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A NOTE FROM OLIVIA CROSS

My Wife's Secret Hunger is one continuous erotic journey. Evan and Lena begin with a confession, then discover how jealousy, voyeurism, surrender, and brutal honesty can expose desires neither of them expected to survive outside fantasy.

The books are designed to be read in order. You are reading Book 4: The Weekend.

Read with the door locked.

Olivia Cross


CHAPTER 1

EVAN - THE BAG

Lena packed the black dress first.

She laid it across our bed, smoothed the skirt with both hands, then looked at me through the mirror.

"No panties Friday night," she said.

My cock hardened before I could answer.

The suitcase sat open between us. White bikini. Red bikini. The thin black dress. A pair of heels Julian had once said made her legs look endless. My white shirt folded beside one of his dark ones, which she had borrowed after the hotel and never returned.

Forty-eight hours.

The booking confirmation waited on my phone.

Julian was driving separately. He would reach the beach house an hour after us. Two bedrooms. A private pool. A narrow wall between the rooms.

Lena lifted the white bikini bottoms with one finger.

"You chose these."

"They barely cover you."

"That was the point."

She turned around.

At thirty-five, my wife had learned exactly how dangerous it was to ask a jealous husband what he wanted to see. She wore only a black thong and the gold bracelet with WATCH stamped into the charm. Her dark hair fell over one shoulder. The thong disappeared between the cheeks another man had already gripped while I watched.

"Which bikini first?" she asked.

"The white one."

"Because Julian likes white?"

"Because I want every man at the beach to know how little you're wearing."

Her smile changed.

That smile had begun with a confession in our bed. It had sharpened through Grant's hands, Julian's mouth, and the first time I watched another cock disappear inside my wife.

Now it belonged to a woman packing for a weekend with her bull.

Lena placed the bikini in the suitcase.

"Tell me what happens when he arrives."

"He sees you by the pool."

"Wearing?"

"The white bikini."

"Where are you?"

"Watching."

She walked toward me.

The open suitcase pressed against the backs of my knees when she stopped between my legs.

"And what does he do?"

"He looks at you."

"Only looks?"

"Not for long."

Her hand closed around my cock through my trousers.

I had been hard since she said no panties.

She stroked the outline slowly.

"Does my cuck introduce us like strangers?"

"No."

"Does he tell Julian to keep his hands polite?"

"No."

"Good."

She unfastened my trousers and pulled my cock free.

Her thumb moved over the head.

"We did enough asking in the old version of ourselves," she said. "We know why we're going."

I looked at the suitcase.

Condoms in the side pocket.

A thick black toy beneath the dresses.

The white bikini.

My shirt.

Julian's shirt.

Nothing in that bag was innocent.

Lena lowered to her knees.

She opened her mouth and took me deep enough to make my hand catch in her hair.

Her eyes stayed on mine.

That was how she did it now.

She never let me hide from the reason I was hard.

She sucked me slowly, one hand around the base, the other resting against my thigh. The WATCH bracelet tapped against my leg with every movement.

"Your bull packed yet?" I asked.

She pulled back and smiled around the head of my cock.

"He sent a picture."

My stomach tightened.

"What picture?"

She reached for her phone without standing.

The message waited in our group chat.

Julian stood in front of an open suitcase. Black swim shorts. Dark shirts. A bottle of bourbon. Condoms.

At the edge of the photograph, his hand rested over the bulge in his jeans.

Lena enlarged it.

Then she looked up at me from her knees.

"He knows what your wife is packing for."

My cock pulsed against her lips.

She took me again.

I watched my wife suck me while another man's heavy outline filled the screen beside her face.

The jealousy cut clean.

The hunger underneath it was worse.

I grabbed her hair and fucked her mouth until her eyes watered.

She moaned around me.

When I pulled her back, saliva shone across her swollen lips.

"Say it," she whispered.

"My wife is spending the weekend with her bull."

"Again."

"My wife is going to take his cock while I watch."

Her smile returned.

"My honest little cuck."

She swallowed me again.

I came across her tongue while Julian's photograph remained open on the bed.

Lena held every drop in her mouth.

Then she climbed into my lap and kissed me with my own cum still warm between us.

When she pulled away, she touched the white bikini in the suitcase.

"Pack your patience, love."

"I don't have any left."

"Good."

She closed the suitcase.

"We leave in an hour."


CHAPTER 2

LENA - WHAT I LEFT OUT

I packed three things Evan did not see.

The first was the red lace thong Julian had removed with his teeth in the hotel.

The second was a small bottle of oil that smelled like coconut and vanilla.

The third was a folded note.

I slipped the note into the pocket of Julian's dark shirt while Evan carried the suitcase downstairs.

The message was short.

Wear this Saturday morning. Make him watch me button it.

I had learned that the strongest fantasies were not always the loudest ones.

Sometimes Evan became hardest over ordinary details.

A cup of coffee placed in front of me by another man.

A hand at the small of my back.

A shirt that did not belong to my husband hanging from my shoulders.

Sex ended.

Breakfast kept hurting.

That was why I wanted the weekend.

Not only Julian's cock.

I already knew what his cock felt like.

I knew how my body opened around him. I knew the deep ache afterward. I knew the look on Evan's face when he saw how much of me Julian filled.

What I did not know was what happened when the three of us woke under the same roof.

I stood in our bathroom wearing nothing while I brushed my hair.

Evan moved through the bedroom behind me, checking chargers, keys, and the house reservation twice.

His nerves always became practical.

Mine became wet.

I watched him in the mirror.

"You're doing it again," I said.

"Doing what?"

"Pretending the right charging cable can save you from what you booked."

He stopped.

Then he looked at my naked body.

His cock showed through his trousers again.

I smiled.

"Come here."

He crossed the room.

I turned before he reached me and bent over the counter.

My pussy was already slick.

His eyes dropped.

"You packed the toy?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Which one?"

"The thick one."

"Bigger than you?"

"You know it is."

I spread my legs.

"What do you picture Julian doing with it?"

Evan placed both hands on my hips.

"Opening you while I watch."

"For him?"

"For both of us."

"And after?"

His cock pressed against my ass through his trousers.

"After, he fucks you."

I looked at him through the mirror.

"Hard?"

"Yes."

"Deep?"

"Yes."

"Bigger than my husband?"

His jaw tightened.

The silence made my pussy pulse.

I loved that moment.

The instant before honesty hurt him enough to make him harder.

"Yes."

I rubbed my clit.

"Say the whole thing."

"Julian's cock is bigger than mine."

"And?"

"He fills you more."

My fingers moved faster.

Evan watched.

He did not touch me yet.

I had trained him to understand that watching could be an action.

"Does that make you angry?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Does it make your cock hard?"

"Yes."

"Poor cuck."

His hand came down across my ass.

The slap cracked through the bathroom.

I laughed.

He hit me again.

"Keep touching yourself."

I obeyed.

He stood behind me while I worked my clit and imagined Julian arriving at the beach house. I pictured the first look. The way his eyes would move from the white bikini to Evan's face. The quiet understanding between the two men.

She is yours.

You brought her here for me.

I came with my forehead against the mirror and my husband's hand around the back of my neck.

He held me upright while my legs shook.

Then he leaned close.

"Still think I need a charging cable to survive?"

I met his eyes in the glass.

"No."

"What do you think I need?"

I smiled.

"A front-row seat."


CHAPTER 3

EVAN - THE DRIVE

The Gulf appeared between buildings forty minutes before we reached the house.

Blue water.

White sand.

Tourists crossing the road with towels over their shoulders.

Lena lowered the passenger window and let the warm air move through her hair.

She wore a thin gray dress with nothing beneath it.

I knew because she had taken off the thong before we left Tampa and placed it in the cup holder.

The red lace sat beside my coffee like a warning.

Julian's messages arrived through the car speakers.

Julian: Forty minutes away.

Lena picked up my phone.

"Tell him where we are."

"He can see the location."

"I want him to hear your voice."

She pressed record and held the phone near my mouth.

I kept one hand on the wheel.

"We're ten minutes from the house."

Lena moved her hand onto my thigh.

"Tell him what I'm wearing."

I looked at the road.

"Gray dress."

Her fingers slid higher.

"Tell him what I'm not wearing."

My cock hardened under her palm.

"My wife has nothing under it."

She sent the message.

Julian answered with another voice note.

"Good. Keep her that way until I arrive."

The deep calm in his voice filled the car.

Lena's hand tightened.

My stomach did the same.

"He gave you an order," she said.

"He told me what to do with my wife."

"And are you going to obey?"

I glanced at her.

The dress had ridden high enough to expose the upper half of her thigh.

"No."

Her eyebrow lifted.

I pulled onto a quiet side road near a row of beach rentals and stopped beneath palm trees.

Lena looked through the windshield.

"What are you doing?"

"Not obeying."

I pushed her dress up.

Her pussy was bare and already soaked.

"Evan."

I slid two fingers through her.

She opened her legs without another word.

The air conditioner blew cold across my face while her cunt burned around my fingers.

"Send him a picture," I said.

Her eyes darkened.

I worked her harder.

"Now."

She opened the camera.

The photograph caught my hand between her thighs, her dress around her waist, and the red thong waiting in the cup holder.

She sent it to Julian.

His reply came before I found her clit.

Julian: Make her come before I get there. I want to know what your fingers leave for me.

Lena read it aloud.

My fingers stopped for one heartbeat.

Then she grabbed my wrist.

"Do what he said, cuck."

I pushed two fingers deep.

She gasped and braced one foot against the dashboard.

The car rocked slightly beneath the palms.

I fucked her with my hand while she watched the message from Julian. Her hips rose. Her breath fogged the lower corner of the window.

"Tell him," I said.

"Tell him what?"

"What my fingers are doing."

She held the record button.

"Julian, my husband has two fingers in my pussy on the side of the road."

I rubbed her clit with my thumb.

Her voice broke.

"He's trying to make me come before you arrive."

"Trying?"

I curled my fingers.

Lena cried out.

She dropped the phone onto her stomach but the message kept recording.

I heard myself breathing.

Heard the slick sound of my fingers inside my wife.

Heard Lena say Julian's name when she came.

Her thighs closed around my wrist.

The voice note ended.

For several seconds, neither of us moved.

Then the phone played Julian's response.

"I heard her. Now bring me the wife who said my name."

Lena opened her eyes.

Her face was flushed.

Her pussy still clenched around my fingers.

She smiled at me.

"Drive, love."

I pulled my hand free.

She caught my wrist before I could wipe it on my trousers.

Then she sucked my fingers clean while I watched.

"Now drive," she said again. "Your bull is waiting."


CHAPTER 4

EVAN - TWO BEDROOMS

The beach house looked too peaceful for what we had brought into it.

White siding.

Blue shutters.

A narrow wooden path leading toward the sand.

The private pool sat behind a fence with palms leaning over one corner. Inside, the rooms smelled like clean linen and salt air.

Lena walked through the house barefoot.

Her gray dress moved over her bare ass.

I carried the suitcase.

The main bedroom faced the water. King bed. Glass doors to a small balcony. The second bedroom stood across the hall with a queen bed and one thin wall between them.

I knocked on that wall.

Lena laughed from the doorway.

"Testing the sound?"

"Yes."

She crossed the room.

"Afraid you won't hear enough?"

"Afraid I'll hear everything."

Her hands settled on my chest.

"That is why you booked it."

I looked at the king bed.

I pictured Lena beneath Julian.

Her face turned toward the wall.

My name on her lips.

His hand around her hair.

The headboard striking hard enough for me to feel it through the plaster.

My cock hardened.

Lena saw.

She always saw.

"Which room is ours?" she asked.

"I don't know."

"Which room is his?"

"I don't know."

"Good."

She kissed me once.

"We decide with our bodies, not luggage."

That sentence should have frightened me.

Instead, I carried the suitcase into the main bedroom.

Lena opened it and took out the white bikini.

She changed in front of the glass doors.

Not quickly.

She let the gray dress fall.

She stood naked in the afternoon light and tied the tiny white triangles over her breasts. The bottoms covered so little that one wrong movement would expose her.

I had chosen them online.

They looked worse in person.

Better.

Lena turned.

"You bought this for your wife?"

"I bought it for every man who looks at her."

Her smile became slow.

"What about Julian?"

"I bought it for him most."

She walked toward me.

The white fabric was already damp over her pussy.

"You're becoming generous."

"I'm becoming honest."

"Same thing, lately."

She pushed me onto the bed and climbed over my lap.

The bikini bottoms pressed against my cock.

The wet spot darkened.

"Julian will be here in twenty minutes," she said.

"I know."

"What happens if he walks in and finds me riding my husband?"

"He watches."

"What if I make him wait?"

"He'll stay hard."

"What if I look at him while I come on you?"

My hands closed around her waist.

"You will."

She moved against me through my trousers.

I could feel the heat of her cunt.

The tiny bikini twisted between us.

Her breasts nearly slipped free.

"Tell me what you see," she whispered.

"My wife in a bikini designed to make strangers stare."

"More."

"My wife is soaked because her bull is driving here."

"More."

"My little slut wants him to arrive while she's grinding on her cuck."

Lena moaned.

The word did not soften her.

It made her press harder.

She rubbed herself along my cock until the front of my trousers darkened.

Then a car door closed outside.

We both froze.

A second later, the gate latch clicked.

Lena looked toward the hallway.

Julian's footsteps crossed the deck.

My cock jumped beneath her.

She smiled.

"Don't move."

The front door opened.

Julian called from the entry.

"Anyone home?"

Lena raised her voice.

"Bedroom."

His steps came closer.

I sat beneath my wife with both hands on her hips while she moved slowly against my hard cock.

Julian appeared in the doorway.

Black shirt.

Dark shorts.

A travel bag over one shoulder.

His eyes found the white bikini first.

Then the wet mark on my trousers.

Then my face.

No one spoke for three seconds.

Lena rolled her hips again.

"Welcome to the weekend," she said.


CHAPTER 5

EVAN - THE FIRST LOOK

Julian dropped his bag without looking away from my wife.

The sound landed heavily on the bedroom floor.

Lena remained across my lap.

Her knees spread around my hips. The tiny white bikini showed the outline of her pussy through damp fabric.

Julian stepped closer.

"You chose that?" he asked me.

"Yes."

"Good choice."

Lena leaned back against my hands.

"Only good?"

Julian's gaze moved over her breasts.

The white triangles barely contained them.

His cock showed through his shorts.

"Dangerous choice."

She smiled.

"That sounds better."

He stopped beside the bed.

Close enough for Lena to touch him.

She did not.

Not yet.

That was another thing I had learned about my wife.

Waiting could be filthy when everyone knew exactly what would happen.

Julian looked at me.

"You heard the message?"

"I heard all of them."

"And you still brought her."

"I drove faster."

His mouth curved.

Then he looked at Lena.

"Stand up."

She climbed off me.

The loss of her weight exposed the wet stain across my trousers.

Julian saw it.

Lena saw him see it.

She stood between us.

White bikini.

Gold bracelet.

Bare feet.

My wife looked smaller beside him than she ever looked beside me. Julian was taller, broader through the shoulders, dark skin gleaming slightly from the heat outside.

He placed both hands on her waist.

No question.

No ceremony.

We had finished talking before the trip.

This was the weekend itself.

Lena inhaled sharply as his palms covered the narrow space between bikini top and bottoms.

Julian turned her slowly toward the mirror.

I remained seated behind them.

His body framed hers.

His hands slid down to her hips.

"Show your husband what he bought," he said.

Lena looked at me in the glass.

Then she bent forward.

Her ass rose toward Julian.

The white bottoms disappeared between her cheeks.

His cock hardened visibly against the back of his shorts.

My mouth went dry.

Lena watched me through the mirror.

"Look, love."

"I'm looking."

"Your wife is bent over for her bull before he even unpacked."

Julian's fingers hooked beneath the side strings.

He pulled them higher, tightening the fabric over her pussy and exposing more of her ass.

Lena moaned softly.

My cock strained against my open trousers.

Julian watched my reaction.

"She likes making you suffer."

"She likes making me hard."

"Same thing for him," Lena said.

Julian slapped her ass.

The white flesh reddened beneath his palm.

She laughed.

He hit her again.

Harder.

Her pussy pressed visibly against the bikini.

"Tell him," Julian said.

Lena's eyes stayed on mine.

"His hands are bigger."

My cock pulsed.

"More," I said.

"He covers more of my ass than you do."

Julian gripped both cheeks and spread them.

The bikini string shifted.

For one second, I saw the wet lips of my wife's cunt around the narrow fabric.

Lena made a sound low in her throat.

"Does that hurt, cuck?" she asked.

"Yes."

"Good."

Julian pulled her upright.

He turned her against his chest and placed one hand over her stomach.

The other moved beneath the white top.

Her breast filled his palm.

Her nipple appeared above the fabric.

He rolled it between thick fingers.

Lena's head fell back against his shoulder.

I watched another man hold my wife in the bikini I had chosen.

The scene did not feel like a first touch.

It felt like a continuation of everything we had already admitted.

Julian looked at me over her shoulder.

"Pool?"

I stood.

My cock remained exposed.

Lena's eyes dropped to it.

She smiled.

"Put it away, love."

"Why?"

"Because I want you hard all afternoon."

She stepped away from Julian and tucked my cock back into my trousers herself.

Her fingers lingered.

Then she leaned close enough for only me to hear.

"And tonight, I want you desperate."

