you want me?"

"At first? In front of me."

"On my knees?"

My cock hardened.

"Eventually."

"For him?"

"Yes."

She touched my face.

"You can still change your mind."

"Stop offering."

"Why?"

"Because every time you offer, I have to choose again."

"That's the point."

I understood.

We had chosen the night before we arrived. The room did not need another speech.

I placed my phone and the unopened condoms on the table.

Lena put the condoms beside it.

The sight of them made my stomach turn.

"They stay closed," I said.

"Not tonight," she said. "Those stay closed."

"I know."

"Then don't glare at the box. It didn't do anything to you."

"Not yet."

She smiled.

A knock sounded at the door.

Every muscle in my body tightened.

Lena looked at me.

"Ready?"

"No."

"Do you want me to open it?"

I forced air into my lungs.

"Yes."

She crossed the room.

I watched my wife open a hotel door to another man.

Julian stood in the hallway wearing dark trousers and a white shirt with the sleeves rolled to his forearms. No jacket. No tie. He carried a small black bag.

His gaze moved over Lena once, slowly, before returning to her face.

"You look beautiful."

"My husband chose the dress."

Julian looked at me.

"Good choice."

I nodded.

Lena stepped aside.

Julian entered.

The door closed behind him.

The sound changed the room.

He placed the bag beside the table and looked at both of us. "Tell me what you want tonight."

"You included the possibility."

"We chose the first night," I said.

"Not a promise."

"Correct."

He placed the black bag beside the table.

Then he removed his watch and set it beside the paper.

He looked at me and waited.

I had rehearsed the answer.

My mouth still went dry.

"I undress her first."

Lena turned her back to me.

I lowered the zipper of the black dress while Julian watched.

The fabric loosened around her body. I slid the straps from her shoulders and let the dress fall.

She stood in black lace panties and heels, the bracelet catching the light.

Julian's control slipped for half a second.

His chest rose sharply.

His eyes moved over my wife's breasts, her stomach, the narrow strip of lace between her hips.

Lena saw his reaction.

She became more beautiful inside it.

I kissed her shoulder.

"Turn around."

She faced me.

I sat in the armchair.

Lena stood between my knees exactly as we had planned.

Julian waited near the bed.

Julian looked at Lena. "Come here."

He stepped closer and placed one hand along her jaw.

Lena closed her eyes.

His thumb moved over her lower lip.

My cock hardened painfully.

Julian cupped her jaw. "I am taking that mouth now."

Julian kissed my wife while she stood between my knees.

His hand remained at her face. Her hands stayed at her sides for the first few seconds. Then she lifted them to his chest.

The kiss deepened.

Lena made a quiet sound.

I felt it in my cock.

Julian stopped before I asked.

He rested his forehead against hers.

"Show your husband what he brought me," Julian said.

He cupped them with both hands.

My wife arched into another man's palms.

I could have reached forward and touched her back.

I did not.

I wanted the full wound.

Julian rolled her nipples between his fingers.

Lena gasped.

"Tell your husband," he said.

"His hands are bigger than yours," she whispered.

My cock jumped.

"Tell him what my hands do better," Julian said.

Lena's eyes stayed on me.

"You can hold more of me."

The honest answer burned.

She smiled.

"He can hold more of me."

Humiliation burned through my chest.

I unfastened my trousers.

Lena watched me free my cock.

Julian kept touching her.

"Look at your husband," he said. "Tell him what you want next."

Her voice came soft and filthy.

"I want you naked."

Julian's hands stopped.

He looked at me.

I nodded.

"Show her."


CHAPTER 11

LENA - THE MAN I CHOSE

Julian undressed without hurry.

That was the first cruelty.

He unbuttoned the white shirt one button at a time while Evan sat behind me with his cock in his hand. I watched Julian's chest appear. Dark skin. Defined muscle. A thin line of hair running down his stomach.

I had seen him in training clothes for months.

That had not prepared me for the size of him without them.

He removed the shirt and placed it over the back of a chair.

Then he opened his belt.

Evan's fist stopped moving.

Julian noticed.

"Look at me," Julian said.

Julian lowered the zipper.

My mouth went dry.

He pushed the trousers and underwear down together.

His cock came free.

The photograph had been honest.

It had not been enough.

He was already hard. Thick from base to head, darker than the rest of him, heavy enough that it angled forward instead of standing straight. The broad head shone faintly at the tip.

I stared.

For weeks, I had imagined this moment through fabric, photographs, toys, and dirty words whispered into my husband's ear.

The real thing made every fantasy feel careful.

"Fuck," I said.

Evan's cock pulsed in his fist.

Julian stood naked in front of us.

"Come closer," Evan said.

The command surprised all three of us.

Julian stepped forward until his cock was inches from my stomach.

I could feel the heat of it.

Evan's hand settled at my hip.

"Look at me," he said.

I turned my face toward him.

"Is he bigger?"

The question was not playful now.

It was the question beneath every question he had asked since I said Julian's name.

I touched my husband's cheek.

"Yes."

"How much?"

I looked down again.

Julian's cock was thick enough that I knew my fingers would not meet.

"A lot."

Evan's breath shook.

"Thicker than the toy?"

"Yes."

"Longer than me?"

"Yes."

"Does seeing it make you want him more?"

I could have protected him.

He did not want protection.

"Yes."

His cock hardened in his hand.

I smiled.

"Look at you, little cuck. Your wife tells you another man is bigger, and you get harder."

Evan's fingers dug into my hip.

"Touch him."

The command moved through me like a spark.

I turned toward Julian.

Julian held his cock toward me. "Use both hands."

I wrapped one hand around his cock.

My fingers did not meet.

The first contact made both of us inhale.

He was hot. Hard. The skin moved over the thick cock when I stroked him once.

"Jesus," Evan whispered.

I looked at my husband.

"You were right to be scared."

His eyes darkened.

"Use both hands."

I obeyed.

Even with both hands, there was more of Julian above and below my grip.

"How does he feel?" Evan asked.

"Heavy."

I stroked slowly.

"Harder than you."

My husband's fist moved again.

"Tell me what you want to do."

I brought the broad head close to my lips but did not touch it.

"I want to see how much I can take."

Julian's hand flexed at his side.

"Ask him," Evan said.

I looked up at the man I had chosen.

"Give me that cock," I whispered.

I lowered to my knees between two men.

My husband sat close enough to touch my shoulder.

Julian stood in front of me, naked and hard, his cock filling both my hands. I looked at Evan one final time.

"Watch your wife." Then I opened my mouth.


CHAPTER 12

EVAN - HER MOUTH AROUND HIM

Nothing I had imagined prepared me for the moment Lena's lips closed around Julian's cock.

I had pictured it in bed, in the shower, while driving, while sitting through meetings. I had asked her to describe it. I had watched her practice with the toy. I had stared at the photograph he sent.

The real sight was different because my wife disappeared into it.

Not completely.

She remained Lena. The woman I loved. The woman wearing our wedding ring and the bracelet that reminded her where to look.

But another part of her became hungry enough to frighten me.

She took the broad head into her mouth and stopped.

Her lips stretched around him.

Julian's stomach tightened.

Lena looked at me.

I had never seen her eyes like that.

Proud.

Nervous.

Filthy.

She withdrew, leaving the head wet, then licked around it slowly.

Julian exhaled through clenched teeth.

"She likes teasing," I said.

My voice sounded distant.

He looked down at her.

"I noticed."

Lena smiled with his cock against her cheek.

The sight nearly made me come.

"Tell him what I like," she said.

I gripped my cock.

"She likes praise when she's learning something."

Julian touched her hair but did not grip it.

"You're doing well."

Lena opened again and took more.

His cock disappeared inch by inch until she stopped halfway. Her eyes watered immediately.

She pulled back, coughed once, and laughed.

"Fuck."

"Take your breath," Julian said.

"Bigger than practice," she said, already opening again.

She looked at me.

"A lot bigger."

My cock pulsed.

"Try again," I said.

Lena's eyebrows lifted.

"My husband is ordering me to suck another man's cock."

"You asked me to participate."

"I did."

She kissed the head.

"Good cuck."

Then she took Julian deeper.

I watched his cock stretch my wife's mouth. Watched saliva gather at her lips. Watched her hands work the cock she could not take.

Julian's fingers closed lightly in her hair.

"Hold still," Julian said.

He gathered her hair again.

This time, he guided instead of simply resting his hand there.

Slowly.

Carefully.

Lena opened and let him slide deeper.

Her eyes stayed on me.

I saw the moment her throat resisted. The moment she fought the instinct to pull away. Julian stopped immediately.

"Breathe," he said.

She did.

He withdrew.

Lena gasped and wiped her mouth.

"Again."

Julian looked at me.

I nodded.

He guided her onto his cock again.

My wife's mouth opened around another man while I watched from less than three feet away.

The comparison was no longer a number or a dirty sentence.

It was visible in the way her jaw strained.

In the amount she could not take.

In the tears gathering at the corners of her eyes.

I had never felt smaller.

I had never been harder.

"Tell me," Lena said when she pulled away.

Her voice was rough.

"Tell you what?"

"What you see."

I forced the words out.

"I see my wife on her knees with a cock bigger than mine in her mouth."

"More."

"I see you trying to take all of him."

"More."

Julian stroked himself in front of her lips.

I looked at the thick cock, wet from my wife's mouth.

"I see why the toy wasn't enough."

Lena moaned.

Then she swallowed Julian again.

His hand tightened in her hair.

"Your husband knows you," he said. "Listen to him."

I leaned forward.

"Use your tongue beneath the head."

She obeyed.

Julian groaned.

"Stroke what you can't take."

Her hands moved faster.

"Look at me."

Her eyes lifted.

I had guided my wife through a thousand intimate moments.

None had felt like this.

"Show me how badly you wanted him."

Lena took him until she gagged.

She pulled back with tears on her lashes and a smile on her swollen mouth.

"That badly," she said.

I came into my fist.

No warning.

No control.

Lena watched every pulse.

Julian remained hard in front of her.

My wife looked from my softening cock to his.

The comparison became crueler without a word.

She leaned forward and kissed Julian's cock.

"My little cuck came first," she whispered.

Humiliation burned through me.

Julian looked at me.

I stayed in the chair and tightened my fist around the towel.

Lena smiled.

"Good."

Then she opened her mouth for Julian again.


CHAPTER 13

LENA - BIGGER THAN THE TOY

Evan's coming changed the room.

Before he came, his jealousy had been sharp enough to direct him. He told me how to use my mouth. He made me look at him. He confessed every humiliating detail he saw.

Afterward, he became quiet.

Not absent.

More exposed.

Julian felt it too.

He did not push my head down. He did not make a joke about my husband's empty hand or softening cock. He stroked my hair and waited for Evan to choose whether he remained in the scene.

That restraint made me want Julian more.

It made me trust him.

Trust was dangerous because it turned fantasy into possibility.

I released Julian's cock and sat back on my heels.

"Come here," I said to Evan.

He hesitated.

"Please."

My husband left the chair and knelt beside me.

I kissed him with Julian's taste still on my tongue.

Evan gripped the back of my neck and kissed me harder.

He knew what he was tasting.

That was the point.

When we separated, his eyes were wet.

I held Evan's face. "Look at me, love."

"Tell me something true."

He looked at Julian's cock beside my face.

"Seeing you take him made me feel small."

"Did you hate it?"

"Part of me did."

"And the rest?"

"The rest wanted you to take more."

I kissed him again.

"My honest little cuck."

This time, I said it gently.

Julian touched my shoulder.

Julian hooked his fingers beneath the black lace.

He looked at Evan before moving.

My husband nodded.

Julian pulled the panties down slowly.

The fabric slid over my ass, my thighs, my calves. I stepped out of it.

Julian remained kneeling.

His breath touched the back of my legs.

His mouth pressed against one cheek, then the other.

Evan stood in front of me, watching my face.

Julian spread me with both hands.

The exposure made my knees weak.

He spread me with both hands and buried his mouth against my pussy.

I grabbed Evan's shoulders.

The first lick was slow and broad. He opened me with his thumbs and did it again, deeper this time.

"Fuck," I gasped.

Evan's eyes stayed on mine.

"Better than you imagined?" he asked.

Julian's tongue circled my clit.

"Different."

"Honest answer."

I laughed breathlessly.

The phrase had become our blade.

"His mouth is bigger too."

Evan's cock pressed against my stomach.

Julian gripped my hips and pulled me back against his face.

I cried out.

"Tell your husband what I am doing," he said against me.

"He's eating your wife's pussy."

"How?" Evan asked.

"Like he owns the space between my legs."

"He doesn't own you."

"No." I held Evan's face. "You don't either."

His expression flickered.

Then he nodded.

"You choose."

"I choose this."

Julian pushed two fingers into me while his mouth stayed on my clit.

My body tightened around him.

"And this," I moaned.

Evan kissed me.

Julian fucked me with his fingers from behind while I kissed my husband.

The two sensations collided until I could not separate them.

My husband's mouth.

Julian's hand.

The broad cock I had tasted still hard behind me.

The waiting between us.

Not yet.

Julian added a third finger.

I broke the kiss and cried out.

"Open for it," he said.

"More."

He worked me open slowly.

Evan understood before I said it.

"You're imagining his cock," he whispered.

"Yes."

"Those fingers aren't enough."

"No."

"The toy wasn't enough."

"No."

"You want him to fill you."

Julian stopped moving.

The thing we had delayed entered the room.

I looked at Evan.

"Yes."

His face tightened.

I felt the answer before he gave it.

Not tonight.

Not yet.

Desire burned hot enough to become anger for one second.

Then I remembered the paper on the table.

The signature beneath mine.

The promise on the back.

I came home with him.

Always.

I reached behind me and touched Julian's wrist.

"Stop."

He stopped immediately and withdrew his fingers.

Evan held me while I trembled.

Julian stood but did not touch us.

The room went quiet except for my breathing.

"I want more," I said.

Evan closed his eyes.

"I know."

"I will not pretend I do not want his cock."

He looked at the condoms.

Then at Julian.

Then at me.

"Not yet."

The disappointment hurt.

I let it.

"Okay."

Julian's expression softened.

"Not tonight," he said.

I nodded.

Evan kissed my forehead.

"Thank you."

I looked down at Julian's cock, still hard and wet from my mouth.

"Don't thank me too soon, little cuck."

My husband's cock jumped against my stomach.

I smiled.

"The night isn't over."


CHAPTER 14

EVAN - MY WIFE ON HER KNEES

The night was not over.

Lena made sure of that.

She stepped away from me and faced Julian again. Her mouth was swollen. Her pussy glistened between her thighs. His fingers had left faint red marks along her hips.

"I want to finish what I started," she said.

Julian looked at the bracelet.

"What do you want?"

"Your cock in my mouth until you come."

My stomach tightened.

"Where?" he asked.

Lena looked at me.

The question belonged to all three of us now.

"On my tongue," she said. "If I can take it."

Julian's eyes darkened.

"And if you cannot?"

"On my breasts."

My cock hardened again.

Lena turned toward me.

"Do you want to watch that?"

I looked at her bare chest.

At Julian's cock.

At the towels we had placed beside the bed.

"Yes."

"Do you want to help?"

"How?"

She nodded toward the black bag.

"The toy."

The image hit all at once.

My wife on her knees sucking Julian while I fucked her with the dildo that had trained her imagination.

"Lena."

"You wanted to participate."

"I do."

"Then make your wife come while she makes him come."

Julian's cock pulsed visibly.

I took the toy from the bag and coated it with lubricant.

Lena moved onto the edge of the bed on her hands and knees. Julian stood in front of her. I knelt behind her.

The position exposed everything.

My wedding ring caught the light as I spread her ass.

Julian watched my hands on my wife.

I watched his cock hover in front of her mouth.

Julian touched the head to her lower lip.

"Open," Julian said.

I pressed the toy against her pussy.

"Take both," I said.

The sentence cut deep.

I pushed the toy into her.

At the same time, Lena opened for Julian.

His cock slid between her lips.

She moaned around him as the dildo filled her from behind.

Julian closed one hand in her hair.

"Take it."

She nodded.

"Tell your husband," he said.

He withdrew enough for her to speak.

"Yes. Hold me harder."

He gathered more of her hair.

I began driving the toy into her with slow, deep strokes.

Lena's body rocked between us.

Julian's cock filled her mouth from the front.

The toy filled her pussy from behind.

My wife was being used by two men, and I was one of them.

The thought should have protected me from humiliation.

It did not.

Every time Julian's cock disappeared between her lips, I saw how much thicker he was than the toy in my hand.

Lena saw it too.

She pulled back, gasping.

"Look, Evan."

Saliva shone along Julian's cock.

She wrapped one hand around it, then looked at the toy sliding into her.

"He is thicker."

My hand faltered.

"Keep going, little cuck."

I obeyed.

She returned to Julian's cock.

He guided her slowly, never forcing past what she chose. Each time she took more, her throat tightened and tears gathered at her lashes.

I watched my wife learn another man's body.

"Tell her what I like," Julian said.

The request startled me.

"I don't know what you like."

"You are watching. Learn."

I hated him for being right.

I watched the way his stomach tightened when Lena circled her tongue beneath the head. The way his hips moved when she stroked the base. The way his grip in her hair tightened when she swallowed him deeper.

"Keep your tongue under the head," I told her.

She obeyed.

Julian groaned.

"Use your hand lower."

Her hand moved.

"Suck when you pull back."

She did.

Julian's control cracked.

His hips pushed forward once.

Lena gagged and pulled away.

He stopped immediately.

"Sorry."

She wiped her mouth.

"Next time, do not stop."

"Next time, I move," Julian said.

Lena looked at me.

I could say I was not ready to watch him fuck her mouth.

I could keep the first night careful.

Instead, I heard my own voice.

"Let him."

Her eyes brightened.

"Yes," she told Julian. "Slowly."

She opened.

Julian slid into her mouth and began moving his hips in measured strokes.

Not hard.

Not deep enough to steal her control.

But enough that the scene changed.

My wife was no longer merely sucking him.

He was fucking her mouth while I drove the toy into her pussy.

Lena's moans vibrated around his cock.

Her pussy tightened around the dildo.

I watched Julian’s control crack. "Tell her."

"I am close."

"Let her hear it."

He looked down at my wife.

"I'm going to come."

Lena pulled back.

"On my breasts. I want Evan to watch."

She turned and sat on the edge of the bed, facing me. Julian stood beside us, stroking his cock.

I held the toy inside my wife while she spread her legs and lifted her breasts.

"Look at your cuck," she told Julian. "He wants to see what your cock leaves on his wife."

The words nearly broke me.

Julian's fist moved faster.

Lena looked into my eyes.

"Watch."

Julian came across her breasts.

Thick white streaks marked her skin, one after another. Lena gasped at the heat. I watched another man's release run over the breasts I had kissed for nine years.

Julian's final pulse landed near her nipple.

Silence followed.

Lena looked down at herself.

Then at me.

"Come closer."

I moved between her knees.

She touched the white streak with one finger and brought it to my lips.

"Do you want to taste what your wife did to him?"

Humiliation burned through my face.

My cock became painfully hard.

"Yes."

I opened my mouth.

Lena placed her finger on my tongue.

Julian watched.

My wife smiled.

"My filthy little cuck."

I came again without touching myself.


CHAPTER 15

LENA - THE TASTE I IMAGINED

I had imagined Julian's taste.

I had not imagined feeding it to my husband.

The act changed something inside me.

Not because Evan was forced. He was not. He could have turned his head. He could have said stop. He could have left the room.

He opened his mouth.

He chose the humiliation because it connected him to the moment.

That made it intimate.

Filthy, but intimate.

I wiped the rest of Julian's come from my breasts with a warm towel while both men watched me. Julian sat on the edge of the bed, recovering. Evan remained on his knees between my legs, the toy still resting inside me.

"Take it out," I said.

He withdrew it slowly.

The emptiness made me ache.

Julian saw the reaction on my face.

"You wanted something left inside you," he said.

I looked at his softening cock.

"Yes."

Evan's expression tightened.

I touched his cheek.

"Not tonight."

"You keep saying that like you are convincing yourself."

"Maybe I am."

Honesty mattered most when it was inconvenient.

Julian stood.

Julian started to stand.

Evan caught his wrist before he could move away.

"Stay."

Julian held his gaze.

Evan’s voice came out raw.

"Because I don't want the night to end with you coming on my wife and me feeling like I disappeared afterward."

The words were raw enough to hurt.

I took Evan's hand.

"You didn't disappear."

"I know what you mean. But I need to feel it."

Julian nodded.

Julian nodded toward me.

Evan looked at me.

"I want my wife."

"Then take her."

Julian's answer made Evan's eyes flash.

"I don't need your choice."

"No. You need hers."

Evan turned to me.

Evan turned me toward him. "Now your husband fucks you."

Evan pushed me back onto the bed.

Julian moved toward the chair.

"No," I said.

Both men stopped.

I looked at Julian.

"Stay close."

"Beside me," I said.

Julian sat near my shoulder.

His knee touched mine.

Evan moved between my legs. His cock pressed against my soaked opening.

I looked at Julian's thighs, his broad hands, the softening cock resting between them.

Then Evan drove into me.

I cried out.

My husband's body was familiar. Not small. Not insufficient. Familiar in the way home is familiar after standing at the edge of something unknown.

He fucked me hard from the first stroke.

No careful beginning.

No pretending he had not watched my mouth around Julian.

"Tell me," Evan said.

I knew what he wanted.

"He was bigger."

He drove deeper.

"Tell me what you did."

"I sucked his cock while you watched."

"What did he do?"

"Held my hair. Fucked my mouth. Came on your wife's tits."

Evan's face twisted with jealousy and need.

"And what did you make me do?"

I touched his lips.

"Taste him."

He slammed into me.

Julian watched without speaking.

I turned my face toward him.

"Do you like seeing my husband fuck me after I sucked your cock?"

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because he is not taking you back from me. He never lost you."

The answer pierced through the scene.

Evan heard it.

His rhythm changed.

Less anger.

More possession without ownership.

He held my hips and fucked me while Julian stroked my hair.

"Tell Evan what you want next time," Julian said.

The waiting between us burned.

I looked at my husband.

"I want his cock inside me."

Evan's body went rigid.

I wrapped my legs around him.

"Not tonight," I said. "Tonight I want my husband."

His eyes closed.

Then he fucked me until I came.

My coming clenched around Evan while Julian's hand rested gently in my hair.

I cried my husband's name.

That mattered.

When Evan came inside me, he buried his face against my neck and shook.

Julian looked away, giving us a privacy that did not require leaving.

Afterward, Evan stayed inside me.

I touched the bracelet.

"Still us," I whispered.

"Still us."

Julian's voice came quietly from beside us.

"Good."


CHAPTER 16

EVAN - THE KISS SHE BROUGHT BACK

Julian left at one in the morning.

He showered first. Then Lena. Then me.

No one rushed.

We drank water at the small table while dressed in clean clothes. The unopened condoms remained where we had left them. The first night had given us exactly what it promised.

Barely.

Julian signed the bottom again: All boundaries respected.

It looked absurdly formal after what had happened, but it mattered.

At the door, he hugged Lena only after asking.

Then he shook my hand.

"Thank you," he said.

I almost laughed.

"For what?"

"Trusting me with something important."

"My wife isn't something."

"Your marriage is."

The correction disarmed me.

Julian looked at Lena.

Julian cupped Lena's jaw and kissed her goodbye.

Julian kissed her slowly.

Not the hungry kiss from earlier.

A promise.

When they separated, Lena remained near him for one breath too long.

I saw it.

Julian saw me see it.

Then he stepped into the hallway.

"Goodnight."

The door closed.

The room felt enormous without him.

Lena leaned against it with her eyes closed.

I watched my wife remember another man's mouth.

"Do you wish he had stayed?" I asked.

Her eyes opened. "For another hour, yes. For the night, no. I wanted more, but I wanted to leave with you."

The answer hurt and steadied me at the same time.

I looked at the used bed, the towels, and her black dress on the floor.

"You asked for sex."

"I asked to discuss it."

"You wanted it."

"I still do."

My stomach tightened.

Lena crossed the room and stood in front of me.

"Do you regret the night?"

"No."

"Seeing him? Telling me to suck him?"

I remembered the thickness of Julian's cock in my wife's hands. My cock stirred.

"No."

"Then one boundary was not a failure," she said.

I touched her lips.

"You kissed him differently at the door."

"I know."

"What did it mean?"

"That I want a next time. With him."

The honesty cut cleanly.

"Not another man?"

"Not yet. I chose Julian. I want to know him inside this."

The title of what we were becoming appeared inside me.

The man my wife chose.

Not the man who happened to touch her.

Not a stranger she would forget.

A specific man she wanted again.

That was more frightening than anything in the hotel room.

It also made me hard.

Lena felt the change when she pressed against me.

"There it is," she whispered.

"Don't."

"You like that I want the same man."

"I don't know."

"Your cock knows."

She kissed me.

Julian's mouth had been on hers minutes before.

I tasted toothpaste, wine, and something I could not name but imagined belonged to him.

I deepened the kiss.

Lena moaned.

"Tell me," I said against her lips. "If I had said yes tonight, would you have let him fuck you?"

"Yes."

"Immediately?"

"Condom. Julian under me. You watching every inch."

"But you would have opened your legs."

"I would have begged you to watch."

My cock hardened fully.

Lena slid her hand into my pants.

"Do you want to know what I imagined?"

"Yes."

"His cock pushing into me while I looked at you."

I grabbed her waist.

"Would it hurt?"

Her mouth touched my ear. "At first. If I needed to stop, I would. If I didn't, I would take him slowly until your wife had all that big cock inside her."

I shuddered.

"Then what?"

"Then I would ask my little cuck whether he liked seeing another man stretch me wider than he ever could."

I came in her hand.

Again.

Lena laughed softly against my neck.

"We are going to do this again."

"Yes."

"And next time, you are going to ask him back."

Her smile disappeared. "Yes."

"I don't know what I will say."

She kissed me with the mouth she brought back from Julian.

"That's why it still has power."


CHAPTER 17

EVAN - THE VIDEO SHE MADE ME WATCH

The first night with Julian ended before the hunger did.

At home, Lena stood in front of our bedroom mirror wearing nothing but the WATCH bracelet and the marks his mouth had left along her thighs.

Her lips were swollen.

Her pussy was red from his tongue and fingers.

My cock hardened when she turned sideways and showed me the faint bruise where his hand had held her hip.

"You keep staring at my mouth," she said.

"I watched you take him."

"Half of him."

The correction cut deep.

Lena smiled at my face.

"Your wife tried, cuck. He was too big."

I opened my trousers.

She did not kneel.

Not yet.

She went to the drawer and returned with the black toy.

Then she placed my phone on the dresser and opened the photograph Julian had sent.

His cock filled the screen.

"Record," she said.

"For us?"

"For the next time you pretend waiting protects you."

I started the camera.

Lena faced the mirror, spread her legs, and pushed the toy into her pussy while Julian's photograph remained beside her reflection.

"Tell the camera what you saw," she ordered.

My voice sounded rough.

"I watched my wife suck another man's cock."

She drove the toy deeper.

"Bigger than yours?"

"Yes."

"A lot bigger?"

"Yes."

She looked at me in the mirror.

"Did I make you come?"

"Yes."

"Before he did?"

"Yes."

Her smile became cruel.

"My little cuck came watching his wife choke on the bull she chose."

The toy disappeared to the base.

Lena moaned and bent forward.

"And now?"

"Now you're fucking yourself with the toy while looking at his cock."

"Why?"

"Because you want him inside you."

She pulled the toy free until only the head remained.

"Say the whole truth."

My fist moved over my cock.

"Because I want to see him inside you."

Lena slammed the toy back into her cunt.

Her cry filled the room.

"There he is," she gasped. "The husband who finally stopped pretending."

She turned and climbed onto the bed, keeping the toy buried.

"Come closer. Keep recording."

I moved between her knees.

She pulled the toy out and pressed the wet cock against my cock.

The size difference was obvious on the screen.

"Look," she whispered. "Your cock beside what your wife practices with."

Humiliation tightened my stomach.

"And Julian is bigger than both."

My cock pulsed.

Lena rubbed the toy and my cock together until her slick heat coated me.

"Tell me which one you want in my pussy."

"Mine."

She laughed.

"Liar."

"Both."

"Better."

She guided my cock into her.

Her cunt was open and slick from the toy. I sank deep with almost no resistance.

"Practice made your wife easier for you," she whispered.

I fucked her hard while she held the toy beside my face.

"Tonight his mouth stretched mine," she said. "Next time his cock stretches this pussy."

"You don't know when."

"Your body does."

She wrapped the toy against my throat and pulled me down for a kiss.

I tasted Julian in the memory of her mouth.

Lena came first, screaming that her bull was bigger and her cuck was harder because of it.

I came seconds later.

The phone recorded everything.

Afterward, she stopped the video and titled it:

THE NIGHT EVAN ADMITTED WHAT HE WANTED.

She saved it to a locked folder.

"For when?" I asked. "For the morning you finally invite him back to fuck me."


CHAPTER 18

LENA - NOT YET

The absence became louder after we returned home.

Not yet.

It lived in the drawer beside the condoms.

It lived in the ache between my legs when I remembered Julian's fingers.

It lived in the way Evan looked at me during sex, as if he were imagining a body larger than his moving where he was.

For three days, we did not contact Julian.

That had been Evan's request.

Not punishment.

Space.

I respected it.

On Sunday, we slept late and ordered breakfast. On Monday, we worked. On Tuesday, I skipped the gym.

Julian sent no message.

His silence proved he understood the boundary.

It also made me restless.

Tuesday night, Evan found me in the closet holding the black dress.

"What are you doing?"

"Putting it away."

I had been standing there for five minutes.

He knew.

"You miss him."

The accusation was quiet.

"I miss the night."

"That's not what I said."

I hung the dress.

"Yes. I miss him too."

Evan leaned against the doorframe.

"Already?"

"We did something intense with him. Missing the person doesn't mean I want a different life."

"You sound prepared."

"I've been preparing since you asked the question in the car."

"Which question?"

"Whether I wished he stayed."

Evan looked at the floor.

I crossed the closet and stood in front of him.

"Do you want me to lie now?"

"No."

"Do you want me to pretend Julian was only a body?"

His jaw tightened.

"Wasn't he?"

"No. Grant was almost only a body. Julian listened. He asked. He watched you as carefully as he watched me. That matters."

"It makes him more dangerous."

"Yes."

The admission made his eyes lift.

"And you still want him."

"Yes."

"Why?"

I could have said because he was large, because his mouth was skilled, because his hands made me feel small and wanted.

Those things were true.

They were not the deepest truth.

"Because he made room for you while he wanted me."

Evan's face changed.

I touched his chest.

"He didn't ask me to forget my husband. He made me look at you. He asked you to guide me. He stopped when my hand touched his wrist. He stayed while you fucked me and didn't turn it into a competition."

"And his cock."

I smiled despite myself.

"And his cock."

Evan's body reacted.

I felt it beneath my palm.

"There you are," I whispered.

"Don't use this conversation to provoke me."

"You brought up his cock."

"Because I know you think about it."

"Every day."

His breath caught.

I stepped closer.

"I think about how thick it felt in my hands. I think about how my mouth hurt afterward. I think about the way it looked beside your cock."

"Lena."

"You asked why I want him."

"I didn't ask for every detail."

"Your cock did."

I pressed my thigh between his legs.

He was hard.

"Tell me to stop."

He said nothing.

"Tell me you don't want to hear what your wife imagines when she touches herself."

"What do you imagine?"

The question came almost soundless.

I unfastened his belt.

"Julian behind me."

"Where am I?"

"In front of me."

"Doing what?"

"Holding my face. Making me look at you while he opens me with that big cock."

Evan's hard cock pushed into my hand.

"Does he fit?"

"Not at first."

"What happens?"

"I ask him to go slowly. I breathe. I take a little more. Then more."

I stroked my husband.

"And when he is all the way inside me, I tell you the toy lied."

Evan groaned.

"Why?"

"Because nothing prepared your wife for how full another man could make her feel."

He grabbed my ass.

"You want to invite him back."

"Yes."

"Now?"

I stopped stroking him.

That was the question beneath the fantasy.

"I want to begin the conversation."

Evan looked at me for a long time.

"Not tonight."

Disappointment moved through me.

I did not punish him with it.

"Okay."

I released his cock and began fastening his belt.

He caught my wrist.

"Don't stop."

"You said not tonight."

"I said not the conversation."

His eyes darkened.

"The fantasy can stay."

I smiled.

Then I dropped to my knees in the closet and took my husband's cock into my mouth while telling him, between slow strokes, exactly how I imagined taking Julian.

The waiting stayed.

Our desire kept testing its edges.


CHAPTER 19

EVAN - THE COCK BETWEEN US

I wrote the reasons I was afraid in a notebook I kept hidden in my desk.

Not because Lena would invade my privacy. She would not.

Because seeing the words embarrassed me.

I am afraid she will like him more, that her body will answer him in a way it never has with me, and that comparison will stop being fantasy and become evidence.

I am afraid I will watch and discover this is not who I am.

Then, beneath those fears, I wrote the truths I hated more.

I want to see her take him, struggle with his size, and compare us while he is inside her.

I want the humiliation to become real enough that I cannot dismiss it afterward.

Waiting protected me from both lists.

That was why waiting could not last forever.

We were not protecting a boundary anymore. We were moving toward the thing both of us pictured whenever the bedroom went dark.

Thursday evening, Lena went to the gym again.

I did not go with her.

I chose not to go because I wanted to know whether I trusted the structure without standing inside every moment.

She texted when she arrived.

Julian is here. He asked if training is okay.

I replied:

Training is okay. Same training as before. Nothing sexual at the gym.

She answered:

Understood.

Then:

Are you hard?

I ignored that one.

Forty minutes later, another message arrived.

He asked whether we are all right after Saturday. I said yes, but we need time.

I wrote:

Did he touch you?

Her answer came immediately.

Waist. Hips. Thighs. Training only. He kept his hands where we had agreed.

I stared at the screen.

Did you get wet?

Three dots appeared.

Yes.

My cock hardened at my desk.

Did he notice?

He smelled me when I bent over.

The blunt image hit me.

What did he say?

He said, "Your husband is thinking about my cock inside you."

I swallowed.

What did you say?

I said my husband thinks about Julian's cock more than I do.

I typed:

That is not true.

Her reply:

Prove it, little cuck.

Then a photograph appeared.

Lena stood in the private training room wearing black shorts and a pale cropped top. Julian was behind her, one hand at her waist. Both looked into the mirror.

Nothing sexual was happening.

Except everything.

His body dwarfed hers. His hand nearly spanned her side. The front of his training pants showed a thick outline.

Lena's eyes in the mirror were fixed on the camera.

On me.

A message followed.

He is hard because he remembers my mouth.

My hand moved over my cock.

Are you touching him?

No. But I want to.

I unfastened my trousers.

Do you want him inside you?

The three dots remained for a long time.

Then:

Yes.

I closed my eyes.

The fear came first.

Then the image.

My wife bent over the padded table. Julian behind her. His hands at her hips. His cock pushing slowly into the pussy I knew better than any place on earth.

I gripped myself.

Tell him not yet.

Lena answered:

I already did.

A minute later:

He said he will wait until you want to see it as much as I want to feel it.

The sentence stripped away my last excuse for hating him. Julian was not pushing. Lena was not hiding. The pressure came from inside me. I came into a tissue while staring at the photograph, then wrote one more sentence in the notebook: I am not afraid he will push. I am afraid I will invite him.


CHAPTER 20

LENA - THE PARKING GARAGE

I nearly kissed Julian in the parking garage after training.

Not because kissing was forbidden. It was allowed now.

Because Evan had asked for nothing sexual at the gym, and the parking garage still belonged to that boundary.

Julian walked me to my car carrying my gym bag. The concrete held the day's heat. Cars moved along the levels above us with distant echoes.

He placed the bag in my trunk and closed it.

"How is Evan?" he asked.

"Scared."

"And you?"

"Impatient."

Julian leaned against the car beside me.

"That can become pressure."

"I know."

"Does he?"

"He knows I want you. I also tell him he waits until Evan wants the room too."

"Are you ready?"

The question was direct enough to make my pussy tighten.

"Yes."

"For what?"

I looked around the garage.

No one stood near us.

"For your cock inside me."

Julian's jaw flexed.

The front of his pants changed.

"Say it again."

I smiled.

"You don't get to order me yet."

"I asked."

The bracelet caught the fluorescent light.

I stepped closer.

"I want your cock inside me. I want to know whether I can take all of you. I want my husband close enough to see my face when you fill me."

Julian's breathing deepened.

"And if Evan says no?"

"Then you do not touch me that way."

"Will you blame him?"

"No."

"Will you ask again?"

"Eventually."

He nodded.

"Good."

The word irritated me.

"You sound like my trainer."

"I am your trainer."

"Not when you are hard because I said I want your cock."

His eyes darkened.

"Even then. Especially then."

I moved close enough that my breasts brushed his chest.

"Do you want to kiss me?"

"Yes."

His mouth moved closer.

Julian's mouth hovered over mine. I wanted the kiss badly enough to taste it before it happened.

I wanted to say yes.

I wanted his mouth on mine in the shadowed garage. I wanted to carry the kiss home and make Evan taste it.

But the text from my husband had been clear.

Nothing sexual at the gym.

The garage was part of the test.

"No."

Julian stepped back immediately.

The ease of it made my desire sharper.

"Thank you," he said.

"For saying no?"

"For knowing the difference between what you want and what you agreed."

I opened the driver's door.

"You make being responsible sound annoyingly attractive."

"It keeps me invited."

"You want to be invited again."

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because your husband wants to watch you choose me, and you want to choose me without losing him."

The answer followed me into the car.

Before closing the door, I looked up at him.

"Saturday wasn't enough."

"I know."

"How?"

"You looked at the condoms more often than Evan did."

My face warmed.

Julian smiled for the first time.

"Go home, Lena."

"You sound confident I'll come back."

"You already chose me."

I drove home soaked enough to leave a mark on my shorts.

Evan was waiting in the kitchen.

He looked at my face and knew something had happened.

"Did he kiss you?"

"No."

"Did he try?"

"He asked."

"And?"

"I said no."

Relief crossed his face.

Then disappointment.

I walked toward him.

"You wanted me to say yes."

"I asked for nothing sexual there."

"That isn't what I said."

He looked away.

I touched his jaw.

"You wanted the line respected. You also wanted me to come home with his mouth on mine."

"Both can be true."

"Yes."

I took his hand and pushed it beneath my shorts.

He found me soaked.

"Nothing happened," I whispered. "And look what wanting him did to your wife."

Evan's fingers moved through my slick heat.

"What did you say to him?"

"That I want his cock inside me."

His hand stopped.

"In the garage?"

"Yes."

"What did he say?"

"That he will wait."

Evan pushed two fingers into me.

"And you?"

"I came home to ask my husband how long."

His eyes held mine.

"I don't know."

I kissed him.

"Then tonight, make me come while I imagine the answer is soon."

He bent me over the kitchen counter.

The waiting stayed. Barely.


CHAPTER 21

EVAN - WHAT WAITING COST ME

Waiting had not protected me from anything.

It had only made Julian's cock larger in my imagination.

For six nights, Lena came while I fucked her from behind and made her describe the first hotel room. His hand in her hair. His cock stretching her mouth. His tongue on her pussy. The way she looked at me after he left, lips swollen, eyes bright, body still hungry.

Every night ended with the same picture.

Julian behind her.

His cock pressing against the pussy he had already tasted.

My wife looking over her shoulder at me.

I woke Friday with my hand around my cock and that image burning behind my eyes.

Lena slept beside me wearing my shirt. The WATCH bracelet rested against the pillow.

I went to the kitchen and made coffee.

No notebook.

No legal pad.

I did not need a document to tell me what my body had confessed for weeks.

I wanted to see Julian fuck my wife.

The sentence felt obscene even alone.

It also felt clean.

Lena entered the kitchen barefoot.

She saw my face and stopped.

"You decided something."

"Yes."

She did not smile.

That steadiness made it possible to continue.

"I want to invite him back."

Her breath caught.

"For what?"

"Don't make me hide behind vague words."

She came closer.

"Then say it."

I looked at the woman who had chosen him without choosing against me.

"I want Julian to fuck you while I watch."

Lena closed her eyes.

Her knees softened enough that she caught the edge of the island.

When she opened them again, they were wet.

"Are you saying that because you think I need it?"

"I'm saying it because I need to see it."

The truth made my cock hard beneath my sweatpants.

Lena noticed.

"Tell me what you picture."

"You on top first."

Her lips parted.

"Why?"

"Because I want you controlling the first stretch. I want your face close to mine. I want to see the exact moment you realize how much bigger he is."

Her hand slid beneath my waistband.

"More."

"Condom. Plenty of lube. Julian beneath you. Me behind you, holding your tits, making you look at your cuck while you sink onto the bull you chose."

Lena wrapped her fingers around my cock.

"And when I'm all the way down?"

"You tell me the truth."

"Which truth?"

"Whether he fills you more."

She stroked me slowly.

"He will."

Jealousy hit like heat.

My cock hardened further in her hand.

Lena smiled through the emotion still shining in her eyes.

"There he is."

"No cruelty outside the room."

"We're in the kitchen and your cock is in my hand. The room already started."

I caught the back of her neck.

"And afterward?"

Her expression softened.

"I come home with you. I tell you everything. I don't make his size erase your place in me."

"Do you want him again after that?"

"Yes."

The speed hurt.

It also made me pull her closer.

"Good."

She looked surprised.

"Good?"

"I don't want a fake answer."

Lena kissed me.

"Then invite him, cuck."

I opened the group chat.

My thumb hovered over the screen.

Evan: Tomorrow night. Hotel. I want to watch you fuck my wife.

Julian answered two minutes later.

Julian: I will be there.

Lena read the message over my shoulder.

Her pussy pressed wet against my leg. "Tomorrow," she whispered, "your fantasy finally enters me."


CHAPTER 22

LENA - THE NIGHT I ASKED FOR HIM

The night before Julian fucked me, I made Evan say every ugly thing he wanted.

We sat on the bedroom floor with no phones and no clothes.

Not because desire needed a committee.

Because my husband deserved to hear his own hunger before another man entered the room.

I straddled his lap without taking his cock inside me.

"Tell me the first thing you want to see."

"You holding Julian's cock."

"One hand?"

"Both."

I rubbed my soaking pussy along his cock.

"Then?"

"You roll the condom over him."

"My cuck handing me the wrapper?"

"Yes."

"Then?"

His breathing changed.

"You climb over him."

"And look where?"

"At me."

I held his face.

"Always."

"Then you lower yourself. Slowly."

My cunt clenched against his cock.

"What happens when the head enters?"

"You tell me it is bigger."

"It will be."

Pain crossed his face.

His cock jumped beneath me.

"Say it dirtier."

I smiled.

"Julian's cock will stretch your wife's pussy wider than yours ever has."

Evan groaned.

"More."

"I'll sit on that thick cock inch by inch while my little cuck watches his wife open for the man she chose."

His hands tightened on my ass.

"More."

"When I'm full, I'll lean back against you and make you touch the place where his cock disappears inside me."

Evan drove upward, but I kept him outside.

"Not yet," I whispered. "Tonight you listen."

"What do you want?"

"I want the first stretch. I want the fear. I want to discover whether my body can take everything my mouth couldn't."

"And if it hurts?"

"I breathe. I slow down. If I need to stop, I stop. I don't turn it into a speech."

His eyes held mine.

"And after the first inch?"

"More."

"After half?"

"More."

"After all of him?"

I lowered myself onto Evan's cock in one smooth movement.

He filled me with the familiar shape I knew.

"Then I look at my husband and tell him the toy lied."

Evan fucked upward hard enough to make me cry out.

"Cruel wife."

"Hard cuck."

I rode him while describing Julian beneath me.

The broad chest.

The calm face finally losing control.

His hands gripping my hips.

The condom shining over the cock that would split my certainty open.

Evan came fast.

I kept moving after he filled me.

"Tomorrow," I whispered, "another man makes your wife scream."

His hands shook.

"And you?"

"I watch."

"And after?"

"You fuck me while I'm still open from him."

The words made Evan harden again inside me.

I smiled.

That was the answer I needed.

Not approval.

Participation.

Not a contract.

Hunger shared by the two people who would bring it home.


CHAPTER 23

EVAN - THE CALL WITH JULIAN

We called Julian at nine.

Video, not text.

Lena sat beside me wearing nothing but the WATCH bracelet. I wanted Julian to see that the invitation came from both of us and that my wife had dressed for the conversation by removing everything.

He answered from his kitchen.

His face changed when he saw her.

"Tomorrow," I said.

Julian looked at me.

"Tell me what you want."

"I want you to fuck my wife while I watch."

No legal language.

No performance.

The sentence landed between three adults who already knew what it meant.

Julian's eyes moved to Lena.

"And you?"

She leaned closer to the camera.

"I want your cock inside me. I want Evan close. I want the first time on top so I can take you slowly. After that, I want you to fuck me hard enough that my husband hears the difference."

My cock hardened beside her thigh.

Julian saw.

"Condom," he said.

"Yes," I answered.

"Hotel?"

"Same suite. Tomorrow at eight."

Julian nodded.

Then his control cracked just enough to show us what the words had done.

He adjusted himself beneath the table.

Lena smiled.

"Show my husband."

Julian stood and opened his trousers.

His cock came free, already hard.

The sight hit me harder than the photograph because tomorrow it would not stop at my wife's mouth.

Lena spread her knees on the sofa.

"Look what you're doing to me."

She slid two fingers through her pussy and held them toward the camera.

Julian stroked himself once.

"Tomorrow I open that cunt with my cock."

Lena moaned.

My hand moved over my own.

"Tell him what you are," I said.

She looked at me first.

"Your wife."

Then at Julian.

"His chosen slut."

Julian's fist moved faster.

"And Evan?"

Lena smiled.

"The cuck who finally admitted he wants to watch."

I came against my stomach while Julian watched my wife suck her own fingers clean.

No one asked whether we still wanted tomorrow.

Our bodies had already answered.


CHAPTER 24

EVAN - THE LAST REHEARSAL

The condom box sat on the kitchen table between the coffee and Lena's bare pussy.

She wore my white shirt open and nothing beneath it. Julian waited on the video call, his face calm, his eyes fixed on the way my wife sat across my lap.

We had already chosen the hotel.

Already chosen the first position.

Lena on top so she controlled the first stretch.

Me behind her, close enough to hold her face and watch Julian disappear inside my wife.

Nothing else needed a speech.

Lena opened the box and removed one wrapper.

"Stand up," she told me.

I obeyed.

She opened my trousers and pulled out my cock.

Julian watched from the screen.

My wife rolled the condom over me slowly.

"See how easy this is?" she said.

"You're practicing on the wrong cock," Julian replied.

My stomach tightened.

Lena looked at the screen.

"His is the cock I know. Yours is the one I want to learn."

My cock hardened inside her hand.

"Tell him the difference," Julian said.

Lena stroked me through the latex.

"My husband fits my hand."

Then she looked directly into the camera.

"You won't."

Julian's jaw flexed.

I became painfully hard.

"Take it off," I said.

Lena pinched the rim and rolled the condom away.

"Jealous?"

"Hard."

"Both."

She kissed the head of my cock, then placed the used condom on the table beside the unopened ones.

"Tomorrow I put one on Julian," she said. "You hand it to me."

The image hit so hard I had to grip the chair.

Julian leaned closer to the camera.

"And when she rolls it down me, Evan, you make her look at you."

I looked at him.

"She always looks at me."

Lena smiled between us.

"Then watch what your wife does next."

She took my cock into her mouth while Julian remained on the screen.

No one spoke for the first ten strokes.

The wet sound of her lips filled the kitchen.

Julian's breathing changed.

Lena pulled back.

"Show us."

Julian stood.

His cock was already hard beneath his pants.

He opened them and let it come free.

Even through a phone screen, the size made my stomach drop.

Lena moaned around my cock.

"Keep sucking your husband," Julian said. "Look at what you take tomorrow."

She obeyed.

Her eyes moved between my face and the screen while her mouth worked me.

I held her hair.

"Tell him what you are."

She released me with saliva hanging from her lips.

"His wife. Your hungry slut. The woman who's going to ride that huge cock while her cuck watches."

Julian stroked himself once.

"Tomorrow."

The word made Lena swallow me again.

I came into her mouth while she watched Julian's fist move along the cock that would enter her the next night.

She swallowed every pulse.

Then she held the clean condom wrapper against her wet tongue and looked at me.

"Tomorrow," she whispered, "you hand your wife the thing that lets another man fuck her."

My cock stayed hard against her cheek.

That was the last rehearsal we needed.


CHAPTER 25

LENA - COME WATCH ME CHOOSE

Saturday began with silence.

Not tension exactly.

Concentration.

Evan made breakfast. I showered. We moved around each other carefully, as if one careless sentence could turn fear into conflict.

At noon, I found him sitting on the edge of the bed holding the condom box.

"Talk to me," I said.

"I keep imagining opening one for him."

"Do you want to?"

"I think so."

"That isn't yes."

He looked up.

"I want to be the one who puts it in your hand."

The image made my body tighten.

"Why?"

"Because I need one action that makes the decision mine too."

I knelt between his knees.

"Then you hand me the condom. I put it on Julian."

"You?"

"I want to feel him become covered in my hands before he touches me."

Evan's cock hardened.

"And I watch."

"You watch everything."

He touched the bracelet.

"Come watch me choose," I said.

The phrase settled between us.

Not let me go.

Not give me away.

Watch me choose.

At three, we packed the bag.

At four, I dressed.

This time, I wore a deep green dress with a front that crossed over my breasts and a skirt loose enough to lift easily. Beneath it, white lace lingerie.

White had been Evan's request.

"Why white?" I asked while he fastened the bra.

"Because I want to see what he does to something that looks innocent."

"Your wife hasn't looked innocent in weeks."

"The lace can pretend."

I turned in front of the mirror.

"Will it survive?"

"The panties won't stay on long enough to matter."

His blunt confidence excited me.

I touched the outline in his trousers.

"My cuck is learning."

"My wife has been a demanding teacher."

"Wait until tonight."

He met my eyes in the mirror.

"Do not look away," I said.

His hand closed over mine.

"Yes."

We left home at five.

The new hotel stood near the bay, quieter than the first, with balconies facing the water. Evan had booked a corner suite with one large bedroom and a living room separated by glass doors.

He wanted options again.

I loved him for planning exits while walking toward the thing he feared.

Julian arrived ten minutes after us.

When I opened the door, he wore a black shirt and dark jeans. His gaze moved over the green dress.

"Evan chose it?"

"The lingerie. I chose the dress."

Julian looked at my husband.

"Good compromise."

Evan did not smile.

"Tell us what you came here to do."

Julian entered and read them.

Then all three of us stood in the living room.

No one touched anyone.

Julian looked at both of us. "No more talking once the clothes come off."

Lena stepped into his space. "Tonight you fuck me while my husband watches."

I took her hand. "She starts on top. I stay close. After she takes you, I want to see you lose control."

Julian nodded. "Then close the door."

The room changed.

Evan's hand trembled in mine.

I lifted it to my mouth and kissed his wedding ring.

"Come watch me choose," I whispered.

Then I turned to Julian.

"You can kiss me now."


CHAPTER 26

EVAN - THE SECOND HOTEL KEY

Julian kissed Lena in front of the closed hotel door.

I watched her body lean toward him before their mouths met.

That detail stayed with me.

Not because it proved she wanted him. We already knew that.

Because it showed how little hesitation remained.

The first hotel night had been built from restraint.

This one was built from hunger.

Lena pulled him closer and kissed him like the answer had already been given days ago.

I stood three feet away holding the bag with the condoms.

My cock was hard.

My hands were cold.

Julian lifted Lena off the floor.

She laughed and wrapped her legs around his waist. The green dress rose over her thighs. White lace pressed against the front of his jeans.

He carried my wife toward the bedroom.

She looked over his shoulder at me.

"Come on, little cuck."

The invitation cut and comforted at the same time.

I followed.

Julian placed her on the bed without climbing over her. He stood between her knees and looked at me.

"You undress her."

I set down the bag.

Lena stood again.

My fingers found the zipper at her side. I lowered it. The green dress opened and fell around her feet.

White lace covered her breasts and pussy.

Julian exhaled.

"Beautiful."

"Tell my husband," Lena said.

He looked at me.

"Your wife is beautiful."

The sentence should have been simple.

It was not.

"I know."

Lena reached behind herself and removed the bra. Her breasts came free.

Then she hooked her thumbs beneath the panties.

"Wait," I said.

Both of them stopped.

I knelt in front of her.

"I want to do it."

Lena placed her hands on my shoulders.

I pulled the white lace down.

Her pussy was already soaked.

A clear line stretched briefly between the fabric and her body before breaking.

Julian saw it.

"That is for both of you," she said.

I kissed the inside of her thigh.

"Mine first?"

She touched my hair.

"Always first in the ways that matter."

I stood.

Julian undressed.

This time, there was no long reveal.

His shirt came off. His jeans followed. His cock stood hard and heavy between us.

Lena stared with open hunger.

I handed her the condom.

My fingers brushed hers.

"Look at me," I said.

She looked at Julian.

Lena knelt and opened the wrapper. "Hold still."

She held Julian's cock at the base with one hand and pinched the tip of the condom with the other. Her fingers barely reached around him.

She rolled it down slowly.

I watched latex cover the cock that would go inside my wife.

"Look at me," I said.

Lena lifted her eyes while her hand remained around Julian.

"What are you doing?"

"Putting a condom on the man who is going to fuck me."

"Who chose him?"

"I did."

"Who is watching?"

Her smile became filthy.

"My husband. My little cuck."

My cock pulsed.

Julian held out his hand.

"Bed."

Lena took it.

She lay on her back near the middle. I moved beside her as planned. Julian knelt between her legs.

The sight stopped time.

My wife naked on white sheets.

Another man between her open thighs.

His condom-covered cock resting against her stomach, reaching nearly to her navel.

Lena looked down and laughed once in disbelief.

"Evan."

"I see it."

"Look how far it reaches."

Humiliation burned through me.

Julian rubbed the head through her slick pussy lips.

Lena's body jerked.

Julian rubbed the broad head through her slick pussy. "Look at your husband."

He pressed the broad head against her.

My wife squeezed my hand.

Julian looked at me.

"Guide me."

I could barely speak.

"Slow. Just the head."

He began to push.

Lena's mouth opened.

The head stretched her.

Stopped.

Her nails dug into my hand.

Julian stopped with the broad head lodged inside my wife.

Lena clamped around my hand and dragged air into her lungs.

"Slow," she said.

Julian held perfectly still.

Her body softened around the pressure.

She looked at me.

I stared at where Julian’s cock disappeared into her.

The fantasy had become flesh.

"Watch," she whispered.

Then she looked between her thighs.

Julian’s jaw was clenched hard enough to show the muscle.

"Give me the next inch."

Julian pushed deeper.

My wife opened around him.


CHAPTER 27

LENA - NO MORE PRETENDING

The first inch hurt.

Not sharply. Not wrong.

A deep pressure that made my body resist before it understood what I had chosen.

Julian stopped.

Evan held my hand.

I stared at my husband's face while another man's cock stretched me open.

This was the image we had built for weeks.

The reality was slower.

Hotter.

More frightening.

"Breathe," Evan said.

I did.

Julian rubbed my clit with his thumb while keeping his hips still. The pressure eased enough for desire to move through it.

I rolled my hips toward him.

I looked down.

Only the broad head and a small part of the cock had disappeared inside me. So much remained between my thighs.

"Slow. Keep filling me."

Julian moved forward.

My pussy opened around another inch.

I gasped.

Evan's cock pressed against my hip, hard beneath his trousers.

"Look at him," I whispered.

"I'm looking."

"No. Look at what he is doing to your wife."

Evan's eyes dropped.

Julian's thick cock spread me around the condom. My lips stretched around him. The sight was obscene.

"Tell me," I said.

Evan swallowed.

"He is inside you."

"How much?"

"Not even half."

"And?"

His eyes returned to mine.

"You already look full."

My body tightened around Julian.

He groaned but did not move.

"Look at me," Julian said.

"Yes. More."

The choice made my pussy clench.

Julian pushed halfway.

I cried out.

The stretch became intense enough that my free hand pressed against his stomach.

He stopped the instant my palm met his stomach.

"Hold there," I said.

I kept my hand against him.

"Wait."

He waited.

Evan kissed my temple.

"You don't have to take all of him."

The tenderness nearly made me cry.

I looked at my little cuck. At the fear he was carrying for me. At the cock hard against my hip because that fear and desire had become impossible to separate.

"I want all of him."

Evan's face twisted.

"Why?"

"Because your wife has imagined this every night since she said his name."

Julian's hand moved over my thigh.

"You do not have to prove a fucking thing," he said. "Take me because you want me."

I nodded.

Then I moved my hand from his stomach to his hip.

"More."

Julian pushed deeper.

My body opened slowly around him.

Inch by inch.

The toy had never felt like this. It had been cold at first, perfectly smooth, predictable in my husband's hand.

Julian was hot. Alive. Trembling with control.

His thickness made every small movement feel enormous.

"Evan," I gasped.

"I'm here."

"Tell me how much."

He looked.

"Almost all."

"How much left?"

"Two inches. Maybe less."

Julian stopped again.

"Do not look away," I said.

"Yes."

"Look at me, Evan."

My husband's fingers shook around mine.

"I am watching."

I looked at Julian.

"All of it."

He drove forward slowly until his hips met mine.

The final stretch tore a cry from me.

Then he was fully inside.

All that thick cock buried in my pussy while my husband watched.

No more photograph.

No more toy.

No more pretending.

Julian remained still.

My body pulsed around him, trying to understand the fullness.

Evan stared.

"Say it," I whispered.

"He is all the way inside my wife."

"Comparison."

His face flushed.

"He fills you more than I do."

My pussy tightened.

"Again."

"His cock stretches you wider than mine."

Julian groaned.

I turned my face toward my husband.

"Look how wet your wife got for a bigger man."

Evan's cock pulsed through his pants.

"Little cuck," I whispered. "Your fantasy is inside me."

A tear slid from the corner of his eye.

I kissed it away.

"Look at me, love."

"Keep watching, little cuck."

He looked at Julian buried in me.

"Do not stop."

I looked at the man between my thighs.

"Fill me."

His hands tightened on my thighs.

No more questions.

"Move," I said.


CHAPTER 28

EVAN - THE FIRST TIME HE FUCKED MY WIFE

Julian moved.

One slow withdrawal.

One slow return.

Lena's hand crushed mine.

I watched his cock slide almost out of my wife, wet through the condom, then disappear inside her again. The sight was so direct my mind tried to reject it.

Another man was fucking my wife.

Not in a fantasy.

Not through a toy.

Not in the dirty stories she whispered when we were alone.

His hips moved between her legs. His cock stretched her open. Her body accepted him because she had chosen to.

And I had said yes.

I heard my own voice. "Tell me."

My voice broke.

Lena looked at me.

"Huge."

Julian kept the next stroke slow and deep.

"Take every inch," Julian said.

"Slow," Lena ordered.

He obeyed without breaking rhythm.

I watched the discipline in his body. His shoulders tightened every time he drove into her, but he kept the pace measured. Lena's face changed with each inch. Pressure. Shock. Pleasure beginning to move through both.

"Tell me the comparison," I said.

The need embarrassed me even now.

Lena touched my cheek.

"He is much bigger than you."

My cock pulsed beneath my trousers.

"Compare us."

She hesitated.

Her hesitation hurt more than an immediate answer.

"Different."

"Honest."

Julian drove into her again.

Her mouth opened.

"The fullness feels better."

Humiliation burned through my chest.

My cock became painfully hard.

Lena saw the reaction and smiled.

"Look at you."

Julian's rhythm remained slow.

"Your wife admits his big cock fills her better, and my little cuck gets harder."

I unfastened my trousers and freed myself.

Lena's eyes dropped.

Julian followed her gaze.

The comparison was no longer hidden by clothing.

His cock disappeared inside her, thick enough to stretch her wide around the base.

Mine stood in my hand, smaller, untouched by her body.

"Show him," Lena said.

I stared at her.

"Show Julian what watching does to you."

My fist closed around my cock.

Julian watched me begin to stroke.

The shame felt chosen.

That distinction let me breathe.

Julian’s hips began to drive harder.

She looked at me.

"Watch him fuck me faster."

She made my desire part of the command.

"Yes."

"Harder," she told Julian.

His hips moved with more purpose.

The sound changed.

Skin against skin.

The wet pull of the condom through her soaked pussy.

Lena's breathing becoming short and high.

I knew every sound my wife made during sex.

This one was new.

A low cry broke from her when Julian drove deep enough for his hips to press hard against her.

My hand stopped.

"What was that?"

Lena's eyes opened.

"He touched something."

"Where?"

"Deep."

Julian repeated the angle.

The sound came again.

Not louder.

More helpless.

Jealousy tore through me.

So did fascination.

"Do it again," I told him.

Julian looked at me.

Julian adjusted his hips.

"Make her make that sound again," I said.

He drove into my wife at the same deep angle.

Lena cried out.

Her legs tightened around him.

"Evan."

"I'm here."

"Touch me."

I leaned closer and rubbed her clit while Julian fucked her.

My fingers moved over the place where his cock stretched her open. I could feel each deep stroke through her body. Could feel how much of him she took. Could feel the slick heat gathering around the condom.

Lena looked from me to Julian.

"Both of you."

Julian bent and kissed her.

I kept touching her.

My wife's tongue moved against another man's mouth while his cock moved inside her and my fingers worked her clit.

She was between us exactly as she had asked.

Not passed from one man to another.

Held in the middle of a choice.

Her pussy began tightening around Julian.

I felt it beneath my fingers.

He felt it around his cock.

"She's close," I said.

Julian's jaw clenched.

"Tell me what she needs."

I knew.

The knowledge belonged to our marriage.

"Keep the angle. Do not go harder. Kiss her neck."

He obeyed.

"Lena, look at me."

Her eyes found mine.

"Tell me whose wife you are."

"Yours."

"Tell me whose cock is inside you."

"Julian's."

"Tell me why."

Her body tightened.

"Because I chose him."

"And who is making you come?"

She cried out as the coming hit.

"Both of you."

Her pussy clenched hard around Julian. Her legs shook. Her fingers dug into my hand.

I watched my wife come around another man's cock while saying I was part of it.

The sight broke something open inside me.

Not my marriage.

The fear that there was room for only one kind of intimacy.

Julian stopped moving and held himself deep while her coming passed.

Then he looked at me.

"Do not look away," I said.

Tears on her temples.

A smile I had never seen before.

My hand still in hers.

"Yes," I said.

Julian looked down at Lena. "Tell your husband what you want now."

Lena opened her eyes.

"Yes. Fuck me now."

Julian's control finally broke.

He fucked my wife.

Not brutally.

Not carelessly.

Hard enough that the bed moved beneath them. Deep enough that her breasts shook. Fast enough that the room filled with the sounds I had imagined and feared.

Lena looked at me through all of it.

"Stroke your cock," she ordered.

I obeyed.

"Look at how much I can take."

Julian drove into her.

"Look at your wife getting fucked by the man she chose."

My fist moved faster.

"Tell me I am a cuck," I said.

The request came from somewhere stripped clean of pride.

Lena smiled.

"You are my cuck."

Julian groaned.

"My sweet little cuck, watching a bigger man fuck his wife."

I came across my stomach.

My wife's name broke from my mouth.

Julian stayed inside her and watched me finish.

Lena held my eyes.

"Good cuck," she whispered.

This time, I heard love inside the filth.


CHAPTER 29

LENA - I OPENED FOR HIM

Julian did not come during my first coming.

He held himself deep when Evan came.

That mattered more than I expected.

The man inside me was still hard, still deep, still breathing like control cost him something. But he waited while I reached for my husband.

Evan leaned over me.

I kissed him.

His come was still warm on his stomach. Julian's cock was still inside my pussy. The three of us remained connected by the most impossible moment of my life.

Evan leaned close enough that our mouths touched.

"Still full," I whispered. "Still scared. Still wanting him."

His eyes burned into mine.

"Then make him finish in front of your cuck."

I turned my face toward Julian.

"Keep fucking me."

Julian held my hips and waited for the command.

I rolled against him.

"Slow for three strokes. Then put me on top."

"I want to control how deep you go while my husband watches."

Evan's cock twitched despite his coming.

Julian nodded.

"Good."

He began moving again.

Slower now.

The sharp edge of the stretch had disappeared. My body opened around him more easily, slick enough that each stroke glided deep.

I looked down at where we joined.

The sight made me gasp.

His dark cock, covered in the condom, sliding from my pale, swollen pussy. My lips pulled wide around him. My husband's fingers resting inches away.

"Look," I told Evan.

"I am."

"No. Touch me there. Feel what he is doing."

Evan placed two fingers beside Julian's cock as it moved into me.

His face changed.

"Jesus."

"How wide?"

His fingers traced the stretched edge of my pussy. "Wider than the toy. Wider than my cock."

The comparison sent heat through me.

"Does that make you feel small?"

"Yes. But you still feel like my wife. More than ever."

I reached for him.

Julian stopped and withdrew slowly.

The emptiness came with a rush of slick heat.

I stared at his cock when it came free. The condom shone. He was still thick and hard.

I had taken all of it.

The knowledge changed the way I looked at myself.

Julian lay on his back.

I climbed over him.

Before lowering myself, I looked at Evan.

"Come behind me."

He moved onto the bed and knelt at my back.

His hands settled at my waist.

Julian held his cock upright.

I rubbed the head through my soaked pussy.

"Give me your cock again," I said.

Julian held it upright between us.

"Watch me take him," I told Evan.

I pressed down slowly, controlling every inch as the broad head opened me.

My hands on Julian's chest.

Evan's hands at my hips.

I lowered myself until Julian filled me completely.

All of him disappeared inside my body.

I stopped and breathed.

"Look at her," Evan whispered behind me.

Julian's hands moved to my thighs.

"I am."

"Tell her."

"You take me beautifully."

The praise made me ache.

I lifted and lowered myself once.

Julian groaned.

Evan's hands guided my hips, not controlling, helping me find balance.

I began riding Julian while my husband knelt behind me.

Each time I lowered myself, I felt the full thickness stretch me again. Each time I rose, his cock dragged through every sensitive place inside me.

"Tell your cuck," Evan said.

"Like too much," I gasped. "And I still want more."

I rode Julian faster.

His hands moved over my breasts.

Evan kissed the back of my neck.

"Tell your cuck what you wanted," Julian said.

I looked over my shoulder.

"I wanted this."

"Details," Evan demanded.

The command made my pussy tighten around Julian.

"I wanted a cock so big I had to breathe through the first inch."

I lifted and dropped again.

"I wanted you to see my pussy stretch around another man."

Julian's hips rose beneath me.

"I wanted to ride him and feel all the difference you were afraid of."

Evan's hand moved around my body to my clit.

"Say what you know now."

"Now I know."

"Say it."

I moved harder on Julian.

"Your wife can take all of him."

Evan rubbed my clit faster.

"Tell me I am still your husband."

The need cut through the scene.

I turned enough to look at him.

"You are my husband."

"And my cuck."

"His cock fills me better. You are still the man who lets me surrender."

Evan kissed me.

Julian drove upward at the same moment.

I came again between them.

My body clenched around Julian while my husband's fingers worked my clit and his mouth swallowed my cries.

I opened for the man I chose.

I came because my husband stayed.


CHAPTER 30

EVAN - THE SOUND SHE MADE

Julian came while Lena was still trembling from her second coming.

His hands locked around her hips.

"I am coming," he growled.

"Fill the condom," Lena said. "Make my husband watch."

Then he held her hips and drove upward with three deep movements that made a sound I would remember for the rest of my life.

Not her scream.

The sound beneath it.

A broken, satisfied moan that came from somewhere I had never reached because I was not built like him.

Jealousy struck hard enough to make me dizzy.

Julian groaned and held Lena down against him while his cock pulsed inside the condom.

My wife remained filled by another man as he came.

She looked back at me.

Her face was wet with tears. Her hair clung to her neck. Her mouth hung open while she felt Julian finish deep inside her without leaving anything in her body.

"Evan," she whispered.

I touched her shoulder.

"I'm here."

Julian went still, buried deep while his cock pulsed.

Lena gripped my hand.

"Stay inside me."

Julian obeyed.

I watched his hands on my wife’s hips.

I watched the place where his cock remained buried inside her.

"Do not move," I said.

"Let her feel every last pulse."

Lena reached behind herself and took my hand.

For a full minute, no one moved.

Then she lifted slowly.

Julian's cock slid out.

The condom was full at the tip.

The sight hit me with a new kind of humiliation. Evidence of what would have been inside her if not for the barrier. Evidence of how much he had wanted my wife.

Lena looked too.

"Take it off," she said.

Julian reached for the base.

"No. Evan."

My breath stopped.

She looked at me.

"Use your hands, little cuck."

I stared at the used condom on another man's cock.

Every part of me wanted to refuse.

Every hidden part wanted to be included in the final detail.

"Watch me," I said.

Julian remained still while I moved between them.

I pinched the condom at the base and rolled it off his softening cock. It was warm in my hand. Heavy at the tip.

Humiliation burned through my face.

Lena watched closely.

"My little cuck cleaning up after the man who fucked his wife."

My cock stirred.

Julian's eyes went to me.

Julian watched me clean the evidence from his cock.

"Yes," I said.

I tied the condom and placed it in the trash.

Then I took a warm towel and cleaned Lena's thighs.

Julian watched me care for my wife after he had been inside her.

The scene could have felt degrading in the wrong way.

Instead, it felt like reclaiming my role without pretending nothing had happened.

Lena touched my hair.

"Come here."

I lay beside her.

She curled against my chest, naked and exhausted. Julian remained seated at the foot of the bed, giving us space.

"Tell me what he did to you," I said.

Lena knew I did not want comfort.

"He stretched me wider than you."

My cock hardened against her thigh.

"He reached deeper."

The truth hurt exactly where I needed it.

She took my hand.

She pressed my fingers against her swollen opening.

"Feel what your bull did."

I traced the place Julian had stretched.

"His cock gave me a fullness yours cannot."

I flinched.

She kissed my mouth.

"And your jealousy made me want every inch."

Julian watched us from the foot of the bed.

I kept my fingers against my wife.

"Tell me where he felt better."

She answered without protecting me.

"The fullness. The stretch. The deep pressure."

My cock hardened weakly against her thigh.

She noticed.

"Look at your little cuck."

"Do not soften it."

"His cock did things yours cannot. Your hands, your voice, and your jealousy made me take all of him."

Julian spoke from the foot of the bed.

"She used everything you taught her."

I looked at him.

"Say more."

"She watched you every time I went deep. She came when your hand joined us."

I wanted to reject the comfort.

Instead, I heard the respect in it.

"Good."

The word tasted strange and necessary.

Julian nodded.

Lena kissed my chest.

"The answer you are afraid of is yes."

I already knew it.

"You want him again."

She looked at Julian, then back at me.

"Yes."

The word cut cleanly.

My cock hardened fully despite everything.

Lena smiled. "There he is."

I grabbed her face and kissed her.

"You are impossible."

"And you chose to watch."

"You chose him."

"I chose what you become when you watch me take him."

My hand tightened against her swollen pussy.

That sentence became the truth of the night.


CHAPTER 31

LENA - BETWEEN MY HUSBAND AND JULIAN

Aftercare was not quiet.

Not with Julian still sitting at the foot of the bed.

Not with my pussy swollen around the memory of his cock and Evan staring at the place another man had opened.

Julian handed me water. I drank three mouthfuls and set the bottle aside.

Evan never looked away from my legs.

"Come closer," I said.

He moved between my knees.

His come had dried across his stomach. His cock was already beginning to harden again.

I spread wider.

"Look at your wife."

His eyes dropped.

My pussy was red, slick, and visibly swollen. The condom had kept Julian’s come out of me, but nothing could hide what his size had done.

Evan touched one finger to my opening.

I flinched from the tenderness and pushed back against him anyway.

"He left me open for you," I whispered.

Evan’s breath broke.

Julian watched from the chair.

That made the touch dirtier.

"Tell him," Evan said.

I looked at Julian.

"My husband is touching the pussy you just fucked."

Julian’s jaw tightened.

Evan slid one finger into me.

It went in too easily.

Humiliation crossed his face before hunger swallowed it.

"Say it," I told him.

"A bigger cock stretched my wife open."

My body clenched around his finger.

"Again."

"Julian made you loose enough for my hand."

"Not loose."

I caught his wrist and pushed his finger deeper.

"Opened."

He swallowed.

"Julian opened my wife for me."

The words made my clit pulse.

Evan added a second finger.

I moaned and looked at Julian.

"Watch my cuck feel what you did."

Julian leaned forward, elbows on his knees.

"I am watching."

Evan curled his fingers inside me.

The pressure found the same tender place Julian had reached with his cock.

I cried out.

Evan froze for half a heartbeat.

I gripped his hair.

"Do not turn gentle now."

His eyes lifted to mine.

"Make me tell you the truth."

He moved his fingers again.

"His cock felt better there," I gasped.

Pain flashed across Evan’s face.

His cock became fully hard.

"Filthy little cuck," I whispered. "Your wife tells you another man reached deeper, and you get harder."

He pushed me back against the pillows.

Then he lowered his mouth to my pussy.

The first lick made my entire body jerk.

I was too sensitive.

I was not going to hide from it.

Evan spread me with both thumbs and licked the swollen place Julian had used.

Julian watched my husband clean me with his tongue.

The image was more intimate than any towel.

More humiliating too.

"Taste what your bull left behind," I said.

There was no come inside me.

Only my own slick heat, the condom’s faint smell, and the evidence of another man’s body.

Evan understood what I meant.

He licked deeper.

I pulled his face against me.

"Good cuck."

His groan vibrated through my pussy.

Julian’s hand moved over the front of his trousers.

I saw it.

"Hard again," I said.

The words were a taunt.

Julian’s eyes stayed on Evan’s mouth between my legs.

"Enough to remember her."

Evan lifted his head.

Jealousy burned in his face.

"She is not a memory yet."

He stood and stripped the rest of his clothes away.

His cock looked smaller after Julian.

The comparison was no longer theoretical.

I wrapped my hand around it.

"My husband’s cock," I said.

Then I looked at Julian.

"My cuck’s cock."

Evan shuddered.

I guided him to my opening.

"Slow for the first stroke," I ordered. "Then fuck me with everything you felt while he was inside me."

Evan pushed in.

My body accepted him immediately.

He felt it.

His face twisted.

"He made this easy."

"Say his name."

"Julian made my wife easy for me."

My cunt clenched around him.

"Now fuck the pussy he stretched."

Evan drove deeper.

The familiar shape of him moved through my pussy, still tender from Julian’s thickness.

It was not the same sensation.

It was ours.

He began with slow strokes, each one dragging through the ache another man had created.

I held his face.

"Give me the dirty truth. One word at a time."

His hips struck mine.

"Bigger?"

"Much."

Another stroke.

"Deeper?"

"Yes."

Harder now.

"Better?"

"The fullness was better."

His cock pulsed inside me.

"And me?"

I bit his lower lip.

"You are the husband who made me take it."

That answer broke something open in him.

Evan fucked me harder.

Not to erase Julian.

To use him.

Every stroke carried the image of the bigger cock that had been inside me minutes earlier.

Julian stayed in the chair and watched.

I turned my face toward him.

"Tell my husband what you saw when I came."

Julian’s voice was low.

"She looked for you."

Evan drove into me.

"Again."

"She clenched around my cock and reached for her husband."

Evan’s rhythm became brutal.

I wrapped my legs around him.

"Tell him what she called him," Evan said.

Julian’s stare held mine.

"Her little cuck."

Evan groaned and buried himself deep.

I felt him beginning to lose control.

"Come in the wife your bull opened," I whispered.

He drove into me twice more.

Then Evan came inside me.

His face stayed against mine.

His body shook while Julian watched my husband fill the space he had occupied.

I came around Evan with a smaller, sharper wave.

The sound belonged to our marriage.

It still carried Julian inside it.

When Evan stopped moving, he did not pull away.

He stayed buried in me and looked at the man in the chair.

"She came back to my cock."

Julian nodded.

"She never left your marriage."

The sentence did not soften what had happened.

It made it dirtier.

Because Julian was right.

I had taken another man completely.

I had compared them without mercy.

I wanted Julian again.

And I was still holding my husband inside me.

I kissed Evan slowly.

"My bull opened me," I whispered against his mouth.

Then I tightened around him.

"My cuck brought me home."


CHAPTER 32

EVAN - WHAT SHE GAVE BACK

We left the hotel at two-thirty in the morning.

Julian went first.

At the door, Julian cupped Lena's jaw and kissed her. It lasted long enough to promise another night but not long enough to make the goodbye cruel.

Then he faced me.

"Are we all right?"

I considered the question.

"Ask me tomorrow."

"Fair."

"Did you enjoy my wife?"

Lena inhaled behind me.

Julian answered carefully.

"Yes. Very much."

"Was she what you expected?"

"No."

My stomach tightened.

"Better?"

"More complicated."

The answer surprised me. "How?"

Julian looked toward the closed hotel room. "I was married once. By the end, we had stopped telling each other the truth long before we stopped touching. Lena wanted my body, but she watched yours every second. I will not help either of you turn honesty into another kind of silence."

My throat tightened.

"Goodnight," I said.

Julian nodded and left.

In the elevator, Lena leaned against me.

"You asked if he enjoyed me."

"I needed his answer. I needed confirmation that what I saw was real."

"Did it hurt?"

I looked at the floor numbers descending. "Yes. And I liked hearing it."

Lena smiled against my shoulder.

"My cuck."

At home, we did not go directly to bed.

We sat on the kitchen floor with our backs against the cabinets, drinking water from the same bottle. Lena wore my shirt. I wore sweatpants. The ordinary room made the night feel even more impossible.

"Tell me what you need," she said.

"Every detail."

"Now?"

"Not all at once. But no protecting me."

"All right."

"Tell me what you liked more, what you liked less, and what you want again."

She studied me. "The fullness. He did not know my body without instructions. And I want to ride him again."

My cock stirred as jealousy tightened my stomach.

"What would you change?"

"More teasing. I rushed because I had waited so long."

"You want a longer night."

"Maybe more than a night."

The answer opened the next door.

"A weekend."

Lena looked at me.

"Eventually."

"You already imagined it."

"Yes."

"Where?"

"Beach house. Neutral place. Two bedrooms. A pool. No schedule forcing us to leave at two in the morning."

My cock hardened.

"You want to wake up with him there."

"I want to know what it feels like when the fantasy lasts through breakfast."

"Would you sleep with him?"

"I don't know."

"Honest."

"I would want to."

My breath caught.

Lena placed her hand over my cock.

"And you would want to hear us through the wall."

The image hit hard.

"Maybe."

"Liar."

"Yes."

She kissed me.

"Not yet."

The same words we had used for sex.

A boundary, not a denial.

I touched her swollen lips.

"What did you give back to me tonight?"

Lena took my hand and placed it over her heart. "Everything that was ours before. Plus the truth."

"That he felt better in some ways. That you want him again. That you may want a weekend."

"Yes. And none of those things made me want to leave you."

That was what she gave back.

Not innocence.

Not exclusivity.

Something harder to earn: the whole truth without the loss of love.


CHAPTER 33

EVAN - THE PHOTOGRAPH I KEPT

The photograph Lena took the next morning never showed Julian's face.

It showed mine.

I sat on the hotel bed wearing only my trousers, one hand around a coffee cup, the other resting on my wife's bare thigh.

Lena stood between my knees in my white shirt.

The buttons were open.

Purple marks curved along her hips where Julian had held her.

Her pussy was hidden by the hem, but the way she stood told the story. Legs slightly apart. Weight careful. Body still tender from the first time another man had fucked her.

Julian took the picture.

"Closer," Lena told him.

He moved forward.

"Get the marks."

My stomach tightened.

"You want proof?"

She looked down at me.

"I want my husband to remember what he watched."

Julian framed the shot again.

Lena placed one hand on my shoulder and pulled the shirt higher.

Her bare pussy appeared above my knee.

Swollen.

Wet again.

My cock hardened beneath the coffee cup.

"There he is," she whispered.

Julian took the photograph.

The image caught my face looking up at my wife while the evidence of another man's cock remained between her thighs.

No smile.

No performance.

Only jealousy, pride, exhaustion, and a hard cock I could not hide.

Lena studied the screen.

"Perfect."

"Delete it if he hates it later," Julian said.

I looked at the photograph.

"Send it to me."

Lena's eyes sharpened.

"Why?"

"Because I want to remember that I stayed."

Julian sent it.

At breakfast, Lena sat between us in a corner booth. The shirt belonged to me, but Julian's fingerprints remained on her waist beneath it.

She stole fruit from his plate.

He handed her coffee without asking how she took it.

I watched small domestic gestures form around the most indecent night of our marriage.

That frightened me more than the sex.

Lena saw it.

Her hand disappeared beneath the table and closed around my cock through my trousers.

"Jealous of breakfast, love?"

"A little."

"Hard?"

"Yes."

She smiled at Julian.

"My cuck thinks you knowing how I take coffee is more dangerous than your cock."

Julian looked at me.

"He may be right."

The honesty cut cleanly.

Lena stroked me beneath the table while discussing the beach house she had found online.

Two bedrooms.

Private pool.

Forty-eight hours.

I looked at the photograph on my phone.

My wife standing over me, marked and open, while the man she chose held the camera.

Then I looked at Lena between us.

The fantasy had survived morning.

That was why the next invitation became possible.


CHAPTER 34

LENA - THE WEEKEND I ASKED FOR

Three days later, I asked Evan for the beach house.

Not because I expected an immediate yes.

Because hiding the fantasy would have returned us to the marriage we had before my first confession, and neither of us wanted that version anymore.

We were in bed on Tuesday morning. Evan had one hand resting on my thigh. My body still carried tenderness when he touched me deeply, but the soreness had become a private reminder instead of pain.

"I want to ask for the next experiment," I said.

He became still.

"Already?"

"Ask, not schedule."

"What is it?"

"A weekend with Julian."

His hand tightened on my thigh.

"Forty-eight hours?"

"Friday night to Sunday morning."

"Where?"

"A rented house near the beach. Two bedrooms. We decide sleeping arrangements before each night."

"You have been researching."

"Imagining."

"Same thing with you lately."

I smiled.

"Do you want the dirty version?"

"I want all versions."

I rolled onto my side to face him.

"I want to see Julian outside a hotel room. I want to swim with him. Eat with both of you. Wear a bikini while you watch him look at me. I want the tension to last all day instead of being packed into a few hours."

Evan's cock began hardening against my leg.

"And at night?"

"I want you to choose whether you watch, participate, or listen from the other room."

His breath changed.

"You want to sleep with him."

"I want the possibility."

"Without me in the bed."

"Maybe."

"While I hear you."

"If that is what we choose."

His cock was fully hard now.

I stroked him slowly.

"Imagine waking up because your wife is moaning in the next room. Imagine coming downstairs and seeing me in his shirt. Imagine the marks on my body while all three of us drink coffee."

Evan groaned.

"You planned every wound."

"I found every place your desire lives."

"Same thing."

"Do you want it?"

He looked at me.

"Part of me does."

"And the rest?"

"The rest remembers the sound you made when Julian came inside the condom."

I touched his face.

"That sound hurt you."

"Yes."

"Do you want it erased?"

He considered.

"No. I want to understand it."

"Then ask me."

"What was the sound?"

I closed my eyes and remembered Julian filling me, Evan's hands, the shock of a new sensation inside the safety of my husband's presence.

"It was surprise. Pleasure. The end of waiting. And knowing you had watched all of it without leaving."

"Would you make it again?"

"Probably."

His cock pulsed in my hand.

"Would you tell me if he made you feel something better than I can?"

"Yes."

"Would you still come back to my bed?"

"Yes."

"Even if I asked you to sleep with him one night?"

The question became real between us.

I answered carefully.

"I would sleep where we agreed. In the morning, I would come to you. Not because Julian means nothing. Because you are my husband and the weekend belongs to our experiment."

Evan pulled me closer.

"I am not saying yes."

"I know."

"But I am not saying no."

I smiled.

"I know that too."

He rolled me beneath him.

"Tell me what you would wear at the pool."

"The white bikini you said was too small for the neighborhood."

"What would Julian do?"

"Put sunscreen on my back."

"How low?"

"As low as you let the fantasy go."

"And if his hand goes beneath the bikini?"

"I ask."

"And if I say I want to watch?"

"Then your wife gets wet under another man's hand while her cuck sits beside the pool."

Evan drove into me.

The soreness made me gasp.

He stopped instantly.

"Take it."

"Yes. Slow."

He moved carefully.

Even in fantasy, even in filth, even after another man had stretched me open, my husband listened.

That was why I could keep asking for more.


CHAPTER 35

EVAN - THE MORNING AFTER THE CHOICE

The morning after Lena asked for the weekend, we met Julian for breakfast.

Not because we needed to plan anything yet.

Because I wanted to see the three of us in daylight.

Hotels had softened reality. Dim lamps. Closed curtains. White sheets. Rooms where nobody knew us and nothing needed to survive beyond checkout.

A crowded café at nine on a Saturday morning offered no such protection.

Lena wore jeans, sandals, and a pale-blue blouse. Ordinary clothes. Her hair was tied loosely at the back of her neck. No red dress. No bracelet displayed for effect. No lingerie chosen for another man.

Still, when she walked toward our table and saw Julian standing near the window, her entire face changed.

She smiled before she could control it.

I saw.

Julian saw me see.

That was why I had wanted breakfast.

He hugged her. The embrace lasted two seconds longer than a friendly greeting. Lena's hand rested at the middle of his back. Julian's palm settled above her waist.

No one in the café knew he had fucked my wife six nights earlier.

The secret made the ordinary room obscene.

"Morning," Julian said to me.

"Morning."

We shook hands.

His grip was the same as always. Calm. Direct. The hand that had held Lena's hip while his cock filled her now closed around mine across a table set with sugar packets and laminated menus.

My body reacted.

Lena noticed.

She sat beside me instead of beside Julian.

That small choice settled something in my chest.

We ordered coffee. Lena crossed one leg over the other and winced faintly.

Julian saw it.

"He left you sore," Julian said.

The question was quiet, but not quiet enough to feel private.

Lena glanced at me.

"A little."

My cock hardened beneath the table.

Julian's eyes moved to mine.

"Evan checked every mark afterward."

I answered before Lena could. "Tender. Swollen. Beautiful."

"Good."

Lena lifted her coffee.

"My husband checked me like a crime scene."

"I was making sure you were okay."

"You were also staring at how swollen another man left your wife."

A server passed close enough that all three of us became silent.

The moment she moved away, Lena smiled into her cup.

"Look at him," she told Julian. "He is hard under the table."

Julian did not look down.

That restraint made the humiliation sharper.

"Is that true?" he asked me.

I could have refused the game in public.

Instead, I answered.

"Yes."

"Because she is sore?"

"Because you know why."

Julian nodded.

"Thank you for the honest answer."

Lena rested her hand on my thigh beneath the table.

"My good little cuck."

The words were barely audible.

They still burned.

Breakfast arrived. Eggs for me, fruit and toast for Lena, oatmeal for Julian. For ten minutes, we talked about work, traffic, and the weather near the coast.

The normal conversation unsettled me more than dirty talk.

Julian knew how Lena looked when she came around his cock.

Lena knew how he sounded when he lost control.

I knew both of those things.

And now he was telling us that one of his clients had tried to deadlift in running shoes.

The fantasy had entered daylight and remained real.

"Why did you ask us here?" Julian said eventually.

I put down my fork.

"I needed to see whether I could sit with you after."

"Can you?"

"I am sitting here."

"That was not the question."

Lena squeezed my thigh.

I looked at Julian.

"Yes. It is harder than the hotel."

"Why?"

"Because there you were the man in the scene. Here you are a person my wife might laugh with, remember, and want even when no one is naked."

Julian did not defend himself.

"That frightens you."

"Yes."

"Does it make you want me gone?"

I looked at Lena.

She did not plead with her eyes. She waited.

"No," I said.

The answer surprised me with its clarity.

"But I need the ordinary parts to have shape too."

Lena nodded.

"Such as?"

"No private relationship hidden inside the sexual one. Messages stay in the group unless they are about logistics or an emergency. If either of you wants private contact, you tell me first."

Julian considered.

"What if Lena wants to ask me something about her body that she does not want to put in front of you?"

The question irritated me before I understood it.

"Why wouldn't she want me to know?"

Lena answered.

"Because transparency does not mean I lose every private thought."

My first instinct was fear.

Then I remembered what we had learned.

Trust was not surveillance.

"You tell me that a private conversation happened," I said. "Not necessarily every detail. But no secret meetings, no deleted messages, no emotional decisions about us without me."

"Fair," Julian said.

Lena kissed my cheek.

"Good husband."

The praise affected me more than cuck did in that moment.

Julian leaned back.

"And the weekend?"

"We are considering it."

Lena's hand moved higher on my thigh.

"He said yes to the fantasy. We haven't decided how the weekend works."

"Then there is no invitation yet."

"Correct," I said.

Julian looked at Lena.

"What part do you want most?"

She did not answer immediately.

"Morning," she said.

The word surprised both of us.

"Not sex?" I asked.

"Sex too. But I want the morning after a night where we don't have to rush home. I want to wake up and see what we feel. I want to know whether Evan can look at me across breakfast after hearing me with you."

The café around us became distant.

Julian's voice remained calm.

"And if he cannot?"

"Then I go to him."

"Even if you are in my bed?"

"Especially then."

I looked at my wife.

That answer did not remove the jealousy.

It gave me somewhere to stand inside it.

Julian finished his coffee.

"When you invite me, I will come. Until then, the fantasy stays with the two of you."

He stood.

Lena looked disappointed that he was leaving.

I saw it.

This time, the sight did not feel like proof of danger.

It felt like information.

Julian hugged her goodbye.

Then he shook my hand.

"Take care of the marriage before you plan the house."

"We will."

He left.

Lena watched him through the window until he disappeared along the sidewalk.

"You miss him already," I said.

"A little."

My cock stirred.

She turned to me.

"And you?"

I thought about the handshake. The breakfast. The question of morning.

"A little."

Lena's smile became slow and dangerous.

"My cuck misses the bull who fucked his wife."

I gripped her thigh under the table.

"Keep your voice down."

"Make me."

I paid the bill.

In the parking garage, I pressed my wife against our car and kissed her while Saturday shoppers passed at the far end of the level.

"What are you doing?" she whispered.

"Taking you home."

"Why?"

I opened the passenger door.

"Because I want you to describe breakfast while I fuck you."

Lena climbed into the car with a smile.

"Then drive, little cuck."

That afternoon, she told me every time she had looked at Julian across the table and remembered his cock inside her.

I made her repeat the details until neither of us could speak.

The fantasy had survived daylight.

So had we.


CHAPTER 36

EVAN - THE WHITE BIKINI

The white bikini arrived four days before we booked the beach house.

Lena opened the package on the kitchen island while I cooked dinner.

The fabric looked too small to cover anything important.

"You chose the size," she said.

"I chose the smallest one that could still be called clothing."

"My husband is learning."

She stripped in the kitchen.

No teasing delay.

No walking upstairs.

One moment she wore a work dress. The next she stood naked beneath the pendant lights, pulling thin white strings over her hips.

The bottoms barely covered her pussy.

The top pushed her breasts high and left most of them exposed.

My cock hardened against the counter.

Lena turned.

The back was a narrow triangle disappearing between her ass cheeks.

"Julian will lose his mind," she said.

"That's the point."

She looked over her shoulder.

"You want every man at the pool staring too."

"Yes."

"You want them wondering which one of us belongs to Julian."

The question struck deeper than expected.

"You belong to yourself."

She rolled her eyes.

"Don't become poetic while your cock is trying to tear through your pants."

She crossed the kitchen and pressed her bikini-covered pussy against me.

"Say the dirty version."

I gripped her ass.

"I want men staring at my wife while the bull who fucked her stands beside the pool."

"More."

"I want Julian watching them look and knowing he already had what they want."

Her nipples hardened beneath the white triangles.

"And you?"

"I want to sit there with my cock hard, knowing I packed the bikini."

Lena kissed me.

"Good cuck."

She bent over the island.

The white thong vanished between her cheeks.

"Take a picture for Julian."

I picked up my phone.

She spread her legs enough that the fabric pulled tight across her pussy.

"Closer," she said.

I moved until the camera framed the wet white cloth and the curve of her ass.

"Tell him what you want."

I typed beneath the photograph.

Evan: I chose this. She wears it at the beach house.

Julian answered:

Julian: Then I will spend the weekend deciding how long it stays on.

Lena read the message and moaned.

I pulled the bikini bottoms aside and pushed my cock into her over the kitchen island.

She was already soaking.

"Read it again," I said.

She held the phone against the counter and read Julian's words while I fucked her.

"How long it stays on," she gasped. "Not long, corninho. He'll peel it off your wife by the pool."

I drove deeper.

"And then?"

"Then you watch him fuck the woman you dressed for him."

My hands tightened around her hips.

"Say whose wife you are."

"Yours."

"Whose bull?"

"Ours."

I came inside her while the white bikini remained twisted around one thigh.

Afterward, Lena sent Julian a second photograph.

This one showed my cum leaking beneath the white fabric.

Lena: Evan wanted you to see what waits for the weekend.

Julian: Tell him I see it.

Then another message.

Julian: And tell my chosen woman to pack his shirt for the first night.

Lena turned the phone toward me.

The beach house listing remained open on my laptop.

Two bedrooms.

One pool.

Forty-eight hours. I clicked Book.


EPILOGUE

EVAN - FORTY-EIGHT HOURS

Julian answered the group message at 8:14 on Thursday night.

Lena and I sat at the kitchen table with the beach house open on my laptop.

Two bedrooms.

Private pool.

Forty minutes south of Tampa.

Far enough to feel separate from our ordinary life. Close enough that we could be home before Monday morning.

Lena wore the white bikini beneath my open shirt.

She had refused to change after I fucked her over the island.

The wet fabric still carried my cum.

Her message to Julian had been simple.

Lena: Evan booked the house. Forty-eight hours. Friday through Sunday. Are you coming?

No conditions disguised as seduction.

No numbered list.

The shape of the fantasy was already clear.

Julian with us through dinner.

Julian beside the pool.

Julian hearing Lena laugh in daylight instead of only moaning in a hotel room.

Two bedrooms because Evan needed to discover whether a wall made the jealousy worse.

A white bikini because my wife wanted every man near the water looking at her.

My shirt because she wanted to wear it when she knocked on Julian's door.

His answer appeared.

Julian: Yes.

One word.

Lena's pussy tightened against my thigh.

"Read it," she said.

"He said yes."

"Again."

"Julian is coming for the weekend."

Her smile became slow and dangerous.

"And where do you picture me sleeping Friday night?"

The question cut deeper than anything in the hotel.

Sex had a beginning and an end.

Sleeping beside another man lasted through silence.

Morning breath.

The weight of an arm across her waist.

My wife opening her eyes and seeing someone else first.

My cock hardened under the table.

Lena felt it.

"There he is."

"I don't know where you sleep."

"Liar."

"I picture you knocking on his door in my shirt."

Her hand closed around my cock.

"Underwear?"

"None."

"What do I say?"

I looked at the booking confirmation.

"Tell him your cuck wants to hear you through the wall."

Lena's fingers tightened.

"And morning?"

"You come downstairs in his shirt."

"Sore?"

"Enough that I see it when you walk."

She climbed across my lap.

The wet bikini pressed against my trousers.

"Cruel husband."

"You taught me."

She kissed me, then looked at the screen again.

Julian had sent another message.

Julian: Tell Evan I will not pretend breakfast means less than the bedroom.

That was why he remained dangerous.

Not because his cock was larger.

Not because Lena had screamed around him in a hotel bed.

Because he understood that ordinary moments could cut deeper than sex.

Coffee.

A towel placed around my wife's shoulders.

His hand at the small of her back while they crossed the kitchen.

Lena saw the fear reach my face.

"You still want it."

"Yes."

"Say what you want most."

I looked at her body in the white bikini I had chosen.

"I want to see whether I can watch you live beside him for two days and still ask for more."

Her expression softened without losing its hunger.

"And I want to find out whether my husband is hard when the fantasy wakes up beside us."

She opened the group chat and recorded a voice message.

"Julian, pack for the pool. Pack for dinner. Pack enough clothes to make my cuck wonder which shirt I will wear Saturday morning."

She looked at me while she continued.

"And bring the cock he finally admitted belongs inside his wife."

She sent it.

My cock pulsed beneath her.

Julian answered with a photograph of an open suitcase.

Black swim shorts.

Dark shirts.

Condoms.

Nothing else needed explanation.

Lena took my phone and placed it face down.

Then she opened my trousers and climbed onto my cock without removing the bikini.

The wet white fabric twisted between us.

"Forty-eight hours," she whispered while she rode me. "Your wife, her bull, and the cuck who invited him back."

I gripped her hips.

"Whose wife are you?"

"Yours."

"Whose bull?"

"Ours."

She came hard around me.

I followed seconds later, staring at the booking confirmation over her shoulder.

Friday.

Two bedrooms.

One man my wife had chosen.

And a husband hungry enough to hear her through the wall.


BOOK 4

THE WEEKEND

MY WIFE'S SECRET HUNGER


CHAPTER 1

EVAN - THE BAG

Lena packed the black dress first.

She laid it across our bed, smoothed the skirt with both hands, then looked at me through the mirror.

"No panties Friday night," she said.

My cock hardened before I could answer.

The suitcase sat open between us. White bikini. Red bikini. The thin black dress. A pair of heels Julian had once said made her legs look endless. My white shirt folded beside one of his dark ones, which she had borrowed after the hotel and never returned.

Forty-eight hours.

The booking confirmation waited on my phone.

Julian was driving separately. He would reach the beach house an hour after us. Two bedrooms. A private pool. A narrow wall between the rooms.

Lena lifted the white bikini bottoms with one finger.

"You chose these."

"They barely cover you."

"That was the point."

She turned around.

At thirty-five, my wife had learned exactly how dangerous it was to ask a jealous husband what he wanted to see. She wore only a black thong and the gold bracelet with WATCH stamped into the charm. Her dark hair fell over one shoulder. The thong disappeared between the cheeks another man had already gripped while I watched.

"Which bikini first?" she asked.

"The white one."

"Because Julian likes white?"

"Because I want every man at the beach to know how little you're wearing."

Her smile changed.

That smile had begun with a confession in our bed. It had sharpened through Grant's hands, Julian's mouth, and the first time I watched another cock disappear inside my wife.

Now it belonged to a woman packing for a weekend with her bull.

Lena placed the bikini in the suitcase.

"Tell me what happens when he arrives."

"He sees you by the pool."

"Wearing?"

"The white bikini."

"Where are you?"

"Watching."

She walked toward me.

The open suitcase pressed against the backs of my knees when she stopped between my legs.

"And what does he do?"

"He looks at you."

"Only looks?"

"Not for long."

Her hand closed around my cock through my trousers.

I had been hard since she said no panties.

She stroked the outline slowly.

"Does my cuck introduce us like strangers?"

"No."

"Does he tell Julian to keep his hands polite?"

"No."

"Good."

She unfastened my trousers and pulled my cock free.

Her thumb moved over the head.

"We did enough asking in the old version of ourselves," she said. "We know why we're going."

I looked at the suitcase.

Condoms in the side pocket.

A thick black toy beneath the dresses.

The white bikini.

My shirt.

Julian's shirt.

Nothing in that bag was innocent.

Lena lowered to her knees.

She opened her mouth and took me deep enough to make my hand catch in her hair.

Her eyes stayed on mine.

That was how she did it now.

She never let me hide from the reason I was hard.

She sucked me slowly, one hand around the base, the other resting against my thigh. The WATCH bracelet tapped against my leg with every movement.

"Your bull packed yet?" I asked.

She pulled back and smiled around the head of my cock.

"He sent a picture."

My stomach tightened.

"What picture?"

She reached for her phone without standing.

The message waited in our group chat.

Julian stood in front of an open suitcase. Black swim shorts. Dark shirts. A bottle of bourbon. Condoms.

At the edge of the photograph, his hand rested over the bulge in his jeans.

Lena enlarged it.

Then she looked up at me from her knees.

"He knows what your wife is packing for."

My cock pulsed against her lips.

She took me again.

I watched my wife suck me while another man's heavy outline filled the screen beside her face.

The jealousy cut clean.

The hunger underneath it was worse.

I grabbed her hair and fucked her mouth until her eyes watered.

She moaned around me.

When I pulled her back, saliva shone across her swollen lips.

"Say it," she whispered.

"My wife is spending the weekend with her bull."

"Again."

"My wife is going to take his cock while I watch."

Her smile returned.

"My honest little cuck."

She swallowed me again.

I came across her tongue while Julian's photograph remained open on the bed.

Lena held every drop in her mouth.

Then she climbed into my lap and kissed me with my own cum still warm between us.

When she pulled away, she touched the white bikini in the suitcase.

"Pack your patience, love."

"I don't have any left."

"Good."

She closed the suitcase.

"We leave in an hour."


CHAPTER 2

LENA - WHAT I LEFT OUT

I packed three things Evan did not see.

The first was the red lace thong Julian had removed with his teeth in the hotel.

The second was a small bottle of oil that smelled like coconut and vanilla.

The third was a folded note.

I slipped the note into the pocket of Julian's dark shirt while Evan carried the suitcase downstairs.

The message was short.

Wear this Saturday morning. Make him watch me button it.

I had learned that the strongest fantasies were not always the loudest ones.

Sometimes Evan became hardest over ordinary details.

A cup of coffee placed in front of me by another man.

A hand at the small of my back.

A shirt that did not belong to my husband hanging from my shoulders.

Sex ended.

Breakfast kept hurting.

That was why I wanted the weekend.

Not only Julian's cock.

I already knew what his cock felt like.

I knew how my body opened around him. I knew the deep ache afterward. I knew the look on Evan's face when he saw how much of me Julian filled.

What I did not know was what happened when the three of us woke under the same roof.

I stood in our bathroom wearing nothing while I brushed my hair.

Evan moved through the bedroom behind me, checking chargers, keys, and the house reservation twice.

His nerves always became practical.

Mine became wet.

I watched him in the mirror.

"You're doing it again," I said.

"Doing what?"

"Pretending the right charging cable can save you from what you booked."

He stopped.

Then he looked at my naked body.

His cock showed through his trousers again.

I smiled.

"Come here."

He crossed the room.

I turned before he reached me and bent over the counter.

My pussy was already slick.

His eyes dropped.

"You packed the toy?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Which one?"

"The thick one."

"Bigger than you?"

"You know it is."

I spread my legs.

"What do you picture Julian doing with it?"

Evan placed both hands on my hips.

"Opening you while I watch."

"For him?"

"For both of us."

"And after?"

His cock pressed against my ass through his trousers.

"After, he fucks you."

I looked at him through the mirror.

"Hard?"

"Yes."

"Deep?"

"Yes."

"Bigger than my husband?"

His jaw tightened.

The silence made my pussy pulse.

I loved that moment.

The instant before honesty hurt him enough to make him harder.

"Yes."

I rubbed my clit.

"Say the whole thing."

"Julian's cock is bigger than mine."

"And?"

"He fills you more."

My fingers moved faster.

Evan watched.

He did not touch me yet.

I had trained him to understand that watching could be an action.

"Does that make you angry?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Does it make your cock hard?"

"Yes."

"Poor cuck."

His hand came down across my ass.

The slap cracked through the bathroom.

I laughed.

He hit me again.

"Keep touching yourself."

I obeyed.

He stood behind me while I worked my clit and imagined Julian arriving at the beach house. I pictured the first look. The way his eyes would move from the white bikini to Evan's face. The quiet understanding between the two men.

She is yours.

You brought her here for me.

I came with my forehead against the mirror and my husband's hand around the back of my neck.

He held me upright while my legs shook.

Then he leaned close.

"Still think I need a charging cable to survive?"

I met his eyes in the glass.

"No."

"What do you think I need?"

I smiled.

"A front-row seat."


CHAPTER 3

EVAN - THE DRIVE

The Gulf appeared between buildings forty minutes before we reached the house.

Blue water.

White sand.

Tourists crossing the road with towels over their shoulders.

Lena lowered the passenger window and let the warm air move through her hair.

She wore a thin gray dress with nothing beneath it.

I knew because she had taken off the thong before we left Tampa and placed it in the cup holder.

The red lace sat beside my coffee like a warning.

Julian's messages arrived through the car speakers.

Julian: Forty minutes away.

Lena picked up my phone.

"Tell him where we are."

"He can see the location."

"I want him to hear your voice."

She pressed record and held the phone near my mouth.

I kept one hand on the wheel.

"We're ten minutes from the house."

Lena moved her hand onto my thigh.

"Tell him what I'm wearing."

I looked at the road.

"Gray dress."

Her fingers slid higher.

"Tell him what I'm not wearing."

My cock hardened under her palm.

"My wife has nothing under it."

She sent the message.

Julian answered with another voice note.

"Good. Keep her that way until I arrive."

The deep calm in his voice filled the car.

Lena's hand tightened.

My stomach did the same.

"He gave you an order," she said.

"He told me what to do with my wife."

"And are you going to obey?"

I glanced at her.

The dress had ridden high enough to expose the upper half of her thigh.

"No."

Her eyebrow lifted.

I pulled onto a quiet side road near a row of beach rentals and stopped beneath palm trees.

Lena looked through the windshield.

"What are you doing?"

"Not obeying."

I pushed her dress up.

Her pussy was bare and already soaked.

"Evan."

I slid two fingers through her.

She opened her legs without another word.

The air conditioner blew cold across my face while her cunt burned around my fingers.

"Send him a picture," I said.

Her eyes darkened.

I worked her harder.

"Now."

She opened the camera.

The photograph caught my hand between her thighs, her dress around her waist, and the red thong waiting in the cup holder.

She sent it to Julian.

His reply came before I found her clit.

Julian: Make her come before I get there. I want to know what your fingers leave for me.

Lena read it aloud.

My fingers stopped for one heartbeat.

Then she grabbed my wrist.

"Do what he said, cuck."

I pushed two fingers deep.

She gasped and braced one foot against the dashboard.

The car rocked slightly beneath the palms.

I fucked her with my hand while she watched the message from Julian. Her hips rose. Her breath fogged the lower corner of the window.

"Tell him," I said.

"Tell him what?"

"What my fingers are doing."

She held the record button.

"Julian, my husband has two fingers in my pussy on the side of the road."

I rubbed her clit with my thumb.

Her voice broke.

"He's trying to make me come before you arrive."

"Trying?"

I curled my fingers.

Lena cried out.

She dropped the phone onto her stomach but the message kept recording.

I heard myself breathing.

Heard the slick sound of my fingers inside my wife.

Heard Lena say Julian's name when she came.

Her thighs closed around my wrist.

The voice note ended.

For several seconds, neither of us moved.

Then the phone played Julian's response.

"I heard her. Now bring me the wife who said my name."

Lena opened her eyes.

Her face was flushed.

Her pussy still clenched around my fingers.

She smiled at me.

"Drive, love."

I pulled my hand free.

She caught my wrist before I could wipe it on my trousers.

Then she sucked my fingers clean while I watched.

"Now drive," she said again. "Your bull is waiting."


CHAPTER 4

EVAN - TWO BEDROOMS

The beach house looked too peaceful for what we had brought into it.

White siding.

Blue shutters.

A narrow wooden path leading toward the sand.

The private pool sat behind a fence with palms leaning over one corner. Inside, the rooms smelled like clean linen and salt air.

Lena walked through the house barefoot.

Her gray dress moved over her bare ass.

I carried the suitcase.

The main bedroom faced the water. King bed. Glass doors to a small balcony. The second bedroom stood across the hall with a queen bed and one thin wall between them.

I knocked on that wall.

Lena laughed from the doorway.

"Testing the sound?"

"Yes."

She crossed the room.

"Afraid you won't hear enough?"

"Afraid I'll hear everything."

Her hands settled on my chest.

"That is why you booked it."

I looked at the king bed.

I pictured Lena beneath Julian.

Her face turned toward the wall.

My name on her lips.

His hand around her hair.

The headboard striking hard enough for me to feel it through the plaster.

My cock hardened.

Lena saw.

She always saw.

"Which room is ours?" she asked.

"I don't know."

"Which room is his?"

"I don't know."

"Good."

She kissed me once.

"We decide with our bodies, not luggage."

That sentence should have frightened me.

Instead, I carried the suitcase into the main bedroom.

Lena opened it and took out the white bikini.

She changed in front of the glass doors.

Not quickly.

She let the gray dress fall.

She stood naked in the afternoon light and tied the tiny white triangles over her breasts. The bottoms covered so little that one wrong movement would expose her.

I had chosen them online.

They looked worse in person.

Better.

Lena turned.

"You bought this for your wife?"

"I bought it for every man who looks at her."

Her smile became slow.

"What about Julian?"

"I bought it for him most."

She walked toward me.

The white fabric was already damp over her pussy.

"You're becoming generous."

"I'm becoming honest."

"Same thing, lately."

She pushed me onto the bed and climbed over my lap.

The bikini bottoms pressed against my cock.

The wet spot darkened.

"Julian will be here in twenty minutes," she said.

"I know."

"What happens if he walks in and finds me riding my husband?"

"He watches."

"What if I make him wait?"

"He'll stay hard."

"What if I look at him while I come on you?"

My hands closed around her waist.

"You will."

She moved against me through my trousers.

I could feel the heat of her cunt.

The tiny bikini twisted between us.

Her breasts nearly slipped free.

"Tell me what you see," she whispered.

"My wife in a bikini designed to make strangers stare."

"More."

"My wife is soaked because her bull is driving here."

"More."

"My little slut wants him to arrive while she's grinding on her cuck."

Lena moaned.

The word did not soften her.

It made her press harder.

She rubbed herself along my cock until the front of my trousers darkened.

Then a car door closed outside.

We both froze.

A second later, the gate latch clicked.

Lena looked toward the hallway.

Julian's footsteps crossed the deck.

My cock jumped beneath her.

She smiled.

"Don't move."

The front door opened.

Julian called from the entry.

"Anyone home?"

Lena raised her voice.

"Bedroom."

His steps came closer.

I sat beneath my wife with both hands on her hips while she moved slowly against my hard cock.

Julian appeared in the doorway.

Black shirt.

Dark shorts.

A travel bag over one shoulder.

His eyes found the white bikini first.

Then the wet mark on my trousers.

Then my face.

No one spoke for three seconds.

Lena rolled her hips again.

"Welcome to the weekend," she said.


CHAPTER 5

EVAN - THE FIRST LOOK

Julian dropped his bag without looking away from my wife.

The sound landed heavily on the bedroom floor.

Lena remained across my lap.

Her knees spread around my hips. The tiny white bikini showed the outline of her pussy through damp fabric.

Julian stepped closer.

"You chose that?" he asked me.

"Yes."

"Good choice."

Lena leaned back against my hands.

"Only good?"

Julian's gaze moved over her breasts.

The white triangles barely contained them.

His cock showed through his shorts.

"Dangerous choice."

She smiled.

"That sounds better."

He stopped beside the bed.

Close enough for Lena to touch him.

She did not.

Not yet.

That was another thing I had learned about my wife.

Waiting could be filthy when everyone knew exactly what would happen.

Julian looked at me.

"You heard the message?"

"I heard all of them."

"And you still brought her."

"I drove faster."

His mouth curved.

Then he looked at Lena.

"Stand up."

She climbed off me.

The loss of her weight exposed the wet stain across my trousers.

Julian saw it.

Lena saw him see it.

She stood between us.

White bikini.

Gold bracelet.

Bare feet.

My wife looked smaller beside him than she ever looked beside me. Julian was taller, broader through the shoulders, dark skin gleaming slightly from the heat outside.

He placed both hands on her waist.

No question.

No ceremony.

We had finished talking before the trip.

This was the weekend itself.

Lena inhaled sharply as his palms covered the narrow space between bikini top and bottoms.

Julian turned her slowly toward the mirror.

I remained seated behind them.

His body framed hers.

His hands slid down to her hips.

"Show your husband what he bought," he said.

Lena looked at me in the glass.

Then she bent forward.

Her ass rose toward Julian.

The white bottoms disappeared between her cheeks.

His cock hardened visibly against the back of his shorts.

My mouth went dry.

Lena watched me through the mirror.

"Look, love."

"I'm looking."

"Your wife is bent over for her bull before he even unpacked."

Julian's fingers hooked beneath the side strings.

He pulled them higher, tightening the fabric over her pussy and exposing more of her ass.

Lena moaned softly.

My cock strained against my open trousers.

Julian watched my reaction.

"She likes making you suffer."

"She likes making me hard."

"Same thing for him," Lena said.

Julian slapped her ass.

The white flesh reddened beneath his palm.

She laughed.

He hit her again.

Harder.

Her pussy pressed visibly against the bikini.

"Tell him," Julian said.

Lena's eyes stayed on mine.

"His hands are bigger."

My cock pulsed.

"More," I said.

"He covers more of my ass than you do."

Julian gripped both cheeks and spread them.

The bikini string shifted.

For one second, I saw the wet lips of my wife's cunt around the narrow fabric.

Lena made a sound low in her throat.

"Does that hurt, cuck?" she asked.

"Yes."

"Good."

Julian pulled her upright.

He turned her against his chest and placed one hand over her stomach.

The other moved beneath the white top.

Her breast filled his palm.

Her nipple appeared above the fabric.

He rolled it between thick fingers.

Lena's head fell back against his shoulder.

I watched another man hold my wife in the bikini I had chosen.

The scene did not feel like a first touch.

It felt like a continuation of everything we had already admitted.

Julian looked at me over her shoulder.

"Pool?"

I stood.

My cock remained exposed.

Lena's eyes dropped to it.

She smiled.

"Put it away, love."

"Why?"

"Because I want you hard all afternoon."

She stepped away from Julian and tucked my cock back into my trousers herself.

Her fingers lingered.

Then she leaned close enough for only me to hear.

"And tonight, I want you desperate."

She kissed my cheek.

Julian picked up his bag.

The three of us walked toward the pool.

My wife went first.

The white bikini barely covered her.

Both men watched her ass.

Lena knew.

Her hips moved more with every step.


CHAPTER 6

LENA - MAKE THEM WATCH

The pool water reached my waist.

Evan sat beneath the umbrella with a drink in one hand and his sunglasses hiding nothing.

Julian stood behind me.

His hands rested on the narrow points of my hips.

I could feel his cock through his swim shorts every time the water moved us together.

The white bikini had become almost transparent.

That was why Evan chose it.

Not because white was innocent.

Because water made innocence disappear.

I looked toward my husband.

"Can you see my nipples?"

"Yes."

"Both?"

"Yes."

Julian pulled me back against him.

The hard shape of his cock pressed between my ass cheeks.

Evan's glass stopped halfway to his mouth.

I smiled.

"What about now?"

"I see everything."

"Good."

I lifted both arms and gathered my wet hair.

The bikini top shifted.

One breast slipped free.

Julian covered it with his hand.

Evan inhaled sharply.

The sound traveled across the pool.

I loved that sound.

It was the noise his body made when jealousy struck before pride could prepare.

Julian rubbed my nipple with his thumb.

I rolled my hips against him.

His cock thickened.

"Tell your husband," he murmured.

"He can see."

"Tell him anyway."

I looked directly at Evan.

"Your bull is hard against my ass."

My husband's hand moved beneath the table.

"Touch yourself," I said.

His jaw tightened.

"Here?"

"The fence is high."

Julian's other hand moved across my stomach.

"Your wife asked."

Evan set down the glass.

He opened his shorts beneath the table.

I saw the movement.

Saw the first stroke.

My pussy tightened.

"Show me," I said.

He shifted the tablecloth enough for me to see his cock in his fist.

Hard.

Red at the head.

Already shining.

"That's my cuck."

His hand moved faster.

Julian's fingers slid beneath the bikini bottoms from behind.

He found my clit.

The touch made my knees bend.

Water closed over my shoulders.

He held me up with one arm and rubbed me with the other hand while his cock stayed hard against my ass.

Evan watched.

His fist worked beneath the table.

I could hear the small wet sound of his hand even across the pool.

"Look at him," Julian said.

I did.

My husband's face remained controlled.

His body told the truth.

I opened my legs wider beneath the water.

Julian pushed two fingers into my cunt.

I gasped.

Evan's fist tightened.

"Does he fill you better with his fingers too?" he asked.

The question came rough.

Hungry.

I smiled through the ache.

"His fingers are thicker."

Julian drove them deeper.

My head fell back.

"Tell him how much."

"More than yours."

Evan's hand stopped for one heartbeat.

Then he stroked faster.

"That hurt?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Your cock likes it."

"Yes."

"Say who you are."

His eyes stayed on mine.

"I'm the cuck who brought his wife to her bull."

My body clenched around Julian's fingers.

"That's it, love."

Julian rubbed my clit harder.

I came in the pool while both men watched my face.

Water moved around us.

My legs shook.

Julian held me against his chest until the last wave left my body.

Then he pulled his fingers free and raised them above the water.

They shone in the sun.

Evan watched.

Julian brought them to his mouth and sucked them clean.

My husband came into his fist beneath the table.

He tried to hide the first pulse.

I laughed.

"Too late, cuck."

Evan looked down at the mess across his hand.

Then back at me.

Humiliation flushed his face.

His cock remained hard.

I swam toward him.

Julian followed.

I climbed from the pool and stood between Evan's knees, water running down my stomach.

The white bikini showed everything now.

I took Evan's wrist and lifted his cum-covered hand.

Then I licked his palm clean while Julian stood behind me.

Evan stared at my mouth.

"Still think this weekend is about rules?" I asked.

"No."

"What is it about?"

He touched my wet cheek.

"Watching you discover how much you want."

I kissed his palm.

"And making you admit you want it too."


CHAPTER 7

EVAN - LUNCH FOR THREE

Julian cut limes at the kitchen counter while Lena sat on the island between us.

She still wore the wet white bikini.

A towel lay beneath her, already soaked through.

Her legs stayed open.

The ordinary scene hurt more than the pool.

Julian moved through the kitchen without asking where anything was. He found glasses. Ice. Plates. He set a drink beside Lena and touched her knee as he passed.

My wife accepted the glass from him like they had done this before.

They had not.

That was the danger.

Some people fit into a room too quickly.

Julian sliced grilled chicken while Lena stole pieces from the board. He tapped her wrist with the knife handle and told her to wait. She laughed.

I stood across from them with my cock still tender from coming by the pool.

Jealousy did not disappear after release.

It became quieter.

Sharper.

Lena saw me watching.

She always did.

"Come closer," she said.

I approached the island.

She placed one bare foot against my stomach.

"Tell me what bothers you."

"Lunch."

Julian looked up.

"Lunch?"

"The way both of you look normal."

Lena's toes moved over my shirt.

"You wanted forty-eight hours."

"I wanted sex."

"Liar."

Julian placed the knife down.

"You wanted to know what breakfast would feel like."

My stomach tightened.

"Tomorrow."

"Tomorrow," he agreed.

Lena smiled between us.

Then she hooked her wet foot behind my neck and pulled me closer.

"Open your mouth."

I did.

She fed me a piece of chicken from her fingers.

Julian watched.

"So obedient," she said.

I chewed while her foot remained over my shoulder.

"My husband likes being used at the table."

"Does he?" Julian asked.

Lena looked at me.

"Tell him."

"I like when she makes me admit things."

"Not the same answer."

Her toes pressed against the back of my neck.

I swallowed.

"I like being her cuck."

Julian's eyes stayed on mine.

No mockery.

That made it worse.

He nodded once, then returned to the food.

"Good."

The approval struck harder than an insult.

Lena felt my reaction.

Her foot slid down my chest to the front of my shorts.

I was getting hard again.

She laughed softly.

"Look at him."

Julian looked.

My wife rubbed my cock through damp fabric while another man watched from two feet away.

"You came ten minutes ago," she said.

"I know."

"And lunch already made you hard."

"Not lunch."

"What?"

"You two."

Julian poured three drinks.

"Then eat."

We sat outside beneath the covered patio.

Lena chose the chair between us.

Her knee touched Julian's beneath the table.

Her bare foot rested on mine.

Every few minutes, one man touched her without planning it.

Julian wiped sauce from the corner of her mouth with his thumb.

I moved wet hair from her shoulder.

She fed him a piece of fruit.

She drank from my glass.

The scene became a quiet competition neither man admitted.

Who could make her smile.

Who knew what she wanted before she said it.

Who she looked at after each small act.

Then a delivery driver appeared at the gate with groceries we had ordered.

He was young.

Maybe twenty-five.

He looked at Lena once and forgot the bags in his hand.

The white bikini had dried almost transparent.

Her nipples showed.

The narrow bottoms exposed most of her ass when she stood.

I saw the driver see her.

Julian saw it too.

Lena walked toward the gate slowly.

"Leave them there," she said.

The driver nodded.

He did not leave.

His eyes moved over her body.

Lena leaned slightly against the gate.

The bikini top shifted.

"Anything else?" she asked.

"No, ma'am."

His voice cracked.

She smiled.

"Thank you."

The driver returned to the van, looking back twice.

Lena carried one bag toward us.

Julian took it from her.

I took the other.

She stood between us, pleased with herself.

"That was cruel," I said.

"To him?"

"To me."

"Your cock is hard again."

Julian glanced down.

It was obvious through my shorts.

Lena touched the front of them.

"I like men looking at me," she said.

"I know."

"I like my husband watching them look."

"I know."

"And I like my bull knowing the husband chose the bikini."

Julian's hand settled on her ass.

"Everyone wins."

Lena kissed my cheek.

"No, love."

She looked at the van disappearing beyond the palms.

"Everyone suffers a little first."


CHAPTER 8

EVAN - THE OUTDOOR SHOWER

Sand clung to Lena's calves even though we had not reached the beach yet.

She blamed the wooden path.

Julian blamed the way she dragged her feet while walking backward to watch both men follow.

The outdoor shower stood behind the house beneath a slatted wooden roof. Privacy on three sides. The open side faced the pool.

Lena turned on the water.

Then she untied the white bikini top.

