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CHAPTER 1

EVAN - BLACK AND WHITE

The white bikini lay across my lap like an accusation.

Lena had packed three dresses, two pairs of heels, one black robe, and enough ordinary clothes to make the weekend look respectable from the outside. None of them mattered as much as the three scraps of white fabric Celeste had chosen for her.

I sat on the edge of our bed with the bikini bottom stretched over my cock.

Lena stood in front of the mirror wearing nothing except the black WATCH bracelet around her wrist. Her dark hair fell over one shoulder. She had spent twenty minutes pretending to decide what to wear for the drive, then abandoned every option and stood naked while I stared.

Celeste's latest message glowed on the phone beside me.

Celeste:
Mine is black. Yours is white. The husbands sit together.

A photograph followed. Celeste faced a hotel mirror in a black bikini so small the thin strings vanished against her hips. She was brunette, a little taller than Lena, with full breasts and the kind of body that looked softer until she turned sideways and showed the hard curve of her ass.

Her husband stood behind her.

Graham wore gray swim trunks. His hand rested on her waist. The bulge in the front was impossible to miss.

Lena read the photograph over my shoulder.

"He's bigger than I expected."

My cock moved under the white bikini.

She smiled at the mirror.

"There he is."

"Do not start."

"We have not even left home, and my little cuck is already measuring another husband."

"I was not measuring him."

"You looked at his wife. Then his cock."

"So did you."

"I looked longer."

She crossed the room and took the phone from my hand. Her bare ass moved close enough that my knees opened around her.

"Celeste says Graham is nervous."

"Good."

"Why good?"

"Because I am."

Lena turned.

The bracelet clicked softly against the phone.

"You are nervous that another husband will touch me."

"Yes."

"You are nervous that I will touch his wife."

"Yes."

"You are nervous because he might be bigger."

My mouth tightened.

She leaned close until her lips brushed mine.

"And you are nervous because Celeste might like your cock."

My body answered before I did.

Lena looked down.

"That one hurts differently, doesn't it?"

"I have watched other men want you."

"Now you have to let another wife want you."

"I do not know if she will."

"She already asked what you look like naked."

I stared at her.

Lena opened the group chat and scrolled.

Celeste:
Tell Evan I want to see whether the quiet husband is hiding anything.

Below it, Graham had added:

I would rather not compare before lunch.

Celeste had replied with a laughing photograph. Her hand was inside his trunks.

Lena spread the white bikini bottom over my hard cock and closed her fingers around both.

"She makes him hard by embarrassing him."

"That sounds familiar."

"We are going to like her."

"That is one of the things frightening me."

Lena stroked me through the fabric.

"What else?"

"That you will like him."

"I will."

The honest answer hit hard.

She watched my face.

"That you will let him touch places Julian touched."

"I probably will."

"That Celeste will watch."

"She better."

"Lena."

"What?"

I stood and grabbed the back of her neck.

She smiled before I kissed her.

I pushed her against the mirror. Her breasts flattened against the glass. My cock pressed between her ass cheeks while the white bikini hung from one hand.

She looked at our reflection.

"Fuck me before we go."

"We will be late."

"Celeste said noon."

"And?"

"Make me arrive with my husband's cum inside me."

The sentence stripped the last of my patience.

I bent her over the dresser and pushed my cock into her cunt.

She was already slick.

My hips drove hard enough to make the mirror shake. Lena watched me through the glass, mouth open, one hand holding the phone where Celeste's black bikini still filled the screen.

"Look at her husband," Lena said.

I did.

"Look at that bulge."

"Lena."

"Think about his cock getting hard while I walk past him in white."

I fucked her harder.

She laughed into the mirror.

"That is it, love. Fill your wife before another couple spends the weekend staring at her."

I came quickly.

She held me inside while my body shook.

Then she lifted the phone and took a photograph of us in the mirror. My shirt was still on. Her body was naked. The white bikini hung from my fist. My cock was buried inside her.

She sent it to Celeste.

Lena:
We are leaving now.

Celeste answered before I pulled out.

Celeste:
Good. Bring him hard.


CHAPTER 2

LENA - CELESTE'S VOICE

Celeste called while Evan carried the bags downstairs.

I answered naked.

"Tell me he saw the picture," she said.

Her voice was lower than I expected. Smooth. Amused. The voice of a woman who had already discovered that embarrassment could be foreplay.

"He stared at Graham before he stared at you."

She laughed.

"Good husband."

"That depends who you ask."

"I am asking you."

I watched Evan through the bedroom doorway. He crossed the hall with both bags, shoulders tight beneath his shirt. He had changed after coming inside me, but not much. His cock still showed through his jeans.

"My husband has spent years pretending he dislikes being watched," I said. "He is not very convincing anymore."

"Neither is mine."

"How long have you and Graham done this?"

"Done what?"

"Shared."

A pause.

"We have watched. We have flirted. I kissed a woman in front of him once. He came in his pants."

I smiled.

"And another man?"

"Hands over clothes. A dance. Nothing past that."

"So this is new."

"For both of us."

"Scared?"

"Very."

The honesty made me trust her more than confidence would have.

"What does Graham want?"

"He says he wants to see me wanted."

"What does his cock say?"

"That he wants your mouth."

The words reached straight between my legs.

I turned toward the mirror.

"And you?"

"I want to see whether Evan loses that careful face when I touch him."

"He will."

"You sound certain."

"I know my husband."

"I want him to touch me while Graham watches."

My pussy tightened.

There it was.

Not a cautious conversation. Not two couples circling polite words. A wife telling another wife exactly what she wanted.

"Where?" I asked.

"Pool first."

"On your body."

She breathed out.

"My breasts. My cunt. Wherever you tell him."

I sat on the edge of the bed.

"And Graham?"

"I want him behind you."

"While Evan watches?"

"Especially then."

My body warmed.

Celeste continued before I could answer.

"I do not want the men making every decision."

"Neither do I."

"I want them to know we talked without them."

"They will like that."

"They will hate that they like it."

I looked down the stairs.

Evan had stopped near the front door. He could not hear the words, but he knew the tone. He watched me with one hand on the suitcase handle.

I spread my knees where he could see.

"What are you doing?" Celeste asked.

"Showing my husband that his wife is making plans."

"Is he hard?"

"Painfully."

"Good."

Evan pointed at the clock.

I touched myself with two fingers.

"Celeste wants you to sit beside Graham at the pool," I called.

His jaw tightened.

"What else?"

Celeste heard him.

"Tell him I want both husbands to hold our towels."

I repeated it.

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

"What else?" he asked again.

Celeste's voice changed.

"Tell him I want him to watch Graham rub sunscreen over your ass."

I repeated that too.

My husband's face became still.

The best sign.

"And after?" he asked.

I put the call on speaker.

Celeste answered for herself.

"After, Evan, I want Lena to rub sunscreen on me while both of you try not to touch your cocks."

Silence filled the room.

Graham's voice sounded faintly in the background.

"Celeste."

"What?" she called. "They asked."

Evan walked back upstairs.

He stood between my knees and took the phone.

"Does Graham know what you are saying?"

"Yes."

"Does he want this?"

Graham came closer to the phone.

"I want to see my wife make you hard."

Evan's grip tightened.

"And I want to see yours do the same to me," Graham added.

My husband looked at me.

The fear in his face was real.

So was the hunger.

"Friday. Noon. Pool," Celeste said.

Evan handed the phone back.

"Tell them we are on the way."

I ended the call and reached for him.

He caught my wrist.

"No."

"Why?"

"Because if you touch me again, we miss the pool."

I smiled.

"My cuck is learning priorities."

He pulled me to my feet and slapped my ass.

"Get dressed."

I chose the shortest travel dress.

No panties.


CHAPTER 3

EVAN - THE DRIVE SOUTH

The drive to Naples took two hours and forty minutes.

Lena spent most of it with one bare foot on the dashboard and her dress riding high enough to show that she had ignored the underwear I placed beside her bag.

I knew because she told Celeste.

The group chat had four members and no mercy.

Lena:
No panties.

Celeste:
Same.

Graham:
We are on the highway.

Celeste:
He is pretending that helps.

A photograph appeared.

Celeste sat in the passenger seat with her black dress pulled above her hips. Her knees were open. Graham's hand rested high on her inner thigh while he drove. The angle hid everything except the dark strip of hair above her cunt.

Lena zoomed in.

"Natural."

"What?"

"She does not shave everything."

"You noticed that first?"

"I noticed Graham's hand first."

My eyes stayed on the road.

"Where is his hand?"

"Close."

"How close?"

She turned the phone toward me.

"Close enough that she is probably wet on his fingers."

My cock hardened beneath the seat belt.

Lena photographed the outline.

The shutter sound was loud in the car.

"Delete that."

"No."

She sent it.

Lena:
Evan says hello.

Celeste:
Tell him Graham is bigger in person.

Graham:
I did not say that.

Celeste:
You did not need to.

I tightened my hands around the wheel.

Lena watched.

"You know what I like about them?"

"No."

"They sound like us."

"That is what concerns me."

"Why?"

"Because I know what we became once you discovered how to use my jealousy."

She slid one hand under my seat belt.

"And Celeste already knows how to use his."

Her fingers traced the hard shape in my jeans.

"We are driving."

"So is Graham."

The car ahead slowed.

I caught Lena's wrist and placed her hand back on her own thigh.

She smiled.

"Responsible husband."

"Alive husband."

"My little cuck wants to arrive with his dignity."

"I left that at home with the white bikini."

"That is in the bag."

"Then I left it wherever you left your panties."

She laughed.

For ten minutes, the conversation moved to ordinary things. Traffic. The villa. Whether the grocery delivery had arrived. David had arranged the rental through a client and covered the first night, which made me uncomfortable until Lena reminded me that the trip had nothing to do with her promotion.

David's name still had power in our marriage.

Not ownership.

Power.

He had introduced us to Celeste and Graham after a corporate dinner in Miami. Celeste worked in luxury events. Graham owned a small architecture firm. They had been married fourteen years and had two children staying with grandparents for the weekend.

Real lives.

School calendars.

Mortgage payments.

A husband who had written that he was not ready while his wife held his cock inside a black bikini.

That was the detail I kept returning to.

Not ready.

Hard anyway.

I understood him before meeting him.

Lena turned her phone over.

"Tell me the truth."

"About what?"

"Celeste."

"I have not met her."

"You saw enough."

"She is beautiful."

"What do you want her to do?"

My mouth went dry.

"At the pool?"

"Anywhere."

I glanced at Lena.

She was watching me with the patient cruelty she had learned across eight books' worth of our marriage.

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

"Why?"

"So Graham sees what his wife wants."

"Then?"

"I want her to sit beside me."

"Naked?"

"In the bikini."

"That will be almost the same thing."

"I know."

"Then?"

I stared ahead.

"I want her to put her hand on my cock while Graham is looking."

Lena's smile softened and sharpened at the same time.

"Good."

"And you?"

"I want Graham to rub sunscreen on my ass."

"That was Celeste's idea."

"It became mine."

"Then?"

"I want to turn over and see whether he looks at my tits before he looks at you."

My cock pressed harder against my jeans.

"Then?"

"I want Celeste to tell me how big her husband is."

"She already did."

"Words are not proof."

The highway opened before us.

Lena placed one hand on my thigh again, but this time she left it there.

"I want to see both husbands understand that the wives are curious."

"And after?"

She looked through the windshield.

"After, I want to find out whether curiosity feels different when it has a wedding ring."

The villa appeared on the map twelve miles ahead.

My body had already arrived.


CHAPTER 4

EVAN - THE GLASS VILLA

The villa looked designed for people with fewer secrets.

White walls. Pale stone. Floor-to-ceiling glass across the back. A pool reflecting the Gulf sky. Three bedrooms opening from a central hallway, each door made from smoked glass that hid shapes but not movement.

Lena noticed the doors first.

I noticed the neighboring balconies.

She noticed me noticing.

"David chose this place."

"He said his client owned it."

"Same thing."

A black SUV waited near the garage.

Graham stood beside it.

He was taller than me by two inches. Broad through the shoulders without looking like a man who lived in a gym. Dark hair cut short. Tan skin. Gray shirt rolled at the forearms. Wedding ring visible when he lifted one hand.

Celeste emerged from the passenger side.

The photograph had not prepared me.

She wore a black wrap dress tied loosely at the waist. No bra. Every step shifted the fabric over full breasts. Her legs were long, her hips soft, her mouth already curved because she saw me looking.

Graham saw too.

His jaw tightened.

Lena got out of our car.

Celeste's eyes moved over her white dress, down to her bare legs, then back to her face.

Neither woman looked at the husbands for several seconds.

Then Celeste crossed the driveway and kissed Lena on the cheek.

"Finally."

The word sounded intimate.

Lena touched the black bikini string showing above Celeste's dress.

"You wore it here."

"I wanted Graham thinking about it in traffic."

"He was."

"I saw Evan's picture."

Both women looked at my jeans.

I picked up the bags.

"Hello to you too."

Celeste laughed.

Graham extended his hand.

His grip was firm, controlled, and slightly damp.

"Nervous?" I asked.

"Very."

"Good."

He glanced at the women.

"They talked more than we did."

"That also sounds familiar."

We carried the luggage inside.

David had left champagne, fruit, groceries, and a handwritten card on the kitchen island.

Enjoy the view. Do not pretend the glass is accidental.

Lena read it aloud.

Celeste lifted her eyebrows.

"Your boss knows how to furnish a fantasy."

"He knows how to sell a room," I said.

"He also knows what your wife looks like against glass," Lena replied.

Graham looked at me.

I saw the question.

"Later," I said.

The women chose bedrooms before either man could speak.

Lena placed our bags in the room nearest the pool. Celeste took the room across the hall. The third room stood between them, its bed facing the glass wall toward the water.

"The audience room," Celeste said.

Graham laughed once.

"No."

"Not yet," she replied.

He became quiet.

I understood the silence.

Not yet had built our entire marriage.

The grocery delivery filled the refrigerator. Celeste opened the champagne while Lena unpacked the bikinis. Graham and I stood at the island, two husbands holding glasses and pretending not to listen.

"What have you done before?" he asked quietly.

The directness helped.

"More than you."

"That is obvious."

"Does that bother you?"

"Yes."

"Good."

He looked at me.

"You keep saying that."

"Fear means the fantasy matters."

"That sounds practiced."

"It was expensive practice."

His eyes moved to Lena.

She had removed her travel dress in the bedroom. Through the smoked glass, her naked shape moved near the bed.

Graham watched.

Celeste watched him.

Then she looked at me.

"She knows he can see her," Celeste said.

"Yes."

"She knows you see him watching."

"Yes."

"What does that do to you?"

My cock hardened.

I took a drink.

Celeste smiled.

"No need to answer."

Lena emerged wearing the white bikini.

The top barely covered her nipples. The bottom was a narrow triangle with thin strings high on her hips. My wife looked less dressed than she had naked in our bedroom because every inch of fabric announced what it failed to hide.

Graham stopped breathing.

Celeste looked down at his shorts.

"Your turn," she told him.

He did not move.

Celeste untied her dress.

Black fabric fell to the floor.

Her bikini was even smaller than Lena's.

The two wives stood together in the middle of the white living room, one in black, one in white, both wearing wedding rings and expressions that made the glass walls seem too fragile.

Lena took Celeste's hand.

"Pool."

The husbands followed.


CHAPTER 5

LENA - TWO WIVES

Celeste did not ask whether I liked women.

She asked whether I liked being watched beside one.

We stood in the guest bathroom while the husbands carried towels outside. The mirror ran the length of the wall. White bikini. Black bikini. Dark hair. Darker hair. Two wives pretending to adjust strings that had already been adjusted three times.

"I like the contrast," I said.

"So does Graham."

"He looked at me."

"He tried not to."

"Evan noticed."

"Good."

Celeste turned sideways.

Her ass filled the black bottom. Not because the fabric was small, though it was. Because her body made restraint look ridiculous.

"You are beautiful," I said.

She met my eyes in the mirror.

"So are you."

The words felt different from a man's compliment.

Cleaner.

More dangerous.

"Do you want my husband?" she asked.

"Yes."

No hesitation.

Her breath changed.

"That was quick."

"You showed me his cock through his trunks before breakfast."

"Fair."

"And you?"

"I want Evan."

"Why?"

"Because he looks at you like every man in the room is touching something that still belongs to him."

My pussy tightened.

"He will look at you differently."

"I want to see how."

Celeste adjusted the black triangle over one breast. Her nipple remained visible at the edge.

I reached out and tucked it back under.

Her skin was warm.

Neither of us moved away.

"That is the first time you touched me," she said.

"I know."

"Did you like it?"

"Yes."

She took my wrist and pressed my palm over her breast.

The soft weight filled my hand.

My thumb moved once across the covered nipple.

Celeste closed her eyes.

Then she laughed quietly.

"Our husbands are outside carrying towels."

"Like good boys."

"Like two cucks waiting for their wives."

I squeezed her breast.

Her hand settled at my waist.

We stood that way for three breaths.

Then the patio door opened.

Evan's voice came from the living room.

"Are you coming?"

Celeste looked at the mirror.

"Tell him."

I raised my voice.

"Celeste is showing me her tits."

Silence.

Graham said something too low to hear.

Evan answered louder.

"Pool. Now."

The command hardened my nipples.

Celeste released me.

"Your husband still thinks he is in charge."

"He knows better."

We walked out holding hands.

Both men looked at our joined fingers before they looked at our bodies.

Celeste leaned toward me.

"Which one gets hard first?"

"Evan already is."

"Then Graham owes me dinner."

"Does he know?"

"He will."

At the patio, sunlight struck the pool and bounced across the glass walls. Two loungers waited side by side. Two chairs sat facing them.

Celeste had arranged it before we arrived.

The wives lay down.

The husbands sat.

Neither man touched himself.

Not yet.

I looked at Celeste.

She smiled.

"Show begins at noon," she said.

The clock on the wall changed to twelve.


CHAPTER 6

EVAN - NOON AT THE POOL

At twelve-oh-one, a man on the neighboring balcony noticed the wives.

He wore sunglasses and held a beer. His wife sat behind him reading. He looked once at Lena. Once at Celeste. Then returned to Lena with the slow disbelief of a man who had not expected the day to offer him anything.

Lena saw him.

Celeste saw Lena see him.

Both women adjusted their positions.

Lena rolled onto her stomach, white string sliding deeper between her ass cheeks. Celeste bent one knee and let the black bikini pull tight across her hips.

The stranger lowered his beer.

Graham exhaled beside me.

"Does this happen every time?"

"Yes."

"How do you stand it?"

"My cock helps."

He looked down.

The gray trunks had become tight.

Lena lifted her head.

"Celeste."

"Hmm?"

"Your husband is hard."

Celeste did not look at Graham.

"So is yours."

The women spoke as if we were furniture.

The humiliation hit with immediate heat.

Lena glanced over her shoulder.

"Do you like seeing another wife make your husband hard, love?"

My jaw tightened.

"Yes."

"Tell Celeste."

I looked at the woman in black.

"You make me hard."

Celeste's smile grew.

Graham's face darkened.

"Your turn," she said.

He looked at Lena.

"I am hard because of you."

"Because of the bikini?"

"Because you know I am looking."

Lena's ass lifted slightly.

"Better."

The man on the neighboring balcony moved closer to the railing.

His wife still had not noticed.

Celeste reached for the bottle of sunscreen between the loungers.

"Graham."

He stood.

"Do Lena first."

His body reacted visibly.

He looked at me.

Not asking permission.

Acknowledging the moment.

I nodded once.

Lena moved her hair aside and rested her cheek on folded arms.

Graham poured sunscreen into his palm.

The white cream shone against his skin.

He started at her shoulders. Professional distance lasted less than ten seconds. His hands moved down her back, spread over her waist, then slowed at the top of her bikini bottom.

Lena watched me.

"Lower," she said.

Graham's palms covered her ass.

My cock pulsed.

The neighboring man abandoned all pretense.

Graham rubbed slowly, fingers sliding under the white strings at her hips. Lena opened her legs an inch.

Celeste watched her husband.

Not jealous.

Hungry.

"How does my wife's ass feel?" I asked.

Graham swallowed.

"Soft."

"More."

"Hot."

Lena laughed.

"Tell him the part you are hiding."

Graham's hands tightened.

"It makes me want to spread you."

My cock jerked inside my trunks.

Lena's eyes stayed on mine.

"Did you hear him, love?"

"Yes."

"He wants to open your wife's ass in the sun."

"Yes."

"And your cock is hard."

"Yes."

Graham worked the sunscreen lower until his thumbs brushed the edges of her cunt through the narrow white fabric.

Lena breathed out.

Celeste crossed her legs on the lounger.

