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Introduction


This full length 74k word novel is the 20th in my “Hotwife Tales” series of stand-alone Stag & Vixen erotica. I hope you find it a positive and loving story of a stag and his vixen, and their joint dark addiction.

While it's loving, it's also very explicit and dirty – you’d expect no less from me!

If you wish to contact me (be nice!), my e-mail:  contact@authorchrisrider.co.uk.

In a pure co-incidence, my lovely wife Rachel HAS written her first ‘proper’ hotwife book – “Bluebird”, which is available on Kindle Unlimited, eBook, and Paperback.  It’s written almost fully from the POV of the wife – which I think brings an exciting different aspect to it.  Men like me who are into the kink do love to know what the women is thinking.  You can find the book links on our website here; https://authorchrisrider.co.uk/product/bluebird-a-hotwife-awakening-novel/ , or just search for Rachel Rider on Amazon!  If you enjoy it, she also likes feedback; rachel@authorchrisrider.co.uk  Book 2 is coming SOON – she's working on the edit right now!


one
NEW ARRIVAL
Morning Wood and Fresh Sheets


Mark woke alone. Sophie's side was cold, duvet kicked off, pillow still dented where her head had been. He blinked at the ceiling, groggy, then caught the sounds from upstairs: footsteps, something scraping across the floor, Sophie humming some tune he didn't know. Pop shite, probably. The bedside clock glowed 8:32. Saturday. Dayo's arrival day.

Christ.

He rolled onto his back, scrubbed a hand over his face. His cock stirred beneath the sheet, morning wood, persistent. The same semi he'd woken with for the past week since… He'd told himself it was nerves, anticipation, the weight of what today might mean. But honestly, of course he knew better. This wasn't anxiety. It was arousal, pure and filthy, the kind he'd been nursing privately ever since they'd signed up with the Kentish Town Refugee Support Network two months ago.

The conversation replayed in fragments. Sophie curled on the sofa with her laptop, reading some Guardian piece about asylum seekers taking huge ricks to come to the UK, arriving on small boats, looking up with those big green eyes. "We should do something, shouldn't we? We've got the spare room." Mark had agreed immediately. Of course he had; they were liberal, progressive, the sort of couple who voted Labour and recycled like it mattered. Helping a refugee was the decent thing to do.

Except.

Except when they'd sat in the charity's cramped office off Kentish Town Road, leafing through profiles, and the coordinator had slid Dayo Adeyemi's file across the desk, Mark's stomach had dropped. The photo: Dayo, a mid-twenties Nigerian, broad shoulders and high cheekbones, smile that could sell anything. Mechanical engineer by trade but had fled political persecution. Six foot two, with an athletic build. Mark's cock had twitched before his brain caught up. Fuck. This is wrong. This is so bloody wrong. But he'd stared anyway, heat creeping up his neck, guilt of his porn preferences and lust knotted together like dirty washing.

It was wrong to feel excited about a tall, handsome Black man moving into their home - spending time with his wife. That wasn't the point. The point was charity, compassion, and just doing the right thing.

But still.

He'd glanced at Sophie, trying to gauge her reaction. She'd studied the photo too long, thumb brushing the edge of the paper, and when she'd looked up at the coordinator and said, "He sounds perfect," her voice had been just a shade too bright maybe? What was she thinking? Did she notice too? Did she-

Mark swung his legs out of bed, bare feet sinking into the cream carpet. He stood, adjusted his joggers over his half-hard cock, and grabbed the faded Radiohead T-shirt draped over the teal armchair in the corner. The fabric smelt faintly of him: yesterday's sweat, Dove body wash, sleep. He pulled it on anyway, caught his reflection in the mirror above the chest of drawers. Tousled brown hair. Glasses slightly askew. Pale skin that never tanned properly, just burnt and peeled. Average. Unremarkable. Five foot six on a good day.

He exhaled, padded barefoot out into the hall. The old oak steps creaked under his weight, each groan familiar, almost comforting. The humming grew louder as he climbed to the second floor, and he paused at the doorway to what had been their office-slash-junk-room until yesterday.

Sophie was bent over the single bed, magnificent arse up, wrestling a fitted sheet onto the mattress. Her sexy blonde ponytail swung with each tug. Christ. Those navy yoga leggings clung to her hips, her thighs, the curve of her arse like a second skin. White vest top, thin cotton, no bra. Her nipples poked through, small hard peaks that shifted every time she moved.

Mark's mouth went dry. Not wearing a bra. Is that on purpose? No, don't be daft. She's just comfortable. She might change before he arrives, right?

"Morning, love," he said, voice coming out rougher than he'd meant. He leant against the doorframe, crossing his arms to steady himself. "You're up early."

Sophie glanced back, smile too quick, too bright. Nervous. "Couldn't sleep. Wanted to make sure everything's perfect." She turned back to the bed, yanking the sheet into place. "I've already cleaned the bathroom, scrubbed the tiles, restocked the towels. Did you check if the radiator in here needs bleeding?"

"It's fine," Mark said, making a mental note to do it when she wasn’t watching, and stepped into the room. The space felt smaller now with the bed made up, desk shoved into the corner, skylight above letting in pale autumn light. It smelt of fresh paint and the faint mustiness of a room that hadn't been used in months. "Dayo's will be grateful for a roof, Soph. You don't have to go overboard."

She straightened, brushed a stray strand of hair from her face, laughed. Short, breathy, unconvincing. "Overboard? I'm not going overboard." But her hands fidgeted with the corner of the sheet, smoothing it again and again, and she wouldn't meet his eyes.

Mark crossed the room, helped her straighten the sheet. Sophie watched him, teeth catching her lower lip. That nervous tell she'd had since uni. He stepped closer, hands finding her waist, thumbs brushing the bare skin where her vest had ridden up slightly. Warm. Soft.

She smells like that coconut shampoo. God, she's beautiful in the mornings. No makeup, just her.

Sophie leant into him, exhaling like she'd been holding her breath. Her forehead dropped to his shoulder, and for a moment they just stood there in the quiet, skylight casting a rectangle of pale gold across the floorboards.

"What if this feels too weird?" she whispered, voice muffled against his T-shirt. "Having a stranger in our house?"

Mark kissed the top of her head, breathed in coconut and lavender. "It'll be fine," he murmured. "We're doing a good thing, love. Not just wringing our hands, we're actually doing something to help someone in need. Remember that."

She pulled back, tilted her head to look up at him. Her eyes searched his face, glassy, jaw tight, like she might cry or bolt. "Are you nervous?"

He hesitated. The truth hovered on his tongue: Yes. Yes, I'm nervous because I've been half-hard thinking about this for days. Because I've watched enough dodgy interracial porn to know what happens when a couple invites a younger, fitter, better-endowed man into their home. Because part of me, Christ, a big part of me, wants to see if you look at him the way you used to look at me.

But he just nodded. "Bit, yeah."

Sophie's hand drifted down, casual, exploratory, and brushed over the front of his joggers. Her fingers grazed the outline of his erection, and her eyebrow arched. "Nervous, hmm?" Teasing, but her cheeks flushed pink, colour spreading down her neck.

Mark's breath caught. He grabbed her wrist, pressed her palm harder against his cock, fully hard now, straining against the joggers. "You're the one not wearing a bra," he said, voice rough.

Sophie bit back a grin, squeezed him. Hard. The pressure shot through him, hips jerking forward, and he groaned. Fuck, yes. Her eyes went dark, breath coming faster. Then they were kissing, urgent and messy, tongues sliding together. She tasted like toothpaste and sleep, mouth hot and eager. His hands grabbed her arse, pulled her flush against him, and she made this breathy little moan that went straight to his cock. God, she's already turned on. Is it me or is she thinking about-

A car door slammed outside. They both froze, kiss breaking, then laughed, breathy, a bit manic. Mark stepped back, adjusting his erection. Sophie's cheeks were flushed, lips swollen. Christ. We nearly fucked right here, and he's not even arrived yet.

Sophie smoothed her vest down, picked up the fresh navy sheets folded on the chair. "Come on," she said, voice steadier now but still edged with something unnameable. "Help me make the bed. He'll be here at two."

Mark groaned inwardly, adjusted himself again, grabbed the pillowcases from the chair.
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Kitchen Discoveries

Sophie dragged the butter knife across toast, the scraping rhythm almost meditative, almost calming. Except her hands wouldn't stop trembling. Morning sun slanted through the French doors, warm on the tiles beneath her bare feet, but her toes kept curling involuntarily, gripping for purchase she didn't need. Breathe. Just bloody breathe.

Coffee filled the kitchen, rich and dark, cutting through the sweet tang of strawberry jam. She glanced at Mark over her shoulder. He sat at the reclaimed oak table, phone angled in his palm, the Guardian app open, but his eyes weren't moving right. Just fixed on the screen, unseeing. He's as nervous as I am, trying not to show it.

She poured coffee from the cafetière, his black, hers pale with oat milk swirling cloudy. Set his mug beside his elbow, watched his distracted smile, the murmured thanks. Sophie slid into the chair opposite, tucked one leg beneath her, bit into the toast. Butter still cold, not quite melted, the texture all wrong in her mouth. She chewed anyway, swallowed, sipped coffee she didn't taste.

Too quiet. Just the fridge humming, a neighbour's lawnmower buzzing somewhere distant, the house creaking as it settled into the day's heat. She loved Saturday mornings like this - normally lazy, unhurried, the weekend stretching ahead like an exhale. But today her mind wouldn't settle. It kept circling back to the man arriving with his few worldly possessions and that polite, grateful smile she'd seen in the photos.

Dayo.

She'd practised saying it in the bathroom mirror yesterday, alone, lips shaping the syllables. Die-oh. Simple. Two beats. But she'd still worried about getting it wrong, sounding ignorant or worse, patronising. What if she mispronounced his name in front of him? What if he thought she was some clueless white woman who couldn't be bothered?

"What time's the charity worker dropping him off again?" The words came out too bright, too forced. She winced internally.

Mark glanced up. "Two-ish."

Sophie nodded, tore off another piece of toast, shredded it between her fingers. "Right. Good. Gives us time to sort everything."

Mark set his phone down, leaned back, arms stretching overhead. His T-shirt rode up, exposing pale stomach, that soft curve just above his waistband, and Sophie's gaze caught there before she dragged it away. He cleared his throat. "Did you see the new email? From the charity. Another photo of Dayo - he's been helping at a primary school. Digging a garden."

Her pulse kicked. She hadn't seen it. "No, I... can I look?"

Mark already had his phone out again, swiping through emails, thumb scrolling until he found it. Kentish Town Refugee Support Network. He turned the screen towards her.

Dayo filled the screen. Sophie's eyes tracked every detail before she could stop herself: the way he crouched, all easy confidence and coiled strength. Kids clustered round him, gap-toothed and muddy handed, but God, all she could see was the white T-shirt plastered to his torso, damp patches darkening the fabric. Broad shoulders. The suggestion of carved muscle underneath. His skin gleamed in the sunlight, dark and beautiful, and she felt heat bloom low in her belly, a slick warmth spreading between her thighs.

Look at the kids. It's charity work. Don't be a creep.

But her gaze dragged back to his arms, thick and capable, to the smile on his full lips. White teeth against dark skin. Eyes crinkled, warm. He looked like he belonged there, in that garden, surrounded by kids who adored him. He looked like he'd belong anywhere.

"He looks nice," she managed, handing the phone back. Her voice sounded thin, reedy. Unconvincing. She focused on her demolished toast, crumbs scattered across the table.

Nice? Bloody hell, Soph. He's gorgeous and you know it. Stop it! He's a refugee. A guest. A human being who's survived God knows what trauma. Not... not some fantasy.

Except the thought wouldn't leave. It had been there for weeks, since the charity had first showed Mark and her Dayo's profile. A low hum beneath everything. Curiosity, and something she refused to even think about.

Mark set the phone down, watched her face. Sophie felt his gaze, too heavy, too knowing, and forced herself to meet his eyes, to smile like this was normal. Like she wasn't soaked through her knickers just from looking at a photograph.

"Bit different, innit?" Mark said carefully. "Having a bloke around. After just us for years."

Sophie shrugged, sipped coffee gone lukewarm. "We've had friends stay before."

"Yeah, but not... you know. Living here."

Silence opened between them. Sophie's heartbeat thudded in her ears, too loud, too fast. She was acutely aware of her nipples, tight beneath the vest, of the wet heat pooling between her thighs, of her breath coming shallow. She'd been thinking about this, really thinking, since they'd agreed to host someone. A handsome stranger in their house. In the next room. Twenty feet away through plasterboard walls. Would he hear them if they fucked? Would they hear him? Showering in their bathroom, sitting at this table, existing in every intimate corner of their private space.

Christ, where's this coming from? Inappropriate. He's fleeing persecution, not here for you to ogle.

But the thought burrowed deep, relentless. Mark's gaze had drifted towards the French doors, towards the little patio garden beyond, but she'd caught it, that flicker in his expression. Arousal? Nerves. She knew that look. Late nights, laptop glow illuminating his face whilst she pretended to sleep, the rustle of his hand moving beneath the duvet.

Sophie stood abruptly, collected plates, crossed to the sink. Behind her, Mark's chair scraped, his phone lighting up with some notification he ignored. She twisted the tap, hot water steaming, rinsed crumbs she couldn't see properly, loaded the dishwasher on autopilot. Her hands moved without thought, mechanical, whilst her mind raced ahead, behind, circling.

The laptop sat open beside the kettle.

Sophie's gaze snagged on the dimmed screen, and something tightened in her chest. Mark never left it unlocked. Never. She glanced back at him - still at the table, scrolling his phone, oblivious - and her hand moved before she'd decided, fingertip grazing the trackpad.

The screen flared bright. Browser. Tabs across the top. Her stomach dropped.

Hotwife First Time BBC.

The words blurred, refocused. Husband Watches Wife Interracial. Stag Vixen Lifestyle Guide.

Oh fuck. Oh Christ. Her cunt clenched, sudden and vicious, slick heat flooding her knickers. She gripped the counter edge, knuckles bone white.

He's been researching this. He wants this. He wants me with...

She'd always been fine with Mark watching porn. Everyone did it, didn't they? She watched it herself sometimes, late at night, headphones in, hunting for something that actually worked instead of the mechanical, performative bullshit. But this wasn't random browsing. This was focused. Deliberate. Hotwife. The word sat heavy in her head. Interracial. He'd been looking into this. Into watching his wife fuck another man. A Black man.

The thought should've felt like betrayal, like reducing Dayo to some fetish object, some racist fantasy. And part of her did feel that - guilt crawling hot up her neck, shame prickling her skin.

But Christ, another part of her was drenched. Absolutely soaking. Her knickers were already damp from this morning, from Mark's cock pressing against her arse whilst they'd kissed upstairs, and now this - this discovery - made her throb, made her empty cunt ache to be filled.

Is that why he agreed so fast to host Dayo? Is this what he wants? Me with... with him?

She dimmed the laptop screen again, stepped back, turned towards the sink. Gripped the counter harder, trying to anchor herself. Water still running, steam curling.

Get a grip. He's arriving in five hours. You can't think about this. You absolutely cannot.

"You alright, babe?"

Mark's voice made her flinch. She spun round, smile too wide, too manic. "Yeah, fine. Just thinking about dinner. Thought I'd make something nice for Dayo's first night. That jerk chicken recipe?"

Mark's face lit up, tension dissolving. "Perfect. I'm sure he'll love that."

He pushed back from the table, T-shirt riding up as he stretched. Sophie watched him cross the kitchen, every step deliberate, predatory almost, and her pulse kicked into her throat. He slid behind her, arms circling her waist, and Christ, there it was; his cock, half-hard, pressing into the curve of her arse. Still turned on from this morning. Maybe harder.

His mouth found her neck, breath hot, stubble scraping, and she melted back into him, hips tilting to grind against that ridge. Is he thinking about it? About Dayo... and me. His palms slid up her ribs, cupped her tits through the thin vest, no bra, and his thumbs dragged across her nipples, already tight, already aching.

She gasped, soft and involuntary, tilted her head to give him more throat. He kissed her there, teeth grazing, tongue hot against her pulse point.

"We've got a few hours before he arrives." Mark's voice was low, rough against her skin. "Fancy going back to bed?"

Sophie spun in his arms, searched his face. His eyes looked dark and hungry, and she could see it - the fantasy playing behind his eyes. Those browser tabs. Hotwife. Interracial. Watching his wife. He wanted to fuck her now because he was thinking about later.

The realisation hit her cunt like a fist, wetness soaking through her knickers, thighs slick. She grabbed his face, kissed him hard, tongue fucking his mouth, tasting coffee and need and desperation. When she pulled back, they were both panting, lips wet, breath ragged.

"Upstairs," she breathed, voice wrecked. "Right fucking now."
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Four Hours to Fantasy

Mark kicked the bedroom door shut. Pure habit, even though Dayo wouldn't arrive for another four hours. Sophie was already dragging her vest over her head, and Christ, her tits bounced free, pale and perfect, nipples already tight. He stopped dead, forgot how to breathe for a second.

How the fuck did I get this lucky?

She was thirty-two, looked twenty-five, and she'd chosen him. Five years married and she still made his cock ache just standing there topless, blonde hair falling loose from her ponytail.

Sophie dropped the vest, hooked her thumbs into her leggings, shimmied them down in one smooth motion. Knickers went with them. She stepped out of the tangle, completely bare now except for that messy ponytail, and stood there with her hands on her hips, one eyebrow raised.

"Well?" Teasing, breathless. "You just going to stare?"

Mark yanked his Radiohead tee over his head, shoved his joggers down. No boxers underneath – he never bothered on weekends - and his cock sprang free, fully hard, five inches straining upward, tip already glistening. Sophie's gaze dropped, lingered there. Her tongue wet her bottom lip.

That look. He'd seen it a thousand times, but today it felt different. Sharper. Is she comparing me to someone?

Stop. Don't fucking sabotage this. She's here. She wants you.

He crossed the room, hands cupping her face, and kissed her hard. Sophie moaned into his mouth, her fingers wrapping around his cock, stroking firm and confident. Her palm was already slick with his precum, grip just tight enough to make his balls draw up.

He broke the kiss, gasping. "Bed. Now. I need to be inside you."

They fell onto the mattress together, Sophie on her back, legs spreading without hesitation. Mark knelt between her thighs, looked down, and his cock twitched so hard it hurt.

Her pussy was bare except for a narrow landing strip of blonde hair, lips pink and glistening, already soaked. Wetness caught the light, slick trails running down her inner thighs. She was drenched. More than usual. Way more than usual.

When did she get this wet? Who cares.

Fuck foreplay. They were too far gone for that. Mark notched his cock against her entrance, the head already slick, and pushed. Her cunt gripped him brutal and tight, almost too tight, but she was soaked enough he sank in deep on the first thrust. Sophie's back arched off the bed, hands grabbing the white duvet, and she gasped his name.

But her eyes were closed.

She always closed her eyes when it felt good, he knew that, but today it nagged at him. Who's she picturing? Me? Or Dayo, tall and confident and built, arriving in four hours?

He thrust, fast and shallow, couldn't help it, too desperate to pace himself. Watched her face as he fucked her: eyes half-shut, mouth open, those little gasps punching out with each stroke. She looked transported. Beautiful. Flushed and perfect and his.

But also distant. Like part of her was somewhere else.

He leaned down, sucked her nipple into his mouth, bit gently. Sophie cried out, sharp and sudden, nails raking down his back hard enough to sting. There. That got her attention. Her eyes flew open, locked on his, pupils blown wide and dark.

Mark was already close. Balls tightening, that electric tingle crawling up his spine, pooling at the base of his cock. He tried to slow down, tried to make it last, but Sophie wrapped her legs around his waist, heels digging into his arse, urging him deeper, faster.

Too good. Can't... can't hold it. Fuck, I'm going to come already. Pathetic.

Shame and arousal twisted together in his gut, hot and sick, but he couldn't stop. His hips snapped forward, harder now, chasing it.

"You feel so good, babe." His voice cracked. "So tight. Love you, love this pussy-"

Rambling. Incoherent. He was babbling like an idiot, but he couldn't stop, couldn't think, could only fuck and gasp and feel her cunt squeezing him.

Sophie fisted his hair, yanked his face down, kissed him sloppy and wet. Then she whispered it against his lips, barely audible over his ragged panting:

"I saw your browser tabs."

Mark's hips stuttered. His vision whited out for a second. What? She-fuck, she knows-

He stared at her, cock still buried deep, trying to read her face. Pupils blown, cheeks flushed, lips parted. Was she testing him, or seriously turned on?

He couldn't tell, couldn't process it, because his orgasm slammed into him. He thrust once more, twice, then came with a strangled groan, hips jerking, cock pulsing as he flooded her. Not much, never much, just warmth spreading inside her, his balls emptying in weak spurts.

Fuck. She saw. She knows. Is she mad? No. She wouldn't be this wet if she was mad. Is that why she's so wet?

He collapsed on top of her, panting into her neck, sweat slicking their skin together. Sophie stroked his back, slow and soothing, but her pussy was still throbbing beneath him, squeezing his softening cock. She hadn't come. He could feel it in the tension coiled through her body, her breathing too fast, too shallow.

Guilt prickled across his chest. "Sorry. Too fast. Let me-"

He pulled out and his cum leaked from her immediately, thick and white against her pink folds, running down to soak the sheet beneath her arse. Christ, he'd filled her. The sight made his spent cock twitch. But her thighs were still trembling, her breathing too fast. She hadn't come yet.

Mark slid down her body, settled between her thighs, kissed the soft skin of her inner thigh. Then he licked a broad stripe up her pussy, tasting himself immediately. Salty, bitter, mixed with her sweetness, that honey-and-salt flavour he loved. Sophie's hips bucked, her hand flying to his hair.

"Oh Christ, yes-"

He focused on her clit, firm circular pressure with his tongue exactly how she liked it, two fingers sliding inside her at the same time. His own cum was slippery around them, coating his knuckles. I just fucked her, filled her, and now I'm tasting it, cleaning her with my mouth whilst she writhes beneath me. The thought was bizarrely arousing, made his cock stir weakly against the mattress.

Sophie's thighs trembled. He crooked his fingers, found that spot inside her, the one that made her gasp, and kept his tongue relentless on her clit.

She was close. He knew her tells. Breathing ragged, thighs shaking, hand gripping his hair almost painfully tight. She was chanting something, words tumbling out breathless and broken.

"Yes, yes, fuck, yes-"

But her eyes were closed again.

Who's she thinking about? Me? The porn? Dayo? Does it matter if she comes?

It should matter, but right now, with his face buried between her legs, tasting himself inside her, all he wanted was to make her come. However she got there.

Sophie's orgasm slammed through her. Her back bowed off the bed, thighs locked around his head hard enough he couldn't breathe, and her cunt spasmed around his fingers in brutal pulses. She cried out, loud and wrecked, nearly sobbing, and the sound made his cock throb weakly against the mattress. Mark kept licking, gentler now, riding it out with her until she pushed his head away, too sensitive, shaking.

He crawled back up her body, kissed her. She moaned softly, tasting herself and his cum on his lips, her tongue sliding against his. They collapsed together, limbs tangled, sweat cooling on their skin. The room stank of sex, that unmistakable musk of pussy and cum and sweat.

Mark's cock, impossibly, twitched against her thigh. Already stirring again, because apparently his body hadn't got the memo that he'd just come two minutes ago.

Sophie felt it, laughed softly, breathless. "You're insatiable."

Mark kissed her hair, inhaled the scent of her shampoo, coconut and something floral. "Only for you. Always for you."

True. Even if she was thinking about him. Especially if she was.

Sophie propped herself up on one elbow, looked down at him. Her face was unreadable. Flushed, satisfied, but something shifted beneath: nerves, maybe, or excitement. Her pulse hammered visibly in her throat.

"So." She bit her lip. "Were you ever going to show me some of those naughty videos you've been watching?"

Mark's breath stopped. His cock, half-soft against her thigh, gave a definite twitch of interest. He stared at her, trying to read her expression, but she just held his gaze, waiting.

She wasn't angry. She wasn't disgusted. She was... curious? Turned on?

His silence must have been answer enough, because relief washed over her face, or maybe excitement. Either way, his chest tightened and his cock swelled.

Sophie kissed him, soft and lingering this time, then pulled back, searching his face. Whatever she saw there seemed to satisfy her, because she nodded slowly.

"Let's just..." She paused, choosing words carefully. "Maybe it's bad timing? It might get a bit complicated. With Dayo coming to stay."

Mark's exhale came out shaky. "Yeah. Okay. Yeah."

Holy shit. What is she saying? What is she considering? Does she have the same fantasies?

They rested after that, limbs still entwined, Mark's arm pinned beneath her shoulders going numb, but he didn't move. His mind raced despite his closed eyes, images flooding unbidden and relentless.

Dayo's photo from the charity profile. That confident smile, broad shoulders filling out a white tee, dark skin and strong jaw. The school photo they'd been shown, Dayo in football kit, sweaty and grinning, muscles defined. Fuck, the man was built. Taller than Mark. Broader. Probably bigger everywhere.

Sophie's flushed face from moments ago. Her whisper against his mouth. I saw your browser tabs. Not angry. Not disgusted. Curious.

And now her talking about watching that porn with him. About it being complicated with Dayo staying.

As if she was considering something. As if the same thought that had been eating Mark alive for weeks had crossed her mind too.

The bedside clock ticked toward eleven. Mark's eyes drifted to the window, the grey London sky beyond the sheer curtains. Somewhere out there, Dayo was getting ready. Packing his few belongings into a rucksack, maybe saying goodbye to the hostel he'd been stuck in for months. Heading here. To their home.

To their bed?

Stop it… But Christ, maybe.
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Good People

The knife stopped mid-slice, red pepper halves bright against the scarred chopping board, as the doorbell's chime cut through Radio 6 Music's murmur, through the careful bubble of normalcy Sophie had spent all afternoon building.

He's here.

Her pulse stuttered. She set the knife down, wiped her palms on the tea towel hanging from the oven handle. When had her hands started sweating? She smoothed the cream cashmere jumper over her stomach, suddenly aware of how the soft fabric dragged across her nipples, how the high-waisted jeans hugged her hips.

Just be normal. Welcoming. Don't stare. Don't think about this morning, about Mark's browser history, about the way your body went molten when he licked his own cum out of you. Don't think about who you were imagining when you came.

Footsteps echoed down the hallway. Mark's uneven tread, hurried and nervous. The latch clicked. Voices drifted through: Mark's pitched higher than usual, bleeding anxiety into every syllable; a woman's voice, older and warm; and beneath it all, deeper, resonant, a male voice with a lilt she couldn't place yet but already knew - polite and rich.

Sophie walked toward the hallway, her bare feet silent on the tiles.

Mark stood just inside the doorway, stepping aside to make room. A woman in her fifties hovered on the threshold, kind face framed by greying curls, a Kentish Town Refugee Support Network lanyard swinging against her navy coat. That’s right; Sarah. They'd met her at the interview. The woman gestured behind her, half-turning, and the man stepped forward into the narrow Victorian hallway.

Sophie's breath caught somewhere between her throat and her chest.

Christ. The photos hadn't done him justice. Not even bloody close.

Dayo was tall - properly tall, at least six-two, broad-shouldered enough to make their narrow hallway feel suddenly intimate, smaller, charged. He wore faded jeans slung low on his hips and a plain white tee that clung just enough to hint at the muscle underneath. Dark skin, smooth and rich like good chocolate. Clean-shaven jaw. Short fade with a lineup so sharp it could cut. Handsome didn't cover it. He was the kind of handsome that made Sophie's stomach drop, made her forget how to breathe properly.

A single large, battered rucksack hung from one shoulder, the strap cutting across his chest, it was truly bulging.

His eyes met hers. Deep brown, almost black, guarded but polite, searching her face for something she couldn't name. Judgment, maybe. Pity. Whatever it was, he didn't find it, because his expression softened and a small smile tugged at the corner of his mouth.

"You must be Sophie." His voice was warm, the accent educated British English layered with a Nigerian lilt underneath, vowels rounded, consonants softened. "Thank you for having me. I'm Dayo."

Sophie's brain stuttered, coherent thought dissolving into white noise. She forced herself forward, extended her hand. Professional. Safe. Be normal.

"Hi, Dayo. Welcome. We're glad you're here."

His hand engulfed hers. Warm palms, calloused, strong fingers wrapping around hers in a firm shake that wasn't aggressive, just confident. She caught the edge of a tattoo peeking from beneath his sleeve, black ink curling around his bicep in some kind of tribal pattern.

She pulled her hand back before the contact lasted too long, tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, smiled. Tried to look like a decent human being doing a charitable thing, not a woman whose knickers were still damp from this morning's frantic shag, whose husband's cum had dried on her thighs because she hadn't cleaned herself out properly, who was now acutely, painfully aware of her body in a way she hadn't been since she was sixteen.

"Right," Sarah said brightly, pulling a slim folder from her handbag and passing it to Mark. "Just the paperwork. Dayo's asylum details, emergency contacts, our office number if you need anything. I'll check in weekly, but honestly, you've got my mobile if something comes up before then."

Mark took the folder, nodding too enthusiastically. "Brilliant. Yeah, no, that's great. We're happy to help. Honestly."

Dayo turned to Sarah, his expression softening with genuine warmth. "Thank you, Sarah. For everything."

Sarah patted his arm, maternal and kind. "You're going to be just fine here, love. These two are good people."

Good people. The words landed heavy in Sophie's chest. Guilt twisted in her stomach, sharp and uncomfortable. She'd objectified this man before he'd even crossed the threshold, fantasised about scenarios involving him that had sod all to do with charity or kindness. Good people. Right.

Sarah left with another round of thanks and reassurances. An awkward silence descended, the three of them suddenly alone in the narrow hallway. Mark clapped his hands together, the sound too loud, too sharp. "Right! Let me show you your room, mate. It's upstairs, second floor, bit snug but-"

Dayo cut him off gently, his smile reaching his eyes this time. "I'm sure it's perfect. Anywhere's better than the hostel."

Mark's shoulders dropped half an inch, relief visible. "Yeah. Okay. Great. This way."

They trooped upstairs in single file. Mark led, Dayo followed, and Sophie brought up the rear, her eyes inevitably, traitorously dropping to Dayo's arse in those jeans. Firm and muscular, the denim pulled taut across his glutes with each step. She bit her lip hard enough to taste copper.

Stop objectifying him. He's a person who's been through God knows what, not some mucky fantasy, or Mark’s dodgy porn. Stop it.

But her pussy was warm, slick, the fabric of her knickers clinging uncomfortably. She could still feel the ghost of Mark inside her from this morning, the stretch of his cock, his tongue lapping at her afterwards. And now this. Now him.

They reached the second floor. Mark pushed open the door to the small front room, stepping aside to let Dayo enter first. "It's not huge, but it's yours. We put fresh sheets on, towels in the bathroom. Skylight's nice at night if you like stars."

Dayo stepped inside, setting his rucksack down carefully beside the single bed. He looked around, taking in the navy sheets, the small desk in the corner, the sloped ceiling with its Velux window showing a rectangle of grey London sky. His throat worked, and when he spoke his voice was thick with something he was trying very hard to hide.

"This is brilliant. Seriously. Thank you both."

Sophie leaned against the doorframe, her heart squeezing painfully. She saw him properly now, not just the surface, not just the broad shoulders and handsome face. Saw someone who'd lost everything. Someone grateful for basic kindness. Someone who'd probably slept in worse places than she could imagine, who was holding himself together with sheer bloody will.

"Bathroom's just there," she said softly, pointing across the landing. "Towels on the rail. Make yourself at home, honestly."

Dayo nodded, his smile small and genuine. "I will. Thank you."