She dropped it onto the deck.

Her breasts were pink from the sun.

Julian stopped beside me.

My wife hooked her thumbs beneath the bikini bottoms.

"Both of you made these filthy."

She slid them down.

The wet fabric stuck briefly between her thighs before falling around her ankles.

She stepped out naked.

Water ran through her hair and over her body.

I had seen Lena naked thousands of times.

Julian's presence changed every line.

Her breasts looked fuller because he watched them.

Her ass looked more exposed because his hands had already reddened it.

Her pussy looked more obscene because I knew his fingers had been inside it in the pool.

Lena faced the shower wall.

She spread her feet.

"Wash me."

Julian moved first.

He took the coconut soap from the shelf and worked it between his hands.

Then he covered her shoulders.

His palms moved down her back.

Slowly.

Not professional.

Not careful.

Possessive.

He gripped her ass with both hands and spread the soap over every curve.

Lena looked at me over her shoulder.

"Your bull is washing your wife."

"I see."

"Does he do it better?"

Julian's fingers moved between her cheeks.

My cock hardened.

"He covers more."

She smiled.

"That wasn't the question."

"He does it better."

The confession cut.

Julian's hand slid across her pussy from behind.

Lena opened for him.

He washed her pussy with two fingers, rubbing soap away beneath the water before pushing them deep.

She gasped.

I stepped closer.

"Look at me," I said.

Her eyes found mine.

Julian fucked her with his fingers while water struck her back.

Her mouth opened.

Her breasts moved with each hard motion.

"Tell me whose fingers are inside you."

"Julian's."

"Tell me what your husband is doing."

"Watching."

"Only watching?"

Her gaze dropped.

My cock strained through my shorts.

"Getting hard."

Julian curled his fingers.

Lena cried out.

Water carried the sound toward the pool.

I opened my shorts and pulled my cock free.

Her eyes fixed on it.

"That's it," she breathed. "Show me what he does to you."

I stroked myself.

Julian moved his hand faster.

The shower filled with wet sounds.

Water.

Skin.

Lena's cunt around his fingers.

My fist around my cock.

"Come here," she told me.

I moved close enough for her to reach.

She wrapped one hand around my cock while Julian stayed behind her.

My wife jerked me off as another man fingered her.

Her face remained inches from mine.

"Poor cuck," she whispered. "You brought me here and he already makes me shake."

"He hasn't fucked you yet."

"Jealous?"

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"Yes."

Julian's mouth moved to her neck.

His fingers drove deep.

Lena's hand tightened around me.

"Wait until tonight."

I grabbed her wet hair.

"You think I'll wait?"

She smiled.

"No."

I kissed her hard.

Julian's hand remained on her pussy while my tongue slid across hers.

Lena moaned against me.

Then she pulled away and lowered to her knees beneath the shower.

She took my cock into her mouth.

Julian stood behind her, one hand in her hair, the other stroking himself through his shorts.

I watched his outline grow.

Lena looked up at me while she sucked.

"Turn around," I told Julian.

He faced us.

I reached for his shorts and pulled them down enough to free his cock.

The size struck me again.

Thick.

Heavy.

Hard enough to curve upward.

Lena saw it beside my body.

Her mouth stopped around me.

The comparison stood inches from her face.

Julian stroked himself.

"Finish your husband," he said.

Lena's eyes stayed on his cock while she sucked mine harder.

Humiliation burned through me.

She was using her mouth on me and staring at what she wanted next.

My balls tightened.

I came across her tongue.

She swallowed, then licked the head clean.

Julian remained hard beside us.

Lena rose slowly.

Water moved down her naked body.

She kissed me.

Then she turned toward Julian.

Her fingers closed around his cock.

Both hands could not fully hide how thick he was.

"Tonight?" she asked.

Julian looked at me.

I looked at my wife's hand around him.

The answer had lived in my body since the suitcase.

"Tonight," I said.

Lena smiled.

Then she kissed the head of Julian's cock beneath the running water.

"Good."


CHAPTER 9

EVAN - THE BLACK DRESS

Lena dressed for dinner between two open doors.

The bathroom behind her.

The bedroom in front of her.

Julian sat in a chair near the balcony with a drink. I stood by the bed holding the black dress she had packed first.

She wore nothing.

No bra.

No panties.

Only the WATCH bracelet and the thin gold chain I had given her years before either of us knew what she would become.

"Put it on me," she said.

I opened the dress.

Lena stepped into it.

The fabric climbed her legs and settled over her hips. I pulled the zipper halfway up her back, then stopped.

The dress was lower in front than I remembered.

Her breasts pressed together beneath the black fabric. The skirt ended high enough that sitting wrong would expose her.

Julian watched through the mirror.

Lena saw him.

"Does he like it?" she asked me.

"Ask him."

She kept her eyes on my reflection.

"I asked my husband."

I looked at Julian.

His cock showed beneath his trousers.

"He likes it."

"How much?"

"Enough that he hasn't touched his drink in two minutes."

Julian raised the glass.

"Your husband notices everything."

"He learned by watching me."

I pulled the zipper the rest of the way.

Lena turned.

"Check the back."

She bent slightly.

The hem rose.

No panties.

Her ass appeared beneath the dress.

My cock hardened.

Julian's did too.

Lena straightened with a smile.

"Good dress?"

"Turn around again," Julian said.

She obeyed.

He stood and crossed the room.

His hands moved under the dress from behind.

He gripped her bare ass.

Lena's breath caught.

Julian spread her cheeks beneath the fabric while looking at me.

"Good dress," he said.

I watched the black skirt move over his wrists.

My wife looked at me through the mirror.

"Jealous already?"

"Yes."

"We haven't left the bedroom."

"I know."

Julian's fingers moved across her cunt.

Lena opened slightly.

He touched her once.

Then he showed me the shine across his fingertips.

The dress hid everything except the truth on his hand.

Lena caught his wrist.

She guided his fingers to my mouth.

"Taste what dinner did to your wife."

"Dinner hasn't started."

"Exactly."

I opened my mouth.

Julian pushed two fingers across my tongue.

My wife's taste filled it.

Lena watched.

Her face changed.

She liked seeing me accept another man's hand.

Julian removed his fingers.

Lena kissed me immediately.

She tasted herself in my mouth.

Then she pulled back and looked at both men.

"Who sits beside me?"

Julian answered first.

"Your husband."

The choice surprised me.

Lena noticed.

"Why?"

"Because I want to watch him feel you getting wet for me under the table."

My cock pulsed.

Lena smiled.

"And where do you sit?"

"Across from both of you."

She took one hand from each man.

"Perfect."

We walked toward the door.

Lena stopped before leaving.

She opened the group chat and took a photograph in the standing mirror.

Black dress.

No underwear.

My hand at her waist.

Julian behind her with one palm under the skirt.

She sent it to the chat even though both men stood beside her.

The caption appeared.

Lena: Dinner for three. My cuck brought the appetite.

Julian laughed.

I looked at my wife.

"You enjoy this too much."

She kissed my cheek.

"No, love."

Her hand moved over my hard cock.

"I enjoy it exactly enough."


CHAPTER 10

EVAN - THE TABLE

The restaurant faced the marina.

Glass walls.

Low lights.

White tablecloths.

A piano playing near the bar.

Lena crossed the room between us in the black dress.

Men looked.

Women looked too.

The hostess glanced at Julian, then at me, trying to understand which man belonged beside the woman whose bare ass appeared whenever the skirt moved.

Neither answer would have helped her.

Lena sat beside me.

Julian took the chair across from us.

The tablecloth covered our laps.

That became important before the menus arrived.

Lena placed one hand on my thigh.

Julian watched.

Her fingers moved toward my cock.

I was already hard.

She stroked me through my trousers while asking the waiter about wine.

The waiter was older, maybe forty, with a wedding ring and eyes that kept returning to her chest.

Lena leaned forward to read the list.

The dress opened.

He saw the upper curve of both breasts.

My cock hardened further beneath her hand.

Julian noticed the waiter noticing.

"Bring the bottle," Julian said.

The waiter looked at him.

Then at Lena.

"Of course."

When he left, my wife smiled.

"He liked my dress."

"He liked what it doesn't cover," I said.

Julian rested both forearms on the table.

"Your husband liked him looking."

Lena's hand tightened around me.

"I felt that."

She opened my zipper beneath the tablecloth.

Cool air touched my cock.

Her fingers wrapped around it.

I inhaled sharply.

Julian saw the movement beneath the cloth.

"So did I," he said.

Lena stroked me slowly.

She looked at Julian while her hand worked my cock.

"What would you do if the cloth disappeared?"

"Put my hand between your legs."

"Only your hand?"

"Not at this table."

Her thumb moved over the head of my cock.

I struggled to keep my face still.

"Responsible bull," she said.

"Public room."

"Disappointed cuck," she whispered to me.

"You're jerking me off in a restaurant."

"And still thinking about his cock."

Julian smiled.

The waiter returned with the wine.

Lena did not remove her hand.

He opened the bottle while my wife stroked me beneath the table.

My pulse filled my ears.

The waiter poured for Julian first, then Lena.

When he leaned beside her, she shifted her knees apart.

The black dress rose.

No panties.

I saw the waiter glance down.

He froze for half a second.

Lena lifted her glass.

"Thank you."

His hand shook as he poured mine.

Julian watched every second.

The waiter moved away too quickly.

Lena's fingers tightened around my cock.

"Did he see?" she asked.

"Yes."

"How much?"

"Enough."

"Did you like it?"

"Yes."

She looked across the table.

"Did you?"

Julian took a drink.

"I liked watching your husband watch him."

My cock pulsed in Lena's hand.

She smiled.

"Both of you are sick."

"You packed no panties," I said.

"For my husband."

"Liar."

She leaned close to my ear.

"For every man you wanted to suffer."

Her hand moved faster.

I caught her wrist.

"Stop."

She smiled.

"Close?"

"Too close."

"Poor cuck."

Julian's foot moved beneath the table.

I felt it touch Lena's ankle.

Then slide upward along her calf.

Her hand stopped around my cock.

His shoe pressed against her bare cunt.

The dress shifted.

Lena's breath changed.

I could not see his foot.

I could see her face.

That was enough.

Julian pressed the top of his shoe against her bare pussy beneath the table.

Lena's eyes stayed on mine.

She moved her hips once.

The smallest motion.

The dirtiest thing in the room.

My cock jumped in her fist.

"Tell him," Julian said quietly.

Lena's mouth curved.

"Your bull has his foot against my cunt."

The waiter approached with bread.

Lena kept moving against Julian's shoe.

I kept my hand over hers around my cock.

The waiter placed the basket down.

His eyes dropped toward the moving tablecloth.

Lena thanked him without losing rhythm.

When he walked away, Julian leaned forward.

"Your wife is going to come before the appetizers."

"Make her," I said.

Lena's eyes widened.

Then her smile returned.

Julian pressed harder.

My wife rubbed herself against another man's shoe while holding her husband's cock under a white tablecloth.

Her breath became shallow.

Her thighs tightened.

"Look at me," I said.

She did.

"Say it."

"I'm using my bull's foot while my cuck watches."

"More."

"The waiter saw my bare pussy."

"More."

"I want Julian's cock in my cunt when we get home."

Her body jerked.

She came silently, lips parted, eyes fixed on mine.

Her hand clamped around my cock hard enough to hurt.

Julian held his foot against her until the last tremor passed.

Then the appetizers arrived.

Lena smoothed the dress over her thighs.

Julian took a piece of bread.

I tucked my aching cock back into my trousers.

The waiter looked at the three of us.

No one explained why my wife was flushed.

No one needed to.


CHAPTER 11

LENA - THE RESTROOM

I went to the restroom because I wanted both men to wonder.

Not because I needed privacy.

Privacy had become useless.

I entered the last stall, locked the door, and lifted the black dress.

My pussy was soaked from Julian's shoe.

I touched myself once.

The smallest circle over my clit made my knees weaken.

Then I opened the group chat.

Evan sat less than thirty yards away.

Julian sat across from him.

I pressed record.

"My husband is at the table with my bull."

My fingers moved through my cunt.

"The waiter saw I wasn't wearing panties."

I pushed two fingers inside.

The sound echoed softly in the stall.

"And now your wife is touching herself in a public restroom because Julian rubbed his shoe against her until she came."

I imagined both phones vibrating at the table.

Both men looking down.

Evan's jaw tightening.

Julian's calm face changing.

I kept recording.

"Do you know what I want when I come back?"

My fingers worked faster.

"I want my cuck to smell my hand."

I circled my clit.

"And I want my bull to know his shoe made me this wet."

My breath broke.

"But neither of you gets to touch me again until we reach the house."

I smiled at my reflection in the metal partition.

"Try to finish dinner."

I sent it.

The reply came from Evan first.

Evan: Cruel wife.

Then Julian.

Julian: Keep your fingers inside until you walk back to us.

My pussy clenched.

I read the message again.

No polite question.

No door to hide behind.

A command from the man my husband had brought to the coast.

I obeyed.

Two fingers remained in my cunt while I opened the stall.

I crossed to the sink with my dress around my wrist.

The restroom was empty.

My own reflection looked different.

Hair slightly wild.

Breasts pressed high in the black dress.

One hand hidden beneath the skirt.

I moved my fingers slowly.

Then the outer door opened.

A woman entered.

Silver hair.

Elegant dress.

Maybe sixty.

She looked at me.

Looked at the hand beneath my skirt.

Our eyes met in the mirror.

I should have stopped.

I did not.

The woman washed her hands beside me.

Her mouth curved slightly.

"Good evening?" she asked.

"The best."

She dried her hands.

"Then don't let me interrupt."

She left.

My cunt tightened around my fingers.

The stranger's calm acceptance pushed me closer than either man had.

I came quietly at the sink.

My knees pressed against the cabinet.

I bit my lip and watched my own face while the black dress hid my hand.

When I could breathe, I cleaned one hand.

I left the other shining.

Evan and Julian looked up together when I returned.

My husband saw my flushed face.

Julian saw the fingers I had not wiped.

I sat beside Evan.

I held my hand beneath his nose.

He inhaled.

His eyes closed.

"Your wife followed instructions," I whispered.

Julian watched across the table.

"Did she?"

I looked at him.

"Every word."

Then I took the same fingers into my mouth and sucked them clean.

The waiter arrived with our meals.

His eyes fixed on my lips.

Evan's cock pressed hard against my thigh beneath the table.

Dinner continued.

No one tasted the food.


CHAPTER 12

EVAN - THE WALK BACK

The marina lights turned the water black and gold.

Lena walked ahead of us.

The heels changed her hips.

The black dress changed every man who passed.

Julian and I followed two steps behind like bodyguards who wanted the same body for different reasons.

A group of men stood outside a bar near the parking lot.

Four of them.

Late twenties.

Sunburned.

Loud.

They stopped talking when Lena passed.

One whispered something.

Another laughed.

My wife slowed.

Not enough to look obvious.

Enough to let them stare longer.

Julian noticed.

"So did she," he said.

"I know."

One of the men called after her.

"Great dress."

Lena turned.

"Thank you."

The skirt moved in the breeze.

For one second, it lifted high enough to show the lower curve of her ass.

The men saw.

One covered his mouth.

Another looked directly at me, perhaps realizing I was the husband.

Lena smiled at them.

Then she looked at me.

My cock hardened.

She saw the answer.

She turned back toward the car.

Julian placed his hand on her ass.

Not hidden.

Not gentle.

The four men watched him touch my wife while I walked beside them.

One man said, "Lucky bastard."

I did not know which of us he meant.

That was the point.

At the car, Lena leaned against the passenger door.

Julian stood behind her.

His hand remained under the black dress.

The men were still visible across the lot.

She looked at me.

"They think he owns me."

My stomach tightened.

"What do you think?"

She reached for my belt.

"I think my husband brought me to him."

Julian gripped her ass.

Lena opened my trousers and pulled my cock free beneath the parking lot lights.

The men across the way could not see every detail.

They could see enough.

My wife's hand around me.

Another man behind her.

The black dress lifted over Julian's wrist.

"Hard because they watched?" she asked.

"Yes."

"Hard because they think I'm his?"

"Yes."

"Poor cuck."

She stroked me once.

Then twice.

Julian leaned close to her ear.

"Tell him what happens at the house."

Lena looked at me.

"You sit close."

My cock pulsed in her hand.

"He takes off my dress."

Julian's fingers moved across her cunt.

"I get on my knees."

Her voice dropped.

"I suck the cock those men thought belonged to the man touching me."

My breath broke.

"And you watch your wife open her mouth wider than she opens for you."

Julian's hand moved beneath the dress.

Lena gasped.

The men across the lot were still watching.

One of them raised his drink in our direction.

Lena laughed.

Then she released my cock and tucked it back into my trousers.

"Not here," she said.

I stared at her.

"You started it."

"I want you desperate when we reach the bedroom."

Julian opened the car door for her.

Lena climbed inside.

The black dress rose to her waist.

No panties.

Her pussy gleamed beneath the parking lot lights.

She did not cover herself until Julian closed the door.

He looked at me over the roof of the car.

"Long drive?"

"Seven minutes."

"She can make seven minutes feel cruel."

From inside the car, Lena lowered the window.

"I heard that."

Julian smiled.

I walked around to the driver's side.

The men near the bar watched us leave.

Lena spread her legs in the passenger seat.

Julian followed in his car.

For seven minutes, my wife touched herself beside me while her bull's headlights remained in the mirror.

She did not come.

Neither did I.

The beach house appeared ahead.

Every light inside was dark.

Lena closed her legs.

"Now," she said, "turn them on."


CHAPTER 13

EVAN - THE BEDROOM SHE CHOSE

Lena turned on only the bedroom lamps.

Warm light.

White sheets.

Black dress.

Julian closed the door behind us.

The three of us stood beside the king bed from the afternoon.

No one mentioned the second bedroom.

Not yet.

Lena faced me.

"Take off my dress."

Julian stood behind her.

I lowered the zipper.

The fabric opened down her back.

She let the dress slide over her hips and fall around her heels.

Naked.

No white bikini.

No tablecloth.

No parking lot shadows.

My wife stood between two men with her body fully exposed.

Julian touched her first.

His hand closed around one breast.

Mine moved across her pussy.

Lena spread for both of us.

She looked at me.

"Tell him what the waiter saw."

"Your bare pussy."

Julian's fingers joined mine.

Our hands touched between her thighs.

His fingers were thicker.

The comparison was immediate.

Lena felt both men at once.

She smiled.

"Which hand feels like my husband?"

"The smaller one," Julian said.

Humiliation burned through me.

My cock hardened painfully.

Lena moaned.

"Say it again."

Julian looked at me.

"Your hand is smaller."

"I know."

"Your wife likes hearing it."

"I know."

Lena turned her face toward mine.

"Does my cuck want to hear what else is bigger?"

"Yes."

Julian stepped away long enough to remove his clothes.

Black shirt.

Trousers.

Underwear.

His cock rose heavy between us.

Lena stared.

She had already taken him.

Already screamed around him.

The hunger in her face still looked new.

I undressed too.

Julian and I stood on either side of my wife.

The difference between our bodies became another piece of furniture in the room.

His shoulders.

His hands.

His cock.

Lena touched both of us.

One hand around me.

One around Julian.

Her fingers closed fully around my cock.

They could not around his.

She looked at me.

"See?"

"I see."

"He feels heavier."

"I know."

"Thicker."

"I know."

"Your cock is pulsing."

"I know."

She stroked both men at the same pace.

Julian's head stood higher.

His thickness filled more of her hand.

My wife smiled.

"Poor cuck."

I grabbed the back of her neck and kissed her.

She opened immediately.

Julian stood close enough that his cock pressed against her hip while I tasted her.

When the kiss ended, Lena lowered to her knees.

Between us.

She took my cock first.

One slow suck.

One kiss across the head.

Then she turned to Julian.

Her mouth opened wider.

His cock filled it.

I watched her lips stretch.

Watched the first inches disappear.

Watched her hand work what she could not take.

My stomach tightened.

Julian gathered her hair.

He did not push.

He held.

Lena looked at me with his cock in her mouth.

The sight struck deeper because we were not in a hotel.

Our suitcase stood open beside the wall.

My shirt hung over a chair.

Her wedding ring flashed as she stroked another man.

"Tell me," she said when she pulled back.

Saliva shone across Julian's cock.

"Tell you what?"

"What you see."

"My wife on her knees."

"Between?"

"Her husband and her bull."

"Which cock filled my mouth more?"

"His."

"Which one do I want back?"

"His."

The words hurt.

My cock leaked.

Lena saw.

She took Julian again.

Deeper.

Her eyes watered.

His hand tightened in her hair.

She used both hands around the base and sucked until the room filled with wet choking sounds.

I stroked myself beside her.

Julian watched me watch.

Then Lena pulled away and turned to my cock.

She licked the head.

Small after him.

Easy.

Familiar.

"My little cuck," she whispered.

I grabbed her jaw.

"On the bed."

She smiled.

Then she climbed onto the white sheets and spread her legs.

Julian stood at the foot.

I knelt beside her.

No one looked toward the second bedroom.

The king bed had chosen for us.


CHAPTER 14

LENA - BOTH MEN

I wanted Evan close enough to see my body change.

Not from a chair.

Not across the room.

Beside me.

His knee pressed against my ribs while Julian stood between my legs.

The king bed dipped under all three of us.

I opened wider.

Julian wrapped one hand around his cock and rubbed the head through my pussy.

The first touch made Evan's fingers close around my wrist.

I looked at my husband.

His face was tight.

His cock was hard against my shoulder.

"Watch," I whispered.

"I am."

"Closer."

He moved until his face was beside mine.

Julian pressed forward.

The thick head opened me.

My breath stopped.

The stretch was familiar and still enough to make my eyes close.

Evan caught my chin.

"Look at me."

I opened my eyes.

Julian pushed deeper.

My mouth fell open.

The pressure filled everything.

"Tell him," Evan said.

"His cock is in my cunt."

"More."

"Your bull is filling your wife."

Julian drove the rest of his cock into my cunt.

I cried out.

Evan's face changed.

Jealousy.

Shock.

Hunger.

All of it at once.

His cock pulsed against my arm.

I smiled through the ache.

"Bigger than you, love."

"I know."

"Deeper."

"I know."

"Your cock likes watching."

"Yes."

Julian pulled back and fucked me again.

The bed moved.

My breasts shook.

Evan stayed beside my face, forced to watch every inch disappear and return.

Julian gripped my thighs.

His hands covered more than Evan's.

His cock stretched me wider.

His body struck mine harder.

I loved both differences because my husband could see them.

"Touch yourself," I told Evan.

He wrapped his hand around his cock.

Julian fucked me while my husband jerked off beside my mouth.

I turned and licked the head.

Evan groaned.

His taste spread across my tongue.

"Tell me who you are," I said.

"My husband."

"Not enough."

Julian drove deep.

I gasped.

Evan's fist moved faster.

"Your cuck."

"Whose wife is taking the bigger cock?"

"Mine."

"Does it hurt?"

"Yes."

"Does it make you hard?"

"Yes."

"Good boy."

I kissed his cock.

Julian pulled me toward him and fucked me harder.

The sound of skin against skin filled the room.

Evan watched my pussy take every hard drive.

I could see the exact moment humiliation became too much and then became the only thing he wanted.

His face loosened.

His mouth opened.

His body leaned closer.

I grabbed the back of his neck.

"Use my mouth."

He pushed his cock between my lips.

I sucked my husband while Julian fucked me.

Every hard motion drove Evan deeper into my mouth.

My body became the place where both men met.

One cock in my cunt.

One against my tongue.

Evan held my hair.

Julian held my hips.

I came around my bull with my husband's cock filling my mouth.

The cry broke around Evan.

My cunt clenched.

Julian groaned and fucked me through it.

Evan pulled out of my mouth and kissed me.

Hard.

Possessive.

His tongue tasted himself.

I laughed against his lips.

"My cuck came close."

"Not yet."

"Good."

Julian rolled me onto my stomach.

My ass rose.

He entered me again from behind.

Evan moved in front of me.

His cock stood inches from my face.

"Look at the mirror," he said.

I turned my head.

The standing mirror showed everything.

Julian behind me.

His hands on my hips.

His cock disappearing into my pussy.

Evan in front of me.

My own face flushed and open.

"Tell me what you see," my husband said.

"Your wife getting fucked."

"By?"

"Her bull."

"Tell me what I see."

"Another man filling me better."

The confession made Evan's cock jump.

Julian slapped my ass.

I cried out.

"More," Evan said.

"Your wife taking a cock bigger than yours."

"More."

"I love how it stretches me."

Evan's hand closed around the back of my neck.

His face looked furious.

His cock looked ready to burst.

I smiled at him in the mirror.

"And you love watching, little cuck."

He came across my face.

The first pulse hit my cheek.

The next crossed my lips.

Julian kept fucking me while my husband covered me in cum.

I licked it from the corner of my mouth.

Evan stared.

Julian pulled out and turned me over.

His cock remained hard.

I lay between them with my husband's cum across my face and my bull's cock against my pussy.

"Clean her," Julian said.

Evan leaned down.

He kissed every drop from my skin.

Then he kissed my mouth.

Julian watched.

When Evan pulled away, I touched his face.

"Good husband."

His eyes were wet.

His cock was softening.

His hand found mine.

Julian entered me again.

Evan stayed beside us.

Not outside the scene.

Not asking whether he belonged.

He held my hand while the other man fucked me.

That was the moment the weekend truly began.


CHAPTER 15

EVAN - THE WALL

Lena wore my white shirt when she crossed the hall.

Nothing beneath it.

The hem stopped below her ass.

Julian waited in the second bedroom.

I stood in the doorway of the main room, naked, watching my wife walk away from me.

She did not pretend the choice was accidental.

She had showered between us.

Kissed me.

Kissed him.

Then she had taken my shirt from the chair and buttoned only the middle two buttons.

"I want the wall tonight," she said.

My stomach tightened.

"The whole night?"

"The first part."

"How long is the first part?"

Her smile was gentle and cruel.

"Until I want my husband."

That answer hurt more than a number.

Julian stood inside his room wearing only dark boxer briefs.

His cock showed through the fabric.

Lena stopped between the doors.

She looked back at me.

"Tell him what you want to hear."

My mouth went dry.

Julian waited.

"I want to hear the bed."

Lena's fingers touched the lowest button of my shirt.

"More."

"I want to hear you say his name."

Her smile sharpened.

"More."

"I want to know when he makes you come."

Julian's hand settled at her waist.

My wife's body leaned toward him.

"Anything else, cuck?"

I forced the last confession out.

"I want you to send me a picture after."

Lena stepped backward into Julian's room.

He closed one hand around the back of her neck.

She looked at me one final time.

"Listen carefully, love."

The door closed.

Not locked.

Closed.

I returned to the king bed.

The room felt too large.

My cock hardened before the first sound.

A low laugh through the wall.

Lena's.

Then Julian's deeper voice.

The springs moved.

My wife gasped.

I sat on the edge of the bed and stared at the white wall.

Another sound.

The headboard touched it once.

Then again.

Lena moaned his name.

Exactly as I had asked.

My cock rose hard against my stomach.

I wrapped my hand around it.

The wall carried everything in pieces.

Skin striking skin.

The bed moving.

Julian telling her to open wider.

Lena laughing breathlessly.

Then a wet sound I recognized.

His cock inside my wife.

I closed my eyes.

The picture became clearer without sight.

Lena on her knees.

My shirt hanging open.

Julian behind her.

His hands pulling her onto him.

The headboard struck harder.

My fist moved.

"Louder," Julian said through the wall.

Lena cried out.

"Evan can hear."

"That is why."

My cock pulsed.

I stroked faster.

Then my phone vibrated beside me.

A photograph.

Lena lay across Julian's bed wearing my open shirt.

Her breasts exposed.

Her legs spread.

Julian's cock rested across her stomach, thick enough to reach above her navel.

Her hand held it against her body.

The caption appeared.

Lena: Bigger than my cuck. He wanted proof.

I nearly came.

Another message arrived.

A short video.

Julian entering her from behind.

Five seconds.

My wife's face turning toward the camera.

Her mouth forming the words:

Watch me, love.

The video ended.

Through the wall, the real sounds continued.

I played it again.

And again.

My fist became slick.

The headboard struck three times in fast succession.

Lena screamed.

Not performed.

Not softened.

The sound of my wife losing herself around another man.

My balls tightened.

I came across my stomach while staring at the frozen image of Julian's cock buried in her cunt.

The wall became quiet for less than a minute.

Then Lena laughed.

Julian said something I could not hear.

She answered more clearly.

"My husband came already."

I froze.

How did she know?

The phone vibrated again.

Lena: Did my little cuck make a mess?

I looked at the cum across my stomach.

Evan: Yes.

Her reply arrived.

Lena: Good. Stay hard. I am not done teaching the wall your name.

The bed began moving again.

I lay back.

My cock softened only long enough to become painfully hard once more.

Forty-eight hours.

The first night had barely started.


CHAPTER 16

EVAN - WHEN SHE CAME BACK

The bedroom door opened at two in the morning.

I was awake.

Hard again.

Listening to the quiet after Julian and Lena had finally stopped moving.

My wife crossed the hall barefoot.

She still wore my white shirt.

Now it hung fully open.

Her hair was tangled.

Her lips looked swollen.

Red marks covered one hip.

She closed the door behind her and stood beside the bed.

I looked at the way she carried her body.

Slow.

Loose.

Used.

My cock rose beneath the sheet.

Lena saw.

"There he is."

I sat up.

"How many times?"

She smiled.

"That is your first question?"

"How many?"

"Three."

Jealousy struck hard enough to make my breath catch.

"With him?"

"Yes."

"All three?"

"One with his mouth. Two with his cock."

My cock pulsed.

Lena climbed onto the bed.

The shirt fell from her shoulders.

She knelt over my legs.

"Ask the question you hate most."

I touched the red mark on her hip.

"Was it better?"

She did not soften the answer.

"Different."

"Lena."

"His cock filled me more. His hands held me harder. The wall made every sound dirtier."

My fingers tightened around her waist.

She leaned close.

"But I came back to this room because I wanted my husband to smell him on me."

The words broke something open.

I pushed the sheet away.

She straddled me.

Her pussy touched my cock.

Hot.

Soaked.

Stretched enough that the first pressure felt different.

I froze.

Lena smiled at my face.

"You feel it."

"Yes."

"What do you feel?"

"Him."

"Where?"

"All through you."

She lowered herself slowly.

My cock entered the cunt Julian had just fucked.

The wet heat closed around me.

Looser at first.

Then tightening.

I groaned.

Lena pressed her forehead to mine.

"Your wife is still full of another man's night."

I gripped her ass.

She moved.

Every roll of her hips brought the smell of sex closer.

Her body.

Julian.

The room across the hall.

I could not separate them.

That made me harder.

"Tell me what he did," I said.

"He bent me over the bed."

She rode me slowly.

"Pulled your shirt up."

"My shirt?"

"Yes."

"Did you look at the wall?"

"The whole time."

She clenched around me.

"He told me you were jerking off."

"I was."

"I pictured your cum on your stomach."

"It was."

She smiled.

"Good cuck."

I rolled her beneath me.

The shirt spread around her like torn white flags.

I drove my cock into her harder.

She cried out.

The wall across the hall remained quiet.

Julian might have been asleep.

He might have been listening.

I wanted him to hear.

"Say his name," I ordered.

"Julian."

I fucked her harder.

"Again."

"Julian."

Jealousy sharpened every movement.

Lena wrapped both legs around me.

"Tell me who fucks you now."

"My husband."

"Which cock is smaller?"

"Yours."

The answer nearly made me come.

"Which one do you want?"

"Both."

I grabbed her hair.

"Now."

"You."

"Say it."

"I came back for my cuck."

My body broke.

I came deep inside my wife while she held my face and laughed softly against my mouth.

Not cruelly.

Not kindly.

Honestly.

Afterward, I remained buried in her cunt.

The house was silent.

Lena touched the side of my neck.

"Breakfast will be worse."

"I know."

"He is wearing the shirt."

"What shirt?"

She smiled.

"The dark one I packed."

My stomach tightened.

"What does that mean?"

"You will see."

She curled against me.

Within minutes, her breathing slowed.

I remained awake.

Across the hall, a floorboard creaked.

Julian was awake too.

The weekend had two bedrooms.

No one in either room was sleeping peacefully.


CHAPTER 17

EVAN - HIS SHIRT

Coffee woke me before the sunlight did.

Not the smell.

The sound of a spoon touching a cup in the kitchen.

I opened my eyes.

Lena's side of the bed was empty.

The white shirt lay on the floor.

For one second, I forgot where we were.

Then I heard Julian laugh.

Low.

Close.

My cock hardened before I left the bed.

That was the humiliating part.

Not that my wife had slipped out while I slept.

Not that another man was already downstairs with her.

My body understood before my pride did.

I walked toward the kitchen wearing only shorts.

Lena stood at the island with her back to me.

Bare legs.

Messy hair.

A dark shirt hanging to the middle of her thighs.

Julian's shirt.

He stood behind her buttoning it.

One button at a time.

My wife held a cup of coffee in both hands while another man dressed her.

The note.

I understood it then.

She had planned this.

Julian fastened the button beneath her breasts.

Then the one below it.

The shirt remained open enough to show the curve of her chest and the fact that she wore nothing beneath it.

His hand settled at her waist.

Lena looked over her shoulder.

She saw me in the doorway.

Her smile became slow.

"Morning, love."

I could not answer immediately.

Julian moved his hand down her hip.

No rush.

No shame.

"Coffee?" he asked.

The ordinary question cut deeper than the sounds through the wall.

"Yes."

Lena watched my face.

"Julian made it the way I like."

"I know how you like coffee."

"Of course you do."

She lifted the cup.

"But he remembered after one breakfast conversation."

My cock pressed hard against my shorts.

Julian looked down.

Then back at me.

Lena laughed softly.

"Look at my cuck."

I crossed the kitchen.

"Turn around."

She did.

The dark shirt opened at the lower buttons when she moved.

Her bare pussy appeared briefly between the sides.

My eyes dropped.

The lips looked swollen.

Red.

Used.

Lena saw me staring.

"Walk around me," I said.

She took three slow steps around the island.

Her hips moved carefully.

Not enough to look injured.

Enough for me to see the soreness she had promised.

Julian watched me watch her.

"Is that what you wanted?" he asked.

"Yes."

"Does it feel like you imagined?"

"No."

Lena stopped in front of me.

"Worse?"

"Much."

She placed the coffee cup down and touched my face.

"Your cock disagrees."

"It always does."

She opened my shorts.

Morning light filled the kitchen.

Julian stood across the island.

My wife took my hard cock in her hand while wearing his shirt.

"I woke beside him," she said.

My pulse quickened.

"I know."

"His arm was around my waist."

I looked at Julian.

He did not look away.

"Did you like it?"

Lena answered for him.

"He woke hard against my ass."

Her hand moved over me.

"And?"

"I rubbed against him before I came back downstairs."

My cock pulsed.

Julian drank his coffee.

The calm movement made the confession worse.

"Did he fuck you again?"

"No."

Relief reached me.

Then Lena smiled.

"I used my hand."

My stomach tightened.

"Did he come?"

"On my stomach."

She opened the dark shirt.

A faint shine remained below her navel.

I stared.

She had not washed it.

Lena took my hand and placed it across the dried trace.

"Your bull's first load of the morning."

Julian set down his cup.

My cock throbbed in her other hand.

"Clean it," she whispered.

I knelt in the kitchen.

My wife opened the shirt wider.

I licked Julian's dried cum from her stomach while he stood three feet away.

The taste was faint.

Salt.

Skin.

Humiliation.

Lena's fingers moved through my hair.

"Good cuck."

Julian watched quietly.

When I stood, Lena kissed me.

Her tongue tasted what I had cleaned.

Then she turned and kissed Julian with the same mouth.

Not long.

Not hidden.

A morning kiss.

That was worse than anything in the bedroom.

When she pulled away, she buttoned his shirt again.

"Breakfast," she said.

Julian opened the refrigerator.

I sat at the island with my cock still hard.

The sun climbed over the water.

Forty-eight hours had become thirty-six.

I already wanted more time.

That frightened me most.


CHAPTER 18

EVAN - EGGS AND JEALOUSY

Julian cooked eggs.

Lena sliced fruit beside him.

I sat across the island and watched them bump shoulders twice.

The first time, neither reacted.

The second time, Lena smiled.

Breakfast had no right to feel sexual.

No naked bodies.

No bed.

No one touching beneath a table.

Only the dark shirt on my wife's body and the memory of what Julian had left beneath it.

That was enough.

Lena placed a plate in front of me.

"Eat."

"I'm not hungry."

"Liar."

She sat beside Julian instead of me.

The choice was small.

My body felt it anyway.

Julian poured hot sauce over his eggs. Lena stole the bottle from him and used too much. He took it back. She laughed.

I knew every sound my wife made.

The laugh she gave clients.

The laugh she gave friends.

The low laugh she made when a man's cock changed shape in front of her.

This was something new.

Comfort.

I hated it.

My cock hardened under the island.

Lena looked down.

"Tell me," she said.

"What?"

"What hurts."

"That."

She followed my gaze to the space between her and Julian.

"Sitting beside him?"

"Looking natural."

Julian ate without speaking.

Lena moved her chair closer to his.

The legs scraped the floor.

"Like this?"

My jaw tightened.

"Yes."

She leaned her head briefly against his shoulder.

"Like this?"

"Yes."

Julian's hand settled on her bare thigh beneath the shirt.

"Like this?"

I swallowed.

"Yes."

Lena smiled.

"Your breakfast is getting cold."

"My cock isn't."

She glanced down again.

The outline showed.

Julian looked too.

Then he reached for the fruit bowl and held a strawberry toward Lena's mouth.

She bit it from his fingers.

Juice touched her lower lip.

He wiped it with his thumb.

My cock jumped.

Lena sucked the juice from his thumb without looking away from me.

"Eat," she said again.

I took one bite.

She rewarded me by opening her knees beneath the island.

The dark shirt rose.

Her pussy appeared.

Swollen.

Still shining.

Julian's hand moved up her thigh.

He rubbed two fingers through her cunt while she kept eating.

I watched.

Lena's face barely changed.

Only her breath.

Only the small pause before each bite.

Julian pushed one finger into her cunt.

She opened her knees wider.

"You wanted breakfast," she told me.

"I wanted to see it."

"This is it."

His finger moved slowly.

My wife ate fruit while another man touched her beside me.

The ordinary room made every motion obscene.

"Tell me what you feel," I said.

"His finger."

"More."

"My pussy is sore from his cock."

Julian added a second finger.

Lena's fork stopped.

"More."

"He can still open me."

"More."

Her eyes found mine.

"And my cuck is hard because I sat beside the bull at breakfast."

I wrapped my hand around my cock beneath the island.

Lena saw.

"Take it out."

I did.

Julian kept fingering her.

My wife reached across the island and stroked me with her free hand while sitting beside him.

We ate breakfast like that.

Julian's fingers buried in her cunt.

Lena's hand around me.

My fork in the other hand.

The sunlight too bright for secrets.

When she came, she put a piece of strawberry into her mouth to hide the first sound.

The second escaped.

Julian worked her through it.

I came seconds later into Lena's fist.

She raised her hand.

Cum covered her fingers.

She held them toward Julian.

He took two into his mouth and sucked them clean.

My stomach dropped.

Lena watched him taste me.

Then she smiled at my face.

"Breakfast," she said, "is worse than the bedroom."

I looked at the three plates.

The coffee.

The sunlight.

Julian's mouth around my wife's fingers.

"Yes."

She leaned against him again.

"Good."

The wall had not been the hardest part. The kitchen was.


CHAPTER 19

LENA - THE BEACH BAG

Evan packed the beach bag like a man preparing for war.

Towels.

Water.

Sunscreen.

Keys.

My red bikini.

He checked each item twice.

Julian leaned against the counter watching him.

I wore Julian's dark shirt and nothing else.

"Which bottoms?" I asked.

Evan held up the red bikini.

The bottoms were smaller than the white pair.

A narrow triangle in front.

Two thin strings at the hips.

Almost nothing behind.

"Those," he said.

Julian's gaze moved over them.

"Your husband wants trouble."

"My husband bought trouble."

I took the bottoms from Evan and stepped into them without closing the shirt.

The red strings sat high over my hips.

The fabric barely covered my pussy.

I tied the top beneath my breasts.

Evan watched my fingers.

Julian watched his face.

Then I removed the dark shirt.

Both men became quiet.

That silence was the best compliment.

The red bikini made the white one look modest.

My nipples pressed clearly through the thin cups.

Half my ass remained bare.

One wrong bend would expose me.

I turned slowly.

"Beach?"

Evan's cock showed beneath his shorts.

Julian's did too.

"Beach," my husband said.

The public path started behind the house.

Families carried umbrellas.

Children dragged plastic shovels.

Couples walked toward the water.

I stepped between Evan and Julian.

Neither man touched me at first.

They did not need to.

People looked because two men flanked one woman in a bikini designed to start questions.

A woman pushing a stroller looked at my ass, then at Evan.

A man carrying a cooler stared openly until his wife slapped his arm.

Evan noticed every reaction.

His hand moved to the small of my back.

Julian's hand settled lower.

One husband.

One bull.

Both claiming different parts of the same woman.

At the edge of the sand, I removed my sandals.

A group of men played volleyball near the water.

Shirtless.

Tanned.

Young enough to stare without hiding it.

I walked past them slowly.

The ball hit the sand untouched.

One man had forgotten to move.

I smiled.

Evan's fingers tightened at my waist.

"Happy?" I asked.

"No."

"Hard?"

"Yes."

"Better answer."

Julian carried the chairs.

He placed them near the water.

Two chairs.

Not three.

I looked at him.

"Planning to stand?"

He sat in one.

"Evan gets the other."

"And me?"

Julian looked at his lap.

My pussy tightened.

I sat across his thighs.

The red bikini pressed against his shorts.

His cock hardened under me.

Evan sat beside us.

Close enough to touch.

Close enough to watch the volleyball players keep looking.

I leaned back against Julian's chest.

His hands moved over my stomach.

"Rub oil on her," he told Evan.

My husband took the coconut bottle from the bag.

He knelt in the sand.

The position exposed him.

People walking past could see a husband rubbing oil onto his wife's legs while she sat on another man's lap.

Evan started at my ankles.

His hands moved upward.

Calves.

Knees.

Thighs.

He stopped below the red strings.

I opened my legs.

"Don't become shy now, cuck."

A volleyball landed ten feet away.

One of the men ran toward us.

He slowed when he saw my open thighs.

Evan's hands.

Julian beneath me.

The red fabric barely hiding my cunt.

"Sorry," he said.

He picked up the ball.

His eyes stayed on me too long.

"Good game?" I asked.

"Was."

His face reddened.

He looked at Evan.

Then Julian.

Then me.

"Enjoy the beach."

"You too."

He returned to his friends.

They all stared.

Evan poured more oil into his palm.

His hand moved beneath the edge of my bikini.

He rubbed my upper thigh while five men watched from the volleyball court.

Julian's cock pressed harder under my ass.

I rolled my hips once.

Both men inhaled.

"Make them crazy," Evan whispered.

I looked toward the players.

Then I untied one side of the red bikini bottoms.

The narrow fabric loosened across my pussy.

The men stopped playing.

I smiled at my husband.

"Like this?"

His cock showed clearly beneath his shorts.

"Exactly like that."


CHAPTER 20

EVAN - THE MEN ON THE BEACH

Lena left one side of the bikini untied.

The fabric stayed in place only because her thigh held it.

Every step toward the water threatened to expose her.

She knew.

The volleyball players knew.

I knew.

Julian walked beside her.

His hand rested at her waist.

The scene looked wrong in every way that made me hard.

My wife in a red string bikini.

Another man touching her.

Five strangers watching.

Her husband following with towels.

Lena entered the water until it reached her knees.

A wave hit.

The loosened bikini bottom shifted.

One side fell.

Her pussy appeared in full sunlight.

The men on the beach saw.

Lena laughed and covered herself with one hand.

Not quickly enough.

Not accidentally enough.

Julian tied the string for her while kneeling in the water.

His face stayed inches from her cunt.

The volleyball players had stopped pretending.

My cock strained against my shorts.

Lena looked at me.

"Did they see?"

"Yes."

"All of it?"

"Yes."

"Good."

Julian stood.

He pulled her against him.

A wave moved their bodies together.

His cock pressed against her stomach through his shorts.

The red bikini top darkened in the water.

Her nipples showed.

One of the players moved closer to the shoreline.

He pretended to watch the waves.

He watched my wife.

Lena saw him.

She turned slightly so the man had a clearer view of Julian's hand sliding across her ass.

Then she kissed Julian.

Slow.

Open.

In public.

The beach narrowed to that sight.

My wife kissing her bull while another man watched and her husband stood ten feet away with a hard cock.

A woman walking past followed my gaze.

She looked at Lena.

Then at me.

Her eyes widened.

I did not look away.

That became part of it too.

Being seen seeing.

The woman understood.

Her mouth curved before she continued down the beach.

Lena ended the kiss.

She touched Julian's chest.

Then she walked toward me.

Water ran from the red bikini.

She stopped close enough for her wet breasts to touch my shirt.

"Your turn."

I kissed her with Julian still on her mouth.

The volleyball players watched.

Julian watched.

The woman looked back.

Lena opened for me.

Her tongue carried another man's kiss.

My hand gripped her ass.

The red string moved beneath my fingers.

When the kiss ended, she whispered against my lips.

"Your wife kissed her bull in front of everyone."

"I saw."

"Did you feel small?"

"Yes."

"Did you get hard?"

"Yes."

"Say it louder."

The men near the volleyball court could hear.

I looked at my wife's face.

"I'm hard because my wife kissed another man."

One player laughed softly.

Another looked away in embarrassment.

Lena smiled.

"Better."

Julian approached from behind.

His hand settled beside mine on her ass.

Two men's hands on my wife in public.

The watching strangers became silent.

Lena turned her face toward the volleyball court.

"Enjoying the view?"

The nearest man swallowed.

"Yes, ma'am."

Her pussy tightened visibly beneath the wet red fabric.

Evan the old husband would have pulled her away.

I stepped beside her instead.

"She likes honest men."

The stranger looked at me.

Then at Julian.

His confusion made Lena laugh.

"Keep playing," she said. "We'll keep distracting you."

We returned to the chairs.

The game started again.

No one served correctly for the next five minutes.

Lena lay face down across Julian's lap.

I rubbed oil over her back and ass.

The red bikini bottoms disappeared between her cheeks.

Julian held them apart with one hand.

From the court, every man could see what he was doing.

My wife turned her head toward me.

"Look at them."

I did.

Five men failing to hide hard cocks beneath swim shorts.

"How many?" she asked.

"All of them."

Her smile became lazy.

"Your wife made six men hard at the beach."

"Seven."

She looked at Julian beneath her.

His cock pressed against her stomach.

Then at me.

Mine showed too.

"Seven," she agreed.

Her eyes closed.

"Good day."


CHAPTER 21

EVAN - THE CHANGING STALL

The beach restroom smelled like salt, sunscreen, and hot concrete.

Lena pulled me into the family changing stall.

Julian remained outside with the bags.

The lock clicked.

My wife pushed me against the wall.

The red bikini was still wet.

Her hair clung to her shoulders.

"You told them," she said.

"Told who?"

"The men."

"I said you like honesty."

"You sounded proud."

"I was."

She opened my shorts.

My cock sprang into her hand.

"Show me how proud."

She lowered to her knees.

No hesitation.

No towel.

She took me into her mouth while people walked past the stall.

Flip-flops slapped against concrete.

A child called for his father.

Water ran in the next shower.

My wife sucked my cock behind a thin plastic wall after exposing herself to half the beach.

I gripped the metal rail.

Lena looked up at me.

Her red bikini top barely covered her breasts.

"Tell me what they saw," she whispered.

"Your pussy."

"More."

"Julian tying your bikini beside it."

She licked the head of my cock.

"More."

"You kissing him."

Her hand moved faster.

"More."

"All of them getting hard for my wife."

She swallowed me again.

A man entered the stall beside ours.

The partition shifted.

He dropped something.

Then became quiet.

He could hear us.

Lena heard him too.

Her eyes brightened.

She sucked louder.

Wet.

Deliberate.

The man beside us stopped moving.

My cock pulsed against her tongue.

She pulled back.

"Think he's listening?"

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"Probably."

She turned toward the partition.

Then she took me deep enough to gag.

The sound filled both stalls.

The stranger's breath changed.

I covered Lena's mouth with my hand when she laughed.

She kissed my palm.

Then she whispered loudly enough for the man to hear.

"My husband gets so hard after watching other men stare at me."

Silence next door.

Lena stroked me.

"Poor cuck."

The stranger moved.

A zipper opened.

My stomach dropped.

Lena smiled.

"He is."

The first faint stroke came through the partition.

Another man jerking off three feet away while my wife sucked me.

I closed my eyes.

The beach had followed us inside.

Lena took me again.

She used one hand on my cock and slipped the other beneath her bikini.

Her fingers rubbed her clit.

The stranger's fist moved faster.

So did hers.

I grabbed her hair.

"Make him hear."

She moaned around me.

The man beside us groaned.

My cock tightened.

I came into Lena's mouth.

She swallowed every pulse while touching herself.

The stranger came seconds later.

We heard the sharp breath.

The silence afterward.

Lena released my cock.

She stood.

My cum shone at the corner of her mouth.

She licked it away.

Then she pressed her lips close to the partition.

"Thank you for watching."

The man did not answer.

His stall door opened quickly.

Footsteps disappeared down the corridor.

Lena laughed into my chest.

I held her.

My cock still pulsed.

"You're dangerous."

"You told me to make them crazy."

"That was at the beach."

She touched my face.

"Desire doesn't respect property lines, love."

We left the stall.

Julian waited outside beneath the shade.

He looked at our faces.

Then at my open zipper.

"Good change?"

Lena took his hand and placed it against the soaked front of her red bikini.

"My cuck made a stranger come through the wall."

Julian's eyebrows lifted.

Lena kissed his cheek.

"Now take us home."


CHAPTER 22

LENA - THE NAP

I fell asleep between them.

That was not the plan.

The beach heat followed us into the cool bedroom. Evan lay on my left. Julian on my right. I wore only the red bikini bottoms because the top had become uncomfortable against my sun-warmed skin.

Evan rubbed lotion over my shoulders.

Julian traced one finger along the inside of my thigh.

Neither touch demanded anything.

That made them harder to resist.

I closed my eyes.

The last thing I remembered was Evan's hand over my breast and Julian's palm resting across my stomach.

When I woke, the room had changed.

Late afternoon light.

The sound of waves beyond the glass.

Both men still beside me.

Evan was awake.

Julian was not.

My husband's eyes were on Julian's hand.

It had moved lower in sleep.

His fingers rested beneath the red bikini, cupping my pussy.

I did not move.

Evan looked at my face.

I smiled.

Julian's body lay close behind me.

His cock pressed hard against my ass through his shorts.

Morning, afternoon, sleep.

His body wanted me without needing the room to announce it.

Evan reached across me.

He touched the outline in Julian's shorts.

One finger.

Careful only because Julian slept, not because the weekend needed permission.

My husband's face changed at the size beneath the fabric.

I watched him compare again.

Evan's hand closed more fully.

Julian woke with a low breath.

His eyes opened.

He saw Evan holding his cock through the shorts.

No one pulled away.

Julian's hand tightened over my pussy.

I gasped.

"Good nap?" he asked.

"Better waking."

Evan stroked him once through the fabric.

Julian hardened further.

The comparison pressed against my back and filled my husband's hand.

I opened my legs.

Julian pushed two fingers into my cunt from behind.

Evan watched my face.

Then he opened Julian's shorts.

The thick cock rose between us.

I reached back and wrapped my hand around it.

Evan's hand remained beneath mine.

Two hands on Julian.

My husband and I stroked my bull together.

The sight made my pussy clench around Julian's fingers.

"Look at her," Evan said.

Julian looked.

I lay between them with my breasts bare, one man's fingers buried in my cunt, and both my hand and my husband's around the other man's cock.

"Tell him what you want," Evan said.

"I want to wake like this again."

The answer surprised me.

It was true.

Not only the cock.

Not only the fingers.

The three bodies tangled after sleep.

Evan's jealousy in the quiet.

Julian's hand finding me before his eyes opened.

My husband heard what the sentence meant.

His grip tightened around Julian.

"Tomorrow?"

"Tomorrow too."

Julian pushed his fingers deeper.

I moaned.

Evan leaned down and sucked one nipple while still helping me stroke the bull.

The bed became movement.

Hands.

Mouth.

Cock.

Cunt.

No beginning.

No announcement.

I came around Julian's fingers with Evan's mouth on my breast.

My hand tightened around Julian's cock.

He came across my stomach.

Thick pulses.

Evan watched each one land.

Then he did something neither of us expected.

He lowered his mouth.

He licked Julian's cum from my skin.

Slowly.

One white line at a time.

My pussy pulsed.

Julian watched.

Evan lifted his face.

Humiliation and hunger filled it.

I grabbed his hair and kissed him.

Julian's taste moved between our tongues.

When I pulled away, Evan looked smaller and stronger at once.

"My beautiful cuck," I whispered.

He touched the red bikini bottoms.

"They're ruined."

I looked at the cum and sweat covering my stomach.

"The weekend isn't."

Outside, the afternoon sun began lowering over the Gulf.

We had another night.

My body already knew it.


CHAPTER 23

EVAN - NO MORE CHAIRS

I carried the chair out of the bedroom.

The same kind of chair that had held me in the hotel.

Wooden arms.

Straight back.

A place for a husband to sit while another man used his wife.

Lena watched from the bed.

Julian stood near the balcony.

I moved the chair into the hallway and left it there.

When I returned, my wife smiled.

"No front-row seat?"

"I don't need one."

"What do you need?"

I climbed onto the bed.

"To be close enough to touch everything."

Julian looked at me.

The change mattered to him.

Not because he needed my approval.

Because the weekend had stopped being a performance arranged around a spectator.

I was part of the body in the room.

Lena removed the red bikini bottoms.

The fabric peeled away from her soaked cunt.

She spread her legs.

"Then touch everything."

Julian moved between her thighs.

I knelt beside her.

He pushed his cock into her cunt slowly.

No question.

No pause.

The thick head opened her, and Lena's hand found mine.

I watched her face while Julian filled her.

The jealousy still hurt.

It did not send me backward.

I leaned down and took her nipple into my mouth.

Lena gasped.

Julian drove deeper.

I felt the motion through her body.

My hand moved to her clit.

The three of us found a rhythm without naming it.

Julian fucked her.

I rubbed her.

Lena held both men.

Her eyes moved between us.

"This is what I wanted," she said.

"What?" I asked.

"My husband touching me while my bull fills me."

Julian pulled her legs higher.

His cock drove deeper.

Lena cried out.

My fingers moved faster.

"Tell him," she said.

I looked at Julian.

"You're bigger."

He held my gaze.

"I know."

"You fill her more."

"I know."

"My wife loves it."

Lena clenched around him.

"Say that again, cuck."

"My wife loves your bigger cock."

The confession made my own cock leak.

Julian's face tightened.

Lena came between us.

Her cunt gripped him.

Her nails cut into my wrist.

The room filled with her voice.

When the first wave passed, Julian pulled out.

His cock stood slick and hard.

Lena opened her eyes.

"Your turn," she told me.

I moved between her legs.

My cock entered the pussy Julian had just stretched.

The difference was immediate.

Her body accepted me easily.

Too easily.

I froze.

Lena smiled.

"You feel small."

"Yes."

"Does it hurt?"

"Yes."

"Fuck me anyway."

I drove into her.

Julian stood beside the bed, stroking his cock while I fucked my wife.

Her cunt felt loose from him, then tightened around me with every hard movement.

Lena looked at Julian.

"See my cuck trying to fill what you opened?"

His hand moved faster.

"I see."

She turned back to me.

"Harder, love."

I fucked her until the headboard moved.

Not to compete.

Competition was impossible.

To claim the part of her body that still knew me best.

Lena wrapped her legs around my waist.

Her eyes stayed on mine.

"Smaller cock," she whispered. "My husband."

The words should have cut.

They did.

They also made me come.

I filled her while Julian watched.

Then Lena pulled me down and kissed me.

My cock softened in her cunt.

Julian climbed onto the bed.

He kissed the back of her neck.

One husband in her arms.

One bull against her back.

No chair.

No wall.

No place outside the hunger.

I finally understood.

Watching had never meant being absent.

It meant refusing to close my eyes.


CHAPTER 24

EVAN - THE SECOND SUNSET

We watched the sunset from the balcony.

Lena sat across Julian's lap wearing my white shirt.

Not his.

Mine.

She had chosen it after the bed.

That should have reassured me.

It did.

It also made Julian's hand beneath it feel more intimate.

His fingers rested high on her bare thigh.

My wife held my drink because she had finished hers.

The sky turned orange over the Gulf.

People walked along the beach below.

From a distance, we looked like friends sharing a rental.

No one could see Julian's hand moving under my shirt.

No one could see my wife's legs opening.

No one could see the shine on his fingers when he pulled them free.

I saw everything.

Lena brought his hand to her mouth and sucked one finger.

Then she held it toward me.

I took the next.

Our tongues did not touch.

His finger connected us anyway.

The sunset became another witness.

A couple stopped on the path below to take photographs.

The woman looked up.

She saw Lena on Julian's lap.

Saw me kneeling close to them.

Her camera lowered.

Lena noticed.

She opened my shirt.

Her bare breasts appeared in the balcony light.

The woman below froze.

Her husband followed her stare.

Julian covered one breast.

I covered the other.

Lena smiled down at them.

The couple stood motionless.

My cock hardened.

My wife leaned back against Julian and spread her knees wider.

From the beach path, they could not see her pussy clearly.

They could see enough to know she had nothing beneath the shirt.

The woman's hand moved to her husband's arm.

His shorts began to show what the sight did to him.

Lena looked at me.

"Two more."

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"He is."

"And she?"

"Watching."

The woman raised the camera.

Not toward the sunset.

Toward us.

My stomach tightened.

Lena smiled at the lens.

Julian's hand slid between her legs.

I opened my trousers.

The woman took a photograph.

Her husband stared at my cock.

Lena laughed softly.

"Now they understand."

Julian pushed two fingers into her.

My wife moaned in the open air.

The couple remained below.

The woman's camera rose again.

I stroked myself.

Lena watched me while strangers photographed the three of us from the beach path.

The last edge of sun touched the water.

"Come for them," she whispered.

Julian's fingers moved faster.

The woman zoomed in.

Her husband touched the front of his shorts.

My fist worked my cock.

Lena's body tightened against Julian.

She came with one breast in his hand and the other beneath mine.

I came across my stomach.

The woman took one final photograph.

Then the couple walked away quickly, close together, speaking in urgent whispers.

The balcony became quiet.

Lena closed my shirt over her breasts.

Julian removed his fingers.

I wiped my stomach with a towel.

My wife looked toward the disappearing couple.

"What do you think they do with the pictures?"

"Delete them."

"Liar."

Julian kissed her shoulder.

"They watch them in bed."

Lena looked at me.

"Does that bother you?"

"Yes."

"Does it make you hard again?"

I looked down.

My cock was already rising.

She smiled.

"Good sunset."


CHAPTER 25

EVAN - DINNER AT HOME

We stayed in for dinner.

That choice felt more dangerous than the restaurant.

No waiter.

No strangers.

No public room to contain us.

Only the kitchen where Julian had made breakfast and the three bodies that had changed how the house felt.

Lena wore the black dress again.

Still no panties.

Julian wore the dark shirt from the suitcase.

The one with the note in the pocket.

I knew because I saw him find it while dressing.

He read the paper once.

Then looked at Lena.

She smiled.

Neither explained.

That secret irritated me.

My cock hardened.

Lena noticed.

"Something wrong, love?"

"What did you write?"

Julian folded the note and returned it to the pocket.

"Private message."

"To my wife's bull."

Lena crossed the kitchen.

"Jealous of paper?"

"Yes."

She kissed me.

"Good."

Then she walked away.

No explanation.

The unanswered question stayed in my body while we cooked.

Julian handled the steaks.

I prepared vegetables.

Lena moved between us with wine, stealing food from both boards and rubbing her bare ass against whichever man stood behind her.

Domestic again.

Crueler now because it had history.

Julian knew how she liked coffee.

I knew she hated mushrooms.

He knew her body opened more easily after she came once.

I knew the exact word that made her eyes change.

The weekend had created overlapping knowledge.

That was what forty-eight hours did.

It gave another man time to learn.

Lena stood at the stove stirring sauce.

Julian moved behind her.

His hand went under the dress.

She leaned forward slightly without stopping the spoon.

I watched from the other counter.

"What is he doing?" I asked.

Lena smiled at the pan.

"Checking dinner."

Julian's fingers moved across her cunt.

Her breath changed.

"Is it ready?"

"Almost."

I set down the knife.

Julian pushed two fingers into her cunt.

Lena gripped the spoon.

The sauce continued to simmer.

I crossed the room and opened my trousers.

My cock rose.

Lena looked over her shoulder.

"Kitchen again?"

"You started it."

"I am cooking."

"Keep cooking."

I moved beside her.

She wrapped one hand around my cock while Julian fingered her from behind.

The spoon remained in her other hand.

The steak hissed on the grill outside.

The sauce bubbled.

My wife stroked me while another man worked her cunt beneath a black dress.

"Tell me about the note," I said.

"No."

Julian curled his fingers.

Lena gasped.

I caught her wrist around my cock.

"Tell me."

She smiled through the ache.

"I told him to wear the shirt tomorrow morning."

"Why?"

"So I can button it on him while you watch."

The same scene from breakfast.

Reversed.

My wife dressing her bull.

The idea cut deeper than I expected.

My cock pulsed in her hand.

Lena saw.

"That is why."

Julian moved faster.

Her knees weakened.

I held her upright.

"Tomorrow morning," she whispered, "I stand close enough to smell him. I button the shirt that covered your wife's body."

My fist closed around hers.

"And you sit at the island with a hard cock."

Julian's other hand moved around her neck.

Lena came against both men without dropping the spoon.

The sauce kept bubbling.

She leaned back against Julian and jerked me faster.

I came across the kitchen floor.

The first pulse struck the cabinet.

The next covered Lena's fingers.

She looked down.

Then at me.

"Messy cuck."

Julian pulled his hand from her pussy.

His fingers shone.

Lena held my cum-covered hand toward him.

Julian held his wet fingers toward me.

We exchanged.

I licked my wife from his hand.

He tasted me from hers.

Lena stood between us laughing softly.

The grill timer sounded.

She turned off the stove.

"Dinner is ready."

We cleaned the floor.

We plated the food.

We sat at the table as if the kitchen had not just held three bodies.

The note remained in Julian's pocket.

Tomorrow morning waited inside it.

But Saturday night had not even begun.


CHAPTER 26

LENA - THE PICTURE HE KEPT

After dinner, Evan showed me the photograph from the balcony.

The woman on the beach had sent it to him.

I stared at the phone.

"How?"

"AirDrop request."

"She knew your name?"

"No. She sent it to every nearby phone."

Julian looked over my shoulder.

The picture showed the three of us in orange light.

I sat across Julian's lap with Evan kneeling beside us. One of my breasts filled Julian's hand. The other rested beneath my husband's. My knees were open. Evan's cock stood in his fist.

The photograph caught everything without showing my face clearly.

A woman between two men.

A husband watching.

A bull holding.

No explanation.

It was beautiful.

"She kept a copy," I said.

"Probably."

"Her husband too."

"Probably."

I enlarged the image.

Evan's expression mattered most.

He was not looking at the camera.

He was looking at me.

Hard.

Jealous.

Completely present.

I touched his face in the photograph.

"This is who you are now."

His jaw tightened.

"One picture does not decide that."

"No."

I looked at the hard cock in his hand.

"Your body decided months ago."

Julian took the phone.

He studied the image.

"Send it to the group."

Evan did.

The photograph appeared in our chat beneath voice messages, hotel pictures, the side-of-the-road image, and the short video through the wall.

Our marriage had become an archive of things no one else would believe.

I opened the camera.

"Stand together."

The men looked at me.

"Why?"

"I want a picture of what I see."

Evan stood beside Julian.

The difference between them sharpened.

Julian taller.

Broader.

Dark skin against Evan's lighter body.

Both cocks hidden beneath trousers, but not completely.

I took the photograph.

Then I moved closer and placed one hand over each bulge.

Another photograph.

Evan's body tightened under my palm.

Julian's did too.

I sent both to the chat.

Lena: My husband and the cock he brought home for me.

Evan looked at the words.

"Which one is the husband?"

I smiled.

"The one leaking through his trousers because I touched the other."

His hand moved to my throat.

The grip was firm.

"Careful."

"Harder, cuck."

He tightened.

Julian watched.

My pussy pulsed.

Evan had changed over the three books before this weekend. He had learned to admit jealousy. Learned to watch. Learned to touch Julian. Learned to put his mouth where another man had been.

But the look in his eyes now was new.

He was not only enduring the fantasy.

He was directing it.

"On your knees," he said.

I obeyed.

The black dress gathered around my thighs.

Both men stood over me.

Evan opened Julian's trousers first.

The gesture made my breath catch.

He pulled the bull's cock free and held it toward my mouth.

"Show the camera what I brought you."

I raised my phone.

The video began.

Evan held Julian's cock.

I opened my mouth.

My husband guided the thick head across my tongue.

The screen caught his hand, Julian's body, my lips, and the wedding ring on the man feeding me another cock.

I sucked.

Julian groaned.

Evan watched the screen instead of my face.

"Deeper."

I took more.

My jaw stretched.

Saliva moved down Julian's cock and across Evan's fingers.

"Look at the camera," my husband said.

I did.

Julian filled my mouth.

Evan's hand controlled the angle.

The video became the rawest truth in our chat.

My husband presenting me to my bull.

My wifehood visible in his ring.

My hunger visible in the way I opened.

Evan stopped recording after thirty seconds.

He looked at the video once.

Then sent it to the group.

The message appeared.

Evan: What I brought home.

My cunt clenched.

I pulled away from Julian.

Saliva connected my mouth to his cock.

I looked up at my husband.

"That was hot."

"Not a question."

"No."

He stroked Julian once.

Then released him.

"Bedroom."

I stood.

Julian remained hard.

Evan's cock showed through his open trousers.

The photograph from the balcony stayed on the screen.

The stranger had captured who we had become.

The video showed what we chose to do with it.


CHAPTER 27

EVAN - HER HUSBAND'S HAND

I held Julian's cock while Lena sucked him.

The hotel had taught me what size looked like.

The weekend taught me what it felt like to control the angle.

His cock was hot in my hand.

Thicker than mine.

Heavy enough that my fingers could not meet around it.

Lena knelt between us in the black dress.

Her mouth worked around the head.

Her tongue moved beneath it.

I guided him deeper.

She looked at me.

Not Julian.

Me.

That mattered.

"Take more," I said.

She opened wider.

Julian pushed his cock into her mouth until tears gathered at the corners of her eyes.

I felt his cock move through my fist.

Felt Lena's throat resist.

She stayed there for two seconds.

Then pulled back with a wet gasp.

"Good wife," I said.

Her smile made my cock throb.

"Your wife is sucking the bigger cock."

"I know."

"Does your hand feel small?"

"Yes."

"Poor cuck."

I slapped her cheek lightly with Julian's cock.

She opened her mouth again.

Julian groaned.

The sound made me grip him harder.

Lena sucked while I held.

Then Julian reached down and opened my trousers.

His hand wrapped around my cock.

The first stroke shocked me.

Another man touching me while my wife sucked him.

Lena saw.

Her eyes widened around Julian's cock.

He stroked me slowly.

The comparison moved through both hands.

Mine around him.

His around me.

No one said what every body understood.

His hand covered more of me.

Mine covered less of him.

Lena moaned.

"Look at us," Julian said.

She pulled back.

Saliva shone across her lips.

"My husband is holding your cock."

"And I am holding his."

Her pussy pressed visibly against the black dress.

"What does that make you want?" I asked.

"Both."

"Where?"

"Everywhere."

Julian's hand tightened around me.

My knees almost weakened.

Lena touched herself beneath the dress.

One hand on her pussy.

The other around Julian's balls.

I stroked him.

He stroked me.

My wife rubbed her clit while watching.

The scene had no old shape.

No category big enough to contain it.

Only hunger discovering another door.

"Come on her," Julian told me.

My cock tightened.

"Not yet."

Lena smiled.

"My cuck wants to last."

"Your cuck wants to fuck you first."

"Then do it."

She stood and bent over the bed.

The black dress rose around her waist.

Her pussy opened toward us.

Julian released my cock.

I moved behind my wife.

He stood beside her head.

I entered Lena while she took Julian back into her mouth.

My cock slid easily into the cunt he had stretched all weekend.

The difference made me groan.

Lena felt it.

She looked back.

"Smaller feels easy now."

I grabbed her hips.

"Shut up."

"Make me."

I fucked her harder.

Each movement drove Julian deeper into her mouth.

His hand returned to my cock at the base where I entered my wife.

The touch connected all three of us.

His fingers brushed my balls.

Then Lena's soaked pussy.

Then my cock again.

I nearly lost control.

"Keep going," Julian said.

I drove deeper.

Lena gagged around him.

Her hand slapped the bed.

Julian held her hair.

I held her hips.

She came between us.

Her cunt tightened around my cock.

Her throat clenched around his.

The sound that left her body was broken and filthy.

I came seconds later.

My cock pulsed in her cunt.

Julian pulled out of her mouth and came across her back.

Thick white lines covered the black dress and bare skin.

Lena collapsed onto the bed.

I remained buried in her cunt.

Julian's cum ran toward my hands on her hips.

I spread it across her back.

Lena looked over her shoulder.

"Whose wife?"

"Mine."

"Whose cum?"

"His."

"Whose cock is in my cunt?"

"Mine."

She smiled.

"Good weekend."

Julian sat beside her.

I pulled out slowly.

My cum began running from her pussy.

His covered her back.

Two men marked different parts of the same wife.

Lena reached behind and touched both.

Then she brought the mixed mess to her mouth.

She tasted it.

My cock began hardening again.

The night was not finished.


CHAPTER 28

EVAN - THE CHOICE AT MIDNIGHT

At midnight, Lena stood between the bedroom doors again.

Naked this time.

No white shirt.

No black dress.

No symbol of either man.

Only her body and the choice we had spent the weekend moving toward.

Julian waited in the second room.

I stood beside the king bed.

Lena looked at me first.

"I want his room."

The sentence hurt exactly where she intended.

"For how long?"

"Until I come back."

"You said that last night."

"I came back."

"After three times."

Her smile was faint.

"You counted."

"I listened."

"I know."

She crossed the hall toward me.

Her hands touched my chest.

"This time, I don't want a wall."

I looked at the second bedroom.

"What do you want?"

"The door open."

My cock hardened.

Julian heard.

He remained inside his room, silent.

Lena's fingers moved down my stomach.

"I want you to see enough to know I chose it."

"And then?"

"I want you to decide whether you stay in the hall, come inside, or take me back."

The old version of me would have heard a test.

The man standing there heard an invitation.

I grabbed her hair and kissed her.

She opened.

Her naked body pressed against mine.

When the kiss ended, I turned her toward Julian's room.

"Go."

Lena walked away.

The open door framed her.

Julian stood beside the bed naked.

His cock hard.

She stopped in front of him.

He placed one hand around her throat.

The other on her ass.

Then he kissed her while I watched from across the hall.

No closed wall.

No phone.

No recording.

Only the open distance between rooms.

Julian lifted Lena onto the bed.

She spread beneath him.

My wife looked at me over his shoulder.

"Watch, cuck."

I stayed in the hallway.

Julian pushed his cock into her cunt.

Lena cried out.

The second bedroom headboard struck the wall.

I could see every movement.

His back.

Her legs around him.

The thick cock driving into her cunt.

My own cock rose hard against my stomach.

I stroked it.

Lena watched.

"Closer," she said.

I moved to the doorway.

Julian fucked her harder.

The bed shifted.

Lena's breasts moved beneath him.

"Closer."

I stepped into the room.

My knees touched the edge of the bed.

Julian did not slow.

Lena reached toward me.

I took her hand.

The first night, the wall had separated us.

The second night, her fingers pulled me into the room.

Julian rolled her onto her side.

He entered from behind.

Lena faced me.

His arm wrapped around her waist.

His cock moved inside my wife inches from my body.

"Touch me," she said.

My hand moved across her pussy.

I found her clit while Julian fucked her.

She gasped.

Her eyes stayed on mine.

"This is my choice," she whispered.

"I know."

"And you came closer."

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because I want to be here."

The truth changed the room.

Julian heard it.

Lena heard it.

I heard myself.

Not trapped.

Not enduring.

Here.

My fingers worked her clit.

Julian's cock drove deep.

Lena came with both men holding her.

Her cunt tightened around him.

Her nails cut into my wrist.

Julian groaned.

He pulled out before coming.

His cock stood hard beside her ass.

Lena rolled onto her back.

She looked at both men.

"Now choose me together."

I climbed onto the bed.

No wall.

No hallway.

No chair.

The house had two bedrooms.

The hunger needed only one.


CHAPTER 29

LENA - SAY IT WITHOUT FEAR

Evan lay beside me.

Julian knelt between my legs.

The second bedroom felt smaller with all three bodies inside it.

That made everything more intense.

No space to pretend.

Julian rubbed his cock through my pussy.

Evan's hand rested over my heart.

He could feel every change.

The quick beat.

The held breath.

The moment the thick head opened me again.

I looked at my husband.

"Say it without fear."

His fingers tightened over my chest.

"His cock is bigger."

Julian pushed deeper.

"More."

"He stretches you wider."

"More."

"He fills my wife better than I do."

My cunt clenched.

Julian entered fully.

I cried out.

Evan's cock hardened against my hip.

I wrapped my hand around it.

"Does saying it make you less my husband?"

"No."

"Does watching him make me less your wife?"

"No."

"What does it make us?"

His eyes stayed on mine.

"Honest."

That word reached deeper than Julian.

I pulled Evan closer and kissed him.

Julian fucked me while my husband and I shared breath.

Every movement pushed my body against Evan.

His cock moved in my hand.

My cunt opened around Julian.

I broke the kiss.

"Tell him what I like."

Evan looked at the bull between my thighs.

"Pressure before speed."

Julian slowed.

He drove deep and held there.

My body shook.

"She likes her clit touched after the first deep drive," Evan said.

His hand moved down.

He rubbed me.

I moaned.

Julian watched him.

"She bites her lip when she's close."

I did.

Both men saw.

Evan smiled.

"He knows you," Julian said.

"He is my husband."

"And I am?"

I looked at Evan before answering.

"Our bull."

Julian's face tightened.

He fucked me harder.

The room filled with skin against skin.

Evan touched my clit exactly the way he knew I needed.

Julian filled my cunt exactly the way my husband's body could not.

Neither difference erased the other.

That was the discovery.

I came hard enough to lose the sentence in my mouth.

Evan held my face.

Julian held my hips.

My cunt squeezed the bull.

My fingers tightened around my husband.

When the wave passed, Evan moved over me.

Julian pulled out.

My husband's cock took his place.

Smaller.

Familiar.

Mine.

He entered the pussy Julian had opened.

I wrapped my legs around him.

Julian stood beside the bed and stroked himself.

Evan fucked me while looking at him.

Not away.

At him.

The two men held each other's gaze across my body.

"Tell him," I whispered.

Evan drove deeper.

"What?"

"What your cock feels."

His face flushed.

"Smaller in her cunt."

Julian's fist moved faster.

"Does that stop you?"

"No."

"Why?"

Evan looked down at me.

"Because she is my wife."

I smiled.

"And?"

"Because she came back to my cock."

"And?"

His body tightened.

"Because being smaller does not make me less hers."

The confession made me come again.

Evan followed.

His cock pulsed in my cunt.

Julian came across my breasts.

White cum covered my skin while my husband's cock filled my cunt.

I looked at Evan.

"Clean me."

He lowered his mouth.

Julian watched him lick every drop from my breasts.

Then I pulled my husband up and kissed him.

The bull's taste moved between us.

Julian lay beside me.

One man on each side.

I held both.

No fear.

No rules.

No lie left worth protecting.


CHAPTER 30

EVAN - THE HOUR BEFORE SLEEP

We did not sleep immediately.

The three of us lay across Julian's bed in the second room.

Lena in the middle.

Her head on my chest.

One leg over Julian.

The sheets smelled like sex.

Cum.

Sweat.

Coconut oil.

The sounds had stopped.

The danger had not.

Julian traced the red marks on Lena's hip.

I watched his fingers move over my wife's skin.

"You hold her harder than I do," I said.

He looked at me.

"She likes it."

"I know."

Lena's hand rested over my cock.

Soft now.

Still responsive beneath her palm.

"What else does he do better?" she asked.

The question floated in the quiet.

Not dirty talk shouted over a moving bed.

A confession after.

More dangerous.

I touched her hair.

"His hands cover more."

"More."

"His cock fills you deeper."

"More."

"He can lift you easier."

Julian's hand stopped on her hip.

Lena smiled against my chest.

"More."

I looked at the man beside my wife.

"He makes you look smaller."

She lifted her head.

"Do you hate that?"

"Sometimes."

"Right now?"

I looked at the three bodies tangled on the bed.

"No."

"Why?"

"Because you came back to my chest."

Her expression softened.

Then she pushed herself up and kissed me.

Slow.

No audience inside the kiss even though Julian remained beside us.

When she pulled away, she kissed him too.

Different kiss.

Different meaning.

No lie.

Lena settled again.

"What does Evan do better?" Julian asked.

My stomach tightened.

I had not expected the question.

Lena answered without hesitation.

"He knows when I am pretending confidence."

Her fingers moved over my chest.

"He knows the exact sound I make when I want more but refuse to ask."

She touched my wedding ring.

"He knows how jealousy changes my husband's body before Evan admits it."

Julian listened.

"He knows every version of me that existed before this one."

Her eyes found mine.

"And he is the man I want beside me when I discover the next."

My throat tightened.

The answer did not make Julian less dangerous.

It made the weekend survivable.

He nodded.

"Good."

Lena smiled.

"You two keep saying that."

"Because you keep telling the truth."

She closed her eyes.

Within minutes, her breathing slowed.

Julian remained awake.

So did I.

We looked at each other over my sleeping wife.

"She wanted this before she knew my name," he said.

"I know."

"You wanted it too."

"I know."

"Then why do you still look surprised?"

I watched Lena's hand resting over my wedding ring.

"Because wanting a picture is easier than waking inside it."

Julian looked down at her.

"She will wake between us."

"I know."

"And then?"

"Then we find out who reaches for her first."

His mouth curved.

The competition was small.

Human.

Real.

I should have hated it.

Instead, I closed my eyes.

Lena moved in sleep.

Her body pressed closer to mine.

Her foot remained over Julian's leg.

No man won.

That was not the point.

The weekend was teaching me that sharing did not divide everything into halves.

Some hunger multiplied when another body entered the room.


CHAPTER 31

EVAN - WHO SHE TOUCHED FIRST

I woke before sunrise.

Lena remained between us.

Her back pressed against Julian.

Her face rested near my shoulder.

Both men were hard.

Julian's cock pushed against her ass.

Mine touched her stomach.

The room was gray.

Quiet.

The first gulls called beyond the windows.

I watched Lena sleep.

Then her eyes opened.

She did not move immediately.

She felt the two cocks around her.

The two men waiting.

A slow smile touched her mouth.

Her first hand moved toward me.

My breath caught.

She wrapped her fingers around my cock.

Then her other hand reached behind her and found Julian.

Both.

Of course.

She stroked us in the soft morning light.

"My greedy wife," I whispered.

"My greedy husband brought help."

Julian woke behind her.

His hand moved over her stomach.

Lena rolled onto her back.

She held one cock in each hand.

The comparison returned.

It always would.

She looked at me.

"Who is bigger?"

"Julian."

"Who is my husband?"

"Me."

"Who did I touch first?"

"Me."

She smiled.

"Feel better?"

"No."

"Liar."

She pulled me toward her mouth.

I thought she had chosen me.

Then she turned and took Julian instead.

The trick made my stomach drop.

Lena watched my face around the bull's cock.

Julian's hand moved into her hair.

She sucked him slowly.

My cock remained in her fist.

The morning became another lesson.

First touch did not guarantee first mouth.

First kiss did not decide the bed.

Marriage did not erase hunger.

I stroked myself in her hand.

Lena pulled away from Julian.

"Your face."

"What about it?"

"You looked relieved when I touched you first."

"I was."

"And hurt when I sucked him."

"Yes."

She kissed the head of my cock.

Then took me into her mouth.

The relief returned.

That made the humiliation worse because I could feel how much I needed the smaller act.

Julian rubbed her clit while she sucked me.

Lena moaned around my cock.

The sound vibrated through me.

I held her hair.

She looked at Julian.

Then at me.

Both men controlling different parts of her morning.

My balls tightened.

I pulled out before coming.

"On the balcony."

Lena's eyes brightened.

Julian understood first.

We walked outside naked.

The beach path below was mostly empty.

Early walkers.

A runner.

A man with a dog.

The sky beginning to turn pink.

Lena leaned over the balcony rail.

Her ass opened toward the house.

Julian moved behind her.

I stood beside her face.

The runner looked up.

He slowed.

Lena saw him.

She smiled.

Julian drove his cock into her cunt from behind.

My wife gasped into the morning air.

The runner stopped completely.

His eyes fixed on the balcony.

I put my cock against Lena's mouth.

She took me.

Julian fucked her while a stranger watched from the path below.

The dog pulled at the leash.

The man did not move.

Lena's eyes stayed on him as she sucked me.

The scene was visible enough to understand.

Not enough to see every detail.

That made it dirtier.

The runner touched the front of his shorts.

I felt Lena moan around my cock.

Julian gripped her hips.

The balcony rail shook.

The stranger looked from Julian to me.

Then at Lena between us.

His mouth opened.

My wife came first.

Her cunt tightened around Julian.

Her cry broke around my cock.

I came into her mouth.

She swallowed while still staring at the runner.

Julian followed, pulling out and coming across her ass.

White cum shone in the sunrise.

The man below stood frozen.

Lena released my cock.

She looked down at him.

"Good morning."

The runner turned away and walked faster.

The dog followed.

Lena laughed.

Julian spread his cum over her ass.

I kissed my wife.

The new day had begun before coffee.


CHAPTER 32

EVAN - WHEN SHE CHOSE MY ROOM

After the balcony, Lena showered alone.

That was unusual.

She closed the bathroom door and stayed inside for twenty minutes.

Julian and I waited in the kitchen.

Neither man spoke about the runner.

Neither needed to.

The image remained between us.

My wife over the rail.

Julian behind her.

My cock in her mouth.

A stranger below.

The coffee brewed.

Julian wore the dark shirt from the note.

Unbuttoned.

I looked at the pocket.

"She wanted you to wear that."

"Yes."

"Why?"

"You know why."

I did.

Lena emerged wearing a towel.

Her hair wet.

Her skin clean.

No other man on her now.

She walked directly to Julian.

Then buttoned his shirt.

One button.

Another.

Exactly as the note had ordered.

I sat at the island with a hard cock.

She looked at me after every button.

The scene repeated breakfast in reverse.

Another ordinary moment turned into a blade.

When she finished, she touched Julian's chest.

"Perfect."

Then she walked past him.

Toward me.

She dropped the towel.

Naked.

Clean.

Her hand closed around my cock beneath the island.

"Come upstairs."

Julian remained in the kitchen.

I looked at him.

Lena caught my chin and turned my face back to hers.

"I chose your room."

The words entered deeper than relief.

Not because she owed me a choice.

Because after the wall, the second bed, the balcony, and the shirt, she wanted a private hour with her husband.

I stood.

She led me to the king bedroom.

The door stayed open.

Julian could hear if he wanted.

But he did not follow.

Lena pushed me onto the bed.

She climbed over my body.

No dirty comparison at first.

No bull's name.

Only my wife kissing me.

Her wet hair touching my face.

Her clean pussy against my cock.

I held her waist.

"Why did you shower?"

"Because I wanted you to feel only me."

My throat tightened.

"Why?"

"Because sharing me is not the same as losing every private thing."

She lowered herself onto my cock.

Slowly.

Her cunt was sore from the weekend.

Still opened easily.

She moved carefully until I filled her.

Smaller.

Familiar.

Her face softened.

"This is home," she whispered.

The words nearly broke me.

I rolled her beneath me.

The open door framed the hallway.

Julian remained downstairs.

For the first time since Friday afternoon, no other hand touched her.

No stranger watched.

No phone recorded.

I fucked my wife in the room we had first believed would belong to us.

She held my face.

Her eyes stayed on mine.

"Tell me something true," she said.

"I wanted every second."

"Even the wall?"

"Especially the wall."

"Breakfast?"

"That hurt more."

"The beach?"

"I wanted every man to see."

"Julian's shirt?"

"I hated it."

Her mouth curved.

"Your cock likes the truth."

"It loves the truth."

She wrapped her legs around me.

"Tell me the worst truth."

I drove deeper.

"I want another weekend."

Lena stopped breathing for one second.

Then she smiled.

Not triumphant.

Not cruel.

Moved.

"My husband wants more."

"Yes."

"My cuck wants to hear me through another wall."

"Yes."

"My husband wants me back afterward."

"Always."

Her cunt tightened.

She came around me with my name in her mouth.

Not Julian's.

Mine.

I followed.

My cock pulsed in her cunt.

The open door remained empty.

Julian had given us the room without being asked.

Afterward, Lena lay across my chest.

Downstairs, a cupboard opened.

Coffee cups touched.

Ordinary life waiting.

She kissed my wedding ring.

"Now we can go back to him."

I held her tighter for one extra minute.

Then we returned to the kitchen together.


CHAPTER 33

LENA - THE LAST SWIM

We entered the pool before packing.

No bikinis.

The fence was high.

The Sunday sun had not yet become cruel.

I stepped into the water naked while Evan and Julian watched from the deck.

Two men.

Two different hungers.

One weekend ending too quickly.

Julian entered first.

Evan followed.

The water closed around all three bodies.

I swam toward the deep end and turned.

Both men came after me.

My husband reached me first.

His hands closed around my waist.

Julian stopped behind him.

For one moment, Evan stood between me and the bull.

I kissed my husband.

Slow.

The water moved around our bodies.

When the kiss ended, Evan turned me.

He placed my back against his chest and faced me toward Julian.

"Last swim," he said.

"Last lesson?"

"No."

His hand moved over my pussy.

"Last memory."

Julian approached.

His cock was already hard beneath the water.

It touched my thigh.

I looked back at Evan.

"What memory?"

"My wife between us."

Julian lifted one of my legs.

Evan held the other.

The water supported my body while both men opened me.

No bed.

No chair.

No wall.

Only sunlight and the sound of water striking tile.

Julian pushed his fingers into my cunt.

Evan rubbed my clit.

I leaned against my husband while the bull touched me.

"Look at him," Evan whispered.

I did.

Julian's face remained calm.

His hand did not.

Two thick fingers pushed into my cunt.

Then three.

My mouth opened.

Evan's cock hardened against my back.

"Tell me what he does better," my husband said.

The question had changed.

No fear beneath it.

Only hunger.

"His fingers fill me more."

Evan rubbed my clit harder.

"More."

"His cock stretches me wider."

Julian pulled his fingers free.

He replaced them with the head of his cock.

The water made the first pressure feel strange.

Heavy.

Slow.

He entered me while Evan held me open.

My body stretched.

I gasped.

"More," Evan said again.

I looked at Julian.

Then at my husband over my shoulder.

"He makes me feel small."

Evan's cock pulsed against my ass.

"And me?"

"You make me feel seen."

His expression changed.

Julian filled me fully.

The pool water moved around our joined bodies.

Evan held my legs.

Julian held my hips.

I floated between them while my bull fucked me and my husband kept me open.

Every hard drive pushed my ass against Evan's cock.

I reached behind and stroked him.

He groaned beside my ear.

"Your wife is taking him one last time," I whispered.

"I know."

"Your cock is still hard."

"I know."

"Poor cuck."

He bit my shoulder.

Julian fucked me harder.

Water splashed over the edge.

The fence hid us from the neighboring houses.

The open sky did not.

A small airplane crossed far above.

I wondered whether anyone looked down.

The thought made my cunt tighten.

Julian felt it.

He drove deeper.

I came with sunlight across my face.

Evan's hand remained on my clit.

Julian's cock remained buried in my cunt.

My husband's teeth marked my shoulder.

Then Evan moved me away.

Julian pulled out.

My husband entered me from behind in the pool.

Smaller.

Immediate.

Home inside the fantasy.

Julian stood in front of me.

I took his cock into my mouth.

Evan fucked my cunt while I sucked the bull.

The last swim became both men at once.

My body moved between them.

Water.

Cock.

Mouth.

Hands.

Evan came first.

His cock pulsed in my cunt.

The sound he made traveled across the pool.

Julian came across my tongue seconds later.

I swallowed while my husband remained buried in me.

When the movement stopped, all three bodies floated close.

Evan held me.

Julian touched my wet hair.

The pool became quiet.

I looked at both men.

"Now I have the memory."

Evan kissed my shoulder.

"What memory?"

"My husband holding me open for the man he brought back."

Julian's hand rested on the water beside mine.

"And?"

I smiled.

"My husband taking me back before the water stopped moving."

Neither man answered.

They did not need to.

We stayed in the pool until the sun rose higher.

Then we climbed out to pack.


CHAPTER 34

EVAN - PACKING THE HOUSE

The suitcase looked different on Sunday.

Friday, it had held possibilities.

Sunday, it held evidence.

The black dress smelled like the restaurant and Julian's hands.

The white bikini was stained and twisted.

The red bottoms had one stretched string.

My white shirt carried Lena, me, and the room across the hall.

Julian's dark shirt remained on his body.

Lena buttoned it while I watched, exactly as the note had promised.

Then she removed it from him.

Slowly.

One button at a time.

My cock hardened again even after the pool.

Lena saw.

"Still works."

"What?"

"Breakfast."

"This isn't breakfast."

"It is morning. He is wearing the shirt. You're hard."

Julian smiled.

"Close enough."

Lena folded the shirt and placed it in our suitcase.

I looked at her.

"Why ours?"

She touched the fabric.

"Because it covered me."

"It belongs to him."

Julian answered.

"Keep it."

The gift hit strangely.

Not a bracelet.

Not a photograph.

A normal dark shirt another man had worn against my wife's body.

Lena pressed it to her face and inhaled.

My stomach tightened.

She looked at me over the fabric.

"Smells like him."

"I know."

"Want it washed?"

"No."

Her smile became soft and filthy at once.

"Good husband."

We moved through the house collecting chargers, towels, and empty glasses.

The practical work after the sex felt intimate.

Julian carried trash to the outside bin.

Lena wiped the kitchen counter where I had come the night before.

I stripped the sheets from both beds.

The second room stopped looking like a scene.

The headboard marks remained on the wall.

I touched one.

Lena appeared behind me.

"Heard every one?"

"Most."

"Which was worst?"

"The first night."

"Why?"

"The closed door."

She placed her hand over mine on the wall.

"And the best?"

"The open one."

"Why?"

"Because I walked inside."

She leaned against my back.

"You were afraid the weekend would prove I could live beside him."

"It did."

Her arms tightened around me.

"But?"

"I still wanted you beside me after."

She kissed my shoulder.

"That is the only answer that matters."

Julian entered with the empty bottles.

He saw us at the wall.

No jealousy crossed his face.

No claim.

That steadiness remained part of why he was dangerous.

He did not need to compete with the marriage.

He only needed to fill the space we opened.

Lena stepped away from me and touched his chest.

"Thank you."

"For what?"

"Not pretending this was only sex."

Julian looked at me.

"He did not book only sex."

I nodded.

The truth had become easier by Sunday.

"I wanted breakfast."

"And the wall," Lena said.

"And the wall."

"And the beach."

"Yes."

"And another weekend."

Julian's eyes sharpened.

Lena smiled.

"My husband confessed."

"I heard."

"You heard us?"

"The door was open."

Humiliation heated my face.

Julian looked at the suitcase.

"Then keep the shirt."

Lena folded it again.

We carried the bags to the front door.

The house became empty behind us.

For one second, I wanted to stay.

Not because I could live there.

Because leaving meant the experiment would return to memory.

Lena took my hand.

Julian opened the door.

Salt air entered.

The weekend ended one ordinary step at a time.


CHAPTER 35

EVAN - GOODBYE AT THE CARS

Julian loaded his bag into the black SUV.

Our car waited beside it.

The driveway was too public for the goodbye I expected.

A woman walked a small dog across the road.

A family strapped beach chairs to a roof rack.

A man watered plants two houses away.

Lena stood between the cars wearing denim shorts and my white shirt.

A respectable wife again.

Almost.

The shorts were too short.

The shirt showed the bite mark on her shoulder.

Her walk still carried the weekend.

Julian closed the trunk.

Lena looked at him.

No one knew what shape goodbye should take.

A handshake would have been ridiculous.

A hug felt small.

A kiss felt honest.

She chose honesty.

Lena wrapped both arms around Julian's neck and kissed him.

Slow.

The neighbors could see.

The woman with the dog glanced over twice.

I watched my wife say goodbye to her bull with her body pressed against his.

My cock hardened beneath my shorts.

The reaction did not surprise me anymore.

Julian's hands settled at her waist.

Then one moved lower.

He gripped her ass through the denim.

Lena moaned softly against his mouth.

The kiss ended.

She remained close.

"When?" she asked.

"Your husband knows where to find me."

Both looked at me.

The old pressure returned.

Not fear of losing her.

The weight of being the man who opened the next door.

"I know," I said.

Julian released her.

Then he approached me.

For one second, I expected the handshake.

He hugged me.

One arm around my shoulders.

Firm.

Brief.

Human.

"You stayed," he said quietly.

"I came closer."

"That matters."

He stepped back.

Lena watched us.

Her expression softened.

Then Julian opened his driver's door.

Before getting in, he looked at her hip.

She rubbed it unconsciously.

"Sore?"

"A little."

"Same place as before?"

Lena pressed two fingers along the right side of her lower back.

"More after the drive, probably."

Julian nodded.

"I know someone."

The sentence seemed harmless.

It was not.

"What kind of someone?" I asked.

"Sports massage and mobility. Adrian Cole. He works with trainers and athletes. Large hands. Knows what he is doing."

Lena looked at me.

Large hands.

The phrase entered the space Julian had just left.

My cock moved.

She saw.

Of course she saw.

"A massage therapist?" she asked.

"Home visits," Julian said.

The woman with the dog passed behind us.

Lena's smile began slowly.

She looked at my hardening shorts.

"My husband likes the recommendation."

"I like your hip not hurting."

"Liar."

Julian laughed.

"I'll send the number."

He entered the SUV.

The engine started.

Lena stood beside me while he backed away.

She waved.

Julian drove toward the main road and disappeared.

The driveway became quiet.

One car.

One husband.

One wife.

The dark shirt in our suitcase.

A new name waiting to arrive by message.

Lena touched my cock through my shorts.

"Large hands."

"Don't."

"Home visits."

"Lena."

"Massage oil."

I caught her wrist.

She smiled.

"The weekend is over, cuck."

"I know."

"Then why are you hard?"

I looked at the road where Julian had disappeared.

Then at my wife.

"Because he left us another door."

She kissed my cheek.

"Drive home."

The command sounded familiar now.

I obeyed.


CHAPTER 36

EVAN - THE ROAD BACK

Lena slept for the first hour.

Her head rested against the window.

My white shirt covered the marks on her body.

The dark shirt lay at the top of the suitcase behind us.

My phone vibrated in the cup holder.

Julian: Adrian Cole. Sending contact.

A business card appeared.

COLE BODYWORK.

Sports massage.

Mobility.

In-home appointments.

The photograph showed a man in black scrubs standing beside a massage table.

Forty-two, maybe.

Dark hair with silver at the sides.

Lean body.

Thick forearms.

Large hands resting on the edge of the table.

I enlarged the hands.

Then caught myself.

Lena's voice came softly from the passenger seat.

"Zoom in more."

Her eyes remained closed.

"You're awake."

"I heard the message."

I looked back at the road.

"He is a therapist."

"With large hands."

"That means nothing."

"Julian said it because it means something."

My cock hardened.

Lena opened her eyes and looked down.

"There he is."

I placed the phone in the holder.

"Your hip actually hurts."

"Yes."

The answer became serious for one beat.

"We can find a woman."

"We can."

She studied my face.

"Do you want to?"

I gripped the wheel.

The honest answer waited beneath the practical one.

"No."

Her smile returned.

"Why?"

"Because I pictured him touching you."

"Where?"

"Your hip."

"Only?"

I looked at the photograph.

Adrian's forearms.

The massage table.

The calm professional expression.

"No."

Lena unbuttoned my shirt on her body.

She opened it to her waist.

Nothing beneath.

Her nipples showed.

The highway stretched ahead.

Cars passed on both sides.

A truck driver looked down into our car.

He saw my wife's bare chest.

His head turned.

Lena smiled at him.

Then she placed my phone between her breasts and took a photograph.

Adrian's business card on the screen.

My white shirt open.

Julian's bite mark visible near her shoulder.

She sent it to our private chat.

Lena: The bull recommends a man with skilled hands.

My cock tightened beneath my shorts.

"What would he touch?" she asked.

"Your back."

"More."

"Your ass."

"More."

"Your inner thighs."

"More."

I glanced at her.

She slid one hand beneath the waistband of her shorts.

"My pussy."

Her fingers moved.

The truck remained beside us.

The driver kept looking down.

Lena opened her legs.

He could not see everything from that height.

He saw enough.

She rubbed her clit while Adrian's photograph remained between her breasts.

"What do you picture?" she asked.

"A table in our living room."

"Where are you?"

"Sitting close."

"Watching?"

"Yes."

"What does he say?"

"Turn over."

Lena's fingers moved faster.

The truck driver stared.

I kept both hands on the wheel.

My cock pressed painfully against my shorts.

"What does he see when I turn over?"

"Your body under a towel."

"Does the towel stay?"

"No."

"Does he know your wife is wet?"

"Yes."

"How?"

"He touches your thigh."

"More."

"His hand moves higher."

Lena gasped.

The truck drifted toward the lane line.

The driver corrected.

My wife smiled at him while touching herself.

"Does Adrian stay professional?" she asked.

"At first."

"And after?"

I looked at the large hands on the phone.

"After, he touches you because he wants to."

Lena came in the passenger seat.

Her body tightened.

Her mouth opened.

The truck driver saw her face.

He slowed, letting our car move ahead.

Lena kept her hand under her shorts until the last wave passed.

Then she removed it.

Her fingers shone.

She held them toward me.

I sucked them clean without taking my eyes from the road.

"Book the massage," she whispered.

The house was still an hour away.

The next fantasy was already riding with us.


CHAPTER 37

EVAN - THE HOUSE AFTER

Our house looked smaller when we returned.

The same kitchen.

The same stairs.

The same couch where Lena had first described Julian's hands before either of us knew his body.

Nothing had moved.

We had.

I carried the suitcase upstairs.

Lena followed wearing my white shirt open over bare skin.

She had put the denim shorts in the bag before we crossed the bridge into Tampa.

The drive through our neighborhood exposed her legs to every passing car.

She liked that.

I liked knowing she liked it.

The front door closed.

Silence replaced the waves.

For one second, the weekend felt impossible.

Then Lena opened the suitcase.

The smell rose immediately.

Sex.

Salt.

Coconut oil.

Julian's dark shirt lay across the top.

She lifted it.

Pressed it to her face.

Inhaled.

My cock hardened.

Lena looked at me over the fabric.

"Still smells like him."

"I know."

"You hate that."

"Yes."

"You want me to wear it."

"Yes."

She removed my shirt.

Naked again.

Then she slid Julian's dark shirt over her arms.

It hung differently on her.

Larger.

The cuffs covered part of her hands.

The hem reached her thighs.

Another man's clothes in our bedroom.

No man inside them.

The absence became part of the fantasy.

Lena buttoned only one button.

She walked toward our mirror.

Turned.

Looked at herself.

"Take a picture."

I opened the camera.

She faced away and lifted the back of the shirt.

Her ass appeared.

Red marks from Julian's hands.

The faint white trace the pool shower had missed near one cheek.

I took the photograph.

"Send it to him," she said.

I opened the group chat.

The last video showed Lena between us on the second bedroom bed.

The new photograph appeared beneath it.

Evan: Home. Still wearing what you left behind.

Julian answered almost immediately.

Julian: Turn around.

Lena smiled.

She faced the mirror.

Opened the shirt.

Her breasts appeared.

The bite mark on her shoulder.

The gold WATCH bracelet.

I took another photograph.

Julian: Lower.

She spread her legs.

The dark shirt opened around her bare pussy.

I photographed my wife obeying her bull inside our bedroom while her husband held the phone.

My cock strained against my trousers.

Julian: Put your husband's hand on her.

Lena looked at me.

"Do it."

I placed one hand over her pussy.

My fingers pushed into her sore cunt.

She gasped.

I took the photograph with the other hand.

My wedding ring showed.

Her pussy around my fingers.

Julian's shirt framing both.

Julian: Good. That is where he belongs.

The message struck me harder than any insult.

Not outside.

Not replaced.

My hand inside my wife while she wore another man's shirt.

I pushed deeper.

Lena leaned against the mirror.

"Tell him what you feel."

I typed with one hand.

Evan: She is still open from you.

Julian: And hard for you?

I looked down.

My trousers showed the answer.

Lena laughed softly.

She opened them.

Pulled my cock free.

Placed it beside the phone screen.

She took a photograph of my hard cock beneath Julian's message.

Lena: Very.

Julian sent a voice note.

His deep voice filled our bedroom.

"Then fuck your wife in my shirt. Make her tell you which room she misses."

My cock pulsed.

Lena put the phone on the dresser.

The dark shirt remained open.

She bent over our bed.

I moved behind her.

My hand held the back of the shirt.

The other guided my cock into her cunt.

She accepted me easily.

The weekend remained in her body.

I felt it again.

The opened softness.

The soreness.

The way my smaller cock moved inside what Julian had stretched.

Lena looked back.

"Which room do you miss?" I asked.

She smiled.

"The one with the open door."

I drove deeper.

"More."

"The balcony."

Harder.

"More."

"The pool."

I gripped her hips.

"More."

"The wall."

Jealousy burned through me.

My cock hardened further.

"Why?"

"Because you listened."

I fucked her harder.

The phone screen remained lit.

Julian's name above the voice note.

My wife's body beneath his shirt.

My cock buried in her cunt.

"Which bed?" I asked.

She moaned.

"Both."

"Which man?"

"Both."

I pulled her hair.

"Who brought you home?"

"My husband."

"Who are you wearing?"

"My bull."

"Who is fucking you?"

"My cuck."

The answer made me come.

My cock pulsed in her cunt.

Lena came with me.

Her cunt tightened.

Her face pressed into our sheets.

The dark shirt covered her back.

Afterward, I remained buried in her cunt.

The phone vibrated.

Julian: Heard enough through the voice note to know she answered honestly.

I froze.

The recording button had remained pressed.

The entire scene had been sent.

Lena laughed beneath me.

"Your bull heard us."

"Our bull."

She looked back.

"Better."

I pulled out.

She rolled over.

The dark shirt opened around her naked body.

I looked at our room.

Our bed.

Our wifehood and husbandhood changed but still standing.

The beach house had not followed us home.

The hunger had.

Downstairs, the suitcase remained open.

Inside it waited the white bikini, the black dress, and the red string that had exposed her to half the beach.

On the dresser, Adrian Cole's business card waited inside the message Julian had sent.

The weekend was over.

The next touch was already coming.


EPILOGUE

LENA - ADRIAN COLE

Evan searched Adrian Cole before we unpacked.

He sat at the kitchen table with the laptop open.

I stood behind him wearing Julian's dark shirt.

No panties.

The weekend suitcase remained by the stairs.

Sand clung to the wheels.

The house smelled ordinary.

Coffee.

Air conditioning.

Home.

My body did not feel ordinary.

My hip ached.

My cunt felt used.

The bite mark on my shoulder darkened beneath Julian's shirt.

Evan enlarged Adrian's photograph.

Again.

The hands.

Always the hands.

"You like them," I said.

"He is qualified."

"You are reading his knuckles."

Evan closed the picture.

I opened it again.

Adrian's website described recovery work, mobility, deep tissue massage, and private home appointments.

Professional words.

Clean photographs.

A black massage table.

White towels.

Oil bottles arranged in a row.

The page should have cooled me.

Instead, I pictured the table in our living room.

Evan on the sofa.

Adrian's hands moving beneath a towel.

My body reacting before the man did.

That was the next hunger.

Not a bull arriving already hard.

A man trained to touch without revealing what he wanted.

A husband watching every professional movement and imagining when it would stop being professional.

I leaned over Evan's shoulder.

The dark shirt opened.

My breasts pressed against his back.

"Call him."

"Tonight?"

"Tomorrow."

"Your hip hurts now."

"Tonight, I want the toy."

His cock hardened beneath the table.

I smiled.

"Which one?"

"The thick one."

"Why?"

"Because Julian opened you all weekend."

"And you want to see what I can still take."

"Yes."

I kissed his ear.

"Put the laptop on the bed."

Twenty minutes later, I lay naked across our sheets.

Adrian's website glowed from the screen beside me.

Evan knelt between my legs with the black toy in his hand.

Julian's dark shirt lay beneath my head.

The first pressure opened my sore cunt.

I gasped.

Evan watched my face.

"Picture his hands," he said.

"I am."

"Where?"

"On my hips."

He pushed the toy deeper.

"More."

"Spreading my legs."

Deeper.

"More."

"Moving under the towel."

My cunt stretched around the thick black cock.

Evan's eyes darkened.

"Does he know you're wet?"

"Yes."

"Does he stop?"

"No."

He fucked me with the toy while Adrian's professional photograph remained beside my body.

Large hands.

Calm face.

A man who had no idea what Julian's recommendation had already done to us.

I touched my clit.

Evan drove the toy harder.

"Tell me what happens when he comes to our house."

I looked at the massage table on the screen.

"He touches the place that hurts."

"Only that?"

I smiled.

"Not for long."

I came around the toy with Adrian's name in my mouth.

Evan pulled it free.

Then he entered me.

Smaller.

Hard.

Home.

He fucked me while I stared at the photograph of the next man.

My husband saw.

His cock became harder.

The weekend had taught us that hunger did not end when a bull drove away.

It changed clothes.

Changed rooms.

Changed hands.

Julian had been the man I chose.

Adrian would be the man who touched me because it was his job.

At first.

Evan filled my cunt while the appointment page waited on the screen.

When our breathing slowed, I reached for the laptop.

I selected Thursday afternoon.

Home visit.

Ninety minutes.

Evan watched my finger hover over the button.

"Ready?" I asked.

His cock moved in my cunt.

That was the only answer I needed.

I clicked Book.

The confirmation arrived two minutes later.

Adrian Cole: Thursday, 3:00 p.m. I will bring the table. Wear something that allows access to the hip and lower back.

Evan read it twice.

"Allows access," I said.

"He means shorts."

"I know what he means."

I took the laptop from him and opened Adrian's profile again.

There was a short video beneath the photographs.

Adrian demonstrated a hip release on a female athlete. She lay on her back while he lifted one knee and pressed it toward her chest. His forearm rested along the inside of her thigh.

Professional.

Controlled.

His hand covered nearly half her leg.

Evan watched the same detail I did.

The woman's shorts pulled tight across her hips when Adrian moved her knee outward.

His palm shifted higher.

Not sexual.

My pussy clenched anyway.

Evan's cock remained buried in my cunt, softening after he came.

I rolled my hips.

He hardened again.

"Play it again," I said.

He did.

Adrian's voice came through the speakers.

"Let the leg become heavy. I have the weight."

The sentence entered my body.

I imagined lying on our living room floor beneath those hands.

Evan sitting where the camera stood.

Adrian lifting my leg.

My shorts moving.

His professional face changing when he realized the fabric between my thighs was soaked.

"Again," I said.

Evan replayed the video.

This time, I touched myself.

One hand on my pussy.

The other on the laptop.

Adrian pressed his forearm along the athlete's thigh.

Evan watched my fingers.

"Does that voice make you wet?"

"Yes."

"He has not met you."

"He will."

The appointment page showed his phone number.

I pressed it.

Evan caught my wrist.

"You're calling now?"

"I want to hear whether he sounds like the video."

The phone rang once.

Twice.

Then a deep voice answered.

"Cole Bodywork. Adrian speaking."

Evan's cock hardened fully in my cunt.

I smiled.

"Hi. My husband just booked a home appointment for Thursday."

Adrian asked my name.

"Lena."

His voice remained calm.

"Right hip and lower back?"

I looked at Evan.

"Yes."

"How long has it been bothering you?"

"Three weeks."

Evan's hand moved over my stomach.

I kept my fingers on my clit.

"Any sharp pain?"

"No. Tight. Worse after activity."

The truthful answer carried a second meaning only my husband understood.

Adrian continued.

"I'll assess the hip first. The work may include the glute and upper thigh. I will explain what I am doing as we go."

Evan's cock pulsed in my cunt.

My fingers moved faster.

"That sounds good."

"Your husband will be present?"

I watched Evan's face.

"Yes. He likes watching."

The line went quiet for half a second.

Not long enough to become unprofessional.

Long enough for me to notice.

"Good," Adrian said. "I prefer another adult in the house for first visits."

Another adult.

My husband.

My witness.

My cuck.

Evan covered my mouth before I could laugh.

I kissed his palm.

Adrian gave the arrival time and told me he would text when he was outside.

Then he asked one final question.

"Anything I should know before Thursday?"

I looked at the thick toy beside us.

Julian's shirt beneath my head.

Evan's cock buried in my cunt.

The weekend still visible in the marks on my body.

"My husband will tell you," I said.

Adrian paused again.

"All right. Thursday at three."

The call ended.

Evan removed his hand from my mouth.

"You did that on purpose."

"Which part?"

"'He likes watching.'"

"Was it a lie?"

"No."

I moved over his cock.

The video remained frozen on Adrian's hand near the athlete's inner thigh.

Evan gripped my hips.

"Did you hear the pause?"

"Yes."

"Do you think he understood?"

"Not yet."

I rode my husband while staring at the man who would enter our home carrying a massage table.

Not a bull.

Not yet.

A professional.

A stranger with large hands and a calm voice.

Evan looked at the screen too.

His cock became harder in my cunt.

"What do you want him to see first?" I asked.

"You on the table."

"Wearing?"

"Black shorts."

"And under them?"

"Nothing."

I smiled.

"What do you want his hands to discover?"

"How wet my wife gets when another man touches her."

The confession pushed me over.

I came around Evan with Adrian's frozen image beside us.

My husband followed.

His hands held my hips while his eyes remained on the screen.

Thursday at three.

A table in our living room.

A man whose job was to touch bodies.

A husband who had learned that watching was never passive.

I closed the laptop.

The click sounded like another door opening.


BOOK 5

THE MASSAGE

MY WIFE'S SECRET HUNGER


CHAPTER 1

EVAN - THE HANDS JULIAN RECOMMENDED

Lena came home from the beach wearing Julian's shirt and walking carefully.

Not dramatically. She did not limp. She only moved with the slow awareness of a woman whose body had been used for two nights and still carried the proof.

I noticed before she set down her bag.

I always noticed.

She crossed our kitchen barefoot, the dark shirt hanging to the tops of her thighs. No panties. No bra. Julian's scent had faded beneath salt, shampoo, and the warm smell of my wife, but I could still imagine his hands closing around the fabric while she wore it in his room.

My cock hardened against my jeans.

Lena caught me looking.

“Still thinking about breakfast?”

“I am thinking about the way you are walking.”

Her smile changed.

“Sore?” I asked.

“Everywhere you hoped.”

She leaned against the counter and opened Julian's shirt just enough to show one breast. A faint mark darkened the skin near her nipple.

“He did that Saturday night,” she said.

“I know.”

“You watched.”

“I remember.”

She closed the shirt again.

“My right hip is tight.”

The practical sentence should have cooled me.

It did not.

I pictured the last morning at the beach house. Julian behind her at the kitchen counter. Lena holding the edge. Me close enough to hear the wet slap of him fucking my wife while sunlight filled the room.

“From him?”

“From both of you.”

The answer was generous and cruel in equal measure.

Her phone vibrated on the counter.

Julian.

I saw his name before she turned the screen toward me.

How is her hip? She tightened near the end. I know someone who can fix it. Adrian Cole. Sports massage. He makes house calls.

Lena watched me read the message twice.

“He noticed before you did,” she said.

Jealousy moved through me, sharp and immediate.

My cock stayed hard.

That was the worst part.

“He was inside you,” I said. “He had a better angle.”

“That sounds almost mature.”

“Do not push it.”

She came around the counter and stood between my knees.

“Julian is sending another man to put his hands on your wife.”

“He is sending a massage therapist.”

“A male massage therapist.”

Her fingers closed around the hard shape in my jeans.

“At our house.”

She rubbed me once through the fabric.

“While you watch.”

“Your hip hurts.”

“My hip hurts.”

She opened the shirt completely.

Her breasts were bare. Marks from the weekend covered the body that belonged to our marriage and had opened for another man because we both wanted it.

Lena took my hand and placed it on the sore place beside her hip.

“Right there.”

I pressed with my thumb.

She hissed, then pushed her ass against my leg.

“You are tight.”

“I need better hands.”

The insult landed exactly where she aimed it.

“Better than mine?”

“Different.”

“That is not an answer.”

“It is the answer that makes you hardest.”

She slid my hand lower until my fingers found her bare pussy beneath the shirt.

She was already soaked.

“Lena.”

“Imagine him finding the sore place.”

My fingers moved through her cunt.

“Imagine me on a table in our living room.”

She opened her legs wider.

“Imagine Julian told him exactly where his bull left your wife aching.”

I pushed two fingers into her.

Her mouth opened.

“And imagine those big hands making me moan while my little cuck sits close enough to see everything.”

I fucked her with my fingers against the kitchen counter.

She grabbed my wrist and drove me deeper.

“That is it, love. Get jealous.”

“You have not even seen him.”

“Neither have you.”

She smiled against my mouth.

“That is why your cock is so hard.”

I opened Julian's message and copied the number.

Lena watched me do it while grinding her cunt against my hand.

“Call him,” she whispered.

“Now?”

“Now, husband.”

She unzipped my jeans.

“Let him hear what another man's recommendation does to your wife.”

I pressed Call.


CHAPTER 2

LENA - THE MAN ON THE SCREEN

Adrian answered with a voice that did not sound rushed.

“Cole Bodywork.”

Evan looked at me while my hand wrapped around his cock.

I stroked him slowly beneath the kitchen counter.

“Julian gave me your number,” Evan said. His voice remained steady. His body did not.

Adrian asked where the pain started.

Evan described the right hip, the lower back, the tightness after training.

He did not mention the beach house.

He did not mention Julian fucking me against the kitchen counter while my husband held my face and made me look at him.

I moved my hand faster.

Evan covered the phone and glared at me.

I smiled.

“Thursday afternoon,” Adrian said through the speaker. “I can come to you.”

The words landed low in my stomach.

Come to you.

A stranger entering our home with a table and oil.

A man Julian trusted enough to send.

Evan booked the appointment.

When the call ended, I dropped to my knees.

“What are you doing?”

“Rewarding my husband.”

I took his cock into my mouth.

He gripped the edge of the counter.

I sucked him while Julian's shirt hung open around my body and Adrian's name glowed on the phone above us.

Evan looked down at me.

“You liked his voice.”

I pulled back just enough to answer.

“You liked hearing him say he would come to our house.”

His cock pulsed against my tongue.

“Filthy little cuck.”

He caught my hair and pushed his cock back into my mouth.

No warning.

No polite answer.

Exactly what I wanted.

Later, we searched Adrian on the couch.

Forty-two. Dark hair cut short. Silver at the temples. Leaner than Julian, but not smaller in presence. Thick forearms. Large hands. Photographs beside athletes, runners, and women in fitted training clothes.

Evan enlarged the picture of his hands.

“You are zooming in.”

“I am reading.”

“His knuckles have words?”

He put down the phone.

I climbed onto his lap wearing nothing except Julian's open shirt.

“Tell me what you see.”

“A divorced massage therapist.”

“Liar.”

I took his hand and placed it over my pussy.

“You see hands big enough to cover my ass.”

His fingers slid through me.

“You see a man who knows how bodies work.”

I rolled my hips.

“You see him pressing me open while you sit in the chair.”

Evan pushed two fingers into my cunt.

“What do you see?” I asked.

His eyes stayed on Adrian's picture.

“I see him touching the places Julian made sore.”

My cunt tightened around his fingers.

“More.”

“I see you trying not to moan because he is supposed to be working.”

“More.”

“I see him realizing my wife is soaked under his hands.”

I kissed him hard.

“And what does your wife do?”

“She looks at me.”

“Always.”

“Then she spreads her legs wider.”

I came on his fingers while Adrian's face remained on the screen between us.

When the shaking passed, Evan lifted his wet hand.

I sucked my own taste from his fingers.

“Thursday,” I whispered.

“Thursday,” he agreed.

Neither of us pretended the appointment was only about my hip.


CHAPTER 3

EVAN - THE TABLE IN OUR LIVING ROOM

By Thursday morning, the empty space beside our sofa had become the dirtiest part of the house.

We moved the coffee table after breakfast.

Lena stood in the cleared space wearing black shorts and a sports bra.

The outfit covered more than the bikinis she had worn all weekend.

It made me harder.

A bikini announced itself.

The black shorts pretended to be ordinary.

“Where will you sit?” she asked.

I moved an armchair six feet from the space.

“There.”

“Too far.”

She dragged it closer.

“Here.”

“You want me close.”

“I want to hear your breathing when his hands reach my ass.”

“He is treating your hip.”

“Keep telling yourself that.”

She turned her back to me and bent forward as if a table already stood beneath her.

The shorts stretched over her ass.

“Show me how you will lie.”

Lena looked over her shoulder.

“On my stomach first.”

She lowered herself across the sofa arm, breasts pressed into the cushion, ass raised.

My cock went hard enough to hurt.

“Like this?”

“Probably.”

“Then he pulls the sheet over me.”

She reached behind and dragged a throw blanket across her ass.

“His hands start here.”

She placed both palms on her lower back.

“Then lower.”

Her fingers slid over the blanket to her hips.

“Then one hand follows the sore muscle down.”

She opened her knees.

“How far?” I asked.

“Far enough to make my husband grip the chair.”

I crossed the room and pulled the blanket away.

Lena laughed.

“Jealous already?”

I yanked the shorts down over her ass.

Her pussy was bare beneath them.

“You planned that.”

“Of course.”

I slapped her ass.

She pushed back.

“Harder, cuck.”

I struck her again.

“Show me what you will do when his hands reach here.”

I slid two fingers through her cunt.

“I will look at you.”

“And?”

“I will let you see how wet another man's hands make your wife.”

I pushed my cock into her from behind.

She cried out into the sofa.

I fucked her with the armchair waiting beside us.

Every hard drive carried the same picture.

Adrian standing where I stood.

Adrian's hands spreading her.

Lena looking over her shoulder at the husband who had invited him inside.

“Tell me,” I said.

“Big hands.”

I fucked her harder.

“Tell me.”

“He will make me moan.”

“More.”

She turned her face enough that I could see her smile.

“Your wife will get soaked on another man's table.”

I came deep inside her.

Lena stayed bent over the sofa while my cock softened inside her.

The doorbell rang.

We both froze.

Three o'clock.

Adrian was early.

Lena looked down at the shorts around her knees, then back at me.

“Clean me up, husband.”

“He is at the door.”

“Then hurry.”

I pulled out. My cum slid from her pussy.

She held my gaze.

“Make me look innocent before the man Julian sent touches me.”

The doorbell rang again.

CHAPTER 4

LENA - THE FIRST KNOCK

Adrian arrived five minutes early.

I was not ready.

That was a lie.

I had been ready for an hour.

I had showered, shaved, changed sports bras twice, and finally chosen black fitted shorts that stopped high on my thighs. They were appropriate for treatment.

They also made my ass look round enough that Evan had followed me through the bedroom with his hard cock pressing against his jeans.

"Too much?" I had asked.

"For a massage?"

"For your blood pressure."

The doorbell rang before he answered.

Evan looked more nervous than I felt.

That excited me.

I had learned to recognize the moment my husband's fear became hunger. His shoulders went still. His eyes sharpened. He stopped pretending he had not imagined the scene a hundred times.

I opened the door.

Adrian stood on the porch with a folded massage table under one arm and a black canvas bag in the other hand.

The photographs had not prepared me for his presence.

He was not massive like Julian.

He did not fill the doorway through size.

He filled it through stillness.

Dark gray polo. Black athletic pants. Clean shoes. Strong forearms dusted with dark hair. A plain silver wedding band was absent, but a pale line remained where one had been.

His eyes moved to my face, not my body.

That almost made me want him to look lower.

"Lena?"

"Yes."

"Adrian. Good to meet you."

His hand was warm and dry.

He did not hold mine too long.

Evan appeared beside me.

They shook hands.

Adrian's fingers closed around my husband's hand with professional ease.

I watched the comparison happen in Evan's eyes anyway.

Not size.

Control.

"Where would you like me to set up?" Adrian asked.

We had moved the coffee table and cleared the living room. Afternoon light came through the windows facing the pool. Evan had positioned one armchair several feet from the space where the table would be.

He had pretended the chair was already there.

It was not.

Adrian unfolded the table without wasted movement. He checked the legs, adjusted the height, and covered it with a clean fitted sheet.

The room changed as soon as the table existed.

Our living room stopped belonging only to us.

"Show me where it hurts," he said.

He spoke to me.

Not to Evan.

I liked that.

He asked about the pain. I showed him where it started, placing my hand on the right side of my lower back and tracing toward my hip.

"Any pain during sex?" he asked.

Evan coughed.

Adrian did not react.

I looked at my husband.

"Sometimes after."

"Certain positions?"

"When my legs are opened wide for a long time."

The sentence was clinically accurate.

It also made Evan's face flush.

Adrian nodded.