Her black bikini darkened between them.

The stranger's wife finally looked up from her book.

She followed her husband's stare.

Instead of pulling him away, she looked at us too.

Four people around a private pool.

Two wives in tiny bikinis.

Two husbands sitting with hard cocks showing.

One strange couple watching from above.

Lena turned her head toward the balcony and smiled.

The stranger's wife smiled back.

"Your turn," Lena told me.

Celeste rolled onto her stomach.

I stood.


CHAPTER 7

EVAN - SUNSCREEN

Celeste's body felt different from Lena's beneath my hands.

That should have been obvious.

It was not.

Fantasy flattens people into images. Wife. Other wife. Husband. Other husband. Bodies arranged around a pool.

Touch restored every difference.

Celeste's shoulders were narrower. Her waist curved deeper. Her ass was fuller and softer beneath the black bikini. A small scar crossed her left hip, pale against tan skin.

I poured sunscreen onto her back.

Graham watched from the chair I had left.

Lena sat upright now, knees open, white bikini shining with oil.

"Use both hands," she told me.

I did.

Celeste sighed when my palms moved down her spine.

"Your husband is careful," she said.

"He pretends."

"I can feel him pretending."

I reached her waist.

The black strings waited.

Graham's chest rose and fell.

Celeste looked at him.

"Tell Evan where you want his hands."

His mouth opened.

No words came.

Lena laughed.

"Your cuck needs help."

Celeste pressed her hips into the lounger.

"My ass."

I covered both cheeks.

Graham's hand moved over the front of his trunks.

I squeezed.

Celeste moaned softly.

The neighboring couple remained on the balcony.

Their book lay forgotten.

Lena spoke to Graham without taking her eyes from me.

"Your wife likes my husband's hands."

"I can see."

"Does it hurt?"

"Yes."

"Good hurt?"

His cock shifted under the gray fabric.

"Yes."

Celeste turned her face toward him.

"Then watch."

I rubbed sunscreen into her ass. My fingers slid beneath the lower edge of black fabric, close enough to feel heat without touching her cunt.

She opened her legs.

I looked at Graham.

He did not look away.

Lena stood and moved behind his chair. Her hands rested on his shoulders.

"Your husband has a beautiful cock shape," she told Celeste.

Graham closed his eyes.

Celeste smiled into the lounger.

"Show her."

Lena moved around the chair and knelt.

She did not pull his trunks down.

She traced the bulge with one finger.

Graham's whole body tightened.

I was touching his wife while mine touched him.

The symmetry felt obscene.

Celeste lifted her hips slightly.

"Lower, Evan."

My fingertips dragged over the black bikini.

The fabric was soaked.

She gasped.

Graham watched my hand settle over his wife's cunt.

Lena watched him watching.

I pressed once.

Celeste rolled her hips against my palm.

"Fuck," Graham whispered.

Lena squeezed his cock through the trunks.

"You like my husband touching your wife."

"Yes."

"Say what he is touching."

"My wife's pussy."

"Again."

"Evan has his hand on my wife's pussy."

Celeste shuddered beneath me.

The stranger on the balcony adjusted himself openly now.

His wife placed one hand over his.

Lena saw.

"Audience likes it."

Celeste looked toward the balcony.

"Then give them something."

She rolled onto her back.

The black top shifted.

One breast slipped free.

She left it exposed.

Graham stared.

So did I.

Celeste took my wrist and placed my sunscreen-covered hand over her bare breast.

"Rub it in."

I did.

Her nipple hardened against my palm.

Lena pulled Graham's trunks down just enough for his cock to rise against his stomach.

He was bigger than me.

Not dramatically.

Enough.

Thicker near the head. Longer by perhaps an inch.

Lena's eyes widened.

She wrapped her fingers around him.

They did not quite meet.

My jealousy burned clean and immediate.

She looked at me.

"Bigger, love."

I kept my hand on Celeste's breast.

"Yes."

Celeste watched my face.

"Does that make you hard?"

"Painfully."

She reached down and pushed my trunks lower.

My cock sprang free.

The two wives compared us in full sunlight.

Graham stared at mine.

I stared at his.

Celeste smiled.

"Not as different as the husbands feared."

Lena stroked Graham once.

"No."

Then she looked at me with the cruelty I loved.

"But his is bigger."

My cock pulsed.

Celeste closed her fingers around me.

"Yours is harder."

Graham groaned.

Two wives.

Two husbands.

Two cocks in the sun.

The couple on the balcony disappeared behind their door.

The wives laughed.

The pool had only begun.


CHAPTER 8

LENA - MEN AT THE BAR

The resort bar sat beyond the private villas, open to guests and close enough to the beach that sand collected beneath the stools.

Celeste and I walked there without cover-ups.

Evan carried my white towel.

Graham carried hers.

Neither husband complained.

Men noticed before we reached the first palm tree.

A bartender stopped wiping the counter. Two golfers turned in their seats. A younger man at a high table followed Celeste's ass until his friend elbowed him, then both stared.

I felt every look.

Not as separate touches.

As a single current moving over us.

Celeste leaned closer.

"Left side. Blue shirt."

"Looking at your tits."

"His friend is looking at your cunt."

"The bikini covers it."

"Not when you walk."

I changed my stride.

The white fabric pulled tighter.

Behind us, Evan made a sound under his breath.

I smiled.

At the bar, Celeste chose stools that forced the husbands to sit across from us. The counter reflected our legs. My knees remained apart. Her black bikini barely hid the dark curls at the edges.

The bartender placed menus down.

His eyes returned to Celeste's exposed breast.

She had fixed the top after the pool, but not carefully.

"Something cold," she said.

His gaze dropped to her mouth.

"Frozen margarita?"

"Two."

"And for the gentlemen?"

Evan answered.

"Whiskey."

Graham laughed.

"Same."

The bartender walked away.

Celeste looked beneath the counter.

"Both hard again."

"We never gave them time to soften."

"Good."

She placed one bare foot between Graham's legs and rested it on his stool.

I did the same to Evan.

The husbands looked at each other.

"Do you know what I want?" Celeste asked.

Graham shook his head.

"I want Lena and me to order for you all weekend."

"Drinks?" he asked.

"Everything."

His face changed.

Evan's cock pressed against my toes through his shorts.

I curled them.

"What would you order for me?" he asked.

Celeste looked at me.

"Your husband wants to know."

I studied Evan.

"A chair."

His nostrils flared.

"Where?"

"Beside Graham."

"And the wives?"

"Where we can see you watching."

The bartender returned with drinks.

He placed mine down, then Celeste's. His fingers brushed hers.

She held his gaze.

"Thank you."

The younger men at the table had stopped pretending.

One lifted his phone.

Evan noticed.

His body became still.

I knew that stillness.

Protector.

Husband.

The old reflex arriving before the fantasy could explain itself.

I touched his knee with my foot.

"Let him look."

"Photographs are different."

"Then make him ask."

Evan turned toward the young man.

The man lowered the phone immediately.

Celeste watched.

She liked the authority in my husband.

So did I.

The man's friend whispered something. They stood and came closer.

The one with the phone looked embarrassed.

"Sorry," he said. "I should not have."

"No," Evan replied. "You should not have."

The man nodded.

Celeste lifted her drink.

"But you can look."

His eyes moved to her.

Then to me.

"Both of you?"

"That was the point," I said.

The husbands sat across from us while two strangers stared openly.

Celeste moved her foot from Graham to Evan.

Her toes found my husband's cock.

His eyes widened.

I moved mine to Graham.

The other husband was thicker even through the trunks.

We smiled at each other.

The strangers saw the exchange.

So did our husbands.

The man in blue swallowed.

"Are you two couples?"

Celeste answered.

"Sometimes."

Graham nearly choked on his whiskey.

I stroked his cock with my bare foot beneath the counter.

Evan watched.

His wife touching another husband.

Another wife touching him.

Strangers seeing enough to understand but not enough to know who belonged to whom.

Celeste lifted her margarita.

"To confused men."

I touched my glass to hers.

"All four of them."

The husbands drank.

The strangers stared.

And for the first time, I understood that swapping did not begin when bodies changed beds.

It began when ownership stopped being obvious.


CHAPTER 9

EVAN - GRAHAM'S HAND

The walk back from the bar took longer because the wives kept stopping.

At the boardwalk, Lena leaned against the railing and let the Gulf wind lift the white strings at her hips.

At the path between villas, Celeste bent to adjust her sandal even though she was barefoot.

At every pause, men looked.

The wives collected attention as if it belonged in their bags.

Graham and I followed with towels over our shoulders.

"Does it ever become normal?" he asked.

"No."

"Good."

I looked at him.

He smiled without confidence.

"I do not want this to feel ordinary."

"It will not."

"What happens when you go home?"

"You see her differently."

"Better?"

"More honestly."

He glanced ahead.

Lena and Celeste walked hand in hand now.

"Celeste says you and Lena are closer since this started."

"We are."

"That sounds impossible."

"It did to me too."

At the villa gate, Lena stopped and turned.

"Come here, Graham."

He looked at me automatically.

She laughed.

"Your wife told me you do that."

"Do what?"

"Look at the husband before touching the wife."

Celeste leaned against the wall.

"He is polite when he is scared."

Lena held out her hand.

Graham crossed the distance.

"Put your hand on my ass."

He did.

No question.

No pause.

His palm covered one cheek through the white bikini.

Lena looked at me.

"How does it look?"

"Big."

"His hand?"

"Both."

Graham squeezed.

My cock hardened again.

Celeste came to stand beside me.

She did not touch me.

Her proximity was enough.

"Does he hold me differently?" Lena asked her.

Celeste studied her husband's hand on my wife.

"Yes."

"How?"

"More carefully."

Lena smiled.

"Then teach him."

Celeste stepped behind Graham and placed her hand over his.

She pressed his fingers deeper into Lena's ass.

"Like this," she said.

Graham groaned.

Lena rolled her hips against his palm.

I watched another wife teach her husband how to touch mine.

The scene reached somewhere deeper than simple jealousy.

It made the marriages visible.

Celeste knew the exact pressure Graham wanted but feared using. Lena knew how to reward it. I knew the expression on my wife's face when she was about to push all of us further.

"Under the string," Lena said.

Graham's fingertips slid beneath white fabric.

Celeste guided him lower.

My wife opened her legs.

The front of Graham's trunks pressed against her hip.

Lena looked down.

"Still bigger."

My cock jerked.

Celeste finally touched me.

Her hand settled over the front of my shorts.

"Still harder."

Graham looked at her hand on me.

His own hand tightened under Lena's bikini.

The women moved us like mirrored pieces.

Lena leaned back against Graham.

Celeste leaned against me.

My hand found the soft curve of another wife's waist.

Graham's face held the same shock I felt.

"Look at your husband," Lena told Celeste.

She did.

"Tell him what I feel."

Celeste watched Graham's hand move beneath the white bikini.

"My husband has his fingers on another wife's pussy."

Graham's breath broke.

"Tell Evan what I feel," Lena said.

I looked at my wife.

"Another husband's hand between your legs."

"More."

"You are soaked for him."

"More."

"You like his wife holding my cock while he touches you."

Lena smiled.

"Good husband."

Celeste squeezed me.

Graham pushed one finger into Lena.

My body reacted so hard I nearly doubled over.

No bed.

No darkness.

The villa gate still open behind us.

The neighboring balcony visible through palm leaves.

Lena gasped once, then kept her eyes on me.

"That is the first finger from another husband."

Celeste's hand slid inside my shorts.

"Then this is the first hand from another wife."

She wrapped around my cock.

Graham watched her stroke me.

I watched him work one finger slowly inside Lena's cunt.

The symmetry broke the last normal shape of the afternoon.

Lena came first.

Her knees weakened against Graham while Celeste held my cock and whispered into my ear.

"Your wife is coming on my husband's hand."

I came seconds later across Celeste's fingers.

Graham stared.

Lena watched every pulse.

Then she lifted Graham's slick hand to her mouth and sucked his finger clean.

"My husband's turn later," Celeste said.

The villa door closed behind us.

David had not arrived yet.

For the first time all day, the four of us were alone.


CHAPTER 10

EVAN - DAVID LEAVES

David arrived at sunset wearing a linen shirt and the expression of a man who had already guessed what happened at the gate.

He carried wine.

Celeste carried the memory of my cum drying on her fingers.

Graham carried the smell of Lena on his hand.

No one mentioned either fact.

David placed the bottles on the kitchen island and looked at the four of us.

"Pool successful?"

Lena sat on the counter in the white bikini, legs apart.

"Very."

Celeste leaned beside her in black.

"The husbands behaved."

Graham opened the wine.

I did not trust my voice.

David noticed.

His eyes moved to the WATCH bracelet on Lena's wrist.

"Celeste insisted."

"She understands branding," he said.

"This is not your campaign," I replied.

David smiled.

"No. That is why I am leaving."

The statement changed the room.

Lena looked at him.

"You booked the villa."

"I introduced two couples. The rest belongs to them."

Celeste studied David.

"You do not want to watch?"

"Of course I do."

My cock reacted despite the jealousy.

David saw.

"But this experiment is not about another bull," he continued. "It is about whether the husbands can watch each other."

Graham set the corkscrew down.

The words reached him too.

David poured four glasses, not five.

"How much did you tell him?" I asked Lena.

"Enough."

"How much did Celeste tell you?" Graham asked.

"Enough," David repeated.

Celeste laughed.

David handed her a glass.

"Your wife is dangerous."

"Which one?" Graham asked.

For the first time, all of us laughed.

The tension loosened without disappearing.

David lifted his own unopened bottle.

"I have the room next door. I will be at dinner with clients. Tomorrow morning, I will ask only one question."

"What?" Lena asked.

"Whether both marriages woke up intact."

Celeste's eyes darkened.

"That is a low standard."

"It is the only one that matters."

He walked toward the door.

I followed.

Outside, the sky had turned orange over the Gulf.

David stopped near the steps.

"You look terrified."

"I am."

"Good."

"You say that too."

"Because it remains true."

I looked back through the glass.

Lena and Celeste sat side by side on the counter. Graham stood between them, wineglass in one hand, his body angled toward Lena.

"My wife might touch his."

"Yes."

"I might touch Celeste."

"Yes."

"That feels different."

"Because Graham is not a bull."

"Because he is like me."

David nodded.

"Exactly."

I looked at him.

"Why did you introduce us?"

"Celeste told me Graham could not stop imagining her with another husband. Lena told me you were afraid you might enjoy another wife."

"She tells you too much."

"She tells you exactly enough."

Inside, Celeste placed one bare foot on Graham's thigh. Lena put hers on the other.

Both women looked toward us.

David opened the gate.

"Do not let the women turn comparison into punishment."

"You think they will?"

"I think they want both men hard, not broken."

That was the closest David ever came to sounding gentle.

He left.

I returned to the villa.

The door closed.

Celeste placed her wineglass down.

"Now there are only four."

Lena took my hand.

Graham watched.

"Before anybody gets naked," Lena said, "we say the simple truth."

No list.

No contract.

No performance.

Celeste went first.

"I want Evan."

Graham's jaw tightened.

"I want Lena," he said.

My wife looked at me.

"I want Graham."

The room waited.

I looked at Celeste.

"I want your wife."

Graham inhaled.

All four truths existed now.

Lena stood.

"Good."

She untied the white bikini top.

Celeste untied the black.

The husbands watched the wives reveal themselves together.

No one asked another question.


CHAPTER 11

LENA - THE FIRST PHOTOGRAPH

Celeste took the first photograph after both bikini tops hit the floor.

Not of our breasts.

Of the husbands.

Evan and Graham stood near the glass doors, still dressed from the waist down, both hard enough to show through their swim trunks. Their bodies angled toward us. Their faces held the same mixture of hunger and uncertainty.

She framed them together.

"Look at that," she said.

I stepped beside her.

"Two married men trying to remember which wife belongs to them."

Evan's cock jumped beneath the black fabric.

Graham's mouth tightened.

Celeste took another photograph.

This time, she included our bare breasts in the foreground. Black bikini bottoms. White bikini bottoms. Two husbands beyond us.

She sent it to the group chat even though all four phones were in the room.

Celeste:
The audience.

My phone vibrated on the counter.

Then Evan's.

Then Graham's.

The sound made the moment feel recorded, undeniable.

"Take one of us," I said.

Celeste handed her phone to Graham.

He hesitated only a second.

I put one arm around Celeste's waist.

She pulled me closer until our breasts touched.

The husbands stared.

"Closer," Evan said.

Celeste smiled.

"Your husband has opinions."

"He always did."

I turned my face toward hers.

Our mouths stopped an inch apart.

Graham took the picture.

The flash reflected from the glass.

"Send it," Celeste said.

He did.

The photograph arrived on every screen.

Two wives almost kissing.

Two wedding rings visible at our waists.

The Gulf behind us.

Evan looked at the image before looking back at me.

"Do it," he said.

Graham's breath changed.

Celeste touched my jaw.

The kiss was soft at first.

Not timid.

Exploratory.

Her mouth tasted like margarita and wine. Her lips were fuller than mine. When her tongue touched mine, the room disappeared for a heartbeat.

Then I remembered the husbands.

I opened my eyes.

Evan watched with his cock pushing hard against his trunks.

Graham had one hand over his own.

Celeste felt me looking and turned our bodies slightly so both men could see.

The kiss deepened.

Her hand slid down my back and covered my ass. I did the same to her. Black fabric beneath my fingers. White fabric beneath hers.

The husbands made different sounds.

Evan swore under his breath.

Graham exhaled my name.

Not his wife's.

Mine.

Celeste pulled away just enough to smile.

"Your husband said her name."

I looked at Graham.

"Say it again."

"Lena."

Evan's face tightened.

My cunt pulsed.

"Now say your wife's," I told Evan.

"Celeste."

Her nipples hardened against my breasts.

Two names.

Two husbands.

No confusion left.

Celeste kissed me again, rougher.

I pressed my thigh between hers.

She ground against it.

Her wet bikini bottom dragged across my skin.

The men watched.

I wanted them to feel excluded and necessary at the same time.

When we separated, a line of saliva connected our mouths.

Celeste wiped it with her thumb, then placed the thumb against Evan's lips.

"Taste your wife."

He sucked it clean.

Graham stared.

I took Celeste's wrist and moved her hand from Evan's mouth to the front of his trunks.

"Now feel what she did."

She closed her fingers around my husband's hard cock through the fabric.

Evan's eyes found mine.

I smiled.

"Good, love?"

His answer came rough.

"Very."

Celeste stroked him once.

Then she looked at Graham.

"Your turn."

I crossed the room and placed my hand over the larger shape in his trunks.

Both husbands groaned.

The first photograph stayed open on the counter.

The audience had become part of the show.


CHAPTER 12

EVAN - TWO CUCKS ON ONE COUCH

The wives made us sit.

One couch.

Two husbands.

Graham on my right. Me on his left. Our shoulders nearly touching because the women chose the narrowest piece of furniture in a villa built for space.

Lena stood in front of Graham.

Celeste stood in front of me.

Both women still wore bikini bottoms and nothing else.

"Hands on your own thighs," Celeste said.

Graham obeyed first.

I followed.

Lena looked down at us.

"Two good husbands."

My cock pressed against the front of my trunks.

Graham's did the same.

Celeste moved between my knees.

She touched my face with one hand.

"Do you know what I want?"

"No."

"I want you to look at Graham while I touch you."

The instruction hit harder than expected.

She slipped one finger beneath the waistband of my trunks and pulled them down.

My cock rose between us.

Graham looked.

Not accidentally.

Not from the corner of his eye.

He stared.

Lena watched him stare at me.

"Tell Evan what you see," she said.

Graham swallowed.

"His cock."

"More."

"Hard."

"More."

He looked at my face.

"Not as small as I hoped."

The wives laughed.

Humiliation burned through me.

So did relief.

Celeste wrapped her hand around my cock.

Her fingers were warm, slightly sticky from sunscreen.

"Your wife taught me how hard you get when compared."

Lena moved between Graham's knees and pulled his trunks down.

His cock was thicker.

The comparison became visible again.

Lena held him at the base.

"Look at my husband," she told him.

Graham did.

I looked back.

Two married men sitting shoulder to shoulder while the wives stroked the wrong cocks.

Celeste moved slowly.

Lena did too.

Neither matched our usual rhythm. That made every touch foreign.

Graham's cock twitched in Lena's hand.

Mine did the same in Celeste's.

"Which husband is bigger?" Celeste asked.

Lena studied both.

"Graham."

My jaw clenched.

Celeste squeezed me.

"Which is harder?"

"Evan."

Graham's face tightened.

Lena smiled.

"Both husbands lose something."

Celeste leaned down and kissed the head of my cock.