Mark continued the tour, showing him the family bathroom, mentioning they'd share it. Dayo nodded, no issue. Mark pointed out their bedroom on the first floor, hesitating slightly. "That's us, so if you need anything..."

Dayo glanced at the closed door, nodded again.

Downstairs, the kitchen felt warmer. The jerk marinade she'd started earlier filled the air with scotch bonnet heat and allspice sweetness. Sophie filled the kettle, the water rushing loud into the silence. She offered tea. Dayo accepted, took it black. They sat at the reclaimed oak table, mugs cradled in hands, the silence stretching awkward and uncertain. Radio 6 Music murmured from the speaker, filling the gaps.

Mark cleared his throat. "So, uh, Kentish Town's great. Loads of good pubs, Hampstead Heath's not far if you like walking. The high street's got everything, really."

Dayo sipped his tea, nodded politely. "I'll explore once I'm settled. It seems nice."

Sophie leaned forward slightly. "Where in Nigeria are you from? If you don't mind me asking."

"Lagos." His expression shuttered slightly, guarded. "Family's still there. I miss them."

She didn't push. Nodded, let the silence sit. The radio presenter's voice drifted between them.

Dayo glanced out the French doors toward the small patio, the potted geraniums and folding chairs visible beyond the glass. "You've got a lovely home. I'll try not to be in the way."

Mark rushed to reassure him. "Mate, you're not in the way. Seriously. We want you here."

Sophie saw the tension in Dayo's shoulders ease slightly. She leaned forward, hands flat on the table. "I'm making jerk chicken for dinner. Thought you might appreciate something from home. Well, sort of. Caribbean, not Nigerian, but..."

She trailed off, heat creeping up her neck. Bloody hell, have I just made it worse? Assumed he'd want 'ethnic' food because he's Black? Christ, I'm going to fuck this up before he's even unpacked.

But Dayo's face lit up. Properly lit up, the guardedness dropping away for the first time since he'd walked through the door. "That sounds incredible. I haven't had proper jerk in months."

Relief washed through her, sweet and dizzying. "Great. I mean, I can't promise it's authentic, but I'll do my best."

"I'm sure it'll be amazing." He set his mug down, stood. "Can I help? With the cooking?"

Sophie waved him off. "No, no. You've just arrived. Relax. Settle in."

Mark chimed in. "Yeah, I'll be working from home most days. Freelance design stuff. So you'll see me around. But, uh, you've got your asylum stuff to sort, right?"

Dayo nodded. "Job hunting too, though I know I'm not supposed to work yet. Might spend time at the library, research for the claim. Try to stay out of your hair."

"Honestly, don't worry about it," Sophie said. "Oh, and I've got a yoga studio nearby. Kentish Town Road. If you ever want to try a class, it's free. Obviously."

Dayo laughed, a low rumble that did something warm and dangerous low in her belly. "I'm not flexible. At all. But thank you."

He crossed to the sink, rinsed his mug without being asked. Polite, house-trained, considerate. Sophie watched the muscles in his forearms shift as he turned the tap, the dark skin of his hands contrasting with the white ceramic.

"I'll get out of your hair," he said, turning back to them. "Unpack a bit. What time's dinner?"

"Sevenish?" Sophie offered.

"Perfect." He nodded to them both, that small smile back in place, and headed for the stairs.

His footsteps faded. The kitchen fell silent except for the low murmur of the radio and the distant creak of floorboards overhead as Dayo moved around his room.

Sophie exhaled shakily. Mark whispered, "Fuck."

She nodded, biting her knuckle. "Yeah."

He's gorgeous. And polite. And living upstairs. This is going to be... complicated.

Mark crossed to her, took her hand, his palm warm and slightly damp. "You alright?"

She nodded, lied through her teeth. "Fine. Just... he seems nice."

Mark's eyes searched hers, and she saw it there, the same nervous energy thrumming through her own veins. The slight flush on his cheeks. The way his gaze kept flicking toward the ceiling. And lower, unmistakable, the bulge pressing against his chinos.

Has Mark got an erection?

Of course he had. A tall, handsome, devastatingly attractive man was unpacking his belongings in their spare room, only a floor from their bedroom, and her husband was hard thinking about it.

They kissed, quick and urgent, her hand fisting in his T-shirt. His tongue swept into her mouth, tasting of tea and want, and she pressed against him, felt his cock twitch against her hip. Above them, footsteps creaked again. They pulled apart, breathless, staring at each other.

Sophie laughed, shaky and disbelieving. Mark joined her, scrubbing a hand through his hair.

"Right," she said, stepping back, smoothing down her jumper. "Wine. We need wine. And beer, maybe. Go to the off licence, get something nice. I'll work on dinner."

Mark nodded, already moving toward the hallway. "Yeah. Okay. White or red?"

"Both."

He grabbed his jacket from the hook, keys jangling in his pocket. Paused at the door, looked back at her. "Soph?"

"Yeah?"

"This is mental."

She smiled, slow and nervous and exhilarated all at once. "I know."
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Taste of Home

Mark set the jerk chicken down between the rice and peas, the charred skin still crackling faintly, releasing a hit of scotch bonnet and allspice that made his mouth water. Christ, Sophie's gone all out. Everything arranged like they were hosting a bloody dinner party instead of feeding their new lodger - an asylum-seeking Nigerian bloke they'd only just met.

Dayo sat at the table, freshly showered, his hair clipped close and damp, smelling faintly of cocoa butter. Clean black tee, dark jeans. Simple. Sharp. His eyes went wide at the spread.

"This looks amazing."

Sophie appeared from the kitchen, cheeks flushed pink from the stove heat and the large glass of Pinot Grigio she'd been nursing whilst she cooked. She smiled, clearly pleased. "I hope it's alright."

Dayo shook his head, grinning. "Honestly, anything you cook me will be better than the holding camp. That place served tinned spaghetti on toast. This?" He gestured at the table. "This is a feast."

The knot in Mark's chest loosened. Sophie laughed, visibly easing, and slid into her seat. "Well, good. Dig in."

They served themselves. Dayo piled his plate high, no hesitation, and Mark watched him take the first bite - the way his eyes closed, the slow chew, then the soft groan that escaped him.

"Oh my God." Dayo opened his eyes, looked straight at Sophie, held her gaze. "This is incredible."

Sophie beamed. "You like it?"

"Like it? Sophie, this is the best thing I've eaten in months." He took another bite, chewing reverently. "My mum used to make jollof rice, egusi soup, pounded yam. Proper Nigerian food, you know? I miss it. But this..." His voice softened. "This is close. Different, but it tastes like home."

Something shifted in his expression, homesickness flickering across his features. Sophie's smile gentled.

"Tell me about your mum's cooking."

Dayo set down his fork, leaned back, his gaze going distant. "She's incredible. Makes everything from scratch. We didn't have much money, but she'd stretch what we had. She'd buy the cheapest cuts of meat, slow-cook them till they melted. Her jollof's the best in Lagos. I'm biased, but it's true." A faint smile touched his lips. "She used to say food was love. Didn't matter what else was falling apart, if we sat down to eat together, we were alright."

Sophie's hand slid across the table, her fingertips grazing Dayo's knuckles. Just a touch, brief, but Mark saw the way Dayo's eyes widened, the bob of his throat as he swallowed.

She's touching him. Mark's cock gave a traitorous pulse. Just casually reaching across and touching his fucking hand.

Dayo held still, clearly surprised, then his gaze lifted to Sophie's face. Something passed between them - not quite a look, more like a shared breath, an acknowledgment.

And he's looking at her like she's the first person who's been kind to him in months. Which she probably is. Fuck.

Heat flooded Mark's groin, his cock swelling against his zip - uncomfortable, obvious if anyone looked. He shifted, the fabric pulling tight, and grabbed his wine glass to give his hands something to do. This is fine. This is just dinner. People touch hands. Stop overthinking it, it doesn't mean anything.

Dayo cleared his throat, gently pulled his hand back, picked up his fork. The moment passed, but the charge stayed, crackling in the air between them.

"How's your family managing?" Mark asked, trying to sound casual. "With you here, I mean."

Dayo's jaw tightened. He set his fork down, exhaled slowly. "Struggling. My father's in prison. Political journalism - he wrote about corruption in the oil industry, named names. Government didn't like it. They arrested him two years ago. Mum's trying to keep things together, but money's tight. My sister's at uni, my brother's still in secondary school. I send what I can from cash in hand jobs, but..." He shrugged, helpless. "It's not enough."

Heavy silence. Sophie's eyes glistened in the warm light.

"I'm so sorry," she said softly. "That's... I can't imagine."

Dayo met her gaze, held it. "It's not your fault. You're helping me. That's more than most people would do."

Mark cleared his throat. "How did you end up here? In London?"

Dayo's expression went carefully blank. "Police came for me three days after they took my dad. I was at a mate's house, he hid me, helped me get a fake passport. I took the first flight I could afford. Landed at Heathrow eighteen months ago, claimed asylum. Been waiting ever since."

"Eighteen months," Sophie breathed. "That's... God, that's awful."

"It's the system." Dayo's voice flattened. "They don't care. You're just a number. I've got friends who've been waiting three, four years. Some get sent back. Most just disappear into the grey market. I've been luckier than most."

He picked up his wine glass, took a proper drink, the first real sip since they'd sat down. Mark watched the column of his throat work, tendons shifting beneath the skin.

He's been through hell. Actual hell. And he's sitting here calm, polite, grateful for jerk chicken. How the fuck does he do it?

Sophie refilled the wine glasses, her own hand unsteady. She was on her third glass already, cheeks flushed, eyes bright. Dayo waved her off when she reached his, but she topped it up anyway.

"You've earned it."

Mark steered the conversation towards safer ground, asking about Dayo's engineering degree. Dayo's face brightened, the guardedness easing.

"Mechanical engineering. Worked for an oil servicing company in Lagos after I graduated. Decent job, good money, but..." He shook his head. "The corruption. You can't get anything done without paying someone off. I hated it. Wanted to use my skills properly, you know? Build things that mattered."

Sophie leaned forward, chin resting on her hand, listening with an intensity that made Mark's chest tighten and his cock throb.

She's hanging on his every word.

Jealousy flared, hot and sharp, then twisted sideways into something else entirely - something that made his cock pulse harder against his zip, leaking into his boxers.

This is what you wanted, isn't it, when you watch those late-night videos?

Dayo turned the conversation back to them, asking how they'd met, how long they'd been married. Mark let Sophie told the story; the Pimm's incident at the barbecue, Mark's mortified apology, her laughter instead of anger. Dayo grinned.

"You knew he was a keeper, yeah?"

Sophie glanced at Mark, affection clear and warm in her eyes. "Yeah. I did."

Mark's heart squeezed. He took a breath, emboldened by wine and warmth. "What about you? Seeing anyone?"

It came out slightly clumsy, too direct, but Dayo didn't seem to mind. He shook his head.

"Not since I left Nigeria. Too much chaos here. Asylum process, money worries. Plus..." He hesitated. "Hard to meet people when you're living like this. Hostels, temporary housing. No one wants to date a refugee."

Sophie's face softened. "A handsome man like you, you'll meet someone. Once you're settled."

Dayo shrugged, a faint smile touching his lips. "Maybe. Not a priority right now. Just want to rebuild, you know? Get a proper job, bring my family over eventually. That's the dream."

Mark nodded. "Fair enough."

They talked about work, money, the grind of making ends meet in London. Mark mentioned his freelance design income, how inconsistent it was, flush one month and scraping by the next. Sophie admitted her yoga studio was struggling, that she'd lost half her clients post-pandemic and was barely covering rent.

Dayo listened, nodding sympathetically. "Have you thought about diversifying income? Online classes, subscription content?"

Sophie sighed. "I tried Zoom yoga during lockdown. It didn't take off."

Dayo leaned back in his chair, swirling his wine glass. "What about other platforms? OnlyFans, Patreon. People make serious money creating content. Fitness, yoga, lifestyle stuff."

Mark's heart slammed against his ribs.

OnlyFans. Does he know? No, he can't. It's general advice. Right? He doesn't realise it's mostly for sex work. Does he?

Sophie laughed, the sound slightly nervous. "OnlyFans? Isn't that you know... porn?"

Dayo shrugged, casual. "Can be. But also just exclusive content. You're fit; you teach yoga. People would pay for that. Tasteful stuff, men would pay to see a beautiful woman stretching."

Beautiful woman eh? Mark shifted in his seat, his cock now fully hard, and he tried to sound casual. "You reckon people would actually pay for that?"

"Definitely." Dayo nodded. "I've seen mates back home make decent money. Fitness models, lifestyle influencers. All your control."

Sophie went quiet, twirling her fork against her plate, brow furrowed. "Have you done it? Content creation?"

Dayo chuckled. "Me? Nah. But I did some modelling in Lagos when I was younger. Fitness ads, sportswear campaigns. There's a market for everything."

Modelling. Of course he did. Look at him.

Mark's mind spiralled, conjuring images; Dayo shirtless in glossy magazine spreads, abs defined, skin gleaming under studio lights, Sophie seeing those ads, her breath catching, touching herself...

The conversation drifted, but the seed was planted, taking root in the silence between words. They finished eating, plates scraped clean, and Dayo stood, gathering his dish and cutlery.

"Let me help clear up."

Sophie waved him off. "You don't have to-"

"I want to." He was already stacking plates, moving towards the sink.

Mark hovered uselessly, watching as Dayo washed and Sophie dried, the two of them slotting into a rhythm that felt oddly natural, oddly intimate. Dayo's shoulders moved beneath his tee, muscles shifting with each motion. Sophie brushed past him to reach the cupboard, her arse grazing his hip.

Dayo stepped aside politely, but Mark saw the contact. Saw the way Sophie's breath hitched.

This is insane. They're harmlessly doing dishes and I'm rock-hard making things up. What's wrong with me?

Except nothing felt wrong. His cock disagreed entirely, in fact, straining painfully against his zip, and some deep, filthy part of his brain whispered: You wanted this.

The dishes finished. Dayo stretched, his tee riding up to reveal a flash of taut muscular stomach. Mark's gaze locked on it, heat flooding his face.

"I'm tired," Dayo said, rolling his shoulders. "Think I'll turn in. Early start tomorrow. A catch-up meeting."

Sophie stepped forward and pulled Dayo into a hug, her body pressing flush against him - tits to chest, hips to hips, arms wrapped tight round his back.

Mark's breath stopped. Look at them. She barely came up to Dayo's shoulder. The size difference was... Christ. His mind flashed unwanted images: Dayo's hands spanning her waist, lifting her, pinning her against-

Dayo hugged her back carefully, his large hands resting on her shoulder blades, then released her and stepped away, polite as ever.

He turned to Mark, extended his hand. Mark shook it, the grip firm, equal.

"Thanks for everything," Dayo said. "Seriously."

"No worries, welcome to your new home. What's ours is yours and all that."

Including my wife.

Dayo headed upstairs, his footsteps creaking on the old boards. A moment later, his door closed above them.

Silence.

Sophie turned to Mark, her eyes bright, cheeks flushed from wine and warmth. "Well. That went well."

Mark nodded, his throat dry. "Yeah. He's... good. Really good."

Sophie stepped close, slid her hands up his chest and curled her fingers into his shirt. She glanced down - saw the thick ridge straining against his chinos - and a slow, knowing smile curved her lips.

"Excited about something?" Her voice dropped, teasing and filthy.

Mark groaned, pulled her flush against him, and kissed her hard. She kissed back, fierce, her tongue sliding against his, tasting the wine on her breath and something sweeter underneath. When he broke away, breathless, he rasped, "Upstairs. Now. Before I bend you over this fucking table."

Sophie laughed, low and thrilled, and grabbed his hand, pulling him towards the stairs. They climbed quietly, acutely aware of Dayo above them, but the urgency was unmistakable, electric, crackling in the air between them like a live wire.
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Black Silicone Truths

Sophie stared at the ceiling, Mark's arm a dead weight across her waist. His breathing had gone deep and even, chest rising against her ribs in that steady post-shag rhythm that usually lulled her straight to sleep.

Not tonight.

Her pussy still throbbed, slick and unsatisfied despite Mark's best efforts. He'd fucked her hard against the hallway wall barely twenty minutes ago, her back pressed to cool plaster whilst he'd driven into her with desperate urgency, they’d not even made it to the bed. It had been good, intense even, but he'd come fast and she'd been left hovering on that maddening edge, wet and aching and ready to crawl out of her skin.

Why am I still so turned on?

She knew why. She just didn't want to think it.

Overhead, floorboards groaned. Dayo's room. Sophie's breath caught as his door opened, then the bathroom door clicked shut one floor up.

Her thighs clamped together, muscles going tight as heat spread low in her belly, pooling between her legs. Christ, she could picture him in that shower earlier: water running down all that dark skin, over the abs she'd caught a glimpse of when his shirt rode up at dinner, streaming down his thighs, over his cock...

Stop it. Fucking hell, stop.

Her mind refused. Her imagination spiralled: Dayo's big hands moving over his body, soaping his chest, sliding between his legs, wrapping around himself to stroke clean. Her pussy clenched around nothing, empty and aching in a way Mark's five inches earlier hadn't touched. She loved her husband, adored him, but tonight her body was screaming for something more.

Something bigger.

The thought arrived hot and shameful, made her face flush in the darkness. She'd never obsessed over size before, never cared that Mark wasn't particularly well-endowed. Their sex life was lovely, tender and connected. But tonight, remembering the way his jeans had fitted, the substantial bulge she'd definitely noticed during dinner, she felt a primal, desperate need to be filled.

Her big dildo.

It sat at the back of her underwear drawer, buried beneath sensible M&S knickers and sports bras. Mark had bought it three years ago as a cheeky birthday present, eight stupid inches of thick black silicone that had made her laugh nervously when she'd unwrapped it. They'd used it occasionally, usually when she was ovulating and gagging for it, with plenty of lube, but it had been months since she'd even thought about the thing.

Tonight, she needed it.

Sophie rolled towards Mark, hand finding his chest. "Babe. Wake up."

He stirred, mumbled something incoherent.

"Mark." She kissed his shoulder, voice low and urgent. "I need... can you get my big boy? Please?"

His eyes opened, groggy but understanding flickering across his face almost immediately. "Yeah? You're still...?"

She nodded, not trusting herself to speak.

Mark didn't question it; he was amazing like that. Just slipped out of bed and padded naked across the room to her chest of drawers. She heard him rummaging quietly, the soft click of the drawer, then he was back with the dildo looking absurdly large in his hand and the little bottle of lube from the bedside table.

Sophie spread her legs, heart hammering. It had been ages since she'd last used it, and nerves fluttered alongside the arousal. But she was already soaking, slick from earlier and from the filthy thoughts she couldn't suppress.

Mark settled between her thighs, expression tender in the faint orange glow from the streetlamp filtering through the curtains. He kissed her deeply whilst his lubed fingers found her entrance, sliding inside with care. One finger, then two, stretching her gently. She gasped against his mouth as he added a third, working her open with patient care that made her chest ache with love even whilst her cunt throbbed with need.

Overhead, Dayo was probably getting into bed, naked. Stop. Don't.

But her pussy flooded around Mark's fingers, growing wetter, and she knew her body had already decided what her mind refused to acknowledge.

"Ready?" Mark's voice was soft, concerned.

Sophie nodded, throat tight.

He positioned the dildo's blunt head at her entrance, cool silicone pressing against her slick folds. Then he pushed, slow and steady, and the stretch burned deliciously as the thick shaft began to fill her.

"Fuuuckk," she gasped, hands fisting in the sheets.

"Okay?" Mark paused, searching her face.

"Fuck yes, keep going."

He obeyed, working it deeper inch by excruciating inch, watching her face for any sign of discomfort. Sophie's eyes slid shut as her body yielded, inner muscles relaxing around the intrusion. The girth was almost too much, stretching her wider than Mark ever could, and some dark, shameful part of her whispered that this was what she'd been craving all evening.

The dildo became Dayo's cock in her head, thick and dark and rock-hard, splitting her wide open whilst Mark watched from that chair in the corner. The thought punched through her, made her pussy clench around the silicone so hard she gasped. Dayo's voice, low and accented, murmuring filthy praise in her ear. His huge hands gripping her hips, holding her still whilst he filled her completely, deeper than her husband had ever reached...

"Fuck," Sophie moaned, hips lifting.

Mark pumped the dildo slowly, establishing a steady rhythm that made her toes curl against the sheets. "Christ, babe, you're soaking."

His voice was awed, aroused. She could feel his cock hard again against her thigh, but he stayed focused entirely on her pleasure, working the silicone shaft in and out whilst his thumb found her clit and circled it with maddening precision.

Her mind conjured images again with devastating clarity: Dayo's broad shoulders glistening wet, the towel wrapped low around his narrow hips, his cock heavy and thick beneath the white cotton. She imagined walking in on him, catching him like that, seeing his eyes darken with want...

"Sophie."

Mark's voice pulled her back. He was fucking her faster with the dildo now, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet bedroom, his thumb working her clit in tight circles that made her thighs start to shake.

"Come for me, love."

The orgasm slammed into her, tore through her in waves so powerful her vision whited out. Her spine curved, lifting her arse off the mattress, and she shoved her fist against her mouth to stop the scream clawing up her throat. The dildo was Dayo, Dayo was inside her, filling her, whilst Mark watched it all, and fuck, fuck, fuck-

She shuddered through the aftershocks, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes, body wrung out and trembling. Mark withdrew the dildo gently, set it aside on the bedside table, then gathered her into his arms. He kissed her hair, touch infinitely tender.

"Good?"

Sophie nodded against his chest, unable to speak past the guilt and shame and lingering arousal churning in her stomach. What the fuck is wrong with me? They'd welcomed a vulnerable refugee into their home, offered him safety and kindness, and here she was fantasising about his cock whilst her husband lovingly made her come.

Except Mark didn't ask what she'd been thinking about. Didn't question the intensity of her orgasm or why she'd needed the biggest toy they owned. Maybe he knew. Maybe he didn't want to know yet. He just stroked her back in soothing circles until her breathing evened out, then his hand stilled and his body relaxed into sleep.

Sophie lay awake, listening.

Above them, Dayo's bedsprings creaked as he settled in for the night. She heard him shift position once, twice, then stillness. The house fell quiet except for Mark's gentle snoring and the distant hum of traffic on Kentish Town Road.

Her pussy still pulsed with residual pleasure, hypersensitive and swollen. The dildo sat on Mark's bedside table, gleaming faintly in the dim light. Eight inches of thick black silicone she'd taken to the base whilst imagining it belonged to the man sleeping one floor above them.

What the fuck is happening to me?

But even as the thought formed, her hand drifted between her legs, fingers brushing her oversensitive clit, and she knew something about this situation was igniting something dark inside her.


two
UNSPOKEN TENSIONS
Steam and Skin


Sophie woke alone. Mark's side of the bed had gone cold, duvet rumpled where he'd slipped out earlier. She stretched beneath the covers, toes pointing toward the footboard, and oh Christ, that ache between her thighs. Pleasant. Guilty. The ghost of last night's thick black dildo still throbbing inside her.

The fantasy that had tipped her over the edge flashed back immediately: Dayo naked in the shower-

Stop. Just stop.

She squeezed her eyes shut, willing the memory away, but her body had other ideas. Heat bloomed low in her belly, pulse quickening between her legs. The dildo still sat accusingly on Mark's bedside table where he'd left it.

Running water drifted from upstairs. Muffled but unmistakable. The shower. Mark must be using the family bathroom whilst she'd slept in. Sophie's bladder twinged insistently.

Bollocks. Can't ignore that.

She threw back the duvet and swung her legs out, bare feet finding the soft carpet. A glance down confirmed she was still wearing last night's sleep clothes: knickers and Mark's old Radiohead tee, the grey fabric worn so thin her nipples showed through. The hem barely covered her bum.

Should probably grab a robe.

But her bladder was insistent, and besides, it was just Mark upstairs. Dayo would still be dead to the world after last night's late dinner.

Sophie padded barefoot from their bedroom, one hand trailing along the bannister as she climbed. The stairs creaked faintly under her weight, carpet plush beneath her toes. She reached the first-floor landing and turned toward the bathroom. Steam billowed from beneath the door, which stood slightly ajar.

She reached for the handle just as the shower shut off. Sophie hesitated. Give Mark a minute to dry off, maybe.

The door swung open before she could step back.

Dayo stood there in nothing but a white towel slung low on his hips. Just as she’d fantasised. Her breath punched out of her. Oh. Oh fuck.

Water ran in rivulets down his chest, over muscle that looked carved from dark stone. His skin gleamed wet under the hallway light, dark and perfect, and she couldn't look away. Broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist. Defined pecs, nipples tight and darker than the surrounding skin. His stomach was all ridges and valleys, abs so pronounced they cast shadows, that V-cut leading down toward his hips making her mouth go dry.

The tribal tattoo she'd noticed yesterday wrapped fully around his right bicep, intricate geometric patterns that suited him perfectly.

She'd glimpsed his body yesterday beneath his tee, but seeing it wet, bare, close enough to touch-

Her cunt clenched, a pulse of pure want.

Her gaze dropped lower before she could stop herself. The towel clung to his hips, riding so low she could see the sharp jut of his hipbones. The dark trail of hair leading downward. And bloody hell, the bulge beneath that white cotton. Even soft, he was thick. Heavy. The outline clear enough that she could tell he was much, much bigger than Mark.

Don't stare. Don't stare at his cock. Oh God, I'm staring.

"Oh! Sophie, sorry, I thought everyone was still asleep."

Dayo's voice snapped her attention upward. His face registered surprise, but also something else. Amusement? His eyes flickered down briefly to her chest, her hard nipples obvious through the thin tee, before he deliberately looked away, jaw tightening.

"No, no, my fault," Sophie stammered. Her throat had gone tight, voice coming out breathy and embarrassing. "I just... needed the loo."

She was acutely aware of how little she was wearing. The oversized tee barely covered her knickers, and her bare legs felt exposed under his brief, polite glance.

They stood there in the narrow hallway, neither moving. He'd have to brush past her to reach the stairs leading up to his room. The space between them felt charged, intimate. Steam from his shower made the air thick, and she could smell the shower gel - somehow on him it was masculine, and it made her want to press her face against his damp chest and breathe him in.

Dayo shifted his weight, and the towel slipped fractionally lower on his hips.

Sophie's gaze betrayed her again, dropping to the movement. She caught another glimpse of those V-lines, the dark hair trailing beneath the cotton, and Christ, the way the towel tented slightly. Was he...? Her mouth went dry. She forced her eyes back up to his face, cheeks burning.

"Sorry, you go ahead," she said quickly, stepping back. Her spine hit the wall.

"Cheers." Dayo edged past her. The hallway was narrow, barely wide enough for both. His damp skin brushed her bare arm and Sophie sucked in a breath. The contact burned, heat pouring off his body, and when her nipples grazed his bicep she nearly whimpered.

Her cunt clenched, wetness flooding her knickers in a hot rush.

He murmured his thanks again, voice low and warm. "Bathroom's all yours."

Then he slipped past, heading for the stairs. Sophie watched helplessly as he headed back to his bedroom, the towel still riding dangerously low on his hips, showing the top curve of his bum. Firm and muscular, the kind of arse you wanted to sink your teeth into.

Don't stare at his arse. Don't. Bloody hell, look away.

She didn't. She watched until his door clicked shut, then stumbled into the bathroom on shaking legs.

The door closed behind her. Sophie leaned against it, heart hammering. The mirror was completely fogged with steam, the air thick and warm.

She crossed to the toilet on trembling legs, sat, and let her bladder release. Relief. Then awareness crept in as she peed: the wetness in her knickers that had nothing to do with urine. The fabric clung to her pussy, soaked through. When she reached down to wipe, her fingers slid through slickness, and oh God, she was drenched. Properly wet. The kind of arousal that made her thighs stick together.

From a bloody towel and some abs. What is wrong with me?

Her clit throbbed, swollen and sensitive, demanding attention. She pressed her thighs together, trying to ignore the ache, and stood to wash her hands.

The mirror had started to clear, steam dissipating. Sophie stared at her reflection. Her cheeks were flushed pink, pupils blown wide and dark with arousal. Her nipples stood out like bullets beneath Mark's tee, fabric clinging to her curves. Hair mussed from sleep, lips parted, breathing shallow.

She looked like she'd just been fucked. Or like she desperately needed someone to bend her over the sink and give her what she was gagging for.

Christ. Get a grip.

Images slammed into her before she could stop it: the towel dropping to the floor, his cock hanging heavy and thick between his thighs, the head peeking from the foreskin. Those strong hands gripping himself, giving a slow stroke before pulling on boxers, fabric stretching obscenely over his bulge,

Sophie's hand drifted between her legs, pressing over her soaked knickers. The contact made her gasp, hips jerking forward. Her clit pulsed beneath her fingers, swollen and desperate. She stroked herself, feeling the wetness spread, imagining those fingers were his.

I am not doing this. I'm not wanking in the bathroom thinking about our refugee lodger's potentially massive cock.

She could, though. Two fingers inside herself, clit circling, imagining Dayo's thick length stretching her open. She'd come in seconds. Her cunt was screaming for it, clit so swollen it ached.

No. Absolutely fucking not.

Sophie yanked her hand away, breath coming in gasps. Cold water. She twisted the tap, cupped her hands beneath the stream, splashed her face repeatedly. The shock helped, pulling her back into her body, into the here and now instead of the filthy fantasy spiralling through her mind.

This is insane. Dayo was a refugee. A man fleeing political persecution, sleeping in their spare room because they'd offered safety. And she was objectifying him, reducing him to a sexual fantasy because he had a gorgeous body and a big cock.

Except... he'd looked at her chest. Deliberately glanced at her hard nipples through the thin tee before looking away hadn’t he? Had his towel tented slightly when he brushed past her?

Stop. You're imagining things because you're gagging for it.

But what if she wasn't imagining it?

She dried her face roughly with the hand towel, avoiding her reflection. Her hands were still shaking.

The house had gone quiet. Dayo must have finished dressing. Sophie listened for a moment longer, heard nothing, then slipped out of the bathroom and hurried back downstairs to the master bedroom.

Mark was back in the bedroom where she returned, two steaming cups now on their bedside tables, his hair sticking up at odd angles. He was reading the news on his iPad.

"Morning, love. You alright?"

"Yeah, just needed a wee." Sophie climbed back into bed, letting him pull her close. She pressed her face against his shoulder, breathing him in. He smelled like sleep and faint coffee and Mark, familiar and safe, everything she knew and loved.

I'm a terrible person. The worst wife in the world.

Mark's hand stroked lazily up and down her back, warm and comforting. His morning breath ghosted across her hair, and she felt his cock stirring against her hip; the predictable morning wood he always woke with.

I love my husband. I love Mark. This is just... hormones. It doesn't mean anything.

But even as she repeated the mantra silently, her cunt continued to throb, wet and aching. The image of Dayo's body burned behind her eyelids. Water sliding down his chest. The towel clinging to his hips. That bulge, thick and heavy, so much bigger than-

Mark's hand drifted lower, cupping her bum through the thin knickers, squeezing gently. "Fancy a lazy morning?" His voice was rough with sleep, cock already firming against her hip.

Sophie's body responded instantly, hips pressing forward, seeking friction. She was still soaked, cunt throbbing, and yes, she wanted to be touched. Needed it desperately.

But it wasn't Mark's hand she was imagining between her thighs. It was Dayo's. Those long, strong fingers sliding into her wetness, stretching her open-

Oh God. What's happening to me?

She loved her husband. Loved him completely, desperately. So why was the thought of another man's cock making her wetter than she'd been in months?
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Domestic Hunger

Sophie stood at the kitchen counter, butter knife frozen in her hand, staring at the bread like it might explain what the hell she was doing. Making sandwiches. Ground herself doing something normal. Pretend her knickers weren't still damp, her clit not still pulsing faintly with the ghost of arousal.

