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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.


CONTINUE THE SERIES

MY WIFE'S SECRET HUNGER

Read the books in order:

BOOK 1 - The Confession

BOOK 2 - The First Rule

BOOK 3 - Her Chosen Bull

BOOK 4 - The Weekend

BOOK 5 - The Massage

BOOK 6 - THE NEIGHBOR  [YOU ARE HERE]

BOOK 7 - My Best Friend  [READ NEXT]

BOOK 8

BOOK 9

BOOK 10

A STRANGER CAN LEAVE. A BEST FRIEND STAYS

BOOK 7: MY BEST FRIEND

Mason lives next door, but Nate has known Evan since college. When Evan's oldest friend catches Lena provoking him in a tiny bikini, the husband who once walked away from jealousy sends two words that change their friendship forever: Keep looking.

The next man knows exactly who Evan used to be.

Continue now with My Best Friend.
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