I jerked.

Graham watched her mouth.

Lena copied the gesture, pressing her lips to his.

The couch became too small.

The wives worked us in matching movements. Mouths at the heads. Hands at the bases. Eyes moving between husbands.

"Look at each other," Lena said.

I did.

Graham's face held the same shame I felt.

Celeste took me deeper.

Lena did the same to Graham.

Our wives sucked the wrong men while making us witness the symmetry.

Graham's hand shifted on his thigh.

Lena slapped it away.

"No touching."

He groaned.

Celeste looked up at me.

"My cuck can hold still."

"Can he?" Lena asked.

I did not trust my voice.

Celeste swallowed more of me.

My hips tried to lift.

She pressed one hand against my thigh and kept me down.

Lena's cheeks hollowed around Graham's larger cock.

Jealousy cut through my body.

Celeste felt it.

She released me with a wet sound.

"You like seeing your wife take more."

"Yes."

"Say it to him."

I looked at Graham.

"My wife likes your bigger cock."

His hips moved.

Lena took him deeper.

Graham gasped.

Then he answered.

"My wife likes how hard yours is."

Celeste smiled around me.

The wives continued until both men were close.

Then they stopped together.

The sudden emptiness hurt.

Lena stood.

Celeste wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

"No one comes on the couch," Lena said.

Graham stared at her.

"Why?"

"Because the wives decide where the husbands finish."

Celeste sat on the coffee table facing us.

"Later."

Two cocks remained hard between two husbands.

The women picked up their wine.

We sat beside each other and tried to breathe.


CHAPTER 13

EVAN - THE WOMEN COMPARE

Dinner was still two hours away.

The wives used the time to compare everything.

Our hands.

Our mouths.

The shape of our shoulders.

The way each husband kissed after watching the other touch his wife.

They did it openly, moving around us in the living room while the sunset turned the glass walls gold.

Celeste kissed me first.

Graham watched from the kitchen island.

Her mouth was softer than Lena's and less familiar. She kissed with patience, letting each second become visible before deepening it.

When she pulled away, Lena touched my lips.

"Different?"

"Yes."

"Better?"

"No."

Celeste laughed.

"Good husband."

Then Lena kissed Graham.

She used the version of herself that had grown bolder across every experiment. One hand at his neck. Body pressed close. Tongue entering his mouth before he could decide how much to take.

Graham grabbed her hips.

Celeste's smile disappeared.

Not from anger.

From impact.

She had imagined her husband touching another wife. Seeing it changed her breathing.

Lena broke the kiss.

Celeste approached Graham and smelled his mouth.

"She tastes like wine."

"And your husband tastes like sunscreen," Lena replied.

The wives kissed each other again.

They traded our tastes while we watched.

My cock stayed hard.

Graham's did too.

"Hands," Celeste said.

She took my right hand and placed it against Lena's left.

Then Graham's right against her own.

The women studied our fingers.

"Evan's are rougher," Celeste said.

"Construction schedules," Lena answered.

"He types emails."

"He also fixes everything himself because paying someone feels like defeat."

I flexed my hand.

Graham's was broader, nails carefully cut, wedding band thicker than mine.

"Architect hands," Lena said.

"Mostly computer now," Celeste replied.

"They look like they could hold a woman still."

Graham's face darkened.

Celeste placed his hand around Lena's waist.

Then she placed mine around hers.

"Now compare."

We did.

Lena fit against Graham differently. His hand covered more of her waist. My fingers spanned Celeste's hip and found the scar again.

"His hand is bigger," Lena said.

"Yours grips harder," Celeste answered.

Each statement felt chosen to wound and reward.

The women moved behind us.

Lena touched Graham's shoulders.

Celeste touched mine.

"Turn around," Lena said.

We faced each other.

The wives pressed against our backs.

Celeste's breasts touched me.

Lena's touched Graham.

I looked at the other husband and saw myself transformed by a different body.

"Do you want my wife?" Graham asked.

The question came without prompting.

"Yes."

"How much?"

Celeste's hands slid down my chest.

"Enough to hate you a little."

He nodded.

"I want yours the same way."

Lena kissed the back of his neck.

"Good."

Celeste rested her chin on my shoulder.

"Now tell each other what frightens you."

I looked at Graham.

"That Lena will like being fucked by a husband."

His cock moved under his shorts.

"Why is that different?"

"Because you know how to keep a woman."

Celeste went still behind me.

Graham's answer took longer.

"That Celeste will like how certain you are."

I almost laughed.

"Certain?"

"You have done this before."

"Not this."

"She does not know that when she looks at you."

Lena pressed herself harder against him.

"What else?" she whispered.

Graham watched Celeste's hands on me.

"That she will look at me afterward and wish I had your nerve."

Celeste left my back and crossed to him.

She touched his face.

"I want your fear," she said. "Not another version of you."

The sentence softened something in the room.

Then Lena ruined the softness beautifully.

"And I want his bigger cock."

My body tightened.

Celeste looked at me.

"And I want yours because it belongs to her."

The women exchanged places again.

No comparison ended cleanly.

That was the point.


CHAPTER 14

LENA - CELESTE'S MOUTH

Celeste took me to the white bedroom before dinner.

Not the room assigned to either couple.

The room between us.

The audience room.

Evan and Graham remained in the living room. We left the smoked-glass door open wide enough for them to see the bed.

Celeste stood behind me.

Her bare breasts pressed against my back.

"Do you want them inside?" she asked.

"Not yet."

She smiled against my shoulder.

"Good."

The husbands sat on the couch where we had left them. Both still wore unfastened shorts. Both cocks remained visible.

I faced the doorway.

"Watch," I told them.

Celeste pulled the white bikini bottom down my legs.

I stepped out.

Her hands moved over my hips, then between my thighs.

The first touch of her fingers on my bare cunt felt less shocking than her mouth had during the kiss.

More intimate.

She spread me with one hand.

"Already soaked."

"Your husband started it."

"Mine?"

"His fingers at the gate."

Evan heard.

His cock jumped.

Celeste's middle finger slid into me.

I opened my legs wider.

"Tell Graham," I said.

She looked through the doorway.

"Your hand prepared her for mine."

Graham grabbed his cock.

Celeste noticed.

"No."

He released it.

Evan laughed quietly.

"Good boy," I said.

My husband stopped laughing.

Celeste circled my clit with her thumb.

My knees weakened.

"Lie down."

I obeyed.

The white sheets felt cool beneath my back. Celeste knelt between my legs, black bikini still in place.

She looked at the husbands.

"Both of you stay there."

Then her mouth covered my cunt.

I cried out.

Her tongue moved slowly at first, learning me. Broad strokes over my clit. The tip sliding lower. One finger working inside while her lips closed around the most sensitive part of me.

I watched Evan.

He watched another wife eat me.

Graham watched his wife kneeling between another woman's legs.

The room carried two kinds of jealousy.

I grabbed Celeste's hair.

"Harder."

She obeyed.

Her tongue flattened against me. Her finger moved faster.

My hips lifted from the bed.

"Look at your husband," she said against my cunt.

I did.

Evan's face was rigid. His cock stood against his stomach. He had never watched a woman do this to me.

"Tell him," Celeste ordered.

"My wife is eating your wife's pussy," Graham said from the couch.

Evan's eyes never left mine.

"More."

"She is making Lena come while you watch."

Celeste sucked my clit.

My body broke.

I came with my legs around her shoulders and my eyes fixed on Evan. The sounds escaped me without restraint.

When the shaking slowed, Celeste lifted her face.

My cunt shone on her mouth.

She looked at Graham.

"Come taste her."

He stood.

Evan's whole body tightened.

Graham entered the room and knelt beside his wife.

Celeste kissed him.

He tasted me from her tongue.

I watched the husband and wife share my cunt between their mouths.

Then Celeste looked at Evan.

"Your turn."

My husband came to the bed.

I caught his face and kissed him directly.

He tasted Celeste.

He tasted me.


CHAPTER 15

EVAN - THE FIRST KISS BETWEEN WIVES

I had seen Lena kiss Celeste in the living room.

The white bedroom changed the meaning.

There, the wives kissed after Celeste made Lena come. Their mouths carried my wife's taste. Their husbands knelt on opposite sides of the bed.

Celeste held Lena's face.

Lena's hand slid beneath the black bikini bottom.

Graham stopped breathing.

I watched my wife touch another wife's cunt.

Celeste opened against her fingers.

"Tell him," Lena said.

Graham looked at me.

"Lena has her hand inside my wife."

The sentence made my cock ache.

Celeste moved on Lena's fingers.

Her mouth remained pressed to my wife's.

I reached for my cock.

Lena broke the kiss.

"No."

My hand stopped.

She looked at Graham.

"You too."

Neither husband touched himself.

The wives controlled the room through denial alone.

Lena pushed two fingers deeper into Celeste.

Celeste moaned into her neck.

"Look at your cuck," Lena whispered.

Celeste turned her head.

Graham's face had changed. He looked younger, more exposed.

"My husband likes you touching me."

"Say it."

Celeste watched him.

"My little cuck likes another wife fingering me."

Graham groaned.

Lena moved faster.

Celeste's hips rocked against her hand.

I saw Graham's cock pulse without contact.

My own did the same.

"Tell Evan what you want," Celeste said.

Lena looked at me.

"I want Graham's mouth on my cunt."

Jealousy cut through me.

"More."

"I want his bigger cock inside me."

My jaw clenched.

Celeste gasped as Lena's fingers worked deeper.

"And I want you inside Celeste."

The second part hurt differently.

I looked at the other wife.

She was coming apart around Lena's hand, breasts shaking, mouth open.

I wanted her.

Not because Lena told me to.

Because Celeste was beautiful and married and trusting another wife with her body while her husband watched.

Graham looked at me.

"I want you to fuck her too," he said.

The honesty gave the desire shape.

Celeste came.

Her cunt clenched visibly around Lena's fingers. She bit my wife's shoulder and moaned Graham's name first, then mine.

My cock jerked.

Graham heard.

So did Lena.

When Celeste could breathe, Lena withdrew her fingers and held them between the husbands.

"Who tastes first?"

Graham leaned forward.

Lena pulled away.

"Not your wife."

She offered her fingers to me.

I sucked Celeste from them.

Graham watched another husband taste his wife.

His face twisted with jealousy.

Celeste loved it.

She took Lena's hand from my mouth and gave the same fingers to her husband.

"Now you."

He sucked them clean.

The taste passed between marriages.

Lena smiled.

"Better."

She moved to the edge of the bed.

"Get dressed."

All three of us stared at her.

"Dinner," she said.

Celeste laughed.

"We stop now?"

"We carry this to the restaurant."

Graham looked down at his hard cock.

"Like this?"

Celeste handed him his shorts.


CHAPTER 16

EVAN - DINNER WITHOUT PANTIES

Lena wore white.

Celeste wore black.

Not bikinis this time.

Dresses.

Lena's was short and fitted, open at the back, with thin straps crossing above her ass. Celeste's wrapped around her breasts and fell to mid-thigh. Both women left their underwear on the bedroom floor.

The husbands knew.

The restaurant did not.

We sat at a corner table overlooking the marina. The wives chose the inside seats together. Graham and I sat across from them.

A waiter introduced himself as Mateo.

He noticed Lena first.

Then Celeste.

Then the wedding rings.

His expression changed from interest to confusion when neither wife sat beside her husband.

Celeste ordered champagne.

Lena ordered oysters.

Graham ordered whiskey.

I ordered another.

Mateo leaned close to place the menus. His eyes moved down Celeste's dress.

She crossed one leg over the other.

The hem rose.

No panties.

The waiter saw.

His hand paused above the table.

The part of Evan living inside my head reacted before the man across the table could decide how to feel.

Lena watched Mateo's face.

"Something wrong?" she asked.

"No, ma'am."

"Good."

He walked away too quickly.

Graham looked at his wife.

"You showed him."

"I sat down."

"You opened your legs."

"Only enough."

Lena touched Celeste's knee under the table.

"Do it again when he brings the drinks."

Celeste smiled.

The wives had become allies faster than I expected.

That frightened me more than any bull.

Mateo returned with champagne.

Celeste shifted.

The black dress opened.

His eyes dropped.

Lena watched.

Graham watched.

I watched Celeste expose herself to a stranger while her husband sat beside me.

The waiter nearly spilled the champagne.

"Beautiful bottle," Celeste said.

His face reddened.

"Yes."

Lena opened her own legs beneath the white dress.

Mateo looked at her too.

Two wives showing their bare cunts under a restaurant table.

Two husbands forced to remain still.

A waiter discovering both.

My cock pressed painfully against my trousers.

Mateo placed the bottle down.

"Anything else?"

Lena looked at me.

"Not yet."

He left.

Graham exhaled.

"I cannot believe that happened."

Celeste lifted her glass.

"It is still happening."

Her bare foot touched my ankle under the table.

Lena's touched Graham.

The wives crossed their legs toward the wrong husbands.

Celeste's toes moved up my calf.

Lena's reached Graham's knee.

"Do not look down," Lena told him.

He obeyed.

Celeste's foot reached the inside of my thigh.

I gripped the edge of the table.

The oysters arrived.

Mateo placed them between the wives.

Lena picked one up and tipped it into Celeste's mouth.

The waiter watched her throat move.

Celeste licked Lena's fingers.

Graham's breath broke.

"My husband likes feeding other wives," Lena said.

Mateo looked at me.

I had not touched the food.

Celeste laughed.

"Not oysters."

The waiter understood enough.

His eyes widened.

He left again.

Lena fed Graham next.

She leaned across the table, offering the shell directly to his mouth. My wife fed another husband while Celeste's foot pressed against my cock through my trousers.

Then Celeste fed me.

Her fingers remained on my lips after I swallowed.

"Good?"

"Yes."

"Tell your wife."

I looked at Lena.

"Celeste tastes like you."

Graham's hand tightened around his glass.

The wives smiled.

Dinner became a series of small violations.

Celeste tasted wine from my glass.

Lena wiped sauce from Graham's mouth with her thumb.

Mateo kept returning, each time more aware that the marriages at the table did not follow the seating chart.

By dessert, both wives had one hand under the table.

Celeste stroked me through my trousers.

Lena did the same to Graham.

The husbands looked at each other across the dark wood.

No hiding.

No touching back.

Mateo placed the bill down.

Lena caught his wrist.

"Did you enjoy serving us?"

His eyes moved to the women.

"Yes."

"Which wife did you look at more?"

His face reddened.

Celeste leaned forward.

"Honest answer."

"Both."

Graham laughed quietly.

Mateo left.

The wives signed the receipt together.

Then Lena stood and smoothed the white dress over her bare cunt.

"Back to the villa."

My cock hurt all the way to the car.


CHAPTER 17

LENA - THE WAITER

Mateo followed us to the entrance.

Not because the restaurant required it.

Because he wanted one more look.

Celeste noticed.

She always noticed men before they understood they had been seen.

At the valet stand, she dropped her clutch.

The movement was deliberate.

She bent at the waist.

The black dress rose above her ass.

No panties.

Mateo stood ten feet away.

Graham watched his wife expose herself to the waiter.

Evan watched Graham.

I watched everyone.

Celeste straightened slowly.

"Thank you for dinner," she told Mateo.

He swallowed.

"Have a good night."

"We will."

The valet brought our cars.

We had arrived together, but Celeste changed the arrangement.

"Graham drives Lena."

The husbands looked at each other.

"I drive Evan," she continued.

No one argued.

The wives split the marriages before we reached the villa.

I slid into Graham's passenger seat.

He closed the door and stood outside for a second, collecting himself.

When he got behind the wheel, his cock showed through his trousers.

"Your wife planned this," I said.

"She plans when she is nervous."

"Are you?"

"More now."

He started the engine.

The restaurant disappeared behind us.

For the first mile, neither spoke.

Then Graham looked at my bare thighs.

"You really did not wear panties."

"No."

"All night?"

"You saw."

"I saw enough."

"Did it make you hard?"

He laughed once.

"You know it did."

I placed one hand on his thigh.

He gripped the wheel.

"Celeste said she wants Evan."

"I know."

"What does that do to you?"

"It hurts."

"Your cock likes the pain."

"Yes."

My hand moved higher.

The hard shape pressed against my palm.

"Bigger than Evan," I whispered.

Graham's breath broke.

"Do not say that unless you want trouble."

"I want trouble."

I unfastened his belt.

He kept driving.

His cock rose from his trousers.

Streetlights moved across it.

I wrapped one hand around him.

He was thick enough that my fingers nearly failed to meet.

"Celeste was right."

"About what?"

"She said you would fill my hand."

Graham's hips moved.

I stroked slowly.

"What is Evan doing?" he asked.

"Celeste."

"I know."

"Say it."

"Celeste is touching him."

"More."

"My wife is alone in a car with your husband."

My cunt tightened.

"And your wife has your cock in her hand."

"Fuck."

He drove faster.

I leaned close to his ear.

"Do you want me to suck you before we get home?"

"Yes."

"Do you want Evan to know?"

"Yes."

"Do you want Celeste to taste me on you?"

His hand left the wheel and grabbed my hair.

The gesture surprised both of us.

I smiled.

"Good husband."

We stopped at a red light.

I lowered my mouth onto his cock.

Graham groaned and looked through the windshield.

I took him halfway, then more. His size stretched my mouth differently from Evan's. The knowledge made me wetter.

Headlights surrounded us.

A couple in the next car turned.

The woman saw first.

She touched her husband's arm.

Both watched me suck another married man's cock at the light.

Graham saw them.

"People are looking."

"Good."

I took him deeper.

The light changed.

He drove with one hand in my hair.

I kept my mouth around him for three blocks.

Then I sat up.

Saliva shone on his cock.

"Do not come."

His jaw tightened.

"Celeste's rule?"

"Mine."

I tucked him back into his trousers without cleaning him.

"She should smell me."

The villa appeared ahead.

Celeste's car was already in the driveway.

Evan stood near the open passenger door.

His mouth looked swollen.

Celeste emerged behind him, black dress twisted high on one hip.

My husband had lipstick on his throat.

I had Graham on my tongue.

The four of us met beneath the porch light.

No one asked what happened.

We could see it.


CHAPTER 18

EVAN - THE BALCONY GAME

Celeste had sucked me in the car.

Lena saw it in the lipstick around my cock.

I saw what she had done to Graham in the shine still visible at the corner of her mouth.

The wives kissed in the driveway.

They traded husbands' tastes under the porch light.

Graham and I watched.

Then Celeste took Lena's hand and led her upstairs to the balcony.

The men followed.

Four chairs faced the dark Gulf.

The neighboring villas had lights on. Music drifted from a terrace two houses away. Someone laughed near the beach path.

The wives stood at the railing.

Celeste lifted her black dress over her head.

Lena did the same with white.

Two naked wives above the pool.

Wedding rings shining.

The husbands remained dressed.

"Sit," Lena said.

We did.

Celeste placed one foot on the railing and opened her legs toward the darkness.

No one stood close enough to see details.

That made the exposure stronger.

Men somewhere beyond the palms might look up.

A boat might pass.

The couple from the pool might still be watching.

Lena touched Celeste between the legs.

Celeste gasped.

Graham's hands clenched on the chair arms.

"Your wife is wet," Lena told him.

"I know."

"No. You hope."

She showed him her fingers.

They shone.

Graham's cock pushed against his trousers.

Celeste reached between Lena's legs and copied her.

My body reacted.

"Your wife is wetter," she told me.

"I can see."

"Because of Graham."

Jealousy burned.

Lena smiled.

"And Celeste because of you."

The wives stood facing each other, hands between the wrong thighs.

The balcony rail cut across their hips.

Graham looked at me.

"How do we know when to touch?"

Celeste answered.

"You do not."

Lena laughed.

"The husbands watch."

The women worked each other slowly.

Celeste's fingers entered Lena.

Lena's entered Celeste.

Their mouths met.

The sounds were quiet but unmistakable.

My wife's cunt moving around another wife's hand.

The wet slide of fingers.

The husbands breathing too hard.

A light came on in the villa across the path.

A man stepped onto the balcony.

He stopped.

The wives saw him.

Neither covered herself.

Celeste turned slightly, giving him a clearer view of her ass.

Lena opened her legs wider.

The stranger leaned on the railing.

Graham groaned.

"Someone is watching your wife."

Celeste did not look at him.

"Two husbands are watching mine."

The stranger lifted one hand.

Not waving.

Adjusting himself.

Lena laughed into Celeste's mouth.

My cock pulsed.

Another light came on behind the stranger. A woman joined him. She looked across at us, then at her husband.

Her hand disappeared below the railing.

The wives continued.

A private show became a shared secret across the dark.

Celeste came first.

Her knees bent. Lena held her upright and kept two fingers inside her while she shook.