Just making lunch. Perfectly ordinary Sunday afternoon activity.

Except every time she blinked she saw Dayo's wet torso, that towel clinging obscenely low on his hips, the bulge-

She'd changed into black yoga leggings and a cropped grey tee, throwing on the first clothes her hands found. Only now, slicing tomatoes with unnecessary care, did she realise she'd forgotten a bra. Again. Her nipples pressed visibly against the thin fabric, still sensitive from Mark's touch this morning, from her own fevered imagination that wouldn't shut up.

Footsteps on the stairs. Heavy. Deliberate.

Please be Mark.

Sophie's stomach swooped. It wasn't Mark.

Dayo filled the kitchen doorway, and Sophie's breath snagged in her throat. Christ. He'd dressed since the hallway encounter, though "dressed" was generous. Fitted grey tee clinging to every ridge of muscle, black joggers sitting low on narrow hips, the waistband of his boxers just visible. White trainers spotless. He looked like a bloody Adidas advert, all lean strength and casual confidence, and Sophie's cunt gave a traitorous throb.

"Afternoon." His voice was soft, that educated Lagos accent wrapping around the vowels like silk. "Can I help with anything?"

Yes, you can leave the room so I can bloody breathe properly.

Sophie forced brightness into her voice, setting down the knife before her shaking hands betrayed her completely. "Oh, just making lunch. Ham and cheese alright?"

"Perfect." Dayo stepped further into the kitchen, and the space contracted around them. Her kitchen wasn't tiny, but suddenly it felt impossible, his presence filling every corner, pressing the air from her lungs. "But let me help. You cooked last night; it's the least I can do."

"You don't have to-"

"I want to."

He was already beside her at the counter, reaching for the bread, and Sophie's pulse kicked into her throat. Heat rolled off his body, that clean cocoa-butter scent mixing musk and maleness that made her light-headed. Barely a foot of space between them. When she shifted sideways, her hip collided with his thigh, hard muscle beneath the soft fabric, and the contact sent electricity straight to her core.

"Sorry," she muttered, face burning.

Dayo laughed, low and warm, a sound that did terrible things to her insides. "It's alright. Small kitchen." He didn't move away, just picked up the butter knife she'd abandoned and started spreading with easy competence.

Sophie's gaze dropped to his hands. Long fingers, strong palms, the same hands that had gripped the towel this morning. She imagined those fingers gripping her hips instead, pulling her back against that hard body whilst he-

"Babe, have you seen my Wacom pen?"

Mark's voice from the living room shattered the thought. Sophie exhaled shakily, grateful and frustrated in equal measure.

"Check the sofa cushions!" she called back, focusing determinedly on the tomatoes.

The knife slipped.

"Fuck," Sophie hissed as the blade skidded across her finger, not quite cutting but close, too close.

Dayo's hand shot out, fingers wrapping around her wrist before she could jerk away. "Careful."

His palm was warm against her pulse point, thumb pressed to the tender skin of her inner wrist, and every nerve ending in Sophie's body ignited. She could feel her heartbeat thudding against his fingers, wondered if he could feel it too, wondered if he knew what that touch was doing to her. Heat flooded her belly, pooled between her thighs. Too much. This is too much.

"I'm fine," Sophie managed, voice breathy and unconvincing. "Just clumsy."

Their eyes met. Dark brown holding green. Something unspoken crackling between them, charging the air.

She pulled her hand back, skin tingling where he'd touched, and grabbed the bread with too much force, tearing the slice.

Brilliant. Absolutely smooth, Soph.

Dayo returned to buttering, mercifully silent, but Sophie felt his attention like a physical weight pressing against her skin. The air between them hummed.

"Mark's work," Dayo said after a moment, voice carefully neutral. "Freelance design; you said it wasn’t steady?"

Sophie latched onto the lifeline, assembling sandwiches with hands that wouldn't quite steady. "It used to be. But lately..." She sighed, arranging ham slices with unnecessary precision. "People aren't spending money on design. Everyone's tightening belts. He's brilliant, genuinely talented, but getting new clients is brutal right now."

The words tumbled out before she could stop them. Brilliant, Sophie. Share your financial struggles with the refugee you're meant to be helping. Make him feel worse about imposing.

She clamped her mouth shut, mortification creeping up her neck.

Dayo didn't respond immediately, just reached overhead for plates. His tee rode up as he stretched, exposing a strip of taut stomach, the dark trail of hair disappearing into his joggers, the sharp V of muscle at his hips.

Don't stare. Don't bloody stare.

Sophie stared.

Dayo paused, plate in hand, and glanced down. Caught her staring at his stomach, and then their eyes met.

Sophie's face went nuclear. But Dayo didn't look uncomfortable or offended. His expression shifted, something warm and knowing crossing his features, the corner of his mouth lifting almost imperceptibly. He knows. Oh Christ, he absolutely knows I was just eye-fucking him, and he's not running for the hills.

Sophie jerked her gaze away, busying herself with opening a packet of crisps, fingers fumbling until it finally tore.

Dayo cleared his throat, set the plates down with a soft clink, and stepped back slightly. The distance felt like relief and loss simultaneously, her body mourning the heat even as her mind screamed escape.

"Should I get Mark?" His voice was careful, polite, offering her an out.

Sophie nodded too quickly, too eagerly. "Yes. Yeah. Good idea."

He disappeared into the living room, and Sophie sagged against the counter, pressing her thighs together hard. Fucking stop it. He's a guest. He's vulnerable. You're married. Get a grip.

Muffled conversation drifted from the next room, Mark's cheerful response, easy banter about ‘man-looking’ and finding the Wacom pen wedged between cushions. Their voices were relaxed, friendly, uncomplicated.

Unlike the churning heat inside her chest, between her legs, everywhere.

Sophie forced herself to breathe properly. In through the nose, out through the mouth, like she'd teach in her yoga class. Arranged sandwiches on plates, grabbed napkins, set the table. By the time Mark and Dayo returned, she'd schooled her expression into something approximating normal.

They sat, the three of them around the kitchen table, autumn sunlight streaming through the French doors, dappling the wood grain with light and shadow. Mark launched into an explanation of his current project, rebranding for a Shoreditch café, gesturing with his sandwich, enthusiastic and oblivious.

Dayo listened attentively, asked thoughtful questions about kerning and negative space and brand identity, and Sophie picked at her sandwich, contributing almost nothing. She couldn't stop watching him. The way his jaw flexed when he chewed, sharp and defined. The curve of his lips, full and somehow both soft and masculine. The way his throat worked when he swallowed, Adam's apple bobbing, and God, she wanted to put her mouth there, taste his skin, feel his pulse against her tongue.

Every mundane action felt unbearably erotic, her body hyper-attuned to his presence in a way that terrified her.

"I need to find a gym," Dayo said eventually, setting down his sandwich. "I used to train back home. Football, weights. Haven't done anything properly in months. Feel like I'm going soft."

Soft. Right. Because that body looks soft.

Mark perked up. "Kentish Town leisure centre's decent. Or Hampstead Heath if you fancy running outdoors."

Sophie's brain conjured the image before she could stop it: Dayo shirtless on Hampstead Heath, muscles shifting beneath sweat-slick skin as he ran, joggers clinging to powerful thighs and that bulge she'd glimpsed this morning, thick and heavy even soft, God, what would it look like hard, how big was he really, could she even-

Her cunt clenched, a pulse of pure want so sharp she had to shift in her seat. She crossed her legs tight, thighs pressed together and reached for her water with a hand that trembled.

Dayo turned his attention to her, and she felt pinned beneath that steady gaze. "How long have you been teaching yoga?"

Sophie swallowed, forced herself to engage. Work. Work was safe, familiar territory. "Since 2016. I did my teacher training in London, opened the studio in 2018. It's..." She hesitated, then pushed forward. "It's been struggling since the pandemic. Lost a lot of clients. I'm down to eight regulars now, barely covering rent."

Why am I telling him this? Why can't I stop oversharing?

But Dayo didn't look pitying or uncomfortable. He leaned forward, elbows on the table, giving her his full attention. "What's your teaching style?"

"Vinyasa, mostly. Some yin for relaxation. I focus on breathwork, mindful movement, body awareness." Sophie found herself relaxing slightly, warmed by his genuine interest. "I love it. I just wish it paid better."

"You must be very good at what you do."

The compliment landed like a caress. Those dark eyes held hers, warm and intent, focused entirely on her face, and Sophie's cheeks heated.

"I try," she managed, looking away, grabbing plates to clear the table before she combusted. "Right, I should tidy up."

"I'll help-" Dayo started.

"No." Too sharp. She softened her tone, forced a smile. "You two should explore the neighbourhood. Mark can show you around Kentish Town properly."

Mark glanced up from his phone, surprised. "Oh. Yeah, I've got a few hours before my next call. Happy to give you the tour, mate."

Dayo nodded slowly, gaze still on Sophie. "If you're sure."

"Completely." She stacked plates with unnecessary force, already moving towards the sink. "I need a shower anyway. You two go ahead."

She didn't wait for a response, just fled the kitchen, climbed the stairs on legs that barely held her, and locked herself in the ensuite bathroom before either of them could say another word.
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Sophie stripped quickly, abandoning clothes in a heap on the tiles, and twisted the shower taps to scalding. Steam billowed immediately, fogging the mirror, and she stepped under the spray with a gasp. Water pounded her shoulders, her breasts, cascaded between her legs, but it didn't wash away the heat coiling in her belly.

She leaned against the tiles, hot water pounding her shoulders, streaming between her breasts, and her hand slid down her stomach. No. Don't. This is pathetic. You're wanking over the bloody lodger.

But her fingers found her clit anyway, and the first touch sent a jolt through her entire body. She was swollen, achingly sensitive, so wet the shower spray had nothing to do with it. Her slick arousal coated her fingers as she circled the hard little bud, slow at first, then faster, grinding her palm against herself. The moan building in her throat broke free, echoing off the tiles, and she didn't care. Mark and Dayo were gone. She was alone. She could be as loud, as filthy as she needed.

Her other hand braced against the wet tiles, nails scraping porcelain, whilst two fingers slid inside her cunt, pumping fast and desperate. So empty. God, I'm so empty. The stretch wasn't enough, would never be enough, not compared to what Dayo could give her. She imagined him here, that massive cock in his hand, stroking himself whilst he watched her touch herself, getting hard for her, those dark eyes burning with want-

What would it feel like? How thick is he? Would it hurt at first, that initial stretch, would I have to breathe through it like a deep hip opener, would Mark watch me take it, watch my pussy stretch around something so much bigger than him-

The fantasy spiralled, filthy and unstoppable. Dayo pressing her against these very tiles, his cock thick and blunt at her entrance, pushing inside whilst she gasped and whimpered, splitting her open, filling her so completely she couldn't breathe. Mark in the doorway with his own cock in his hand, stroking himself, getting off on watching his wife properly fucked, properly filled, taking what he couldn't give her-

Images flooded her mind, unbidden and relentless: Dayo in the hallway this morning, water sliding down his chest. His hand on her wrist in the kitchen, thumb pressed to her pulse. That bulge beneath the towel, thick and heavy, so much bigger than Mark's, God, what would it look like fully hard, veins standing out along the shaft, that fat head pushing past her lips whilst Mark watched her suck another man's cock.

Sophie's fingers curled inside herself, finding that spot, pressing hard whilst her palm ground against her clit, and the orgasm slammed into her like a freight train. Her cunt clamped down on her fingers, pulsing, clenching, inner walls fluttering as pleasure ripped through her in violent waves. Her thighs shook so hard she nearly lost balance, free hand slapping the tiles for support, and the cry that tore from her throat was guttural, animalistic, Mark's name tangled with Dayo's in a way that should horrify her but only made her come harder.

The climax seemed endless, rolling through her in aftershocks that left her gasping, hypersensitive, her clit throbbing under the spray. When she finally sagged against the wall, legs wobbling, chest heaving, the guilt crashed down just as hard as the pleasure had.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

She slumped against the tiles, breathing hard, and forced herself to finish the shower mechanically. Shampooed hair, scrubbed skin, trying to wash away the shame clinging to her like a second skin. When she finally stepped out, wrapping herself in a towel, she couldn't meet her own eyes in the clearing mirror.

Sophie stood in the steamy bathroom, wrapped in a towel, wet and guilty and still aching for something she couldn't name, shouldn't want, and absolutely could not have.
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Malbec and Confessions

The second bottle of Malbec sat half-empty on the table, deep red catching the lamplight. Mark refilled his glass with unsteady hands, wine sloshing close to the rim. His head buzzed pleasantly, a warm fuzz blurring the sharp edges of anxiety that had plagued him all day. Across from him, Sophie's cheeks glowed pink, her pupils wide and unfocused in that way that meant she'd crossed from tipsy into properly pissed. Dayo nursed his second glass with more restraint, smiling as he speared the last piece of garlic bread from the serving plate.

Dinner had been simple. Lasagne, garlic bread crisped in the oven, a bag salad Sophie had dressed with balsamic. Nothing fancy, but filling. Mark had opened the first bottle halfway through eating; the second appeared the moment they'd cleared plates, no discussion needed.

They sat now in the pendant lights' warm glow, bellies full, tongues loosened by alcohol. That familiar hum of arousal threaded through Mark's veins alongside the wine. He'd felt it all afternoon, walking Dayo around Kentish Town, showing him shortcuts to the Tube station, the Turkish barber where he got his own hair cut, the Polish corner shop that sold decent cheap lagers. They'd stopped at four different pubs for "a swift half," Dayo had matched him drink for drink, laugh for laugh, and by the time they'd stumbled back to Leighton Road, something had shifted between them. Not quite friendship yet, but the potential for it, that easy camaraderie of two blokes who could take the piss without offence.

And beneath it all, the constant, insistent awareness of Dayo. The confident stride, the easy physicality. Mark had caught himself staring more than once, wondering what Sophie saw when she looked at him, whether her thoughts ran in the same filthy direction his did.

Nah, she’s better than me.

"So," Dayo said, leaning back in his chair with a contented sigh, "your husband tried his best to turn me into a proper British alcoholic this afternoon."

Sophie laughed, the sound loose and uninhibited. "Did he now? I thought you were meant to be showing him culture, babe. Not getting him bladdered in every pub between here and Camden."

Mark grinned, unrepentant. "Pubs are culture. British heritage, innit? Can't understand Kentish Town without experiencing its finest establishments." He gestured grandly with his wine glass, nearly sloshing Malbec onto the table. "The Pineapple, The Assembly House, Gooners Arms, The Bull and Gate; all vital cultural institutions."

"Loutish." Sophie shook her head with mock severity. "Absolutely loutish. Dayo, I apologise for my husband leading you astray on your second day here. He's meant to be a responsible adult."

"I make no such claims," Mark said, still grinning.

His pulse kicked up a notch as he watched Sophie's gaze linger on Dayo, the way her lips curved around the rim of her wine glass. She'd been off all day. Distracted, flushed, avoiding eye contact with both of them at various points.

Fuck it. If they didn't talk about this, it would eat him alive. The unspoken tension crackling between the three of them, the loaded glances, the careful politeness masking something darker, infinitely more dangerous. The wine had loosened his tongue, his inhibitions. Maybe that was dangerous. Maybe it was necessary.

Mark cleared his throat, aiming for casual. "So Dayo, you mentioned last night you're not seeing anyone. Must be tough, being alone in a new country."

Dayo's smile faded slightly, his gaze dropping to the wine swirling in his glass. He shrugged, one shoulder lifting. "It is what it is. Hard to date when you don't know if you'll still be here in six months. Plus…"

He hesitated, jaw working like he was chewing over whether to continue.

Sophie leaned forward, elbows on the table, chin propped on one hand. Her vest top gaped slightly, the curve of her breast visible in the lamplight. Mark saw Dayo's gaze flick down, then quickly away.

"Plus what?" Sophie's voice was soft, genuinely curious.

Mark's cock throbbed. She's interested. Properly interested. Leaning in like Dayo's words were the most fascinating thing she'd heard all week. The flush on her cheeks deepened, her pupils dilated, lips parted just enough that he could see the tip of her tongue resting against her bottom teeth.

Fuck, she's gagging to hear this.

Dayo shifted in his seat, running a hand over his close-cropped hair. "Honestly? I miss intimacy more than I thought I would. Not just sex, but… connection. Feeling wanted." He looked down, vulnerability flickering across his face before he masked it with a self-deprecating smile. "Sounds pathetic, yeah?"

The silence that settled over the table felt thick, heavy. Sophie uncrossed and recrossed her legs beneath the table, her thigh brushing Mark's briefly. The contact sent heat lancing through him.

There it is. He knew that tell, the way she shifted when she got horny. Christ, is she wet right now? Sitting here listening to Dayo talk about loneliness and need whilst her cunt soaks through her underwear?

Mark's hand tightened around his wine glass, knuckles going white. He had to push this further. Had to know.

"That's rough, mate." He kept his voice level, sympathetic. "Everyone needs that. We've been together so long, sometimes I take it for granted." He glanced at Sophie, caught her eye, held it. "Right, babe?"

Sophie nodded slowly, her gaze still on Dayo. "Yeah. Connection matters." She looked at Dayo properly then, held his gaze, and Mark saw something pass between them. Recognition, maybe even awareness. "You'll find it again," she said quietly. "Once you're settled."

Dayo's smile turned sad, resigned. "Maybe. Right now I'm just grateful to be here. With people who actually give a shit." He raised his glass, voice warming. "To good people."

They clinked glasses, the sound sharp and clear. Mark drained his wine in three long swallows, the alcohol burning down his throat, and immediately refilled it. His hands weren't quite steady. His pulse hammered in his ears, cock pressing insistently against his zip, a wet spot spreading in his boxers now.

Alright. Push a bit further. See how she reacts.

"Babe," he said, aiming for casual philosophical curiosity and landing somewhere closer to tipsy earnestness. "You ever think about what you'd do if we weren't together? Like, who you'd be attracted to?"

Sophie's eyes widened, her head snapping towards him. "What? Where's this coming from?" She laughed, nervous and high-pitched, but her gaze flicked involuntarily to Dayo before darting back to Mark.

Gotcha.

Mark's cock twitched hard in his jeans, leaking more precum. She looked at him. Actually fucking looked at him. That split-second glance loaded with meaning, with want. He shrugged, trying to appear nonchalant whilst his heart tried to batter its way out of his ribcage. "Just wondering. We've been married five years, together longer. Don't you ever wonder?"

Sophie's defences slammed up, visible in the way her shoulders tensed, her fingers tightening around the stem of her wine glass. "I don't… I mean, everyone finds other people attractive sometimes. That's normal. Doesn't mean anything." She sipped her wine, wouldn't meet his eyes now, colour rising in her cheeks.

Dayo shifted uncomfortably, glancing between them. "I should probably leave you two to talk. This feels personal."

No. No, he couldn't leave. This only worked if he stayed, if he heard this, if the possibility hung in the air between the three of them instead of festering unspoken in Mark's head, poisoning him from the inside.

Mark waved him down quickly, forcing a smile. "No, mate, stay. We're just talking hypotheticals. Nothing heavy, just a bit of wine talk."

Dayo sat reluctantly, his expression carefully neutral, too polite to insist but clearly wishing he were anywhere else.

Mark pressed on, emboldened by wine and desperation and the wet heat he imagined pooling in Sophie's knickers. "I just think it's healthy to admit these things, you know? Like, I can admit there are fit women out there. Doesn't mean I'd act on it or love Soph any less." He looked at Sophie, held her gaze. "Right?"

Sophie nodded slowly, her voice careful, guarded. "Right. Hypothetically."

But Mark saw her pulse hammering in her throat, the rapid flutter beneath pale skin. Is she as turned on as I am. Or as terrified. As curious? Fuck it. Go for it.

"So if you could," Mark said, his voice dropping lower, rougher, "hypothetically, no consequences, would you… I dunno, explore? With someone else?"

The words hung in the air like smoke. Sophie stared at him, eyes wide, trying to read his face, figure out where this was leading, whether he'd lost his mind or was testing her or genuinely asking what it sounded like he was asking.

"Are you asking me if I'd cheat on you?" Her voice was steady, but her hands trembled as she set down her wine glass.

Mark backtracked immediately, panic spiking through the arousal. "No! God, no. I mean like… with permission. If we both agreed it was okay."

Fuck, that sounded insane. She's going to think I'm mental. She's going to get up and walk out and never look at me the same way again.

The silence stretched, taut and unbearable. Dayo shifted in his seat, visibly uncomfortable, his gaze fixed on the table. Sophie's face cycled through confusion, suspicion, then something darker. Realisation. Understanding.

When she spoke, her voice dropped to barely above a whisper. "Have you been thinking about this?"

Not accusatory. Curious. Her eyes searched his, and Mark saw it there beneath the shock, beneath the confusion. Arousal, flickering and dangerous, utterly undeniable.

Mark swallowed hard, his throat dry despite the wine. "Maybe. A bit."

Or constantly for months, since we started looking to have a man come and stay here. Every time I jerk off to videos of women like you getting fucked by men like him. But let's not lead with that.

Dayo cleared his throat, standing abruptly. "Right, I'm definitely going to bed now. This is too personal." His expression remained carefully neutral, polite, but Mark caught the flicker of something else there. Awareness, maybe. Or discomfort. Hard to tell.

Sophie reached out instinctively, her fingers brushing Dayo's forearm. "Sorry. We're not trying to make you uncomfortable."

Dayo smiled gently, the expression warm despite the tension. "You're not. You're just drunk and honest. It's fine." He looked at Mark, nodded. "Again, thanks for everything."

Then he turned and headed for the stairs, his footsteps heavy on the treads.

They listened in silence as he climbed, as his door closed softly on the second floor. The house settled around them, creaking and sighing. The silence that descended felt thick enough to choke on.

Sophie turned to Mark slowly, her expression unreadable. "What was that about?"

Her voice was level, controlled, but her hands trembled as she lifted her wine glass to her lips, draining the last of the Malbec in one swallow.

Mark exhaled shakily, his pulse roaring in his ears. "I saw how you looked at him yesterday. At dinner. And today."

Not accusing. Just stating facts. Laying cards on the table.

Sophie's face flamed scarlet, her eyes going wide. "Mark, I..."

Mark cut her off gently, reaching across the table to take her hand. Her skin was warm, her pulse fluttering wildly beneath his thumb. "It's okay. I'm not angry."

I'm rock hard and terrified and so fucking aroused I might come in my jeans just from this conversation.

Sophie stared at their joined hands, then up at his face, searching. "You're not?"

"No." Mark stroked his thumb over her knuckles, his voice dropping. "I don’t blame you."

Sophie blinked, confusion flickering across her face. "You… what?"

Mark forced himself to say it, the words clumsy but honest. "He's fit. Objectively. And I saw you notice. And it didn't make me jealous. It made me…"

Insanely horny. Desperate. Curious. Obsessed with the idea of watching you take his cock.

"...curious."

Sophie's breathing had gone shallow, her chest rising and falling rapidly beneath her vest. "Curious about what?"

Mark stroked her knuckles again, his cock aching, his heart hammering so hard he thought it might burst. "About what it would be like. If you wanted to… You know, with him."

Fuck, I said it. Can't take it back now.

Sophie pulled her hand back as if scalded, her chair scraping loudly as she stood abruptly. "Are you serious right now?" Her voice wavered between shock and something else. Anger?

Mark stood too, panic clawing at his chest. "Soph, wait..."

Sophie shook her head, backing towards the hallway. "Not tonight, Mark. I can't… I need to think." She turned and walked out, her footsteps quick on the stairs.

Mark stood alone in the kitchen, heart racing so fast he felt dizzy. The lamplight caught the wine bottle, half-empty, the glasses smeared with fingerprints and lipstick.

Terrified he'd just ruined everything, or started something they couldn't stop.
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Permission and Confession

Sophie sat on the edge of the bed, still dressed, head in her hands. Lamplight threw long shadows across the cream carpet. The lavender pillow spray she'd used this morning - God, was that only this morning? - still hung faintly in the air, absurdly domestic for what they were about to discuss.

What the fuck just happened? Did Mark just offer me permission to shag Dayo? This can't be real.

Her pulse hammered everywhere: throat, chest, the wet heat between her legs. The wine buzzed pleasantly in her veins, softening the edges of her thoughts, but not enough. Not nearly enough to dull the visceral, terrifying arousal that had flooded her the moment Mark said those words.

If you wanted to. With him.

Footsteps on the stairs. Slow, hesitant. The third step creaked the way it always did. The door opened quietly. She didn't look up.

"Babe, can we talk? Please?"

Mark's voice was soft, uncertain, and heat flared in Sophie's chest. Sharp and sudden. "About what, Mark? About how you want me to shag our lodger like in your videos? The refugee we're supposed to be helping?"

The words came out sharper than she'd intended, laced with fury and fear and - Christ - arousal. Raw, undeniable arousal. What's wrong with me? Why does this turn me on?

Mark stepped inside, closing the door carefully behind him. He crossed the room and sat beside her on the bed, close but not touching. "That's not what I said."

She forced herself to look at him. His hazel eyes were wide, frightened, but there was something else there too. Something impossible to miss.

He was hard. Not just half-mast. Properly hard, his cock straining thick and obvious against his jeans, and he made absolutely no effort to hide it.

"You're turned on right now."

Not a question. A fact. And her pussy clenched in response, traitor that it was.

Mark didn't deny it. "Yeah. I am. I'm sorry, I know that's fucked up, but..."

Sophie cut him off, her voice breaking slightly. "Why? Why would you want this?"

She needed him to explain how the man she'd married, the man who'd promised to love and cherish her, could sit here with an erection at the thought of her fucking someone else.

Mark's voice came out rough, strangled between shame and something deeper. "Because watching you come on that dildo last night, knowing what you were thinking about..." He swallowed hard, Adam’s apple bobbing. "Hottest thing I've ever seen, Soph."

Sophie's breath caught. Her entire body went still, every muscle locked.

"You knew?"

Mark nodded. "Course I knew. You took eight inches like you were starving for it, babe. And you were so wet. Wetter than I've ever felt you, and that's..." His cock visibly throbbed against his jeans. "That's everything."

No accusation in his tone. Just awe and hunger, raw in his voice.

Sophie's face burned. She couldn't meet his eyes. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have..."

Mark took her hand, his fingers warm and steady around hers. "Don't apologise. I loved it. You know I've been watching porn about this for months. Years, maybe. The idea of you with someone else, someone who can give you things I can't..."

He trailed off, breathing hard, and Sophie felt her knickers dampen further.

She looked up at him properly. "How long have you wanted this?"

Mark exhaled shakily. "I don't know. Started as a fantasy, didn't it? But when we agreed to host someone, and I saw Dayo's photo..." He shrugged helplessly. "Felt like the universe was offering something. And then you looked at him, and I knew. Knew you felt it too."

Silence stretched between them. Sophie stared at their joined hands, her heart hammering so hard she could hear it in her ears, feel it pulsing between her legs.

He's right. I did feel it. I do feel it. Christ, I want it so badly I'm soaked through.

Mark continued softly, his thumb stroking gentle circles over her knuckles. "I'm not saying we have to do anything. But maybe we could talk about it? Honestly? What we actually want?"

Sophie swallowed hard, her throat tight. "I don't know what I want. I love you. I don't want to hurt you."

Mark lifted her chin gently, forcing her to meet his gaze. "You won't hurt me. Not if we do this together. That's the whole point, yeah? It's not cheating if I'm asking for it. If I want to watch."

The image slammed into her mind, vivid and filthy and utterly undeniable. Mark watching whilst Dayo fucked her. Both of them wanting it. Permission given freely.

Oh fuck. Oh Christ, I want that. I want it so much I can barely breathe.

Her pussy clenched hard, wetness flooding her knickers properly now, soaking through to the gusset of her leggings, and she knew Mark saw the shift in her eyes. Saw the surrender.

"You're thinking about it now, aren't you?" His voice dropped, rough with arousal. "Right now. You're imagining his cock inside you."

Sophie nodded mutely. She couldn't lie anymore. "Yeah. I am."

Mark kissed her then, hard and desperate, his tongue sliding into her mouth. Sophie kissed back just as fiercely, hands fisting in his hair, pulling him closer. The taste of wine lingered on his lips, and beneath it, something darker. Pure need.

They broke apart, panting. Mark's hands were already tugging at her grey tee, pulling it over her head. She raised her arms to help him, and the fabric slid free, leaving her bare from the waist up. Her nipples were tight and aching, darkened with arousal.

Mark sucked one into his mouth immediately, his tongue circling the sensitive peak, and Sophie gasped, arching into him. His hand slid down, cupping her through her black yoga leggings, and even through the fabric she could feel how soaked she was.

She ground against his palm shamelessly, hips moving instinctively. "Mark, fuck..."

He pulled back, eyes dark and hungry. "Tell me. Tell me what you were thinking about last night."

Sophie hesitated. Shame and arousal warred inside her, a sick, delicious battle. But his hand was still between her legs, rubbing slow, deliberate circles right over her clit through the fabric, and she was so turned on she couldn't think straight.

Mark's voice was soft, coaxing. "Please, babe. I need to know. What did you imagine?"

Sophie's voice broke. "Him. I imagined it was him. Fucking me. Whilst you watched."

Tears pricked her eyes - guilt and relief flooding her simultaneously - and she couldn't tell which was stronger.

Mark groaned, the sound ragged and desperate. "Fuck. Yes. That's so fucking hot, Soph."

He shoved her leggings down roughly, taking her knickers with them in one swift motion, and spread her legs wide. Sophie lay back on the bed, naked and vulnerable whilst Mark was still fully dressed. He knelt between her thighs, staring at her pussy - glistening and swollen, lips parted, clit peeking from its hood.

His voice was wrecked. "You're soaked. Is this from talking about him?"

He ran one finger through her folds, circling her clit, and Sophie whimpered.

"Yes. Fuck, yes."

Mark leaned down and licked her properly, one broad stripe from entrance to clit, tasting all of her - the musky-sweet slick coating her folds, the arousal she couldn't hide. Sophie bucked hard against his mouth, fingers fisting in his hair, grinding his face into her pussy. Yes. Right there. Don't you dare stop.

He pulled back, lips shining with her wetness. "If he fucked you, would you let me watch? Would you let me see his cock stretch you open properly?"

Sophie's hips lifted desperately, seeking his mouth again. "Yes. God, yes."

Mark's breathing was ragged now, his cock visibly leaking through his jeans. "Would you suck him? Let him come in your mouth whilst I’m there, let me see you swallow his spunk?"

Sophie was beyond shame now, beyond guilt, beyond anything except the raw, visceral need pulsing through every nerve. "Yes. Anything. I'd do anything. Just please..."

Mark stripped quickly, movements frantic and clumsy. Jeans, boxers, tee - all flung aside carelessly. His cock sprang free, fully hard and leaking, flushed dark at the tip.

Smaller than the dildo. Smaller than Dayo would be, and they both bloody well knew it.

Mark climbed over her, lining himself up, and pushed inside in one stroke. She was so wet he slid in effortlessly, her cunt gripping him tight, welcoming.

He fucked her fast and hard, no finesse, just desperate animal need. "Tell me more. Tell me what you want him to do to you."

Sophie gasped between thrusts, her voice breaking. "I want... fuck... I want to feel how big he is. Want him to fill me properly. Stretch me. Make me scream his name."

Mark's cock jerked hard inside her, and he nearly came in her right then. Instead, he pulled out quickly, flipping her onto her stomach, yanking her hips up roughly. He entered her from behind, deeper this way, hitting different angles, his balls slapping against her with each brutal thrust.

Sophie's face pressed into the pillow, muffling her moans. Dayo was right upstairs. Right above them. He might hear everything.

Let him hear. Let him know what we're talking about. What I want. What I need.