She kissed my cheek.

Julian picked up his bag.

The three of us walked toward the pool.

My wife went first.

The white bikini barely covered her.

Both men watched her ass.

Lena knew.

Her hips moved more with every step.


CHAPTER 6

LENA - MAKE THEM WATCH

The pool water reached my waist.

Evan sat beneath the umbrella with a drink in one hand and his sunglasses hiding nothing.

Julian stood behind me.

His hands rested on the narrow points of my hips.

I could feel his cock through his swim shorts every time the water moved us together.

The white bikini had become almost transparent.

That was why Evan chose it.

Not because white was innocent.

Because water made innocence disappear.

I looked toward my husband.

"Can you see my nipples?"

"Yes."

"Both?"

"Yes."

Julian pulled me back against him.

The hard shape of his cock pressed between my ass cheeks.

Evan's glass stopped halfway to his mouth.

I smiled.

"What about now?"

"I see everything."

"Good."

I lifted both arms and gathered my wet hair.

The bikini top shifted.

One breast slipped free.

Julian covered it with his hand.

Evan inhaled sharply.

The sound traveled across the pool.

I loved that sound.

It was the noise his body made when jealousy struck before pride could prepare.

Julian rubbed my nipple with his thumb.

I rolled my hips against him.

His cock thickened.

"Tell your husband," he murmured.

"He can see."

"Tell him anyway."

I looked directly at Evan.

"Your bull is hard against my ass."

My husband's hand moved beneath the table.

"Touch yourself," I said.

His jaw tightened.

"Here?"

"The fence is high."

Julian's other hand moved across my stomach.

"Your wife asked."

Evan set down the glass.

He opened his shorts beneath the table.

I saw the movement.

Saw the first stroke.

My pussy tightened.

"Show me," I said.

He shifted the tablecloth enough for me to see his cock in his fist.

Hard.

Red at the head.

Already shining.

"That's my cuck."

His hand moved faster.

Julian's fingers slid beneath the bikini bottoms from behind.

He found my clit.

The touch made my knees bend.

Water closed over my shoulders.

He held me up with one arm and rubbed me with the other hand while his cock stayed hard against my ass.

Evan watched.

His fist worked beneath the table.

I could hear the small wet sound of his hand even across the pool.

"Look at him," Julian said.

I did.

My husband's face remained controlled.

His body told the truth.

I opened my legs wider beneath the water.

Julian pushed two fingers into my cunt.

I gasped.

Evan's fist tightened.

"Does he fill you better with his fingers too?" he asked.

The question came rough.

Hungry.

I smiled through the ache.

"His fingers are thicker."

Julian drove them deeper.

My head fell back.

"Tell him how much."

"More than yours."

Evan's hand stopped for one heartbeat.

Then he stroked faster.

"That hurt?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Your cock likes it."

"Yes."

"Say who you are."

His eyes stayed on mine.

"I'm the cuck who brought his wife to her bull."

My body clenched around Julian's fingers.

"That's it, love."

Julian rubbed my clit harder.

I came in the pool while both men watched my face.

Water moved around us.

My legs shook.

Julian held me against his chest until the last wave left my body.

Then he pulled his fingers free and raised them above the water.

They shone in the sun.

Evan watched.

Julian brought them to his mouth and sucked them clean.

My husband came into his fist beneath the table.

He tried to hide the first pulse.

I laughed.

"Too late, cuck."

Evan looked down at the mess across his hand.

Then back at me.

Humiliation flushed his face.

His cock remained hard.

I swam toward him.

Julian followed.

I climbed from the pool and stood between Evan's knees, water running down my stomach.

The white bikini showed everything now.

I took Evan's wrist and lifted his cum-covered hand.

Then I licked his palm clean while Julian stood behind me.

Evan stared at my mouth.

"Still think this weekend is about rules?" I asked.

"No."

"What is it about?"

He touched my wet cheek.

"Watching you discover how much you want."

I kissed his palm.

"And making you admit you want it too."


CHAPTER 7

EVAN - LUNCH FOR THREE

Julian cut limes at the kitchen counter while Lena sat on the island between us.

She still wore the wet white bikini.

A towel lay beneath her, already soaked through.

Her legs stayed open.

The ordinary scene hurt more than the pool.

Julian moved through the kitchen without asking where anything was. He found glasses. Ice. Plates. He set a drink beside Lena and touched her knee as he passed.

My wife accepted the glass from him like they had done this before.

They had not.

That was the danger.

Some people fit into a room too quickly.

Julian sliced grilled chicken while Lena stole pieces from the board. He tapped her wrist with the knife handle and told her to wait. She laughed.

I stood across from them with my cock still tender from coming by the pool.

Jealousy did not disappear after release.

It became quieter.

Sharper.

Lena saw me watching.

She always did.

"Come closer," she said.

I approached the island.

She placed one bare foot against my stomach.

"Tell me what bothers you."

"Lunch."

Julian looked up.

"Lunch?"

"The way both of you look normal."

Lena's toes moved over my shirt.

"You wanted forty-eight hours."

"I wanted sex."

"Liar."

Julian placed the knife down.

"You wanted to know what breakfast would feel like."

My stomach tightened.

"Tomorrow."

"Tomorrow," he agreed.

Lena smiled between us.

Then she hooked her wet foot behind my neck and pulled me closer.

"Open your mouth."

I did.

She fed me a piece of chicken from her fingers.

Julian watched.

"So obedient," she said.

I chewed while her foot remained over my shoulder.

"My husband likes being used at the table."

"Does he?" Julian asked.

Lena looked at me.

"Tell him."

"I like when she makes me admit things."

"Not the same answer."

Her toes pressed against the back of my neck.

I swallowed.

"I like being her cuck."

Julian's eyes stayed on mine.

No mockery.

That made it worse.

He nodded once, then returned to the food.

"Good."

The approval struck harder than an insult.

Lena felt my reaction.

Her foot slid down my chest to the front of my shorts.

I was getting hard again.

She laughed softly.

"Look at him."

Julian looked.

My wife rubbed my cock through damp fabric while another man watched from two feet away.

"You came ten minutes ago," she said.

"I know."

"And lunch already made you hard."

"Not lunch."

"What?"

"You two."

Julian poured three drinks.

"Then eat."

We sat outside beneath the covered patio.

Lena chose the chair between us.

Her knee touched Julian's beneath the table.

Her bare foot rested on mine.

Every few minutes, one man touched her without planning it.

Julian wiped sauce from the corner of her mouth with his thumb.

I moved wet hair from her shoulder.

She fed him a piece of fruit.

She drank from my glass.

The scene became a quiet competition neither man admitted.

Who could make her smile.

Who knew what she wanted before she said it.

Who she looked at after each small act.

Then a delivery driver appeared at the gate with groceries we had ordered.

He was young.

Maybe twenty-five.

He looked at Lena once and forgot the bags in his hand.

The white bikini had dried almost transparent.

Her nipples showed.

The narrow bottoms exposed most of her ass when she stood.

I saw the driver see her.

Julian saw it too.

Lena walked toward the gate slowly.

"Leave them there," she said.

The driver nodded.

He did not leave.

His eyes moved over her body.

Lena leaned slightly against the gate.

The bikini top shifted.

"Anything else?" she asked.

"No, ma'am."

His voice cracked.

She smiled.

"Thank you."

The driver returned to the van, looking back twice.

Lena carried one bag toward us.

Julian took it from her.

I took the other.

She stood between us, pleased with herself.

"That was cruel," I said.

"To him?"

"To me."

"Your cock is hard again."

Julian glanced down.

It was obvious through my shorts.

Lena touched the front of them.

"I like men looking at me," she said.

"I know."

"I like my husband watching them look."

"I know."

"And I like my bull knowing the husband chose the bikini."

Julian's hand settled on her ass.

"Everyone wins."

Lena kissed my cheek.

"No, love."

She looked at the van disappearing beyond the palms.

"Everyone suffers a little first."


CHAPTER 8

EVAN - THE OUTDOOR SHOWER

Sand clung to Lena's calves even though we had not reached the beach yet.

She blamed the wooden path.

Julian blamed the way she dragged her feet while walking backward to watch both men follow.

The outdoor shower stood behind the house beneath a slatted wooden roof. Privacy on three sides. The open side faced the pool.

Lena turned on the water.

Then she untied the white bikini top.

She dropped it onto the deck.

Her breasts were pink from the sun.

Julian stopped beside me.

My wife hooked her thumbs beneath the bikini bottoms.

"Both of you made these filthy."

She slid them down.

The wet fabric stuck briefly between her thighs before falling around her ankles.

She stepped out naked.

Water ran through her hair and over her body.

I had seen Lena naked thousands of times.

Julian's presence changed every line.

Her breasts looked fuller because he watched them.

Her ass looked more exposed because his hands had already reddened it.

Her pussy looked more obscene because I knew his fingers had been inside it in the pool.

Lena faced the shower wall.

She spread her feet.

"Wash me."

Julian moved first.

He took the coconut soap from the shelf and worked it between his hands.

Then he covered her shoulders.

His palms moved down her back.

Slowly.

Not professional.

Not careful.

Possessive.

He gripped her ass with both hands and spread the soap over every curve.

Lena looked at me over her shoulder.

"Your bull is washing your wife."

"I see."

"Does he do it better?"

Julian's fingers moved between her cheeks.

My cock hardened.

"He covers more."

She smiled.

"That wasn't the question."

"He does it better."

The confession cut.

Julian's hand slid across her pussy from behind.

Lena opened for him.

He washed her pussy with two fingers, rubbing soap away beneath the water before pushing them deep.

She gasped.

I stepped closer.

"Look at me," I said.

Her eyes found mine.

Julian fucked her with his fingers while water struck her back.

Her mouth opened.

Her breasts moved with each hard motion.

"Tell me whose fingers are inside you."

"Julian's."

"Tell me what your husband is doing."

"Watching."

"Only watching?"

Her gaze dropped.

My cock strained through my shorts.

"Getting hard."

Julian curled his fingers.

Lena cried out.

Water carried the sound toward the pool.

I opened my shorts and pulled my cock free.

Her eyes fixed on it.

"That's it," she breathed. "Show me what he does to you."

I stroked myself.

Julian moved his hand faster.

The shower filled with wet sounds.

Water.

Skin.

Lena's cunt around his fingers.

My fist around my cock.

"Come here," she told me.

I moved close enough for her to reach.

She wrapped one hand around my cock while Julian stayed behind her.

My wife jerked me off as another man fingered her.

Her face remained inches from mine.

"Poor cuck," she whispered. "You brought me here and he already makes me shake."

"He hasn't fucked you yet."

"Jealous?"

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"Yes."

Julian's mouth moved to her neck.

His fingers drove deep.

Lena's hand tightened around me.

"Wait until tonight."

I grabbed her wet hair.

"You think I'll wait?"

She smiled.

"No."

I kissed her hard.

Julian's hand remained on her pussy while my tongue slid across hers.

Lena moaned against me.

Then she pulled away and lowered to her knees beneath the shower.

She took my cock into her mouth.

Julian stood behind her, one hand in her hair, the other stroking himself through his shorts.

I watched his outline grow.

Lena looked up at me while she sucked.

"Turn around," I told Julian.

He faced us.

I reached for his shorts and pulled them down enough to free his cock.

The size struck me again.

Thick.

Heavy.

Hard enough to curve upward.

Lena saw it beside my body.

Her mouth stopped around me.

The comparison stood inches from her face.

Julian stroked himself.

"Finish your husband," he said.

Lena's eyes stayed on his cock while she sucked mine harder.

Humiliation burned through me.

She was using her mouth on me and staring at what she wanted next.

My balls tightened.

I came across her tongue.

She swallowed, then licked the head clean.

Julian remained hard beside us.

Lena rose slowly.

Water moved down her naked body.

She kissed me.

Then she turned toward Julian.

Her fingers closed around his cock.

Both hands could not fully hide how thick he was.

"Tonight?" she asked.

Julian looked at me.

I looked at my wife's hand around him.

The answer had lived in my body since the suitcase.

"Tonight," I said.

Lena smiled.

Then she kissed the head of Julian's cock beneath the running water.

"Good."


CHAPTER 9

EVAN - THE BLACK DRESS

Lena dressed for dinner between two open doors.

The bathroom behind her.

The bedroom in front of her.

Julian sat in a chair near the balcony with a drink. I stood by the bed holding the black dress she had packed first.

She wore nothing.

No bra.

No panties.

Only the WATCH bracelet and the thin gold chain I had given her years before either of us knew what she would become.

"Put it on me," she said.

I opened the dress.

Lena stepped into it.

The fabric climbed her legs and settled over her hips. I pulled the zipper halfway up her back, then stopped.

The dress was lower in front than I remembered.

Her breasts pressed together beneath the black fabric. The skirt ended high enough that sitting wrong would expose her.

Julian watched through the mirror.

Lena saw him.

"Does he like it?" she asked me.

"Ask him."

She kept her eyes on my reflection.

"I asked my husband."

I looked at Julian.

His cock showed beneath his trousers.

"He likes it."

"How much?"

"Enough that he hasn't touched his drink in two minutes."

Julian raised the glass.

"Your husband notices everything."

"He learned by watching me."

I pulled the zipper the rest of the way.

Lena turned.

"Check the back."

She bent slightly.

The hem rose.

No panties.

Her ass appeared beneath the dress.

My cock hardened.

Julian's did too.

Lena straightened with a smile.

"Good dress?"

"Turn around again," Julian said.

She obeyed.

He stood and crossed the room.

His hands moved under the dress from behind.

He gripped her bare ass.

Lena's breath caught.

Julian spread her cheeks beneath the fabric while looking at me.

"Good dress," he said.

I watched the black skirt move over his wrists.

My wife looked at me through the mirror.

"Jealous already?"

"Yes."

"We haven't left the bedroom."

"I know."

Julian's fingers moved across her cunt.

Lena opened slightly.

He touched her once.

Then he showed me the shine across his fingertips.

The dress hid everything except the truth on his hand.

Lena caught his wrist.

She guided his fingers to my mouth.

"Taste what dinner did to your wife."

"Dinner hasn't started."

"Exactly."

I opened my mouth.

Julian pushed two fingers across my tongue.

My wife's taste filled it.

Lena watched.

Her face changed.

She liked seeing me accept another man's hand.

Julian removed his fingers.

Lena kissed me immediately.

She tasted herself in my mouth.

Then she pulled back and looked at both men.

"Who sits beside me?"

Julian answered first.

"Your husband."

The choice surprised me.

Lena noticed.

"Why?"

"Because I want to watch him feel you getting wet for me under the table."

My cock pulsed.

Lena smiled.

"And where do you sit?"

"Across from both of you."

She took one hand from each man.

"Perfect."

We walked toward the door.

Lena stopped before leaving.

She opened the group chat and took a photograph in the standing mirror.

Black dress.

No underwear.

My hand at her waist.

Julian behind her with one palm under the skirt.

She sent it to the chat even though both men stood beside her.

The caption appeared.

Lena: Dinner for three. My cuck brought the appetite.

Julian laughed.

I looked at my wife.

"You enjoy this too much."

She kissed my cheek.

"No, love."

Her hand moved over my hard cock.

"I enjoy it exactly enough."


CHAPTER 10

EVAN - THE TABLE

The restaurant faced the marina.

Glass walls.

Low lights.

White tablecloths.

A piano playing near the bar.

Lena crossed the room between us in the black dress.

Men looked.

Women looked too.

The hostess glanced at Julian, then at me, trying to understand which man belonged beside the woman whose bare ass appeared whenever the skirt moved.

Neither answer would have helped her.

Lena sat beside me.

Julian took the chair across from us.

The tablecloth covered our laps.

That became important before the menus arrived.

Lena placed one hand on my thigh.

Julian watched.

Her fingers moved toward my cock.

I was already hard.

She stroked me through my trousers while asking the waiter about wine.

The waiter was older, maybe forty, with a wedding ring and eyes that kept returning to her chest.

Lena leaned forward to read the list.

The dress opened.

He saw the upper curve of both breasts.

My cock hardened further beneath her hand.

Julian noticed the waiter noticing.

"Bring the bottle," Julian said.

The waiter looked at him.

Then at Lena.

"Of course."

When he left, my wife smiled.

"He liked my dress."

"He liked what it doesn't cover," I said.

Julian rested both forearms on the table.

"Your husband liked him looking."

Lena's hand tightened around me.

"I felt that."

She opened my zipper beneath the tablecloth.

Cool air touched my cock.

Her fingers wrapped around it.

I inhaled sharply.

Julian saw the movement beneath the cloth.

"So did I," he said.

Lena stroked me slowly.

She looked at Julian while her hand worked my cock.

"What would you do if the cloth disappeared?"

"Put my hand between your legs."

"Only your hand?"

"Not at this table."

Her thumb moved over the head of my cock.

I struggled to keep my face still.

"Responsible bull," she said.

"Public room."

"Disappointed cuck," she whispered to me.

"You're jerking me off in a restaurant."

"And still thinking about his cock."

Julian smiled.

The waiter returned with the wine.

Lena did not remove her hand.

He opened the bottle while my wife stroked me beneath the table.

My pulse filled my ears.

The waiter poured for Julian first, then Lena.

When he leaned beside her, she shifted her knees apart.

The black dress rose.

No panties.

I saw the waiter glance down.

He froze for half a second.

Lena lifted her glass.