"That can aggravate the adductors and deep rotators if the hip is already restricted. We will test range first. Nothing should be sharply painful. You tell me immediately if it is."

"I will."

"I will work the hip, ass, and inner thigh. You speak if anything needs to change. Your husband can watch without becoming a wall between my hands and your body."

"Good."

Evan sat in the chair.

I almost smiled.

There it was.

The picture we had built in bed.

My husband watching.

Another man preparing to touch me.

Adrian handed me a folded sheet.

"Change in the bathroom. Keep the shorts and bra on for the assessment. I will tell you when the sheet needs to move."

I took the sheet.

His fingers brushed mine.

Nothing happened.

My body reacted anyway.

In the bathroom, I looked at myself in the mirror.

Black sports bra.

Black shorts.

Bare stomach.

Gold bracelet.

Wife.

Hotwife.

Client.

Woman who had already imagined moaning under the hands waiting in the next room.

I returned carrying the sheet.

Adrian stood beside the table.

Evan sat with his legs apart, elbows on his knees.

His eyes moved over me.

Adrian's did not.

"We will start standing," Adrian said.

He asked me to bend forward, then backward. Rotate. Lift one knee. Shift my weight.

His hands hovered near my waist without touching.

The restraint made every inch between his palms and my skin feel charged.

"I am placing my hands on your hips now."

I looked at Evan.

He had asked to see that.

His cock was already visible beneath his jeans.

"Yes," I said.

Adrian stepped behind me.

His hands settled on my hips.

Large.

Warm.

Certain.

My breath changed.

Evan heard it.

So did Adrian.

Neither man said a word.


CHAPTER 5

EVAN - PROFESSIONAL HANDS

I had watched Julian put his hands on my wife.

That should have prepared me.

It did not.

Julian touched Lena like a man who wanted her. Every movement announced itself. His palm on her ass was possession. His fingers around her wrist were challenge. Even when he held back, hunger stood between all three of us like another body.

Adrian's hands were different.

They were professional.

That made them more dangerous.

He stood behind Lena and moved her hips through a small rotation. His thumbs rested near the shallow dimples at the base of her spine. His fingers spread along the sides of her pelvis.

He watched how she moved.

I watched how she responded.

"Your right side is rotating forward," he said. "I am going to stabilize here. Lift your knee again."

Lena obeyed.

Her black shorts tightened across her ass.

Adrian's left hand remained on her hip while his right slid lower, stopping at the upper curve of her glute.

"Here?"

He pressed.

Lena inhaled sharply.

"Yes."

"Tell me if the pain turns sharp."

"Pressure. Good pressure."

The phrase went through my cock.

Adrian glanced at her face, not at me.

"Lie on your back."

Lena climbed onto the table.

The paperless sheet remained smooth beneath her. Adrian placed a bolster under her knees and stood at her feet.

He examined the angle of her legs.

I examined him.

No wedding ring.

A faint pale line around the finger.

Strong hands.

Calm face.

No visible reaction to my wife's body.

I wanted him to react.

I hated myself for wanting it.

"I am testing the left side first," he said. "Let the leg go loose in my hands."

"Yes."

He lifted her left ankle with one hand and supported her knee with the other. He bent the leg, guided it toward her chest, then slowly opened it outward.

Lena's knee moved toward the edge of the table.

Her shorts pulled tighter between her thighs.

Adrian watched the joint.

I watched the fabric.

"Any discomfort?"

"No."

He repeated the movement on the right.

Lena's face tightened.

"There," she said.

Adrian stopped immediately.

"Front of the hip or deep in the back?"

"Deep. Near the back."

His hand moved beneath her knee.

"I am going to bring the leg across your body. Let it stay heavy."

He leaned over her.

His forearm passed inches above her breasts.

Lena's eyes found mine.

She did not smile.

She did not need to.

Her breathing had changed.

My cock pressed painfully against my zipper.

Adrian lowered her leg.

"The deep rotators are guarding. I am working through the lower back and glute first. The shorts stay on; I need access above the waistband."

Lena looked at me again.

The bracelet shifted on her wrist.

WATCH.

"Yes," she said.

Adrian handed her the sheet.

"Roll onto your stomach. I will step out while you position the sheet over your lower body. You can leave the sports bra on."

He walked toward the kitchen.

Professional.

Controlled.

Lena rolled over and looked at me while arranging the sheet.

"Come here," she whispered.

I moved beside the table.

She caught my wrist and placed my hand under the edge of the sheet.

My fingers found the damp fabric between her thighs.

"Lena."

"Quiet."

"He will come back."

"That is why you are so hard."

She pressed against my fingers once.

Then released me and pulled the sheet into place.

Adrian returned.

I sat down with her heat still on my hand.

He poured oil into his palm and rubbed his hands together.

The sound was soft.

Wet.

Lena turned her face toward me through the cradle.

Adrian placed both hands on her bare lower back.

My wife closed her eyes.

His palms moved slowly outward, then down.

They stopped at the waistband of her shorts.

"I am lowering this one inch on the right."

Lena opened her eyes and looked directly at me.

"Yes."

Adrian hooked two fingers beneath the waistband.

He pulled it down.

One inch.

Nothing obscene.

Nothing a professional should not do.

The top of my wife's ass appeared beneath his hand.

My cock stayed hard.

That was the worst part.

Not that he touched her.

That he had not done anything wrong, and I still wanted him to keep going.


CHAPTER 6

LENA - THE PLACE HE FOUND

Adrian found the place that hurt in less than three minutes.

He did not stumble across it.

He followed the tension from my lower back, pressing with the flat of his hand, then the heel, then one patient thumb. Each movement was deliberate. He waited for my muscles to answer before asking me anything.

"Breathe into this," he said.

His thumb sank beside my hip.

Pain flashed deep and sharp.

Then something released.

A sound escaped me before I could stop it.

Not a moan.

Close enough that Evan shifted in the chair.

Adrian eased the pressure.

"Too much?"

"No."

"Your body disagreed."

His voice remained calm.

I turned my face in the cradle far enough to see Evan.

My husband stared at the hand on my bare skin.

"It hurt," I said. "Then it felt good."

Adrian pressed again, slower.

The pain returned.

So did the release.

I exhaled through my mouth.

My pussy clenched against the table.

Evan saw the movement in my hips.

The truth passed between us without words.

I was getting turned on.

Not because Adrian had crossed a line.

Because he had not.

He was touching me with skill and complete concentration while my husband watched every reaction. The room held three different kinds of control, and my body wanted all of them.

Adrian moved to the other side of the table.

"I need better access to the glute. I can work through the shorts, or I can drape and move the fabric. Your choice."

I knew what the careful answer was.

I also knew what Evan had imagined while we talked before the appointment.

"Drape," I said.

Adrian nodded as if I had chosen tea instead of coffee.

He lifted the sheet and showed me how to hold it against my hip. Then he pulled the right side of my shorts down beneath the curve of my ass, never exposing my pussy, never allowing the sheet to slip.

I was covered.

I had never felt more displayed.

The first stroke of his palm crossed my bare glute.

Oil warmed under his hand.

His fingers spread wide enough to hold almost the entire curve.

Evan's breath caught.

Mine did too.

Adrian kneaded the muscle with both hands, lifting and compressing, then pressing inward with the heel of his palm.

"This is the part that is guarding," he said.

"I can feel it."

"Try not to help me. Let the leg stay heavy."

I had not realized I was holding myself rigid.

I let go.

My knee turned outward slightly beneath the sheet.

My legs opened.

Adrian continued working.

Each time his hand moved closer to the inside of my hip, Evan's eyes followed.

I wanted to say something filthy.

I wanted to ask my husband whether he could see how wet I was becoming.

But Adrian was still a professional in our living room, and the restraint became its own dirty game.

I bit the inside of my cheek.

His thumb found another tight band.

This time the sound I made was unmistakable.

Low.

Soft.

A moan.

Adrian's hand paused for half a second.

"Breathe through it."

I did.

The moan came again.

Lower. Dirtier.

Evan's hand covered the front of his jeans.

Adrian saw that.

I knew because his eyes moved once toward the chair before returning to my hip.

He did not comment.

The silence made my face burn.

He resumed.

"I am going to work along the inner thigh to see whether the tension is pulling the hip forward," he said. "You approved assessment on the form. I am asking again now."

The room became very still.

I looked at Evan.

He had wanted to watch me answer.

His hand remained over his hard cock.

"Yes," I said.

Adrian pulled the sheet higher along my right leg while keeping me covered. His hand began above my knee and moved slowly upward along the inside of my thigh.

Firm pressure.

No teasing.

No hesitation.

My body supplied both.

The closer his fingers came to my pussy, the harder it became to breathe normally.

He stopped several inches below the crease.

"Tender here?"

He pressed.

I gasped.

My leg tried to close.

His other hand stabilized my hip.

For one second, I was held open between his palm and the table.

I looked at my husband.

Evan's face was stripped bare.

Jealousy.

Heat.

Shame.

Love.

The sight made my cunt throb harder than Adrian's hand had.

"Yes," I whispered.

Adrian eased the pressure.

"That explains part of the restriction. We will work gradually."

Gradually.

The word sounded harmless.

My body heard a promise.


CHAPTER 7

EVAN - WATCHING HER BREATHE

I knew exactly where Adrian's hand stopped.

Three inches lower and his fingers would have found the soaked fabric over Lena's pussy.

Two inches.

Maybe less.

I measured the distance like a man watching a fuse burn toward his own house.

He worked the inside of her thigh without touching anything sexual. His thumb moved along the muscle, his other hand steady on her hip. Lena's breathing became slow and deliberate.

She was trying not to moan again.

I knew every version of my wife's breathing.

Sleep.

Anger.

Pain.

The quick shallow breaths before she came.

This was the last one.

Adrian knew it too.

He had to.

He was trained to read bodies. He could feel the tension gathering in her thigh, the way her hip tilted, the tiny movements she made against the table when his hand traveled upward.

He simply refused to interpret them aloud.

That control humiliated me more than open hunger would have.

Julian had looked at me while touching Lena as if asking whether I understood what he could do.

Adrian did not need to look.

He made my wife react while discussing muscle groups.

"Turn onto your side facing your husband," he said.

Lena adjusted the sheet and rolled toward me.

Her cheeks were flushed.

One strap of her sports bra had slipped toward her shoulder. Her pupils looked wider than they had when the session began.

Adrian placed a pillow beneath her head and bent her top leg.

"I am going to work through the side of the hip and then mobilize the joint. Tell me if anything pinches."

He stood behind her.

From my chair, I saw Lena's face and Adrian's hands.

One settled on the side of her waist.

The other cupped the outside of her upper thigh.

He moved her leg backward.

Her body opened toward me.

The sheet remained tucked between her legs, but I knew what was beneath it.

I had touched the soaked fabric minutes earlier.

Lena stared at me.

"Breathe," Adrian said.

She inhaled.

He pushed her hip forward while drawing her thigh back.

Her mouth opened.

"There?"

"Yes."

"Sharp?"

"No."

His fingers tightened slightly around her waist.

"Let me have the weight."

The phrase was ordinary.

My cock pulsed.

Lena saw it happen.

She let her body fall heavier into Adrian's hands.

He moved her again.

A slow, controlled stretch.

My wife lying on her side.

Another man behind her.

His hand on her hip.

Her leg drawn back.

The position was too close to something else.

Lena's eyes told me she had the same thought.

Adrian released her.

"Better?"

"Yes."

"We will check standing after I finish the lower back."

He worked for another twenty minutes.

Nothing improper happened.

That sentence became impossible to believe inside my body.

He rubbed oil into Lena's bare back until her skin shone. One hand settled near her shoulder, the other above her ass, drawing her body open. He told her when to breathe and changed the pressure by the way her body answered. Each time the sheet needed to move, he told her exactly where his hands were going.

Lena answered yes.

Again.

Again.

Again.

Every yes belonged to her.

Every yes hardened me.

When the treatment ended, Adrian covered her completely and stepped away.

"Take your time sitting up. You may feel lightheaded."

Lena rose beneath the sheet, holding it against her breasts despite the sports bra. Her hair was messy. Her skin glowed with oil. She looked thoroughly touched.

Adrian gave her water.

She drank while looking at me over the rim.

"Walk," he said.

Lena stood and crossed the room.

Her right hip moved more freely.

"That is much better," she said.

"You were compensating through the lower back. I want you to avoid heavy training for twenty-four hours. Heat tonight. Gentle movement tomorrow."

"Another session?" she asked.

The question came too quickly.

Adrian noticed.

So did I.

"Probably one follow-up in seven to ten days," he said. "Then we assess whether you need ongoing work."

Lena's fingers touched the WATCH charm.

"Do you work outdoors?"

Adrian looked toward the pool.

"If there is shade and a flat surface."

My wife smiled.

"We have both."

He packed the oil and folded the table.

At the door, he shook my hand again.

"She may be sore tonight."

"I will take care of her."

Adrian's eyes held mine for half a second longer than before.

Not a challenge.

Recognition.

He knew I had been hard.

He knew Lena had been wet.

He knew we knew.

Then he left.

The lock clicked.

I turned around.


CHAPTER 8

LENA - AFTER HE LEFT

Evan kissed me with Adrian's oil still warm on my body.

His mouth was rough. His hands were not.

He touched every place Adrian had touched as if checking for damage, ownership, memory. His palms moved over my waist, my lower back, the bare curve of my ass where I had not yet pulled the shorts up.

"Tell me," he said against my mouth.

"Tell you what?"

"Do not play with me."

I smiled.

"You watched the whole thing."

"I watched his hands. I want what happened inside you."

That was my husband.

He never stopped at the picture once the picture hurt enough.

He needed the confession.

I pushed him into the chair where he had watched and climbed onto his lap. The sheet fell away. My sports bra remained on. My shorts were trapped below one hip.

"I got wet before he touched me," I said.

Evan's jaw tightened.

"At the door?"

"When he shook my hand."

"Why?"

"Because you were standing beside me imagining where those fingers would go."

I unbuttoned his jeans.

His cock pushed into my hand, hard and hot.

"And when he put his hands on your hips?"

"I wanted to lean back against him."

"Did you?"

"No."

"Did he know?"

"I think he knew my breathing changed."

Evan lifted me enough to drag my shorts down.

The fabric stuck briefly to my cunt.

He saw how soaked it was.

His expression broke.

"Jesus."

"Professional hands," I whispered.

He ran two fingers through my slick heat.

"You were like this on the table?"

"Wetter."

He pushed both fingers into me.

I cried out and gripped his shoulders.

"Where did he make you feel it?"

"My hip. My thigh. Everywhere you were watching."

Evan drove his fingers deeper.

"Did you want him to touch your pussy?"

I could have protected him.

I had stopped doing that when protection became another word for lying.

"Yes."

His cock jumped in my hand.

"Say it right."

I leaned close.

"I wanted the massage therapist Julian sent to slide those big fingers under the towel and find your wife's cunt dripping for him."

Evan groaned.

I bit his lower lip.

"I wanted him to look at you when he felt it. I wanted him to know you sat there hard while another man rubbed oil into my ass."

His fingers fucked me faster.

"And the inner thigh?"

"I wanted his hand higher."

"How high?"

I took his wrist and guided his fingers out of me.

Then I placed his palm flat over my pussy.

"Here."

He stared at me.

"You wanted him to do that?"

"I wanted to know what you would do if his hand moved higher."

"It is her body."

"Good answer."

I lifted myself over his cock.

The head rubbed through my slick pussy lips.

"What would you do if I said yes?"

"Watch."

"Only watch?"

"I do not know."

"Then imagine."

I lowered myself onto him.

His cock slid into my pussy in one slow push.

My body was loose from the massage and aching from everything Adrian had not done.

Evan filled the absence.

I rode him in the chair where he had watched.

"Imagine Adrian still standing behind me," I said. "His hands on my hips while I take your cock."

Evan gripped my ass.

"Imagine he is showing you where I hold tension."

I moved faster.

"Imagine he spreads me open and says your wife needs more pressure here."

My husband's face twisted.

"Dirty wife."

"Your dirty wife."

I leaned back enough for him to see my breasts rise beneath the sports bra.

"Look how wet I got from a massage."

He drove his cock deeper.

"Say his name."

"Adrian."

The name felt different from Julian.

Less familiar.

More forbidden because nothing had happened.

I said it again.

Evan fucked me harder.

"Tell me what you want next time."

I imagined sunlight on the pool.

A wet bikini.

Adrian's hands shining with oil.

My husband behind the glass.

"I want him outside," I said. "I want to be almost naked before he unfolds the table."

Evan's cock surged inside me.

"I want him to see what your wife prepared for him."

"Prepared?"

I smiled down at my husband.

"Next time, I do not want how soaked I am to be an accident."


CHAPTER 9

EVAN - THE FIRST CONFESSION

The massage fixed Lena's hip.

It damaged my sleep.

That night, she lay beside me naked except for the gold bracelet. The room smelled faintly of eucalyptus from Adrian's oil. Every time she shifted, the scent rose from her skin.

I stared at the ceiling.

"Say it," she said.

"You are awake?"

"Your cock has been pressed against my ass for ten minutes."

I moved back.

She caught my wrist and pulled my arm around her.

"Say what is keeping you hard."

I closed my eyes.

"Did he turn you on because he was Adrian or because he was a man touching you?"

Lena was quiet.

I immediately regretted asking.

Then she rolled to face me.

"Both."

The answer hurt exactly where I needed it to.

"You had seen him for less than a minute."

"I saw his hands online before I saw his face."

"That is worse."

"You enlarged the photograph."

"That does not answer anything."

"It answers why he was already part of our fantasy before he arrived."

She touched my cheek.

"But he was not just any man once he walked in."

"What was he?"

"Controlled."

I knew.

"You liked that he did not look at your body."

"I wanted to make him look."

My cock hardened against her thigh.

Lena felt it.

"There," she whispered. "That one."

"What?"

"That question hurt more."

"You wanted his attention."

"Yes."

"While I was in the room."

"Because you were in the room."

She pushed me onto my back.

The bedside drawer opened.

Lena removed the large black dildo we had used when Julian had still been only a fantasy.

The toy had once represented a man from the gym.

Now it became Adrian's hands.

That should not have made sense.

It did inside our marriage.

She placed the base against my chest.

"Hold it."

I wrapped my hand around the cock.

"What are you doing?"

"Showing you what I wanted on the table."

She straddled my stomach and touched herself above me.

Her fingers spread her cunt.

"Do you remember where his hand stopped?"

"Yes."

"I do too."

She rubbed her clit.

"He was close enough that I could feel the heat of his palm through the shorts. I kept thinking he would move one inch higher and discover how filthy your wife had become from being treated professionally."

My hand tightened around the toy.

"He would have stopped."

"Probably."

"You sound disappointed."

"I am honest."

She lowered herself onto the tip.

The thick head pushed into her pussy.

Lena gasped.

"Slow," she said.

I held the toy steady while she opened around it.

Her eyes remained on mine.

"Imagine his hand under the towel," she whispered. "Imagine him feeling this cunt stretched around something bigger while he tells me to breathe."

She sank farther.

"Imagine he knows my husband is holding it."

I could barely breathe.

"Would you let him watch?"

"I would let him guide your hand."

Lena began to ride the toy.

Slow at first.

Then deeper.

The base pressed against my chest with every movement.

"He would put his hand over yours," she said. "He would show you the angle that opens my hips."

She took more of it.

"He would tell you not to rush because your wife likes pressure before she likes speed."

My cock leaked against my stomach.

Lena reached back and wrapped her fingers around me.

"And you would listen."

"Yes."

"Because he knows bodies."

"Yes."

"Because he made me moan without touching my pussy."

"Yes."

"Because that made you feel smaller."

The word lodged in my throat.

Lena stopped moving.

"Truth cuts both ways," she said softly. "Admit how badly you need the humiliation."

I looked at my wife stretched around the black toy I held for her.

"Yes."

Her smile was not gentle.

It was hungry.

"Good."

She rode it harder.

"Then hold it still, my cuck. Let your wife imagine the man with better hands teaching you how to make her come."

She came with Adrian's name in her mouth and my hand around the toy.

I came seconds later without her touching me again.

In the dark afterward, the eucalyptus scent remained on her skin.

So did the question.

Would Adrian still look controlled if Lena tried to make him want her?


CHAPTER 10

LENA - I CALLED HIM MYSELF

I waited six days before calling Adrian.

Not because my hip still hurt.

It barely did.

I waited because I wanted to know whether hunger would fade once the soreness disappeared.

It did not.

Every shower brought back the feeling of oil on my back. Every time Evan touched the inside of my thigh, I remembered Adrian stopping before the place both of us had wanted him to reach.

Julian sent one message from Miami during those six days.

How is the hip?

Evan answered from my phone while I watched.

Much better. Adrian helped.

Julian replied with a thumbs-up and nothing more.

He had opened a door without knowing what waited behind it.

Or perhaps he knew exactly what kind of marriage he had introduced Adrian to.

On Wednesday afternoon, I stood beside the pool wearing a white bikini under Evan's open dress shirt.

The bikini was new.

Thin fabric.

Minimal coverage.

The kind that became nearly transparent when wet.

Evan had ordered it after the first session.

He claimed he had not noticed that detail in the reviews.

My husband had read every review.

"Call him," he said from the patio table.

His laptop was open in front of him. He had not touched the keyboard in twenty minutes.

"You call."

"You wanted the follow-up."

"I want you to hear me ask another man to come back."

His expression tightened.

I dialed.

Adrian answered quickly.

"Cole Bodywork."

"Hi. It is Lena Mercer."

A short pause.

"How is the hip?"

"Much better."

"Any soreness after the session?"

"Only the kind you warned me about."

Evan stared at the phone.

I let the silence stay long enough to become suggestive, even if Adrian did not take it that way.

"Good," he said. "Keep doing the mobility work."

"You recommended a follow-up."

"I did. Are you having symptoms?"

"Not much pain. Still some tightness."

That was true.

Not all tightness lived in my hip.

"I have Friday at three or Monday at eleven."

I looked at Evan.

He mouthed Friday.

"Friday."

"At your home again?"

"Yes. Outside this time. We have a shaded patio by the pool."

Adrian was silent for half a beat.

"As long as the temperature is reasonable and the surface is level."

"It will be."

"Same treatment areas?"

The question went through me.

"Unless you find somewhere else that needs attention."

Evan's eyes widened.

I smiled at him.

Adrian did not react to the line.

"We reassess each session," he said. "I will send confirmation."

"Thank you."

I ended the call.

Evan stood.

"That was deliberate."

"What?"

"Somewhere else that needs attention."

I closed the distance between us.

"Did it work?"

He looked at the white bikini beneath his shirt.

"Get in the pool."

"Why?"

"I want to see what he will see."

I let the shirt slide from my shoulders.

Evan stopped breathing normally.

The bikini top barely contained my breasts. The bottoms sat low on my hips, tied with narrow strings. Dry, it was indecent enough.

Wet would be worse.

I walked to the edge and dove in.

The water closed over me.

When I surfaced, the white fabric had become almost translucent.

My nipples showed through the top.

The darker shape between my legs shadowed the bottoms.

Evan stood beside the chair, his cock hard beneath his pants.

I climbed the steps slowly.

Water ran down my stomach and thighs.

"Appropriate for treatment?" I asked.

"No."

"Then tell me not to wear it."

He could not.

I walked past him and sat on the edge of the massage table we had ordered that morning.

Our own table.

Not Adrian's.

Evan had bought it because he said the follow-up would be easier if Adrian did not have to carry equipment through the house.

We both knew that was not the reason.

I opened my knees.

The wet bikini stretched between my thighs.

"Friday at three," I said. "The man Julian sent. Your wife waiting by the pool already wet."

Evan came toward me.

I stopped him with one foot against his chest.

"Not yet."

"You are cruel."

"Specific," I corrected. "You like specific."

I leaned back on my hands.

"Imagine him walking through that gate and seeing me like this. Imagine him trying to decide whether the bikini is an accident or an invitation."

"It is an invitation."

"You know that."

I slid one hand beneath the wet waistband.

"He will have to find out."


CHAPTER 11

EVAN - THE BIKINI

Friday arrived slowly until three o'clock came all at once.

Lena spent the morning pretending the second session was ordinary.

She answered emails. Folded laundry. Drank coffee beside me while wearing a robe that kept sliding open over the white bikini.

Every ordinary act became obscene because both of us knew why she had put it on before breakfast.

At noon, she swam.

At one, she showered and put the same bikini back on.

At two, she applied sunscreen to every inch Adrian might touch.

At two-thirty, she asked me to tie the strings behind her neck.

My fingers shook.

"Too tight?" I asked.

"No."

"Too loose?"

"You are stalling."

She stood in front of the bedroom mirror while I tied the top. The white triangles covered just enough of her breasts to avoid nudity when dry. The lower strings curved around her hips, framing the ass Adrian had already rubbed beneath a sheet.

"Turn around," I said.

She did.

"Appropriate?"

"No."

"You can still ask me to change."

I looked at her reflection.

"Do you want to change?"

"No."

"Then wear it."

Lena smiled.

"My brave husband."

"Do not reward me yet."

"Who said it was a reward?"

She took my hand and placed it between her legs.

The bikini was dry.

She was not.

"You have not even gone outside."

"I have been imagining him at the gate all morning."

I rubbed the fabric once.

Lena closed her eyes.

"Will you sit beside the table?" she asked.

"Yes."

"The entire time?"

"Yes."

"What if I ask you to watch from inside?"

My hand stopped.

"Why would you?"

"Because the glass reflects the patio. Because you could see us without Adrian knowing exactly where your eyes were."

"He would know I was there."

"Of course."

She turned in my arms.

"I do not want secrets. I want distance."

"That sounds like a secret with better furniture."

"It sounds like voyeurism."

The word hardened me further.

Lena felt it against her stomach.

"You liked watching from the chair," she said. "But he could feel you staring. What happens if you are behind the glass and I have to decide whether to look for you?"

"You will look."

"Probably."

"Lena."

"Ask what you really want to know."

"Will you perform for me or forget me?"

Her expression changed.

She touched my face.

"I might do both for a few seconds."

The honest answer hurt.

My cock became painfully hard.

She kissed me.

"That is why we are doing this together."

At two-fifty, she went outside.

The massage table stood beneath the covered patio, dressed in a white sheet. Towels waited in a neat stack. A bottle of water sat beside the chair. The pool shone bright blue beyond her.

Lena lowered herself into the water.

She swam one slow lap.

Then another.

I stood inside the kitchen behind the glass doors.

She surfaced near the steps at two-fifty-eight.

The bikini clung transparent to her body.

She climbed out without covering herself.

Water streamed from her breasts. Her nipples showed clearly beneath the white fabric. The bottoms had become a thin wet veil over her cunt.

Lena looked through the glass at me.

She slid both hands over her hair and raised her arms, pushing her breasts forward.

The gate latch clicked.

She did not turn immediately.

She kept looking at her husband while Adrian entered the yard behind her.

His footsteps stopped.

Only then did Lena lower her arms and face him.

I watched the massage therapist see my wife exactly as she had planned.


CHAPTER 12

LENA - THE MAN AT THE GATE

Adrian looked.

Not long.

Long enough.

His eyes moved from my face to the wet white bikini, then returned to my face with a restraint that felt more intimate than staring.

I had wanted proof that he was a man before he became a professional again.

I got less than a second.

It was enough to make my pussy tighten beneath the transparent fabric.

"You have a pool," he said.

His voice remained even.

"You noticed."

A small change touched one corner of his mouth.

Not a smile.

Almost.

"Is Evan home?"

"Inside."

I looked through the glass.

My husband stood where I had left him, one hand braced against the kitchen counter. His body was darker behind the reflection, but I could see the shape of his hard cock beneath his pants.

Adrian followed my gaze.

He saw Evan.

Then he saw the new massage table.

"You bought equipment."

"My husband likes to prepare."

"So I have heard."

The answer caught me.

"From Julian?"

Adrian set his bag beside the table.

"Julian said you two communicate clearly and that I would not be walking into a conventional household. He did not give me details."

Heat moved through me.

"What did you imagine?"

"I did not."

"That is difficult to believe."

"It is useful professionally."

He removed a folded towel from his bag.

His hands were the same as I remembered. Broad palms. Long fingers. Clean nails. A faint vein along each forearm.

I wanted those hands on the wet fabric.

"Does the hip still hurt?" he asked.

"A little."

"Show me."

I turned and placed one hand on the right side of my lower back.

His gaze moved to the spot.

Then lower, to the white strings tied over my hips.

He looked away first.

That victory made me reckless.

"I thought swimming might loosen it."

"It can. The fabric needs to be dry enough that I can work without slipping."

I looked down at myself.

The bikini was nowhere near dry.

"I can take it off."

The sentence came out calmly.

Inside, Evan moved.

Adrian met my eyes.

"You can change into dry clothing."

Professional.

A clear refusal to play the game I had offered.

My face heated.

So did the rest of me.

I liked that he had not taken the easy invitation.

It made me want to earn the moment he stopped saying no.

"I have a robe," I said.

"And dry shorts?"

"No."

"Then we can do assessment standing and upper-body work while the suit dries. Or reschedule."

I looked toward Evan.

He was still behind the glass.

Waiting.

Watching me discover that hunger did not make Adrian careless.

"No rescheduling," I said.

I took the black silk robe from the chair and slipped it over the wet bikini. The fabric clung immediately to my breasts and stomach.

Adrian's jaw moved once.

Another fragment of proof.

"Standing assessment," he said.

I walked to the table.

The wet bottoms slid against my cunt with every step.

Adrian asked me to lift my knee, rotate my hip, bend forward.

When I bent, the robe parted behind me.

Cool air touched my wet ass.

I knew the bikini had become nearly invisible.

I did not look back.

I looked through the glass at Evan.

My husband had both hands on the counter now.

"Better range," Adrian said behind me. "Still limited at the end."

His voice was slightly lower.

I straightened.

"Can you fix it?"

"I can help."

"With your hands?"

His eyes held mine.

"That is generally how massage works."

I laughed.

The sound broke the tension without removing it.

He pointed to the table.

"Lie face down over the robe. We will start through the fabric."

I climbed onto the table.

The robe rode high along my thighs.

Adrian placed one palm between my shoulder blades.

The other settled at my waist.

Through two layers of wet fabric, I felt the weight of his hands.

Through the glass, I saw Evan close his eyes.

"Breathe," Adrian said.

I did.

This time, the first moan was deliberate.


CHAPTER 13

EVAN - THROUGH THE GLASS

Lena wanted distance.

I gave it to her for twelve minutes.

From inside the kitchen, the glass reflected the room over the patio. I saw myself superimposed across them, a ghost husband standing over the massage table while Adrian worked through the black robe.

Lena could find me whenever she wanted.

At first, she always did.

Every time Adrian pressed harder, her face turned slightly toward the glass. Every time his hand moved lower, her eyes searched for my silhouette.

Then his fingers reached the knot beside her right hip.

She stopped looking.

Adrian leaned over her and used his forearm along the side of her body. The black silk darkened with water. The robe had become a second skin. Beneath it, the white bikini showed through in pale lines.

His hand moved from her lower back to the top of her ass.

Lena's mouth opened.

No sound reached me through the glass.

I saw the moan instead.

Her lips parted.

Her fingers curled around the edge of the table.

Her hips pressed down.

Adrian said something.

She answered without looking for me.

The jealousy struck cleanly.

This was what she had warned me about.

For a few seconds, she forgot to perform.

Her body belonged to what she felt, not to the man watching.

My hand closed around my cock through my pants.

The pain was chosen.

So was how good it felt.

Adrian lifted one side of the robe.

He showed Lena the towel before arranging it across her hips. Then he reached beneath the silk and pulled the wet robe away from her lower back.

I could not hear what he said.

I watched her give it.

A nod.

Her eyes still closed.

He exposed the right side of her ass.

The white bikini bottom was nearly transparent, the wet fabric pressed into the crease. Adrian folded the robe and towel with clinical precision, covering everything except the muscle he intended to treat.

Then he poured oil into his hands.

Sunlight caught the shine.

His palms settled on my wife's bare skin.

I unbuttoned my pants.

The kitchen was empty except for me. The blinds to the front of the house were closed. The patio faced a high privacy fence.

I wrapped my hand around my cock.

Outside, Adrian kneaded Lena's ass while she lay in a wet bikini and looked as if she had been prepared for him.

Because she had.

The first slow stroke made my knees weak.

Adrian's fingers spread along the curve of her glute. His thumbs pressed inward, then moved outward. Lena shifted beneath him.

He stopped.

She spoke.

He resumed.

I stroked myself.

Not quickly.

I wanted to last through every controlled inch.

Lena opened her eyes.

She found me behind the glass.

Her expression changed when she saw my hand moving.

The woman on the table became my wife again.

She smiled.

Then she turned her face toward Adrian and said something I could not hear.

He looked toward the glass.

Directly at me.

My hand froze around my cock.

Adrian held my gaze while one palm remained on Lena's bare ass.

He knew.

Not just that I watched.

That I was touching myself.

Lena looked between us.

Her smile widened.

She had created the triangle without either man crossing the patio.

Adrian said something to her.

Lena answered.

Then he removed his hand from her body.

He stepped back and crossed his arms.

Lena pushed herself onto one elbow.

A moment later, she slid off the table and walked toward the glass doors.

The robe hung open. Water and oil shone across her body. The white bikini revealed everything it was supposed to hide.

She stopped on the other side of the glass.

Only a thin pane separated us.

She looked down at my open pants and my fist around my cock.

Then she raised one finger and curled it toward herself.

Come outside.


CHAPTER 14

LENA - OIL IN THE SUN

Adrian had asked whether Evan wanted to remain behind the glass.

The question sounded simple.

It was not.

"He is masturbating," I said.

Adrian's hand stopped on my ass.

His eyes moved toward the house.

For the first time, he looked directly at my husband while touching me.

The contact between them went through my body.

"Is that part of the session?" Adrian asked.

"It is part of our marriage."

"That was not my question."

I lifted my face from the cradle.

"He wants to watch. I want him to watch."

"Does he want distance?"

I looked at Evan's fist moving behind the glass.

"He wanted to find out."

Adrian removed his hand.

The loss of it made my body feel abruptly cold despite the heat.

"Bring him outside," he said.

"Why?"

"Because I do not work around assumptions."

The answer should have irritated me.

Instead, it made me wetter.

Adrian refused to become the fantasy unless all three people stood inside the same truth.

I crossed the patio and summoned my husband.

Evan came outside with his pants fastened badly and his face stripped of every defense.

Adrian stood beside the table.

"I need clarity," he said. "You are both adults. What you do in your home is your business. But I am here as a therapist. If watching the treatment is sexual for you, that does not automatically make my work sexual."

Evan nodded.

"Good."

"If we continue, the treatment stays professional," Adrian said. "Anything else waits until the session is over."

Evan nodded.

I held Adrian's gaze.

"Good."

One corner of his mouth moved again.

"Then sit where I can see you," he told Evan. "If either of you wants something outside treatment, say it instead of making me guess."

My pulse jumped.

"And if we say it?" I asked.

Adrian held my eyes.

"Then I tell you whether the answer is yes or no."

Not now.

Not never.

The possibility opened under my feet.

I returned to the table.

This time Evan sat beside it, close enough that I could touch his knee.

Adrian adjusted the drape and placed his hands on my lower back again.

"I am going to work directly on the hip flexor from the front," he said. "You will roll onto your back. The bikini stays on. I will uncover only the area beside the hip."

I rolled.

The wet white top clung transparent to my breasts. My nipples were dark beneath the fabric. Evan stared openly.

Adrian looked once.

Then he placed a towel across my pelvis and folded one side of the bikini bottoms slightly lower along my right hip.

His fingers pressed into the soft place just inside the bone.

I gasped.

"Tender?"

"Yes."

"Bend the knee."

I did.

"Let it fall outward."

My leg opened.

The towel covered my cunt, but Evan knew how narrow the white fabric was beneath it.

Adrian's hand moved deeper beside my hip.

Pain bloomed, then melted.

My breath shook.

Evan's hand settled on my ankle.

Adrian looked at him.

"Good. Keep her leg relaxed."

My husband obeyed.

That word made me hotter than the sun.

Adrian pressed again.

I moaned.

Evan's grip tightened.

"Breathe," Adrian told me.

"She likes being told," Evan said.

The words surprised all three of us.

Adrian's hand remained still.

"What does she like being told?"

Evan's face flushed.

I answered for him.

"How to open."

Adrian met my eyes.

"Open the knee another inch."

I did.

His fingers moved deeper.

The pressure shot through my hip and into my cunt.

I cried out.

Evan's hand slid from my ankle to the inside of my calf.

"Good girl," he whispered.

Adrian heard.

His gaze moved to my husband.

Then back to me.

"Breathe," Adrian said. "Let the hip open."

I did.

His fingers pressed deeper.

The pain melted into heat.

My pussy throbbed beneath the towel.

Evan's grip tightened around my calf.

I opened wider.

He worked the muscle while my husband held my leg open.

Nothing sexual happened.

Every part of me understood the lie inside that sentence.

When Adrian finally released the pressure, I was trembling.

He covered my hip and stepped away.

"Sit up slowly."

I rose.

The towel slipped low around my waist. My wet bikini top remained transparent. Evan stood close enough for me to feel the heat from his body.

Adrian handed me water.

Our fingers touched.

This time, neither of us pretended not to notice.


CHAPTER 15

EVAN - HE KNEW I WAS WATCHING

Adrian did not flirt with Lena.

He did something worse.

He made room for her to be honest.

After the session, he sat at our patio table and explained what he had found in her hip. Lena stood beside the pool wrapped in the black robe, water still dripping from her calves. I listened to words like rotation, mobility, and stabilization while remembering him telling my wife to open her knee another inch.

She had obeyed.

I had helped.

My cock remained half hard beneath the table.

"I do not think you need regular treatment," Adrian said. "One more session in two weeks, then only if symptoms return."

Lena looked disappointed.

He noticed.

"That is good news," he added.

"For my hip," she said.

The line hung between them.

I expected Adrian to ignore it.

Instead, he looked at me.

"You asked me to be direct."

"I did."

"Your wife is flirting with me."

My stomach tightened.

Lena did not deny it.

"Yes," I said.

"You can live with that?"

"Ready is not the word."

"What is?"

I looked at Lena.

She stood with the robe open enough to show the transparent bikini beneath it. Her hair was wet. Her skin shone with oil. She looked more dangerous than she had with Julian because this hunger had grown in a room where nothing was supposed to happen.

"Excited," I said.

Adrian nodded once.

No judgment.

No visible pride.

"And you?" he asked Lena.

She stepped closer to the table.

"I wanted you to look when you came through the gate."

"I did."

Her lips parted.

The admission was quiet.

It hit both of us harder than a compliment.

"I wanted you to know the bikini was deliberate," she said.

"I knew."

"And you still treated me."

"You booked treatment."

"What would I have to book for you to touch me because you want to?"

My cock surged.

Adrian's face changed for the first time.

Not much.

His eyes moved over Lena slowly, from her wet hair to the open robe, then back to her face.

He wanted her.

The proof was controlled, but it was real.

"You would not book it," he said. "And I would not treat you again afterward."

Lena's fingers touched the edge of the robe.

"Because?"

"I do not mix a therapeutic relationship with a sexual one. If the three of us decide this is becoming something else, treatment ends first. Clearly."

The word clearly belonged in our marriage.

No hidden transition.

No accidental hand under a towel.

No excuse that the massage simply went too far.

If Adrian crossed the line, he would do it as a man, not hide behind his profession.

That made the choice more frightening.

And cleaner.

"Is this session over?" Lena asked.

Adrian looked at his watch.

"Yes."

"Am I still your client?"

"Until we decide otherwise."

"How long does that decision take?"

"Longer than the time it takes for you to stand in front of me wearing that bikini."

The sentence was the closest he had come to dirty talk.

Lena's face flushed.

My cock became fully hard.

Adrian stood and lifted his bag.

At the gate, he stopped beside me.

"Julian said you ask difficult questions."

"He talks too much."

"He said you usually want the truth even when your body reacts before your pride does."

I looked toward Lena.

She was watching us from the pool.

"Do you want my wife?" I asked.

Adrian did not look away.

"Yes."

The answer emptied my lungs.

"Did you want her during the massage?"

"Yes."

"Why did you stop?"

"Because wanting her did not change what my hands came there to do."

He opened the gate.

"If you invite me back for something else, do not use the word massage to make it safer."

Then he left.

Lena came behind me and pressed her wet body against my back.

"What did he say?"

I turned.

My wife looked hungry.

I gave her the answer whole.

"He wants you."

Her knees almost failed.


CHAPTER 16

LENA - THE LINE UNDER THE TOWEL

My knees did not fail.

I wanted them to.

I wanted Evan to catch me against the gate and feel what Adrian's yes had done. Instead, I walked back toward the massage table slowly, holding the robe closed with one hand.

"Say it again," I said.

Evan followed.

"He wants you."

"During the massage?"

"Yes."

"When his hand was on my ass?"

"Yes."

"When you were stroking your cock behind the glass?"

"Lena."

I turned.

"I need the whole picture."

Evan's face looked wrecked.

That made me crueler.

"Did he see how wet my bikini was?"

"He would have been blind not to."

"Did he want to pull the towel away?"

"I did not ask."

"You should have."

I let the robe fall.

The afternoon air touched my wet skin. The white bikini had dried only enough to cling more tightly. My nipples remained visible. The outline of my cunt showed beneath the bottoms.

Evan stared.

I climbed onto the table and lay on my back.

"Finish the session."

"He said no more treatment today."

"I did not ask for treatment."

I opened my knees.

Evan's breath broke.

"Use the oil."

He looked toward the gate as if Adrian might still be outside.

"He left."

"I know."

"Then why are you looking?"

"Because I want to feel what you felt when he knew I was watching."

I hooked my fingers under the bikini strings.

"Take these off."

Evan untied one side, then the other. The wet bottoms peeled away from my pussy.

I was so wet that a shining thread stretched from the fabric before breaking.

My husband's eyes fixed on it.

"Professional hands did that," I said.

"Do not."

"Do not tell the truth?"

"Do not make me come before I touch you."

I laughed.

The sound made me feel newly shameless.

"Then hurry, my husband."

Evan poured oil into his palm.

He rubbed his hands together exactly as Adrian had.

The imitation was imperfect.

That was part of what made it feel so good.

He began at my calf and moved upward, squeezing the muscle, pushing oil over my thigh. His fingers reached the tender place Adrian had worked.

"Pressure?" Evan asked.

"More."

He pressed harder.

I moaned.

"Did you make that sound for him?"

"You watched me."

"Say it."

"Yes."

His hand moved higher.

He stopped where Adrian had stopped.

Three inches below my cunt.

"Here?"

"That is where he decided to be good."

"And where did you want him?"

I took Evan's wrist and slid his hand beneath the line Adrian had respected.

His palm covered my pussy.

"Here."

Evan rubbed me with the heel of his hand while his fingers pressed between my lips.

My hips lifted.

"Tell me what you would have said if he asked."

"I would have looked at you."

"Then?"

"I would have asked if you wanted to watch him touch your wife where she was wet for him."

His fingers slid into me.

"And if I said yes?"

"I would have opened my legs wider."

Evan drove two fingers deep.

My head fell back.

"I would have told him not to stop at the towel."

A third finger joined the first two.

The stretch made me cry out.

"I would have asked whether those trained hands could make me come harder than my jealous husband."

Evan's jaw tightened.

"Would they?"

"You want the truth or the fantasy?"

"Both."

"The truth is I do not know."

I rolled my hips against his hand.

"The fantasy is that he teaches you."

Evan's fingers fucked me harder.

"He stands behind you. Puts his hand over yours. Tells you exactly how your wife likes to be opened."

I came on my husband's fingers while Adrian's oil shone across both our hands.

Afterward, Evan lowered his mouth to my cunt and licked every slick trace away.

I watched the gate over his shoulder.

For one filthy second, I imagined Adrian returning for something he had forgotten.

I imagined him finding my husband on his knees between my open legs.

I imagined asking him whether the session was still over.


CHAPTER 17

EVAN - NOT A CLIENT

Adrian's invoice arrived that evening.

The email contained three items.

Follow-up session.

Treatment notes.

Home exercises.

Nothing about the white bikini.

Nothing about Lena flirting.

Nothing about his answer at the gate.

He wants you.

The sentence had followed us upstairs, into the shower, and back into bed.

Lena opened the invoice on her phone while sitting naked between my legs.

"Pay him," she said.

"You are very demanding for someone receiving free aftercare."

She looked at the marks my fingers had left along her thigh.

"Your aftercare was not free. It cost you most of your dignity."

"You liked my dignity."

"I like watching you spend it on me."

I paid the invoice.

The transaction felt like closing a door.

Lena noticed.

"Now what?"

"He said treatment ends first."

"It ended."

"He recommended one more session."

"Do you want him to treat me again?"

I pictured Adrian's hands under the towel.

The safer answer was yes.

Professional contact allowed us to pretend the heat between us remained accidental.

The honest answer was no.

I did not want to watch him touch Lena while hiding behind muscle names anymore.

I wanted the line visible when we crossed it.

"No more treatment," I said.

Lena turned in my arms.

"That scares you more."

"Yes."

"Good."

"You say that too easily."

"Because you say yes too honestly."

She opened Adrian's contact information.

"What do I write?"

"Nothing tonight."

"Why?"

"Because you are still covered in his oil and sitting on my cock."

She looked down.

I had hardened against her ass again.

"That sounds like the perfect time."

"It sounds like pressure."

Lena's expression softened enough to remind me why the experiments worked.

She put the phone aside.

"You are right."

The admission did not cool the room.

It made the hunger safer to hold.

"Tomorrow?" she asked.

"Tomorrow we decide when we are not fucking."

"We are not fucking now."

She rolled her hips against my cock.

"Technically."

I laughed despite myself.

Then her face became serious.

"What are you afraid he will say?"

"No."

"That is mine to survive."

"I know."

"What else?"

I looked at the pale line on Adrian's ring finger in my memory.

His control.

The way he had looked at Lena only after she forced the truth into the open.

"Yes."

Lena understood.

"Because if he says yes, he is not the massage therapist anymore."

"He is a man you prepared your body for."

"And invited into our house."

"Through Julian."

"That bothers you?"

"It connects them."

She traced a line down my chest.

"Julian opened the first door. He does not own every room behind it."

The words relieved me.

They also made me harder.

My wife was learning that wanting more than one man did not require reducing each man to the same role.

Julian was the first choice.

Adrian was a different question.

"What do you want from him?" I asked.

Lena answered without dirty talk.

"I want him to touch me once without being able to call it work."

The simplicity cut deeper than any graphic fantasy.

"Only once?"

Her smile returned.

"I said once first."

We waited until morning.

At nine-fifteen, sitting across from each other at the kitchen table, we wrote the message together.

My hip feels good. I am ending the appointments here because the next time I invite you into our house, I do not want you pretending your hands are only working. Evan and I want dinner Sunday. The three of us. Come as the man who watched me get wet on his table.

Lena read it twice.

"Add that I will not wear the white bikini."

"Why?"

"Because I want him wondering what I will wear instead."

We did not add it.

She pressed send.

Adrian read the message six minutes later.

He did not answer for three hours.

Those three hours turned my wife into the most impatient woman I had ever seen.

They turned me into the hardest.


CHAPTER 18

LENA - THE DISTANCE HE KEPT

Adrian replied at twelve-thirty-eight.

I was in the grocery store holding a cucumber.

Evan was beside me comparing olive oil prices as if our lives depended on acidity levels.

My phone vibrated.

I saw Adrian's name and stopped in the middle of produce.

Evan saw my face.

"Read it."

I opened the message.

Thank you for being direct. I am interested. Give me forty-eight hours after the final treatment. Then send the address and time for Sunday dinner. If the invitation still feels real, I will come.

I read it aloud.

Evan put down the olive oil.

"Forty-eight hours."

"He knows how to make us wait."

"You like that."

I looked at the cucumber in my hand.

"Everything is unfortunately symbolic today."

Evan laughed so loudly a woman near the tomatoes stared at us.

The laughter loosened something.

Adrian's boundary did not feel like rejection.

It felt like a door with a clock on it.

"Sunday," I said.

"We decide Sunday."

"You already decided."

"So did you."

"Then why wait?"

Evan picked up the oil again.

"Because he asked us to."

That answer made my pussy clench.

Three men had now taught me different forms of hunger.

Evan taught me that jealousy could be offered instead of hidden.

Julian taught me that confidence did not require cruelty.

Adrian was teaching me that restraint could be a hand around the throat of anticipation.

I spent Friday night testing my husband's patience.

I wore the black sports bra from the first session and nothing below it. I lay across the bed with my legs open while Evan stood at the foot.

"Forty-eight hours," I said.

"Thirty-nine now."

"Counting?"

"You have checked the clock seven times."

I slid two fingers into my pussy.

"Imagine Adrian knows I am doing this."

"He does not."

"Imagine he assumes."

Evan took off his shirt.

"He probably assumes you are asleep."

"Then tell him what his former client is doing."

"No messages until Sunday."

I pushed my fingers deeper.

"Good husband."

He removed his pants but did not come closer.

"You want me to beg?"

"I want you to choose whether this is about Adrian or about making me watch you wait."

I stopped.

The question landed inside me.

Evan had become better at this.

Not only harder.

Sharper.

"Both," I admitted.

"Then continue."

I touched myself while he watched from the foot of the bed.

No toy.

No assistance.

My fingers moved the way I wanted Adrian's to move, slow and firm, pressing before stroking. I described the table, the towel, his hand stopping below my cunt.

Evan stroked himself but did not touch me.

"What happens Sunday?" he asked.

"Dinner."

"After dinner?"

"He asks."

"Asks what?"

I rubbed my clit faster.

"Whether he can touch me without pretending he is fixing anything."

"And you say?"

"Yes."

"Where?"

"My face first."

The answer surprised Evan.

It surprised me too.

I did not want Adrian's first personal touch buried between my legs.

I wanted to feel the difference in something simple.

His thumb against my mouth.

His hand around the back of my neck.

A touch that could not be justified by anatomy.

"Then?" Evan asked.

I closed my eyes.

"Then I make him look at everything he refused to stare at Friday."

I came with my fingers inside me and my husband's eyes on my face.

When my body stopped shaking, Evan climbed onto the bed.

He kissed me softly.

"Thirty-eight hours," he whispered.

I hated the wait.

I loved the man who gave it to us.


CHAPTER 19

EVAN - FORTY-EIGHT HOURS

Waiting revealed the difference between Julian and Adrian.

Julian created momentum. Once he wanted something, the room moved toward it. He made hunger feel inevitable, even when every step remained a choice.

Adrian created stillness.

He said forty-eight hours and disappeared.

No teasing message.

No photograph.

No reminder that he wanted Lena.

He left us alone with the knowledge.

By Saturday afternoon, the silence had become a fourth person in the house.

Lena cleaned the patio.

Then cleaned it again.

She moved the massage table into the storage room but left the white sheets folded on a chair.

"Why are those still out?" I asked.

"Laundry."

"They are clean."

"Then decoration."

She wore denim shorts and a loose tank top with no bra. Every time she reached above her head, the fabric lifted and showed the underside of one breast.

She was not seducing Adrian.

He was not there.

She was seducing the future.

Julian called at four.

The name on Lena's phone changed the air.

She looked at me before answering.

"Speaker?"

I nodded.

"How is Miami?" she asked.

"Hot and expensive. How is the hip?"

Lena glanced toward the storage room.

"Much better."

"Adrian is good."

"Very."

One word carried too much.

Julian heard it.

A pause.

"Did he behave?"

Lena smiled.

"Professionally."

"That was not what I asked."

My cock hardened.

Julian knew Adrian well enough to ask differently.

"He respected every boundary," I said.

"Good."

"You knew he would want her."

Silence.

Then Julian laughed once.

"Evan, I have met your wife."

"You also know Adrian."

"Yes."

"Why him?"

Julian's voice lost the amusement.

"Because Adrian has worked around beautiful bodies for years. Wanting someone does not make his hands careless."

Lena sat beside me.

"Did you tell him about us?"

"Only that your marriage is honest and unconventional. He deserved enough context to decide whether a home visit felt appropriate."

"Did you expect this?" I asked.

"I expected you to find another question eventually."

The answer bothered me.

"You sound very calm about it."

"Should I be jealous?"

Lena and I looked at each other.

Julian had never claimed exclusivity. We had never offered it.

Still, hearing him name jealousy made the triangle shift.

"Are you?" Lena asked.

Another pause.

"Curious," Julian said. "Ask me after I come back."

He ended the call soon afterward.

Lena rested her head on my shoulder.

"He knew."

"Not everything."

"Enough."

I touched the bracelet around her wrist.

"Does that make Adrian less ours?"

"Ours?"

The word surprised me.

"This experiment."

Lena turned my hand over and kissed my palm.

"Julian gave us a number. He did not write what we do with it."

Saturday night, we did not use toys.

We did not say Adrian's name.

We made love slowly, face to face, as if proving our marriage could still generate heat without another man standing inside it.

Halfway through, Lena whispered, "He will touch my face first."

My cock hardened more inside her pussy.

She smiled.

The silence had not removed Adrian.

It had taught him how to enter without speaking.


CHAPTER 20

LENA - MY HUSBAND'S CAMERA

Sunday morning, I woke before Evan and took the white bikini from the drawer.

I did not put it on.

I placed it on the bed beside him.

Then I chose black.

The set was not a swimsuit.

A triangle bra with thin straps. A thong that sat high on my hips. Sheer enough to reveal shape, dark enough to force Adrian to look closer.

Over it, I wore a loose white shirt tied above my waist.

When Evan opened his eyes, I stood at the window with sunlight behind me.

"Dinner outfit?" he asked.

"Invitation."

He sat up.

"We agreed to send the time and address."

"We did not agree that words were the only option."

I handed him his phone.

"Take a picture."

Evan looked at the black lingerie.

Then at the white bikini on the bed.

"Why not that?"

"He already saw it."

"Barely."

"Exactly."

I walked to the pool.

The morning was bright and quiet. The privacy fence blocked most of the neighboring yard, though the house beyond it had been empty for months.

I stood at the edge with my back to Evan.

"What picture?" he asked.

"The one that tells him I am not his client."

I untied the shirt and let it fall from one shoulder.

Evan photographed me from behind, the black thong framing my ass, the gold WATCH bracelet bright against my wrist.

"Turn," he said.

I faced him.

The camera changed his voice.

I had heard that tone before when he photographed the marks Julian left around my mouth. Focused. Possessive. A husband deciding how another man would see his wife.

"Open the shirt."

I did.

"More."

The white fabric slid from both shoulders and hung from my elbows. The bra barely covered my breasts.

"Look at me."

I looked directly into the lens.

Not at Adrian.

At Evan.

That mattered.

"Touch the bracelet."

My fingers closed around the charm.

Click.

Evan took another photograph.

"Now turn toward the gate."

I obeyed.

The final picture showed me in profile, eyes fixed on the place Adrian would enter, my husband's white shirt open over black lingerie.

Evan reviewed the images.

"Which one?"

"You choose."

He selected the photograph where I looked into the camera.

"Why that one?"

"Because he needs to know you are looking at me when you offer yourself to him."

The words made my skin tighten.

Evan typed beneath the photograph.

Dinner. Seven. No massage. No assumptions. Lena asked me to choose what you saw first.

He showed me before sending.

"Add one thing."

"What?"

I took the phone and typed:

She chose the black because the white one was only the beginning.

Evan laughed under his breath.

Then he pressed send.

Adrian replied eleven minutes later.

Seven works.

A second message appeared.

Tell Lena the black was the right choice.

I read it twice.

"He looked," I said.

Evan stood behind me and closed his hand around my throat gently.

"He looked because I showed him."

My pussy tightened.

"Jealous?"

"Very."

"Hard?"

He pressed against my ass.

"Painfully."

I leaned back into him.

"Then take another picture."

"For him?"

"No."

I guided his free hand into the black thong.

"This one is for the husband who decided what the other man was allowed to see."


CHAPTER 21

EVAN - THE PICTURE I SENT

The photograph remained in our message thread all afternoon.

Every time I opened my phone, I saw my wife in black lingerie and my shirt, looking directly into the lens while offering the image to another man.

I had chosen it.

That detail mattered more each time.

Lena did not send Adrian a private photograph from a bathroom mirror. She stood in our yard and let her husband frame the hunger. I decided where she faced, how much the shirt opened, which expression another man received.

Control was not the right word.

Participation was closer.

Still, my cock reacted like ownership had become a game we were both willing to lose in pieces.

At three, Adrian sent one final message.

I will bring wine. Red or white?

Lena read it over my shoulder.

"Red."

"You hate red wine."

"I am not choosing for me."

"You know what he drinks?"

"No. I know what matches black lingerie."

I looked at her.

She smiled.

"That was a joke. Mostly."

We sat at the kitchen table for less than five minutes.

No forms. No performance. No list on the refrigerator.

Adrian was coming because he wanted Lena. Lena wanted his hands without the professional excuse. I wanted to watch the moment restraint disappeared.

If anyone needed the night to end, one word would end it.

Everything else had already been chosen.

Lena reached across the table and covered my hand.

"Terrified?"

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"Painfully."

She smiled.

"Then stop making dinner sound like a meeting, little cuck."

She reached across the table and covered my hand.

"You have learned."

"I am still terrified."

"That is not failure."

At five, we showered together.

Lena knelt on the tile and took my cock into her mouth.

It was not foreplay for Adrian.

It was a reminder.

Her lips closed around me while water ran over her face and breasts. She looked up, eyes fixed on mine, and sucked slowly until my knees weakened.

"Do not come," she said, releasing me.

"Cruel."

"I want you hard when he walks in."

She stroked me once.

"I want him to see what his yes did to my husband."

"You plan to show him?"

"Not with your pants down."

"Reassuring."

"The night is young."

She stood and kissed me with my taste still on her mouth.

At six-thirty, she put on the black lingerie again.

Over it, a simple dark green dress.

The neckline was modest. The hem touched her knees. Anyone seeing her at the door would think dinner.

Only I knew how little existed beneath it.

"No panties?" I asked.

She lifted the skirt.

The black thong remained.

"Disappointed?"

"Relieved."

"Liar."

At six-fifty-eight, headlights crossed the front window.

Lena stood beside me in the entryway.

Her hand found mine.

"Last chance to cancel."

"Do you want to?"

"No."

"Then neither do I."

The doorbell rang.

My cock was already hard when I opened the door to the man whose hands had taught my wife how to moan professionally.


CHAPTER 22

LENA - ADRIAN'S ANSWER

Adrian wore a black button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled to his forearms, dark jeans, and no trace of the clinical calm I had associated with him.

The calm remained.

The uniform did not.

He held a bottle of red wine in one hand.

His eyes found mine and stayed there.

No quick professional glance away.

No pretending the green dress was only fabric.

He looked at me like a man arriving for the invitation we had sent.

My body answered before anyone spoke.

"You came," I said.

"You invited me."

"Forty-eight hours passed."

"I counted."

The admission made my stomach tighten.

Evan took the wine.

Adrian shook his hand.

The two men stood close in the doorway. Evan was leaner, slightly shorter, his tension visible in the set of his shoulders. Adrian looked controlled, but I had learned that control did not mean absence.

He wanted me.

He had said it.

Tonight, he had no professional reason to hide behind.

"Come in," Evan said.

Adrian stepped into our house.

His gaze moved briefly toward the living room where the table had stood during the first session.

Then toward the glass doors and the pool beyond them.

"No table," he said.

"Stored," I answered.

"Good."

One word.

My nipples tightened beneath the dress.

At dinner, Adrian asked about ordinary things.

Work.

The neighborhood.

How long Evan and I had been married.

He did not ask for the history with Julian until I brought it up.

"Did Julian tell you what happened between us?"

"No."

"Do you want to know?"

Adrian looked at Evan first.

"Do you want me to know?"

My husband nodded.

I told Adrian the simple version.

Julian had been a fantasy.

Then a kiss.

Then the first man I chose.

Evan had watched.

We had discovered that jealousy could make us honest instead of cruel.

Adrian listened without interruption.

"And now?" he asked.

"Julian spent a weekend fucking my wife," Evan said. "Then he recommended the man whose hands could fix what he left sore."

"Do you feel like a substitute?" Adrian asked.

The question surprised me.

"No," I said.

"You answered quickly."

"Because Julian does not touch me the way you do."

Adrian's hand tightened once around the stem of his glass.

"Professionally," he said.

"Not tonight."

The room went still.

Evan's knee pressed against mine beneath the table.

Adrian did not look away.

"What do you want tonight, Lena?"

I had practiced dirty answers.

I had imagined saying I wanted his hands under the black thong, his mouth on my breasts, his cock where the massage had made me ache.

The honest answer came first.

"I want you to touch my face."

His expression shifted.

"Why?"

"Because there is no therapeutic reason."

Evan's voice cut through the room.

"Everything that mattered was said before you arrived. Lena will speak if she needs anything. Until then, touch her like the man she invited, not a therapist hiding behind a form."

I smiled at Adrian. "You heard my husband."

Evan's fingers closed around my knee.

Adrian set down his glass.

"Stand up."

The command was quiet.

My body obeyed before my mind finished hearing it.

I rose beside the table.

Adrian remained seated for one second, looking up at me.

Then he stood.

He came close enough that I smelled clean soap and the red wine he had tasted.

His hand lifted.

Stopped inches from my cheek.

"I want to touch your face."

I looked at Evan.

My husband was pale and hard and present.

"Then touch me."

Adrian placed his palm against my face.

No oil.

No towel.

No diagnosis.

His thumb rested beside my mouth.

The first personal touch was almost gentle.

It made my knees weaker than anything he had done on the table.


CHAPTER 23

EVAN - DINNER FOR THREE

Adrian touched Lena's face and looked at me.

To make sure I saw every second.

For presence.

He understood the difference.

His thumb moved once along her lower lip. Lena's eyes closed. Her head tilted into his palm with a trust that made jealousy burn behind my ribs.

I wanted to pull her away.

I wanted to tell him to use the other hand too.

Both desires were real.

Neither canceled the other.

"How does that feel?" Adrian asked her.

"Different."

"From the massage?"

"Yes."

"Better?"

Lena opened her eyes.

"More honest."

Adrian lowered his hand.

The loss of contact made her follow it a fraction before catching herself.

He noticed.

So did I.

My cock pressed hard against my zipper.

"Sit," he said.

Lena returned to her chair.

The command should have angered me.

Instead, I saw how good it felt on her face and understood she had chosen to obey.

Dinner continued.

That was stranger than if he had kissed her immediately.

We ate grilled fish and vegetables while the first personal touch remained between us. Adrian asked Lena whether her hip had stayed loose. She told him yes. He asked whether she was still doing the exercises. She admitted she had skipped two days.

"Of course she did," I said.

"You could remind her," Adrian said.

"I did."

Lena looked between us.

"I love when men discuss managing me as if I am not sitting here."

"No one manages you," I said.

"You both enjoy trying."

Adrian smiled fully for the first time.

It changed his face.

Made him warmer.

More dangerous.

After dinner, we carried the wine outside.

The pool lights turned the water blue. Heat remained in the stone beneath our feet. Lena sat on the edge with her shoes off, dress gathered around her knees.

Adrian chose a chair across from us.

Distance again.

A choice.

"What happens now?" he asked.

Lena looked at me.

I had expected her to lead.

She waited.

The waiting felt like trust.

"Now we stop pretending this is spontaneous," I said. "You want her. She wants you. I want to watch what happens when neither of you has a professional excuse."

Adrian's eyes remained on me.

"Come closer when you are ready."

"I do not know yet."

"Good answer."

I almost laughed.

"You sound like her."

"She likes honest men."

Lena lowered her feet into the water.

"I like men who make my husband say difficult things."

Adrian looked at her legs beneath the surface.

"And what difficult thing are you avoiding?"

She did not answer immediately.

Then she lifted the hem of her dress.

The black thong appeared.

"I wore the lingerie from the photograph."

Adrian's gaze traveled slowly over her thighs.

"I assumed."

"You said it was the right choice."

"It was."

"Look at the rest."

He looked at me again.

I did not speak for her.

I looked at my wife.

"Show him."

"Yes."

"Then show him."

Lena stood at the edge of the pool.

She pulled the green dress over her head.

Black lingerie under blue light.

Her breasts nearly spilled from the triangle bra. The thong framed her wide hips and bare ass. The gold bracelet flashed as she dropped the dress onto my lap.

Adrian's controlled face finally broke.

His eyes darkened.

His breath changed.

Lena saw it.

My wife smiled like a woman discovering a new weapon.

"Now," she said, "you can stop pretending the photograph was enough."


CHAPTER 24

LENA - THE ROBE

I did not feel naked in the black lingerie.

I felt armed.

Adrian looked at me without apology. Evan sat behind me with my dress across his lap and his hard cock visible beneath it.

Two men.

Two different hungers.

I stood between them and understood how much I had changed since the first confession in our bed.

Then, I had been afraid to say I had noticed Julian's body.

Now, I could stand almost naked beside my pool and ask a second man whether the photograph had been enough.

"It was not," Adrian said.

The answer warmed my skin.

I turned slowly, letting him see the thin straps across my back and the small triangle of fabric between my ass cheeks.

"What did you imagine?"

"That is a dangerous question."

"That is why I asked it."

Adrian's eyes moved to Evan.

"Your wife enjoys making men negotiate against themselves."

"She learned quickly," Evan said.

"From you?"

"From watching what honesty does to me."

My husband's answer made me wetter.

I walked to the chair and took the black silk robe from its back. The same robe I had worn wet during the second session.

I slipped it over my shoulders but did not close it.

Adrian watched the silk settle around the lingerie.

"Do you remember this?" I asked.

"Yes."

"You touched me through it."

"I treated you through it."

"Tonight?"

His gaze held mine.

"Tonight I would not use the robe to pretend."

I came closer.

"Then what would you do with it?"

Adrian raised one hand.

He did not touch me.

"Let me show you."

The question went through my cunt.

"Show me."

He took the robe's belt in both hands.

Instead of closing it, he drew the silk farther apart, exposing the black bra and the soft skin of my stomach.

His knuckles brushed my waist.

The contact was deliberate.

Personal.

He slid the robe from one shoulder.

Then the other.

The silk fell behind my elbows, trapping my arms loosely.

I could have moved.

I did not.

"This," he said, "is what I imagined when you wore it wet."

His hand settled on my bare waist.

I inhaled sharply.

"Only that?"

"No."

"Tell me."

"I imagined lowering it until your husband could see exactly where my hands stopped."

Evan stood behind me.

I felt his presence before his hands touched the robe.

He took the silk from Adrian and pulled it down my arms.

The robe dropped to the patio.

My husband and the former massage therapist faced each other over my nearly naked body.

"Where did they stop?" Evan asked.

Adrian placed his hand on the outside of my hip.

The same place he had held during the assessment.

Then he moved inward along my thigh.

Slowly.

He stopped below the black thong.

"Here."

My legs opened slightly.

Evan saw.

"And where did she want them?"

Adrian looked at me.

He would not answer for my body.

That refusal excited me more every time.

I took his wrist.

I guided his hand higher.

His palm covered the front of the thong.

The black fabric was already soaked.

Adrian's fingers flexed once against my pussy.

His control cracked.

A low breath left him.

"Here," I said.

Evan's hand closed around the back of my neck.

"Tell him what professional hands did to you."

I looked into Adrian's eyes.

"They made me drip while my husband watched."

Adrian pressed his palm harder.

"And now?"

"Now they do not have to be professional."


CHAPTER 25

EVAN - THE FIRST TOUCH THAT WASN'T WORK

Adrian's hand covered Lena's pussy through the black thong.

The scene was simpler than anything I had imagined.

No massage table.

No towel.

No oil.

My wife standing between us beside the pool, her robe on the ground, one man's palm pressed between her thighs and her husband's hand around her neck.

It was also the most dangerous moment of the night.

Because no one could pretend.

Lena moved against Adrian's palm.

A small roll of her hips.

His fingers tightened.

"Touch her," I said.

The command came out rough.

Adrian looked at her.

"I want my fingers under this."

Lena looked at me.

To make sure I saw every second.

To make sure I saw every second.

"Watch me, love," she said.

"I am watching."

She faced Adrian again.

"Under the thong," she said. "Touch my wet pussy."

He hooked two fingers beneath the narrow front of the thong.

The fabric pulled away from her body.

I saw the shine between her lips.

Adrian saw it too.

His controlled face changed.

"You were this wet during the massage?"

"Wetter."

"Lena," I said.

She smiled at me.

"He asked."

Adrian slid one finger through her cunt.

My wife gasped.

Not because the touch was extreme.

Because it was finally the touch both sessions had denied.

He stroked her slowly, learning rather than taking. One finger along her clit. Down through the slick heat. Back up.

Lena's knees softened.

I held her upright from behind.

Adrian watched my arm tighten around her.

"She likes pressure before speed," I said.

His eyes met mine.

The fantasy from our bed returned.

The man with trained hands teaching the jealous husband.

Except I was the one giving information now.

Adrian pressed the heel of his palm against Lena's clit.

Her head fell back against my shoulder.

"Like that," she breathed.

He repeated the movement.

Then again.

Her ass pushed against my cock through my pants.

"More," she said.

Adrian added a finger beneath the fabric and slid it into her pussy.

Lena cried out.

My hand tightened around her neck.

"Look at him," I told her.

She opened her eyes.

Adrian pushed his finger deeper while holding her gaze.

"Your husband knows your body," he said.

"He knows what I do when another man touches it."

My cock surged.

Adrian added a second finger.

Lena's mouth opened.

"Is this what you pictured under the towel?" he asked.

"No."

"I pictured your fingers in my pussy while you looked at my husband."

She smiled despite the two fingers buried in her pussy.

"Look at him while you do it."

Adrian turned his eyes to me.

Then he fucked my wife slowly with his fingers while watching her husband.

The humiliation struck hard enough to make my vision narrow.

Lena moaned between us.

"He is better with his hands," she whispered.

The sentence cut.

My cock became painfully hard.

Adrian's expression sharpened.

"Tell him what my hands do better."

Lena looked back at me.

"Love, his fingers found me faster."

"And you love saying it," I said.

Her face changed.

Hotter.

Crueler.

Loved.

"Watch, love. Julian sent him, and now his fingers are buried in your wife's soaked cunt."

Adrian drove his fingers deeper.

Lena came standing between us, her body held by her husband while another man's hand disappeared beneath the black thong.

I felt every spasm against my cock.

When she stopped shaking, Adrian withdrew his fingers.

They shone in the blue pool light.

Lena caught his wrist.

She brought his hand to her mouth.

She sucked the taste of her own pussy from his fingers while looking at me.

That was the first touch that was not work.

It would not be the last.


CHAPTER 26

LENA - TOUCH ME AGAIN

I released Adrian's fingers from my mouth.

The taste of myself remained on my tongue.

Evan's hand was still around the back of my neck. His cock pressed hard against my ass through his pants. Adrian stood in front of me with his wet fingers inches from my lips.

No one moved.

The pool pump hummed beneath the silence.

"Touch me again," I said.

Adrian's eyes narrowed slightly.

"Where?"

"Start where you started the first time."

He remembered.

I saw it in his face.

His first careful question returned to me.

Back then, he had touched me like a therapist.

Tonight, I wanted the man.

Adrian lowered his hands.

"Put your hands on my hips."

He did.

He held me.

No towel between us.

No shorts.

Only black strings and slick skin.

His fingers spread along my waist and pulled me closer. My breasts touched his shirt. Evan remained behind me, making the three of us one connected line.

"Move me."

Adrian understood.

His hands tightened.

He turned me to face the pool, placing my back against his chest.

Evan now stood in front of me.

My husband looked at Adrian's hands around my waist, at my body pressed against another man, at the wet thong twisted to one side.

"Now kiss me."

Adrian's mouth came close to my ear.

He turned me in his arms.

The command changed everything.

Julian had been the first man I kissed after marriage.

That kiss had crossed a line we had not expected.

This one would follow it.

I looked at Evan.

His eyes were fixed on my mouth.

"Come closer, love."

Evan moved until his face was inches from mine.

"Right here."

I turned fully in Adrian's arms.

"Kiss me."

He did not rush.

One hand moved from my waist to my jaw. His thumb touched the same place beside my mouth where the first personal contact had begun.

Then his lips covered mine.

The kiss was nothing like Julian's.

Julian kissed with possession, as if hunger had already won and wanted witnesses.

Adrian kissed like the massage.

Slow pressure.

Attention.

A pause to feel my response.

Then deeper when my mouth opened.

His tongue slid against mine.

My body melted into him.

I heard Evan breathe out.

I reached backward until my hand found my husband's belt.

I held him there while kissing another man.

The triangle closed again.

Adrian's hand moved down my back. He cupped my ass and lifted me against him. I felt his cock through his jeans for the first time.

Hard.

Thick.

Not Julian's impossible size.

Still enough to make me push against him.

I moaned into his mouth.

Evan's belt opened under my fingers.

I reached into his pants and wrapped my hand around my husband's cock while Adrian kissed me harder.

Two men becoming real at once.

Adrian broke the kiss.

His forehead rested against mine.

"You wanted this."

"No."

His hands stayed on my ass.

Evan's cock pulsed in my fist.

I smiled.

"Now I want more."

Adrian looked at my husband over my shoulder.

"She always answers like that?"

"Only when she wants us both harder."

"It is working."

Evan's hand closed over mine around his cock.

"Painfully."

I kissed Adrian again.

This time, I did not wait for him to lead.

I bit his lower lip, pressed my bare cunt against the front of his jeans, and rubbed until the black thong dragged across my clit.

"Your client never did that," I whispered.

"You are not my client."

"Say what I am."

His palm tightened around my ass.

"A married woman trying to make two men lose control beside her pool."

Evan groaned.

I smiled against Adrian's mouth.

"Better."


CHAPTER 27

EVAN - THE MOUTH ON HER SHOULDER

Watching Adrian kiss Lena hurt differently than watching Julian.

Julian's first kiss with Lena had hurt because it arrived before I understood how fast the fantasy could move. Lena chose it. I stayed. The pain came from surprise, from learning that wanting to watch did not mean I could control every heartbeat.

Adrian asked.

Lena answered.

I stood close enough to touch both of them.

There was nowhere for shock to hide.

Only jealousy.

Only hunger.

Lena stroked my cock with one hand while Adrian held her against him. Her mouth moved beneath his. Her body pressed to his chest. Every small sound she made entered me as heat and humiliation.

Then Adrian kissed down her jaw.

His mouth reached her neck.

Lena's head tilted.

I knew that angle.

She offered it when she wanted teeth.

"She likes the shoulder," I said.

Adrian paused.

Lena looked at me through heavy eyes.

"Which place?" he asked.

I stepped closer.

My free hand touched the curve where her neck met her shoulder.

"Here. Bite after she relaxes. Not before."

Adrian looked at my fingers on my wife's skin.

Then his mouth replaced them.

The first kiss was soft.

Lena's fingers tightened around my cock.

The second used tongue.

Her breath shook.

Then Adrian bit.

Lena cried out and stroked me harder.

"Yes," I said. "That."

He did it again.

My wife shuddered between us.

The look on her face proved another man could use knowledge I gave him. It should have made me feel unnecessary.

Instead, I felt woven into the act.

I had not become smaller.

I had become the language between them.

Adrian kissed lower, toward the thin strap of the black bra.

He stopped.

"Take it off."

Lena looked at me and smiled.

"Watch, love."

She faced Adrian.

"Take it off."

He reached behind her.

The clasp opened easily under his fingers.

The bra fell forward.

Lena's breasts spilled free between us.

Adrian looked.

No quick glance now.

He took in their weight, the dark nipples tightened by the night air, the marks my mouth had left faintly beneath one curve earlier that week.

His hands rose.

"Touch them."

He did.

His hands closed around both breasts.

My wife moaned.

His thumbs moved over her nipples while his palms lifted the heavy curves.

Lena's hand stopped on my cock.

Her attention left me for three seconds.

I counted them.

Then she looked back.

"Good hands," she said.

The comparison struck.

"Better than mine?"

"Different."

"Coward."

She smiled.

"Do you want the fantasy answer?"

"Yes."

Adrian's hands remained on her breasts.

Lena leaned into them.

"Fantasy? His hands make yours look small, love. Look at them on your wife's tits."

My cock leaked into her fist.

Adrian watched my reaction.

"And the truth?" he asked.

Lena's voice softened.

"Truth? You know when I need it hard and when I need you gentle. He is still learning."

The answer gave me back something I had not asked to keep.

Adrian nodded.

Then he lowered his mouth to her breast.

He sucked one nipple while his hand worked the other.

Lena's knees bent.

I caught her hip.

Adrian held the other side.

My wife hung between the husband who knew her and the man learning her body in real time.

"Table," she breathed.

I looked toward the storage room.

"You want the massage table?"

Her eyes opened.

"I want to feel the difference when he touches me there now."

Adrian lifted his mouth from her breast.

"No treatment."

"No pretending," Lena said.

My cock surged.

I went inside to get the table.


CHAPTER 28

LENA - MY HUSBAND TOLD HIM WHERE

Evan unfolded the massage table beneath the patio lights.

The sound of the legs locking into place went through me.

I had lain on that shape twice while Adrian controlled his hands.

Now I stood topless between the two men, my thong pulled aside, my cunt slick, my mouth swollen from kissing him.

The table was no longer medical equipment.

It was memory made physical.

Evan covered it with a clean white sheet.

Adrian watched him.

"You own one now?"

"Lena liked the first session."

"That is one description."

My husband looked at me.

"Get on."

The command made my pussy tighten.

I climbed onto the table and lay face down.

The black thong remained twisted between my ass cheeks. My breasts pressed against the sheet. I turned my face toward Evan.

"Robe?" he asked.

"No."

"Towel?"

"No."

Adrian came beside me.

"Oil?"

I looked at him.

"Yes."

He retrieved the bottle from the bag he had left near the chair.

"You brought it to dinner?" Evan asked.

"I keep supplies in the car."

"Convenient."

"The oil stays."

My husband looked at my naked back.

"No."

Adrian poured oil into his hands.

The same wet sound.

This time, no one pretended it meant only work.

His palms settled on my shoulders and moved down my back in one long stroke.

I moaned immediately.

"Too theatrical," Evan said.

"Jealous," I answered.

Adrian's thumbs pressed beside my spine. He knew where I held tension. He also knew that the treatment relationship had ended. The pressure still had skill behind it, but hunger changed the rhythm.

His hands lingered.

Squeezed instead of assessed.

Moved over my waist as if appreciating it rather than correcting it.

"Lower," I said.

He looked at Evan.

My husband came to the head of the table and knelt until his face was level with mine.

"Show him where."

I took Evan's hand and guided it along my back.

"The first time, he stopped at the waistband."

My husband's fingers traced the line where the black thong crossed my hips.

"Then he moved it one inch."

Evan hooked a finger beneath the string and pulled it lower.

"Like this?"

"Yes."

Adrian's hands waited.

"Show him where you want those hands tonight," Evan said.

I slid my husband's hand down over my ass.

"Everywhere."

Evan looked at Adrian.

"She likes firm pressure here."

He pressed the upper curve of my glute.

"Slower near the inside. She will push back when she wants more."

Adrian placed his hand over Evan's.

The sight of their fingers overlapping on my ass made me clench.

"Like this?" Adrian asked.

"Harder."

The pressure increased.

I moaned.

Evan's hand withdrew.

Adrian used both palms, spreading my ass, working the oil into the skin. His thumbs moved toward my crack, close enough to make me lift my hips.

"She is asking," Evan said.

"For what?"

"Make her say it."

Adrian bent over me.

His mouth came close to my ear.

"Say it."

My face burned despite everything we had already done.

The massage table carried the memory of restraint. Tonight I wanted every old boundary erased beneath his hands.

I wanted the dirty thrill of destroying them one by one.

"Pull the thong down."

"Say it dirty."

His voice was calm.

My cunt throbbed.

"Pull it down. Look at the soaked pussy your hands made."

Adrian hooked both thumbs beneath the black strings.

He drew the fabric down slowly.

My ass opened under the patio lights.

The thong slid over my thighs and fell around my knees.

Adrian's hands spread me.

Cool air touched my soaked pussy.

Evan stayed at the head of the table, close enough that his lips brushed mine.

"Tell your husband what he sees," he said.

I looked into Evan's eyes.

"Your wife. Open on the table for the man Julian sent."

Adrian's thumb slid through my cunt from behind.

I gasped.

"And what does she want?" Evan asked.

I pushed my ass higher.

"She wants him to stop fixing her and start fucking her."


CHAPTER 29

EVAN - THE TABLE

Lena said the word fucking while Adrian's thumb moved through her cunt.

My body reacted before pride could build a defense.

I kissed her.

Hard.

Her mouth opened under mine as Adrian stood behind her, spreading her ass with one hand and stroking her pussy with the other.

The table held all three of us around one body.

I had imagined being excluded.

Instead, Lena's fingers closed around the back of my neck and pulled me closer while she pushed her hips toward Adrian.

"More," she said into my mouth.

Adrian slid two fingers into her.

Lena cried out.

I felt the sound against my lips.

He worked slowly at first, curling his fingers, using the pressure he had learned she liked. Her body moved beneath him. Oil shone across her lower back and ass.

"Watch him," she whispered.

I lifted my head.

Adrian's fingers disappeared into my wife's pussy.

His forearm flexed with each stroke. His other hand held her hip steady. He watched her body respond, then adjusted the angle without asking me.

He knew bodies.

The thought made me feel smaller.

It also made me harder.

"He found it," Lena said.

"Found what?"

"The place."

Adrian curled his fingers again.

Her eyes closed.

"That."

Jealousy flashed hot and clean.

I put my mouth beside her ear.

"Better than my fingers?"

Lena opened her eyes.

She could have protected me.

"Right now? Yes."

My cock jumped.

Adrian looked at me.

"You asked."

"I know."

Adrian kept his fingers buried in her but slowed.

I hated that he could read the jealousy on my face.

I looked at Lena. Her face was flushed, her mouth swollen, her body open on the table we had bought for this possibility before admitting it.

"Do not slow down."

He curled his fingers harder.

Lena smiled at me.

"My honest cuck."

The name was soft, almost affectionate.

It still cut.

My hand moved to my zipper.

Lena saw.

"Take it out."

I obeyed.

My cock rose inches from her face.

She opened her mouth.

I hesitated.

"Put your cock in my mouth, love."

"Let him see what better hands do to your wife."

Adrian drove his fingers deeper.

Lena took my cock between her lips.

The combination nearly ended me immediately.

Her mouth moved slowly while Adrian fingered her from behind. Every moan vibrated around my cock. I held the edge of the table and watched his hand work her body.

"Pressure," I managed.

Adrian pressed his palm against her clit from below.

Lena choked around me.

Her eyes watered.

She did not pull away.

"Good girl," I said.

Adrian's gaze moved to my face.

"She likes praise?"

"From me."

The answer came possessively.

Lena released my cock long enough to speak.

"I might like it from him too."

Another cut.

Another pulse.

Adrian bent over her.

"Good girl," he said. "Suck your husband. Let me make this cunt come on my hand."

Lena moaned and swallowed my cock again.

Her body tightened under Adrian's fingers.

I watched another man make my wife come while she sucked me.

She came in hard waves. Her ass lifted, her pussy clenched around his fingers, and her mouth lost rhythm around my cock.

Adrian held her through it.

I stroked her hair.

When she finally pulled back, saliva connected her lips to my cock.

"Now him," she whispered.

The words stopped the room.

Adrian's fingers remained buried in her pussy.

"What do you mean?" I asked.

Lena looked at me.

"I want his cock out. I want you to see what he has been hiding."


CHAPTER 30

LENA - TWO SETS OF HANDS

Adrian withdrew his fingers slowly.

My pussy clenched around the loss.

I turned on the table until I sat facing him, legs open, the thong still around my knees. Evan stood beside me with his cock wet from my mouth.

Adrian remained fully dressed except for the open top button of his shirt.

The imbalance excited me.

I was naked from the waist down, breasts bare, oil shining across my skin. My husband had his pants open. Adrian still looked like a man who could leave dinner and return to an ordinary life.

I wanted to ruin that calm.

"Take off the shirt," I said.

He looked at Evan.

My husband nodded once.

"Do not ask him for my answer," I said.

Adrian's eyes returned to me.

"That was not what I asked."

"You asked whether he wanted to remain part of the choice."

Evan's face changed.

Adrian understood us too quickly.

He unbuttoned the shirt.

His chest appeared slowly.

Not massive like Julian's. Lean, defined, dark hair across his chest, a faint scar beneath one rib. The body of a man who used strength daily instead of displaying it.

He removed the shirt and placed it over the chair.

I looked at the pale line on his ring finger again.

"Divorced?" I asked.

"Three years."

"Does she know you do this?"

"There was no this while we were married."

The answer carried something closed behind it.

Not tonight's story.

Enough to make him human.

I reached for his belt.

Adrian caught my wrist.

"Tell me what you want."

The command went through me.

"Take your pants off for me."

"Yes."

I opened the belt.

Evan watched from inches away.

The zipper lowered.

Adrian's hard cock strained beneath black boxer briefs. Thick. Heavy. Angled along one thigh.

Not as large as Julian.

Larger than Evan.

My husband saw the comparison before I touched it.

His cock pulsed beside my hand.

"Look at him," I told Adrian.

Adrian did.

I pulled the waistband down.

His cock sprang free.

Evan inhaled sharply.

I wrapped my hand around Adrian.

The thickness stretched my fingers wider than Evan's did.

"Bigger," I whispered.

My husband closed his eyes.

"Say it to me," he said.

I looked at him.

"He is bigger than you."

The words made Evan's cock leak.

I stroked Adrian once.

"Not Julian big."

Adrian laughed under his breath.

"Comforting."

"Do you need comforting?"

"Not from you."

The answer made me smile.

I held one cock in each hand.

My husband's familiar heat.

Adrian's new weight.

Two sets of hands had already learned my body tonight.

Now my hands learned the difference between the men.

Evan watched me stroke them together.

"Which one do you want?" he asked.

"Both."

"That was not the question."

"It is the answer."

I leaned forward and licked the head of Adrian's cock.

His control broke in a low sound.

Then I turned and took Evan into my mouth.

My husband groaned.

I moved between them.

Adrian.

Evan.

New.

Home.

I did not need to choose one to erase the other.

That discovery made me feel filthier and safer at the same time.

Adrian's hand entered my hair.

He did not push.

He held.

Evan's hand settled on my thigh.

"Get back on the table," my husband said.

I looked up at him with both cocks in my hands.

"What do you want to watch?"

His answer came without hesitation.

"The massage therapist fuck my wife where he first learned how she opens."


CHAPTER 31

EVAN - THE SOUND OF HIS NAME

I heard my own voice tell Adrian to fuck my wife.

The sentence did not sound borrowed from fantasy anymore.

It belonged to the patio.

The pool light.

The massage table.

Lena's open body shining with oil while she held both our cocks.

Adrian looked at me for one long second.

"You heard him," Lena said.

"I did."

Adrian nodded once.

The decision was already made.

We had named the limits before his shirt came off.

"Do it," I said.

I looked at Lena.

Her eyes held mine.

Her hands tightened around us.

"Fuck me," she said.

Adrian stepped back long enough to retrieve a condom from his wallet.

The ordinary gesture steadied me.

No impulsive risk.

No fantasy pretending bodies did not have consequences.

Lena watched him roll it over his cock.

Her lips parted.

"Get on your back," I told her.

She obeyed.

The white sheet wrinkled beneath her. Her hair spread around her head. Oil shone from her shoulders to her hips. Her knees opened toward the edges of the table.

Adrian stood between them.

I moved beside her head.

Lena reached for my cock again.

"Stay," she said.

"I am here."

"Closer."

I bent over her.

She kissed me while Adrian rubbed the head of his cock through her cunt.

The first contact made her moan against my mouth.

I looked down.

His cock slid between her pussy lips, coating the condom with her slick.

Not entering.

Teasing.

Testing.

The control I had watched during the massage now belonged to something openly sexual.

"Tell him," Adrian said.

Lena looked confused.

"Tell your husband what you feel."

She held my face.

"He is rubbing that thick cock over your wife's pussy."

Adrian pressed the head against her pussy.

"More," Lena whispered.

"To him," Adrian said.

Her eyes locked on mine.

"Bigger than you, love."

"Not Julian big. Thick enough to make your wife's cunt open before he even fucks her."

My cock pulsed in her fist.

"Tell me you want him," I said.

"I want him."

"Say his name."

"Adrian."

The name left her mouth as he slid his cock into her.

Lena's face changed.

Her brows drew together. Her mouth opened. Her hand stopped moving around me.

Adrian pushed slowly, letting her stretch around the thickness.

Halfway.

Then deeper.

My wife gripped my wrist.

"Look at me," I said.

She did.

Adrian buried his cock in her cunt until his hips met the inside of her thighs.

Lena cried out my name.

Not his.

Mine.

The sound gave me something jealousy could not take.

Adrian held still.

Lena wrapped her legs around him.

"All of it, love," she gasped.

She pushed her hips up, taking the last of him.

"Fuck, that is thick."

He withdrew slowly.

I watched his cock emerge slick from my wife.

Then he drove back into her.

The table moved beneath them.

Lena's breasts shook. Her fingers tightened around my cock again.

"Tell me, love."

"Thicker. Right at the head."

Adrian fucked her with long controlled strokes.

"How?"

"He hits the place his hands opened."

The specificity hurt more than simple praise.

It also made me stroke myself with her hand.

Adrian watched.

Lena dug her nails into my wrist.

"Faster."

He increased the rhythm.

The table creaked.

My wife's moans became louder.

"Say his name," I told her again.

"Adrian."

He drove deeper.

"Again."

"Adrian."

Each repetition struck my pride and fed my cock.

I bent and kissed Lena while the massage therapist fucked her beneath me.

Her mouth tasted like wine, her own pussy, and another man's fingers.

She wrapped one arm around my neck and refused to let me disappear.


CHAPTER 32

LENA - THE MAN WHO MADE ME SHAKE

Adrian fucked the way he massaged.

That was the first clear thought I had after he filled me.

Pressure before speed.

Attention before force.

He watched every reaction and changed the angle before I found words. When my right hip tightened, his hand moved beneath my thigh and lifted it slightly. When my breath caught for the wrong reason, he slowed. When I pushed my ass toward him, he drove deeper.

Nothing about it felt clinical.

The skill remained.

That made it dirtier.

Evan stayed beside my head with his cock in my hand. I stroked him whenever my body allowed. Sometimes Adrian hit a place that made my fingers stop. My husband noticed each time.

"There," Evan said.

Adrian repeated the stroke.

I cried out.

"Again," my husband told him.

Adrian did.

My pussy clenched around his cock.

Two men reading me together.

One through years of marriage.

One through trained hands and a new hunger.

I had fantasized about comparing them.

The reality was less simple.

Adrian was thicker.

Evan knew the sounds I made before I made them.

Adrian could change my body with pressure.

Evan could turn my shame into heat with one look.

"Tell him," Evan said.

His thumb moved over my lower lip.

"Tell your husband what the better hands are doing."

I smiled despite the cock driving into me.

"His hands are holding me open, love. He is fucking your wife with them."

Adrian tightened his grip.

"More."

"His thumbs... right there, love."

"Every time he fucks me, I remember you in that chair pretending you did not want this."

Evan's cock pulsed in my hand.

I stroked him faster.

"Look at your cock, husband. Hard because stronger hands are fucking your wife on the table you bought."

The humiliation was chosen.

I knew because Evan's face opened instead of closing.

He leaned closer.

"Whose wife?"

"Yours."

Adrian drove deeper.

"Whose body?"

"Mine."

"Who chose this?"

"We did."

The answers held the scene together.

Adrian bent over me, one forearm beside my head. His mouth closed around my nipple while his cock kept moving.

I screamed.

Evan caught my face and kissed me.

I started coming before I understood what was happening.

A tight wave low in my cunt.

Then another, harder.

Adrian felt it.

"She is close," he said.

"I know," Evan answered.

My husband slid his hand between my body and Adrian's. Two fingers found my clit.

"Come for us," Evan whispered.

Us.

The word broke me.

Adrian fucked harder.

Evan rubbed my clit.

I came around another man's cock while my husband held my face and told me to be filthy for him.

My body shook against the table.

My legs trembled around Adrian's hips. My pussy clenched until he groaned and lost part of his control.

He drove into me harder than before.

Not careless.

Hungry.

I looked at Evan through tears I had not noticed forming.

"I am coming on him, love. Feel your wife squeezing another man's cock."

Evan kissed me.

"I see you."

That was what I needed.

Not ownership.

Not rescue.

Witness.

I kept coming until I could not hold Evan's cock anymore.

My hand fell to the sheet.

Adrian caught both my wrists and held them above my head.

His grip tightened when I arched into it.

The visual struck me almost as hard as the sex.

My wrists in Adrian's hands.

My husband's hand stayed on my face.

I arched under them.

"Do not stop," I said.

Adrian's control finally burned away.

He fucked me like a man instead of a therapist.

That was what I had asked him to become.


CHAPTER 33

EVAN - MY PLACE BESIDE THEM

There was a moment when Adrian held Lena's wrists above her head and fucked her hard enough to shake the table.

That was the moment I could have disappeared.

Not physically.

Emotionally.

I could have turned myself into the audience, reduced my place to the man permitted to watch.

The old fear rose quickly.

He was stronger.

Thicker.

His hands knew how to control her body.

Lena looked lost beneath him.

Then her eyes found mine.

"Come here," she said.

I was already close.

She meant inside the scene.

I moved beside Adrian.

My hand settled on his shoulder first.

The contact surprised both of us.

Muscle shifted beneath my palm. Heat and sweat. A real man, not a symbol.

"Slow down," I said.

Adrian looked at me.

Then obeyed.

His strokes became deep and measured again.

Lena exhaled.

"She needs a second," I said.

Adrian slowed without argument.

My wife smiled faintly.

"He knows."

I bent and kissed her.

Adrian remained buried in her cunt, moving slowly while my mouth covered hers.

My hand slid down his arm to where he held her wrist.

"Release one."

He did.

Lena wrapped the free arm around my neck.

The other remained in Adrian's grip.

Balance.

Not equality.

Something more useful.

Each of us held a different part of her because she wanted both.

"Touch yourself," I told her.

Her free hand moved between her legs.

Adrian adjusted his stance to give her access. Lena rubbed her clit while he fucked her. Her wrist remained above her head in his hand.

I stroked my cock beside her face.

"Look at me," I said.

She did.

"Tell me, love. You want him to come with his cock buried in you?"

Adrian's rhythm faltered slightly.

Lena saw.

"Yes. I want to feel him lose control while you watch."

The jealousy burned.

"Why?"

"Because he has controlled every touch since he came through our door."

She rubbed faster.

"I want your wife to be the reason he cannot anymore."

Adrian groaned.

His hand tightened around her wrist.

"You enjoy talking like I am not here."

Lena looked at him.

"Then prove you are."

He drove deeper.

Her back arched.

I caught her breast and squeezed.

Adrian's mouth returned to her neck. My hand worked her breast. Lena touched her clit. The table held all of us in a rhythm that did not belong to one man.

My place was not outside.

It was beside them, shaping what happened without pretending I owned it.

"Harder," Lena said.

Adrian looked at me.

"Her choice," I told him.

He pounded into her.

Lena screamed.

My cock leaked onto my fist.

"Tell him what you are," I said.

"Your wife."

"And?"

She smiled while his cock kept driving into her.

"I am your greedy hotwife, love."

"I am taking Julian's friend while my cuck husband tells him how to fuck me."

The words hit all three of us.

Adrian lost his rhythm.

Lena came again.

I stroked faster.

He drove his cock deep and held himself there, body tight, breath breaking near her throat.

I watched his cum swell the condom while his cock stayed buried in my wife's cunt.

I watched his face change.

Watched Lena feel it.

Watched my own hand move faster because another man had come inside the condom buried in her cunt.

Then Lena reached for me.

"Now my husband."

I came across her stomach and breasts while Adrian was still buried in her cunt.

No one disappeared.

Not even me.


CHAPTER 34

LENA - THE CHOICE I MADE OUT LOUD

After we had all come, no one knew where to put their hands.

That was the first awkward moment of the night.

Adrian softened inside the condom and pulled out carefully. Evan stood beside me breathing hard, his cum warm across my skin. I lay open on the table, fucked by one man, marked by the other, held by neither.

Then I laughed.

Both men looked at me.

"What?" Evan asked.

"The fantasy never includes cleanup."

Adrian smiled.

"That is because fantasy has poor practical standards."

He removed the condom, tied it, and disposed of it in the bathroom. Evan brought a warm towel and cleaned my stomach and breasts.

The ordinary tenderness after the impossible scene made my throat tighten.

"Look at me, love."

"I am here."

"Hip?"

"Loose. Used. Happy."

"That is one word for it."

I laughed again.

Adrian returned carrying water for all three of us. He handed mine to Evan, who helped me sit up.

The table paper did not exist because it was ours. The white sheet was stained with oil, sweat, and the proof of what we had done.

Adrian stood a few feet away.

His control had returned, but not completely. His hair was disordered. A mark from my nails crossed one shoulder. His mouth looked swollen.

He no longer resembled the man who had entered with a bottle of wine.

I liked knowing I had changed his appearance.

"Come closer," I said.

He did.

I took his hand.

Then Evan's.

"I need to say something while no one is touching me."

My husband became serious immediately.

"Okay."

"I chose Adrian tonight."

Evan's fingers tightened.

I continued before fear interpreted the sentence.

"Not instead of you. Not as a substitute for Julian. I chose Adrian because his hands made me feel something different, and because you stayed close enough to watch me discover it."

Adrian watched me carefully.

"I do not want either of you turning that choice into ownership," I said. "I am not Adrian's client. I am not Julian's woman. I am not even yours in the way fear sometimes wants me to be."

Evan nodded slowly.

The pain in his face remained.

I kissed his hand.

"I am your wife because I keep choosing the marriage."

His eyes closed briefly.

Then I looked at Adrian.

"And tonight I chose you because I wanted you."

The directness moved through him.

"Understood," he said.

"That is too professional."

A small smile appeared.

"I wanted you too."

"During both sessions?"

"From the gate at the second one."

"Not the first?"

"The first session, I noticed you. The second, you made sure noticing was not enough."

Evan laughed quietly.

"That sounds like her."

I slid off the table. My legs were unsteady. Both men reached for me.

Their hands stopped before contact.

I smiled at the hesitation.

"Both," I said.

They held me at the same time.

Adrian's palm around my waist.

Evan's arm beneath my breasts.

I leaned back between them and looked at the blue pool.

For a few seconds, no one spoke.

The intensity did not need another act to prove itself.

Then Evan's cock began hardening again against my hip.

I looked down.

"Already?"

His face flushed.

Adrian noticed.

"He recovers quickly," he said.

"Jealousy is good cardio," I answered.

Evan bit my shoulder.

I turned in his arms.

"Take me upstairs."

"Both of us?"

I looked at Adrian.

The choice formed clearly.

"No."

My husband's eyes widened.

"Tonight ends with Evan."

Adrian accepted the boundary without hiding disappointment.

That made me want him again later.

I kissed him once.

Then I took my husband's hand.

I chose the marriage out loud and walked upstairs sore from the man who had taught us a new way to touch it.


CHAPTER 35

EVAN - AFTER THE OIL

Upstairs, Lena stood in front of the bedroom mirror while I removed the last black string from around her ankle.

Her body carried the night.

Oil gleamed along her back. Red marks crossed her hips where Adrian's fingers had held her. My cum had been cleaned from her breasts, but the skin remained flushed. Her pussy looked swollen between her thighs.

I stood behind her, naked, and tried to understand how seeing evidence of another man could make me want my wife this much.

Lena touched one mark.

"He grips harder than you."

"Do you want me to compete?"

"I want you to listen to what that sentence does to your cock."

I was hard against her ass.

She smiled at our reflection.

"There."

"You enjoy being right too much."

"I enjoy you being honest too much."

She turned and knelt on the bed.

"Look at me."

I did.

She bent forward, lowering her chest to the mattress and raising her ass.

The position showed everything Adrian had just used.

"What do you see?" she asked.

"My wife."

Pretty answer.

"A hotwife another man just fucked on our patio."

"Better, love."

I moved behind her.

My fingers touched her swollen pussy.

She was still slick from Adrian and the condom lube. The knowledge struck deep.

"Tell me what his cock felt like."

"Thick, love. Thicker than yours. He held back until I made him lose it."

I pushed two fingers into her.

Lena moaned.

"Bigger than me."

"Yes, love."

"His hands are better."

"Tonight? Yes."

The answer hurt.

My cock became harder.

"And who came upstairs with you?"

Lena looked over her shoulder.

"My husband. My jealous cuck. The man hard enough to fuck me after watching."

I positioned myself behind her.

My cock slid into her cunt in one deep push.

She was open from Adrian.

The ease of it humiliated me.

Lena felt the thought.

"He stretched me for you, love."

I drove deeper.

"Say it again."

"Adrian opened your wife's cunt. Now fuck it, love."

I fucked her harder.

No careful pressure.

No trained restraint.

I knew when Lena wanted force because I knew the years before Adrian existed. My hand slid into her hair. I pulled her head back. She cried out and pushed against me.

"Who knows you?" I asked.

"You."

"Who chose you tonight?"

"Both of you."

"Wrong."

I stopped.

Lena breathed hard beneath me.

Then she smiled.

"I chose."

"Good girl."

I resumed.

The phrase belonged to me again.

Not exclusively.

Intimately.

Lena reached beneath her body and touched her clit while I pounded into her. She described Adrian's hands. The first moan on the table. The white bikini. His fingers under the black thong. The moment his cock filled her cunt.

Each detail made jealousy burn and my body answer.

"Remember the pool, love."

"Remember unfolding that table for the man who fucked your wife on it."

"Harder. Make me come for my husband."

I came deep in her cunt.

Lena followed seconds later, clenching around me while saying my name.

We collapsed together.

She twisted toward me and kissed me hard.

"He was thicker. He filled me more. But you are the man I brought upstairs."

Downstairs, Adrian sat alone on our patio finishing the wine while we reclaimed nothing and chose everything again.

When we returned twenty minutes later, dressed in robes, he had washed the glasses and folded the stained sheet.

The practical intimacy was almost more dangerous than the sex.

He knew where the towels were now.

He knew how Lena took her coffee because she made one before he left.

He stood in our kitchen at midnight, wearing his shirt with the sleeves still rolled, while my wife leaned against the counter in my robe and smiled at him over the cup.

The simple scene cut deeper than watching his cock disappear into her cunt.

Because sex ended.

Ordinary familiarity could stay.


CHAPTER 36

LENA - MORNING SKIN

I woke with my right hip loose and the rest of me sore.

Sunlight crossed the bed in a pale stripe. Evan slept on his back beside me, one arm above his head, his face softer than it had been all week.

For several seconds, I did not move.

My body remembered before my mind arranged the memories.

The pressure of Adrian's fingers inside me.

His cock stretching me on the table.

Evan's mouth against mine while another man moved between my legs.

The warm towel afterward.

Coffee in the kitchen.

Adrian leaving through the same gate where he had first seen the wet white bikini.

I touched the side of my hip.

A faint mark remained where his thumb had pressed during the massage. Lower, darker marks showed where his hands had held me during sex.

Professional knowledge transformed into personal evidence.

I got out of bed and walked naked to the mirror.

My hair was tangled. My nipples were tender. The inside of my thighs ached pleasantly. Between my legs, I looked used in a way that would once have frightened me.

Now it made me smile.

"Admiring the damage?"

Evan's voice came from the bed.

I met his eyes in the mirror.

"Checking whether I still look married."

"Turn around."

I did.

His gaze moved over every mark.

"You do."

"How can you tell?"

"Because you are already trying to make your husband hard with what another man did."

I walked to the bed.

Evan's cock pushed beneath the sheet.

"Is it working?"

"You know it is."

I pulled the sheet away.

He was fully hard.

I knelt between his legs and wrapped my hand around him.

"Tell me what you thought when Adrian was inside me."

"Good morning to you too."

I licked the head of his cock.

"Tell me."

Evan's hand entered my hair.

"I thought he looked too settled there."

I took him into my mouth.

One slow stroke.

Then released him.

"Jealous?"

"Yes."

"Of the sex?"

"Not only."

I stroked him while waiting.

"The coffee," he said.

The answer surprised me.

"Coffee?"

"He knew where the cups were. You leaned against the counter in my robe. The two of you talked about the weather while I stood there knowing what he had done to your body."

I smiled.

"That was worse than watching?"

"Different."

"Like his hands?"

Evan's cock surged.

I lowered my mouth again.

He groaned.

I sucked him slowly, not as performance for Adrian, not as a bridge to another man, but because simple acts had become charged with everything around them. My husband tasted familiar. His fingers tightened in my hair with the exact pressure I liked.

I looked up at him.

"Did you feel replaced?"

"For seconds."

I stopped.

Honesty required room even when my mouth was around his cock.

"When?"

"When he found the place with his fingers. When you forgot to look through the glass. When you said his hands were better."

"You asked for that comparison."

"I know. It still landed."

I climbed over him.

My sore cunt settled against his cock without taking it inside.

"Do you want me to apologize?"

"No."

"Do you want me to say it was not true?"

"Was it?"

I touched his face.

"He was better with his hands in that moment. You were better at knowing when I needed him to slow down. You were better at knowing when I was overwhelmed. You were the reason I could let him make me shake without disappearing inside the experience."

Evan's expression softened.

"That sounds rehearsed."

"It sounds specific."

I rolled my hips.

"You like specific."

His hands closed around my waist.

I lowered myself onto him.

The soreness made the first push intense. Evan stopped immediately.

"Slow, love. I am sore."

He held still while my body opened.

I breathed until my cunt relaxed around him.

No trained hands.

No oil.

No audience.

The ordinary care was not less erotic than the night before. It was the place the fantasy came home to.

I rode him slowly in the morning light.

"I chose Adrian," I said.

Evan's hands tightened.

"And?"

"I chose to wake up on your cock."

His eyes closed.

I leaned down and kissed him.

"Both truths can make you hard, husband."

They did.


CHAPTER 37

EVAN - THE MAN WITHOUT A TABLE

Adrian messaged at ten-forty-two.

Thank you for last night. How is the hip? How sore are you? And tell me whether either of you has stopped thinking about the table.

The wording sounded half therapist, half man who had fucked my wife and knew a morning could expose injuries no hand could treat.

Lena sat beside me on the patio wearing a loose tank top and shorts. The black lingerie had been washed and hung inside the laundry room. The massage table remained folded against the wall.

"Answer together?" she asked.

"Yes."

We wrote:

No injury. Sore, happy, talking. The coffee was apparently more dangerous than the sex.

Adrian replied:

Ordinary intimacy often is.

Then:

For clarity, I will not treat Lena again. I can refer her to a colleague if the hip returns. I would like to see both of you again personally, but there is no expectation. Last night can remain one complete experience.

Lena read the message twice.

"He really means it."

"Which part?"

"No more massage."

She sounded disappointed.

Jealousy stirred, but it was not sharp.

"You wanted the man, not the service."

"I wanted both."

"Greedy."

"Increasingly."

She smiled, but her gaze stayed on the phone.

"Do you want to see him again?" I asked.

"Yes."

The quick answer still hurt.

My cock still reacted.

Some patterns had become part of us.

"Soon?"

Lena considered.

"No."

That surprised me more.

"Why?"

"Because if every experiment becomes a relationship immediately, we stop understanding what each man brings. Julian became the first door. Adrian became the hands. I want to know what last night means before we turn him into another routine."

I looked at my wife.

She had become more sexual.

More provocative.

More willing to say she wanted men.

She had also become more careful with meaning.

The dirtiness did not reduce her intelligence. It sharpened it.

We answered Adrian:

We would like to see you again, but not immediately. Last night was complete. Thank you for keeping the line clear before crossing it with us.

His reply came a few minutes later.

That works for me. And for the record, the black was the right choice. The white was more dangerous.

Lena laughed.

"He noticed."

"You designed it to be noticed."

"I designed it to become transparent."

"That sentence is not helping."

"Nothing is supposed to help."

She put the phone down and climbed into my lap.

"What do you want to do with the table?"

I looked at it folded against the wall.

The object had changed.

Once, it represented professional restraint.

Now, I could not see it without remembering Adrian's cock disappearing into my wife while I stood beside her head.

"Keep it," I said.

"For him?"

"For us."

Lena opened my shorts and took out my cock.

"Show me."

We unfolded the table together.

No Adrian.

No audience.

I poured ordinary body oil into my palms and asked Lena to lie down.

She removed her clothes without pretending it was treatment.

I rubbed her back the way I had watched Adrian do it, but I did not imitate everything. My hands knew different history. The scar near her hip from childhood. The place beside her ribs that tickled. The exact pressure that made her relax after a difficult week.

"Better?" I asked.

"Different."

"Coward."

She looked over her shoulder.

"Do you want the fantasy answer?"

"Yes."

"The fantasy answer is that I close my eyes and imagine Adrian teaching you."

My cock hardened against the table.

"Truth?"

"The truth is you do not need to become him."

I moved lower.

My fingers slid between her legs.

"Good," I said. "Because he cannot do this as your husband."

Lena moaned when my hand found her.

The table belonged to our marriage first.

That was not ownership.

It was origin.


CHAPTER 38

LENA - WHAT JULIAN STARTED

Julian returned from Miami on Tuesday.

He did not come to the house.

He asked to meet us for coffee.

The same café where I had once watched him across a table and understood that choosing a man felt different from being chosen by one.

I wore jeans and a fitted black top. No lingerie chosen for display. No bracelet hidden. Evan sat beside me rather than across from us.

Julian arrived in a pale shirt with his sleeves rolled. He hugged Evan first.

Then me.

The embrace lasted one second longer than friendship required.

His body remembered mine.

Mine remembered his.

The response did not disappear because Adrian existed.

That was the first truth of the meeting.

Julian sat opposite us.

"So," he said. "The hip is better."

Evan laughed without humor.

"Much."

Julian looked between us.

"Do I need details?"

"Do you want them?" I asked.

His eyes settled on me.

"That depends on why you are telling me."

The answer carried more emotion than his usual calm.

"You are jealous," I said.

"Curious."

"You used that word in Miami."

"It was true then."

"And now?"

Julian leaned back.

"Now I know both of you well enough to recognize the afterglow."

Evan's hand rested on my thigh beneath the table.

"Adrian was not a substitute," he said.

Julian looked at him.

"I did not assume he was."

"You recommended him."

"For an injury."

"You also told him our marriage was unconventional."

Julian's expression became serious.

"Because he deserved context before entering your home. I did not offer your wife to him."

The firmness pleased me.

Men did not pass me between them like a shared object.

Each invitation still belonged to Evan and me.

Each yes still belonged to me.

"I chose him," I said.

Julian's eyes returned to my face.

A small muscle moved in his jaw.

There.

Jealousy.

Real and controlled.

The sight made me wet beneath my jeans.

"Did you enjoy him?" he asked.

"Yes."

"More than me?"

Evan's cock hardened under the table. I could tell by the way his posture changed.

I smiled.

"Different."

Both men looked irritated.

I laughed.

"You both hate that answer because you want hunger ranked like a competition."

"Was he bigger?" Julian asked.

The question surprised Evan enough to make him cough.

"No," I said.

Julian's mouth curved.

"But his hands were better."

The smile disappeared.

Evan's fingers tightened on my thigh.

My cunt throbbed.

I had found a new insecurity in the bull.

Not size.

Specialness.

"He is trained," Julian said.

"And you are jealous."

"A little."

The admission changed him.

Made him more human.

More attractive.

Evan looked at me.

I knew the thought behind his eyes.

The bull could feel replaced too.

The dynamic no longer moved in one direction.

"The beach weekend changed all three of us," Julian said.

The old fantasy returned immediately.

Two bedrooms.

One wall.

Forty-eight hours.

But it no longer belonged next.

I touched the bracelet.

"Later."

Julian studied me.

"Because of Adrian?"

"Because I do not want to repeat the same man every time just because the first experience worked."

Evan's hand relaxed.

Julian nodded slowly.

The answer hurt him.

He accepted it.

"Then when you choose me again," he said, "I will know it means something."

The sentence went through all three of us.

That was the future waiting farther down the series of doors.

For now, I kissed Julian's cheek when we left.

My husband watched.

Julian watched Evan watching.

And I walked away between the two kinds of jealousy I had learned to love without letting either one decide my next step.


CHAPTER 39

EVAN - THE EMPTY TABLE

For five days, the massage table stayed folded against the patio wall.

Neither of us moved it.

We passed it every morning on the way to the pool. Lena sometimes touched the black vinyl handle as she walked by. I sometimes caught myself looking at the place where the sheet had wrinkled beneath her body.

The table held no smell after we washed it.

My memory supplied the oil anyway.

On Thursday night, I found Lena outside wearing one of my white shirts and the gold bracelet. The patio lights were off. Only the blue glow from the pool reached her.

She stood beside the folded table.

"Open it," she said.

"For what?"

"You ask too many careful questions."

I unfolded the legs and locked them into place.

Lena watched my hands.

"Sheet?"

"No."

"Oil?"

"Yes."

The bottle remained in the patio cabinet where I had put it after Adrian left. I carried it to the table.

Lena removed my shirt.

Nothing underneath.

Her body appeared in stages as the fabric slid from her shoulders. The marks on her hips had faded to pale shadows. Her pussy was bare and already slick.

"Lie down," I said.

She smiled.

"That voice is better."

She lay face down on the black surface. No sheet. No towel. Her ass lifted slightly when she settled.

I poured oil into my hands.

The familiar sound returned.

Lena's fingers curled over the edge of the table.

"What are you imagining?" I asked.

"That Adrian is standing behind you."

The answer hurt.

My cock hardened.

"Teaching me?"

"Watching whether you learned."

I placed both palms on her lower back and moved outward.

My pressure was not as precise. I knew that. Lena knew it too.

I tried to copy Adrian's rhythm.

She stopped me.

"Do not become him."

"You just said he was watching."

"Watching you. Not replacing you."

I started again.

This time, I used what belonged to us. I stroked the scar near her hip with my thumb. I pressed the place she had pointed out during pregnancy years earlier, when tension gathered there after long days. I ran my fingers along the ribs where she always laughed before relaxing.

Her body softened.

"Better," she said.

"Better than him?"

"Different."

I slapped her ass.

Lena laughed into the table.

"You deserved that."

"I wanted it."

I moved lower, kneading both glutes with firm palms. Her legs opened slightly.

"Did you open like that for him?"

"More."

My hand slid between her thighs.

Lena lifted her hips.

"Show me."

She spread her knees toward the edges of the table.

Her cunt opened in the pool light.

I rubbed oil along the inside of her thighs but stopped below her pussy.

The line.

The place Adrian had respected before she changed the invitation.

"Tell me where."

"In my wet cunt, love."

"Say it."

Lena looked over her shoulder.

"Use the hands that know me, love."

"And imagine Adrian watching you touch your wife."

My cock pressed against the table.

"Cruel."

"And you love it."

"I do."

I covered her pussy with my palm.

She moaned.

"Pressure," she said.

I pressed harder.

"Now slower."

I obeyed.

"Two fingers. Curl when you are deep."

She guided me the way Adrian might have, but the instruction came from her own mouth. I slid two fingers into her and curled them.

Lena cried out.

"There."

I repeated it.

Her body tightened.

"He found it faster," she whispered.

The comparison cut.

My fingers fucked her harder.

"But you know what I need after."

I slowed.

The correction belonged to the marriage.

Lena reached beneath herself and touched her clit while my fingers worked in her cunt. Her ass moved against my hand. She described Adrian watching from behind me, his arms crossed, his calm face deciding whether I understood my own wife.

"What would he say?" I asked.

"He would tell you to stop trying to make me come too fast."

I slowed again.

"He would tell you to hold the pressure and let my body come to your hand."

I held it.

Lena's breathing changed.

Her muscles tightened around my fingers.

She tightened slowly around my fingers, then came with a low cry.

She came exactly the way she had described, not because Adrian's hands were present, but because his lesson had become language between us.

When she stopped shaking, I bent over her back.

"Did I pass?"

Lena turned her face and kissed me.

"You stopped trying to be graded."

She slid off the table and knelt before me.

My cock was hard and shining at the tip.

"This part he did not teach you," she said.


CHAPTER 40

LENA - ONE MORE COFFEE

Adrian returned on Saturday morning for coffee.

No wine.

No black shirt.

No bag of oil in the car.

He wore a gray T-shirt and jeans and carried a paper bag from a bakery near the river.

The simplicity made me nervous.

Sex had a language I understood now.

Coffee asked whether hunger could sit at our kitchen table without needing to prove itself.

Evan opened the door.

Adrian stepped inside and looked toward the patio.

The massage table was folded again.

"Still keeping it?" he asked.

"Apparently it has become family furniture," Evan said.

Adrian laughed.

I felt the sound in my stomach.

I wore denim shorts and a pale tank top with no bra. Not lingerie. Not a costume. Adrian looked at my face first, then allowed his gaze to move over my body because the professional line no longer existed.

"How is the hip?" he asked.

"You are not allowed to treat it."

"I can still be polite."

"Loose."

Evan choked on his coffee.

I smiled.

Adrian shook his head.

"You have become worse."

"More honest."

"Those are not always different."

We ate pastries and talked about ordinary things.

Adrian told us about the athletes he worked with without names. Evan talked about a project that had consumed his week. I described a client who changed her mind about an entire campaign after approving it three times.

No one mentioned the table for twenty minutes.

Then I stood to refill the coffee.

Adrian's eyes followed the backs of my bare thighs.

Evan saw.

His posture changed.

The familiar energy returned without announcement.

I leaned against the counter.

"Do you want to touch me?"

Adrian set down his cup.

"Yes."

"Where?"

"That depends on what you are offering."

I looked at Evan.

My husband was already hard beneath the table.

"Something simple," I said.

I walked to Adrian.

"Kiss me."

He stood.

I kissed him standing in our kitchen while Evan watched over the rim of his coffee cup.

No dramatic music.

No lingerie.

Adrian's hand settled on my waist. My fingers touched the dark hair at the back of his neck. His mouth tasted like coffee and sugar.

The ordinary setting made it filthier.

I broke the kiss.

"I want his cock in my mouth, love."

Adrian's breath changed.

He looked at Evan.

My husband answered for himself.

"Then show me," Evan said.

I knelt between Adrian's legs.

The kitchen tile was cool against my knees. Morning sunlight fell across the floor. A half-eaten pastry sat on the plate beside Evan.

I opened Adrian's jeans.

His cock hardened into my hand.

The size still made Evan's eyes drop immediately.

I looked at my husband.

"Bigger than yours."

His jaw tightened.

"You have established that."

"It still makes you hard."

"Yes."

I smiled and licked Adrian slowly from base to head.

His hand entered my hair.

Not forcing.

Holding.

I took him into my mouth.

The thickness stretched my lips. I worked slowly, looking sideways at Evan. My husband opened his pants and took out his cock.

The scene was smaller than the night by the pool.

No cock inside my pussy.

No screaming.

Just a married woman sucking another man in her kitchen while her husband stroked himself beside cold coffee.

It reached something just as deep.

Adrian groaned when I took him farther.

Evan's hand moved faster.

I released Adrian long enough to speak.

"Tell him what you thought when you watched him fuck me."

Evan looked at Adrian, not me.

"I thought his hands looked too natural on my wife."

Adrian's fingers tightened slightly in my hair.

"And now?" he asked.

"Now I think her mouth looks too natural on you."

My cunt clenched inside my shorts.

I took Adrian deep again.

The comparison moved between the men without reducing either one to an object. Evan's jealousy fed his hand. Adrian's control thinned with every stroke of my mouth.

I stopped before he came.

Adrian looked down at me.

"Why?"

"Because simple does not mean complete."

I kissed the head once and tucked him back into his jeans.

The denial made his eyes darken.

Evan laughed.

"Now you understand living with her."

I returned to my chair and ate the last bite of pastry.

Adrian sat across from me with his hard cock still trapped beneath his jeans.

Evan's cock remained in his hand under the table.

"Coffee?" I asked.

Adrian stared at me.

"You are dangerous."

"Professionally diagnosed?"

"Personally confirmed."

The ordinary morning continued with both men painfully hard and my mouth tasting like the new life I had invited into our kitchen.


CHAPTER 41

EVAN - THE HAND ON MY SHOULDER

Lena went upstairs to shower after coffee.

She kissed me first.

Then Adrian.

No ranking.

No apology.

The sound of water began above us.

Adrian and I remained at the kitchen table with two empty cups and the silence men often use when the woman between them leaves the room.

"You can finish in the bathroom if she made that unbearable," I said.

Adrian laughed.

"I will survive."

"She enjoys testing that."

"So do you."

The observation was accurate enough to make me uneasy.

Adrian leaned back.

"I need to ask you something without turning this into a confession booth."

"That sounds suspiciously serious."

"Why did coffee bother you more than the sex?"

I looked toward the stairs.

"Because sex had a beginning and an end. Coffee looked like you belonged in the house."

Adrian nodded slowly.

"I understand."

"Do you?"

He looked at the pale line around his ring finger.

"My marriage did not end because of sex. There was no affair. No dramatic discovery. We stopped touching each other."

The admission changed the room.

"Completely?"

"Gradually. First sex became less frequent. Then kisses became practical. Then we stopped sitting close. By the end, I could spend an entire day working with my hands and come home to a woman I loved without knowing whether touching her shoulder would feel welcome."

I had imagined Adrian's divorce as evidence of failure.

Instead, it explained his control.

"That is why you ask every time," I said.

"Partly. My profession taught me to read bodies clearly. My marriage taught me how much damage silence can do before anyone speaks."

Water continued above us.

Adrian looked toward the patio.

"I do not want to become equipment in your marriage."

The phrase surprised me.

"Meaning?"

"A pair of hands you bring in when you need a new reaction from Lena. A cock you compare against yours. A man who performs a role and leaves before anyone has to admit I am a person inside it."

I felt defensive because he had named something possible.

"No one forced you."

"I know. I chose it. I enjoyed it. I am telling you what I would need if it happened again."

"What?"

"To be wanted as Adrian. Not because Julian sent me. Not because I can massage. Not because I make you feel smaller. Those can be part of the fantasy. They cannot be all of me."