Graham watched his wife come naked for another couple.

Then Celeste returned the touch.

Lena's head fell back.

She looked at me.

"Tell him," she gasped.

I knew who she meant.

I looked at Graham.

"My wife is coming on your wife's hand."

Lena cried out and clenched around Celeste's fingers.

Across the path, the strange woman pulled her husband inside.

Their balcony door remained open.

The wives turned toward us.

"Now," Celeste said.

Graham and I stood.

The balcony game moved indoors.


CHAPTER 19

EVAN - GRAHAM CONFESSES

Before the bedroom, Graham stopped me in the kitchen.

The wives had gone upstairs to shower together.

Water started behind the smoked glass.

Their silhouettes moved in one stall.

Graham poured whiskey with a shaking hand.

"I need to say this before we go in there."

I waited.

He drank.

"I have imagined Celeste with another man for years."

"So did I with Lena."

"No. I mean one man."

"Who?"

"You."

The answer changed the room.

I stared at him.

"Since when?"

"Miami dinner."

"That was months ago."

"She watched you watching Lena. Then she watched you when David touched her."

I remembered Celeste at the edge of the corporate dinner. Black dress. Graham beside her. David's hand at Lena's waist.

"Why me?"

"Because she saw how you survived."

The shower continued upstairs.

Graham looked toward the sound.

"She asked me afterward whether I could watch another husband touch her and still take her home."

"What did you say?"

"I lied."

"Which answer?"

"I said no."

I understood.

He placed the glass down.

"Tonight, I watched her suck you in the car."

"And?"

"I wanted to hit you."

My body tightened.

"I also wanted her to keep going."

"Good."

He almost smiled.

"There it is again."

"The contradiction matters."

"What if I cannot handle you fucking her?"

"You do not have to like every second."

"What if she likes you more?"

"She will like me differently."

He studied me.

"You believe that?"

"I had to."

"Because of Julian."

"And David. Mason. Adrian. Nate."

The names landed heavily.

Graham knew the list but hearing it aloud made Lena's history visible.

"That is what scares me too," he said.

"What?"

"Celeste has never done this. Lena has."

"You think my wife will teach yours."

"I know she will."

The shower stopped.

We heard the women laughing.

Graham looked at me.

"Tell me the truth. Do you want to fuck Celeste?"

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"Yes."

"In front of me?"

"Especially in front of you."

His jaw tightened.

"Do you want Lena?"

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"Yes."

"In front of me?"

He looked toward the stairs.

"Especially in front of you."

The honesty settled between us.

Not friendship.

Not rivalry.

Something built from shared fear and desire.

The wives appeared at the top of the stairs wearing matching white robes.

Lena's robe was tied loosely.

Celeste's was open.

Neither wore anything underneath.

Celeste looked at Graham.

"What did you confess?"

He faced her.

"That I imagined Evan before this weekend."

Her expression changed.

Not surprise.

Recognition.

She walked down slowly.

"Tell him the rest."

Graham's face reddened.

"I imagined you begging him while I watched."

Celeste stopped in front of him.

Her hand touched his cheek.

"Good husband."

Lena came to me.

"What did you confess?"

"That I want to fuck his wife."

Her smile sharpened.

"Good cuck."

Celeste looked between the husbands.

"Then the talking is finished."

She untied Lena's robe.

My wife's naked body appeared.

Lena untied hers.

The other wife stood naked too.

Graham and I followed them upstairs.


CHAPTER 20

LENA - THE WHITE BEDROOM

We chose the white bedroom because it belonged to neither marriage.

No familiar side of the bed.

No drawer containing a husband's watch.

No pillow carrying a wife's shampoo.

A blank room for a first exchange.

Celeste and I stood at the foot of the bed.

The husbands faced us.

Evan looked at Graham.

Graham looked at me.

The desire had become simple enough to say without ceremony.

"Take the other wife," Celeste said.

Graham came to me.

Evan went to her.

The first touch felt heavier than the entire day.

Graham's hands settled on my waist. Larger than Evan's. Warmer than I expected. His wedding ring pressed against my skin.

I looked at Celeste.

Evan touched her face.

She closed her eyes for half a second.

Then she looked at Graham.

The husbands kissed the wives at the same time.

Graham's mouth was firm, slower than Julian's, less commanding than David's. He kissed like a married man who knew intimacy and was terrified to use it on someone else.

I opened for him.

Across the bed, Evan kissed Celeste harder.

Her fingers moved into his hair.

Graham felt me watching.

His hand slid down and gripped my ass.

I moaned into his mouth.

Celeste's eyes opened.

She saw her husband make another woman react.

Her face became beautiful in the same way Evan's did when jealousy and lust collided.

"Touch her," she told Graham.

He obeyed.

One hand moved between my legs.

His fingers found my cunt.

I was soaked.

He groaned.

"Tell Evan."

I looked at my husband.

"Graham has his hand on your wife's pussy."

Evan's hand disappeared between Celeste's thighs.

"Tell him," I said.

Celeste looked at Graham.

"Evan is touching me too."

The husbands worked us with their fingers while the wives kept eye contact.

No one retreated.

Graham pushed two fingers into me.

Evan did the same to Celeste.

Our bodies moved in matching rhythms.

The men watched the wives.

The wives watched the husbands.

I kissed Graham again and tasted his fear turning into hunger.

Celeste moaned Evan's name.

Graham's fingers drove deeper.

"She likes him," he whispered.

"So do I."

He looked at me.

"You like this?"

"I like your wife watching you finger me."

His cock pressed against my stomach.

"Bigger," I said.

Evan heard.

His jaw tightened.

Celeste reached down and freed my husband's cock.

"Harder," she answered.

The comparison fed both men.

Graham lowered his mouth to my breast.

Evan did the same to Celeste.

Two husbands tasting the wrong wives under white light.

I held Graham's head against me and watched my husband suck another woman's nipple.

The image pushed me close.

Celeste saw.

"Make her come," she told Graham.

He dropped to his knees.

His mouth covered my cunt.

My legs opened around his shoulders.

Across from me, Evan knelt between Celeste's thighs.

The wives lay back on the same bed, heads near each other, husbands at opposite ends.

Celeste took my hand.

Our fingers linked.

Then the men ate us.

Graham's tongue was slower than Evan's. Broader. He pushed two fingers inside me while his mouth worked my clit.

I turned my face toward Celeste.

She was already looking at me.

Evan's head moved between her legs.

She squeezed my hand.

"Your husband knows exactly how to eat pussy," she gasped.

"So does yours."

Graham heard.

His mouth worked harder.

Evan heard too.

Celeste cried out.

The husbands competed without speaking.

The wives came almost together.

Celeste first, arching against Evan's mouth.

Me seconds later, thighs clamping around Graham's head.

Our joined hands stayed between us.

When the shaking passed, the husbands rose.

Their mouths shone with the wrong wives.

Celeste pulled Evan down and kissed him.

I did the same to Graham.

Each couple tasted the exchange.

The white room no longer belonged to no one.

It belonged to all four.


CHAPTER 21

EVAN - THE FIRST SWAP

The wives did not let us return to our spouses.

That was the first real exchange.

Not fingers.

Not mouths.

Not a kiss that could be framed as a shared performance.

A choice.

Lena knelt on the bed in front of Graham.

Celeste knelt in front of me.

Both women looked over their shoulders at their husbands.

"Do not switch back," Lena said.

Graham's cock stood inches from her face.

Mine stood before Celeste.

The wives took us into their mouths at the same time.

I watched Lena's lips stretch around the other husband.

Graham watched his wife swallow me.

The first stroke of Celeste's tongue nearly made me close my eyes.

I forced them open.

Lena held Graham at the base with both hands and took him deeper. His size made the comparison impossible to ignore. Her mouth filled. Her cheeks hollowed. Her eyes remained on me.

She pulled back.

"Bigger than yours, love."

My cock jerked inside Celeste's mouth.

Celeste released me long enough to answer.

"Harder than his."

Graham groaned.

The wives returned to us.

Celeste sucked me with deliberate confidence now. She had spent the afternoon learning what made me react. Her tongue circled beneath the head. One hand worked the rest. Her wedding ring moved against my skin.

Lena struggled with Graham's thickness and enjoyed making me see it.

Saliva gathered at her lips.

She opened wider.

Graham's hand moved into her hair.

He stopped before pulling.

Celeste saw.

"Hold her."

He did.

His fingers closed around my wife's dark hair.

He guided her back onto his cock.

Lena took more.

Her eyes watered.

My jealousy became almost unbearable.

Celeste felt my cock harden further.

"Look at your wife," she said against me.

I did.

Graham pushed gently, then harder.

Lena gagged once and smiled around him.

The smile was for me.

She wanted me to see how much bigger he felt in her mouth.

I grabbed Celeste's hair.

Graham looked at my hand on his wife.

"Use it," he said.

I guided Celeste onto my cock.

Her mouth opened around me.

Both husbands moved.

Both wives accepted the rhythm.

The white bedroom filled with wet sounds, breathing, and the occasional choke when a husband went too deep.

"Tell me," Lena gasped when Graham let her breathe.

I kept my hand in Celeste's hair.

"You look beautiful with his cock in your mouth."

"More."

"It makes mine feel small."

Her smile widened.

"Good."

Celeste took me again.

Graham watched his wife swallow another husband.

His face twisted.

"Tell her," Lena ordered him.

He looked at Celeste.

"You take Evan better than I expected."

Celeste moaned around me.

"More," I said.

Graham's voice broke.

"You look like you want his cum."

She did.

Her hand tightened.

I was close.

So was Graham.

The wives knew.

They stopped.

Again.

Two husbands stood above them, cocks shining with the wrong wives' mouths.

Lena wiped her lips.

"No one comes yet."

Graham groaned.

Celeste kissed the head of my cock once.

"Not until we know where the wives want it."

The women stood.

They kissed each other with both husbands' tastes on their tongues.


CHAPTER 22

LENA - MY HUSBAND'S BEST VIEW

I put Celeste on top of Evan.

Not beside him.

Not on her knees.

Over him.

My husband lay on the white bed with his cock hard against his stomach. Celeste straddled his thighs, black hair falling over one shoulder, breasts above his face.

Graham sat in the chair near the glass door.

I sat on his lap.

The arrangement made the marriages face each other.

"Touch her," I told Evan.

His hands settled at Celeste's waist.

Graham's cock hardened beneath my ass.

I moved slowly against him through his trousers.

Celeste lowered herself until her cunt rested against Evan's cock without taking him inside.

The contact made both of them gasp.

Graham's hand closed around my hip.

"Your wife is rubbing against him," he whispered.

"Your wife wants my husband's cock."

His fingers tightened.

Celeste rolled her hips.

Evan's face changed.

I knew that expression.

He was fighting the instinct to take control. Celeste felt it and smiled.

"She likes you underneath her," I said.

"Do you?" Evan asked.

Celeste looked at Graham.

"Yes."

Then she looked back at my husband.

"Your wife said you fuck harder when humiliated."

Evan's cock pulsed against her cunt.

I reached beneath Graham's waistband and freed him.

He was still slick from my mouth.

I wrapped one hand around him.

"Watch," I whispered.

Celeste moved forward and backward along Evan's cock. Her cunt left a shining trail across him.

My husband did not look away from me.

That was his best view.

Not Celeste's breasts.

Not another wife's cunt on his cock.

Me sitting on another husband, stroking him while directing the scene.

"Tell Graham what his wife is doing," I said.

Evan's voice came rough.

"Celeste is soaking my cock."

Graham groaned behind me.

"More."

"She wants to sit on it."

Celeste lifted her hips.

The head of Evan's cock pressed against her.

She stopped there.

Graham's cock jerked in my hand.

"Tell Evan what his wife is doing," Celeste said.

Graham looked at him.

"Lena has my cock in her hand."

"More."

"She is rubbing her ass against me."

I moved harder.

"More."

Graham's breath broke.

"She wants me inside her."

Evan's jaw tightened.

His hands gripped Celeste's hips.

The other wife lowered herself enough for his cock to slide between her cunt lips, not inside.

A cruel glide.

She moaned.

My husband nearly came from the promise alone.

I leaned back against Graham.

"Your wife is using my husband like a toy."

"Yours is doing the same to me."

"Good."

I released his cock and turned on his lap.

I kissed him in front of Evan.

Graham's hand moved into my hair.

Celeste kissed my husband at the same time.

Two wives kissing the wrong husbands.

Two cocks held at the edge of entering.

When I pulled away, Graham's eyes were dark.

"Take me to the bed," I told him.

Across from us, Celeste looked at Evan.

"Your wife wants my husband."

Evan answered without hesitation.

"Then give him to her."

The sentence hit every body in the room.

Graham stood with me in his arms.

The first full exchange waited one movement away.


CHAPTER 23

EVAN - CELESTE ON HER KNEES

Before anyone fucked, Celeste changed the order.

She slid from my body and knelt between Graham and me.

Lena sat at the edge of the bed, naked, legs open, watching her.

"Both husbands," Celeste said.

Graham stood on her left.

I stood on her right.

The symmetry returned, but the wives had shifted its purpose.

Celeste took Graham first.

Her husband.

Her familiar cock.

She sucked him slowly while looking at me.

Then she released him and turned to mine.

Another husband.

A new mouthful.

She compared through touch rather than words. One hand on Graham. Mouth on me. Then mouth on him. Hand on me.

Lena watched every switch.

"So?" she asked.

Celeste released Graham.

"His is thicker."

My jealousy flared.

She took me and moved her tongue.

"Yours gets harder when I say it."

Graham groaned.

Lena smiled.

"That is my husband."

Celeste held both cocks together.

The heads nearly touched.

Graham looked at me.

I looked at him.

The wives had made comparison physical.

Celeste licked across both.

A single wet stroke.

My body jerked.

Graham swore.

Lena's fingers moved over her own cunt.

"Again."

Celeste obeyed.

She opened her mouth over both heads, taking what she could.

The sight pushed me close to losing control.

Two married men in one wife's mouth while the other wife watched and touched herself.

Graham's hand settled on Celeste's head.

Mine did too.

Our fingers touched in her hair.

Neither man pulled away.

Lena laughed softly.

"Look at the husbands."

Celeste opened wider.

We guided her together.

She sucked Graham, then me, then both heads again.

Saliva ran over our cocks.

Lena spread her cunt with two fingers.

"Celeste."

The other wife looked at her.

"Tell my husband which cum you want first."

Celeste released us.

"Yours."

My cock pulsed.

Graham's face tightened.

"Why?" Lena asked.

"Because he has been holding it all day."

"More."

Celeste stroked both.

"Because Graham will hate watching another husband fill his wife's mouth."

Graham groaned.

His cock hardened further in her hand.

Lena looked at me.

"And you?"

"What?"

"Where do you want to come?"

I looked at Celeste's open mouth.

Then at Graham.

"On his wife's tongue."

Celeste smiled.

Graham's hand flexed.

"Do it," he said.

The permission was not needed.

The confession was.

Celeste took me back into her mouth.

She worked fast now.

Lena touched herself.

Graham watched his wife make me come.

I held Celeste's head and looked at the other husband.

The pressure built.

My body tightened.

I came in Celeste's mouth.

She took every pulse.

Graham saw my cum fill his wife's mouth.

His cock jumped beside her face.

Celeste held me on her tongue long enough for all of us to see.

Then she turned to Graham.

She kissed him.

My cum passed into his mouth.

He froze.

Lena moaned.

Celeste kept kissing her husband until he swallowed.

When they separated, Graham looked at me.

His face held humiliation, shock, and hunger.

Lena pointed to the bed.

"My husband's cum is inside both of you."

Celeste wiped her mouth.

"Now Graham gets my wife."

My softening cock moved again.


CHAPTER 24

EVAN - LENA TAKES GRAHAM

Graham stood at the foot of the bed.

Lena knelt in front of him.

My cum still shone on Celeste's lips.

The other wife sat beside me, one hand on my thigh, while her husband prepared to enter mine.

Graham rolled a condom over his cock.

Lena watched.

No ceremony.

No list.

The sight alone was enough.

A larger cock covered and ready for my wife.

She turned onto her hands and knees.

White sheets beneath her.

Ass lifted.

Face turned toward me.

Graham moved behind her.

Celeste's hand closed around my cock, bringing it back to hardness.

"Look at her," she whispered.

I did.

Graham placed both hands on Lena's hips.

The same hands that had rubbed sunscreen across her at noon.

The same fingers she had taken at the gate.

Now his cock pressed against her cunt.

Lena smiled at me.

"Bigger than yours, love."

Pain and lust hit together.

Graham pushed inside.

My wife's face changed.

Her mouth opened.

Her fingers gripped the sheets.

He filled her slowly, inch after inch, until his hips touched her ass.

I stopped breathing.

Celeste stroked me harder.

"Tell him," Lena gasped.

I looked at Graham.

"Your cock is buried in my wife."

He pulled back.

Then drove in.

The bed moved.

Lena cried out.

"More," she said.

Graham began fucking her.

Not like a stranger.

Not like a bull performing dominance.

Like a husband who knew how to read a woman's body and was discovering how different another wife felt around him.

His strokes grew deeper.

Lena's ass met him.

Celeste watched her husband fuck my wife.

Her hand worked my cock.

"How does she feel?" she asked.

Graham's voice came rough.

"Tight."

"More."

"Wetter than Celeste."

The comparison cut the other wife.

She moaned and squeezed me harder.

Lena laughed into the sheets.

"Your wife liked that."

Graham fucked her harder.

Celeste's eyes stayed on him.

"Do it again."

He understood.

"Lena takes me deeper."

Celeste's cunt clenched visibly.

My cock pulsed in her hand.

The wives had found a new cruelty.

Comparison across marriages.

Lena looked at me.

"Tell Graham how I take you."

I forced the words out.

"You squeeze me harder."

Graham groaned.

His hips snapped forward.

Celeste leaned close to my ear.

"Your wife likes my husband's size."

"Yes."

"And you like watching."

"Yes."

"Say what you are."

I looked at Lena.

"My wife's cuck."

Her face lit with hunger.

"Good husband."

Graham bent over her, one hand in her hair.

He fucked faster.

The sound of skin against skin filled the white room.

Lena's moans lost words.

Celeste pulled her dress open though she was already naked in every way that mattered. She sat over my thigh and rubbed her cunt against me while stroking my cock.

Her husband fucked mine.

His wife used my body.

The exchange became complete.

Lena came around Graham.

I saw the exact moment.

Her back arched. Her mouth opened. Her cunt squeezed his cock hard enough to stop his rhythm for a second.

She looked at me through it.

"Love."

One word.

Not a check.

A claim.

Graham kept fucking her until the shaking became another wave.

Then he came inside the condom, hands gripping her hips.

Celeste cried out at the sight.

I nearly came again in her hand.

Graham stayed inside Lena while his body slowed.

My wife looked at me from beneath another husband.

Her smile was exhausted and filthy.

"Your turn," she whispered.

Celeste rose from my thigh.

She walked to the bed.

Graham pulled out of Lena.

The other wife lay down where mine had been.

The white sheets carried both marriages now.


CHAPTER 25

LENA - THE SOUND OF BOTH HUSBANDS

Evan entered Celeste while Graham was still removing the condom beside me.

I watched my husband's cock disappear into another wife's cunt.

The image made me understand Celeste's earlier expression.

Not rage.

Not fear.

A sudden awareness that the man you know through years of repetition can create a new sound from someone else.

Celeste moaned differently for Evan than she did for Graham.

Higher.

Sharper.

My husband heard it too.

His face changed.

Graham sat beside me.

Our shoulders touched.

The husbands had traded places.

The wives had traded beds.

Now we watched the new pair.

"How does he feel?" I asked Celeste.

Evan drove into her again.

She gasped.

"Hard."

"More."

"His cock does not soften when he is jealous."

My cunt pulsed.

Graham's hand settled on my thigh.

"That is true," I said.

Evan looked at me.

He wanted the comparison.

He hated wanting it.

"Tell him about Graham," Celeste said.

I touched the other husband's hand on my leg.

"Bigger."

Evan fucked her harder.

"More."

"He filled me deeper."

My husband's jaw tightened.

Celeste's cunt clenched around him.

The cruelty worked on her too.

Graham's fingers moved between my thighs.

I opened.

He slid two into me while watching Evan fuck his wife.

Two husbands created sound in the room.

Evan's hips striking Celeste.

Graham's fingers moving inside me.

The wives answering each other.

Celeste looked at Graham.

"Your fingers are inside her."

"Yes."

"My husband's cock is inside you," I answered.

She smiled.

"Yes."

Evan grabbed her legs and pushed them wider.

His rhythm became rougher.

Celeste cried out.