"Thank you."

His hand shook as he poured mine.

Julian watched every second.

The waiter moved away too quickly.

Lena's fingers tightened around my cock.

"Did he see?" she asked.

"Yes."

"How much?"

"Enough."

"Did you like it?"

"Yes."

She looked across the table.

"Did you?"

Julian took a drink.

"I liked watching your husband watch him."

My cock pulsed in Lena's hand.

She smiled.

"Both of you are sick."

"You packed no panties," I said.

"For my husband."

"Liar."

She leaned close to my ear.

"For every man you wanted to suffer."

Her hand moved faster.

I caught her wrist.

"Stop."

She smiled.

"Close?"

"Too close."

"Poor cuck."

Julian's foot moved beneath the table.

I felt it touch Lena's ankle.

Then slide upward along her calf.

Her hand stopped around my cock.

His shoe pressed against her bare cunt.

The dress shifted.

Lena's breath changed.

I could not see his foot.

I could see her face.

That was enough.

Julian pressed the top of his shoe against her bare pussy beneath the table.

Lena's eyes stayed on mine.

She moved her hips once.

The smallest motion.

The dirtiest thing in the room.

My cock jumped in her fist.

"Tell him," Julian said quietly.

Lena's mouth curved.

"Your bull has his foot against my cunt."

The waiter approached with bread.

Lena kept moving against Julian's shoe.

I kept my hand over hers around my cock.

The waiter placed the basket down.

His eyes dropped toward the moving tablecloth.

Lena thanked him without losing rhythm.

When he walked away, Julian leaned forward.

"Your wife is going to come before the appetizers."

"Make her," I said.

Lena's eyes widened.

Then her smile returned.

Julian pressed harder.

My wife rubbed herself against another man's shoe while holding her husband's cock under a white tablecloth.

Her breath became shallow.

Her thighs tightened.

"Look at me," I said.

She did.

"Say it."

"I'm using my bull's foot while my cuck watches."

"More."

"The waiter saw my bare pussy."

"More."

"I want Julian's cock in my cunt when we get home."

Her body jerked.

She came silently, lips parted, eyes fixed on mine.

Her hand clamped around my cock hard enough to hurt.

Julian held his foot against her until the last tremor passed.

Then the appetizers arrived.

Lena smoothed the dress over her thighs.

Julian took a piece of bread.

I tucked my aching cock back into my trousers.

The waiter looked at the three of us.

No one explained why my wife was flushed.

No one needed to.


CHAPTER 11

LENA - THE RESTROOM

I went to the restroom because I wanted both men to wonder.

Not because I needed privacy.

Privacy had become useless.

I entered the last stall, locked the door, and lifted the black dress.

My pussy was soaked from Julian's shoe.

I touched myself once.

The smallest circle over my clit made my knees weaken.

Then I opened the group chat.

Evan sat less than thirty yards away.

Julian sat across from him.

I pressed record.

"My husband is at the table with my bull."

My fingers moved through my cunt.

"The waiter saw I wasn't wearing panties."

I pushed two fingers inside.

The sound echoed softly in the stall.

"And now your wife is touching herself in a public restroom because Julian rubbed his shoe against her until she came."

I imagined both phones vibrating at the table.

Both men looking down.

Evan's jaw tightening.

Julian's calm face changing.

I kept recording.

"Do you know what I want when I come back?"

My fingers worked faster.

"I want my cuck to smell my hand."

I circled my clit.

"And I want my bull to know his shoe made me this wet."

My breath broke.

"But neither of you gets to touch me again until we reach the house."

I smiled at my reflection in the metal partition.

"Try to finish dinner."

I sent it.

The reply came from Evan first.

Evan: Cruel wife.

Then Julian.

Julian: Keep your fingers inside until you walk back to us.

My pussy clenched.

I read the message again.

No polite question.

No door to hide behind.

A command from the man my husband had brought to the coast.

I obeyed.

Two fingers remained in my cunt while I opened the stall.

I crossed to the sink with my dress around my wrist.

The restroom was empty.

My own reflection looked different.

Hair slightly wild.

Breasts pressed high in the black dress.

One hand hidden beneath the skirt.

I moved my fingers slowly.

Then the outer door opened.

A woman entered.

Silver hair.

Elegant dress.

Maybe sixty.

She looked at me.

Looked at the hand beneath my skirt.

Our eyes met in the mirror.

I should have stopped.

I did not.

The woman washed her hands beside me.

Her mouth curved slightly.

"Good evening?" she asked.

"The best."

She dried her hands.

"Then don't let me interrupt."

She left.

My cunt tightened around my fingers.

The stranger's calm acceptance pushed me closer than either man had.

I came quietly at the sink.

My knees pressed against the cabinet.

I bit my lip and watched my own face while the black dress hid my hand.

When I could breathe, I cleaned one hand.

I left the other shining.

Evan and Julian looked up together when I returned.

My husband saw my flushed face.

Julian saw the fingers I had not wiped.

I sat beside Evan.

I held my hand beneath his nose.

He inhaled.

His eyes closed.

"Your wife followed instructions," I whispered.

Julian watched across the table.

"Did she?"

I looked at him.

"Every word."

Then I took the same fingers into my mouth and sucked them clean.

The waiter arrived with our meals.

His eyes fixed on my lips.

Evan's cock pressed hard against my thigh beneath the table.

Dinner continued.

No one tasted the food.


CHAPTER 12

EVAN - THE WALK BACK

The marina lights turned the water black and gold.

Lena walked ahead of us.

The heels changed her hips.

The black dress changed every man who passed.

Julian and I followed two steps behind like bodyguards who wanted the same body for different reasons.

A group of men stood outside a bar near the parking lot.

Four of them.

Late twenties.

Sunburned.

Loud.

They stopped talking when Lena passed.

One whispered something.

Another laughed.

My wife slowed.

Not enough to look obvious.

Enough to let them stare longer.

Julian noticed.

"So did she," he said.

"I know."

One of the men called after her.

"Great dress."

Lena turned.

"Thank you."

The skirt moved in the breeze.

For one second, it lifted high enough to show the lower curve of her ass.

The men saw.

One covered his mouth.

Another looked directly at me, perhaps realizing I was the husband.

Lena smiled at them.

Then she looked at me.

My cock hardened.

She saw the answer.

She turned back toward the car.

Julian placed his hand on her ass.

Not hidden.

Not gentle.

The four men watched him touch my wife while I walked beside them.

One man said, "Lucky bastard."

I did not know which of us he meant.

That was the point.

At the car, Lena leaned against the passenger door.

Julian stood behind her.

His hand remained under the black dress.

The men were still visible across the lot.

She looked at me.

"They think he owns me."

My stomach tightened.

"What do you think?"

She reached for my belt.

"I think my husband brought me to him."

Julian gripped her ass.

Lena opened my trousers and pulled my cock free beneath the parking lot lights.

The men across the way could not see every detail.

They could see enough.

My wife's hand around me.

Another man behind her.

The black dress lifted over Julian's wrist.

"Hard because they watched?" she asked.

"Yes."

"Hard because they think I'm his?"

"Yes."

"Poor cuck."

She stroked me once.

Then twice.

Julian leaned close to her ear.

"Tell him what happens at the house."

Lena looked at me.

"You sit close."

My cock pulsed in her hand.

"He takes off my dress."

Julian's fingers moved across her cunt.

"I get on my knees."

Her voice dropped.

"I suck the cock those men thought belonged to the man touching me."

My breath broke.

"And you watch your wife open her mouth wider than she opens for you."

Julian's hand moved beneath the dress.

Lena gasped.

The men across the lot were still watching.

One of them raised his drink in our direction.

Lena laughed.

Then she released my cock and tucked it back into my trousers.

"Not here," she said.

I stared at her.

"You started it."

"I want you desperate when we reach the bedroom."

Julian opened the car door for her.

Lena climbed inside.

The black dress rose to her waist.

No panties.

Her pussy gleamed beneath the parking lot lights.

She did not cover herself until Julian closed the door.

He looked at me over the roof of the car.

"Long drive?"

"Seven minutes."

"She can make seven minutes feel cruel."

From inside the car, Lena lowered the window.

"I heard that."

Julian smiled.

I walked around to the driver's side.

The men near the bar watched us leave.

Lena spread her legs in the passenger seat.

Julian followed in his car.

For seven minutes, my wife touched herself beside me while her bull's headlights remained in the mirror.

She did not come.

Neither did I.

The beach house appeared ahead.

Every light inside was dark.

Lena closed her legs.

"Now," she said, "turn them on."


CHAPTER 13

EVAN - THE BEDROOM SHE CHOSE

Lena turned on only the bedroom lamps.

Warm light.

White sheets.

Black dress.

Julian closed the door behind us.

The three of us stood beside the king bed from the afternoon.

No one mentioned the second bedroom.

Not yet.

Lena faced me.

"Take off my dress."

Julian stood behind her.

I lowered the zipper.

The fabric opened down her back.

She let the dress slide over her hips and fall around her heels.

Naked.

No white bikini.

No tablecloth.

No parking lot shadows.

My wife stood between two men with her body fully exposed.

Julian touched her first.

His hand closed around one breast.

Mine moved across her pussy.

Lena spread for both of us.

She looked at me.

"Tell him what the waiter saw."

"Your bare pussy."

Julian's fingers joined mine.

Our hands touched between her thighs.

His fingers were thicker.

The comparison was immediate.

Lena felt both men at once.

She smiled.

"Which hand feels like my husband?"

"The smaller one," Julian said.

Humiliation burned through me.

My cock hardened painfully.

Lena moaned.

"Say it again."

Julian looked at me.

"Your hand is smaller."

"I know."

"Your wife likes hearing it."

"I know."

Lena turned her face toward mine.

"Does my cuck want to hear what else is bigger?"

"Yes."

Julian stepped away long enough to remove his clothes.

Black shirt.

Trousers.

Underwear.

His cock rose heavy between us.

Lena stared.

She had already taken him.

Already screamed around him.

The hunger in her face still looked new.

I undressed too.

Julian and I stood on either side of my wife.

The difference between our bodies became another piece of furniture in the room.

His shoulders.

His hands.

His cock.

Lena touched both of us.

One hand around me.

One around Julian.

Her fingers closed fully around my cock.

They could not around his.

She looked at me.

"See?"

"I see."

"He feels heavier."

"I know."

"Thicker."

"I know."

"Your cock is pulsing."

"I know."

She stroked both men at the same pace.

Julian's head stood higher.

His thickness filled more of her hand.

My wife smiled.

"Poor cuck."

I grabbed the back of her neck and kissed her.

She opened immediately.

Julian stood close enough that his cock pressed against her hip while I tasted her.

When the kiss ended, Lena lowered to her knees.

Between us.

She took my cock first.

One slow suck.

One kiss across the head.

Then she turned to Julian.

Her mouth opened wider.

His cock filled it.

I watched her lips stretch.

Watched the first inches disappear.

Watched her hand work what she could not take.

My stomach tightened.

Julian gathered her hair.

He did not push.

He held.

Lena looked at me with his cock in her mouth.

The sight struck deeper because we were not in a hotel.

Our suitcase stood open beside the wall.

My shirt hung over a chair.

Her wedding ring flashed as she stroked another man.

"Tell me," she said when she pulled back.

Saliva shone across Julian's cock.

"Tell you what?"

"What you see."

"My wife on her knees."

"Between?"

"Her husband and her bull."

"Which cock filled my mouth more?"

"His."

"Which one do I want back?"

"His."

The words hurt.

My cock leaked.

Lena saw.

She took Julian again.

Deeper.

Her eyes watered.

His hand tightened in her hair.

She used both hands around the base and sucked until the room filled with wet choking sounds.

I stroked myself beside her.

Julian watched me watch.

Then Lena pulled away and turned to my cock.

She licked the head.

Small after him.

Easy.

Familiar.

"My little cuck," she whispered.

I grabbed her jaw.

"On the bed."

She smiled.

Then she climbed onto the white sheets and spread her legs.

Julian stood at the foot.

I knelt beside her.

No one looked toward the second bedroom.

The king bed had chosen for us.


CHAPTER 14

LENA - BOTH MEN

I wanted Evan close enough to see my body change.

Not from a chair.

Not across the room.

Beside me.

His knee pressed against my ribs while Julian stood between my legs.

The king bed dipped under all three of us.

I opened wider.

Julian wrapped one hand around his cock and rubbed the head through my pussy.

The first touch made Evan's fingers close around my wrist.

I looked at my husband.

His face was tight.

His cock was hard against my shoulder.

"Watch," I whispered.

"I am."

"Closer."

He moved until his face was beside mine.

Julian pressed forward.

The thick head opened me.

My breath stopped.

The stretch was familiar and still enough to make my eyes close.

Evan caught my chin.

"Look at me."

I opened my eyes.

Julian pushed deeper.

My mouth fell open.

The pressure filled everything.

"Tell him," Evan said.

"His cock is in my cunt."

"More."

"Your bull is filling your wife."

Julian drove the rest of his cock into my cunt.

I cried out.

Evan's face changed.

Jealousy.

Shock.

Hunger.

All of it at once.

His cock pulsed against my arm.

I smiled through the ache.

"Bigger than you, love."

"I know."

"Deeper."

"I know."

"Your cock likes watching."

"Yes."

Julian pulled back and fucked me again.

The bed moved.

My breasts shook.

Evan stayed beside my face, forced to watch every inch disappear and return.

Julian gripped my thighs.

His hands covered more than Evan's.

His cock stretched me wider.

His body struck mine harder.

I loved both differences because my husband could see them.

"Touch yourself," I told Evan.

He wrapped his hand around his cock.

Julian fucked me while my husband jerked off beside my mouth.

I turned and licked the head.

Evan groaned.

His taste spread across my tongue.

"Tell me who you are," I said.

"My husband."

"Not enough."

Julian drove deep.

I gasped.

Evan's fist moved faster.

"Your cuck."

"Whose wife is taking the bigger cock?"

"Mine."

"Does it hurt?"

"Yes."

"Does it make you hard?"

"Yes."

"Good boy."

I kissed his cock.

Julian pulled me toward him and fucked me harder.

The sound of skin against skin filled the room.

Evan watched my pussy take every hard drive.

I could see the exact moment humiliation became too much and then became the only thing he wanted.

His face loosened.

His mouth opened.

His body leaned closer.

I grabbed the back of his neck.

"Use my mouth."

He pushed his cock between my lips.

I sucked my husband while Julian fucked me.

Every hard motion drove Evan deeper into my mouth.

My body became the place where both men met.

One cock in my cunt.

One against my tongue.

Evan held my hair.

Julian held my hips.

I came around my bull with my husband's cock filling my mouth.

The cry broke around Evan.

My cunt clenched.

Julian groaned and fucked me through it.

Evan pulled out of my mouth and kissed me.

Hard.

Possessive.

His tongue tasted himself.

I laughed against his lips.

"My cuck came close."

"Not yet."

"Good."

Julian rolled me onto my stomach.

My ass rose.

He entered me again from behind.

Evan moved in front of me.

His cock stood inches from my face.

"Look at the mirror," he said.

I turned my head.

The standing mirror showed everything.

Julian behind me.

His hands on my hips.

His cock disappearing into my pussy.

Evan in front of me.

My own face flushed and open.

"Tell me what you see," my husband said.

"Your wife getting fucked."

"By?"

"Her bull."

"Tell me what I see."

"Another man filling me better."

The confession made Evan's cock jump.

Julian slapped my ass.

I cried out.

"More," Evan said.

"Your wife taking a cock bigger than yours."

"More."

"I love how it stretches me."

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

His face looked furious.

His cock looked ready to burst.

I smiled at him in the mirror.

"And you love watching, little cuck."

He came across my face.

The first pulse hit my cheek.

The next crossed my lips.

Julian kept fucking me while my husband covered me in cum.

I licked it from the corner of my mouth.

Evan stared.

Julian pulled out and turned me over.

His cock remained hard.

I lay between them with my husband's cum across my face and my bull's cock against my pussy.

"Clean her," Julian said.

Evan leaned down.

He kissed every drop from my skin.

Then he kissed my mouth.

Julian watched.

When Evan pulled away, I touched his face.

"Good husband."

His eyes were wet.

His cock was softening.

His hand found mine.

Julian entered me again.

Evan stayed beside us.

Not outside the scene.

Not asking whether he belonged.

He held my hand while the other man fucked me.

That was the moment the weekend truly began.


CHAPTER 15

EVAN - THE WALL

Lena wore my white shirt when she crossed the hall.

Nothing beneath it.

The hem stopped below her ass.

Julian waited in the second bedroom.

I stood in the doorway of the main room, naked, watching my wife walk away from me.

She did not pretend the choice was accidental.

She had showered between us.

Kissed me.

Kissed him.

Then she had taken my shirt from the chair and buttoned only the middle two buttons.

"I want the wall tonight," she said.

My stomach tightened.

"The whole night?"

"The first part."

"How long is the first part?"

Her smile was gentle and cruel.

"Until I want my husband."

That answer hurt more than a number.

Julian stood inside his room wearing only dark boxer briefs.

His cock showed through the fabric.

Lena stopped between the doors.

She looked back at me.

"Tell him what you want to hear."

My mouth went dry.

Julian waited.

"I want to hear the bed."

Lena's fingers touched the lowest button of my shirt.

"More."

"I want to hear you say his name."

Her smile sharpened.