I thought of Lena at the café telling Julian she did not want to repeat the same man just because the first experience worked.

She had already understood.

"She wanted you," I said.

"I know."

"So did I."

The sentence came out before I could examine it.

Adrian's eyes moved to mine.

"Not sexually," I added.

"I understood."

"I wanted you in the scene because you were you. The control. The way you asked. The fact that you could have taken advantage of the situation and did not."

Adrian nodded.

"That matters."

"You also made me feel smaller."

"I noticed."

"Of course you did."

He smiled.

Then he stood.

At the door, he placed one hand on my shoulder.

The touch was not sexual.

It was not professional either.

A man acknowledging another man inside a complicated intimacy neither of us had been taught to name.

"You did not disappear," Adrian said.

"I almost did."

"Almost is where choice lives."

He opened the door.

Lena came down the stairs with wet hair and one of my shirts covering her body.

Adrian looked at her.

His hunger returned visibly.

So did mine.

But the conversation remained between us.

He kissed her once and left.

Lena closed the door and looked at me.

"What did you talk about?"

"Touch. Marriage. Not turning men into equipment."

She came closer.

"That sounds almost healthy."

"Do not ruin it."

She wrapped her arms around my neck.

"Did he touch you?"

"My shoulder."

Lena's eyebrows lifted.

"Should I be jealous?"

I gripped her ass beneath the shirt.

"Increasingly."

She laughed against my mouth.

The table stayed folded for the rest of the week.

Adrian stayed a man, not furniture.

That made the memory of him inside my wife more powerful, not less.


CHAPTER 42

EVAN - POOL WITHOUT PRIVACY

The house next door sold two weeks after Adrian's visit.

We learned because a moving truck blocked half the street on Saturday morning.

Lena stood at the kitchen window wearing the white bikini.

Not a similar one.

The same one Adrian had first seen wet.

"You chose that deliberately," I said.

"It is hot."

"You own twelve swimsuits."

"This one has history."

She opened the glass door.

I looked toward the privacy fence.

The neighboring second-story balcony rose above it. For months, the house had been empty. We had treated the pool as completely private.

Now a man carried boxes through the back door next door.

Mid-thirties. Brown hair. Athletic without looking like a trainer. Gray T-shirt darkened with sweat along the spine. He set a box down and looked toward the sound of our gate.

He saw Lena.

The bikini was dry and opaque.

For now.

My wife saw him see her.

She did not cover.

She lifted one hand in greeting.

The man waved back.

"Neighbor," she said.

"Apparently."

"Friendly."

"He looked at your breasts."

"He has eyes."

The old line.

The first defense people used when hunger was obvious.

Lena walked to the pool.

The neighbor returned to the boxes, but his attention remained divided. I saw him glance twice while she stood at the edge adjusting the white strings around her hips.

"Lena."

She looked back at me.

"What?"

"Do not pretend you do not know."

Her expression changed.

The innocent wife disappeared.

The woman who had prepared a wet bikini for Adrian looked through the glass at me.

"I know."

Then she dove.

Water closed over the white fabric.

I stood in the kitchen as the bikini became transparent again.

Lena swam slowly toward the far end, the end closest to the neighbor's balcony.

The man emerged carrying another box.

He stopped.

Not long.

Long enough.

He watched my wife climb the pool steps in a suit that no longer hid her nipples or the dark shape between her legs.

Lena knew.

She raised both hands to squeeze water from her hair, breasts pushed forward, body angled toward the house next door.

The scene repeated the gate with Adrian.

But no appointment explained this one.

No massage.

No referral.

Only proximity.

A stranger who would sleep less than forty feet from our bedroom.

My cock hardened.

Jealousy arrived with a new flavor.

Social.

Permanent.

I could not send this man home after the scene.

He was home.

Lena walked toward the glass doors.

Water ran down her body. The neighbor's eyes followed until she reached the patio.

She entered the kitchen and stopped in front of me.

"What did he see?" she asked.

"Everything the bikini stops hiding when wet."

"Did he stare?"

"Yes."

"Did you like it?"

"No."

Her wet hand covered my hard cock.

"Liar."

I caught her wrist.

"Adrian left through a gate. Julian lives across town. This man lives there."

I pointed toward the fence.

"We will see him taking out the trash. Checking the mail. Standing in his kitchen."

Lena's pupils widened.

She had not missed the danger.

She had found it.

"What is his name?" she asked.

"I do not know."

A knock sounded at the front door.

Lena and I looked at each other.

She was still dripping in the transparent white bikini.

The knock came again.


CHAPTER 43

LENA - THE FENCE

The new neighbor stood on our porch holding a package.

I could have changed.

I could have wrapped myself in a towel.

I did neither.

Evan followed me through the house, close enough to see the water running down the backs of my thighs. The white bikini had not dried. Every step made the wet fabric rub against my cunt.

I opened the door halfway.

The man from next door looked at my face.

Then the bikini.

This time, the glance lasted longer.

"Sorry," he said. "This was delivered to my place by mistake. Mercer?"

"That is us."

I took the box.

His fingers brushed mine.

An ordinary accident.

My body had become too educated to believe ordinary things were harmless.

"I am Mason," he said. "Mason Reed."

"Lena. This is my husband, Evan."

Evan stepped beside me.

The two men shook hands.

Mason tried not to look at the transparent bikini again.

He failed.

My nipples were clearly visible. The white bottoms clung to every line between my legs. Water darkened the porch beneath my feet.

"Pool day," Mason said.

"Every day can be pool day in Florida," I answered.

Evan's hand settled on my wet hip.

Possessive enough for Mason to see.

Permissive enough for me to feel the question inside it.

Mason looked toward the side of the house.

"The fence is a little lower near the back. I noticed when we moved in. I can add lattice on our side if privacy is an issue."

Privacy.

The word entered the space between all three of us.

I looked at Evan.

My husband understood before I spoke.

"We have never had an issue," I said.

Mason looked at the wet bikini again.

"Good to know."

He smiled.

Not like Julian.

Not like Adrian.

A little uncertain.

Interested enough to return his eyes to my body despite my husband standing beside me.

That created another kind of power.

Mason was not a bull invited by us.

He was no longer a controlled professional hiding inside procedure.

He was simply a man next door who had seen more than expected and wanted another look.

"Thanks for the package," Evan said.

The dismissal was polite.

Mason understood it.

"See you around."

"You will," I said.

The words left my mouth before I softened them.

Mason's eyes sharpened.

Then he turned and walked toward the neighboring house.

Evan closed the door.

He took the package from my hands and placed it on the entry table.

"You will?"

"He lives next door."

"That is not how you said it."

I moved closer.

"How did I say it?"

"Like a promise."

His cock was hard beneath his shorts.

I touched it through the fabric.

"Did you see him watching through the fence?"

"Yes."

"Did you see his face when he realized the bikini was transparent?"

"Yes."

"Did you imagine me going back outside tomorrow?"

Evan caught my wrist.

"Yes."

The honesty thrilled me.

I turned and walked toward the kitchen.

"Where are you going?"

"To hang the bikini by the pool."

"Why?"

I looked over my shoulder.

"So Mason knows which one becomes see-through when wet."

Evan followed me outside.

The neighboring yard was quiet. The moving truck had gone. Boxes stood inside Mason's back door.

I hung the white bikini over the patio chair and removed it piece by piece, leaving myself naked beneath the cover of our roof.

Evan stared.

"Lena."

"The fence blocks the patio."

"The balcony does not."

I looked up.

Mason was not there.

That did not matter.

The possibility was enough.

I sat on the edge of the massage table.

The same table Adrian had fucked me on.

"Touch yourself," Evan said.

The command surprised me.

I opened my knees.

"For you or for the neighbor?"

"For the husband who knows the neighbor might walk onto that balcony."

I slid two fingers through my cunt.

Still wet from the pool.

Wetter from the possibility.

Evan stood in front of me and stroked his cock through his shorts.

"Tell me what you would do if he appeared."

I rubbed my clit slowly.

"I would not stop immediately."

His jaw tightened.

"How long?"

"Long enough to make him wonder whether I had seen him."

"And if he kept watching?"

I pushed two fingers inside myself.

"I would look up."

Evan opened his shorts.

His cock rose hard in his hand.

"And then?"

I imagined Mason on the balcony.

The uncertain smile.

The way he had tried not to stare on the porch.

A man close enough to hear our pool gate.

"I would make him understand that the wet bikini was not an accident."

I came quietly on my fingers while my husband watched the empty balcony over my shoulder.

The absence did not disappoint me.

It promised repetition.

Adrian had taught my body what skilled hands could do.

Mason would teach our marriage what happened when the watcher never really went away.


CHAPTER 44

EVAN - WHAT THE FENCE COULD HIDE

That night, Lena placed the white bikini on the kitchen table between us.

Dry again.

Innocent again.

The fabric looked too small to contain what it had started with Adrian or what it had revealed to Mason.

"One thing matters today," I said.

Lena sat across from me wearing a loose robe. Her hair was still damp from the shower. The gold bracelet clicked softly against the table when she touched the bikini string.

"Only one?"

"For now."

"You are learning restraint. Adrian would be proud."

"Do not bring his approval into the neighbor conversation."

She smiled.

"Jealous of both?"

"Different."

"Coward."

I took the bikini away from her fingers.

"Mason does not know anything about us. He saw a married woman in a transparent swimsuit. He may think you were embarrassed. He may think it was accidental. He may think I have no idea."

"You want him to know you watched."

The accuracy irritated me.

"Eventually."

"Why?"

"Because I do not want secrecy growing through a fence."

Lena became serious.

That was the part of her evolution people would not see from a cover. She had become filthier with every experience, but not careless. The dirty talk grew sharper because the truth beneath it grew stronger.

"No private messages," she said.

"Not yet."

"No entering his house."

"Not without asking."

"No inviting him here."

My cock reacted before I answered.

Lena saw.

"That one hurt."

"No inviting him here yet."

"Better."

She stood and came around the table.

The robe opened when she sat across my lap. Nothing underneath. Her warm cunt settled against the front of my pants.

"And showing?" she asked.

"What do you mean?"

"The fence is low. The balcony can see the pool. Am I allowed to wear the white bikini?"

"Allowed is not the word."

"Do you want me to wear it?"

I looked at the fabric on the table.

Adrian at the gate.

Mason on the balcony.

Two men seeing the same suit for different reasons.

"Yes."

Lena rolled her hips.

"Do you want me to pretend I do not know he is there?"

"For a little while."

Her pussy slid against my hardening cock through my pants.

"How long?"

"Until you look at me."

"Not him?"

"Me first."

She kissed my mouth.

"Good."

I opened the robe farther.

Her breasts pressed against my chest.

"Then what?"

"Then you decide whether you look at him."

"And if I do?"

"You do not hide it from me."

Lena's smile became darker.

"What if he gets hard?"

My cock pulsed.

"You are assuming a lot through a fence."

"You saw how he looked at the porch."

She opened my pants and wrapped her hand around me.

"What if the next time I climb out of the pool, his cock is hard beneath his shorts?"

"You come inside."

"Immediately?"

"No."

She stroked me slowly.

"How long, husband?"

The image became painfully clear.

Lena wet and nearly transparent.

Mason pretending not to stare.

Me behind the glass.

"Long enough for him to know you noticed."

Her breath changed.

"Then I come inside?"

"Yes."

"And what do you do to me?"

I lifted her onto the table.

Not the massage table.

The kitchen table where the bikini had lain between us.

Lena opened her knees.

I knelt and put my mouth on her cunt.

She gripped my hair.

"Tell me," she demanded.

I licked her slowly before answering.

"I make you confess every second you enjoyed being watched."

Her hips lifted against my mouth.

"And if I say I wanted him closer?"

"I make you say it again."

I pushed two fingers inside her.

"And if I call you my cuck?"

"I make you come on your husband's tongue before you earn the right to say another man's name."

Lena cried out.

The promise became real in her body.

No messages.

No invitations.

No secrets.

Showing was allowed because we would look at each other first.

She came with one hand around the white bikini and the other in my hair.

Afterward, she left the swimsuit on the table overnight.

A promise drying in plain sight.


EPILOGUE

EVAN - THE NEIGHBOR WHO WATCHED MY WIFE

Three days later, Mason installed no lattice.

I noticed from the kitchen window.

The fence remained lower near the back corner, exactly where a man standing on his patio could see the pool steps and most of the chaise beside them.

Lena noticed too.

She said nothing.

That afternoon, she wore a red bikini.

Not transparent.

Smaller.

The top barely covered her breasts. The bottoms tied high over her hips. She carried a book outside and stretched across the chaise with one knee raised.

I worked at the kitchen table where she could see me through the glass.

Mason came into his yard twenty minutes later.

He had a drink in one hand and his phone in the other. He saw Lena. His steps slowed.

She continued reading.

Or pretended to.

He sat on his patio.

The angle gave him a clear view through the lower section of fence.

Lena turned one page.

Then another.

Her free hand moved over her stomach.

Not between her legs.

Not yet.

Mason looked away whenever she glanced toward him. The awkwardness made the scene feel more dangerous than Adrian's controlled hunger. Adrian had entered our home knowing the marriage was unconventional.

Mason knew nothing.

He only knew the woman next door wore very small bikinis and did not seem bothered when he watched.

My phone vibrated.

A message from Lena.

Can you see him?

I typed:

Yes.

Another message.

Is he looking?

Yes.

She turned her face toward the glass.

Even at that distance, I saw the smile.

Her next message appeared.

Tell me what to do.

My cock hardened beneath the table.

The first experiments began with Lena confessing what she wanted another man to do to her.

This one began with my wife asking what she should let another man see.

I looked at Mason through the fence.

Then at Lena waiting on the chaise.

I typed:

Untie the top. Do not take it off. Let him wonder whether it could fall.

Lena read the message.

Her fingers moved behind her neck.

The knot loosened.

The red straps slipped along her shoulders. She held the cups against her breasts with one hand.

Mason stopped pretending to use his phone.

He stared.

Lena looked through the glass at me while another man watched her body from his own yard.

She smiled.

Then she typed with one hand.

What next, husband?

I looked at the low fence.

At the neighboring house.

At the woman who had become bolder with every chosen touch, every confession, every man who revealed a new version of her hunger.

The massage therapist had left through our gate.

The neighbor lived on the other side of it.

I began to type.

Let the left strap fall. Keep the cup in place with your hand.

Lena read it.

Her left hand moved behind her neck. The loosened strap slipped over her shoulder and down her arm. She caught the red cup against her breast before it fell.

Mason sat completely still.

He no longer pretended to look at his phone.

My wife turned one page of the book with her free hand as if nothing had changed.

The performance was simple.

One loose strap.

One hand holding fabric over a breast another man now understood could be revealed by a small movement.

No sex.

No touching.

The possibility did the work.

My phone vibrated again.

He is staring.

I answered:

I know.

Do you want me to look at him?

The question tightened everything inside me.

I watched Mason through the fence. His drink remained untouched beside his chair. His body leaned forward slightly, attention fixed on the woman next door.

I typed:

Look at me first.

Lena turned toward the glass.

Her eyes found mine immediately.

The distance between us became another kind of touch. My hand closed around my cock beneath the table. Lena saw the movement through the glass.

She smiled.

Then she turned her head toward Mason.

Their eyes met across the low fence.

He looked away too late.

Lena did not repair the strap.

She held the top against her breast and continued looking at him until he looked back.

The moment lasted perhaps three seconds.

Long enough to become deliberate.

Long enough for all three of us to understand that the wet white bikini had not been the only accident he would be allowed to question.

Mason lifted his glass slightly.

A greeting.

A private acknowledgment made in full view of my wife and, whether he knew it or not, her husband.

Lena raised the book in answer.

Then she looked through the glass again.

My phone vibrated.

He knows I saw him.

Yes.

Does he know you see us?

Not yet.

The answer frightened me.

It also made my cock harder.

Lena's next message arrived.

Do you want him to know?

I did not answer immediately.

Adrian had entered our home with context. He had known the marriage was unconventional before the first table unfolded. Mason knew only what his eyes had found through the fence.

That difference was the experiment.

No hidden affair.

No private invitation.

But no immediate explanation either.

A married woman could love being watched before the watcher understood the husband was part of what made it filthy.

I typed:

Eventually.

Lena read it and bit her lower lip.

She closed the book.

Then she stood.

The loose bikini top remained held by one hand. She walked toward the pool instead of the house. Mason followed every step with his eyes.

At the water's edge, Lena turned her back to him.

She looked at me through the glass.

My wife hooked one finger beneath the red bottoms and adjusted them higher over her hips, exposing more of her ass.

Mason shifted in his chair.

Even through the fence, I saw the shape growing beneath his shorts.

Lena saw it too when she glanced over her shoulder.

Her face changed.

The same discovery that had transformed her with Julian.

Another man's hunger becoming visible.

Another insecurity entering her husband's body.

Another version of Lena waking up under attention.

She walked down the pool steps.

The water rose over her thighs, her hips, her stomach. The red top darkened but did not become transparent. One strap remained loose, floating beside her shoulder.

Mason stood.

Not approaching the fence.

Not leaving.

He moved to the edge of his patio where the view was clearer.

Lena swam one slow lap.

When she returned to the steps, she climbed out facing him.

Water streamed from her body. Her hand continued holding the loosened cup in place.

Mason's hard cock was now impossible to miss beneath his shorts.

My pulse hammered.

Lena looked through the glass.

She did not need to ask whether I saw.

I was stroking my cock openly under the table now.

Her smile became filthy.

She let her hand move one inch away from the cup.

The fabric slipped.

Not enough to expose her nipple.

Enough to show the pale curve that had been hidden.

Mason inhaled visibly.

Lena caught the cup again.

Then she walked inside.

She passed through the glass doors dripping water and stopped beside the kitchen table. From the yard, Mason could no longer see below her waist. He could still see her face, the loose strap, and me seated close to her.

Lena looked down at my hand around my cock.

"Did you like that?" she asked aloud.

I knew the glass was closed. Mason could not hear.

"Yes."

"Did he get hard?"

"You saw."

"I want to hear my husband say it."

I looked through the glass at the man still standing in the neighboring yard.

"The neighbor got hard watching my wife."

Lena's wet fingers closed around my cock.

"And your wife got wet knowing both men watched."

She stroked me once.

Then stopped.

"Not here," I said.

"Why?"

"Because today is about looking. He does not get everything in one afternoon."

Lena glanced toward Mason.

"You think there will be another afternoon."

"He lives next door."

Her smile returned.

She repaired the bikini top slowly where Mason could see the movement through the glass.

Then she closed the blinds.

The neighbor disappeared.

The hard cock he had watched my wife create remained in my hand.

Lena knelt beneath the kitchen table and took me into her mouth while I stared at the closed blinds separating our marriage from the man on the other side of the fence.

The massage therapist had taught us that a skilled touch could transform hunger.

The neighbor would teach us what happened when no touch was needed at all.

The distance across the fence had survived one afternoon.

Barely.

And the man next door had no idea the husband was already deciding what he would be allowed to see next.


BOOK 6

THE NEIGHBOR

MY WIFE'S SECRET HUNGER


CHAPTER 1

EVAN - THE FENCE THAT STAYED LOW

Mason left the fence exactly as it was.

Three days passed after Lena loosened the red bikini top beside our pool and let the man next door watch her catch it before it fell. Three days of normal mornings, normal traffic, normal coffee cooling beside my laptop while the same low section of fence waited beyond the kitchen glass.

Nothing about it looked dangerous.

That was what made it dangerous.

Mason's patio sat twelve feet from ours. A strip of grass, a flower bed, and six weathered boards separated his yard from the pool where my wife had learned how hard another man's stare could make her husband.

On Friday afternoon, Lena came downstairs in a black bikini I had never seen.

The top was two narrow triangles tied behind her neck. The bottoms disappeared between her ass cheeks when she turned toward the refrigerator.

I stopped typing.

She opened a bottle of water and drank without looking at me.

"New?"

"Delivered this morning."

"You did not show me."

"I wanted to see your face first."

She closed the refrigerator and leaned against it. The black fabric barely covered her nipples. Her dark hair hung loose over one shoulder. At thirty-five, she understood her body better than she had when we married. She understood mine better too.

"Turn around."

Lena obeyed slowly.

The bottoms were nothing more than a narrow string across her hips and a strip of black fabric swallowed by her ass.

My cock hardened beneath the table.

She looked back over her shoulder.

"Too small?"

"For swimming?"

"For the neighbor."

The word landed where she intended.

I glanced through the glass. Mason's yard was empty.

"You have been waiting for him."

"So have you."

She crossed the kitchen and stood between my knees. Her fingers traced the hard shape in my shorts.

"My husband has checked that fence every afternoon."

"Because you keep wearing almost nothing beside it."

"You picked the red one."

"I picked one strap."

"You watched me show him more than that."

Her palm closed around me through the fabric.

"And you jerked off while I did it."

I caught her wrist.

"Go outside."

Her smile sharpened.

"What should I do?"

"Lie on your stomach. Read. Do not look at his yard until I tell you."

"And if he comes out?"

"He will look."

"That was not my question."

I pulled her closer until her mouth touched mine.

"Make him think the bikini is for him."

Lena kissed me once, slow and open.

"It is for you, little cuck."

She walked through the glass doors carrying a book she had not opened all week.

I stayed at the kitchen table.

She stretched across the chaise on her stomach, ankles crossed, ass raised beneath the black string. She opened the book. Sunlight warmed the curves Mason had watched from his patio.

Ten minutes passed.

Then his back door opened.

Mason stepped outside wearing gray shorts and no shirt. He was forty, maybe forty-one, broad through the chest, darker from working outside than a man with an office job should have been. He carried a coffee mug even though it was nearly four.

He saw Lena.

His steps slowed.

She did not turn.

I watched his eyes move over my wife's back, her hips, the black strip disappearing into her ass.

My cock went harder.

Lena's phone rested beside her book.

I sent one message.

He is there.

She read it without lifting her head.

Her toes curled against the chaise.

What now?

I looked at Mason pretending to inspect the flower bed.

Roll onto your back. Keep one knee raised.

Lena moved.

The black top shifted when she turned. One triangle slipped toward the edge of her breast. She raised her knee and let the other leg fall open.

Mason stopped pretending.

He stared at my wife.

Lena looked through the glass at me.

I put my hand beneath the table and wrapped it around my cock.

Her lips parted.

Then she turned one page and let the man next door imagine the rest.

CHAPTER 2

LENA - THE BLACK STRING

The first time Mason stared at me, I felt exposed.

The second time, I felt powerful.

The difference was Evan behind the glass.

I could see his shoulders above the kitchen table. I could see the movement of his forearm beneath it. Every time Mason's eyes moved over my body, my husband stroked himself harder.

That knowledge made the black bikini feel smaller than it was.

Mason sat on the edge of his patio with the coffee mug between both hands. He tried to make his stare look accidental. A glance toward the pool. A look at the sky. Another glance at my raised knee.

He was bad at pretending.

I liked that.

I slid one hand over my stomach.

Evan's phone message appeared.

Touch the string at your hip.

I hooked one finger beneath the black tie.

Mason's jaw tightened.

The knot would have opened with one pull. I did not pull it. I traced the string toward the front until my fingertip stopped above my pussy.

My husband's hand moved faster beneath the table.

I looked at him first.

Always him first.

Then I turned my face toward Mason.

He did not look away this time.

The air changed.

We had been neighbors for eleven months. We had exchanged packages, waved beside the mailboxes, complained about the company that cut the grass. He had seen me in running shorts and work dresses. I had seen him carrying groceries, washing his truck, standing alone beside his grill after his divorce.

None of that had prepared him for the woman on the chaise.

I rubbed the black string between two fingers.

Mason's legs shifted apart.

The shape beneath his gray shorts was already thick.

Heat gathered between my thighs.

My phone vibrated again.

He is hard.

I smiled at Evan.

I know.

Show me you like it.

I let my hand slide lower.

Not inside the bikini. Not yet. I pressed two fingers against the fabric over my clit and moved them once.

Mason's coffee mug stopped halfway to his mouth.

The filth of the moment was not what I did. It was how little I did.

One touch.

One man watching from the next yard.

One husband stroking his cock behind the glass.

I circled my clit again through the bikini.

My body answered immediately. The black fabric grew darker between my legs.

Mason saw.

His eyes fixed on the small movement of my fingers.

I looked at Evan.

He stood from the table.

For one second, I thought he would come outside. Instead, he walked closer to the glass and stopped where Mason could see his outline behind me.

My husband wanted to be noticed.

The realization made my cunt clench.

I spread my raised knee farther.

Mason's gaze moved past me to Evan.

He became still.

There it was.

The first crack in the secret.

He understood my husband was home.

He did not yet understand my husband was directing me.

Evan lifted his phone.

Stand. Walk to the pool. Let him see the back.

I closed the book and rose from the chaise.

The black string vanished between my ass cheeks. I felt Mason's stare follow me across the patio. I walked slowly enough to make every step deliberate.

At the pool edge, I turned my back to him.

Then I looked through the glass at Evan and tugged the bottoms higher.

The string cut deeper between my cheeks.

Mason exhaled loudly enough for me to hear across the fence.

I smiled.

"Like that, love?" I asked, knowing the glass kept my voice inside our yard.

Evan nodded.

His cock pressed hard against his shorts.

I stepped into the pool.

The water rose over my legs and hips. The black top darkened. I swam to the far end, turned, and came back slowly.

Mason stood when I reached the steps.

I climbed out facing him.

Water streamed down my breasts and stomach. The tiny triangles clung to my nipples. The black bottoms were soaked and almost useless.

He stared without shame now.

I held his eyes for three seconds.

Then I walked inside to my husband.

Evan caught me before the glass door closed.

His hand closed around the back of my neck. He kissed me hard enough to make my teeth touch.

"He saw everything," he said.

"Not everything."

I reached into his shorts and wrapped my wet hand around his cock.

"Not yet."

CHAPTER 3

EVAN - THE MESSAGE FROM NEXT DOOR

Mason sent the first message at six-twelve that evening.

We had exchanged numbers months earlier after a storm knocked a branch across both driveways. Since then, our conversations had consisted of package deliveries and lawn schedules.

His message contained six words.

Hope I did not make things awkward.

Lena stood at the stove wearing my white shirt and nothing beneath it. Her black bikini lay on the kitchen counter beside my phone, still damp enough to leave a dark mark on the stone.

I showed her the screen.

She read the message twice.

"He is worried."

"He stared at your cunt through a strip of wet fabric."

"He did not see my cunt."

"He saw enough to imagine it."

Lena lifted the bikini bottoms from the counter. She held the narrow black triangle between two fingers.

"Should I tell him it was not awkward?"

"He messaged me."

"That is why I asked what you should say."

The difference mattered.

Mason had not contacted my wife. He had contacted the husband whose presence behind the glass had finally registered.

I typed:

You did not.

The reply came quickly.

I should have looked away.

Lena leaned against my shoulder.

"Liar."

I typed:

She noticed you looking.

Three dots appeared. Vanished. Appeared again.

I am sorry.

Lena laughed softly.

"Make him tell the truth."

"What truth?"

She placed the damp bikini bottoms over the hard shape in my jeans.

"That he liked seeing your wife."

I looked at her.

"You want him to say that to me?"

"I want to see what it does to you."

She rubbed the soaked fabric over my cock.

My body answered before my pride could.

I typed:

Were you sorry while you watched?

The dots stayed on the screen longer this time.

No.

One word.

My cock pulsed beneath Lena's hand.

She saw.

"There he is."

I caught her hips and lifted her onto the kitchen counter. The white shirt opened around her thighs. She was already slick.

"He admitted it," she whispered.

"You made sure he had something to admit."

"Your wife wore what her husband wanted."

She pushed the wet bikini bottoms against my mouth.

"Smell what two men staring did to me."

The fabric carried chlorine, sun, and the warm scent of her cunt.

I dragged it across my tongue.

Lena's eyes darkened.

My phone vibrated between us.

Mason again.

I did not know you were watching too.

Lena read over my shoulder.

"Now he knows."

"Not everything."

"Tell him."

"Tell him what?"

She opened her knees wider on the counter.

"Tell him your cock was in your hand while he stared at your wife."

The humiliation hit hard and clean.

I pushed two fingers into her cunt.

She gasped.

"Say it, little cuck."

I typed with one hand while fucking her with the other.

I watched you watching her.

Mason did not answer for nearly a minute.

Then:

Did she know?

Lena took the phone from my hand.

She did not type. She turned on the camera, framed her face and the open white shirt, then lowered the angle until the screen showed my fingers moving inside her.

She did not send the video.

She held it in front of me.

"He asked whether I knew."

"You know."

"He should hear it from you."

I pulled my fingers free. Her cunt shone around them.

I typed:

She knew. She liked it.

Mason's answer came almost immediately.

That changes things.

Lena slid from the counter and dropped to her knees between mine.

"Yes," she said, opening my jeans. "It does."

She took my cock into her mouth while I stared at the message from the man next door.

CHAPTER 4

EVAN - THE WINDOW AFTER DARK

Lena left the bedroom curtains open that night.

The window faced Mason's second floor. From our bed, I could see the glow from his room through the gap between the houses. His blinds were half closed.

Ours were not closed at all.

Lena stood in front of the window wearing black lace panties and no bra. She brushed her hair slowly, each stroke lifting her breasts in the reflection.

I sat against the headboard with my cock hard beneath the sheet.

"His light is on," she said.

"I can see."

"Can he see us?"

"If he looks."

She placed the brush on the dresser.

"Do you think he will?"

"You know he will."

Lena turned toward me. The city glow softened her body but did not hide it.

"Tell me what to do."

The request had become a kind of dirty intimacy between us. She gave me the power to shape what another man saw. Then she used my own choices to strip away my pride.

"Take off the panties."

She hooked both thumbs beneath the lace and pushed it over her hips.

The fabric fell around her ankles.

She stepped out of it and remained naked in front of the open window.

Across the gap, Mason's blinds moved.

A shadow appeared behind them.

My cock went harder.

Lena saw the change in my face.

"He is there."

"Yes."

She turned her back to the window and faced me.

"Does he see my ass?"

"All of it."

"Does he see how hard my husband is?"

"Not yet."

She smiled.

"Fix that."

I threw the sheet aside.

My cock stood against my stomach.

Lena looked toward Mason's window, then back at me.

"Stroke it."

The order came soft and filthy.

I wrapped my hand around myself.

She bent forward and placed both palms on the dresser. Her ass lifted toward the window. Her dark hair fell over one shoulder.

"Tell me what he sees."

"My wife bent over."

"More."

I moved my hand faster.

"Your cunt between your legs."

"Is it wet?"

"You know it is."

She spread her feet farther apart.

"Make the neighbor see what his staring did."

I crossed the room.

Lena watched me in the mirror as I knelt behind her. The shadow across the gap remained still.

I opened her ass with both hands.

Her cunt was soaked.

"Look at him," I said.

She turned her face toward Mason's window while I dragged my tongue through her.

Her knees bent.

A moan broke from her mouth.

The glass carried no sound across the yard, but Mason could see her body react. He could see my face between my wife's legs. He could understand exactly what the husband did after another man watched her all afternoon.

I licked her clit until she gripped the dresser.

"Tell me who made you this wet."

"Both of you."

I slapped her ass.

"Who?"

"The neighbor watched. My little cuck made me perform."

The insult burned through me.

I stood and pushed my cock into her cunt.

Lena cried out toward the window.

I fucked her against the dresser, the mirror shaking with every hard drive. She watched Mason's shadow while taking her husband.

"He can see you," I said.

"Good."

"He can see my cock in you."

"Show him who gets me after he stares."

I caught her hair and pulled her upright.

Her breasts pressed against the cold glass.

Across the gap, Mason's blinds opened another inch.

Lena laughed breathlessly.

"Look at him, love."

I did.

The outline of Mason's hand moved at his waist.

He was jerking off while I fucked my wife against the window.

My cock pulsed inside her.

Lena felt it.

"That is it, corninho. Come knowing he is watching."

I came deep in her cunt with Mason's shadow framed across the dark yard.

Lena kept her breasts against the glass until my body stopped shaking.

Then she looked back at me and smiled.

"Tomorrow," she whispered, "we make him stop hiding behind the blinds."

CHAPTER 5

LENA - THE MORNING WAVE

I saw Mason at the mailboxes the next morning.

He stood beside the row of metal doors wearing a navy polo and dark jeans. Sunglasses covered his eyes even though the sun had barely cleared the rooftops.

Evan was beside me.

That mattered.

Mason heard us approaching and turned. His attention touched my face, dropped to my mouth, then moved quickly toward my husband.

"Morning."

"Morning," Evan answered.

I wore a pale summer dress with nothing beneath it. The fabric moved against my nipples when the breeze crossed the street.

Mason noticed.

He tried not to.

I opened our mailbox and bent slightly farther than necessary. The hem rose along the backs of my thighs.

Evan's hand settled at my waist.

Not stopping me.

Claiming the view.

Mason cleared his throat.

"About yesterday."

"Which part?" I asked.

His mouth tightened.

The black bikini by the pool.

The messages with my husband.

The bedroom window.

He did not know which part I meant.

"I do not want trouble between neighbors."

Evan looked at him calmly.

"There is no trouble."

Mason's attention moved between us.

"I saw more than I expected."

"You stayed," I said.

His jaw flexed.

"Yes."

"You touched yourself."

The directness struck him silent.

A delivery truck passed at the end of the street. Somewhere behind us, a sprinkler clicked over dry grass.

Ordinary sounds around an extraordinary confession.

Mason looked at Evan.

"She always this direct?"

"More lately."

"Does it bother you?"

Evan's fingers tightened at my waist.

"It makes my cock hard."

Mason inhaled slowly.

My cunt clenched.

That was the first time Evan admitted it to another man without the safety of a hotel or an invited bull who already understood us. Mason was only the divorced neighbor who had watched through a window.

The truth made my husband look exposed.

It also made him look dangerous.

I turned toward Mason.

"Did watching him fuck me make you hard?"

"You know it did."

"I want to hear you say it."

His sunglasses hid his eyes. Nothing hid the shape growing in his jeans.

"Yes."

Evan's hand moved from my waist to the back of my neck.

"Take off the glasses," he said.

Mason removed them.

His eyes were dark and tired from a night that probably included little sleep.

He looked at me.

"I jerked off watching your husband fuck you against the window."

My pussy became slick beneath the dress.

Evan felt my body change against him.

"She liked that," he said.

Mason looked at my husband.

"And you?"

Evan did not look away.

"I came harder because you watched."

The words hung between three mailboxes and a quiet street.

Mason lowered his voice.

"What happens now?"

I looked at Evan first.

His face held fear, jealousy, and the dark hunger that had become familiar to both of us.

"Tonight," he said, "you sit on your patio. No blinds."

Mason's eyes returned to me.

"And Lena?"

I smiled.

"Your neighbor will give you something worth watching."

CHAPTER 6

EVAN - NO BLINDS

At nine that night, Mason sat on his patio with every light in his house turned off.

He had obeyed half of what I said.

No blinds.

No attempt to hide.

Lena stood in our bedroom wearing a white robe tied loosely at the waist. Beneath it, she wore nothing.

"He is outside," I said.

She looked through the window.

Mason's face was a pale shape beyond the pool. His chair faced our house openly now.

"Nervous?" she asked.

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"Already."

Her smile warmed and sharpened at once.

"Good."

She walked to the dresser and opened the bottom drawer. The black dildo lay beneath folded lingerie. Thicker than me. Smaller than Julian. The same toy that had become our private measuring stick long before either of us knew where the hunger would lead.

Lena lifted it.

"This?"

My cock moved beneath my shorts.

"Yes."

"Where?"

"On the chaise. Facing his yard."

She untied the robe.

"And you?"

"Behind the glass."

"My shy little cuck."

"Not shy."

"Then let him see your cock too."

The challenge tightened my stomach.

Lena kissed me and walked downstairs carrying the robe and toy.

She crossed the patio barefoot. Mason watched every step.

Instead of lying on the chaise, she placed the dildo on the small table beside it and poured herself a glass of wine. She made him wait.

She made me wait too.

I stood behind the kitchen glass with my shorts open and my cock in my hand.

Lena sat. Crossed her legs. Took one drink.

Mason shifted in his chair.

She looked through the glass at me.

I sent one message.

Open the robe.

She loosened the belt. The white fabric separated down the middle, showing the inside curves of her breasts and the dark triangle of hair above her cunt.

Mason leaned forward.

Touch your nipples.

Lena slipped both hands inside the robe. Her thumbs moved over her nipples. She rolled them slowly while looking at me.

My hand worked my cock.

Mason stood.

He remained on his side of the fence, but the distance no longer protected any of us from the reality of what we were doing.

Lena opened the robe fully.

Her naked body glowed beneath the patio lights.

She picked up the dildo.

Mason's hand moved to the front of his pants.

Lena pointed the thick black toy toward him like a private accusation, then turned it and rubbed the broad head through her cunt.

I watched her open around it.

Mason watched too.

She pushed the first inch inside.

Her mouth fell open.

She looked at me.

"Tell me," she called softly, loud enough to cross the yard.

Mason could hear now.

"Tell you what?"

"What he sees."

I stepped through the glass doors with my cock exposed in my hand.

Mason's eyes moved to me.

I had never felt smaller.

I had never been harder.

"He sees my wife opening her cunt with a cock thicker than mine."

Lena pushed the dildo deeper.

"More."

"He sees how badly she wants to be watched."

She fucked herself slowly on the chaise.

Mason unbuttoned his jeans.

"And what does her husband see?" Lena asked.

I stared across the low fence.

Mason pulled out his cock.

He was thicker than me.

Not as long as Julian, but heavy, dark, and hard in his fist.

The comparison struck like a physical blow.

Lena followed my gaze.

She saw him.

Her cunt swallowed the dildo to the base.

"Your husband sees the neighbor has a bigger cock," she said.

My hand stopped.

She laughed softly.

"Do not stop, little cuck. He is showing it to your wife."

I stroked again.

Mason did the same.

Lena used the toy faster, eyes moving between us.

Three people in adjoining yards.

Two men with their cocks in their hands.

One wife spreading herself beneath the lights.

She came crying my name while staring at Mason's cock.

I came seconds later, spilling across my stomach.

Mason remained hard.

Lena pulled the dildo from her cunt and held it up, shining with her.

"Tomorrow," she called across the fence, "you tell my husband what you imagined doing instead."

Then she closed the robe and walked inside.

Mason stood alone on his patio with his cock still in his hand.

CHAPTER 7

EVAN - WHAT HE IMAGINED

Mason knocked on our back gate at eleven the next morning.

Not the front door.

The gate.

The choice told me he understood the yard had become the real doorway into whatever was happening between us.

I let him in.

He wore a black T-shirt and work pants. No sunglasses. No polite smile.

Lena sat at the kitchen table in a yellow sundress, bare legs crossed, coffee between both hands. She looked domestic enough to make the memory of the dildo under the patio lights feel obscene.

Mason stopped when he saw her.

"Morning."

"You came to answer," she said.

He looked at me.

"You both serious?"

"About what?" I asked.

"About wanting the truth."

Lena uncrossed her legs.

The dress fell open enough to show she wore no panties.

Mason saw.

"We are serious," she said.

He sat across from us.

For a few seconds, nobody spoke.

Then Mason looked directly at me.

"I imagined climbing the fence."

My stomach tightened.

"And?"

"I imagined walking into your yard while she had that toy inside her."

Lena's knee moved against mine beneath the table.

"And?" she asked.

Mason's eyes moved to her mouth.

"I imagined taking it out."

My cock stirred.

"With what?" Lena asked.

"My hand."

"Then?"

He looked at me again.

"Then I imagined putting my cock where the toy had been."

Jealousy burned through me.

Lena's hand found my thigh.

"Did you imagine my husband watching?"

"Yes."

"Did that make it better?"

Mason answered without hesitation.

"Yes."

My cock hardened fully beneath the table.

He saw the change in my face.

"I do not understand that part," he said.

"Neither did I," I replied.

"Do you now?"

I looked at my wife.

Lena's eyes held mine. Not asking permission. Reminding me the truth belonged to both of us.

"I understand I get hard when another man wants her badly enough to forget I am supposed to be a problem."

Mason exhaled.

"You are not a problem."

"I am her husband."

"I know."

"Then say what you imagined doing to my wife."

His jaw tightened.

Lena leaned back in her chair and opened her knees wider.

"Tell him."

Mason stared at the bare cunt beneath the yellow dress.

"I imagined bending her over the chaise."

My pulse hammered.

"I imagined pulling the bikini aside. I imagined her looking through the glass at you while I fucked her from behind."

Lena's fingers closed around my cock through my shorts.

"More," she said.

"I imagined making her come loud enough for the whole street to hear."

"And my husband?"

Mason looked at me.

"I imagined him jerking off where I could see."

Lena squeezed me.

"My neighbor learns quickly."

Mason's attention moved to her.

"What did you imagine?"

She stood.

The yellow dress fell back into place, hiding the cunt he had just seen.

"I imagined making you wait until my husband wanted the same thing."

She walked around the table and stopped beside me.

Her hand slid into my shorts.

"He is close."

Mason's eyes fixed on her wrist moving at my waist.

"How close?"

Lena stroked my cock beneath the table.

"Hard enough to hate you."

She kissed my temple.

"Hard enough to invite you back tonight."

CHAPTER 8

LENA - THE HOSE

I washed the patio at four while Mason worked in his yard.

Evan chose the outfit.

White cropped tank. No bra. Denim shorts cut so high the pockets showed beneath the hem.

The hose ran cold over my bare feet. Sunlight warmed the top of my breasts. Each time I bent to move a chair, Mason's lawn trimmer went quiet.

Evan watched from the kitchen.

He had invited Mason for a drink after dark.

The hours before the invitation felt dirtier than the invitation itself.

Mason knew what we had imagined. Evan knew what Mason wanted. I knew both men were waiting to see whether the fantasy would move from words to hands.

I sprayed water across the stone.

A gust pushed the stream back against my body.

The white top became transparent immediately.

My nipples showed through the soaked cotton.

Mason stopped working.

I looked down as if surprised.

Then I looked through the glass at Evan.

His hand rested over the front of his jeans.

I did not cover myself.

Mason leaned the trimmer against the fence.

"Need help?" he called.

"With the patio?"

His eyes moved over my wet breasts.

"Whatever needs it."

The answer was bolder than anything he had said before.

Evan heard through the open kitchen door.

I saw his jaw tighten.

My cunt grew slick beneath the shorts.

"The hose has a mind of its own," I said.

Mason approached the low section of fence. He remained on his side.

"Looks like it won."

I lifted the hose and sprayed my legs deliberately. Water ran beneath the denim and darkened the front of the shorts.

"Maybe I let it."

Mason's eyes dropped.

Behind me, the glass door opened.

Evan stepped onto the patio.

He wore work trousers and a white shirt with the sleeves rolled. My husband looked controlled from the waist up. The hard shape beneath his belt told the truth.

"Mason," he said.

"Evan."

The men looked at each other across the fence.

I stood between them, soaked from breasts to thighs.

"Lena needs sunscreen on her back," Evan said.

The sentence made all three of us still.

Mason looked at me.

Then at my husband.

"Tonight?"

"Now."

Evan opened the gate.

Mason entered our yard for the first time since the conversation at the kitchen table.

He smelled like cut grass and sun. Up close, his body felt larger than it had across the fence. Ordinary male heat. Rough hands. A wedding-ring mark still pale on one finger even months after his divorce.

Evan handed him the bottle.

"Her shoulders. Her back. Her waist."

No speech about permission. No list. We had already talked in the kitchen before Mason arrived.

I turned my back.

Mason poured lotion into one palm.

His first touch settled between my shoulder blades.

My body reacted before I could control it.

A small inhale.

A tightening low in my stomach.

His hands moved across my shoulders, broad and slow. Not trained like Adrian's. Not confident like Julian's. Mason touched me like a neighbor who had spent days imagining the skin beneath my clothes and could finally prove it was real.

He worked the lotion down my spine.

Evan stood in front of me.

I looked into my husband's eyes while Mason's palms reached my waist.

"Lower," Evan said.

Mason's fingers slid beneath the wet edge of my tank.

His thumbs pressed into the small of my back.

I pushed my ass toward him.

He exhaled against my hair.

"Your wife likes this."

Evan's cock pressed visibly against his trousers.

"She likes making me watch."

I smiled at my husband.

"My little cuck chose the outfit."

Mason's hands tightened at my waist.

"Did he choose the wet shirt too?"

"The hose did that."

I looked over my shoulder.

"But I chose not to change it."

Mason's gaze dropped to my nipples showing through the cotton.

Evan caught my chin and turned me back toward him.

"Look at your husband while another man touches you."

I obeyed.

Mason's hands moved to the top of my shorts.

Not beneath them.

Not yet.

The restraint made my cunt ache.

Evan saw everything in my face.

"Tonight," he said, "she wears the black bikini."

Mason's fingers flexed against my hips.

"Tonight," I whispered, "you stop at the fence only if my husband tells you to."

CHAPTER 9

EVAN - THE DRINK BETWEEN NEIGHBORS

Mason came through the gate at eight carrying a bottle of bourbon.

Lena wore the black bikini beneath an open red robe. Bare feet. Dark hair loose. The white WATCH bracelet from our earlier experiments circled her wrist, not as a rule, but as a private reminder that her eyes returned to me no matter whose hands touched her.

Mason noticed it.

"Watch?"

Lena lifted her wrist.

"My husband's favorite word."

I poured three drinks.

We sat around the patio table while the pool lights turned the water blue behind us. The conversation began with safe subjects. Property taxes. The broken sprinkler head near Mason's driveway. A restaurant that had opened near the bay.

None of us believed the safety would last.

Lena crossed one leg over the other.

The red robe opened.

Mason saw the black string along her hip.

His sentence broke in the middle.

"You were saying?" she asked.

"Nothing important."

"Then say something important."

He looked at me.

I raised my glass.

"She hates wasted time."

Mason took a drink.

"I have thought about her every night since the red bikini."

Lena's foot touched my ankle beneath the table.

"Doing what?"

"Standing at the window."

"Only standing?"

"No."

"Tell my husband."

The command was becoming one of her favorite ways to turn another man's hunger into my humiliation.

Mason looked at me.

"I imagined her against the glass while I fucked her from behind."

My cock hardened.

Lena saw the reaction.

"There he is."

She rose and walked behind my chair. Her hands rested on my shoulders.

"My little cuck likes your honesty."

Mason's eyes dropped to my lap.

"I can see."

The fact that he looked made me harder.

Lena untied the red robe. It slipped from her shoulders and pooled at her feet.

The black bikini made her body look almost naked beneath the patio lights.

"What did you imagine next?" she asked.

Mason leaned back.

"You looking at him."

"Why?"

"Because every time you look at your husband, you get dirtier."

The observation was accurate enough to make Lena still.

Mason had been watching more than her body.

He had seen the marriage inside the performance.

Lena stepped between us.

"Stand," she told him.

Mason obeyed.

She did not touch him. She stood close enough for the front of the black bikini to nearly brush his jeans.

His cock thickened visibly.

"Bigger than I expected," she said.

Jealousy cut through me.

Lena turned her head toward me.

"You see it, love?"

"Yes."

"Does it hurt?"

"Yes."

Her smile became tender and cruel.

"And your cock?"

"Hard."

"Good little cuck."

Mason's breath changed.

Lena faced him again.

"Put your hands on my waist."

He did.

The first contact was different from the sunscreen. No practical excuse. No lotion. No distance disguised as neighborly help.

His palms closed around my wife's bare waist because all three of us wanted it.

Lena looked at me.

"Watch."

Mason pulled her closer.

The hard shape in his jeans pressed against the black bikini.

Her mouth opened on a soft gasp.

My hand closed around my cock through my trousers.

"He feels bigger," she said.

The words struck exactly where she intended.

Mason's hands moved lower to her hips.

"Tell him," Lena whispered.

"Tell him what?"

"What you want to do to his wife."

Mason looked over her shoulder at me.

"I want to pull this string aside and fuck her while you watch."

My cock pulsed.

Lena rolled her hips against him once.

"Not tonight," she said.

Mason's jaw tightened.

She smiled.

"Tonight you learn how much waiting can hurt."

Then she returned to my chair, dropped to her knees, and opened my trousers in front of him.

She took my cock into her mouth while Mason stood three feet away with both hands empty and his larger cock trapped inside his jeans.

Lena looked up at him around me.

I understood the lesson.

The neighbor could watch.

The husband still got her mouth.

For now.

CHAPTER 10

EVAN - THE CHAIR FACING THE POOL

Mason stayed after Lena made me come in front of him.

She swallowed, wiped the corner of her mouth with one finger, and returned to her chair as if nothing extraordinary had happened.

Mason had not touched his own cock.

The strain in his jeans looked painful.

Lena poured him another drink.

"You look uncomfortable."

"You know why."

"Say it."

"I watched you suck your husband."

"And?"

"I wanted your mouth."

Lena smiled.

"That is better."

She turned her chair to face the pool, giving Mason the side view of her breasts and the black string over her hips.

"Take off your shirt," she said.

He did.

His body was solid without being sculpted. A pale scar crossed one shoulder. Dark hair ran down his chest and disappeared beneath his jeans. He looked less polished than Julian, less controlled than Adrian, more real because I had seen him dragging garbage bins in the rain and arguing with a cable installer.

That ordinariness made the scene feel dangerous.

Lena walked behind him and touched the scar.

"What happened?"

"Motorcycle. Twenty-six. Stupid."

Her finger followed the pale line.

Mason's eyes closed for half a second.

I watched my wife learn a piece of his body that had nothing to do with sex.

The jealousy was quieter than size comparison and somehow worse.

Lena looked at me.

She saw it.

"My husband does not like me discovering you."

Mason faced me.

"Do you?"

"No."

"Want me to leave?"

The question came outside any sexual action, plain and direct.

I looked at Lena's hand resting on his shoulder.

"No."

My answer made her eyes darken.

She moved around Mason and stood between his knees.

"Open your jeans."

He looked at me once.

I said nothing.

He unbuttoned them and pulled down the zipper.

His cock pushed against black boxer briefs.

Lena stared openly.

My stomach tightened.

"Stand," she said.

Mason rose.

She hooked one finger beneath the waistband and pulled the fabric low enough for his cock to spring free.

The comparison was immediate.

He was thicker than me. Heavy. The head dark and wet. Not Julian's impossible size, but enough to make Lena's lips part.

She looked at me.

"Bigger than yours, love."

My cock tried to harden again despite having just come.

"I can see."

"Does your little cock want to watch me touch it?"

The humiliation burned through my face.

"Yes."

Lena wrapped one hand around Mason.

Her fingers nearly met.

He groaned.

She looked delighted by the sound.

"Hard because the wife next door finally has her hand on you?"

"Yes."

"Harder because her husband is watching?"

"Yes."

She stroked him once.

Twice.

Then stopped.

Mason's hips moved involuntarily toward her hand.

Lena laughed softly.

"Greedy."

"You have been teasing me for a week."

"My husband has been teasing you."

She looked at me.

"Tell him why."

My throat tightened.

"Because watching another man ache for my wife makes me hard."

Lena stroked Mason again.

"And because he wants to see whether I can make you lose control."

Mason's hand closed around the edge of the chair.

"You can."

"Not tonight."

She released him.

His cock remained hard between us.

"Put it away," she said.

Mason stared at her.

"You are cruel."

"You like cruel."

"I like you."

The sentence changed the air.

Not love. Not romance. Something more dangerous than a simple body.

Lena's face softened for one breath.

Then she looked at me.

I stood.

"Tonight is over."

Mason tucked himself back into his jeans.

He did not argue.

At the gate, he turned toward us.

"Tomorrow?"

Lena leaned against my chest.

"Tomorrow you watch through the window again."

"And after that?"

She placed my hand over the black bikini between her legs.

"After that, my husband decides whether the fence still matters."

CHAPTER 11

LENA - THE BEDROOM LIGHT

The next night, I masturbated in the bedroom while Mason watched from his.

Evan sat in the armchair beside the window instead of hiding behind the glass downstairs. His shirt was open. His cock stood hard in his hand.

The black dildo rested between my legs.

Across the gap, Mason's blinds were fully open.

He stood at his window naked from the waist up. The darkness hid everything below, but I knew his cock was in his hand.

I could feel it in the way he watched.

"Open wider," Evan said.

I spread my knees on the bed.

The bedside lamp lit my cunt clearly.

Mason moved closer to his glass.

I dragged the dildo through my soaked pussy.

"Tell me what he is doing," I said.

Evan looked across the yard.

"Jerking off."

"Hard?"

"Very."

"Bigger than you?"

My husband's hand stopped for half a second.

"Yes."

The honesty made my cunt clench.

I pushed the toy inside.

"That is it, love. Watch your wife open for something thicker."

Evan's jaw tightened.

"Fuck yourself harder."

I obeyed.

The toy moved in and out of my cunt with wet sounds Mason could not hear but could imagine. I made sure he saw the way my body opened around it. The way my breasts shook. The way I looked at my husband after every deep drive.

"Tell him," I said.

"He cannot hear."

"Tell me for him."

Evan's hand moved faster on his cock.

"The neighbor is watching my wife fuck herself with a cock thicker than mine."

"More."

"He wants to climb the fence."

"More."

"He wants to pull out the toy and replace it with his cock."

I cried out.

Across the yard, Mason's body jerked.

He was close.

"Look at him," Evan said.

I turned my face toward Mason's window.

He pushed his shorts down.

His cock appeared in the light.

Thick. Hard. Moving in his fist.

I moaned.

Evan heard the difference.

"You like seeing it."

"Yes."

"Bigger than mine?"

"Yes, love."

His shame made him stroke faster.

"Tell me you want it."

I kept my eyes on Mason.

"I want the neighbor's big cock in my cunt."

Evan stood and crossed to the bed.

He pulled the dildo from me and pushed his smaller cock inside before my body could close.

The sudden replacement made me gasp.

"Feel the difference," he said.

I wrapped both legs around him.

"I do."

"Tell me."

I looked at Mason while my husband fucked me.

"The toy stretched me more. Mason would fill me more."

Evan drove his cock deeper.

"And who gets you tonight?"

"My little cuck."

I smiled.

"The husband who needs the neighbor watching before he fucks his wife this hard."

Evan pounded me into the mattress.

Mason stroked himself faster across the yard.

I came first, crying into the open room. Evan came inside me seconds later.

Mason watched every movement until my husband pulled out and his cum ran between my legs.

Then I sat up and spread my cunt with two fingers toward the window.

Mason came against his glass.

The white streaks appeared where his hand pressed.

Evan saw.

His cock twitched against my thigh.

I turned toward my husband.

"Tomorrow," I whispered, "we make him clean the window before he comes over."

CHAPTER 12

EVAN - THE TEXT THAT CROSSED THE FENCE

Mason sent Lena his first direct message the next morning.

He did not hide it from me.

The message arrived in a group thread he created with all three of us.

I cleaned the window.

A photograph followed.

The glass was clear. His reflection showed him standing shirtless with a towel over one shoulder. Nothing explicit. The memory made it explicit.

Lena read the message while sitting across my lap in the kitchen.

"He listens."

"He came on the window because you showed him my cum running out of you."

"And you liked it."

"I did not say that."

She shifted over my hard cock.

"Your body did."

The words echoed the first night she confessed about Julian. Some sentences became part of a marriage because they kept revealing new truths.

Lena typed:

Good neighbor.

Mason replied:

What does a good neighbor earn?

She looked at me.

"Answer him."

"You answer."

"I want him to hear it from the husband."

My stomach tightened.

I typed:

A seat closer to the pool tonight.

Mason:

How close?

Lena took the phone and photographed my hand beneath her dress. My fingers were inside her cunt. She framed only the movement of my wrist, her bare thighs, and the WATCH bracelet resting on my forearm.

She sent it.

Close enough to see what this does.

The reply took nearly a minute.

I want to be the hand.

Lena's cunt tightened around my fingers.

"You felt that," I said.

"Yes."

"You want his hand inside you."

"I want to see your face when it happens."

She kissed me.

The group thread vibrated again.

Mason:

Tell me what tonight is.

I removed my fingers from Lena and held them in front of her mouth.

She sucked them clean while I typed.

Tonight you touch what you have only watched.

Mason:

And after?

Lena released my fingers.

"Do not promise him the whole book in one chapter."

I laughed despite the tension.

Then I typed:

After depends on what my wife does to both of us.

Mason answered with one word.

Understood.

The calm response frightened me more than eagerness would have.

Lena leaned against my chest.

"He is trying to be controlled."

"He is our neighbor."

"That is why you chose him."

"I did not choose him."

She turned and looked at me.

"You told me to loosen the red strap."

The memory returned with perfect clarity.

Mason pretending to use his phone.

Lena holding the bikini cup against her breast.

My own hand beneath the table.

I had opened the door long before Mason walked through the gate.

"Yes," I said.

Lena smiled.

"My little cuck chose the man next door."

CHAPTER 13

EVAN - HIS HAND UNDER THE BIKINI

Mason arrived before sunset.

Lena waited beside the pool in the white bikini from the beach weekend with Julian. The fabric had dried opaque this time, but I remembered exactly how transparent it became when soaked.

So did she.

Mason entered through the gate wearing swim shorts and a dark shirt. His eyes found Lena first, then me.

"You said closer."

I had moved the chair from his patio to ours. It faced the chaise from less than four feet away.

"Sit."

He obeyed.

Lena stood between us with the pool behind her.

The white bikini barely contained her breasts. The bottoms tied at both hips. She had left the strings longer than necessary.

"What did you imagine last night?" she asked Mason.

"My hand between your legs."

"Only your hand?"

His eyes moved to me.

"For tonight."

Lena smiled.

"Good answer."

She sat on the edge of the chaise and leaned back on her palms. Her knees opened.

Mason's breathing changed.

I stood behind his chair.

The position was deliberate. He would touch my wife while feeling her husband close enough to see every movement.

Lena looked at me.

"Tell him."

The request stripped away another layer of distance.

"Put your hand on her knee."

Mason's palm settled on her skin.

Lena did not look at him. Her eyes stayed on mine.

"Higher."

His hand moved along her thigh.

My cock hardened.

"More."

His fingers reached the edge of the white bottoms.

Lena's legs opened farther.

Mason's thumb traced the damp line where fabric met skin.

"She is already wet," he said.

"She has been waiting all day."

Lena's mouth curved.

"My husband likes telling men how badly his wife wants them."

Mason looked up at me.

"Does he?"

"It humiliates him."

Her fingers touched the WATCH bracelet.

"That is why his cock is hard."

I could not deny the shape in my shorts.

Mason hooked two fingers beneath the white bikini.

The fabric pulled away from Lena's cunt.

I saw the shine between her lips.

So did he.

His controlled expression cracked.

"Fuck."

Lena laughed softly.

"The neighbor finally sees what his staring did."

Mason slid one finger through her pussy.

Lena's breath broke.

The sound went straight through me.

He rubbed her slowly, learning the shape I knew better than any other man. His fingertip moved over her clit. Down through the slick heat. Back up.

Lena's hips followed.

"Look at me," I said.

Her eyes lifted immediately.

Mason pushed one finger into her cunt.

My wife opened around the neighbor's hand while staring at her husband.

"How does he feel?"

"Thicker fingers than yours."

The comparison landed hard.

Mason added a second finger.

Lena moaned.

"More than my little cuck gives me."

My hand closed around the back of Mason's chair.

He fucked her slowly with two fingers, watching my face as much as hers.

"She likes pressure before speed," I said.

Mason pressed his palm against her clit.

Lena cried out.

"Like that."

He repeated the movement.

Her thighs began to shake.

I saw the moment Mason understood he could make my wife come while I stood behind him.

His face changed.

Not triumph.

Hunger.

He worked her harder.

Lena grabbed the edges of the chaise.

"Tell him who you are," I said.

She looked at Mason.

"I am the wife next door."

His fingers drove deeper.

"More."

She turned back to me.

"I am my husband's hungry hotwife."

Her cunt clenched around Mason's hand.

"More."

Lena smiled through the strain.

"And my little cuck loves watching a bigger man make me come."

She came hard around the neighbor's fingers.

Her cry carried across both yards.

Mason kept his hand inside until the shaking slowed.

Then he pulled free.

Her slick coated his fingers.

Lena caught his wrist and brought his hand to my mouth.

"Taste what the neighbor did to your wife."

I sucked her from his fingers while Mason watched.

No hotel.

No stranger disappearing after checkout.

Only the man next door, sitting beside our pool with my wife's taste on his hand.

CHAPTER 14

LENA - THE TASTE ON HIS FINGERS

Evan's mouth closed around Mason's fingers.

That was the moment the neighbor stopped feeling like a spectator.

My husband sucked slowly, eyes on me. Mason sat completely still while Evan's tongue cleaned the proof of my cunt from his hand.

The sight made me wetter than the fingers had.

Mason looked between us.

"You have done that before."

"Not with a neighbor," I said.

Evan released his hand.

"Stand."

Mason rose.

His cock pressed hard against the front of his swim shorts.

I stepped close enough for my breasts to touch his shirt.

"You made the wife next door come."

"I felt it."

"Did you imagine that while watching through the fence?"

"Every night."

"Did you imagine my husband tasting me from your hand?"

His eyes moved to Evan.

"No."

"Better than you imagined?"

"Much."

I put one hand on the shape in his shorts.

Mason groaned.

Evan's jaw tightened.

I rubbed the heavy outline once.

"Still bigger than my husband's."

"Lena."

The warning in Evan's voice carried no request to stop. It carried jealousy. The kind that made his cock hard and his eyes dark.

I looked at him.

"You wanted the truth."

"I can see the truth."

"Then watch it."

I slipped my hand beneath Mason's waistband.

His cock filled my palm.

Hot. Thick. Hard enough to pulse when my fingers closed.

The first direct touch made all three of us inhale.

Mason's hips moved toward me.

I stroked him once.

"He is heavier than you, love."

Evan opened his shorts and pulled out his own cock.

"Compare us."

The blunt command shocked me.

Then it made my cunt clench.

I stood between both men and wrapped one hand around each.

Mason was thicker. Evan was familiar, warm, mine in a way no comparison could weaken.

I moved both hands together.

The men watched my face.

"Tell us," Mason said.

I looked at my husband.

"The neighbor fills my hand more."

Evan's cock jumped.

"More."

"His head is broader."

Mason exhaled.

"More."

I stroked them faster.

"My husband gets harder when I say another man is bigger."

Evan caught the back of my neck and kissed me.

His mouth was rough, jealous, hungry. I kept both cocks in my hands while he kissed me in front of Mason.

When he released me, Mason's eyes were fixed on my swollen mouth.

"You want to kiss her," Evan said.

"Yes."

"Not tonight."

Mason's jaw tightened.

I stroked him harder.

"My cuck is making you wait."

"Your cuck is making himself wait too."

Evan's hand closed around my ass.

The answer hit him.

Mason understood more than we had expected. My husband was not only denying the neighbor. He was stretching his own jealousy until the hurt itself felt good.

I dropped to my knees between them.

Both cocks rose in front of my face.

Evan's hand moved into my hair.

"Mine first."

I opened my mouth around my husband.

Mason watched from inches away, his larger cock level with my cheek.

I sucked Evan slowly while stroking Mason with my free hand. My eyes moved between them.

"Look at him," Evan said.

I did.

Mason stared at my lips stretched around my husband's cock.

I pulled back.

"Jealous?"

"Yes."

"Good."

I returned to Evan, taking him deeper.

Mason's cock pulsed in my hand.

The neighbor had made me come.

I still gave my mouth to my husband.

For now.

Evan came first, filling my mouth while Mason watched me swallow.

I released Mason before he could finish.

He stood hard and frustrated above me.

I wiped my lips.

"Tomorrow," I said, "you earn the kiss."

CHAPTER 15

EVAN - THE KISS HE EARNED

The kiss happened in Mason's kitchen.

That mattered.

He invited us for dinner on Saturday, the first time Lena and I crossed the gate together without pretending we needed to discuss the fence or return a package.

His house mirrored ours but felt emptier. Fewer photographs. A dining table meant for six with only three places set. The quiet order of a divorced man who had removed another person's objects and not yet decided what should replace them.

Lena noticed everything.

The framed baseball photograph from college. The expensive knives. The single wineglass in the drying rack.

I noticed her noticing.

Jealousy did not need a naked body to hurt.

Mason grilled steaks. Lena wore a dark green dress with no bra and black lace panties I had chosen. Every time she leaned across the table, the neckline opened enough to show the inside curves of her breasts.

Mason tried to speak normally.

He failed.

After dinner, he poured bourbon and led us onto his patio.

Our pool glowed beyond the low fence.

From this side, our house looked exposed. The bedroom window. The kitchen glass. The chaise where Lena had used the black dildo.

I saw our marriage from the neighbor's view.

No wonder he had watched.

Lena stood at the fence looking toward our yard.

"That is what you saw."

Mason came beside her.

"Not all of it."

"You saw enough."

"Enough to stop sleeping."

She smiled.

"My husband liked that message."

"Did he?"

I sat in Mason's patio chair.

"It made my cock hard."

The truth was becoming easier to say and harder to survive.

Lena turned toward me.

"You promised him a kiss."

"You promised him."

"We both know who he wants to watch."

Mason stepped close to her.

No one asked anything. We had talked before dinner, sober and clothed, and all three of us understood what the night could include.

Lena placed one hand on his chest.

Then she looked at me.

"Watch, love."

Mason cupped her face and kissed my wife.

The first contact was slow.

Then Lena opened her mouth.

His other hand moved to her waist. She rose onto her toes and pressed herself against him. The green dress shifted over her ass. His cock hardened against her stomach.

My own cock went hard beneath my trousers.

Lena made a small sound into his mouth.

Mason answered by kissing her deeper.

I had watched Julian kiss her with the confidence of a man already chosen. Adrian had kissed her like restraint breaking.

Mason kissed her like a fantasy he had watched through glass and could finally taste.

That difference made it feel new.

Lena's hand slid behind his neck.

Mason pulled her closer.

The kiss became wet and hungry.

My wife looked nothing like a married woman politely testing another mouth. She looked like the neighbor he had jerked off to every night.

I opened my trousers.

Lena heard the zipper.

She broke the kiss and looked at me.

Her lips were swollen.

"Hard, corninho?"

"Yes."

"He kisses better than you expected."

"Tell me."

She touched Mason's mouth with her thumb.

"More patient than Julian. Hungrier than Adrian."

Mason's hand tightened at her hip.

"And me?"

Lena smiled at my exposed cock.

"My husband kisses like he owns every dirty thing I confess afterward."

She returned to Mason's mouth while staring at me.

I stroked myself in his patio chair.

Mason's hand moved down over her ass.

He gripped one cheek through the green dress.

Lena moaned.

"Lift it," I said.

Mason gathered the hem.

Black lace appeared.

Then my wife's bare ass above it.

"Pull the panties down."

He hooked both thumbs beneath the lace and pushed it slowly over her hips.

Lena stepped out of them.

Mason held the panties in one hand.

The ordinary patio, the quiet neighboring houses, the grill cooling behind them all made the sight obscene.

"Smell them," Lena said.

Mason lifted the black lace to his face.

His eyes closed.

My cock pulsed in my hand.

"Tell my husband."

Mason looked at me over the panties.

"Your wife is soaked."

Lena smiled.

"Because the man next door finally kissed me."

CHAPTER 16

LENA - HIS PATIO TABLE

Mason bent me over his patio table while my husband sat close enough to touch my face.

He did not fuck me.

Not yet.

That made every movement worse.

The green dress lay around my waist. My panties remained in Mason's hand. The cool glass pressed against my breasts as he stood behind me with his hard cock trapped inside his trousers.

Evan's chair faced me.

I could see his cock moving in his fist.

"Show him," my husband said.

Mason spread my ass.

The night air touched my soaked cunt.

I looked directly at Evan.

"The neighbor sees everything now, love."

"He has not seen you take him."

"Do you want that?"

The question came before anything began, not as a cold interruption. A confession demanded between husband and wife while the man next door waited behind me.

Evan's jaw tightened.

"Yes."

My cunt clenched.

Mason saw.

"She liked that answer."

"Put your fingers in her."

Mason pushed two fingers into my cunt.

I cried out against the glass.

He fucked me with his hand while Evan watched. Harder than beside our pool. Less cautious now that he knew how I opened, how I liked pressure, how my husband became more exposed each time another man made my body answer.

"Tell him what you imagined," Evan said.

Mason's fingers drove deeper.

"I imagined this table."

"More."

"I imagined her dress around her waist."

He slapped my ass with his free hand.

The sharp sound crossed both yards.

"More."

"I imagined my cock in her while she looked at you."

My hips pushed back against his hand.

Evan stroked faster.

"Bigger than mine?"

Mason looked at my husband.

"Yes."

The answer made Evan's face change.

I smiled at him.

"My poor little cuck."

Mason added a third finger.

My cunt stretched around his hand.

"He is opening me more than you do, love."

Evan stood.

For one heartbeat, jealousy looked like anger.

Then he came beside my face and put his cock against my lips.

"Open."

I took him into my mouth while Mason fucked me with three fingers from behind.

My husband gripped my hair.

My neighbor gripped my hip.

I sucked Evan while my cunt opened for Mason's hand.

The physical contradiction made my body shake.

"Look at him," Evan said.

I lifted my eyes.

His face was raw. Hurt. Hard. Completely inside the fantasy instead of hiding behind instructions.

I wanted to reward him and destroy him at the same time.

I pulled off his cock long enough to speak.

"Your wife is being opened by a bigger man on his own patio."

Mason slapped my ass again.

"And she still needs her little husband's cock in her mouth."

Evan pushed between my lips.

I came around Mason's fingers with my husband's cock deep in my mouth.

The sound I made was trapped around him.

Evan came seconds later.

I swallowed while staring at his face.

Mason pulled his fingers from my cunt.

My slick ran down his wrist.

He turned me around and held the wet hand between us.

"Your husband tasted you from me last time."

I took his fingers into my mouth.

"Tonight I do."

I sucked them clean.

Mason's cock pressed hard against my bare cunt through his trousers.

He wanted to open them.

I wanted him to.

Evan stepped behind me and closed his hand around my neck.

"Not tonight."

The denial made Mason groan.

I looked at my husband.

"Cruel cuck."

"You love waiting."

I smiled.

"Only because I know what comes after."

CHAPTER 17

EVAN - THE WALK BACK ACROSS THE YARD

Lena walked home without panties.

Mason kept them.

The green dress moved over her bare ass as we crossed his patio, passed through the gate, and entered our yard. I could feel him watching from behind us.

At our glass doors, Lena stopped.

She looked back.

Mason remained on his side of the fence with the black lace wrapped around one fist and his cock still hard beneath his trousers.

My wife blew him a kiss.

Then she came inside with me.

I locked the door.

"Jealous?" she asked.

"Yes."

"Of the kiss?"

"Yes."

"His fingers?"

"Yes."

"The panties?"

"Especially the panties."

Lena smiled.

"Good."

She lifted the green dress over her head and dropped it on the kitchen floor. Her breasts were marked where the patio table had pressed against them. Her ass carried the red shapes of Mason's hand.

The sight hit me harder than the scene itself.

Marks from the man living twelve feet away.

She turned slowly.

"Do I look used?"

"Yes."

"By the neighbor?"

"Yes."

"Does it make you hate him?"

"A little."

"And me?"

I crossed the kitchen and caught her face.

"Never."

She kissed me with Mason's taste still on her mouth.

I lifted her onto the counter.

Her cunt was open and dripping from his fingers.

"Tell me what he did."

"You watched."

"Tell me anyway."

She spread her knees.

"He kissed your wife until she forgot the fence existed."

I pushed my cock into her.

Her head fell back.

"More."

"He bent me over his table."

I fucked her harder.

"More."

"He opened me with three fingers while my little cuck fed me his cock."

The words drove me close too quickly.

"Bigger than me?"

Lena looked into my eyes.

"His fingers stretched me more. His cock will too."

I pounded her against the kitchen counter.

"You want it."

"Yes."

"You want him to fuck you."

"I want the man next door to bend me over the fence and make you watch from our yard."

My cock pulsed inside her.

She felt it and smiled.

"There he is."

I grabbed her ass where Mason had marked it.

Lena hissed.

"Your husband touching his handprints," she whispered. "Pathetic little cuck."

I came hard inside her.

My body shook against hers.

Lena held me close until the jealousy loosened enough to breathe around.

Then she slid from the counter.

My cum ran down her thigh.

She walked to the glass doors and opened the blinds.

Mason still stood on his patio.

He saw her naked body.

He saw my cum between her legs.

Lena raised one hand and touched the marks on her ass.

Then she looked at him and mouthed two words.

Next time.

CHAPTER 18

EVAN - THE PHOTOGRAPH OF HER PANTIES

Mason sent the photograph at one in the morning.

Lena's black panties lay across his pillow.

No cock. No hand. Only the lace she had worn to dinner resting where another woman's head might once have slept.

The image was more intimate than nudity.

Lena read it beside me in bed.

"He put them on his pillow."

"I can see."

"Do you think he smelled them again?"

"Yes."

"Do you think he jerked off with them?"

My cock hardened beneath the sheet.

She noticed.

"My husband likes imagining another man coming into his wife's panties."

"Do not romanticize it."

"I am making it filthy."

She reached beneath the sheet and wrapped her hand around me.

The group thread vibrated.

Mason:

I should return these.

Lena typed:

Keep them until they stop smelling like me.

I caught her wrist before she sent it.

"You want him sleeping with them."

"I want you imagining it."

She pressed Send.

Mason answered:

That may take a while.

Lena laughed softly.

She climbed over me and straddled my waist.

"Tell me what you see."

"Your panties on another man's bed."

"More."

She rubbed her bare cunt along my cock without taking me inside.

"Mason lying beside them."

"More."

"His cock in his hand."

"More."

"Coming across the lace you wore while he opened your cunt."

Lena lowered herself onto me.

Her pussy swallowed my cock.

"That is it, love. Fuck me while the neighbor ruins my panties."

I gripped her hips.

She rode me slowly, phone still in one hand, Mason's photograph glowing beside her breast.

"Send him something," she said.

"What?"

"Proof they are not the only thing that belongs to another man's fantasy tonight."

She switched to the camera and handed me the phone.

I framed her body above me. Her breasts. Her hair falling forward. The place where my cock disappeared into her cunt.

Lena looked directly into the lens.

"Take it."

I took the photograph.

"Send it."

My thumb hovered over the screen.

The humiliation felt enormous.

A man next door would see my wife riding my cock because we wanted him thinking about the next time his own cock might replace it.

I sent the image.

Mason's reply came before Lena completed another slow rise.

I can see your window from here.

We both turned.

Across the yard, his bedroom light was on.

His silhouette stood behind the glass with Lena's panties in one hand.

She smiled and rode me harder.

"Look at him, little cuck."

I did.

Mason lifted the lace to his face.

Lena came around my cock while watching him smell her.

CHAPTER 19

LENA - THE FENCE AT MIDNIGHT

I crossed the yard alone at midnight.

Evan stood behind our glass doors.

Mason waited at the low fence with my black panties folded in one hand.

I wore a short white sleep shirt and nothing else. The hem moved against the tops of my thighs. Every step across the patio made the night feel less like fantasy and more like a choice I would remember in the morning.

The gate remained closed.

That was deliberate.

Mason and I stopped on opposite sides of the fence.

He held out the panties.

"They still smell like you."

"Then you returned them too soon."

His eyes moved over the white shirt.

"You came without him."

"Look at the house."

Mason looked past me.

Evan stood clearly behind the glass, one hand at his waist.

"He sees everything," I said.

Mason's expression changed.

"Does he always?"

"When it matters."

I took the panties but did not pull my hand away. His fingers remained beneath mine.

The fence separated our bodies from the waist down. Above it, our faces were close enough to share breath.

"What do you want?" he asked.

"Tonight?"

"Yes."

"I want you to kiss me where my husband can see."

Mason looked toward the glass once more.

Then he caught the back of my neck and kissed me over the fence.

No slow beginning.

His mouth opened mine immediately. The panties dropped between our hands. I gripped his shoulders while his tongue moved against mine.

The wooden fence pressed into my stomach.

Mason pulled me closer from his side.

His cock hardened against the boards below us, separated from my cunt by inches of wood and the white shirt.

I moaned into his mouth.

Evan's hand moved beneath the kitchen lights.

Mason kissed down my neck.

"He is jerking off."

"I know."

"Because I am kissing his wife."

"Because his wife asked for it."

Mason bit the side of my neck.

I gasped.

The mark would be visible tomorrow.

I wanted that.

His hand reached over the fence and moved beneath my shirt.

His palm closed over one breast.

I looked at Evan.

My husband stared through the glass, cock in hand, face tight with the pain he had chosen.

"He hates your hand there," I whispered.

Mason squeezed my nipple.

"His cock does not."

The neighbor had learned how to speak our language.

I opened the shirt farther.

Mason's mouth closed around my nipple over the fence.

The angle was awkward, hungry, real. His teeth grazed the skin. His tongue moved around the hard point while I held his head.

Evan came behind the glass.

I saw his body jerk.

Mason saw too.

He released my breast and looked toward the house.

"Your husband came first again."

I smiled.

"My little cuck gets excited easily."

I picked up the panties.

Mason's hand closed around my wrist.

"Come through the gate."

The invitation made my cunt clench.

I looked at Evan.

He opened the glass door and stepped onto our patio.

"Not tonight," he called.

Mason did not argue.

I kissed him once more over the fence.

Then I walked back to my husband with another man's bite darkening my neck.

CHAPTER 20

EVAN - THE BITE ON HER NECK

The mark Mason left on Lena lasted four days.

I saw it at breakfast.

In the shower.

Above the collar of her work blouse when she leaned over her laptop.

Every glimpse reminded me that the man next door had closed his mouth around my wife's skin while I came behind the glass.

On Monday morning, Mason waved from his driveway.

He saw the mark too.

Lena stood beside me wearing sunglasses and a cream blouse buttoned low enough to expose the edge of it. She touched the bruise when Mason looked.

A private acknowledgment in daylight.

My cock stirred despite the coffee in my hand and the neighbor two houses down loading children into a minivan.

That was the danger of Mason.

Julian existed in hotels, gyms, and planned weekends. Adrian unfolded a table and later returned as a man we had invited. Mason remained visible beside recycling bins and mailboxes.

There was no clean ending to the scene.

At lunch, Lena sent a photograph from her car.

The blouse open. The bite fully visible. Two fingers touching it.

The group thread included Mason.

Still sore.

His reply:

I wanted it darker.

Lena:

My husband keeps pressing it.

Mason:

Does he like my mark?

I stared at the message until Lena sent another.

Answer him, love.

I typed:

I hate seeing it.

Mason:

That was not the question.

The direct challenge made my cock hard beneath my desk.

I typed:

Yes.

Lena's response came immediately.

Good little cuck.

A photograph followed. Her hand beneath the skirt in the driver's seat. Two fingers pressing between her legs.

Mason:

Are you touching yourself at work?

Lena:

In the parking garage. Thinking about the fence.

My pulse hammered.

Mason:

Thinking about crossing it?

Lena did not answer him.

She called me.

I picked up on the first ring.

"Tell me," I said.

Her breathing was already uneven.

"I am in the back row. Nobody can see."

"What are you wearing under the skirt?"

"Nothing."

"Show me."

A video call opened.

Lena angled the camera down. Her skirt was raised. Her fingers moved through her soaked cunt.

"Mason asked whether I am thinking about crossing the fence."

"Are you?"

She pushed two fingers inside.

"Yes."

My cock hardened painfully beneath the desk.

"What happens when you cross?"

"He takes me into his house."

"More."

"He bends me over the same patio table."

"More."

Her fingers moved faster.

"He replaces his hand with that bigger cock."

Jealousy tightened my chest.

"And me?"

Lena looked into the camera.

"You watch from our yard until I turn around and make sure my little cuck sees every inch."

She came in the parking garage with my face on the screen and Mason waiting in the group thread.

When her breathing slowed, she typed one message to both of us.

Soon.

CHAPTER 21

EVAN - DINNER ON HIS SIDE

The second dinner at Mason's house ended in his bedroom.

Not with sex.

With Lena standing beside his bed while he showed her where he had placed the panties.

The black lace remained on the pillow.

He had not washed them.

Lena touched the fabric with one fingertip.

"You really slept beside them."

"Three nights."

"Did you use them?"

Mason looked at me.

"Yes."

My stomach tightened.

"Show her."

He lifted the panties.

A pale dried mark crossed the lace.

Lena inhaled.

The raw proof changed the room.

She took the fabric from him and held it beneath her nose.

"His cum in your panties," I said.

Her eyes closed.

"I can smell it."

My cock hardened.

Mason watched her face.

"Put them on," he said.

Lena looked at me.

Not asking. Making sure I witnessed the choice.

She stepped out of her shoes, lifted her blue dress, and pulled the stained lace over her feet.

The panties moved up her calves and thighs.

When she drew them over her cunt, the dried mark pressed against her.

Her mouth opened.

"How does it feel?" Mason asked.

"Filthy."

She turned toward me.

"Your wife is wearing the neighbor's dried cum against her pussy."

My cock strained inside my trousers.

Lena smiled.

"And my little cuck loves it."

Mason came behind her.

His hands settled at her waist.

He kissed the mark on her neck, then the skin below it.

Lena leaned into him.

I stood at the foot of his bed watching my wife wear another man's cum while his mouth moved along her shoulder.

Mason lifted the blue dress.

The black panties appeared, tight over her ass.

He rubbed his palm across the lace.

Lena's eyes stayed on me.

"Touch where you came," she whispered.

Mason pressed two fingers against the stained front.

She moaned.

He rubbed her through the panties, mixing the old dry mark with the fresh slick spreading beneath it.

"Tell your husband," Mason said.

Lena's breath shook.

"The neighbor's cum is rubbing against my clit."

I opened my trousers.

"More."

Mason pushed the fabric aside and slid two fingers into her cunt.

"His fingers are inside me again."

"More."

"I want his cock."

The confession burned through me.

Mason pulled her closer against his hard body.

"Soon," he said.

Lena laughed breathlessly.

"Both men keep saying that."

I crossed the room and caught her face.

"Because waiting makes you worse."

"Worse?"

"Hungrier."

I kissed her while Mason fingered her from behind.

Lena came between us, wearing his ruined panties and holding my shoulders.

When the shaking stopped, I removed the lace myself.

I put the stained front against Mason's mouth.

"Taste both."

He sucked the fabric where his dried cum mixed with my wife's fresh slick.

Lena watched him with wide, dark eyes.

The neighbor no longer needed a window.

He had us inside his bedroom.

CHAPTER 22

LENA - THE BED HE SLEPT IN ALONE

I sat on Mason's bed while both men stood in front of me.

The black panties lay wet on the floor.

Evan held his cock in one hand. Mason's remained trapped inside his trousers, thicker and harder each time my eyes moved toward it.

"Take it out," I said.

Mason opened his belt.

His cock rose between us.

I stared.

The bedroom light showed every difference more clearly than the patio had. The broad head. The thick body. The way my fingers would not meet around him.

Evan watched my face.

"You like it."

"Yes."

"Bigger than mine."

"Yes, love."

His cock pulsed.

I smiled.

"My honest little cuck."

I reached for Mason.

Evan caught my wrist.

For one second, all three of us froze.

Jealousy moved through his face like weather.

Then he guided my hand forward and placed it around Mason's cock.

The surrender made my cunt ache.

I stroked Mason slowly.

"Tell him," Evan said.

"Tell him what?"

"How it feels."

I looked at my husband.

"Heavy."

I tightened my grip.

"Thicker than you."

Mason groaned.

"More."

"The neighbor's cock fills my hand the way yours never has."

Evan's shame made him stroke faster.

I leaned forward and kissed the head of Mason's cock.

One kiss.

Then another.

His hand moved into my hair.

Evan watched from less than two feet away.

I opened my mouth and took Mason inside.

The first inch stretched my lips.

The taste was clean, salty, real.

Mason exhaled hard.

I looked up at Evan around the bigger cock.

His face broke open.

Jealousy. Need. Love. The terrible excitement of seeing his wife finally put the neighbor she had teased for weeks into her mouth.

"Show me," he said.

I took Mason deeper.

My jaw strained sooner than it did around Evan. Saliva gathered at my lips. Mason's fingers tightened in my hair but did not guide me.

I wanted the control.

I pulled back and licked along the broad head.

"Bigger than your little husband," I whispered.

Mason looked at Evan.

"She knows exactly where to hurt you."

"That is why I married her."

The answer filled my chest with something warmer than lust.

Then Evan stepped closer and placed his cock beside Mason's.

"Both."

I opened my mouth for my husband first.

I sucked Evan while stroking Mason. Then I changed, taking the neighbor while my hand worked the cock I knew by heart.

The comparison became physical.

Evan fit easily.

Mason stretched my mouth.

I made sure my husband saw the difference.

"Tell me," he said.

I released Mason with a wet sound.

"He is harder to take."

"More."

"Your wife needs both hands for the neighbor."

Evan's cock pulsed in my fist.

"And whose mouth is this?"

I kissed him.

"Yours."

Then I took Mason again while looking at my husband.

The neighbor came first.

His hand tightened in my hair. His cock pulsed against my tongue. I swallowed every thick release while Evan watched my throat move.

When Mason softened enough to slip from my mouth, I turned immediately to my husband.

His cock entered my lips carrying none of the neighbor's taste until I kissed it there.

Evan came across my tongue seconds later.

I swallowed him too.

Then I lay back on Mason's bed between two men and laughed because neither of them had fucked me yet.

CHAPTER 23

EVAN - THE WALK HOME WITH HIS TASTE

Lena kissed me at our gate with Mason's cum still on her tongue.

She had swallowed him. She had swallowed me afterward. The mixture remained in the warm saliva coating her mouth when she pulled me close beneath the patio light.

I tasted both.

My cock tried to harden again.

"You like it," she whispered.

"Yes."

"Say what."

"Kissing my wife after she sucked the neighbor."

"More."

She pressed her body against mine.

"Tasting him in your mouth."

"More."

"Knowing his cock stretched your lips before mine."

Lena smiled.

"My little cuck is learning to confess."

Mason watched from his side of the fence. He had pulled on his trousers but not his shirt. His bedroom light remained on behind him.

The sight of him made the taste in Lena's mouth feel stronger.

I slid one hand beneath her blue dress.

Her cunt was soaked.

"You did not come from sucking us."

"Not yet."

"You want him to make you come."

"I want both men knowing I walked home hungry."

I pushed two fingers into her beside the gate.

She gasped and grabbed my shoulder.

Mason could see the movement of my hand beneath the dress.

"Look at him," I said.

Lena turned her face toward the neighbor while I fucked her with my fingers.

"Tell him what your husband is doing."

Her voice carried across the short distance.

"My little cuck is fingering me because your cock left my mouth hungry."

Mason's hand moved to his waist.

"Tell him more."

"He is trying to prove I still belong in his house."

The words cut.

I added a third finger.

Lena cried out.

"And do you?"

She looked at me.

"Always."

The answer steadied something inside me without cooling the hunger.

I worked her harder against the gatepost.

Lena held Mason's eyes while coming around her husband's hand.

Her cry crossed the fence.

When the shaking passed, I pulled my fingers free and lifted them toward Mason.

"Tomorrow," I said, "you taste what you left unfinished."

His expression darkened.

Lena sucked her slick from my hand before he could answer.

Then we walked inside together.

CHAPTER 24

EVAN - THE DAY THE GATE STAYED OPEN

On Sunday, I left the back gate open.

No message.

No invitation written in the group thread.

Only the gate resting against the fence instead of latched.

Lena saw it while making coffee.

She wore a gray tank and tiny sleep shorts. One breast nearly escaped when she leaned over the counter.

"Today?"

"Today."

Her face changed.

The weeks of teasing, watching, touching, kissing, and waiting gathered behind her eyes.

"What do you want?"

"You know."

"I want to hear it."

I crossed the kitchen and stood behind her.

My hands closed around her hips.

"I want the neighbor to fuck my wife."

Her body softened against me.

My cock hardened.

"Where?"

"His house first."

"Why first?"

"Because I want to watch you cross the yard knowing you are going to another man's bed."

Lena turned in my arms.

"And after?"

"You bring him home."

Her mouth opened slightly.

"You want both houses."

"I want the fantasy to belong to the distance between them."

She kissed me.

No laughter. No insult. The tenderness made the confession feel larger, not safer.

"You will see everything," she said.

"Yes."

"I will look at you."

"Yes."

"And when I come home, you will touch every place he used."

Jealousy tightened my stomach.

"Yes."

Her smile returned.

"My brave little cuck."

At noon, Mason noticed the open gate.

He stood on his patio in dark swim shorts, staring at the empty space where wood had separated our yards for weeks.

Lena walked outside wearing the red bikini from the first afternoon.

The same top she had loosened.

The same high strings over her hips.

Mason watched her cross our patio.

Then his eyes found the open gate.

I stood behind the kitchen glass.

Lena looked at me.

I nodded once.

She walked through.

No fence.

No locked gate.

My wife crossed into the neighbor's yard wearing the bikini that had started everything.

Mason met her halfway.

He touched her waist.

She looked back at me.

Then he kissed her beneath the noon sun.

I opened my shorts and took my cock into my hand.

Mason lifted Lena against him. Her legs wrapped around his waist. The red bikini pressed against the hard shape beneath his shorts.

He carried her toward his house.

At the patio door, Lena looked over his shoulder.

Her eyes found mine through the glass.

She smiled.

Then the neighbor took my wife inside.

I followed.

CHAPTER 25

EVAN - INSIDE THE HOUSE NEXT DOOR

Mason did not close the patio door.

That was the first thing I noticed when I entered his house behind them.

The open door framed our yard across the fence. Our pool. Our chaise. The kitchen glass where I had watched my wife tease him for the first time.

Now Lena stood inside his living room with her legs still wrapped around his waist.

Mason kissed her while carrying her toward the stairs.

I followed.

The ordinary details cut through me. A pair of running shoes beside the wall. Unopened mail on the counter. The faint smell of coffee and laundry detergent. This was not a hotel room scrubbed clean of another life.

This was the house next door.

Mason's bedroom waited at the top of the stairs.

The black panties were gone from the pillow, but I knew where they had been.

He lowered Lena onto the bed.

The red bikini made her look almost naked. The top had slipped during the walk upstairs, exposing the inside curve of one breast. Mason stood between her knees, shirtless, swim shorts stretched hard over his cock.

Lena looked past him at me.

"Close the door?" Mason asked.

"Leave it open," I said.

The request was not about permission. It was about the view down the stairs, through the living room, and across the open gate to our home.

Mason understood.

Lena untied the red top.

The fabric fell away.

Her breasts rose beneath his stare.

"The first thing you watched," she said, "was me trying not to show you these."

Mason cupped both breasts.

"You were not trying very hard."

She laughed.

"My husband told me to let one strap fall."

Mason looked at me while rubbing his thumbs over her nipples.

"You started it."

"I know."

The confession made my cock hard beneath my shorts.

Lena hooked both thumbs beneath the red bottoms.

"Then watch what you started."

She pushed them over her hips.

Her cunt was bare, dark and soaked between her open thighs.

Mason's breath left him slowly.

He had seen it across the fence. Through glass. Around his fingers. Never fully naked on his bed.

"Tell my husband," Lena said.

Mason's eyes stayed on her pussy.

"Your wife is dripping on my sheets."

My cock pulsed.

Lena spread herself with two fingers.

"Because the man next door finally gets to see everything."

Mason dropped to his knees.

His mouth closed over her cunt.

Lena cried out and grabbed his hair.

The sound went through the open bedroom door, down the stairs, and toward the yard where our experiment had begun.

Mason licked her with the hunger of a man who had imagined the taste for weeks. No professional patience. No polished control. His tongue moved hard over her clit, then lower, opening her with his mouth.

Lena looked at me over his head.

"He tastes me better than he watched me."

Jealousy tightened my chest.

I opened my shorts.

"Make her come."

Mason pushed two fingers into her while his mouth worked her clit.

My wife arched off the bed.

"Look at your husband," he said against her cunt.

Lena obeyed.

Her eyes found mine.

"Tell him who is between your legs."

"The neighbor."

Mason fucked her faster with his fingers.

"More."

"The man my little cuck invited through the gate."

I stroked my cock.

Lena smiled through the strain.

"The bigger man who will fuck his wife in the house next door."

She came against Mason's mouth.

Her thighs locked around his head. Her cry filled the bedroom.

I came close without touching her.

Mason rose with Lena's slick shining on his mouth.

She caught his face and kissed him.

Then she looked at me.

"Come taste what he learned."

CHAPTER 26

LENA - THE NEIGHBOR'S MOUTH

Evan kissed me with Mason's mouth still wet from my cunt.

He tasted me from the neighbor's tongue.

The first contact was almost gentle. Then his hand closed around the back of my neck and the kiss became rough. Jealous. Deep enough to make me feel both men at once.

Mason stood beside us, cock hard beneath his shorts, watching my husband claim the taste he had given me.

When Evan released my mouth, I smiled at him.

"Did he taste good?"

"You taste good."

"Through him."

My husband looked at Mason.

"Yes."

The admission warmed every filthy part of me.

I turned toward the neighbor.

"Take off the shorts."

Mason pushed them down.

His cock rose heavy and hard between us.

I had held it. Sucked it. Swallowed his cum. I still felt a shock each time I saw how much thicker he was than Evan.

My husband saw the reaction in my face.

"Say it."

I wrapped one hand around Mason.

"Bigger than you, love."

Evan's cock jumped.

"More."

I stroked Mason slowly.

"Thicker than my little husband's."

Mason groaned.

"More."

I looked at Evan while lowering my mouth toward the broad head.

"The neighbor will stretch my cunt more than you do."

I took Mason between my lips.

His hand moved into my hair.

Evan stood close enough that his cock touched my cheek.

The difference between them filled my mouth and my vision. Mason's cock pushed my jaw wider. Evan's rested against the side of my face, familiar and smaller.

I pulled back.

"Look at them, corninho."

Evan stared.

"Your wife needs both hands for him."

I wrapped my fingers around Mason's base and took him deeper.

My mouth filled. My throat resisted. Saliva ran over my lower lip.

Mason's control broke in a low sound.

Evan caught my chin when I pulled back.

"Look at me."

I did.

His face carried the pain I knew how to sharpen and the hunger that told me he wanted more.

"Tell me what you see."

"My wife on her knees in the neighbor's bedroom."

I kissed Mason's cock.

"More."

"Her mouth stretched around something bigger than mine."

"More."

I took Mason again while Evan spoke.

"She crossed the yard to suck the man next door."

My cunt clenched.

Mason held my hair tighter.

"Listen to your husband," he said. "He knows how dirty you are."

I moaned around his cock.

Evan stroked himself beside my face.

"Show him how badly you wanted this."

I pushed Mason deeper until my eyes watered.

The broad head touched the back of my throat. My hands worked what I could not take. I looked at Evan through tears.

His cock pulsed in his fist.

"That badly," I gasped when I pulled away.

Mason bent and kissed me, tasting himself and my cunt in the same mouth.

Then he lifted me from the floor.

He placed me on the bed with my ass near the edge.

His cock rested against my soaked pussy.

The first touch of the broad head made my body tighten.

I looked at Evan.

My husband stood at the foot of the neighbor's bed, cock in hand, eyes fixed where another man was about to open his wife.

"Watch, love," I whispered.

Mason pushed the head against my cunt.

"Watch your wife take the man next door."

CHAPTER 27

EVAN - WHEN HE ENTERED MY WIFE

Mason's cock pressed against Lena's cunt.

The broad head opened her slowly.

My wife gripped the sheets.

I watched the first inch disappear.

The sight stripped away every fantasy that had protected me. Across the fence, I could imagine. Through the window, I could pretend the glass created distance. In Mason's bedroom, there was nowhere to hide from the physical truth.

The neighbor was inside my wife.

Lena looked directly at me.

"Bigger," she breathed.

Mason pushed deeper.

Her mouth opened.

"Tell me," I said.

"He is stretching me more than you."

Jealousy burned through my chest.

My cock stayed hard.

That was the worst part.

Mason drove another thick inch into her.

Lena cried out.

"Look at your little cuck," he said.

She did.

"He sees everything."

"Good."

Mason filled her to the base.

Lena's thighs trembled around his hips.

I saw the exact difference in the way her cunt opened around him. The thicker cock. The deeper strain in her face. The hunger behind the pain.

"How full?" I asked.

Her smile was breathless and cruel.

"Fuller than you make me, love."

My hand moved faster on my cock.

Mason pulled almost all the way out.

Then he drove back inside.

The bed struck the wall.

Lena's cry became a laugh.

"The headboard," she gasped. "He is going to make you hear it every night."

The thought hit harder than the physical scene.

A wall between houses.

A bed I could see from our window.

A man who would remain after the fantasy ended.

Mason fucked her steadily, each hard drive opening her cunt around him. Lena held my eyes through every movement.

"Come closer," she said.

I stepped to the bed.

She reached for my cock.

Her fingers closed around me while Mason pounded into her.

The comparison became complete.

His thick cock inside my wife.

My smaller cock in her hand.

"Feel how hard your husband is," she told Mason.

He looked at me.

"I can see."

"He loves watching you fill me."

"Say it," Mason said.

The order went to me.

My pride tightened around the words.

Lena stroked me faster.

"Say it, corninho."

I looked at the man next door fucking my wife.

"I love watching you fill her."

Mason's hips struck harder.

Lena moaned.

"More."

"Your cock stretches her more than mine."

My wife came around him.

Her cunt clenched visibly. Mason held her hips and fucked through the shaking.

Lena's hand tightened around my cock.

"That is it, love. Come while the neighbor is still inside me."

I came across her stomach.

White streaks covered the skin between her breasts and pussy while Mason continued fucking her.

Lena looked down at my cum.

Then at him.

"Rub his mess into me."

Mason dragged one hand through my release and spread it over her breasts.

The humiliation nearly made my softening cock hard again.

He bent over Lena, my cum shining beneath his palm, and kissed her.

Then he drove into her harder.

"Make him watch you come again," he said.

Lena wrapped both legs around him.

"Fuck your neighbor's wife. Show my little cuck what he invited home."

Mason pounded her until she came a second time.

This time, her scream carried through the open bedroom door and across the open gate.

CHAPTER 28

LENA - FACING MY HOUSE

Mason pulled me from the bed and carried me to the window.

Our house stood across the narrow darkness. Evan's kitchen glass reflected the empty room. The pool lights glowed blue. The red bikini lay abandoned on Mason's bedroom floor.

He pressed my breasts against the window.

His cock remained hard behind me.

"Your husband wanted the door open," he said. "I want the window."

Evan came beside us.

His cum still marked my stomach and breasts. His cock had softened, but the sight of Mason gripping my hips was already changing that.

"Show him," I said.

Mason spread my ass.

The glass cooled my nipples.

I looked at our house while the neighbor pushed his thick cock back into my cunt.

The first drive made my forehead touch the window.

"Fuck."

Mason filled me from behind.

Evan stood close enough for his reflection to appear beside mine in the glass.

Husband and wife watching themselves while another man moved between us.

"Tell me what you see," Evan said.

"Our house."

Mason pulled out and drove deep again.

"More."

"The pool where I showed him the black string."

Another hard drive.

"More."

"The kitchen where you jerked off while he stared."

Mason caught my hair.

My face lifted toward the reflection.

"More."

I smiled at my husband in the glass.

"Your wife being fucked in the neighbor's bedroom while her little cuck watches."

Evan's cock hardened fully again.

He stroked himself beside my hip.

Mason fucked me harder against the window. The glass shook in its frame. My breasts slid across it with every movement.

"He can see where she lives," Mason said.

"She is looking at it," Evan answered.

"Does that hurt?"

"Yes."

"Does it make you hard?"

"Yes."

I laughed breathlessly.

"My two honest men."

Mason slapped my ass.

The sound filled the room.

"Your neighbor likes hearing you admit it."

"Then give him more," I told Evan.

My husband moved close to my face.

"I am hard because a bigger man is fucking my wife against his window."

My cunt tightened around Mason.

"More."

"I am hard because you crossed the yard for his cock."

"More."

Mason pounded me deeper.

Evan's voice broke.

"I am hard because I know I will see him tomorrow and remember exactly how your cunt looked stretched around him."

I came against the glass.

My body shook between them.

Mason did not stop. He held my waist and drove into me through every pulse.

"Where?" he asked me.

The question was not about permission. It was the last dirty choice before he finished, one we had already discussed in the kitchen.

I looked at Evan's reflection.

"Inside my cunt."

Mason groaned.

He buried his cock deep and came.

I felt every heavy pulse.

His hands tightened at my hips. His forehead rested against my shoulder. His cum filled the cunt my husband had watched him claim.

Evan stared at the place where our bodies joined.

When Mason pulled out, thick white cum ran down my thighs.

I turned toward my husband.

"Take me home."

CHAPTER 29

EVAN - THE WALK HOME FULL OF HIM

Lena walked home with Mason's cum inside her.

She wore my shirt.

Not the red bikini. Not her dress. My white shirt had been in the overnight bag I carried without admitting I had planned for this exact ending.

The hem stopped below her ass. Her bare legs glistened in the patio light. Cum moved between her thighs with every step.

Mason followed us to the gate.

He had pulled on his shorts. His chest remained bare. The calm satisfaction in his face made jealousy rise again.

Lena stopped halfway through the open gate.

One foot in his yard.

One foot in ours.

"Look at me," she said.

Both men did.

She opened her legs slightly.

A thick drop of Mason's cum slid down the inside of her thigh.

My cock stirred.

"The neighbor filled your wife," she told me.

"I know."

"He stretched me more than you."

"I saw."

"And you came watching."

"Yes."

Her smile softened.

"Good little cuck."

She turned toward Mason.

"You will see him at the mailboxes tomorrow."

"I know."

"You will remember this."

"Every time."

She kissed him once in the open gate.

Then she crossed fully into our yard.

Mason remained on his side.

I closed the gate between us.

The click of the latch felt ceremonial.

Not an ending.

A reminder that the distance still existed even after we had crossed it.

Inside our kitchen, Lena placed both palms on the counter and bent forward.

My shirt lifted over her ass.

Mason's cum coated her cunt and thighs.

"Come see what you brought home."

I knelt behind her.

The smell of sex was immediate. Her sweat. His cum. The warm scent of my wife's used cunt.

Jealousy twisted through me.

So did hunger.

I dragged my tongue along her thigh.

Lena shivered.

"Taste him."

I licked higher.

Cum and her slick covered my tongue.

My wife looked back over her shoulder.

"Does the neighbor taste different?"

"Yes."

"Better?"

"Do not push it."

She laughed.

"My little cuck is jealous of another man's cum."

I opened her ass with both hands and put my mouth directly against her cunt.

Lena cried out.

I licked Mason from her. Every white trace. Every place his cock had stretched and filled. The act should have humiliated me beyond recovery.

Instead, my cock hardened against the cabinet.

Lena felt the movement when I pressed closer.

"There he is."

I pushed two fingers into her.

Her cunt remained open from Mason.

"Loose?" she asked.

"Used."

"By a bigger cock."

I slapped her ass.

"Say my name."

"Evan."

"Again."

"Evan. My husband. My hungry little cuck."

She came on my tongue while another man's cum still coated her cunt.

I stood and pushed my cock inside before the shaking stopped.

The difference was unmistakable.

Her body opened around me easily. Slick with both of them. Warm and swollen from Mason's size.

"Feel what he did," Lena whispered.

I drove deeper.

"Feel how he opened your wife for you."

I fucked her against the counter while she described the neighbor's cock inside her, the window, the bed, the cum that had run home between her legs.

When I came, my release mixed with his deep inside the woman who belonged to neither fantasy alone.

She belonged to the marriage that wanted both.

CHAPTER 30

LENA - BREAKFAST THROUGH THE FENCE

Mason cooked breakfast on his patio the next morning.

The smell of bacon crossed the fence before eight.

I wore Evan's shirt and no panties. The marks on my ass had darkened overnight. My cunt felt sore every time I moved.

Evan noticed every careful step.

He always noticed.

"He is outside," I said.

"I can smell the bacon."

"That is not what I meant."

My husband looked through the glass.

Mason stood beside the grill wearing gray sweatpants and no shirt. He glanced toward our house at the exact moment Evan looked.

Neither man waved.

I opened the glass door.

"Morning," I called.

Mason turned.

His eyes moved over the shirt, my bare legs, the way I stood with my thighs slightly apart because my cunt still ached.

"Morning."

"Cooking for three?"

He looked at Evan.

"If your husband wants."

Evan's jaw tightened.

I touched his chest.

The fantasy had survived the sex. Now it had to survive breakfast.

That was where real danger lived.

Not in Mason's cock.

In the easy possibility of coffee across a low fence after he had filled me the night before.

Evan opened the gate.

We carried our mugs to Mason's patio.

He served eggs and bacon on ordinary white plates. I sat between both men at the table where Mason had opened me with his fingers days earlier.

The memory made my cunt tighten.

Mason noticed the small shift in my chair.

"Sore?"

"Your fault."

His mouth curved.

Evan cut a piece of bacon with unnecessary force.

I placed my hand on his thigh beneath the table.

"Tell him."

My husband looked at me.

"Tell him what?"

"What you did when we got home."

Mason stopped eating.

Evan's cock began to harden beneath my palm.

"I tasted you from her."

Mason's expression darkened.

"All of it?"

"Every drop I could reach."

My cunt became slick despite the soreness.

Mason's eyes moved to my mouth.

"And then?"

Evan looked directly at him.

"I fucked my wife while your cum was still inside her."

The breakfast table went silent.

I stroked my husband beneath it.

Mason leaned back.

"Did she compare us?"

"Every chance she got."

"Who was bigger?"

Evan's shame tightened under my hand.

He answered anyway.

"You."

Mason looked at me.

"Who made you come harder?"

I smiled.

"The neighbor made my cunt scream. My husband made the whole night mean something."

The answer did not soften the comparison. It deepened it.

Evan's hand closed over mine beneath the table.

Mason raised his coffee.

"To dangerous neighbors."

I lifted mine.

"To husbands who leave gates open."

Evan stared at both of us.

Then he raised his mug.

"To knowing which house she comes home to."

CHAPTER 31

EVAN - THE MAILBOXES AFTER

Mason and I met at the mailboxes alone on Monday.

He wore work clothes. I carried a folder from the office. Anyone driving past would have seen two neighbors discussing weather or property lines.

We both remembered my wife naked against his bedroom window.

"She okay?" he asked.

The question was ordinary concern after the night, not an interruption inside it.

"Sore. Happy. Already planning what to wear by the pool."

Mason laughed once.

"That sounds like her."

The familiarity in his voice irritated me.

"You know very little about her."

He looked at me.

"I know she looks at you before every cruel thing she says."

The answer stopped me.

"I know she likes making you jealous, but she watches your face more closely than she watches mine. I know she came harder when you admitted you wanted me inside her. I know she walked home wearing your shirt."

He closed his mailbox.

"I know enough not to confuse what happened with taking your place."

Jealousy loosened by one degree.

Not gone.

Never gone.

"You live next door," I said.

"I did before."

"Now you know what she sounds like when she comes."

"So do you."

"I will hear your headboard through the wall in my head every time I see you."

Mason's eyes held mine.

"And your cock will get hard."

The directness hit hard.

I looked away toward our houses.

Lena's car was gone. Her bedroom window reflected the morning sky.

"Yes."

Mason nodded.

"Mine too."

For one second, we stood in the quiet street with the truth between us.

Not rivals pretending friendship.

Not friends pretending the rivalry had disappeared.

Two men connected by the woman who had invited both into the same hunger.

Mason handed me a small black envelope.

"For her."

I opened it.

The red bikini top lay folded inside.

One cup carried a dark mark from the night before. His cum.

My stomach tightened.

"You came on it."

"After breakfast."

"Thinking about her?"

"Thinking about her walking home full of me."

My cock hardened in the middle of the street.

Mason saw.

"Give it to her."

"Why not hand it to her yourself?"

"Because I want her husband holding it first."

He walked back toward his driveway.

I remained beside the mailboxes with the stained red bikini in my hand and my cock hard beneath my work trousers.

CHAPTER 32

EVAN - THE BIKINI IN THE OFFICE

I kept the red bikini in my desk drawer all day.

The envelope sat beneath contracts and construction schedules. Every time I opened the drawer, the dark stain reminded me Mason had jerked off into the fabric that had started the experiment.

At two, Lena messaged me.

How is my little cuck concentrating?

I photographed the open drawer.

Her answer came immediately.

He gave it to you?

Yes.

Smell it.

I stared at the screen.

Lena:

Do it, husband.

I locked the office door.

The bikini top smelled faintly of chlorine, my wife's skin, and the dried release of the man next door.

My cock hardened.

I pressed the fabric closer.

Lena called.

"Tell me."

"It smells like him."

"More."

"Like his cum on the bikini you wore for him."

"For you."

"Both."

Her breathing changed.

"Good answer."

A video call opened.

Lena sat in her home office wearing a black blouse. She opened it while I watched, exposing her breasts.

"Put the cup over your mouth."

I did.

Humiliation burned through me.

She touched one nipple.

"The husband smelling another man's cum at work."

My hand moved beneath the desk.

"While his wife touches herself at home."

Lena pushed her skirt up. No panties.

Her fingers moved over her cunt.

"Tell me what Mason did after he came on it."

"I do not know."

"Imagine."

I wrapped my hand around my cock.

"He held it against his face."

"More."

"He smelled your breasts in the fabric."

"More."

"He imagined your cunt still full of his cum."

Lena pushed two fingers inside herself.

"And my little cuck?"

"Holding the proof in his office."

"Hard?"

"Yes."

"Pathetic?"

"Yes."

Her smile became filthy.

"Mine."

That single word reached deeper than every insult.

I came into a tissue beneath my desk with Mason's stain pressed against my mouth.

Lena came on the screen seconds later.

When our breathing slowed, she buttoned her blouse.

"Bring it home."

"What will you do with it?"

She looked directly into the camera.

"Wear the neighbor's cum into our pool while both men watch it disappear."

CHAPTER 33

LENA - RED IN THE WATER

I wore the stained red bikini at midnight.

The dried mark rested over my left breast. Evan tied the straps behind my neck. His fingers trembled slightly when he touched the place Mason had covered with cum.

"Still jealous?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Good."

Mason waited on his patio in black swim shorts. The gate stood open.

I walked outside between both yards.

The pool lights made the red fabric glow against my skin.

Mason saw the dark stain.

"He gave it to you."

"My husband brought it home from work."

I touched the cup.

"He smelled your cum in his office."

Mason looked at Evan.

My husband's cock pressed hard against his shorts.

"Did you?"

"Yes."

The confession made Mason's body tighten.

I stepped into the pool.

Water climbed over my thighs and hips. When it reached my breasts, the red fabric darkened. The dry mark dissolved slowly into the water.

Mason watched it vanish.

Evan watched too.

"Gone," I said.

"Not gone," Mason answered.

He entered the pool from his side of the patio.

The gate made the yards one space now.

Evan followed.

I floated between both men.

Mason's hand settled at my waist beneath the water. Evan's touched the other side.

"Two hands," I whispered.

"Two houses," Mason said.

I looked at my husband.

"One hungry wife."

Evan pulled me against him and kissed me.

Mason's hand moved lower beneath the water. His fingers found the red string and pulled it aside.

I moaned into my husband's mouth.

The pool hid the movement from the sleeping street. It did not hide anything from the three of us.

Mason pushed two fingers into my cunt while Evan kissed me.

My legs opened around both men.

"He is inside me," I whispered against my husband's lips.

"I know."

"Thicker fingers."

"I know."

"Your cock is hard against my stomach."

"Because I know."

I laughed softly.

"Good little cuck."

Evan pulled the red top down.

My breasts floated bare above the water. Mason's mouth closed over one nipple. Evan took the other.

Two men sucking my breasts while the neighbor fingered my cunt beneath the pool lights.

My head fell back.

The houses framed the night on both sides.

I came with my arms around both necks.

Mason lifted me onto the pool edge.

Water streamed from my body. The red bikini remained pulled aside. My cunt opened beneath the lights.

Evan knelt between my knees first.

He licked me while Mason stood behind him.

Then my husband looked up.

"Your turn."

Mason knelt beside him.

Two mouths touched me.

Not at once in the impossible way fantasies often lied. They changed places, overlapped, kissed against my cunt, shared my slick while I watched them navigate the same body.

Evan's tongue worked my clit while Mason pushed his deeper.

The sight of my husband sharing the taste of me with the neighbor made my body break again.

I came screaming between two yards.

CHAPTER 34

EVAN - THE NEIGHBOR IN OUR BEDROOM

Mason entered our bedroom for the first time at one in the morning.

His hair was wet from the pool. Lena wore the red bikini bottoms and nothing else. I carried the black dildo from the drawer.

The same window through which Mason had watched us now stood open behind him.

He looked around the room.

Our wedding photograph on the dresser.

Lena's clothes beside mine.

The bed where she had confessed Julian's name and awakened everything that followed.

"Different from the view across the yard?" she asked.

"Smaller."

"The room?"

"The distance."

Lena smiled.

She climbed onto our bed and spread her knees.

The red bottoms were soaked and pulled aside. Her cunt still shone from the pool.

"My husband brought a toy."

Mason looked at the black dildo in my hand.

"Bigger than him."

"Smaller than you," Lena said.

The comparison made my cock hard.

She saw.

"There he is."

I pressed the toy against her cunt.

"Tell him whose cock this used to be."

"Julian's in our heads."

I pushed the first inch inside.

Lena moaned.

"Then Adrian's hands made me imagine it differently."

I drove the toy deeper.

"And now?"

She looked at Mason.

"Now it is practice for the neighbor."

Mason's cock hardened visibly.

I fucked her with the toy while he watched from the side of our marital bed.

Lena held his eyes.

"Show him the difference," she said.

Mason opened his shorts.

His thick cock rose beside the black toy disappearing into my wife's cunt.

The toy was similar in thickness, but his living body looked heavier. Warmer. More dangerous.

"Take it out," Lena ordered me.

I pulled the dildo free.

Her cunt remained open.

"Replace it," she told Mason.

He climbed onto the bed.

I stayed close, toy still slick in my hand.

Mason pressed his cock against the cunt I had opened.

Then he drove inside.

Lena cried out.

"Bigger than the toy?" I asked.

"Yes."

Mason filled her deeper.

"Bigger than your husband?"

She smiled at me.

"Much."

Humiliation burned through my body.

I stroked my cock with the wet toy beside them.

Mason fucked Lena on our bed, beneath our wedding photograph, facing the window where he had once hidden behind blinds.

My wife pulled me closer.

"Put the toy in my mouth."

I held the slick black head to her lips.

She tasted her cunt from it while Mason pounded her.

"Now your cock," she said.

I replaced the toy with myself.

Lena sucked me while another man fucked her in our bed.

Her moans moved around my cock. Mason's hips struck between her thighs. The mattress shook beneath all three of us.

"Tell me," I said.

She pulled back just enough to speak.

"The neighbor is fucking your wife in your bed."

"More."

"His cock fills me more while your little cock fills my mouth."

Mason drove deeper.

Lena took me again.

I came across her tongue while she came around him.

The sounds merged in the room Mason had watched from across the yard.

When he finished, he pulled out and came over her cunt instead of inside. Thick white lines covered the lips he had stretched.

Lena looked at me.

"Clean your wife's pussy."

I knelt between them.

Mason watched me lick his cum from Lena in the bed where she slept beside me every night.

CHAPTER 35

LENA - THE TWO WINDOWS

Afterward, Mason stood at our bedroom window.

His bedroom glowed across the yard.

Two open windows facing each other.

Two beds carrying the memory of my body.

I lay between Evan's legs while he stroked my hair. Mason's cum taste remained in my husband's mouth. My cunt felt swollen and warm after being fucked in both houses within the same day.

Mason looked back at us.

"I used to think the window was the fantasy."

"It was," I said.

"Not anymore."

Evan's fingers tightened slightly in my hair.

I felt the jealousy before he spoke.

"What is it now?"

Mason looked across the yard.

"Knowing I can see her here tomorrow. Knowing she can look at my room and remember."

The truth made the silence heavier.

I sat up.

"That is why the neighbor is different."

Mason faced me.

"Different from who?"

"Julian. Adrian. The men who entered a scene and left it."

Evan looked at me.

"Julian did not exactly leave."

"No. But he does not take out his trash beside ours."

Mason laughed quietly.

The ordinary image loosened the tension without erasing it.

I crossed the room naked and stood between both men.

"Tomorrow, one of you will wave from the driveway. The other will kiss me before work. Both will remember this bed."

I touched Mason's chest.

Then Evan's.

"That is the hunger. Not only the cock. The truth that does not vanish when the clothes return."

Evan looked at Mason.

"You understand she comes home."

"Yes."

"You understand this is not courtship."

"Yes."

The conversation happened after the sex, quiet and clear, where it belonged.

Mason touched the WATCH bracelet on my wrist.

"And she understands I am not furniture."

I held his eyes.

"Yes."

He nodded.

No contract.

No list.

Only three adults saying the truth after the bodies had stopped hiding it.

Mason dressed.

At the bedroom door, he looked back.

"Which way?"

"Front door," Evan said.

The choice surprised me.

Mason smiled.

He walked downstairs and left through the front of our house at three in the morning.

A porch camera across the street might have recorded the neighbor leaving.

A curtain might have moved.

The possibility made my cunt tighten again.

Evan saw.

"You like the risk."

"I like that you told him to use the front door."

"Why?"

I climbed over my husband.

"Because my little cuck is done pretending the neighbor only crosses through the dark."

CHAPTER 36

EVAN - THE MAN WHO WAS STILL THERE TOMORROW

Mason washed his truck on Tuesday.

Lena left for a photography job wearing white trousers and a blue blouse. She stopped in the driveway to adjust the equipment bag on her shoulder.

Mason looked up from the hose.

Their eyes met.

He smiled.

She smiled back.

Nothing sexual happened.

The lack of sex made the moment hurt more.

I stood inside the garage pretending to search for a tool.

Mason had fucked my wife in his bed and mine. He had come inside her, over her cunt, into her mouth. He had watched me taste him from her body.

Now he waved like a neighbor.

Lena crossed our driveway and kissed me before entering her car.

"You saw."

"Yes."

"What did it do?"

"Made me jealous."

"And?"

"Hard."

She smiled.

"Good."

Then she drove away.

Mason returned to washing the truck.

I walked toward the street.

"She looks good in white," he said.

"She chose it because you would see."

His hose stopped moving.

"Did she tell you that?"

"She did not need to."

Mason looked at the road where her car had disappeared.

"Does that ever get easier?"

"What?"

"Knowing she likes being wanted."

I thought about the first confession. Julian's name in our bed. Grant's hands on the red dress. The white bikini. Adrian's table. The open gate.

"No."

Mason nodded.

"Good."

I almost laughed.

"Why good?"

"Because easy would make it ordinary."

The answer sounded like something Lena might have said.

That irritated me too.

"Do not start thinking you know our marriage."

"I know my place in it."

"Which is?"

He turned off the hose.

"Next door. Close enough to make both of you imagine. Far enough to remember she goes home."

The clarity eased something in me.

Not trust exactly.

Recognition.

Mason lifted the hose again.

"She left her red bikini in my bedroom."

My cock stirred.

"Keep it."

He looked at me.

"You sure?"

"She will want an excuse to cross the yard."

Mason smiled.

"Your wife does not need excuses anymore."

He was right.

That was the most frightening part.

CHAPTER 37

LENA - THE COOKOUT

We invited Mason to a Sunday cookout two weeks later.

Nothing about the invitation looked sexual. Burgers. Beer. Music low beside the pool. The kind of afternoon neighbors shared all over Florida.

I wore a yellow bikini beneath a sheer white cover-up.

Evan chose both.

Mason arrived carrying ice and the red bikini folded inside a gift bag.

"Returning property," he said.

I looked inside.

The red fabric had been washed.

A small disappointment crossed my face before I could hide it.

Mason noticed.

"Check the bottom."

Beneath the bikini lay a photograph.

The red top stretched across his hard cock. No face. No message. The broad head pushing against the fabric that had once covered my breast.

My cunt tightened.

Evan looked over my shoulder.

His body reacted instantly.

"Keep the photograph," Mason said. "The bikini belongs beside your pool."

I slipped the image into the pocket of my cover-up.

The afternoon unfolded in sunlight. Mason grilled. Evan mixed drinks. I floated in the pool while both men tried to act normal.

A family two houses down played music. Children rode bicycles along the street. Ordinary life moved around the secret sitting at our patio table.

I liked the contrast.

At five, Evan's best friend Nate texted that he was nearby.

Nate had known my husband since college. He had been in our wedding. He had helped carry our sofa into the townhouse. He knew the old version of us better than anyone outside the marriage.

Coming by for a beer, his message said.

Evan read it and became still.

Mason noticed.

"Problem?"

"Nate."

I knew the name carried a different kind of threat.

A stranger could see a fantasy.

A best friend could see a man changing.

"Tell him we have company," I said.

Evan looked at my yellow bikini.

"He has seen you in a swimsuit."

"Not this one."

The top barely covered my nipples. The bottoms tied with thin strings high over my hips.

Mason smiled.

"Your wife wants an audience."

"My wife always wants an audience."

I climbed from the pool.

Water made the white cover-up transparent over the yellow bikini.

"Not always," I said. "Only when my husband wants to suffer."

Evan's cock pressed against his shorts.

The doorbell rang.

Nate entered through the house without waiting, as he had a hundred times before.

He stepped onto the patio carrying a six-pack.

His eyes found me.

Then Mason.

Then the low fence and open gate.

"Looks like I missed the start of the party."

I hugged him while still wet.

The transparent cover-up pressed against his shirt.

Nate's hands settled politely at my waist.

His body became still.

He felt how little I wore beneath the fabric.

Evan saw.

So did Mason.

I kissed Nate's cheek and stepped back.

"You arrived at the interesting part."

My husband's face tightened.

The next fantasy entered our yard wearing his best friend's familiar smile.

CHAPTER 38

EVAN - WHAT THE NEIGHBOR TAUGHT US

Mason left before dark.