Graham's fingers drove deeper into me.

I pressed my mouth to his shoulder to keep from screaming.

"Do not hide," Celeste gasped.

I lifted my head.

Evan watched Graham finger me.

Graham watched Evan fuck Celeste.

The men looked at each other over our bodies.

Something passed between them.

Competition.

Recognition.

Permission to enjoy what hurt.

Evan bent over Celeste and kissed her.

Graham turned my face and kissed me too.

The room filled with two wrong kisses.

I tasted my own cunt on Graham's mouth.

Celeste tasted Evan's earlier cum from Graham's.

The exchange folded back on itself.

My husband drove harder.

Celeste broke the kiss and cried out his name.

"Evan."

Graham heard his wife say another husband's name.

His fingers moved faster inside me.

I came around them.

My head fell against his chest.

I moaned Graham's name because Celeste had moaned Evan's.

Both husbands reacted.

Celeste came seconds later.

Her legs locked around Evan.

He stayed inside her.

He looked at me.

I knew he was close.

"Come for his wife," I told him.

Celeste grabbed his face.

"Come inside me while Graham watches."

My husband's body tightened.

He came in the condom with his eyes on Graham.

The other husband watched every movement.

When Evan slowed, Celeste held him close.

Graham held me.

No one rushed to restore the original pairs.

For several minutes, we remained that way.

Wrong arms.

Correct wedding rings.

The sound of both husbands still echoing in the room.


CHAPTER 26

EVAN - THE GLASS DOOR

After the first full swap, the wives separated the husbands.

Celeste took Graham into their bedroom.

Lena took me into ours.

The smoked-glass doors stood across the hall from each other.

Both remained half open.

I showered while Lena sat naked on the counter and watched.

Graham's voice drifted from the other room.

Low.

Unclear.

Celeste laughed.

Then the bed moved.

I shut off the water.

Lena smiled.

"They are fucking."

"I know."

"After he fucked me."

"I know."

"After you fucked her."

"I know."

She opened her knees.

Graham's wife moaned through the wall.

My cock hardened again.

Lena watched.

"Different from hearing Julian?"

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because I know what she feels like."

The admission made her eyes darken.

"You liked Celeste."

"Yes."

"Her cunt?"

"Yes."

"Her mouth?"

"Yes."

"Her husband?"

I looked toward the hallway.

"I understand him."

The bed struck the wall once.

Celeste cried out Graham's name.

Lena touched herself.

"Come here."

I crossed the bathroom.

She wrapped her legs around me and pulled my cock against her cunt without letting me inside.

"Tell me how she felt."

"Soft."

"More."

"Wet."

"More."

"Different from you."

"Better?"

"No."

She slapped my face lightly.

"Honest."

I gripped her hips.

"New."

The word satisfied her.

She rubbed against me.

"Did she come?"

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"Yes."

"Did Graham watch?"

"Every second."

The other room went quiet.

Then Celeste spoke loudly enough for us to hear.

"Again."

Lena laughed.

"She wants him again after you."

My cock pulsed.

"You want me after him."

"Exactly."

She slid from the counter and walked into the bedroom.

The smoked-glass door opposite ours showed two shapes moving.

Celeste on top.

Graham beneath her.

Lena stood naked in our doorway.

She watched.

Then she touched the glass.

Celeste's silhouette turned.

The other wife saw us.

She moved harder.

Graham's hands lifted to her hips.

Lena pulled our door wider.

"Fuck me where they can see."

I bent her over the dresser facing the hallway.

I pushed my cock into her cunt, still tender from Graham.

She gasped.

The fit felt different.

Looser at first, then tightening around me.

The knowledge of another husband inside her was physical, not imagined.

I fucked her while the other couple watched through smoked glass.

Celeste rode Graham.

Lena took me.

Two marriages reconnecting without privacy.

"How do I feel?" I asked.

"Harder."

"More."

"Smaller."

My hips drove harder.

She smiled at our reflection.

"That hurt."

"Yes."

"Good."

I pulled her hair.

Across the hall, Graham moved beneath Celeste.

His silhouette turned toward us.

He watched me reclaim my wife after his cock.

I watched him reclaim his after mine.

The glass softened details but sharpened meaning.

Lena came first.

Her cunt clenched around me, still carrying the soreness of the other husband.

I came moments later, body pressed against her back, eyes on Graham's shadow.

Celeste screamed through the glass.

The two couples finished close enough to hear each other.

When the movement stopped, both doors remained open.

No one hid.


CHAPTER 27

EVAN - MY WIFE IN ANOTHER MAN'S BED

At two in the morning, Lena left our bed.

I felt the mattress rise before I opened my eyes.

She stood naked near the door, hair loose, WATCH bracelet still on her wrist.

"Where are you going?"

"Across the hall."

The answer tightened my chest.

"Why?"

She looked at me.

Not apologetic.

Not challenging.

Honest.

"I want to sleep beside Graham."

The fantasy became domestic in a single sentence.

Sex could remain in a room.

Sleep crossed into something softer.

More dangerous.

I sat up.

"Does Celeste know?"

"She is coming here."

My cock hardened under the sheet.

Lena saw.

"That is the worst part," she whispered.

"How long?"

"Until morning."

The question sounded like a rule.

I hated it.

"Go."

She came back to the bed and kissed me.

Her mouth tasted like wine, Celeste, Graham, and me.

"Good husband."

She left.

Celeste appeared seconds later wearing Graham's shirt.

The white fabric reached the tops of her thighs.

She closed our door halfway but left the smoked glass uncovered.

Across the hall, Lena entered Graham's room.

The other husband sat on the edge of the bed waiting.

My wife climbed beneath his sheet.

The door stayed open.

Celeste stood beside me.

"Hard?"

"Yes."

"Angry?"

"Yes."

"Good."

She removed Graham's shirt.

Her body was marked.

A red patch at her breast from my mouth. Fingerprints at her waist from her husband. A faint line on her thigh where Lena's nails had dragged.

She climbed into our bed.

Another wife on Lena's pillow.

I looked across the hall.

Graham lay down beside my wife.

Lena turned toward him.

Their faces disappeared behind the glass when he kissed her.

Celeste touched my chest.

"Watch."

The silhouettes merged.

Graham's hand moved along Lena's back.

She pressed closer.

My cock became painfully hard.

Celeste slid one leg over mine.

"Do you think they will fuck again?"

"Yes."

"Do you want them to?"

"Yes."

The answer hurt.

She kissed my shoulder.

"Then listen."

Across the hall, the bed began moving.

Not hard.

Slow.

The rhythm of people trying not to wake the other couple even though everyone was awake.

Lena's moan carried through the open door.

Graham's name followed.

Celeste's hand found my cock under the sheet.

She stroked me while her husband fucked my wife in his bed.

I touched her cunt.

She was already soaked.

"Your husband is inside mine."

"And yours is touching me."

The symmetry returned in darkness.

We did not fuck immediately.

We listened.

Graham's rhythm grew faster.

Lena stopped hiding the sounds.

Celeste worked my cock with one hand while I fingered her.

Our mouths remained close.

"Tell me what he is doing," she whispered.

"Fucking my wife while she sleeps in his bed."

"More."

"Making her call his name."

"More."

"Using the wife I brought here."

Celeste came around my fingers.

She bit my shoulder to silence the cry.

Across the hall, Lena came too.

I recognized the sound.

My hand stopped.

Celeste squeezed my cock.

"Do not disappear."

I looked at her.

"No checks."

"Not a check."

Her mouth touched mine.

"A command."

I kissed her hard.

Then I rolled her beneath me and pushed my cock into her cunt.

Celeste wrapped her legs around my waist.

I fucked her while Graham continued with Lena.

Two beds.

Two exchanged wives.

Two open doors.

I came inside the condom and stayed over her, listening to my wife gasp in the other room.

Eventually, the villa quieted.

Celeste slept with her head on Lena's pillow.

Across the hall, Graham held my wife.

I remained awake between two marriages until dawn.


CHAPTER 28

LENA - HIS WIFE ON MY HUSBAND

I woke in Graham's arms.

For one confused second, I thought I was at home.

Then I felt the larger hand across my stomach.

The unfamiliar chest against my back.

The faint smell of Celeste's soap on the pillow.

Memory returned all at once.

Graham had fucked me twice.

Evan had slept with Celeste.

The doors remained open.

I turned toward the hallway.

Across the glass, my husband lay on his back.

Celeste slept partly over him, one bare thigh across his hips, one hand resting on his chest.

The sight hurt.

Not because he had touched her.

Because they looked comfortable.

Domestic.

That was the same pain Evan had accepted when I climbed into Graham's bed.

I understood him differently in the morning.

Graham woke behind me.

His cock hardened against my ass.

He followed my gaze.

"She looks good on him."

"Yes."

"Does that hurt?"

"Yes."

"Good?"

I smiled.

"Eventually."

His hand moved over my hip.

Across the hall, Celeste shifted.

Her knee slid between Evan's legs.

My husband's cock rose beneath the sheet.

She felt it.

Her eyes opened.

She looked at me through the glass.

Then she smiled.

Celeste lowered her mouth beneath the sheet.

Evan woke with a sharp breath.

He saw me watching from Graham's bed.

His face changed.

Celeste took his cock into her mouth.

Graham's hand slipped between my thighs.

The morning began without a word.

I opened my legs.

He touched my cunt from behind while I watched his wife suck my husband.

Evan pushed the sheet away.

Celeste's head moved between his legs.

His eyes stayed on me.

Graham entered two fingers.

I moaned.

My husband's cock moved deeper into Celeste's mouth.

The couples reflected each other again.

I turned toward Graham.

"Fuck me while he watches."

He rolled me onto my back.

No condom yet.

His cock pressed against my thigh.

He reached for the nightstand.

Across the hall, Evan grabbed Celeste's hair.

She sucked him harder.

Graham covered himself and moved between my legs.

He entered me slowly.

I looked at Evan.

My husband watched another man fill me in the morning light.

Celeste watched too without removing him from her mouth.

"Tell him," Graham said.

I held his face.

"My husband is in your wife's mouth."

He drove deeper.

"And your cock is in his wife."

Graham groaned.

He began moving.

The bed shifted.

Across the hall, Evan's hips lifted into Celeste's mouth.

The glass did not hide anything now.

Morning light sharpened every body.

Graham fucked me while his wife sucked my husband.

I touched myself.

"Look at his cock," I told Graham.

He did.

"Look at your wife taking it."

His rhythm increased.

"Now look at Evan watching you fuck me."

He turned.

The husbands met eyes through the hallway.

Evan came first.

Celeste swallowed while staring at me.

Graham saw his wife take another husband's cum.

His cock drove hard into my cunt.

The sight pushed him close.

I came around him.

He came inside the condom seconds later.

The two men finished almost together in two rooms.

The wives watched each other receive them.

Afterward, Celeste came into our room wearing nothing.

She climbed into Graham's bed beside me.

Evan followed.

Four bodies filled one mattress.

Celeste kissed me.

My husband's cum remained on her tongue.

I kissed Evan next.

Graham watched.

Morning tasted like both marriages.


CHAPTER 29

EVAN - BREAKFAST IN TWO SHIRTS

Breakfast looked more obscene than the bedroom.

Lena wore Graham's blue shirt.

Celeste wore mine.

Neither woman buttoned more than two buttons.

Bare legs.

No underwear.

Wedding rings.

Coffee.

The husbands sat at the kitchen island watching the wives cook eggs as if they had not spent the night in exchanged beds.

Graham's shirt moved over Lena's ass.

My shirt slipped from Celeste's shoulder.

I understood why domestic fantasies cut deeper.

Sex announced itself.

Breakfast pretended normality could survive anything.

Celeste placed a plate in front of me.

"Good morning, husband."

Graham's face tightened.

Lena placed his plate down.

"Good morning, cuck."

My cock hardened beneath the island.

Graham saw.

"So did mine," Celeste said.

The wives laughed.

Lena sat between the husbands.

Celeste sat across from us.

"Review," she said.

"No meeting," Graham replied.

"This is not a meeting."

"It sounds like one."

Lena stole a piece of toast from his plate.

"It is gossip."

Celeste looked at me.

"What surprised you?"

"Sleeping."

"With me?"

"Seeing Lena with him."

Graham nodded.

"The morning was worse."

"Better," Lena corrected.

"Both."

Celeste touched Graham's hand.

"What surprised you?"

He looked at my wife wearing his shirt.

"How much I liked hearing her in my bed."

Lena's eyes darkened.

"More."

"How much I liked knowing Evan could hear."

My cock moved.

Celeste smiled.

"Good husband."

The wives looked at each other.

"What surprised you?" I asked Lena.

"Celeste."

The other wife lifted her eyebrows.

"How?"

"How easy it felt to want the same things with another woman in the room."

Celeste reached across the island.

Their fingers touched.

"And you?" Graham asked his wife.

Celeste looked at me.

"That I liked Evan because he is different from you, not because he is better."

Graham exhaled.

The sentence helped.

Then Lena added poison.

"Also, Graham is bigger."

My cock jerked.

Celeste laughed.

"And Evan stays harder."

Graham's did too.

The wives had learned exactly how to keep both men balanced on the edge between injury and hunger.

A knock came at the patio door.

David stood outside with coffee and sunglasses.

He took one look at the shirts.

Then at the husbands.

"Both marriages awake?"

"Unfortunately," Graham said.

David entered.

Celeste offered him coffee.

He declined.

His eyes moved to Lena in Graham's shirt.

"Successful night."

"Very," she said.

"Did the wives take over?"

"They never gave it back," I replied.

David smiled.

"Good."

He looked at the phones on the counter.

The group chat already contained photographs from the night.

Bikinis.

The couch.

Two cocks together in Celeste's hand.

Lena bent over for Graham.

Celeste on top of me.

The smoked-glass doors.

Nothing showed faces clearly enough to identify us, but every ring was visible.

David scrolled without touching the phone.

"What happens today?"

Celeste answered.

"The beach."

Lena added.

"A cabana."

Graham looked at me.

The wives smiled.

David left before the next experiment began.

He did not need to watch.

The husbands did.


CHAPTER 30

EVAN - THE BEACH CHAIRS

The wives wore the same bikinis from the pool.

White and black.

This time, the fabric felt like history.

Graham's hands had been beneath the white.

Mine beneath the black.

Both women had slept with the wrong husbands.

They walked ahead of us across the beach while Celeste carried only sunscreen and Lena carried both wedding rings on a chain around her neck.

Our rings.

All four.

The husbands followed without them.

The absence on my finger felt more exposing than nudity.

We rented a private cabana near the water. Two padded loungers faced the Gulf. Two chairs sat behind them.

Again.

The wives had recreated the audience.

Men on neighboring chairs noticed.

Women noticed too.

One couple whispered while looking at the black and white bikinis.

Lena lay on the white lounger.

Celeste on the black.

Graham sat beside me.

"Same arrangement," he said.

"Not the same wives."

He looked at Lena.

I looked at Celeste.

The women rolled onto their stomachs.

"Wrong husband applies sunscreen," Lena said.

We stood.

Graham went to Celeste.

I went to Lena.

The original pairs.

For the first time that weekend, touching my wife felt almost forbidden.

I poured lotion onto her back.

She looked over her shoulder.

"Strange?"

"Yes."

"Because he did it yesterday?"

"Because I know what his hands did later."

She smiled.

Graham worked sunscreen over Celeste's ass.

His wife watched me touch mine.

The contrast mattered.

After the swap, reunion became another experiment.

I rubbed Lena slowly.

My hands recognized every curve.

My cock hardened not from novelty but from knowing another man now recognized them too.

Graham's hand slid beneath Celeste's black strings.

She moaned.

Lena heard.

"Your wife likes being reclaimed."

"So do you," I said.

My fingers moved between her thighs.

She opened.

The white bikini was already wet.

A man walking the shoreline turned his head.

Then another.

The wives remained facedown while the husbands touched them.

Celeste reached across the gap between loungers and took Lena's hand.

Their fingers linked.

Graham looked at me.

"Do you ever stop feeling like the room is tilting?"

"No."

"Good."

Lena laughed.

"He learned your word."

The women rolled onto their backs.

The four wedding rings rested between Lena's breasts.

Celeste reached over and selected mine.

She placed it on Graham's finger.

Then she took Graham's ring and placed it on mine.

The wrong bands.

The symbolism hit harder than expected.

Lena studied our hands.

"Keep them until tonight."

Graham flexed his fingers around my ring.

"It does not fit."

"That is the point," Celeste said.

My hand wore his larger band loosely.

The wives sat up.

Lena took my hand and kissed Graham's ring.

Celeste did the same with Graham's hand and mine.

Strangers watched the ritual without understanding.

The women did.

The husbands did.

We spent the next hour with the wrong rings and the correct wives, touching them beneath tiny bikinis while the beach looked on.

The swap had moved beyond bedrooms.

It had reached our hands.


CHAPTER 31

LENA - THE DARE

The dare began with a photograph.

Celeste and I stood in the cabana bathroom with the door locked and our bikinis on the sink.

Two naked wives.

Four wedding rings on the counter.

The mirror showed everything.

I held the phone.

Celeste stood behind me with both hands on my breasts.

"What do we send?" she asked.

"The part they fear."

She smiled.

I turned sideways and pressed my ass against her hips. Her hand moved down my stomach. Two fingers rested over my cunt.

I took the picture.

Celeste:
Choose which husband opens the door.

We sent it to the group chat.

The men waited outside the cabana.

Graham answered first.

Graham:
Evan.

My husband replied.

Evan:
Why me?

Graham:
Because I want to watch her choose you.

I looked at Celeste.

Her face changed.

"He is learning."

"So is Evan."

My husband's next message arrived.

Evan:
I open it. Graham enters first.

My pussy tightened.

Celeste laughed.

"Both men think they are clever."

"What do you want?"

"I want neither of them prepared."

She opened the door herself.

Evan and Graham stood outside wearing the wrong wedding rings.

Their eyes moved over our naked bodies.

Strangers passed behind them on the beach path.

We remained exposed for three seconds.

Four.

Five.

Then Celeste pulled both husbands inside.

The cabana was larger than it looked from outside. White cushions. A small refrigerator. Curtains that closed on three sides but left narrow gaps toward the beach.

People could see shapes.

Not details.

Enough.

I took Evan's hand and placed it on Celeste's breast.

Celeste placed Graham's hand on my cunt.

The men reacted immediately.

"That was the dare?" Evan asked.

"No."

Celeste knelt in front of him.

I knelt in front of Graham.

The husbands looked at each other.

"We suck the wrong husbands," I said.

"We already did that," Graham replied.

Celeste pulled Evan's swim trunks down.

"Not here."

The beach moved beyond the curtains.

Voices.

Footsteps.

A child laughing far enough away that the cabana still felt adult and private, but public enough for every sound to matter.

I freed Graham's cock.

The wrong ring on Evan's hand caught the light as he touched Celeste's hair.

The wrong ring on Graham's hand did the same in mine.

Celeste took my husband.

I took hers.

The husbands remained standing near the open curtain.

Anyone looking through the gap would see two women's heads moving between two men's legs.

The risk fed me.

Graham's cock filled my mouth.

Celeste moaned around Evan.

Footsteps slowed outside.

A shadow crossed the curtain.

Evan looked toward it.

I pulled back.

"Watch the beach," I told him.

His face tightened.

"You watch my wife," Graham said.

The husbands switched focus.

Evan looked down at me taking Graham.

Graham looked down at Celeste taking Evan.

The shadow outside remained.

Someone knew.

Someone watched.

Celeste took my husband deeper.

He grabbed the curtain with one hand and her hair with the other.

I held Graham's hips and sucked him harder.

The dare became not whether the husbands would let us do it.

Whether they could stay quiet while strangers passed.

Graham groaned.

I slapped his thigh.

"Quiet."

His cock pulsed in my mouth.

Celeste made a soft choking sound around Evan.

The shadow outside stopped completely.

A woman's voice whispered.

"Do you see them?"

A man's answer came too low to understand.

My cunt tightened.

Celeste looked at me.

We smiled around the cocks in our mouths.

The husbands saw.

The strangers remained.

The cabana curtains moved in the Gulf wind.

Celeste and I stopped before either man came.

Again.

The husbands groaned together.

"We are not finished," Evan said.

"No," I answered.

"We are going outside."

Naked?

The question stayed on his face.

Celeste handed him the white bikini.

I handed Graham the black.

"Dress the other wife," she said.

The next dare waited in the hands of the wrong husbands.


CHAPTER 32

EVAN - THE CABANA

I tied the white bikini around Celeste.

Graham tied the black around Lena.

The wrong colors looked deliberate.

Celeste's breasts pressed against white triangles too small for her. Lena's darker skin made the black bikini disappear at the edges.