"Harder. Fuck me harder, Mark."

Mark obeyed, slamming into her, his balls slapping her engorged clit with each thrust, the wet sounds of their fucking obscenely loud in the quiet room. "Would you let him fuck you bare? No condom? Let him come inside you properly?"

Sophie's cunt clenched violently. It was a dangerous question. So fucking dangerous.

"I don't know. Maybe. If you wanted to watch it drip out of me. Watch his spunk run down my thighs."

Mark's orgasm hit like a freight train. He obviously couldn't hold it, too turned on, too desperate, too utterly wrecked. He came hard inside her with a strangled groan, hips jerking erratically, cock pulsing and throbbing, filling her with hot spurts of cum.

He collapsed on her back, panting and spent. "Fuck. Sorry, babe. Too fast."

Sophie was still on edge, her pussy throbbing and aching, achingly empty now as he slipped out. She could feel his cum starting to leak from her, warm and slick. She rolled onto her back, spreading her legs wide. "Finish me. Please, Mark."

Mark slid down without hesitation, burying his face between her thighs. He licked her through the mess he'd made, tasting himself mixed with her arousal - salty and musky and utterly filthy - but he didn't stop. Didn't seem to care at all. He focused on her clit, firm circles with his tongue, two fingers pumping inside her, curling to hit that spot.

Sophie was close already, her thighs shaking uncontrollably. Her hand fisted in his hair, grinding shamelessly against his face, using his mouth. "Don't stop. Fuck, don't stop, I'm so close."

Mark talked between licks, his voice muffled against her wet flesh. "Imagine it's him. His tongue on you. His big cock waiting to fuck you properly."

Sophie shattered. The orgasm ripped through her violently, her back arching clean off the bed, thighs clamping around Mark's head like a vice. She cried out, loud and unrestrained, past caring if Dayo heard.

Let him know how desperate I am.

Aftershocks rolled through her in waves, and Mark gentled his touch, lapping softly at her oversensitive clit until she pushed him away, trembling.

He crawled up beside her, pulling her into his arms. They lay tangled together, sweaty and sticky and trembling, the room thick with the stink of sex - sweat and cum and her arousal.

The silence stretched long, just the sound of their breathing gradually slowing, hearts returning to normal.

Sophie finally spoke, her voice small and uncertain. "I don't know if I can actually do it. The reality versus the fantasy..."

Mark kissed her temple gently, his lips soft. "We don't have to. Not if you're not ready. But maybe we could... explore? See how it feels?"

Sophie considered. This is insane. We're talking about inviting our lodger into our bed. A man who's been through trauma, who trusts us. It's wrong. It's so fucking wrong.

But her pussy was still pulsing, still aching even after coming. And Mark was looking at her with such hope, such desperate arousal and love combined, and she knew he needed this as much as she did.

Maybe more.

Sophie exhaled shakily. "Okay. Maybe. We'll see. But slowly, yeah? And we stop if anyone's uncomfortable."

I can't believe I'm agreeing to this. Can't believe I want it this much.

Mark's face lit up like she’d just given him a Christmas present, his eyes bright with joy and lust. "Really? You mean it?"

Sophie nodded. "I mean it. But Mark... we must be so careful. He's vulnerable. We can't just use him for our fantasy."

Mark sobered immediately, understanding the weight of it. "You're right. Absolutely. If it happens, it has to be mutual. Respectful, yeah?"

But fuck, it's going to happen. I can feel it. It's inevitable now.

They curled together, exhaustion pulling them under. The room was warm, the duvet soft, the lamplight dim and forgiving.

Above them, floorboards creaked. Dayo shifting in his bed.

Both Sophie and Mark froze, listening intently, barely breathing.

Did he hear us? Does he know what we were saying? What we want?

Silence returned, heavy and pregnant with possibility. They exchanged a look - excitement and fear mingled. Sophie buried her face in Mark's chest, breathing in his familiar scent. "What have we started?"

Mark held her tighter, his arms solid and warm and safe around her. "Something we both want. That's enough for now, innit?"

Tomorrow we figure out how to make it real.


three
THE FIRST TOUCH
Flexible Income


Sophie sat cross-legged on the unmade bed, laptop balanced across her thighs, and stared at the Google search bar. The sheets still smelled like last night: sex and sweat, the salt-musk of Mark's cum drying into the cotton. She'd left them that way on purpose, breathing in the evidence of what they'd confessed in the dark. That threshold they'd crossed together.

Her fingers hovered over the keyboard before she typed: OnlyFans how to start a yoga channel.

Results flooded the screen. Creator guides, pricing strategies, success stories from fitness influencers who'd turned their bodies into businesses. She clicked through methodically, heart hammering, absorbing it all. Yoga instructors charging anywhere from five to fifteen quid per month, posting flexibility demonstrations in increasingly skimpy outfits. Some kept it tasteful: athletic wear, impressive poses. Others leaned into the male gaze completely. Lingerie instead of leggings. Camel toes and hard nipples standard fare.

She could do this. Better than most of them. She was a proper instructor with real credentials, not some Instagram wannabe. And if she showed a bit more arse, let the camera linger on her body in ways her studio classes never allowed, men would absolutely pay for it.

Her stomach fluttered, heat pooling low. Nervous energy threaded with something darker, more thrilling. The exhibitionist rush of it. Strangers would watch her, want her, stroke themselves whilst imagining her flexible body beneath them, open for them.

Sophie opened the OnlyFans creator sign-up page before second thoughts could stop her.

The display name field blinked at her, cursor pulsing. Not her real name, obviously. Her parents would have bloody heart attacks if they found out, and her yoga students would vanish overnight. She needed something anonymous but still hers, something that hinted at what subscribers would get without screaming 'wank material.'

FlexibleBlonde

Simple. Accurate. And anonymous enough to provide cover whilst being searchable for the kind of men who'd pay to watch her stretch.

She'd already created a new email address to use, then set a strong password, clicked through the terms of service without reading them properly. Her hands trembled as she moved through the setup screens, creating an account that would let strangers access her body for less than the cost of two coffees.

The bio field made her pause. What did she say? How did she pitch herself?

Sophie bit her bottom lip, thinking, then typed quickly before her nerve failed:

Flexible blonde exploring her wild side. British Yoga instructor by day, your fantasy by night. Exclusive content. Custom requests welcome. Let's see where this goes...

She read it back, face heating. Christ. It sounded porny. Cheap. Exactly the kind of thing she'd always judged other women for posting. But her pussy was getting wet reading her own words, imagining the men who'd read them and immediately subscribe, and that told her everything she needed to know.

She hit save.

Profile picture next. She grabbed her phone, opened the camera app, and stood before the bedroom mirror. The reflection showed navy yoga leggings hugging her arse, teal sports bra barely containing her tits, blonde hair pulled into a high ponytail. Body lean and toned from years of practice. She wouldn’t show her face until people subscribed, couldn't risk being identified, so she angled the phone to capture everything neck-down.

The photo framed her arse prominently: the curve of her waist, the athletic lines of her torso. She cropped out her head and reviewed the image critically.

Objectified. Reduced to body parts and sexual potential.

She should feel degraded by it, but instead, her pulse quickened with something dangerously close to power.

Strangers are going to wank to this. To me. They'd stroke their cocks whilst staring at her arse, imagining bending her into positions, filling her flexible body. The thought sent liquid heat between her thighs, made her nipples tighten beneath the sports bra.

Sophie uploaded the photo before rationality could intervene, watched her profile populate with the image. The account was live now. Official. Real.

But empty of actual content. Shit, she needed to film something.

The bedroom felt too personal, too full of identifying details. Wedding photos on the walls, Mark's design books on the shelves, their entire life together on display. She headed downstairs to the living room instead, where she could control what the camera captured.

The bay window provided excellent natural light, autumn sun streaming through sheer curtains and casting everything in soft gold. Sophie rolled out her mat in the brightest spot, positioned her phone on the coffee table propped against a stack of books, and angled it low. The perspective would capture her legs, arse, and torso while she went through her moves.

She opened the camera app, set it to video, and pressed record.

Stepping onto the mat sent a thrill through her belly. Someone's going to watch this. Strangers. Men stroking their cocks to her flexible body.

She moved into downward dog, arse high, and the leggings stretched obscenely tight. Every curve on display. From this angle, her pussy would be outlined through the navy fabric, camel toe unavoidable. Exactly what they'd pay for.

She held the pose, feeling her labia press against the gusset, the fabric already damp.

Breathing deeply, she transitioned to cobra, arching her back until her tits pressed against the sports bra, nipples visible as small points beneath the fabric. The flow continued through warrior poses, deep lunges that spread her thighs wide, a pigeon stretch that opened her hips in ways that would read as pornographic from the camera's low vantage.

Sophie adjusted her leggings mid-sequence, pulling the waistband higher to create a wedgie that defined her arse cheeks. She'd leave that in – expected the punters would love it. She bent forward into a standing forward fold, touching her toes and holding the position whilst the camera recorded her backside framed perfectly by stretched fabric, the outline of her pussy lips unmistakable.

The final pose was child's pose, forehead to mat, knees wide, arse pointed directly at the camera like an offering.

She held it for five long breaths, aware of how exposed she was, how the position would read. Like I'm presenting myself. Ready to be mounted.

Standing, she walked over smiling to camera and stopped the recording.

Just under four minutes of footage. Sophie watched it back with critical eyes, seeing herself as her future subscribers would see her. The downward dog showed everything: the outline of her pussy, the separation between her arse cheeks. Warrior two gave a glimpse of side boob when she raised her arms overhead. The forward fold was practically obscene, arse round and prominent whilst her flexibility put her face between her knees.

This is borderline soft porn. She'd crossed from fitness content into something explicitly designed to arouse.

Did she care?

No. If it started to earn them money, fuck it.

Sophie Airdropped the video to her laptop, made minor edits to trim the beginning and end, and added a text overlay: Morning flow. Who's flexible with me?

She uploaded it to OnlyFans with a caption: First post! Just a taste of what's to come. Keep subscribing to see more exclusive content 💕

Five hashtags followed: #yoga #flexibility #blonde #married #britishbabe.

The subscription price required a decision. She set it at £8.99 per month. Middle range. Neither desperate nor taking the piss.

Her hand hovered over the publish button.

Last chance. Last moment before she became the kind of woman who sold access to her body online, who monetised male desire, who reduced herself to wank material for strangers.

What would Mum say? What would her students think?

Fuck them. This was hers. Her body, her choice, her income stream.

Done. The post went live. She exhaled shakily, closed the laptop, and stood on trembling legs. The living room felt charged now, electric with the knowledge of what she'd just done. She paced to the kitchen, filled the kettle with hands that wouldn't quite steady, and made herself tea she didn't particularly want.

Sitting at the kitchen table, she stared at her phone lying face-up on the wood. The OnlyFans app was installed, notifications enabled. Come on. Someone. Anyone.

Nothing.

Minutes crawled past, each one longer than the last. Sophie sipped her tea mechanically, eyes fixed on the silent phone, wondering if she'd made a terrible mistake.

Then the screen lit up.

LondonBull82 subscribed to you!

Her heart kicked hard against her ribs. She snatched up the phone, thumbs clumsy as she clicked through to the profile. Mostly blank. No photo. Bio: BBC in London, looking for fun.

He'd already commented: Damn, that arse is incredible. Can't wait to see more 🔥

Heat flooded her face, her chest. A complete stranger just paid to look at me. He was probably stroking himself right now, cock in his fist, watching her arse in those leggings whilst he imagined bending her in half.

Fuck. Her pussy clenched, slick and empty.

He'd called her arse incredible. He'd paid money to see it. The validation hit like a drug, immediate and intoxicating, better than any high she'd ever felt teaching yoga.

After two hours, five men had subscribed. Nearly forty-five quid in her account before OnlyFans took their cut. Comments rolled in beneath her video: Perfect body. Love flexible girls. Do you do customs?

Sophie read every single one, pussy throbbing with each new validation, each crude compliment. She responded to a few, keeping her tone playful and teasing: Thank you! More coming soon 😘

The rush of it was extraordinary. She felt giddy, reckless, powerful in a way she'd never experienced. Not teaching. Not even with Mark. This was different. Men wanting her. Paying to want her.

She grabbed her phone, filmed a quick teaser in the hallway mirror, panning slowly down her body before lingering on her arse in the tight leggings. Then back up to her face, biting her lip in what she hoped was a sexy pose. Then posted it to her OnlyFans story with the caption: Thinking about what to film next... suggestions?

The phone buzzed almost immediately.

A direct message from LondonBull82: Would love to see you with a partner. Interracial content is fire! BBC/white wife vibes. Just saying.

Sophie stared at the screen, blood pounding in her ears, between her legs.

He couldn't know. Couldn't know about Mark's fantasies, about Dayo upstairs, about last night's confession in the dark. This was just some bloke requesting his favourite wank material.

But her hands were shaking. Her pussy throbbed, remembering the size of Dayo through that towel yesterday, the thick outline she'd pretended not to notice. Like it was meant to happen.

Interracial. He wanted to see her with a Black man. Exactly what she and Mark had spent hours discussing last night, what had made them both come harder than they had in months.

Like Dayo.

Sophie's hands shook as she screenshotted the DM and sent it to Mark via WhatsApp without comment. The typing bubble appeared almost immediately.

Mark: Holy shit. Are you serious? Did you set up OnlyFans??


Sophie: Yes. Just now. Got 5 subscribers already. And... that DM.


Mark: Fuck. FUCK. I'm hard in the middle of a café. We need to talk about this tonight.


Sophie: We will. But Mark... I think I want to ask him. Dayo. Is that crazy?




The typing bubble appeared. Disappeared. Sophie held her breath, pulse hammering in her throat, slick gathering between her thighs.

Mark: No. Not crazy. Let's talk when I'm home. I love you.




Sophie locked her phone and leaned back against the kitchen chair, pulse hammering everywhere now: throat, wrists, clit. The house was silent around her except for the sound of her own ragged breathing, the distant hum of traffic on Leighton Road.
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The Kitchen Confession

Sophie watched Dayo rinse his plate, the water running clear over white ceramic. He set it in the drying rack and reached for the tea towel, drying his hands with those long, elegant fingers.

Stop staring.

But she couldn't. Every movement he made seemed to ripple through her awareness, hyperreal, like her body had tuned itself to his frequency.

When he turned back to face the kitchen, their eyes met for a fraction of a second before she looked away, heat crawling up her neck.

"Cheers again for the food," Dayo said, draping the towel over the oven rail. "I've been living off your cooking for days now. Probably should've offered to cook by now, yeah?"

Sophie forced a smile, lips stretching too tight. "Don't be daft. You're settling in. No rush."

Her voice came out too bright, too high. Shrill. God, he knows something's up. Mark stood against the opposite counter, arms folded across his chest, silent. They'd been like this since Dayo got back from the library an hour ago, whispering behind their bedroom door, going quiet whenever his footsteps creaked overhead.

Just act normal. Pretend everything's fine.

"So," Dayo said, leaning back against the counter. "Got that warehouse job interview tomorrow morning. Nine o'clock."

Mark straightened slightly. "Yeah? What's the job exactly?"

Thank God. Safe ground.

Dayo shrugged. "Night shift. Packing orders, lifting boxes, that sort of thing. Nothing glamorous. Eleven quid an hour, cash in hand. But it's something, innit? Better than sitting around on my arse."

"That's brilliant, mate," Mark said, but his voice sounded strained. His gaze kept darting to Sophie, then back to Dayo, like he was trying to communicate in code.

Sophie nodded along, her fingers worrying at the table's edge, but she wasn't absorbing a single word. Her chest rose and fell too quickly beneath her cream jumper, no bra, and she was acutely aware of her nipples pressing visible points through the thin fabric.

The silence grew, thick and uncomfortable. Dayo glanced between them, reading something in the air.

"You two alright?" he asked. "You've been acting proper weird since I got back."

Sophie's breath hitched. Her gaze snapped to Mark, and something wordless passed between them. Mark gave her the smallest nod. Permission… or encouragement.

She turned to face Dayo fully, gripping the table's edge like it might anchor her to the earth.

Just say it. Rip the plaster off. Her pulse throbbed in her throat, her palms slick. Worst he can say is no. Or laugh. Or pack his bags and tell everyone we're perverted freaks who tried to shag a vulnerable refugee. Oh God, this is insane, what are we-

"Dayo." Her voice shook despite her best efforts. "We need to ask you something. It's… it's a bit mad. But hear us out, yeah?"

Dayo straightened, curiosity flickering across his features. "Okay...?"

Sophie stood abruptly, the chair scraping against tile. She couldn't do this sitting down, couldn't bear feeling small and exposed. She crossed to stand beside Mark, their shoulders nearly touching. She took a deep breath, trying to centre herself the way she'd teach in class - inhale through the nose, exhale through the mouth - but her lungs felt too tight, her ribs constricting.

"I started an OnlyFans account today," The words tumbled out before she could stop them, her voice shaking. There. Said it. "After you mentioned it the other night. For yoga content, fitness stuff. To help with money, as you know, the studio's struggling, and we thought…" She swallowed hard. "Well, you said people make decent income from it."

Dayo's expression remained open. He nodded slowly. "Right. That's… good. Entrepreneurial. Fair play."

No judgement in his face. Just attention. Sophie's lungs loosened fractionally.

"And I got subscribers immediately," she continued, the words coming faster now momentum had caught her. "Like, within hours. Five of them. And one sent me a DM. A message." Her mouth had gone dry. "He asked if I'd do… partner content."

Dayo nodded again, his gaze sliding sideways to Mark. "Makes sense. So you want me to help film you two, or...?"

"No." Sophie's voice cracked. She cleared her throat. "Not Mark. I mean… the subscriber specifically asked for interracial content. He said he wanted to see me with a Black partner. For the skin contrast."

She paused, watching his face for disgust or discomfort, but his expression remained neutral, those dark eyes sharp.

Sophie rushed on before her nerve failed entirely. "And you've got the body that makes sense for a fitness channel. You're athletic, you're gorgeous, and-"

Mark let out a strangled laugh beside her. "I certainly bloody don't, mate. Look at me."

Dayo's gaze swept over Mark, slim build, narrow shoulders, soft around the middle beneath his navy tee. A smile tugged at the corner of his mouth.

"So you mean me," Dayo said slowly, his voice dropping lower. "You're asking if I'd be interested in filming content with Sophie. For her OnlyFans?"

Sophie's throat had gone completely dry. She nodded. "Yes. You. If you'd be interested. If you'd want to."

Silence stretched between them, crackling with something dangerous. Dayo's gaze flicked to Mark.

"And you're okay with this?" he asked Mark directly.

Mark's voice came out hoarse. "More than okay. I want it, I mean we both do."

Dayo exhaled slowly through his nose. He uncrossed his arms and ran one hand over his fade, the muscles in his bicep shifting beneath grey fabric. Sophie's pussy clenched involuntarily, liquid heat flooding between her thighs. Christ.

"Let me get this out in the open," Dayo said, his accent thickening. "You want me to fuck Sophie. On camera. For your OnlyFans." He looked at Mark. "And you'd watch it? Film it?"

The word hit her like a physical blow. Fuck. Crude and explicit and exactly right. Heat flooded her face, her chest, pooling liquid and insistent between her thighs. She heard Mark's sharp intake of breath beside her, felt his fingers find hers and lace tight.

They looked at each other. A whole conversation passed wordlessly in the space of a heartbeat - are we really doing this? - before they both nodded.

"Yes," Sophie whispered. Then louder, stronger. "But let's start slow. Tonight we just… touch. Kiss. Tease the viewers. See how it feels." Her heart hammered. "No pressure - you can say obviously say no, Dayo. We'd completely understand - wouldn't affect your stay here at all of course. But if you did, we'd pay you a share of whatever we make from the content. And…" She hesitated, her cheeks burning. "I think we'd all enjoy it."

Seconds passed. Ten. Twenty. Sophie's heart hammered against her ribs, blood roaring in her ears. Say something. Please, God, just-

Then Dayo smiled, slow and knowing, devastatingly confident.

"I thought you'd never ask."

Sophie's breath left her in a rush. Her knees felt liquid, unstable. "What?" The word came out barely a whisper.

Dayo stepped closer, closing the distance deliberately. "I saw the way you looked at me Saturday morning, Sophie. In the hallway when I only had the towel on. Your eyes went straight down, and you couldn't look away." His gaze shifted to Mark. "And you, mate - you've been practically vibrating since I arrived. I'm not stupid."

Mark's face flushed scarlet. "You… you knew?"

Dayo chuckled, the sound low and warm, vibrating through the small kitchen. "Suspected. Wasn't sure. Thought maybe I was imagining it, being arrogant. But now?" His gaze dropped deliberately to Sophie's body; the tight teal leggings clinging to every curve, her nipples pressing hard and visible through the cream jumper. "Yeah. I'm interested."

Sophie's pussy clenched again, wetness spreading in her knickers. She could feel it, slick and undeniable, her body responding before her mind could catch up. She forced herself to focus, to clarify boundaries before this spiralled.

"So just to be clear," she said, steadier now. "You'd be okay with Mark being there? Watching us? Filming it?"

Dayo nodded. "As long as everyone's on the same page, consenting, happy, I'm in. You're both beautiful people. This could be fun."

Mark's cock strained visibly against his jeans, the thick outline pressing hard against denim. Dayo's gaze dropped to it briefly - acknowledgement flickering across his features - before he looked away. Mark cleared his throat, his voice strangled.

"And, uh, when would we… I mean, do we plan this properly or-"

Dayo cut him off gently. "Why not tonight – not let it fester? Start small, like Sophie said. See how it feels, how the chemistry is. A video, and maybe some teaser photos if you want to show people what they could be getting if they subscribe?" He looked at Sophie. "If you're ready?"

Sophie's breath shook in her lungs. Her whole body felt like it was vibrating, every nerve alight. This is happening. Bloody hell, this is actually happening. She nodded. "Yeah. Okay. Tonight."

She looked at Mark, finding his eyes blown wide, pupils swallowing the hazel almost entirely. She reached for his hand again, squeezing hard. "Babe?"

Mark nodded frantically. "Yes. Fuck. Yes. Let's do it."

Dayo's grin widened. "Alright then. Where? Living room? Your bedroom?"

Sophie's mind raced through logistics even as her body screamed at her to just get on with it. "Living room," she decided. “More casual.”

"Smart," Dayo agreed.

Mark's brain seemed to surface through the haze of arousal. "I'll set up the phone on the tripod. We've got that one from Sophie's yoga videos. And maybe…" He hesitated, then pushed forward. "Maybe you should make it clear on camera that I'm your husband. That Dayo isn't. The punters will love that, the whole hotwife vibe."

Hotwife. The word hung between them, heavy and illicit. Sophie had read it online, typed it into private browsing, but hearing Mark say it aloud; naming what she was becoming, sent a shiver down her spine. Her pussy clenched, sudden and involuntary. Mark's hand tightened around hers, his palm slick with sweat.

Dayo nodded thoughtfully. "Makes sense. Play to the fantasy." He paused. "Just keep it simple tonight, yeah? Me and Sophie on the sofa, Mark filming. Maybe some kissing, touching over clothes. See where it goes naturally. No script."

Sophie's voice came out breathless. "Organic. Yeah. That sounds… good."

"Give me ten minutes?" Dayo asked, already moving towards the doorway. "Quick shower, freshen up properly."

Sophie nodded, incapable of speech. Dayo's footsteps retreated up the stairs. Moments later, the bathroom door clicked shut, and the pipes groaned as the shower started.

Sophie and Mark stood frozen in the kitchen, staring at each other in the sudden silence. Holy fuck. We just asked our lodger to touch me on camera. And he said yes.

"Shit," Mark whispered, echoing her internal panic exactly.

Sophie nodded, words beyond her. Then she was kissing him, desperate and grateful and terrified all at once, her hands grasping in his tee and dragging him close. Mark kissed back just as frantically, his hands gripping her arse and pulling her flush against the hard line of his erection.

They broke apart gasping. Sophie pressed her forehead to his, their breath mingling hot between them.

"I love you," she whispered fiercely. "This doesn't change that. You know that, yeah?"

Mark's eyes were glassy, wet. Overwhelmed. God, me too, babe. "I know. I love you too. So fucking much, Soph."

The shower cut off upstairs. They had minutes, maybe less.

Sophie pulled away, her heart hammering. "Set up the camera. Living room. I'll… Quickly change."
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The Taste of Things to Come

Mark crouched behind the tripod, fiddling with the phone mount, but his hands wouldn't stop shaking. The recording light blinked red, steady. He tried to frame the shot: grey sofa centred, Sophie perched on the left cushion with her legs tucked under her, empty space beside her waiting for Dayo.

This is real. I'm about to film another man touching my wife.

His cock throbbed against his jeans, the ache so sharp it bordered on pain. He pressed his palm against it, trying to will it down, but fuck, it was useless. Every nerve alight, his brain looping filthy images from late-night browser binges: wives spreading wide for strangers, husbands wanking in corners, cum glistening on pale thighs.

Christ, I'm rock-hard, aching. Don't you dare spunk in your jeans like some teenage virgin, you tosser.

Footsteps on the stairs. Mark's breath hitched. Dayo appeared in the doorway and stopped, taking it in: the camera, Sophie in tight black leggings and a cropped tee that showed her flat stomach and did fuck-all to hide her hard nipples, a give-away she’d not bothered with a bra, and Mark with his erection straining against his jeans like a bloody beacon.

Dayo crossed to the sofa, all easy confidence, and Mark's stomach clenched. He settled beside Sophie but left space between them, respectful, not crowding. His dark eyes flicked from her face to the camera, then back.

"We good to start?"

Sophie's voice came out tiny, fragile. "Yeah."

Dayo's expression softened. He leant forward, angling towards her. "You tell me if anything's too much, yeah? We stop whenever you want."

"Okay." Sophie's hands twisted in her lap. "Same for you."

Dayo's smile widened, genuine. "I'm good. Trust me." He glanced to Mark, still frozen behind the tripod, hand now pressed against his crotch trying to ease the ache. "You alright over there, mate?"

Mark's voice cracked. "Yeah. Fine. Just... do your thing."

Dayo turned back to Sophie, thoughtful. "We need the sound to work, yeah? For the viewers. So maybe I should lead things a bit, keep us from talking over each other. Make it natural. That alright with you both?"

Sophie nodded, relief flickering across her face. Mark managed a strangled, "Yeah, fine."

As Mark started the recording, Dayo shifted closer, draping his arm along the back of the sofa. He wasn't touching her yet, but the claim was unmistakable. The space between them narrowed, charged. Mark zoomed in slightly, framing the contrast: Dayo's broad shoulders and dark skin, Sophie's delicate frame and pale complexion.

He's so much bigger than me. Fuck, look at the size of his hand.

"So." Dayo's voice was unhurried, calm. "How do we start? You want me to kiss you?"

Sophie nodded, throat working. Words seemed beyond her.

Dayo's hand came up, cupping her jaw gently. His palm was huge against her face, dark fingers splayed across her pale cheek. He leant in, pausing an inch from her lips, breath mingling.

"Okay?"

Sophie's whisper was barely there. "Yes."

Dayo closed the gap. The kiss started gentle, just lips, testing. He's making her want it. Sophie's eyes fluttered shut, her body tilting towards him. Then Dayo went deeper, tongue sliding into her mouth, and Sophie moaned, low and needy. Fuck, she sounds like that with me, but this... this is different. Hungrier.

He watched through the screen, free hand drifting back to his crotch, pressing hard. Dayo's hand cradled Sophie's face, her body tilting, the kiss growing desperate.

Look at them. She's kissing him like she kisses me. Fuck, she wants him.

Jealousy flared, hot and sour in his gut. Then arousal slammed into him, harder, overwhelming. I want this. I asked for this. A mantra as he watched it unfold through the camera lens made it both unbearably real and impossibly surreal.

Dayo broke the kiss, pulling back enough to let Sophie catch her breath. Her lips were swollen, eyes glassy. He smiled at her, slow and easy, then turned towards the camera.

"She tastes sweet." His voice pitched for the mic, for the unseen subscribers who'd watch this later. "You're a lucky husband, Mark, having a hotwife like her."

"I know." Mark's voice cracked on it, throat tight.

Dayo's hand drifted down Sophie's neck, thumb brushing the hollow of her collarbone. She shivered, breathing shallow.

"Can I take this off?" He gestured to her tee, fingers already hooking the hem.

Sophie nodded frantically. "Please."

Dayo pulled the tee up slowly, revealing her stomach first, yoga toned and soft, skin pale and smooth, and then her tits. Her nipples were tight and dark pink. He tossed the tee aside, and Sophie sat topless, goosebumps rising despite the warmth.

Dayo's gaze was appreciative. "Beautiful."

His hands came up, cupping her breasts gently, testing their weight. His thumbs brushed her nipples, and Sophie gasped, back arching.

Mark zoomed in, capturing it: Dayo's dark hands touching Sophie's pale skin, thick fingers rolling her nipples. Mark's own hand moved to his cock, stroking himself through the denim, couldn't stop.

He's touching her tits. Making her moan. I should be jealous. I am. But fuck, I'm so turned on I could come just watching.

Dayo leant down and sucked her nipple into his mouth. His tongue flicked the tip, and Sophie gasped, hand flying to his head, fingers gripping his short hair. She whimpered, hips shifting, grinding against nothing.

"Look at these," Dayo's voice, low, for the camera. "Perfect. So sensitive."

He pinched her nipple gently, and Sophie's whimper turned sharp. Dayo switched to the other breast, sucking harder, then biting down gently. Sophie's hips bucked, seeking friction, body strung tight.

Dayo released her nipple with a wet pop, trailing kisses down her stomach. His hands hooked her leggings, and he paused, looking up through dark lashes.

"These too?"

Sophie's voice broke. "Yes. God, yes."

Dayo pulled the leggings down, Sophie lifting her hips to help. He dragged them off with her black lace knickers - soaked through with a wet patch Mark caught on camera. Sophie was naked now, legs closing instinctively.

Dayo's hands settled on her knees, gentle but firm. "Let them see you."

Sophie hesitated, breath coming in gasps, then slowly parted her legs. Dayo groaned, soft and genuine.

"Fuck, Sophie. You're gorgeous."

Mark's breath came ragged. He zoomed in, hand trembling. Sophie's pussy filled the screen: blonde landing strip neatly trimmed, lips pink and glistening, visibly wet. Dayo's dark hand settled on her pale inner thigh, spreading her wider.

That's my wife's pussy. Another man's about to touch it. Oh fuck.

Mark's cock pulsed. He pressed harder, biting back a groan. Dangerously close to coming untouched, boxers soaked.

Dayo's fingers trailed up Sophie's inner thigh, feather-light, teasing. She trembled, breathing audible over the recording's hum. He reached her pussy, running one finger through her folds, agonisingly slow, collecting the wetness. Then he brought his finger to his mouth, sucking it clean.

"Sweet. Just like I thought."

Sophie's head fell back, desperate whimper escaping. Dayo chuckled, low, and returned his hand between her legs. One finger circled her clit, slow and firm, and Sophie's hips jerked.

"Oh fuck, Dayo..."

"You're so wet. Is this for Mark watching, or me, your black lover?"

Sophie's eyes flew open, finding the lens. Beyond it, Mark, hand clearly on his cock now, wanking himself through his jeans. Her voice broke.

"Both. Oh God, both."

Dayo slid one finger inside her. Sophie's pussy clenched around it, tight, and Mark's cock throbbed in response. Christ, she's gripping him. Dayo added a second finger, spreading them, stretching her open. Sophie moaned, hips rocking, fucking his hand. He crooked his fingers, nailed her G-spot, and Sophie's cry was halfway to a scream.