"More."

"I want to know when he makes you come."

Julian's hand settled at her waist.

My wife's body leaned toward him.

"Anything else, cuck?"

I forced the last confession out.

"I want you to send me a picture after."

Lena stepped backward into Julian's room.

He closed one hand around the back of her neck.

She looked at me one final time.

"Listen carefully, love."

The door closed.

Not locked.

Closed.

I returned to the king bed.

The room felt too large.

My cock hardened before the first sound.

A low laugh through the wall.

Lena's.

Then Julian's deeper voice.

The springs moved.

My wife gasped.

I sat on the edge of the bed and stared at the white wall.

Another sound.

The headboard touched it once.

Then again.

Lena moaned his name.

Exactly as I had asked.

My cock rose hard against my stomach.

I wrapped my hand around it.

The wall carried everything in pieces.

Skin striking skin.

The bed moving.

Julian telling her to open wider.

Lena laughing breathlessly.

Then a wet sound I recognized.

His cock inside my wife.

I closed my eyes.

The picture became clearer without sight.

Lena on her knees.

My shirt hanging open.

Julian behind her.

His hands pulling her onto him.

The headboard struck harder.

My fist moved.

"Louder," Julian said through the wall.

Lena cried out.

"Evan can hear."

"That is why."

My cock pulsed.

I stroked faster.

Then my phone vibrated beside me.

A photograph.

Lena lay across Julian's bed wearing my open shirt.

Her breasts exposed.

Her legs spread.

Julian's cock rested across her stomach, thick enough to reach above her navel.

Her hand held it against her body.

The caption appeared.

Lena: Bigger than my cuck. He wanted proof.

I nearly came.

Another message arrived.

A short video.

Julian entering her from behind.

Five seconds.

My wife's face turning toward the camera.

Her mouth forming the words:

Watch me, love.

The video ended.

Through the wall, the real sounds continued.

I played it again.

And again.

My fist became slick.

The headboard struck three times in fast succession.

Lena screamed.

Not performed.

Not softened.

The sound of my wife losing herself around another man.

My balls tightened.

I came across my stomach while staring at the frozen image of Julian's cock buried in her cunt.

The wall became quiet for less than a minute.

Then Lena laughed.

Julian said something I could not hear.

She answered more clearly.

"My husband came already."

I froze.

How did she know?

The phone vibrated again.

Lena: Did my little cuck make a mess?

I looked at the cum across my stomach.

Evan: Yes.

Her reply arrived.

Lena: Good. Stay hard. I am not done teaching the wall your name.

The bed began moving again.

I lay back.

My cock softened only long enough to become painfully hard once more.

Forty-eight hours.

The first night had barely started.


CHAPTER 16

EVAN - WHEN SHE CAME BACK

The bedroom door opened at two in the morning.

I was awake.

Hard again.

Listening to the quiet after Julian and Lena had finally stopped moving.

My wife crossed the hall barefoot.

She still wore my white shirt.

Now it hung fully open.

Her hair was tangled.

Her lips looked swollen.

Red marks covered one hip.

She closed the door behind her and stood beside the bed.

I looked at the way she carried her body.

Slow.

Loose.

Used.

My cock rose beneath the sheet.

Lena saw.

"There he is."

I sat up.

"How many times?"

She smiled.

"That is your first question?"

"How many?"

"Three."

Jealousy struck hard enough to make my breath catch.

"With him?"

"Yes."

"All three?"

"One with his mouth. Two with his cock."

My cock pulsed.

Lena climbed onto the bed.

The shirt fell from her shoulders.

She knelt over my legs.

"Ask the question you hate most."

I touched the red mark on her hip.

"Was it better?"

She did not soften the answer.

"Different."

"Lena."

"His cock filled me more. His hands held me harder. The wall made every sound dirtier."

My fingers tightened around her waist.

She leaned close.

"But I came back to this room because I wanted my husband to smell him on me."

The words broke something open.

I pushed the sheet away.

She straddled me.

Her pussy touched my cock.

Hot.

Soaked.

Stretched enough that the first pressure felt different.

I froze.

Lena smiled at my face.

"You feel it."

"Yes."

"What do you feel?"

"Him."

"Where?"

"All through you."

She lowered herself slowly.

My cock entered the cunt Julian had just fucked.

The wet heat closed around me.

Looser at first.

Then tightening.

I groaned.

Lena pressed her forehead to mine.

"Your wife is still full of another man's night."

I gripped her ass.

She moved.

Every roll of her hips brought the smell of sex closer.

Her body.

Julian.

The room across the hall.

I could not separate them.

That made me harder.

"Tell me what he did," I said.

"He bent me over the bed."

She rode me slowly.

"Pulled your shirt up."

"My shirt?"

"Yes."

"Did you look at the wall?"

"The whole time."

She clenched around me.

"He told me you were jerking off."

"I was."

"I pictured your cum on your stomach."

"It was."

She smiled.

"Good cuck."

I rolled her beneath me.

The shirt spread around her like torn white flags.

I drove my cock into her harder.

She cried out.

The wall across the hall remained quiet.

Julian might have been asleep.

He might have been listening.

I wanted him to hear.

"Say his name," I ordered.

"Julian."

I fucked her harder.

"Again."

"Julian."

Jealousy sharpened every movement.

Lena wrapped both legs around me.

"Tell me who fucks you now."

"My husband."

"Which cock is smaller?"

"Yours."

The answer nearly made me come.

"Which one do you want?"

"Both."

I grabbed her hair.

"Now."

"You."

"Say it."

"I came back for my cuck."

My body broke.

I came deep inside my wife while she held my face and laughed softly against my mouth.

Not cruelly.

Not kindly.

Honestly.

Afterward, I remained buried in her cunt.

The house was silent.

Lena touched the side of my neck.

"Breakfast will be worse."

"I know."

"He is wearing the shirt."

"What shirt?"

She smiled.

"The dark one I packed."

My stomach tightened.

"What does that mean?"

"You will see."

She curled against me.

Within minutes, her breathing slowed.

I remained awake.

Across the hall, a floorboard creaked.

Julian was awake too.

The weekend had two bedrooms.

No one in either room was sleeping peacefully.


CHAPTER 17

EVAN - HIS SHIRT

Coffee woke me before the sunlight did.

Not the smell.

The sound of a spoon touching a cup in the kitchen.

I opened my eyes.

Lena's side of the bed was empty.

The white shirt lay on the floor.

For one second, I forgot where we were.

Then I heard Julian laugh.

Low.

Close.

My cock hardened before I left the bed.

That was the humiliating part.

Not that my wife had slipped out while I slept.

Not that another man was already downstairs with her.

My body understood before my pride did.

I walked toward the kitchen wearing only shorts.

Lena stood at the island with her back to me.

Bare legs.

Messy hair.

A dark shirt hanging to the middle of her thighs.

Julian's shirt.

He stood behind her buttoning it.

One button at a time.

My wife held a cup of coffee in both hands while another man dressed her.

The note.

I understood it then.

She had planned this.

Julian fastened the button beneath her breasts.

Then the one below it.

The shirt remained open enough to show the curve of her chest and the fact that she wore nothing beneath it.

His hand settled at her waist.

Lena looked over her shoulder.

She saw me in the doorway.

Her smile became slow.

"Morning, love."

I could not answer immediately.

Julian moved his hand down her hip.

No rush.

No shame.

"Coffee?" he asked.

The ordinary question cut deeper than the sounds through the wall.

"Yes."

Lena watched my face.

"Julian made it the way I like."

"I know how you like coffee."

"Of course you do."

She lifted the cup.

"But he remembered after one breakfast conversation."

My cock pressed hard against my shorts.

Julian looked down.

Then back at me.

Lena laughed softly.

"Look at my cuck."

I crossed the kitchen.

"Turn around."

She did.

The dark shirt opened at the lower buttons when she moved.

Her bare pussy appeared briefly between the sides.

My eyes dropped.

The lips looked swollen.

Red.

Used.

Lena saw me staring.

"Walk around me," I said.

She took three slow steps around the island.

Her hips moved carefully.

Not enough to look injured.

Enough for me to see the soreness she had promised.

Julian watched me watch her.

"Is that what you wanted?" he asked.

"Yes."

"Does it feel like you imagined?"

"No."

Lena stopped in front of me.

"Worse?"

"Much."

She placed the coffee cup down and touched my face.

"Your cock disagrees."

"It always does."

She opened my shorts.

Morning light filled the kitchen.

Julian stood across the island.

My wife took my hard cock in her hand while wearing his shirt.

"I woke beside him," she said.

My pulse quickened.

"I know."

"His arm was around my waist."

I looked at Julian.

He did not look away.

"Did you like it?"

Lena answered for him.

"He woke hard against my ass."

Her hand moved over me.

"And?"

"I rubbed against him before I came back downstairs."

My cock pulsed.

Julian drank his coffee.

The calm movement made the confession worse.

"Did he fuck you again?"

"No."

Relief reached me.

Then Lena smiled.

"I used my hand."

My stomach tightened.

"Did he come?"

"On my stomach."

She opened the dark shirt.

A faint shine remained below her navel.

I stared.

She had not washed it.

Lena took my hand and placed it across the dried trace.

"Your bull's first load of the morning."

Julian set down his cup.

My cock throbbed in her other hand.

"Clean it," she whispered.

I knelt in the kitchen.

My wife opened the shirt wider.

I licked Julian's dried cum from her stomach while he stood three feet away.

The taste was faint.

Salt.

Skin.

Humiliation.

Lena's fingers moved through my hair.

"Good cuck."

Julian watched quietly.

When I stood, Lena kissed me.

Her tongue tasted what I had cleaned.

Then she turned and kissed Julian with the same mouth.

Not long.

Not hidden.

A morning kiss.

That was worse than anything in the bedroom.

When she pulled away, she buttoned his shirt again.

"Breakfast," she said.

Julian opened the refrigerator.

I sat at the island with my cock still hard.

The sun climbed over the water.

Forty-eight hours had become thirty-six.

I already wanted more time.

That frightened me most.


CHAPTER 18

EVAN - EGGS AND JEALOUSY

Julian cooked eggs.

Lena sliced fruit beside him.

I sat across the island and watched them bump shoulders twice.

The first time, neither reacted.

The second time, Lena smiled.

Breakfast had no right to feel sexual.

No naked bodies.

No bed.

No one touching beneath a table.

Only the dark shirt on my wife's body and the memory of what Julian had left beneath it.

That was enough.

Lena placed a plate in front of me.

"Eat."

"I'm not hungry."

"Liar."

She sat beside Julian instead of me.

The choice was small.

My body felt it anyway.

Julian poured hot sauce over his eggs. Lena stole the bottle from him and used too much. He took it back. She laughed.

I knew every sound my wife made.

The laugh she gave clients.

The laugh she gave friends.

The low laugh she made when a man's cock changed shape in front of her.

This was something new.

Comfort.

I hated it.

My cock hardened under the island.

Lena looked down.

"Tell me," she said.

"What?"

"What hurts."

"That."

She followed my gaze to the space between her and Julian.

"Sitting beside him?"

"Looking natural."

Julian ate without speaking.

Lena moved her chair closer to his.

The legs scraped the floor.

"Like this?"

My jaw tightened.

"Yes."

She leaned her head briefly against his shoulder.

"Like this?"

"Yes."

Julian's hand settled on her bare thigh beneath the shirt.

"Like this?"

I swallowed.

"Yes."

Lena smiled.

"Your breakfast is getting cold."

"My cock isn't."

She glanced down again.

The outline showed.

Julian looked too.

Then he reached for the fruit bowl and held a strawberry toward Lena's mouth.

She bit it from his fingers.

Juice touched her lower lip.

He wiped it with his thumb.

My cock jumped.

Lena sucked the juice from his thumb without looking away from me.

"Eat," she said again.

I took one bite.

She rewarded me by opening her knees beneath the island.

The dark shirt rose.

Her pussy appeared.

Swollen.

Still shining.

Julian's hand moved up her thigh.

He rubbed two fingers through her cunt while she kept eating.

I watched.

Lena's face barely changed.

Only her breath.

Only the small pause before each bite.

Julian pushed one finger into her cunt.

She opened her knees wider.

"You wanted breakfast," she told me.

"I wanted to see it."

"This is it."

His finger moved slowly.

My wife ate fruit while another man touched her beside me.

The ordinary room made every motion obscene.

"Tell me what you feel," I said.

"His finger."

"More."

"My pussy is sore from his cock."

Julian added a second finger.

Lena's fork stopped.

"More."

"He can still open me."

"More."

Her eyes found mine.

"And my cuck is hard because I sat beside the bull at breakfast."

I wrapped my hand around my cock beneath the island.

Lena saw.

"Take it out."

I did.

Julian kept fingering her.

My wife reached across the island and stroked me with her free hand while sitting beside him.

We ate breakfast like that.

Julian's fingers buried in her cunt.

Lena's hand around me.

My fork in the other hand.

The sunlight too bright for secrets.

When she came, she put a piece of strawberry into her mouth to hide the first sound.

The second escaped.

Julian worked her through it.

I came seconds later into Lena's fist.

She raised her hand.

Cum covered her fingers.

She held them toward Julian.

He took two into his mouth and sucked them clean.

My stomach dropped.

Lena watched him taste me.

Then she smiled at my face.

"Breakfast," she said, "is worse than the bedroom."

I looked at the three plates.

The coffee.

The sunlight.

Julian's mouth around my wife's fingers.

"Yes."

She leaned against him again.

"Good."

The wall had not been the hardest part.

The kitchen was.


CHAPTER 19

LENA - THE BEACH BAG

Evan packed the beach bag like a man preparing for war.

Towels.

Water.

Sunscreen.

Keys.

My red bikini.

He checked each item twice.

Julian leaned against the counter watching him.

I wore Julian's dark shirt and nothing else.

"Which bottoms?" I asked.

Evan held up the red bikini.

The bottoms were smaller than the white pair.

A narrow triangle in front.

Two thin strings at the hips.

Almost nothing behind.

"Those," he said.

Julian's gaze moved over them.

"Your husband wants trouble."

"My husband bought trouble."

I took the bottoms from Evan and stepped into them without closing the shirt.

The red strings sat high over my hips.

The fabric barely covered my pussy.

I tied the top beneath my breasts.

Evan watched my fingers.

Julian watched his face.

Then I removed the dark shirt.

Both men became quiet.

That silence was the best compliment.

The red bikini made the white one look modest.

My nipples pressed clearly through the thin cups.

Half my ass remained bare.

One wrong bend would expose me.

I turned slowly.

"Beach?"

Evan's cock showed beneath his shorts.

Julian's did too.

"Beach," my husband said.

The public path started behind the house.

Families carried umbrellas.

Children dragged plastic shovels.

Couples walked toward the water.

I stepped between Evan and Julian.

Neither man touched me at first.

They did not need to.

People looked because two men flanked one woman in a bikini designed to start questions.

A woman pushing a stroller looked at my ass, then at Evan.

A man carrying a cooler stared openly until his wife slapped his arm.

Evan noticed every reaction.

His hand moved to the small of my back.

Julian's hand settled lower.

One husband.

One bull.

Both claiming different parts of the same woman.

At the edge of the sand, I removed my sandals.

A group of men played volleyball near the water.

Shirtless.

Tanned.

Young enough to stare without hiding it.

I walked past them slowly.

The ball hit the sand untouched.

One man had forgotten to move.

I smiled.

Evan's fingers tightened at my waist.

"Happy?" I asked.

"No."

"Hard?"

"Yes."

"Better answer."

Julian carried the chairs.

He placed them near the water.

Two chairs.

Not three.

I looked at him.

"Planning to stand?"

He sat in one.

"Evan gets the other."

"And me?"

Julian looked at his lap.

My pussy tightened.

I sat across his thighs.

The red bikini pressed against his shorts.

His cock hardened under me.

Evan sat beside us.

Close enough to touch.

Close enough to watch the volleyball players keep looking.

I leaned back against Julian's chest.

His hands moved over my stomach.

"Rub oil on her," he told Evan.

My husband took the coconut bottle from the bag.

He knelt in the sand.

The position exposed him.

People walking past could see a husband rubbing oil onto his wife's legs while she sat on another man's lap.

Evan started at my ankles.

His hands moved upward.

Calves.

Knees.

Thighs.

He stopped below the red strings.

I opened my legs.

"Don't become shy now, cuck."

A volleyball landed ten feet away.

One of the men ran toward us.

He slowed when he saw my open thighs.

Evan's hands.

Julian beneath me.

The red fabric barely hiding my cunt.

"Sorry," he said.

He picked up the ball.

His eyes stayed on me too long.

"Good game?" I asked.

"Was."

His face reddened.

He looked at Evan.

Then Julian.

Then me.

"Enjoy the beach."

"You too."

He returned to his friends.

They all stared.

Evan poured more oil into his palm.

His hand moved beneath the edge of my bikini.

He rubbed my upper thigh while five men watched from the volleyball court.

Julian's cock pressed harder under my ass.

I rolled my hips once.

Both men inhaled.

"Make them crazy," Evan whispered.

I looked toward the players.

Then I untied one side of the red bikini bottoms.

The narrow fabric loosened across my pussy.

The men stopped playing.

I smiled at my husband.

"Like this?"

His cock showed clearly beneath his shorts.

"Exactly like that."


CHAPTER 20

EVAN - THE MEN ON THE BEACH

Lena left one side of the bikini untied.