He shook Nate's hand, collected his empty bottle, and walked through the open gate like a man who had done nothing more than share a cookout with neighbors.

Nate watched him go.

"You two close now?"

The question carried no suspicion yet.

"He lives next door."

"That was not my question."

Lena brought three beers from the kitchen.

Her sheer cover-up had dried enough to hide less. Nate looked at her again, then corrected himself.

I noticed.

I always noticed.

The evening stayed ordinary. Old college stories. Work complaints. Nate teasing me about the year I tried to grow a beard. Lena laughing from the chaise with one knee raised.

But the neighbor had changed the way I saw every male glance.

Nate had looked at my wife for years without becoming part of a fantasy. Now I saw the extra beat when she bent for the cooler. The way his eyes touched the yellow string at her hip before returning to my face.

Mason had taught us that distance could be erotic before touch.

The best friend would teach us what history did to that distance.

After Nate left, Lena locked the front door and came into the kitchen.

"You saw him."

"Yes."

"He looked at me."

"Yes."

"Did it make you jealous?"

"More than Mason the first time."

Her expression sharpened.

"Because you know him."

"Because he knows me."

Lena removed the sheer cover-up.

The yellow bikini glowed against her wet skin.

"Mason knew the husband through a window. Nate knows the boy you were before you became my cuck."

My cock hardened.

She smiled.

"There he is."

I caught her waist.

"We are not starting another experiment tonight."

"I know."

"Mason is not finished."

"Nobody is finished. That is not how hunger works."

She kissed me.

Then she pulled the photograph from the pocket of the cover-up. Mason's cock stretched the red bikini top across the glossy image.

Lena placed it on the kitchen table.

"What did the neighbor teach you?"

I looked through the glass at the low fence.

"That watching can be enough to change everything."

"More."

"That another man's cock does not have to enter you before he enters our marriage."

"More."

She reached into my shorts.

"That the next morning is hotter than the hotel checkout."

Her hand wrapped around my cock.

"More."

I looked at the driveway where Nate's truck had been.

"That the men who stay in our life hurt more."

Lena stroked me slowly.

"And make you harder."

"Yes."

She dropped to her knees beneath the kitchen table.

The photograph of Mason remained beside my hand. The yellow bikini stayed on her body. The gate waited outside.

Lena took my cock into her mouth.

I looked through the glass at the dark house next door and understood the experiment had succeeded.

The neighbor had not replaced the bulls before him.

He had changed the geography of our hunger.

There was no longer a safe line between fantasy and home.

Only a fence low enough to cross.

CHAPTER 39

EVAN - THE FRONT DOOR AT NOON

Mason used the front door the following Saturday.

No darkness. No open gate. No patio excuse.

He rang the bell at noon carrying the red bikini photograph in a black frame.

Lena opened the door wearing a pale blue blouse, a fitted skirt, and heels from a morning photography appointment. She looked more dangerous dressed for work than she had naked beside the pool.

Mason's eyes moved over her slowly.

"You framed it," she said.

"I thought your husband deserved the original."

He handed the frame to me.

The photograph showed his thick cock stretching the red bikini top. No face. No room. Only the body that had crossed the fence and the fabric that started everything.

"Where should we put it?" Lena asked.

"Nowhere visible," I said.

"Coward."

She took the frame and placed it facedown on the kitchen counter.

Mason watched the movement of her skirt.

I noticed.

Lena noticed me noticing.

"Coffee?" she asked.

Mason nodded.

She walked to the machine. The skirt ended just above her knees. Nothing about it should have looked filthy. Then she bent for a mug and let the slit open along the back of one thigh.

No panties.

Mason became still.

I saw the first glimpse of her bare ass beneath the professional fabric.

"You came straight from work," he said.

"I changed in the car."

"Into that?"

Lena looked over her shoulder.

"Out of the panties."

His cock hardened visibly beneath his jeans.

Mine did too.

She carried three mugs to the table and sat between us.

"The neighbor came through the front door," she said. "My little cuck should reward him."

"How?"

Lena pushed her chair back and opened her knees.

The skirt climbed high enough to expose her cunt.

"Tell him what he is looking at."

My pulse hammered.

Mason stared openly.

"My wife came home from work without panties because she knew the man next door might visit."

Lena touched her clit with one finger.

"More."

"She is spreading her cunt at our kitchen table in daylight."

Mason's hand moved over the front of his jeans.

"More."

"She wants both men hard before the coffee cools."

Lena smiled.

"Good husband."

She stood and moved behind Mason's chair. Her hands settled on his shoulders. She kissed the side of his neck while looking at me.

"Take it out," she told him.

Mason opened his jeans.

His cock rose thick and heavy beside the coffee mug.

Lena stroked him slowly.

The normal kitchen, the mail on the counter, the sun through the windows made the sight feel more obscene than the bedroom.

She looked at me.

"Your wife is touching the neighbor before lunch."

I opened my trousers.

"And her little cuck is hard enough to join."

She came to me next, wrapping one hand around my cock while keeping the other on Mason.

Two men at the kitchen table.

One wife standing between them in work clothes with her skirt pulled high.

She stroked us together until both cocks shone at the heads.

Then she stopped.

"Coffee first," she said.

Mason groaned.

I laughed despite myself.

Lena lowered her skirt and sat down as if she had not just held both men.

The framed photograph remained facedown beside the sugar bowl.

CHAPTER 40

LENA - COFFEE FIRST

I drank half my coffee while two hard cocks waited beneath the table.

Evan tried to discuss a client delay. Mason asked about the fence company. Their voices remained controlled. Their bodies did not.

I loved making men perform normality around hunger.

When I finished, I placed the mug down.

"Bedroom?" Mason asked.

"Too easy."

I slid beneath the kitchen table.

Evan's breath stopped.

The skirt bunched around my waist. I knelt between two pairs of male legs while daylight filled the room above us.

I opened my husband's trousers first.

"Mine first," Evan said.

"Always jealous."

"Always your husband."

The answer warmed me.

I took his cock into my mouth.

Mason watched from the next chair, his larger cock hard in his fist. I sucked Evan slowly, looking past him at the neighbor.

"Tell him," I said when I pulled back.

Evan's voice came rough.

"My wife is under our table sucking me while you wait."

"More."

"Your bigger cock is making her cunt wet."

I reached beneath my skirt and touched myself.

"More."

"She wants to change chairs."

I smiled.

"Smart cuck."

I crawled to Mason.

His cock filled my mouth more completely. My lips stretched. My hand wrapped the base while my tongue moved around the broad head.

Evan watched every inch.

"Bigger," I said against Mason.

My husband stroked himself.

"I know."

"Your wife needs both hands."

"Show me."

I obeyed.

Mason's fingers moved into my hair. He did not force me. He held me while I took him deeper and chose the rhythm that made my throat tighten.

Evan leaned down beside us.

"Look at me."

I lifted my eyes.

"Who put you under the table?"

"My husband."

"Who are you sucking?"

"The neighbor."

"Why?"

I kissed Mason's cock.

"Because my little cuck gets harder when I choose something bigger."

Evan's face tightened.

Mason groaned.

I moved between them again and again, husband to neighbor, familiar cock to thicker one, love to hunger and back until the distinctions became part of the rhythm.

Mason came first.

I swallowed him beneath the table, then turned immediately to Evan with the neighbor's taste still in my mouth.

My husband came against my tongue while holding my face.

When I climbed back into my chair, both men looked wrecked.

I pulled down my skirt.

"Now," I said, lifting the coffee pot, "we can discuss the fence."

CHAPTER 41

EVAN - THE FENCE REPAIR

The fence company came on Tuesday.

A storm had loosened three boards near the back corner. The worker measured the damaged section and recommended replacing the entire line with something taller.

"Six feet would give you full privacy," he said.

Lena stood beside me wearing running shorts and one of my old shirts. Mason watched from his driveway.

Full privacy.

The phrase should have sounded sensible.

Instead, I pictured the red strap falling where Mason could see. The dildo beneath the patio lights. Lena crossing the open gate with his cum running between her thighs.

"Keep the same height," I said.

The worker shrugged.

"Your call."

Mason approached after the truck left.

"Keeping the view?"

Lena smiled.

"My husband likes pretending the fence matters."

Mason looked at me.

"Does it?"

"Yes."

"You opened the gate."

"A gate only means something if it can close again."

He considered the answer.

Lena stepped between us.

"Fix it together."

The suggestion turned into an afternoon of measuring, cutting, and replacing boards. Mason worked from his side. I worked from mine. Lena carried drinks between the open gate wearing shorts that showed the lower curve of her ass every time she bent.

At one point, she stood on the new support rail to hold a board straight.

Mason's hand closed around one calf.

Mine held the other.

Lena looked down at both men.

"This is the dirtiest home repair in Tampa."

"Hold still," I said.

"My husband gives orders while the neighbor has his hand on my leg."

Mason's fingers moved higher.

"Higher," she whispered.

His hand reached the back of her knee.

My cock hardened inside my work shorts.

"The board," I said.

Lena laughed.

"Of course, love."

We finished before sunset.

The fence remained low.

The repaired boards looked newer than the rest, a visible scar where the boundary had been strengthened without becoming taller.

Lena stood beside it in the red bikini after the tools were put away.

"Test the view," she told Mason.

He returned to his patio.

I went into the kitchen.

Lena lay on the chaise exactly as she had the first afternoon. One knee raised. Red strings high over her hips. Mason sitting where he had once pretended to use his phone.

She looked through the glass at me.

The repaired fence changed nothing.

That was the point.

CHAPTER 42

LENA - THE LAST SWIM

The final night of the neighbor experiment began with rain.

Warm Florida rain hit the pool in silver circles. Evan stood beneath the patio roof. Mason waited on his side of the fence.

I wore no bikini.

I walked naked into the rain.

Both men watched water run over my breasts, stomach, and cunt. Lightning flashed far beyond the neighborhood. No thunder followed close enough to matter.

I stepped into the pool.

"Come in," I said.

Evan removed his shirt first. Mason crossed through the open gate and did the same. They entered from opposite sides.

I floated between them.

The rain covered the surface in constant movement. Houses became shadows beyond the fence. The ordinary world disappeared without requiring a hotel or closed curtains.

Mason reached me first.

His hand closed around my waist. Evan came behind me, chest against my back, cock hard along my ass.

"Two men," I whispered.

"Not yet," Evan said near my ear.

He knew what I meant. One day the hunger would ask for both cocks at once. That belonged to another step, another book of our marriage.

Tonight, they shared me differently.

Mason kissed me while Evan's fingers moved between my legs. Then my husband turned my face and took my mouth while Mason cupped my breasts.

Hands changed places beneath the water.

Mouths changed.

I kept returning to Evan's eyes.

"Your wife is naked in the rain between two men."

His fingers pushed into my cunt.

"I know."

"The neighbor's cock is against my stomach."

"I know."

"Bigger than yours."

His hand moved harder.

"I know."

Mason laughed softly.

"She never lets you forget."

"That is why he never stops getting hard," I said.

Evan turned me toward the pool edge and bent me over it. Mason stood beside my face.

My husband fucked me first.

Rain ran down my back. His cock drove into the cunt Mason had opened days earlier. I watched the neighbor stroke himself close to my mouth.

"Suck him," Evan said.

I opened for Mason.

The bigger cock filled my mouth while my husband pounded me from behind.

I moaned around the neighbor.

Mason gripped the edge of the pool beside my head.

"Tell her," he said to Evan.

My husband caught my hair.

"My wife is sucking the man next door while I fuck her in the rain."

My cunt clenched.

"More."

"She needs his bigger cock in her mouth to make my smaller cock feel this good."

I came hard around Evan.

He pulled out before finishing.

Mason lifted me from the water and placed me on the chaise beneath the patio roof. Rain streamed from all three bodies.

He pushed his cock into me next.

The thicker stretch made me cry out.

Evan knelt beside my face.

I took my husband into my mouth while the neighbor fucked me.

The men changed places without turning the scene into competition. Each knew where he stood. Each knew who went home with whom.

Evan came in my mouth.

Mason came inside my cunt.

I lay between them listening to rain strike the repaired fence.

CHAPTER 43

EVAN - THE GATE CLOSED AT DAWN

At dawn, I closed the gate.

Mason had gone home an hour earlier through the front door. Lena slept upstairs wearing nothing, his cum still deep inside her and mine dried at the corner of her mouth.

The yard smelled like rain.

The new fence boards shone darker than the old ones. The gate clicked into place beneath my hand.

Closed did not mean forbidden.

Open did not mean owned.

The simple physical line gave shape to what we had discovered.

Mason lived beside us. He would remain part of the view. There would be other afternoons, other looks, perhaps other nights. But the story no longer depended on how far we could push him.

It depended on what his closeness had revealed about us.

Lena came outside wrapped in a sheet.

Her hair was tangled. Marks covered her thighs. She moved carefully across the wet patio.

"You closed it."

"For now."

She stood beside me and touched the latch.

"Do you regret opening it?"

"No."

"Do you regret him?"

I looked at the quiet house next door.

"No."

"Do you hate that he will still be there tonight?"

"A little."

She smiled.

"And your cock?"

"Do not start."

Her hand moved beneath the sheet and found me already hard.

"Too late."

I kissed her.

She tasted like sleep, rain, and the faint memory of the night.

"What did you learn?" she asked.

"That I do not only want to watch you with strangers."

"More."

"I want the consequences."

Her eyes softened.

"More."

"I want to see the man afterward. I want to know he remembers. I want it to hurt when he waves at you."

Lena wrapped both arms around my neck.

"My hungry husband."

"Your little cuck?"

"Both."

The answer felt right.

She opened the gate again.

Not for Mason.

Only to step through, look at the repaired fence from his side, and return to me.

Then she latched it herself.

The neighbor had taught us that a boundary could become erotic without disappearing.

The next man would not live behind a fence.

He already stood inside my oldest memories.

CHAPTER 44

LENA - THE HIDDEN FOLDER

I created a folder on my phone called NEXT DOOR.

Evan discovered it while we were in bed on Wednesday night.

He was looking for a photograph from the beach weekend. Instead, he found twenty-three images from the weeks with Mason.

The red strap loose over my shoulder.

The black bikini dark between my legs.

Mason's cock stretching the red top.

My cunt open around his fingers beside the pool.

The open gate.

A photograph I had taken secretly from his bedroom: Evan standing at the foot of the bed, cock in hand, face wrecked as Mason pushed inside me for the first time.

My husband stopped on that image.

"You took this?"

"While he was kissing my neck."

"I look pathetic."

"You look honest."

He enlarged the photograph.

The camera had caught the exact moment his pride gave way. Mason's body covered part of mine. My mouth was open. Evan's hand wrapped his own cock so tightly the knuckles had turned pale.

"Delete it."

I took the phone from him.

"No."

His eyes lifted.

"Why keep it?"

"Because that is the moment you stopped pretending this happened only for me."

The truth made him still.

I opened another image.

Evan kneeling between my legs in our kitchen, licking Mason's cum from my cunt after I crossed the yard.

No face. Only his shoulders, my open thighs, and the wet proof of another man.

His cock hardened beneath the sheet.

"You photographed that too."

"I wanted to remember what my husband looked like when jealousy became hunger."

I placed the phone on his chest.

"Choose one."

"For what?"

"To send Mason."

Evan's breathing changed.

"The experiment is over."

"The book is ending. The neighbor is still there."

He looked toward the window.

Mason's bedroom light was off.

I touched my husband's cock beneath the sheet.

"Choose."

He scrolled slowly.

The photograph of me wearing stained panties in Mason's bedroom.

The pool in the rain.

The three coffee mugs around our table.

My hand wrapped around both cocks.

Finally, he returned to the first image. Himself watching Mason push into me.

"This one."

Pride and shame moved together in his voice.

I opened the group thread and handed him the phone.

"Send it yourself."

He stared at the image.

Then typed:

This is what you did to us.

Mason answered ten minutes later.

No. This is what you let yourselves become.

Evan read the sentence twice.

I watched the truth settle inside him.

Then I climbed onto his lap and took his cock into my cunt.

"Fuck the wife you became," he said.

I rode him with the photograph open beside us.

"No," I whispered. "Fuck the husband you finally admitted you are."

CHAPTER 45

EVAN - THE LAST LOOK ACROSS THE FENCE

The last look happened on a Thursday afternoon.

Lena wore jeans and a white tank. No bikini. No open robe. No toy waiting beside the chaise.

She watered the plants near the repaired section of fence.

Mason came outside carrying groceries.

They saw each other.

He placed the bags on his patio and approached the low boards.

I watched from the kitchen as I had on the first day.

No message passed between Lena and me.

She did not need instructions now.

Mason rested one hand on the top of the fence.

"You have been quiet," he said.

"Working."

"Your husband close the gate for good?"

Lena looked through the glass at me.

My cock stirred beneath the table.

"Nothing with us is for good," she said.

Mason smiled.

"That sounds dangerous."

"You liked dangerous."

"I still do."

The word still carried more weight than again.

Again promised an event.

Still admitted the hunger remained during ordinary afternoons.

Mason lifted one grocery bag.

"I bought too much steak."

"Is that an invitation?"

"For dinner. Only dinner."

Lena glanced at me.

This time, the decision did not arrive through a dirty command. It arrived through the quiet understanding we had built after every scene.

I opened the glass door.

"Seven," I said.

Mason looked at me.

"Seven."

Lena smiled between us.

Then Mason returned to his house.

She came inside.

"Only dinner?"

"Probably not."

"Jealous?"

"Already."

She removed the white tank.

No bra.

Her nipples hardened beneath the kitchen air.

"What should I wear?"

The question carried us back to the beginning. The black bikini. The red strap. The husband shaping another man's view.

I opened the drawer where we kept the framed photograph facedown.

Beside it lay the green dress from Mason's first dinner and the black lace panties he had once ruined.

I lifted the dress.

"This."

Lena took it.

"Panties?"

I looked through the glass at the low fence.

"No."

Her smile returned.

"My little cuck still likes choosing what the neighbor gets to discover."

"I like choosing what comes home."

She kissed me.

At seven, we would cross the gate for steak.

Perhaps nothing would happen.

Perhaps Mason would bend her over the same table while I watched.

The uncertainty no longer frightened me the way it had before.

It kept the hunger alive.

Across the yard, Mason turned on his patio lights.

Lena held the green dress against her naked body.

"Does he know you are watching?"

"He always knows now."

"Good."

She walked upstairs to dress.

I remained at the kitchen table with the gate closed, the fence low, and my cock hard because the man next door was preparing dinner for my wife.

CHAPTER 46

EVAN - DINNER WITHOUT PRETENDING

At seven, Lena crossed the gate in the green dress.

No panties.

I followed carrying wine.

Mason waited beside the grill wearing a white shirt with the sleeves rolled. He looked from Lena to me and understood from our faces that dinner might remain dinner or become something else. No one needed a speech.

The uncertainty was part of the hunger now.

We ate beneath the patio lights.

Lena sat between us. Her bare knee touched mine beneath the table. Ten minutes later, it touched Mason's.

Neither contact looked accidental.

"Your friend Nate seemed interested," Mason said.

My fork stopped.

Lena smiled into her wine.

"He noticed the bikini."

"He noticed more than the bikini," Mason said.

Jealousy arrived instantly, different from anything Mason created. Nate knew me. The old me. The man who once laughed at cuckold jokes because he believed distance from a fantasy proved masculinity.

Lena touched my thigh.

"Hard already?"

"Do not start."

"The best friend hurts more."

Mason looked at me.

"It would."

"You do not know him."

"I know he looked at your wife while pretending he did not. I used to do the same thing."

The comparison tightened something in my chest.

Lena rose from the table.

"Enough about the next man."

She came behind my chair and kissed me.

Then she moved to Mason and kissed him too.

The two kisses were different. Mine carried home. His carried the fence.

She returned to the space between us and lifted the green dress to her waist.

Her cunt was bare.

"Tonight belongs to the men who already crossed the line."

Mason's hand moved between her legs.

I opened my trousers.

Lena looked at me while his fingers entered her.

"Tell him why I wore no panties."

"Because you wanted the neighbor finding your cunt before dessert."

"More."

Mason fucked her with his fingers beside the cooling grill.

"Because my wife wanted her little cuck watching another man make her wet in the dress he chose."

She moaned.

"Good."

Mason bent her over the patio table.

The same table from the first dinner.

This time, no waiting.

He opened his trousers and pushed his thick cock into her from behind.

Lena cried out across both yards.

I stood beside her face, cock in hand.

She opened her mouth for me while Mason fucked her.

The neighbor behind.

The husband in front.

The houses watching through dark windows.

No audience but memory.

I held her hair and looked at Mason.

"She comes home with me."

"I know."

"She will see you tomorrow."

"I know."

"That is why this hurts."

Mason drove deeper.

"That is why your cock is hard."

Lena moaned around me.

The truth no longer needed decoration.

I came in her mouth while Mason filled her cunt seconds later.

Lena swallowed me and held his cock inside with her body until the last pulse ended.

Then she stood between us, green dress around her waist, both men's cum inside her.

"Dinner was excellent," she said.

We laughed.

The laughter did not weaken the filth.

It made the scene feel lived.

Real enough to repeat.

Real enough to leave behind for the next hunger.

EPILOGUE

EVAN - MY BEST FRIEND LOOKED AT MY WIFE

Nate sent a message the next morning.

Not to Lena.

To me.

Your wife looked incredible yesterday.

The sentence was harmless enough to exist between friends. Nate had complimented Lena before. At our wedding. At birthday dinners. After she changed her hair.

This message felt different because I had watched his eyes touch the yellow bikini.

I did not answer immediately.

Lena stood beside the bedroom mirror wearing a black work dress. The hem reached her knees. The neckline was professional. Nothing about the outfit belonged to the woman who had crossed the yard naked beneath my shirt after Mason filled her.

Her phone remained silent.

Mine vibrated again.

Sorry if that was weird. The swimsuit surprised me.

I showed Lena.

She read both messages.

"He is embarrassed."

"He is my best friend."

"That does not stop him from having eyes."

She moved behind me and rested her chin on my shoulder.

"What should you say?"

The familiar question carried a new weight.

Mason had been a man we barely knew. We could shape the dynamic from nothing.

Nate knew my family. My old girlfriends. The humiliating college nickname I had spent ten years burying. He knew exactly how ordinary my marriage had looked before Lena confessed her hunger.

I typed:

Not weird. I picked the bikini.

Nate's reply came quickly.

You picked that for her?

Lena's hand slid over the front of my trousers.

"Tell him why."

"No."

"Not yet?"

"Not yet."

She smiled at our reflection.

The phrase had once felt like a rule.

Now it felt like a promise.

Nate sent another message.

You are braver than I am. I would lose my mind with men staring at my wife like that.

My cock hardened beneath Lena's palm.

She felt it.

"There he is."

I looked at the best friend's name on the screen.

Then at my wife in the mirror.

"He thinks he would hate it."

"So did you."

"He does not know about Mason."

"Or Julian. Or Adrian."

"He does not know anything."

Lena opened one more button of the black dress.

The top of her breasts appeared in the mirror.

"Then we have so much to tell him."

My phone vibrated.

Nate:

Seriously, though. Did you notice Mason staring at her?

Lena laughed softly.

The man next door had spent weeks learning that the husband noticed everything.

My best friend still believed he was warning me.

I typed:

I noticed.

Nate:

And you were okay with it?

Lena took the phone from my hand.

She did not send a message. She opened the camera and photographed herself in the mirror beside me. Black dress. One button open. My hard cock visible beneath my trousers. Her hand resting over it.

She showed me the image.

"Not today," I said.

"I know."

She saved it to a hidden folder instead of sending it.

Then she kissed my cheek.

"But one day, your best friend will ask the right question."

"Which question?"

Lena looked at Nate's message.

"Not whether you noticed another man staring at your wife."

Her hand squeezed my cock.

"Whether you want him to stare too."

She went downstairs for work.

I remained in front of the mirror with my best friend's name glowing on the screen and my cock hard beneath the hand that had just left it.

The neighbor had lived close enough to watch.

The next man had known me long enough to understand exactly what watching would cost.


BOOK 7

MY BEST FRIEND

MY WIFE'S SECRET HUNGER


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.


BOOK 8

HER BOSS

MY WIFE'S SECRET HUNGER


CHAPTER 1

EVAN - THE RED DRESS

David Mercer's message waited on Lena's phone while I packed the dress he had already seen once.

Miami. Two nights. Executive launch. Dinner with investors. Bring something red for Friday.

The words were professional until they reached my head.

Lena stood barefoot beside the open suitcase wearing only black panties and the white shirt she had stolen from me after Nate left. The WATCH bracelet rested against her wrist. She read the message again, then looked at the dress spread across our bed.

"He remembers it," she said.

"He remembers you in it."

"Same thing."

"Not to me."

Her mouth curved.

That smile had changed across seven books of our marriage. It had once meant affection. Then it meant curiosity. Now it meant she had found the exact place where jealousy and hunger shared a nerve.

"Tell me what he remembers," she said.

I folded the dress slowly.

"The slit."

"How high?"

"High enough that he knew you weren't wearing panties."

"He didn't know."

"He suspected."

Lena walked behind me and pressed herself against my back. Her hands slipped beneath my T-shirt. One moved across my stomach. The other found the front of my shorts.

My cock hardened before she touched it.

"There he is," she whispered.

"You have a new job because you're talented."

"I know."

"David hired you because of your work."

"I know that too."

Her fingers closed around me through the fabric.

"But my husband still gets hard because my boss remembers a red dress."

I turned and caught her wrist.

"Your boss sent an itinerary at six in the morning."

"He works early."

"He told you what color to bring."

"He likes consistency."

I pushed her back onto the mattress.

She laughed as the suitcase shifted beside her.

"Say it," she told me.

"Say what?"

"The sentence you hate."

I pulled her panties down.

Her cunt was already slick.

"Your boss wants my wife."

Her eyes darkened.

"Again."

I spread her knees.

"David Mercer wants my wife."

"And what does my cuck want?"

The word tightened my stomach and hardened my cock another painful inch.

"I want him to look."

"Only look?"

"For now."

Lena propped herself on her elbows.

"You packed the red dress. You chose the black heels. You booked me in the hotel he owns."

"The company booked the room."

"And you asked for the executive floor."

I had.

The lie had been availability. The truth was that David's suite would be on the same floor.

Lena touched herself while I watched. Two fingers moved through her cunt, slow at first, then deeper when I looked toward the phone on the nightstand.

"Read the message," she said.

"You know what it says."

"Read it while I make myself come."

I picked up her phone.

David:

Miami schedule attached. Dinner Thursday. Launch Friday. Bring something red for Friday night. It suits you.

Lena pushed two fingers into her pussy and opened wider.

"It suits you," she repeated.

"He shouldn't write that."

"Why?"

"Because he's your boss."

"That makes it worse."

"That makes it better for you."

She smiled.

"For us."

I opened my shorts and wrapped my hand around my hard cock.

Lena watched me begin to stroke.

"Tell me what you picture," she said.

"You in the hotel elevator."

Her fingers moved faster.

"With him?"

"Yes."

"What am I wearing?"

"The red dress."

"Panties?"

"No."

"Does he know?"

"He finds out."

Her breath broke.

"How?"

I imagined mirrored walls. David behind her. His hand on the slit I had chosen. Lena looking at the reflection instead of turning around.

"He puts his hand on your thigh."

"Higher."

"He feels your bare cunt."

"And you?"

"I'm at home reading the message you send afterward."

She came with my phone in my hand and her boss's name bright on the screen.

Her cunt clenched around her fingers. Her head fell back. I watched her ride the thought of another man's hand until she stopped shaking.

Then she sat up, took my cock into her mouth, and sucked me while I reread David's message.

I came against her tongue.

She swallowed, wiped her mouth, and folded the red dress into the suitcase.

"Pack the white one too," she said.

"Why?"

"Because if my boss remembers red, I want to know what he does when your wife arrives looking innocent."

I packed both.


CHAPTER 2

LENA - THE NEW OFFICE

The first thing David gave me was a glass office.

The second was a door that did not close quietly.

It clicked with a clean, expensive sound every time someone entered. I noticed because David came in four times before lunch.

The office overlooked Tampa Bay. My desk faced the glass wall, which meant anyone walking through the creative floor could see me. Designers. Account managers. Assistants carrying coffee. David moving between meetings with his jacket open and his phone in one hand.

The first morning, I wore the white blouse Evan chose.

The buttons pulled faintly across my tits. The black skirt reached my knees when I stood and climbed high enough when I sat that I caught three people looking through the glass before ten.

Evan had chosen the lingerie too.

White lace. Thin enough to show the shape of my nipples when the air-conditioning turned cold.

I sent him a photograph from my chair.

The glass wall reflected my crossed legs. My blouse was open one button lower than it had been when I left home.

Me:

Your wife has an audience.

His answer came immediately.

Evan:

How many men looked?

Me:

Three employees. One future client. One boss.

The typing dots appeared.

Evan:

He looked?

I smiled at the screen.

David had stopped outside my office twenty minutes earlier. He had been speaking to the head of development when his eyes moved through the glass and found me. Not my face first. My crossed legs.

He continued walking without losing a word.

That control was different from Nate. Different from Mason. Different from Julian.

Men who wanted me usually showed it in their bodies.

David showed it by deciding what not to show.

Me:

He noticed the skirt.

Evan:

How do you know?

Me:

Because he looked once and did not look again.

My husband called instead of typing.

I answered quietly.

"You sound disappointed," I said.

"I'm at work."

"So am I."

"Is your door closed?"

"No."

"Can people see you?"

"Everyone."

His breath changed.

I slid one hand beneath the desk and rested it high on my thigh.

"Tell me what you wore under the skirt," he said.

"You already know."

"Tell me from the glass office."

I looked toward the hallway.

David stood twenty feet away speaking with Marissa Cole, the chief operating officer who would become my direct manager. That mattered. David owned the company, but Marissa controlled my work, evaluations, and salary after the offer became final.

David had arranged it before I signed.

The job was mine without him.

The hunger was something else.

"White lace," I said.

"Are you wet?"

I moved my hand between my legs.

The lace was damp.

"Your boss's wife is touching herself at work," I whispered.

"I am not your boss."

"No. You're the cuck who dressed me for him."

His silence was the answer.

I rubbed myself through the lace while pretending to review a project schedule. My screen showed photographs of a Miami residence. Floor-to-ceiling windows. White stone. A bedroom overlooking the water.

The launch location.

David entered my office without knocking.

The door clicked.

My hand stopped beneath the desk.

He placed a folder beside my keyboard.

"Miami revisions," he said.

His voice gave nothing away.

"I was reviewing them."

"I see that."

His eyes moved to the phone against my ear.

"Your husband?"

Evan heard the question.

"Yes."

David looked at me for one extra second.

"Tell him I appreciate him lending you to us for the week."

The wording made my cunt tighten beneath my hand.

Evan heard that too.

"He heard you," I said.

David's gaze dropped to the hand hidden beneath my desk.

Not enough to see what I was doing.

Enough to know I had not moved it.

"Good," he said.

He turned toward the door.

"David."

He stopped.

I should have asked about the folder.

Instead, I said, "He chose the blouse."

David looked back at me.

His eyes moved over the white fabric, the pulled buttons, the shape of my breasts.

Then he looked directly at the phone.

"Your husband chooses well."

The door clicked behind him.

Evan remained silent for three seconds.

Then:

"Take a picture of your panties."

I locked the office door.

The glass still exposed me to the entire floor.

I raised my skirt, spread my knees beneath the desk, and photographed the white lace darkened over my cunt.

Before I sent it, I added one line.

He thanked you for lending me.

Evan answered with a photograph of his hard cock in his office bathroom.

The new job had been mine for less than three hours.

My husband was already jerking off because the man who owned the company had looked at my tits.


CHAPTER 3

EVAN - THE COMPANY PHOTOGRAPH

Mercer Luxury Group posted Lena's photograph at noon.

Welcome Lena Hart, our new Creative Director.

The image showed her beside David in the lobby. She wore the white blouse and black skirt. David wore a dark suit. His hand rested at the small of her back.

Professional.

Ordinary.

Possessive enough to ruin my concentration for the rest of the afternoon.

I enlarged the picture until the pixels softened.

His thumb touched the side of her waist. Lena's body leaned toward him by less than an inch. She smiled at the camera. David did not. He looked calm, established, certain.

The comments arrived quickly.

Congratulations.

Perfect fit.

What a team.

Nate sent the post to our private group.

Nate:

Your wife's boss looks like he buys buildings when he gets bored.

Lena:

He does.

Mason:

Hand on the waist. Brave man.

Julian:

Not brave if the husband likes it.

The old map of men existed in one conversation now. My best friend. My neighbor. The trainer who had first become Lena's bull. Each understood a different version of me.

David understood none of them yet.

I typed:

He does not know what the husband likes.

Lena answered privately.

Lena:

Maybe he suspects.

She sent a second photograph.

This one had not been posted publicly.

The same lobby. Same white blouse. Same hand at her waist.

But Lena had turned toward David between official shots. Her mouth was close to his ear. David looked down at her. The camera had caught something unguarded in his face.

Hunger.

Not politeness.

Not leadership.

A man looking at a woman he wanted.

Me:

Who took this?

Lena:

The company photographer. He sent all the unused shots to me.

Me:

What were you saying?

Lena:

That you chose my blouse.

My cock hardened beneath my desk.

Me:

Why were you that close?

Lena:

Because I wanted to see whether his face changed when I said husband.

Me:

Did it?

Lena:

You are looking at the answer.

I locked my office door.

My hand moved over my cock through my trousers while I stared at David's hand on my wife.

The official photograph made me jealous.

The unused one made me feel exposed.

Lena knew exactly why. She had not merely allowed David to touch her waist. She had used me to test his desire.

My phone rang.

Lena.

"You saw it," she said.

"Yes."

"Tell me what you hate."

"His hand."

"Where?"

"On your waist."

"Lower than you wanted?"

"Higher than I wanted."

She laughed softly.

"Liar."

I opened my trousers.

"What else?" she asked.

"The way he looked at you."

"Like my boss?"

"Like a man."

"Good."

The word moved through me.

"Where are you?" I asked.

"Bathroom on the executive floor."

"Alone?"

"For the moment."

"What are you doing?"

Fabric moved against the phone.

"I took off the white panties."

"Why?"

"They were too wet."

My fist closed around my cock.

"From the picture?"

"From standing beside him while he touched me for twenty minutes."

"Twenty minutes?"

"The photographer kept changing angles."

"Did his hand move?"

"Once."

"Where?"

"Lower."

My breath broke.

"How low?"

"Close enough that I wondered whether he could feel the top of my ass through the skirt."

"Did you move away?"

"No."

"Did he?"

"No."

The office around me disappeared.

I saw the lobby. The glass. Employees walking past. David's hand on Lena. My wife standing still because she wanted him to feel what my clothes revealed.

"Touch yourself," I said.

"I already am."

I heard the slick movement of her fingers.

"Tell me what you are looking at," she whispered.

"The picture."

"Which one?"

"The private one."

"Look at his hand."

I did.

"Look at my mouth near his ear."

I did.

"Now picture me telling him my husband is jerking off to this photograph."

I came into my fist before I could answer.

Hard. Sudden. My cum spilled over my knuckles while Lena breathed my name through the phone.

"My little cuck," she whispered.

I stayed in my chair, shaking, with the company announcement open on my screen.

When I returned from the bathroom, the public post had another comment.

David Mercer:

The right person, at the right time.

I read it three times.

Then Lena sent me the photograph again.

This time, she had cropped everyone out except David's hand.


CHAPTER 4

EVAN - THE FIRST VOICE NOTE

David's first voice note arrived at 10:42 that night.

Lena and I were in bed.

She lay naked beside me with one knee raised, scrolling through Miami plans. My hand rested between her thighs. I had been touching her without urgency, keeping her wet while she read hotel layouts and presentation times.

The message appeared beneath David's name.

Thirty-one seconds.

"Play it," I said.

Lena looked at me.

"It might be work."

"That is why I want to hear it."

She pressed the screen.

David's voice filled our bedroom.

"Lena, the launch deck is strong. I changed the order of the final three images because your bedroom sequence is the best part of the story. We should review it alone tomorrow. You see the room differently than everyone else. I want to understand how. Good night."

The note ended.

My fingers stopped inside her cunt.

Lena smiled at the ceiling.

"Bedroom sequence," she said.

"He means photographs."

"I know what he means."

"Do you?"

She turned toward me.

"My boss wants to understand how I see bedrooms."

I pushed two fingers deeper.

Her hips lifted.

"Answer him," I said.

"What should I say?"

"The truth."

"Which truth?"

She used my own question from the morning.

I moved my thumb over her clit.

"Tell him you see where bodies would go."

Lena's breath caught.

"That is not professional."

"Neither was good night."

"It was polite."

"At ten forty-two?"

She laughed.

"Jealous husband."

"Hard cuck."

Her cunt tightened around my fingers.

"Say it again."

"Your hard little cuck wants you to answer your boss."

Lena opened the recorder.

She did not sit up. Did not move away from my hand. She held the phone above her bare tits while I continued touching her.

"David," she began, voice steady, "I see rooms by imagining what people will feel inside them. Bedrooms are easy. I look at the bed, the windows, the mirrors. I decide where someone would stand if they wanted to watch. Where someone would lie if they wanted to be seen. We can review the sequence tomorrow. Good night."

She ended the recording.

"Send it," I said.

"You heard my voice."

"He needs to hear it."

She pressed Send.

The note left our bed and traveled to the man who signed her offer.

My fingers moved faster.

"Where would I stand?" I asked.

"In the Miami bedroom?"

"Yes."

"By the window."

"Watching you?"

"Watching my boss bend me over the bed."

The words were immediate. Lena had learned not to soften what my body asked for.

"And the mirror?"

"Across from me. So I can see my cuck's face while another man fucks his wife."

My cock pressed hard against her hip.

"Touch me," I said.

She wrapped one hand around me while I kept two fingers inside her.

We watched David's message thread together.

Three dots appeared.

Then disappeared.

Then returned.

His answer arrived as text.

David:

That is exactly why I hired you.

A second message followed.

David:

You understand the difference between a room people enter and a room they remember.

Lena read it aloud.

"A room they remember," she repeated.

I rolled her onto her back and pushed my cock into her.

No warning. No question. Her legs opened because she had been waiting for it.

I fucked her while David's voice note remained open beside her head.

"Tell me what he remembers," I said.

"The red dress."

"More."

"My slit."

"More."

"Your wife with no panties."

"Say boss."

She pulled me closer.

"My boss remembers your wife without panties."

I drove deeper.

"He wants to review bedrooms alone with me."

"And you want him hard while he does it."

"Yes."

"Tell me."

She looked into my eyes.

"I want my boss talking about luxury bedrooms while his cock gets hard because he knows my husband dressed me for him."

I came inside her.

Lena held me there, cunt squeezing around my cock, and reached for the phone.

She recorded one more voice note after midnight.

"David, one more thought. The mirrors in the primary suite should remain. People remember seeing themselves become someone different."

She sent it before I could decide whether the sentence belonged to photography or us.

David did not answer until morning.

His reply contained four words.

I agree. Keep the mirrors.


CHAPTER 5

LENA - THE MIRRORS

David reviewed the bedroom photographs with the door open.

That detail disappointed me.

I had spent the drive imagining the glass office closed, his chair beside mine, his knee touching the edge of my skirt while we talked about beds and mirrors.

Instead, he stood behind me with one hand resting on the back of my chair and the creative floor moving visibly beyond the glass.

Professional.

Controlled.

Close enough that I smelled his cologne whenever he leaned forward.

The Miami suite filled my monitor. White linen. Dark wood. A wall of glass facing the ocean. Two mirrors placed where they would catch the bed from different angles.

David pointed to the first image.

"You chose this one."

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because the mirror catches the person at the window."

"The watcher."

The word tightened my cunt.

"Yes."

He moved to the next image.

"And this one catches the bed."

"Both people on it."

"Only two?"

I turned slightly.

David's face remained calm.

He knew what he had asked.

"The room could hold more," I said.

"Every room can."

His hand shifted on the chair.

The side of his thumb brushed my shoulder.

A touch so small no one outside the office would notice.

My body noticed.

"Your voice note was interesting," he said.

"So was yours."

"I send notes late. Bad habit."

"My husband heard it."

David looked toward my phone beside the keyboard.

"Does he hear all my messages?"

"The interesting ones."

"And which are those?"

I met his eyes.

"The ones that make him hard."

The office remained open. People walked past the glass. A woman from accounting carried folders toward the elevator. Somewhere behind us, a printer began running.

David did not move.

"Does talking about mirrors make your husband hard?"

"Talking about you does."

His hand tightened against the chair.

The first visible crack.

"Lena."

My name sounded different in his voice when he was not discussing work.

"You asked."

"I did."

"Do you want the polite answer now?"

"No."

I crossed my legs beneath the desk.

The black skirt rose higher.

David's eyes dropped once.

Just once.

"Evan chose this too," I said.

"I assumed."

"He chose my panties."

"I did not ask."

"No."

I smiled.

"You looked."

David stood upright.

The distance returned too quickly.

"Your job is yours," he said. "Your work reports to Marissa. Nothing personal changes that."

The sentence belonged here, before touch, before closed doors, before anyone lost the ability to pretend power had not entered the room.

"I know."

"Do you?"

"Yes. That is why I can tell you the truth."

"Which is?"

I uncrossed my legs.

"My husband wants you to look."

David's eyes moved to my thighs again.

"And you?"

"I want to see what happens when you stop pretending you don't."

His jaw tightened.

Then Marissa appeared outside the glass and raised one hand.

David stepped away from my chair before she entered.

The review returned to work.

Image order. Copy. Timing. Investor walk-through.

My cunt remained slick through all of it.

After David left, I texted Evan.

Me:

He said my job stays mine no matter what.

Evan:

What happened before he said that?

Me:

I told him you get hard when we talk about him.

The typing dots appeared immediately.

Evan:

And after?

I looked through the glass.

David stood at the far end of the floor. His back faced me. One hand rested in his trouser pocket.

The fabric pulled differently than it had an hour earlier.

Me:

He stopped hiding his cock from the glass.

Evan sent a photograph from the bathroom again.

His cock filled the screen.

Evan:

Show me what my boss's wife is doing now.

I locked the office door, but left the blinds open.

Then I slid my hand beneath my skirt while David remained visible across the floor.


CHAPTER 6

EVAN - THE MIAMI ITINERARY

The itinerary arrived with more detail than a military operation.

Thursday, 3:00 p.m. arrival.

4:30 p.m. property walk-through.

7:30 p.m. dinner with David and investors.

Friday, 8:00 a.m. press preview.

6:00 p.m. launch.

10:00 p.m. executive drinks.

Saturday, noon departure.

I read the final line twice.

Executive drinks.

No guest list. No location.

Lena sat at the kitchen island, painting her toenails red while I studied the schedule. She wore a gray tank top and no bra. Every time she leaned forward, the neckline opened enough for me to see her nipples.

"What happens at executive drinks?" I asked.

"Executives drink."

"With investors?"

"Maybe."

"In the hotel bar?"

"Maybe."

"In David's suite?"

She looked up.

"There he is."

"Answer me."

"I don't know yet."

She blew across her toes.

"But you want it to be his suite."

"You want it more."

I opened the hotel map.

Lena's room, 1807.

David's, 1812.

Five doors apart.

I had requested the executive floor because I wanted proximity. Now the numbers felt like evidence of something I had already permitted without admitting it.

"Your room is near his."

"Our room."

"I'm not going."

The words came out harder than I intended.

Lena put the polish down.

"You could."

"I have the Friday meeting."

"You could fly after."

"The company invited employees."

"David said spouses are welcome at the launch."

I looked at her.

"You didn't tell me."

"I wanted to see whether you would ask."

My cock moved beneath my shorts.

"Do you want me there?"

"I want you wanting to be there."

"That isn't an answer."

She crossed the kitchen and stood between my knees.

"I want Thursday alone."

Jealousy came clean and immediate.

Lena felt it in the way my hands closed around her hips.

"Why?"

"Because I want to enter the building as his creative director without my husband beside me. I want to know what David looks like when he owns the room and you are not there to absorb the tension."

"And Friday?"

"I want you at the launch."

"Why?"

She leaned close.

"Because I want my boss to see the man who chose my red dress."

My grip tightened.

"And after?"

"Executive drinks."

"In his suite?"

"Maybe."

She used the word again because she knew uncertainty hurt more than a dirty answer.

I pushed her tank top above her tits.

"What do you want him to do Thursday?"

"Look."

"Only look?"

"I want him to stand too close in the elevator. I want him to see the white dress at dinner. I want him wondering whether I am wearing panties."

"Will you be?"

"You haven't packed them yet."

I carried her upstairs.

The open suitcase remained on the bed.

I chose three pairs of panties and placed them beside the dresses.

White lace for the flight.

Black for the launch.

Red for Friday night.

Lena watched.

Then I took the red pair away.

"Friday night, nothing."

Her mouth opened slightly.

"Executive drinks?"

"Nothing under the dress."

"And if he notices?"

"Tell him your husband packed the suitcase."

She pulled me onto the bed.

"My cuck is getting brave."

"Your boss is getting close."

"Five doors."

"I counted."

Lena removed my shorts and climbed over me.

She rubbed her bare cunt along my hard cock without taking me inside.

"Picture Thursday," she whispered. "Your wife five doors from her boss. Alone."

"I hate Thursday."

"Your cock doesn't."

"My cock is stupid."

"Your cock tells the truth."

She lowered herself onto me.

I filled her while the itinerary remained open on the bed.

"Tell me what happens Friday," I said.

"You arrive."

She began riding me.

"David sees you."

"More."

"He shakes the hand that touched me while reading his messages."

My hips lifted.

"More."

"I wear the red dress. No panties. My boss knows. My cuck watches him know."

I came inside her before she reached the final line.

Lena stayed over me, moving slowly until she came around my softening cock.

Then she picked up the itinerary and added one event in red ink beneath executive drinks.

12:00 a.m. Tell Evan everything.

She underlined everything twice.


CHAPTER 7

EVAN - THE HOTEL KEY

I watched Lena enter the airport through the location dot on my phone.

The blue circle moved from parking garage to terminal. Security. Gate. Then stopped near a coffee shop.

She sent a photograph.

Her white dress ended above the knee. The neckline crossed over her tits. The white lace panties I packed were visible only because she had taken the picture from below, one leg crossed over the other.

Lena:

Last proof they are still on.

Me:

Who is sitting across from you?

Lena:

A man in a navy suit pretending to read.

Me:

Does he know?

Lena:

He knows I keep opening my legs.

A second photograph arrived.

The man appeared blurred in the background. His phone rested upright against his coffee cup. He was not reading. He was aiming the dark screen toward Lena's legs.

My cock hardened at my desk.

Me:

He is filming you.

Lena:

I know.

Me:

Close your legs.

Three dots.

Lena:

No.

I stared at the word.

Lena sent another image. Knees farther apart. White panties clearly visible beneath the dress.

Lena:

My husband packed them. The stranger can admire his choice.

I opened my office door, checked the hallway, then closed and locked it again.

My hand moved into my trousers.

The location dot began moving toward the gate.

I imagined the stranger following. Watching Lena walk in the dress I chose. Knowing he carried a private video of another man's wife.

She called while boarding.

"Did he follow you?" I asked.

"To the gate."

"Did he speak?"

"He said I looked beautiful."

"What did you say?"

"My husband agrees."

"Did you tell him about the video?"

"No."

"Why?"

"Because I wanted him to keep it."

My fist tightened around my cock.

"Dirty wife."

"Hard cuck."

A flight attendant greeted her through the phone. Lena lowered her voice.

"David sent a car."

"Of course he did."

"He said the driver has my hotel key."

"Why?"

"So I don't have to wait at reception."

"Professional."

"Very."

"What else did he say?"

"The suite across the hall is available if I want more room to work."

I sat upright.

"Across the hall from what?"

"His."

The company had upgraded her.

Not five doors.

Across the hall.

"Did you accept?"

"The key is already in the car."

My cock pulsed in my hand.

"Lena."

"You chose the executive floor, love. My boss improved your plan."

The boarding announcement filled the phone.

"I have to go."

"Send me the key when you get it."

"A picture?"

"Yes."

"What do I write?"

I pictured the key card in her hand. David's suite opposite hers. Two doors. A hallway camera. Staff trained not to notice who crossed where after midnight.

"Tell me who put you there."

Lena's voice softened.

"My boss put your wife across from his bedroom."

I came into my hand while passengers moved around her.

She heard my breath break.

"Did you come?"

"Yes."

"Before I even reached Miami?"

"Yes."

"My poor little cuck."

The line disconnected.

Two hours later, a photograph arrived.

A black key card rested between Lena's fingers. Room 1811.

Behind it, across the carpeted hallway, another door showed 1812.

Her caption contained one sentence.

My boss put me close enough to hear him come home.


CHAPTER 8

LENA - THE SUITE ACROSS THE HALL

David was inside my suite when I arrived.

Not waiting in the bedroom. Not holding champagne. Nothing so obvious.

He stood beside the windows with Marissa and two hotel managers, reviewing the launch schedule. My luggage waited near the closet. The white dress had wrinkled across my lap during the flight. The stranger's video still lived somewhere on his phone.

David looked at me once.

Then at the key in my hand.

"Upgrade acceptable?" he asked.

"My husband noticed the room number."

Marissa laughed without understanding.

"Spouses always notice upgrades."

David understood.

His eyes held mine for one beat longer.

"The location is convenient," he said.

"For work?"

"For anything you need."

The managers continued discussing lighting.

I placed my handbag on the table and crossed the room. David moved aside, but not enough. My shoulder touched his chest as I passed.

The contact lasted less than a second.

My cunt tightened immediately.

I looked at the ocean instead of him.

The suite was larger than our bedroom at home. A white sofa faced the glass. The bed sat on a raised platform with a mirror behind it. Evan had described almost the same room while fucking me two nights earlier.

The watcher at the window.

The bodies in the mirror.

David joined me beside the glass.

"This was your sequence," he said.

"Yes."

"You were right about the mirror."

Our reflections stood together in it. My white dress. His dark suit. Marissa and the managers blurred behind us.

"It changes the room," I said.

"It changes the people."

The words came from my voice note.

He remembered.

"My husband wants a picture," I said.

"Of the suite?"

"Of us in it."

David's jaw shifted.

"Does he?"

"Very much."

I took out my phone and opened the camera.

We stood beside the window. David did not touch me at first.

I moved closer.

His arm settled behind my back. His hand found my waist.

Lower than the company photograph.

His fingers rested just above my ass.

I took the picture.

The mirror captured the bed behind us.

I sent it to Evan without text.

His answer came before I lowered the phone.

Evan:

His hand.

I smiled.

Me:

I know.

Evan:

Lower than Tampa.

Me:

He remembers where he left it.

David watched my screen.

"What did he say?"

I turned the phone toward him.

He read the messages.

His hand remained on my waist.

"Your husband is direct."

"Only when his cock is hard."

The managers were still in the room.

Marissa stood ten feet away.

David's fingers tightened once.

"And is it?"

"Send him a message and find out."

He looked at me.

Then took my phone.

David typed with one thumb.

David:

The room suits her.

He handed the phone back.

Evan answered with a photograph.

His cock was hard in his fist.

No face. No explanation.

Only the truth.

David saw it.

The calm left his eyes.

He released my waist and stepped away before anyone turned toward us.

"Walk-through in twenty minutes," he said.

His voice had changed.

"I need to change."

"Wear the blue dress."

"My husband packed white."

"Then wear white."

David moved toward the door with the others.

Before leaving, he looked at the mirror behind the bed.

"Keep the picture," he said.

The suite emptied.

I locked the door.

Then I stood before the mirror, lifted the white dress, and photographed the panties Evan had packed.

I sent the image to both men.

Me:

The room suits me better without these.

I removed them and placed them on the handle of David's door across the hall.

Then I went to the property walk-through bare beneath the white dress.


CHAPTER 9

EVAN - THE ROOFTOP TABLE

Lena video-called from the restaurant bathroom at 8:14.

She held the phone low enough for me to see the white dress and the bare skin beneath it.

"Still no panties," she said.

"Where are they?"

"Across the hall."

"Did he find them?"

"His door was closed when I left."

"You hung your panties on your boss's door."

"The ones my husband packed."

My cock hardened beneath the kitchen table.

I had eaten alone. One plate. One glass of whiskey. Her location dot pulsed from the rooftop of the Mercer hotel.

"Who is at dinner?"

"Six investors. Marissa. David. Me."

"Where are you sitting?"

"Beside him."

"Of course."

Lena smiled.

"He moved the place card."

"How do you know?"

"My name was beside Marissa's when I arrived. David picked it up and placed it next to his."

Jealousy sharpened through me.

"Did anyone notice?"

"Everyone."

"Did he touch you?"

"His knee has been against mine since the first course."

"Accident?"

"Not anymore."

She turned the camera toward the mirror.

The white dress opened at one thigh. Her cunt remained hidden by inches.

"I crossed my legs," she said. "The slit moved."

"Did he look?"

"He stopped speaking for half a second."

"What was he saying?"

"How much he trusted my vision."

My hand moved into my shorts.

"Touch yourself," Lena whispered.

"You are in a restaurant bathroom."

"And my boss is waiting at the table with my panties hanging on his hotel door."

I opened my shorts.

She watched me through the screen.

"Tell me about his knee."

"It is against my bare thigh."

"Higher?"

"Every time someone asks him a question, he turns toward me. His knee slides higher."

"How high?"

Lena moved one hand beneath the dress.

"Here."

Her fingers touched the inside of her thigh, close to her cunt.

"Does he know you are bare?"

"He knows now."

"How?"

"He whispered that the white dress was becoming difficult to ignore."

My fist moved faster.

"What did you say?"

"That my husband packed it for him."

"For him?"

"Those were my words."

The humiliation burned.

My cock stayed hard.

That was always the part that mattered.

"Did he answer?"

"He said your husband understands presentation."

"He thanked me again."

"He likes thanking you."

"He likes reminding me that you are there because of him."

Lena's eyes darkened.

"And you like knowing your wife is sitting bare beside the man who owns the hotel."

"Yes."

"Say it properly."

I looked at my wife on the screen. White dress. Red mouth. Executive bathroom. Another man's dinner waiting beyond the door.

"I like my boss's wife sitting bare beside her boss."

"Your boss's wife?"

"Mine."

"Better."

She pushed two fingers into her cunt.

Her mouth opened, but she kept silent.

"Come for me," she whispered. "Come while I go back to his table wet."

I came across my stomach.

Lena watched every pulse.

Then she removed her fingers and held them near the camera, shining.

"Should I wash my hand?"

"No."

"What should I do with it?"

"Put it on his knee."

Her smile returned.

"My cuck is learning executive strategy."

She ended the call.

Twenty minutes later, a message arrived.

Lena:

I put my hand on his thigh under the table.

Me:

Did he know?

Lena:

He smelled my fingers before I touched him.

A photograph followed.

David sat at the rooftop table speaking to an investor. One hand held a wineglass. The other rested beneath the table.

Lena's caption:

His hand is on my bare knee now.

I stared until the whiskey melted all the ice in my glass.


CHAPTER 10

LENA - BELOW THE TABLE

David's hand reached my cunt during dessert.

Not in one movement.

He was too controlled for that.

His fingers began at my knee beneath the white tablecloth. The investor across from us talked about occupancy rates. Marissa asked a question about launch timing. A waiter poured coffee.

David moved his hand one inch higher.

Then another.

I kept my face turned toward the conversation.

My hand remained on his thigh, exactly where Evan told me to place it after I touched myself.

David knew.

I saw it in the way his nostrils moved when my fingers first settled against the dark fabric. He smelled my cunt on them. He understood where they had been.

His cock hardened beneath my palm.

The shape thickened slowly.

Power lived differently in a man who did not rush.

Julian had wanted me openly. Nate had carried years of hidden desire. Mason had stared through glass until the watching became unbearable.

David sat beside eight people and let only my hand know how hard he was.

"The creative campaign should lead with the bedroom sequence," he said.

His fingers reached the inside of my thigh.

"The emotional response is strongest there."

An investor nodded.

"People buy the feeling of privacy."

David looked at me.

"Lena understands that privacy is not the absence of being seen."

His middle finger touched my cunt beneath the table.

I did not gasp.

I looked directly at him.

"Sometimes being seen creates the value," I said.

His finger moved through my slick pussy once.

The conversation continued around us.

No one noticed my boss touching me while I explained visual strategy.

Evan knew.

That made every quiet stroke worse.

David pressed his palm against my cunt. My thighs opened beneath the cloth. The white dress rose over my hips.

His thumb found my clit.

I kept one hand on his hard cock through his trousers.

"What do you think?" Marissa asked me.

For one second, I forgot the question.

David's thumb circled slowly.

"About the opening image," she clarified.

"The window," I said.

My voice remained steady.

"Start with the woman at the glass. Let the viewer wonder who is behind her."

David's fingers pushed into me.

One, then two.

I tightened around them.

"Good," he said.

The word belonged to the meeting.

My body heard something else.

Dessert arrived.

Chocolate. Berries. Small white plates.

David removed his fingers before the waiter reached us.

The loss made my cunt ache.

He lifted his napkin and wiped his hand calmly.

Then, while the waiter described the dessert, David brought one finger to his mouth.

He tasted me.

Not hidden from me.

Hidden from everyone else.

I touched his cock harder beneath the table.

His eyes held mine.

The waiter asked whether anyone needed anything else.

"No," David said. "This is enough."

I nearly laughed.

After dinner, the investors moved toward the rooftop bar. Marissa left to review morning schedules. David and I remained at the table for one minute longer.

His hand rested openly beside his coffee cup now.

The finger he had pushed into my cunt touched the porcelain.

"Your husband told you to do that," he said.

"Put my hand on your thigh?"

"Yes."

"He did."

"Did he tell you to leave your panties on my door?"

My stomach tightened.

"You found them."

"They are in my pocket."

His suit jacket lay against the chair.

My white lace panties were inside it.

"What will you do with them?"

"Your husband can decide tomorrow."

The answer surprised me.

"You want to speak to Evan?"

"I want to meet the man who dresses his wife for another man's table."

My cunt clenched.

"He is coming tomorrow."

"I know."

David stood and put on the jacket.

My panties pressed somewhere against his body beneath it.

We walked toward the elevator together.

Inside the mirrored car, he stood behind me.

The white dress reflected between us.

His hand settled at my waist.

"Your suite is across from mine," he said.

"I noticed."

"Your underwear is in my pocket."

"I noticed that too."

The elevator descended one floor.

David leaned close enough that his breath touched my ear.

"Go to your room, Lena. Call your husband. Tell him exactly what happened below the table."

The command sent heat through me.

"And then?"

"Sleep. Tomorrow he arrives."

The doors opened.

He released me.

No kiss.

No hand beneath the dress.

Only control.

I crossed the hall, entered my suite, and video-called Evan from the bed.

I spread my legs toward the camera and told him every detail while I used the black dildo he had packed.

Across the hall, David's door remained closed.

My white panties were inside.

Evan came twice before I finished the story.


CHAPTER 11

EVAN - THE FLIGHT SOUTH

I bought the ticket at 1:13 Friday afternoon.

My meeting ended early. Lena's launch began at six. Tampa to Miami took less than an hour in the air.

I told myself I was going because spouses were invited.

Then I opened the photograph of David's hand beneath the rooftop table and stopped pretending.

Lena answered on the first ring.

"You changed your mind," she said.

"I'm boarding in forty minutes."

"Did you pack a suit?"

"It is in the car."

"What color tie?"

"Black."

"Good. It matches the dress."

"The red one?"

"Your boss remembers it."

She used the phrase deliberately now.

Your boss.

Not because David employed me. Because he controlled a part of my imagination that had begun answering to his name.

"Where are you?" I asked.

"The launch bedroom."

"Alone?"

"For ten minutes."

"What are you wearing?"

"Nothing."

My cock hardened in the airport parking garage.

"Lena."

"The dress is on the bed. I just showered."

"Show me."

The call became video.

She stood in the Miami suite with the ocean behind her and the mirror reflecting the raised bed. Her dark hair was damp. The WATCH bracelet circled her wrist. Nothing else touched her body.

"Turn around."

She obeyed.

Her ass filled the screen. The mirror showed her tits and the hand she moved between her legs.

"David is downstairs," she said.

"How do you know?"

"He sent the car time."

"What else?"

"He sent a photograph of my panties."

My grip tightened around the phone.

"Show me."

Lena opened the message.

White lace lay across David's black tie on a hotel desk.

David:

Your husband can collect these tonight.

The sentence hit harder than the image.

"He knows I'm coming?"

"The company flight list updated when you booked through the guest link."

"He was watching the list."

"He was waiting for your name."

Lena spread her legs before the mirror.

"Touch yourself," I said.

"I'm saving it."

"For him?"

"For the red dress."

"Same answer."

She smiled.

"Jealous already?"

"You hung your panties on his door. He touched you under a table. He tasted your cunt while investors ate dessert."

"And my husband booked a flight instead of telling me to come home."

I opened my trousers inside the car.

The parking garage remained busy. People rolled luggage between vehicles. A shuttle passed behind me.

Lena watched me wrap my hand around my cock.

"I want you hard when you shake his hand," she said.

"I will be."

"I want you remembering where his fingers were."

"I already am."

"I want him knowing you came because he touched your wife."

The words pulled a groan from me.

She moved closer to the camera.

"Do not come yet."

"You don't control that."

"I control more than I used to."

Her voice was soft. Certain.

She touched one finger to her cunt, collected the slick shine, then dragged it over her nipple.

"Fly to me like this," she said. "Hard. Angry. Proud. Humiliated."

"What happens when I arrive?"

"You dress me."

"And David?"

"He watches your work."

The boarding alert sounded on my phone.

Lena stepped away from the camera.

"Go, love."

"Send me the picture again."

"The panties?"

"Yes."

"Why?"

"I want to look at what he kept while I fly to shake his hand."

She sent it.

I boarded with my cock still half hard beneath my trousers.

During takeoff, another message arrived.

David:

Safe flight, Evan. Your wife has had an exceptional first week.

I read the polite sentence while the plane climbed above Tampa.

Then Lena sent a private correction.

Lena:

Your wife has been an exceptionally dirty employee.

I spent the flight imagining which version David believed.


CHAPTER 12

EVAN - THE LAUNCH

The hotel lobby had been transformed by Lena's photographs.

They covered walls, screens, printed panels, and a forty-foot projection above the staircase. Bedrooms. Balconies. Water. Reflections. Every image carried her eye.

For the first time since David entered our marriage, pride reached me before jealousy.

My wife had built the room.

Then I saw her at the top of the stairs in the red dress.

Jealousy caught up quickly.

The slit opened over one bare thigh. The dress held her tits without straps. Her dark hair fell in loose waves. David stood beside her speaking to a television crew.

His hand rested behind her waist.

The same place as the company photograph.

Lower than before.

Lena saw me across the lobby.

Her face changed.

Not surprise. Satisfaction.

She had wanted me to enter while David touched her.

I moved through the crowd.

The closer I came, the more details appeared. The black heels I packed. The WATCH bracelet. No line of panties beneath the dress.

David finished the interview and turned.

He recognized me immediately.

"Evan."

He extended the hand that had been inside my wife's cunt the night before.

I looked at it.

He knew why.

His expression did not change.

I took his hand.

The handshake was firm and ordinary enough to happen in front of cameras.

"Welcome," he said. "Thank you for coming."

"Thank you for keeping her close."

The sentence left my mouth before caution could stop it.

David's eyes sharpened.

Lena's smile appeared.

"The room across the hall was convenient," she said.

David released my hand.

"Your wife improved this launch beyond expectation."

"She does that."

"You chose the dress."

"You remembered it."

For one second, the crowd disappeared.

Three adults stood beneath a giant image of a bedroom mirror, speaking in sentences no one else could decode.

David looked at Lena.

"Show your husband the primary suite installation."

"Now?"

"Before the room fills."

His hand moved away from her waist.

The absence looked intentional.

Lena took my arm and led me through the launch.

She spoke about composition and light while my eyes followed the red slit. Men looked as we passed. Investors. Servers. A television cameraman who turned his lens slightly after she moved beyond the official shot.

"They are staring," I said.

"You dressed me for a room full of rich men."

"David requested red."

"You packed it."

She brought me into the model bedroom.

The mirror faced the bed exactly as her photographs had shown.

The room was empty for the moment.

Lena closed the door.

"Ten minutes," she said.

"Until what?"

"Press tour."

She pushed me against the glass wall and opened my trousers.

"You shook his hand."

"Yes."

"The one he touched me with."

"Yes."

She dropped to her knees.

My cock rose in front of her red mouth.

"Did you picture his fingers?"

"The entire flight."

"Did it make you hard?"

"Look at me."

Lena smiled and took my cock into her mouth.

The room had no lock. People moved beyond the frosted section of glass. Footsteps approached and passed. My wife sucked me beneath the mirror she had chosen while her boss waited somewhere in the launch she created.

I watched our reflection.

Her red dress pooled around her knees. My hand closed in her hair. The door handle moved once.

Someone tested it.

Lena did not stop.

The handle released.

A man's voice said, "Occupied."

David.

He stood outside the door and prevented the press tour from entering.

My cock pulsed in Lena's mouth.

She looked up at me.

She had heard him too.

"Finish," she whispered after pulling back.

"He is outside."

"He knows."

She swallowed me again.

David's voice continued beyond the door, redirecting the group toward the balcony installation. Calm. Professional. Protecting the room while I used his employee's mouth.

I came down Lena's throat.

She swallowed quickly, stood, and fixed the front of my trousers.

"Your boss bought us four minutes," she said.

"Your boss."

She kissed me with my cum still on her tongue.

"Tonight, maybe both."

When we opened the door, David waited alone in the hallway.

His eyes moved from Lena's swollen mouth to my face.

"The press will return in two minutes," he said.

"Thank you," I answered.

"For the room?"

"For the time."

David looked at my wife.

"The red dress works."

Then he walked away.

My cock began hardening again before the press reached us.


CHAPTER 13

LENA - THE RED DRESS AGAIN

David watched Evan dress me after the launch.

Not inside the room.

Through the open door across the hall.

Evan stood behind me in our suite, fastening the red dress at my back. I faced the mirror. David's door opened while my husband pulled the zipper slowly upward.

He stopped in his doorway.

No jacket now. White shirt. Sleeves rolled to the forearms. Black tie loosened.

My white panties rested around his wrist.

He had wrapped them there like a handkerchief.

Evan saw him in the mirror.

His hands stopped at my waist.

"He kept them," I said.

"I see."

David crossed the hall without asking to enter.

The door was open. The invitation already existed.

He stopped three feet behind Evan.

Three bodies formed a line in the mirror.

Me in red.

My husband in black.

My boss in white with my panties around his wrist.

"These belong to you," David said.

He spoke to Evan.

Evan looked at the lace.

"They belonged to her yesterday."

"She left them on my door."

"I know."

David unwound the panties from his wrist.

"Then you understand they are not clean."

My cunt tightened.

Evan extended his hand.

David did not give them to him yet.

"Your wife told me you packed them."

"I did."

"She told me you wanted me to know."

"I did."

The honesty changed the mirror.

David stepped closer and placed the panties in Evan's palm.

Their fingers touched through the lace.

"They smell like her," David said.

"And your hand."

A faint smile appeared at the corner of David's mouth.

"Yes."

Evan lifted the panties to his face.

He smelled them while looking at my boss in the mirror.

My knees weakened.

"Tell him," I said.

Evan's eyes found mine.

"Tell him what?"

"What it does to you."

"Lena."

"No polite husband tonight."

David waited.

The man who could command a hotel ballroom stood silent while my husband decided whether to expose himself.

Evan's cock showed through his trousers.

I pointed at it.

"He touched your wife, love. You are holding the panties he kept in his pocket. Look what it did to you."

Evan closed his hand around the lace.

"It made me hard."

David's eyes dropped to the shape.

"Because I touched her?"

"Because she wanted you to."

"And because I did it in a room full of people?"

Evan swallowed.

"Yes."

I moved one hand beneath the red dress and touched my bare cunt.

"My cuck likes powerful men behaving badly in expensive rooms."

David's control cracked in his eyes again.

"Does he?"

"Ask his cock."

Evan caught my wrist and pulled my hand out from beneath the dress. My fingers shone.

He held them toward David.

"She gets wet when she humiliates me."

David looked at my fingers.

Then at Evan.

"And you?"

"I get hard enough to let her."

The air changed.

David took my wrist from Evan.

His first open touch in front of my husband.

He brought my fingers to his mouth.

His tongue moved over them slowly.

Evan watched.

I watched Evan watching.

David released my hand.

"Executive drinks in fifteen minutes," he said.

No kiss.

No rush.

He returned to his suite and left the door open.

Evan closed ours.

Then he pushed me against it and drove his cock into my bare cunt beneath the red dress.

"You let him taste you," he said.

"You gave him my hand."

"Dirty wife."

"Little cuck."

He fucked me hard against the door while David moved in the suite across the hall.

The sounds carried through the corridor.

I came with my mouth against Evan's ear.

"Your boss heard that," I whispered.

Evan's cock pulsed deep in my cunt.

"Good."

He came before pulling the dress back into place.

We went to executive drinks with his cum deep in my cunt and my white panties folded into his jacket pocket.


CHAPTER 14

EVAN - THE HANDSHAKE

Executive drinks took place in David's suite.

Of course they did.

The doors between the living room and balcony stood open. Miami lights stretched below. Eight people drank whiskey and champagne around low tables. Music played softly from hidden speakers.

Lena moved through the room in red with my cum still inside her.

I knew because I had put it there ten minutes earlier.

David knew because her first sentence after entering was, "My husband helped me change."

His eyes moved to me.

Not the dress. Not her hair.

Me.

"Efficient," he said.

Lena accepted champagne.

"He hates being late."

The investors laughed.

Only the three of us heard the other meaning.

I watched David host the room. He remembered names, refilled glasses, moved conversations without appearing to control them. People leaned toward him. Waited for his reactions. Followed when he crossed toward the balcony.

Power had always excited Lena.

I saw why now.

It was not volume. Not aggression. David could change the direction of a room with one sentence.

My wife wanted to know whether that control survived when his cock was out.

The thought made mine hard again.

Lena noticed from across the suite.

She stood beside David near the balcony doors. One investor spoke between them. Lena's eyes dropped to my trousers. Her smile appeared.

She lifted her glass toward me.

I lifted mine.

A private toast to the husband whose body would not stop confessing.

Later, the investors left in pairs. Marissa kissed Lena's cheek and congratulated her. The final hotel manager disappeared into the elevator at 11:38.

The suite became quiet.

David closed the door.

He did not lock it.

"Successful launch," he said.

"Successful first week," Lena answered.

I stood near the windows.

The mirror behind the raised bed reflected all three of us from the living room.

David poured one final drink.

"Your husband flew south after seeing one photograph."

"Several photographs," I said.

"Which one decided it?"

"Your hand under the table."

He handed me the whiskey.

Our fingers touched again.

"You knew she was speaking to me," he said.

"Yes."

"You told her where to put her hand."

"Yes."

"You wanted me to know that."

"Yes."

The repeated word should have sounded like permission.

It sounded like confession.

David looked toward Lena.

"And you wanted your husband to come here."

"I wanted him to shake your hand."

"Why?"

She walked between us.

"Because that hand was inside your employee while he sat alone in Tampa jerking off."

The crude sentence landed in the expensive room without apology.

My cock thickened.

David saw.

"There he is," Lena whispered.

She took my glass and placed it aside.

Then she took David's hand and put it against my chest.

His palm rested over my shirt.

My heart beat beneath it.

"Feel him," she said. "My husband's heart runs faster when another man touches me."

David looked at me.

"Does this humiliate you?"

"Yes."

"Do you want me to stop?"

The question happened before sex, before the next touch, in the stillness where honesty belonged.

"No."

David's thumb moved once against my chest.

"Good."

He removed his hand.

Then he touched Lena.

One palm at her waist. One at the back of her neck.

He turned her toward the mirror.

"Look at your husband."

Lena's eyes found mine in the reflection.

David stood behind her. His body pressed against the red dress. His cock formed a hard shape against her ass.

"Tell him what you feel," David said.

"My boss's cock."

"More."

"Hard against your wife's ass."

My hand moved to my trousers.

Lena watched.

"Look at my cuck," she said. "He flew across Florida to see whether the man signing my paychecks wanted me."

David's hand moved from her waist to the slit.

"He has his answer."

His fingers reached her bare thigh.

Lena opened her legs slightly.

"Show him," she whispered.

David pulled the red fabric aside.

My cum shone between her pussy lips.

He looked down.

Then at me in the mirror.

"You came inside her before bringing her to my suite."

"Yes."

"Why?"

I understood the question.

Not jealousy. Not ownership.

The dirty reason.

"I wanted you to touch what I left."

David's fingers moved through Lena's cunt.

She gasped.

He lifted them, coated with both of us.

Then held his hand toward me.

"Taste your wife," he said.

Lena's eyes burned in the mirror.

I stepped forward and sucked David's fingers clean.

My wife's cunt. My cum. His hand.

The taste destroyed the last polite distance between us.

David watched my mouth.

"Tomorrow," he said quietly, "we discuss what comes next."

Then he released Lena and opened the suite door.

The night ended there.

Not because the hunger had cooled.

Because David Mercer understood that making us leave hard would bring us back dirtier.


CHAPTER 15

EVAN - THE BALCONY PHOTOGRAPH

Lena woke me before sunrise with her mouth around my cock.

The suite remained dark except for Miami light slipping around the curtains. My hand found her hair. Her tongue moved beneath the head. She had showered after David's suite, but I still imagined his fingers when I looked down at her.

"Tell me," I said.

She pulled back.

"What?"

"What you thought when he opened your dress."

"That my husband had filled me for my boss."

She swallowed me again.

My cock hardened deeper in her throat.

"More."

"That David looked at your cum like it belonged in the presentation."

"Dirty wife."

"Proud cuck."

She sucked me until I came in her mouth.

Then she climbed onto my face and made me lick her while the sun rose over the glass towers.

We showered together.

By seven, she wore a short black robe and nothing beneath it. I wore trousers and an open shirt. Coffee cooled beside the balcony door.

A knock sounded.

David entered carrying a folder.

No jacket. White shirt. Dark trousers. He looked as though he had slept less than we had.

His eyes moved to Lena's robe.

Then to my open shirt.

"Morning briefing moved to eight thirty," he said.

"You came across the hall to tell us?" Lena asked.

"I brought the revised press notes."

He placed the folder on the table.

The balcony remained open behind us.

Lena walked outside with her coffee. The robe moved in the wind. One side opened enough to reveal her bare thigh.

David watched.

I watched him.

"You wanted to discuss what comes next," I said.

"Not before her workday."

"Good answer."

He looked at me.

"Her work stays separate."

"I know."

"Marissa controls her role. Her contract is signed. Nothing between adults in this room can be bought with that job."

"I know that too."

Lena stood at the balcony rail, back to us.

The robe lifted in the wind.

Her ass appeared for one second.

David's control cracked visibly this time. His cock hardened beneath his trousers.

I saw the shape.

He saw me see it.

"Take a photograph," I said.

"Of what?"

"My wife."

David looked toward Lena.

"She has a launch in an hour."

"Then photograph the woman before she becomes your employee again."

Lena turned at the rail.

She had heard everything.

Her robe opened fully.

Naked body. WATCH bracelet. Miami behind her.

"Use my phone," she said.

David picked it up.

The first photograph showed Lena facing the city.

The second showed her looking over one shoulder.

The third showed her turning toward us with the robe hanging open.

David moved closer to the balcony.

"The light is better near the glass," he said.

Professional words. Hard cock.

Lena stepped into the morning sun.

He photographed her tits. Her stomach. Her bare cunt above the skyline.

I stood behind him and watched the screen.

"Closer," I said.

David lowered the phone.

"You are directing me?"

"She is my wife. You are using her camera."

A slow smile appeared.

He moved closer.

The final photograph filled the screen with Lena's open thighs and the city blurred behind her.

She touched herself while looking at both men.

"Send that to my husband," she told David.

"He is standing here."

"I want it to arrive from you."

David selected my name.

The photograph reached my phone in his hand.

A message followed.

David:

Your wife before work.

My cock hardened against the back of his hand as I reached for the phone.

Neither of us moved away immediately.

Lena saw the contact.

"Look at you," she whispered. "My boss and my cuck sharing a picture of my pussy before breakfast."

David handed me the phone.

"Get dressed," he said to her.

The command came easily now.

Lena closed the robe.

"Yes, boss."

His cock jumped beneath his trousers.

I laughed once.

David looked at me.

"Friday night," he said. "Tampa. Private dinner. The three of us."

"Work?"

"No."

He left the suite.

Lena walked inside and opened the robe again.

"One week," she said.

"Until what?"

"Until my boss stops sending us home hard."

I bent her over the balcony chair and fucked her while David's photograph remained open on my phone.


CHAPTER 16

LENA - THE FLIGHT HOME

David sat across the aisle from me on the flight home.

Evan had returned on the early plane for work. Marissa occupied the seat beside David. Two account managers sat behind us. The cabin looked like any group returning from a successful launch.

My body carried a different trip.

My cunt was sore from Evan. My nipples remained tender from his mouth. David's balcony photographs lived in my phone. My white panties lived in Evan's suitcase, still marked by David's fingers and my husband's mouth.

I wore black trousers and a silk blouse.

Professional again.

David opened his laptop before takeoff.

Then a message reached me.

David:

Friday. Eight. My house.

I looked across the aisle.

He did not look back.

Me:

My husband will choose what I wear.

David:

I expected nothing else.

Me:

What do you want?

His fingers stopped above the keyboard.

David:

Something that reminds him you work for me.

Heat moved through my cunt.

I forwarded the message to Evan.

His answer came while the plane taxied.

Evan:

Black dress. White collar. No panties.

I smiled.

Me:

He wants me to look like his employee.

Evan:

You are his employee.

Me:

And your wife.

Evan:

That is the part making my cock hard.

David watched my smile from across the aisle.

He sent another message.

David:

Is he reading this?

Me:

Every word.

David:

Good.

The plane climbed.

Thirty minutes later, Marissa fell asleep. The account managers wore headphones. David closed his laptop and looked through the window.

I crossed my legs.

He looked once at the movement.

I opened the top button of my blouse.

He looked again.

Then my phone vibrated.

David:

Do not make me regret putting you across the aisle.

Me:

My husband enjoys your regret.

I sent the message to Evan too.

Evan:

Open another button.

I did.

The silk parted enough to show the black bra beneath it.

David's jaw tightened.

David:

Your husband is directing this.

Me:

He directed the balcony too.

David:

I remember.

I moved one hand beneath the airline blanket.

The trousers were too tight to reach my cunt easily. That made the touch filthier. I rubbed myself through the fabric while looking across the aisle at my boss.

He knew.

His hand moved over the front of his trousers once.

Then stopped.

Control again.

I photographed the blanket over my lap and sent it to Evan.

Me:

Touching your wife while her boss watches.

Evan:

Make him see your hand move.

I did.

Slow circles. Obvious beneath the thin blanket.

David looked toward the sleeping Marissa. Then behind us. Then at me.

His eyes darkened.

He typed.

David:

Friday, you sit between us.

Me:

At dinner?

David:

At first.

My cunt tightened hard enough to hurt.

I forwarded it.

Evan answered with a photograph from his office bathroom. His cock hard in his hand.

Evan:

Tell him I said good.

I turned my phone toward David across the aisle.

He saw the photograph.

Saw my husband's fist.

Saw the effect of his sentence.

Then I typed one word.

Me:

Good.

The plane landed with my panties soaked beneath black trousers and both men carrying evidence of what the other had done to me.

At baggage claim, David stood beside me while Marissa waited for a car.

"Friday," he said quietly.

"My husband will be there."

"That is why Friday matters."

He touched the small of my back once.

Then left.

Evan waited at home with the black dress laid across our bed.

A detachable white collar rested above it.

No panties anywhere.


CHAPTER 17

EVAN - WHAT SHE BROUGHT HOME

Lena brought David's smell home on her blouse.

Not cologne exactly. The clean scent of his suite. Hotel soap. Whiskey. Something darker from standing close to him for two days.

I smelled it when she entered the bedroom and wrapped her arms around me.

"You smell like work," I said.

"You mean him."

"Yes."

She removed the blouse and handed it to me.

"Keep it."

"Why?"

"Because he looked at my tits through it across the plane."

The black bra came next.

Her nipples were hard.

"Did he touch you after I left?"

"Under the dinner table. You know that."

"After."

"No."

"Did you want him to?"

"Yes."

The answer came without comfort.

That was what we had built.

Truth first. Jealousy second. My cock hard through both.

Lena undressed completely. Her trousers slid down. Black panties followed, soaked dark through the center.

"The flight," she said.

I picked them up.

"You touched yourself in front of him."

"In front of the whole company. Only David knew."

"And Marissa?"

"Asleep."

"Did he touch himself?"

"Once. Through his trousers."

My cock moved.

Lena saw.

"My cuck likes the controlled ones."

"I like watching control fail."

"Friday."

She sat on the edge of the bed and opened her legs.

"He said at first."

"I read it."

"What happens after dinner?"

"He wants you."

"That isn't a plan."

"There is no plan."

The words surprised both of us.

For years, our fantasies had climbed through lists and limits. Now the work happened earlier. The truth was spoken before clothes came off. Then bodies decided what the room could hold.

"No script," I said. "No performance. You want him. He wants you. I want to see it."

Lena touched her cunt.

"And if I want his cock?"

"Take it."

Her fingers stopped.

"Say it again."

"Take your boss's cock."

She lowered herself onto the bed.

"And you?"

"I watch. I touch you. I fuck you after. I do whatever my body asks for."

"What if your body asks you to kneel?"

Humiliation moved through me.

My cock hardened fully.

"Then I kneel."

Lena smiled.

"There he is."

I took the black dildo from the drawer.

The one thicker than me. Smaller than Julian. Familiar enough to carry every comparison we had survived.

Lena opened her legs wider.

"Who is it tonight?" she asked.

"David."

I pressed the head against her cunt.

"Say boss."

"Your boss."

I pushed it inside.

Her mouth opened.

"Bigger than you?" she asked.

"I don't know yet."

"You want him to be."

I drove the dildo deeper.

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because I want the man who controls your workday to fill you more than I do."

Lena moaned.

"My filthy little cuck."

I fucked her with the dildo while she held David's voice note open beside her head.

The room they remember.

The line repeated through our bedroom.

Lena came around black silicone while I stroked my cock over her stomach.

Then she pulled the toy from her cunt and held it against my lips.

"Taste your boss's wife."

I licked it clean.

She pushed me onto my back and rode my cock until I came inside her.

Afterward, we lay beneath the red dress hanging from the closet door.

The black employee dress waited beside it.

"Friday," Lena whispered.

"Friday."

"No rules?"

"One truth."

"Which one?"

I looked at my wife.

"Your job is yours. Your body is yours. The hunger is ours."

She kissed me.

Then she sent David a photograph of the dildo between her thighs.

Lena:

My husband is preparing your employee.

David answered at 11:06.

David:

He is preparing my guest.

I read the distinction until my cock began hardening again.


CHAPTER 18

LENA - THE EMPLOYEE DRESS

Evan dressed me like a fantasy invented by a man who hated uniforms.

Black fitted dress. White detachable collar. Long sleeves. Hem above the knee. No bra. No panties.

The fabric looked respectable until I moved.

Then my nipples showed through the front and the skirt climbed high enough to reveal the bottom of my ass.

"Too much?" I asked.

Evan stood behind me in the mirror.

"For dinner with your boss?"

"For his house."

"He requested an employee."

"He said something that reminds you I work for him."

"This reminds me."

His cock pressed hard against my ass through his trousers.

I reached behind and squeezed it.

"What does it remind you of?"

"The glass office."

"More."

"His hand under the table."

"More."

"You sitting in meetings after he has fucked you."

The final sentence changed my breathing.

"He hasn't yet."

"Tonight."

Evan's certainty made my cunt wet.

He fastened the white collar around my neck. No tie. No jewelry except WATCH.

"Turn around."

I obeyed.

He opened the top three buttons of his own shirt. Dark suit. Black belt. The husband looked controlled enough to stand beside David in any corporate room.

His eyes did not.

"Are you scared?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"You can feel it."

I put one hand on his cock.

"What scares you?"

"Monday."

"Not tonight?"

"Tonight is fantasy. Monday you go back to work."

The truth reached deeper than dirty talk.

David would not disappear after the hotel. He would lead meetings. Approve travel. Stand beside me in photographs. Send voice notes after dark.

"Do you want me to stop wanting him?"

"No."

"Do you want me to leave the job?"

"No."

"Then what?"

Evan touched my face.

"I want Monday to hurt."

My cunt clenched.

"My beautiful cuck."

He kissed me hard.

The white collar pressed against my throat between us.

His hand went beneath the skirt and found my bare pussy.

"Already wet."

"My boss is waiting."

"My wife is cruel."

"Your cock likes cruel."

He pushed two fingers into my cunt.

I leaned against the mirror.

"Do not make me come," I said.

"Saving it?"

"For dinner."

He removed his hand.

The loss made me ache.

Then he held the fingers to my mouth.

I sucked them clean while looking at my husband.

"What do I call him tonight?" I asked.

"David until he tells you otherwise."

"And you?"

"Love. Husband. Cuck. Whatever makes you honest."

"What if I call him boss while he fucks me?"

Evan's cock jumped beneath my hand.

"Then look at me when you say it."

We left at seven thirty.

David's house stood behind gates near the water. Modern stone. Warm glass. The kind of place his company photographed and sold to people who never asked prices.

He opened the door himself.

No suit jacket. Black shirt. Dark trousers. Silver at his temples catching the entry light.

His eyes moved from the white collar to my bare legs.

Then to Evan.

"You chose well," he said.

"She wears it better than I imagined," Evan answered.

David stepped aside.

"Come in."

The house smelled like cedar and wine.

A dining table waited beside floor-to-ceiling glass. Three place settings. No staff. No other guests.

David closed the door.

His eyes returned to the collar.

"Before dinner," he said, "I want one thing clear. The job belongs to Lena. Marissa manages her. Nothing tonight changes Monday unless Lena chooses it."

"Good," Evan said.

I looked at both men.

"Now stop talking like attorneys."

David smiled.

The first real smile I had seen from him.

"Sit between us," he said.

I obeyed.


CHAPTER 19

EVAN - THE MAN WHO KNEW

David served dinner himself.

Steak. Red wine. Vegetables neither Lena nor I tasted after the first ten minutes.

She sat between us in the employee dress. Every time she reached for her glass, the fabric pulled across her tits. Every time she crossed her legs, the skirt moved higher.

David saw everything.

So did I.

He did not touch her during the first course.

That restraint became a form of pressure.

"How long have you known?" he asked me.

"Known what?"

"That watching other men desire your wife excites you."

Lena smiled into her wine.

I answered honestly.

"Longer than I admitted."

"And acting on it?"

"Less than a year."

"How many men?"

The question tightened my stomach.

David looked at me, not Lena.

He wanted the husband to tell him.

"Enough to know each one hurts differently."

"That was not a number."

"No."

Lena placed one bare foot against my ankle beneath the table.

"He wants names," she said.

"Do you?" I asked David.

"I want to understand the room I am entering."

"You already entered it in Miami."

"I touched her. I did not touch the marriage."

The sentence made me look at him differently.

David understood power because he understood structures. He did not want a secret affair with an employee. He wanted the whole dangerous arrangement visible.

"Julian," I said. "Trainer. First man she chose."

David listened.

"Adrian. Massage therapist. Mason next door. Nate, my best friend."

His expression changed only once.

"Your best friend."

"Yes."

"That explains the photograph online."

"Which photograph?"

"The anniversary party. His hand on your back. Your wife beside you."

Lena laughed softly.

"You looked through my old posts."

"I research people I hire."

"Did you see the second photograph?" she asked.

David looked at her.

"Which one?"

She opened the private group image of Nate wearing her panties around his hard cock.

Then placed the phone beside David's plate.

He studied it.

Not shocked.

Interested.

"The public photograph hid this," he said.

"That is why it was hot," Lena answered.

David looked at me again.

"You prefer ordinary rooms carrying private meanings."

"Yes."

"Office photographs. Dinner tables. Elevators."

"Yes."

His hand moved beneath the table.

Lena's breath changed.

I knew where he had touched her before I saw her knees open.

David continued looking at me.

"And Mondays."

"Especially Mondays."

His fingers moved between Lena's thighs.

Her white collar remained perfectly fastened.

"Tell him," she whispered.

"Tell me what?" I asked.

"What my boss is doing."

"His hand is under your dress."

"More."

David's shoulder moved faintly.

Lena bit her lower lip.

"He has two fingers inside you."

"And you?"

My cock pressed painfully against my trousers.

"Hard."

"Say the word."

"Your cuck is hard."

David withdrew his fingers and lifted them above the table.

They shone in the warm light.

He looked at me.

Then at Lena.

"Who tastes her?"

The question was not permission. It was choice.

Lena answered immediately.

"My husband first."

David held his hand toward me.

I leaned across my wife's plate and sucked her from his fingers.

Lena watched my mouth.

David watched my eyes.

When I finished, he placed the same fingers between Lena's lips.

She sucked the trace I left.

"My boss feeds my cunt to my cuck," she whispered.

The sentence destroyed the final shape of dinner.

David stood.

"Leave the plates."

Lena looked up at him.

"Where are we going?"

"My office."

The word made my cock throb.

David's home office occupied the far side of the house behind smoked glass.

He opened the door.

A wide desk faced the water. Leather chair. Low sofa. A wall of screens showing company properties.

Lena entered first.

David stopped me at the threshold with one hand against my chest.

"You wanted to know whether my control survives with my cock out."

The sentence came from Lena's earlier confession.

"Yes."

"Tonight you watch it fail."

He removed his hand and let me enter.


CHAPTER 20

EVAN - THE GLASS OFFICE

David closed the smoked-glass door behind us.

Lena stood beside the desk in the employee dress, bare legs together, white collar bright against the black fabric.

The office looked like power made physical. Contracts stacked in leather trays. Hotel plans on the screens. Tampa Bay beyond the glass. David's name embossed on a folder near Lena's hand.

He walked behind the desk and sat.

"Stand in front of me," he told her.

Lena obeyed.

No performance. No hesitation.

She had spent weeks imagining her boss giving her orders that had nothing to do with photographs.

David looked at me.

"Where do you want to sit?"

"Where I can see her face."

He pointed to the low chair beside the desk.

I sat.

Lena stood between us.

David reached for the bottom of her dress and lifted it slowly.

No panties.

Her cunt glistened under the office lights.

"Your husband sent you to my house dressed like this," he said.

"He dressed me himself."

"Look at him."

She turned her head toward me.

David touched her cunt with one finger.

Lena's breath broke.

"Tell him what you wanted all week."

"Your hand."

"Where?"

"Deep in my cunt while he watched."

David pushed two fingers into her.

Her knees softened.

"More."

"Your cock."

Jealousy burned clean through my chest.

My hand moved to my trousers.

David saw.

"Open them."

The command was for me.

I obeyed.

My cock rose hard over my belt.

Lena looked down and smiled.

"My little cuck."

David fucked her with his fingers while she watched me stroke.

"He is smaller when he is frightened," she said.

"Am I frightening him?" David asked.

"Your power does."

"My cock?"

"We haven't seen it yet."

David removed his fingers.

Lena moaned at the loss.

He stood behind her and opened his trousers.

The first sight of his cock changed the room.

Thick. Darker at the head. Heavy enough to angle forward from his body without his hand.

Bigger than me.

Not Julian's impossible size. Not Nate's youthful thickness. David's cock looked controlled even while hard, as if it belonged to the same man who moved investors around a table.

Lena stared.

Then looked at me.

"Bigger," she said.

My fist tightened.

"Yes."

"Say it properly."

"Your boss is bigger than your husband."

David's cock pulsed.

Lena touched it.

One hand first. Her fingers did not meet completely.

"He is thicker too," she said.

"I see."

"Does it hurt?"

"Yes."

"Does your cock care?"

My hard cock answered in my fist.

"No."

Lena dropped to her knees before David's chair.

The white collar remained around her neck.

She opened her mouth and took the head of his cock onto her tongue.

David's hand closed in her hair.

No permission question. No careful speech.

"Take it," he said.

She swallowed more.

Her eyes stayed on me.

David guided her slowly at first, then deeper when she opened for him. Her lips stretched. Saliva gathered at the corners of her mouth.

"Look at your husband," David said.

Lena did.

"Tell him who you work for."

She pulled back, breath rough.

"I work for David Mercer."

"And who do you belong to?"

She looked at me.

"My husband."

The answer mattered.

Not because it reduced David. Because it let everything else become dirtier without becoming false.

She swallowed his cock again.

I stroked faster.

David watched my wife use her mouth beneath the desk where he signed contracts. Lena watched me come closer while taking a cock larger than mine.

"Tell him," David said to me.

"Tell her what?"

"What you see."

The old command. The one every bull eventually discovered was the shortest path into my humiliation.

"I see my wife on her knees for her boss."

"More."

"I see his cock stretching her mouth."

Lena moaned around him.

"More."

"I see why she wanted the job to stay separate. She wanted to choose this because it makes her cunt wet, not because he owns her salary."

David's hand tightened in her hair.

"Good."

Lena pulled away and crawled toward me.

David's cock remained hard beside her face.

She kissed me with his taste in her mouth.

"Your turn, little cuck."

She wrapped her hand around my cock and stroked me while kneeling between both men.

David looked down at us.

"Not tonight," he said.

I understood before Lena did.

He was stopping before the main act again.

Building the next room.

Lena looked up, frustrated and hungry.

David touched her white collar.

"Next week. Naples. Company retreat. Executive suite. Your husband comes."

"And then?" she asked.

He looked at me.

"Then her boss stops sending you home hard."

Lena finished me with her hand while David stood beside her.

I came across the white collar and the front of her black dress.

David watched my cum mark his employee.

Then he gave Lena a clean towel and opened the glass door.

We left his house with my wife still tasting like him and the next trip already alive between us.


CHAPTER 21

LENA - MONDAY MORNING

David did not look at my mouth during the Monday meeting.

That was how I knew he remembered it.

He sat at the head of the conference table with twelve people around him. Marissa reviewed launch numbers. The marketing director discussed press coverage. I presented the first-week campaign results from a screen behind me.

My black dress was different from Friday's.

Longer. Higher neckline. Bra. Panties.

Professional enough that no one could imagine me kneeling beneath David's home-office desk two nights earlier with his cock stretching my lips.

Evan imagined it.

His message arrived while I changed slides.

Evan:

Is he looking at you?

I kept speaking.

"The bedroom sequence produced the highest engagement across every platform."

David folded his hands on the table.

No glance at my tits.

No look at my mouth.

Nothing.

Me:

He is trying not to.

Evan:

How do you know?

Me:

He keeps looking at the screen whenever I wet my lips.

I advanced the slide.

The primary suite appeared behind me. Bed. Window. Mirror.

The room where Evan had come in my mouth while David protected the door from the press tour.

My cunt tightened beneath office clothes.

"The mirror image performed especially well," I said.

David finally looked at me.

Only me.

"People remember seeing themselves become someone different," he said.

Our voice-note sentence.

The conference room heard marketing language.

My body heard him with one hand in my hair.

"Exactly," I answered.

My phone vibrated again.

Evan:

My cock is hard under the table.

I looked at David's hands.

Calm on the polished wood.

The right hand had held my head.

The fingers had touched my tongue when I pulled away.

I sent Evan a photograph of the conference room from my presentation position. David at the head. Employees around him. The bedroom image behind me.

Me:

Your wife presenting bedrooms to the boss whose cock was in her mouth.

Evan:

Go to the bathroom after.

Me:

Why?

Evan:

Show me what Monday did to you.

The meeting continued for forty minutes.

David never broke control again.

That made the ache between my legs worse.

When people began collecting laptops, he said, "Lena, stay one minute."

The room emptied.

Marissa closed the door behind her.

David remained seated.

I stood beside the screen with the bedroom still projected larger than both of us.

"Friday did not change your work," he said.

"I know."

"Naples does not happen unless you want it outside this room."

"I know that too."

"Good."

His eyes moved to my mouth for the first time.

My cunt clenched.

"You avoided looking all morning," I said.

"I was listening to the presentation."

"Liar."

The word surprised him.

Then the corner of his mouth moved.

"Your husband called me controlled."

"He wants to watch it fail."

"He already did."

"Not completely."

David stood.

His body filled the distance differently when no desk separated us.

"Naples," he said.

"Naples."

He walked past me without touching.

At the door, he stopped.

"The white collar. Bring it."

Then he left.

I went to the bathroom, locked myself in a stall, and pulled down my panties.

They were soaked.

I took a photograph and sent it to Evan.

Me:

Monday.

He answered with his hard cock in his hand.

Evan:

Keep them on until you get home.

Me:

They will be ruined.

Evan:

That is the point.

At six, I returned home in the same panties.

Evan made me sit on his face before I removed the dress.

He licked the entire workday from my cunt while I described David refusing to look at my mouth.

Then he fucked me on the dining table until I came hard enough to knock a wineglass onto the floor.

Monday hurt exactly the way he wanted.


CHAPTER 22

EVAN - THE LATE VOICE NOTE

David sent the Naples schedule at 11:58 Wednesday night.

Lena slept against my shoulder.

The phone vibrated on her stomach. The screen lit our dark bedroom.

David Mercer.

Voice note. Forty-three seconds.

I woke her by putting the phone into her hand.

"Your boss."

She opened one eye.

"Work?"

"At midnight."

"Play it."

David's voice entered our bed again.

"Lena, Naples changed the dinner order. Friday reception begins at seven. Your presentation moves to nine Saturday morning. I reserved the adjoining room for Evan. The door between suites can remain open or closed. That decision belongs to both of you. Bring the white collar. And bring the red dress. I have not decided which version of you I want first. Good night."

The note ended.

Lena was fully awake now.

My cock was hard beneath the sheet.

"He reserved my room," I said.

"Adjoining."

"Door between."

"Open or closed."

"He said both of us decide."

Lena turned onto her back.

"He is seducing the husband too."

The sentence landed with uncomfortable accuracy.

David did not merely want Lena. He wanted my presence, my jealousy, my willingness to remain in the room. He treated the marriage like another structure he needed to understand before entering.

"Answer him," I said.

"Voice note?"

"Yes."

Lena opened the recorder.

Then she moved my hand beneath the sheet and placed it between her legs.

Her cunt was already wet.

"David," she began, voice sleep-rough, "my husband heard your message. He is hard. The adjoining door will stay open. He chose both dresses. I will wear whichever one you tell me to wear when we arrive. Good night."

She stopped recording.

"Too much?" she asked.

"Not enough."

I pushed two fingers into her.

Her hips lifted.

"Tell him what I want to see."

She restarted.

"One more thing. Evan wants to watch your control fail completely this time. Do not make him fly home hungry again."

She sent both notes.

My fingers moved harder.

"What do you want?" she asked.

"The door open."

"While he fucks me?"

"Yes."

"Where are you?"

"In the other room."

"Watching?"

"At first."

Lena smiled.

"David's words."

"They work."

She opened my shorts and pulled my cock free.

"What happens after at first?"

"You call me in."

"Why would I?"

"Because you want your husband close when your boss fills you."

Her cunt tightened around my fingers.

"And if he orders you to stay in the doorway?"

"I stay."

"If he tells you to jerk off?"

"I jerk off."

"If he makes you describe how much bigger he is?"

My cock pulsed in her hand.

"I tell the truth."

Three dots appeared beneath David's name.

His text arrived.

David:

Understood. No one flies home hungry.

Lena read it aloud.

I rolled over her and drove my cock into her.

"Say it," she whispered.

"Your boss is going to fuck my wife."

"More."

"He booked the room where I will watch."

"More."

"He wants the door open so my cuckold marriage becomes part of his suite."

Lena wrapped her legs around me.

"That is it, love. Fuck me like you are already hearing him through the doorway."

I fucked her until the headboard struck the wall.

The sound became Naples in my mind. Another bed. Another man. My wife calling my name while her boss drove into her.

I came inside her.

Lena came seconds later, biting my shoulder to stay quiet.

We lay awake after, listening to David's voice note again.

Bring the white collar.

Bring the red dress.

I have not decided which version of you I want first.

At 12:27, I answered him from my own phone for the first time.

Me:

Start with the employee. End with my wife.

David's response arrived before I set the phone down.

David:

That was already my intention.


CHAPTER 23

EVAN - THE HOTEL RESERVATION

The reservation showed three names.

David Mercer. Lena Hart. Evan Hart.

Executive suite with adjoining king room.

Special request: interior door unlocked before arrival.

I stared at the final line until Lena took the phone from my hand.

"He arranged the door."

"He arranged everything."

"You like that."

"I hate how much."

We sat at the breakfast table Friday morning. Suitcases waited by the stairs. The white collar rested on top of Lena's bag. Red dress. Black employee dress. Two pairs of heels.

No toys.

I had packed them, then removed them.

Naples did not need practice.

"What did you pack for yourself?" Lena asked.

"Black suit. White shirt."

"Matching my collar."

"Maybe."

"Liar."

She drank coffee while looking at the reservation.

"Your name is on his suite."

"Adjoining room."

"Same reservation."

"Yes."

"Does that make you feel shared?"

The question stopped me.

Our fantasies always described Lena as the shared body. My wife between men. My marriage expanded around her hunger.

David had placed my name inside his booking.

Included me in the structure.

"A little," I admitted.

Lena's smile softened before it became dirty again.

"My boss booked my cuck a room."

My cock hardened beneath the table.

"There he is."

She moved her bare foot between my legs.

"What does David get from you?"

"You."

"That is what he gets from me."

Her foot pressed against my cock.

"What does he get from the husband?"

I thought of the handshake. His fingers in my mouth. His voice note sent directly into our bed. The adjoining door.

"Witness."

"More."

"Permission is the wrong word."

"It is."

"He gets the truth of what he is doing."

Lena nodded.

"A secret affair would make him another man. Watching you suffer makes him my bull."

The word finally attached to David.

Not boss only.

Bull.

My boss in the private language of my body.

Lena slid beneath the table.

Her hands opened my trousers. My cock rose toward her mouth.

"Say it," she whispered.

"David is your bull."

She licked the head.

"Again."

"Your boss is my wife's bull."

She took me into her mouth.

The reservation remained open beside my plate. Three names. One suite. Interior door unlocked.

I held her hair and watched the schedule on the screen while she sucked me under the breakfast table.

"Naples," I said.

Lena pulled back.

"What about it?"

"You wear the black dress first."

"David decides."

Jealousy moved through me.

"You already belong to the fantasy."

"Only because you built it."

She swallowed my cock again.

I came into her mouth while the location map showed the hotel two hours south.

Lena stood, swallowed, and lifted the reservation printout.

"Ready?"

"No."

"Good."

The answer had become our oldest joke and newest truth.

We carried the bags to the car.

Before leaving, I checked the front door, the back gate, the windows. Ordinary husband tasks.

Lena waited in the passenger seat wearing a short traveling dress with no panties.

My phone connected to the car.

David's latest voice note began playing automatically.

No one flies home hungry.

Lena spread her knees as I pulled away from our house.


CHAPTER 24

LENA - THE DRIVE TO NAPLES

Evan drove with one hand on the wheel and the other between my legs.

Interstate traffic moved south beneath a bright Florida sky. Trucks. Families. Rental cars filled with beach bags.

No one knew the man in the black SUV beside them had two fingers inside his wife's cunt while her boss's voice played through the speakers.

David had sent a new note twenty minutes after we left Tampa.

"Traffic is heavy near Fort Myers. Take the coastal exit if needed. Lena, the black dress first. Evan, bring her to the reception at seven. After the presentation dinner, the red dress. The interior door is open."

No greeting.

No polite ending.

Evan replayed it three times.

"He decided," I said.

"You wanted him to."

"So did you."

His fingers moved deeper.

I opened my legs wider beneath the traveling dress.

"Say employee," I told him.

"My wife is going to arrive dressed like David's employee."

"More."

"He will take you back to the suite and put you in red."

"More."

Evan's jaw tightened.

"Then he will fuck you with the door he booked for me wide open."

My cunt squeezed his fingers.

"There he is."

A car passed on the passenger side. The driver looked down through our window.

He saw my dress raised to my waist and Evan's hand moving between my thighs.

His face changed.

I smiled at him.

Then opened my knees farther.

The driver slowed.

Evan noticed.

"He can see you."

"Good."

"Lena."

"Your wife is warming up for her boss. Let the stranger admire the preparation."

The man remained beside us for nearly a mile. His eyes kept leaving the road. One hand moved toward his lap.

Evan's fingers worked my clit harder.

"Make me come while he watches," I said.

"You are going to get us killed."

"Then change lanes."

He did not.

The stranger stroked himself through his shorts while driving. I watched his hand. He watched Evan touch me.

Voyeurism turned the interstate into another glass office.

"Tell him," I whispered.

"He cannot hear."

"Tell me what he sees."

Evan's voice came rough.

"He sees my wife with her dress around her waist."

"More."

"He sees my hand in her wet cunt."

"More."

"He sees her smiling because she is on the way to let her boss fuck her."

I came around Evan's fingers.

My head fell against the seat. My thighs shook. The stranger stared openly, mouth parted.

Evan removed his hand and held the wet fingers toward my mouth.

I sucked them clean without breaking eye contact with the other driver.

Then I blew him a kiss.

He missed his exit.

We continued south.

Evan's cock pressed hard beneath his trousers.

"Pull over," I said.

"We are already late."

"David said seven. It is three."

"What do you want?"

I reached across the console and opened his belt.

"I want my husband's cum in my mouth before his boss takes over the schedule."

We stopped at a quiet overlook near the water.

I knelt between the seats and sucked Evan while tourists walked on the boardwalk outside. He came quickly, one hand gripping the headrest.

I swallowed and kissed him.

"Now take me to my boss."

The hotel appeared forty minutes later.

David waited beneath the hotel canopy.

Dark suit. No tie. One hand in his pocket.

Evan slowed the car.

My boss walked toward us before the valet could open my door.

He looked through the window at my bare thighs.

Then at Evan.

"Traffic?" he asked.

"We made a stop," Evan answered.

David opened my door.

"I assumed you would."

He offered his hand.

I stepped out with no panties, my cunt still sensitive from the highway, and let my boss lead me into the hotel my husband had driven me to.


CHAPTER 25

EVAN - THE EXECUTIVE SUITE

The interior door was already open.

My room occupied the smaller side. King bed. Desk. Balcony. David's suite extended beyond the connecting doorway with a living room, dining area, bar, and bedroom raised above two steps.

Lena walked through first.

Her traveling dress moved over her bare ass. David followed with one hand at her back. I carried our bags.

The arrangement should have made me feel like staff.

Instead, my cock hardened at the sight of my wife entering another man's suite while I brought the clothes he had chosen.

David noticed the bags.

"Set hers in my bedroom."

The command came naturally.

Lena looked at me.

Not for permission.

To watch what the sentence did.

I carried her suitcase through the suite.

David's bedroom overlooked the Gulf. White sheets. Dark headboard. Mirror opposite the bed. The red dress and black employee dress lay inside the bag in my hand.

I placed it on the bench.

Lena entered behind me.

David remained in the doorway.

"Black first," he said.

"I heard the note."

"Dress here."

Lena removed the traveling dress.

Naked in his bedroom. WATCH bracelet. Marks from my fingers faint between her thighs.

David looked at her body.

No effort to hide it now.

His cock thickened beneath his suit trousers.

I opened the suitcase and took out the black dress.

"Husband dresses her," David said.

I slipped it over Lena's head. Pulled the fabric down over her tits. Fastened the white collar around her neck.

David watched every movement.

"Panties?" I asked.

"No," he answered.

The decision belonged to his fantasy now.

My cock pressed against my trousers.

Lena touched it.

"My boss undresses me with orders. My cuck dresses me for them."

David moved closer.

He stood behind her while I adjusted the collar.

Our hands met at the back of her neck.

His fingers over mine.

"Too tight?" I asked.

Lena smiled at me in the mirror.

"Tight enough to remind me who chose it."

David took the collar between two fingers.

"Who chose it?"

"My husband."

"Who told you to wear it?"

"My boss."

The two answers changed her breathing.

David looked at me in the mirror.

"The reception lasts ninety minutes."

"And after?"

"Dinner. Presentation. Then red."

"And after red?"

His eyes held mine.

"No one flies home hungry."

Lena laughed softly.

I opened my suitcase in the adjoining room and changed into the black suit.

When I returned, David stood near the bar. Lena sat on the edge of his bed with her knees apart. The short black dress revealed her bare cunt.

David held a glass of water.

"Your wife is distracting."

"That is why you hired her."

"I hired her because she is talented."

"You brought her into your bedroom because she is distracting."

A quiet smile.

"Fair."

Lena lifted one foot and placed it against David's thigh.

"Does my boss want his employee wet at the reception?"

David looked down at her bare cunt.

"Your husband already handled that."

"He made me come on the highway."

David's eyes moved to me.

"While driving?"

"A stranger watched," I said.

Lena spread herself with two fingers.

"He missed his exit."

David set down the water.

He knelt before her.

My stomach tightened.

He did not touch her cunt.

He kissed the inside of one knee. Then the other.

"Reception," he said against her skin. "You remain like this until we return."

Lena moaned.

David stood and straightened his jacket.

Control restored.

We left the suite together.

The interior door remained open behind us.


CHAPTER 26

EVAN - THE CHAIRMAN'S TABLE

The retreat dinner placed David at the center of the room.

Thirty executives and investors occupied a private dining hall overlooking the Gulf. Candles. Dark wood. White linen. A string quartet near the windows.

Lena sat on David's right.

I sat on her right.

Exactly as promised. My wife between her boss and her husband.

The black employee dress made her look like an indecent version of authority. White collar. Bare legs. No underwear. Every man at the table noticed.

Only David and I knew how wet she already was.

The chairman of a development company spoke from across the table. His wife, Celeste, sat beside him in a silver dress. She watched Lena more than the men did.

I noticed.

So did Lena.

Celeste smiled whenever Lena crossed her legs.

Her husband, Graham, watched too. Mid-forties. Broad shoulders. Wedding ring. The contained look of a man trained not to stare at other men's wives.

A future room opened faintly at the edge of the current one.

But tonight belonged to David.

His hand rested openly on the back of Lena's chair.

Mine rested on her thigh beneath the table.

He addressed the room while my fingers moved higher.

"Mercer grew because we learned that luxury is emotional before it is material."

Lena opened her legs.

My hand found her cunt.

David continued.

"People do not remember square footage. They remember how a room changed the way they saw themselves."

His eyes moved to the white collar.

I pushed two fingers into my wife.

Her face remained calm.

Celeste saw the movement beneath the tablecloth.

Her smile changed.

Graham followed his wife's gaze.

He realized where my hand was.

The man looked at me.

I did not stop.

David lifted his glass.

"To rooms people remember."

Everyone drank.

Lena tightened around my fingers.

"Tell him," she whispered without moving her lips.

"Tell who?"

"My boss."

David stood to speak with an investor behind him.

I removed my hand from Lena's cunt and placed it on the table beside his wineglass.

My fingers shone.

David saw them when he turned back.

The chairman continued talking.

David took my wrist beneath the edge of the table and brought my fingers toward his mouth.

Hidden from most people.

Not hidden from Celeste.

He sucked my wife's cunt from my hand.

Celeste's lips parted.

Graham shifted in his chair.

David released me and resumed the conversation as though nothing had happened.

Lena looked between the married couple across from us.

"They know," she whispered.

"Celeste knows."

"Her husband does now."

My cock hardened painfully.

"Not tonight."

"I know."

She smiled.

"But my boss just fed himself your wife's cunt at the chairman's table."

The sentence nearly made me come untouched.

After dinner, Celeste approached Lena near the windows.

I stood beside David ten feet away.

Graham remained at the bar.

"Your dress is dangerous," Celeste said.

"My husband chose it."

"He has good taste."

"My boss ordered it."

Celeste looked toward us.

Her eyes paused on David. Then me.

"Interesting company culture."

Lena laughed.

David leaned toward me.

"Your wife finds rooms quickly."

"She finds people."

"Celeste and Graham are hosting the Key West retreat next month."

"Good to know."

He heard what I did not say.

Not now.

David touched my shoulder once.

"Red dress," he said.

The three of us left the reception while Celeste watched from the window.


CHAPTER 27

LENA - UNDER HIS JACKET

David removed the white collar himself.

We stood in his bedroom. Evan sat on the bench beside my open suitcase. The black employee dress remained on my body. David stood behind me in the mirror.

His fingers opened the clasp at my throat.

The collar came away.

"Employee until now," he said.

He placed it in Evan's hand.

My husband looked at the white band resting across his palm.

"Now the wife?" I asked.

David met my eyes in the mirror.

"Now Lena."

He pulled the black dress over my head.

Naked again.

Evan opened the red dress and held it for me.

The ritual had changed. My boss undressed me. My husband dressed me. Each man controlled a different transformation.

When the red fabric settled over my body, David closed the zipper.

His knuckles moved slowly along my spine.

No panties. No bra. The slit opened over the cunt both men had made slick without touching for most of the dinner.

"Turn," David said.

I faced him.

He placed his suit jacket over my shoulders.

The dark fabric covered the red dress and carried his smell around me.

"Balcony first."

We walked into the suite living room. The Gulf lay black beyond the glass. Music from the retreat drifted faintly upward.

Evan followed.

David led me outside.

The wind opened his jacket around my body.

People moved on the terrace four floors below. Celeste's silver dress flashed near the rail. Graham stood beside her.

They could not see details from that distance.

Only three silhouettes on an executive balcony.

David stood behind me and opened his jacket fully.

The red dress shone beneath it.

His hands moved to the slit.

Evan stood inside the balcony door.

Watching.

"Come closer," I told him.

He did.

David pulled the red fabric aside.

My bare cunt faced the dark water.

"Tell your husband what the chairman's wife saw," he said.

"She saw his fingers buried in my cunt."

"More."

"She saw my boss suck my cunt from my husband's hand."

Evan's cock formed a hard shape beneath his trousers.

"And Graham?" David asked.

"He watched his wife watching us."

The next fantasy breathed below us.

David's hand covered my cunt.

His palm pressed hard. Fingers moved through the slick heat.

My head fell against his shoulder.

"Look at your cuck," I whispered.

David turned me slightly so I faced Evan.

"Look at him."

I did.

Evan opened his trousers.

His cock rose into his hand.

"My boss is touching your wife under his jacket," I said.

"I see."

"The chairman and his wife are below us."

"I know."

"They would see everything if they looked up."

"Then make it worth seeing."

My cunt clenched around David's fingers.

The command from Evan surprised me.

David felt it.

"Your husband is becoming ambitious," he said.

"He learned from my boss."

David pushed two fingers into me and fucked me with his hand against the balcony rail.

Evan stroked his cock in the doorway.

The jacket hid most of what happened from below. That made the exposure dirtier. A corporate silhouette. A boss behind his employee. A husband watching from the hotel room.

I came against David's hand.

My knees weakened. His arm held me upright.

Evan came across the open front of his shirt seconds later.

David kept his fingers buried in my cunt until both men watched my body stop shaking.

Then he removed his hand and held it toward Evan.

My husband stepped onto the balcony and sucked my cunt from my boss's fingers again.

Celeste looked up from the terrace.

I saw her face turn toward us.

She could not know exactly what happened.

Her smile told me she understood enough.

David closed the jacket around me.

"Inside," he said.

We obeyed.


CHAPTER 28

EVAN - THE DOOR BETWEEN ROOMS

David sent me through the adjoining door.

Not away.

Into the position he had built for me.

"Sit on your bed," he said. "Keep the door open."

Lena stood beside him in the red dress and his jacket. Her cunt remained wet from his hand. My cum dried against my shirt.

I entered my room.

The distance from my bed to theirs was less than thirty feet through the open doorway.

I sat.

David removed his jacket from Lena's shoulders.

The red dress appeared beneath it like a wound.

He looked at me across both rooms.

"You wanted to hear through a wall before."

The weekend with Julian.

"Yes."

"Tonight there is no wall."

He took Lena's hand and led her into his bedroom.

I could see the bed through the doorway. Mirror behind it. Gulf beyond.

David stood Lena before the mirror.

"Undress for your husband."

She opened the zipper and let the red dress fall.

Naked. WATCH bracelet. Dark hair. My wife framed by another man's room.

"Touch yourself," David said.

Lena spread her legs and moved two fingers over her cunt.

Her eyes remained on me.

"Tell him who made you wet."

"Both of you."

"Choose the dirtier answer."

She smiled.

"My boss."

Jealousy cut through me.

My cock hardened again despite having come on the balcony.

"Look at him," Lena said to David. "My cuck cannot stay soft while another man orders his wife around."

David opened his shirt.

One button at a time.

Lena watched him in the mirror. I watched her watch.

He removed the shirt, then the belt, then his trousers.

His cock rose thick and hard.

Bigger than mine. Controlled no longer.

Lena's fingers stopped at her cunt.

"Keep touching," David said.

She obeyed.

He stood behind her naked.

His cock pressed against her ass.

"Tell your husband."

"My boss's cock is against me."

"Comparison."

Lena looked across both rooms.

"Bigger than yours, love."

My hand closed around my cock.

"More."

"Thicker. Heavier. Hard because his employee is naked in his suite while her husband waits in the next room."

I stroked.

David's hand moved into her hair.

"Kneel."

Lena dropped to her knees before him.

The red dress lay behind her.

She opened her mouth.

David put his cock against her tongue and looked directly at me.

"Describe it," he said.

"Her mouth has to open wider."

Lena took the head.

"More."

"His cock fills her mouth more than mine."

She swallowed deeper.

Her eyes watered.

"More."

"My wife is kneeling for her boss in the room he booked while I jerk off through the open door."

Lena moaned around him.

David's hips moved.

Short drives. Controlled enough to let her take him, hard enough to show the difference between oral fantasy and a cock using her mouth.

Saliva slid down her chin.

"Look at your husband," David told her.

She did.

"Call him."

Lena pulled back, gasping.

"Little cuck."

My cock pulsed.

"Again."

"My beautiful little cuck. Look how big my boss is in your wife's mouth."

She took David again.

I stroked faster.

The open door erased distance. I heard every wet sound. Every breath. The small gag when she took him too deep. David's low groan when her tongue worked beneath the head.

I came across my stomach.

Lena watched from her knees.

David remained hard in her hand.

"My cuck came first," she whispered.

Humiliation burned.

My cock softened beneath my fist.

David's did not.

He lifted Lena to her feet.

"Bring him in."

She crossed both rooms naked.

My cum covered my stomach.

Lena knelt between my legs and licked it from my skin while David watched from his bedroom.

Then she took my hand.

"Come see what stays hard after my husband finishes."

I followed her through the open door.


CHAPTER 29

LENA - THE FIRST KISS

David kissed me only after Evan entered the room.

That mattered.

His mouth had been in our imagination for weeks. Elevator mirrors. Red dress. Rooftop table. Balcony. My mouth around his cock.

But he had not kissed me.

Not until my husband stood close enough to see the first second.

David took my face between both hands.

"Look at Evan," he said.

I did.

Then he kissed me.

No polite beginning.

His tongue entered my mouth. His hands moved into my hair. My body pressed against his naked chest while his hard cock touched my stomach.

Evan watched from the foot of the bed with his shirt open and cum still shining faintly against his skin.

I kissed my boss harder because my husband could see the difference.

David's mouth tasted like whiskey and my saliva from his cock.

His hand moved down my back and gripped my ass.

"Tell him," I breathed against his lips.

"Tell him what?"

"That you wanted this in the elevator."

David looked at Evan over my shoulder.

"I wanted to kiss your wife the first night she wore red."

Evan's softening cock moved.

"When else?" I asked.

"In the glass office."

"More."

"Across the table while she touched herself with her hand hidden beneath the desk."

Evan's cock began hardening again.

David saw.

"Your husband recovers quickly."

"Jealousy helps."

I turned between them.

"Kiss me, love."

Evan stepped forward.

I kissed my husband with David's taste in my mouth.

David's hand remained on my ass.

Evan felt it through the movement of my body. His mouth became harder. His fingers closed around the back of my neck.

Two men touching me while I moved between their mouths.

"Tell him what he tastes," David said.

I pulled back from Evan.

"My boss's cock."

Evan's eyes darkened.

"Again."

I kissed him and pushed my tongue into his mouth.

David watched.

"Taste how much bigger he is," I whispered.

Evan groaned.

His cock hardened fully against my thigh.

David moved behind me.

His hands opened my ass.

The broad head of his cock pressed between my cheeks, not inside, only close enough to make the promise physical.

Evan watched my face.

"What do you want?" he asked.

The question came before the act, before David pushed his cock into my cunt, in the final quiet space.

"I want my boss to fuck me while you watch."

"Where?"

"On his desk. Against the window. In the bed. I don't care."

"And after?"

"I want my husband inside the cunt he filled."

Evan's breath broke.

David's cock pressed harder against my ass.

"Good," my husband said.

The word opened the rest of the night.

David lifted me.

I wrapped my legs around his waist. His cock slid through my wet cunt without entering. The friction made me moan against his mouth.

He carried me toward the desk near the window.

Evan followed.

David placed me on the dark wood. Papers shifted beneath my ass. A leather folder fell to the floor.

He spread my knees.

My cunt opened in front of both men.

"Look at your husband," David said.

I did.

Evan stood beside the desk, stroking his hard cock.

David lowered his mouth between my thighs.

The first lick made my back arch.

His tongue moved through my cunt with the same control his fingers had used under the table, only now there was no linen, no investors, no need to hide.

"My boss is eating your wife," I told Evan.

"I see."

"Better than you?"

Jealousy moved across his face.

"Different."

"Coward."

David's tongue circled my clit.

I cried out.

"Say it, little cuck."

Evan stepped closer and watched David's mouth.

"He is making you come faster."

The truth pushed me over the edge.

I came against David's tongue with one hand gripping his silver-dark hair and the other holding my husband's wrist.

David did not stop until my thighs shook around his head.

Then he stood between my legs.

His cock pressed against my wet cunt.

No question.

No pause.