Mark could barely hold the camera steady. He filmed Dayo's fingers disappearing into Sophie's pussy, the wet sounds, her face lost in it. His own hand moved faster, friction almost enough to tip him over.

She's going to come on his fingers. In front of me. This is the hottest thing I've ever fucking seen.

Dayo's thumb found Sophie's clit, rubbing tight circles whilst his fingers thrust. Her thighs shook, stomach tensing, body drawing tight.

"Dayo, I'm... I'm going to..."

"Come for me." Firm command. "Let everyone see how white girls come for black men."

Sophie came. Hard. Her back bowed off the sofa, hand fisting the cushion, mouth open in a silent scream. Her pussy pulsed around Dayo's fingers, clenching in rhythm, and he kept working her, milking it, until she shoved his hand away, too sensitive.

Fuck me. I just watched my wife come on another bloke's fingers.

Dayo withdrew his fingers slowly, holding them up to the light. They were slick, glistening. He brought them to Sophie's mouth, pressing against her lips.

He nodded to the watching camera, "Taste yourself, show them."

Sophie parted her lips, sucking his fingers clean, eyes locked on his, and Mark nearly sobbed behind the camera.

Dayo dropped to his knees between her legs. Sophie was still panting, slumped against the sofa. He spread her thighs wider, leant in, and dragged his tongue up her pussy in one long, slow lick. Sophie gasped, hips jerking.

He's tasting her cum, her pussy. Fuck, I can almost smell it from here, that sweet musky scent, the stink of sex already in the air.

Mark zoomed in, hand shaking. Dayo's mouth on Sophie's pussy, tongue working her clit, her hands fisting in his hair. Mark's hand moved faster on his cock, friction unbearable, orgasm building.

He's eating her out. It should be me down there. But watching him... fuck, this is even better.

Dayo licked and sucked, tongue fucking her entrance, thorough, unhurried, skilful. Sophie was building again, gasps turning desperate, his name falling from her lips like prayer. Just as she was about to come, Dayo pulled back, sitting up, wiping his mouth.

Sophie's eyes flew open, wild. "What... why did you stop?"

Dayo smiled, slow, wicked. "Not yet. Tomorrow, we'll go further. Tonight was just a taste."

"Please, Dayo, I need..."

He leant over her, cutting off her plea with a hard kiss, making her taste herself on his tongue, shuddering. He whispered against her lips.

"You'll think about this all night. About what comes next. Trust me."

He stood, adjusting his jeans. The bulge there was huge, unmistakable, straining against the denim. But he was controlled, composed. He looked at the camera, at Mark.

"You got all that?"

Mark nodded shutting it down, dazed… horny.

"Good. Edit it. Post it. Let's see what your subscribers think."

Dayo headed for the stairs. His footsteps thudded, steady, unhurried. The house went silent except for Mark and Sophie's ragged breathing.

His hands were shaking so badly he nearly dropped the phone. He set it down carefully, then looked at Sophie. Still naked, flushed, panting on the sofa, legs still spread, pussy glistening in the lamplight. Their eyes met.

"Mark." Her voice was hoarse, desperate. "I need you… Now!"

Mark stumbled towards her, knees hitting the floor between her spread thighs. Right where Dayo had knelt. He buried his face in her pussy, licking frantically, tasting her, tasting the faint trace of Dayo's spit mixed with her cum. Fuck, yes. Mine. Still mine. Sophie came within seconds, thighs clamping his head, her cry breaking on a sob.

Mark shoved his jeans and boxers down, clumsy, desperate. His cock sprang free, leaking and hard but pathetically small compared to what Dayo could give her. He lined up and thrust into her, one easy shove. She was soaked, stretched from Dayo's thick fingers, and he slid in easy. Too easy. He fucked her fast, graceless, chasing it. Came within seconds, spilling inside her, hips jerking as he emptied his balls into his wife's well-lubed pussy.

He collapsed on top of her, weight pinning her to the sofa. They clung to each other, breathing ragged, bodies slick with sweat.

Sophie whispered against his neck, shaky. "That was fucking amazing."

Mark nodded, couldn't form words. "Yeah."

They lay there, tangled together, neither willing to move. Eventually, Mark pulled out, his cum leaking from her, trickling down her thigh. He helped her sit up, and they stared at each other in the dim lamplight. The room stank of sex and sweat and Sophie's pussy, the scent thick in the air.

"We need to upload this." Mark's voice, hoarse.

Sophie nodded, still dazed. "Tomorrow. Can't think right now."

They stumbled upstairs, not bothering to shower, the stickiness clinging to their skin. Fell into bed together, tangled and sated, and drifted into sleep with the weight of what they'd started pressing down on them.
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Going Viral in NW5

Sophie propped the laptop on her bare thighs, the metal casing warm from charging all night. Mark settled beside her, shoulder pressed to hers. She'd nicked his old Radiohead hoodie after breakfast, the fabric soft and massive on her, pooling around her hips. Mark wore only boxers, his morning erection straining the thin cotton like a fucking flagpole.

He opened the video file. "OF_Dayo_Tease_1" sat on the desktop, twelve minutes of their new reality compressed into pixels. Innocuous little title for what we actually did.

“Ready?” His voice came out rough, uncertain.

Sophie nodded. Her throat had gone tight, like before teaching her first proper yoga class. 'Play it.'

He pressed the spacebar. The screen flooded with their naughty adventure.

Dayo kissing her. Christ. His dark hand cradling her pale jaw, fingers splayed wide, tongue sliding past her lips. That soft, desperate groan she'd made when he deepened it. Did I really sound like that? Then undressing her, her tee yanked over her head, breasts spilling free, his thumbs brushing her nipples. Her gasp, sharp and needy and utterly shameless. His fingers working between her legs, spreading her wide for the camera, the wet sounds so obscene she could hear them through the laptop speakers. Her orgasm, back arching like a bow, mouth falling open, crying his name whilst Mark filmed silently behind the lens. Dayo's mouth on her pussy, tongue dragging through her folds, tasting her cum, lapping it up. And then him pulling back, leaving her desperate and trembling, walking away with that massive bulge straining his jeans.

The video ended. Silence, except for her pulse hammering in her ears.

Sophie's cunt clenched involuntarily, already slick enough she felt it dampening her. Watching herself like that, naked and wanton and utterly lost, another man's hands on her body whilst her husband filmed every filthy second. Bloody hell. It was obscene. It was gorgeous. It was perfect.

“I actually did that.” Her voice came out breathless, barely above a whisper.

Mark nodded, swallowing hard enough she saw his throat work. “And we're about to show hundreds of strangers.”

His cock twitched visibly beneath the boxers. Sophie glanced down, then back at the screen. The quality's gorgeous, actually. Mark's designer eye showed in every frame: the colour grading, the framing, the way he'd cropped to hide faces but keep the raw, brutal intimacy. Professional without being cold. Erotic without being cheap.

“The editing's brilliant, babe.” She kissed his jaw, tasting salt. “You made me look gorgeous.”

“You are gorgeous.” His hand slid under the hoodie, cupping her bare arse, squeezing hard. “Seeing you with Dayo's fingers in your cunt?” His voice dropped, went rough. “Fuck, Soph. You looked filthy. So hot I nearly came.”

Her face went scorching, that flush creeping down her neck to her chest. She kissed him hard, tasting coffee and morning breath and the want that sharpened everything between them. Pulled back, gasping.

“Right. Let's caption this thing before I lose my nerve.”

They brainstormed together, her typing whilst he dictated.

Sophie suggested: “First time with my new bull—he made me beg 🔥”

Mark leant closer, reading over her shoulder. "Make it new black bull. And add: And my husband watched every second.”

She navigated to 'Create Post' on OnlyFans, uploaded the video. The progress bar crawled, three agonising minutes watching the percentage tick upwards whilst her heart hammered. Once uploaded, she entered the caption info, then added tags. #hotwife #BBC #stag&vixen #interracial #firsttime. Each one a breadcrumb for the perverts already subscribed, and hopefully the hundreds more who'd find them through searches. We're those people now. We're the perverts.

Pricing. She hesitated.

“Leave it free for subscribers?” Mark's voice close to her ear, his breath warm. “They already paid the monthly. But enable tips. Add a note at the end.”

Sophie nodded, typing: Tips appreciated if you enjoyed. More to come soon...

Her hand hovered over 'Publish.' The cursor blinked, patient, waiting.

She looked at Mark. “Last chance to change our minds. We could just keep it me doing yoga?”

His cock was fully hard now, straining the boxers, a damp spot spreading where the head pressed fabric. He met her eyes, pupils blown black. “Fuck that. Do it.”

[image: ]

By quarter past nine, fifteen strangers had watched her come. Fifteen. Two fiver tips from anonymous usernames. Sophie's leg bounced, restless, that yoga instructor's stillness utterly buggered. Beside her, Mark's hand drifted to his cock, palming himself through his boxers, slow and deliberate.

Half nine. Subscribers increasing, so were the tips. Comments appearing in real time, pinging notifications.

'Holy fuck.'

'She's perfect.'

'More interracial hotwife content please.'

Sophie read them aloud, her voice shaky, unsteady. Mark groaned beside her, his hand moving faster over his erection.

By ten, eighty-nine people had subscribed and watched.

Sophie's hand slid between her legs, rubbing her clit through fabric. She was soaked already, knickers damp, thighs sticky. Strangers are watching me. Watching Dayo's fingers disappear inside me. Watching me beg. The exhibitionist thrill was dizzying, made her head swim.

They couldn't stop refreshing. Sophie's finger hovered over F5, compulsive, her other hand working between her thighs. Mark's boxers tented obscenely now, the wet patch spreading. His hand moved in steady, desperate strokes.

She clicked into the comments, scrolling, reading.

LondonBull82: Knew you'd deliver. That bull's cock looked huge even through his jeans. Can't wait to see him fuck you properly. Hotter because your hubby was watching!!

That bull's cock. Someone in London, some bloke she'd never meet, was wanking over Dayo's bulge, imagining it splitting her open. Her voice came out hoarse. “They want more. They want to see him fuck me.”

Mark groaned, his cock visibly pulsing. “So give it to them. Tonight.”

She kept scrolling.

CuckHubby_UK: Your husband's a legend for sharing you. Wish I had the balls.

BBClover88: Where's the BBC action? Please tell me there's a creampie video coming. I NEED to see him fill you.

Sophie's pussy clenched hard, slick flooding her thighs, soaking through the hoodie now. “Christ, Mark. They're obsessed.”

“They're us,” he muttered, hand working his cock faster, rougher. “They want what we want.”

By eleven, the tips had hit £247. Subscriber count rising fast. Sophie clicked over to her earnings page, hands trembling. After OnlyFans took their cut, the balance read £683.

She stared at the number, vision swimming. “That's... bloody hell, that's half my studio's monthly rent. For twelve minutes of video.”

Mark kissed her neck, teeth grazing skin, scraping. “Imagine what a full sex tape would make.”

Another notification pinged. New comment, new subscriber: Alpha_Breeder.

Sophie clicked.

She's fertile-looking. You letting him breed her, cuck? Or you keeping her on the pill like a coward?

The words slammed into her. Fertile-looking. Her breath stopped, cunt clenching so hard it ached. Some stranger online thought she looked breedable. Thought Dayo should pump her full of his seed whilst Mark filmed, watched, encouraged. The wrongness of it, the filthy, primal wrongness, made her wetter than she'd been in months. She showed Mark, her hand trembling.

His eyes went dark, pupils swallowing the blue. Something feral flickered there. “That's... fuck. That's such a fucking hot fantasy.”

“We could roleplay it.” Sophie's voice was barely a whisper. “I'm on the pill anyway. But the idea...”

It would be safe. But the fantasy, the taboo of it, the image of Dayo's thick cock pumping her full of cum whilst she begged him to breed her, Mark filming, encouraging, getting off on the possibility...

Mark pulled her onto his lap, grinding her down onto his hard cock, still clothed. The friction was delicious, maddening, not nearly enough. “Tonight. We film Dayo fucking you. And you beg him to breed you. I'll film every second.”

Sophie kissed him, desperate, tongues clashing, messy and hungry. “Yes. God, yes.”

She yanked his boxers down, freeing his cock. He was leaking, flushed dark, smaller than Dayo's bulge had been but familiar, hers. She shoved the hoodie up, knickers aside, sank down onto him in one smooth, practised motion. He filled her, not as much as the big dildo, probably as much as Dayo's two fingers, but enough. Enough to anchor her whilst her mind spiralled with images of what was coming.

She rode him, the laptop shoved aside but still open, notifications pinging like a filthy metronome. Mark's hands gripped her arse, fingers digging into the flesh, guiding her rhythm, slamming her down harder onto his cock. Sophie's head fell back, moaning loud enough the neighbours would hear, imagining Dayo beneath her instead. His cock splitting her open, stretching her so wide it hurt, his dark hands gripping her pale hips hard enough to bruise, his voice commanding her to take it, to beg for his seed. God, yes. Breed me. Fill me up.

Her thighs were slick with her own wetness, sliding against Mark's hips. She could hear it, the obscene wet sounds of her cunt taking him, could smell herself, that honey-salt musk Mark loved, could feel sweat dripping down her spine beneath the hoodie.

“Tell me,” Mark panted beneath her, voice ragged. “Tell me what you're thinking.”

“Dayo.” The word tore out of her, raw. “His cock. Inside me. Bare. Filling me with his cum whilst you watch.”

Mark's hips jerked, slamming up into her, hitting deep. “Fuck, yes. You want him to breed you?”

“Yes.” Sophie was sobbing now, riding him frantically, clit grinding against his pelvis, chasing it. “I want him to fuck me full of cum. Want you to watch him knock me up. Want his baby inside me whilst you film it all.”

Mark came with a shout, flooding her with his warmth, his modest load, hips stuttering beneath her. The sensation, the heat, the image of it being Dayo's cum instead - copious and thick and endless - pushed Sophie over the edge. She clenched around him, orgasm ripping through her, crying out both their names, Dayo's and Mark's, tangled together, indistinguishable.

She collapsed against his chest, boneless, trembling, utterly wrecked. His cock softened inside her, cum leaking out around him, trickling down her thighs, sticky and warm. They lay tangled, breathing ragged, the laptop still pinging beside them with comments, tips, new subscribers.

Eventually, Sophie shifted, reached for the screen. Refreshed.

More comments, all demanding more, begging for full penetration, for creampies, for her to fuck Dayo bareback whilst her husband filmed every second.

Sophie laughed, the sound slightly hysterical, edged with disbelief.

Mark grinned against her hair, kissed her temple. “We're just getting started.”

She glanced at the clock. Nearly noon. Dayo would be back from his interview soon. They needed to talk to him, plan tonight, set boundaries, discuss what they'd film, and just as importantly, why. Her pulse quickened, anticipation and arousal coiling low in her belly, that liquid heat already building again.

Tonight, Dayo would fuck her properly. And Mark would film every filthy second whilst strangers paid to watch.


four
THE FIRST FUCK
Setting the Stage


Mark refilled the wine glasses, bottle tilting over Sophie's first, then Dayo's, his own last. The kitchen had shrunk somehow, the three of them crowded round their reclaimed oak table under the pendant lights, dinner wreckage spread between them: pasta bowls streaked with carbonara, garlic bread torn to bits, crumbs everywhere like proof they'd actually managed to eat through the tension. Second bottle of Malbec, already half-gone. Mark's hand shook just enough that the neck clinked against Dayo's glass.

Dayo raised his wine, that easy grin spreading. "Cheers to the new job, yeah? Shite hours, but it pays."

The clink rang bright. Mark drank deep, let the wine burn down his throat and loosen the knot that'd been tightening in his gut all day. Sophie leant forward on her elbows, cream jumper slipping off one shoulder, chin propped on her palm. "What's it actually like, then? Packing boxes all night?"

Dayo swirled his glass, nodding. "Warehouse up in Tottenham. Online orders, mostly: clothes, household stuff. Night shift, eleven to seven. Solo work, which suits me, yeah? Less people asking where I'm from, why I'm here." Something flickered across his face, shadowed and gone. The smile came back. "Means I'll be out of your hair most nights."

Sophie's hand shot out, fingers circling his wrist for just a second. "You're not in our hair, Dayo. You're part of this now."

Part of this. Mark watched her pale fingers against Dayo's dark skin and his cock gave a thick, insistent pulse beneath the table. Part of them. Part of Sophie. Christ. He cleared his throat, seized it. "Speaking of - OnlyFans has gone absolutely mental. We hit six hundred eighty-three quid from that one video."

Dayo's eyebrows shot up. Set his glass down careful, like he didn't trust his grip. "Seriously? From twelve minutes?"

Sophie nodded, grin wide and wine-loose. "Your twenty per cent's a hundred thirty-seven quid.”

Dayo sat back, exhaled slow through his nose. Ran a hand over his fade, shaking his head. "That's... bloody hell, that's more than I'd make in two warehouse shifts. For what?"

"Twelve minutes of footage," Mark corrected, pulse jumping.

Dayo laughed, low and genuine. "You two are mad. Properly mad."

Sophie leant back, jumper riding up to show a strip of toned stomach. Mark caught Dayo's gaze flick down, then politely away; always polite, this one, always respectful, which somehow made it hotter. "The comments are insane," Sophie said, slightly breathless now. "Everyone wants more. Proper fucking. Creampies. Dirty talk about the interracial thing, they love that contrast-"

Mark's mouth went dust-dry. He grabbed his wine, drained half. This is it. Right now. Ask him. Tonight. Get him upstairs, camera rolling, that huge cock- The room was too warm, airless, his collar strangling him.

Dayo's expression shifted, something darker sliding into his eyes. Looked at Sophie, then Mark. "So we give them what they want, yeah? You ready for that, Sophie?"

Sophie's face went pink, colour flooding down her neck and disappearing under her jumper. Wine-flush or arousal or both. "Yeah. I think so." She swallowed, throat working. "Are you?"

Dayo's gaze was level, direct. "I'm ready. Question is, where and when?"

Mark's heart slammed his ribs like fists. He made himself speak; every word deliberate. "Tonight? After dinner?" Too casual. Fuck, he sounded mental. "We could set up in our bedroom. Ring light, phone on tripod, proper angles."

Sophie's hand found his under the table, fingers cold and trembling. Squeezed tight. "Yeah. Tonight."

Dayo nodded slow. "Bedroom's more intimate than the living room, innit? Less... clinical." He looked at Sophie. "And it's your space."

Sophie's breath caught audibly. "Exactly. I want to reclaim it. With you both there, Mark filming." She turned to Mark, green eyes wide and glassy.

Mark's cock was granite now, pressing so hard against his fly the denim bit into him. He’ll film and enjoy very second. Every inch of that massive cock sliding into her. Her face when he stretches her. The sounds she'll make. Christ, I'm leaking just thinking about it. "Every second," he managed, voice scraped raw. "Close-ups. Penetration. Your face. His..." He swallowed. "His cock. Everything."

Sophie's pupils blew wide. Dayo's jaw tightened, muscle jumping.

Silence hung thick and charged between them.

Dayo considered, swirling his wine. "Start missionary, I reckon. Eye contact, intimacy. Then maybe doggy if you're comfortable, got good visual impact, arse shots." He looked at her. "But you decide in the moment, yeah? Whatever feels right."

Missionary. Mark's hand drifted to his lap, pressed hard against his erection through denim. I'll see Dayo's face above hers. See her legs wrapped round him. See that thick dark cock pushing into her cunt, spreading her open, stretching her in ways I never could. Then doggy - Christ, doggy. His hands gripping her pale hips, slamming into her from behind whilst she moans into the mattress, arse bouncing with each thrust.

"Cumshot." Dayo's voice cut through the haze. "Inside or on her?"

The question hung in the air like smoke. Mark's mouth had gone bone-dry again. Reached for his wine, drained it, set the glass down with a thunk. "Inside." His voice cracked. Cleared his throat. "Give the subscribers their creampie. Definitely."

Dayo's gaze flicked to Sophie. "You on the pill?"

Sophie nodded quick. "Yeah. Three years now."

"Good." Dayo's smile was easy but something wicked lurked at the edges. "Don't want any accidents."

Yet. The word hung there unspoken and Mark's cock leaked another hot pulse of precum. The breeding kink, that they'd whispered about it during sex, used it to get each other off, fantasised about Dayo's cum filling her fertile cunt, his superior seed taking root where Mark's had failed. But they hadn't mentioned it to Dayo yet. Tonight wasn't about that fantasy. Tonight was simpler. The first time. Raw and real and uncomplicated.

Yeah, keep telling yourself that, mate.

Sophie stood abruptly, chair scraping tile. She gathered plates with jerky movements, nervous energy crackling off her. "I'll clean up. You two set up the bedroom?"

Mark and Dayo exchanged a glance. Dayo's expression was calm, faintly amused; like he could see right through Mark's terror and arousal and knew exactly what was churning in his gut. Mark nodded, pushed back from the table. His legs felt unsteady, knees loose.

They climbed the stairs together, Mark behind Dayo, watching muscle shift beneath the white tee, the easy confidence in his stride. The man moved like he owned the space; no hesitation, no apology, just fluid power. This is it. Tonight I watch another man fuck my wife. Tonight I see his cock, the one she's been fantasising about since Saturday morning when she saw him in that towel, that monster she described as "fuck me" thick. Christ, I'm terrified. And so fucking hard I can barely walk.

First-floor landing. Master bedroom door stood ajar, room beyond dim and waiting. Mark pushed it open, flicked the overhead light. Bed unmade from this morning, white duvet rumpled, pillows askew. Smelt faintly of lavender and last night's sex.

Dayo stepped inside, surveyed the space like he was assessing it. "Where's the ring light?"

Mark crossed to the wardrobe, pulled out Sophie's light on its collapsible tripod. His hands shook slightly setting it up at the foot of the bed, angling it to illuminate the mattress without harsh shadows. Dayo watched, then moved to help, adjusting the height, testing the brightness with one hand raised.

They worked in silence, passing cables, adjusting angles, and the mundane domesticity of it made Mark's head spin. Setting up lighting to film another bloke's cock disappearing into my wife. This is mental. Absolutely mental. And I'm gagging for it.

"Phone here?" Dayo gestured to the foot of the bed.

Mark nodded, retrieved the tripod from under the bed where he'd left it after the last shoot. Mounted his phone, opened the camera app, framed the shot. The bed filled the screen, white and waiting and somehow obscene in its emptiness. He imagined Sophie there; naked, legs spread, Dayo between her thighs, that huge dark cock poised at her entrance.

"Second phone for close-ups?" Dayo's voice was matter-of-fact, like this was normal. Like they were setting up for a product shoot, not porn.

"Yeah. Sophie's phone." Mark's voice sounded distant to his own ears, like someone else was speaking.

Dayo nodded, then sat on the edge of the bed. Mattress dipped under his weight. He looked up at Mark, expression gentle. "You alright, mate?"

Mark barked a laugh, slightly hysterical. "Honestly? No idea. Yes? No? I'm bricking it and gagging for it at the same time, if that makes sense."

Dayo's smile was genuine, warm. "That's fair, yeah. This is big. First time properly sharing her." He paused. "You can stop it anytime, you know. Say the word, I'm out. No hard feelings."

Mark swallowed hard. The reassurance settled something in his chest even as his arousal spiked higher. "I won't stop it. I want this. I want to watch you fuck her. I want to see her face when you're inside her. I want..." He trailed off, breath ragged, couldn't quite articulate the filthy tangle of desires knotting in his gut.

Dayo's expression darkened, pupils dilating. "You want to see her take my cock. Watch me stretch her. Make her cum?"

Mark nodded, mute.

"And after?" Dayo's voice dropped low. "When I've filled her with my cum? What then?"

Mark's hand drifted to his crotch, pressed hard against the aching bulge. "Then I reclaim her. Fuck her whilst your cum's still inside her."

Dayo exhaled slow through his nose. "Fuck, Mark. You're filthier than I thought."

Mark's laugh came out choked. "Yeah. Turns out I am."

Footsteps on the stairs; Sophie coming up. They both looked to the door. She appeared in the doorway, face flushed, eyes bright with wine and nerves and unmistakable arousal. She looked at the setup, lights, phone camera, the two men waiting - and her breath visibly hitched.

"Ready?" Mark's voice was barely a whisper.

Sophie stepped into the room. Closed the door behind her with a soft thud that sounded loud in the silence.

"Yes."
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Stretched Open

Sophie's hand was still on the door handle when the latch clicked shut. Her pulse hammered - no, not hammered, it thrashed - against the inside of her throat, desperate and wild.

The setup looked professional. Almost clinical. The ring light glowed at the foot of the bed, casting a perfect circle of white light that made the rumpled duvet look surreal, stage-lit. Mark's phone sat mounted on the tripod, angled precisely at the mattress. Her husband stood beside it, second phone trembling in his grip as he adjusted the angle for close-ups. And Dayo sat on the edge of their bed, thighs spread slightly, hands resting on his knees, watching her with those dark, intent eyes that seemed to strip her bare before she'd even moved.

The ring light hummed faintly in the silence. Her own breathing sounded too quick, too shallow, audible in the stillness. Outside, distant street noise filtered through the window: a car passing, someone's laughter, ordinary life continuing whilst hers tilted into something extraordinary. Mark cleared his throat, nervous.

Lavender lingered faintly in the air. This morning's pillow spray, domestic and innocent beneath the sharper scent of anticipation. Wine clung to her breath. Her thighs clenched without permission.

This is real. The setup might look professional but Dayo's gaze is anything but. Heat pooled low in her belly, liquid and insistent, spreading between her legs. Christ, she's already wet. Knickers damp just from walking up the stairs knowing what's about to happen.

Sophie crossed the room on unsteady legs. She sat on the bed beside Dayo, close enough that their thighs touched. The mattress dipped beneath their combined weight, tilting her slightly toward him.

His body heat radiated through his jeans, warming her hip. The bulge there made her mouth go dry - half-hard already, pressing against denim in a thick ridge the fabric couldn't hide.

Behind them, Mark moved to the tripod. A soft beep. The red recording light blinked on.

The camera's eye feels like a stranger watching. Hundreds of strangers, if the subscribers come back for this. Her pulse skittered, exhibitionist thrill knotting with terror in her chest. But Dayo's solid warmth beside her grounds it. She wants this. Wants him. Wants Mark to see it all.

"You both ready?" Mark's voice sounded tight, strangled with emotion. "Last chance to back out."

Dayo answered first, calm and sure. "Ready, mate."

Sophie nodded, then remembered the camera needed audio. "Yes. Ready." Her voice came out breathy, higher than usual.

She glanced at Mark. His hand trembled slightly as he held the second phone, angling it toward the bed. His eyes were glassy, pupils blown wide and dark. The bulge in his jeans strained against the zip, thick and obvious.

Mark's already hard. Just from watching them sit here. Her chest went warm and tight, affection mingling with the liquid heat between her thighs. God, the compersion is so clear on his face - fear and arousal and love all tangled together. She wants to kiss him, reassure him, but Dayo's turning toward her now and the moment shifts.

Dayo's hand came up, cupped her face. Large and warm, palm rough with calluses against her jaw. His thumb brushed her cheekbone in a gesture that felt almost tender.

He leaned in. The kiss started soft, a closed-mouth press, testing. Then he deepened it, tongue tracing her lower lip, seeking entry.

Sophie opened to him. His tongue was confident, exploratory, tasted of wine and something spiced - the cologne, maybe, or just him. Her hands found his shoulders, gripped the fabric of his tee. Muscle shifted beneath her palms, solid and powerful.

Different from Mark's kisses. More commanding. He led but didn't force, giving her space to respond. Her nipples peak beneath her jumper, tight and aching. A small sound escaped her throat – needy and embarrassing, and she didn't care.

Sophie pulled back slightly, catching her breath. Her lips felt swollen, sensitive.

Dayo's voice was low, accented warmth wrapping around each word. "Take off your clothes for us, Sophie. Let Mark see you."

She glanced at Mark. He'd moved closer, phone raised, filming from the side now. His face was flushed, breath audible in the quiet.

Sophie stood. Her legs were slightly unsteady, arousal making her balance uncertain. She turned to face the camera at the foot of the bed.

Performing. She'd done yoga videos, posted content in sports bras and leggings that showed everything without revealing anything. But this is different. This is surrender. Invitation. She hooked her fingers under the hem of her cream jumper, and pulled it over her head. Static crackled through her hair, leaving it mussed. Cool air hit her skin, raising goosebumps. Her nipples hardened further beneath her bra, visible through the thin cotton.

She unhooked the bra - simple white cotton, not the sexy lace she'd considered and forgotten to change in her nervousness. Her breasts spilled free, small and pale in the ring light, pink nipples pebbled tight.

Unbuttoned her jeans. Shimmied them down over her hips. They caught at her thighs - yoga-toned, strong - before pooling at her feet. She stepped out, kicked them aside.

Hooked her thumbs in her knickers. Plain white and practical. But she noticed the damp patch darkening the gusset, visible evidence of her arousal. Mortifying. Arousing. She slid them down, kicked them aside.

Stood naked before them both. Arms loose at her sides, resisting the urge to cover herself.

Utterly exposed to the cameras. The ring light was merciless, showed every freckle, the faint stretch marks on her inner thighs she'd always hated, the neat strip of blonde pubic hair. But Dayo's looking at her like she's art. Like she's edible. And Mark - Christ, Mark's barely breathing, phone trembling in his grip, eyes drinking her in like he's never seen her before.

"Lie down, beautiful." Dayo's voice was rough now, deeper. "Let me see all of you."

Sophie climbed onto the bed. The mattress was soft beneath her knees, familiar territory made foreign by context. She stretched out on her back, head sinking into the pillows. The white duvet felt cool against her heated skin, raising more goosebumps. She bent her knees instinctively, feet flat, thighs pressed together.

Vulnerable. She'd been in this position a thousand times with Mark, but the camera changed it. Dayo's gaze changed it. She's on display. Offering herself. Her cunt pulses, empty and aching, slick and ready.

Dayo stood. Pulled his white tee over his head in one smooth motion.

His torso was revealed - broad shoulders, defined pecs, dark skin gleaming under the light. Abs ridged and hard, small dark nipples, a faint trail of hair disappearing into his jeans. He unhooked his belt. Leather. The soft clink of metal sounded loud in the quiet. Unbuttoned his jeans. Slid the zip down slowly, deliberately, teasing.

Pushed jeans and boxers down together in one movement. They dropped to his ankles. He stepped out, kicked them aside carelessly.

His cock swung free, already thickening.

Oh God. Oh Christ.

Half-hard and already massive, just as she had imagined it. Thick and dark, the foreskin partially retracted over the broad head. It curved slightly upward, hung heavy between his thighs, bobbing slightly with his movements.

She knew it was big from the towel incident, from the bulge in his jeans, but seeing it bare, in the flesh, watching it swell and harden, her breath catches. Easily as thick as her wrist, and so long. Thirteen inches? Her cunt clenches involuntarily, nervous and desperate. Can she even take that? Will it hurt? She wants to find out so badly it's making her dizzy.

Dayo knelt on the bed, crawled up her body like a predator. The mattress dipped under his weight as he positioned himself between her legs. She parted her thighs instinctively, making space for him.

His hands bracketed her ribcage, palms warm and rough against her skin. She could feel the calluses, and the texture sent shivers through her.

He lowered himself. His body covered hers but didn't crush, weight balanced on his forearms, hovering just above her. His cock dragged against her inner thigh, hot and heavy, velvety-soft skin over iron-hard shaft. Precum smeared a wet trail on her pale skin.

He's so warm. Skin radiating heat like a furnace. She could smell him; clean sweat, cocoa butter lotion, that cologne he wears. Her hands found his back, traced the muscles shifting there, the tattoo she'd glimpsed before. Solid. Real. About to fuck her whilst her husband films every second.