The fabric stayed in place only because her thigh held it.

Every step toward the water threatened to expose her.

She knew.

The volleyball players knew.

I knew.

Julian walked beside her.

His hand rested at her waist.

The scene looked wrong in every way that made me hard.

My wife in a red string bikini.

Another man touching her.

Five strangers watching.

Her husband following with towels.

Lena entered the water until it reached her knees.

A wave hit.

The loosened bikini bottom shifted.

One side fell.

Her pussy appeared in full sunlight.

The men on the beach saw.

Lena laughed and covered herself with one hand.

Not quickly enough.

Not accidentally enough.

Julian tied the string for her while kneeling in the water.

His face stayed inches from her cunt.

The volleyball players had stopped pretending.

My cock strained against my shorts.

Lena looked at me.

"Did they see?"

"Yes."

"All of it?"

"Yes."

"Good."

Julian stood.

He pulled her against him.

A wave moved their bodies together.

His cock pressed against her stomach through his shorts.

The red bikini top darkened in the water.

Her nipples showed.

One of the players moved closer to the shoreline.

He pretended to watch the waves.

He watched my wife.

Lena saw him.

She turned slightly so the man had a clearer view of Julian's hand sliding across her ass.

Then she kissed Julian.

Slow.

Open.

In public.

The beach narrowed to that sight.

My wife kissing her bull while another man watched and her husband stood ten feet away with a hard cock.

A woman walking past followed my gaze.

She looked at Lena.

Then at me.

Her eyes widened.

I did not look away.

That became part of it too.

Being seen seeing.

The woman understood.

Her mouth curved before she continued down the beach.

Lena ended the kiss.

She touched Julian's chest.

Then she walked toward me.

Water ran from the red bikini.

She stopped close enough for her wet breasts to touch my shirt.

"Your turn."

I kissed her with Julian still on her mouth.

The volleyball players watched.

Julian watched.

The woman looked back.

Lena opened for me.

Her tongue carried another man's kiss.

My hand gripped her ass.

The red string moved beneath my fingers.

When the kiss ended, she whispered against my lips.

"Your wife kissed her bull in front of everyone."

"I saw."

"Did you feel small?"

"Yes."

"Did you get hard?"

"Yes."

"Say it louder."

The men near the volleyball court could hear.

I looked at my wife's face.

"I'm hard because my wife kissed another man."

One player laughed softly.

Another looked away in embarrassment.

Lena smiled.

"Better."

Julian approached from behind.

His hand settled beside mine on her ass.

Two men's hands on my wife in public.

The watching strangers became silent.

Lena turned her face toward the volleyball court.

"Enjoying the view?"

The nearest man swallowed.

"Yes, ma'am."

Her pussy tightened visibly beneath the wet red fabric.

Evan the old husband would have pulled her away.

I stepped beside her instead.

"She likes honest men."

The stranger looked at me.

Then at Julian.

His confusion made Lena laugh.

"Keep playing," she said. "We'll keep distracting you."

We returned to the chairs.

The game started again.

No one served correctly for the next five minutes.

Lena lay face down across Julian's lap.

I rubbed oil over her back and ass.

The red bikini bottoms disappeared between her cheeks.

Julian held them apart with one hand.

From the court, every man could see what he was doing.

My wife turned her head toward me.

"Look at them."

I did.

Five men failing to hide hard cocks beneath swim shorts.

"How many?" she asked.

"All of them."

Her smile became lazy.

"Your wife made six men hard at the beach."

"Seven."

She looked at Julian beneath her.

His cock pressed against her stomach.

Then at me.

Mine showed too.

"Seven," she agreed.

Her eyes closed.

"Good day."


CHAPTER 21

EVAN - THE CHANGING STALL

The beach restroom smelled like salt, sunscreen, and hot concrete.

Lena pulled me into the family changing stall.

Julian remained outside with the bags.

The lock clicked.

My wife pushed me against the wall.

The red bikini was still wet.

Her hair clung to her shoulders.

"You told them," she said.

"Told who?"

"The men."

"I said you like honesty."

"You sounded proud."

"I was."

She opened my shorts.

My cock sprang into her hand.

"Show me how proud."

She lowered to her knees.

No hesitation.

No towel.

She took me into her mouth while people walked past the stall.

Flip-flops slapped against concrete.

A child called for his father.

Water ran in the next shower.

My wife sucked my cock behind a thin plastic wall after exposing herself to half the beach.

I gripped the metal rail.

Lena looked up at me.

Her red bikini top barely covered her breasts.

"Tell me what they saw," she whispered.

"Your pussy."

"More."

"Julian tying your bikini beside it."

She licked the head of my cock.

"More."

"You kissing him."

Her hand moved faster.

"More."

"All of them getting hard for my wife."

She swallowed me again.

A man entered the stall beside ours.

The partition shifted.

He dropped something.

Then became quiet.

He could hear us.

Lena heard him too.

Her eyes brightened.

She sucked louder.

Wet.

Deliberate.

The man beside us stopped moving.

My cock pulsed against her tongue.

She pulled back.

"Think he's listening?"

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"Probably."

She turned toward the partition.

Then she took me deep enough to gag.

The sound filled both stalls.

The stranger's breath changed.

I covered Lena's mouth with my hand when she laughed.

She kissed my palm.

Then she whispered loudly enough for the man to hear.

"My husband gets so hard after watching other men stare at me."

Silence next door.

Lena stroked me.

"Poor cuck."

The stranger moved.

A zipper opened.

My stomach dropped.

Lena smiled.

"He is."

The first faint stroke came through the partition.

Another man jerking off three feet away while my wife sucked me.

I closed my eyes.

The beach had followed us inside.

Lena took me again.

She used one hand on my cock and slipped the other beneath her bikini.

Her fingers rubbed her clit.

The stranger's fist moved faster.

So did hers.

I grabbed her hair.

"Make him hear."

She moaned around me.

The man beside us groaned.

My cock tightened.

I came into Lena's mouth.

She swallowed every pulse while touching herself.

The stranger came seconds later.

We heard the sharp breath.

The silence afterward.

Lena released my cock.

She stood.

My cum shone at the corner of her mouth.

She licked it away.

Then she pressed her lips close to the partition.

"Thank you for watching."

The man did not answer.

His stall door opened quickly.

Footsteps disappeared down the corridor.

Lena laughed into my chest.

I held her.

My cock still pulsed.

"You're dangerous."

"You told me to make them crazy."

"That was at the beach."

She touched my face.

"Desire doesn't respect property lines, love."

We left the stall.

Julian waited outside beneath the shade.

He looked at our faces.

Then at my open zipper.

"Good change?"

Lena took his hand and placed it against the soaked front of her red bikini.

"My cuck made a stranger come through the wall."

Julian's eyebrows lifted.

Lena kissed his cheek.

"Now take us home."


CHAPTER 22

LENA - THE NAP

I fell asleep between them.

That was not the plan.

The beach heat followed us into the cool bedroom. Evan lay on my left. Julian on my right. I wore only the red bikini bottoms because the top had become uncomfortable against my sun-warmed skin.

Evan rubbed lotion over my shoulders.

Julian traced one finger along the inside of my thigh.

Neither touch demanded anything.

That made them harder to resist.

I closed my eyes.

The last thing I remembered was Evan's hand over my breast and Julian's palm resting across my stomach.

When I woke, the room had changed.

Late afternoon light.

The sound of waves beyond the glass.

Both men still beside me.

Evan was awake.

Julian was not.

My husband's eyes were on Julian's hand.

It had moved lower in sleep.

His fingers rested beneath the red bikini, cupping my pussy.

I did not move.

Evan looked at my face.

I smiled.

Julian's body lay close behind me.

His cock pressed hard against my ass through his shorts.

Morning, afternoon, sleep.

His body wanted me without needing the room to announce it.

Evan reached across me.

He touched the outline in Julian's shorts.

One finger.

Careful only because Julian slept, not because the weekend needed permission.

My husband's face changed at the size beneath the fabric.

I watched him compare again.

Evan's hand closed more fully.

Julian woke with a low breath.

His eyes opened.

He saw Evan holding his cock through the shorts.

No one pulled away.

Julian's hand tightened over my pussy.

I gasped.

"Good nap?" he asked.

"Better waking."

Evan stroked him once through the fabric.

Julian hardened further.

The comparison pressed against my back and filled my husband's hand.

I opened my legs.

Julian pushed two fingers into my cunt from behind.

Evan watched my face.

Then he opened Julian's shorts.

The thick cock rose between us.

I reached back and wrapped my hand around it.

Evan's hand remained beneath mine.

Two hands on Julian.

My husband and I stroked my bull together.

The sight made my pussy clench around Julian's fingers.

"Look at her," Evan said.

Julian looked.

I lay between them with my breasts bare, one man's fingers buried in my cunt, and both my hand and my husband's around the other man's cock.

"Tell him what you want," Evan said.

"I want to wake like this again."

The answer surprised me.

It was true.

Not only the cock.

Not only the fingers.

The three bodies tangled after sleep.

Evan's jealousy in the quiet.

Julian's hand finding me before his eyes opened.

My husband heard what the sentence meant.

His grip tightened around Julian.

"Tomorrow?"

"Tomorrow too."

Julian pushed his fingers deeper.

I moaned.

Evan leaned down and sucked one nipple while still helping me stroke the bull.

The bed became movement.

Hands.

Mouth.

Cock.

Cunt.

No beginning.

No announcement.

I came around Julian's fingers with Evan's mouth on my breast.

My hand tightened around Julian's cock.

He came across my stomach.

Thick pulses.

Evan watched each one land.

Then he did something neither of us expected.

He lowered his mouth.

He licked Julian's cum from my skin.

Slowly.

One white line at a time.

My pussy pulsed.

Julian watched.

Evan lifted his face.

Humiliation and hunger filled it.

I grabbed his hair and kissed him.

Julian's taste moved between our tongues.

When I pulled away, Evan looked smaller and stronger at once.

"My beautiful cuck," I whispered.

He touched the red bikini bottoms.

"They're ruined."

I looked at the cum and sweat covering my stomach.

"The weekend isn't."

Outside, the afternoon sun began lowering over the Gulf.

We had another night.

My body already knew it.


CHAPTER 23

EVAN - NO MORE CHAIRS

I carried the chair out of the bedroom.

The same kind of chair that had held me in the hotel.

Wooden arms.

Straight back.

A place for a husband to sit while another man used his wife.

Lena watched from the bed.

Julian stood near the balcony.

I moved the chair into the hallway and left it there.

When I returned, my wife smiled.

"No front-row seat?"

"I don't need one."

"What do you need?"

I climbed onto the bed.

"To be close enough to touch everything."

Julian looked at me.

The change mattered to him.

Not because he needed my approval.

Because the weekend had stopped being a performance arranged around a spectator.

I was part of the body in the room.

Lena removed the red bikini bottoms.

The fabric peeled away from her soaked cunt.

She spread her legs.

"Then touch everything."

Julian moved between her thighs.

I knelt beside her.

He pushed his cock into her cunt slowly.

No question.

No pause.

The thick head opened her, and Lena's hand found mine.

I watched her face while Julian filled her.

The jealousy still hurt.

It did not send me backward.

I leaned down and took her nipple into my mouth.

Lena gasped.

Julian drove deeper.

I felt the motion through her body.

My hand moved to her clit.

The three of us found a rhythm without naming it.

Julian fucked her.

I rubbed her.

Lena held both men.

Her eyes moved between us.

"This is what I wanted," she said.

"What?" I asked.

"My husband touching me while my bull fills me."

Julian pulled her legs higher.

His cock drove deeper.

Lena cried out.

My fingers moved faster.

"Tell him," she said.

I looked at Julian.

"You're bigger."

He held my gaze.

"I know."

"You fill her more."

"I know."

"My wife loves it."

Lena clenched around him.

"Say that again, cuck."

"My wife loves your bigger cock."

The confession made my own cock leak.

Julian's face tightened.

Lena came between us.

Her cunt gripped him.

Her nails cut into my wrist.

The room filled with her voice.

When the first wave passed, Julian pulled out.

His cock stood slick and hard.

Lena opened her eyes.

"Your turn," she told me.

I moved between her legs.

My cock entered the pussy Julian had just stretched.

The difference was immediate.

Her body accepted me easily.

Too easily.

I froze.

Lena smiled.

"You feel small."

"Yes."

"Does it hurt?"

"Yes."

"Fuck me anyway."

I drove into her.

Julian stood beside the bed, stroking his cock while I fucked my wife.

Her cunt felt loose from him, then tightened around me with every hard movement.

Lena looked at Julian.

"See my cuck trying to fill what you opened?"

His hand moved faster.

"I see."

She turned back to me.

"Harder, love."

I fucked her until the headboard moved.

Not to compete.

Competition was impossible.

To claim the part of her body that still knew me best.

Lena wrapped her legs around my waist.

Her eyes stayed on mine.

"Smaller cock," she whispered. "My husband."

The words should have cut.

They did.

They also made me come.

I filled her while Julian watched.

Then Lena pulled me down and kissed me.

My cock softened in her cunt.

Julian climbed onto the bed.

He kissed the back of her neck.

One husband in her arms.

One bull against her back.

No chair.

No wall.

No place outside the hunger.

I finally understood.

Watching had never meant being absent.

It meant refusing to close my eyes.


CHAPTER 24

EVAN - THE SECOND SUNSET

We watched the sunset from the balcony.

Lena sat across Julian's lap wearing my white shirt.

Not his.

Mine.

She had chosen it after the bed.

That should have reassured me.

It did.

It also made Julian's hand beneath it feel more intimate.

His fingers rested high on her bare thigh.

My wife held my drink because she had finished hers.

The sky turned orange over the Gulf.

People walked along the beach below.

From a distance, we looked like friends sharing a rental.

No one could see Julian's hand moving under my shirt.

No one could see my wife's legs opening.

No one could see the shine on his fingers when he pulled them free.

I saw everything.

Lena brought his hand to her mouth and sucked one finger.

Then she held it toward me.

I took the next.

Our tongues did not touch.

His finger connected us anyway.

The sunset became another witness.

A couple stopped on the path below to take photographs.

The woman looked up.

She saw Lena on Julian's lap.

Saw me kneeling close to them.

Her camera lowered.

Lena noticed.

She opened my shirt.

Her bare breasts appeared in the balcony light.

The woman below froze.

Her husband followed her stare.

Julian covered one breast.

I covered the other.

Lena smiled down at them.

The couple stood motionless.

My cock hardened.

My wife leaned back against Julian and spread her knees wider.

From the beach path, they could not see her pussy clearly.

They could see enough to know she had nothing beneath the shirt.

The woman's hand moved to her husband's arm.

His shorts began to show what the sight did to him.

Lena looked at me.

"Two more."

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"He is."

"And she?"

"Watching."

The woman raised the camera.

Not toward the sunset.

Toward us.

My stomach tightened.

Lena smiled at the lens.

Julian's hand slid between her legs.

I opened my trousers.

The woman took a photograph.

Her husband stared at my cock.

Lena laughed softly.

"Now they understand."

Julian pushed two fingers into her.

My wife moaned in the open air.

The couple remained below.

The woman's camera rose again.

I stroked myself.

Lena watched me while strangers photographed the three of us from the beach path.

The last edge of sun touched the water.

"Come for them," she whispered.

Julian's fingers moved faster.

The woman zoomed in.

Her husband touched the front of his shorts.

My fist worked my cock.

Lena's body tightened against Julian.

She came with one breast in his hand and the other beneath mine.

I came across my stomach.

The woman took one final photograph.

Then the couple walked away quickly, close together, speaking in urgent whispers.

The balcony became quiet.

Lena closed my shirt over her breasts.

Julian removed his fingers.

I wiped my stomach with a towel.

My wife looked toward the disappearing couple.

"What do you think they do with the pictures?"

"Delete them."

"Liar."

Julian kissed her shoulder.

"They watch them in bed."

Lena looked at me.

"Does that bother you?"

"Yes."

"Does it make you hard again?"

I looked down.

My cock was already rising.

She smiled.

"Good sunset."


CHAPTER 25

EVAN - DINNER AT HOME

We stayed in for dinner.

That choice felt more dangerous than the restaurant.

No waiter.

No strangers.

No public room to contain us.

Only the kitchen where Julian had made breakfast and the three bodies that had changed how the house felt.

Lena wore the black dress again.

Still no panties.

Julian wore the dark shirt from the suitcase.

The one with the note in the pocket.

I knew because I saw him find it while dressing.

He read the paper once.

Then looked at Lena.

She smiled.

Neither explained.

That secret irritated me.

My cock hardened.

Lena noticed.

"Something wrong, love?"

"What did you write?"

Julian folded the note and returned it to the pocket.

"Private message."

"To my wife's bull."

Lena crossed the kitchen.

"Jealous of paper?"

"Yes."

She kissed me.

"Good."

Then she walked away.

No explanation.

The unanswered question stayed in my body while we cooked.

Julian handled the steaks.

I prepared vegetables.

Lena moved between us with wine, stealing food from both boards and rubbing her bare ass against whichever man stood behind her.

Domestic again.

Crueler now because it had history.

Julian knew how she liked coffee.

I knew she hated mushrooms.

He knew her body opened more easily after she came once.

I knew the exact word that made her eyes change.

The weekend had created overlapping knowledge.

That was what forty-eight hours did.