The truth had already been spoken.

"Watch," I told Evan.

David pushed the broad head into my cunt.


CHAPTER 30

EVAN - THE BOSS'S COCK

Lena's cunt stretched around David slowly.

The first inch made her mouth open.

The second made her grip my wrist.

David held her hips against the desk and drove deeper until his cock disappeared halfway inside my wife.

She looked at me.

Exactly as promised.

"Bigger," she gasped.

My cock pulsed in my fist.

David pulled back, then pushed deeper.

The desk moved against the window.

"Say it properly," he told her.

Lena's eyes stayed on mine.

"My boss's cock is bigger than yours, love."

Humiliation burned through my chest.

I stroked faster.

David filled her completely.

Her back arched. Her tits lifted. The white lights of Naples shone behind her reflection in the glass.

"Look at her cunt," David said to me.

I moved beside the desk.

His thick cock stretched her open. Her pussy lips pulled around him, slick with saliva from his mouth and the wet heat of her body.

"Tell her what you see."

"Your cunt is stretched around your boss."

"More," Lena demanded.

"He fills you more than I do."

David drove into her.

One hard stroke.

The sound of flesh striking flesh filled the office area.

"More."

"My wife is taking the man who controls every room she works in."

David fucked her harder.

The desk struck the glass.

"And Monday?" Lena asked.

"Monday you sit across from him after this."

Her cunt tightened around David.

He groaned.

"That sentence," he said. "Again."

I leaned close to Lena's face.

"Monday you present photographs while remembering his cock inside your cunt."

David drove deeper.

"Your husband sits at home knowing the man at the head of the table filled you better."

Lena cried out.

"My cuck will reread every message."

"Yes."

"He will stare at the company photograph."

"Yes."

"He will get hard when my boss says my name in a meeting."

My cock throbbed.

"Yes."

David's hand closed around the white collar lying on the desk.

He looped it loosely around Lena's throat, not fastening it, using the fabric to hold her face toward me.

"Employee," he said.

Then he drove into her.

"Wife."

Another hard stroke.

"Hotwife."

Lena's cunt clenched visibly.

"Boss's slut," she whispered.

My body reacted before my pride could.

I came across the side of the desk.

My cum struck Lena's thigh and the dark wood beneath her.

She looked down.

"My cuck came watching his boss fuck his wife."

David did not slow.

"Clean it," he said to her.

Lena dragged two fingers through my cum and put them into her mouth while David continued filling her.

She sucked them clean, eyes on me.

Then she held the same fingers toward David.

He took them into his mouth without leaving her cunt.

My cum passed from my wife to her boss.

The sight made my softening cock pulse again.

"Now yours," Lena told him.

David's control finally broke.

He pulled her from the desk and turned her toward the window.

Her palms struck the glass.

He drove his cock into her from behind in one deep drive.

The city spread beneath them. Anyone in the tower opposite could have seen a naked woman against the window and the man behind her.

I stood beside them, empty hand against the glass.

David gripped Lena's hips and fucked her hard enough to make her ass slap against him.

"Tell your husband whose cunt this is tonight," he said.

"His wife."

"More."

"Your employee."

"More."

She looked at me through the reflection.

"My cuck's dirty hotwife taking her boss's big cock."

David came inside her.

His body locked behind hers. His cock pulsed deep in my wife's cunt. Lena watched my face while another man's cum filled her.

The moment lasted longer than any photograph.

Then David stepped back.

His cock slid free.

Cum began running down Lena's thighs.

She turned from the window and opened her legs toward me.

"Come here, love."

My cock was not fully hard again.

She did not care.

"Taste what your boss left in your wife."

I knelt between her legs.

David stood beside us, breathing hard, control scattered across the room.

I licked his cum from Lena's cunt while she held my head and called me her beautiful little cuck.

The man signing her paychecks watched me clean his load from my wife's pussy.

No room had ever changed me more.


CHAPTER 31

LENA - THE CHAIR

Evan's tongue moved through my cunt while David's cum continued sliding out of me.

My husband knelt on the carpet beneath the window. David stood beside us with his cock softening, chest rising hard, one hand resting against the glass.

The boss had lost control.

The cuck had not left.

That was the victory I wanted more than the fucking itself.

I held Evan's head between my thighs and watched him lick me clean. His tongue moved deeper when David looked down. Every stroke carried another man's taste into my husband's mouth.

"Look at him," I told David.

"I am."

"He was afraid Monday would change."

David's eyes stayed on Evan.

"Monday changed before tonight."

Evan pulled back, mouth shining.

"She will still be good at her job."

"Better," David answered.

The word belonged to work and sex at the same time.

My cunt tightened.

I pulled Evan to his feet and kissed him.

David's cum coated my tongue now. I pushed it into my husband's mouth. He groaned and gripped my ass.

"Taste him," I whispered. "Taste what your boss did to your wife."

Evan kissed me harder.

David watched us exchange his load until the control returned to his face in a darker form.

"Chair," he said.

Evan looked at him.

David pointed toward the leather chair behind the desk.

"Sit."

My husband obeyed.

The chair belonged to David. The position did too. Evan sat where my boss made decisions while David stood naked behind me.

I walked toward my husband with cum still running down my thighs.

His cock had begun hardening again.

"Poor little cuck," I said. "Your wife took a bigger cock and you still want her."

"Especially now."

"Honest."

I straddled him.

David's cum touched the head of Evan's cock before I lowered myself.

My husband watched his smaller cock disappear into the cunt his boss had stretched and filled.

The difference was immediate.

Evan groaned.

"Loose?" I asked.

"Used."

The word hit my cunt harder.

"By who?"

"Your boss."

"Say his name."

"David."

I rode him slowly.

Every movement pushed the other man's cum around Evan's cock. Slick sounds filled the office. David stood beside the chair and watched my husband's face.

"Tell him what you feel," David said.

Evan's hands tightened on my hips.

"Her cunt is stretched."

"More."

"Your cum is around my cock."

"More."

I moved harder.

"My wife is riding me in your chair after you fucked her against your window."

David touched the back of my neck.

His fingers closed around the white collar still hanging loose there.

"And what are you?"

Evan looked at my boss.

Then at me.

"Her cuck."

The word left him cleanly.

No joke. No whisper.

My husband admitted the identity in the chair of the man who had just filled me.

I came around him.

My cunt clenched hard. David's cum slid down the base of Evan's cock and over his balls.

Evan held me through it.

David pulled the collar enough to lift my face.

"Look at your husband when he comes."

I did.

"Come inside the cunt your boss used," I told Evan. "Fill what he stretched."

My husband came beneath me.

His cock pulsed. His cum joined David's deep inside my cunt.

I kept moving until he had nothing left.

Then I stood.

Both loads ran down my thighs.

David looked at the chair.

Dark leather. Evan's open shirt. My red dress on the floor. White collar hanging from my neck.

The office no longer looked like a place where contracts were signed.

It looked remembered.

"Photograph us," I told David.

He picked up my phone.

I stood beside Evan in the chair, legs open, cum visible between my thighs. My husband looked up at me with a face that carried jealousy, exhaustion, and pride.

David took the picture.

Then another with his own hand resting at my waist.

The final image contained all three of us in the dark reflection of the window.

Boss. Wife. Cuck.

No one touched the screen for a long moment.

Then Evan said, "Send it to me."

David did.


CHAPTER 32

EVAN - BETWEEN THEM

The photograph arrived from David's phone while I remained in his chair.

Three figures in the window. Lena naked between us. My shirt open. David's hand at her waist. The city below.

Evidence.

Not for publication. Not for a group chat. A private object I would reopen on every difficult Monday.

Lena took the phone from me and placed it on the desk.

"Stand," she said.

I obeyed her now.

My legs felt unsteady. My cock softened. My mouth tasted like David's cum and my wife.

Lena stood between both men, her body marked by the night. Red lines at her hips. Saliva dried near the corner of her mouth. Cum moving slowly along one thigh.

She looked more powerful used than she ever had untouched.

"Kiss him," she told David.

The room stopped.

David looked at me.

The request was not about desire between men. It was about erasing the last safe distance. The handshake had carried her cunt in memory. The fingers had entered my mouth. Our bodies had touched around her.

A kiss would make the truth impossible to categorize.

"Lena," I said.

"My cuck has tasted his cum. My boss has tasted yours. Stop pretending your mouths are strangers."

David stepped closer.

His hand closed behind my neck.

He kissed me once.

Hard. Brief. Whiskey, Lena, and the same load I had licked from her cunt.

My body reacted with shock before shame arrived.

My cock moved.

Lena saw.

"There he is."

David released me.

His expression held no mockery.

That made it worse.

"Your marriage is honest," he said.

"Sometimes too honest."

"No such thing in this room."

Lena pushed between us and kissed me. Then David. Then me again.

She carried each man across the space with her mouth.

"Bed," she said.

We followed her.

David's bed faced the mirror. Lena climbed onto the center and opened her legs. Both men's cum shone at her cunt.

David lay on one side. I lay on the other.

No one spoke for several seconds.

The quiet felt more intimate than the desk.

Lena took my hand and placed it on her tits. She took David's and placed it between her legs.

"This is what I wanted," she said.

"The boss?" I asked.

"Both of you knowing."

David's fingers moved through her cunt.

My thumb circled her nipple.

She looked at me.

"I do not want secrets from you."

"I know."

"I want dirty things in shared rooms."

"I know."

"I want Monday."

That answer still hurt.

My cock began hardening again.

David felt it against his hand when he reached across Lena's body.

He wrapped his fingers around me.

The boss touched the husband's cock while the wife watched.

Lena's breath broke.

"Look at that," she whispered.

David stroked me slowly.

"Smaller," he said.

Not cruelly.

Factually.

The humiliation struck hard enough to make my cock pulse in his hand.

"Tell her," he said.

"He is bigger than me."

"More."

"He filled you more."

Lena's cunt tightened around David's other fingers.

"More."

"I watched him come inside my wife and then licked his cum from her pussy."

David's hand moved faster on my cock.

Lena touched herself over his fingers.

"My honest little cuck."

I came again, this time into David's fist.

He held my cock through every pulse.

Then wiped my cum across Lena's tits.

She rubbed it over her nipples and kissed me.

No one laughed.

No one apologized.

The night had moved past roles into something stranger and more intimate.

David lay back against the pillows.

Lena curled beside him and pulled me close from the other side.

For several minutes, my wife rested between her boss and her husband.

Her fingers linked with mine across David's stomach.

The adjoining door remained open.

The room I had been given waited empty beyond it.

I understood then that David had not booked it to send me away.

He had booked it so leaving would always be visible as my choice.

I stayed.


CHAPTER 33

LENA - THE SHOWER

The shower held all three of us.

Barely.

White stone. Rain head. Glass walls already fogged from the heat. David stood beneath the water while Evan washed the cum from my thighs.

His hands moved gently now.

Not soft. Familiar.

My husband had always been best at the moments after his body had been forced to tell the truth.

"Still taste him?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Where?"

"Everywhere."

I smiled and kissed him.

David watched from beneath the water.

Evan turned toward him.

"You planned the room."

"I planned the door. The rest belonged to her."

"And me?"

"You came."

The simplest answer.

Evan looked at me.

"She would have returned home if I did not."

"Yes," David said.

"Would you have touched her Thursday if I said no Friday?"

The question belonged after, when bodies had slowed and the real world could reenter.

"No."

David answered without decoration.

"I wanted the husband in the room before I crossed the final line."

Evan nodded.

Then he put soap into his hands and washed David's cum from my stomach.

"You are quiet," I said.

"I am trying to understand the kiss."

"Did you hate it?"

"Part of me."

"And the rest?"

His cock began moving under the water.

The answer stood between his legs.

I laughed softly.

"My poor cuck discovered another door."

"Do not make it a new series."

"No promises."

David smiled beneath the water.

The rare expression warmed his entire face.

I stepped toward him and washed my husband's cum from his hand.

"Did it bother you?" I asked David.

"Holding him?"

"Yes."

"No."

"Did it excite you?"

"Watching what honesty did to both of you excited me."

The answer was pure David. Control turned into observation, observation into power.

I knelt on the wet stone between them.

Two cocks. David thick and recovering. Evan smaller and already hard again.

I took my husband first.

His hand found my hair. David watched my mouth slide down Evan's cock.

Then I turned and licked David slowly from base to head.

"Compare them," Evan said.

The command surprised me.

I wrapped one hand around each.

"David is thicker."

Evan's cock jumped.

"More."

"My boss feels heavier in my mouth."

David hardened in my hand.

"More."

"But my husband's cock knows every place in my cunt."

Evan's face changed.

That truth mattered too.

I moved between them. Mouth on David. Hand on Evan. Then mouth on Evan while David's cock pressed against my cheek.

The shower filled with water, breath, and the wet sounds of my mouth.

David came first.

His cum struck my tongue and lips. I turned immediately and kissed Evan.

My boss's load passed into my husband's mouth.

Evan swallowed some, then pushed the rest back onto my tongue.

He came seconds later against my tits.

I rubbed his cum over my skin and stood beneath the water.

Both men watched the loads wash down my body and disappear into the drain.

"Bed," David said.

"Bossy," I answered.

"Employee."

"Wife," Evan corrected.

David looked at him.

"Both."

We returned to the bedroom.

This time, Evan climbed into the center first.

I lay against his chest. David lay behind me.

His hand rested at my waist.

My husband's hand covered it.

No rules.

No list.

Only three adults awake in the room they would remember.


CHAPTER 34

EVAN - THE OPEN DOOR

I woke at three in the morning alone in the center of David's bed.

The adjoining door remained open.

Lena and David were in my room.

For one confused second, I thought I had been abandoned in the wrong place.

Then I heard her moan.

Quiet. Familiar. Coming through the open doorway.

I sat up.

The Gulf was black beyond the windows. David's side of the bed was empty. Lena's red dress remained on the floor. My suit jacket hung over the chair.

Another moan reached me.

Then the headboard in my room struck the wall.

The inversion made my cock hard immediately.

They had taken the adjoining room I believed belonged to me.

I crossed the suite naked.

The door framed them.

Lena was on all fours across my bed. David stood behind her, one knee on the mattress, hands gripping her hips. His cock drove into her cunt from behind.

My wife looked through the doorway and saw me.

She smiled.

"Your boss came to your room," she gasped.

David's hips struck her ass.

"He found me empty."

"So I filled your bed," David said.

The sentence cut straight through me.

I stood in the doorway.

The position from the voice notes. The place I had imagined. Only the rooms had reversed.

"Come closer, little cuck," Lena said.

I entered.

David continued fucking her.

No pause. No question. The night already held every truth.

I sat at the edge of the bed beside her face.

Lena opened her mouth and took my softening cock onto her tongue while David used her cunt.

The first lick made me hard.

The next made me feel every drive of his body through hers.

His cock pushed her forward. My cock moved deeper into her mouth.

She became the connection between us again.

"Tell him why I came here," David said.

Lena pulled back.

"He woke hard."

"More."

"He wanted to fuck your wife in the bed booked for your cuck."

My cock pulsed against her lips.

"And you?"

"I followed him."

Jealousy sharpened.

"You left me asleep."

"The door stayed open."

"You wanted me to hear."

"I wanted you to wake hard."

She swallowed my cock again.

David fucked her harder.

The bed struck the wall in a steady rhythm. My room. My wife. My boss. My cock in her mouth while his filled her cunt.

I placed one hand beneath Lena and rubbed her clit.

Her moans broke around me.

"Come for him," David said.

"Which one?" Lena gasped after releasing my cock.

"Both."

I rubbed harder.

David drove deeper.

Lena came between us.

Her cunt clenched around him. Her mouth closed over me. Her entire body shook across the bed I had believed would be my retreat.

I came in her mouth.

She swallowed while David continued.

Then she turned her face toward me.

"Watch him fill your room."

David came inside her moments later.

His cock pulsed in her cunt while my cum remained on her tongue.

Lena kissed me.

David's body stayed behind her.

The three of us held the final shape for several breaths.

Then David pulled free.

Cum ran onto my sheets.

He looked at the dark stain spreading beneath my wife.

"Room service will notice," I said.

"They notice everything," David answered.

Lena laughed against my mouth.

"Luxury is emotional before material."

The line from dinner turned filthy in the used bed.

David returned to his suite.

Lena stayed with me.

She lay on her back over the wet sheets and opened her legs.

"Clean your room, love."

I licked David's cum from her cunt again.

Then climbed beside her and slept with my face against the neck that still carried the white collar's faint mark.

The door remained open until morning.


CHAPTER 35

EVAN - THE MORNING BRIEFING

Breakfast arrived at seven.

Coffee. Fruit. Eggs. Three covered plates placed on the dining table inside David's suite.

The room-service attendant looked at the open adjoining door.

Then at Lena wearing David's white shirt.

Then at me in yesterday's trousers.

Then at David standing barefoot near the windows.

Professional training saved his face.

"Anything else, Mr. Mercer?"

David looked at Lena.

"No. We have everything."

The door closed.

Lena sat between us at the table again.

Her hair was messy. The white shirt reached the tops of her thighs. No panties. She walked carefully enough that I knew exactly where she remained sore.

David poured coffee.

"Presentation at nine," he said.

"I know."

"You will lead the first half."

"I know that too."

"Can you sit comfortably?"

Lena smiled.

"Professional concern?"

"Scheduling concern."

I looked beneath the table.

Her knees opened.

Cum still shone faintly between her cunt lips despite the shower and my mouth.

"She can stand," I said.

David handed me coffee.

"Your room requires new sheets."

"Your fault."

"Your wife followed me."

"She does that."

"Only when invited," Lena said.

The normal conversation carried dirty evidence in every pause.

I opened the photograph from the window. Three figures. Boss. Wife. Cuck.

"What happens to this?" I asked.

David looked at the screen.

"It stays with the people in it."

"No company cloud?"

"I am not careless."

"No messages after Monday that could hurt her?"

"Her work and this remain separate."

Lena reached beneath the table and placed one hand on each man's thigh.

"You two become responsible after you empty your balls."

"Someone has to," I said.

She squeezed both thighs.

"I like the responsible part too. It makes the dirty part possible."

David covered her hand with his.

"Key West next month," he said.

"Work retreat?" I asked.

"Graham and Celeste are hosting. Spouses invited."

Lena looked at me.

The couple from dinner.

The wife who had watched David taste Lena from my fingers.

The husband who had watched his wife watch us.

"They know?" I asked.

"They suspect."

David sipped coffee.

"Celeste asked whether your marriage was always that interesting."

"What did you say?"

"That I had only recently begun researching it."

Lena laughed.

My cock moved beneath the table.

"There he is," she said.

"We are eating breakfast."

"My husband gets hard because a married woman wants to research us."

David's hand moved from Lena's to her thigh.

"The retreat has a private villa. Pool. Four bedrooms."

The next book appeared in architecture before we had left this one.

"Not yet," I said.

"No," David agreed. "Today she works."

Lena stood.

David's shirt opened over her bare cunt.

"Then dress me."

The command belonged to both men.

We returned to the bedroom.

I selected her cream business suit. David chose the black bra. Lena chose no panties.

I fastened the jacket. David adjusted the collar.

In the mirror, she became creative director again.

Only the careful way she stood revealed the woman from the open doorway.

At eight thirty, she walked into the retreat conference room between her boss and her husband.

Celeste looked at the shirt David carried folded over one arm.

Then at Lena's face.

She smiled.

Graham noticed his wife's smile.

The other couple had begun watching.


CHAPTER 36

LENA - THE PRESENTATION

I presented twenty million dollars in projected campaign value with David's cum still deep in my cunt.

That was the dirtiest sentence of the weekend.

Not because anyone knew.

Because no one did.

Thirty people sat before the screen. Graham occupied the front row. Celeste sat beside him in a white pantsuit. Evan stood near the back wall with coffee in one hand and the private photograph in his phone.

David sat at the end of the first row.

My boss looked professional again.

Dark suit. Calm hands. No visible trace of the man who had fucked me in two rooms and held my husband's cock while I watched.

I wore cream. Black bra. No panties.

When I crossed the stage, soreness reminded me of every thick inch.

"The campaign succeeded because we allowed viewers to imagine themselves inside the rooms," I said.

The bedroom mirror appeared behind me.

Evan's eyes darkened.

"We did not show them everything. We showed enough to make them complete the image privately."

Celeste shifted toward Graham.

Her hand rested on his knee.

David looked at the slide. Not me.

Control restored.

That made my cunt wet again.

"The next phase moves from observation to participation," I continued.

The phrase belonged to marketing.

My husband heard our marriage.

I saw his cock form faintly beneath his trousers at the back of the room.

Celeste followed my gaze.

She saw it too.

After the presentation, the room applauded.

David stood and took the microphone.

"Lena has transformed how this company presents desire," he said.

The room heard luxury branding.

Evan looked at the man who had transformed the way my body entered Monday.

"We hired her to create rooms people remember. She has done more. She has shown us how to make them hungry."

My cunt tightened.

Applause again.

David handed me the microphone. His fingers touched mine.

A small public contact carrying an entire private night.

Celeste approached after the room emptied.

"Beautiful work," she said.

"Thank you."

Her eyes moved to the faint mark at my throat where the white collar had rested.

Then to David across the room.

Then Evan.

"Busy weekend?"

"Very."

"Your husband looks tired."

"He did not sleep much."

Celeste smiled.

"Neither did Graham."

I looked toward her husband.

He stood near the windows speaking to Evan. Both men glanced at us at the same time.

"He watched the balcony," Celeste said.

"Which part?"

"Enough."

The answer sent heat through me.

"Did it bother him?"

"His cock said no."

The language changed immediately.

No polished corporate wife. No euphemism.

A woman who understood the same private map.

"And you?" I asked.

"I wanted to know whether your husband knew."

"He directed some of it."

Celeste's eyes darkened.

"Graham would like him."

"Maybe Graham likes you looking at other men."

"Maybe I like making him admit it."

The mirror had found another marriage.

Evan joined us.

Graham followed.

David watched from across the room.

Four married people stood in ordinary conversation while every glance carried the balcony.

"Key West," Celeste said. "You are both coming."

Evan looked at me.

His cock remained faintly hard.

"We will check the schedule," he said.

"Liar," I whispered.

Celeste heard.

She laughed.

David approached and placed one hand at my back.

The same company photograph touch.

This time Evan, Graham, and Celeste all understood it.

"Car leaves in twenty minutes," he said.

My boss returned to logistics.

I returned to work.

But the other couple followed us with their eyes until we left the room.


CHAPTER 37

EVAN - THE DRIVE NORTH

Lena slept for the first hour of the drive home.

Her head rested against the window. Cream jacket open. Bare thighs together. The WATCH bracelet caught afternoon sun whenever the car moved beneath trees.

I drove with the private photograph open in my mind.

David's hand at her waist.

My face in the glass.

My wife between us.

At a rest stop near Sarasota, she woke and looked at me.

"Quiet cuck."

"Tired."

"Liar."

"Thinking."

"About Monday?"

"About everything."

She removed the cream jacket and folded it behind her head. The black bra remained visible beneath the thin blouse.

"Which part hurts most?"

"The morning meeting."

"Not his cock?"

"I expected the cock."

"You expected me to take it."

"Yes."

"What didn't you expect?"

I looked at the road.

"Him holding mine."

Lena's hand moved onto my thigh.

"The kiss?"

"That too."

"Did it change what you want?"

"It changed what I know."

"Which is?"

I took the exit into the rest area and parked away from other cars.

"The fantasy is not only sharing you."

Lena waited.

"It is being seen by the man who has you."

Her expression softened.

"David saw you."

"Yes."

"Nate saw you too. Julian. Mason."

"Different."

"Because of power?"

"Because David did not need me to pretend he was only there for you."

Lena leaned across the console and kissed me.

"My brave cuck."

"Do not make it noble."

"It is not noble. Your cock was in his hand."

I laughed despite myself.

She opened my trousers.

"Show me what thinking did."

My cock was already hard.

Lena climbed over the console and straddled me in the driver's seat.

The parking lot remained visible around us. Families entered the building. Trucks idled near the highway.

She raised her skirt.

No panties.

David's cum and mine had been washed away, but soreness remained. She lowered herself onto my cock carefully.

The first movement made both of us breathe harder.

"Feel different?" she asked.

"You are sore."

"From him."

"I know."

"Say it."

"My boss fucked my wife until she feels him on my cock the next afternoon."

Lena began riding me.

"More."

"He held my cock while I confessed he was bigger."

"More."

"He came in your cunt. You made me clean it. Then you used his cum around my cock in his chair."

She moved harder.

The car rocked faintly.

A man returning to his pickup looked toward us. Lena saw him and did not stop.

"And Monday?" she asked.

"You go to work."

"I sit in the glass office."

"He walks past."

"You jerk off to the company photograph."

"Yes."

"My cuck knows the hand on my waist has been inside his mouth."

I came inside her.

The stranger near the pickup watched Lena's body tighten over me.

She smiled at him through the windshield.

Then kissed me.

"Monday will hurt," she whispered.

"Good."

We continued north with my cum inside her again.

At home, Nate's car was parked across the street.

He had come to return a borrowed tool.

Lena looked at me.

"Ordinary life."

"With bad timing."

"Or perfect timing."

She entered the house with no panties and cum between her thighs.

Nate looked at the careful way she walked.

Then at me.

He knew another chapter had happened without him.

"Good trip?" he asked.

Lena kissed his cheek.

"My boss works very hard."

My best friend looked at my face.

I started laughing before I could stop.

Ordinary life had become impossible to separate from hunger.


CHAPTER 38

EVAN - MONDAY HURTS

Monday began with a public email from David.

Team,

The Naples retreat exceeded every target. Lena's presentation defined the next phase of our creative strategy. Please join me in recognizing an exceptional first month.

Professional praise.

Thirty-seven employees replied with congratulations.

I read the message with the private photograph open beside it.

Exceptional first month.

Boss. Wife. Cuck reflected in black glass.

My cock hardened at the kitchen table.

Lena had already left for work. She wore the cream suit again, this time with panties because I chose them.

Red lace.

A message arrived from her at 8:12.

Lena:

He walked past the glass office.

Me:

Did he look?

Lena:

At my mouth first.

Me:

And then?

Lena:

At the red lace when I crossed my legs.

A photograph followed. Her view from behind the desk. Legs open beneath the cream skirt. Red panties visible. David blurred beyond the glass.

Me:

Does he know I chose them?

Lena:

He stopped at the door and said your husband likes red on important days.

My hand moved to my cock.

Me:

What did you say?

Lena:

My husband likes remembering who removed them last.

I closed the laptop and went upstairs.

Her side of the bed still smelled faintly like hotel soap and sex.

I lay where she had slept and opened the company email again.

Then the photograph.

Then David's first voice note.

Bedroom sequence.

Rooms people remember.

I jerked off to the official language carrying private dirt.

At ten, Lena called from the stairwell.

"He scheduled Miami again," she said.

"When?"

"Three weeks. One night."

"You and him?"

"Marissa too. Entire team."

"Professional."

"Very."

"Your voice says otherwise."

"Because he wrote the hotel name on a note and placed it on my desk."

"What hotel?"

"The same one."

My fist tightened.

"Same floor?"

"He wrote 1811 beneath it."

The room across from his.

"Lena."

"Monday."

"Did he touch you?"

"No."

"Message?"

"No."

"Then why are you wet?"

"Because he does not have to."

That was the danger of a recurring man.

Julian had taught us wanting could survive repetition. Mason had taught us proximity. Nate had made history sexual.

David made absence feel like an order.

"Go back to work," I said.

"Bossy husband."

"Employee wife."

Her breath caught.

"Say cuck."

"Not at ten in the morning."

"Coward."

"My little cuck is jerking off while his wife walks back into the glass office her boss gave her."

She laughed softly.

"Better."

The call ended.

I came looking at the room number written in David's handwriting.

That evening, Lena returned with the note folded inside her red panties.

She removed them at the front door and gave both to me.

The paper was damp.

"He watched you put it there?"

"Through the glass."

"Did anyone else see?"

"Maybe."

I smelled the panties while reading 1811.

Lena knelt and opened my trousers.

"Monday hurt?"

"Yes."

"Good."

She sucked me in the entryway while David's note remained in my hand.


CHAPTER 39

LENA - THE INVITATION

Celeste sent the Key West invitation to my work email.

Subject: Spouses strongly encouraged.

The retreat occupied a private waterfront villa for three nights. Mercer executives. Selected development partners. Pool. Boat. Formal dinner Saturday. Casual clothing encouraged during the day.

Attached beneath the official document was a private note.

Celeste:

Bring the husband who knows where your hands were under the table.

I read it twice.

Then forwarded it to Evan.

His answer took four minutes.

Evan:

Ask what Graham knows.

I typed.

Me:

How much did your husband see?

Celeste:

Enough to fuck me in the hotel bathroom while describing David's fingers in your mouth.

My cunt tightened in the glass office.

Me:

And you?

Celeste:

I made him admit he wanted your husband's hand under my dress too.

The fantasy expanded immediately.

Not another bull standing alone.

A marriage looking back at ours.

A wife who wanted to provoke her husband. A husband who watched another cuck without knowing which role he wanted.

Evan called.

"Read it aloud," he said.

I did.

His breath changed by the second sentence.

"What do you picture?" I asked.

"The pool."

"Me?"

"You and Celeste. Tiny bikinis. Both husbands watching."

"David?"

"There too. Maybe."

"Jealous?"

"Already."

I turned my chair toward the glass.

David stood in his office across the floor speaking on the phone.

"He is looking at me now," I said.

"Does he know about the invitation?"

"He approved the guest list."

"Of course."

"Maybe my boss is building the next room."

"Maybe Celeste is."

The thought excited me more.

Women had often been scenery in hotwife fantasies. Wives desired, husbands watched, bulls entered.

Celeste did not feel like scenery.

She had looked through the tablecloth and understood. She wanted to put her own husband into the same fire.

Me:

What bikini should I bring?

Celeste answered with a photograph.

Two bikinis on a bed. One white. One black. Both barely large enough to cover anything.

Celeste:

You choose mine. I choose yours. Husbands do not see them until the pool.

I forwarded it to Evan.

His cock arrived in a photograph seconds later, hard above his office belt.

Evan:

White for her. Black for you.

Me:

She said husbands do not choose.

Evan:

Then do not tell her I did.

I laughed.

David entered my office.

The door clicked.

I left the bikini photographs open on the screen.

His eyes moved to them.

"Key West," he said.

"Celeste has plans."

"Celeste always has plans."

"Does Graham know?"

"Graham knows his wife likes attention. He does not yet understand how much he likes other men knowing."

"You researched them too."

"I have known them for years."

David closed the door.

The glass walls remained visible.

"And you?" I asked.

"What about me?"

"Key West. Are you my boss, my bull, or the man introducing us to another couple?"

He looked at the black bikini on my screen.

"Friday, your boss. Saturday, we discover the room."

My cunt became wet beneath the red panties.

David's eyes moved there when I crossed my legs.

"Your husband chose those," he said.

"He always does."

"And the bikini?"

"He thinks he chose black."

"Did he?"

I smiled.

"Celeste may change the plan."

David opened the door.

Before leaving, he said, "Tell Evan the villa has glass bedroom walls facing the pool."

He walked away.

I sent the sentence.

My husband answered with one word.

Book.


CHAPTER 40

EVAN - THE ROOM WE BROUGHT HOME

We printed the private photograph.

Not large. Not framed for a wall. A five-by-seven image hidden inside the drawer beside our bed.

Lena stood between David and me in the window reflection. Naked. Used. My face exposed in a way no public photograph had ever captured.

She placed it beneath the WATCH bracelet box.

"Why print it?" I asked.

"Phones change. Messages disappear."

"Evidence can be dangerous."

"Memory is dangerous."

She closed the drawer.

The Key West reservation waited on the bed.

Three nights. Private villa. Graham and Celeste. David. Mercer executives in the main building. Spouses encouraged.

The next fantasy had already begun sending photographs.

But I was not finished with Naples.

"Wear the cream suit," I said.

Lena looked at me.

"At night?"

"Yes."

She dressed as though preparing for work. Cream skirt. Thin blouse. Black bra. Red panties. Heels.

Then she sat at the small desk in our bedroom and opened her laptop.

"Presentation?"

"Monday."

I moved a chair across from her.

The same distance David kept in meetings.

Lena understood.

She straightened her back and began describing campaign results while I opened the printed photograph in my lap.

"Engagement increased forty-two percent," she said.

I unfastened my trousers.

"The bedroom sequence remained the strongest component."

My cock rose over the photograph.

Lena's eyes moved down once.

Then returned to the imaginary room.

"The next phase moves from observation to participation."

I stroked myself.

"Your boss said that line changed the strategy," I told her.

"My boss said many things."

"Which one made you wet at work?"

"1811."

She uncrossed her legs.

Red lace visible beneath the desk.

"What happened in that room?" I asked.

"David fucked me in your bed."

"Use the professional voice."

Lena continued as though presenting to executives.

"The adjoining-room strategy produced strong emotional impact. The husband experienced jealousy, humiliation, and repeated physical response."

My fist moved faster.

"The wife?"

"The wife took her boss's cock in two rooms and returned to work with improved confidence."

"Comparison?"

"The boss was larger. The husband remained hard."

My cock pulsed.

"Conclusion?"

Lena stood behind the desk.

She removed the red panties and placed them over the photograph in my lap.

"The marriage performed above expectation."

I came across the lace.

Lena watched with the calm face she used during Monday presentations.

Then she walked around the desk, knelt, and licked my cum from the photograph's plastic cover.

"This is what we brought home," she said.

"The picture?"

"The room."

She climbed over me, pulled the cream skirt to her waist, and lowered her bare cunt onto my softening cock.

I hardened inside her again.

"David did not take your job," I said.

"No."

"He did not take my wife."

"No."

"He changed Monday."

Lena began riding me.

"Yes."

"And Key West?"

"Another room."

"Another man?"

"Maybe."

"Another wife?"

Her smile appeared.

"Definitely."

I gripped her hips.

"What does Celeste want?"

"To wear a bikini her husband would never choose."

"More."

"To make Graham watch men stare."

"More."

"To find out whether my cuck can make her husband admit he is one too."

My cock drove deeper.

"And you?"

"I want to stand beside her at the pool and compare which husband gets hard first."

"Dirty wife."

"Hungry husband."

We came together over the hidden photograph.

Afterward, Lena returned it to the drawer.

She placed the Key West reservation on top.

Her boss had taught us that power did not always demand obedience.

Sometimes it built the room, opened the door, and watched what hunger chose to do inside it.

The next room had a pool.

And another marriage waiting on the other side of the glass.


CHAPTER 41

EVAN - THE PUBLIC PHOTOGRAPH

Mercer posted the Naples photograph on Tuesday afternoon.

Thirty executives stood on the terrace beneath white lights. David occupied the center. Lena stood on his right in the cream suit. I stood on her right. Graham and Celeste were two places away.

The image looked respectable.

It was not.

David's hand rested at Lena's back.

My wife wore no panties.

Celeste's fingers touched Graham's wrist in the exact place she had squeezed when she told us his cock was hard.

My own face looked calm enough to belong in an annual report.

No one looking at the post could know David had fucked Lena against a window hours earlier. No one knew I had licked his cum from her cunt, sat in his chair, or slept beside the open door while he entered my room.

The comments arrived.

Strong team.

Excellent retreat.

Mercer leadership at its best.

Nate sent the image to our private group.

Nate:

That is the boss?

Mason:

Hand again.

Julian:

Husband looks different.

Adrian:

More tired.

Lena:

He did not sleep much.

Nate:

What happened?

I stared at the public photograph.

The men who had entered our marriage now watched another man take his place inside the map.

I typed:

He kept the adjoining door open.

The group remained silent for eleven seconds.

Then Nate:

Jesus.

Mason:

Did you stay?

Me:

Yes.

Julian:

Did he fuck her?

Lena took my phone.

Lena:

In both rooms.

A photograph appeared beneath her answer.

Not the window image. Not the three of us.

A close shot of the white collar on David's desk, streaked with my dried cum.

She had taken it before we left Naples.

Nate:

Saint Evan came on her work collar.

Mason:

Boss watched?

Lena:

Boss held my husband's cock later.

The chat exploded.

Questions. Reactions. Filthy jokes from men who understood enough to know when jokes hid jealousy.

I watched the public image and private conversation exist on the same screen.

That was the recurring hunger now.

Ordinary evidence with a second life.

Lena sat beside me on the sofa wearing a short sleep shirt. Her bare legs rested across my lap. She saw my cock harden beneath the phone.

"The group knows," she said.

"Enough."

"Do you regret telling them?"

"No."

"Do you like Julian knowing another man filled me?"

Jealousy moved through me.

"Yes."

"Nate?"

"Worse."

"Mason?"

"He lives next door."

She smiled.

"My cuck likes his humiliation distributed."

"My wife likes an audience."

"Always."

Lena opened the public photograph and zoomed in on David's hand.

Then she opened the private window image and placed the screens side by side.

Public David touched her waist.

Private David stood naked beside the cunt he had filled.

Public Evan smiled.

Private Evan looked exposed enough to frighten the old version of me.

"Which one is real?" Lena asked.

"Both."

"Good answer."

She straddled my lap and opened my trousers.

"Tell the group what you are doing," I said.

"Why?"

"Because they are looking at the photograph."

Lena took a picture of my hard cock beneath the public post on the screen.

Then sent it.

Lena:

The boss touched his wife in public again. The cuck reacted privately again.

Nate answered first.

Nate:

Some things never change.

Lena lowered herself onto my cock.

"He is wrong," she whispered. "Everything changed."

She rode me while messages from past bulls filled the phone beside us.

I came beneath the official company photograph.

The next morning, David liked the public post from his account.

Then sent me the private one again without a word.


CHAPTER 42

LENA - THE LATE MEETING

David asked me to stay after six on Thursday.

Not through a voice note. Not a private message.

He stood outside the glass office while employees packed laptops and left for the elevator.

"Twenty minutes," he said.

"Work?"

"At first."

The phrase had become his version of a hand beneath my dress.

I texted Evan.

Me:

Late meeting. At first.

His answer arrived before David reached his office.

Evan:

Video call me when the floor is empty.

At six fifteen, the final designer left. Cleaning staff worked two floors below. Sunset reflected across every glass wall.

I entered David's office carrying the Miami campaign file.

He closed the door.

"Marissa approved the expansion," he said. "You will hire two photographers and one editor."

Real work.

Real achievement.

Pride moved through me before hunger.

"Thank you."

"You earned it."

He showed me the budget. We discussed candidates. Travel. Equipment. The work stayed clean because it mattered too much to contaminate with pretend authority.

Then David closed the file.

"Twenty minutes finished."

"And now?"

"Now call your husband."

I started the video.

Evan appeared in our bedroom, shirt removed, black dildo beside him.

David placed the phone upright against his monitor.

The camera showed his desk, my chair, and the dark glass behind us.

"Lock your bedroom door," David said.

Evan did.

"Open your trousers."

My husband's hand moved toward his belt.

I watched him obey my boss from home.

My cunt became wet immediately.

David stood behind me and opened my blouse.

One button. Two. Three.

I wore the red lace bra Evan chose Monday.

"Show him," David said.

I faced the camera and opened the blouse fully.

Evan's cock rose into view.

"My employee earned a team today," David said.

His hand cupped one breast through the lace.

"Your wife did that."

Pride and humiliation crossed Evan's face together.

"I know."

David pulled the bra down and exposed my tits.

"And now the workday is over."

His mouth closed over one nipple.

I watched Evan stroke faster through the screen.

"Tell him," I gasped.

"Tell him what?"

"That my boss is sucking your wife's tits in the office he gave her."

Evan's fist tightened.

"More."

David lifted my skirt.

Red panties.

He hooked the lace aside and pushed two fingers into my cunt.

"He is fingering you against the glass wall."

"More."

"Employees walked past this office all day."

David drove his fingers deeper.

"More."

"Tomorrow you sit at the same desk after he fucks you here tonight."

My cunt clenched.

David looked at the camera.

"Good."

He removed his fingers and put them into my mouth.

I sucked while Evan watched.

Then David opened his trousers.

His cock rose thick beside my face.

"Kneel," he said.

I dropped before him.

The glass office reflected my body from every direction. My blouse open. Skirt at my waist. Red panties pulled aside. Boss's cock against my lips.

Evan filled the phone screen from home.

"Take him," my husband said.

The command came from the speaker.

I opened my mouth.

David pushed his cock over my tongue and into my throat.

No careful meeting voice. No polite distance. His hand closed in my hair and guided me with short, hard movements.

I looked at Evan.

His cock pulsed in his fist.

"Describe it," David told him.

"My wife is sucking her boss after earning a promotion."

I moaned around the cock.

"More."

"She is on her knees in a glass office while her cuck watches from home."

David drove deeper.

Saliva slid down my chin.

"More."

"Tomorrow she will lead employees who have no idea she swallowed the owner's cock at her desk."

David groaned.

He pulled me up, turned me toward the glass, and pushed my skirt higher.

His cock pressed against my cunt.

The entire dark office floor reflected behind us.

Evan watched from the phone on the desk.

"Fuck her," he said.

David drove his cock into my cunt in one deep drive.

My palms struck the glass.

He fucked me while the office lights dimmed automatically around us.

The sound of our bodies filled the empty floor.

"Look at your husband," David said.

I turned toward the camera.

"My boss is fucking your wife at work, little cuck."

Evan came across his stomach.

David kept filling me until I came against the glass.

Then he pulled out and came across the red panties still stretched around my hips.

His cum coated the lace.

"Wear them home," Evan said through the phone.

David looked at him.

"Good instruction."

I pulled the panties back into place, trapping my boss's load against my cunt.

Then buttoned my blouse and closed the video call.

The workday had ended.

Monday had not.


CHAPTER 43

EVAN - THE PARKING GARAGE

I waited beside Lena's car in the Mercer garage.

She had asked me to pick her up because the red panties were too wet to sit comfortably.

That sentence alone kept my cock hard during the drive.

The elevator opened at seven twenty-two.

Lena stepped out first. Blouse buttoned. Skirt straight. Hair repaired. Professional from the waist up.

The way she walked betrayed everything below it.

David followed.

No jacket. Sleeves rolled. Calm face restored.

They saw me together.

Lena stopped between both cars.

"My husband came to collect me."

David looked at the visible shape in my trousers.

"He appears prepared."

"He watched."

"I know."

The word carried the video call.

I approached them.

David extended his hand.

The formal gesture had become filthy now.

I shook it.

"She earned the expansion," he said.

"I know."

"Tonight was separate."

"I know that too."

Lena stood beside us with his cum pressed into her red panties.

"Stop being responsible for one minute," she said.

She took David's face and kissed him in the parking garage.

Cameras watched from concrete pillars. Employees could have exited the elevator. Car lights moved across lower levels.

David's hands gripped her waist. The kiss deepened.

I stood close enough to smell both of them.

Lena pulled back and faced me.

"Taste my boss after work."

She kissed me.

David's mouth crossed into mine through her tongue.

My cock pressed against her hip.

"Show him the panties," I said.

Lena raised her skirt.

Red lace dark with cum. David's load glistened at the edges.

He looked at his own evidence against her cunt.

"Your husband told you to keep them on."

"He is going to make me sit on his face in your cum."

David's cock moved beneath his trousers.

Lena saw.

"Boss wants to watch?"

The question happened after the sex, as invitation to a new act, not a brake inside one.

David looked toward the garage camera.

"Not here."

"Controlled again."

"Someone has to remain employed."

I opened the passenger door for Lena.

Before she entered, David touched the red lace once through the slit of her skirt.

Then held the wet finger toward me.

I sucked it clean in the parking garage.

Lena watched both men.

"My boss sends his employee home dirty. My cuck collects the evidence."

David closed the door after she sat.

He leaned toward the open window.

"Tomorrow, nine o'clock. Candidate interviews."

"I will be ready," Lena said.

"I know."

The ordinary schedule after the dirty exchange made my cock ache.

I drove away.

At the first red light, Lena lifted her skirt.

The panties remained heavy with David's cum.

"Smell them," she said.

I leaned across the console and pressed my face between her thighs while traffic waited behind us.

The light turned green.

A horn sounded.

Lena laughed and held my head against her cunt for one second longer.

At home, she sat on my face exactly as promised.

Red lace remained between my mouth and the mixed smell of her body and David's load.

I licked through the fabric until the cum soaked my tongue.

Then I tore the panties down and pushed my tongue into her cunt.

"Tell me about the glass," I said.

Lena described every reflection while riding my mouth.

David behind her. Her boss's cock disappearing into his employee. My own face on the phone.

She came against my tongue.

I fucked her afterward with the panties tied around my wrist.

Monday's office clothes lay folded over the chair.

The red lace never survived the night.


CHAPTER 44

LENA - THE REVIEW

Marissa conducted my performance review without David in the room.

That mattered more than I expected.

She praised the Miami launch, approved the new team, increased my travel budget, and outlined goals for the quarter. No strange pause. No hidden influence. No sign my boss had purchased anything from my body.

The work belonged to me.

The hunger belonged to us.

"David speaks highly of you," Marissa said.

My cunt reacted before professionalism could stop it.

I remembered his cock buried in my cunt against the glass wall two nights earlier.

"He hired me for a reason."

"He did. But he is not easy to impress."

I nearly smiled.

I had impressed him in several rooms now.

Marissa continued.

"Your leadership needs to remain independent. Disagree with him when he is wrong."

"I do."

"Good. He needs people who do not confuse authority with correctness."

The sentence carried another meaning she did not know.

I left the review with a raise, a hiring plan, and the certainty that my career was not a prop in David's fantasy.

He waited in the glass corridor outside his office.

"Good review?"

"Excellent."

"Marissa approved the raise?"

"She did."

"You earned it."

No touch.

No suggestive smile.

He returned to his office.

The distance made my cunt wet.

I texted Evan.

Me:

Raise approved by Marissa. David stayed out.

Evan:

Proud of you.

The answer arrived before anything dirty.

That was my husband.

Then the second message.

Evan:

Now tell me whether your cunt got wet when he said you earned it.

I smiled.

Me:

Soaked.

Evan:

Glass office. Door open. Touch yourself while you read the raise letter.

I placed the document on my desk.

The door remained open. Employees moved through the hallway. David worked behind his own glass wall across the floor.

I slid one hand beneath my skirt.

No panties today.

Evan had removed them in the car before dropping me at work.

My fingers found my wet cunt.

I read the salary number again while rubbing my clit.

The money did not excite me because David gave it. Marissa had approved it. My work earned it.

The power came from choosing to touch myself while the boss who had fucked me worked in sight of my desk.

I opened the private window photograph on my second monitor.

Public raise letter on one screen.

Boss, wife, cuck reflected in glass on the other.

My fingers moved faster.

David looked up.

Our eyes met across the creative floor.

He saw the angle of my arm. The open knees beneath the desk. The photograph on the monitor.

He understood.

He did not approach.

He picked up his phone.

A message appeared.

David:

Close the raise letter before you come on it.

I bit my lip.

Me:

My husband told me to keep the door open.

David:

Then obey your husband.

The sentence pushed me closer.

I called Evan without video and placed the phone beside the keyboard.

"He sees," I whispered.

"Good."

"The door is open."

"Good."

"My boss told me to obey you."

Evan's breath changed.

"Come while both of us watch."

David remained visible across the floor.

Evan listened from his office.

I came at my desk with the raise letter inches from my hand and the private photograph reflected in the glass.

No one walking past noticed.

David sent one final message after my body stopped shaking.

David:

Congratulations, Lena.

I answered professionally.

Me:

Thank you, David.

Then I wiped my fingers on the inside of the printed Key West invitation.


CHAPTER 45

EVAN - THE NEXT ROOM

The Key West package arrived in a black box.

Two wristbands. Villa keys. A printed schedule. A bottle of champagne. Two smaller boxes labeled Lena and Evan.

Lena opened hers first.

The black bikini from Celeste.

Smaller than the photograph. Thin strings. Two triangles barely large enough to cover her nipples. A bottom that would disappear between her ass cheeks.

A card rested beneath it.

Wear this when you meet me at the pool. No cover-up. Let the husbands wait together.

Lena held the bikini against her naked body.

My cock hardened.

"Your turn," she said.

I opened my box.

White swim briefs.

Not ordinary trunks. Tight, thin, cut high over the thighs. Small enough that my cock would show every reaction.

Celeste's card:

If the wives cannot hide, neither can the husbands.

Lena laughed.

"She understands quickly."

I unfolded the schedule.

Friday, arrivals and private dinner.

Saturday, pool and boat.

Saturday night, couples dinner at the villa.

Sunday, open morning.

No details after the words couples dinner.

David had included a handwritten note beneath the printed schedule.

1811 was practice. Key West has more glass.

My cock pressed visibly against the white briefs in my hand.

Lena saw.

"Put them on."

I changed in front of her.

The fabric stretched around my cock and balls. Too revealing. Every pulse visible.

Lena tied the black bikini around her body.

The top covered almost nothing. Her nipples pressed against the edges. The bottom vanished over her ass.

She stood before the mirror beside me.

Hotwife in black.

Cuck in white.

"Celeste and Graham will see you like this," she said.

"David too."

"Maybe every man at the pool."

My cock thickened beneath the white fabric.

The front darkened where precum touched it.

"There he is."

Lena ran one finger over the shape.

"Which husband gets hard first?"

"Me."

"Honest."

"Graham will try to hide it."

"Celeste will not let him."

"And you two?"

Lena turned toward me.

"We walk out together. We make them look. We sit close enough for the husbands to smell sunscreen on both wives."

"More."

"We compare the men staring."

"More."

"We choose one to flirt with while both cucks watch."

My cock pushed harder against the briefs.

"And the couple?"

"Celeste wants you to touch her."

Jealousy and surprise hit together.

"She said that?"

"Not in words."

"What did she say?"

Lena opened her phone.

Celeste's latest message contained a photograph of Graham kneeling behind her while she wore the black bikini. His hand pulled the bottom aside. Her cunt showed in the mirror.

Celeste:

Graham wants to know whether Evan touches wives as carefully as he watches his own.

My mouth went dry.

Lena watched my face.

"Do you want her?"

The question belonged here, weeks before the villa, not inside a bed.

"Yes."

"Do you want Graham touching me?"

My cock answered beneath the white fabric.

"Yes."

"Do you want us together?"

"More than either answer alone."

Lena kissed me.

"Good."

She photographed us in the mirror wearing the chosen swimwear.

Then sent it to Celeste and Graham.

Lena:

The other couple is ready.

Graham replied first.

Graham:

I am not sure I am.

Celeste:

That is why this will work.

David added one final message to the group.

David:

The villa is confirmed. Every bedroom faces the pool.

I looked at Lena in the black bikini.

She looked at my cock trapped visibly in white.

The boss had opened the next door.

Two wives were already choosing what the husbands would wear when they walked through it.


EPILOGUE

LENA - THE OTHER COUPLE

Celeste called me from a bikini shop in Key West.

Video.

Bright dressing room. White walls. A mirror behind her. She wore the black bikini Evan thought I would wear.

The top barely covered her nipples. The bottom consisted of thin strings and a small triangle over her cunt.

"Your husband chose this for you," she said.

"He thinks he did."

"Graham would never let me leave the room in it."

"Then wear it for him."

Celeste turned toward the mirror.

Her ass was almost completely bare.

"He is outside the dressing room."

"Can he hear me?"

She raised her voice.

"My new friend says I should wear this for you."

Graham answered through the door.

"Your new friend has terrible judgment."

His voice sounded controlled.

Celeste smiled at the camera.

"He is hard."

"How do you know?"

"I made him show me before I came inside."

She moved the phone lower.

The dressing-room door ended inches above the floor. A man's polished shoes stood outside. One trouser leg moved restlessly.

"Show him mine," I said.

I turned my camera toward our bed.

The white bikini lay across Evan's hard cock.

He wore nothing else.

The tiny top rested over his balls. The strings crossed his stomach.

Celeste laughed.

"Your husband is already wearing it."

"He wanted to understand the fit."

Evan raised one hand toward the phone.

"Tell Graham it is smaller than it looked online."

Celeste opened the door without changing.

Graham stood outside in dark trousers and an open-collar shirt. His cock formed a thick shape beneath the fabric.

He saw his wife's black bikini.

Then saw Evan naked on our bed with the white one over his cock.

His face changed.

Not anger.

Recognition.

The same terrible moment Evan had experienced when his body confessed before his voice.

"Hello, Graham," I said.

He looked at me on the screen.

I wore nothing except the WATCH bracelet.

"Lena."

"Your wife looks beautiful."

"She looks nearly naked."

"That is why your cock is hard."

Celeste touched the shape through his trousers.

Graham's jaw tightened.

Evan sat up beside me.

"She is right," he said.

Two husbands looked at each other through the video call.

One experienced. One newly exposed.

Celeste pressed her ass against Graham and looked at me.

"Pool at noon Friday. No cover-ups."

"Agreed."

"Husbands sit together."

"Agreed."

"We choose what they wear."

Evan's cock moved beneath the white bikini.

Graham looked down at his own hard shape.

Neither man objected.

Celeste kissed her husband's cheek.

"There they are," she whispered.

Two cucks.

Two wives.

A private villa with glass bedroom walls.

David had booked the room beside ours again.

But the next experiment would not begin with the boss.

It would begin at the pool, when Celeste and I walked outside in bikinis too small to hide anything and made both husbands watch every man discover us together.

After the call ended, Evan remained on the bed with the white bikini stretched across his cock.

I touched the black strings at my hips and watched him look at the frozen image of Graham beside Celeste.

"Different from the bulls," he said.

"Because he is a husband."

"Because I might touch his wife."

"And he might touch yours."

His cock lifted beneath the tiny white triangles.

"There he is."

I climbed onto the bed and straddled his thighs without taking him inside.

"What frightens you?"

"That I will like her."

"You will."

"That you will like Graham."

"I probably will."

"That watching another husband become hard for you will feel different."

"It should."

The answers remained honest enough to hurt.

I rubbed my cunt along his cock through the bikini fabric.

"What do you want at the pool?" I asked.

"You and Celeste walking out together."

"More."

"Graham trying not to stare at you."

"More."

"You noticing his cock through his trunks."

"More."

His hands gripped my hips.

"You telling Celeste whether her husband is bigger than me."

I smiled.

"My cuck wants the wives comparing their husbands."

"I want the husbands hearing it."

"Cruel."

"You taught me."

I pulled the white bikini aside and lowered myself onto his cock.

The fabric remained trapped between us. Black strings against white. Wife against husband. The next couple bright on the phone beside our bodies.

Evan filled me while Graham's uncertain message stayed open.

I am not sure I am ready.

My husband had written versions of that sentence across every stage of our marriage.

His body always answered first.

"Tell me what Celeste does," he said.

I began riding him.

"She sits beside you while Graham applies sunscreen to my ass."

"More."

"She puts her hand on your white briefs."

His cock pulsed deep in my cunt.

"More."

"She tells her husband your cock got hard first."

"And you?"

"I laugh while Graham's hand moves between my thighs."

Evan drove upward.

"Does David watch?"

"From the balcony."

"Boss still building rooms."

"Maybe the wives take over this one."

The thought made me come.

My cunt clenched around Evan while the tiny bikinis cut into both our bodies. He came seconds later, hands holding me down as if the next villa had already opened beneath us.

Afterward, I photographed the black and white fabric twisted together over his softening cock.

I sent it to Celeste.

Me:

The husbands do not get to hide.

Her answer arrived immediately.

Celeste:

Neither do the wives.

A second photograph showed Graham's hand inside the black bikini bottom while Celeste smiled into the mirror.

The message beneath it contained the first instruction of the next experiment.

Celeste:

Friday. Noon. Pool. Bring the WATCH bracelet. I want both husbands to understand who the audience is.

Evan read it over my shoulder.

His cock moved deep in my cunt again.

The boss had taught us how power changed a room.

The other wife intended to teach us what happened when two women controlled the view.


BOOK 9

THE OTHER COUPLE

MY WIFE'S SECRET HUNGER


CHAPTER 1

EVAN - BLACK AND WHITE

The white bikini lay across my lap like an accusation.

Lena had packed three dresses, two pairs of heels, one black robe, and enough ordinary clothes to make the weekend look respectable from the outside. None of them mattered as much as the three scraps of white fabric Celeste had chosen for her.

I sat on the edge of our bed with the bikini bottom stretched over my cock.

Lena stood in front of the mirror wearing nothing except the black WATCH bracelet around her wrist. Her dark hair fell over one shoulder. She had spent twenty minutes pretending to decide what to wear for the drive, then abandoned every option and stood naked while I stared.

Celeste's latest message glowed on the phone beside me.

Celeste:
Mine is black. Yours is white. The husbands sit together.

A photograph followed. Celeste faced a hotel mirror in a black bikini so small the thin strings vanished against her hips. She was brunette, a little taller than Lena, with full breasts and the kind of body that looked softer until she turned sideways and showed the hard curve of her ass.

Her husband stood behind her.

Graham wore gray swim trunks. His hand rested on her waist. The bulge in the front was impossible to miss.

Lena read the photograph over my shoulder.

"He's bigger than I expected."

My cock moved under the white bikini.

She smiled at the mirror.

"There he is."

"Do not start."

"We have not even left home, and my little cuck is already measuring another husband."

"I was not measuring him."

"You looked at his wife. Then his cock."

"So did you."

"I looked longer."

She crossed the room and took the phone from my hand. Her bare ass moved close enough that my knees opened around her.

"Celeste says Graham is nervous."

"Good."

"Why good?"

"Because I am."

Lena turned.

The bracelet clicked softly against the phone.

"You are nervous that another husband will touch me."

"Yes."

"You are nervous that I will touch his wife."

"Yes."

"You are nervous because he might be bigger."

My mouth tightened.

She leaned close until her lips brushed mine.

"And you are nervous because Celeste might like your cock."

My body answered before I did.

Lena looked down.

"That one hurts differently, doesn't it?"

"I have watched other men want you."

"Now you have to let another wife want you."

"I do not know if she will."

"She already asked what you look like naked."

I stared at her.

Lena opened the group chat and scrolled.

Celeste:
Tell Evan I want to see whether the quiet husband is hiding anything.

Below it, Graham had added:

I would rather not compare before lunch.

Celeste had replied with a laughing photograph. Her hand was inside his trunks.

Lena spread the white bikini bottom over my hard cock and closed her fingers around both.

"She makes him hard by embarrassing him."

"That sounds familiar."

"We are going to like her."

"That is one of the things frightening me."

Lena stroked me through the fabric.

"What else?"

"That you will like him."

"I will."

The honest answer hit hard.

She watched my face.

"That you will let him touch places Julian touched."

"I probably will."

"That Celeste will watch."

"She better."

"Lena."

"What?"

I stood and grabbed the back of her neck.

She smiled before I kissed her.

I pushed her against the mirror. Her breasts flattened against the glass. My cock pressed between her ass cheeks while the white bikini hung from one hand.

She looked at our reflection.

"Fuck me before we go."

"We will be late."

"Celeste said noon."

"And?"

"Make me arrive with my husband's cum inside me."

The sentence stripped the last of my patience.

I bent her over the dresser and pushed my cock into her cunt.

She was already slick.

My hips drove hard enough to make the mirror shake. Lena watched me through the glass, mouth open, one hand holding the phone where Celeste's black bikini still filled the screen.

"Look at her husband," Lena said.

I did.

"Look at that bulge."

"Lena."

"Think about his cock getting hard while I walk past him in white."

I fucked her harder.

She laughed into the mirror.

"That is it, love. Fill your wife before another couple spends the weekend staring at her."

I came quickly.

She held me inside while my body shook.

Then she lifted the phone and took a photograph of us in the mirror. My shirt was still on. Her body was naked. The white bikini hung from my fist. My cock was buried inside her.

She sent it to Celeste.

Lena:
We are leaving now.

Celeste answered before I pulled out.

Celeste:
Good. Bring him hard.


CHAPTER 2

LENA - CELESTE'S VOICE

Celeste called while Evan carried the bags downstairs.

I answered naked.

"Tell me he saw the picture," she said.

Her voice was lower than I expected. Smooth. Amused. The voice of a woman who had already discovered that embarrassment could be foreplay.

"He stared at Graham before he stared at you."

She laughed.

"Good husband."

"That depends who you ask."

"I am asking you."

I watched Evan through the bedroom doorway. He crossed the hall with both bags, shoulders tight beneath his shirt. He had changed after coming inside me, but not much. His cock still showed through his jeans.

"My husband has spent years pretending he dislikes being watched," I said. "He is not very convincing anymore."

"Neither is mine."

"How long have you and Graham done this?"

"Done what?"

"Shared."

A pause.

"We have watched. We have flirted. I kissed a woman in front of him once. He came in his pants."

I smiled.

"And another man?"

"Hands over clothes. A dance. Nothing past that."

"So this is new."

"For both of us."

"Scared?"

"Very."

The honesty made me trust her more than confidence would have.

"What does Graham want?"

"He says he wants to see me wanted."

"What does his cock say?"

"That he wants your mouth."

The words reached straight between my legs.

I turned toward the mirror.

"And you?"

"I want to see whether Evan loses that careful face when I touch him."

"He will."

"You sound certain."

"I know my husband."

"I want him to touch me while Graham watches."

My pussy tightened.

There it was.

Not a cautious conversation. Not two couples circling polite words. A wife telling another wife exactly what she wanted.

"Where?" I asked.

"Pool first."

"On your body."

She breathed out.

"My breasts. My cunt. Wherever you tell him."

I sat on the edge of the bed.

"And Graham?"

"I want him behind you."

"While Evan watches?"

"Especially then."

My body warmed.

Celeste continued before I could answer.

"I do not want the men making every decision."

"Neither do I."

"I want them to know we talked without them."

"They will like that."

"They will hate that they like it."

I looked down the stairs.

Evan had stopped near the front door. He could not hear the words, but he knew the tone. He watched me with one hand on the suitcase handle.

I spread my knees where he could see.

"What are you doing?" Celeste asked.

"Showing my husband that his wife is making plans."

"Is he hard?"

"Painfully."

"Good."

Evan pointed at the clock.

I touched myself with two fingers.

"Celeste wants you to sit beside Graham at the pool," I called.

His jaw tightened.

"What else?"

Celeste heard him.

"Tell him I want both husbands to hold our towels."

I repeated it.

Evan's hand moved over the front of his jeans.

"What else?" he asked again.

Celeste's voice changed.

"Tell him I want him to watch Graham rub sunscreen over your ass."

I repeated that too.

My husband's face became still.

The best sign.

"And after?" he asked.

I put the call on speaker.

Celeste answered for herself.

"After, Evan, I want Lena to rub sunscreen on me while both of you try not to touch your cocks."

Silence filled the room.

Graham's voice sounded faintly in the background.

"Celeste."

"What?" she called. "They asked."

Evan walked back upstairs.

He stood between my knees and took the phone.

"Does Graham know what you are saying?"

"Yes."

"Does he want this?"

Graham came closer to the phone.

"I want to see my wife make you hard."

Evan's grip tightened.

"And I want to see yours do the same to me," Graham added.

My husband looked at me.

The fear in his face was real.

So was the hunger.

"Friday. Noon. Pool," Celeste said.

Evan handed the phone back.

"Tell them we are on the way."

I ended the call and reached for him.

He caught my wrist.

"No."

"Why?"

"Because if you touch me again, we miss the pool."

I smiled.

"My cuck is learning priorities."

He pulled me to my feet and slapped my ass.

"Get dressed."

I chose the shortest travel dress.

No panties.


CHAPTER 3

EVAN - THE DRIVE SOUTH

The drive to Naples took two hours and forty minutes.

Lena spent most of it with one bare foot on the dashboard and her dress riding high enough to show that she had ignored the underwear I placed beside her bag.

I knew because she told Celeste.

The group chat had four members and no mercy.

Lena:
No panties.

Celeste:
Same.

Graham:
We are on the highway.

Celeste:
He is pretending that helps.

A photograph appeared.

Celeste sat in the passenger seat with her black dress pulled above her hips. Her knees were open. Graham's hand rested high on her inner thigh while he drove. The angle hid everything except the dark strip of hair above her cunt.

Lena zoomed in.

"Natural."

"What?"

"She does not shave everything."

"You noticed that first?"

"I noticed Graham's hand first."

My eyes stayed on the road.

"Where is his hand?"

"Close."

"How close?"

She turned the phone toward me.

"Close enough that she is probably wet on his fingers."

My cock hardened beneath the seat belt.

Lena photographed the outline.

The shutter sound was loud in the car.

"Delete that."

"No."

She sent it.

Lena:
Evan says hello.

Celeste:
Tell him Graham is bigger in person.

Graham:
I did not say that.

Celeste:
You did not need to.

I tightened my hands around the wheel.

Lena watched.

"You know what I like about them?"

"No."

"They sound like us."

"That is what concerns me."

"Why?"

"Because I know what we became once you discovered how to use my jealousy."

She slid one hand under my seat belt.

"And Celeste already knows how to use his."

Her fingers traced the hard shape in my jeans.

"We are driving."

"So is Graham."

The car ahead slowed.

I caught Lena's wrist and placed her hand back on her own thigh.

She smiled.

"Responsible husband."

"Alive husband."

"My little cuck wants to arrive with his dignity."

"I left that at home with the white bikini."

"That is in the bag."

"Then I left it wherever you left your panties."

She laughed.

For ten minutes, the conversation moved to ordinary things. Traffic. The villa. Whether the grocery delivery had arrived. David had arranged the rental through a client and covered the first night, which made me uncomfortable until Lena reminded me that the trip had nothing to do with her promotion.

David's name still had power in our marriage.

Not ownership.

Power.

He had introduced us to Celeste and Graham after a corporate dinner in Miami. Celeste worked in luxury events. Graham owned a small architecture firm. They had been married fourteen years and had two children staying with grandparents for the weekend.

Real lives.

School calendars.

Mortgage payments.

A husband who had written that he was not ready while his wife held his cock inside a black bikini.

That was the detail I kept returning to.

Not ready.

Hard anyway.

I understood him before meeting him.

Lena turned her phone over.

"Tell me the truth."

"About what?"

"Celeste."

"I have not met her."

"You saw enough."

"She is beautiful."

"What do you want her to do?"

My mouth went dry.

"At the pool?"

"Anywhere."

I glanced at Lena.

She was watching me with the patient cruelty she had learned across eight books' worth of our marriage.

"I want her to touch you first," I said.

"Why?"

"So Graham sees what his wife wants."

"Then?"

"I want her to sit beside me."

"Naked?"

"In the bikini."

"That will be almost the same thing."

"I know."

"Then?"

I stared ahead.

"I want her to put her hand on my cock while Graham is looking."

Lena's smile softened and sharpened at the same time.

"Good."

"And you?"

"I want Graham to rub sunscreen on my ass."

"That was Celeste's idea."

"It became mine."

"Then?"

"I want to turn over and see whether he looks at my tits before he looks at you."

My cock pressed harder against my jeans.

"Then?"

"I want Celeste to tell me how big her husband is."

"She already did."

"Words are not proof."

The highway opened before us.

Lena placed one hand on my thigh again, but this time she left it there.

"I want to see both husbands understand that the wives are curious."

"And after?"

She looked through the windshield.

"After, I want to find out whether curiosity feels different when it has a wedding ring."

The villa appeared on the map twelve miles ahead.

My body had already arrived.


CHAPTER 4

EVAN - THE GLASS VILLA

The villa looked designed for people with fewer secrets.

White walls. Pale stone. Floor-to-ceiling glass across the back. A pool reflecting the Gulf sky. Three bedrooms opening from a central hallway, each door made from smoked glass that hid shapes but not movement.

Lena noticed the doors first.

I noticed the neighboring balconies.

She noticed me noticing.

"David chose this place."

"He said his client owned it."

"Same thing."

A black SUV waited near the garage.

Graham stood beside it.

He was taller than me by two inches. Broad through the shoulders without looking like a man who lived in a gym. Dark hair cut short. Tan skin. Gray shirt rolled at the forearms. Wedding ring visible when he lifted one hand.

Celeste emerged from the passenger side.

The photograph had not prepared me.

She wore a black wrap dress tied loosely at the waist. No bra. Every step shifted the fabric over full breasts. Her legs were long, her hips soft, her mouth already curved because she saw me looking.

Graham saw too.

His jaw tightened.

Lena got out of our car.

Celeste's eyes moved over her white dress, down to her bare legs, then back to her face.

Neither woman looked at the husbands for several seconds.

Then Celeste crossed the driveway and kissed Lena on the cheek.

"Finally."

The word sounded intimate.

Lena touched the black bikini string showing above Celeste's dress.

"You wore it here."

"I wanted Graham thinking about it in traffic."

"He was."

"I saw Evan's picture."

Both women looked at my jeans.

I picked up the bags.

"Hello to you too."

Celeste laughed.

Graham extended his hand.

His grip was firm, controlled, and slightly damp.

"Nervous?" I asked.

"Very."

"Good."

He glanced at the women.

"They talked more than we did."

"That also sounds familiar."

We carried the luggage inside.

David had left champagne, fruit, groceries, and a handwritten card on the kitchen island.

Enjoy the view. Do not pretend the glass is accidental.

Lena read it aloud.

Celeste lifted her eyebrows.

"Your boss knows how to furnish a fantasy."

"He knows how to sell a room," I said.

"He also knows what your wife looks like against glass," Lena replied.

Graham looked at me.

I saw the question.

"Later," I said.

The women chose bedrooms before either man could speak.

Lena placed our bags in the room nearest the pool. Celeste took the room across the hall. The third room stood between them, its bed facing the glass wall toward the water.

"The audience room," Celeste said.

Graham laughed once.

"No."

"Not yet," she replied.

He became quiet.

I understood the silence.

Not yet had built our entire marriage.

The grocery delivery filled the refrigerator. Celeste opened the champagne while Lena unpacked the bikinis. Graham and I stood at the island, two husbands holding glasses and pretending not to listen.

"What have you done before?" he asked quietly.

The directness helped.

"More than you."

"That is obvious."

"Does that bother you?"

"Yes."

"Good."

He looked at me.

"You keep saying that."

"Fear means the fantasy matters."

"That sounds practiced."

"It was expensive practice."

His eyes moved to Lena.

She had removed her travel dress in the bedroom. Through the smoked glass, her naked shape moved near the bed.

Graham watched.

Celeste watched him.

Then she looked at me.

"She knows he can see her," Celeste said.

"Yes."

"She knows you see him watching."

"Yes."

"What does that do to you?"

My cock hardened.

I took a drink.

Celeste smiled.

"No need to answer."

Lena emerged wearing the white bikini.

The top barely covered her nipples. The bottom was a narrow triangle with thin strings high on her hips. My wife looked less dressed than she had naked in our bedroom because every inch of fabric announced what it failed to hide.

Graham stopped breathing.

Celeste looked down at his shorts.

"Your turn," she told him.

He did not move.

Celeste untied her dress.

Black fabric fell to the floor.

Her bikini was even smaller than Lena's.

The two wives stood together in the middle of the white living room, one in black, one in white, both wearing wedding rings and expressions that made the glass walls seem too fragile.

Lena took Celeste's hand.

"Pool."

The husbands followed.


CHAPTER 5

LENA - TWO WIVES

Celeste did not ask whether I liked women.

She asked whether I liked being watched beside one.

We stood in the guest bathroom while the husbands carried towels outside. The mirror ran the length of the wall. White bikini. Black bikini. Dark hair. Darker hair. Two wives pretending to adjust strings that had already been adjusted three times.

"I like the contrast," I said.

"So does Graham."

"He looked at me."

"He tried not to."

"Evan noticed."

"Good."

Celeste turned sideways.

Her ass filled the black bottom. Not because the fabric was small, though it was. Because her body made restraint look ridiculous.

"You are beautiful," I said.

She met my eyes in the mirror.

"So are you."

The words felt different from a man's compliment.

Cleaner.

More dangerous.

"Do you want my husband?" she asked.

"Yes."

No hesitation.

Her breath changed.

"That was quick."

"You showed me his cock through his trunks before breakfast."

"Fair."

"And you?"

"I want Evan."

"Why?"

"Because he looks at you like every man in the room is touching something that still belongs to him."

My pussy tightened.

"He will look at you differently."

"I want to see how."

Celeste adjusted the black triangle over one breast. Her nipple remained visible at the edge.

I reached out and tucked it back under.

Her skin was warm.

Neither of us moved away.

"That is the first time you touched me," she said.

"I know."

"Did you like it?"

"Yes."

She took my wrist and pressed my palm over her breast.

The soft weight filled my hand.

My thumb moved once across the covered nipple.

Celeste closed her eyes.

Then she laughed quietly.

"Our husbands are outside carrying towels."

"Like good boys."

"Like two cucks waiting for their wives."

I squeezed her breast.

Her hand settled at my waist.

We stood that way for three breaths.

Then the patio door opened.

Evan's voice came from the living room.

"Are you coming?"

Celeste looked at the mirror.

"Tell him."

I raised my voice.

"Celeste is showing me her tits."

Silence.

Graham said something too low to hear.

Evan answered louder.

"Pool. Now."

The command hardened my nipples.

Celeste released me.

"Your husband still thinks he is in charge."

"He knows better."

We walked out holding hands.

Both men looked at our joined fingers before they looked at our bodies.

Celeste leaned toward me.

"Which one gets hard first?"

"Evan already is."

"Then Graham owes me dinner."

"Does he know?"

"He will."

At the patio, sunlight struck the pool and bounced across the glass walls. Two loungers waited side by side. Two chairs sat facing them.

Celeste had arranged it before we arrived.

The wives lay down.

The husbands sat.

Neither man touched himself.

Not yet.

I looked at Celeste.

She smiled.

"Show begins at noon," she said.

The clock on the wall changed to twelve.


CHAPTER 6

EVAN - NOON AT THE POOL

At twelve-oh-one, a man on the neighboring balcony noticed the wives.

He wore sunglasses and held a beer. His wife sat behind him reading. He looked once at Lena. Once at Celeste. Then returned to Lena with the slow disbelief of a man who had not expected the day to offer him anything.

Lena saw him.

Celeste saw Lena see him.

Both women adjusted their positions.

Lena rolled onto her stomach, white string sliding deeper between her ass cheeks. Celeste bent one knee and let the black bikini pull tight across her hips.

The stranger lowered his beer.

Graham exhaled beside me.

"Does this happen every time?"

"Yes."

"How do you stand it?"

"My cock helps."

He looked down.

The gray trunks had become tight.

Lena lifted her head.

"Celeste."

"Hmm?"

"Your husband is hard."

Celeste did not look at Graham.

"So is yours."

The women spoke as if we were furniture.

The humiliation hit with immediate heat.

Lena glanced over her shoulder.

"Do you like seeing another wife make your husband hard, love?"

My jaw tightened.

"Yes."

"Tell Celeste."

I looked at the woman in black.

"You make me hard."

Celeste's smile grew.

Graham's face darkened.

"Your turn," she said.

He looked at Lena.

"I am hard because of you."

"Because of the bikini?"

"Because you know I am looking."

Lena's ass lifted slightly.

"Better."

The man on the neighboring balcony moved closer to the railing.

His wife still had not noticed.

Celeste reached for the bottle of sunscreen between the loungers.

"Graham."

He stood.

"Do Lena first."

His body reacted visibly.

He looked at me.

Not asking permission.

Acknowledging the moment.

I nodded once.

Lena moved her hair aside and rested her cheek on folded arms.

Graham poured sunscreen into his palm.

The white cream shone against his skin.

He started at her shoulders. Professional distance lasted less than ten seconds. His hands moved down her back, spread over her waist, then slowed at the top of her bikini bottom.

Lena watched me.

"Lower," she said.

Graham's palms covered her ass.

My cock pulsed.

The neighboring man abandoned all pretense.

Graham rubbed slowly, fingers sliding under the white strings at her hips. Lena opened her legs an inch.

Celeste watched her husband.

Not jealous.

Hungry.

"How does my wife's ass feel?" I asked.

Graham swallowed.

"Soft."

"More."

"Hot."

Lena laughed.

"Tell him the part you are hiding."

Graham's hands tightened.

"It makes me want to spread you."

My cock jerked inside my trunks.

Lena's eyes stayed on mine.

"Did you hear him, love?"

"Yes."

"He wants to open your wife's ass in the sun."

"Yes."

"And your cock is hard."

"Yes."

Graham worked the sunscreen lower until his thumbs brushed the edges of her cunt through the narrow white fabric.

Lena breathed out.

Celeste crossed her legs on the lounger.

Her black bikini darkened between them.

The stranger's wife finally looked up from her book.

She followed her husband's stare.

Instead of pulling him away, she looked at us too.

Four people around a private pool.

Two wives in tiny bikinis.

Two husbands sitting with hard cocks showing.

One strange couple watching from above.

Lena turned her head toward the balcony and smiled.

The stranger's wife smiled back.

"Your turn," Lena told me.

Celeste rolled onto her stomach.

I stood.


CHAPTER 7

EVAN - SUNSCREEN

Celeste's body felt different from Lena's beneath my hands.

That should have been obvious.

It was not.

Fantasy flattens people into images. Wife. Other wife. Husband. Other husband. Bodies arranged around a pool.

Touch restored every difference.

Celeste's shoulders were narrower. Her waist curved deeper. Her ass was fuller and softer beneath the black bikini. A small scar crossed her left hip, pale against tan skin.

I poured sunscreen onto her back.

Graham watched from the chair I had left.

Lena sat upright now, knees open, white bikini shining with oil.

"Use both hands," she told me.

I did.

Celeste sighed when my palms moved down her spine.

"Your husband is careful," she said.

"He pretends."

"I can feel him pretending."

I reached her waist.

The black strings waited.

Graham's chest rose and fell.

Celeste looked at him.

"Tell Evan where you want his hands."

His mouth opened.

No words came.

Lena laughed.

"Your cuck needs help."

Celeste pressed her hips into the lounger.

"My ass."

I covered both cheeks.

Graham's hand moved over the front of his trunks.

I squeezed.

Celeste moaned softly.

The neighboring couple remained on the balcony.

Their book lay forgotten.

Lena spoke to Graham without taking her eyes from me.

"Your wife likes my husband's hands."

"I can see."

"Does it hurt?"

"Yes."

"Good hurt?"

His cock shifted under the gray fabric.

"Yes."

Celeste turned her face toward him.

"Then watch."

I rubbed sunscreen into her ass. My fingers slid beneath the lower edge of black fabric, close enough to feel heat without touching her cunt.

She opened her legs.

I looked at Graham.

He did not look away.

Lena stood and moved behind his chair. Her hands rested on his shoulders.

"Your husband has a beautiful cock shape," she told Celeste.

Graham closed his eyes.

Celeste smiled into the lounger.

"Show her."

Lena moved around the chair and knelt.

She did not pull his trunks down.

She traced the bulge with one finger.

Graham's whole body tightened.

I was touching his wife while mine touched him.

The symmetry felt obscene.

Celeste lifted her hips slightly.

"Lower, Evan."

My fingertips dragged over the black bikini.

The fabric was soaked.

She gasped.

Graham watched my hand settle over his wife's cunt.

Lena watched him watching.

I pressed once.

Celeste rolled her hips against my palm.

"Fuck," Graham whispered.

Lena squeezed his cock through the trunks.

"You like my husband touching your wife."

"Yes."

"Say what he is touching."

"My wife's pussy."

"Again."

"Evan has his hand on my wife's pussy."

Celeste shuddered beneath me.

The stranger on the balcony adjusted himself openly now.

His wife placed one hand over his.

Lena saw.

"Audience likes it."

Celeste looked toward the balcony.

"Then give them something."

She rolled onto her back.

The black top shifted.

One breast slipped free.

She left it exposed.

Graham stared.

So did I.

Celeste took my wrist and placed my sunscreen-covered hand over her bare breast.

"Rub it in."

I did.

Her nipple hardened against my palm.

Lena pulled Graham's trunks down just enough for his cock to rise against his stomach.

He was bigger than me.

Not dramatically.

Enough.

Thicker near the head. Longer by perhaps an inch.

Lena's eyes widened.

She wrapped her fingers around him.

They did not quite meet.

My jealousy burned clean and immediate.

She looked at me.

"Bigger, love."

I kept my hand on Celeste's breast.

"Yes."

Celeste watched my face.

"Does that make you hard?"

"Painfully."

She reached down and pushed my trunks lower.

My cock sprang free.

The two wives compared us in full sunlight.

Graham stared at mine.

I stared at his.

Celeste smiled.

"Not as different as the husbands feared."

Lena stroked Graham once.

"No."

Then she looked at me with the cruelty I loved.

"But his is bigger."

My cock pulsed.

Celeste closed her fingers around me.

"Yours is harder."

Graham groaned.

Two wives.

Two husbands.

Two cocks in the sun.

The couple on the balcony disappeared behind their door.

The wives laughed.

The pool had only begun.


CHAPTER 8

LENA - MEN AT THE BAR

The resort bar sat beyond the private villas, open to guests and close enough to the beach that sand collected beneath the stools.

Celeste and I walked there without cover-ups.

Evan carried my white towel.

Graham carried hers.

Neither husband complained.

Men noticed before we reached the first palm tree.

A bartender stopped wiping the counter. Two golfers turned in their seats. A younger man at a high table followed Celeste's ass until his friend elbowed him, then both stared.

I felt every look.

Not as separate touches.

As a single current moving over us.

Celeste leaned closer.

"Left side. Blue shirt."

"Looking at your tits."

"His friend is looking at your cunt."

"The bikini covers it."

"Not when you walk."

I changed my stride.

The white fabric pulled tighter.

Behind us, Evan made a sound under his breath.

I smiled.

At the bar, Celeste chose stools that forced the husbands to sit across from us. The counter reflected our legs. My knees remained apart. Her black bikini barely hid the dark curls at the edges.

The bartender placed menus down.

His eyes returned to Celeste's exposed breast.

She had fixed the top after the pool, but not carefully.

"Something cold," she said.

His gaze dropped to her mouth.

"Frozen margarita?"

"Two."

"And for the gentlemen?"

Evan answered.

"Whiskey."

Graham laughed.

"Same."

The bartender walked away.

Celeste looked beneath the counter.

"Both hard again."

"We never gave them time to soften."

"Good."

She placed one bare foot between Graham's legs and rested it on his stool.

I did the same to Evan.

The husbands looked at each other.

"Do you know what I want?" Celeste asked.

Graham shook his head.

"I want Lena and me to order for you all weekend."

"Drinks?" he asked.

"Everything."

His face changed.

Evan's cock pressed against my toes through his shorts.

I curled them.

"What would you order for me?" he asked.

Celeste looked at me.

"Your husband wants to know."

I studied Evan.

"A chair."

His nostrils flared.

"Where?"

"Beside Graham."

"And the wives?"

"Where we can see you watching."

The bartender returned with drinks.

He placed mine down, then Celeste's. His fingers brushed hers.

She held his gaze.

"Thank you."

The younger men at the table had stopped pretending.

One lifted his phone.

Evan noticed.

His body became still.

I knew that stillness.

Protector.

Husband.

The old reflex arriving before the fantasy could explain itself.

I touched his knee with my foot.

"Let him look."

"Photographs are different."

"Then make him ask."

Evan turned toward the young man.

The man lowered the phone immediately.

Celeste watched.

She liked the authority in my husband.

So did I.

The man's friend whispered something. They stood and came closer.

The one with the phone looked embarrassed.

"Sorry," he said. "I should not have."

"No," Evan replied. "You should not have."

The man nodded.

Celeste lifted her drink.

"But you can look."

His eyes moved to her.

Then to me.

"Both of you?"

"That was the point," I said.

The husbands sat across from us while two strangers stared openly.

Celeste moved her foot from Graham to Evan.

Her toes found my husband's cock.

His eyes widened.

I moved mine to Graham.

The other husband was thicker even through the trunks.

We smiled at each other.

The strangers saw the exchange.

So did our husbands.

The man in blue swallowed.

"Are you two couples?"

Celeste answered.

"Sometimes."

Graham nearly choked on his whiskey.

I stroked his cock with my bare foot beneath the counter.

Evan watched.

His wife touching another husband.

Another wife touching him.

Strangers seeing enough to understand but not enough to know who belonged to whom.

Celeste lifted her margarita.

"To confused men."

I touched my glass to hers.

"All four of them."

The husbands drank.

The strangers stared.

And for the first time, I understood that swapping did not begin when bodies changed beds.

It began when ownership stopped being obvious.


CHAPTER 9

EVAN - GRAHAM'S HAND

The walk back from the bar took longer because the wives kept stopping.

At the boardwalk, Lena leaned against the railing and let the Gulf wind lift the white strings at her hips.

At the path between villas, Celeste bent to adjust her sandal even though she was barefoot.

At every pause, men looked.

The wives collected attention as if it belonged in their bags.

Graham and I followed with towels over our shoulders.

"Does it ever become normal?" he asked.

"No."

"Good."

I looked at him.

He smiled without confidence.

"I do not want this to feel ordinary."

"It will not."

"What happens when you go home?"

"You see her differently."

"Better?"

"More honestly."

He glanced ahead.

Lena and Celeste walked hand in hand now.

"Celeste says you and Lena are closer since this started."

"We are."

"That sounds impossible."

"It did to me too."

At the villa gate, Lena stopped and turned.

"Come here, Graham."

He looked at me automatically.

She laughed.

"Your wife told me you do that."

"Do what?"

"Look at the husband before touching the wife."

Celeste leaned against the wall.

"He is polite when he is scared."

Lena held out her hand.

Graham crossed the distance.

"Put your hand on my ass."

He did.

No question.

No pause.

His palm covered one cheek through the white bikini.

Lena looked at me.

"How does it look?"

"Big."

"His hand?"

"Both."

Graham squeezed.

My cock hardened again.

Celeste came to stand beside me.

She did not touch me.

Her proximity was enough.

"Does he hold me differently?" Lena asked her.

Celeste studied her husband's hand on my wife.

"Yes."

"How?"

"More carefully."

Lena smiled.

"Then teach him."

Celeste stepped behind Graham and placed her hand over his.

She pressed his fingers deeper into Lena's ass.

"Like this," she said.

Graham groaned.

Lena rolled her hips against his palm.

I watched another wife teach her husband how to touch mine.

The scene reached somewhere deeper than simple jealousy.

It made the marriages visible.

Celeste knew the exact pressure Graham wanted but feared using. Lena knew how to reward it. I knew the expression on my wife's face when she was about to push all of us further.

"Under the string," Lena said.

Graham's fingertips slid beneath white fabric.

Celeste guided him lower.

My wife opened her legs.

The front of Graham's trunks pressed against her hip.

Lena looked down.

"Still bigger."

My cock jerked.

Celeste finally touched me.

Her hand settled over the front of my shorts.

"Still harder."

Graham looked at her hand on me.

His own hand tightened under Lena's bikini.

The women moved us like mirrored pieces.

Lena leaned back against Graham.

Celeste leaned against me.

My hand found the soft curve of another wife's waist.

Graham's face held the same shock I felt.

"Look at your husband," Lena told Celeste.

She did.

"Tell him what I feel."

Celeste watched Graham's hand move beneath the white bikini.

"My husband has his fingers on another wife's pussy."

Graham's breath broke.

"Tell Evan what I feel," Lena said.

I looked at my wife.

"Another husband's hand between your legs."

"More."

"You are soaked for him."

"More."

"You like his wife holding my cock while he touches you."

Lena smiled.

"Good husband."

Celeste squeezed me.

Graham pushed one finger into Lena.

My body reacted so hard I nearly doubled over.

No bed.

No darkness.

The villa gate still open behind us.

The neighboring balcony visible through palm leaves.

Lena gasped once, then kept her eyes on me.

"That is the first finger from another husband."

Celeste's hand slid inside my shorts.

"Then this is the first hand from another wife."

She wrapped around my cock.

Graham watched her stroke me.

I watched him work one finger slowly inside Lena's cunt.

The symmetry broke the last normal shape of the afternoon.

Lena came first.

Her knees weakened against Graham while Celeste held my cock and whispered into my ear.

"Your wife is coming on my husband's hand."

I came seconds later across Celeste's fingers.

Graham stared.

Lena watched every pulse.

Then she lifted Graham's slick hand to her mouth and sucked his finger clean.

"My husband's turn later," Celeste said.

The villa door closed behind us.

David had not arrived yet.

For the first time all day, the four of us were alone.


CHAPTER 10

EVAN - DAVID LEAVES

David arrived at sunset wearing a linen shirt and the expression of a man who had already guessed what happened at the gate.

He carried wine.

Celeste carried the memory of my cum drying on her fingers.

Graham carried the smell of Lena on his hand.

No one mentioned either fact.

David placed the bottles on the kitchen island and looked at the four of us.

"Pool successful?"

Lena sat on the counter in the white bikini, legs apart.

"Very."

Celeste leaned beside her in black.

"The husbands behaved."

Graham opened the wine.

I did not trust my voice.

David noticed.

His eyes moved to the WATCH bracelet on Lena's wrist.

"Celeste insisted."

"She understands branding," he said.

"This is not your campaign," I replied.

David smiled.

"No. That is why I am leaving."

The statement changed the room.

Lena looked at him.

"You booked the villa."

"I introduced two couples. The rest belongs to them."

Celeste studied David.

"You do not want to watch?"

"Of course I do."

My cock reacted despite the jealousy.

David saw.

"But this experiment is not about another bull," he continued. "It is about whether the husbands can watch each other."

Graham set the corkscrew down.

The words reached him too.

David poured four glasses, not five.

"How much did you tell him?" I asked Lena.

"Enough."

"How much did Celeste tell you?" Graham asked.

"Enough," David repeated.

Celeste laughed.

David handed her a glass.

"Your wife is dangerous."

"Which one?" Graham asked.

For the first time, all of us laughed.

The tension loosened without disappearing.

David lifted his own unopened bottle.

"I have the room next door. I will be at dinner with clients. Tomorrow morning, I will ask only one question."

"What?" Lena asked.

"Whether both marriages woke up intact."

Celeste's eyes darkened.

"That is a low standard."

"It is the only one that matters."

He walked toward the door.

I followed.

Outside, the sky had turned orange over the Gulf.

David stopped near the steps.

"You look terrified."

"I am."

"Good."

"You say that too."

"Because it remains true."

I looked back through the glass.

Lena and Celeste sat side by side on the counter. Graham stood between them, wineglass in one hand, his body angled toward Lena.

"My wife might touch his."

"Yes."

"I might touch Celeste."

"Yes."

"That feels different."

"Because Graham is not a bull."

"Because he is like me."

David nodded.

"Exactly."

I looked at him.

"Why did you introduce us?"

"Celeste told me Graham could not stop imagining her with another husband. Lena told me you were afraid you might enjoy another wife."

"She tells you too much."

"She tells you exactly enough."

Inside, Celeste placed one bare foot on Graham's thigh. Lena put hers on the other.

Both women looked toward us.

David opened the gate.

"Do not let the women turn comparison into punishment."

"You think they will?"

"I think they want both men hard, not broken."

That was the closest David ever came to sounding gentle.

He left.

I returned to the villa.

The door closed.

Celeste placed her wineglass down.

"Now there are only four."

Lena took my hand.

Graham watched.

"Before anybody gets naked," Lena said, "we say the simple truth."

No list.

No contract.

No performance.

Celeste went first.

"I want Evan."

Graham's jaw tightened.

"I want Lena," he said.

My wife looked at me.

"I want Graham."

The room waited.

I looked at Celeste.

"I want your wife."

Graham inhaled.

All four truths existed now.

Lena stood.

"Good."

She untied the white bikini top.

Celeste untied the black.

The husbands watched the wives reveal themselves together.

No one asked another question.


CHAPTER 11

LENA - THE FIRST PHOTOGRAPH

Celeste took the first photograph after both bikini tops hit the floor.

Not of our breasts.

Of the husbands.

Evan and Graham stood near the glass doors, still dressed from the waist down, both hard enough to show through their swim trunks. Their bodies angled toward us. Their faces held the same mixture of hunger and uncertainty.

She framed them together.

"Look at that," she said.

I stepped beside her.

"Two married men trying to remember which wife belongs to them."

Evan's cock jumped beneath the black fabric.

Graham's mouth tightened.

Celeste took another photograph.

This time, she included our bare breasts in the foreground. Black bikini bottoms. White bikini bottoms. Two husbands beyond us.

She sent it to the group chat even though all four phones were in the room.

Celeste:
The audience.

My phone vibrated on the counter.

Then Evan's.

Then Graham's.

The sound made the moment feel recorded, undeniable.

"Take one of us," I said.

Celeste handed her phone to Graham.

He hesitated only a second.

I put one arm around Celeste's waist.

She pulled me closer until our breasts touched.

The husbands stared.

"Closer," Evan said.

Celeste smiled.

"Your husband has opinions."

"He always did."

I turned my face toward hers.

Our mouths stopped an inch apart.

Graham took the picture.

The flash reflected from the glass.

"Send it," Celeste said.

He did.

The photograph arrived on every screen.

Two wives almost kissing.

Two wedding rings visible at our waists.

The Gulf behind us.

Evan looked at the image before looking back at me.

"Do it," he said.

Graham's breath changed.

Celeste touched my jaw.

The kiss was soft at first.

Not timid.

Exploratory.

Her mouth tasted like margarita and wine. Her lips were fuller than mine. When her tongue touched mine, the room disappeared for a heartbeat.

Then I remembered the husbands.

I opened my eyes.

Evan watched with his cock pushing hard against his trunks.

Graham had one hand over his own.

Celeste felt me looking and turned our bodies slightly so both men could see.

The kiss deepened.

Her hand slid down my back and covered my ass. I did the same to her. Black fabric beneath my fingers. White fabric beneath hers.

The husbands made different sounds.

Evan swore under his breath.

Graham exhaled my name.

Not his wife's.

Mine.

Celeste pulled away just enough to smile.

"Your husband said her name."

I looked at Graham.

"Say it again."

"Lena."

Evan's face tightened.

My cunt pulsed.

"Now say your wife's," I told Evan.

"Celeste."

Her nipples hardened against my breasts.

Two names.

Two husbands.

No confusion left.

Celeste kissed me again, rougher.

I pressed my thigh between hers.

She ground against it.

Her wet bikini bottom dragged across my skin.

The men watched.

I wanted them to feel excluded and necessary at the same time.

When we separated, a line of saliva connected our mouths.

Celeste wiped it with her thumb, then placed the thumb against Evan's lips.

"Taste your wife."

He sucked it clean.

Graham stared.

I took Celeste's wrist and moved her hand from Evan's mouth to the front of his trunks.

"Now feel what she did."

She closed her fingers around my husband's hard cock through the fabric.

Evan's eyes found mine.

I smiled.

"Good, love?"

His answer came rough.

"Very."

Celeste stroked him once.

Then she looked at Graham.

"Your turn."

I crossed the room and placed my hand over the larger shape in his trunks.

Both husbands groaned.

The first photograph stayed open on the counter.

The audience had become part of the show.


CHAPTER 12

EVAN - TWO CUCKS ON ONE COUCH

The wives made us sit.

One couch.

Two husbands.

Graham on my right. Me on his left. Our shoulders nearly touching because the women chose the narrowest piece of furniture in a villa built for space.

Lena stood in front of Graham.

Celeste stood in front of me.

Both women still wore bikini bottoms and nothing else.

"Hands on your own thighs," Celeste said.

Graham obeyed first.

I followed.

Lena looked down at us.

"Two good husbands."

My cock pressed against the front of my trunks.

Graham's did the same.

Celeste moved between my knees.

She touched my face with one hand.

"Do you know what I want?"

"No."

"I want you to look at Graham while I touch you."

The instruction hit harder than expected.

She slipped one finger beneath the waistband of my trunks and pulled them down.

My cock rose between us.

Graham looked.

Not accidentally.

Not from the corner of his eye.

He stared.

Lena watched him stare at me.

"Tell Evan what you see," she said.

Graham swallowed.

"His cock."

"More."

"Hard."

"More."

He looked at my face.

"Not as small as I hoped."

The wives laughed.

Humiliation burned through me.

So did relief.

Celeste wrapped her hand around my cock.

Her fingers were warm, slightly sticky from sunscreen.

"Your wife taught me how hard you get when compared."

Lena moved between Graham's knees and pulled his trunks down.

His cock was thicker.

The comparison became visible again.

Lena held him at the base.

"Look at my husband," she told him.

Graham did.

I looked back.

Two married men sitting shoulder to shoulder while the wives stroked the wrong cocks.

Celeste moved slowly.

Lena did too.

Neither matched our usual rhythm. That made every touch foreign.

Graham's cock twitched in Lena's hand.

Mine did the same in Celeste's.

"Which husband is bigger?" Celeste asked.

Lena studied both.

"Graham."

My jaw clenched.

Celeste squeezed me.

"Which is harder?"

"Evan."

Graham's face tightened.

Lena smiled.

"Both husbands lose something."

Celeste leaned down and kissed the head of my cock.

I jerked.

Graham watched her mouth.

Lena copied the gesture, pressing her lips to his.

The couch became too small.

The wives worked us in matching movements. Mouths at the heads. Hands at the bases. Eyes moving between husbands.

"Look at each other," Lena said.

I did.

Graham's face held the same shame I felt.

Celeste took me deeper.

Lena did the same to Graham.

Our wives sucked the wrong men while making us witness the symmetry.

Graham's hand shifted on his thigh.

Lena slapped it away.

"No touching."

He groaned.

Celeste looked up at me.

"My cuck can hold still."

"Can he?" Lena asked.

I did not trust my voice.

Celeste swallowed more of me.

My hips tried to lift.

She pressed one hand against my thigh and kept me down.

Lena's cheeks hollowed around Graham's larger cock.

Jealousy cut through my body.

Celeste felt it.

She released me with a wet sound.

"You like seeing your wife take more."

"Yes."

"Say it to him."

I looked at Graham.

"My wife likes your bigger cock."

His hips moved.

Lena took him deeper.

Graham gasped.

Then he answered.

"My wife likes how hard yours is."

Celeste smiled around me.

The wives continued until both men were close.

Then they stopped together.

The sudden emptiness hurt.

Lena stood.

Celeste wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

"No one comes on the couch," Lena said.

Graham stared at her.

"Why?"

"Because the wives decide where the husbands finish."

Celeste sat on the coffee table facing us.

"Later."

Two cocks remained hard between two husbands.

The women picked up their wine.

We sat beside each other and tried to breathe.


CHAPTER 13

EVAN - THE WOMEN COMPARE

Dinner was still two hours away.

The wives used the time to compare everything.

Our hands.

Our mouths.

The shape of our shoulders.

The way each husband kissed after watching the other touch his wife.

They did it openly, moving around us in the living room while the sunset turned the glass walls gold.

Celeste kissed me first.

Graham watched from the kitchen island.

Her mouth was softer than Lena's and less familiar. She kissed with patience, letting each second become visible before deepening it.

When she pulled away, Lena touched my lips.

"Different?"

"Yes."

"Better?"

"No."

Celeste laughed.

"Good husband."

Then Lena kissed Graham.

She used the version of herself that had grown bolder across every experiment. One hand at his neck. Body pressed close. Tongue entering his mouth before he could decide how much to take.

Graham grabbed her hips.

Celeste's smile disappeared.

Not from anger.

From impact.

She had imagined her husband touching another wife. Seeing it changed her breathing.

Lena broke the kiss.

Celeste approached Graham and smelled his mouth.

"She tastes like wine."

"And your husband tastes like sunscreen," Lena replied.

The wives kissed each other again.

They traded our tastes while we watched.

My cock stayed hard.

Graham's did too.

"Hands," Celeste said.

She took my right hand and placed it against Lena's left.

Then Graham's right against her own.

The women studied our fingers.

"Evan's are rougher," Celeste said.

"Construction schedules," Lena answered.

"He types emails."

"He also fixes everything himself because paying someone feels like defeat."

I flexed my hand.

Graham's was broader, nails carefully cut, wedding band thicker than mine.

"Architect hands," Lena said.

"Mostly computer now," Celeste replied.

"They look like they could hold a woman still."

Graham's face darkened.

Celeste placed his hand around Lena's waist.

Then she placed mine around hers.

"Now compare."

We did.

Lena fit against Graham differently. His hand covered more of her waist. My fingers spanned Celeste's hip and found the scar again.

"His hand is bigger," Lena said.

"Yours grips harder," Celeste answered.

Each statement felt chosen to wound and reward.

The women moved behind us.

Lena touched Graham's shoulders.

Celeste touched mine.

"Turn around," Lena said.

We faced each other.

The wives pressed against our backs.

Celeste's breasts touched me.

Lena's touched Graham.

I looked at the other husband and saw myself transformed by a different body.

"Do you want my wife?" Graham asked.

The question came without prompting.

"Yes."

"How much?"

Celeste's hands slid down my chest.

"Enough to hate you a little."

He nodded.

"I want yours the same way."

Lena kissed the back of his neck.

"Good."

Celeste rested her chin on my shoulder.

"Now tell each other what frightens you."

I looked at Graham.

"That Lena will like being fucked by a husband."

His cock moved under his shorts.

"Why is that different?"

"Because you know how to keep a woman."

Celeste went still behind me.

Graham's answer took longer.

"That Celeste will like how certain you are."

I almost laughed.

"Certain?"

"You have done this before."

"Not this."

"She does not know that when she looks at you."

Lena pressed herself harder against him.

"What else?" she whispered.

Graham watched Celeste's hands on me.

"That she will look at me afterward and wish I had your nerve."

Celeste left my back and crossed to him.

She touched his face.

"I want your fear," she said. "Not another version of you."

The sentence softened something in the room.

Then Lena ruined the softness beautifully.

"And I want his bigger cock."

My body tightened.

Celeste looked at me.

"And I want yours because it belongs to her."

The women exchanged places again.

No comparison ended cleanly.

That was the point.


CHAPTER 14

LENA - CELESTE'S MOUTH

Celeste took me to the white bedroom before dinner.

Not the room assigned to either couple.

The room between us.

The audience room.

Evan and Graham remained in the living room. We left the smoked-glass door open wide enough for them to see the bed.

Celeste stood behind me.

Her bare breasts pressed against my back.

"Do you want them inside?" she asked.

"Not yet."

She smiled against my shoulder.

"Good."

The husbands sat on the couch where we had left them. Both still wore unfastened shorts. Both cocks remained visible.

I faced the doorway.

"Watch," I told them.

Celeste pulled the white bikini bottom down my legs.

I stepped out.

Her hands moved over my hips, then between my thighs.

The first touch of her fingers on my bare cunt felt less shocking than her mouth had during the kiss.

More intimate.

She spread me with one hand.

"Already soaked."

"Your husband started it."

"Mine?"

"His fingers at the gate."

Evan heard.

His cock jumped.

Celeste's middle finger slid into me.

I opened my legs wider.

"Tell Graham," I said.

She looked through the doorway.

"Your hand prepared her for mine."

Graham grabbed his cock.

Celeste noticed.

"No."

He released it.

Evan laughed quietly.

"Good boy," I said.

My husband stopped laughing.

Celeste circled my clit with her thumb.

My knees weakened.

"Lie down."

I obeyed.

The white sheets felt cool beneath my back. Celeste knelt between my legs, black bikini still in place.

She looked at the husbands.

"Both of you stay there."

Then her mouth covered my cunt.

I cried out.

Her tongue moved slowly at first, learning me. Broad strokes over my clit. The tip sliding lower. One finger working inside while her lips closed around the most sensitive part of me.

I watched Evan.

He watched another wife eat me.

Graham watched his wife kneeling between another woman's legs.

The room carried two kinds of jealousy.

I grabbed Celeste's hair.

"Harder."

She obeyed.

Her tongue flattened against me. Her finger moved faster.

My hips lifted from the bed.

"Look at your husband," she said against my cunt.

I did.

Evan's face was rigid. His cock stood against his stomach. He had never watched a woman do this to me.

"Tell him," Celeste ordered.

"My wife is eating your wife's pussy," Graham said from the couch.

Evan's eyes never left mine.

"More."

"She is making Lena come while you watch."

Celeste sucked my clit.

My body broke.

I came with my legs around her shoulders and my eyes fixed on Evan. The sounds escaped me without restraint.

When the shaking slowed, Celeste lifted her face.

My cunt shone on her mouth.

She looked at Graham.

"Come taste her."

He stood.

Evan's whole body tightened.

Graham entered the room and knelt beside his wife.

Celeste kissed him.

He tasted me from her tongue.

I watched the husband and wife share my cunt between their mouths.

Then Celeste looked at Evan.

"Your turn."

My husband came to the bed.

I caught his face and kissed him directly.

He tasted Celeste.

He tasted me.


CHAPTER 15

EVAN - THE FIRST KISS BETWEEN WIVES

I had seen Lena kiss Celeste in the living room.

The white bedroom changed the meaning.

There, the wives kissed after Celeste made Lena come. Their mouths carried my wife's taste. Their husbands knelt on opposite sides of the bed.

Celeste held Lena's face.

Lena's hand slid beneath the black bikini bottom.

Graham stopped breathing.

I watched my wife touch another wife's cunt.

Celeste opened against her fingers.

"Tell him," Lena said.

Graham looked at me.

"Lena has her hand inside my wife."

The sentence made my cock ache.

Celeste moved on Lena's fingers.

Her mouth remained pressed to my wife's.

I reached for my cock.

Lena broke the kiss.

"No."

My hand stopped.

She looked at Graham.

"You too."

Neither husband touched himself.

The wives controlled the room through denial alone.

Lena pushed two fingers deeper into Celeste.

Celeste moaned into her neck.

"Look at your cuck," Lena whispered.

Celeste turned her head.

Graham's face had changed. He looked younger, more exposed.

"My husband likes you touching me."

"Say it."

Celeste watched him.

"My little cuck likes another wife fingering me."

Graham groaned.

Lena moved faster.

Celeste's hips rocked against her hand.

I saw Graham's cock pulse without contact.

My own did the same.

"Tell Evan what you want," Celeste said.

Lena looked at me.

"I want Graham's mouth on my cunt."

Jealousy cut through me.

"More."

"I want his bigger cock inside me."

My jaw clenched.

Celeste gasped as Lena's fingers worked deeper.

"And I want you inside Celeste."

The second part hurt differently.

I looked at the other wife.

She was coming apart around Lena's hand, breasts shaking, mouth open.

I wanted her.

Not because Lena told me to.

Because Celeste was beautiful and married and trusting another wife with her body while her husband watched.

Graham looked at me.

"I want you to fuck her too," he said.

The honesty gave the desire shape.

Celeste came.

Her cunt clenched visibly around Lena's fingers. She bit my wife's shoulder and moaned Graham's name first, then mine.

My cock jerked.

Graham heard.

So did Lena.

When Celeste could breathe, Lena withdrew her fingers and held them between the husbands.

"Who tastes first?"

Graham leaned forward.

Lena pulled away.

"Not your wife."

She offered her fingers to me.

I sucked Celeste from them.

Graham watched another husband taste his wife.

His face twisted with jealousy.

Celeste loved it.

She took Lena's hand from my mouth and gave the same fingers to her husband.

"Now you."

He sucked them clean.

The taste passed between marriages.

Lena smiled.

"Better."

She moved to the edge of the bed.

"Get dressed."

All three of us stared at her.

"Dinner," she said.

Celeste laughed.

"We stop now?"

"We carry this to the restaurant."

Graham looked down at his hard cock.

"Like this?"

Celeste handed him his shorts.


CHAPTER 16

EVAN - DINNER WITHOUT PANTIES

Lena wore white.

Celeste wore black.

Not bikinis this time.

Dresses.

Lena's was short and fitted, open at the back, with thin straps crossing above her ass. Celeste's wrapped around her breasts and fell to mid-thigh. Both women left their underwear on the bedroom floor.

The husbands knew.

The restaurant did not.

We sat at a corner table overlooking the marina. The wives chose the inside seats together. Graham and I sat across from them.

A waiter introduced himself as Mateo.

He noticed Lena first.

Then Celeste.

Then the wedding rings.

His expression changed from interest to confusion when neither wife sat beside her husband.

Celeste ordered champagne.

Lena ordered oysters.

Graham ordered whiskey.

I ordered another.

Mateo leaned close to place the menus. His eyes moved down Celeste's dress.

She crossed one leg over the other.

The hem rose.

No panties.

The waiter saw.

His hand paused above the table.

The part of Evan living inside my head reacted before the man across the table could decide how to feel.

Lena watched Mateo's face.

"Something wrong?" she asked.

"No, ma'am."

"Good."

He walked away too quickly.

Graham looked at his wife.

"You showed him."

"I sat down."

"You opened your legs."

"Only enough."

Lena touched Celeste's knee under the table.

"Do it again when he brings the drinks."

Celeste smiled.

The wives had become allies faster than I expected.

That frightened me more than any bull.

Mateo returned with champagne.

Celeste shifted.

The black dress opened.

His eyes dropped.

Lena watched.

Graham watched.

I watched Celeste expose herself to a stranger while her husband sat beside me.

The waiter nearly spilled the champagne.

"Beautiful bottle," Celeste said.

His face reddened.

"Yes."

Lena opened her own legs beneath the white dress.

Mateo looked at her too.

Two wives showing their bare cunts under a restaurant table.

Two husbands forced to remain still.

A waiter discovering both.

My cock pressed painfully against my trousers.

Mateo placed the bottle down.

"Anything else?"

Lena looked at me.

"Not yet."

He left.

Graham exhaled.

"I cannot believe that happened."

Celeste lifted her glass.

"It is still happening."

Her bare foot touched my ankle under the table.

Lena's touched Graham.

The wives crossed their legs toward the wrong husbands.

Celeste's toes moved up my calf.

Lena's reached Graham's knee.

"Do not look down," Lena told him.

He obeyed.

Celeste's foot reached the inside of my thigh.

I gripped the edge of the table.

The oysters arrived.

Mateo placed them between the wives.

Lena picked one up and tipped it into Celeste's mouth.

The waiter watched her throat move.

Celeste licked Lena's fingers.

Graham's breath broke.

"My husband likes feeding other wives," Lena said.

Mateo looked at me.

I had not touched the food.

Celeste laughed.

"Not oysters."

The waiter understood enough.

His eyes widened.

He left again.

Lena fed Graham next.

She leaned across the table, offering the shell directly to his mouth. My wife fed another husband while Celeste's foot pressed against my cock through my trousers.

Then Celeste fed me.

Her fingers remained on my lips after I swallowed.

"Good?"

"Yes."

"Tell your wife."

I looked at Lena.

"Celeste tastes like you."

Graham's hand tightened around his glass.

The wives smiled.

Dinner became a series of small violations.

Celeste tasted wine from my glass.

Lena wiped sauce from Graham's mouth with her thumb.

Mateo kept returning, each time more aware that the marriages at the table did not follow the seating chart.

By dessert, both wives had one hand under the table.

Celeste stroked me through my trousers.

Lena did the same to Graham.

The husbands looked at each other across the dark wood.

No hiding.

No touching back.

Mateo placed the bill down.

Lena caught his wrist.

"Did you enjoy serving us?"

His eyes moved to the women.

"Yes."

"Which wife did you look at more?"

His face reddened.

Celeste leaned forward.

"Honest answer."

"Both."

Graham laughed quietly.

Mateo left.

The wives signed the receipt together.

Then Lena stood and smoothed the white dress over her bare cunt.

"Back to the villa."

My cock hurt all the way to the car.


CHAPTER 17

LENA - THE WAITER

Mateo followed us to the entrance.

Not because the restaurant required it.

Because he wanted one more look.

Celeste noticed.

She always noticed men before they understood they had been seen.

At the valet stand, she dropped her clutch.

The movement was deliberate.

She bent at the waist.

The black dress rose above her ass.

No panties.

Mateo stood ten feet away.

Graham watched his wife expose herself to the waiter.

Evan watched Graham.

I watched everyone.

Celeste straightened slowly.

"Thank you for dinner," she told Mateo.

He swallowed.

"Have a good night."

"We will."

The valet brought our cars.

We had arrived together, but Celeste changed the arrangement.

"Graham drives Lena."

The husbands looked at each other.

"I drive Evan," she continued.

No one argued.

The wives split the marriages before we reached the villa.

I slid into Graham's passenger seat.

He closed the door and stood outside for a second, collecting himself.

When he got behind the wheel, his cock showed through his trousers.

"Your wife planned this," I said.

"She plans when she is nervous."

"Are you?"

"More now."

He started the engine.

The restaurant disappeared behind us.

For the first mile, neither spoke.

Then Graham looked at my bare thighs.

"You really did not wear panties."

"No."

"All night?"

"You saw."

"I saw enough."

"Did it make you hard?"

He laughed once.

"You know it did."

I placed one hand on his thigh.

He gripped the wheel.

"Celeste said she wants Evan."

"I know."

"What does that do to you?"

"It hurts."

"Your cock likes the pain."

"Yes."

My hand moved higher.

The hard shape pressed against my palm.

"Bigger than Evan," I whispered.

Graham's breath broke.

"Do not say that unless you want trouble."

"I want trouble."

I unfastened his belt.

He kept driving.

His cock rose from his trousers.

Streetlights moved across it.

I wrapped one hand around him.

He was thick enough that my fingers nearly failed to meet.

"Celeste was right."

"About what?"

"She said you would fill my hand."

Graham's hips moved.

I stroked slowly.

"What is Evan doing?" he asked.

"Celeste."

"I know."

"Say it."

"Celeste is touching him."

"More."

"My wife is alone in a car with your husband."

My cunt tightened.

"And your wife has your cock in her hand."

"Fuck."

He drove faster.

I leaned close to his ear.

"Do you want me to suck you before we get home?"

"Yes."

"Do you want Evan to know?"

"Yes."

"Do you want Celeste to taste me on you?"

His hand left the wheel and grabbed my hair.

The gesture surprised both of us.

I smiled.

"Good husband."

We stopped at a red light.

I lowered my mouth onto his cock.

Graham groaned and looked through the windshield.

I took him halfway, then more. His size stretched my mouth differently from Evan's. The knowledge made me wetter.

Headlights surrounded us.

A couple in the next car turned.

The woman saw first.

She touched her husband's arm.

Both watched me suck another married man's cock at the light.

Graham saw them.

"People are looking."

"Good."

I took him deeper.

The light changed.

He drove with one hand in my hair.

I kept my mouth around him for three blocks.

Then I sat up.

Saliva shone on his cock.

"Do not come."

His jaw tightened.

"Celeste's rule?"

"Mine."

I tucked him back into his trousers without cleaning him.

"She should smell me."

The villa appeared ahead.

Celeste's car was already in the driveway.

Evan stood near the open passenger door.

His mouth looked swollen.

Celeste emerged behind him, black dress twisted high on one hip.

My husband had lipstick on his throat.

I had Graham on my tongue.

The four of us met beneath the porch light.

No one asked what happened.

We could see it.


CHAPTER 18

EVAN - THE BALCONY GAME

Celeste had sucked me in the car.

Lena saw it in the lipstick around my cock.

I saw what she had done to Graham in the shine still visible at the corner of her mouth.

The wives kissed in the driveway.

They traded husbands' tastes under the porch light.

Graham and I watched.

Then Celeste took Lena's hand and led her upstairs to the balcony.

The men followed.

Four chairs faced the dark Gulf.

The neighboring villas had lights on. Music drifted from a terrace two houses away. Someone laughed near the beach path.

The wives stood at the railing.

Celeste lifted her black dress over her head.

Lena did the same with white.

Two naked wives above the pool.

Wedding rings shining.

The husbands remained dressed.

"Sit," Lena said.

We did.

Celeste placed one foot on the railing and opened her legs toward the darkness.

No one stood close enough to see details.

That made the exposure stronger.

Men somewhere beyond the palms might look up.

A boat might pass.

The couple from the pool might still be watching.

Lena touched Celeste between the legs.

Celeste gasped.

Graham's hands clenched on the chair arms.

"Your wife is wet," Lena told him.

"I know."

"No. You hope."

She showed him her fingers.

They shone.

Graham's cock pushed against his trousers.

Celeste reached between Lena's legs and copied her.

My body reacted.

"Your wife is wetter," she told me.

"I can see."

"Because of Graham."

Jealousy burned.

Lena smiled.

"And Celeste because of you."

The wives stood facing each other, hands between the wrong thighs.

The balcony rail cut across their hips.

Graham looked at me.

"How do we know when to touch?"

Celeste answered.

"You do not."

Lena laughed.

"The husbands watch."

The women worked each other slowly.

Celeste's fingers entered Lena.

Lena's entered Celeste.

Their mouths met.

The sounds were quiet but unmistakable.

My wife's cunt moving around another wife's hand.

The wet slide of fingers.

The husbands breathing too hard.

A light came on in the villa across the path.

A man stepped onto the balcony.

He stopped.

The wives saw him.

Neither covered herself.

Celeste turned slightly, giving him a clearer view of her ass.

Lena opened her legs wider.

The stranger leaned on the railing.

Graham groaned.

"Someone is watching your wife."

Celeste did not look at him.

"Two husbands are watching mine."

The stranger lifted one hand.

Not waving.

Adjusting himself.

Lena laughed into Celeste's mouth.

My cock pulsed.

Another light came on behind the stranger. A woman joined him. She looked across at us, then at her husband.

Her hand disappeared below the railing.

The wives continued.

A private show became a shared secret across the dark.

Celeste came first.

Her knees bent. Lena held her upright and kept two fingers inside her while she shook.

Graham watched his wife come naked for another couple.

Then Celeste returned the touch.

Lena's head fell back.

She looked at me.

"Tell him," she gasped.

I knew who she meant.

I looked at Graham.

"My wife is coming on your wife's hand."

Lena cried out and clenched around Celeste's fingers.

Across the path, the strange woman pulled her husband inside.

Their balcony door remained open.

The wives turned toward us.

"Now," Celeste said.

Graham and I stood.

The balcony game moved indoors.


CHAPTER 19

EVAN - GRAHAM CONFESSES

Before the bedroom, Graham stopped me in the kitchen.

The wives had gone upstairs to shower together.

Water started behind the smoked glass.

Their silhouettes moved in one stall.

Graham poured whiskey with a shaking hand.

"I need to say this before we go in there."

I waited.

He drank.

"I have imagined Celeste with another man for years."

"So did I with Lena."

"No. I mean one man."

"Who?"

"You."

The answer changed the room.

I stared at him.

"Since when?"

"Miami dinner."

"That was months ago."

"She watched you watching Lena. Then she watched you when David touched her."

I remembered Celeste at the edge of the corporate dinner. Black dress. Graham beside her. David's hand at Lena's waist.

"Why me?"

"Because she saw how you survived."

The shower continued upstairs.

Graham looked toward the sound.

"She asked me afterward whether I could watch another husband touch her and still take her home."

"What did you say?"

"I lied."

"Which answer?"

"I said no."

I understood.

He placed the glass down.

"Tonight, I watched her suck you in the car."

"And?"

"I wanted to hit you."

My body tightened.

"I also wanted her to keep going."

"Good."

He almost smiled.

"There it is again."

"The contradiction matters."

"What if I cannot handle you fucking her?"

"You do not have to like every second."

"What if she likes you more?"

"She will like me differently."

He studied me.

"You believe that?"

"I had to."

"Because of Julian."

"And David. Mason. Adrian. Nate."

The names landed heavily.

Graham knew the list but hearing it aloud made Lena's history visible.

"That is what scares me too," he said.

"What?"

"Celeste has never done this. Lena has."

"You think my wife will teach yours."

"I know she will."

The shower stopped.

We heard the women laughing.

Graham looked at me.

"Tell me the truth. Do you want to fuck Celeste?"

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"Yes."

"In front of me?"

"Especially in front of you."

His jaw tightened.

"Do you want Lena?"

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"Yes."

"In front of me?"

He looked toward the stairs.

"Especially in front of you."

The honesty settled between us.

Not friendship.

Not rivalry.

Something built from shared fear and desire.

The wives appeared at the top of the stairs wearing matching white robes.

Lena's robe was tied loosely.

Celeste's was open.

Neither wore anything underneath.

Celeste looked at Graham.

"What did you confess?"

He faced her.

"That I imagined Evan before this weekend."

Her expression changed.

Not surprise.

Recognition.

She walked down slowly.

"Tell him the rest."

Graham's face reddened.

"I imagined you begging him while I watched."

Celeste stopped in front of him.

Her hand touched his cheek.

"Good husband."

Lena came to me.

"What did you confess?"

"That I want to fuck his wife."

Her smile sharpened.

"Good cuck."

Celeste looked between the husbands.

"Then the talking is finished."

She untied Lena's robe.

My wife's naked body appeared.

Lena untied hers.

The other wife stood naked too.

Graham and I followed them upstairs.


CHAPTER 20

LENA - THE WHITE BEDROOM

We chose the white bedroom because it belonged to neither marriage.

No familiar side of the bed.

No drawer containing a husband's watch.

No pillow carrying a wife's shampoo.

A blank room for a first exchange.

Celeste and I stood at the foot of the bed.

The husbands faced us.

Evan looked at Graham.

Graham looked at me.

The desire had become simple enough to say without ceremony.

"Take the other wife," Celeste said.

Graham came to me.

Evan went to her.

The first touch felt heavier than the entire day.

Graham's hands settled on my waist. Larger than Evan's. Warmer than I expected. His wedding ring pressed against my skin.

I looked at Celeste.

Evan touched her face.

She closed her eyes for half a second.

Then she looked at Graham.

The husbands kissed the wives at the same time.

Graham's mouth was firm, slower than Julian's, less commanding than David's. He kissed like a married man who knew intimacy and was terrified to use it on someone else.

I opened for him.

Across the bed, Evan kissed Celeste harder.

Her fingers moved into his hair.

Graham felt me watching.

His hand slid down and gripped my ass.

I moaned into his mouth.

Celeste's eyes opened.

She saw her husband make another woman react.

Her face became beautiful in the same way Evan's did when jealousy and lust collided.

"Touch her," she told Graham.

He obeyed.

One hand moved between my legs.

His fingers found my cunt.

I was soaked.

He groaned.

"Tell Evan."

I looked at my husband.

"Graham has his hand on your wife's pussy."

Evan's hand disappeared between Celeste's thighs.

"Tell him," I said.

Celeste looked at Graham.

"Evan is touching me too."

The husbands worked us with their fingers while the wives kept eye contact.

No one retreated.

Graham pushed two fingers into me.

Evan did the same to Celeste.