His tongue invaded her mouth, claiming territory. She sucked on it, moaned into the kiss, her hands gripping his back tighter. His hand slid down her side, gripped her hip hard enough to bruise, pulled her tighter against him.

She could feel his cock pressing against her mound now, thick and insistent, the blunt head nudging but not penetrating yet, just teasing. Her legs wrapped around his waist instinctively, heels digging into his arse, trying to angle him closer, trying to guide him in.

Fuck girl you’ve never been this desperate. Clawing at him, hips bucking up, trying to grind against that massive cock like some sort of animal in heat. Mark's kisses are lovely, tender, familiar. This is raw. Primal. She's being devoured and she bloody loves it.

Dayo broke the kiss, reached between them, wrapped his hand around his shaft, and guided the tip to her pussy, dragged it through her folds slowly, deliberately. The broad head nudged her clit. Electric pleasure jolted through her. She gasped, hips jerking involuntarily.

He slid lower, notched the tip at her entrance. Even just the pressure of him there, beginning to push, she could feel the stretch starting.

Too big. He's too big. The head alone is wider than anything she's taken. Panic flickered through the arousal. What if it doesn't fit? What if she can't? What if it hurts too much? But her body is so wet, slick and ready, practically dripping, and she wants this. Needs it.

"Please," she whispered, begging already.

Dayo pushed inside slowly, carefully, and the pressure built, intense and bordering on pain. Her body resisted, muscles clenching involuntarily against the intrusion.

He paused, murmured against her ear, "Relax, Sophie. Breathe. Let me in."

She exhaled shakily, tried to soften, to open. Her yoga training kicked in; surrender, don't fight, breathe through it.

The broad head breached her with a wet schlick that made her gasp. Christ, the fullness hit all at once, sudden and aching, her body yielding around the intrusion even as it gripped tight.

Oh fuck, oh Christ, oh God. Just the head and she was already fuller than she'd ever been. Her cunt burns, stretched impossibly wide, but underneath the burn is pleasure; dark and filthy and overwhelming. She can feel every ridge, every vein, the heat of him inside her. Mark's never filled her like this. Never could.

Dayo pushed deeper… He fed his cock into her slowly, inch by torturous inch, pausing when she whimpered, resuming when she nodded frantically.

Her hands scrabbled at his back, nails digging into dark skin hard enough to leave marks. She was making sounds she didn't recognise; broken moans, half-sobs, desperate pleas that didn't form proper words.

The stretch was relentless, unforgiving. Her inner walls gripped him so tight it almost hurt, dragging slick and hot along his shaft as he advanced. She glanced down between their bodies, watched his dark cock disappearing into her pale cunt. Only halfway in. Still so much left.

I’m being split open. Impaled on this monster. Her body was making room for him, yielding in ways she didn't know it could. Tears pricked her eyes - not from pain exactly, but from the sheer overwhelming sensation, the intensity of being filled and stretched and opened. She hears Mark somewhere nearby, his ragged breathing, knows he's watching every second. Filming this. Her stretched-wide cunt taking another man's massive cock whilst she lies there and takes it like a good little hotwife.

One final slow push, steady and inevitable, and Dayo bottomed out. Fully seated. Hips flush against hers. Balls pressed to her arse, heavy and warm.

He breath punched out of her lungs in a desperate gasp. She could feel him everywhere, so deep she was sure he was rearranging her insides, pressure against her cervix that bordered on too much, fullness that made her feel claimed and owned and utterly possessed.

Her legs shook, thighs trembling violently around his waist. Her cunt fluttered and clenched, trying desperately to accommodate the intrusion.

Full. Completely, utterly, impossibly full. She'd never felt anything like this in her life. Mark's cock is lovely, perfect for making love, but this, this is being fucked. Owned. Claimed. Conquered. Dayo's pubic bone ground against her clit and a sharp jolt of pleasure spiked through the ache. I’m going to come. Christ, I’m going to come just from being filled, just from having this massive cock stuffed inside.

Dayo held still, his forehead resting against hers, breath hot on her face. "You okay, beautiful? Need a minute?"

Sophie nodded frantically, couldn't form words. Just gasped and nodded and clutched him desperately.

Mark's voice cut through the haze, distant and thick with arousal. "Fuck, Sophie. Look at you. Look at how he's stretching you."

She could feel Mark's presence at the side of the bed, phone camera angled down at their joined bodies, capturing the obscene sight. The voyeurism spiked her arousal higher, made her wetter.

Mark's watching. Seeing his wife's cunt stuffed full of another man's cock, stretched wide and leaking around the intrusion. She should feel ashamed, guilty, dirty. Instead she feels powerful. Desired. Filthy in the best possible way. She tilted her hips experimentally and Dayo groaned low and guttural, the sound vibrating through his chest. I did that. I made him sound like that.

Then he started to move. Slowly at first, shallow strokes that pulled back only a few inches before sliding home again. The rhythm built carefully, gently, each thrust a question her body answered with a clench.

The drag of his cock along her inner walls was electric, friction and slick heat that made her toes curl. Every nerve ending sparked to life.

Each thrust punched a small sound from her throat, rhythmic, involuntary gasps. "Ah, ah, ah."

Her hips started to meet his tentatively at first, then more confidently as her body learned him, adjusted to the size. She found the angle that ground his pubic bone against her clit with each stroke.

My body is learning him. Adapting. The burn was fading now, replaced by liquid pleasure that built with each stroke, spreading through her belly and down her thighs. I’m so wet now, can hear it. The obscene slick sounds of their fucking, wet slaps of skin on skin, the squelch of cunt gripping his cock. Proper fucking. This is what I’ve been craving, what my body has been screaming for.

Dayo increased his pace, thrusts coming deeper, harder.

His hips snapped forward more forcefully now, driving his cock deep and hard, making her whole body jolt with the impact.

The bed started to creak, headboard thumping softly against the wall; a familiar sound but louder now, more insistent, more urgent than it ever was with Mark.

Sophie's breasts bounced with each thrust, nipples hard and aching, desperate for attention. Dayo dipped his head, captured one in his mouth, sucked hard. Sharp pleasure-pain radiated from her nipple, shooting straight to her clit. She cried out, arched into him, cunt clenching tight around his pistoning cock.

Too much. Not enough. She was drowning in sensation, his mouth on her tit, his cock pounding into her cunt, his body heavy and hot above her, the smell of sex filling the room. The orgasm is building, coiling tight in her belly like a spring wound too tight, spreading down her thighs, making them shake. She's never come from penetration alone with Mark. Always needs clit stimulation, fingers or tongue. But Dayo's cock is hitting something deep inside her, some spot that sends shocks of pure pleasure through her whole body with every thrust.

The pressure mounted relentlessly, building higher and higher.

Her cunt fluttered wildly around Dayo's shaft, gripping and releasing. Thighs shaking uncontrollably now, sweat beading on her skin.

She was babbling, words spilling out uncontrolled. "Oh God, oh fuck, yes, don't stop, please don't stop, I'm going to… I'm going to…"

Dayo growled against her breast, the vibration sending shivers through her. "Come for me, Sophie. Come on my big black cock."

His words tipped her over the edge.

The orgasm slammed into her like a freight train, white-hot and obliterating.

She screams. Actually screams, loud and shameless, doesn't care if the neighbours hear, if Mark's capturing this on camera, if the whole bloody world knows what's happening to her. Her cunt convulsed violently, clamping down on Dayo's cock in rhythmic pulses that wrung pleasure from every nerve. The sensation radiated from her core in waves that made her vision blur white at the edges, made her entire body go rigid and then liquid. Never come this hard in my entire life. Ever. Her body is his right now, completely and utterly his in this moment, wrung out and shaking and desperate.

Her cunt becomes hypersensitive, every thrust almost too much, pleasure bordering on pain. But Dayo kept fucking her relentlessly, chasing his own pleasure, using her body. His rhythm turned erratic, thrusts harder, more desperate, less controlled.

She whimpered, clawed at his back, didn't know if she wanted him to stop or never stop.

Another orgasm started building impossibly, climbing from the wreckage of the first.

Impossible. Never come twice in a row. But her body was responding anyway, climbing again despite the overstimulation. She's being used. Fucked through her orgasm, her body just a vessel for his pleasure now. It should feel degrading, objectifying. Instead it's the hottest thing she's ever experienced. She's not done. He's going to make her come again. Christ, I’m going to come again!

Dayo's thrusts became shorter, harder, hips grinding deep and staying there. His cock pulsed inside her, swelling even thicker. His breath was ragged against her neck, low grunts with each movement. She could feel his muscles locking, body going rigid above her.

He groaned long and deep, the sound primal and guttural. "Fuck, Sophie, I'm going to cum. Where-"

Sophie's voice was breathless, desperate, needy. "Inside. Cum inside me. Fill me up."

She needs it. Needs to feel him flood her cunt, mark her from the inside, claim her. Mark's cum is familiar, thin and quick. Dayo's will be different – maybe thicker, probably more? The taboo of it, another man's seed inside her, breeding her whilst her husband watches, sends her hurtling toward her second orgasm.

Dayo's cock swelled impossibly thicker for a moment, stretched her even wider. Then it jerked hard inside her, once, twice.

The first spurt of cum hit deep, hot and forceful, painting her insides. More pulses followed, rhythmic and powerful. His cock throbbed with each release, pumping cum into her. She could feel the warmth spreading, filling her, more cum than she'd ever felt before, copious and thick and hot.

Dayo's groan was guttural, primal, his entire body shuddering violently above her.

Flooded. Bred. The word slammed into her mind unbidden and she came again, smaller but sharp and vicious. Her cunt milked his cock greedily, wringing every drop from him, clenching rhythmically. His cum is so hot inside her, pooling deep in her womb, and the wrongness of it - the beautiful, filthy, taboo wrongness - makes her sob with pleasure, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes.

Dayo collapsed onto her, his weight pinning her to the mattress.

Both slick with sweat, panting desperately, hearts racing against each other. The smell of sex hung heavy in the room, musky and sharp and unmistakable.

He kissed her forehead gently, the tenderness at odds with the rough fucking. Murmured against her skin, "You're incredible."

After a long moment, he pushed himself up slowly, pulled his softening cock free.

The slide out was slow, wet, obscene, making a lewd squelch as he withdrew.

Sophie gasped at the loss immediately, feeling empty and aching. His cum started leaking from her stretched cunt, trickling out warm and thick.

Hollow. She's been hollowed out and filled and emptied again. Her cunt was gaping, she could feel it, still clenching uselessly around nothing, trying to hold onto what was no longer there. Cum trickles down her arse crack, warm and slick and filthy. She's never felt more used. Never felt more satisfied.

Mark's voice cut through the haze, hoarse and awed. "Spread your legs, love. Let me see."

Sophie obeyed without thinking, thighs falling open shamelessly. She could feel the camera's focus on her cunt, on the mess between her legs.

She couldn't see Mark's face from this angle but she heard his sharp intake of breath, heard the wet sound of his hand moving on his cock. Stroking his cock whilst he films his wife's cum-filled cunt.

She's on display. Marked. Claimed. Dayo's cum leaking from her, thick and white against her pink folds, evidence of what just happened. The camera is recording this - strangers will see this, will watch her lie here like a well-fucked slut with another man's seed dripping from her used cunt. And Mark… God, Mark sounds like he's about to explode. The compersion in his voice, the reverence, the desperate arousal. He loves this. Loves seeing her like this.

Dayo moved off the bed, stood and stretched unselfconsciously.

Utterly comfortable in his nakedness. His cock was still semi-hard, glistening with their combined fluids, her slick and his cum coating the dark shaft.

He smiled down at her, warm and genuine. "Thank you, Sophie. That was... yeah. Amazing."

Then to Mark, quieter, respectful. "Cheers, mate. For sharing her."

Mark's reply was thick with emotion, voice cracking. "Thank you for making her feel like that."

Gratitude. They're thanking each other. Over her prone, cum-filled body. It should be weird, objectifying, degrading. Instead it feels right. Perfect. Like they've all given each other something precious and rare.

The bathroom door clicked shut down the hall. Water started running, muffled through the walls.

Sophie lay still, too sated to move. Every muscle was loose and trembling, wrung out and boneless.

She felt Mark's weight shift onto the bed beside her. His hand on her thigh, warm and tentative and loving.

Alone with Mark now. Her husband. The man she loves. The man who just watched another man fuck her senseless and is still here, still touching her, still hers. She needed to see his face, needed to know he was okay, needed him to reclaim her.

Mark's voice cracked with emotion. "Are you okay? Did it hurt?"

Sophie turned her head, met his eyes. They were glassy, red-rimmed, utterly adoring.

"I'm perfect. That was... Christ, Mark. I've never..."

Mark's hand slid higher, fingers brushing through the mess between her thighs, touching the cum leaking from her. "You came so hard. I've never seen you like that."

Sophie reached for him, pulled him closer desperately. "I need you now. Need you inside me. Please."

She needs Mark to fill the emptiness Dayo left behind, needs something familiar and safe and theirs. Reclamation. She'd read the term on hotwife forums but hadn't understood it until now: the desperate, primal need to reconnect, to reaffirm their bond through sex, to remind each other who they belong to.

Mark fumbled with his shirt, buttons catching. He yanked it over his head instead, impatient. Jeans and boxers shoved down frantically, kicked off.

His cock sprang free, hard and leaking. Smaller than Dayo's, yes, but beautiful in its familiarity, the way she knew exactly how it felt, how it tasted, how it fitted inside her.

Mark's cock is perfect for her. Was perfect. Is still perfect, just different. Dayo stretched her, filled her, wrecked her, made her scream. Mark will love her, reclaim her, make her his again. Both. She needs both.

Mark climbed onto the bed, positioned himself between her legs.

His hands shook as he gripped her hips, pulled her closer. His cock nudged her entrance, slid easily through the slick mess of Dayo's cum coating her folds.

The difference was immediate, less stretch, less pressure. But the intimacy was profound, overwhelming.

Mark's sliding into another man's cum. Into his wife's used, stretched, well-fucked cunt. The taboo of it made her clench around him instinctively. He groaned, and she knew he could feel it too, the difference after being stretched open, the wetness, the evidence of what just happened.

His rhythm was fast and desperate, not the slow lovemaking they usually shared but something rawer, more primal.

He buried his face in her neck, panting against her skin, whispering desperately, "I love you, I love you, fuck, I love you so much."

She wrapped her legs around him, held him close, whispered back fiercely, "I'm yours. Always yours."

This is different from Dayo. Smaller, yes, but so full of love it makes her chest ache. Mark's reclaiming her, yes, but she's reclaiming him, reminding them both that this is their marriage, their bed, their love. Dayo was a guest. Mark is home.

He lasted maybe two minutes, thrusting erratically, desperately. Then he stiffened, gasped, flooded her with his own cum. It mingled with Dayo's, warm and wet, another layer of filth and claiming.

He collapsed onto her, spent and shaking, trembling in the aftermath.

Two men's cum inside her. Her cunt is a mess, dripping, marked by both of them. She should feel dirty, used, degraded, but instead she feels cherished. Powerful. Loved.

They lay tangled together, sticky and sated and complete. Mark's softening cock still inside her, keeping the cum from leaking out.

Mark murmured against her neck, "That was the hottest thing I've ever seen. You were so beautiful."

Sophie stroked his hair tenderly. "You're not upset? Not jealous?"

Mark shook his head against her shoulder. "I'm so fucking turned on I can barely think straight. Seeing you like that... Christ, Sophie."

He's okay. Better than okay. The compersion is real. Relief and joy flooded through her, warm as the cum still leaking from her cunt.

"I got everything," Mark said, voice thick. "Penetration, your face, the creampie. That video is going to blow up."

Sophie giggled, slightly hysterical. "I can't believe we did that. I can't believe I’ll let hundreds of strangers watch me get fucked by another man."

Mark kissed her temple softly. "They're going to love it. You're stunning."

This isn't a one-time thing. This will be their life now. And she's not scared. She's exhilarated.

Mark helped Sophie sit up carefully. Her legs were jelly, thighs trembling and weak.

Down the hall, Dayo's shower turned off. His footsteps headed to his room, door clicking shut.

"Shower?" Mark asked. "Together?"

Sophie nodded, let him pull her to her feet. She leaned against him heavily for support, legs unsteady.

They walked naked to the ensuite, leaving the bed rumpled and stained behind them. The camera still recorded the empty, messy aftermath, evidence of everything they'd done.

The bed looks like a crime scene. She wouldn't change a second of it. Tomorrow they'll upload the video, watch the subscribers flood in, plan the next encounter. But tonight, she's going to stand under hot water with her husband, let him wash Dayo's cum from her skin, and fall asleep in his arms. Perfect.
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Breakfast of Champions

Mark woke first, blinking into morning light that filtered golden through the sheer curtains. The bedroom stank of sex, musky, slightly sour, the unmistakable reek of sweat and cum and Sophie's arousal dried into the sheets. Christ. He lay still, cock already twitching half-hard, letting his brain catch up with what his body already knew: last night had really happened.

Sophie was curled on her side beside him, blonde hair tangled across the pillow like spilt honey, one bare shoulder exposed above the rumpled duvet. Her face was peaceful, lips parted slightly, breathing slow and deep. Beautiful. She'd always been beautiful, but there was something different this morning. A glow, maybe, or perhaps it was just him seeing her through new eyes.

His wife. Who'd let another man fuck her whilst he watched. Who'd come harder than he'd ever seen, screaming Dayo's name, legs wrapped round that massive dark body. Who'd whispered "I love you" afterwards whilst Mark's cum mixed with Dayo's inside her slick, swollen cunt.

His cock pulsed, thickening properly now. Fuck.

Mark shifted carefully, wincing as his body protested. His muscles were stiff, aching pleasantly from last night's exertions, gripping his cock for dear life whilst he watched, then fucking Sophie afterwards in a desperate, claiming frenzy. His dick felt tender, oversensitive, like he'd wrung every last drop from himself.

He glanced down the bed. The duvet was kicked to the foot, white fabric stained with dark patches. Cum, sweat, Sophie's wetness. The visual evidence of what they'd done.

Evidence. Proof stamped across the duvet that it wasn't some wank-fantasy dream.

He'd watched Dayo's massive cock disappear into Sophie's cunt, watched her scream through two orgasms, filmed every filthy second. Then fucked her himself, reclaimed her in a blur of emotion and need.

The memory made his chest tighten; part pride, part residual terror, mostly overwhelming arousal.

They'd actually crossed the line. And he'd loved every filthy second.

Mark's gaze drifted to the ring light still standing at the foot of the bed, phone on tripod dark and silent now. The camera that had captured everything: every moan, every thrust, every moment Sophie's face twisted in pleasure.

Gold. Absolute OnlyFans gold that'd have subscribers emptying their wallets.

He carefully extracted himself from Sophie's embrace, sliding out from under the duvet slowly. The mattress barely dipped. Sophie stirred, murmured something incoherent, then settled back into sleep.

She deserves rest. Dayo had wrecked her - thoroughly, beautifully - and Mark's own frantic reclaiming hadn't been gentle either.

She'd be sore this morning. Sore from another man's cock. The thought sent a dark thrill through him, cock throbbing in sympathy.

Mark crept naked across the room, retrieved his boxers and joggers from the floor where he'd discarded them in last night's rush. Pulled them on, cock tenting the fabric, then added an old Radiohead tee from the chair.

He picked up his phone from the tripod, thumbed it awake. Opened the camera app, navigated to last night's video files.

Twenty-two minutes. Two video’s captured and saved to their shared camera roll.

He scrubbed through one, heart rate climbing, cock leaking. Sophie's face twisted in pleasure, mouth open, tits bouncing. Dayo's dark body moving above her, powerful and relentless, muscles rippling. The close-up of penetration - her pale cunt stretched obscenely around his thick shaft, lips pulled taut, inner pink flesh gripping him like she'd never let go.

Fuck. The camera had captured everything. Her moans, the wet sounds, the moment she came screaming his name. Subscribers would lose their fucking minds.

They'd probably hit a thousand quid from this one video. Maybe more.

But more than the money, he had proof; visual evidence of the hottest night of his life, ready to replay whenever he wanted.

Mark pocketed the phone, cast one last glance at Sophie sleeping peacefully, then slipped out of the bedroom.

The landing was dim; Dayo's door still closed on the second floor. No sound from inside. Probably still asleep. Mark descended the stairs, each creak loud in the morning silence.

The hallway smelled faintly of last night's dinner; garlic, wine. Shoes were still scattered by the front door where they'd kicked them off. The house felt different. Charged. Like the walls had absorbed what happened and were holding it, humming with it.

Or maybe that was just him, still buzzing, unable to process that this was his life now. Husband to a hotwife husband. Stag. Compersion-drunk and exhilarated and so fucking turned on he could barely think straight.

Mark entered the kitchen, flicked on the kettle, retrieved the cafetière from the cupboard. Measured out coffee grounds, four tablespoons, strong, the way they both liked it.

He leaned against the counter whilst the kettle boiled, staring out the window at the tiny patio garden. Potted geraniums, washing line, grey London sky threatening rain. Normal. This was normal, making coffee on a Saturday morning like any other bloke.

Except his wife was upstairs, naked and sated, full of another man's cum from the night before.

Nothing about this is normal. Everything about it felt right.

Footsteps on the stairs, and moments later Dayo appeared in the kitchen doorway, barefoot, wearing grey joggers and a black tee.

Dayo's expression was warm, slightly cautious, like he was testing the waters.

"Morning, mate," Dayo said, voice low and sleep rough.

There he is. The man who fucked my wife last night. Mark should feel something - anger, jealousy, resentment. Instead, he felt grateful, affectionate even. Christ, I want to thank him again. Shake his hand. Maybe hug him?

This was mad.

"Coffee?" Mark gestured to the cafetière, already pouring a second mug.

Dayo nodded, accepted it with a quiet "Cheers, mate," and leaned against the opposite counter.

They sipped in silence. No weirdness, Mark thought, watching steam curl from his mug. What do you even say to the bloke who railed your wife last night? But Dayo looked relaxed, easy, like they'd done this a hundred times.

Maybe we will. The thought made Mark's cock thicken slightly in his joggers.

"You alright, Mark?" Dayo asked, eyes searching. "Last night was... intense, yeah?"

He wasn't gloating. Not smug. Just genuinely asking. Mark considered, took another sip of coffee to buy time.

How am I feeling? Overwhelmed, aroused, terrified, exhilarated, in love with Sophie more than ever, attracted to Dayo in a way he didn't fully understand - not sexually, but bonded, connected through Sophie.

"I loved it," Mark said quietly, meeting Dayo's gaze. "Watching you with her. Seeing her that happy. That... satisfied."

Dayo's smile was slow, genuine. "She's special, mate. You're lucky."

Mark nodded. "I know. And you're... you were perfect with her. Respectful. Gentle when she needed it, rough when she wanted it."

I'm praising another man for fucking my wife. Thanking him. But he meant it, every word.

Dayo had been perfect; attentive, skilled, hadn't tried to overstep. Just gave Sophie exactly what she needed. What Mark couldn't give her alone.

"She came twice," Mark said, voice dropping. "I've never seen her do that from penetration alone."

Dayo chuckled softly, not boastful. "Yeah. Your wife's responsive, mate. Beautiful to watch."

Mark's cock pulsed. Hearing Dayo call Sophie beautiful, talk about her pleasure... It shouldn't turn him on this much.

But it did.

They were talking about her like she was a shared treasure. Which, in a way, she was.

I've never been the jealous type. But this - sharing her, watching another man worship her - it was rewriting something in his brain. Compersion wasn't just tolerating her pleasure; it was getting off on it, thriving on it.

"Upload it yet?" Dayo asked, tilting his head toward Mark's phone on the counter.

Mark shook his head. "Not yet. Want to edit it first. Trim the start, maybe add background music? Sophie's good at that stuff."

Dayo nodded. "Let me know when it's up. Curious to see the comments."

The comments. Christ. Hundreds of strangers watching Sophie get railed, commenting on her body, Dayo's cock, the size difference, the creampie. Some would be gross, objectifying. But many would be envious, aroused, complimentary.

And Mark would read every single one, probably whilst wanking.

Mark's phone buzzed on the counter. OnlyFans notification. DM from a subscriber.

Username: CuckHubbyUK.

Message preview: "When's the next video? Need to see her take that BBC?"

The demand is intoxicating. Validating. Mark's niche kink wasn't so niche after all.

Mark turned the phone so Dayo could read it. They both chuckled.

"BBC," Dayo said, shaking his head. "They love that, yeah?"

Mark nodded. "Apparently. Interracial stuff is huge on these sites."

Dayo's expression shifted, going serious. "Just so long as it's not... you know. Using me 'cause I'm Black."

Mark's stomach dropped. Shit. He hadn't thought about that properly, had he? All those searches for "BBC hotwife," all that wanking to interracial videos - was he being a prick? Reducing Dayo to a walking cock? His face flushed hot.

"You're not just the 'BBC' to us, mate," Mark said firmly, meeting Dayo's eyes. "You're Dayo. You're our friend. This only works because we all respect each other."

Dayo's shoulders relaxed slightly. "Appreciate that, yeah. Just wanted to make sure."

Silence stretched, comfortable. Both sipped coffee.

Boundaries. They needed to keep checking in, making sure everyone was okay. This wasn't just porn - it was their lives, their relationship. Dayo's life too. If anyone felt uncomfortable, they stopped. Simple as that.

Sophie appeared in the doorway wrapped in Mark's old uni hoodie - navy, oversized, the hem barely covering her arse. Bare legs beneath, hair piled in a messy bun, cheeks flushed pink.

Gorgeous. She looked gorgeous and thoroughly shagged, walking a bit carefully, thighs probably aching from how Dayo had spread her open last night.

Mark's cock throbbed, already leaking in his joggers. His wife. His beautiful, filthy, well-fucked wife.

Mark's chest swelled with love so intense it was almost painful.

She's sore. Walking carefully. Some of Dayo's cum might still be inside her. The thought made Mark's cock pulse hard.

He crossed the kitchen, pulled her into his arms, kissed her forehead, her nose, her lips. Soft, closed-mouth, affectionate.

She melted into him, sighed. "Morning, babe."

She's okay. More than okay. She's glowing, relaxed, happy. The night hadn't broken them. It had brought them closer. Exactly like he'd hoped.

Sophie turned in Mark's arms, smiled at Dayo. "Morning, Dayo."

Dayo raised his mug in salute, grinning. "Morning, Sophie. Sleep well?"

Sophie laughed, slightly embarrassed. "Eventually, yeah. You?"

They're so comfortable together. No weirdness, no regret. Just easy warmth, like they'd been doing this for years.

Mark watched them - his wife and her bull - and felt nothing but contentment.

"Scrambled eggs? Toast?" Mark asked, already moving to the fridge.

Sophie nodded. "Please. I'm starving."

Dayo set down his mug. "I'll help. Least I can do."

Teamwork. The three of them moving around the kitchen like they'd done this forever, passing butter and bread and eggs like a proper little unit.

Unconventional as fuck, but it worked. They worked.

Mark scrambled eggs whilst Dayo toasted bread and Sophie set the table. Mismatched mugs, plates, cutlery clinking.

Conversation flowed easily. Dayo's next warehouse shift tonight. Sophie's yoga class this afternoon. Mark's freelance deadline Monday.

Laughter punctuated the chat; Dayo teasing Sophie about her post-sex waddle, Sophie swatting his arm, Mark grinning.

This is our life now. Shared mornings, shared jokes, shared everything. Mark had worried it'd feel wrong, messy, complicated. Instead it felt simple, right, like they'd unlocked a new level of their relationship and it was better than he'd imagined.

They sat down to eat, Sophie sliding onto the bench between them. Her bare thigh pressed warm against Mark's, soft skin still smelling faintly of sex.

She touched Dayo's arm whilst laughing at something he said - casual, affectionate, fingers lingering just a second. Intimate. Not sexual, but close, bonded in a way that should've made Mark jealous.

Instead his cock pulsed. She's ours now. Both of ours.

Dayo's hand rested on the table near Sophie's. Their fingers didn't intertwine but they were close, comfortable. The kind of intimacy that came from sharing something profound.

Sophie was bonding with Dayo in a way that was beyond fucking.

I'm not threatened. They'd agreed: sex, yes; romance, no. But affection? Friendship? That was healthy, natural.

"I'll edit it this afternoon," Sophie said, sipping her coffee. "Trim the start, maybe add a title card? 'First Time Fucking My Black Bull' or something?"

Dayo laughed. "Subtle."

Mark grinned. "The subscribers will eat it up."

They're already planning the next steps. Upload, watch the money roll in, plan the next encounter. This was their side hustle now - their very sexy, very lucrative side hustle that just happened to match his own deepest fantasies.

Mark's design clients could fuck off. OnlyFans was paying better.

"When d'you want to do this again?" Dayo asked, tentative. "No rush, yeah? Just... whenever you're ready."

Sophie glanced at Mark, eyebrow raised, letting him answer.

Mark considered, heart rate picking up. "Maybe next weekend? Give Sophie time to recover."

Sophie smirked. "I'm not fragile, babe. But yeah, next weekend sounds good."

Next weekend. An entire week away.

Mark was already counting down the days, already imagining scenarios - doggy this time, maybe? Or Sophie riding Dayo whilst Mark filmed close-ups of her cunt swallowing that massive cock? His own cock was half-hard in his joggers, tenting the fabric.

Embarrassing. Thrilling.

They finished breakfast. Dayo stood, gathered plates. Sophie protested half-heartedly; he waved her off.

Mark joined him at the sink, scraping plates whilst Dayo rinsed, while Sophie curled up on the kitchen bench, watching them, smiling softly.

This. This right here was what he'd wanted without knowing it. Not just the sex, but the camaraderie, the three of them fitting together like pieces of a puzzle.

Unconventional as fuck, but theirs.

"I've got to run some errands this morning," Dayo said, drying his hands. "Immigration check-in, corner shop. Back before my shift, yeah?"

Sophie nodded. "No worries. We'll be here."

Dayo glanced between them, something unspoken passing. Gratitude, maybe, or reassurance.

He's giving us space. Thoughtful, considerate.

Mark appreciated it, needed time alone with Sophie to debrief properly, talk about last night without an audience.

Dayo headed upstairs to get ready. Door closing softly on the second floor.

Mark and Sophie sat in silence for a moment, just looking at each other.

Alone with my wife. His gorgeous, adventurous, thoroughly fucked wife.

Mark's cock was fully hard now, pressing against his joggers, impossible to hide.

Sophie's eyes dropped to it, then back to his face, smirking.

"Honestly, babe," Sophie said softly. "How are you? Last night was... a lot."

Mark reached across the table, took her hand, threaded their fingers together.

"I loved it. Every second. Watching you, hearing you... Christ, Sophie, you were incredible."

Sophie's eyes went glossy, her voice dropping. "You're not just saying that? You're not secretly devastated?"

She thinks I'm hurt. Mark's throat tightened. She thinks last night broke me.

But he felt the opposite; loved her more, wanted her more, cock already half-hard thinking about Dayo's massive shaft splitting her open whilst he watched.

"I'm not devastated. I'm... fuck, I don't even have words. Turned on beyond belief. Proud of you. Grateful to Dayo. I loved watching you come like that. Knowing you were getting exactly what you needed."

Sophie's smile was tremulous, relieved. "I love you so much."

Mark squeezed her hand. "I love you too. More than ever."

Truth. Every fucking word of it.

This hadn't damaged them. It had strengthened them, proven they could share her body without losing their bond.

If anything, Mark felt closer to her now, like they'd crossed into territory most couples never dare explore, and survived. Thrived.

"I'm sore," Sophie admitted, shifting slightly in her seat. "Dayo's... he's a lot."

Mark's cock throbbed hard. "Need anything? Paracetamol? Bath?"

Sophie shook her head. "Just you. Later. Gentle."