It gave another man time to learn.

Lena stood at the stove stirring sauce.

Julian moved behind her.

His hand went under the dress.

She leaned forward slightly without stopping the spoon.

I watched from the other counter.

"What is he doing?" I asked.

Lena smiled at the pan.

"Checking dinner."

Julian's fingers moved across her cunt.

Her breath changed.

"Is it ready?"

"Almost."

I set down the knife.

Julian pushed two fingers into her cunt.

Lena gripped the spoon.

The sauce continued to simmer.

I crossed the room and opened my trousers.

My cock rose.

Lena looked over her shoulder.

"Kitchen again?"

"You started it."

"I am cooking."

"Keep cooking."

I moved beside her.

She wrapped one hand around my cock while Julian fingered her from behind.

The spoon remained in her other hand.

The steak hissed on the grill outside.

The sauce bubbled.

My wife stroked me while another man worked her cunt beneath a black dress.

"Tell me about the note," I said.

"No."

Julian curled his fingers.

Lena gasped.

I caught her wrist around my cock.

"Tell me."

She smiled through the ache.

"I told him to wear the shirt tomorrow morning."

"Why?"

"So I can button it on him while you watch."

The same scene from breakfast.

Reversed.

My wife dressing her bull.

The idea cut deeper than I expected.

My cock pulsed in her hand.

Lena saw.

"That is why."

Julian moved faster.

Her knees weakened.

I held her upright.

"Tomorrow morning," she whispered, "I stand close enough to smell him. I button the shirt that covered your wife's body."

My fist closed around hers.

"And you sit at the island with a hard cock."

Julian's other hand moved around her neck.

Lena came against both men without dropping the spoon.

The sauce kept bubbling.

She leaned back against Julian and jerked me faster.

I came across the kitchen floor.

The first pulse struck the cabinet.

The next covered Lena's fingers.

She looked down.

Then at me.

"Messy cuck."

Julian pulled his hand from her pussy.

His fingers shone.

Lena held my cum-covered hand toward him.

Julian held his wet fingers toward me.

We exchanged.

I licked my wife from his hand.

He tasted me from hers.

Lena stood between us laughing softly.

The grill timer sounded.

She turned off the stove.

"Dinner is ready."

We cleaned the floor.

We plated the food.

We sat at the table as if the kitchen had not just held three bodies.

The note remained in Julian's pocket.

Tomorrow morning waited inside it.

But Saturday night had not even begun.


CHAPTER 26

LENA - THE PICTURE HE KEPT

After dinner, Evan showed me the photograph from the balcony.

The woman on the beach had sent it to him.

I stared at the phone.

"How?"

"AirDrop request."

"She knew your name?"

"No. She sent it to every nearby phone."

Julian looked over my shoulder.

The picture showed the three of us in orange light.

I sat across Julian's lap with Evan kneeling beside us. One of my breasts filled Julian's hand. The other rested beneath my husband's. My knees were open. Evan's cock stood in his fist.

The photograph caught everything without showing my face clearly.

A woman between two men.

A husband watching.

A bull holding.

No explanation.

It was beautiful.

"She kept a copy," I said.

"Probably."

"Her husband too."

"Probably."

I enlarged the image.

Evan's expression mattered most.

He was not looking at the camera.

He was looking at me.

Hard.

Jealous.

Completely present.

I touched his face in the photograph.

"This is who you are now."

His jaw tightened.

"One picture does not decide that."

"No."

I looked at the hard cock in his hand.

"Your body decided months ago."

Julian took the phone.

He studied the image.

"Send it to the group."

Evan did.

The photograph appeared in our chat beneath voice messages, hotel pictures, the side-of-the-road image, and the short video through the wall.

Our marriage had become an archive of things no one else would believe.

I opened the camera.

"Stand together."

The men looked at me.

"Why?"

"I want a picture of what I see."

Evan stood beside Julian.

The difference between them sharpened.

Julian taller.

Broader.

Dark skin against Evan's lighter body.

Both cocks hidden beneath trousers, but not completely.

I took the photograph.

Then I moved closer and placed one hand over each bulge.

Another photograph.

Evan's body tightened under my palm.

Julian's did too.

I sent both to the chat.

Lena: My husband and the cock he brought home for me.

Evan looked at the words.

"Which one is the husband?"

I smiled.

"The one leaking through his trousers because I touched the other."

His hand moved to my throat.

The grip was firm.

"Careful."

"Harder, cuck."

He tightened.

Julian watched.

My pussy pulsed.

Evan had changed over the three books before this weekend. He had learned to admit jealousy. Learned to watch. Learned to touch Julian. Learned to put his mouth where another man had been.

But the look in his eyes now was new.

He was not only enduring the fantasy.

He was directing it.

"On your knees," he said.

I obeyed.

The black dress gathered around my thighs.

Both men stood over me.

Evan opened Julian's trousers first.

The gesture made my breath catch.

He pulled the bull's cock free and held it toward my mouth.

"Show the camera what I brought you."

I raised my phone.

The video began.

Evan held Julian's cock.

I opened my mouth.

My husband guided the thick head across my tongue.

The screen caught his hand, Julian's body, my lips, and the wedding ring on the man feeding me another cock.

I sucked.

Julian groaned.

Evan watched the screen instead of my face.

"Deeper."

I took more.

My jaw stretched.

Saliva moved down Julian's cock and across Evan's fingers.

"Look at the camera," my husband said.

I did.

Julian filled my mouth.

Evan's hand controlled the angle.

The video became the rawest truth in our chat.

My husband presenting me to my bull.

My wifehood visible in his ring.

My hunger visible in the way I opened.

Evan stopped recording after thirty seconds.

He looked at the video once.

Then sent it to the group.

The message appeared.

Evan: What I brought home.

My cunt clenched.

I pulled away from Julian.

Saliva connected my mouth to his cock.

I looked up at my husband.

"That was hot."

"Not a question."

"No."

He stroked Julian once.

Then released him.

"Bedroom."

I stood.

Julian remained hard.

Evan's cock showed through his open trousers.

The photograph from the balcony stayed on the screen.

The stranger had captured who we had become.

The video showed what we chose to do with it.


CHAPTER 27

EVAN - HER HUSBAND'S HAND

I held Julian's cock while Lena sucked him.

The hotel had taught me what size looked like.

The weekend taught me what it felt like to control the angle.

His cock was hot in my hand.

Thicker than mine.

Heavy enough that my fingers could not meet around it.

Lena knelt between us in the black dress.

Her mouth worked around the head.

Her tongue moved beneath it.

I guided him deeper.

She looked at me.

Not Julian.

Me.

That mattered.

"Take more," I said.

She opened wider.

Julian pushed his cock into her mouth until tears gathered at the corners of her eyes.

I felt his cock move through my fist.

Felt Lena's throat resist.

She stayed there for two seconds.

Then pulled back with a wet gasp.

"Good wife," I said.

Her smile made my cock throb.

"Your wife is sucking the bigger cock."

"I know."

"Does your hand feel small?"

"Yes."

"Poor cuck."

I slapped her cheek lightly with Julian's cock.

She opened her mouth again.

Julian groaned.

The sound made me grip him harder.

Lena sucked while I held.

Then Julian reached down and opened my trousers.

His hand wrapped around my cock.

The first stroke shocked me.

Another man touching me while my wife sucked him.

Lena saw.

Her eyes widened around Julian's cock.

He stroked me slowly.

The comparison moved through both hands.

Mine around him.

His around me.

No one said what every body understood.

His hand covered more of me.

Mine covered less of him.

Lena moaned.

"Look at us," Julian said.

She pulled back.

Saliva shone across her lips.

"My husband is holding your cock."

"And I am holding his."

Her pussy pressed visibly against the black dress.

"What does that make you want?" I asked.

"Both."

"Where?"

"Everywhere."

Julian's hand tightened around me.

My knees almost weakened.

Lena touched herself beneath the dress.

One hand on her pussy.

The other around Julian's balls.

I stroked him.

He stroked me.

My wife rubbed her clit while watching.

The scene had no old shape.

No category big enough to contain it.

Only hunger discovering another door.

"Come on her," Julian told me.

My cock tightened.

"Not yet."

Lena smiled.

"My cuck wants to last."

"Your cuck wants to fuck you first."

"Then do it."

She stood and bent over the bed.

The black dress rose around her waist.

Her pussy opened toward us.

Julian released my cock.

I moved behind my wife.

He stood beside her head.

I entered Lena while she took Julian back into her mouth.

My cock slid easily into the cunt he had stretched all weekend.

The difference made me groan.

Lena felt it.

She looked back.

"Smaller feels easy now."

I grabbed her hips.

"Shut up."

"Make me."

I fucked her harder.

Each movement drove Julian deeper into her mouth.

His hand returned to my cock at the base where I entered my wife.

The touch connected all three of us.

His fingers brushed my balls.

Then Lena's soaked pussy.

Then my cock again.

I nearly lost control.

"Keep going," Julian said.

I drove deeper.

Lena gagged around him.

Her hand slapped the bed.

Julian held her hair.

I held her hips.

She came between us.

Her cunt tightened around my cock.

Her throat clenched around his.

The sound that left her body was broken and filthy.

I came seconds later.

My cock pulsed in her cunt.

Julian pulled out of her mouth and came across her back.

Thick white lines covered the black dress and bare skin.

Lena collapsed onto the bed.

I remained buried in her cunt.

Julian's cum ran toward my hands on her hips.

I spread it across her back.

Lena looked over her shoulder.

"Whose wife?"

"Mine."

"Whose cum?"

"His."

"Whose cock is in my cunt?"

"Mine."

She smiled.

"Good weekend."

Julian sat beside her.

I pulled out slowly.

My cum began running from her pussy.

His covered her back.

Two men marked different parts of the same wife.

Lena reached behind and touched both.

Then she brought the mixed mess to her mouth.

She tasted it.

My cock began hardening again.

The night was not finished.


CHAPTER 28

EVAN - THE CHOICE AT MIDNIGHT

At midnight, Lena stood between the bedroom doors again.

Naked this time.

No white shirt.

No black dress.

No symbol of either man.

Only her body and the choice we had spent the weekend moving toward.

Julian waited in the second room.

I stood beside the king bed.

Lena looked at me first.

"I want his room."

The sentence hurt exactly where she intended.

"For how long?"

"Until I come back."

"You said that last night."

"I came back."

"After three times."

Her smile was faint.

"You counted."

"I listened."

"I know."

She crossed the hall toward me.

Her hands touched my chest.

"This time, I don't want a wall."

I looked at the second bedroom.

"What do you want?"

"The door open."

My cock hardened.

Julian heard.

He remained inside his room, silent.

Lena's fingers moved down my stomach.

"I want you to see enough to know I chose it."

"And then?"

"I want you to decide whether you stay in the hall, come inside, or take me back."

The old version of me would have heard a test.

The man standing there heard an invitation.

I grabbed her hair and kissed her.

She opened.

Her naked body pressed against mine.

When the kiss ended, I turned her toward Julian's room.

"Go."

Lena walked away.

The open door framed her.

Julian stood beside the bed naked.

His cock hard.

She stopped in front of him.

He placed one hand around her throat.

The other on her ass.

Then he kissed her while I watched from across the hall.

No closed wall.

No phone.

No recording.

Only the open distance between rooms.

Julian lifted Lena onto the bed.

She spread beneath him.

My wife looked at me over his shoulder.

"Watch, cuck."

I stayed in the hallway.

Julian pushed his cock into her cunt.

Lena cried out.

The second bedroom headboard struck the wall.

I could see every movement.

His back.

Her legs around him.

The thick cock driving into her cunt.

My own cock rose hard against my stomach.

I stroked it.

Lena watched.

"Closer," she said.

I moved to the doorway.

Julian fucked her harder.

The bed shifted.

Lena's breasts moved beneath him.

"Closer."

I stepped into the room.

My knees touched the edge of the bed.

Julian did not slow.

Lena reached toward me.

I took her hand.

The first night, the wall had separated us.

The second night, her fingers pulled me into the room.

Julian rolled her onto her side.

He entered from behind.

Lena faced me.

His arm wrapped around her waist.

His cock moved inside my wife inches from my body.

"Touch me," she said.

My hand moved across her pussy.

I found her clit while Julian fucked her.

She gasped.

Her eyes stayed on mine.

"This is my choice," she whispered.

"I know."

"And you came closer."

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because I want to be here."

The truth changed the room.

Julian heard it.

Lena heard it.

I heard myself.

Not trapped.

Not enduring.

Here.

My fingers worked her clit.

Julian's cock drove deep.

Lena came with both men holding her.

Her cunt tightened around him.

Her nails cut into my wrist.

Julian groaned.

He pulled out before coming.

His cock stood hard beside her ass.

Lena rolled onto her back.

She looked at both men.

"Now choose me together."

I climbed onto the bed.

No wall.

No hallway.

No chair.

The house had two bedrooms.

The hunger needed only one.


CHAPTER 29

LENA - SAY IT WITHOUT FEAR

Evan lay beside me.

Julian knelt between my legs.

The second bedroom felt smaller with all three bodies inside it.

That made everything more intense.

No space to pretend.

Julian rubbed his cock through my pussy.

Evan's hand rested over my heart.

He could feel every change.

The quick beat.

The held breath.

The moment the thick head opened me again.

I looked at my husband.

"Say it without fear."

His fingers tightened over my chest.

"His cock is bigger."

Julian pushed deeper.

"More."

"He stretches you wider."

"More."

"He fills my wife better than I do."

My cunt clenched.

Julian entered fully.

I cried out.

Evan's cock hardened against my hip.

I wrapped my hand around it.

"Does saying it make you less my husband?"

"No."

"Does watching him make me less your wife?"

"No."

"What does it make us?"

His eyes stayed on mine.

"Honest."

That word reached deeper than Julian.

I pulled Evan closer and kissed him.

Julian fucked me while my husband and I shared breath.

Every movement pushed my body against Evan.

His cock moved in my hand.

My cunt opened around Julian.

I broke the kiss.

"Tell him what I like."

Evan looked at the bull between my thighs.

"Pressure before speed."

Julian slowed.

He drove deep and held there.

My body shook.

"She likes her clit touched after the first deep drive," Evan said.

His hand moved down.

He rubbed me.

I moaned.

Julian watched him.

"She bites her lip when she's close."

I did.

Both men saw.

Evan smiled.

"He knows you," Julian said.

"He is my husband."

"And I am?"

I looked at Evan before answering.

"Our bull."

Julian's face tightened.

He fucked me harder.

The room filled with skin against skin.

Evan touched my clit exactly the way he knew I needed.

Julian filled my cunt exactly the way my husband's body could not.

Neither difference erased the other.

That was the discovery.

I came hard enough to lose the sentence in my mouth.

Evan held my face.

Julian held my hips.

My cunt squeezed the bull.

My fingers tightened around my husband.

When the wave passed, Evan moved over me.

Julian pulled out.

My husband's cock took his place.

Smaller.

Familiar.

Mine.

He entered the pussy Julian had opened.

I wrapped my legs around him.

Julian stood beside the bed and stroked himself.

Evan fucked me while looking at him.

Not away.

At him.

The two men held each other's gaze across my body.

"Tell him," I whispered.

Evan drove deeper.

"What?"

"What your cock feels."

His face flushed.

"Smaller in her cunt."

Julian's fist moved faster.

"Does that stop you?"

"No."

"Why?"

Evan looked down at me.

"Because she is my wife."

I smiled.

"And?"

"Because she came back to my cock."

"And?"

His body tightened.

"Because being smaller does not make me less hers."

The confession made me come again.

Evan followed.

His cock pulsed in my cunt.

Julian came across my breasts.

White cum covered my skin while my husband's cock filled my cunt.

I looked at Evan.

"Clean me."

He lowered his mouth.

Julian watched him lick every drop from my breasts.

Then I pulled my husband up and kissed him.

The bull's taste moved between us.

Julian lay beside me.

One man on each side.

I held both.

No fear.

No rules.

No lie left worth protecting.


CHAPTER 30

EVAN - THE HOUR BEFORE SLEEP

We did not sleep immediately.

The three of us lay across Julian's bed in the second room.

Lena in the middle.

Her head on my chest.

One leg over Julian.

The sheets smelled like sex.

Cum.

Sweat.

Coconut oil.

The sounds had stopped.

The danger had not.

Julian traced the red marks on Lena's hip.

I watched his fingers move over my wife's skin.

"You hold her harder than I do," I said.

He looked at me.

"She likes it."

"I know."

Lena's hand rested over my cock.

Soft now.

Still responsive beneath her palm.

"What else does he do better?" she asked.

The question floated in the quiet.

Not dirty talk shouted over a moving bed.

A confession after.

More dangerous.

I touched her hair.

"His hands cover more."

"More."

"His cock fills you deeper."

"More."

"He can lift you easier."

Julian's hand stopped on her hip.

Lena smiled against my chest.

"More."

I looked at the man beside my wife.

"He makes you look smaller."

She lifted her head.

"Do you hate that?"

"Sometimes."

"Right now?"

I looked at the three bodies tangled on the bed.

"No."

"Why?"

"Because you came back to my chest."

Her expression softened.

Then she pushed herself up and kissed me.

Slow.

No audience inside the kiss even though Julian remained beside us.

When she pulled away, she kissed him too.

Different kiss.

Different meaning.

No lie.

Lena settled again.