The wives had exchanged more than husbands.

They had exchanged roles.

Celeste stood in front of me.

"Pull it tighter."

I tightened the strings behind her neck.

Her breasts lifted.

Graham watched my hands dress his wife.

Lena watched him tie black strings around her hips.

My ring remained on Graham's finger.

His on mine.

The cabana became a fitting room for swapped identities.

When the women were dressed, they turned us toward the curtain.

A couple stood outside pretending to study the drink menu.

The same voices from before.

The woman was perhaps forty. Blonde. Green cover-up. The man broad, gray at the temples, one hand inside his pocket.

They knew.

Their faces showed it.

Celeste opened the curtain wider.

The couple looked away too late.

"Enjoying the beach?" Celeste asked.

The woman smiled with embarrassment.

"Very."

Her husband's hand moved in his pocket.

Lena stood beside Celeste.

Black and white reversed.

The blonde looked at both bikinis, then at the husbands.

"Are you all together?"

Celeste answered.

"Tonight."

The stranger's eyes widened.

The man's gaze dropped to Lena's breasts.

Graham saw.

His cock hardened under his trunks.

The blonde noticed that too.

She touched her husband's arm.

"We should go."

Celeste tilted her head.

"Should you?"

The woman looked at me.

Then at Graham.

Then back at the wives.

Her face changed from embarrassment to curiosity.

"We heard you."

Lena smiled.

"Good."

The man swallowed.

His wife laughed quietly.

"She likes being watched," he said.

The admission sounded familiar.

"So do ours," I answered.

The four of us stood in the open cabana with the strangers close enough to smell sunscreen and alcohol.

No invitation.

No exchange of names.

Only recognition.

The blonde touched the black string at Lena's hip.

"That one was white before."

The observation hit all of us.

She had watched longer than we realized.

Lena lifted one eyebrow.

"Which did you prefer?"

"White."

Celeste looked at Graham.

"She prefers your wife in white."

Graham's cock pushed harder against his trunks.

The blonde's husband stared at Celeste.

"And you?" she asked him.

"Black."

Celeste turned slowly, showing him the white bottom on her ass.

"Too bad."

His face reddened.

The wives laughed.

The strangers left after another minute, but not before the blonde gave Celeste a room number written on a cocktail napkin.

Celeste tucked it into the white bikini bottom.

Graham watched.

"You are not going."

"Probably not."

"Probably?"

She kissed his cheek.

"My cuck likes uncertainty."

The couple disappeared toward the resort.

Lena looked at the napkin.

"Keep it."

"For what?"

"Proof that wives notice wives too."

We returned to the loungers.

The swapped bikinis made every look new.

I sat beside Graham again.

He stared at the white string between Celeste's ass cheeks.

"Your wife looks good in Lena's bikini," I said.

"Yours looks dangerous in black."

The women lay side by side.

Black and white no longer belonged to anyone.

Neither did the fantasy.


CHAPTER 33

EVAN - THE WIVES TAKE CONTROL

The wives announced the second night before sunset.

No restaurant.

No public bar.

No David.

No outside audience.

"Tonight, the husbands are the audience," Celeste said.

We stood in the kitchen while they prepared drinks wearing only the swapped bikinis.

"What does that mean?" Graham asked.

Lena poured four glasses.

"It means you do not decide who touches whom."

My cock hardened.

Celeste saw.

"It means you sit where we put you."

Graham looked at me.

"We are already doing that."

"Not enough," Lena replied.

She handed each husband a glass.

Then she removed my ring from Graham's finger and placed it on the island.

Celeste removed his ring from mine.

The four bands lay together.

"Tonight, no one wears them," Celeste said.

The absence felt deliberate.

Not erasing marriage.

Displaying what remained without the symbols.

The women led us to the main bedroom. The room faced the pool through glass. Curtains open. Lights low.

Two chairs waited at the foot of the bed.

The husbands sat.

The wives stood between us.

Lena removed the black bikini top from Celeste.

Celeste removed the white from Lena.

They undressed each other slowly, watching the men react.

Then they stripped us.

Four naked adults.

Two chairs.

One bed.

Celeste knelt between Graham's knees.

Lena knelt between mine.

The original wives in front of the original husbands.

For a moment, the arrangement felt familiar.

Then Lena turned her head and took Graham's cock into her mouth.

Celeste did the same to me.

The wives crossed the space between chairs, bodies twisted beautifully between husbands.

I watched Lena suck Graham while her hand stroked me.

Graham watched Celeste suck me while her hand worked him.

The women remained connected to their husbands through touch while servicing the other men.

"Look at each other," Celeste said around my cock.

Graham met my eyes.

Neither man could retreat into the sight of his wife alone.

We saw each other being used.

Lena released Graham.

"Tell him what you want tonight."

I knew she meant me.

I looked at the other husband.

"I want your wife in my bed."

Graham's jaw tightened.

"All night?"

"Yes."

Celeste moaned around me.

Graham answered.

"I want Lena in mine."

"All night?"

"Yes."

The wives returned to our cocks.

Their hands kept the original husbands hard while their mouths worked the other.

The arrangement made ownership physical and useless at the same time.

Celeste stopped first.

She stood and climbed onto the bed.

Lena joined her.

They lay side by side with legs open.

"Wrong husband," Lena said.

Graham moved toward her.

I moved toward Celeste.

The wives lifted one hand each.

"Stop."

We froze.

Celeste smiled.

"Not yet."

The words made both cocks pulse.

The women kissed.

Their hands moved between each other's legs.

Graham and I remained standing at the foot of the bed.

Naked.

Hard.

Excluded.

The wives touched each other while looking at us.

Lena pushed two fingers into Celeste.

Celeste rubbed Lena's clit.

The husbands watched.

No chairs now.

No permission to approach.

The women came slowly, deliberately, using the sight of us as fuel.

Celeste cried out first.

Lena followed.

Then they turned toward the husbands.

"Now," Lena said.

We climbed onto the bed.

The wives had taken control.

They did not give it back.


CHAPTER 34

LENA - TWO RINGS ON THE NIGHTSTAND

My ring lay beside Celeste's on the nightstand.

The husbands' rings lay beside them.

Four circles of metal.

Four naked bodies.

Nothing between us but choice.

I lay on my back with Graham between my legs.

Celeste lay beside me with Evan over her.

The husbands waited at our cunts.

Not because they needed permission.

Because the wives wanted the image to last.

Graham's cock pressed against me.

Evan's against Celeste.

I turned my face toward her.

"Ready?"

She laughed softly.

"No questions."

"Not a question."

I kissed her.

The husbands entered us at the same time.

Graham filled me with the deeper stretch I had learned the night before.

Evan entered Celeste with the hard certainty she said she wanted.

The wives moaned into each other's mouths.

The men began moving.

Two beds would have made it easier.

One bed forced every body to feel the others.

Graham's knee touched Evan's.

My arm moved over Celeste's breasts.

Her hand held my face.

The husbands fucked us side by side.

I looked down.

Two cocks disappearing into two wives.

Wrong pairings.

Correct hunger.

"Tell me," Celeste gasped.

"Graham is bigger."

Evan's hips drove harder into her.

She smiled.

"Your husband is rougher."

Graham reacted.

The comparisons moved between men like current.

I touched Evan's shoulder while Graham fucked me.

My husband looked at my hand on him.

Then at the other man inside me.

Celeste reached across and grabbed Graham's arm.

Her husband looked down at her fingers.

The wives touched both men at once.

No clean boundaries in the bed.

"Faster," Celeste ordered Evan.

"Deeper," I told Graham.

The husbands obeyed.

The mattress shook.

Our breasts moved together.

The rings on the nightstand trembled with each impact.

Evan looked at me.

I saw the jealousy in his face.

I fed it.

"His cock reaches deeper, love."

Celeste answered before he could.

"But yours makes me scream."

She did.

Evan fucked her harder.

Graham gripped my hips and drove into me until my body slid against the sheets.

"Look at your wife," I told Celeste.

She looked at Graham.

"Your husband fills me better."

Her cunt clenched around Evan.

"Look at yours," she answered.

I looked at Evan.

"Your husband is making me come."

The two sentences wounded and rewarded both men.

Celeste came first.

Her back arched beneath my arm. Evan kept moving through it.

Graham watched his wife come around another husband.

His cock pulsed inside me.

I came seconds later.

My cunt squeezed Graham while I held Evan's face and kissed my husband.

Graham groaned at the contradiction.

His wife beneath Evan.

My mouth on Evan.

His cock inside me.

No one belonged to only one place.

The husbands came close together.

Graham inside his condom.

Evan inside his.

They remained over the wrong wives while their bodies slowed.

I looked at the nightstand.

Our rings had not moved.

Nothing had broken.

Celeste followed my gaze.

"Put mine back on him," she whispered.

I took Graham's ring.

Celeste took Evan's.

We slid the bands onto the correct husbands while they were still inside the wrong wives.

The symbolism felt dirtier than removing them.

Marriage restored without ending the exchange.


CHAPTER 35

EVAN - GRAHAM FUCKS MY WIFE

The second time Graham fucked Lena that night, Celeste sat on my face.

The wives arranged it.

Lena on her hands and knees near the center of the bed.

Graham behind her.

Me on my back beneath Celeste.

The other wife lowered her cunt over my mouth until my view narrowed to Lena through the space between Celeste's thighs.

I saw my wife take Graham.

I tasted his wife.

No image could separate the two.

Graham held Lena's hips.

He pushed his cock into her in one slow movement.

Her back arched.

Celeste looked over her shoulder.

"My husband is inside your wife."

My tongue moved against her clit.

She moaned.

Lena looked at me through the gap.

"Your mouth is on his wife."

I sucked Celeste harder.

Graham began moving.

The bed shifted beneath my head.

Every stroke into Lena moved Celeste against my mouth.

The husbands' actions connected through the mattress.

Graham fucked my wife.

His wife rode my face.

I held Celeste's ass and opened her wider.

She reached back and stroked my cock.

My body tightened.

"Tell him," Lena gasped.

Celeste looked at Graham.

"Evan's tongue is inside me."

Graham drove harder into Lena.

"Tell him," Celeste answered.

Lena looked at me.

"Graham's cock is deeper than yours."

My cock jerked in Celeste's hand.

She laughed and pressed her cunt harder against my mouth.

"Your cuck likes that."

Lena's face turned cruel.

"Of course he does."

Graham slapped her ass.

The sound filled the room.

Celeste moaned.

I slapped hers too.

The wives laughed between gasps.

The husbands became mirrors again.

Graham pulled Lena's hair.

I gripped Celeste's hips.

He fucked deeper.

I ate harder.

Lena came around him.

Her cry carried my name first.

Then Graham's.

Celeste came on my tongue while watching her husband.

Her cunt covered my mouth.

Her body shook above me.

Graham kept moving.

His cock drove into my wife while his wife collapsed over my face.

I wanted to breathe.

I did not want her to move.

Celeste lifted enough for air.

She looked down at me.

"Good cuck."

My cock pulsed.

She turned and took it into her mouth while still kneeling above me.

Now I tasted her cunt while she sucked me.

Graham saw.

He was close.

Lena looked back.

"Come for your wife," she told him.

Celeste moaned around my cock.

Graham came inside the condom, body pressed against Lena's ass.

He stayed buried for several seconds.

Celeste worked me faster.

I looked at Graham over my wife's body.

His face held exhaustion and triumph.

I came into Celeste's mouth.

She swallowed.

Lena watched.

Then she reached back and touched Graham's hand.

"My husband came for your wife."

Graham kissed her shoulder.

"Mine came for yours."

The exchange sounded almost tender.

That made it more dangerous.

Celeste moved from my face and kissed Lena.

They shared my cum while Graham remained inside my wife.

I lay beneath them, softening, unable to decide which marriage I was looking at.

Maybe both.


CHAPTER 36

EVAN - I FUCK HIS

Graham sat in the chair.

Lena sat on his lap.

Celeste bent over the bed for me.

The wives chose the arrangement because they wanted the husbands to watch each other from opposite positions.

Graham's cock was soft after coming inside Lena.

Mine had recovered.

Celeste spread her legs.

Her cunt was wet from my mouth and swollen from being fucked twice.

I stood behind her.

Lena looked at me over Graham's shoulder.

"Show him how you fuck another wife."

I entered Celeste.

She cried out.

Graham's body reacted beneath Lena.

My wife felt it.

She smiled.

"Your husband gets hard watching mine take you."

Celeste looked back at Graham.

"Good."

I fucked her slowly at first.

The angle opened her ass toward me. My hands gripped her hips. Her wedding ring pressed into the sheets.

Graham watched every stroke.

Lena's hand disappeared between their bodies.

She stroked him while I fucked his wife.

"Tell Evan what you see," she ordered.

Graham's voice came rough.

"Your cock inside Celeste."

"More."

"Her ass moving against you."

"More."

He looked at me.

"My wife taking another husband."

Celeste clenched around me.

I drove deeper.

Lena turned Graham's face toward hers.

"Tell Celeste what you feel."

His cock hardened in her hand.

"I hate how good she looks."

Celeste moaned.

"More."

"I want Evan to make you come."

I fucked harder.

The bed shook.

Celeste's mouth opened.

Graham's eyes stayed on her.

I understood what he needed.

Not permission.

Proof.

I leaned over Celeste and grabbed her hair.

Her back arched.

I drove into her with the roughness Lena knew.

Celeste screamed.

Graham's cock became fully hard.

Lena lowered herself onto him.

Lena reached for another condom, rolled it over Graham, and sank onto his cock while facing me.

The scene doubled.

I fucked Celeste from behind.

Graham sat beneath Lena as she rode him.

The husbands looked at each other over the wives.

Wrong pairs again.

Lena moved on Graham.

Celeste pushed back against me.

The women controlled the rhythm.

"Harder," Lena told me.

I obeyed.

"Deeper," Celeste told Graham.

He drove upward.

Two husbands fucked the other wives while watching.

The room became sound.

Skin.

Wet bodies.

Names breaking apart.

Lena looked at Celeste.

"How does my husband feel?"

"Hard."

"More."

"Possessive."

Graham's face tightened.

Celeste looked at Lena.

"How does mine feel?"

"Bigger."

My cock pulsed inside Celeste.

She squeezed me.

"Do you like hearing that?"

"Yes."

"Say it."

"I like my wife on his bigger cock."

Lena came.

Her body shook over Graham.

The other husband held her hips and kept driving upward.

Celeste moaned at the sight and came around me.

Her cunt tightened.

I looked at Graham.

His wife came on my cock.

My wife came on his.

The symmetry became complete.

Graham finished seconds later.

I followed.

The wives took us through every pulse.

When the movement stopped, Lena remained on Graham.

Celeste remained around me.

The husbands exchanged a look.

No anger.

No victory.

Recognition.

We had crossed the line that separated fantasy from memory.

It would never become imaginary again.


CHAPTER 37

LENA - THE MEN WE MARRIED

The men looked different after they fucked the other wives.

Not physically.

Evan still had the same shoulders, the same scar near his ribs, the same wedding ring I had slid back onto his finger.

Graham still carried tension in his jaw when he did not know what to say.

But the old roles had loosened.

Evan no longer looked like the only husband in the room who understood the fantasy.

Graham no longer looked like a visitor.

Celeste and I lay between them.

Four bodies across one bed.

Evan's hand rested on my stomach.

Graham's rested on Celeste's hip.

The original couples had returned by touch without anyone announcing it.

"Tell me something true," Celeste said.

No checks.

No hidden trap.

An invitation.

Graham answered first.

"I liked watching him fuck you."

Her breath changed.

"More."

"I liked hating it."

She kissed his chest.

Evan looked at me.

"I liked Celeste."

"I know."

"More than I expected."

My jealousy moved.

I welcomed it.

"Her body?"

"Yes."

"Her mouth?"

"Yes."

"Her fear?"

His answer took longer.

"Yes."

Celeste looked across me at him.

"Good."

I touched Evan's face.

"I liked Graham."

"More than expected?"

"Different from expected."

"How?"

"He did not feel like a bull."

Graham listened.

"He felt like a husband."

Evan's cock moved against my thigh.

The distinction mattered.

Bulls entered a marriage from outside.

Graham brought another marriage with him.

Celeste rolled toward me.

"What did you like about my husband?"

"His hands."

"More."

"The way he watched you while he fucked me."

Her eyes darkened.

"And his cock?"

Evan's body tightened.

"Bigger."

My husband groaned.

Celeste smiled.

She turned toward him.

"What did you like about me?"

Evan answered honestly.

"Your breasts."

I laughed.

"More."

"The way you made Graham watch."

"More."

He looked at Graham.

"The way you trusted him enough to want me."

The room softened.

I hated softness only when it became avoidance.

This was not.

It was the truth beneath the filth.

Celeste touched her husband's ring.

"We did not come here because our marriages failed."

"No," Graham said.

"We came because they were strong enough to become curious."

Evan looked at me.

"Curiosity almost killed me at the pool."

"It gave you a hard cock."

"That does not contradict what I said."

The wives laughed.

I climbed over Evan.

Celeste climbed over Graham.

The original couples aligned again.

I lowered myself onto my husband's cock.

No condom now.

Home territory.

He filled me with the familiar shape made new by comparison.

Celeste did the same with Graham.

We rode our husbands side by side.

No humiliation needed for a moment.

Only reunion.

Then Celeste looked at me.

"Tell yours."

I smiled.

"Graham filled me deeper."

Evan's cock hardened further inside me.

Celeste told Graham.

"Evan stayed harder."

Graham drove upward.

The softness disappeared.

Good.

We rode the men we married while describing the men we borrowed.

Both husbands came inside their own wives.

The room returned us to the correct pairs without returning us to who we had been.


CHAPTER 38

EVAN - SAME ROOM

The final group scene began after midnight.

No one called it final.

The body knows when an evening has one more truth left.

The wives arranged the bed horizontally.

Lena on the left.

Celeste on the right.

Graham and I between them.

Not paired.

Not separated.

A square of bodies.

The women kissed over us.

Their breasts pressed against our chests. Their legs tangled with both husbands.

Lena's hand found Graham's cock.

Celeste's found mine.

The wives stroked the other husbands while kissing each other above us.

Graham looked at me.

"How are you still hard?"

"Lena."

He understood.

Celeste released my cock and moved to Lena's side.

The wives knelt together.

"Both men on the bed," Lena said.

We lay side by side.

The women climbed over us.

Celeste straddled Graham.

Lena straddled me.

The original couples aligned for only a moment. Then the wives turned around.

Their bodies faced each other.

Lena lowered onto my cock while looking at Celeste.

Celeste lowered onto Graham while looking at Lena.

The original pairs moved together, but the wives watched each other instead of the husbands.

They kissed across the gap.

Graham and I looked up at the women we married sharing a mouth while riding us.

Lena moaned into Celeste.

Celeste answered.

Their hips found the same rhythm.

The husbands became the furniture under two wives.

Then the women switched without leaving the bed.

Lena lifted from me and moved over Graham.

Celeste lifted from him and moved over me.

Condoms went on quickly, hands practiced now.

Wrong wives descended.

The exchange happened in seconds.

Lena took Graham.

Celeste took me.

The women kissed again.

The husbands watched each other's wives ride them.

The room lost every simple label.

My hands held Celeste's hips.

Graham held Lena's.

The wives moved facing each other, fingers linked between their bodies.

"Look at your cuck," Lena told Celeste.

She looked down at Graham.

He was beneath my wife.

"Look at yours," Celeste answered.

Lena looked at me beneath the other wife.

Both women smiled.

"My husband likes you on him," Lena said.

"Mine likes you more," Celeste replied.

Graham groaned.

I drove upward.

The competition belonged to the wives now.

They compared our reactions, not only our cocks.

"Mine gets harder when jealous," Lena said.

"Mine loses his voice."

Graham swore.

"Mine watches everything."

"Mine closes his eyes when it hurts."

Graham forced his eyes open.

Celeste leaned down.

"Good cuck."

She kissed him while Lena rode his cock.

The sight pushed me close.

Lena leaned down and kissed me while Celeste rode mine.

The wives kissed the husbands they were not riding.

Body and mouth split across marriages.

Celeste came around my cock while kissing Graham.

Lena came around Graham while kissing me.

The husbands felt the wrong wives come and tasted their own.

Then the women sat upright.

"Together," Lena said.

Graham looked at me.

We moved.

I drove into Celeste.

He drove into Lena.

The wives held hands.

The husbands came close enough that our groans overlapped.

Celeste took my cum into the condom.


CHAPTER 39

LENA - THE KISS OVER THEM

The husbands fell asleep before the wives.

Evan lay on his back.

Graham lay beside him.