Sore from another man's cock. The reminder sent heat flooding through Mark's gut, made his balls tighten. He wanted to take her upstairs right now, inspect the damage, kiss her swollen cunt, reclaim her again.

But she said later, and he'd wait. Barely.

"I've got that freelance project to finish," Mark said. "Couple hours, tops."

Sophie nodded. "I'm teaching at two. Back by four, probably."

"Dinner together? All three of us?"

"Yeah. I like that. Our new normal."

Normal. There was that word again. Their new normal involved a lodger who fucked his wife on camera. And Mark was completely fine with it. More than fine. He was in love with their weird, wonderful, filthy life.


five
FERTILE GROUND
Breeding Season


Sophie stared at her phone, coffee mug warming her palms. The notification had woken her at seven; mid-dream, mid-orgasm almost, Dayo's thick cock stretching her open whilst Mark whispered let him breed you, let him put a baby in you.

Peak fertility window: next 48 hours.

Her body had known before the app told her. She'd woken soaked, thighs sticky, knickers drenched through. God I always get extra horny at this time of month.

Her body was screaming for exactly what the app predicted; conception, pregnancy, a virile man's seed taking root inside her. Except the virile man in her fantasies wasn't her husband.

Mark buttered toast at the counter, humming off-key. The scrape of the knife, the smell of burnt bread edges - normal. Domestic. Meanwhile Sophie's cunt throbbed with the memory of Dayo's cock bottoming out inside her, so deep she'd seen stars.

He'd been riding the high all morning. Sunday's video had earned them twelve hundred quid in tips, their best upload yet. Subscribers couldn't get enough. Couldn't stop commenting about the size difference, the contrast, the way Sophie had screamed Dayo's name whilst Mark's smaller cock sat forgotten in his hand.

Upstairs, the shower cut off. Floorboards creaked overhead - Dayo's room, directly above the kitchen. Sophie's thighs pressed together. He's naked up there. Water dripping down that perfect body. Cock soft but still massive. She knew exactly what it looked like now. Knew how it felt splitting her open, every ridge and vein, the way her pussy had to stretch and stretch just to take him.

The pill packet sat on the counter beside the kettle, right where she'd left it this morning. She'd taken today's dose. Definitely had. Her hand had been shaking, distracted by the dream, by Dayo's shower running, by Mark's morning erection pressing against her arse whilst they'd spooned. Had she actually swallowed it, or just held the pill in her palm whilst making coffee?

Stop. You took it. You're not insane.

But the fantasy was insane. The fantasy was Dayo not knowing she'd "forgotten" some pills. Mark filming whilst Dayo bred her for real, both men thinking it was just roleplay whilst her fertile womb welcomed every drop of cum. The ultimate betrayal wrapped in permission.

Except it would be betrayal. She loved Mark. This new lifestyle they'd built - the hotwife dynamic, OnlyFans success, genuine affection between all three of them, it only worked because of honesty. Because Dayo respected boundaries, Mark trusted her completely, and Sophie kept her darkest impulses locked safely in fantasy.

Mark approached with the plate of toast, set it between them. His gaze flicked to her face, brow furrowing.

"You alright, babe?"

Sophie's throat closed. Her hand shook as she turned the phone towards him - ovulation app glowing red, unmistakable.

HIGH FERTILITY

Mark's gaze fell to the screen. His pupils blew wide, black swallowing green, and when he looked back at her his breath had changed; shorter, hungrier.

There. Arousal instead of judgement. Her husband's cock was already responding; she could see it from the way his shoulders tensed, the flush creeping up his neck.

"Just..." Sophie's voice came out rough. "Aware of it, you know?"

Mark set the toast down slowly, leaned forward across the table. His voice dropped low.

"What are you thinking about?"

Everything. Dayo's cock inside me. His cum flooding my womb. You watching. You telling him to do it. Christ, the risk—

Sophie deflected, shrugging. "Nothing. Just hormones."

"Soph."

Bloody hell, he knew her too well. She bit her lower lip, met his gaze, watched his face carefully as the confession spilled out.

"I've been having fantasies."

Mark's hand went to his crotch, adjusting the bulge already tenting his jeans. Oh God. Sophie's pussy clenched, empty and aching. He was half-hard - no properly hard, the outline unmistakable against his jeans. Just from her admitting it aloud.

"What kind?" His voice was barely above a whisper now.

Sophie's pulse hammered in her throat. She glanced at the ceiling, Dayo still moving around upstairs, probably getting dressed, then back to Mark.

"The 'what if' kind." Her voice had gone breathy. "Like... what if I wasn't on the pill. What if Dayo didn't know. What if his cum actually..." She trailed off, unable to finish.

Mark's pupils had gone nearly black. His cock visibly strained against denim now. Just from the idea of another man knocking me up.

Permission. That's what this was - Mark giving her permission to explore the filthiest parts of herself.

"Christ, Sophie." Mark's voice sounded wrecked. "That's..."

"Mental. I know." She reached across the table quickly, gestured to the pill packet on the counter. "I took it this morning. I'm not actually trying to get pregnant by him. It's just fantasy."

Relief flickered across Mark's face, but the arousal stayed; cock still rock-hard, hand still adjusting himself. Sophie caught sight of the wet spot spreading. He's leaking properly now. Soaking through his jeans.

"There's a custom video request." Mark's voice had gone rough. "Came through last night. To make a video for five hundred quid. Breeding roleplay with Dayo."

Sophie's cunt clenched so hard she gasped aloud. Five hundred quid. For pretending exactly what she'd been wanking to all week. For letting Dayo fuck her raw whilst she begged him to knock her up.

"Do you want to film it?" Mark continued, his gaze burning into hers. "Make it... real-ish?"

Real-ish. The pill was her safety net, but the roleplay - pretending it wasn't there, pretending Dayo's cum could actually take root - that was the thrill soaking her knickers right now. That was the edge she needed.

"Yes." The word fell from her lips before conscious thought. "God, yes. But you have to be there filming, watching. Telling him to do it. That would make it hotter for those watching."

Mark's hand moved to his cock properly now, stroking himself through denim. "I'll direct the whole thing. Make him say it. Make you beg for it."

Dayo's footsteps creaked above them, getting dressed, probably, about to come down for breakfast. Sophie and Mark stared at each other across the table, the air thick with unspoken intent. Her knickers were soaked through. Mark's jeans were tented obscenely.

"Tonight," Mark said, voice rough. "We'll talk to him after breakfast. Set it up properly."

Tonight. Her fertile body and Dayo's potent cock, all captured on camera whilst Mark orchestrated the fantasy. The pill was there, safety, rationality, the line they wouldn't actually cross. But pretending they might? That was the thrill.

Sophie reached across the table, grabbed Mark's hand, squeezed hard. I need him to know this doesn't change us.

Mark's face softened instantly. He brought her knuckles to his lips, kissed them gently.

Her eyes stung. God. This man, her husband, planning another man taking her. She loved him so much it hurt.

They were either the most fucked-up couple in Kentish Town or the most honest.

Footsteps descended the stairs. Dayo, freshly showered, about to walk into their kitchen completely unaware of the conversation that had just happened. Unaware that tonight he'd be fucking Sophie raw again, pumping his cum deep inside her fertile pussy, role-playing trying to breed her whilst Mark filmed every second.

Sophie's heart raced. The tension sat unresolved between her and Mark, simmering, waiting for the right moment to ignite.

Tonight.
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Bred Tonight

The kitchen door banged open. Mark's head jerked up, sentence half-formed and forgotten, because Dayo stood in the doorway wearing fuck-all except a white towel slung low on his hips.

Fuck.

Water clung to Dayo's shoulders, sliding down the cut of his chest. Autumn sunlight caught his skin through the French doors, made it gleam; dark, smooth, flawless except for the geometric tattoo on his right bicep. The towel sat dangerously low, barely hanging on, the sharp V of his hips disappearing beneath damp white cotton. Dark hair trailed down his stomach, vanished under the towel's edge.

Mark's cock, already hard from talking about breeding, twitched hard enough to ache.

Beside him, Sophie's breath caught. Audible. Unmistakable. Mark glanced sideways, caught her staring as Dayo crossed the kitchen tiles, bare feet silent on the floor. Her gaze locked on the towel's knot, on the bulge beneath it, heavy even soft.

Yeah, love, I see it too.

Dayo stretched up for a mug from the cupboard overhead, and the towel rode lower. Muscle shifted under skin, bicep flexing, shoulders broad enough to fill the doorway. Sophie's pupils dilated, lips parting slightly.

Christ, the man's in our kitchen half-naked and I'm rock hard. What's wrong with me?

Nothing. That's what Sophie kept saying. Nothing wrong with wanting this, with being turned on by Dayo's body, by what that body goes to his wife.

Dayo turned, mug in hand, filling the kettle at the sink. His back faced them now - broad, muscular, smooth except for a scatter of moles. The towel clung to his arse, damp fabric outlining the firm curve of his glutes. Mark's hand drifted to his lap, pressed against the bulge straining his zip. Pathetic. Five inches compared to what's under that towel. But God, the contrast makes me harder.

The kettle hissed, clicked off. Dayo dropped a teabag into the mug, poured boiling water, stirred. The spoon clinked against ceramic, rhythmic, almost hypnotic. Then he turned, leaning back against the counter, mug cradled in both hands. Steam rose between them.

His gaze cut between Mark and Sophie. Sharp. Knowing.

"You two look like you're plotting something new?"

Dayo's voice was warm, amused. He sipped his tea, waiting.

Mark chuckled, the sound strangled and awkward. He glanced at Sophie, caught her eye. She nodded once. Go on, then. Just say it.

His pulse hammered in his throat.

"We are, yeah." Mark's voice came out steadier than he felt. "There's a custom video request. Came through last night. Five hundred quid."

Dayo's eyebrow arched. "Custom? What kind?"

Sophie shifted beside Mark, uncrossing her legs, recrossing them. The flush crept up her neck, spreading beneath her thin tee. Her nipples pressed against the fabric, hard little points. She wasn't wearing a bra. Dayo's gaze flicked down, lingered, then lifted back to her face.

Mark swallowed hard. His mouth felt dry.

"Breeding roleplay."

Silence dropped like a stone. Dayo's expression didn't shift, but his grip on the mug tightened, knuckles going taut.

"Breeding."

"Yeah." Mark pressed his palm harder against his cock, the pressure painful now but necessary. "They want us to film a video where you're... trying to get Sophie pregnant. Whilst she's ovulating."

Dayo's gaze snapped to Sophie, held there. "And you're ovulating now?"

Sophie nodded, voice coming out breathy. "My app reckons I'm at peak fertility during the next forty-eight hours."

Forty-eight hours. Mark watched Dayo's jaw tighten, watched his eyes darken. The bulge beneath the towel shifted, thickened. Not fully hard yet, but responding. He's into it.

Dayo set his mug down on the counter, slow and deliberate. He crossed his arms over his chest, muscles flexing. "And you're alright with this, Mark? Talking about me getting your wife pregnant - even pretend?"

Mark nodded, throat dry. His hand moved from his lap to the table edge, gripping hard because if he didn't, he'd stroke himself openly. "It's the hottest thing I can imagine right now."

Was he alright with it? His cock was straining against his jeans so hard it hurt. Alright didn't cover it. He was fucking desperate for it.

Mark continued, words tumbling faster now. "It's fantasy only. But we want it to feel real. The dirty talk, the... risk."

Dayo's gaze hadn't left Sophie. "What do you want me to say? How filthy are we talking?"

Sophie leaned forward, elbows on the table, and Mark saw her tits press together beneath the tee, nipples like pebbles. Her voice came out firm, confident, stripped of any shy hesitation.

"Tell me you're going to breed me. That I'm yours. That Mark's white boy cum isn't good enough to knock me up."

Christ.

Mark's cock leaked, precum soaking through his boxers in a hot, sticky patch. He watched Dayo's smile spread, slow and predatory, and his dick throbbed so hard stars danced at the edge of his vision.

"When?"

Sophie's answer came without pause. "Tonight. In our room. I want Mark filming again, watching you... trying to put a baby in me."

Dayo pushed off the counter, stepped closer to Sophie. Not touching, but invading her space, towering over where she sat. His breath caught, cock pulsing as the distance between them shrank.

"You like hearing her say that don't you?" Dayo's voice dropped lower, directed at Mark but eyes still locked on Sophie.

Mark nodded weakly, ears burning. "Yeah."

Dayo's hand lifted, fingers brushing Sophie's jaw. She leaned into it, eyes sliding shut, and a tiny sound escaped her - half-sigh, half-moan. Mark's hand shot to his crotch, palm pressing hard against the ridge of his cock because if he didn't hold it, he'd come right there.

"I'll make her scream it," Dayo murmured, thumb stroking Sophie's cheekbone. "Make her beg to carry my baby whilst you watch."

His cock twitched violently. Dayo's confidence, Sophie's visible arousal - the flush spreading down her chest, the way her thighs pressed together, the breathy little moan she'd made - all of it hung thick in the kitchen air, electric and filthy. Mark was going to come in his jeans just from this conversation.

Dayo stepped back, releasing her. Sophie's eyes fluttered open, dazed, breath coming fast. He picked up his tea again, sipped like he hadn't just made Mark's wife boneless with a single touch.

"You know," Dayo said, voice conversational now, "the bloke who requested this video, he's probably one of those husbands who gets off on the idea of his wife being black bred."

Mark's stomach twisted. Black bred. The term was crude, fetishistic, every racist BBC fantasy he'd wanked to for months distilled into two words. But Dayo said it without bitterness, just stated it like fact.

"Lots of white men want to see their wives take a Black cock raw," Dayo continued, eyes back on Mark. "Want to watch her filled up, knocked up by someone who looks nothing like them. Makes them feel... something. Inadequate, maybe. Or just fucking horny."

Mark's face burned, ears going red. He's talking about me. Not the anonymous subscriber. Me. And Dayo bloody well knew it.

"That you, Mark?" Dayo's smile was sharp, knowing. "You want to watch me breed your wife because I'm Black and you're not?"

The question should've stung. Should've made Mark defensive, angry. Instead, his cock pulsed hard enough to hurt, precum leaking steadily now.

"Partly," Mark admitted, voice hoarse. "But it's not just that. It's... you're bigger. Stronger. Your cock's-" He swallowed, forced the words out. "Your cock's bigger than mine. And she loves it. I love watching her love it."

Dayo's expression softened, just slightly. "Fair enough." He took another sip of tea. "Long as we're honest about what this is."

Sophie reached across the table, grabbed Mark's hand. Her fingers were warm, grounding. "We are. Honest, I mean. This is fantasy. Roleplay. You're helping us make content, and we're all getting off on it."

Dayo nodded, slower this time. "And the pill's definitely happening?"

"Every morning," Sophie confirmed. "Nine AM. I set an alarm."

"Good." Dayo drained his tea, set the mug in the sink with a soft clink. "Then let's set some boundaries for tonight. Safe word's 'red' if anyone's uncomfortable. Mark, you direct the scene if you need to, tell me what angles you want, what dirty talk works. Sophie, you tell me if I'm too rough or if something doesn't feel right."

They both nodded. Mark's brain was already spinning with camera angles, lighting setups, the exact moment he'd zoom in on Dayo's cock pushing into Sophie's fertile pussy whilst Mark filmed every filthy second.

"And after," Dayo continued, "we check in. Make sure everyone's still good. Yeah?"

"Yeah," Mark and Sophie said together.

Dayo smiled, genuine and warm. "Alright then." He turned, headed for the door, towel slipping lower with each step. At the threshold, he paused, glanced back over his shoulder.

"See you tonight. Don't wear yourself out thinking about it."

Sophie's breathless laugh filled the kitchen as Dayo disappeared up the stairs, bare feet padding on the treads. His bedroom door clicked shut overhead.

Mark sat frozen, cock throbbing, hand still gripping Sophie's, brain replaying every second. Tonight. Breeding her. Christ.

Sophie squeezed his fingers. "You alright?"

He looked at her; flushed, nipples still hard beneath her tee, eyes bright with anticipation.

"Yeah," he breathed. "More than alright."

Fuck, I love her.
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Ripe for the Taking

Sophie knelt on the bed, the black lace of her Agent Provocateur set doing fuck all to hide her body. The bra cupped her small breasts, nipples already tight beneath the sheer fabric; the thong was a scrap of lace between her thighs, barely there. Fairy lights strung above bathed her skin in soft gold, and Christ, she felt like she was glowing, electric, every nerve ending alive.

Mark crouched behind the tripod, adjusting the camera angle with that careful designer's eye he brought to everything. The ring light cast flattering warmth across the bed, turning their ordinary bedroom into something cinematic, something deliberate. Sophie watched him check the framing, his jaw tight with concentration, and her chest squeezed. He's doing this for both of us.

Dayo stepped into the doorway, and Sophie's breath caught. He wore only black boxer briefs, the fabric tented, his cock already half-hard and thick enough to make her stomach flip. God, look at him. Her pulse kicked into a gallop, a dull throb starting between her legs. She was staring. She didn't care.

The fertility app's red banner flashed in her mind like a neon sign: peak ovulation window, her body screaming to be bred. And Dayo was about to pretend to do exactly that. Just fantasy. But her pussy was already slick, aching, and the lie felt paper-thin.

Dayo circled the bed slowly, his gaze raking over her like he was cataloguing every curve, every flush of arousal spreading across her chest. "You look incredible, Sophie." His voice was low, deliberate. He glanced at Mark. "You're still a lucky man."

Mark's voice came from behind the camera, strained and rough. "I keep telling myself that. Everyone ready… action."

Dayo stopped at the foot of the bed, hands on his hips, and his eyes locked on hers. Dark. Hungry. "Are you ready?" He let the question hang, then added, "Ready for me to breed you?"

The word - breed - even thought it was for the camera, still sent lightning straight to her clit. Sophie's pussy clenched around nothing, desperate, empty, needing to be filled. She nodded, then found her voice, breathy and trembling. "Yes. Please."

"Tell them." Dayo's voice dropped, a low rumble that made her thighs press together involuntarily. "Are you fertile right now?"

Sophie's throat went dry. Say it. Say it and make it real. "Yes," she whispered. "My app says... peak window."

"And has Mark's cum ever got you pregnant?"

Her heart lurched. She glanced at the camera, at Mark's silhouette behind it, then back to Dayo. Heat crawled up her neck, shame and arousal bleeding together until she couldn't tell them apart. "No," she whispered.

"Do you think mine will?"

Oh God. Her pulse hammered in her throat, between her legs, everywhere. The question was filthy, impossible, exactly what she wanted him to ask. "I hope so," she heard herself say, and meant it.

Dayo's smile was slow, predatory, a wolf savouring the moment before the kill. He climbed onto the bed, movements unhurried, and reached behind her. His fingers found the clasp of her bra, flicked it open. He pulled the lace away, tossed it aside, and his large palms cupped her small breasts, thumbs circling her nipples. They peaked instantly, tight and aching, and Sophie bit back a moan.

"Beautiful," Dayo murmured, leaning down to take one into his mouth.

Sophie gasped. His tongue flicked her nipple, then sucked hard, the wet heat of his mouth sending shockwaves straight to her clit. His other hand slid between her thighs, fingers grazing her through the lace thong, and she was so wet the fabric clung to her folds, soaked through. His groan vibrated against her breast, and she shivered.

His mouth on my nipple and his fingers barely touching me, and I'm already trembling like a fucking virgin. Her hips shifted, chasing his touch.

"I'm going to make you a mother of my black children." Dayo whispered against her skin, his breath hot.

Sophie's pussy clenched so hard it hurt. Mother. The word was sacred and filthy, wrapped around her fantasies and the primal, animal need to be bred. She wanted it. Christ, she wanted it.

Dayo's fingers hooked into the waistband of her thong, dragged it down her thighs. Sophie lifted her hips, kicked the scrap of lace away, and he spread her legs wide, kneeling between them. He looked over his shoulder at Mark.

"Let the them see how wet she is for me."

Sophie's gaze flicked to the camera. She watched Mark lean in, adjusting the zoom, the lens focusing between her thighs like a voyeur's eye. Heat flooded her face, her chest, pooling low in her belly. Exposed and filmed, my fertile pussy on display for Mark, for Dayo, for hundreds of strangers who'll watch me beg to be bred.

The thought made her feral.

Dayo ran two fingers through her folds, slow and deliberate, collecting the slickness there. He held them up to the camera, glistening under the ring light, and Sophie's face burned.

"She's ready to be bred," Dayo said, his voice thick with satisfaction.

"Tell them why you're so wet, Sophie."

She dragged in a breath, her voice shaking. "Because I'm ovulating." The words tumbled out, raw and shameless. "Because I want your cum. Because I need you to breed me."

"Fuck, babe..." Mark's voice cracked off-camera, hoarse and awed.

Dayo lowered his head, and the first stroke of his tongue ripped a gasp from Sophie's throat. He licked her slowly, deliberately, from her entrance to her clit, dragging through her wetness like he was savouring every drop. Then he focused there, tongue circling her clit in firm, relentless spirals, and Sophie's hands flew to his head, fingers twisting in his short hair, hips jerking up to grind against his mouth. She couldn't stop. Didn't want to. He slid two fingers inside her, thick and curling to press that perfect spot deep inside, and the dual sensation; tongue, fingers, the obscene wet sounds of him eating her - shoved her toward the edge so fast she could barely breathe.

I'm going to come already. The thought was half-panic, half-desperation. His tongue, his fingers, it's too much, too good, too-

"Dayo, fuck, I'm…"

The orgasm tore through her like a flashfire, white-hot and obliterating. Her back bowed off the bed, spine arching violently, and the scream that ripped from her throat was raw, animal, nothing like her own voice. Her pussy clamped down on his fingers, convulsing in savage pulses, and Dayo didn't stop, kept licking and thrusting through every spasm, tongue merciless on her clit until she was sobbing, tears streaming down her temples, thighs shaking so hard she thought they'd snap. Her hands shoved weakly at his head, her voice breaking into incoherent pleas.

"Sensitive," she gasped, barely coherent.

He rose, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, lips shining with her arousal. He grinned at Mark, smug and filthy. "She tastes so fucking sweet. You want a taste?"

Sophie's vision swam, her body still trembling with aftershocks. She saw Mark hesitate behind the camera, then nod, setting it on the tripod. He crossed to the bed, and Dayo shifted aside. Mark knelt between her thighs, the camera forgotten, and bent to lick once through her folds, slow and reverent.

Mark's tongue on my pussy, tasting Dayo's spit and my cum. The intimacy crashed through her - filthy and tender and utterly hot. She reached for him, pulled him up by his shirt, and kissed him desperately, tasting herself on his tongue, salt and musk.

"I love you," she whispered against his mouth, breathless. "Thank you for this."

Mark's eyes were glassy, his voice rough as gravel. "I love you. Enjoy every second, babe."

He kissed her forehead, then retreated to the camera. Sophie watched him go, her heart swelling even as her body ached for more.

Dayo hooked his thumbs into his boxer briefs and pulled them down. His cock sprang free, fully erect, thick and long. Those beautiful thirteen inches he'd already open her with once, once again glistening with precum. Sophie's eyes went wide, her mouth falling open.

God, the size of him. She'd had it before, but tonight it felt different. Purposeful. That cock was built to breed, thick enough to stretch her, long enough to reach deep, to flood her womb. Stretch her to her limits. A real cock to make her feel like a real woman.

Dayo stroked himself slowly, his eyes locked on hers. "This is what's going to breed you, Sophie." His voice was low, certain. "This is what's going inside your fertile pussy."

Words for the viewers, but they still reached her core.

Mark zoomed in, the lens capturing every inch of Dayo's cock in brutal detail. Sophie's breath came faster, her thighs falling open wider, an invitation she couldn't take back.

Dayo climbed over her, positioning himself between her legs. She felt his cock nudge her entrance, the thick head pressing against her slick folds but not pushing in yet. He rubbed himself through her wetness, teasing, coating himself in her arousal, and Sophie's hips lifted, chasing him, desperate.

"Beg me, Sophie." His voice was iron, unyielding. "Beg me to breed you in front of your husband."

Her voice broke, trembling and raw. "Please, Dayo. Breed me. Fill me with your cum. Make me pregnant. Please."

I mean every word. The fantasy's eating me alive, and I don't care. I want it. I need it.

Dayo pushed in, slowly, inch by agonising inch. Sophie gasped as he stretched her, her pussy yielding around his girth, the burn delicious and overwhelming. He sank deeper, deeper, until he bottomed out, and she felt him kiss her cervix, a deep ache-pleasure that stole her breath.

He held still, buried to the hilt, and Sophie's nails dug into his back.

"Feel that?" Dayo murmured, his voice thick. "That's how deep I'm going to cum. Right into your womb."

Sophie nodded frantically, eyes squeezed shut. Full. So fucking full. My body's made for this, made to take him, made to be bred by him. The pill felt like a distant abstraction, something her rational brain clung to whilst her body screamed the opposite. Right now, I believe the fantasy. Completely.

Dayo began to move, pulling out slowly, then thrusting back in with deep, deliberate strokes. Each one ground against her G-spot, his pelvis rubbing her clit with every pass, and Sophie's moans spiralled into incoherent gasps and cries.

"Look at her take it, Mark." Dayo's voice was steady, narrating for the camera. "Look at how her pussy grips me. She's built for my cock. Built to carry my baby."

"Yes," Sophie sobbed, the word punched out of her. "Yes, breed me, oh God, please-"

Mark's voice, soft and awed from behind the camera: "Christ, babe. You're so fucking gorgeous."

Dayo picked up the pace, fucking her harder, faster, the bed creaking rhythmically beneath them, the headboard thumping the wall. Sophie's second orgasm built like a tidal wave cresting, massive and unstoppable, and she was drowning in it, utterly lost.

Dayo leaned down, his breath hot against her ear. "I'm going to put a baby in you tonight. Mark's cum failed. Mine won't."

Sophie detonated.

Her orgasm ripped through her, a screaming, convulsing wave that obliterated thought. Her vision whited out, her body clamping down on his cock like a vice, every muscle seizing, every nerve ending detonating in pleasure so sharp it bordered on pain. She came so hard she forgot her own name, forgot the pill, forgot everything except the desperate, primal need for his cum inside her, flooding her womb, taking root.

Dayo kept fucking her through it, grunting with effort, his rhythm relentless and brutal. She was dimly aware of Mark filming close-up - her face slack, tear-streaked, utterly wrecked - but she couldn't care. She was nothing but sensation, nothing but the stretch of his cock and the aftershocks rolling through her in endless, merciless waves.

"Please," she heard herself whimper, voice broken and hoarse. "Please cum in me. Breed me. I need it, I need it-"
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The Clean-up Artist

At least twenty minutes into their fuck, Dayo's brutal rhythm finally broke.

The man's a fucking machine, a sweat-drenched beast who's damn near split my wife in two with his relentless pounding.

Mark had lost count of Sophie's orgasms; her body had been shaking through almost continuous waves of pleasure for the last ten minutes, maybe longer. Time had gone elastic, stretched thin and snapping back.

He watched through the viewfinder as Dayo's thrusts grew harder, faster, chasing something inevitable. The entire bed rattled and bucked, the headboard slamming against the wall in brutal percussion that probably had the neighbours cursing. Sophie's cries pitched higher, incoherent sounds wrenched from her throat, her hands scrabbling at Dayo's sweat-slick back, nails raking dark skin hard enough to leave welts.

Dayo's voice came out rough, breathless, almost a growl. "I'm close, Sophie. Are you sure you don't want me pulling out?"

Mark's cock throbbed painfully against his jeans, straining the denim. He knew the answer. They all bloody knew. But hearing her say it out loud, hearing Sophie beg for it...

Sophie's response was feral, wrecked, desperate. "Cum inside me. Deep inside. Breed me, please breed me, fill me up-"

Christ, she sounds possessed. Mark's hand trembled holding the phone, the image wavering slightly before he steadied himself with a deep breath. He wanted to see it, needed to see Dayo flood her cunt, watch that thick cum filling his wife's fertile womb. Even knowing she was on the pill, the image was unbearable in its perfection. Fantasy and reality bled together, indistinguishable, and he was drowning in the perfect fucking mess of it.

Dayo slammed in one final time, buried to the hilt, and roared.

Mark zoomed the camera tight on the base of Dayo's cock, capturing his balls tightening visibly against Sophie's arse, the pulsing rhythm starting. The thick dark shaft jerked rhythmically, pumping, flooding her. Sophie screamed, a raw, animalistic sound that bounced off the bedroom walls and straight into Mark's chest, and her legs wrapped around Dayo's waist, heels digging into his arse, pulling him impossibly deeper.

"Fuck, I'm cumming," Dayo growled against her throat. "Take it, take my cum, all of it you white slut!"

The moment. Right fucking there. Dayo's cock emptying into Sophie whilst she ovulated, whilst her body was primed to accept and nurture. Fantasy and reality blurred so completely Mark's brain couldn't separate them anymore. His rational mind screamed she's safe, but his lizard brain saw only what it wanted: his wife being bred by a superior male whilst he filmed every visceral second for strangers to wank over later.

Mark kept the camera steady, professional instinct overriding the tremor in his hands. He captured Dayo staying buried balls-deep, cock still twitching with aftershocks, grinding slowly to milk every drop into her. Filmed Dayo panting against Sophie's neck, heard him murmur low and possessive, territorial, "You're mine now. Bred. Claimed."

Sophie sobbed, clinging to him, her voice breaking. "Yes, yours, all yours-"

She'd said "yours" to another man. And Mark's cock throbbed harder, leaking a fresh bead of precum that soaked through his boxers in a warm, sticky patch. Because she's still mine really. This is our game, a plot for the camera, our beautiful fucked-up fantasy made flesh and sweat and cum.

Dayo pulled back slowly, deliberately, savouring every second. When he finally withdrew, his cock emerged slick and glistening, still semi-hard despite having just emptied himself. Fucking hell, even soft he's bigger than me hard. Mark immediately zoomed the camera tight on Sophie's cunt, capturing the aftermath in brutal, unforgiving detail.

The flood. Cum poured from her gaping entrance, her pussy stretched and pink and utterly wrecked. Thick white rivulets cascaded down her thighs, pooled beneath her arse on the navy duvet, stark against her pale skin. Dayo's dark cock glistened in the ring light's glow, a study in contrasts that Mark's designer brain catalogued even as his own cock screamed for release. Beautiful. Pornographic. Better than any video I've ever watched.

Sophie's hand drifted down between her legs, fingers trembling as she touched herself. She smeared the cum across her mound, through her blonde landing strip, her expression dazed and reverent. "So much," she whispered, voice hoarse and wrecked. "So much more than my husband."

Christ, the sheer volume. Thick, creamy globs pooling beneath her arse, dripping steadily onto the duvet in obscene rivulets. Dayo's virility versus my pathetic watery dribble. No contest. Never has been. Never will be. And that knowledge, instead of humiliating him, crushing him, made him harder than he'd ever been in his life. I can't give her this. But I can give her him.

Dayo sat back on his heels, chest heaving, sweat glistening on his dark skin in the lamplight. He reached down, spread Sophie's labia with his fingers, showing the camera the internal flood. White cum filled her, visible just inside her entrance, thick and obscene and absolutely perfect.

"Look at that." Dayo's voice was satisfied, territorial, proud. "Bred properly."

He glanced at Mark, gestured to Sophie with a tilt of his head. "Your turn, mate. Clean her up."

Permission and command woven together, laced with invitation. Mark's mouth watered instantly, saliva pooling beneath his tongue. He was going to taste another man's seed directly from his wife's just-fucked cunt, scoop it out with his tongue like a good little clean-up boy. And he was desperate for it, gagging for it.