Our bodies moved in matching rhythms.

The men watched the wives.

The wives watched the husbands.

I kissed Graham again and tasted his fear turning into hunger.

Celeste moaned Evan's name.

Graham's fingers drove deeper.

"She likes him," he whispered.

"So do I."

He looked at me.

"You like this?"

"I like your wife watching you finger me."

His cock pressed against my stomach.

"Bigger," I said.

Evan heard.

His jaw tightened.

Celeste reached down and freed my husband's cock.

"Harder," she answered.

The comparison fed both men.

Graham lowered his mouth to my breast.

Evan did the same to Celeste.

Two husbands tasting the wrong wives under white light.

I held Graham's head against me and watched my husband suck another woman's nipple.

The image pushed me close.

Celeste saw.

"Make her come," she told Graham.

He dropped to his knees.

His mouth covered my cunt.

My legs opened around his shoulders.

Across from me, Evan knelt between Celeste's thighs.

The wives lay back on the same bed, heads near each other, husbands at opposite ends.

Celeste took my hand.

Our fingers linked.

Then the men ate us.

Graham's tongue was slower than Evan's. Broader. He pushed two fingers inside me while his mouth worked my clit.

I turned my face toward Celeste.

She was already looking at me.

Evan's head moved between her legs.

She squeezed my hand.

"Your husband knows exactly how to eat pussy," she gasped.

"So does yours."

Graham heard.

His mouth worked harder.

Evan heard too.

Celeste cried out.

The husbands competed without speaking.

The wives came almost together.

Celeste first, arching against Evan's mouth.

Me seconds later, thighs clamping around Graham's head.

Our joined hands stayed between us.

When the shaking passed, the husbands rose.

Their mouths shone with the wrong wives.

Celeste pulled Evan down and kissed him.

I did the same to Graham.

Each couple tasted the exchange.

The white room no longer belonged to no one.

It belonged to all four.


CHAPTER 21

EVAN - THE FIRST SWAP

The wives did not let us return to our spouses.

That was the first real exchange.

Not fingers.

Not mouths.

Not a kiss that could be framed as a shared performance.

A choice.

Lena knelt on the bed in front of Graham.

Celeste knelt in front of me.

Both women looked over their shoulders at their husbands.

"Do not switch back," Lena said.

Graham's cock stood inches from her face.

Mine stood before Celeste.

The wives took us into their mouths at the same time.

I watched Lena's lips stretch around the other husband.

Graham watched his wife swallow me.

The first stroke of Celeste's tongue nearly made me close my eyes.

I forced them open.

Lena held Graham at the base with both hands and took him deeper. His size made the comparison impossible to ignore. Her mouth filled. Her cheeks hollowed. Her eyes remained on me.

She pulled back.

"Bigger than yours, love."

My cock jerked inside Celeste's mouth.

Celeste released me long enough to answer.

"Harder than his."

Graham groaned.

The wives returned to us.

Celeste sucked me with deliberate confidence now. She had spent the afternoon learning what made me react. Her tongue circled beneath the head. One hand worked the rest. Her wedding ring moved against my skin.

Lena struggled with Graham's thickness and enjoyed making me see it.

Saliva gathered at her lips.

She opened wider.

Graham's hand moved into her hair.

He stopped before pulling.

Celeste saw.

"Hold her."

He did.

His fingers closed around my wife's dark hair.

He guided her back onto his cock.

Lena took more.

Her eyes watered.

My jealousy became almost unbearable.

Celeste felt my cock harden further.

"Look at your wife," she said against me.

I did.

Graham pushed gently, then harder.

Lena gagged once and smiled around him.

The smile was for me.

She wanted me to see how much bigger he felt in her mouth.

I grabbed Celeste's hair.

Graham looked at my hand on his wife.

"Use it," he said.

I guided Celeste onto my cock.

Her mouth opened around me.

Both husbands moved.

Both wives accepted the rhythm.

The white bedroom filled with wet sounds, breathing, and the occasional choke when a husband went too deep.

"Tell me," Lena gasped when Graham let her breathe.

I kept my hand in Celeste's hair.

"You look beautiful with his cock in your mouth."

"More."

"It makes mine feel small."

Her smile widened.

"Good."

Celeste took me again.

Graham watched his wife swallow another husband.

His face twisted.

"Tell her," Lena ordered him.

He looked at Celeste.

"You take Evan better than I expected."

Celeste moaned around me.

"More," I said.

Graham's voice broke.

"You look like you want his cum."

She did.

Her hand tightened.

I was close.

So was Graham.

The wives knew.

They stopped.

Again.

Two husbands stood above them, cocks shining with the wrong wives' mouths.

Lena wiped her lips.

"No one comes yet."

Graham groaned.

Celeste kissed the head of my cock once.

"Not until we know where the wives want it."

The women stood.

They kissed each other with both husbands' tastes on their tongues.


CHAPTER 22

LENA - MY HUSBAND'S BEST VIEW

I put Celeste on top of Evan.

Not beside him.

Not on her knees.

Over him.

My husband lay on the white bed with his cock hard against his stomach. Celeste straddled his thighs, black hair falling over one shoulder, breasts above his face.

Graham sat in the chair near the glass door.

I sat on his lap.

The arrangement made the marriages face each other.

"Touch her," I told Evan.

His hands settled at Celeste's waist.

Graham's cock hardened beneath my ass.

I moved slowly against him through his trousers.

Celeste lowered herself until her cunt rested against Evan's cock without taking him inside.

The contact made both of them gasp.

Graham's hand closed around my hip.

"Your wife is rubbing against him," he whispered.

"Your wife wants my husband's cock."

His fingers tightened.

Celeste rolled her hips.

Evan's face changed.

I knew that expression.

He was fighting the instinct to take control. Celeste felt it and smiled.

"She likes you underneath her," I said.

"Do you?" Evan asked.

Celeste looked at Graham.

"Yes."

Then she looked back at my husband.

"Your wife said you fuck harder when humiliated."

Evan's cock pulsed against her cunt.

I reached beneath Graham's waistband and freed him.

He was still slick from my mouth.

I wrapped one hand around him.

"Watch," I whispered.

Celeste moved forward and backward along Evan's cock. Her cunt left a shining trail across him.

My husband did not look away from me.

That was his best view.

Not Celeste's breasts.

Not another wife's cunt on his cock.

Me sitting on another husband, stroking him while directing the scene.

"Tell Graham what his wife is doing," I said.

Evan's voice came rough.

"Celeste is soaking my cock."

Graham groaned behind me.

"More."

"She wants to sit on it."

Celeste lifted her hips.

The head of Evan's cock pressed against her.

She stopped there.

Graham's cock jerked in my hand.

"Tell Evan what his wife is doing," Celeste said.

Graham looked at him.

"Lena has my cock in her hand."

"More."

"She is rubbing her ass against me."

I moved harder.

"More."

Graham's breath broke.

"She wants me inside her."

Evan's jaw tightened.

His hands gripped Celeste's hips.

The other wife lowered herself enough for his cock to slide between her cunt lips, not inside.

A cruel glide.

She moaned.

My husband nearly came from the promise alone.

I leaned back against Graham.

"Your wife is using my husband like a toy."

"Yours is doing the same to me."

"Good."

I released his cock and turned on his lap.

I kissed him in front of Evan.

Graham's hand moved into my hair.

Celeste kissed my husband at the same time.

Two wives kissing the wrong husbands.

Two cocks held at the edge of entering.

When I pulled away, Graham's eyes were dark.

"Take me to the bed," I told him.

Across from us, Celeste looked at Evan.

"Your wife wants my husband."

Evan answered without hesitation.

"Then give him to her."

The sentence hit every body in the room.

Graham stood with me in his arms.

The first full exchange waited one movement away.


CHAPTER 23

EVAN - CELESTE ON HER KNEES

Before anyone fucked, Celeste changed the order.

She slid from my body and knelt between Graham and me.

Lena sat at the edge of the bed, naked, legs open, watching her.

"Both husbands," Celeste said.

Graham stood on her left.

I stood on her right.

The symmetry returned, but the wives had shifted its purpose.

Celeste took Graham first.

Her husband.

Her familiar cock.

She sucked him slowly while looking at me.

Then she released him and turned to mine.

Another husband.

A new mouthful.

She compared through touch rather than words. One hand on Graham. Mouth on me. Then mouth on him. Hand on me.

Lena watched every switch.

"So?" she asked.

Celeste released Graham.

"His is thicker."

My jealousy flared.

She took me and moved her tongue.

"Yours gets harder when I say it."

Graham groaned.

Lena smiled.

"That is my husband."

Celeste held both cocks together.

The heads nearly touched.

Graham looked at me.

I looked at him.

The wives had made comparison physical.

Celeste licked across both.

A single wet stroke.

My body jerked.

Graham swore.

Lena's fingers moved over her own cunt.

"Again."

Celeste obeyed.

She opened her mouth over both heads, taking what she could.

The sight pushed me close to losing control.

Two married men in one wife's mouth while the other wife watched and touched herself.

Graham's hand settled on Celeste's head.

Mine did too.

Our fingers touched in her hair.

Neither man pulled away.

Lena laughed softly.

"Look at the husbands."

Celeste opened wider.

We guided her together.

She sucked Graham, then me, then both heads again.

Saliva ran over our cocks.

Lena spread her cunt with two fingers.

"Celeste."

The other wife looked at her.

"Tell my husband which cum you want first."

Celeste released us.

"Yours."

My cock pulsed.

Graham's face tightened.

"Why?" Lena asked.

"Because he has been holding it all day."

"More."

Celeste stroked both.

"Because Graham will hate watching another husband fill his wife's mouth."

Graham groaned.

His cock hardened further in her hand.

Lena looked at me.

"And you?"

"What?"

"Where do you want to come?"

I looked at Celeste's open mouth.

Then at Graham.

"On his wife's tongue."

Celeste smiled.

Graham's hand flexed.

"Do it," he said.

The permission was not needed.

The confession was.

Celeste took me back into her mouth.

She worked fast now.

Lena touched herself.

Graham watched his wife make me come.

I held Celeste's head and looked at the other husband.

The pressure built.

My body tightened.

I came in Celeste's mouth.

She took every pulse.

Graham saw my cum fill his wife's mouth.

His cock jumped beside her face.

Celeste held me on her tongue long enough for all of us to see.

Then she turned to Graham.

She kissed him.

My cum passed into his mouth.

He froze.

Lena moaned.

Celeste kept kissing her husband until he swallowed.

When they separated, Graham looked at me.

His face held humiliation, shock, and hunger.

Lena pointed to the bed.

"My husband's cum is inside both of you."

Celeste wiped her mouth.

"Now Graham gets my wife."

My softening cock moved again.


CHAPTER 24

EVAN - LENA TAKES GRAHAM

Graham stood at the foot of the bed.

Lena knelt in front of him.

My cum still shone on Celeste's lips.

The other wife sat beside me, one hand on my thigh, while her husband prepared to enter mine.

Graham rolled a condom over his cock.

Lena watched.

No ceremony.

No list.

The sight alone was enough.

A larger cock covered and ready for my wife.

She turned onto her hands and knees.

White sheets beneath her.

Ass lifted.

Face turned toward me.

Graham moved behind her.

Celeste's hand closed around my cock, bringing it back to hardness.

"Look at her," she whispered.

I did.

Graham placed both hands on Lena's hips.

The same hands that had rubbed sunscreen across her at noon.

The same fingers she had taken at the gate.

Now his cock pressed against her cunt.

Lena smiled at me.

"Bigger than yours, love."

Pain and lust hit together.

Graham pushed inside.

My wife's face changed.

Her mouth opened.

Her fingers gripped the sheets.

He filled her slowly, inch after inch, until his hips touched her ass.

I stopped breathing.

Celeste stroked me harder.

"Tell him," Lena gasped.

I looked at Graham.

"Your cock is buried in my wife."

He pulled back.

Then drove in.

The bed moved.

Lena cried out.

"More," she said.

Graham began fucking her.

Not like a stranger.

Not like a bull performing dominance.

Like a husband who knew how to read a woman's body and was discovering how different another wife felt around him.

His strokes grew deeper.

Lena's ass met him.

Celeste watched her husband fuck my wife.

Her hand worked my cock.

"How does she feel?" she asked.

Graham's voice came rough.

"Tight."

"More."

"Wetter than Celeste."

The comparison cut the other wife.

She moaned and squeezed me harder.

Lena laughed into the sheets.

"Your wife liked that."

Graham fucked her harder.

Celeste's eyes stayed on him.

"Do it again."

He understood.

"Lena takes me deeper."

Celeste's cunt clenched visibly.

My cock pulsed in her hand.

The wives had found a new cruelty.

Comparison across marriages.

Lena looked at me.

"Tell Graham how I take you."

I forced the words out.

"You squeeze me harder."

Graham groaned.

His hips snapped forward.

Celeste leaned close to my ear.

"Your wife likes my husband's size."

"Yes."

"And you like watching."

"Yes."

"Say what you are."

I looked at Lena.

"My wife's cuck."

Her face lit with hunger.

"Good husband."

Graham bent over her, one hand in her hair.

He fucked faster.

The sound of skin against skin filled the white room.

Lena's moans lost words.

Celeste pulled her dress open though she was already naked in every way that mattered. She sat over my thigh and rubbed her cunt against me while stroking my cock.

Her husband fucked mine.

His wife used my body.

The exchange became complete.

Lena came around Graham.

I saw the exact moment.

Her back arched. Her mouth opened. Her cunt squeezed his cock hard enough to stop his rhythm for a second.

She looked at me through it.

"Love."

One word.

Not a check.

A claim.

Graham kept fucking her until the shaking became another wave.

Then he came inside the condom, hands gripping her hips.

Celeste cried out at the sight.

I nearly came again in her hand.

Graham stayed inside Lena while his body slowed.

My wife looked at me from beneath another husband.

Her smile was exhausted and filthy.

"Your turn," she whispered.

Celeste rose from my thigh.

She walked to the bed.

Graham pulled out of Lena.

The other wife lay down where mine had been.

The white sheets carried both marriages now.


CHAPTER 25

LENA - THE SOUND OF BOTH HUSBANDS

Evan entered Celeste while Graham was still removing the condom beside me.

I watched my husband's cock disappear into another wife's cunt.

The image made me understand Celeste's earlier expression.

Not rage.

Not fear.

A sudden awareness that the man you know through years of repetition can create a new sound from someone else.

Celeste moaned differently for Evan than she did for Graham.

Higher.

Sharper.

My husband heard it too.

His face changed.

Graham sat beside me.

Our shoulders touched.

The husbands had traded places.

The wives had traded beds.

Now we watched the new pair.

"How does he feel?" I asked Celeste.

Evan drove into her again.

She gasped.

"Hard."

"More."

"His cock does not soften when he is jealous."

My cunt pulsed.

Graham's hand settled on my thigh.

"That is true," I said.

Evan looked at me.

He wanted the comparison.

He hated wanting it.

"Tell him about Graham," Celeste said.

I touched the other husband's hand on my leg.

"Bigger."

Evan fucked her harder.

"More."

"He filled me deeper."

My husband's jaw tightened.

Celeste's cunt clenched around him.

The cruelty worked on her too.

Graham's fingers moved between my thighs.

I opened.

He slid two into me while watching Evan fuck his wife.

Two husbands created sound in the room.

Evan's hips striking Celeste.

Graham's fingers moving inside me.

The wives answering each other.

Celeste looked at Graham.

"Your fingers are inside her."

"Yes."

"My husband's cock is inside you," I answered.

She smiled.

"Yes."

Evan grabbed her legs and pushed them wider.

His rhythm became rougher.

Celeste cried out.

Graham's fingers drove deeper into me.

I pressed my mouth to his shoulder to keep from screaming.

"Do not hide," Celeste gasped.

I lifted my head.

Evan watched Graham finger me.

Graham watched Evan fuck Celeste.

The men looked at each other over our bodies.

Something passed between them.

Competition.

Recognition.

Permission to enjoy what hurt.

Evan bent over Celeste and kissed her.

Graham turned my face and kissed me too.

The room filled with two wrong kisses.

I tasted my own cunt on Graham's mouth.

Celeste tasted Evan's earlier cum from Graham's.

The exchange folded back on itself.

My husband drove harder.

Celeste broke the kiss and cried out his name.

"Evan."

Graham heard his wife say another husband's name.

His fingers moved faster inside me.

I came around them.

My head fell against his chest.

I moaned Graham's name because Celeste had moaned Evan's.

Both husbands reacted.

Celeste came seconds later.

Her legs locked around Evan.

He stayed inside her.

He looked at me.

I knew he was close.

"Come for his wife," I told him.

Celeste grabbed his face.

"Come inside me while Graham watches."

My husband's body tightened.

He came in the condom with his eyes on Graham.

The other husband watched every movement.

When Evan slowed, Celeste held him close.

Graham held me.

No one rushed to restore the original pairs.

For several minutes, we remained that way.

Wrong arms.

Correct wedding rings.

The sound of both husbands still echoing in the room.


CHAPTER 26

EVAN - THE GLASS DOOR

After the first full swap, the wives separated the husbands.

Celeste took Graham into their bedroom.

Lena took me into ours.

The smoked-glass doors stood across the hall from each other.

Both remained half open.

I showered while Lena sat naked on the counter and watched.

Graham's voice drifted from the other room.

Low.

Unclear.

Celeste laughed.

Then the bed moved.

I shut off the water.

Lena smiled.

"They are fucking."

"I know."

"After he fucked me."

"I know."

"After you fucked her."

"I know."

She opened her knees.

Graham's wife moaned through the wall.

My cock hardened again.

Lena watched.

"Different from hearing Julian?"

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because I know what she feels like."

The admission made her eyes darken.

"You liked Celeste."

"Yes."

"Her cunt?"

"Yes."

"Her mouth?"

"Yes."

"Her husband?"

I looked toward the hallway.

"I understand him."

The bed struck the wall once.

Celeste cried out Graham's name.

Lena touched herself.

"Come here."

I crossed the bathroom.

She wrapped her legs around me and pulled my cock against her cunt without letting me inside.

"Tell me how she felt."

"Soft."

"More."

"Wet."

"More."

"Different from you."

"Better?"

"No."

She slapped my face lightly.

"Honest."

I gripped her hips.

"New."

The word satisfied her.

She rubbed against me.

"Did she come?"

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"Yes."

"Did Graham watch?"

"Every second."

The other room went quiet.

Then Celeste spoke loudly enough for us to hear.

"Again."

Lena laughed.

"She wants him again after you."

My cock pulsed.

"You want me after him."

"Exactly."

She slid from the counter and walked into the bedroom.

The smoked-glass door opposite ours showed two shapes moving.

Celeste on top.

Graham beneath her.

Lena stood naked in our doorway.

She watched.

Then she touched the glass.

Celeste's silhouette turned.

The other wife saw us.

She moved harder.

Graham's hands lifted to her hips.

Lena pulled our door wider.

"Fuck me where they can see."

I bent her over the dresser facing the hallway.

I pushed my cock into her cunt, still tender from Graham.

She gasped.

The fit felt different.

Looser at first, then tightening around me.

The knowledge of another husband inside her was physical, not imagined.

I fucked her while the other couple watched through smoked glass.

Celeste rode Graham.

Lena took me.

Two marriages reconnecting without privacy.

"How do I feel?" I asked.

"Harder."

"More."

"Smaller."

My hips drove harder.

She smiled at our reflection.

"That hurt."

"Yes."

"Good."

I pulled her hair.

Across the hall, Graham moved beneath Celeste.

His silhouette turned toward us.

He watched me reclaim my wife after his cock.

I watched him reclaim his after mine.

The glass softened details but sharpened meaning.

Lena came first.

Her cunt clenched around me, still carrying the soreness of the other husband.

I came moments later, body pressed against her back, eyes on Graham's shadow.

Celeste screamed through the glass.

The two couples finished close enough to hear each other.

When the movement stopped, both doors remained open.

No one hid.


CHAPTER 27

EVAN - MY WIFE IN ANOTHER MAN'S BED

At two in the morning, Lena left our bed.

I felt the mattress rise before I opened my eyes.

She stood naked near the door, hair loose, WATCH bracelet still on her wrist.

"Where are you going?"

"Across the hall."

The answer tightened my chest.

"Why?"

She looked at me.

Not apologetic.

Not challenging.

Honest.

"I want to sleep beside Graham."

The fantasy became domestic in a single sentence.

Sex could remain in a room.

Sleep crossed into something softer.

More dangerous.

I sat up.

"Does Celeste know?"

"She is coming here."

My cock hardened under the sheet.

Lena saw.

"That is the worst part," she whispered.

"How long?"

"Until morning."

The question sounded like a rule.

I hated it.

"Go."

She came back to the bed and kissed me.

Her mouth tasted like wine, Celeste, Graham, and me.

"Good husband."

She left.

Celeste appeared seconds later wearing Graham's shirt.

The white fabric reached the tops of her thighs.

She closed our door halfway but left the smoked glass uncovered.

Across the hall, Lena entered Graham's room.

The other husband sat on the edge of the bed waiting.

My wife climbed beneath his sheet.

The door stayed open.

Celeste stood beside me.

"Hard?"

"Yes."

"Angry?"

"Yes."

"Good."

She removed Graham's shirt.

Her body was marked.

A red patch at her breast from my mouth. Fingerprints at her waist from her husband. A faint line on her thigh where Lena's nails had dragged.

She climbed into our bed.

Another wife on Lena's pillow.

I looked across the hall.

Graham lay down beside my wife.

Lena turned toward him.

Their faces disappeared behind the glass when he kissed her.

Celeste touched my chest.

"Watch."

The silhouettes merged.

Graham's hand moved along Lena's back.

She pressed closer.

My cock became painfully hard.

Celeste slid one leg over mine.

"Do you think they will fuck again?"

"Yes."

"Do you want them to?"

"Yes."

The answer hurt.

She kissed my shoulder.

"Then listen."

Across the hall, the bed began moving.

Not hard.

Slow.

The rhythm of people trying not to wake the other couple even though everyone was awake.

Lena's moan carried through the open door.

Graham's name followed.

Celeste's hand found my cock under the sheet.

She stroked me while her husband fucked my wife in his bed.

I touched her cunt.

She was already soaked.

"Your husband is inside mine."

"And yours is touching me."

The symmetry returned in darkness.

We did not fuck immediately.

We listened.

Graham's rhythm grew faster.

Lena stopped hiding the sounds.

Celeste worked my cock with one hand while I fingered her.

Our mouths remained close.

"Tell me what he is doing," she whispered.

"Fucking my wife while she sleeps in his bed."

"More."

"Making her call his name."

"More."

"Using the wife I brought here."

Celeste came around my fingers.

She bit my shoulder to silence the cry.

Across the hall, Lena came too.

I recognized the sound.

My hand stopped.

Celeste squeezed my cock.

"Do not disappear."

I looked at her.

"No checks."

"Not a check."

Her mouth touched mine.

"A command."

I kissed her hard.

Then I rolled her beneath me and pushed my cock into her cunt.

Celeste wrapped her legs around my waist.

I fucked her while Graham continued with Lena.

Two beds.

Two exchanged wives.

Two open doors.

I came inside the condom and stayed over her, listening to my wife gasp in the other room.

Eventually, the villa quieted.

Celeste slept with her head on Lena's pillow.

Across the hall, Graham held my wife.

I remained awake between two marriages until dawn.


CHAPTER 28

LENA - HIS WIFE ON MY HUSBAND

I woke in Graham's arms.

For one confused second, I thought I was at home.

Then I felt the larger hand across my stomach.

The unfamiliar chest against my back.

The faint smell of Celeste's soap on the pillow.

Memory returned all at once.

Graham had fucked me twice.

Evan had slept with Celeste.

The doors remained open.

I turned toward the hallway.

Across the glass, my husband lay on his back.

Celeste slept partly over him, one bare thigh across his hips, one hand resting on his chest.

The sight hurt.

Not because he had touched her.

Because they looked comfortable.

Domestic.

That was the same pain Evan had accepted when I climbed into Graham's bed.

I understood him differently in the morning.

Graham woke behind me.

His cock hardened against my ass.

He followed my gaze.

"She looks good on him."

"Yes."

"Does that hurt?"

"Yes."

"Good?"

I smiled.

"Eventually."

His hand moved over my hip.

Across the hall, Celeste shifted.

Her knee slid between Evan's legs.

My husband's cock rose beneath the sheet.

She felt it.

Her eyes opened.

She looked at me through the glass.

Then she smiled.

Celeste lowered her mouth beneath the sheet.

Evan woke with a sharp breath.

He saw me watching from Graham's bed.

His face changed.

Celeste took his cock into her mouth.

Graham's hand slipped between my thighs.

The morning began without a word.

I opened my legs.

He touched my cunt from behind while I watched his wife suck my husband.

Evan pushed the sheet away.

Celeste's head moved between his legs.

His eyes stayed on me.

Graham entered two fingers.

I moaned.

My husband's cock moved deeper into Celeste's mouth.

The couples reflected each other again.

I turned toward Graham.

"Fuck me while he watches."

He rolled me onto my back.

No condom yet.

His cock pressed against my thigh.

He reached for the nightstand.

Across the hall, Evan grabbed Celeste's hair.

She sucked him harder.

Graham covered himself and moved between my legs.

He entered me slowly.

I looked at Evan.

My husband watched another man fill me in the morning light.

Celeste watched too without removing him from her mouth.

"Tell him," Graham said.

I held his face.

"My husband is in your wife's mouth."

He drove deeper.

"And your cock is in his wife."

Graham groaned.

He began moving.

The bed shifted.

Across the hall, Evan's hips lifted into Celeste's mouth.

The glass did not hide anything now.

Morning light sharpened every body.

Graham fucked me while his wife sucked my husband.

I touched myself.

"Look at his cock," I told Graham.

He did.

"Look at your wife taking it."

His rhythm increased.

"Now look at Evan watching you fuck me."

He turned.

The husbands met eyes through the hallway.

Evan came first.

Celeste swallowed while staring at me.

Graham saw his wife take another husband's cum.

His cock drove hard into my cunt.

The sight pushed him close.

I came around him.

He came inside the condom seconds later.

The two men finished almost together in two rooms.

The wives watched each other receive them.

Afterward, Celeste came into our room wearing nothing.

She climbed into Graham's bed beside me.

Evan followed.

Four bodies filled one mattress.

Celeste kissed me.

My husband's cum remained on her tongue.

I kissed Evan next.

Graham watched.

Morning tasted like both marriages.


CHAPTER 29

EVAN - BREAKFAST IN TWO SHIRTS

Breakfast looked more obscene than the bedroom.

Lena wore Graham's blue shirt.

Celeste wore mine.

Neither woman buttoned more than two buttons.

Bare legs.

No underwear.

Wedding rings.

Coffee.

The husbands sat at the kitchen island watching the wives cook eggs as if they had not spent the night in exchanged beds.

Graham's shirt moved over Lena's ass.

My shirt slipped from Celeste's shoulder.

I understood why domestic fantasies cut deeper.

Sex announced itself.

Breakfast pretended normality could survive anything.

Celeste placed a plate in front of me.

"Good morning, husband."

Graham's face tightened.

Lena placed his plate down.

"Good morning, cuck."

My cock hardened beneath the island.

Graham saw.

"So did mine," Celeste said.

The wives laughed.

Lena sat between the husbands.

Celeste sat across from us.

"Review," she said.

"No meeting," Graham replied.

"This is not a meeting."

"It sounds like one."

Lena stole a piece of toast from his plate.

"It is gossip."

Celeste looked at me.

"What surprised you?"

"Sleeping."

"With me?"

"Seeing Lena with him."

Graham nodded.

"The morning was worse."

"Better," Lena corrected.

"Both."

Celeste touched Graham's hand.

"What surprised you?"

He looked at my wife wearing his shirt.

"How much I liked hearing her in my bed."

Lena's eyes darkened.

"More."

"How much I liked knowing Evan could hear."

My cock moved.

Celeste smiled.

"Good husband."

The wives looked at each other.

"What surprised you?" I asked Lena.

"Celeste."

The other wife lifted her eyebrows.

"How?"

"How easy it felt to want the same things with another woman in the room."

Celeste reached across the island.

Their fingers touched.

"And you?" Graham asked his wife.

Celeste looked at me.

"That I liked Evan because he is different from you, not because he is better."

Graham exhaled.

The sentence helped.

Then Lena added poison.

"Also, Graham is bigger."

My cock jerked.

Celeste laughed.

"And Evan stays harder."

Graham's did too.

The wives had learned exactly how to keep both men balanced on the edge between injury and hunger.

A knock came at the patio door.

David stood outside with coffee and sunglasses.

He took one look at the shirts.

Then at the husbands.

"Both marriages awake?"

"Unfortunately," Graham said.

David entered.

Celeste offered him coffee.

He declined.

His eyes moved to Lena in Graham's shirt.

"Successful night."

"Very," she said.

"Did the wives take over?"

"They never gave it back," I replied.

David smiled.

"Good."

He looked at the phones on the counter.

The group chat already contained photographs from the night.

Bikinis.

The couch.

Two cocks together in Celeste's hand.

Lena bent over for Graham.

Celeste on top of me.

The smoked-glass doors.

Nothing showed faces clearly enough to identify us, but every ring was visible.

David scrolled without touching the phone.

"What happens today?"

Celeste answered.

"The beach."

Lena added.

"A cabana."

Graham looked at me.

The wives smiled.

David left before the next experiment began.

He did not need to watch.

The husbands did.


CHAPTER 30

EVAN - THE BEACH CHAIRS

The wives wore the same bikinis from the pool.

White and black.

This time, the fabric felt like history.

Graham's hands had been beneath the white.

Mine beneath the black.

Both women had slept with the wrong husbands.

They walked ahead of us across the beach while Celeste carried only sunscreen and Lena carried both wedding rings on a chain around her neck.

Our rings.

All four.

The husbands followed without them.

The absence on my finger felt more exposing than nudity.

We rented a private cabana near the water. Two padded loungers faced the Gulf. Two chairs sat behind them.

Again.

The wives had recreated the audience.

Men on neighboring chairs noticed.

Women noticed too.

One couple whispered while looking at the black and white bikinis.

Lena lay on the white lounger.

Celeste on the black.

Graham sat beside me.

"Same arrangement," he said.

"Not the same wives."

He looked at Lena.

I looked at Celeste.

The women rolled onto their stomachs.

"Wrong husband applies sunscreen," Lena said.

We stood.

Graham went to Celeste.

I went to Lena.

The original pairs.

For the first time that weekend, touching my wife felt almost forbidden.

I poured lotion onto her back.

She looked over her shoulder.

"Strange?"

"Yes."

"Because he did it yesterday?"

"Because I know what his hands did later."

She smiled.

Graham worked sunscreen over Celeste's ass.

His wife watched me touch mine.

The contrast mattered.

After the swap, reunion became another experiment.

I rubbed Lena slowly.

My hands recognized every curve.

My cock hardened not from novelty but from knowing another man now recognized them too.

Graham's hand slid beneath Celeste's black strings.

She moaned.

Lena heard.

"Your wife likes being reclaimed."

"So do you," I said.

My fingers moved between her thighs.

She opened.

The white bikini was already wet.

A man walking the shoreline turned his head.

Then another.

The wives remained facedown while the husbands touched them.

Celeste reached across the gap between loungers and took Lena's hand.

Their fingers linked.

Graham looked at me.

"Do you ever stop feeling like the room is tilting?"

"No."

"Good."

Lena laughed.

"He learned your word."

The women rolled onto their backs.

The four wedding rings rested between Lena's breasts.

Celeste reached over and selected mine.

She placed it on Graham's finger.

Then she took Graham's ring and placed it on mine.

The wrong bands.

The symbolism hit harder than expected.

Lena studied our hands.

"Keep them until tonight."

Graham flexed his fingers around my ring.

"It does not fit."

"That is the point," Celeste said.

My hand wore his larger band loosely.

The wives sat up.

Lena took my hand and kissed Graham's ring.

Celeste did the same with Graham's hand and mine.

Strangers watched the ritual without understanding.

The women did.

The husbands did.

We spent the next hour with the wrong rings and the correct wives, touching them beneath tiny bikinis while the beach looked on.

The swap had moved beyond bedrooms.

It had reached our hands.


CHAPTER 31

LENA - THE DARE

The dare began with a photograph.

Celeste and I stood in the cabana bathroom with the door locked and our bikinis on the sink.

Two naked wives.

Four wedding rings on the counter.

The mirror showed everything.

I held the phone.

Celeste stood behind me with both hands on my breasts.

"What do we send?" she asked.

"The part they fear."

She smiled.

I turned sideways and pressed my ass against her hips. Her hand moved down my stomach. Two fingers rested over my cunt.

I took the picture.

Celeste:
Choose which husband opens the door.

We sent it to the group chat.

The men waited outside the cabana.

Graham answered first.

Graham:
Evan.

My husband replied.

Evan:
Why me?

Graham:
Because I want to watch her choose you.

I looked at Celeste.

Her face changed.

"He is learning."

"So is Evan."

My husband's next message arrived.

Evan:
I open it. Graham enters first.

My pussy tightened.

Celeste laughed.

"Both men think they are clever."

"What do you want?"

"I want neither of them prepared."

She opened the door herself.

Evan and Graham stood outside wearing the wrong wedding rings.

Their eyes moved over our naked bodies.

Strangers passed behind them on the beach path.

We remained exposed for three seconds.

Four.

Five.

Then Celeste pulled both husbands inside.

The cabana was larger than it looked from outside. White cushions. A small refrigerator. Curtains that closed on three sides but left narrow gaps toward the beach.

People could see shapes.

Not details.

Enough.

I took Evan's hand and placed it on Celeste's breast.

Celeste placed Graham's hand on my cunt.

The men reacted immediately.

"That was the dare?" Evan asked.

"No."

Celeste knelt in front of him.

I knelt in front of Graham.

The husbands looked at each other.

"We suck the wrong husbands," I said.

"We already did that," Graham replied.

Celeste pulled Evan's swim trunks down.

"Not here."

The beach moved beyond the curtains.

Voices.

Footsteps.

A child laughing far enough away that the cabana still felt adult and private, but public enough for every sound to matter.

I freed Graham's cock.

The wrong ring on Evan's hand caught the light as he touched Celeste's hair.

The wrong ring on Graham's hand did the same in mine.

Celeste took my husband.

I took hers.

The husbands remained standing near the open curtain.

Anyone looking through the gap would see two women's heads moving between two men's legs.

The risk fed me.

Graham's cock filled my mouth.

Celeste moaned around Evan.

Footsteps slowed outside.

A shadow crossed the curtain.

Evan looked toward it.

I pulled back.

"Watch the beach," I told him.

His face tightened.

"You watch my wife," Graham said.

The husbands switched focus.

Evan looked down at me taking Graham.

Graham looked down at Celeste taking Evan.

The shadow outside remained.

Someone knew.

Someone watched.

Celeste took my husband deeper.

He grabbed the curtain with one hand and her hair with the other.

I held Graham's hips and sucked him harder.

The dare became not whether the husbands would let us do it.

Whether they could stay quiet while strangers passed.

Graham groaned.

I slapped his thigh.

"Quiet."

His cock pulsed in my mouth.

Celeste made a soft choking sound around Evan.

The shadow outside stopped completely.

A woman's voice whispered.

"Do you see them?"

A man's answer came too low to understand.

My cunt tightened.

Celeste looked at me.

We smiled around the cocks in our mouths.

The husbands saw.

The strangers remained.

The cabana curtains moved in the Gulf wind.

Celeste and I stopped before either man came.

Again.

The husbands groaned together.

"We are not finished," Evan said.

"No," I answered.

"We are going outside."

Naked?

The question stayed on his face.

Celeste handed him the white bikini.

I handed Graham the black.

"Dress the other wife," she said.

The next dare waited in the hands of the wrong husbands.


CHAPTER 32

EVAN - THE CABANA

I tied the white bikini around Celeste.

Graham tied the black around Lena.

The wrong colors looked deliberate.

Celeste's breasts pressed against white triangles too small for her. Lena's darker skin made the black bikini disappear at the edges.

The wives had exchanged more than husbands.

They had exchanged roles.

Celeste stood in front of me.

"Pull it tighter."

I tightened the strings behind her neck.

Her breasts lifted.

Graham watched my hands dress his wife.

Lena watched him tie black strings around her hips.

My ring remained on Graham's finger.

His on mine.

The cabana became a fitting room for swapped identities.

When the women were dressed, they turned us toward the curtain.

A couple stood outside pretending to study the drink menu.

The same voices from before.

The woman was perhaps forty. Blonde. Green cover-up. The man broad, gray at the temples, one hand inside his pocket.

They knew.

Their faces showed it.

Celeste opened the curtain wider.

The couple looked away too late.

"Enjoying the beach?" Celeste asked.

The woman smiled with embarrassment.

"Very."

Her husband's hand moved in his pocket.

Lena stood beside Celeste.

Black and white reversed.

The blonde looked at both bikinis, then at the husbands.

"Are you all together?"

Celeste answered.

"Tonight."

The stranger's eyes widened.

The man's gaze dropped to Lena's breasts.

Graham saw.

His cock hardened under his trunks.

The blonde noticed that too.

She touched her husband's arm.

"We should go."

Celeste tilted her head.

"Should you?"

The woman looked at me.

Then at Graham.

Then back at the wives.

Her face changed from embarrassment to curiosity.

"We heard you."

Lena smiled.

"Good."

The man swallowed.

His wife laughed quietly.

"She likes being watched," he said.

The admission sounded familiar.

"So do ours," I answered.

The four of us stood in the open cabana with the strangers close enough to smell sunscreen and alcohol.

No invitation.

No exchange of names.

Only recognition.

The blonde touched the black string at Lena's hip.

"That one was white before."

The observation hit all of us.

She had watched longer than we realized.

Lena lifted one eyebrow.

"Which did you prefer?"

"White."

Celeste looked at Graham.

"She prefers your wife in white."

Graham's cock pushed harder against his trunks.

The blonde's husband stared at Celeste.

"And you?" she asked him.

"Black."

Celeste turned slowly, showing him the white bottom on her ass.

"Too bad."

His face reddened.

The wives laughed.

The strangers left after another minute, but not before the blonde gave Celeste a room number written on a cocktail napkin.

Celeste tucked it into the white bikini bottom.

Graham watched.

"You are not going."

"Probably not."

"Probably?"

She kissed his cheek.

"My cuck likes uncertainty."

The couple disappeared toward the resort.

Lena looked at the napkin.

"Keep it."

"For what?"

"Proof that wives notice wives too."

We returned to the loungers.

The swapped bikinis made every look new.

I sat beside Graham again.

He stared at the white string between Celeste's ass cheeks.

"Your wife looks good in Lena's bikini," I said.

"Yours looks dangerous in black."

The women lay side by side.

Black and white no longer belonged to anyone.

Neither did the fantasy.


CHAPTER 33

EVAN - THE WIVES TAKE CONTROL

The wives announced the second night before sunset.

No restaurant.

No public bar.

No David.

No outside audience.

"Tonight, the husbands are the audience," Celeste said.

We stood in the kitchen while they prepared drinks wearing only the swapped bikinis.

"What does that mean?" Graham asked.

Lena poured four glasses.

"It means you do not decide who touches whom."

My cock hardened.

Celeste saw.

"It means you sit where we put you."

Graham looked at me.

"We are already doing that."

"Not enough," Lena replied.

She handed each husband a glass.

Then she removed my ring from Graham's finger and placed it on the island.

Celeste removed his ring from mine.

The four bands lay together.

"Tonight, no one wears them," Celeste said.

The absence felt deliberate.

Not erasing marriage.

Displaying what remained without the symbols.

The women led us to the main bedroom. The room faced the pool through glass. Curtains open. Lights low.

Two chairs waited at the foot of the bed.

The husbands sat.

The wives stood between us.

Lena removed the black bikini top from Celeste.

Celeste removed the white from Lena.

They undressed each other slowly, watching the men react.

Then they stripped us.

Four naked adults.

Two chairs.

One bed.

Celeste knelt between Graham's knees.

Lena knelt between mine.

The original wives in front of the original husbands.

For a moment, the arrangement felt familiar.

Then Lena turned her head and took Graham's cock into her mouth.

Celeste did the same to me.

The wives crossed the space between chairs, bodies twisted beautifully between husbands.

I watched Lena suck Graham while her hand stroked me.

Graham watched Celeste suck me while her hand worked him.

The women remained connected to their husbands through touch while servicing the other men.

"Look at each other," Celeste said around my cock.

Graham met my eyes.

Neither man could retreat into the sight of his wife alone.

We saw each other being used.

Lena released Graham.

"Tell him what you want tonight."

I knew she meant me.

I looked at the other husband.

"I want your wife in my bed."

Graham's jaw tightened.

"All night?"

"Yes."

Celeste moaned around me.

Graham answered.

"I want Lena in mine."

"All night?"

"Yes."

The wives returned to our cocks.

Their hands kept the original husbands hard while their mouths worked the other.

The arrangement made ownership physical and useless at the same time.

Celeste stopped first.

She stood and climbed onto the bed.

Lena joined her.

They lay side by side with legs open.

"Wrong husband," Lena said.

Graham moved toward her.

I moved toward Celeste.

The wives lifted one hand each.

"Stop."

We froze.

Celeste smiled.

"Not yet."

The words made both cocks pulse.

The women kissed.

Their hands moved between each other's legs.

Graham and I remained standing at the foot of the bed.

Naked.

Hard.

Excluded.

The wives touched each other while looking at us.

Lena pushed two fingers into Celeste.

Celeste rubbed Lena's clit.

The husbands watched.

No chairs now.

No permission to approach.

The women came slowly, deliberately, using the sight of us as fuel.

Celeste cried out first.

Lena followed.

Then they turned toward the husbands.

"Now," Lena said.

We climbed onto the bed.

The wives had taken control.

They did not give it back.


CHAPTER 34

LENA - TWO RINGS ON THE NIGHTSTAND

My ring lay beside Celeste's on the nightstand.

The husbands' rings lay beside them.

Four circles of metal.

Four naked bodies.

Nothing between us but choice.

I lay on my back with Graham between my legs.

Celeste lay beside me with Evan over her.

The husbands waited at our cunts.

Not because they needed permission.

Because the wives wanted the image to last.

Graham's cock pressed against me.

Evan's against Celeste.

I turned my face toward her.

"Ready?"

She laughed softly.

"No questions."

"Not a question."

I kissed her.

The husbands entered us at the same time.

Graham filled me with the deeper stretch I had learned the night before.

Evan entered Celeste with the hard certainty she said she wanted.

The wives moaned into each other's mouths.

The men began moving.

Two beds would have made it easier.

One bed forced every body to feel the others.

Graham's knee touched Evan's.

My arm moved over Celeste's breasts.

Her hand held my face.

The husbands fucked us side by side.

I looked down.

Two cocks disappearing into two wives.

Wrong pairings.

Correct hunger.

"Tell me," Celeste gasped.

"Graham is bigger."

Evan's hips drove harder into her.

She smiled.

"Your husband is rougher."

Graham reacted.

The comparisons moved between men like current.

I touched Evan's shoulder while Graham fucked me.

My husband looked at my hand on him.

Then at the other man inside me.

Celeste reached across and grabbed Graham's arm.

Her husband looked down at her fingers.

The wives touched both men at once.

No clean boundaries in the bed.

"Faster," Celeste ordered Evan.

"Deeper," I told Graham.

The husbands obeyed.

The mattress shook.

Our breasts moved together.

The rings on the nightstand trembled with each impact.

Evan looked at me.

I saw the jealousy in his face.

I fed it.

"His cock reaches deeper, love."

Celeste answered before he could.

"But yours makes me scream."

She did.

Evan fucked her harder.

Graham gripped my hips and drove into me until my body slid against the sheets.

"Look at your wife," I told Celeste.

She looked at Graham.

"Your husband fills me better."

Her cunt clenched around Evan.

"Look at yours," she answered.

I looked at Evan.

"Your husband is making me come."

The two sentences wounded and rewarded both men.

Celeste came first.

Her back arched beneath my arm. Evan kept moving through it.

Graham watched his wife come around another husband.

His cock pulsed inside me.

I came seconds later.

My cunt squeezed Graham while I held Evan's face and kissed my husband.

Graham groaned at the contradiction.

His wife beneath Evan.

My mouth on Evan.

His cock inside me.

No one belonged to only one place.

The husbands came close together.

Graham inside his condom.

Evan inside his.

They remained over the wrong wives while their bodies slowed.

I looked at the nightstand.

Our rings had not moved.

Nothing had broken.

Celeste followed my gaze.

"Put mine back on him," she whispered.

I took Graham's ring.

Celeste took Evan's.

We slid the bands onto the correct husbands while they were still inside the wrong wives.

The symbolism felt dirtier than removing them.

Marriage restored without ending the exchange.


CHAPTER 35

EVAN - GRAHAM FUCKS MY WIFE

The second time Graham fucked Lena that night, Celeste sat on my face.

The wives arranged it.

Lena on her hands and knees near the center of the bed.

Graham behind her.

Me on my back beneath Celeste.

The other wife lowered her cunt over my mouth until my view narrowed to Lena through the space between Celeste's thighs.

I saw my wife take Graham.

I tasted his wife.

No image could separate the two.

Graham held Lena's hips.

He pushed his cock into her in one slow movement.

Her back arched.

Celeste looked over her shoulder.

"My husband is inside your wife."

My tongue moved against her clit.

She moaned.

Lena looked at me through the gap.

"Your mouth is on his wife."

I sucked Celeste harder.

Graham began moving.

The bed shifted beneath my head.

Every stroke into Lena moved Celeste against my mouth.

The husbands' actions connected through the mattress.

Graham fucked my wife.

His wife rode my face.

I held Celeste's ass and opened her wider.

She reached back and stroked my cock.

My body tightened.

"Tell him," Lena gasped.

Celeste looked at Graham.

"Evan's tongue is inside me."

Graham drove harder into Lena.

"Tell him," Celeste answered.

Lena looked at me.

"Graham's cock is deeper than yours."

My cock jerked in Celeste's hand.

She laughed and pressed her cunt harder against my mouth.

"Your cuck likes that."

Lena's face turned cruel.

"Of course he does."

Graham slapped her ass.

The sound filled the room.

Celeste moaned.

I slapped hers too.

The wives laughed between gasps.

The husbands became mirrors again.

Graham pulled Lena's hair.

I gripped Celeste's hips.

He fucked deeper.

I ate harder.

Lena came around him.

Her cry carried my name first.

Then Graham's.

Celeste came on my tongue while watching her husband.

Her cunt covered my mouth.

Her body shook above me.

Graham kept moving.

His cock drove into my wife while his wife collapsed over my face.

I wanted to breathe.

I did not want her to move.

Celeste lifted enough for air.

She looked down at me.

"Good cuck."

My cock pulsed.

She turned and took it into her mouth while still kneeling above me.

Now I tasted her cunt while she sucked me.

Graham saw.

He was close.

Lena looked back.

"Come for your wife," she told him.

Celeste moaned around my cock.

Graham came inside the condom, body pressed against Lena's ass.

He stayed buried for several seconds.

Celeste worked me faster.

I looked at Graham over my wife's body.

His face held exhaustion and triumph.

I came into Celeste's mouth.

She swallowed.

Lena watched.

Then she reached back and touched Graham's hand.

"My husband came for your wife."

Graham kissed her shoulder.

"Mine came for yours."

The exchange sounded almost tender.

That made it more dangerous.

Celeste moved from my face and kissed Lena.

They shared my cum while Graham remained inside my wife.

I lay beneath them, softening, unable to decide which marriage I was looking at.

Maybe both.


CHAPTER 36

EVAN - I FUCK HIS

Graham sat in the chair.

Lena sat on his lap.

Celeste bent over the bed for me.

The wives chose the arrangement because they wanted the husbands to watch each other from opposite positions.

Graham's cock was soft after coming inside Lena.

Mine had recovered.

Celeste spread her legs.

Her cunt was wet from my mouth and swollen from being fucked twice.

I stood behind her.

Lena looked at me over Graham's shoulder.

"Show him how you fuck another wife."

I entered Celeste.

She cried out.

Graham's body reacted beneath Lena.

My wife felt it.

She smiled.

"Your husband gets hard watching mine take you."

Celeste looked back at Graham.

"Good."

I fucked her slowly at first.

The angle opened her ass toward me. My hands gripped her hips. Her wedding ring pressed into the sheets.

Graham watched every stroke.

Lena's hand disappeared between their bodies.

She stroked him while I fucked his wife.

"Tell Evan what you see," she ordered.

Graham's voice came rough.

"Your cock inside Celeste."

"More."

"Her ass moving against you."

"More."

He looked at me.

"My wife taking another husband."

Celeste clenched around me.

I drove deeper.

Lena turned Graham's face toward hers.

"Tell Celeste what you feel."

His cock hardened in her hand.

"I hate how good she looks."

Celeste moaned.

"More."

"I want Evan to make you come."

I fucked harder.

The bed shook.

Celeste's mouth opened.

Graham's eyes stayed on her.

I understood what he needed.

Not permission.

Proof.

I leaned over Celeste and grabbed her hair.

Her back arched.

I drove into her with the roughness Lena knew.

Celeste screamed.

Graham's cock became fully hard.

Lena lowered herself onto him.

Lena reached for another condom, rolled it over Graham, and sank onto his cock while facing me.

The scene doubled.

I fucked Celeste from behind.

Graham sat beneath Lena as she rode him.

The husbands looked at each other over the wives.

Wrong pairs again.

Lena moved on Graham.

Celeste pushed back against me.

The women controlled the rhythm.

"Harder," Lena told me.

I obeyed.

"Deeper," Celeste told Graham.

He drove upward.

Two husbands fucked the other wives while watching.

The room became sound.

Skin.

Wet bodies.

Names breaking apart.

Lena looked at Celeste.

"How does my husband feel?"

"Hard."

"More."

"Possessive."

Graham's face tightened.

Celeste looked at Lena.

"How does mine feel?"

"Bigger."

My cock pulsed inside Celeste.

She squeezed me.

"Do you like hearing that?"

"Yes."

"Say it."

"I like my wife on his bigger cock."

Lena came.

Her body shook over Graham.

The other husband held her hips and kept driving upward.

Celeste moaned at the sight and came around me.

Her cunt tightened.

I looked at Graham.

His wife came on my cock.

My wife came on his.

The symmetry became complete.

Graham finished seconds later.

I followed.

The wives took us through every pulse.

When the movement stopped, Lena remained on Graham.

Celeste remained around me.

The husbands exchanged a look.

No anger.

No victory.

Recognition.

We had crossed the line that separated fantasy from memory.

It would never become imaginary again.


CHAPTER 37

LENA - THE MEN WE MARRIED

The men looked different after they fucked the other wives.

Not physically.

Evan still had the same shoulders, the same scar near his ribs, the same wedding ring I had slid back onto his finger.

Graham still carried tension in his jaw when he did not know what to say.

But the old roles had loosened.

Evan no longer looked like the only husband in the room who understood the fantasy.

Graham no longer looked like a visitor.

Celeste and I lay between them.

Four bodies across one bed.

Evan's hand rested on my stomach.

Graham's rested on Celeste's hip.

The original couples had returned by touch without anyone announcing it.

"Tell me something true," Celeste said.

No checks.

No hidden trap.

An invitation.

Graham answered first.

"I liked watching him fuck you."

Her breath changed.

"More."

"I liked hating it."

She kissed his chest.

Evan looked at me.

"I liked Celeste."

"I know."

"More than I expected."

My jealousy moved.

I welcomed it.

"Her body?"

"Yes."

"Her mouth?"

"Yes."

"Her fear?"

His answer took longer.

"Yes."

Celeste looked across me at him.

"Good."

I touched Evan's face.

"I liked Graham."

"More than expected?"

"Different from expected."

"How?"

"He did not feel like a bull."

Graham listened.

"He felt like a husband."

Evan's cock moved against my thigh.

The distinction mattered.

Bulls entered a marriage from outside.

Graham brought another marriage with him.

Celeste rolled toward me.

"What did you like about my husband?"

"His hands."

"More."

"The way he watched you while he fucked me."

Her eyes darkened.

"And his cock?"

Evan's body tightened.

"Bigger."

My husband groaned.

Celeste smiled.

She turned toward him.

"What did you like about me?"

Evan answered honestly.

"Your breasts."

I laughed.

"More."

"The way you made Graham watch."

"More."

He looked at Graham.

"The way you trusted him enough to want me."

The room softened.

I hated softness only when it became avoidance.

This was not.

It was the truth beneath the filth.

Celeste touched her husband's ring.

"We did not come here because our marriages failed."

"No," Graham said.

"We came because they were strong enough to become curious."

Evan looked at me.

"Curiosity almost killed me at the pool."

"It gave you a hard cock."

"That does not contradict what I said."

The wives laughed.

I climbed over Evan.

Celeste climbed over Graham.

The original couples aligned again.

I lowered myself onto my husband's cock.

No condom now.

Home territory.

He filled me with the familiar shape made new by comparison.

Celeste did the same with Graham.

We rode our husbands side by side.

No humiliation needed for a moment.

Only reunion.

Then Celeste looked at me.

"Tell yours."

I smiled.

"Graham filled me deeper."

Evan's cock hardened further inside me.

Celeste told Graham.

"Evan stayed harder."

Graham drove upward.

The softness disappeared.

Good.

We rode the men we married while describing the men we borrowed.

Both husbands came inside their own wives.

The room returned us to the correct pairs without returning us to who we had been.


CHAPTER 38

EVAN - SAME ROOM

The final group scene began after midnight.

No one called it final.

The body knows when an evening has one more truth left.

The wives arranged the bed horizontally.

Lena on the left.

Celeste on the right.

Graham and I between them.

Not paired.

Not separated.

A square of bodies.

The women kissed over us.

Their breasts pressed against our chests. Their legs tangled with both husbands.

Lena's hand found Graham's cock.

Celeste's found mine.

The wives stroked the other husbands while kissing each other above us.

Graham looked at me.

"How are you still hard?"

"Lena."

He understood.

Celeste released my cock and moved to Lena's side.

The wives knelt together.

"Both men on the bed," Lena said.

We lay side by side.

The women climbed over us.

Celeste straddled Graham.

Lena straddled me.

The original couples aligned for only a moment. Then the wives turned around.

Their bodies faced each other.

Lena lowered onto my cock while looking at Celeste.

Celeste lowered onto Graham while looking at Lena.

The original pairs moved together, but the wives watched each other instead of the husbands.

They kissed across the gap.

Graham and I looked up at the women we married sharing a mouth while riding us.

Lena moaned into Celeste.

Celeste answered.

Their hips found the same rhythm.

The husbands became the furniture under two wives.

Then the women switched without leaving the bed.

Lena lifted from me and moved over Graham.

Celeste lifted from him and moved over me.

Condoms went on quickly, hands practiced now.

Wrong wives descended.

The exchange happened in seconds.

Lena took Graham.

Celeste took me.

The women kissed again.

The husbands watched each other's wives ride them.

The room lost every simple label.

My hands held Celeste's hips.

Graham held Lena's.

The wives moved facing each other, fingers linked between their bodies.

"Look at your cuck," Lena told Celeste.

She looked down at Graham.

He was beneath my wife.

"Look at yours," Celeste answered.

Lena looked at me beneath the other wife.

Both women smiled.

"My husband likes you on him," Lena said.

"Mine likes you more," Celeste replied.

Graham groaned.

I drove upward.

The competition belonged to the wives now.

They compared our reactions, not only our cocks.

"Mine gets harder when jealous," Lena said.

"Mine loses his voice."

Graham swore.

"Mine watches everything."

"Mine closes his eyes when it hurts."

Graham forced his eyes open.

Celeste leaned down.

"Good cuck."

She kissed him while Lena rode his cock.

The sight pushed me close.

Lena leaned down and kissed me while Celeste rode mine.

The wives kissed the husbands they were not riding.

Body and mouth split across marriages.

Celeste came around my cock while kissing Graham.

Lena came around Graham while kissing me.

The husbands felt the wrong wives come and tasted their own.

Then the women sat upright.

"Together," Lena said.

Graham looked at me.

We moved.

I drove into Celeste.

He drove into Lena.

The wives held hands.

The husbands came close enough that our groans overlapped.

Celeste took my cum into the condom.


CHAPTER 39

LENA - THE KISS OVER THEM

The husbands fell asleep before the wives.

Evan lay on his back.

Graham lay beside him.

Both naked beneath the sheet, shoulders nearly touching, wedding rings visible on opposite hands.

Celeste and I stood at the foot of the bed.

"Look at them," she whispered.

"Exhausted."

"Beautiful."

I smiled.

"You think my husband is beautiful?"

"Right now, yes."

Jealousy sparked.

I liked it.

We climbed onto the bed from opposite sides.

Celeste straddled Graham's sleeping thighs.

I straddled Evan's.

Neither man woke immediately.

We leaned across them and kissed.

Our husbands lay beneath us while the wives' mouths met over their bodies.

Evan's cock stirred against my ass.

Graham's did the same beneath Celeste.

They woke slowly.

The kiss continued.

Celeste's tongue moved against mine.

I held her face.

The husbands realized where they were.

What we were doing.

Who lay beside them.

Evan's hand touched my hip.

Graham's touched Celeste's.

The women remained connected over the two men.

Then Celeste reached down and took Evan's cock.

I took Graham's.

Each wife stroked the other husband while kissing above both.

Evan groaned.

Graham opened his eyes fully.

"Again?" he asked.

Celeste smiled against my mouth.

"The husbands do not get to ask that."

His cock hardened in my hand.

Evan's did too in hers.

We worked them slowly.

The scene was quieter than the others.

No audience beyond the room.

No need for performance.

Only wives discovering how far control could move without becoming cold.

I looked at Evan.

"My hand is on Graham."

"I know."

"Celeste has your cock."

"I know."

"Do you want her mouth again?"

His cock pulsed.

"Yes."

Celeste lowered between his legs.

I lowered between Graham's.

The husbands remained side by side while the wives took the wrong cocks.

Evan touched Graham's shoulder.

Accidental at first.

Then he left his hand there.

Graham looked at it.

Neither moved away.

Celeste saw.

So did I.

The husbands had spent the weekend watching each other.

Comparison had stripped something from them.

Not masculinity.

Isolation.

They no longer carried the fantasy alone.

I sucked Graham while looking at Evan's hand on him.

Celeste sucked Evan.

The men breathed together.

When they came, the wives took them in their mouths.

No condoms.

No strangers.

No need to hide.

I swallowed Graham.

Celeste swallowed Evan.

Then we climbed back over them and kissed.

Their cum passed between our tongues while both husbands watched from inches away.

Evan's hand tightened on my thigh.

Graham's on Celeste's.

The kiss over them became the final image of the night.

Two wives.

Two husbands.

Nothing left untouched except the part of us that would wake in the morning and still choose home.


CHAPTER 40

EVAN - THE CRUEL COMPARISON

Morning made every comparison more dangerous.

Night could blame alcohol, darkness, music, skin.

Morning had coffee.

Sunlight.

Bare faces.

The wives sat at the kitchen island wearing robes. Graham and I wore shorts and no shirts.

Celeste placed a ruler on the counter.

I stared.

"No."

She laughed.

"It is from the office drawer."

Graham covered his face.

Lena picked it up.

"We already know."

"Words are not numbers," Celeste replied.

The wives had discussed this before we woke.

Of course they had.

My cock began hardening.

Graham noticed.

"So did mine," he said.

Celeste opened her robe.

"Then this will be easy."

She touched Graham until he was fully hard.

Lena did the same to me.

The husbands stood side by side at the island while the wives prepared us.

No hiding.

No exaggeration.

The ruler made fantasy measurable.

Celeste held it to Graham first.

Lena watched.

I watched.

Seven and a quarter.

Thick enough that numbers failed to describe what my wife's mouth and cunt already knew.

Then Lena measured me.

Six and a half.

The difference was less than jealousy had made it.

Still real.

The wives looked at each other.

"Graham is longer," Celeste said.

My cock pulsed.

"Evan wins hardness," Lena answered.

Graham groaned.

They measured thickness with a ribbon from a gift bag.

Graham won again.

The humiliation reached hot and clean.

Lena looked at me.

"Tell him."

I faced Graham.

"Your cock is bigger than mine."

He swallowed.

"Tell him the rest," Celeste said.

Graham looked at me.

"Your wife still came harder with you last night."

Lena smiled.

The answer balanced the injury without erasing it.

Celeste touched my cock.

"And Evan made me come faster."

Graham's body tightened.

Both husbands lost and won.

The wives understood the psychology better than any simple ranking.

Lena wrapped one hand around Graham.

Celeste wrapped one around me.

"Numbers are boring," Lena said.

"Reactions are better," Celeste replied.

They stroked the wrong husbands.

Graham looked at his wife touching me.

I looked at mine touching him.

The ruler remained between us.

Proof no longer mattered.

The wives worked faster.

"Who comes first?" Celeste asked.

"My husband," Lena said.

"Why?"

"He cannot survive another comparison."

I nearly laughed.

Then Celeste tightened her hand and the laugh became a groan.

Graham's cock jerked in Lena's hand.

Celeste looked at him.

"Do not let him beat you."

The competition became ridiculous and intense.

Two husbands standing at a kitchen island while their wives stroked the wrong cocks beneath morning sun.

The first pulse built.

I looked at Lena's hand around Graham.

He looked at Celeste's around me.

We both came almost together.

My cum struck Celeste's robe.

Graham's covered Lena's hand.

The wives laughed.

"Tie," Celeste said.

Lena looked at the ruler.

"No."

She licked Graham's cum from her thumb while watching me.

"My husband came harder."

My cock moved again.

The cruelty never needed to be final.

It only needed to keep us hungry.


CHAPTER 41

EVAN - RETURN TO OUR SPOUSES

The final afternoon belonged to the original couples.

Not because the experiment ended.

Because we needed to feel what returned.

Lena and I walked the shoreline alone. Graham and Celeste went in the opposite direction.

The villa remained visible behind us.

White walls.

Glass doors.

Beds carrying four bodies' impressions.

Lena wore my shirt over the black bikini. The fabric moved around her thighs. My wedding ring remained on my hand. Hers returned to her finger.

For ten minutes, we talked about nothing sexual.

The weather.

Traffic home.

Whether we should stop for dinner on the road.

Normality felt fragile but not false.

Then Lena took my hand and placed it beneath the shirt.

The black bikini bottom was wet.

"Still thinking?"

"Yes."

"About him?"

"Both of them."

Jealousy moved.

"Celeste too?"

"Especially her."

I stopped walking.

The Gulf washed over our feet.

"What did you like?"

"Watching you discover her."

"More."

"Watching you lose control."

"More."

"Knowing Graham saw you make his wife come."

My cock hardened beneath my shorts.

Lena smiled.

"What did you like about him?" I asked.

"His hands."

"I know."

"His size."

"I know."

"Sleeping beside him."

That one hurt.

She felt my hand tighten.

"More."

"Morning."

"Seeing Celeste on me?"

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because I understood you."

The answer changed the pain.

She turned toward me.

"I woke beside Graham and saw another wife lying across my husband."

"And?"

"I wanted to pull her away."

My body tightened.

"I also wanted her to suck you while I watched."

"Good."

She laughed softly.

"You say that now."

"I learned."

We walked farther.

Near a quiet stretch of beach, dunes hid us from the resort.

Lena pulled me behind them.

She removed my shirt.

Black bikini.

Dark hair.

Sun on her shoulders.

She looked like the wife Graham had touched and the woman still walking home with me.

"Fuck me."

"Here?"

"Before we return."

I pushed her against a weathered fence post.

She pulled the bikini aside.

I pushed my cock into her cunt without patience.

She gasped.

The sand shifted beneath our feet.

I held her waist and fucked her standing while the Gulf moved beyond the dunes.

No audience we could see.

That did not mean none existed.

Lena looked over her shoulder.

"Tell me what you brought back."

"Jealousy."

"More."

"Celeste's taste."

"More."

"Another husband's fear."

"More."

I drove deeper.

"My wife."

She smiled.

"Good husband."

I fucked her harder.

The black bikini cut across her ass. My shirt lay in the sand. Our wedding rings flashed whenever my hand moved over her hip.

She came first.

I came inside her seconds later.

No condom.

No exchange.

Home.

We stayed together until our breathing slowed.

Then Lena pulled the bikini back into place over my cum.

"Carry it to the villa."

The words made me hard again.

We returned to the glass house hand in hand.

Graham and Celeste waited by the pool.

They looked as changed as we felt.


CHAPTER 42

LENA - WHAT WE BROUGHT HOME

Packing became another form of confession.

White bikini into my bag.

Black bikini into Celeste's.

Then we changed our minds.

I folded the black one and placed it with my dresses.

Celeste took the white.

The colors had crossed.

The husbands watched from the bedroom doorway.

Graham held the ruler from breakfast.

Evan held the cocktail napkin with the stranger's room number.

Neither object belonged in ordinary luggage.

Both went into mine.

"Why do you get the ruler?" Celeste asked.

"Evidence."

"Of what?"

"That Evan survived the truth."

My husband's cock moved beneath his shorts.

Graham laughed.

"Keep it."

Celeste packed the napkin.

"Evidence that another wife noticed us."

The exchange continued through objects.

I gave her one of my white dresses.

She gave me Graham's blue shirt.

Evan found his shirt in her suitcase and left it there.

Graham found one of his in mine and did the same.

Domestic souvenirs.

The most dangerous kind.

At the front door, David appeared again.

No sunglasses now.

He looked rested.

We did not.

His eyes moved over the bags.

"Both marriages intact?"

Celeste held Graham's hand.

"Changed."

Lena took Evan's.

"Intact."

David nodded.

"Good."

He looked at me.

"What surprised you?"

"Celeste."

"Expected."

"What surprised you?" Evan asked him.

David smiled.

"That neither husband called me."

Graham frowned.

"Why would we?"

"Because both of you believed at some point that another man would understand your fear better than your wife."

The sentence landed.

No one answered.

David looked toward the pool.

"You did not need another bull."

"No," I said.

"We needed another marriage."

Celeste kissed my cheek.

The husbands watched.

David left us at the door.

The two couples stood in the driveway where the weekend had begun.

Graham hugged Evan first.

Awkward.

Brief.

Real.

"I thought I would hate you," Graham said.

Evan answered.

"I did hate you."

Graham laughed.

"Better."

Celeste hugged my husband.

Her mouth touched his ear.

I saw his cock react.

She noticed me noticing.

"Still works," she said.

I hugged Graham.

His hands remained at my waist, large and familiar now.

"Bigger," I whispered.

He groaned.

Evan heard.

His jaw tightened.

The fantasy refused a clean goodbye.

Celeste and I kissed.

Not a cheek.

Mouth.

The husbands watched one final time in the driveway.

Then the couples entered separate cars.

The group chat vibrated before we reached the highway.

Celeste:
Next time, the wives choose the room.

Graham:
There is a next time?

Lena:
Your cock hopes so.

Evan looked at my phone.

His own answer appeared below.

Evan:
So does mine.

I placed the black bikini across his lap.

The car moved north.

The other couple disappeared behind us.

Nothing we brought home fit inside the bags.


CHAPTER 43

EVAN - THE LAST MORNING

We stopped at a hotel outside Sarasota because neither of us wanted to return home immediately.

One room.

One bed.

No glass walls.

No other couple across the hall.

The quiet felt loud.

Lena showered while I placed the weekend's objects on the dresser.

Black bikini.

Ruler.

Graham's blue shirt.

Four photographs printed from the villa printer before we left.

The first showed the husbands in chairs.

The second showed the wives kissing.

The third showed Graham behind Lena.

The fourth showed Celeste over me.

Faces partly hidden.

Wedding rings clear.

I stared at the images until Lena emerged wearing only the black bikini bottom.

"Which hurts most?" she asked.

I pointed to the breakfast picture.

She wore Graham's shirt.

Celeste wore mine.

"Not the sex?"

"No."

"Why?"

"You looked like you belonged there."

She came beside me.

"Did I?"

"For a moment."

"And where am I now?"

"Here."

"Does that erase it?"

"No."

"Good."

She touched the photograph of Celeste over me.

"Which do you like most?"

I pointed to the wives kissing.

"Why?"

"Because both husbands were outside the kiss."

Lena's eyes darkened.

"You liked being unnecessary."

"Temporarily."

She knelt.

My cock was already hard.

She pulled my shorts down.

"Tell me what Celeste did."

"She sucked me while Graham watched."

"More."

"She took my cum."

"More."

"She kissed him with it."

Lena's mouth covered my cock.

The weekend returned through her.

Not imitation.

Reclamation.

She sucked me while I held the photograph of Graham fucking her.

My wife used another husband's image to make me harder in a private hotel room.

I grabbed her hair.

"Tell me what he did."

She released me.

"Filled me."

"More."

"Stretched me more than you."

My cock pulsed against her lips.

"More."

"Made me sleep beside him."

Jealousy burned.

She took me again.

I looked at the photograph.

Graham's hands on my wife's hips.

Her face turned toward me.

The angle held the whole weekend.

Another husband inside her.

My wife looking at me.

Lena worked faster.

I came in her mouth.

She swallowed.

Then she stood and bent over the dresser.

"Now fuck me while you look."

I pulled the black bikini aside.

I pushed my cock into her cunt.

She was soaked.

I held the photograph in front of her face.

Graham behind her.

Me behind her now.

"Who fills you better?"

"Graham."

I drove harder.

"Who stays harder?"

"You."

"Who do you go home with?"

She looked at our reflection.

"My cuck."

The answer broke me open.

I fucked her until the dresser struck the wall.

She came while staring at the other husband's hands.

I came inside her while staring at mine.

Afterward, we lay on the hotel bed with the four photographs spread around us.

No other bodies.

No silence pretending nothing happened.

The last morning of the experiment became the first morning of the memory.


CHAPTER 44

EVAN - THE CONTRACT WE DID NOT WRITE

At home, Lena placed the ruler in our nightstand.

Beside the black toy.

Beside the WATCH bracelet box.

Beside objects from every experiment that had changed shape once they entered our marriage.

I stood behind her.

"What are we now?"

She closed the drawer.

"Married."

"That is not what I meant."

"I know."

She turned.

The black bikini remained beneath her dress.

I knew because the strings showed at her hips.

"We have shared you with strangers," I said.

"Yes."

"With Julian."

"Yes."

"With the neighbor."

"Yes."

"My best friend."

"Yes."

"Your boss."

"Yes."

"Another husband."

"Yes."

"And I touched his wife."

Her hand covered my cock through my trousers.

"You did more than touch her."

The memory hardened me.

"What comes after another couple?"

Lena looked toward the nightstand.

"The thing you have avoided naming."

"Which thing?"

"More than one man."

My stomach tightened.

She felt it under her palm.

"At the same time?"

"Yes."

"With me watching?"

"With you deciding whether watching is enough."

The question was not about permission.

It was about identity.

I had spent years believing my place in the fantasy was a chair.

Then Julian pulled me closer.

David made rooms.

Celeste sat on my face while Graham fucked my wife.

The chair no longer contained me.

"Who?" I asked.

Lena took out her phone.

A group chat waited unsent.

Three names at the top.

Lena.

Julian.

David.

My cock hardened so quickly it hurt.

"Both?"

"Different reasons."

"Julian because you chose him."

"Yes."

"David because he controls you."

"He does not control me."

"Because you like giving him control."

Her smile sharpened.

"Better."

I looked at the empty message field.

"What were you going to write?"

She handed me the phone.

The words were already typed.

Lena:
My husband wants to see what happens when the two men who changed us are in the same room.

I stared.

"Do I?"

Her hand returned to my cock.

"Your body answered."

"That line is becoming unfair."

"It was always unfair."

She took the phone back.

"Not just two men," she said.

"What else?"

"You."

My mouth went dry.

"Watching?"

"At first."

The phrase hit harder than not yet ever had.

"Then?"

"Then I decide when my husband earns his place."

My cock pulsed.

Lena opened the nightstand and took out a blank notebook.

She placed it on the bed.

"No rules," she said.

"Then why the notebook?"

"Not rules."

She opened the first page.

"A confession."

She wrote one sentence.

My husband wants to watch two men take his wife before she calls him into the bed.

She handed me the pen.

I added another.

My wife wants to make me admit that sharing her is no longer only her fantasy.

Lena read it.

Then she climbed into my lap.

"We do not need a contract to limit us."

"No."

"We need one to tell the truth."

I looked at the messages waiting for Julian and David.

The final experiment had found its shape.

Not a boundary list.

Not a permission system.

A written confession neither of us could deny.

Lena pressed Send.

Two responses appeared.

Julian:
Tell Evan I remember how he watches.

David:
Tell him the room is already booked.

My cock hardened beneath her.

Lena smiled.

"The other couple taught us what two marriages could do."

She moved against me.

"The final night will teach us what one marriage can survive when the wife stops choosing only one man."


CHAPTER 45

EVAN - ONE WEEK LATER

One week after the villa, Graham sent me a photograph of my wife.

Not a new photograph.

One from the pool.

Lena lay on her stomach in the white bikini while his hands covered her ass. Her face turned toward the camera. Toward me. The neighboring couple stood blurred on the balcony behind her.

Graham:
I keep looking at this.

I sat in my office with the door closed.

My cock hardened beneath the desk.

Evan:
Which part?

The typing bubbles appeared.

Stopped.

Returned.

Graham:
Her face.

I understood.

The photograph did not show the size comparison, his fingers later inside her, the white bedroom, or the exchanged beds.

It showed Lena looking at her husband while another husband touched her.

Marriage inside the fantasy.

I answered.

Evan:
I keep looking at Celeste wearing my shirt.

A minute passed.

Graham:
That one hurts.

Evan:
Yes.

Graham:
Good?

I smiled despite myself.

Evan:
Eventually.

The group chat had remained active every day.

Celeste sent photographs from their bathroom. Lena answered from ours. The wives wore the exchanged bikinis beneath ordinary clothes and revealed the strings during work calls.

Graham sent a picture of the ruler on his desk.

Celeste wrote that the measurement had become irrelevant because Evan stayed harder.

Lena replied that size remained relevant because Graham filled her deeper.

Both husbands reacted.

Neither marriage cooled.

The difficulty came from daily life.

I saw Nate on Tuesday and did not tell him everything.

Lena attended a video call with David on Wednesday while wearing the black bikini beneath a conservative blouse.

Mason collected mail across the fence Thursday morning and watched her bend over in Graham's shirt.

Every previous experiment remained alive.

The other couple added another layer.

Someone else now knew how our marriage felt from the inside.

My phone vibrated again.

Graham:
Celeste wants a wives-only night in Tampa.

My stomach tightened.

Evan:
When?

Graham:
Saturday.

I looked toward the bedroom.

Lena was getting dressed for dinner with a client. White blouse. Black skirt. Graham's blue shirt folded over the chair.

Evan:
What does wives-only mean?

His answer came immediately.

Graham:
They stay at your house. We watch by video.

My cock hardened further.

Evan:
Did the wives decide that?

Graham:
Of course.

Lena entered my office.

She saw the message over my shoulder.

Her smile told me she already knew.

"How long have you planned this?"

"Celeste texted this morning."

"What happens on video?"

"Whatever the wives want."

"That is not an answer."

"It is the only honest one."

She sat on my desk and opened her knees.

No panties beneath the skirt.

My body reacted.

"Celeste brings the white bikini," she said.

"You wear black?"

"At first."

"What does Graham do?"

"Stays home."

"And me?"

"You go to his house."

The wives had planned not only a separate night.

A husband exchange without the wives present.

Graham and I in his home, watching our wives together in mine.

"Why?"

"Because you two need to talk without naked women controlling every sentence."

"That sounds terrible."

"It will make both of you hard."

She took my hand and pressed it between her legs.

She was already slick.

"Saturday," she whispered. "The wives in our bed. The husbands in his."

My cock pulsed.

The other couple had left the villa.

They had not left our marriage.


CHAPTER 46

LENA - THE WIVES' NIGHT

Celeste arrived carrying one overnight bag and no husband.

That felt stranger than seeing Graham naked.

He existed through absence.

His car disappeared down our street after dropping her at the curb. Evan had already driven south to Graham's house.

Two wives stood alone in the townhouse.

No husbands.

No bulls.

No one to perform for except the cameras we controlled.

Celeste wore a white coat over the white bikini.

I wore Evan's white shirt over black.

We hugged at the door.

The hug became a kiss before the bag reached the floor.

Her mouth tasted familiar now.

The villa returned through her tongue.

"The husbands are waiting," she said.

"Let them."

Our group video call showed two locations.

Graham's living room on one half.

Our bedroom on the other.

Evan and Graham sat on the couch, shoulder to shoulder, whiskey glasses untouched. Both wore black shirts. Both tried to look calmer than they were.

Celeste carried the phone upstairs.

I followed.

"Show them the bed," she said.

I turned the camera.

The husbands watched the room where Graham had never slept but where every previous bull had become part of us.

Celeste removed her coat.

White bikini.

Evan's cock shape appeared through his trousers.

Graham saw.

"Your friend is hard," Celeste told her husband.

"So are you," he replied.

The wives smiled.

I pulled Evan's shirt over my head.

Black bikini.

Graham's hand moved over his lap.

"Both husbands," I said. "Hands visible."

They placed them on their thighs.

The old audience position.

This time, miles away.

Celeste and I climbed onto the bed.

We faced the phone.

"No interruptions," she said.

The men nodded.

We kissed.

The husbands watched through a screen while two wives explored without them in the room.

Different from the villa.

No male hands waiting.

No cocks close enough to touch.

The wives became the entire scene.

Celeste pulled the black bikini top from my breasts.

I removed the white from hers.

We touched slowly.

Not for the men at first.

For ourselves.

Her fingers moved over my nipples.

Mine traced the curve of her waist and the small scar at her hip.

The camera captured everything.

Evan leaned closer.

Graham did too.

Celeste opened my bikini bottom.

Her hand entered.

I gasped.

"Tell him," she whispered.

I looked at Evan's image.

"His wife has her fingers inside yours."

My husband's hand tightened on his thigh.

I touched Celeste too.

Graham watched my fingers disappear beneath the white.

"Tell him."

Celeste looked at her husband.

"Evan's wife is fingering me in their bed."

Graham's face darkened.

We worked each other while the husbands sat side by side.

The physical distance made their helplessness stronger.

Celeste came first.

She pressed her face to my neck and moaned Graham's name.

I kept moving inside her until the shaking slowed.

Then she pushed me onto my back.

Her mouth covered my cunt.

The phone stood at the foot of the bed.

Both husbands saw.

I looked at Evan through the screen.

His cock remained trapped in his trousers.

"Do not touch it," I said.

He obeyed.

Celeste made me come with her mouth while my husband watched from another man's house.

When I could breathe, I pulled her upward and kissed her.

The husbands saw us share my taste.

"Now," Celeste said, "the men talk."

She turned the volume down.

We left the call running and continued without hearing them.

Two wives.

One bed.

Two husbands watching each other watch.

The fantasy no longer needed all four bodies in the same room to exist.


CHAPTER 47

EVAN - THE VIDEO CALL

Graham and I watched our wives in my bed.

From his couch.

The reversal was complete.

His house smelled like coffee, cedar, and Celeste's perfume. Family photographs lined the shelves. A framed picture from their tenth anniversary stood beside the television. In it, Graham and Celeste looked ordinary.

Happy.

Before.

The live screen showed her naked between Lena's legs.

After.

Graham gripped his whiskey.

"She has never done that without me in the room."

"Neither has Lena."

"Does that bother you?"

"Yes."

"Good?"

I looked at him.

"Stop stealing my word."

He smiled.

On screen, Celeste's mouth moved over my wife.

Lena looked directly into the camera.

At me.

Then she told me not to touch.

My cock strained against my trousers.

Graham saw.

His did the same.

The wives muted us.

Our voices disappeared from their room while we remained able to hear soft fragments from theirs.

Moans.

Wet fingers.

Laughter.

The husbands became the silent audience.

Graham leaned forward.

"What if they like this better?"

"Better than men?"

"Better than husbands."

The fear was real.

I answered honestly.

"They might like parts of it better."

His jaw tightened.

"That does not destroy the parts we give them."

"You sound like a man who had to repeat that often."

"I did."

On screen, Celeste came around Lena's fingers.

Graham watched his wife lose control in another woman's hand.

His cock pulsed visibly.

He unfastened his trousers.

Lena had told us not to touch.

He stopped before freeing himself.

"Do we obey?"

I looked at the screen.

The wives kissed.

"Yes."

His frustration mirrored mine.

For twenty minutes, we watched without touching.

Celeste ate Lena.

Lena sucked Celeste's breasts.

The wives used the black toy from our drawer on each other.

Graham saw his wife take the toy I had used on Lena after Julian.

Layers of other men and other nights entered the image.

"You kept that?" he asked.

"Of course."

Celeste rode the toy while Lena held it.

Graham's body shook from restraint.

I understood the cruelty.

The wives had removed us physically and sexually, leaving only our eyes.

Then the audio returned.

Celeste held the phone close.

"Show us the husbands."

I turned the camera.

Graham and I sat side by side with hard cocks still inside our trousers.

Lena smiled.

"Good boys."

The humiliation hit.

Celeste looked at Graham.

"Take Evan's cock out."

Both men froze.

She repeated it.

Graham turned toward me.

No sex between the men. That was not the fantasy.

The intimacy of the instruction still felt immense.

He unfastened my belt and pulled my cock free.

His hand touched only fabric and then my hip, avoiding the cock itself.

The wives watched.

"Now Evan does yours," Lena said.

I freed Graham.

Two husbands exposed on one couch by the wives' commands.

"Stroke yourselves," Celeste said.

We obeyed.

Not touching each other.

Watching each other.

Watching the wives watch us.

Lena held the toy inside Celeste.

Celeste's fingers moved inside Lena.

The husbands stroked side by side.

No one could hide rhythm, size, or reaction.

"Look at each other," Lena ordered.

Graham met my eyes.

Humiliation burned.

So did recognition.

We came close together, cum landing across our own hands while the wives laughed softly from my bed.

The call ended with Celeste kissing Lena.

Graham and I remained on the couch afterward.

Exposed.

Silent.

Still friends of a kind we had never expected to become.


CHAPTER 48

EVAN - GRAHAM AT OUR DOOR

We returned to my house after midnight.

Graham drove.

Neither of us mentioned the video call during the first half of the trip.

The second half contained only one question.

"Do you think they slept together?"

"Yes."

"Sex?"

"Yes."

He nodded.

His cock shifted beneath his jeans.

The wives had sent one final photograph before silencing their phones.

Lena and Celeste asleep naked in our bed.

Their legs tangled.

Black and white bikinis hanging from the headboard.

The image hurt both men.

We carried it to my front door.

The house was dark except for the bedroom light upstairs.

Graham stood beside me.

"Do I come in?"

The question belonged outside the sex.

Ordinary doorway.

Ordinary decision.

I opened the door.

"Yes."

We entered quietly.

The wives were awake.

They sat on the bed wearing nothing, backs against the headboard, glasses of wine in their hands.

Lena looked at Graham.

Celeste looked at me.

"How was boys' night?" my wife asked.

"Humiliating."

"Good."

Graham laughed.

Celeste patted the mattress.

"Come here."

The husbands approached the original wives.

Then the women crossed their hands.

Lena reached for Graham.

Celeste reached for me.

The exchange resumed without travel, resort, or special architecture.

Inside our ordinary bedroom.

That mattered.

Celeste kissed me.

Lena kissed Graham.

The wrong husbands entered the bed from opposite sides.

No long scene.

No spectacle.

A private confirmation that the other couple could exist inside home.

Celeste lowered herself over my cock after I covered it.

Lena did the same with Graham.

The wives rode us while facing each other.

The familiar room changed around their bodies.

My nightstand.

Our wedding photograph.

The lamp Lena bought before we married.

Another wife above me.

Another husband beneath mine.

Graham looked around as if he understood the same thing.

The fantasy had entered furniture that knew only us.

Lena touched my face while moving on Graham.

"Does it feel different here?"

"Yes."

"Better?"

"More dangerous."

Celeste squeezed around me.

Graham's hands held my wife.

"Good," Lena whispered.

The wives came close together.

Celeste on me.

Lena on Graham.

Then they switched husbands before either man finished.

Original wives returned.

The original wives returned. We removed the condoms. Lena sank onto my bare cock, and Graham pushed into Celeste without one.

Home.

No barriers between spouses.

The reunion happened in the same bed where the exchange began.

I fucked Lena while Graham fucked Celeste beside us.

The wives held hands.

The husbands came inside their own wives.

Afterward, Graham and Celeste slept in the guest room.

The door remained open.

For the first time, another couple stayed under our roof after sharing our bed.

I lay beside Lena and listened to their quiet voices down the hall.

The other couple was no longer an experiment in a villa.

They were guests in our home.

That made every memory permanent.


CHAPTER 49

LENA - FOUR AT HOME

Sunday morning began with coffee and bare feet.

Celeste wore my robe.

Graham wore one of Evan's shirts.

Evan cooked eggs.

I stood behind Graham and kissed the back of his neck while Celeste watched.

No resort staff.

No beach strangers.

No corporate suite.

Our kitchen.

The ordinary setting made every touch more intimate.

Celeste sat on the counter and opened the robe enough for Evan to see one breast.

My husband noticed.

Graham noticed him noticing.

No one pretended otherwise.

"Do we tell anyone?" Graham asked.

"No," Evan answered.

"Never?" Celeste asked.

"Who would understand?"

I touched Graham's waist.

"Nate might."

Evan looked at me.

"No."

The answer came quickly enough to make us laugh.

Nate already knew too much.

David knew enough.

Julian would understand.

Mason might see Celeste through the fence before breakfast ended.

Our secret world had become crowded without becoming public.

Celeste looked toward the backyard.

"That is the neighbor's house?"

"Yes."

"The one who watches?"

"Yes."

Graham's body tightened.

I felt it beneath my hands.

Celeste opened the robe farther and walked toward the glass door.

Evan laughed.

"No."

She looked over her shoulder.

"Why?"

"Because one experiment at a time."

The phrase sounded like the old rules.

We all heard it.

Evan corrected himself.

"Because Mason does not get this morning."

Better.

The husbands remained capable of choosing without turning desire into paperwork.

Celeste closed the robe.

Graham kissed me in the kitchen.

Soft.

A goodbye kiss in front of spouses.

Evan's cock hardened beneath his shorts.

Celeste saw.

She kissed my husband too.

The women exchanged husbands one final time near the coffee machine.

Then the wives kissed each other.

The husbands watched.

No one came that morning.

No one needed to.

The smaller touches proved the fantasy could live between grocery lists and dirty dishes.

At the door, Graham handed Evan my ruler.

"We do not need it."

Evan accepted it.

"I never did."

Celeste gave me the white bikini.

"Keep both."

"Why?"

"Because next time the wives match."

The promise moved through all four of us.

There would be a next time.

Not immediately.

Not as another volume's central fantasy.

A thread in the life we had built.

The other couple drove away.

Evan stood beside me in the doorway.

Their car disappeared.

Mason stepped into his backyard and looked toward us.

I wore Celeste's robe.

Nothing beneath it.

My husband noticed the neighbor noticing.

His cock moved.

The world did not reset when one fantasy ended.

It accumulated.

I took Evan's hand and led him upstairs.

The next confession waited in a notebook beside the bed.


CHAPTER 50

EVAN - WHAT THE OTHER COUPLE LEFT

The other couple left five things in our house.

A white bikini.

Graham's shirt.

Celeste's lipstick beneath the guest bed.

A bottle of wine with one glass remaining.

And the knowledge that another marriage could enter ours without replacing it.

I found the lipstick Monday morning.

Lena stood in the doorway wearing Graham's shirt and nothing else.

"Keep it," she said.

"Why?"

"Because Celeste will come back."

My cock hardened.

She smiled.

The answer no longer shocked me.

That was the most dangerous change.

"Do you want her again?"

"Yes."

"Graham?"

"Yes."

"Together?"

"Yes."

"Without them?"

She crossed the room.

"Also yes."

The wife I married had not disappeared beneath all those desires.

She had become easier to see.

I placed the lipstick in the nightstand.

Beside the ruler.

Beside the notebook.

Lena opened the group chat from the weekend.

Celeste had renamed it.

THE OTHER COUPLE.

The latest message waited.

Celeste:
Graham finally admitted he wants to watch Julian and David with you.

My body reacted.

Graham replied beneath it.

Graham:
That is not what I said.

Celeste:
You asked which one is bigger.

Lena looked at me.

"Everyone asks."

"What did you tell her?"

"The truth."

"Which truth?"

"That Julian is bigger."

Jealousy cut.

"And David?"

"Harder to refuse."

My cock pulsed.

Lena placed the phone in my hand.

A second group chat waited.

Julian.

David.

Lena.

No message from me yet.

"I thought the final book was about a contract," I said.

"It is."

"Contracts sound like rules."

"Not ours."

She opened the notebook.

The two sentences from the last chapter remained on the first page.

Beneath them, she had written more.

I want Julian behind me.

I want David in my mouth.

I want Evan close enough to feel humiliated and far enough to understand he chose the view.

My cock hardened painfully.

Lena handed me the pen.

"Your turn."

I wrote.

I want to see my wife take both men before she lets me touch her.

The sentence looked worse on paper.

More honest.

She read it.

"More."

I added.

I want them to compare me while she is full of them.

My hand shook.

Lena kissed my temple.

"More."

I wrote the part that frightened me most.

I want to enter her after both men and feel what they left.

The room went quiet.

Lena's hand moved over my cock.

"There he is."

I looked at the other couple's group chat.

Celeste had added a photograph.

Graham sat on their bed holding the white bikini. His cock stood hard between his legs.

Celeste knelt behind him.

The message beneath it read:

The other husband wants proof afterward.

Our final experiment had gained an audience before it began.

Not a public one.

A couple who understood exactly what the images meant.

I closed the chat.

The other couple had left our home.

They had also left us brave enough to write the last truth.


EPILOGUE

EVAN - OUR CUCKOLD CONTRACT

The first page of the notebook remained open on our bed.

Two sentences.

No signatures.

No rules.

Only truths.

My husband wants to watch two men take his wife before she calls him into the bed.

My wife wants me to admit that sharing her is no longer only her fantasy.

Lena stood at the foot of the mattress wearing my white shirt and the black WATCH bracelet. Nothing else.

The shirt had once belonged to the version of our marriage that could still pretend ordinary fabric was innocent. Now the hem barely covered the cunt Graham had fucked and Celeste had tasted.

I sat beside the notebook.

"Contracts tell people what they cannot do."

"Ours tells us what we want."

"That sounds worse."

"It is."

She took the pen and wrote a third line.

I want Julian behind me while David makes me look at my husband.

My cock hardened beneath my trousers.

She watched.

"Write."

I looked at the words.

Julian had been the first man she chose.

David had taught us what power felt like when desire entered the room wearing authority.

Together, they formed two different versions of the threat I had learned to need.

I wrote.

I want to see which man makes her forget I am watching first.

Lena read it.

"Neither."

"That is not the fantasy."

"No. The fantasy is that I remember every second."

She climbed onto the bed and knelt over my thighs.

Her bare cunt pressed against the front of my trousers.

"Julian arrives Thursday," she said.

My stomach tightened.

"Here?"

"Tampa."

"David?"

"Saturday."

"The hotel?"

"Already booked."

"Of course."

"One bedroom. One living room. Glass between them."

My cock moved beneath her.

She smiled.

"Of course."

Her phone vibrated on the pillow.

The final group chat had three men and one wife.

Julian:
I want Evan close enough to see everything.

David:
He will be.

Lena:
He begins in the chair.

I read the exchange twice.

"Begins."

"Yes."

"What happens after the chair?"

She unfastened my belt.

"First, Julian fucks me."

Jealousy moved through me with familiar precision.

"Then David?"

"Then David makes you watch me take him after Julian."

She freed my cock.

The WATCH bracelet clicked against my belt buckle.

"And me?"

"You wait."

"How long?"

"Until I am full of both of them."

My cock pulsed in her hand.

She stroked slowly.

"Then I call my little cuck to the bed."

"To watch closer?"

"To feel what they left inside your wife."

The answer stripped the air from my lungs.

My hips lifted into her fist.

Lena watched my face.

"Tell me what you want to see first."

"Julian undressing you."

"More."

"David watching him."

"More."

"You on your knees between them."

Her grip tightened.

"More."

"Julian's cock in your mouth while David tells me how badly you want it."

My body shook.

Lena opened the notebook and wrote the sentence exactly as I said it.

The words looked filthier in ink.

She handed me the pen.

"Your turn again."

I wrote.

I want David to tell me my wife opens wider for Julian.

She smiled.

"Good."

Another message appeared.

Julian:
Does Evan remember my size?

David:
He remembers every man.

Lena looked at me.

"Answer."

I typed.

Evan:
I remember what she looked like taking you.

Julian:
Then you know what happens first.

David:
He only knows the first part.

My cock hardened further.

Lena photographed it beside the open notebook.

She sent the image.

Lena:
His body is ahead of him again.

Celeste reacted first from the other couple's chat, where Lena had forwarded the picture.

Celeste:
Make him write everything before the hotel.

Graham:
Do not send us everything.

Celeste:
He means send everything.

Lena laughed.

The other couple had become an audience to the final confession.

Not strangers.

Witnesses who understood what every hard outline, every white shirt, every sentence in the notebook cost a husband.

She started a video call.

Celeste answered from their bedroom.

Graham sat against the headboard holding the white bikini. His cock stood hard between his legs. Celeste wore my old shirt and nothing else.

"There they are," she said.

"The other couple," Lena replied.

Graham looked at the notebook.

"You are really writing it."

"Yes."

"Why?"

I answered.

"Because saying it out loud became too easy."

His face changed.

He understood.

Celeste took the white bikini from him and stretched it over his cock.

The image mirrored the night Lena and I packed for the villa.

"Read the last line," she said.

I looked down.

The ink still looked fresh.

I want David to tell me my wife opens wider for Julian.

Graham's cock moved beneath the white fabric.

Celeste smiled.

"My cuck likes that."

"So does mine," Lena said.

Her hand continued stroking me.

The wives looked at the husbands through two screens and one room.

Celeste touched Graham.

Lena touched me.

No one asked for anything.

The men confessed through their bodies.

"Which one do you think is bigger?" Graham asked.

"Julian," Lena answered.

My cock jerked.

Celeste laughed.

"Harder?"

"David."

Graham groaned.

"And Evan?" Celeste asked.

Lena looked down at me.

"Mine stays hard after the others leave."

The answer landed exactly where she intended.

Not winning.

Not losing.

Belonging to the final part.

Celeste lowered her mouth to Graham while the call remained open.

Lena climbed off my thighs and knelt between my legs.

Two wives took their husbands into their mouths through a screen.

The other couple watched us.

We watched them.

The final contract sat between Lena's hands and my cock.

She sucked me while looking at Graham.

Celeste sucked him while looking at me.

The husbands stroked their wives' hair and read the truths they had helped create.

I was close first.

Lena pulled away.

"No."

My body ached.

Celeste stopped too.

Graham groaned.

The wives laughed.

"Save it," Celeste said.

"For the hotel?" Graham asked.

"For the notebook."

Lena wiped her mouth and placed the pen in my hand.

"Write what happens when you come after watching them."

My fingers shook.

I wrote.

I want to come inside my wife after Julian and David, knowing she made me wait until both men were finished.

Lena read it aloud.

Graham's cock pulsed beneath the white bikini.

Celeste touched herself.

My wife looked at the camera.

"That is the contract."

"No limits?" Celeste asked.

"No."

"No rules?" Graham asked.

"No."

"Then what makes it a contract?"

Lena closed her fingers around my cock again.

"The husband signs with the truth."

She took my hand and pressed my thumb into the cum leaking from the head.

Then she pressed the wet print beneath the final sentence.

The mark looked obscene on the clean page.

My signature.

Not legal.

More honest.

Lena added her own line beneath it.

I want to look at my husband while two men fill me and know he will still beg for his place.

She touched herself, coated one finger, and pressed her print beside mine.

Two marks beneath two confessions.

Celeste stared through the screen.

Graham looked ruined.

The call ended.

Lena closed the notebook.

On the front, she wrote the title of our final confession.

OUR CUCKOLD CONTRACT

Then she placed it inside the suitcase beside the white bikini, the black bracelet, and the ruler.

The contract did not tell us what we could do.

It told us what we had finally stopped pretending we did not want.

Julian's next message arrived as Lena zipped the suitcase.

Julian:
Tell the husband the chair faces the bed.

David answered beneath it.

David:
Tell him there will be no place in the room where he cannot see.

Lena looked at me.

"Scared?"

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"Yes."

"Ready?"

The old version of me would have lied.

The man she had built through every confession looked at the notebook inside the bag.

"No."

Her smile sharpened.

"Good."

She climbed into my lap.

The suitcase remained open beside us.

The final book had already begun.


BOOK 10

OUR CUCKOLD CONTRACT

MY WIFE'S SECRET HUNGER


CHAPTER 1

Evan - The Notebook

The suitcase stayed open on our bedroom floor all night.

I woke before Lena and saw it beside the dresser, one black wheel turned toward the bed. The white bikini lay folded on top of the clothes. The WATCH bracelet rested beside it. Beneath both, hidden under a black silk dress and two pairs of heels, was the notebook.

OUR CUCKOLD CONTRACT.

Lena had written the title across the front in thick black ink after pressing our wet fingerprints beneath the last confession.

I want to come inside my wife after Julian and David, knowing she made me wait until both men were finished.

Her line sat beneath mine.

I want to look at my husband while two men fill me and know he will still beg for his place.

Those sentences had kept my cock hard long after Celeste and Graham ended the video call. Lena had finally let me come at two in the morning, riding me while she read both lines aloud. She had come with the word contract on her lips.

Now morning light moved across the suitcase, and the whole thing looked almost ordinary.

That made it worse.

I slipped out of bed and crossed the room naked. My body responded before I touched the notebook. I hated that it could still happen so fast. Nine books of confession, every bull, every hotel, every photograph, and a clean cover with five words could still make my cock rise like I had learned nothing about controlling myself.

I lifted the notebook.

The pages smelled faintly of Lena's perfume and sex. Her fingerprint had dried darker than mine. I pressed my thumb over it and remembered the shine on her finger before she marked the paper.

The mattress shifted behind me.

"Reading without me?"

I turned.

Lena lay on her side with the sheet below her breasts. Her hair was tangled from sleep. The WATCH bracelet was not on her wrist, but I heard it anyway. I always heard that little metal click now, even when she was naked.

"I wanted to see whether it looked different in daylight," I said.

"Does it?"

"More real."

She pushed the sheet away and sat up. My wife looked at my hard cock, then at the notebook in my hand.

"Good."

"That is all you have to say?"

"No." She crawled toward the edge of the bed. "I also have Friday."

My stomach tightened.

"This Friday?"

"David booked the penthouse. Julian moved a client."

The words landed one after another.

Penthouse.

Julian.

David.

Friday.

Lena reached me and wrapped one hand around my cock.

"Your body accepted the date before your face did."

"You already confirmed it?"

"We confirmed it last night. You were in the chat."

"I was not thinking clearly."

"You were thinking with perfect honesty."

She stroked me once, slowly.

"The chair faces the bed," she said.

I looked down at the contract.

"And after the chair?"

Her mouth touched the head of my cock.

"After the chair, you earn your place."

She licked the drop from me and looked up.

"But first, my little cuck watches his wife take the two men he wrote into her story."

My hand tightened around the notebook.

Lena smiled.

Friday had already entered the room.


CHAPTER 2

Lena - Two Names

I chose Julian because he remembered who we were before any of this became easy to say.

He had seen Evan's first real fear. He had watched my husband measure another man's cock with his eyes and pretend the number did not matter. He had been there when I learned how much power lived in looking at Evan while another man touched me.

I chose David because nothing about him felt like history.

David entered rooms as if someone had already moved the furniture for him. He did not need to raise his voice. He made people notice silence. At work, that control belonged to him. In hotel rooms, it became something else.

Julian knew my body.

David knew how to command attention.

Evan wanted to see them together long before he admitted it.

I knew the first time David asked about Julian's size. We had been in a glass office after Miami, the city below us and my husband's face on the phone screen. David had asked one calm question.

"Was he bigger than Evan?"

My husband had gone still.

I had answered yes.

The memory still made me wet.

On Thursday morning, I sat naked at the kitchen table with the notebook open while Evan made coffee. He wore dark trousers and no shirt. Every time he turned toward the counter, I watched the muscles in his back move.

He had become harder over the years, not physically. More honest. The old Evan would have hidden his jealousy behind jokes and rules. This man carried the notebook from the bedroom and placed it in front of me without being asked.

"Write why them," he said.

"You know why."

"I want the contract to know."

I picked up the pen.

Julian knows how we began.

David knows who we became.

Evan read over my shoulder.

"And what do I know?"

I added a third line.

My husband knows what both men do to me, and he still wants the truth close enough to taste.

His breath changed.

I pushed the chair back and opened my knees.

"Come here."

He stayed beside the counter.

"I have work."

"Your cock disagrees."

His trousers were already tight.

I touched myself with two fingers, slowly enough that he watched every movement.

"Which one do you picture first?"

"Julian."

"Where?"

"Behind you."

"And David?"

"Watching him open you."

I slid two fingers into my pussy.

"What does your boss say while he watches?"

Evan gripped the counter.

"He tells me you take Julian better than you take me."

"More."

"He tells me you are saving your mouth for him."

I curled my fingers and let my head fall back.

"More, little cuck."

"He makes me sit still while Julian fucks you."

My cunt tightened.

"Then?"

"Then David takes Julian's place."

"And you?"

His voice dropped.

"I wait."

I pulled my fingers free and held them toward him.

"Taste what waiting does to your wife."

Evan crossed the kitchen.

He sucked my fingers clean without looking away.

That was why I chose two men.

Not because one had become too little.

Because my husband had finally become large enough inside himself to admit he wanted to watch them both.


CHAPTER 3

Evan - The Group Chat

The group chat was called FINAL SIGNATURE.

David had named it.

Four people were inside: Lena, Julian, David, and me.

No Celeste. No Graham. No audience beyond the men who would be in the room and the woman who had made the room necessary.

At nine Thursday morning, David sent the first photograph.

A penthouse bedroom. White sheets. Floor-to-ceiling windows. A dark leather chair positioned six feet from the bed.

The chair faced the mattress directly.

David:

No place to hide.

Julian:

The chair is closer than the first hotel.

Lena:

He has grown since then.

David:

His cock has. We will see about the rest.

I read the messages in a job trailer while three subcontractors argued outside about a delivery. My hard cock pressed against my zipper so sharply that I shifted behind the desk.

Julian sent a photograph next.

Not his face.

His hand around his cock through gray sweatpants. The outline ran thick down one thigh, familiar enough to bring back every old humiliation at once.

Julian:

Does he still remember?

Lena answered before I could.

Lena:

He remembers what my mouth looked like around you.

David:

He will have a better angle Friday.

My phone vibrated again.

David had sent a second image. This one showed the chair from the bed. The leather seat looked small. The windows behind it reflected the empty room.

David:

This is what Lena will see.

Julian:

Good.

Lena:

Perfect.

A new message box waited at the bottom.

I typed, erased, and typed again.

Evan:

What do I see first?

Julian answered.

Julian:

Your wife undressing between us.

David:

Wrong.

The word made my stomach tighten.

David:

He sees her choose where to stand.

Lena:

Between you.

David:

Then he sees what that choice does to all three men.

I looked at the photograph again.

The chair faced the bed.

But the image from the bed showed something I had not considered. Lena would watch me while they touched her. My reactions would become part of what she took from them.

I sent the truth.

Evan:

I want her looking at me when Julian enters her.

Julian:

You will have it.

David:

And when I take her after him?

My fingers hovered.

Evan:

I want her to tell me the difference.

The chat stayed silent for seven seconds.

Then Lena sent a photograph from her studio bathroom.

Her skirt was lifted. Her panties were pulled aside. Two fingers spread her soaked pussy beneath the fluorescent light.

Lena:

The difference already has me dripping at work.

Julian reacted with a single black heart.

David wrote:

Do not make her come today.

I stared at the command.

The old version of me would have hated another man telling me what not to do with my wife.

The man in the trailer typed:

Evan:

She waits.

Lena:

Look at my husband learning to speak for the contract.

I locked the phone and stood too quickly.

The chair scraped the floor.

One subcontractor looked through the open door.

"Everything okay?"

I picked up the plans and held them in front of my trousers.

"Perfect."

It was the only honest answer I had.


CHAPTER 4

Evan - The Chair

The chair followed me through Thursday.

I saw it when I closed my eyes at red lights. I saw it reflected in the dark screen of my laptop. I saw myself sitting there with my hands on the leather arms while Julian stood behind Lena and David watched both of us.

At home, the chair waited in another form.

Lena had moved the reading chair from our bedroom to the foot of the bed.

It was not leather. It was soft gray fabric, the chair where I sometimes answered emails while she dressed. That night it faced the mattress exactly like the photograph from the penthouse.

She stood beside it wearing the WATCH bracelet and nothing else.

"Practice," she said.

"For sitting?"

"For obeying."

My cock hardened.

"I thought there were no rules."

"There are not." She ran one finger along the chair back. "There is only what you wrote. You want to wait. I want to make you."

She climbed onto the bed and opened her knees.

A black dildo lay beside her thigh.

Not the largest one in our drawer.

The second largest.

Julian's size.

I knew because I had measured it years ago.

Lena picked it up and held it against her pussy.

"Sit down, little cuck."

I sat.

She pressed the head into herself.

My hands closed around the chair arms.

"What do you see?" she asked.

"My wife using a toy."

"Coward."

She pushed more of it into her cunt.

"What do you see?"

"You practicing for Julian."

"Better."

She drove it deeper and moaned.

"And after Julian?"

"David."

"Bigger?"

"No."

The answer came quickly. David was thick, but Julian had always carried the crueler size. David's danger was control.

Lena smiled.

"Honest."

She worked the toy in and out of her pussy, slow at first, then harder. The room filled with the slick sound of it and her breath.

"Touch yourself," she said.

I opened my trousers and freed my cock.

"Not fast."

I wrapped one hand around myself.

Lena watched every stroke while she fucked herself with Julian's size.

"Tomorrow he does this," she said.

"I know."

"He opens your wife in front of you."

My hand tightened.

"I know."

"Then your boss takes what Julian made ready."

Jealousy burned through my chest.

Lena laughed softly.

"There he is."

She pulled the dildo free. Her pussy clenched around nothing.

Then she replaced it with a thicker black toy.

David's.

The head pressed against her soaked cunt.

"Tell me to take it."

"Take it."

"Who am I?"

"My wife."

"And what else?"

My cock pulsed in my fist.

"A hungry slut."

She pushed the toy into her pussy.

Her mouth opened.

"Again."

"My hungry slut."

"Whose?"

"Mine."

She took the toy deeper.

"Even while two men use me?"

"Especially then."

Lena came hard enough to shake the mattress.

I kept stroking.

She dropped the toy and crawled toward the foot of the bed.

"Stop."

My hand froze.

She leaned over the edge until her mouth hovered above my cock.

"Tomorrow, you wait longer."

Then she licked the head once and sat back.

I stayed in the chair with my cock hard and aching.

Practice had worked.


CHAPTER 5

Lena - The White Dress

The white dress looked innocent until I turned sideways.

Then the slit opened high enough to show the top of my thigh and the absence beneath it.

Evan stood behind me in the fitting room. The boutique mirror caught his face over my shoulder. His eyes moved from the deep neckline to the slit, then lower, to the place where white fabric hung over my bare pussy.

"Too much?" I asked.

"Not enough."

I smiled.

That answer would have been impossible from him when we began.

I lifted the skirt and showed him exactly how bare I was.

"Julian sees me like this in the lobby."

His cock pressed against the front of his jeans.

"David sees you first."

"Jealous already?"

"Precise."

I loved that word from him.

Evan reached around my waist and touched my pussy with two fingers. The fitting-room curtain stopped six inches above the floor. A saleswoman moved outside, hangers clicking along a rack.

"Your hand is under a dress another man paid for," I whispered.

"I am paying for it."

"David booked the room. Julian moved his life around. You bought the dress." I rolled my hips against his hand. "Everyone contributes."

His fingers slid into me.

I bit my lip to keep quiet.

"What do they contribute?" he asked.

"Julian brings the cock that made you measure yourself."

He pushed deeper.

"David brings the voice that makes you obey."

His thumb found my clit.

"And you?"

I looked at him in the mirror.

"I bring the wife who makes them both hard."

His jaw tightened.

"And me?"

"You bring the truth."

I moved faster against his hand.

The curtain stirred when someone walked past.

"Which truth?"

"That your wife taking two bigger men makes your cock hurt."

Evan pressed his body against my ass.

"Do not come," he said.

The command surprised me.

Not because I disliked it.

Because it belonged to him.

I stopped moving.

He pulled his fingers from my pussy and wiped them along the inside of the white dress.

A dark streak appeared where no one would see it unless the skirt lifted.

"Wear this one," he said.

"With what underneath?"

"Nothing."

"Shoes?"

"Black heels."

"Bracelet?"

"WATCH."

He stepped back.

I let the skirt fall.

The dress became innocent again.

The saleswoman called through the curtain.

"How is the fit?"

Evan answered for both of us.

"Perfect."


CHAPTER 6

Evan - The Ruler

I found the ruler in the suitcase after dinner.

Lena had placed it beneath the notebook.

Twelve inches of clear plastic. The same stupid office ruler we had used years ago after Julian's first photograph. I had measured myself alone in the bathroom, then measured the toy, then pretended I had only been curious.

Lena knew better.

She found me standing beside the bed with the ruler in one hand and my cock in the other.

"Again?"

"I was packing it."

"With your pants down?"

I looked at myself.

There was no useful lie.

Lena closed the bedroom door and leaned against it.

"Measure."

"You know the number."

"I want to see what the number does to your face before two men make it irrelevant."

The sentence cut exactly where she intended.

I placed the ruler along my cock.

She crossed the room and watched.

"Seven and a little," she said.

"You do not need to sound disappointed."

"I am not disappointed." She took the ruler from me. "I am thinking about Julian."

My cock hardened further.

"How much?"

"Enough that my hand does not close around him."

She pressed the ruler against my stomach, then slid it down my cock.

"David is closer to you in size."

"That helps."

"No, it does not."

She smiled.

"Because he knows how to make the difference feel bigger."

My breath broke.

Lena knelt.

She did not put my cock in her mouth. She measured it again with the ruler, tracing the clear edge from base to head.

"Julian stretches my jaw."

She kissed the underside.

"David makes me hold eye contact."

Another kiss.

"You know what you do?"

"Come too fast?"

"Sometimes."

She laughed against my skin.

Then she looked up.

"You remember everything."

Her mouth closed around me.

She sucked slowly, keeping the ruler pressed along the side of my cock. The ridiculous object turned every inch into comparison.

I grabbed the dresser.

Lena pulled back.

"Say the numbers."

"Mine?"

"All of them."

"Seven."

She stroked me.

"Julian?"

"Nine. Maybe more."

"David?"

"Eight. Thicker than me."

She took me into her mouth again.

My hips moved.

The ruler fell to the carpet.

Lena let me fuck her mouth for three hard drives, then pushed me back.

"Tomorrow, the ruler stays in the suitcase."

"Why bring it?"

"Because I want you to understand something before the room."

She rose and wrapped her hand around my cock.

"The numbers make you hard."

Her thumb moved over the head.

"But they do not decide who comes home with me."

The tenderness in the sentence almost softened the humiliation.

Then she added:

"They only decide how wide your wife has to open."

I came across her fingers and stomach.

Lena looked down at the mess.

"Seven inches," she whispered. "Still enough to make my cuck lose control."


CHAPTER 7

Evan - Celeste Reads It

Celeste called at eleven.

Graham was already naked behind her.

The video opened on their bedroom. Celeste sat at the foot of the bed wearing a red robe. Graham leaned against the headboard with his cock in one hand and the white bikini from the resort wrapped around the other.

Lena placed our phone against the dresser mirror.

"Show them," Celeste said.

I held up the notebook.

"Open it."

"You have seen the last page."

"I want the first page."

Lena climbed onto the bed beside me. She wore the white dress with the zipper open, testing how the fabric moved. No panties. The slit spread across her thigh.

I opened the contract.

The first page held only one sentence.

I want to stop pretending this is only my wife's fantasy.

My own handwriting looked too dark beneath the bedroom light.

Celeste's expression softened for half a second.

Then she opened her robe.

She was naked beneath it.

"Read it aloud, Evan."

My cock hardened against Lena's thigh.

"I want to stop pretending this is only my wife's fantasy."

Graham groaned and stroked faster.

Celeste touched herself.

"Again."

I read it again.

Lena moved over me and settled across my lap. The white dress covered both of us. Underneath it, her bare pussy pressed against my cock.

"What is the next line?" Graham asked.

I turned the page.

I want to watch Julian open her before David takes his turn.

Graham's hand stopped.

"Jesus."

Celeste smiled at her husband.

"Your friend has become honest."

"He has become ruined."

"Same thing in a better marriage."

Lena rolled her hips across my cock.

"Read it," she said.

I did.

Celeste pushed two fingers into her pussy while Graham watched the screen.

"What comes after?" she asked.

I turned another page.

I want both men to make her compare them while she looks at me.

Lena's cunt slid along my cock, soaking the white fabric where it bunched between us.

"That one belongs to me," she said.

She opened the dress wider so Celeste and Graham could see her riding the top of my cock without taking it into her pussy.

"Tomorrow I tell him everything."

"Cruel details?" Celeste asked.

"Only true ones."

Graham's face tightened.

"Those are worse."

I turned the page.

I want to kiss my wife after both men come in her mouth.

Celeste moaned.

Graham came across the white bikini.

The sight sent a hard pulse through me.

Lena felt it beneath her.

"Not yet," she whispered.

She lifted just enough to place the head of my cock against her pussy.

"Read the last line."

I knew it without looking.

"I want to come inside my wife after Julian and David, knowing she made me wait until both men were finished."

Lena sank onto me.

My mouth opened.

Celeste watched my wife take me through the screen.

"Now hers," she said.

Lena leaned toward the notebook and read:

"I want to look at my husband while two men fill me and know he will still beg for his place."

She began riding me.

The white dress moved around her hips. Graham sat ruined beneath Celeste. Celeste touched herself while watching Lena use me.

I lasted less than a minute.

Lena kept moving after I came.

"Practice," she said to the other couple.

Celeste smiled.

"Tomorrow is the signature."


CHAPTER 8

Lena - The First Signature

Evan thought the contract began when his thumb touched the page.

It began much earlier.

It began the first night he admitted another man's name made his cock harder inside me.

It began when he watched through glass at the gym.

When he held my panties in a restaurant.

When he sat in a chair and discovered shame could live beside love without poisoning it.

Every man afterward added a sentence.

Grant taught him that watching could be an act.

Julian taught him comparison.

Adrian taught him that skill could be more dangerous than size.

Mason taught him the fantasy could live next door.

Nate made it personal.

David gave authority a voice.

Celeste and Graham turned us into a mirror.

But the final contract belonged to Evan.

Friday morning, I woke him by sitting on his face.

The white dress hung from the wardrobe. The suitcase waited by the door. I was already wearing the WATCH bracelet.

Evan opened his eyes beneath me.

I spread my knees wider over his mouth.

"Read the first line," I said.

His hands closed around my ass.

"I want to stop pretending this is only my wife's fantasy."

His breath warmed my pussy.

"Again."

He said it again and licked me.

I rolled my hips across his tongue.

"That is your signature. Not the fingerprint. Not the hotel. This."

He sucked my clit.

My fingers tightened in his hair.

"You wanting it while your wife is on your face."

He pulled me harder against his mouth.

"You wanting it when jealousy makes your chest hurt."

His tongue pushed into my cunt.

"You wanting it after Julian leaves bruises and David leaves orders in your head."

I was close.

Evan knew. He always knew.

He slowed.

I looked down.

"Cruel."

His voice came muffled beneath me.

"Contract."

I laughed.

Then he brought me back to the edge and stopped again.

The third time, I grabbed the headboard.

"Make me come, little cuck."

He did.

My cunt clenched against his mouth while the bracelet struck the wood in quick metallic clicks.

WATCH.

WATCH.

WATCH.

I climbed off him and knelt beside his hard cock.

He expected my mouth.

Instead, I opened the notebook to a clean page.

"Write."

"Now?"

"Write what you want when they finish with me."

He took the pen.

I want her to call me to the bed without kindness.

"More," I said.

I want her to make me taste both men before she lets me enter her pussy.

His cock pulsed against his stomach.

"More."

I want her to tell me I am last because I am the husband who stays.

I read the lines slowly.

Then I pressed my mouth to his ear.

"You will be last."

His breath broke.

"You will taste them."

His hand shook around the pen.

"And when I finally open my used pussy for you, I will make you thank both men for leaving your wife ready."

A drop leaked from his cock onto the sheet.

I touched it with my finger and pressed it beneath the new lines.

The first signature of Friday.

Not the last.


CHAPTER 9

Evan - Friday Morning

I went to work with Lena's taste still on my mouth and the contract open in my phone.

She had photographed every page before placing the notebook in the suitcase. At nine-thirty, while I stood beside a concrete pour and pretended to care about a pump delay, she sent the first image.

White dress on the bed.

Black heels beneath it.

WATCH bracelet across the neckline.

Lena:

Your wife is packing for two men.

I stared until the foreman said my name twice.

At ten, she sent another.

The suitcase open. The ruler on top of the notebook. Two condoms beside Julian's gray shirt from the weekend. A black silk scarf David had once used around her wrists, now folded like a tie.

Lena:

Julian asked whether the ruler is for him.

A message arrived in FINAL SIGNATURE.

Julian:

It is not long enough.

David:

He does not need a ruler. He needs the chair.

My cock hardened inside my work pants.

I typed with one hand under the clipboard.

Evan:

The chair is where I begin.

David:

Good.

Julian:

And where do you finish?

The answer was already in the notebook.

Evan:

Inside my wife after both of you.

Lena reacted with a photograph taken in our bathroom mirror.

The white dress hung open to her waist. One breast showed. Her hand covered her pussy, but not completely. Two fingers spread the hairless skin just enough to reveal the shine between her lips.

Lena:

He remembers his place.

David:

He is learning the difference between place and rank.

The sentence stayed with me.

Place was beside Lena afterward. Place was inside our marriage. Place was waking in our bed.

Rank was another thing.

Friday night, Julian and David would stand above me in every physical way that mattered to the fantasy. Larger. More controlled. Chosen to take my wife while I watched.

The thought hurt.

My cock stayed hard.

That was still the worst part.

At eleven, Lena called.

I answered inside an empty stairwell.

"Tell me where you are," she said.

"Work."

"That is not what I asked."

I looked through the concrete opening at men carrying pipe below.

"I am in the chair."

"Good. What do you see?"

"Julian behind you."

"What is David doing?"

"Watching your face."

"What am I doing?"

My breath changed.

"Looking at me."

"And saying?"

I closed my eyes.

"That Julian is bigger."

"More."

"That David makes you feel dirtier."

"More."

"That I am going to wait while both of them use you."

Her breath came softly through the phone.

"My pussy is soaked, Evan."

The confession hit me harder because she used my name.

"Show me."

"No."

"You have been showing me all morning."

"Now you wait."

The call ended.

I stood in the stairwell with my cock hard enough to ache and concrete dust on my boots.

Friday had stripped the ordinary out of everything.


CHAPTER 10

Evan - The Drive South

Lena wore the white dress in the passenger seat.

Nothing beneath it.

I knew because she lifted the skirt before we left Tampa and placed my hand against her pussy while I backed out of the driveway.

"Remember this," she said.

Her cunt was already slick.

"Before either man touches me. Before the hotel. Before the chair. This belongs to what you imagined."

I dragged two fingers through her.

"You are wet because of them."

"I am wet because my husband packed the contract."

The answer did not reduce the jealousy.

It changed its shape.

We drove south beneath a hard blue sky. The suitcase sat in the back seat like another person. Every vibration of the road moved the WATCH bracelet against Lena's wrist.

At Sarasota, Julian sent his location.

He was already ahead of us.

At Fort Myers, David sent a photograph of the penthouse bar. Three glasses. One bottle of whiskey. A bowl of ice.

David:

The chair is waiting.

Lena read it aloud.

My hand tightened on the wheel.

"You like that he says the chair instead of your chair," she said.

"Do I?"

"Yes. Your chair sounds like ownership. The chair sounds like a position anyone could fill."

"That is worse."

"Your cock says otherwise."

She reached across the console.

I was hard.

She unzipped me and freed my cock while traffic moved around us.

"Do not make me come," I said.

"Look at my husband giving orders before the hotel."

"You told David I would wait."

"I told him you would finish last. That does not mean I cannot make the drive difficult."

Her fingers moved slowly around me.

"Tell me what you want at the first stoplight in Miami."

"You between them."

"Doing what?"

"Kissing Julian."

"While David?"

"Holds your throat."

She stroked harder.

"And you?"

"In the chair."

"No."

The correction made my stomach tighten.

"Where?"

"You are standing at the door," she said. "The first thing you see is not sex. It is your wife already belonging to the room before you enter it."

My cock pulsed in her hand.

"What am I wearing?"

"The white dress."

"Open?"

"Not yet."

"Who opens it?"

"Julian."

"Who decides where he starts?"

I looked at her.

"You."

She smiled.

"Good."

We passed a truck. The driver looked down into the car and saw Lena's hand moving in my lap.

His mouth opened.

Lena noticed.

She lifted the slit of her dress and showed him her bare thigh and the edge of her pussy for one quick second.

The truck drifted toward the lane line.

She laughed and covered herself.

"Your wife is warming up the audience."

Jealousy struck hot and immediate.

"You enjoyed that."

"So did he."

"And me?"

She squeezed my cock.

"My cuck almost came because another man saw my hand on him."

I pulled into a rest area ten minutes later.

Lena expected me to take her into the bathroom.

Instead, I parked beneath a palm tree and leaned close.

"You do not come before the penthouse."

Her eyes darkened.

"And if I touch myself?"

"I will know."

"How?"

I slid two fingers into her pussy, coated them, and wiped the shine across her lower lip.