"What does Evan do better?" Julian asked.

My stomach tightened.

I had not expected the question.

Lena answered without hesitation.

"He knows when I am pretending confidence."

Her fingers moved over my chest.

"He knows the exact sound I make when I want more but refuse to ask."

She touched my wedding ring.

"He knows how jealousy changes my husband's body before Evan admits it."

Julian listened.

"He knows every version of me that existed before this one."

Her eyes found mine.

"And he is the man I want beside me when I discover the next."

My throat tightened.

The answer did not make Julian less dangerous.

It made the weekend survivable.

He nodded.

"Good."

Lena smiled.

"You two keep saying that."

"Because you keep telling the truth."

She closed her eyes.

Within minutes, her breathing slowed.

Julian remained awake.

So did I.

We looked at each other over my sleeping wife.

"She wanted this before she knew my name," he said.

"I know."

"You wanted it too."

"I know."

"Then why do you still look surprised?"

I watched Lena's hand resting over my wedding ring.

"Because wanting a picture is easier than waking inside it."

Julian looked down at her.

"She will wake between us."

"I know."

"And then?"

"Then we find out who reaches for her first."

His mouth curved.

The competition was small.

Human.

Real.

I should have hated it.

Instead, I closed my eyes.

Lena moved in sleep.

Her body pressed closer to mine.

Her foot remained over Julian's leg.

No man won.

That was not the point.

The weekend was teaching me that sharing did not divide everything into halves.

Some hunger multiplied when another body entered the room.


CHAPTER 31

EVAN - WHO SHE TOUCHED FIRST

I woke before sunrise.

Lena remained between us.

Her back pressed against Julian.

Her face rested near my shoulder.

Both men were hard.

Julian's cock pushed against her ass.

Mine touched her stomach.

The room was gray.

Quiet.

The first gulls called beyond the windows.

I watched Lena sleep.

Then her eyes opened.

She did not move immediately.

She felt the two cocks around her.

The two men waiting.

A slow smile touched her mouth.

Her first hand moved toward me.

My breath caught.

She wrapped her fingers around my cock.

Then her other hand reached behind her and found Julian.

Both.

Of course.

She stroked us in the soft morning light.

"My greedy wife," I whispered.

"My greedy husband brought help."

Julian woke behind her.

His hand moved over her stomach.

Lena rolled onto her back.

She held one cock in each hand.

The comparison returned.

It always would.

She looked at me.

"Who is bigger?"

"Julian."

"Who is my husband?"

"Me."

"Who did I touch first?"

"Me."

She smiled.

"Feel better?"

"No."

"Liar."

She pulled me toward her mouth.

I thought she had chosen me.

Then she turned and took Julian instead.

The trick made my stomach drop.

Lena watched my face around the bull's cock.

Julian's hand moved into her hair.

She sucked him slowly.

My cock remained in her fist.

The morning became another lesson.

First touch did not guarantee first mouth.

First kiss did not decide the bed.

Marriage did not erase hunger.

I stroked myself in her hand.

Lena pulled away from Julian.

"Your face."

"What about it?"

"You looked relieved when I touched you first."

"I was."

"And hurt when I sucked him."

"Yes."

She kissed the head of my cock.

Then took me into her mouth.

The relief returned.

That made the humiliation worse because I could feel how much I needed the smaller act.

Julian rubbed her clit while she sucked me.

Lena moaned around my cock.

The sound vibrated through me.

I held her hair.

She looked at Julian.

Then at me.

Both men controlling different parts of her morning.

My balls tightened.

I pulled out before coming.

"On the balcony."

Lena's eyes brightened.

Julian understood first.

We walked outside naked.

The beach path below was mostly empty.

Early walkers.

A runner.

A man with a dog.

The sky beginning to turn pink.

Lena leaned over the balcony rail.

Her ass opened toward the house.

Julian moved behind her.

I stood beside her face.

The runner looked up.

He slowed.

Lena saw him.

She smiled.

Julian drove his cock into her cunt from behind.

My wife gasped into the morning air.

The runner stopped completely.

His eyes fixed on the balcony.

I put my cock against Lena's mouth.

She took me.

Julian fucked her while a stranger watched from the path below.

The dog pulled at the leash.

The man did not move.

Lena's eyes stayed on him as she sucked me.

The scene was visible enough to understand.

Not enough to see every detail.

That made it dirtier.

The runner touched the front of his shorts.

I felt Lena moan around my cock.

Julian gripped her hips.

The balcony rail shook.

The stranger looked from Julian to me.

Then at Lena between us.

His mouth opened.

My wife came first.

Her cunt tightened around Julian.

Her cry broke around my cock.

I came into her mouth.

She swallowed while still staring at the runner.

Julian followed, pulling out and coming across her ass.

White cum shone in the sunrise.

The man below stood frozen.

Lena released my cock.

She looked down at him.

"Good morning."

The runner turned away and walked faster.

The dog followed.

Lena laughed.

Julian spread his cum over her ass.

I kissed my wife.

The new day had begun before coffee.


CHAPTER 32

EVAN - WHEN SHE CHOSE MY ROOM

After the balcony, Lena showered alone.

That was unusual.

She closed the bathroom door and stayed inside for twenty minutes.

Julian and I waited in the kitchen.

Neither man spoke about the runner.

Neither needed to.

The image remained between us.

My wife over the rail.

Julian behind her.

My cock in her mouth.

A stranger below.

The coffee brewed.

Julian wore the dark shirt from the note.

Unbuttoned.

I looked at the pocket.

"She wanted you to wear that."

"Yes."

"Why?"

"You know why."

I did.

Lena emerged wearing a towel.

Her hair wet.

Her skin clean.

No other man on her now.

She walked directly to Julian.

Then buttoned his shirt.

One button.

Another.

Exactly as the note had ordered.

I sat at the island with a hard cock.

She looked at me after every button.

The scene repeated breakfast in reverse.

Another ordinary moment turned into a blade.

When she finished, she touched Julian's chest.

"Perfect."

Then she walked past him.

Toward me.

She dropped the towel.

Naked.

Clean.

Her hand closed around my cock beneath the island.

"Come upstairs."

Julian remained in the kitchen.

I looked at him.

Lena caught my chin and turned my face back to hers.

"I chose your room."

The words entered deeper than relief.

Not because she owed me a choice.

Because after the wall, the second bed, the balcony, and the shirt, she wanted a private hour with her husband.

I stood.

She led me to the king bedroom.

The door stayed open.

Julian could hear if he wanted.

But he did not follow.

Lena pushed me onto the bed.

She climbed over my body.

No dirty comparison at first.

No bull's name.

Only my wife kissing me.

Her wet hair touching my face.

Her clean pussy against my cock.

I held her waist.

"Why did you shower?"

"Because I wanted you to feel only me."

My throat tightened.

"Why?"

"Because sharing me is not the same as losing every private thing."

She lowered herself onto my cock.

Slowly.

Her cunt was sore from the weekend.

Still opened easily.

She moved carefully until I filled her.

Smaller.

Familiar.

Her face softened.

"This is home," she whispered.

The words nearly broke me.

I rolled her beneath me.

The open door framed the hallway.

Julian remained downstairs.

For the first time since Friday afternoon, no other hand touched her.

No stranger watched.

No phone recorded.

I fucked my wife in the room we had first believed would belong to us.

She held my face.

Her eyes stayed on mine.

"Tell me something true," she said.

"I wanted every second."

"Even the wall?"

"Especially the wall."

"Breakfast?"

"That hurt more."

"The beach?"

"I wanted every man to see."

"Julian's shirt?"

"I hated it."

Her mouth curved.

"Your cock likes the truth."

"It loves the truth."

She wrapped her legs around me.

"Tell me the worst truth."

I drove deeper.

"I want another weekend."

Lena stopped breathing for one second.

Then she smiled.

Not triumphant.

Not cruel.

Moved.

"My husband wants more."

"Yes."

"My cuck wants to hear me through another wall."

"Yes."

"My husband wants me back afterward."

"Always."

Her cunt tightened.

She came around me with my name in her mouth.

Not Julian's.

Mine.

I followed.

My cock pulsed in her cunt.

The open door remained empty.

Julian had given us the room without being asked.

Afterward, Lena lay across my chest.

Downstairs, a cupboard opened.

Coffee cups touched.

Ordinary life waiting.

She kissed my wedding ring.

"Now we can go back to him."

I held her tighter for one extra minute.

Then we returned to the kitchen together.


CHAPTER 33

LENA - THE LAST SWIM

We entered the pool before packing.

No bikinis.

The fence was high.

The Sunday sun had not yet become cruel.

I stepped into the water naked while Evan and Julian watched from the deck.

Two men.

Two different hungers.

One weekend ending too quickly.

Julian entered first.

Evan followed.

The water closed around all three bodies.

I swam toward the deep end and turned.

Both men came after me.

My husband reached me first.

His hands closed around my waist.

Julian stopped behind him.

For one moment, Evan stood between me and the bull.

I kissed my husband.

Slow.

The water moved around our bodies.

When the kiss ended, Evan turned me.

He placed my back against his chest and faced me toward Julian.

"Last swim," he said.

"Last lesson?"

"No."

His hand moved over my pussy.

"Last memory."

Julian approached.

His cock was already hard beneath the water.

It touched my thigh.

I looked back at Evan.

"What memory?"

"My wife between us."

Julian lifted one of my legs.

Evan held the other.

The water supported my body while both men opened me.

No bed.

No chair.

No wall.

Only sunlight and the sound of water striking tile.

Julian pushed his fingers into my cunt.

Evan rubbed my clit.

I leaned against my husband while the bull touched me.

"Look at him," Evan whispered.

I did.

Julian's face remained calm.

His hand did not.

Two thick fingers pushed into my cunt.

Then three.

My mouth opened.

Evan's cock hardened against my back.

"Tell me what he does better," my husband said.

The question had changed.

No fear beneath it.

Only hunger.

"His fingers fill me more."

Evan rubbed my clit harder.

"More."

"His cock stretches me wider."

Julian pulled his fingers free.

He replaced them with the head of his cock.

The water made the first pressure feel strange.

Heavy.

Slow.

He entered me while Evan held me open.

My body stretched.

I gasped.

"More," Evan said again.

I looked at Julian.

Then at my husband over my shoulder.

"He makes me feel small."

Evan's cock pulsed against my ass.

"And me?"

"You make me feel seen."

His expression changed.

Julian filled me fully.

The pool water moved around our joined bodies.

Evan held my legs.

Julian held my hips.

I floated between them while my bull fucked me and my husband kept me open.

Every hard drive pushed my ass against Evan's cock.

I reached behind and stroked him.

He groaned beside my ear.

"Your wife is taking him one last time," I whispered.

"I know."

"Your cock is still hard."

"I know."

"Poor cuck."

He bit my shoulder.

Julian fucked me harder.

Water splashed over the edge.

The fence hid us from the neighboring houses.

The open sky did not.

A small airplane crossed far above.

I wondered whether anyone looked down.

The thought made my cunt tighten.

Julian felt it.

He drove deeper.

I came with sunlight across my face.

Evan's hand remained on my clit.

Julian's cock remained buried in my cunt.

My husband's teeth marked my shoulder.

Then Evan moved me away.

Julian pulled out.

My husband entered me from behind in the pool.

Smaller.

Immediate.

Home inside the fantasy.

Julian stood in front of me.

I took his cock into my mouth.

Evan fucked my cunt while I sucked the bull.

The last swim became both men at once.

My body moved between them.

Water.

Cock.

Mouth.

Hands.

Evan came first.

His cock pulsed in my cunt.

The sound he made traveled across the pool.

Julian came across my tongue seconds later.

I swallowed while my husband remained buried in me.

When the movement stopped, all three bodies floated close.

Evan held me.

Julian touched my wet hair.

The pool became quiet.

I looked at both men.

"Now I have the memory."

Evan kissed my shoulder.

"What memory?"

"My husband holding me open for the man he brought back."

Julian's hand rested on the water beside mine.

"And?"

I smiled.

"My husband taking me back before the water stopped moving."

Neither man answered.

They did not need to.

We stayed in the pool until the sun rose higher.

Then we climbed out to pack.


CHAPTER 34

EVAN - PACKING THE HOUSE

The suitcase looked different on Sunday.

Friday, it had held possibilities.

Sunday, it held evidence.

The black dress smelled like the restaurant and Julian's hands.

The white bikini was stained and twisted.

The red bottoms had one stretched string.

My white shirt carried Lena, me, and the room across the hall.

Julian's dark shirt remained on his body.

Lena buttoned it while I watched, exactly as the note had promised.

Then she removed it from him.

Slowly.

One button at a time.

My cock hardened again even after the pool.

Lena saw.

"Still works."

"What?"

"Breakfast."

"This isn't breakfast."

"It is morning. He is wearing the shirt. You're hard."

Julian smiled.

"Close enough."

Lena folded the shirt and placed it in our suitcase.

I looked at her.

"Why ours?"

She touched the fabric.

"Because it covered me."

"It belongs to him."

Julian answered.

"Keep it."

The gift hit strangely.

Not a bracelet.

Not a photograph.

A normal dark shirt another man had worn against my wife's body.

Lena pressed it to her face and inhaled.

My stomach tightened.

She looked at me over the fabric.

"Smells like him."

"I know."

"Want it washed?"

"No."

Her smile became soft and filthy at once.

"Good husband."

We moved through the house collecting chargers, towels, and empty glasses.

The practical work after the sex felt intimate.

Julian carried trash to the outside bin.

Lena wiped the kitchen counter where I had come the night before.

I stripped the sheets from both beds.

The second room stopped looking like a scene.

The headboard marks remained on the wall.

I touched one.

Lena appeared behind me.

"Heard every one?"

"Most."

"Which was worst?"

"The first night."

"Why?"

"The closed door."

She placed her hand over mine on the wall.

"And the best?"

"The open one."

"Why?"

"Because I walked inside."

She leaned against my back.

"You were afraid the weekend would prove I could live beside him."

"It did."

Her arms tightened around me.

"But?"

"I still wanted you beside me after."

She kissed my shoulder.

"That is the only answer that matters."

Julian entered with the empty bottles.

He saw us at the wall.

No jealousy crossed his face.

No claim.

That steadiness remained part of why he was dangerous.

He did not need to compete with the marriage.

He only needed to fill the space we opened.

Lena stepped away from me and touched his chest.

"Thank you."

"For what?"

"Not pretending this was only sex."

Julian looked at me.

"He did not book only sex."

I nodded.

The truth had become easier by Sunday.

"I wanted breakfast."

"And the wall," Lena said.

"And the wall."

"And the beach."

"Yes."

"And another weekend."

Julian's eyes sharpened.

Lena smiled.

"My husband confessed."

"I heard."

"You heard us?"

"The door was open."

Humiliation heated my face.

Julian looked at the suitcase.

"Then keep the shirt."

Lena folded it again.

We carried the bags to the front door.

The house became empty behind us.

For one second, I wanted to stay.

Not because I could live there.

Because leaving meant the experiment would return to memory.

Lena took my hand.

Julian opened the door.

Salt air entered.

The weekend ended one ordinary step at a time.


CHAPTER 35

EVAN - GOODBYE AT THE CARS

Julian loaded his bag into the black SUV.

Our car waited beside it.

The driveway was too public for the goodbye I expected.

A woman walked a small dog across the road.

A family strapped beach chairs to a roof rack.

A man watered plants two houses away.

Lena stood between the cars wearing denim shorts and my white shirt.

A respectable wife again.

Almost.

The shorts were too short.

The shirt showed the bite mark on her shoulder.

Her walk still carried the weekend.

Julian closed the trunk.

Lena looked at him.

No one knew what shape goodbye should take.

A handshake would have been ridiculous.

A hug felt small.

A kiss felt honest.

She chose honesty.

Lena wrapped both arms around Julian's neck and kissed him.

Slow.

The neighbors could see.

The woman with the dog glanced over twice.

I watched my wife say goodbye to her bull with her body pressed against his.

My cock hardened beneath my shorts.

The reaction did not surprise me anymore.

Julian's hands settled at her waist.

Then one moved lower.

He gripped her ass through the denim.

Lena moaned softly against his mouth.

The kiss ended.

She remained close.

"When?" she asked.

"Your husband knows where to find me."

Both looked at me.

The old pressure returned.

Not fear of losing her.

The weight of being the man who opened the next door.

"I know," I said.

Julian released her.

Then he approached me.

For one second, I expected the handshake.

He hugged me.

One arm around my shoulders.

Firm.

Brief.

Human.

"You stayed," he said quietly.

"I came closer."

"That matters."

He stepped back.

Lena watched us.

Her expression softened.

Then Julian opened his driver's door.

Before getting in, he looked at her hip.

She rubbed it unconsciously.

"Sore?"

"A little."

"Same place as before?"

Lena pressed two fingers along the right side of her lower back.

"More after the drive, probably."

Julian nodded.

"I know someone."

The sentence seemed harmless.

It was not.

"What kind of someone?" I asked.

"Sports massage and mobility. Adrian Cole. He works with trainers and athletes. Large hands. Knows what he is doing."

Lena looked at me.

Large hands.

The phrase entered the space Julian had just left.

My cock moved.

She saw.

Of course she saw.

"A massage therapist?" she asked.

"Home visits," Julian said.

The woman with the dog passed behind us.

Lena's smile began slowly.

She looked at my hardening shorts.