Both naked beneath the sheet, shoulders nearly touching, wedding rings visible on opposite hands.

Celeste and I stood at the foot of the bed.

"Look at them," she whispered.

"Exhausted."

"Beautiful."

I smiled.

"You think my husband is beautiful?"

"Right now, yes."

Jealousy sparked.

I liked it.

We climbed onto the bed from opposite sides.

Celeste straddled Graham's sleeping thighs.

I straddled Evan's.

Neither man woke immediately.

We leaned across them and kissed.

Our husbands lay beneath us while the wives' mouths met over their bodies.

Evan's cock stirred against my ass.

Graham's did the same beneath Celeste.

They woke slowly.

The kiss continued.

Celeste's tongue moved against mine.

I held her face.

The husbands realized where they were.

What we were doing.

Who lay beside them.

Evan's hand touched my hip.

Graham's touched Celeste's.

The women remained connected over the two men.

Then Celeste reached down and took Evan's cock.

I took Graham's.

Each wife stroked the other husband while kissing above both.

Evan groaned.

Graham opened his eyes fully.

"Again?" he asked.

Celeste smiled against my mouth.

"The husbands do not get to ask that."

His cock hardened in my hand.

Evan's did too in hers.

We worked them slowly.

The scene was quieter than the others.

No audience beyond the room.

No need for performance.

Only wives discovering how far control could move without becoming cold.

I looked at Evan.

"My hand is on Graham."

"I know."

"Celeste has your cock."

"I know."

"Do you want her mouth again?"

His cock pulsed.

"Yes."

Celeste lowered between his legs.

I lowered between Graham's.

The husbands remained side by side while the wives took the wrong cocks.

Evan touched Graham's shoulder.

Accidental at first.

Then he left his hand there.

Graham looked at it.

Neither moved away.

Celeste saw.

So did I.

The husbands had spent the weekend watching each other.

Comparison had stripped something from them.

Not masculinity.

Isolation.

They no longer carried the fantasy alone.

I sucked Graham while looking at Evan's hand on him.

Celeste sucked Evan.

The men breathed together.

When they came, the wives took them in their mouths.

No condoms.

No strangers.

No need to hide.

I swallowed Graham.

Celeste swallowed Evan.

Then we climbed back over them and kissed.

Their cum passed between our tongues while both husbands watched from inches away.

Evan's hand tightened on my thigh.

Graham's on Celeste's.

The kiss over them became the final image of the night.

Two wives.

Two husbands.

Nothing left untouched except the part of us that would wake in the morning and still choose home.


CHAPTER 40

EVAN - THE CRUEL COMPARISON

Morning made every comparison more dangerous.

Night could blame alcohol, darkness, music, skin.

Morning had coffee.

Sunlight.

Bare faces.

The wives sat at the kitchen island wearing robes. Graham and I wore shorts and no shirts.

Celeste placed a ruler on the counter.

I stared.

"No."

She laughed.

"It is from the office drawer."

Graham covered his face.

Lena picked it up.

"We already know."

"Words are not numbers," Celeste replied.

The wives had discussed this before we woke.

Of course they had.

My cock began hardening.

Graham noticed.

"So did mine," he said.

Celeste opened her robe.

"Then this will be easy."

She touched Graham until he was fully hard.

Lena did the same to me.

The husbands stood side by side at the island while the wives prepared us.

No hiding.

No exaggeration.

The ruler made fantasy measurable.

Celeste held it to Graham first.

Lena watched.

I watched.

Seven and a quarter.

Thick enough that numbers failed to describe what my wife's mouth and cunt already knew.

Then Lena measured me.

Six and a half.

The difference was less than jealousy had made it.

Still real.

The wives looked at each other.

"Graham is longer," Celeste said.

My cock pulsed.

"Evan wins hardness," Lena answered.

Graham groaned.

They measured thickness with a ribbon from a gift bag.

Graham won again.

The humiliation reached hot and clean.

Lena looked at me.

"Tell him."

I faced Graham.

"Your cock is bigger than mine."

He swallowed.

"Tell him the rest," Celeste said.

Graham looked at me.

"Your wife still came harder with you last night."

Lena smiled.

The answer balanced the injury without erasing it.

Celeste touched my cock.

"And Evan made me come faster."

Graham's body tightened.

Both husbands lost and won.

The wives understood the psychology better than any simple ranking.

Lena wrapped one hand around Graham.

Celeste wrapped one around me.

"Numbers are boring," Lena said.

"Reactions are better," Celeste replied.

They stroked the wrong husbands.

Graham looked at his wife touching me.

I looked at mine touching him.

The ruler remained between us.

Proof no longer mattered.

The wives worked faster.

"Who comes first?" Celeste asked.

"My husband," Lena said.

"Why?"

"He cannot survive another comparison."

I nearly laughed.

Then Celeste tightened her hand and the laugh became a groan.

Graham's cock jerked in Lena's hand.

Celeste looked at him.

"Do not let him beat you."

The competition became ridiculous and intense.

Two husbands standing at a kitchen island while their wives stroked the wrong cocks beneath morning sun.

The first pulse built.

I looked at Lena's hand around Graham.

He looked at Celeste's around me.

We both came almost together.

My cum struck Celeste's robe.

Graham's covered Lena's hand.

The wives laughed.

"Tie," Celeste said.

Lena looked at the ruler.

"No."

She licked Graham's cum from her thumb while watching me.

"My husband came harder."

My cock moved again.

The cruelty never needed to be final.

It only needed to keep us hungry.


CHAPTER 41

EVAN - RETURN TO OUR SPOUSES

The final afternoon belonged to the original couples.

Not because the experiment ended.

Because we needed to feel what returned.

Lena and I walked the shoreline alone. Graham and Celeste went in the opposite direction.

The villa remained visible behind us.

White walls.

Glass doors.

Beds carrying four bodies' impressions.

Lena wore my shirt over the black bikini. The fabric moved around her thighs. My wedding ring remained on my hand. Hers returned to her finger.

For ten minutes, we talked about nothing sexual.

The weather.

Traffic home.

Whether we should stop for dinner on the road.

Normality felt fragile but not false.

Then Lena took my hand and placed it beneath the shirt.

The black bikini bottom was wet.

"Still thinking?"

"Yes."

"About him?"

"Both of them."

Jealousy moved.

"Celeste too?"

"Especially her."

I stopped walking.

The Gulf washed over our feet.

"What did you like?"

"Watching you discover her."

"More."

"Watching you lose control."

"More."

"Knowing Graham saw you make his wife come."

My cock hardened beneath my shorts.

Lena smiled.

"What did you like about him?" I asked.

"His hands."

"I know."

"His size."

"I know."

"Sleeping beside him."

That one hurt.

She felt my hand tighten.

"More."

"Morning."

"Seeing Celeste on me?"

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because I understood you."

The answer changed the pain.

She turned toward me.

"I woke beside Graham and saw another wife lying across my husband."

"And?"

"I wanted to pull her away."

My body tightened.

"I also wanted her to suck you while I watched."

"Good."

She laughed softly.

"You say that now."

"I learned."

We walked farther.

Near a quiet stretch of beach, dunes hid us from the resort.

Lena pulled me behind them.

She removed my shirt.

Black bikini.

Dark hair.

Sun on her shoulders.

She looked like the wife Graham had touched and the woman still walking home with me.

"Fuck me."

"Here?"

"Before we return."

I pushed her against a weathered fence post.

She pulled the bikini aside.

I pushed my cock into her cunt without patience.

She gasped.

The sand shifted beneath our feet.

I held her waist and fucked her standing while the Gulf moved beyond the dunes.

No audience we could see.

That did not mean none existed.

Lena looked over her shoulder.

"Tell me what you brought back."

"Jealousy."

"More."

"Celeste's taste."

"More."

"Another husband's fear."

"More."

I drove deeper.

"My wife."

She smiled.

"Good husband."

I fucked her harder.

The black bikini cut across her ass. My shirt lay in the sand. Our wedding rings flashed whenever my hand moved over her hip.

She came first.

I came inside her seconds later.

No condom.

No exchange.

Home.

We stayed together until our breathing slowed.

Then Lena pulled the bikini back into place over my cum.

"Carry it to the villa."

The words made me hard again.

We returned to the glass house hand in hand.

Graham and Celeste waited by the pool.

They looked as changed as we felt.


CHAPTER 42

LENA - WHAT WE BROUGHT HOME

Packing became another form of confession.

White bikini into my bag.

Black bikini into Celeste's.

Then we changed our minds.

I folded the black one and placed it with my dresses.

Celeste took the white.

The colors had crossed.

The husbands watched from the bedroom doorway.

Graham held the ruler from breakfast.

Evan held the cocktail napkin with the stranger's room number.

Neither object belonged in ordinary luggage.

Both went into mine.

"Why do you get the ruler?" Celeste asked.

"Evidence."

"Of what?"

"That Evan survived the truth."

My husband's cock moved beneath his shorts.

Graham laughed.

"Keep it."

Celeste packed the napkin.

"Evidence that another wife noticed us."

The exchange continued through objects.

I gave her one of my white dresses.

She gave me Graham's blue shirt.

Evan found his shirt in her suitcase and left it there.

Graham found one of his in mine and did the same.

Domestic souvenirs.

The most dangerous kind.

At the front door, David appeared again.

No sunglasses now.

He looked rested.

We did not.

His eyes moved over the bags.

"Both marriages intact?"

Celeste held Graham's hand.

"Changed."

Lena took Evan's.

"Intact."

David nodded.

"Good."

He looked at me.

"What surprised you?"

"Celeste."

"Expected."

"What surprised you?" Evan asked him.

David smiled.

"That neither husband called me."

Graham frowned.

"Why would we?"

"Because both of you believed at some point that another man would understand your fear better than your wife."

The sentence landed.

No one answered.

David looked toward the pool.

"You did not need another bull."

"No," I said.

"We needed another marriage."

Celeste kissed my cheek.

The husbands watched.

David left us at the door.

The two couples stood in the driveway where the weekend had begun.

Graham hugged Evan first.

Awkward.

Brief.

Real.

"I thought I would hate you," Graham said.

Evan answered.

"I did hate you."

Graham laughed.

"Better."

Celeste hugged my husband.

Her mouth touched his ear.

I saw his cock react.

She noticed me noticing.

"Still works," she said.

I hugged Graham.

His hands remained at my waist, large and familiar now.

"Bigger," I whispered.

He groaned.

Evan heard.

His jaw tightened.

The fantasy refused a clean goodbye.

Celeste and I kissed.

Not a cheek.

Mouth.

The husbands watched one final time in the driveway.

Then the couples entered separate cars.

The group chat vibrated before we reached the highway.

Celeste:
Next time, the wives choose the room.

Graham:
There is a next time?

Lena:
Your cock hopes so.

Evan looked at my phone.

His own answer appeared below.

Evan:
So does mine.

I placed the black bikini across his lap.

The car moved north.

The other couple disappeared behind us.

Nothing we brought home fit inside the bags.


CHAPTER 43

EVAN - THE LAST MORNING

We stopped at a hotel outside Sarasota because neither of us wanted to return home immediately.

One room.

One bed.

No glass walls.

No other couple across the hall.

The quiet felt loud.

Lena showered while I placed the weekend's objects on the dresser.

Black bikini.

Ruler.

Graham's blue shirt.

Four photographs printed from the villa printer before we left.

The first showed the husbands in chairs.

The second showed the wives kissing.

The third showed Graham behind Lena.

The fourth showed Celeste over me.

Faces partly hidden.

Wedding rings clear.

I stared at the images until Lena emerged wearing only the black bikini bottom.

"Which hurts most?" she asked.

I pointed to the breakfast picture.

She wore Graham's shirt.

Celeste wore mine.

"Not the sex?"

"No."

"Why?"

"You looked like you belonged there."

She came beside me.

"Did I?"

"For a moment."

"And where am I now?"

"Here."

"Does that erase it?"

"No."

"Good."

She touched the photograph of Celeste over me.

"Which do you like most?"

I pointed to the wives kissing.

"Why?"

"Because both husbands were outside the kiss."

Lena's eyes darkened.

"You liked being unnecessary."

"Temporarily."

She knelt.

My cock was already hard.

She pulled my shorts down.

"Tell me what Celeste did."

"She sucked me while Graham watched."

"More."

"She took my cum."

"More."

"She kissed him with it."

Lena's mouth covered my cock.

The weekend returned through her.

Not imitation.

Reclamation.

She sucked me while I held the photograph of Graham fucking her.

My wife used another husband's image to make me harder in a private hotel room.

I grabbed her hair.

"Tell me what he did."

She released me.

"Filled me."

"More."

"Stretched me more than you."

My cock pulsed against her lips.

"More."

"Made me sleep beside him."

Jealousy burned.

She took me again.

I looked at the photograph.

Graham's hands on my wife's hips.

Her face turned toward me.

The angle held the whole weekend.

Another husband inside her.

My wife looking at me.

Lena worked faster.

I came in her mouth.

She swallowed.

Then she stood and bent over the dresser.

"Now fuck me while you look."

I pulled the black bikini aside.

I pushed my cock into her cunt.

She was soaked.

I held the photograph in front of her face.

Graham behind her.

Me behind her now.

"Who fills you better?"

"Graham."

I drove harder.

"Who stays harder?"

"You."

"Who do you go home with?"

She looked at our reflection.

"My cuck."

The answer broke me open.

I fucked her until the dresser struck the wall.

She came while staring at the other husband's hands.

I came inside her while staring at mine.

Afterward, we lay on the hotel bed with the four photographs spread around us.

No other bodies.

No silence pretending nothing happened.

The last morning of the experiment became the first morning of the memory.


CHAPTER 44

EVAN - THE CONTRACT WE DID NOT WRITE

At home, Lena placed the ruler in our nightstand.

Beside the black toy.

Beside the WATCH bracelet box.

Beside objects from every experiment that had changed shape once they entered our marriage.

I stood behind her.

"What are we now?"

She closed the drawer.

"Married."

"That is not what I meant."

"I know."

She turned.

The black bikini remained beneath her dress.

I knew because the strings showed at her hips.

"We have shared you with strangers," I said.

"Yes."

"With Julian."

"Yes."

"With the neighbor."

"Yes."

"My best friend."

"Yes."

"Your boss."

"Yes."

"Another husband."

"Yes."

"And I touched his wife."

Her hand covered my cock through my trousers.

"You did more than touch her."

The memory hardened me.

"What comes after another couple?"

Lena looked toward the nightstand.

"The thing you have avoided naming."

"Which thing?"

"More than one man."

My stomach tightened.

She felt it under her palm.

"At the same time?"

"Yes."

"With me watching?"

"With you deciding whether watching is enough."

The question was not about permission.

It was about identity.

I had spent years believing my place in the fantasy was a chair.

Then Julian pulled me closer.

David made rooms.

Celeste sat on my face while Graham fucked my wife.

The chair no longer contained me.

"Who?" I asked.

Lena took out her phone.

A group chat waited unsent.

Three names at the top.

Lena.

Julian.

David.

My cock hardened so quickly it hurt.

"Both?"

"Different reasons."

"Julian because you chose him."

"Yes."

"David because he controls you."

"He does not control me."

"Because you like giving him control."

Her smile sharpened.

"Better."

I looked at the empty message field.

"What were you going to write?"

She handed me the phone.

The words were already typed.

Lena:
My husband wants to see what happens when the two men who changed us are in the same room.

I stared.

"Do I?"

Her hand returned to my cock.

"Your body answered."

"That line is becoming unfair."

"It was always unfair."

She took the phone back.

"Not just two men," she said.

"What else?"

"You."

My mouth went dry.

"Watching?"

"At first."

The phrase hit harder than not yet ever had.

"Then?"

"Then I decide when my husband earns his place."

My cock pulsed.

Lena opened the nightstand and took out a blank notebook.

She placed it on the bed.

"No rules," she said.

"Then why the notebook?"

"Not rules."

She opened the first page.

"A confession."

She wrote one sentence.

My husband wants to watch two men take his wife before she calls him into the bed.

She handed me the pen.

I added another.

My wife wants to make me admit that sharing her is no longer only her fantasy.

Lena read it.

Then she climbed into my lap.

"We do not need a contract to limit us."

"No."

"We need one to tell the truth."

I looked at the messages waiting for Julian and David.

The final experiment had found its shape.

Not a boundary list.

Not a permission system.

A written confession neither of us could deny.

Lena pressed Send.

Two responses appeared.

Julian:
Tell Evan I remember how he watches.

David:
Tell him the room is already booked.

My cock hardened beneath her.

Lena smiled.

"The other couple taught us what two marriages could do."

She moved against me.

"The final night will teach us what one marriage can survive when the wife stops choosing only one man."


CHAPTER 45

EVAN - ONE WEEK LATER

One week after the villa, Graham sent me a photograph of my wife.

Not a new photograph.

One from the pool.

Lena lay on her stomach in the white bikini while his hands covered her ass. Her face turned toward the camera. Toward me. The neighboring couple stood blurred on the balcony behind her.

Graham:
I keep looking at this.

I sat in my office with the door closed.

My cock hardened beneath the desk.

Evan:
Which part?

The typing bubbles appeared.

Stopped.

Returned.

Graham:
Her face.

I understood.

The photograph did not show the size comparison, his fingers later inside her, the white bedroom, or the exchanged beds.

It showed Lena looking at her husband while another husband touched her.

Marriage inside the fantasy.

I answered.

Evan:
I keep looking at Celeste wearing my shirt.

A minute passed.

Graham:
That one hurts.

Evan:
Yes.

Graham:
Good?

I smiled despite myself.

Evan:
Eventually.

The group chat had remained active every day.

Celeste sent photographs from their bathroom. Lena answered from ours. The wives wore the exchanged bikinis beneath ordinary clothes and revealed the strings during work calls.

Graham sent a picture of the ruler on his desk.

Celeste wrote that the measurement had become irrelevant because Evan stayed harder.

Lena replied that size remained relevant because Graham filled her deeper.

Both husbands reacted.

Neither marriage cooled.

The difficulty came from daily life.

I saw Nate on Tuesday and did not tell him everything.

Lena attended a video call with David on Wednesday while wearing the black bikini beneath a conservative blouse.

Mason collected mail across the fence Thursday morning and watched her bend over in Graham's shirt.

Every previous experiment remained alive.

The other couple added another layer.

Someone else now knew how our marriage felt from the inside.

My phone vibrated again.

Graham:
Celeste wants a wives-only night in Tampa.

My stomach tightened.

Evan:
When?

Graham:
Saturday.

I looked toward the bedroom.

Lena was getting dressed for dinner with a client. White blouse. Black skirt. Graham's blue shirt folded over the chair.

Evan:
What does wives-only mean?

His answer came immediately.

Graham:
They stay at your house. We watch by video.

My cock hardened further.

Evan:
Did the wives decide that?

Graham:
Of course.

Lena entered my office.

She saw the message over my shoulder.

Her smile told me she already knew.

"How long have you planned this?"

"Celeste texted this morning."

"What happens on video?"

"Whatever the wives want."

"That is not an answer."

"It is the only honest one."

She sat on my desk and opened her knees.

No panties beneath the skirt.

My body reacted.

"Celeste brings the white bikini," she said.

"You wear black?"

"At first."

"What does Graham do?"

"Stays home."

"And me?"

"You go to his house."

The wives had planned not only a separate night.

A husband exchange without the wives present.

Graham and I in his home, watching our wives together in mine.

"Why?"

"Because you two need to talk without naked women controlling every sentence."

"That sounds terrible."

"It will make both of you hard."

She took my hand and pressed it between her legs.

She was already slick.

"Saturday," she whispered. "The wives in our bed. The husbands in his."

My cock pulsed.

The other couple had left the villa.

They had not left our marriage.


CHAPTER 46

LENA - THE WIVES' NIGHT

Celeste arrived carrying one overnight bag and no husband.

That felt stranger than seeing Graham naked.

He existed through absence.

His car disappeared down our street after dropping her at the curb. Evan had already driven south to Graham's house.

Two wives stood alone in the townhouse.

No husbands.

No bulls.

No one to perform for except the cameras we controlled.

Celeste wore a white coat over the white bikini.

I wore Evan's white shirt over black.

We hugged at the door.

The hug became a kiss before the bag reached the floor.

Her mouth tasted familiar now.

The villa returned through her tongue.

"The husbands are waiting," she said.

"Let them."

Our group video call showed two locations.

Graham's living room on one half.

Our bedroom on the other.

Evan and Graham sat on the couch, shoulder to shoulder, whiskey glasses untouched. Both wore black shirts. Both tried to look calmer than they were.

Celeste carried the phone upstairs.

I followed.

"Show them the bed," she said.

I turned the camera.