"Because I know what my wife looks like after she disobeys."

She licked her lip.

"Then drive faster."


CHAPTER 11

Lena - The Lobby

David saw the white dress first.

Julian saw Evan.

That difference told me everything about the night ahead.

David stood near the hotel bar in a dark suit without a tie. His gaze moved from the neckline to the slit, then settled on the WATCH bracelet. He did not smile immediately. He studied the way the dress fit as if he were reviewing a proposal he already intended to approve.

Julian wore a black shirt with the sleeves rolled to his forearms. He looked broader than I remembered, or perhaps the lobby made every old memory more physical. When Evan and I entered, Julian's eyes went to my husband before they came to me.

"You brought him," he said.

"He drove," I answered.

"That is not what I meant."

Evan stopped beside me.

David crossed the marble floor.

"The dress was his choice?"

"His purchase," I said. "My choice to wear it."

David touched the slit with one finger. Not my skin. The fabric.

"Nothing underneath?"

Evan answered.

"Nothing."

David looked at him.

"Good."

The single word made my husband hard. I saw the change before either man did.

Julian stepped closer.

He smelled like clean skin and the cedar soap I remembered from the weekend.

"You look different," he said to me.

"From what?"

"The first hotel."

"Older?"

"Hungrier."

His hand settled at my waist.

Evan watched.

No question. No pause. We had already chosen the room long before walking into it.

Julian pulled me close enough that his cock pressed through his trousers against my stomach.

The old size returned all at once.

My breath caught.

Evan saw that too.

"Still remember?" Julian asked him.

"Every inch."

David came behind me.

His hand closed lightly around my throat, exactly as Evan had imagined in the car.

My pussy tightened.

"Look at your husband," David said.

I did.

Evan stood three feet away, suitcase in one hand, jealousy written across his face and a hard outline beneath his trousers.

"Tell him what happened when Julian touched you."

"My cunt clenched."

Evan swallowed.

Julian's hand moved lower along the white dress until his palm covered my bare ass beneath the fabric.

"And now?" David asked.

"I can feel how big he is."

"Compared to?"

I smiled at my husband.

"Compared to the man holding our suitcase."

Evan's grip tightened around the handle.

Julian kissed me.

No careful first contact. No gentle testing. His mouth took mine with the confidence of history. I opened for him and tasted the man who had taught my marriage comparison.

David's hand remained around my throat.

Evan watched the first kiss of the final contract beneath the lobby chandelier.

When Julian pulled away, David turned my face toward him.

"My turn later," he said.

The promise moved through my body.

Then he took the suitcase from Evan.

"The husband carries the notebook."

Evan looked at him.

David waited.

My husband opened the suitcase, removed the contract, and held it against his chest.

Julian smiled.

"He really wrote it."

"He signed it," I said.

David pressed the elevator button.

"Tonight we find out whether he can live inside his own handwriting."


CHAPTER 12

Evan - Two Men Stand

The bar table was small enough that all four knees nearly touched.

Lena sat between Julian and David. I sat across from her.

That arrangement had not been discussed. It happened naturally, which made it feel more dangerous. Julian took the chair on her right. David took the left. My wife occupied the middle and opened the slit of her white dress across one thigh.

The contract lay beside my whiskey.

No one opened it yet.

Julian rested one hand on Lena's knee.

David placed his hand higher, beneath the slit.

I watched both hands move on my wife while hotel guests passed behind them.

"You are quiet," Julian said.

"I am looking."

"At what?"

The old challenge was still in his voice.

I answered honestly.

"Your hand is larger. David's is closer to her pussy."

Lena's mouth curved.

David's fingers moved another inch beneath the dress.

"Better," he said.

Julian looked at the notebook.

"Read the first page."

I glanced around the bar.

A couple sat ten feet away. Two businessmen watched a game above the bottles. A woman in a navy dress looked at Lena's bare thigh more than once.

"Here?"

David leaned back.

"The contract does not become less true in public."

I opened the notebook.

My voice came low.

"I want to stop pretending this is only my wife's fantasy."

Julian's thumb moved over Lena's knee.

David's hand disappeared fully beneath the dress.

Lena inhaled.

"Again," she said.

I read it again.

The woman in navy looked over.

David's fingers shifted under the white fabric. Lena's knees opened slightly.

"Next line," Julian said.

"I want to watch Julian open her before David takes his turn."

Julian's eyes held mine.

"You will."

David's wrist moved once beneath the dress.

Lena's lips parted.

"What is he doing?" I asked.

David answered without looking at me.

"Finding out whether the drive made her as wet as the photograph."

"And?"

He removed his hand.

Two fingers shone beneath the bar light.

"Wetter."

He held them toward Julian.

Julian sucked my wife's slickness from David's fingers.

The act was simple. Two men sharing the taste of Lena while I sat across the table with the contract open.

My cock hardened painfully.

Lena watched my face.

"Read the comparison line, love."

I found it.

"I want both men to make her compare them while she looks at me."

Julian turned to her.

"Start now."

Lena looked between them.

"Julian is bigger."

My stomach tightened.

"David is calmer."

David's mouth tilted.

"Julian makes me remember my first hunger. David makes me feel like it belongs in the present."

"And Evan?" Julian asked.

She looked across the table at me.

"Evan is the man who brought the notebook instead of pretending he forgot it."

The tenderness struck first.

Then she added:

"And the little cuck sitting hard in public while two men taste his wife."

The woman in navy looked over again.

This time she saw my face.

I did not look away.


CHAPTER 13

Evan - The Elevator

The elevator walls were mirrors.

Lena stood between Julian and David. I stood behind all three, holding the notebook.

The reflection multiplied us into an impossible line of bodies: white dress, black shirts, dark suit, my own face repeating into the mirrored corners.

David pressed the button for the penthouse.

The doors closed.

Julian lifted Lena's skirt.

He exposed her bare ass in every mirror.

My breath stopped.

David looked at my reflection.

"What do you see?"

"My wife's ass in Julian's hands."

Julian spread her cheeks.

Lena leaned forward and braced one palm against the mirror.

"More," David said.

"Her pussy is wet."

"More."

"She opened her legs before either of you told her."

Lena smiled at me through the glass.

Julian dragged two fingers through her cunt from behind.

The slick sound seemed louder inside the elevator.

"Look at him," he told her.

She did.

Julian pushed his fingers into her pussy.

Lena moaned.

The floor numbers climbed.

David stood beside her face, one hand at the back of her neck.

"Tell your husband whose fingers are inside his wife."

"Julian's."

"How do they feel?"

"Thicker than his."

My cock pulsed.

David watched my reaction in the mirror.

"You wrote comparison. Do not hide from it now."

"I am not hiding."

"Then touch yourself."

I opened my trousers.

The elevator reached the seventeenth floor.

Julian fucked Lena with two fingers while I stroked my cock behind them. David held her head up so she could watch me.

"Look at your cuck," Lena said, breathless. "He did not even wait for the chair."

"He begins before the chair," David replied. "The chair only makes him stay."

The elevator chimed at nineteen.

A couple waited outside.

Julian pulled his fingers free and let the dress fall half a second before the doors opened.

I barely closed my trousers in time.

The couple entered.

Lena stood between two men with flushed cheeks and a damp streak visible high on the inside of her white dress. David looked composed. Julian held two wet fingers at his side.

The woman noticed.

Her eyes moved from Lena to Julian's hand to me.

The elevator climbed one more floor.

No one spoke.

When the doors opened to the penthouse level, David stepped out first.

Julian lifted his fingers to my mouth as he passed.

"Taste what the chair is waiting for."

I sucked my wife's slickness from him in front of the strangers.

Lena laughed softly.

The doors closed behind us.


CHAPTER 14

Lena - The Penthouse

The penthouse looked less like a hotel room than a stage built from glass.

Miami spread below us in white lights and black water. The bedroom doors stood open. The dark chair faced the bed exactly as David's photographs promised.

Evan stopped when he saw it.

I watched his face before I looked at anything else.

The chair frightened him.

Not because it could restrain him. It had no straps, no locks, no power beyond what he had written. It frightened him because sitting there would make every confession visible.

David placed the suitcase near the bed.

Julian poured whiskey.

I took the notebook from Evan and set it on the glass table.

"Open to a clean page," I said.

He did.

"Why?"

"Because the room has not spoken yet."

Julian handed me a glass.

David stood behind Evan.

"Write what you see before anyone undresses," he said.

Evan looked at me.

White dress.

Bare legs.

WATCH bracelet.

Julian to my right.

David behind him.

He wrote slowly.

I see my wife standing between the first man she chose and the man who learned how to command our hunger.

I read the line.

"Good."

Julian stepped closer and opened the zipper at the back of my dress.

The white fabric loosened.

Evan's pen stopped.

David touched his shoulder.

"Keep writing."

Julian lowered the dress one inch.

Then another.

My breasts appeared in the mirror across the room.

Evan wrote:

Julian is undressing her because I asked to see it.

David moved to my other side.

He did not touch the dress. He watched Julian remove it.

I felt his control without his hands.

The fabric slid over my hips and fell around my black heels.

Naked except for the bracelet.

Julian's cock showed hard through his trousers.

David's outline was thicker now.

Evan stared.

"Write," I said.

He looked down.

Both men are hard because my wife chose to stand naked between them.

I took the pen from him.

My line came easily.

My husband is hard because he finally stopped asking whether he should want this.

I pressed the notebook against his chest.

"Sit."

Evan walked to the chair.

He lowered himself onto the leather.

Julian came behind me and closed both hands around my hips.

David stood in front and touched my chin.

I looked at my husband.

His trousers were still closed. His face was not.

Every emotion was there.

Fear.

Jealousy.

Shame.

Love.

Hunger.

The contract had reached the room.


CHAPTER 15

Evan - The Chair Faces the Bed

David removed my jacket first.

Not Lena's clothes. Mine.

He stood behind the chair and pulled the fabric from my shoulders while Julian held my naked wife at the waist.

"The husband does not need armor," David said.

I let the jacket fall.

Lena watched me.

Julian kissed the side of her neck. His hands moved from her hips to her breasts. My wife's head tilted back against his shoulder.

David opened the top button of my shirt.

Then the next.

"You asked to be visible," he said.

"Yes."

"Then let her see what this does to you."

He opened my shirt completely.

My chest rose too quickly.

Lena smiled from across the room.

"My cuck looks beautiful in the chair."

Julian pinched one nipple.

She moaned.

David walked toward her.

He placed one hand around her throat and turned her face toward me.

"Do not look away from him."

Lena held my eyes.

Julian's hands moved down her body. One spread her pussy from behind. The other stayed across her stomach.

"Tell him what I see," Julian said.

"My cunt is open in his hand."

"More."

"I am dripping on his fingers."

"For who?"

She looked at David.

"Both of you."

The answer cut through me.

My cock strained against my trousers.

David saw it.

"Open them."

I unbuckled my belt.

"Slowly."

I freed my cock.

Lena's eyes dropped.

"Look at him," Julian murmured against her ear. "The little cuck is already leaking."

She laughed.

"He practiced all week."

David took Julian's wrist and guided his fingers deeper into Lena's pussy.

My wife gasped.

The act between the men was almost more powerful than the fingers themselves. David directing. Julian obeying. Lena opening. Me watching.

"Stroke," David said.

I wrapped my hand around my cock.

"Not fast."

I moved once.

Julian fucked Lena with his fingers while David held her throat. Her breasts lifted with each breath. The bracelet clicked against Julian's forearm.

"What did you write first?" David asked me.

"I want to stop pretending this is only my wife's fantasy."

"Say it while she comes."

Julian's thumb found her clit.

Lena's legs trembled.

I repeated the line.

Again.

Again.

She came while looking at me.

Her cunt clenched around Julian's fingers. David's hand stayed steady at her throat. My fist stopped around my cock before I lost control.

Lena sagged between them.

Then she smiled.

"First signature," she whispered.

Julian lifted his wet fingers.

David sucked one clean.

Lena took the other into her mouth.

I watched my wife and her two men share her taste.

The chair faced the bed.

There was nowhere I wanted to hide.


CHAPTER 16

Evan - Julian First

Julian undressed in front of me.

He did not turn away or make a performance of it. He opened his shirt, removed it, and dropped it beside Lena's white dress. His body was familiar in the cruel way memory becomes more exact when it returns.

Broad shoulders.

Dark hair across his chest.

The old scar near his hip.

Then his trousers opened.

Lena knelt before he pushed them down.

She took the waistband in both hands and lowered it herself.

His cock rose between them.

Bigger than mine.

Still.

Not memory. Not a toy. Not a photograph.

The real thing stood inches from my wife's face while David remained dressed beside her.

Lena looked at me.

"Say it."

My mouth went dry.

"Julian is bigger."

"More."

"His cock is thicker than mine."

Julian wrapped one hand around himself.

"More."

I forced the sentence out.

"My wife has to open wider for him."

Lena smiled.

Then she licked the head.

My cock pulsed in my fist.

Julian placed one hand in her hair.

Not asking. Not testing. The room had been chosen long ago.

He guided her mouth onto him.

Lena opened until her lips stretched around the thick head. Her eyes watered almost immediately.

David looked at me.

"What do you see?"

"My wife sucking Julian."

"Weak answer."

Julian pushed deeper.

Lena's jaw strained.

"I see why the ruler was not enough."

David nodded.

"Better."

Lena pulled back, saliva connecting her mouth to Julian's cock.

"Tell him how much I can take."

"Not all of it."

She smiled with swollen lips.

"And you like that."

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because it makes the difference visible."

Julian guided her down again.

Lena took him deeper, one hand working what her mouth could not. She looked at me the entire time.

David opened his belt beside her.

The sound changed the room.

Lena heard it. Her eyes moved for one second toward his hands.

Julian pulled her back by the hair.

"Look at your husband."

She obeyed.

David freed his cock.

Now my wife knelt between two hard men while I sat in the chair across from them.

Julian's cock shone with her saliva.

David stroked himself once.

Lena looked from one to the other.

"My husband wrote this," she said.

"Then give him the first line," David replied.

She took Julian back into her mouth.

David stood close enough that his cock touched her cheek.

My hand moved faster.

"Slow," David told me.

I obeyed.

Lena sucked the first man she had chosen while the second pressed against her face.

The final contract had begun exactly where I wrote it.


CHAPTER 17

Lena - David Watches

Julian had always known how to make Evan feel the difference.

David knew how to make him confess it.

I knelt between them with Julian's cock wet against my tongue and David's resting along my cheek. Evan sat in the chair across from us, shirt open, trousers around his hips, one hand wrapped around his smaller cock.

His eyes moved constantly.

Julian's hand in my hair.

David's cock beside my face.

My mouth stretching.

The notebook open on the glass table.

"Look at him," David said.

I turned my eyes toward my husband while Julian pushed into my mouth.

Evan's fist stopped.

"Why did you stop?" David asked him.

"I was close."

"Then learn to watch longer."

The command made my cunt clench.

Julian felt my reaction in the way my body moved against his leg.

"She likes your voice," he said.

David touched my jaw.

"She likes what it does to her husband."

He traced my lower lip while Julian's cock filled my mouth.

"Pull back."

Julian released my hair.

I withdrew and gasped.

Saliva ran down my chin.

David turned my face toward Evan.

"Tell him what your mouth learned."

"Julian is still too big for all of me."

Evan's cock pulsed visibly.

"Does that disappoint you?" David asked.

"No."

"Why?"

I smiled at my husband.

"Because my little cuck likes seeing me fail around a bigger cock."

Evan's face tightened.

"True?" David asked him.

"Yes."

"Say the whole thing."

He looked at me.

"I like watching my wife struggle to take Julian."

Julian stroked himself in front of my mouth.

"Again."

Evan repeated it.

I opened for Julian and took him deep enough to gag.

My eyes watered.

Evan groaned.

David's hand moved to the back of my neck.

"Now show him that wanting more matters more than taking all of it."

Julian drove into my mouth again.

I worked my tongue beneath him and used both hands along the part I could not swallow. Tears gathered. Saliva dripped onto my breasts.

Evan watched every ugly, hungry second.

David stroked himself beside me without entering my mouth.

He made me wait for him.

That was his power.

Julian gave me size.

David gave the room direction.

Evan gave both men the truth through his face.

When Julian pulled free, I coughed and laughed.

"Look at your wife," I told Evan. "One cock already ruined my mouth, and your boss has not even used it yet."

David lifted my chin.

"Not boss tonight."

"What are you?"

He looked at Evan before answering.

"The man who makes her husband read what he wrote."


CHAPTER 18

Evan - The Boss Steps In

David did not put his cock in Lena's mouth immediately.

He made her stand.

Julian remained naked behind her. His cock pressed along the curve of her ass while David faced her. I sat five feet away, exposed from the waist down, holding the contract open across my thighs.

"Second page," David said.

I looked down.

I want to watch Julian open her before David takes his turn.

"Read it."

I did.

David touched Lena's mouth with the head of his cock.

"Again."

I read it again.

She licked him once.

David moved away.

Lena followed without thinking.

He smiled.

"You see that?"

"Yes."

"Tell Julian."

I looked at the man behind my wife.

"She followed David's cock."

Julian's hand closed around Lena's throat from behind.

"She always was greedy."

"Not always," I said.

The old history rose between us.

Lena before the confession. Lena hiding hunger. Me pretending not to see men look at her.

Julian pressed his mouth to her ear.

"Your husband says I taught you."

"He taught me first," she answered.

The sentence reached me harder than I expected.

David watched my face.

"Do not become sentimental yet."

He gripped Lena's hair and turned her toward me.

"She can love you while wanting this. The contract exists because you finally believe both."

Then he pushed his cock between her lips.

Lena moaned around him.

David was not as long as Julian, but thicker than me and harder in a way that seemed connected to his control. He held her head steady and worked into her mouth while Julian spread her legs from behind.

My wife's naked cunt showed beneath them.

Julian touched her clit.

David fucked her mouth.

Lena's eyes stayed on mine.

"Read the next line," David said without slowing.

I turned the page with shaking fingers.

I want both men to make her compare them while she looks at me.

My voice broke halfway through.

Julian laughed softly.

David pulled his cock from her mouth.

"Compare."

Lena breathed hard.

"Julian is longer."

My cock jerked.

"David is thicker at the head."

David touched her lips again.

"More."

"Julian makes me work harder. David makes me feel owned by the moment."

Jealousy moved through me.

"And Evan?" Julian asked.

Lena looked at me.

"Evan gets harder every time I tell the truth."

David entered her mouth again.

Julian pushed two fingers into her pussy.

I watched my wife filled at both ends by two men while the contract trembled on my knees.

The old Evan would have disappeared into shame.

I read the line again.

Louder.

This time, both men heard pride beneath the humiliation.


CHAPTER 19

Evan - Two Cocks

Lena knelt between Julian and David on the white carpet.

The city glowed behind them.

Julian stood on her left, David on her right. Their cocks framed her face. Mine stood hard in my fist from the chair.

"Choose," Julian said.

Lena looked at me.

"My husband chooses first."

The words made both men turn toward me.

I had imagined this for weeks. In every version, the choice felt impossible.

Now it felt obvious.

"Julian first," I said. "David watches her struggle."

Lena smiled.

She took Julian into her mouth.

David rested his cock against her cheek and watched.

"Hand on me," he told her.

Her right hand wrapped around him.

Julian's cock filled her mouth. David's filled her fist. My cock filled my own hand.

Three men connected by one woman's hunger.

Julian guided her deeper.

Lena gagged and pulled back.

"Again," I said.

Her eyes brightened.

She took him again.

David looked at me.

"You sound different."

"I wrote the room."

"Writing is easy."

"Then watch me stay."

He nodded once.

Lena released Julian and turned to David.

"Now him," I said.

She opened around David's cock.

His hand settled at the back of her neck. The pace changed immediately. Julian had given her size with blunt confidence. David gave her rhythm and made every movement look chosen.

"Use both hands on Julian," David said.

Lena obeyed.

She sucked David while stroking Julian with both hands. Julian watched my wife service another man and smiled at me over her bent head.

"Your fantasy became crowded," he said.

"Not crowded enough."

The answer surprised all of us.

David pulled from Lena's mouth.

"Stand."

She rose between them.

Julian came behind her. David remained in front.

They pressed their cocks along opposite sides of her body. Julian against her ass. David against her stomach. Lena looked smaller between them, not weak, but claimed by scale.

"Take both in your hands," I said.

She wrapped one hand around each man.

"Compare them for your cuck," Julian whispered.

Lena stroked them slowly.

"Julian is longer. David is thicker near the head. Julian feels heavier in my hand. David gets harder when Evan speaks."

My chest tightened.

"And me?"

She looked at my cock.

"You are the one watching two men stand where you asked them to stand."

"Size."

The word left me rough.

Lena smiled.

"Both bigger."

My fist moved faster.

"Say it again."

"Both men are bigger than my husband."

I nearly came.

David saw it.

"Stop."

My hand froze.

Lena laughed between the two cocks.

"Good cuck."

The humiliation burned.

So did the pride of obeying in front of them.


CHAPTER 20

Lena - Make My Husband Say It

Evan had stopped hiding behind questions.

That changed the way I wanted to use him.

I stood between Julian and David with one cock in each hand. Evan sat across from us, his own cock untouched now, hard enough that a drop gathered at the head.

"Tell them what you want next," I said.

"Julian fucks you."

"Where?"

"On the bed."

"How?"

His eyes moved over my body.

"From behind first. I want to see his hands on your hips."

Julian's grip tightened around my waist.

"And David?"

"He watches your face."

David touched my chin.

"And makes you talk."

"What do I say?"

Evan swallowed.

"That Julian fills you more."

I stroked both men.

"More."

"That your pussy opens wider for him."

My cunt clenched.

"More, little cuck."

"That you waited nine books to take both men in the same room."

David smiled.

"Better."

I released their cocks and crossed to Evan.

He expected me to kneel.

I sat on the arm of the chair and spread my knees around his shoulder instead. My bare pussy hovered beside his face while Julian and David watched.

"Tell them what I taste like."

Evan turned and licked me.

His tongue moved through my soaked cunt.

"Tell them," I repeated.

"Like every man you wanted."

"Coward."

He licked deeper.

"Like Julian's fingers from the elevator."

"More."

"Like David's cock made you wet before he touched you."

Julian stroked himself.

David watched Evan's mouth.

I pushed my pussy harder against my husband's face.

"Tell Julian what happens when he enters me."

Evan looked at him from between my thighs.

"She will open around you and look at me."

"Tell David."

"You take her after Julian. You make her compare every stroke."

My legs trembled.

"Tell me what happens to you."

His voice vibrated against my cunt.

"I stay hard. I hate it. I need it. I wait until you call me."

The confession pushed me over.

I came across his mouth while both men watched.

Evan held my thighs and kept licking.

When the shaking stopped, I slid from the chair and stood before him.

His face shone with me.

I kissed him once.

Then I turned to Julian.

"Open your cuck's wife."


CHAPTER 21

Evan - I Wait

Julian took Lena to the bed.

I remained in the chair.

The distance was six feet. It felt like another country.

He bent her over the mattress and spread her legs with his knee. David stood beside her face, still dressed from the waist up, his cock hard in one hand.

Julian knelt behind my wife.

His fingers opened her pussy.

"Look at him," Lena said.

Julian looked at me.

"She means you."

My wife turned her head across the white sheets.

Her eyes found mine.

Julian pressed the head of his cock against her cunt.

My body leaned forward.

David touched Lena's mouth with his thumb.

"Tell him what is about to happen."

"Julian is going to fuck your wife."

My cock pulsed.

"More."

"He is going to stretch me wider than you do."

Julian pushed the first thick inches into her pussy.

Lena's mouth opened.

I stopped breathing.

The old image returned, sharper than every memory. Her cunt opening around him. The size visible in the way her body resisted, then accepted.

Julian drove deeper.

Lena cried out.

David held her chin toward me.

"Do not lose her eyes."

I could not have looked away.

Julian filled her completely and stayed buried.

Lena's face changed.

Not pain. Not surprise. Recognition.

"Say it," I whispered.

She smiled.

"Bigger than you, love."

Jealousy tore through me.

My hand moved toward my cock.

David saw it.

"No."

I stopped.

"I wrote that I wait."

"Then live it."

Julian pulled back and fucked her again.

The bed moved.

Lena's breasts pressed into the white sheets. David put his cock against her lips, but did not let her take it yet.

Julian began a steady, hard rhythm.

Each drive pushed Lena forward. Each time, David moved his cock away just before her mouth reached it.

She chased him.

"Greedy slut," David said.

"Yes."

"Whose cock is in your pussy?"

"Julian's."

"Whose are you begging for?"

"Yours."

"And who watches both?"

Lena looked at me.

"My little cuck."

My cock ached untouched.

Julian fucked her harder.

"Tell him what I feel like," he said.

"Huge."

"More."

"Your cock opens me more than his."

My stomach tightened.

"More."

"I can feel you in places my husband cannot reach."

I nearly broke the chair with my hands.

Lena watched the pain land.

Then her expression softened only enough to make the next words worse.

"And he loves hearing it."

I did.

I hated it.

I loved it.

I waited.


CHAPTER 22

Evan - Julian Fucks Her

Julian's hands covered Lena's hips.

Mine had held those same curves for nearly a decade. I knew every line, every freckle, the small scar near her right side. In Julian's hands, the familiar body became something displayed back to me.

He fucked her hard from behind.

The white sheets gathered beneath her fists. Her black heels remained on, toes barely touching the floor. David stood at the side of the bed, stroking himself while she turned her face between his cock and me.

"How does she take you?" David asked Julian.

"Better than the first time."

"Why?"

Julian drove into her.

"Her husband trained her hunger."

Lena moaned.

The sentence did something strange to me. It humiliated and praised me at once.

David looked at me.

"Hear that?"

"Yes."

"Say it."

"My wife takes Julian better because I made her hungrier."

Lena's cunt clenched around him.

Julian groaned.

"Again."

I repeated it.

The room turned the confession into rhythm. Julian fucked. Lena opened. David commanded. I spoke.

"Tell him what his wife looks like," Julian said.

I stared at the place where his cock disappeared into her pussy.

"Stretched."

"More."

"Her cunt is wrapped around a cock bigger than mine."

"More."

"She is dripping down his balls."

Lena cried out.

Julian slapped her ass.

The sound cracked through the room.

"Who made you this wet?" he asked.

"All of you."

Another slap.

"Choose."

She looked at me.

"My husband."

The answer caught everyone.

Julian slowed.

David's eyes sharpened.

Lena smiled at me.

"He imagined both of you all week. He wrote every filthy detail. My cuck made me wet before either bull entered the hotel."

My chest hurt.

Not from jealousy this time.

From being seen.

Julian resumed harder.

"Then thank him," David said.

Lena's eyes held mine.

"Thank you for giving me Julian's big cock again."

My body shook.

"More."

"Thank you for sitting there while he fucks me better than you can."

Jealousy returned sharp and bright.

"More."

"Thank you for making your wife brave enough to want David next."

David stepped closer.

Julian's rhythm became rougher.

Lena was close. I knew the signs. The tightening of her shoulders. The way one heel lifted. The little broken sound before her voice disappeared.

Julian buried himself deep.

Lena came around him while staring at me.

Her cunt clenched visibly along his cock.

I gripped the chair and did not touch myself.

I waited through every pulse.

When Julian pulled out, her pussy stayed open for a heartbeat.

David looked down.

Then at me.

"My turn."


CHAPTER 23

Lena - David's Turn

Julian left me open.

I felt it before I saw Evan's face. My cunt pulsed around the space where Julian had been. His cock slid wet across my ass as he stepped away.

David stood at the side of the bed.

Still calm.

Still watching.

That control made me want him differently.

Julian had broken the first wall with size. David would walk through it and make my husband name every step.

"Turn over," David said.

I rolled onto my back.

My legs opened.

Evan saw everything from the chair: my swollen pussy, Julian's slickness on my thighs, the marks beginning across my ass.

David came between my knees.

He looked at Evan, not me.

"What did you write?"

My husband answered.

"David takes her after Julian."

"What does that mean?"

Evan's eyes moved to my cunt.

"He feels what Julian opened."

David pressed the head of his cock against me.

"Tell your wife."

Evan looked at me.

"David is going to fuck the pussy Julian just stretched."

My cunt tightened around nothing.

"More."

"He is going to make you compare them while you look at me."

David entered me.

The thick head pushed through my soaked cunt.

I gasped.

His size was different. Less distance, more pressure. The first drive filled the places Julian had opened and pressed them wider in another direction.

"Tell him," David said.

I looked at Evan.

"Thicker at the head."

My husband's cock jerked.

David pushed deeper.

"More."

"Julian reaches farther. David feels wider when he enters."

David buried himself fully.

I moaned his name.

Evan's face tightened.

"You heard her," David said to him.

"Yes."

"Say what hurts."

Evan swallowed.

"She said your name while your cock was inside her pussy."

"Does it make you soft?"

"No."

"What does it do?"

"Makes me want to hear it again."

I smiled.

"David."

His cock pulsed in me.

Evan groaned.

David began to fuck me.

Not fast. Not yet. Every drive controlled enough that I felt the whole shape of him. He watched my face, then Evan's, measuring both reactions.

Julian stood beside the bed and stroked his wet cock.

"Tell your husband which one you want again," he said.

"Both."

David drove harder.

"Coward," he said.

I looked at Julian.

"I want your size again."

Then at David.

"I want your control now."

Then at Evan.

"And I want my cuck to stay hard through every truth."

David fucked me harder.

Evan stayed.


CHAPTER 24

Evan - The Contract Opens Wider

David pulled Lena toward the edge of the bed until her ass rested on the mattress and her legs hung open around him.

Julian stood beside her shoulder.

I knew what came next before anyone spoke.

The contract had never used the words.

It did not need to.

Lena had written that she wanted two men to fill her while she looked at me. I had read the line so many times that the image lived behind my eyes.

Now David was inside her pussy.

Julian stroked himself beside her face.

Lena took Julian into her mouth while David fucked her.

Two cocks.

Two men.

Not yet the final shape, but close enough that my body responded with painful force.

David looked at me.

"Stand."

I rose from the chair.

My legs felt unsteady.

"Bring the notebook."

I carried it to the bed.

David kept moving inside my wife.

Julian's cock filled her mouth.

"Open to her line," David said.

I found it.

I want to look at my husband while two men fill me and know he will still beg for his place.

"Read it."

I read while Lena sucked Julian and David drove into her cunt.

Her eyes lifted to mine.

"Again," David said.

I repeated the line.

Julian pulled from her mouth.

Lena gasped.

"Ask for your place," she told me.

The words stripped away the last distance between fantasy and confession.

"Not yet."

She smiled.

"Good answer."

Julian moved behind her. David withdrew from her pussy and helped roll her onto her side.

Lena understood immediately.

She lifted one leg. Julian knelt behind her. David remained in front.

The room changed.

Julian pressed his cock against her pussy from behind.

David touched the head of his cock to her ass.

My breath stopped.

They had prepared this long before Friday. So had Lena. So had I, through every line I wrote.

Julian pushed into her cunt first.

Lena moaned and reached for David.

He stroked her ass with slick fingers, then pressed the broad head against her tight hole.

"Look at your husband," he said.

She found my eyes.

David pushed into her ass.

Lena cried out.

Julian held still inside her pussy while David worked deeper.

My wife opened around both men.

The sight broke language.

Julian buried in her cunt.

David filling her ass.

Lena between them, stretched in two directions, looking at me.

"Say it," she breathed.

My voice barely worked.

"Two men are inside my wife."

"More."

"Both bigger than me."

David pushed deeper.

Lena's mouth opened.

"More, little cuck."

"My wife is taking Julian in her pussy and David in her ass while I stand beside the bed waiting for what they leave."

Her eyes darkened.

"That is the contract."


CHAPTER 25

Lena - Both

Nothing in fantasy had prepared me for Julian moving in my pussy while David pushed into my ass.

Julian filled my pussy from behind. David pressed deeper into my ass from the front. Their bodies held me between them, one set of hands at my hips, another at my throat, while Evan stood beside the bed with the notebook open.

I looked at my husband because that was where the whole thing became real.

His cock stood hard against his stomach. His face looked stripped down to instinct. He was not protecting himself with a chair anymore. He had come closer because he needed to see what his own words had done.

"Read it again," I said.

His voice shook.

"I want to look at my husband while two men fill me and know he will still beg for his place."

Julian pulled back inside my cunt.

David held still in my ass.

Then David moved as Julian buried himself.

The opposite rhythm opened me slowly, brutally, perfectly.

A broken sound came from my throat.

"Tell him," David said.

"I am so full."

"More."

Julian drove deeper.

"Two big cocks. One in my pussy. One in my ass."

Evan's hand closed around the notebook.

"Compared to him?" David asked.

Jealousy flashed across my husband's face before I answered.

"Both bigger."

His cock pulsed.

I laughed breathlessly.

"Look at him. He loves it."

Julian slapped my ass, the impact pushing me harder onto David.

"Say what he loves," Julian said.

"He loves seeing his wife stretched around men he invited."

"More."

"He loves knowing his cock could never fill both holes."

Evan groaned.

David's hand tightened at my throat.

"And what does he get?"

I looked directly at my husband.

"What we leave."

His eyes darkened.

The two men began moving faster.

My body became the point where their rhythms collided. Julian's balls struck my cunt from behind. David's hips pressed between my thighs. Their hands moved over me, not gentle, not careless, certain.

Evan read the line again without being told.

His voice grew stronger with each repetition.

That changed everything.

My husband was no longer witnessing something done to him.

He was speaking it into existence.

"Tell them what you want," I gasped.

"I want both of you to make her come."

David looked at him.

"How?"

"Make her feel every inch she said was bigger."

Julian drove into my cunt.

David pushed deep into my ass.

I screamed.

"Make her look at me when she loses control."

They did.

I came with Julian buried in my cunt, David deep in my ass, and my husband's words in the room.

My cunt clenched around Julian. My ass tightened around David. Both men groaned as my body pulled at them.

Evan watched every pulse.

I reached toward him.

Not to bring him in.

Not yet.

To make sure he understood that the hand asking him to wait was also the hand that would call him home.


CHAPTER 26

Evan - The Husband at the Foot

I stood at the foot of the bed while two men moved inside my wife.

No chair.

No distance.

Close enough to hear the wet sounds from Lena's pussy and the deeper scrape of David working into her ass. Close enough to see Julian's fingers pressing white marks into her hips. Close enough to smell sweat, perfume, and sex gathering in the room.

My hand remained off my cock.

That became the hardest part.

Lena had made me wait before. In cars. In hotel rooms. Through walls. But never with two larger men filling her while my body stood inches away begging for contact.

"Come closer," she said.

I took one step.

Julian and David slowed but did not stop.

Lena reached down and touched my face.

Her fingers smelled like all three of them.

"Kneel."

I lowered myself at the foot of the bed.

Her pussy opened around Julian above me. David remained deep in her ass. The view was obscene and intimate, my wife's body stretched in two places while she stroked my hair.

"What do you want?"

"My place."

"Where?"

My mouth went dry.

"Inside your pussy after Julian."

"And before that?"

I looked at the slickness coating Julian's cock each time he pulled back.

"To taste you."

Lena smiled.

"Only me?"

Humiliation moved through me.

"No."

"Say it."

"I want to taste both men on you."

David drove deeper.

Lena moaned.

"Good cuck."

Julian pulled out of her pussy.

The sudden emptiness left her cunt open above my face.

David stayed inside her ass, holding her stretched while Julian knelt beside me. His cock shone with my wife's slickness.

Lena took my chin.

"Clean him."

The command hit every part of me at once.

Julian stood before my mouth.

I looked at Lena.

She looked back without kindness and without cruelty. Only hunger.

I opened my mouth.

Julian touched the head of his cock to my tongue.

My wife's taste covered him.

I licked once.

Then again.

The room went silent except for Lena's breathing and the soft movement of David's cock in her ass.

Julian's hand rested at the back of my head.

"That is your wife," he said.

"I know."

"Taste what she gave me."

I ran my tongue along him.

Humiliation burned through my chest.

My cock stayed hard.

Lena watched the truth arrive fully.

"Look at my husband," she told David. "He spent years afraid another man would make him smaller."

David moved inside her.

"And now?"

She stroked my cheek.

"Now he knows kneeling does not make him disappear."

Julian stepped back.

Lena guided my mouth to her open pussy.

I tasted her around the shape he had left.

The contract was no longer paper.

It was my tongue inside my wife while another man's cock remained buried in her ass.


CHAPTER 27

Evan - The First Load

Julian came first.

Not inside Lena.

On her face.

He stood beside the bed while David continued to fuck her ass in slow, controlled drives. Lena lay open beneath them, one hand stroking Julian, the other gripping my hair while I licked her cunt.

Julian's breathing changed.

Lena heard it.

She turned her face toward him and opened her mouth.

"Give my cuck something to taste."

The words nearly made me come untouched.

Julian stroked faster.

His first pulse landed across Lena's tongue. The next streaked her lower lip and cheek. Thick white cum spread over the face I had kissed every morning for years.

My wife smiled through it.

"Look, love."

I looked.

"Julian came on your wife."

My cock jerked.

She held some of his cum on her tongue and leaned toward me.

"Not yet," David said.

Lena stopped inches from my mouth.

The order made her eyes darken.

David pulled from her ass and turned her onto her back. He entered her pussy while Julian's cum remained across her face.

The scene rearranged without cooling.

David drove into the cunt Julian had stretched. Lena wrapped her legs around him. Julian stood at the side of the bed, still hard enough to touch himself while watching his cum shine on her skin.

I knelt at her shoulder.

Close enough to kiss her.

Denied.

David held Lena's jaw toward me.

"Tell him whose cum is in your mouth."

"Julian's."

"Whose cock is in your pussy?"

"Yours."

"Whose waits?"

She looked at me.

"My husband's."

The hierarchy was temporary.

My place was permanent.

Both truths could exist at once.

David fucked her harder.

Julian used one finger to push his own cum back into Lena's mouth when it slipped from her lip.

"Keep it for him," he said.

Lena sucked his finger clean.

I watched the woman I loved hold another man's load on her tongue while a second man pounded her pussy.

My body shook with the effort of waiting.

"Read the line," Lena said around the cum.

The notebook lay on the floor beside my knee.

I opened it.

"I want to kiss my wife after both men come in her mouth."

David's rhythm sharpened.

"Both," he repeated.

The first load waited on her tongue.

The second was still building inside the man fucking her.

I knelt beside the bed and read the line again.


CHAPTER 28

Lena - The Second Load

David came while looking at Evan.

That mattered more than where the cum landed.

He had fucked me until my pussy burned sweetly around him, every drive through the space Julian left. Julian's cum still coated my tongue. My husband knelt beside the bed reading his own filthy confession.

David pulled out.

I rolled onto my knees and opened my mouth.

His hand closed around my hair.

"Look at him."

I looked at Evan.

David stroked his thick cock over my face.

The first hot pulse hit my tongue beside Julian's. The next landed across my lips. Another streaked my chin and dripped onto my breasts.

Evan made a broken sound.

I held both men's cum in my mouth and smiled at him.

The contract had asked for this.

Not as a punishment.

As proof that he wanted the truth close enough to taste.

David stepped back.

Julian stood beside him, both men watching me crawl toward my husband.

Evan stayed on his knees.

His cock stood hard and untouched.

"Tell me what you see," I said carefully, keeping the cum on my tongue.

"My wife covered in both men."

"More."

"Julian on your face. David in your mouth."

"More, little cuck."

His eyes shone.

"The woman I love bringing me what I asked for."

The tenderness almost broke me.

I moved close enough that our noses touched.

"Open."

Evan opened his mouth.

I kissed him.

Both loads moved between us.

He tasted Julian first, then David, then me beneath them. His hands came around my waist. He kissed harder, no hesitation left, no old pride trying to survive.

Cum spread across our lips.

Julian watched.

David watched.

My husband swallowed part of both men and moaned into my mouth.

I pulled back slowly.

A white thread connected our tongues.

"Whose wife?" I whispered.

"Mine."

"Who filled her?"

"Julian and David."

"Who tastes them?"

"Her husband."

"Who comes last?" His cock pulsed against my thigh.

"Me." I kissed him again. This time the taste belonged to all four of us.


CHAPTER 29

Evan - My Place

Lena climbed onto the bed and opened her legs.

Julian sat against the headboard on one side. David took the other. Both men remained naked, their cocks softening after they came.

My wife lay between them with cum across her face and mouth, her pussy swollen from both men, her ass marked from David.

I knelt at the foot of the mattress.

"Ask for it," Lena said.

The last barrier was not permission.

It was honesty.

"Let me fuck you."

"Why?"

My cock ached.

"Because I waited."

"Weak."

Julian smiled.

David watched my face.

I tried again.

"Because I want to feel how both men changed your pussy."

Lena's cunt clenched.

"More."

"Because I tasted their cum and still need my place inside my wife."

Her eyes darkened.

"More, my little cuck."

I gripped the mattress.

"Because being last does not make me less yours. It makes me the husband who takes you home after every man you choose."

Silence held the room.

Lena opened her legs wider.

"Come feel what they left."

I climbed onto the bed.

Julian touched her thigh. David held her shoulder. They did not move away. They watched me position my smaller cock against the cunt both of them had used.

The head entered easily.

Too easily.

Lena's pussy was open, soaked, and hot from larger cocks. I slid deep in one slow drive and felt the truth around me.

She was looser than when we arrived.

Slick with her own fluids and the trace of both men.

My cock did not fill her the same way.

The comparison was inside my body now.

Lena saw it in my face.

"Tell them."

"You feel stretched."

Julian's hand moved over her stomach.

David touched her throat.

"More," Lena said.

"My cock moves easier after both of you."

She wrapped her legs around me.

"And?"

I drove deeper.

"I love it."

The confession hit the room harder than any dirty name.

Lena pulled me down and kissed me with the last taste of both men.

I began to fuck her.

Julian watched his old place filled by the husband.

David watched the contract close around my cock.

Lena whispered against my mouth.

"Last does not mean leftover."

I moved harder.

"Last means mine."


CHAPTER 30

Evan - What They Left

I felt Julian in the way Lena's pussy stayed open around me.

I felt David in the red marks along her throat and the tenderness when my hand moved near her ass.

I felt both men in the taste that remained on her tongue.

None of it made her less my wife.

It made every drive into her cunt more crowded with truth.

I fucked Lena between Julian and David while they watched. My hips struck the same thighs they had spread. My hands closed around the waist they had gripped. Every drive carried comparison because my body could not pretend it filled her like theirs.

Lena made sure I said it.

"Who stretched me?"

"Julian."

"Who fucked me after?"

"David."

"Whose cock is in my pussy now?"

"Your husband."

"Bigger?"

The word hit me.

"No."

"Harder?"

"Yes."

She smiled.

"Why?"

I drove into her.

"Because I waited through both of them."

Julian stroked Lena's hair.

David watched my cock disappear into her pussy.

"He is finally proud of the thing that used to shame him," David said.

Lena's cunt tightened around me.

"Say it," she demanded.

I looked at both men.

"I am a cuckold."

The word no longer felt like an insult thrown from outside.

It felt like a door I had chosen to open.

"Again," Lena said.

"I am her cuckold husband."

Julian's eyes changed. The challenge softened into recognition.

David nodded once.

Lena lifted her hips to meet me.

"And what does my cuck want?"

"To come inside the wife both men filled."

"Then earn it."

I fucked her harder.

The bed shook beneath all four of us. Lena's nails cut my shoulders. Julian touched her clit from one side. David held her throat from the other.

My wife came around me while both bulls used their hands to push her over.

The sight and pressure destroyed what little control remained.

I buried my cock in her stretched cunt and came.

My load joined the traces of theirs inside the body at the heart of every confession.

Lena held me against her. "There," she whispered. "All three men inside your wife." I shook above her.

Julian's hand rested on my back. David's stayed at Lena's throat. No one laughed.

The contract had not made me smaller. It had made hiding impossible.


CHAPTER 31

Lena - Three Men Watching

Evan collapsed beside me, but I was not finished.

His cum warmed my pussy. Julian and David sat on either side of us, both men watching the husband breathe through what he had finally admitted.

I climbed over Evan.

He looked up, exhausted and hard enough to surprise himself again.

"Ride me," he said.

I smiled.

"Not yet."

I turned toward Julian and kissed him with Evan's cum still warm in my pussy. Then I kissed David. The two bulls tasted my husband through my mouth, the reverse of what Evan had done moments earlier.

When I faced Evan again, jealousy had sharpened his eyes.

Good.

I settled across his thighs but did not take his cock.

"Look at them."

He glanced at Julian and David.

"They watched you fill my pussy."

"I know."

"They watched your smaller cock disappear into the pussy they opened."

His body responded beneath me.

"I know."

"They watched you thank me for letting you go last."

"I did not thank you."

I leaned close.

"Then do it now."

His face tightened.

"Thank you."

"For what?"

"For making me wait."

"More."

"For making me taste them."

Julian stroked himself again beside us.

David's mouth curved.

"More, little cuck."

Evan looked directly into my eyes.

"Thank you for letting two men fill my wife and still calling me to the bed."

I lifted and lowered myself onto his cock.

He groaned.

My cunt was loose and slick enough that I took him without effort.

"Tell them what you feel."

"You are stretched."

I rode him slowly.

"Who did it?"

"Both of them."

"Who gets me now?"

"Me."

"Why?"

His hands closed around my hips.

"Because you choose me after the room stops being a fantasy."

The answer was the heart of the contract.

I rode him while Julian and David watched. Not to prove Evan won. There was no winning in a room where every man had given me something different.

I rode him because the final confession was not that I wanted more men.

It was that I wanted my husband fully awake inside the life we built together.

"Look at them," I whispered.

Evan did.

"Now tell both men who takes me home."

His grip tightened.

"I do."

"Louder."

"I take my wife home."

Julian nodded.

David lifted his glass from the nightstand.

I came again around my husband while three men watched.


CHAPTER 32

Evan - The Open Door

No one left the penthouse.

David ordered food at one in the morning. Julian opened another bottle. Lena showered between them while I sat on the bathroom counter and watched water run over all three bodies.

The room had changed after the contract was fulfilled.

Not softer.

More honest.

We ate naked around the glass table. Lena wore only the WATCH bracelet. Julian sat with one hand on her thigh. David read the notebook from the beginning while I listened.

He paused at the first line.

"This is the real contract."

I knew which one without looking.

I want to stop pretending this is only my wife's fantasy.

"Everything after is description," he said.

Julian drank his whiskey.

"He needed the description."

"We all did," Lena answered.

At two, David went to the second bedroom.

Julian stayed on the sofa.

Lena and I entered the main bedroom together.

She did not close the door.

I looked back at the open space.

Julian could see part of the bed from the sofa. David's door remained open across the hall.

"You planned this," I said.

"I wanted to know whether the contract survived silence."

We lay together beneath the white sheet.

Her body smelled like soap over sex. The marks remained. The bracelet rested between our chests.

"Are you all right?" she asked.

The question happened after the room, where it belonged.

I answered honestly.

"I do not know who I am tomorrow."

"You are Evan."

"That feels too simple."

"Simple does not mean small."

She kissed my chest.

From the living room, Julian shifted on the sofa.

David's door moved softly.

I heard both men still awake.

"Do you want the door closed?" Lena asked.

I looked toward the hall.

"No."

She smiled.

The word was not permission for more sex.

It was admission.

We slept with the door open and two men in the rooms beyond it.


CHAPTER 33

Evan - Midnight

I woke to the mattress lifting beside me.

The room was dark except for Miami through the windows. Lena sat on the edge of the bed, naked silhouette, WATCH bracelet catching one line of city light.

"Where are you going?" I whispered.

"To finish something I did not write."

She stood.

The open door framed Julian asleep on the sofa. David's room remained dark across the hall.

Lena walked into the living room without covering herself.

I stayed beneath the sheet and watched.

She touched Julian's shoulder.

He woke immediately.

No surprise. No question. His hand found her waist and pulled her down across his lap. Their mouths met in the darkness.

Jealousy rose fresh, as if the entire night had not already stripped me bare.

My cock hardened beneath the sheet.

Lena looked toward the bedroom while kissing him.

She knew I was awake.

She lifted one finger and curled it toward me.

Come closer.

I left the bed.

David's door opened before I reached the hall.

He stood there naked, watching Lena straddle Julian on the sofa. His cock was already hard again.

"Your wife does not sleep well after two men," he said.

"Neither do I."

"Good."

Lena rose from Julian's lap and came toward us.

She stopped between David and me.

"I want the second signature."

"Where?"

She took my hand and placed it on her pussy.

Still swollen.

Still slick.

"On my body."

David came behind her. Julian stood from the sofa.

The four of us moved back into the bedroom without turning on a light.

Lena knelt on the mattress. Julian entered her pussy from behind. David stood at the side and fed his cock into her mouth.

I watched from the open doorway.

Not the chair.

The doorway.

The old place returned with new meaning. I had once feared being outside the room. Now I stood there because the angle let me see my wife filled by both men while she looked straight at me.

Julian fucked her in a hard, sleepy rhythm. David held her hair and worked his cock between her lips.

"Come here, cuck," Lena said when David pulled free.

I approached the bed.

She spat a mixture of saliva and the last trace of his cum onto my cock.

Then she stroked me while Julian continued behind her.

"Your second signature," she whispered.

"What do I sign?"

"That you can enter the room without taking it away from us."

The sentence was more dangerous than any insult.

I climbed onto the bed beside her.

David put one hand at the back of my neck and guided my mouth to Lena's.

I kissed her while Julian fucked her pussy.

David's hand held me there.

My wife moaned into my mouth.

I stroked my cock against her thigh and watched Julian's body move behind her.

"Say it," she breathed.

"I am inside the room."

"More."

"I do not need to stop it to belong here."

Julian drove deeper.

Lena came with my mouth on hers.

I came across her stomach while both men held us together.

The second signature dried on her skin before dawn.


CHAPTER 34

Lena - The Second Signature

At three in the morning, I wrote on the floor.

The men had fallen quiet again. Julian returned to the sofa. David went back to the second room. Evan lay on the bed with one hand over his face, exhausted by honesty.

I sat beside the suitcase with the notebook across my thighs.

The next sentence came from what I had seen in the doorway.

I want my husband to enter the room without ending what he came to watch.

Evan lowered his hand.

"That is new."

"So are you."

"I stood there for a long time."

"You used to stand outside because you were afraid to enter."

"Tonight I stood there because I liked the view."

I smiled.

"Write that."

He came down from the bed and sat beside me on the carpet.

Our bodies touched from shoulder to thigh. His cock was soft now, his chest marked by my nails, his mouth still shiny from kissing me through Julian's rhythm.

He wrote:

I liked the view from the doorway because I could see my wife take another man and still feel her reaching for me.

I read it twice.

"That is the whole series," I said.

"Not the whole thing."

"What is missing?"

He took the pen again.

I reached back.

I looked at him.

"When?"

"Every time. Even when you called me names. Even when you made me wait. Even when you crossed the hall to Julian. You always reached back."

The truth hurt in a clean way.

I had spent years discovering hunger. Evan had spent those same years discovering that my hunger did not erase the hand reaching for him.

I added my line beneath his.

I reached back because I wanted my husband to feel every dangerous thing without ever doubting which hand would bring him home.

We pressed our thumbs into the sweat and cum drying on my stomach and marked the page together.

Not neat.

Not symbolic enough for anyone else to understand.

Ours.

Evan closed the notebook.

"Is the contract finished?"

"The hotel part is."

"What comes after?"

"Morning."

"That sounds less frightening."

I looked toward the open bedroom door.

Julian slept twenty feet away. David's shoes sat beside the second door. The white dress lay on the floor near the chair.

"You have to eat breakfast with the men who filled your wife," I said. His cock moved faintly despite exhaustion.

"Still frightening."

"Good." We returned to bed. I left the notebook open on the nightstand. The second signature faced the room until sunrise.


CHAPTER 35

Evan - Morning Light

Morning made everyone human again.

That was the dangerous part.

Julian stood in the kitchen wearing gray sweatpants and making coffee. David sat at the glass table in trousers and an open white shirt, reading email on his phone. Lena walked between them in my black dress shirt, barefoot, the hem barely covering her ass.

The penthouse looked less like a stage.

The marks remained.

Julian's handprint darkened one hip. David's fingers showed faintly at her throat. Her mouth was swollen. She moved carefully when she sat.

I noticed every detail.

So did both men.

"Sore?" Julian asked.

Lena smiled over her coffee.

"Proudly."

David looked at me.

"And the husband?"

"Alive."

"Small answer."

I had learned his method.

"Jealous. Proud. Hard again for reasons that should embarrass me."

Lena glanced beneath the table.

My robe shifted enough to show the truth.

Julian set a cup in front of me.

"You were harder in the doorway than the chair."

"I noticed."

"Why?"

I looked at Lena.

"Because she reached for me while you fucked her."

The room became quiet.

David put down his phone.

"That is the part most men misunderstand."

"Which part?"

"They think being included means being first. Sometimes inclusion is being the person she refuses to lose while choosing something else."

Lena touched my foot beneath the table.

Julian drank his coffee.

"Do not make him philosophical before breakfast."

"Too late," she said.

She opened her shirt at the table.

One breast appeared.

Then the other.

My cum had dried faintly across her stomach. She had not washed it away completely.

Julian saw.

David saw.

Lena spread the shirt wider.

"Three signatures," she said.

I stared at the marks on her body.

"Which one is mine?"

"The one beneath both of theirs."

My cock hardened fully.

Julian laughed.

"Breakfast survived three minutes."

Lena stood and crossed to him.

She kissed Julian first.

Then David.

Then returned to me and sat across my lap.

Her pussy was bare beneath my shirt.

The warmth pressed against my cock through the robe.

"Tell them what you take home," she said.

"My wife."

"Only that?"

I touched the marks on her hip.

"Every truth the room gave us."

She kissed me.

Morning did not erase the contract.

It made us eat beside it.


CHAPTER 36

Evan - The Shower

The penthouse shower had glass on three sides.

Of course it did.

Lena entered first. Water ran over her hair and down the marks across her body. Julian followed. David came last.

I stood outside the glass holding four towels.

"You are not staff," Lena said.

"I know."

"Then stop pretending towels are why you are there."

Julian moved behind her and washed her back with both hands. David knelt to rinse the inside of her thighs.

The scene looked almost domestic until David's fingers spread her pussy beneath the water.

Lena gasped.

Julian's cock hardened against her ass.

My own body responded.

"Come in," she said.

I opened the glass door.

Steam covered all four of us.

The shower was large but not large enough to avoid contact. David stood behind Lena. Julian faced her. I came to her side.

She placed one hand on each man's cock and pushed her ass against David.

Then she looked at me.

"Wash me."

I took the soap.

My hands moved over her breasts while she stroked Julian and David. Water carried the smell of sex toward the drain but did not remove the images from my head.

Julian kissed her.

David touched her clit from behind.

I soaped the stomach where my cum had dried.

"Do not erase everything," Lena said.

"Water already is."

"Not from you."

She took my hand and placed it over her heart.

For one second, the scene stopped being about three cocks.

Then David pushed two fingers into her pussy from behind.

Lena moaned against Julian's mouth.

My cock pressed against her thigh.

"There he is," Julian said.

Lena turned to me.

"Your place is not outside the glass."

She wrapped one wet hand around my cock and pulled me closer.

The four of us stood under the water, bodies touching without any neat arrangement. David's fingers in her cunt. Julian's mouth on hers. My hand over her heart.

No chair.

No doorway.

No distance.

The contract had brought me all the way into the shower.


CHAPTER 37

Lena - The Photograph

I wanted one photograph.

Not of sex.

Of the morning after.

We stood in front of the penthouse windows with Miami behind us. I wore Evan's black shirt open. Julian stood on my right in gray sweatpants. David stood on my left in dark trousers and no shirt.

Evan held the phone.

"Closer," he said.

Julian's hand moved to my waist.

David's rested at my throat.

"More," Evan said.

The men came nearer until my body touched both.

"Open the shirt."

I did.

My breasts showed. The marks showed. The WATCH bracelet showed.

"Look at me," Evan said.

I looked into the lens.

The photograph caught the wife between two bulls and the husband behind the camera.

But I wanted the whole contract.

"Timer," I said.

Evan placed the phone against a glass and joined us.

He stood in front of me at first.

Too safe.

I moved him lower.

"Kneel."

His face changed.

Then he lowered himself between us.

Not beneath all three.

At the point where every hand could reach him.

Julian placed one hand on Evan's shoulder. David placed the other. I rested my palm on my husband's head.

The timer flashed.

The image captured four adults looking directly at the camera.

No one smiling.

My shirt open. The men bare-chested. Evan kneeling with his cock hidden by the frame but his position unmistakable.

We looked like a secret with excellent lighting.

I took the phone and studied the photograph.

"This is the cover of the contract," I said.

Evan looked at himself.

"I thought I would hate seeing that."

"Do you?"

"No."

"What do you see?"

He zoomed in.

"A husband who stayed."

Julian looked over his shoulder.

"A cuck who finally stopped treating the word like an injury."

David added:

"A man who chose the position before the camera did."

Evan saved the image in a locked folder.

Then he set it as the cover image of our private album.

MY WIFE'S SECRET HUNGER.

Nine books of photographs waited beneath it.

The white dress.

The bracelet.

The first hotel.

The villa.

The neighbor's window.

Nate's boat.

David's glass office.

Celeste in my shirt.

Now the final image stood above all of them.

Not because it was the dirtiest.

Because everyone finally knew where they were standing.


CHAPTER 38

Evan - Checkout

Lena wore the white dress to checkout.

No underwear again.

The slit showed one fading handprint high on her thigh when she walked. Julian carried his bag. David spoke to the front desk. I held the suitcase and the notebook.

The same woman in navy from the bar stood near the elevators.

She recognized us.

Her eyes moved over Lena, then Julian, then David, then me. She looked at the suitcase in my hand and the WATCH bracelet on my wife's wrist.

This time she smiled.

Not kindly.

Knowingly.

Lena noticed.

She stopped beside the woman.

"Good morning."

"Looks like it was," the woman said.

My face warmed.

Lena turned slightly. The slit opened enough to show the edge of a bruise near her hip.

"Very."

The woman looked at me.

"Husband?"

"Yes."

"Lucky man."

The old version of me would have laughed nervously.

I looked at Lena between Julian and David.

"I know."

The answer surprised the woman.

It surprised me less.

David finished at the desk and joined us.

The woman's eyes moved to him.

"Boss?"

Lena smiled.

"Sometimes."

Julian laughed.

We crossed the lobby together.

At the revolving door, David placed one hand at Lena's back. Julian took the other side. My wife walked between them into morning sunlight while I followed with the suitcase.

The position looked humiliating.

It felt like a procession I had written.

At the cars, Julian kissed Lena goodbye first. Long enough that people on the sidewalk looked.

David kissed her next, one hand at her throat.

Then both men faced me.

Julian offered his hand.

I took it.

"You stayed," he said.

"I came closer."

His grip tightened once.

David did not offer his hand.

He touched the notebook beneath my arm.

"Do not let the paper become the limit."

"It was never rules."

"Good."

He looked at Lena.

"Monday, nine o'clock. Glass office."

The shift back to work should have cooled the moment.

It did not.

Lena's pussy had taken his cock hours earlier. Monday she would sit across from him with a laptop and a professional expression.

The contract would follow both of them to work.

Julian drove away first.

David followed.

Lena and I stood beside our car with the suitcase between us.

"Ready to go home?" she asked.

I looked at the white dress, the bruises, the bracelet, the notebook.

"Yes."

Home no longer meant leaving the fantasy behind.

It meant carrying it ourselves.


CHAPTER 39

Evan - The Ride Home

Lena slept for the first hour.

Her head rested against the window. The white dress had ridden high across her thighs. Every time the car moved over rough pavement, I saw the swollen skin of her pussy beneath the fabric.

I drove with the contract on the back seat.

At Naples, she woke and looked at me.

"Ask."

The old bracelet had once carried that word. Now WATCH clicked at her wrist.

Still, she knew what silence meant.

"Which one made you come harder?"

She stretched in the seat.

"When both men were inside you?"

"Yes."

"Both."

"That is not an answer."

"It is the only true one. Julian filled my pussy. David filled my ass. The feeling was the collision."

Jealousy tightened my chest.

"Which cock did your body notice more?"

"Julian's size."

My hands tightened on the wheel.

"And David?"

"His control."

"Which one would you take alone again?"

She looked at me for a long moment.

"Both. Different nights."

The honesty hurt.

My cock hardened.

Lena saw.

"There is my husband."

"Do not soften it."

"I am not. You asked which men your wife wants again. I answered."

"And me?"

"You are not in the same category."

The answer sounded too easy.

"Because I am smaller?"

"Because you are home."

I looked at the road.

"That sounds like consolation."

Lena moved closer and placed her hand on my thigh.

"Then hear the dirty version. Julian makes my pussy feel stretched. David makes me obey. You make me want to bring every filthy detail back and use it until our bed smells like all the rooms we survived."

My breath changed.

"Better?"

"Yes."

She unzipped me.

"Pull over."

I found an empty stretch near a service road and parked behind a line of palms.

Lena climbed across the console.

The white dress gathered around her waist. Her pussy looked red and used.

She straddled me without lowering the seat.

"Feel them again," she whispered.

She sank onto my cock.

Her cunt was still loose from the hotel. My body entered easily.

The comparison returned physically.

Lena moved slowly over me.

"Tell me."

"You are still stretched."

"By who?"

"Julian and David."

"And whose cock is in my pussy on the side of the highway?"

"Your husband."

"Last again."

"Mine again."

She kissed me.

We fucked in the parked car with trucks moving beyond the trees and the contract waiting on the back seat.

When I came inside her, Lena held my face.

"This is what home means," she said. "Not less dirty. Ours."


CHAPTER 40

Evan - The Contract at Home

The suitcase returned to the bedroom floor.

This time we unpacked it together.

White dress in the laundry basket.

Black heels beside the wardrobe.

Ruler back in the desk.

WATCH bracelet on Lena's wrist.

Notebook on our bed.

We opened every page.

Some lines had become exactly what we wrote.

Others had changed in the room.

I expected the fulfilled contract to feel finished.

Instead, it felt like a map after travel. The lines still existed, but now memory lived beneath them.

Lena added notes in the margins.

Beside Julian knows how we began, she wrote:

He also saw who Evan became.

Beside David knows who we became:

He made Evan say it louder.

Beside my line about tasting both men:

He did not hesitate.

I watched her write that one.

"You sound proud."

"I am."

"Of me swallowing cum?"

"Of you refusing to disappear inside humiliation."

The sentence sat differently from every dirty line.

I opened to the first page.

I want to stop pretending this is only my wife's fantasy.

"What do we do with it now?" I asked.

"Keep it."

"Locked away?"

"No."

She placed the notebook in the nightstand drawer beside the toys.

Not hidden beneath old documents.

Within reach.

"The contract belongs where we use it," she said.

I looked around our bedroom.

The same walls. The same bed. The same west-facing light. Everything ordinary enough to make the penthouse feel impossible.

Lena removed the white dress from the laundry basket.

"What are you doing?"

"It needs one more mark before washing."

She spread the dress across the bed and lay on top of it naked.

"Come here."

I climbed over her.

"No bulls?"

"Not tonight."

"No audience?"

"The contract watches."

She opened her legs.

I entered her pussy and felt the lingering tenderness from Friday.

Lena wrapped both arms around me.

"Tell me the first line."

I fucked her slowly.

"I want to stop pretending this is only my wife's fantasy."

"Again."

I repeated it until she came.

Then I came inside her on the white dress we had bought for two other men.

One final mark before washing.

Home did not clean the contract.

It gave it a drawer.


CHAPTER 41

Lena - The Body Map

Saturday afternoon, I stood naked in front of the bedroom mirror and asked Evan to name every mark.

He sat on the edge of the bed with the contract beside him. The suitcase had been unpacked. The white dress lay across a chair waiting to be washed. Sunlight made the bruises look darker than they had in the penthouse.

"Start at my throat," I said.

He came behind me.

His fingers traced the faint red shape beneath my jaw.

"David."

"What did he do?"

"Held you still while Julian fucked your mouth."

My pussy tightened.

"Next."

Evan touched the dark print at my left hip.

"Julian."

"What did he do?"

"Held you while he fucked your pussy."

"Hard?"

"Hard enough to leave this."

His thumb pressed the bruise.

I watched his face in the mirror.

"Does it hurt you?"

"The bruise?"

"Knowing another man left it."

"Yes."

"Does it make you hard?"

He looked down.

His cock pushed beneath his shorts.

"Yes."

"Good. Keep mapping."

He moved lower. A red mark crossed one ass cheek.

"Julian's hand."

"How many times?"

"Four. Maybe five."

"You counted?"

"I remember the sound."

His voice changed.

I bent forward and spread my cheeks.

The skin around my ass still looked tender from David.

Evan stopped breathing for a second.

"Name it."

"David."

"What did he do?"

The answer came rough.

"Filled your ass while Julian was in your pussy."

"More."

"Made you take both men while you looked at me."

I opened wider with my fingers.

"And what did my cuck do?"

"Watched."

"More."

"Read the contract."

"More, love."

His hands closed around my waist.

"Begged for his place."

I straightened and turned.

"Now your marks."

Evan had scratches across his shoulders. A faint bruise showed near one knee from the floor. His lips were still red from the kisses that carried both men's cum.

I touched his mouth.

"Julian and David."

"Through you."

"Still them."

I traced the scratches on his back.

"Me."

"What did you do?"

"Held on while you came inside the cunt they stretched."

His cock hardened fully.

The final mark waited beneath his ribs where David's hand had pressed him toward my mouth.

"David," I said.

Evan looked into the mirror.

"He guided me to you."

"Did you hate that?"

"For a second."

"And after?"

"I understood I had written it before he touched me."

I took the contract from the bed and opened to a clean page.

Evan watched me draw a rough outline of two bodies.

I marked his bruises on one.

Mine on the other.

Beside each, I wrote a name and a memory.

The page looked like evidence.

Not of damage.

Of a night lived completely.

I placed Evan's hand between my thighs.

"One mark is missing."

"Where?"

"Inside."

His fingers entered my pussy.

I was still tender and wet from remembering.

"What do you call that one?" I asked.

Evan looked at our bodies in the mirror.

"Home."


CHAPTER 42

Evan - The Locked Album

Our private album contained nine years of becoming people we had not known how to name.

Lena opened it Saturday night while lying across my chest.

The folder required two passwords and her fingerprint. Inside were hundreds of photographs, screenshots, and short videos.

The first image was simple.

Lena in gray gym clothes, flushed after training, Julian's name still new enough to frighten me.

The next showed the toy we bought after her confession beside my cock and the ruler.

Then Grant's hand on the red dress.

Julian in the hotel mirror.

Adrian's oil across Lena's back.

Mason through the blinds.

Nate holding the wheel of his boat while my wife knelt out of frame.

David's hand beneath her skirt in the glass office.

Celeste wearing my shirt.

The newest photograph sat at the top.

Lena between Julian and David. Me kneeling beneath their hands.

"Add captions," she said.

"Why?"

"Because memory lies when it gets scared."

She opened the first image.

"Record what you remember."

I pressed the microphone icon.

"This is the night my wife's fantasy became a name. Julian. I got hard before I admitted why."

The recording attached to the photograph.

Next.

The toy and ruler.

"This is when I learned a number could humiliate me more than a man."

Grant's hand on the red dress.

"This is the first time I watched another man touch her and understood jealousy could make my cock harder instead of softer."

Lena kissed my chest.

We continued.

Julian in the mirror.

"This is the first bull who made comparison visible."

Adrian.

"This is the man who proved hands could be more dangerous than size."

Mason.

"This is the morning fantasy moved next door and started collecting mail."

Nate.

My voice changed.

"This is the man who knew who I was before the word cuckold entered my marriage."

David.

"This is the man who taught me that obeying a voice I chose did not make me weak."

Celeste and Graham.

"This is when I saw another husband carrying the same contradiction."

Then the final image.

My finger hovered over the microphone.

Lena looked at me.

"No polished answer."

I recorded:

"This is the morning after I tasted two men on my wife, came inside the pussy they stretched, and discovered I was not ashamed of the man in the photograph."

The file saved.

Lena opened a video from the penthouse. I had not known she recorded it.

The frame showed the doorway. Julian behind her. David beside the bed. Me approaching.

My own voice came through the speakers.

I am inside the room. I do not need to stop it to belong here.

I watched myself kiss Lena while Julian fucked her.

My cock hardened beneath her hip.

"You kept this?"

"It is the second signature."

She turned on top of me and opened the front of my shorts.

The video continued while she took my cock into her mouth.

I watched the man on the screen enter the room.

I felt my wife suck the man in the bed.

Past and present joined through her mouth.

When I came, Lena held the phone beside my face and recorded one more caption.

"This is my husband watching himself stop hiding."


CHAPTER 43

Evan - Mason at the Mailbox

Mason saw the bruise Monday morning.

Lena wore running shorts and one of my loose tanks. The mark at her hip appeared when she bent to collect a package from the porch.

I stood beside the mailbox sorting envelopes.

Mason came through his gate carrying coffee.

He looked at Lena first.

He always did.

Then his eyes found the bruise.

"Rough weekend?"

Lena straightened.

"Very."

Mason looked at me.

The old tension returned instantly. Neighbor. Voyeur. Bull. Man who had watched through our fence and later brought my wife back across it.

"Julian?" he asked.

"And David," Lena answered.

Mason's coffee stopped halfway to his mouth.

"Both?"

She smiled.

"My husband wrote it down."

His eyes moved to me.

"You did?"

I held the mail too tightly.

"Yes."

"At the same time?"

Lena came beside me and slipped one hand into the back pocket of my shorts.

"Ask him what he watched."

Mason's face changed.

"What did you watch?"

The suburban street looked absurdly normal. A dog barked two houses away. A delivery van turned the corner. My wife stood barefoot beside me describing a penthouse to the man next door.

"Julian in her pussy and David in her ass."

Mason's cock showed beneath his sweatpants.

Lena noticed.

"He likes that answer."

"I can see."

Mason looked down, then back at us.

"You came home like this?"

"More open," Lena said. "My husband fucked me at a rest stop."

Jealousy moved through me even though I had been the man in the car.

The way she told Mason made the memory feel shared with him.

Lena lifted the side of her shorts.

The deeper bruise showed.

"David."

Mason stepped closer.

"And Julian?"

She turned slightly and exposed the handprint on her ass.

Mason inhaled.

"Jesus."

"Your neighbor took two bulls and came home to collect packages," she said. "Does that make the street feel different?"

"Everything about this street feels different now."

His answer was honest enough to make my cock move.

Lena looked at me.

"Show him the photograph."

I opened the locked album and held the final image toward Mason.

He stared at me kneeling beneath the hands of two men beside my naked wife.

"You look proud," he said.

The word surprised me from him.

"I was."

Mason handed the phone back.

"I thought you would look broken."

"So did I."

Lena kissed my cheek.

"My cuck bends better than he breaks."

Mason laughed, but his eyes remained on the bruise beneath her shorts.

He returned to his house hard.

We returned inside with the mail.

The fantasy had survived the penthouse and reached the mailbox by Monday morning.


CHAPTER 44

Lena - Nate's Whiskey

Nate arrived Tuesday with a bottle of whiskey and no warning.

Evan opened the door wearing work clothes. I was upstairs in a robe, still tender between my legs and deciding whether to nap.

I heard my husband's laugh first.

Not the nervous laugh he once used around men who wanted me.

The real one.

I came downstairs.

Nate looked at me and stopped speaking.

The robe had opened at one thigh. A mark showed near my hip. The WATCH bracelet clicked as I tightened the belt.

"You saw them," he said.

Not a question.

"Two of them."

He looked at Evan.

"You really did it."

"She did most of it."

"Coward," I said.

Nate smiled.

The friendship had changed after he slept with me, but it had not become fragile. That made the room feel hotter than secrecy ever could.

Evan poured three glasses.

Nate sat where he always had, in the armchair near our living room window. I took the sofa beside my husband.

"Which men?" Nate asked.

"Julian and David."

His jaw tightened at Julian's name. History recognized history.

"Together?"

"Yes."

"And you watched?"

Evan reached for the contract on the coffee table.

"I wrote what I wanted first."

Nate read the cover.

OUR CUCKOLD CONTRACT.

"You made a contract?"

"Not rules," I said. "Confessions."

He opened to the line about two men filling me.

His cock began to show beneath his jeans.

Evan noticed.

"Read it aloud," my husband said.

Nate looked at him.

"You want me to?"

"Yes."

Nate read:

"I want to look at my husband while two men fill me and know he will still beg for his place."

The sentence sounded different in the voice of Evan's best friend.

My pussy tightened.

Evan's hand moved beneath my robe.

Nate watched him touch me.

"Did she?" he asked.

"Both holes," Evan answered.

Nate's breath changed.

"And after?"

"I tasted them. Then I fucked her."

The friendship held the confession without collapsing.

I opened the robe.

Nate saw the marks across my breasts and stomach.

Evan pushed two fingers into my pussy beside him.

"Still sore," he said.

Nate gripped his glass.

"You brought me whiskey to hear details," I told him. "Do not become polite now."

"Which one was bigger?"

"Julian."

Evan's fingers moved deeper.

"Which one made you feel dirtier?"

"David."

Nate looked at my husband.

"And you?"

Evan did not hide.

"Hard through all of it."

Nate opened his jeans.

He stroked himself while Evan fingered me beneath the robe and I described both men to the friend who knew our old marriage.

No one touched across the old line that night.

The possibility was enough.

When Nate left, he kissed me once in front of Evan.

Then he hugged my husband longer than usual.

The whiskey remained half full.

The friendship did too.


CHAPTER 45

Evan - The Voice Note

Julian sent a voice note Wednesday at 6:14 a.m.

I listened in the driveway before work.

His voice came low through the car speakers.

"Evan, I remembered the first time she took me while you watched. You looked like a man losing an argument with his own cock. Friday you looked different. You were not asking whether you belonged. You were deciding how close to stand. That matters. Tell Lena I still remember the way she opened around both of us."

The message ended.

My cock hardened beneath the steering wheel.

I replayed it.

Then again.

Lena opened the passenger door on the third time.

She wore a robe and carried my forgotten coffee.

"Listening without me?"

"He sent it to me."

She climbed inside and closed the door.

"Play it."

Julian's voice filled the car.

Lena listened without smiling until the final sentence.

Tell Lena I still remember the way she opened around both of us.

Her hand moved beneath the robe.

"He means David too."

"I know."

"Does that make you jealous?"

"Yes."

"Hard?"

I looked down.

"Yes."

She touched herself while replaying the message.

The driveway remained quiet. Our garage door was open. Mason's house stood thirty feet away. Anyone leaving early could see the outline of my wife in the passenger seat with her hand between her legs.

"Tell Julian what you remember," she said.

"Now?"

"Record it."

I pressed the microphone.

"I remember Lena looking at me while you entered her pussy and David entered her ass. I remember believing the room would make me disappear. It did not. I remember tasting you from her mouth. I remember being harder in the doorway than the chair."

I stopped.

Lena's fingers worked faster.

"More."

I recorded again.

"I remember my wife coming with Julian in her pussy and David in her ass. I remember wanting my place after. I remember being proud when she called me."

I sent both notes.

Julian responded with a photograph.

His cock hard in one hand. A hotel bed behind him.

Julian:

Memory works. Lena came in the passenger seat.

She wiped her wet fingers across my lower lip. "Go to work with him on your mouth." I sucked her fingers clean.

The voice note followed me through the entire day.


CHAPTER 46

Lena - The Conference Screen

David called me into a video meeting Wednesday afternoon.

Six people joined.

Evan was not one of them.

That made his presence stronger.

I sat in my home studio wearing a black blouse, a fitted skirt, and nothing underneath. The WATCH bracelet showed beside my keyboard. David appeared from his glass office in a dark suit.

Professional voices filled the speakers.

Budgets.

Timelines.

A client in Atlanta asked about deliverables.

David said the words final contract twice.

The first time, I crossed my legs.

The second, his eyes moved toward my bracelet.

No one else noticed.

My phone vibrated beneath the desk.

David:

Open your knees.

I looked at his face on the screen.

Calm.

Listening to a finance director.

I opened my knees.

The skirt remained in place. The camera showed only my shoulders and face.

David:

Touch the cunt I shared with Julian.

My breath changed.

I moved one hand beneath the desk.

My fingers found my bare pussy already slick.

The finance director continued speaking.

David asked a precise question about revenue while I circled my clit under the desk.

My phone vibrated again.

David:

Tell the husband where your hand is.

I opened the private chat with Evan.

Lena:

Your wife is touching herself during a meeting with the boss who fucked her after Julian.

His answer came immediately.

Evan:

Show me.

I lowered the phone and photographed my fingers inside my pussy beneath the black skirt.

Evan:

Do not come until David ends the meeting.

The command came from my husband.

My cunt tightened around my fingers.

I looked at the conference screen.

David's eyes flicked once toward his own phone. He had seen Evan's message because all three of us remained in FINAL SIGNATURE.

David:

The husband has learned timing.

I kept touching myself while discussing a client launch.

Every professional sentence gained a filthy second meaning.

When the meeting ended, the other faces disappeared one by one.

David remained.

"Camera lower," he said.

I tilted the laptop until he saw my open knees and hand under the skirt.

Evan joined from his office phone.

His face appeared beside David's.

Two men on one screen.

"Finish," my husband said.

I pushed two fingers deeper and came while looking at both of them.

David watched without moving.

Evan's hand disappeared beneath his desk.

The contract had survived the hotel, the office, and now a conference call.

When I lowered the skirt, David returned to his professional voice.

"The presentation was strong."

"Thank you."

Evan laughed softly through the speaker.

No one watching the recorded meeting would ever understand why my final slide changed one marriage forever.


CHAPTER 47

Evan - The Contract in Public

Lena brought the notebook to a bookstore cafe on Thursday.

She placed it between two coffees as if we were reviewing taxes.

The table beside us belonged to a man working on a laptop. Across the aisle, two women shared a pastry. No one knew what the black cover contained.

"Open to the comparison page," Lena said.

"Here?"

"You read the first contract in a hotel bar. This is only a cafe."

I opened it.

I want both men to make her compare them while she looks at me.

Lena wore a blue summer dress. Her knees touched beneath the table. She had told me in the car that she was bare.

"Read it aloud."

I kept my voice low.

"I want both men to make her compare them while she looks at me."

The man at the next table paused over his keyboard.

Lena noticed.

"Louder."

I read it again.

One of the women across the aisle looked over.

My face warmed.

My cock hardened.

"Next line," Lena said.

I want to kiss my wife after both men come in her mouth.

I read it.

The man beside us stopped typing completely.

Lena crossed one leg over the other. The dress rose high on her thigh.

"Tell me what happened."

"You brought both loads to me."

"Where?"

"In your mouth."

"Did my cuck hesitate?"

"No."

The woman across the aisle whispered something to her friend.

Both looked over.

Lena reached beneath the table and touched my cock through my trousers.

"Last line."

I turned the page.

I want to come inside my wife after Julian and David, knowing she made me wait until both men were finished.

My voice became rough as I read.

The man at the next table closed his laptop.

He looked at Lena.

Then at me.

"Is that fiction?" he asked.

Silence held the cafe.

Lena smiled.

"It is a confession."

His eyes moved to the WATCH bracelet on her wrist.

"Your wife?"

"Yes."

"Both men?"

I felt the old urge to laugh, escape, soften.

Instead, I looked at my wife.

"Yes."

The man's breathing changed.

Lena opened the blue dress one inch higher beneath the table, enough that he saw the edge of her bare pussy before she covered it again.

His mouth opened.

"Enjoy your coffee," she said.

We closed the contract and left.

In the parking garage, Lena pushed me against the car and opened my trousers.

"You told a stranger."

"You showed him."

"Hard?"

"Painfully."

She knelt between the parked cars and took my cock into her mouth.

The public confession ended with my cum on the tongue that had carried two other men.


CHAPTER 48

Evan - What I Want After

The contract described the room.

It did not fully describe what came after.

Friday night, I opened a clean page and wrote a new heading.

WHAT I WANT AFTER.

Lena sat beside me in bed, reading over my shoulder.

I wrote:

I want the drive home while she tells me the details that hurt.

I want to see marks in daylight.

I want the bull's message the next morning.

I want to fuck her while she is still sore.

I want normal life to carry the secret.

Lena touched my cock through the sheet.

"More."

I added:

I want her to want them again without making me beg for reassurance.

Her hand stopped.

"That one is important."

"Because it is difficult."

"Because it trusts me."

I continued.

I want to hear that another man was better at something and still believe I am not being replaced.

I want to watch another husband discover the same shame.

My pen paused.

The next line had lived inside me since the resort.

I want to know what it feels like to be the man another husband watches.

Lena read it silently.

Her hand tightened around my cock.

"There he is."

"Who?"

"The part of my husband who does not only want to kneel."

"I do not know whether I could."

"That is not what you wrote. You wrote that you want to know."

"Different."

"Honest."

The image entered fully now.

Celeste beneath me. Graham watching. Lena directing. Another wife looking at my cock as something that could make her husband jealous.

My body hardened beneath Lena's hand.

"Tell me," she said.

"I imagine you choosing the woman."

"Celeste?"

"Maybe."

"And Graham?"

"Watching me touch her."

"What do I do?"

"Tell him my cock is smaller than his but your husband still knows how to make his wife come."

Lena's pussy pressed against my thigh.

"Cruel to both men."

"You like balance."

She climbed over me.

"You want me jealous."

The question surprised me.

"Yes."

"Good. I was beginning to think only you got to suffer."

She opened the sheet and lowered herself onto my cock.

"Write one more line."

I held the pen while she rode me.

I want Lena to watch me become dangerous to another marriage and still know I come home to her.

She read it while moving.

"That is not the end of the contract."

"No."

"It is not Book Eleven either."

"No."

She smiled.

"It is proof the husband finally found his own hunger."


CHAPTER 49

Lena - My Husband's Turn

I sent Celeste the page before Evan changed his mind.

She responded with a photograph.

Graham sat naked at the foot of their bed. Celeste stood behind him in the white bikini. One hand covered his eyes. The other held his cock.

Celeste:

We wondered when he would admit it.

I showed Evan.

His face changed from shock to hunger in less than a second.

"She knew?"

"Women notice when husbands look too long."

Another message arrived.

Celeste:

Tell him Graham has imagined it too.

Evan's cock hardened beneath his shorts.

"With me?"

"You want details?"

"Yes."

I called Celeste on video.

She answered from the bedroom. Graham remained at the foot of the bed, white bikini stretched over his cock.

"Your husband wrote something," she said.

"Read it," I told Evan.

He opened the contract.

His voice came rough.

"I want to know what it feels like to be the man another husband watches."

Graham's cock moved beneath the fabric.

Celeste smiled.

"My cuck likes your confession."

Evan looked at him through the screen.

"You imagined me?"

Graham swallowed.

"You and Celeste. At the resort. After you watched Lena with me."

Jealousy moved through my body.

Not pain exactly.

A hot tightening at the thought of Evan touching the woman who had helped me provoke two husbands.

"What did you imagine?" I asked.

Graham answered.

"Evan behind her. You beside me. Both wives looking at the wrong husbands."

My pussy became wet.

Evan saw.

"Jealous?"

"Yes."

His smile changed.

Power looked good on him.

Celeste untied the bikini top.

Her breasts appeared on the screen.

"Show him what he imagined."

Evan removed his shirt.

Not much. Bare chest. Hard outline. The effect on Celeste was immediate.

Her eyes moved over him.

Graham saw.

His cock hardened further.

The mirror reversed.

My husband was the other man now, even through glass.

"Stand," Celeste said.

Evan stood and opened his shorts.

His cock appeared on the screen.

Graham stared.

Celeste touched herself.

Jealousy cut through me sharper than expected.

Evan looked at my face.

"Still like this direction?"

"Do not become arrogant."

"Hard answer."

"Hard wife."

I opened my robe and touched my pussy while watching Celeste react to my husband's cock.

No one crossed a room. No one promised a future scene.

But the screen gave Evan a taste of being the man another husband watched.

When the call ended, I pushed him onto the bed and climbed over his face.

"You made her wet."

"You made Graham hard."

"Not the same."

"Exactly the same."

I ground my jealous cunt across his mouth.

My husband's turn had begun before he touched another woman.


CHAPTER 50

Evan - Invitation to Dinner

Celeste invited us to dinner on Sunday.

Her message included one instruction.

Bring the contract.

Graham added:

And the photograph.

Lena read both messages while sitting across my lap Saturday morning.

"They want to see whether the final room changed you."

"They already saw enough on video."

"Seeing is not hearing."

"You sound like David."

"He is an effective teacher."

Jealousy moved through me at his name.

Lena felt my cock respond beneath her.

"Still works."

"Everything works lately."

She opened the notebook.

"Which page do you read first?"

"The first."

"Too emotional."

"The cum kiss."

"Too predictable."

"The line about being another husband's bull."

Her pussy pressed harder through my shorts.

"Dangerous."

"You wrote this series to make me dangerous."

"I confessed. You did the rest."

We packed the notebook in a plain canvas bag.

The photograph remained inside the locked album, but I printed one copy. The four of us in front of the penthouse windows. Lena between Julian and David. Me kneeling beneath their hands.

On the back, I wrote the first line.

I want to stop pretending this is only my wife's fantasy.

Lena read it.

"Sign the other side."

"With what?"

Her smile answered.

She opened my shorts and stroked me until a drop gathered. Then she pressed my thumb into it and marked the paper.

She touched herself and placed her own print beside mine.

The photograph looked obscene only if someone turned it over.

Perfect for dinner.

Before leaving, Lena wore a black dress with no panties. I chose the heels. She chose my dark shirt and left two buttons open at my chest.

"Why dress me?"

"Celeste looks at you differently now."

The jealousy in her voice made my body react.

"You noticed."

"I notice every woman who understands what my husband became."

"Do you want her to look?"

"Yes. Do you want Graham to watch?" Her hand closed around my cock through my trousers.

"I want both cucks uncomfortable by dessert." The invitation sat on the phone.

Bring the contract. We left the house carrying ten books of hunger inside one black notebook.


CHAPTER 51

Lena - Sunday Dinner

Celeste arrived wearing my white bikini beneath a black coat.

Graham carried wine and tried not to look nervous.

Evan opened the door. I watched his eyes move over Celeste, then to Graham, then back to the coat tied tightly at her waist.

"You kept it," he said.

Celeste smiled.

"Your wife said it belonged to the contract now."

She opened the coat.

The bikini looked even smaller on her than it had at the resort. White triangles over dark skin. Thin strings at her hips. Graham's cock showed hard through his trousers before she finished removing the coat.

Evan noticed.

So did I.

"Dinner first," Graham said.

"Coward," Celeste replied.

We ate around our kitchen table, the same place where Evan and I had written the first pages. The notebook sat between the wine and the candles.

Celeste touched it every few minutes without opening it.

"Does it feel different now?" she asked.

Evan answered.

"Heavier."

"Paper does that after two bulls?"

"Memory does."

Graham looked at him with the quiet recognition husbands in our world had learned to share.

"Which part hurt most?"

"The chair before anything happened."

"Not taking both men at once?"

"That hurt differently. It was already real. The chair held every possible version."

Celeste lifted her wine.

"And which part made you hardest?"

Evan looked at me.

"The doorway."

I touched his thigh beneath the table.

"He entered without stopping it," I said.

Graham's breathing changed.

Celeste heard.

She stood and untied the bikini bottom.

"Read that page."

Evan opened the notebook.

I want my husband to enter the room without ending what he came to watch.

Celeste removed the bottom and placed it across Graham's lap.

His cock pushed beneath the white fabric.

"Read it again," she said.

Evan did.

I rose from my chair and stood behind him. My hands moved over his shoulders. Celeste came behind Graham.

Two wives standing over two hard husbands at the kitchen table.

"Show him the photograph," she told me.

I opened our private album and placed the phone between the wineglasses.

The image showed Evan kneeling between Julian, David, and me.

Graham stared.

"You chose that position?"

"Yes."

"Would you again?"

Evan looked at me.

"Not exactly."

Celeste smiled.

"Why not?"

My husband closed the notebook.

"Because next time I do not begin outside the scene."

The answer made my pussy tighten.

I unbuckled his belt beneath the table.

Celeste did the same to Graham.

Dinner ended with two wives stroking their husbands while the final photograph glowed between us.

No new contract.

No new promise.

Only proof that the last book had changed the way both couples sat at an ordinary table.


CHAPTER 52

Evan - The Other Couple Reads

Celeste read the contract aloud from the beginning.

She sat on our kitchen counter with the white bikini top still covering her breasts and nothing below her waist. Graham stood between her knees. Lena sat across my lap, naked beneath my open shirt.

The notebook moved through another woman's voice.

I want to stop pretending this is only my wife's fantasy.

Graham looked at me.

"That line belongs to more husbands than you."

"Write your own."

"Celeste would make me read it at work."

"Correct," she said.

She turned the page.

I want to watch Julian open her before David takes his turn.

Lena moved across my cock.

Celeste touched Graham's face.

"Could you watch me take two men?"

His body answered before his mouth.

"I do not know."

"Better answer than no."

She read the next page.

I want both men to make her compare them while she looks at me.

Graham closed his eyes.

Lena whispered against my ear.

"Your contract is making another cuck hard."

My fist tightened around her hip.

"He was already one."

Celeste laughed.

"We all were. We just needed better vocabulary."

She reached the line about tasting both men.

Her voice slowed.

Graham looked at me again.

No mockery.

Only curiosity sharpened by fear.

"What was it like?"

I answered without decoration.

"Salt. Lena. Julian. David. Shame for half a second. Then only the fact that my wife brought it to me because I wrote that I wanted it."

Celeste's fingers moved through Graham's hair.

"Would you?" she asked him.

"I do not know."

"Still hard."

"Yes."

"Good."

She continued reading while Lena rode the top of my cock without taking me inside. Graham stood between Celeste's bare thighs, his face inches from her pussy, unable to stop listening.

At the final page, Celeste read Lena's confession.

I want to look at my husband while two men fill me and know he will still beg for his place.

Graham lowered his mouth to her cunt.

Celeste moaned through the last word.

Lena lifted and sank onto my cock.

The kitchen filled with the sounds of two marriages using one contract differently.

I fucked Lena across the table while Celeste came on Graham's tongue.

No one crossed couples that night.

We did not need to.

The voyeurism was enough. The shared confession was enough. Seeing another husband discover himself inside my words was enough.

When they left, Celeste carried a blank notebook beneath her coat.

Graham carried the white bikini in his pocket.

Lena closed our door and looked at me.

"You started something."

"You confessed first."

"You wrote it down."

She pulled me toward the stairs.

"That makes you the dangerous one."


CHAPTER 53

Evan - Monday Glass

Monday morning returned David to his glass office.

Lena returned to work wearing a gray suit and a high white blouse that covered every mark at her throat.

She sent me a photograph from the elevator.

Professional face. Hair tied back. WATCH bracelet hidden beneath one cuff.

Lena:

Your wife is about to present quarterly projections to the man who filled her mouth forty-eight hours ago.

My cock hardened at my desk.

At nine-fifteen, another message arrived.

A photograph of the conference room through glass. David stood at the head of the table in a dark suit. Seven people sat around him.

Lena's knee appeared at the bottom of the frame.

Lena:

He has not looked at me yet.

At nine-thirty:

Lena:

He looked.

Then nothing for an hour.

I tried to work.

The silence created its own room.

At ten-forty, David sent a message directly to me.

David:

She presented well.

I stared at the professional sentence.

Evan:

I know.

David:

Her hand shook once when I said final signature in a discussion about contracts.

My cock pressed against my trousers.

Evan:

Did anyone notice?

David:

Only the husband who was not in the room.

A photograph followed.

Lena stood inside his office with her back to the glass. The blouse remained closed. The skirt had been lifted. David's hand covered her bare pussy beneath it.

Her face looked composed.

The office beyond the glass stayed busy.

David:

Work remains hers. This is ours.

The distinction mattered.

He had not traded promotion for sex. He had not made her career part of the price. Lena stood in that room because she was excellent at what she did and because all three of us had chosen a private truth that existed beside the professional one.

Lena sent the next image.

David seated behind the desk. She stood between his knees with one hand inside his open trousers. Her WATCH bracelet showed.

Lena:

My boss is hard because my husband is reading this at work.

Evan:

And my wife?

Lena:

Soaked because both men know where she is.

The meeting ended at eleven.

At noon, Lena called from her car.

"Did you come?"

"No."

"Good."

"David's order?"

"Mine."

"Why?"

"Because the contract does not end with the hotel. I want you hard when I come home and tell you what his hand did behind the glass."

I looked at the plans on my desk.

Ordinary Monday.

Concrete schedules.

Emails.

My wife returning from work with her boss's fingerprints beneath a gray skirt.

The final book had learned how to wear business clothes.


CHAPTER 54

Lena - Julian's Message

Julian waited until Tuesday.

One message.

No photograph.

Julian:

Did he keep the chair?

I showed Evan over breakfast.

He read it twice.

"Why does that matter to him?"

"Because the chair was where you met Julian years ago."

"Different chair."

"Same husband."

Evan looked toward our bedroom.

The gray reading chair still sat at the foot of the bed after practice. We had not moved it back.

He typed:

Evan:

Yes.

Julian:

Then sit in it tonight.

My husband stared at the screen.

"He is giving you an order from another city."

"He is reminding me."

"Of what?"

"Where I began."

That night, I placed the chair at the foot of our bed again.

I wore nothing except the bracelet. Evan sat naked, his cock already hard.

Julian called by video.

He appeared in a hotel room in Orlando, shirt open, body framed from chest to thighs.

"Show me the chair," he said.

I turned the phone.

Evan looked at the screen.

Julian smiled.

"You look different."

"Lena said the same thing in Miami."

"She was right."

I climbed onto the bed and opened my knees.

Julian took out his cock.

Evan's body responded.

"What do you want him to see?" Julian asked me.

"His wife using the first bull as memory and the final bull as a screen."

Julian stroked himself.

"Use the big toy."

I picked up the black dildo that matched him.

Evan watched me push it into my pussy.

Julian watched through the phone.

"Tell him," he said.

I looked at my husband.

"Still bigger than you."

His cock pulsed.

"More."

"The toy fills me more, but your face makes me wetter."

Evan gripped the chair.

Julian's hand moved faster on the screen.

The three of us returned to the first comparison without trying to recreate the first night. We had changed too much.

I fucked myself with Julian's size while my husband watched from the chair and the real man stroked through a screen.

When Julian came, he covered his stomach.

When I came, the toy slipped from my cunt and struck the sheets.

Evan remained hard.

"Now what?" Julian asked.

I looked at my husband.

"Now the chair ends."

Evan stood.

He crossed the room and climbed onto the bed without waiting to be called.

Julian saw it.

He smiled once and ended the call.


CHAPTER 55

Evan - The Men I Remember

Every man left something different in our marriage.

Not damage.

A language.

Grant left the first proof that watching could make my body more honest than my pride.

Julian left comparison. His size became the ruler against which I measured fear, cock, and courage.

Adrian left skill. He taught me that a trained hand could make Lena moan in ways size could not.

Mason left proximity. The mailbox, the fence, the ordinary morning after.

Nate left history. He knew the man I had been before Lena's confession and watched that man become someone else.

David left authority. He taught me that obedience could be chosen without making love smaller.

Graham left the mirror. Another husband, another hard cock, another marriage discovering that jealousy could be shared without becoming betrayal.

I remembered them Tuesday night while Lena slept beside me.

Not as a parade of bodies.

As rooms in the same house.

I opened the contract and wrote their names along one page.

Beside each, I added what I learned.

Grant: I can watch.

Julian: comparison does not erase me.

Adrian: her body can respond differently without loving me less.

Mason: fantasy can survive daylight.

Nate: humiliation becomes deeper when the man knows me.

David: I can obey and remain her husband.

Graham: I am not alone.

At the bottom, I wrote my own name.

Evan:

The line waited.

Lena woke.

"What are you doing?"

"Trying to finish the page."

She sat beside me and read the names.

"You forgot me."

"You are not one of the men."

"I am the reason every line exists."

She took the pen and wrote:

Lena: hunger told honestly becomes intimacy.

Then she handed the pen back.

"Your line."

I looked at my name.

The answer came from the doorway, the chair, the car, the office, every time I stayed hard while wanting to hide.

Evan: I do not need to be the biggest man in the room to be the man my wife reaches for.

Lena read it.

Her eyes filled.

Not with sadness. Recognition.

"That is the final contract," she said. "Not the cum?"

"The cum was punctuation." I laughed. She closed the notebook and placed it beneath her pillow.

"What are you doing?"

"Sleeping on the truth." I lay beside her. All the men remained on the page. Only we remained in the bed.


CHAPTER 56

Evan - The Wife I Chose Again

Our anniversary came three weeks after Miami.

Lena wore the same white shirt she had worn the morning after the first confession. My old shirt, soft from years of washing, the hem ending at her thighs.

No white dress.

No bracelet.

No bull waiting in another room.

She stood in our kitchen with two glasses of wine and the contract under one arm.

"You planned something," I said.

"Yes."

"Who is coming?"

"No one."

The answer surprised me enough that she laughed.

"Look at my cuck. Disappointed by monogamy for one night."

"Careful."

"Hard already."

She was right.

The house looked exactly as it had before everything. Pale walls. Narrow patio. Evening light through the blinds. The ordinary life that had once felt too small for her hunger now held every version of us.

Lena placed the notebook on the table.

"Read the first chapter."

"It is not a book."

"Everything becomes a book with enough confession."

I opened to the first page.

I want to stop pretending this is only my wife's fantasy.

"Again," she said.

I read it aloud.

She opened the shirt.

Naked beneath it.

"Next page."

I read about Julian.

She touched herself.

I read about David.

She opened her knees against the counter.

I read about tasting both men.

She pushed two fingers into her pussy.

By the time I reached the line about coming last, my cock strained against my trousers.

Lena held out her wet hand.

"Come here."

I crossed the kitchen.

She put her fingers in my mouth.

Only her taste.

No other man.

It still carried every room because memory lived in the body that came home.

"Tell me who you choose," she said.

"You."

"Too easy."

I lifted her onto the counter.

"I choose the woman who confessed before she knew whether I could survive hearing it."

I opened my trousers.

"I choose the wife who made jealousy honest."

I pressed my cock against her pussy.

"I choose the hungry slut who took bigger men and came back with details."

Her cunt tightened around the head.

"More."

I entered her.

"I choose you when no one watches."

The sentence changed her face.

Lena wrapped her legs around me.

We fucked on the kitchen counter where the contract began, using every man as memory and no man as a requirement.

I chose my wife again.

Not after forgiving her hunger.

Because I loved the woman who finally stopped hiding it.


CHAPTER 57

Lena - The Last Confession

I thought my secret hunger was for another man.

That was the first version because it was the only one I could name.

A larger cock.

A stranger's hands.

My husband watching.

All true.

Not complete.

The deeper hunger was to become visible without becoming disposable.

I wanted Evan to see the parts of me that polite marriage teaches women to bury. The greed. The vanity. The hunger to make men look. The thrill of comparison. The shameful little pulse when my husband's jealousy hardened beneath his clothes.

I wanted to stop being good in the narrow way that meant quiet.

But I did not want to leave him.

I wanted him awake.

On our anniversary, after he fucked me on the kitchen counter, I opened the contract to a clean page.

Evan stood beside me with his trousers around his thighs and cum leaking from my pussy.

"One last line," I said.

"Yours or mine?"

"Mine first."

I wrote:

What I wanted more than another man was a husband who could see all of me without asking me to become less hungry so he could feel larger.

Evan read it silently.

His face changed.

"That is cruel."

"Why?"

"Because I spent years thinking your hunger was a measurement of my failure."

"It was never a measurement."

"It became one."

"Because you needed comparison."

"Yes."

I touched his cheek.

"And what did you learn?"

He looked down at my used pussy, at his cum sliding between my thighs, at the notebook beside us.

"That being smaller in one way did not make me smaller everywhere."

"Write it."

He took the pen.

What I wanted more than being enough was the courage to stop using enough as the limit of what my wife could want.

The line made my throat tighten.

We stood in the kitchen, naked from the waist down, reading the last confessions.

No crowd.

No bulls.

No camera.

Only the marriage beneath all of it.

I pressed my wet fingerprint beside my line.

Evan pressed his beside his. The marks were less dramatic than Miami. More intimate.

"Finished?" he asked. I closed the notebook. "The book."

"And us?"

I looked toward the bedroom, the chair, the drawer full of photographs and toys, the phone where old names still existed. "Not even close."


CHAPTER 58

Evan - No More Chair

I moved the chair back to the window.

For months it had faced the bed.

Practice. Memory. Position.

That morning, I turned it toward the west light again.

Lena watched from the doorway wearing the WATCH bracelet.

"Symbolic?"

"Practical. I like reading there."

"Liar."

I smiled.

"Fine. The chair did its job."

"Which was?"

"Teaching me to stay still long enough to understand what I wanted."

She crossed the room and sat in it.

Her legs opened over the arms. Naked beneath a short black robe.

"And now?"

I knelt before her.

The position looked familiar and completely reversed.

"Now I do not need furniture to know where I belong."

Lena touched my hair.

"Prove it."

I put my mouth on her pussy.

She moaned and spread wider.

No audience. No phone. No man waiting in a group chat.

The dirty language came from memory anyway.

"Lick the cunt Julian stretched."

I did.

"Taste the pussy David made you beg for."

I pushed my tongue deeper.

"Remember Mason watching through the fence."

My cock hardened against the carpet.

"Remember Nate in our bed."

I groaned against her.

"Remember Celeste showing Graham what another marriage could become."

She used every name to feed the sex between us.

Then she took my face in both hands.

"Now forget them."

I looked up.

"What?"

"For one minute. Only me."

The request was harder than humiliation.

I closed my eyes and focused on the woman in the chair. Her taste. Her breath. Her fingers in my hair. The familiar sound she made when my tongue circled her clit exactly right.

No comparison.

No bull.

No history.

Lena came on my mouth as my wife.

When she pulled me up, she kissed me and whispered:

"That is why the chair can move."

I lifted her from it and carried her to the bed. The chair faced the window. I faced Lena.


CHAPTER 59

Lena - Our Bed

Our bed had held every version of the fantasy.

Confessions.

Toys.

Photographs.

Men.

Tears Evan tried to hide.

Cum that did not belong to him.

Cum that did.

The morning after we moved the chair, I stripped the sheets and opened every window. Florida heat entered the room. The mattress looked ordinary and exposed.

Evan came upstairs carrying coffee.

"What happened?"

"Fresh sheets."

"Another symbol?"

"You are becoming suspicious of laundry."

He placed the cups down.

I crawled across the bare mattress and opened my knees.

"Before the sheets."

His cock hardened beneath his shorts.

"You just made coffee."

"It can wait."

Evan came onto the bed.

I pushed him onto his back and straddled his face.

He laughed beneath me.

"We already did this."

"Not on a bare mattress after finishing ten books."

"Fair distinction."

His mouth found my pussy.

I rode his tongue while morning light crossed the empty bed. No linen to protect. No clean surface pretending it had not held every filthy thing we chose.

Evan made me come, then rolled me beneath him.

He entered my cunt and fucked me slowly.

"Tell me one truth you did not write," I said.

He looked at me.

"Sometimes I wanted to be the bull."

The confession surprised me.

"With who?"

"Celeste. Maybe another wife. I wanted to know what Graham felt watching me."

My pussy tightened.

"Why did you not say it?"

"It felt like stealing your story."

"Our story."

"I know now."

The final series had ended, and another part of my husband opened beneath it.

I wrapped my legs around him.

"Tell me more."

"I imagined you watching me fuck another wife. I imagined you getting wet because your cuck could make someone else's husband feel small."

The image hit hard.

"You kept that from me?"

"I was busy learning the other direction."

I pulled him closer.

"Then our contract was never only about me."

"That was the first line."

I smiled.

Evan fucked me harder on the bare mattress while I imagined him between Celeste's legs and Graham watching.

The series closed one door and revealed another.

Not a cliffhanger.

A marriage without the old ceiling.

After we came, I spread fresh sheets over the same mattress.

Clean did not mean innocent.

It meant ready.


CHAPTER 60

Evan - The Wedding Video

Lena found our wedding video in a box beneath the guest-room bed.

The disc was twelve years old. The label had faded. We no longer owned a player that could read it, so she sent the file to her laptop and connected it to the television.

We watched our younger selves stand beneath white flowers and make promises before either of us knew the word hotwife could belong inside our marriage.

I looked thinner.

Lena looked nervous and beautiful, dark hair pinned high, shoulders bare above the wedding dress.

The man on the screen believed love meant becoming enough for one woman forever.

The woman beside him believed hunger had to become smaller after vows.

Neither understood what enough would do to us.

"You look terrified," Lena said.

"I was getting married."

"You were scared I would change my mind."

"I still am sometimes."

She paused the video on the moment I slid the ring onto her finger.

"After all this?"

"Especially after all this. Now I know how much you can want."

Lena crossed the room and opened the closet.

The wedding dress still hung inside a sealed garment bag. She had kept it through two moves, one flood scare, and every cleaning purge.

"No," I said.

"You do not know what I am doing."

"You have that face."

She removed the dress.

It still fit after she opened the back and let the zipper stop halfway. The white fabric hugged her differently now. Her breasts filled the bodice more completely. The skirt moved around bare legs.

She wore nothing beneath it.

The WATCH bracelet circled her wrist beside the wedding ring.

On the television, our younger selves kissed beneath applause.

In the room, Lena lifted the skirt and showed me her pussy.

"What did you promise that day?"

"To love you."

"More specific."

I remembered the words.

"To choose you when life became difficult. To listen before defending myself. To build a home where you could be known."

She smiled.

"You promised the contract before we had the courage to write it."

My cock hardened.

Lena placed the notebook over the paused image of our wedding kiss.

"Read the first line."

I did.

I want to stop pretending this is only my wife's fantasy.

She opened the dress wider.

"Now the wedding vow."

"I will build a home where you can be known."

"Again. Both."

I alternated the sentences while she touched herself beneath the wedding skirt.

The young bride remained frozen on the television. The woman in front of me pushed two fingers into her pussy and watched her husband rewrite the meaning of his own promise.

"Come here," she said.

I knelt beneath the dress.

White fabric fell around my head like a private tent. I put my mouth on the cunt that had taken every man in the contract.

Lena held the skirt over me and watched our wedding video resume.

The younger Evan danced badly with the younger Lena.

The present husband licked his wife's clit while Julian, David, Mason, Nate, Adrian, Grant, Celeste, and Graham existed only as memory inside the marriage those two young people had not yet learned to name.

Lena came beneath the dress.

She pulled me up and opened my trousers.

"Fuck the wife you married."

I entered her against the television stand.

The wedding video reached the speeches. My father talked about loyalty. Her sister talked about honesty. Everyone used words too clean to hold the life we eventually built.

I fucked Lena in her wedding dress while she whispered the names of men who had helped us discover what those words could survive.

When I came inside her, white fabric gathered around my legs and the WATCH bracelet struck the ring on her finger.

Metal against metal.

Marriage against hunger.

Not enemies.

The same hand.


CHAPTER 61

Lena - The Ring and the Bracelet

I had worn my wedding ring through every experiment.

Grant saw it when he held my waist through the red dress.

Julian felt it against his cock when I used both hands.

Adrian watched it move across the massage table.

Mason saw it through the fence.

Nate kissed the finger wearing it before he entered me in my own bed.

David pressed it against the glass of his office while his hand moved beneath my skirt.

The ring never meant stop.

It meant witness.

After the wedding-video night, I removed the WATCH charm from the bracelet and carried it to a jeweler.

Evan noticed the empty chain immediately.

"Where is it?"

"Being changed."

"Into what?"

"Wait."

Three days later, I brought home a small black box.

Inside was a thin silver ring with the WATCH charm set flat across it. Not an engagement ring. Not a replacement. A second band made to sit beside the wedding ring.

Evan stared.

"For you?"

"For us."

I slid it onto my finger beside the gold band.

The words looked small enough that a stranger would miss them.

WATCH.

"Marriage and contract," I said.

"You turned the bracelet into a ring."

"The bracelet began as your command. The ring becomes my choice to carry it."

His cock hardened beneath his trousers.

"Does everything make you hard now?"

"Mostly you explaining jewelry."

I laughed and opened his belt.

Then I removed the ring and placed it over the head of his cock.

The silver band did not pass far. It rested behind the ridge, WATCH visible above the drop forming there.

Evan inhaled sharply.

"Careful."

"You wore humiliation around your throat for years. You can wear a word around your cock for one minute."

I stroked him with the ring sliding carefully beneath my fingers.

"Tell me what it means."

"Watch my wife."

"More."

"Watch other men want her."

"More."

"Watch her want them back."

His cock pulsed.

"More, husband."

"Watch me stay."

The answer made my pussy wet.

I removed the ring, licked the cum from the silver, and returned it beside my wedding band.

Then I pushed Evan onto the couch and climbed over him.

"Which promise do you feel while your cock is in my pussy?"

"Both."

"Coward."

I lowered myself onto his cock.

"Gold says I chose you. Silver says I refuse to close my eyes."

He gripped my hips.

"And my ring?"

I touched the plain gold band on his hand.

"Yours says you married a woman before either of you understood how hungry she was."

I rode him harder.

"The contract says you stayed long enough to find out."

The two rings struck each other as my hands moved across his chest.

WATCH beside wife.

Hunger beside home.

I came while looking at the man who no longer needed either symbol explained.


CHAPTER 62

Evan - The Door I Opened

Lena recreated the first fantasy without inviting anyone.

I came home late and heard sounds before I opened the bedroom door.

A headboard striking the wall.

A woman's moans.

A man's rough voice.

My body reacted instantly.

The old image returned with brutal clarity: Lena on all fours, a stranger behind her, other men waiting, my wife smiling when she saw me.

The bedroom door stood open three inches.

I approached slowly.

The sounds grew louder.

"Harder."

Lena's voice.

Another male groan.

Wet flesh striking flesh.

My cock went hard enough to hurt.

I pushed the door open.

No man was there.

Lena knelt on the bed wearing headphones and the silver WATCH ring. A large black dildo moved in and out of her pussy through a machine fixed at the edge of the mattress. The television played an audio recording from the penthouse through hidden speakers.

Julian's voice.

David's commands.

My own confession.

Two men are inside my wife.

Both bigger than me.

Lena looked over her shoulder and smiled.

"You opened the door."

Jealousy did not disappear because the men were recordings. My body remembered them as real.

The machine drove the toy into her cunt.

David's voice filled the room:

Read the line.

My recorded voice answered.

I want to look at my husband while two men fill me and know he will still beg for his place.

Lena increased the speed.

"What do you see?" she asked.

"My wife using Julian's size."

"What do you hear?"

"David making me confess."

"Where are the men?"

"In the room because we remember them."

She reached back.

"And where are you?"

The old answer would have been doorway.

I entered.

I crossed the room, removed my clothes, and climbed onto the bed beside her without stopping the machine.

The toy continued fucking her pussy while I placed my cock against her mouth.

Lena sucked me and took the black dildo at the same time.

The recording played Julian groaning. David ordering. Me admitting I was a cuckold.

I held her hair.

"Look at me."

She looked up around my cock.

"Who opened the door?"

She pulled back.

"My husband."

"Who enters without ending it?"

"My cuck."

"Who comes home?"

She smiled.

"The man already inside."

I fucked her mouth while the machine pounded her cunt and the penthouse surrounded us through sound.

When Lena came, I did not turn off the recording.

When I came across her tongue, Julian's voice groaned from the speakers.

David's voice told my memory to watch.

I stayed in the room.

The door remained open behind me.


CHAPTER 63

Lena - What I Wanted More

I asked Evan the final question in the bathtub.

No notebook.

No camera.

No men on a screen.

We sat facing each other in warm water, my legs around his waist, his cock soft between us.

"What did I want more than another man?"

He looked at me.

"You already wrote it. A husband who could see all of you."

"That is what I needed. What did I want?"

The distinction made him think.

I touched the silver WATCH ring beside my wedding band.

"More than another cock?"

"Yes."

"More than size?"

"Yes."

"More than being watched?"

"Yes."

He looked down at the water.

"You wanted discovery."

The word came close.

"More."

"You wanted to surprise yourself."

"More."

His hand moved over my thigh.

"You wanted me surprised by you."

My pussy tightened beneath the water.

"That is part of it."

He touched my face.

"You wanted every new man to reveal something new between us, not replace what we had."

I kissed him.

"Yes."

The answer felt larger than sex and dirty enough to make my body respond.

"Another man was never the final object," I said. "He was pressure. He pressed against the marriage until something hidden came out. Jealousy. Vanity. Cruelty. Courage. Your need to watch. My need to provoke."

Evan's cock began to harden beneath the water.

"And two men?"

"More pressure."

"The contract?"

"The moment we stopped pretending pressure was happening to us instead of being something we chose."

He pulled me onto his lap.

My pussy opened around the head of his cock beneath the water.

"What do you want now?" he asked.

"Right now?"

"No. After the last page."

I lowered myself onto him slowly.

"I want surprise without secrecy."

His hands closed around my waist.

"I want jealousy without lies."

I began moving.

"I want other men when we want them. Other couples when they make us curious. I want nights with only you that still carry every room inside them."

Evan drove upward into me.

Water spilled over the tub.

"And what do you want from me?"

I looked at my husband.

"Keep opening the door."

He fucked me harder beneath the water.

The final question did not produce a rule.

It produced motion.

When I came around him, I whispered the answer against his mouth.

"What I wanted more than another man was everything another man could reveal about us."

Evan came in my pussy.

The bathwater moved around our bodies.

No witness needed.

The discovery remained.


CHAPTER 64

Evan - The Last Photograph

Lena wanted one last photograph for the album.

Not another hotel image.

Not a bull behind her or a husband kneeling beneath someone else's hands.

She placed the contract on our bed, opened to the first page, and laid both rings across the sentence.

Gold beside silver.

Marriage beside WATCH.

Then she removed her clothes and lay on her stomach with her chin resting above the notebook. Her ass rose behind her. The marks from Miami had faded, but memory made my body see them anyway.

"Take the picture," she said.

I stood at the foot of the bed with the phone.

"What belongs in it?"

"Everything that stayed."

I framed her face, the rings, the contract, and the curve of her naked body.

The first photograph looked beautiful.

Too beautiful.

"Not honest enough," I said.

Lena smiled.

"Fix it."

I opened my trousers and climbed onto the bed behind her.

My cock pressed between her ass cheeks.

She opened the notebook wider.

"Now."

I took another photograph in the mirror across the room. Lena over the contract. Me behind her. My wedding ring visible on the hand gripping her hip. Her silver WATCH ring resting beside the first confession.

Still not enough.

I pushed my cock into her pussy.

Lena moaned and held still around me.

"Take it while you are inside."

I used the timer.

The phone flashed from the dresser.

The final photograph caught us connected above the book we wrote from every moment connection seemed most threatened.

No other man in the frame.

Every other man inside the meaning.

Lena looked at the image.

"Caption it."

I pressed record.

"This is the wife who wanted more and the husband who stopped treating more as the opposite of him."

She listened.

"Again. Dirtier."

I recorded another.

"This is my cock inside the cunt Julian stretched, David commanded, Mason watched, Nate knew, Adrian touched, Grant awakened, and Graham helped me understand. It is still my wife's pussy. She is still the woman who chooses where I stand."

Lena's cunt clenched around me.

"Keep recording."

I fucked her slowly over the open contract.

"This is the last photograph because the series needs an ending, not because our hunger does."

She pushed back against my cock.

"More."

"This is the marriage after the bulls. After the chair. After the doorway. After enough stopped being a cage."

Lena came around me while the microphone remained open.

Her moan became part of the caption.

I came inside her and let the phone record my breath breaking.

The last photograph held no bull coming, no public humiliation, no spectacle larger than our bed.

It held the result.

A marriage still moving.


CHAPTER 65

Lena - The Morning We Stopped Counting

We stopped counting on a Sunday morning.

Not books.

Not men.

Not times Evan came from watching me.

The numbers had mattered when we needed proof of progress. First confession. First rule. First bull. First weekend. First neighbor. First friend. First boss. First couple. Two men. Ten books.

Counting made the unknown feel organized.

Then it began to feel smaller than what we had become.

I made pancakes while Evan sat at the kitchen island reading the contract. The silver WATCH ring clicked against the mixing bowl. His wedding band tapped the coffee cup.

"How many men?" I asked.

He looked up.

"What?"

"How many men have touched your wife?"

He began counting silently.

Grant.

Julian.

Adrian.

Mason.

Nate.

David.

Graham.

Others who looked, kissed, danced, or existed in a photograph without becoming a full story.

"I do not know," he admitted.

"Good."

"You know."

"Probably."

"Why ask?"

I poured batter into the pan.

"Because I do not want our marriage to become a scoreboard."

He closed the notebook.

"It never was."

"Sometimes it almost became one. Bigger. Harder. More men. More public. More humiliating."

"You liked the escalation."

"So did you."

His cock began to show beneath his sleep shorts.

I smiled.

"Still do. But escalation is not the same as growth."

"What is growth?"

I turned off the stove and crossed the kitchen.

"This."

I sat across his lap in the oversized shirt I wore to cook. No panties.

"A Sunday morning when I can tell you Julian was bigger without you needing another scene to prove you survived it."

His hands settled at my waist.

"He was bigger."

"Yes."

His cock hardened further.

"David was thicker."

"Yes."

"Nate knew me longer."

"Yes."

"Mason lives closer."

"Yes."

"And I am still the husband making pancakes with cum stains in the contract drawer."

I laughed.

"You burned the first batch."

"Emotional growth has costs."

I lifted the shirt and guided his cock into my pussy.

He entered slowly.

"No number for this," I whispered.

"One wife."

"That is counting."

"One home."

"Still counting."

He looked at me.

"Us."

The word had no number.

I rode him at the kitchen island while pancakes cooled behind us and the closed contract rested beside his coffee.

We stopped counting.

We kept discovering.


CHAPTER 66

Evan - The Final Line

I wrote the final line alone.

Lena was downstairs answering a client. The house smelled like coffee and clean sheets. The notebook rested on the desk where the ruler once lived.

I had spent ten books searching for a sentence that would make everything simple.

There was none.

I loved watching my wife with other men.

I hated parts of it.

I needed details that hurt.

I wanted her safe without turning safety into a cage.

I wanted humiliation without disappearance.

I wanted to kneel sometimes and stand beside her at others.

I wanted the chair until I did not.

I wanted to be husband, cuck, voyeur, director, and perhaps one day the man another husband watched.

None of those truths canceled the others.

I opened to the last clean page.

The pen hovered.

Then I wrote:

The contract was never a promise that we would do everything. It was a promise that neither of us would hide what made us hungry just to keep the marriage looking simple.

I read it aloud.

The sentence contained no cock, no pussy, no bull, no cum.

Still, my body reacted.

Because honesty had become the dirtiest thing between us.

Lena entered the room.

"You wrote without me."

"The last line."

She read it.

"You used the word promise."

"Not rule."

"Careful distinction."

"Important one."

She took the pen and added beneath it:

And when honesty makes us hard, we follow it far enough to learn who we become.

I looked at her.

"That sounds like another book."

"No."

She closed the notebook.

"It sounds like life after the last page."

She placed the contract in the nightstand drawer.

Then she removed the WATCH bracelet.

For the first time since the series began, she put it around my wrist.

The metal charm rested against my pulse.

"What do I watch now?" I asked.

Lena opened the bedroom door.

"Whatever comes next."

I followed her through it.


EPILOGUE

Evan - One Year Later

One year later, the contract still lived in the nightstand.

The cover had softened at the edges. A wine stain marked one corner from the night Celeste read it aloud. The wet fingerprints had faded into dark smudges no one else could interpret.

We did not follow it.

There was nothing to follow.

We opened it when we needed language.

Sometimes before Julian visited Tampa.

Sometimes after David sent Lena home from a conference with one sentence that made both of us hard.

Sometimes when Mason waved from the mailbox and the memory of the fence entered our bedroom before either of us spoke.

Nate remained my best friend.

That sentence still amazed me.

He came to dinner, drank my whiskey, and occasionally looked at Lena across the table with the knowledge of a man who had slept beside her. The friendship did not return to what it had been.

It became more honest.

Celeste and Graham wrote their own notebook.

They never showed us every page.

They showed enough.

On our tenth anniversary, we rented the same South Tampa restaurant where Grant first held Lena through a red dress. The booth had been replaced. The band was different. No one there remembered us.

We remembered everything.

Lena wore black this time.

No panties.

The WATCH bracelet circled my wrist.

She sat across from me and placed her foot between my thighs beneath the table.

"Hard?"

"Yes."

"Scared?"

"Of what?"

She looked toward the bar.

A couple stood there waiting for a table. The woman was blonde, confident, wearing a green dress that showed one bare shoulder. Her husband noticed Lena looking.

Then he noticed me.

Recognition passed between us without names.

Not certainty.

Possibility.

Lena's foot pressed harder against my cock.

"You see them?"

"Yes."

"What do you imagine?"

The old version of me would have lied.

The man who wrote the contract watched the husband at the bar look at my wife and then glance at his own.

"I imagine both couples discovering what they are afraid to say."

Lena smiled.

"And where do you begin?"

I touched the bracelet on my wrist.

"Not in the chair."

The hostess called the other couple.

They walked past our booth.

The blonde woman looked at Lena.

Her husband looked at me.

Lena lifted her wineglass in a small, private toast.

The woman smiled.

Then they were gone.

Nothing happened.

Everything had become possible.

At home, Lena opened the contract to the final page.

The contract was never a promise that we would do everything. It was a promise that neither of us would hide what made us hungry just to keep the marriage looking simple.

She placed the notebook on the bed and removed her black dress.

I stood in the doorway.

Not outside.

Never outside again.

"Come here, husband," she said.

I crossed the room.

The door remained open behind me.

I was no longer the man waiting for courage on the other side.

I was the man who opened it.

And walked in.


THE END

MY WIFE'S SECRET HUNGER

THE COMPLETE SERIES

Thank you for reading Olivia Cross.
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