"My husband likes the recommendation."

"I like your hip not hurting."

"Liar."

Julian laughed.

"I'll send the number."

He entered the SUV.

The engine started.

Lena stood beside me while he backed away.

She waved.

Julian drove toward the main road and disappeared.

The driveway became quiet.

One car.

One husband.

One wife.

The dark shirt in our suitcase.

A new name waiting to arrive by message.

Lena touched my cock through my shorts.

"Large hands."

"Don't."

"Home visits."

"Lena."

"Massage oil."

I caught her wrist.

She smiled.

"The weekend is over, cuck."

"I know."

"Then why are you hard?"

I looked at the road where Julian had disappeared.

Then at my wife.

"Because he left us another door."

She kissed my cheek.

"Drive home."

The command sounded familiar now.

I obeyed.


CHAPTER 36

EVAN - THE ROAD BACK

Lena slept for the first hour.

Her head rested against the window.

My white shirt covered the marks on her body.

The dark shirt lay at the top of the suitcase behind us.

My phone vibrated in the cup holder.

Julian: Adrian Cole. Sending contact.

A business card appeared.

COLE BODYWORK.

Sports massage.

Mobility.

In-home appointments.

The photograph showed a man in black scrubs standing beside a massage table.

Forty-two, maybe.

Dark hair with silver at the sides.

Lean body.

Thick forearms.

Large hands resting on the edge of the table.

I enlarged the hands.

Then caught myself.

Lena's voice came softly from the passenger seat.

"Zoom in more."

Her eyes remained closed.

"You're awake."

"I heard the message."

I looked back at the road.

"He is a therapist."

"With large hands."

"That means nothing."

"Julian said it because it means something."

My cock hardened.

Lena opened her eyes and looked down.

"There he is."

I placed the phone in the holder.

"Your hip actually hurts."

"Yes."

The answer became serious for one beat.

"We can find a woman."

"We can."

She studied my face.

"Do you want to?"

I gripped the wheel.

The honest answer waited beneath the practical one.

"No."

Her smile returned.

"Why?"

"Because I pictured him touching you."

"Where?"

"Your hip."

"Only?"

I looked at the photograph.

Adrian's forearms.

The massage table.

The calm professional expression.

"No."

Lena unbuttoned my shirt on her body.

She opened it to her waist.

Nothing beneath.

Her nipples showed.

The highway stretched ahead.

Cars passed on both sides.

A truck driver looked down into our car.

He saw my wife's bare chest.

His head turned.

Lena smiled at him.

Then she placed my phone between her breasts and took a photograph.

Adrian's business card on the screen.

My white shirt open.

Julian's bite mark visible near her shoulder.

She sent it to our private chat.

Lena: The bull recommends a man with skilled hands.

My cock tightened beneath my shorts.

"What would he touch?" she asked.

"Your back."

"More."

"Your ass."

"More."

"Your inner thighs."

"More."

I glanced at her.

She slid one hand beneath the waistband of her shorts.

"My pussy."

Her fingers moved.

The truck remained beside us.

The driver kept looking down.

Lena opened her legs.

He could not see everything from that height.

He saw enough.

She rubbed her clit while Adrian's photograph remained between her breasts.

"What do you picture?" she asked.

"A table in our living room."

"Where are you?"

"Sitting close."

"Watching?"

"Yes."

"What does he say?"

"Turn over."

Lena's fingers moved faster.

The truck driver stared.

I kept both hands on the wheel.

My cock pressed painfully against my shorts.

"What does he see when I turn over?"

"Your body under a towel."

"Does the towel stay?"

"No."

"Does he know your wife is wet?"

"Yes."

"How?"

"He touches your thigh."

"More."

"His hand moves higher."

Lena gasped.

The truck drifted toward the lane line.

The driver corrected.

My wife smiled at him while touching herself.

"Does Adrian stay professional?" she asked.

"At first."

"And after?"

I looked at the large hands on the phone.

"After, he touches you because he wants to."

Lena came in the passenger seat.

Her body tightened.

Her mouth opened.

The truck driver saw her face.

He slowed, letting our car move ahead.

Lena kept her hand under her shorts until the last wave passed.

Then she removed it.

Her fingers shone.

She held them toward me.

I sucked them clean without taking my eyes from the road.

"Book the massage," she whispered.

The house was still an hour away.

The next fantasy was already riding with us.


CHAPTER 37

EVAN - THE HOUSE AFTER

Our house looked smaller when we returned.

The same kitchen.

The same stairs.

The same couch where Lena had first described Julian's hands before either of us knew his body.

Nothing had moved.

We had.

I carried the suitcase upstairs.

Lena followed wearing my white shirt open over bare skin.

She had put the denim shorts in the bag before we crossed the bridge into Tampa.

The drive through our neighborhood exposed her legs to every passing car.

She liked that.

I liked knowing she liked it.

The front door closed.

Silence replaced the waves.

For one second, the weekend felt impossible.

Then Lena opened the suitcase.

The smell rose immediately.

Sex.

Salt.

Coconut oil.

Julian's dark shirt lay across the top.

She lifted it.

Pressed it to her face.

Inhaled.

My cock hardened.

Lena looked at me over the fabric.

"Still smells like him."

"I know."

"You hate that."

"Yes."

"You want me to wear it."

"Yes."

She removed my shirt.

Naked again.

Then she slid Julian's dark shirt over her arms.

It hung differently on her.

Larger.

The cuffs covered part of her hands.

The hem reached her thighs.

Another man's clothes in our bedroom.

No man inside them.

The absence became part of the fantasy.

Lena buttoned only one button.

She walked toward our mirror.

Turned.

Looked at herself.

"Take a picture."

I opened the camera.

She faced away and lifted the back of the shirt.

Her ass appeared.

Red marks from Julian's hands.

The faint white trace the pool shower had missed near one cheek.

I took the photograph.

"Send it to him," she said.

I opened the group chat.

The last video showed Lena between us on the second bedroom bed.

The new photograph appeared beneath it.

Evan: Home. Still wearing what you left behind.

Julian answered almost immediately.

Julian: Turn around.

Lena smiled.

She faced the mirror.

Opened the shirt.

Her breasts appeared.

The bite mark on her shoulder.

The gold WATCH bracelet.

I took another photograph.

Julian: Lower.

She spread her legs.

The dark shirt opened around her bare pussy.

I photographed my wife obeying her bull inside our bedroom while her husband held the phone.

My cock strained against my trousers.

Julian: Put your husband's hand on her.

Lena looked at me.

"Do it."

I placed one hand over her pussy.

My fingers pushed into her sore cunt.

She gasped.

I took the photograph with the other hand.

My wedding ring showed.

Her pussy around my fingers.

Julian's shirt framing both.

Julian: Good. That is where he belongs.

The message struck me harder than any insult.

Not outside.

Not replaced.

My hand inside my wife while she wore another man's shirt.

I pushed deeper.

Lena leaned against the mirror.

"Tell him what you feel."

I typed with one hand.

Evan: She is still open from you.

Julian: And hard for you?

I looked down.

My trousers showed the answer.

Lena laughed softly.

She opened them.

Pulled my cock free.

Placed it beside the phone screen.

She took a photograph of my hard cock beneath Julian's message.

Lena: Very.

Julian sent a voice note.

His deep voice filled our bedroom.

"Then fuck your wife in my shirt. Make her tell you which room she misses."

My cock pulsed.

Lena put the phone on the dresser.

The dark shirt remained open.

She bent over our bed.

I moved behind her.

My hand held the back of the shirt.

The other guided my cock into her cunt.

She accepted me easily.

The weekend remained in her body.

I felt it again.

The opened softness.

The soreness.

The way my smaller cock moved inside what Julian had stretched.

Lena looked back.

"Which room do you miss?" I asked.

She smiled.

"The one with the open door."

I drove deeper.

"More."

"The balcony."

Harder.

"More."

"The pool."

I gripped her hips.

"More."

"The wall."

Jealousy burned through me.

My cock hardened further.

"Why?"

"Because you listened."

I fucked her harder.

The phone screen remained lit.

Julian's name above the voice note.

My wife's body beneath his shirt.

My cock buried in her cunt.

"Which bed?" I asked.

She moaned.

"Both."

"Which man?"

"Both."

I pulled her hair.

"Who brought you home?"

"My husband."

"Who are you wearing?"

"My bull."

"Who is fucking you?"

"My cuck."

The answer made me come.

My cock pulsed in her cunt.

Lena came with me.

Her cunt tightened.

Her face pressed into our sheets.

The dark shirt covered her back.

Afterward, I remained buried in her cunt.

The phone vibrated.

Julian: Heard enough through the voice note to know she answered honestly.

I froze.

The recording button had remained pressed.

The entire scene had been sent.

Lena laughed beneath me.

"Your bull heard us."

"Our bull."

She looked back.

"Better."

I pulled out.

She rolled over.

The dark shirt opened around her naked body.

I looked at our room.

Our bed.

Our wifehood and husbandhood changed but still standing.

The beach house had not followed us home.

The hunger had.

Downstairs, the suitcase remained open.

Inside it waited the white bikini, the black dress, and the red string that had exposed her to half the beach.

On the dresser, Adrian Cole's business card waited inside the message Julian had sent.

The weekend was over.

The next touch was already coming.


EPILOGUE

LENA - ADRIAN COLE

Evan searched Adrian Cole before we unpacked.

He sat at the kitchen table with the laptop open.

I stood behind him wearing Julian's dark shirt.

No panties.

The weekend suitcase remained by the stairs.

Sand clung to the wheels.

The house smelled ordinary.

Coffee.

Air conditioning.

Home.

My body did not feel ordinary.

My hip ached.

My cunt felt used.

The bite mark on my shoulder darkened beneath Julian's shirt.

Evan enlarged Adrian's photograph.

Again.

The hands.

Always the hands.

"You like them," I said.

"He is qualified."

"You are reading his knuckles."

Evan closed the picture.

I opened it again.

Adrian's website described recovery work, mobility, deep tissue massage, and private home appointments.

Professional words.

Clean photographs.

A black massage table.

White towels.

Oil bottles arranged in a row.

The page should have cooled me.

Instead, I pictured the table in our living room.

Evan on the sofa.

Adrian's hands moving beneath a towel.

My body reacting before the man did.

That was the next hunger.

Not a bull arriving already hard.

A man trained to touch without revealing what he wanted.

A husband watching every professional movement and imagining when it would stop being professional.

I leaned over Evan's shoulder.

The dark shirt opened.

My breasts pressed against his back.

"Call him."

"Tonight?"

"Tomorrow."

"Your hip hurts now."

"Tonight, I want the toy."

His cock hardened beneath the table.

I smiled.

"Which one?"

"The thick one."

"Why?"

"Because Julian opened you all weekend."

"And you want to see what I can still take."

"Yes."

I kissed his ear.

"Put the laptop on the bed."

Twenty minutes later, I lay naked across our sheets.

Adrian's website glowed from the screen beside me.

Evan knelt between my legs with the black toy in his hand.

Julian's dark shirt lay beneath my head.

The first pressure opened my sore cunt.

I gasped.

Evan watched my face.

"Picture his hands," he said.

"I am."

"Where?"

"On my hips."

He pushed the toy deeper.

"More."

"Spreading my legs."

Deeper.

"More."

"Moving under the towel."

My cunt stretched around the thick black cock.

Evan's eyes darkened.

"Does he know you're wet?"

"Yes."

"Does he stop?"

"No."

He fucked me with the toy while Adrian's professional photograph remained beside my body.

Large hands.

Calm face.

A man who had no idea what Julian's recommendation had already done to us.

I touched my clit.

Evan drove the toy harder.

"Tell me what happens when he comes to our house."

I looked at the massage table on the screen.

"He touches the place that hurts."

"Only that?"

I smiled.

"Not for long."

I came around the toy with Adrian's name in my mouth.

Evan pulled it free.

Then he entered me.

Smaller.

Hard.

Home.

He fucked me while I stared at the photograph of the next man.

My husband saw.

His cock became harder.

The weekend had taught us that hunger did not end when a bull drove away.

It changed clothes.

Changed rooms.

Changed hands.

Julian had been the man I chose.

Adrian would be the man who touched me because it was his job.

At first.

Evan filled my cunt while the appointment page waited on the screen.

When our breathing slowed, I reached for the laptop.

I selected Thursday afternoon.

Home visit.

Ninety minutes.

Evan watched my finger hover over the button.

"Ready?" I asked.

His cock moved in my cunt.

That was the only answer I needed.

I clicked Book.

The confirmation arrived two minutes later.

Adrian Cole: Thursday, 3:00 p.m. I will bring the table. Wear something that allows access to the hip and lower back.

Evan read it twice.

"Allows access," I said.

"He means shorts."

"I know what he means."

I took the laptop from him and opened Adrian's profile again.

There was a short video beneath the photographs.

Adrian demonstrated a hip release on a female athlete. She lay on her back while he lifted one knee and pressed it toward her chest. His forearm rested along the inside of her thigh.

Professional.

Controlled.

His hand covered nearly half her leg.

Evan watched the same detail I did.

The woman's shorts pulled tight across her hips when Adrian moved her knee outward.

His palm shifted higher.

Not sexual.

My pussy clenched anyway.

Evan's cock remained buried in my cunt, softening after he came.

I rolled my hips.

He hardened again.

"Play it again," I said.

He did.

Adrian's voice came through the speakers.

"Let the leg become heavy. I have the weight."

The sentence entered my body.

I imagined lying on our living room floor beneath those hands.

Evan sitting where the camera stood.

Adrian lifting my leg.

My shorts moving.

His professional face changing when he realized the fabric between my thighs was soaked.

"Again," I said.

Evan replayed the video.

This time, I touched myself.

One hand on my pussy.

The other on the laptop.

Adrian pressed his forearm along the athlete's thigh.

Evan watched my fingers.

"Does that voice make you wet?"

"Yes."

"He has not met you."

"He will."

The appointment page showed his phone number.

I pressed it.

Evan caught my wrist.

"You're calling now?"

"I want to hear whether he sounds like the video."

The phone rang once.

Twice.

Then a deep voice answered.

"Cole Bodywork. Adrian speaking."

Evan's cock hardened fully in my cunt.

I smiled.

"Hi. My husband just booked a home appointment for Thursday."

Adrian asked my name.

"Lena."

His voice remained calm.

"Right hip and lower back?"

I looked at Evan.

"Yes."

"How long has it been bothering you?"

"Three weeks."

Evan's hand moved over my stomach.

I kept my fingers on my clit.

"Any sharp pain?"

"No. Tight. Worse after activity."

The truthful answer carried a second meaning only my husband understood.

Adrian continued.

"I'll assess the hip first. The work may include the glute and upper thigh. I will explain what I am doing as we go."

Evan's cock pulsed in my cunt.

My fingers moved faster.

"That sounds good."

"Your husband will be present?"

I watched Evan's face.

"Yes. He likes watching."

The line went quiet for half a second.

Not long enough to become unprofessional.

Long enough for me to notice.

"Good," Adrian said. "I prefer another adult in the house for first visits."

Another adult.

My husband.

My witness.

My cuck.

Evan covered my mouth before I could laugh.

I kissed his palm.

Adrian gave the arrival time and told me he would text when he was outside.

Then he asked one final question.

"Anything I should know before Thursday?"

I looked at the thick toy beside us.

Julian's shirt beneath my head.

Evan's cock buried in my cunt.

The weekend still visible in the marks on my body.

"My husband will tell you," I said.

Adrian paused again.

"All right. Thursday at three."

The call ended.

Evan removed his hand from my mouth.

"You did that on purpose."

"Which part?"

"'He likes watching.'"

"Was it a lie?"

"No."

I moved over his cock.

The video remained frozen on Adrian's hand near the athlete's inner thigh.

Evan gripped my hips.

"Did you hear the pause?"

"Yes."

"Do you think he understood?"

"Not yet."

I rode my husband while staring at the man who would enter our home carrying a massage table.

Not a bull.

Not yet.

A professional.

A stranger with large hands and a calm voice.

Evan looked at the screen too.

His cock became harder in my cunt.

"What do you want him to see first?" I asked.

"You on the table."

"Wearing?"

"Black shorts."

"And under them?"

"Nothing."

I smiled.

"What do you want his hands to discover?"

"How wet my wife gets when another man touches her."

The confession pushed me over.

I came around Evan with Adrian's frozen image beside us.

My husband followed.

His hands held my hips while his eyes remained on the screen.

Thursday at three.

A table in our living room.

A man whose job was to touch bodies.

A husband who had learned that watching was never passive.

I closed the laptop.

The click sounded like another door opening.


CONTINUE THE SERIES

MY WIFE'S SECRET HUNGER

Read the books in order:

BOOK 1 - The Confession

BOOK 2 - The First Rule

BOOK 3 - Her Chosen Bull

BOOK 4 - THE WEEKEND  [YOU ARE HERE]

BOOK 5 - The Massage  [READ NEXT]

BOOK 6

BOOK 7

BOOK 8

BOOK 9

BOOK 10

SHE CAME HOME WEARING HIS SHIRT

BOOK 5: THE MASSAGE

After two nights with Julian, Lena returns sore in every place Evan hoped. Then her bull recommends Adrian, a male massage therapist with hands made to find exactly where Julian left her aching... inside their home, with Evan close enough to see everything.

The next man does not begin by taking off his clothes.

Continue now with The Massage.
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