The husbands watched the room where Graham had never slept but where every previous bull had become part of us.

Celeste removed her coat.

White bikini.

Evan's cock shape appeared through his trousers.

Graham saw.

"Your friend is hard," Celeste told her husband.

"So are you," he replied.

The wives smiled.

I pulled Evan's shirt over my head.

Black bikini.

Graham's hand moved over his lap.

"Both husbands," I said. "Hands visible."

They placed them on their thighs.

The old audience position.

This time, miles away.

Celeste and I climbed onto the bed.

We faced the phone.

"No interruptions," she said.

The men nodded.

We kissed.

The husbands watched through a screen while two wives explored without them in the room.

Different from the villa.

No male hands waiting.

No cocks close enough to touch.

The wives became the entire scene.

Celeste pulled the black bikini top from my breasts.

I removed the white from hers.

We touched slowly.

Not for the men at first.

For ourselves.

Her fingers moved over my nipples.

Mine traced the curve of her waist and the small scar at her hip.

The camera captured everything.

Evan leaned closer.

Graham did too.

Celeste opened my bikini bottom.

Her hand entered.

I gasped.

"Tell him," she whispered.

I looked at Evan's image.

"His wife has her fingers inside yours."

My husband's hand tightened on his thigh.

I touched Celeste too.

Graham watched my fingers disappear beneath the white.

"Tell him."

Celeste looked at her husband.

"Evan's wife is fingering me in their bed."

Graham's face darkened.

We worked each other while the husbands sat side by side.

The physical distance made their helplessness stronger.

Celeste came first.

She pressed her face to my neck and moaned Graham's name.

I kept moving inside her until the shaking slowed.

Then she pushed me onto my back.

Her mouth covered my cunt.

The phone stood at the foot of the bed.

Both husbands saw.

I looked at Evan through the screen.

His cock remained trapped in his trousers.

"Do not touch it," I said.

He obeyed.

Celeste made me come with her mouth while my husband watched from another man's house.

When I could breathe, I pulled her upward and kissed her.

The husbands saw us share my taste.

"Now," Celeste said, "the men talk."

She turned the volume down.

We left the call running and continued without hearing them.

Two wives.

One bed.

Two husbands watching each other watch.

The fantasy no longer needed all four bodies in the same room to exist.


CHAPTER 47

EVAN - THE VIDEO CALL

Graham and I watched our wives in my bed.

From his couch.

The reversal was complete.

His house smelled like coffee, cedar, and Celeste's perfume. Family photographs lined the shelves. A framed picture from their tenth anniversary stood beside the television. In it, Graham and Celeste looked ordinary.

Happy.

Before.

The live screen showed her naked between Lena's legs.

After.

Graham gripped his whiskey.

"She has never done that without me in the room."

"Neither has Lena."

"Does that bother you?"

"Yes."

"Good?"

I looked at him.

"Stop stealing my word."

He smiled.

On screen, Celeste's mouth moved over my wife.

Lena looked directly into the camera.

At me.

Then she told me not to touch.

My cock strained against my trousers.

Graham saw.

His did the same.

The wives muted us.

Our voices disappeared from their room while we remained able to hear soft fragments from theirs.

Moans.

Wet fingers.

Laughter.

The husbands became the silent audience.

Graham leaned forward.

"What if they like this better?"

"Better than men?"

"Better than husbands."

The fear was real.

I answered honestly.

"They might like parts of it better."

His jaw tightened.

"That does not destroy the parts we give them."

"You sound like a man who had to repeat that often."

"I did."

On screen, Celeste came around Lena's fingers.

Graham watched his wife lose control in another woman's hand.

His cock pulsed visibly.

He unfastened his trousers.

Lena had told us not to touch.

He stopped before freeing himself.

"Do we obey?"

I looked at the screen.

The wives kissed.

"Yes."

His frustration mirrored mine.

For twenty minutes, we watched without touching.

Celeste ate Lena.

Lena sucked Celeste's breasts.

The wives used the black toy from our drawer on each other.

Graham saw his wife take the toy I had used on Lena after Julian.

Layers of other men and other nights entered the image.

"You kept that?" he asked.

"Of course."

Celeste rode the toy while Lena held it.

Graham's body shook from restraint.

I understood the cruelty.

The wives had removed us physically and sexually, leaving only our eyes.

Then the audio returned.

Celeste held the phone close.

"Show us the husbands."

I turned the camera.

Graham and I sat side by side with hard cocks still inside our trousers.

Lena smiled.

"Good boys."

The humiliation hit.

Celeste looked at Graham.

"Take Evan's cock out."

Both men froze.

She repeated it.

Graham turned toward me.

No sex between the men. That was not the fantasy.

The intimacy of the instruction still felt immense.

He unfastened my belt and pulled my cock free.

His hand touched only fabric and then my hip, avoiding the cock itself.

The wives watched.

"Now Evan does yours," Lena said.

I freed Graham.

Two husbands exposed on one couch by the wives' commands.

"Stroke yourselves," Celeste said.

We obeyed.

Not touching each other.

Watching each other.

Watching the wives watch us.

Lena held the toy inside Celeste.

Celeste's fingers moved inside Lena.

The husbands stroked side by side.

No one could hide rhythm, size, or reaction.

"Look at each other," Lena ordered.

Graham met my eyes.

Humiliation burned.

So did recognition.

We came close together, cum landing across our own hands while the wives laughed softly from my bed.

The call ended with Celeste kissing Lena.

Graham and I remained on the couch afterward.

Exposed.

Silent.

Still friends of a kind we had never expected to become.


CHAPTER 48

EVAN - GRAHAM AT OUR DOOR

We returned to my house after midnight.

Graham drove.

Neither of us mentioned the video call during the first half of the trip.

The second half contained only one question.

"Do you think they slept together?"

"Yes."

"Sex?"

"Yes."

He nodded.

His cock shifted beneath his jeans.

The wives had sent one final photograph before silencing their phones.

Lena and Celeste asleep naked in our bed.

Their legs tangled.

Black and white bikinis hanging from the headboard.

The image hurt both men.

We carried it to my front door.

The house was dark except for the bedroom light upstairs.

Graham stood beside me.

"Do I come in?"

The question belonged outside the sex.

Ordinary doorway.

Ordinary decision.

I opened the door.

"Yes."

We entered quietly.

The wives were awake.

They sat on the bed wearing nothing, backs against the headboard, glasses of wine in their hands.

Lena looked at Graham.

Celeste looked at me.

"How was boys' night?" my wife asked.

"Humiliating."

"Good."

Graham laughed.

Celeste patted the mattress.

"Come here."

The husbands approached the original wives.

Then the women crossed their hands.

Lena reached for Graham.

Celeste reached for me.

The exchange resumed without travel, resort, or special architecture.

Inside our ordinary bedroom.

That mattered.

Celeste kissed me.

Lena kissed Graham.

The wrong husbands entered the bed from opposite sides.

No long scene.

No spectacle.

A private confirmation that the other couple could exist inside home.

Celeste lowered herself over my cock after I covered it.

Lena did the same with Graham.

The wives rode us while facing each other.

The familiar room changed around their bodies.

My nightstand.

Our wedding photograph.

The lamp Lena bought before we married.

Another wife above me.

Another husband beneath mine.

Graham looked around as if he understood the same thing.

The fantasy had entered furniture that knew only us.

Lena touched my face while moving on Graham.

"Does it feel different here?"

"Yes."

"Better?"

"More dangerous."

Celeste squeezed around me.

Graham's hands held my wife.

"Good," Lena whispered.

The wives came close together.

Celeste on me.

Lena on Graham.

Then they switched husbands before either man finished.

Original wives returned.

The original wives returned. We removed the condoms. Lena sank onto my bare cock, and Graham pushed into Celeste without one.

Home.

No barriers between spouses.

The reunion happened in the same bed where the exchange began.

I fucked Lena while Graham fucked Celeste beside us.

The wives held hands.

The husbands came inside their own wives.

Afterward, Graham and Celeste slept in the guest room.

The door remained open.

For the first time, another couple stayed under our roof after sharing our bed.

I lay beside Lena and listened to their quiet voices down the hall.

The other couple was no longer an experiment in a villa.

They were guests in our home.

That made every memory permanent.


CHAPTER 49

LENA - FOUR AT HOME

Sunday morning began with coffee and bare feet.

Celeste wore my robe.

Graham wore one of Evan's shirts.

Evan cooked eggs.

I stood behind Graham and kissed the back of his neck while Celeste watched.

No resort staff.

No beach strangers.

No corporate suite.

Our kitchen.

The ordinary setting made every touch more intimate.

Celeste sat on the counter and opened the robe enough for Evan to see one breast.

My husband noticed.

Graham noticed him noticing.

No one pretended otherwise.

"Do we tell anyone?" Graham asked.

"No," Evan answered.

"Never?" Celeste asked.

"Who would understand?"

I touched Graham's waist.

"Nate might."

Evan looked at me.

"No."

The answer came quickly enough to make us laugh.

Nate already knew too much.

David knew enough.

Julian would understand.

Mason might see Celeste through the fence before breakfast ended.

Our secret world had become crowded without becoming public.

Celeste looked toward the backyard.

"That is the neighbor's house?"

"Yes."

"The one who watches?"

"Yes."

Graham's body tightened.

I felt it beneath my hands.

Celeste opened the robe farther and walked toward the glass door.

Evan laughed.

"No."

She looked over her shoulder.

"Why?"

"Because one experiment at a time."

The phrase sounded like the old rules.

We all heard it.

Evan corrected himself.

"Because Mason does not get this morning."

Better.

The husbands remained capable of choosing without turning desire into paperwork.

Celeste closed the robe.

Graham kissed me in the kitchen.

Soft.

A goodbye kiss in front of spouses.

Evan's cock hardened beneath his shorts.

Celeste saw.

She kissed my husband too.

The women exchanged husbands one final time near the coffee machine.

Then the wives kissed each other.

The husbands watched.

No one came that morning.

No one needed to.

The smaller touches proved the fantasy could live between grocery lists and dirty dishes.

At the door, Graham handed Evan my ruler.

"We do not need it."

Evan accepted it.

"I never did."

Celeste gave me the white bikini.

"Keep both."

"Why?"

"Because next time the wives match."

The promise moved through all four of us.

There would be a next time.

Not immediately.

Not as another volume's central fantasy.

A thread in the life we had built.

The other couple drove away.

Evan stood beside me in the doorway.

Their car disappeared.

Mason stepped into his backyard and looked toward us.

I wore Celeste's robe.

Nothing beneath it.

My husband noticed the neighbor noticing.

His cock moved.

The world did not reset when one fantasy ended.

It accumulated.

I took Evan's hand and led him upstairs.

The next confession waited in a notebook beside the bed.


CHAPTER 50

EVAN - WHAT THE OTHER COUPLE LEFT

The other couple left five things in our house.

A white bikini.

Graham's shirt.

Celeste's lipstick beneath the guest bed.

A bottle of wine with one glass remaining.

And the knowledge that another marriage could enter ours without replacing it.

I found the lipstick Monday morning.

Lena stood in the doorway wearing Graham's shirt and nothing else.

"Keep it," she said.

"Why?"

"Because Celeste will come back."

My cock hardened.

She smiled.

The answer no longer shocked me.

That was the most dangerous change.

"Do you want her again?"

"Yes."

"Graham?"

"Yes."

"Together?"

"Yes."

"Without them?"

She crossed the room.

"Also yes."

The wife I married had not disappeared beneath all those desires.

She had become easier to see.

I placed the lipstick in the nightstand.

Beside the ruler.

Beside the notebook.

Lena opened the group chat from the weekend.

Celeste had renamed it.

THE OTHER COUPLE.

The latest message waited.

Celeste:
Graham finally admitted he wants to watch Julian and David with you.

My body reacted.

Graham replied beneath it.

Graham:
That is not what I said.

Celeste:
You asked which one is bigger.

Lena looked at me.

"Everyone asks."

"What did you tell her?"

"The truth."

"Which truth?"

"That Julian is bigger."

Jealousy cut.

"And David?"

"Harder to refuse."

My cock pulsed.

Lena placed the phone in my hand.

A second group chat waited.

Julian.

David.

Lena.

No message from me yet.

"I thought the final book was about a contract," I said.

"It is."

"Contracts sound like rules."

"Not ours."

She opened the notebook.

The two sentences from the last chapter remained on the first page.

Beneath them, she had written more.

I want Julian behind me.

I want David in my mouth.

I want Evan close enough to feel humiliated and far enough to understand he chose the view.

My cock hardened painfully.

Lena handed me the pen.

"Your turn."

I wrote.

I want to see my wife take both men before she lets me touch her.

The sentence looked worse on paper.

More honest.

She read it.

"More."

I added.

I want them to compare me while she is full of them.

My hand shook.

Lena kissed my temple.

"More."

I wrote the part that frightened me most.

I want to enter her after both men and feel what they left.

The room went quiet.

Lena's hand moved over my cock.

"There he is."

I looked at the other couple's group chat.

Celeste had added a photograph.

Graham sat on their bed holding the white bikini. His cock stood hard between his legs.

Celeste knelt behind him.

The message beneath it read:

The other husband wants proof afterward.

Our final experiment had gained an audience before it began.

Not a public one.

A couple who understood exactly what the images meant.

I closed the chat.

The other couple had left our home.

They had also left us brave enough to write the last truth.


EPILOGUE

EVAN - OUR CUCKOLD CONTRACT

The first page of the notebook remained open on our bed.

Two sentences.

No signatures.

No rules.

Only truths.

My husband wants to watch two men take his wife before she calls him into the bed.

My wife wants me to admit that sharing her is no longer only her fantasy.

Lena stood at the foot of the mattress wearing my white shirt and the black WATCH bracelet. Nothing else.

The shirt had once belonged to the version of our marriage that could still pretend ordinary fabric was innocent. Now the hem barely covered the cunt Graham had fucked and Celeste had tasted.

I sat beside the notebook.

"Contracts tell people what they cannot do."

"Ours tells us what we want."

"That sounds worse."

"It is."

She took the pen and wrote a third line.

I want Julian behind me while David makes me look at my husband.

My cock hardened beneath my trousers.

She watched.

"Write."

I looked at the words.

Julian had been the first man she chose.

David had taught us what power felt like when desire entered the room wearing authority.

Together, they formed two different versions of the threat I had learned to need.

I wrote.

I want to see which man makes her forget I am watching first.

Lena read it.

"Neither."

"That is not the fantasy."

"No. The fantasy is that I remember every second."

She climbed onto the bed and knelt over my thighs.

Her bare cunt pressed against the front of my trousers.

"Julian arrives Thursday," she said.

My stomach tightened.

"Here?"

"Tampa."

"David?"

"Saturday."

"The hotel?"

"Already booked."

"Of course."

"One bedroom. One living room. Glass between them."

My cock moved beneath her.

She smiled.

"Of course."

Her phone vibrated on the pillow.

The final group chat had three men and one wife.

Julian:
I want Evan close enough to see everything.

David:
He will be.

Lena:
He begins in the chair.

I read the exchange twice.

"Begins."

"Yes."

"What happens after the chair?"

She unfastened my belt.

"First, Julian fucks me."

Jealousy moved through me with familiar precision.

"Then David?"

"Then David makes you watch me take him after Julian."

She freed my cock.

The WATCH bracelet clicked against my belt buckle.

"And me?"

"You wait."

"How long?"

"Until I am full of both of them."

My cock pulsed in her hand.

She stroked slowly.

"Then I call my little cuck to the bed."

"To watch closer?"

"To feel what they left inside your wife."

The answer stripped the air from my lungs.

My hips lifted into her fist.

Lena watched my face.

"Tell me what you want to see first."

"Julian undressing you."

"More."

"David watching him."

"More."

"You on your knees between them."

Her grip tightened.

"More."

"Julian's cock in your mouth while David tells me how badly you want it."

My body shook.

Lena opened the notebook and wrote the sentence exactly as I said it.

The words looked filthier in ink.

She handed me the pen.

"Your turn again."

I wrote.

I want David to tell me my wife opens wider for Julian.

She smiled.

"Good."

Another message appeared.

Julian:
Does Evan remember my size?

David:
He remembers every man.

Lena looked at me.

"Answer."

I typed.

Evan:
I remember what she looked like taking you.

Julian:
Then you know what happens first.

David:
He only knows the first part.

My cock hardened further.

Lena photographed it beside the open notebook.

She sent the image.

Lena:
His body is ahead of him again.

Celeste reacted first from the other couple's chat, where Lena had forwarded the picture.

Celeste:
Make him write everything before the hotel.

Graham:
Do not send us everything.

Celeste:
He means send everything.

Lena laughed.

The other couple had become an audience to the final confession.

Not strangers.

Witnesses who understood what every hard outline, every white shirt, every sentence in the notebook cost a husband.

She started a video call.

Celeste answered from their bedroom.

Graham sat against the headboard holding the white bikini. His cock stood hard between his legs. Celeste wore my old shirt and nothing else.

"There they are," she said.

"The other couple," Lena replied.

Graham looked at the notebook.

"You are really writing it."

"Yes."

"Why?"

I answered.

"Because saying it out loud became too easy."

His face changed.

He understood.

Celeste took the white bikini from him and stretched it over his cock.

The image mirrored the night Lena and I packed for the villa.

"Read the last line," she said.

I looked down.

The ink still looked fresh.

I want David to tell me my wife opens wider for Julian.

Graham's cock moved beneath the white fabric.

Celeste smiled.

"My cuck likes that."

"So does mine," Lena said.

Her hand continued stroking me.

The wives looked at the husbands through two screens and one room.

Celeste touched Graham.

Lena touched me.

No one asked for anything.

The men confessed through their bodies.

"Which one do you think is bigger?" Graham asked.

"Julian," Lena answered.

My cock jerked.

Celeste laughed.

"Harder?"

"David."

Graham groaned.

"And Evan?" Celeste asked.

Lena looked down at me.

"Mine stays hard after the others leave."

The answer landed exactly where she intended.

Not winning.

Not losing.

Belonging to the final part.

Celeste lowered her mouth to Graham while the call remained open.

Lena climbed off my thighs and knelt between my legs.

Two wives took their husbands into their mouths through a screen.

The other couple watched us.

We watched them.

The final contract sat between Lena's hands and my cock.

She sucked me while looking at Graham.

Celeste sucked him while looking at me.

The husbands stroked their wives' hair and read the truths they had helped create.

I was close first.

Lena pulled away.

"No."

My body ached.

Celeste stopped too.

Graham groaned.

The wives laughed.

"Save it," Celeste said.

"For the hotel?" Graham asked.

"For the notebook."

Lena wiped her mouth and placed the pen in my hand.

"Write what happens when you come after watching them."

My fingers shook.

I wrote.

I want to come inside my wife after Julian and David, knowing she made me wait until both men were finished.

Lena read it aloud.

Graham's cock pulsed beneath the white bikini.

Celeste touched herself.

My wife looked at the camera.

"That is the contract."

"No limits?" Celeste asked.

"No."

"No rules?" Graham asked.

"No."

"Then what makes it a contract?"

Lena closed her fingers around my cock again.

"The husband signs with the truth."

She took my hand and pressed my thumb into the cum leaking from the head.

Then she pressed the wet print beneath the final sentence.

The mark looked obscene on the clean page.

My signature.

Not legal.

More honest.

Lena added her own line beneath it.

I want to look at my husband while two men fill me and know he will still beg for his place.

She touched herself, coated one finger, and pressed her print beside mine.

Two marks beneath two confessions.

Celeste stared through the screen.

Graham looked ruined.

The call ended.

Lena closed the notebook.

On the front, she wrote the title of our final confession.

OUR CUCKOLD CONTRACT

Then she placed it inside the suitcase beside the white bikini, the black bracelet, and the ruler.

The contract did not tell us what we could do.

It told us what we had finally stopped pretending we did not want.

Julian's next message arrived as Lena zipped the suitcase.

Julian:
Tell the husband the chair faces the bed.

David answered beneath it.

David:
Tell him there will be no place in the room where he cannot see.

Lena looked at me.

"Scared?"

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"Yes."

"Ready?"

The old version of me would have lied.

The man she had built through every confession looked at the notebook inside the bag.

"No."

Her smile sharpened.

"Good."

She climbed into my lap.

The suitcase remained open beside us.

The final book had already begun.
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EVERY CONFESSION HAS LED TO THIS

BOOK 10: OUR CUCKOLD CONTRACT

The resort changed four people, but Lena wants the final truth written in ink. Julian and David. One penthouse. A chair facing the bed. Evan waiting while both men finish with his wife before he earns his place in the fantasy he can no longer pretend belongs only to her.

The contract is waiting for his signature.

Continue now with Our Cuckold Contract.
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