Mark set the phone carefully on the tripod, ensuring the auto-record stayed centred on the bed. His hands fumbled with his jeans, shoving them down along with his boxers, his cock springing free - smaller, yes, barely five inches compared to Dayo's monster, but rock-hard and aching. He kicked the denim away clumsily, nearly tripping over the bunched fabric, his entire body thrumming with need.

He climbed onto the bed, positioned himself between Sophie's spread thighs. Up close, the mess was even more obscene. Dayo's cum everywhere, coating her folds, dripping steadily onto the duvet, the musky-salt scent thick in the air, overwhelming. Sophie's cunt gaped slightly, stretched from Dayo's girth, pink and swollen and utterly debauched. My wife. My beautiful, filthy, perfect wife.

Mark leaned down, extended his tongue, licked a broad stripe up her pussy.

The taste exploded across his palate, flooded his senses. Dayo's seed, thick and slightly bitter, coating his tongue in a viscous layer. Sophie's arousal beneath it, sweet-musky, familiar, beloved. Salt and sex and transgression all mixed. He swallowed, the texture sliding down his throat, then licked again, delving deeper, tongue pushing inside her entrance to scoop out more.

Sophie gasped above him, her hips jerking involuntarily. "Mark... oh God, Mark-"

This should repulse me, shouldn't it? Tongue buried in another man's cum, scooping it from his wife's wrecked cunt like some desperate, filthy servant. Instead, I'm harder than I've ever been. His cock throbbed against the duvet beneath him, leaking fresh precum in a steady dribble. This is worship and service, filthy love incarnate.

Mark cleaned her thoroughly, methodically, losing himself in the task. His tongue delved inside, swallowing mouthfuls of cum, the salty-bitter texture coating his throat. He alternated between licking her folds clean and sucking gently at her entrance, drawing out more of Dayo's release, savouring every drop. Dayo's thickness, Sophie's sweetness, the proof of what just happened all mixed together on my tongue.

Sophie's hands found his hair, fingers tangling, gripping hard enough to hurt. She ground against his face, smearing cum across his lips and chin and nose, and he welcomed it, craved it. Let her use me. I'm hers. Always have been.

Mark sucked her clit whilst his tongue continued working inside her, cum coating his lips, his chin, dripping down his jaw. Sophie's thighs began trembling against his ears, her breathing quickening again despite the orgasms Dayo had already wrung from her. He felt her building, felt the tension coiling in her muscles, and he redoubled his efforts, sucking harder, tongue fucking deeper.

She came with a shudder and a broken gasp, her cunt clenching around his tongue, hips jerking up to smother his face. "Mark, Mark, I love you, I love you-"

My name. Not Dayo's. Mine. She was coming on his tongue, filled with another man's cum, and she was calling for him. Perfect. Fucking perfect.

Mark rose slowly, his face slick with cum and spit and her arousal, the whole mess glistening on his stubbled chin. He leaned over Sophie, kissed her deeply, watched through half-closed eyes as she tasted Dayo's sperm on his tongue. She didn't flinch, didn't hesitate for a second. She kissed him harder, her tongue tangling with his, reclaiming him even as he reclaimed her.

When they broke apart, Sophie's eyes were glassy, exhausted, but warm and full of love. She cupped his face, thumb brushing his jaw, smearing the wetness. "Fuck me," she whispered, voice raw. "Reclaim me properly."

Mark nodded, unable to speak. His throat was too tight, emotion and arousal choking him, stealing his voice. He positioned himself, gripped his cock, guided it to her entrance. Slid inside in one smooth thrust.

Fuck, so easy. She was loose and wet, stretched open from Dayo's thicker cock, slick with cum; both Dayo's virile flood and her own arousal. Mark bottomed out, his smaller length swallowed entirely, and the sensation was different. Less tight than usual, hotter, almost sloppy. But emotionally overwhelming in a way that stole his breath, made his chest ache. Loose and wet, stretched from Dayo's cock. And still the best feeling in the world because she's my wife, choosing me, loving me, letting me reclaim her.

"You're still mine," Mark whispered against her lips, beginning to move slowly, gently, reverently. "Always mine, yeah?"

Sophie nodded, fresh tears forming at the corners of her eyes, spilling down her temples. "Always, babe. Always yours."

He fucked her slowly, each thrust squelching obscenely with the mixture of fluids. Dayo's cum, Sophie's arousal, now Mark's precum all mixing together inside her. The sounds were filthy, visceral, wet slaps and squelches that echoed in the quiet room, and Mark loved every fucking second. He lasted maybe twenty strokes, thirty at most, before the coil in his spine snapped, his orgasm slamming into him with bruising force that whited out his vision.

He came with a groan, burying his face in Sophie's neck, breathing in her scent, adding his smaller, watery load to the flood already inside her. His cock pulsed, adding a much smaller load compared to Dayo's virile release, and the symbolism wasn't lost on him. We've both claimed her tonight. But she wears my ring. Sleeps in my arms. Dayo's a beautiful, essential guest. I'm home.

Sophie held him close, her hands stroking his back, fingers gentle in his hair, grounding him. She murmured love against his temple, soft reassurances that brought him back from the edge of overwhelming emotion, anchored him in the present.

Through his peripheral vision, Mark saw Dayo watching from the chair he'd pulled over at some point, his expression respectful, a slight smile playing at his lips. Not smug or superior. Just satisfied, comfortable in his role.

Mark rolled off Sophie with a groan, collapsing beside her on the cum-soaked duvet, pulling her into his arms. Their bodies were sticky and spent, slick with sweat and other fluids. Dayo rose quietly, pulled on his boxer briefs with efficient movements, headed towards the bathroom, giving them privacy.

Mark kissed Sophie's sweaty forehead, his lips lingering against her damp skin. "You okay, love?"

She nodded against his chest, her breath evening out into something calmer. A weak laugh escaped her. "More than okay. That was... Christ, I don't even have words."

Mark chuckled, the sound rumbling through his chest. "Yeah. Same."

They lay tangled together, the fairy lights still glowing soft and warm around the bay window, casting gentle shadows across the rumpled, stained duvet. The camera on the tripod continued recording, the red light blinking steadily like a heartbeat. We'll edit later. Add captions. Upload for the subscriber who paid five hundred quid for this exact fantasy – share it with the rest who will no doubt love it. But right now, Mark just held his wife, feeling her heartbeat slow against his ribs, listening to Dayo's shower running faintly through the wall.

His cock softened, slipped from her with a wet sound, and he felt the rush of fluids follow - their combined releases leaking onto the sheets in a fresh warm trickle.

Sophie shifted, pressing closer, her leg hooking over his. "We're going to need new sheets."

"Yeah," Mark agreed, smiling against her hair. "Worth it though, innit?"

"Definitely worth it."

They dozed, wrapped in each other, the weight of what they'd done settling over them like a blanket. Not guilt. Never guilt with Sophie. Just acknowledgement, satisfaction. They'd crossed another line tonight, pushed the fantasy further than before, and it had been everything they'd needed, everything they'd craved.


six
BOUNDARIES TESTED
Off Camera Mistake


Sophie unrolled her yoga mat across the living room floor, stripped floorboards cool under her bare feet. Silence settled around her, that familiar mid-afternoon hush when Mark was out and the house felt entirely hers. Pale sunlight filtered through the bay window's sheer curtains. Down the street, someone's lawnmower droned. Children's voices carried from the primary school three roads over, distant and cheerful.

She adjusted the Bluetooth speaker on the coffee table, queued up her practice playlist. Arlo Parks drifted through the room, mellow and intimate. She'd already changed into her favourite yoga kit: black Lululemon leggings that hugged every curve, high-waisted and thick enough to smooth her stomach whilst somehow making her arse look incredible. The purple sports bra was cropped high, showing a strip of toned abdomen when she raised her arms, riding up to reveal the subtle curve of underboob when she stretched.

Just normal Thursday practice. Dayo had the day off from his warehouse job. Mark was in Shoreditch until half five, meeting some startup client who kept changing their branding requirements. The house was hers for hours.

Just yoga. Nothing else.

Sophie moved through her sun salutations, focused on breath, on the familiar sequence her body knew intimately. Forward fold, halfway lift, chaturanga, upward dog, downward dog. Her muscles warmed, loosened. Sweat prickled along her hairline despite the autumn chill seeping through the single-glazed windows.

Halfway through her second vinyasa flow, footsteps on the stairs.

Her pulse kicked before she'd even registered why. That confident tread, heavier than Mark's, the particular rhythm she'd learned to recognise in her bones. Dayo. She held downward dog longer than necessary, arse lifted high, face toward the floor, acutely aware of how the position stretched her leggings tight across her pussy and backside.

He appeared in the doorway.

Sophie didn't need to look. She felt his presence like heat against her skin, that crackling awareness that had become automatic whenever he entered a room. She shifted her weight, arched her back slightly more than the pose required, let the leggings pull taut.

"Don't let me interrupt." His voice carried that slight Nigerian lilt, warmth underneath. "That looks... intense."

Sophie lowered herself through the transition, rose into cobra pose. Hips pressed flat against the mat, back arched dramatically, chest lifted. The sports bra rode up her ribcage, exposing more skin. She turned her head just enough to catch him in her peripheral vision.

Fresh from the shower. Damp skin still glistening slightly, dark and smooth. Grey joggers slung low on his hips, the waistband of his boxers just visible. White vest clinging to his chest, showing off those shoulders, those arms. Bare feet against the floorboards.

Christ.

"Just finishing," Sophie managed, breathless from the pose and from the heat pooling low in her belly. "You can watch if you like."

Of course he could watch. She was performing now, flowing into cat-cow with deliberate sensuality, spine undulating, head dropping forward then lifting back. On her hands and knees, arse rising and falling, she knew exactly what he could see. Knew how the position looked, how the tight fabric stretched and revealed.

"You're really flexible, aren't you?" Dayo's voice had dropped lower, rougher around the edges.

Sophie met his gaze in the propped mirror leaning against the far wall, held it whilst she arched her back one more time. "Very. Comes in handy."

The double meaning hung in the air between them, thick and deliberate. Her pulse hammered in her throat. This was flirting without Mark as buffer. Just her and Dayo and the empty house and every rule they'd built dissolving.

She sat back on her heels, child's pose, forehead to the mat, breathing deeply. Tried to centre herself, find that yogic calm that usually grounded her. Instead, every breath just made her more aware of the heat gathering between her thighs, the dampness already soaking through the leggings.

No knickers. She'd gone commando. Habit now, after so many filmed sessions where the punters liked a tight camel toe.

Sophie stood, walked to the speaker, turned off the music. Silence crashed over the room. Just the distant lawnmower, her own heartbeat, the creak of floorboards as Dayo shifted his weight.

Suggest tea. Ask about his day. Act normal. But she found herself walking toward him instead, every step deliberate, watching his gaze drop to her chest where her nipples pressed visibly through the thin sports bra, then lower to the gap between her thighs.

Sophie stopped a foot away from him, had to tilt her head back to meet his eyes. At six foot two to her five foot four, the height difference always made her feel small, claimed, intensely feminine.

"Mark's not back till half five." Why did I say that? Why does it sound like an invitation? "Client meeting ran over."

Dayo's expression didn't change, but something shifted behind his eyes. He read her perfectly, always had, from that first kitchen proposition. "So we're alone."

Not a question. A statement of fact, delivered in that calm, knowing tone that made heat pool low in her belly.

"Yeah." Her throat had gone dry.

A pause. Dayo's gaze searched hers, checking, always checking. "Is that a problem?"

Yes. Text Mark. Set up the camera. Film this properly like you always do. These are the rules. The boundaries. The trust you've built together.

"No. Not a problem."

Dayo stepped closer, invaded her space completely. She could smell him now: soap, cocoa butter lotion, the clean male scent of his skin underneath. His hand came up, cupped her jaw gently, thumb brushing across her lower lip. The touch sent electricity straight to her clit.

"Tell me to stop and I will." His voice had gone quiet, serious. Still giving her the out, still respectful even with his cock visibly hardening in his joggers. "But if you don't... I'm gonna kiss you. Then I'm gonna fuck you, right here, no camera. Just us. That what you want?"

This is it. Last chance. She could laugh it off, step back, suggest waiting for Mark. Do this the right way, the way they'd agreed. Film it, share it, keep everything transparent and honest and safe.

But her pussy was throbbing, leggings already damp between her legs, and Dayo's cock continued swelling before her eyes. She wanted it. Wanted him. Wanted to feel that thick length splitting her open again, wanted to worship it without a camera capturing her desperate hunger, wanted to lose herself in pure sensation without performing for subscribers.

Sophie nodded. Didn't trust her voice.

Dayo's mouth crashed onto hers.

The kiss was nothing like Mark's gentle, familiar affection. This was claiming, overwhelming, his tongue sliding past her lips immediately, demanding entrance and taking it. Sophie melted into him, grabbed onto his vest, pulled him closer.

"We should..." Sophie gasped between kisses, barely able to form words. "The camera..."

Film it. Tell Mark. Do this properly.

"Fuck the camera." Dayo's hands dropped to her arse, squeezed hard through the leggings, lifted her slightly off her feet. "I want you. You want me. We'll tell Mark after, he’ll understand."

He was giving her the rationalisation she needed. The permission to abandon the rules just this once. Mark wouldn't mind. He loves that I desire Dayo, loves watching me lose control. We'll tell him later. Show him the sofa stains, describe every detail, let him reclaim me whilst I'm still stretched and sore.

It would be fine.

"Fuck me." Sophie's voice came out wrecked already.

Dayo walked her backward toward the sofa, never breaking the kiss, his cock now fully hard and pressing against her stomach through the thin fabric separating them. Sophie wrapped her arms around his neck, ground against the bulge shamelessly, felt him groan into her mouth.

The grey corner sofa hit the backs of her knees. Dayo pulled away just long enough to sit down, legs spread wide, patting his thigh in clear invitation. Sophie stood between his knees, breathing hard, trembling with need.

He reached up, grabbed the hem of her sports bra, pulled it up and over her head in one smooth motion. Her breasts spilled free. Small, perky, nipples tight and dark pink with arousal. Dayo's gaze went molten.

He leaned forward, sucked one nipple into his mouth whilst his hand palmed the other breast. Sophie gasped, her hands flying to his head, fingers threading through his short fade. His tongue circled the sensitive bud, teeth grazing just enough to make her whimper. Heat shot straight to her clit.

"Take off your leggings." Dayo released her nipple with a wet pop, his voice rough with want. "I want to see you."

Sophie's hands went to her waistband, hooked her thumbs under the elastic. She peeled the leggings down, revealing her flat stomach, the V of her mound, her thighs. Stepped out of them completely, kicked them aside.

No knickers underneath. She stood naked except for her wedding ring.

The gold band caught the afternoon light filtering through the curtains. Mum would have a stroke. Proper girls didn't strip naked for their lodgers. But Dayo's hands slid to her hips, thumbs brushing her lower belly, and the thought dissolved into the heat pooling between her thighs.

"So fucking beautiful." Dayo's gaze raked over her body, possessive and appreciative in equal measure. His hands slid up her thighs, stopped just before reaching her pussy, thumbs so close to where she needed them. "And so wet already."

He slid one finger through her folds. She was drenched, slick coating his dark skin immediately. Brought the finger to his mouth, sucked it clean whilst maintaining eye contact. "Sweet. Always so sweet."

Sophie whimpered, unable to form words. Her hips shifted forward, seeking more contact, more friction, anything.

"Please..." The word came out strangled.

"Please what?" Dayo's voice held amusement, but his pupils were blown wide with desire. "Tell me what you want."

"Your cock." Sophie's voice broke on the words. "I need your cock."

Dayo leaned back against the sofa cushions, lifted his hips, shoved his joggers and boxers down in one efficient motion. His cock sprang free. Thirteen inches of thick, dark flesh, veins prominent along the shaft, already rock-hard and leaking precum at the tip.

Sophie's breath caught.

She'd seen it a dozen times now. Sucked it, fucked it, worshipped it on camera whilst Mark filmed. But the sight still stole rational thought from her brain, replaced it with pure animal need.

Christ. Mark's cock was lovely, five inches she knew intimately, could take in her mouth easily, perfect for their gentle lovemaking. But this... this was different. Thicker than her wrist, longer than her forearm, hand and a half stacked, that upward curve that hit her G-spot with devastating precision every single time.

This cock ruined me for vanilla sex. This cock stretched me, filled me, made me scream in ways I'd never imagined possible. This cock made me come harder than anything else in my life. I guess I'm a size queen now. Maybe all women are.

And it was right there, thick and pulsing, waiting for her.

Sophie dropped to her knees on the soft rug, positioned herself between Dayo's spread thighs. She didn't touch yet, just stared, bit her lip, drank in every detail. The prominent veins, the darker head emerging from his foreskin, the heavy balls hanging below.

"You just gonna look at it?" Dayo's voice carried amusement, but she could hear the strain underneath.

"I'm admiring." Sophie's whisper came out reverent. "It's so big, Dayo. So perfect."

"It's yours now." His hand came to rest gently on her head, fingers threading through her ponytail. "Do what you want with it."

Sophie's hand wrapped around the base. Her fingers didn't meet, the girth was too thick. She stroked from base to tip, watching his foreskin slide back to reveal the darker glans beneath. Precum welled up, a thick droplet gathering at the slit.

"Look at this." Sophie's voice held wonder. "Look how much you leak for me."

She smeared the precum with her thumb, brought it to her lips, tasted. Salty, musky, almost sweet. She moaned softly, swallowed, met his gaze.

"God, I love how you taste."

Dayo's hips shifted, his cock twitching in her grip. "Fuck, Sophie..."

She leaned in, extended her tongue, licked the slit, gathered more precum, swallowed deliberately whilst holding his gaze. Then she licked up the underside, tracing that thick vein from base to tip with the flat of her tongue.

No camera to play to. No subscribers to satisfy. No Mark directing angles. Just her and this magnificent cock and the way it made her feel filthy and desperate and completely owned.

She kissed the head, soft, almost tender. Then wrapped her lips around it, sucked gently, tasted salt and clean skin. Dayo groaned, his hand tightening in her hair without pushing.

Sophie took him deeper. Three inches, four, feeling him hit the back of her throat. She gagged slightly, pulled back, tried again. Relaxed her jaw, breathed through her nose the way yoga had taught her, slid down.

Five inches. Six.

She gagged hard, eyes watering, mascara starting to run. But she held it, looking up at him through blurred vision, tears spilling over.

"Christ, Sophie." Dayo's face showed pure awe mixed with intense arousal. "You look so fucking hot with my cock in your throat. Mark's a lucky man."

Mark should be here. Should be watching this, filming this. But Dayo's cock pulsed against her tongue, thick and heavy, and the thought scattered into need.

Sophie pulled off with an obscene pop, spit spilling down her chin, stringing between her swollen lips and his cock. She gasped for air, tasted him, salt and musk and that clean male scent that made her pussy clench. She stroked him with both hands now, his shaft slick with her saliva.

"I love this cock." The words spilled out breathless, filthy, absolutely sincere. "Love how thick it is. How heavy." She gripped him base to tip, fingers not meeting around his girth. "Mark's is perfect for me, but this..." She leaned in, licked the precum beading at his slit. "Fuck, Dayo, this is something else. This is what I dream about. I want to marry this cock."

"Yeah?" Dayo's voice had gone rough, strained. "You dream about sucking me?"

"Every night." Sophie was free-associating now, lost completely in the moment. "Dream about choking on it. About you fucking my throat whilst Mark watches. About swallowing every drop. Even when Mark is fucking me. Especially then."

She released his shaft, kissed down to his balls. Heavy, hanging low, darker than the shaft, tight with arousal. She licked one experimentally, then sucked it gently into her mouth, rolled it with her tongue.

Dayo cursed in his own language, hips jerking involuntarily.

"I love these too." Sophie switched to the other ball, lavished it with the same attention. "Love how full they are. How much cum you make for me."

"Fuck, Sophie." Dayo's breathing had gone ragged. "You're gonna make me come if you keep talking like that."

Sophie grinned up at him, wicked and knowing. "Not yet. I'm not done."

Her tongue went lower, licked the sensitive strip of skin between his balls and arse. Dayo's thighs tensed, another curse falling from his lips. Sophie went lower still, ghosting her tongue across his arsehole, barely a touch, testing the boundary.

"Shit, Sophie-"

She pulled back immediately, met his gaze. "Too much?"

Dayo shook his head, grinning despite the strain on his face. "No. Fucking perfect. You're filthy, you know that?"

"You make me filthy."

Sophie returned to his cock, took him deep again. This time she relaxed completely, took seven inches, held it whilst her throat contracted around him, a huge bulge in her kneck now. Dayo's hand tightened in her hair, grounding himself rather than forcing.

"That's it. Fuck, yes." His voice had gone hoarse. "Look at you. Taking my cock like you were made for it."

I was made for it. This cock, this man, this feeling of being utterly owned and worshipped simultaneously. Mark gives me safety, love, home, the foundation of everything good in my life. Dayo gives me this. Primal, filthy, addictive need that she couldn't seem to control.

Dayo gently pulled her off his cock. It sprang free, spit-slick and throbbing, veins bulging along the shaft.

"If you keep that up, I'll come down your throat." His breathing came harsh and uneven. "And I want to be inside your pussy when I cum."

This is it. Last chance to stop, to text Mark, to set up the camera and film this properly like we always do. But Sophie's pussy was dripping down her thighs, clit throbbing with need, and Dayo's cock was right there, thick and ready and everything she craved.

"Then fuck me." Her voice came out wrecked, desperate. "Please, Dayo. I need you inside me."

Dayo pulled her up effortlessly, flipped her onto the sofa on her back. The grey fabric felt soft beneath her bare skin, cool against her overheated flesh. He positioned himself between her thighs, cock in hand, rubbing the thick head through her folds.

Teasing her entrance, nudging her clit, coating himself in her wetness.

"Stop teasing." Sophie whined, hips lifting, seeking. "Please. Just fuck me."

Dayo grinned down at her, dark eyes dancing with amusement and want. "So impatient."

But he lined up, notched the head against her entrance, and thrust forward, one brutal stroke, bottoming out completely, over a foot of cock buried completely inside her.

Sophie screamed.

The burn! Christ, every single time he split her open, that first brutal stretch as her body struggled to take his girth. But underneath the burn, fuck, the fullness, the angle, the way he touched places inside her she hadn't known existed until him. Too much. Perfect. Her spine arched violently, hands scrabbling above her head for purchase on the sofa arm, gripping with white-knuckled desperation.

Dayo stilled immediately, buried to the hilt, giving her time to adjust. "You okay?"

"Yes." The word came out strangled, breathless. "God, yes. So full. Move, please, Dayo, fuck me."

He didn't need further permission.

Dayo set a punishing pace immediately. Hard, fast, deep. No gentle warm-up, no slow build. Just raw, primal fucking that made the sofa creak beneath them, made her small breasts bounce with each thrust, made coherent thought impossible.

"Oh God, oh fuck, Dayo, yes, harder, don't stop, so big, so deep-"

Sophie gasped between thrusts, unable to form complete sentences. Her hands couldn't find purchase, sliding uselessly against the sofa fabric, finally gripping his shoulders.

"That's it. Take it." Dayo's voice came rough, strained. "Take every inch. Fuck, Sophie, you feel incredible."

His hands gripped her hips, angled her slightly, lifted her arse off the sofa, changed the angle so his cock dragged across her G-spot with every thrust. That upward curve hitting perfectly, devastatingly accurate.

Sophie went incoherent. Just moaning continuously, head thrashing, completely lost to sensation. Too much. Too good. Can't think, can't breathe, can't do anything but feel. Feel him splitting her open, owning her, ruining her for anyone else.

This is why I can't stop. This feeling. This utter surrender.

Mark would understand. God, he'd be so hard watching this, watching Dayo split me open, hearing me scream. The thought made her pussy clench around Dayo's cock. He'd love this. He'd forgive this.

Dayo leaned down, captured her mouth in a bruising kiss, swallowed her moans. His pelvis ground against her clit with every thrust now, giving her dual stimulation. Cock pounding her G-spot, friction on her clit, overwhelming and perfect.

Sophie's orgasm built rapidly, inevitably, like a wave gathering force.

"I'm close..." She broke the kiss, gasping. "Fuck, Dayo, I'm so close-"

"Come for me." His command came rough, authoritative. "Come on my cock. Let me feel you."

Her orgasm hit like a freight train.

Violent, overwhelming, whiting out her vision completely. Sound muffled, time stretched, her entire world narrowed to the pleasure tearing through her core. Sophie screamed, loud, loud enough for neighbours to hear if the windows were open. Her entire body convulsed, pussy clamping around Dayo's cock in rhythmic pulses, pleasure crashing through her in waves so intense she briefly forgot her own name.

Yes yes yes fuck yes Dayo oh God oh Christ I'm coming I'm coming so hard never like this never-

Dayo groaned through gritted teeth, feeling her squeeze him. "Fuck, you're so tight when you come-"

He didn't slow. Fucked her through her orgasm, chasing his own release now, rhythm becoming erratic, harder, faster. Sophie was oversensitive, whimpering, but she didn't tell him to stop. Wanted his cum. Needed it.

"Yes, fuck yes, cum in me, Dayo, please, I need it, fill me up, breed me-"

The word slipped out before she could stop it, taboo and filthy and right.

She was sobbing now, incoherent with pleasure and overstimulation and desperate want.

"Fuck, Sophie, gonna cum-"

Dayo slammed deep one final time, held himself there, entire body going rigid. His cock pulsed inside her. Sophie felt every spurt, the hot flood of cum painting her insides. So much of it, thick and slick and overwhelming, filling her completely, flooding her womb. The heat spread through her core.

So much. Enough to... No. The pill. I'm on the pill. But her body didn't care about logic.

The sensation and taboo thoughts triggered another smaller orgasm, her pussy clenching weakly around him as she moaned through the aftershocks.

Dayo collapsed gently on top of her, breathing harsh and ragged against her neck. Sophie stroked his back absently, dazed and boneless and thoroughly fucked. Sweat cooled on their skin, her thighs still trembling.

"Christ." Dayo's voice came muffled against her skin. "That was... fuck."

"Yeah."

They lay there whilst Dayo softened inside her, both panting, hearts hammering. He kissed her forehead, tender, intimate, the gentleness at odds with the brutal fucking moments before.

Then he pulled out.

Cum poured from her immediately. Thick white flood she could feel spilling from her gaping pussy, hot and slick running down her arse crack, soaking into the grey sofa cushion beneath her. So much. The wet heat of it, the obscene evidence puddling under her.

Dayo sat back on his heels, watching. "Jesus, look at that."

Sophie propped herself up on her elbows, looked down between her legs. Her pussy was swollen, pink, stretched open, absolutely flooded with his release. It kept leaking out, pooling on the sofa.

"You always cum so much." Her voice came out hoarse, wrecked. "It's... fuck, it's everywhere."

Dayo pulled his joggers back on, stood, stretched. Sophie remained sprawled on the sofa, shattered, cum leaking from her, completely sated.

Then her eyes landed on the coffee table.

Her phone. No recording light. No camera at all.

Oh fuck. Oh no.

Her stomach dropped. Cold rushed through her, drowning the post-orgasm glow. Her hands started shaking.

We didn't film. Mark doesn't know. I got carried away, just fucked Dayo, worshipped his cock, begged him to fill me, screamed his name whilst coming, and Mark has no idea.

Sophie sat up abruptly. The endorphins evaporated, replaced by cold adrenaline. She looked at the sofa. Massive wet stain, cum, her arousal, sweat. Undeniable evidence.

She looked at Dayo pulling his vest back on, oblivious to her internal spiral.

She looked at the floor where her leggings lay discarded, sports bra crumpled beside them.

"Dayo." Her voice came out small, shaky. "We didn't... we didn't film."

He paused, looked at her properly. "Hmm?"

"The camera. We didn't set it up. Mark... he doesn't know."

Realisation dawned across Dayo's face. He sat back down beside her, careful and concerned. "Shit. I didn't think... I mean, you said yes, I assumed..." He trailed off, seeing her face crumpling. "Sophie, it's okay. We'll tell him. He'll understand, yeah? It was spontaneous."

Would he? Would Mark understand that I was so desperate for Dayo's cock I abandoned every rule we'd built together? That I sucked him, worshipped him, fucked him, all without Mark's knowledge or presence? That I screamed another man's name whilst coming harder than I ever had with my husband?

What if this was the line she wasn't supposed to cross?

Sophie's hands shook as she reached for her leggings, pulled them on. No point really, cum was already soaking through, cold and sticky against her thighs. She grabbed her sports bra, pulled it over her head, couldn't meet Dayo's eyes.

"What if he's angry?" Her voice broke. "What if... fuck, Dayo, what if I just ruined everything? Our marriage, our dynamic, this whole thing we've built?"

Dayo's hand came to her shoulder, gentle and grounding. "Hey. Look at me."

She did. Eyes brimming with tears.

"Mark loves you. More than anything. And this, what we just did, it wasn't behind his back to hurt him. It was heat of the moment. Passion. He'll see that."

Mark loves you. She repeated Dayo's words in her head, tried to make them stick. But her stomach churned, heavy and sick. I fucked up. I really fucked up.

"We always film. I should have text him. Ask permission." Her throat tightened. "And I just... I didn't even think. I was so horny I didn't care about anything else."

"So tell him that." Dayo's voice stayed calm, reassuring. "Tell him you wanted me so badly you forgot everything else. He'll be turned on, trust me."

Maybe. Or maybe this is the boundary. The one I just sprinted across without a second thought.

Dayo stood, offered his hand, pulled her to her feet. "Do you want me to text him? Explain?"

Sophie shook her head violently. "No. I need to tell him. Face to face. When he gets home."

"Alright." Dayo headed toward the hallway, paused at the door. "For what it's worth, Sophie, that was incredible. You're incredible. And Mark's lucky to have you."

Then he was gone.

Sophie stood alone in the living room, staring at the sofa stain. Undeniable evidence of what they'd done. I could clean it, hide it, pretend it never happened.

But that wasn't who they were. Honesty, trust, communication. The foundations they'd built everything on.

"I fucked up," she whispered to the empty room. "I really, really fucked up."

Sophie grabbed her phone, checked the time. 3:15pm. Mark wouldn't be home for over two hours.

She typed out a text with shaking fingers: Hey babe, can we talk when you get home? Nothing bad, just... need to chat. Love you x

She hit send before she could overthink it.

Nothing bad. Right. Just that I betrayed his trust, ignored our unspoken rules, fucked our bull without permission. Totally not bad.

Sophie headed upstairs to shower. She needed to wash Dayo's cum out of her, off her thighs, try to erase the physical evidence even though the guilt had already sunk bone-deep.

She stood under scalding spray, let tears mix with water, running mascara down her cheeks.

I love Mark. More than anything. More than Dayo's cock, more than the hotwife thrill, more than the OnlyFans money, more than my own desperate need. And I just risked all of it because I couldn't keep my legs closed for three hours.

The water beat against her shoulders, her back, washing away the sweat and cum but not the sick weight in her stomach. She scrubbed between her thighs, felt the residual ache where Dayo had stretched her, the tenderness that would linger for hours. Evidence of what she'd done.

Christ, when had I become such a slag?

Sophie stood under the spray until the water ran cold, until her fingers pruned and her skin turned pink. Eventually she shut it off, legs shaking as she stepped onto the bath mat. The towel felt rough wrapping it around herself. She slid down to sit on the bathroom floor, tiles cold against her bare arse. Steam thick around her, suffocating. She stared at her wedding ring through the blur, simple gold band, worn smooth from five years of marriage.

What have I done?

She'd tell Mark everything. The cock worship, the desperate fucking, the way she'd come screaming Dayo's name, begging him to breed her. She'd beg his forgiveness, promise it would never happen again, pray he didn't leave.

And then she'd wait.

Wait to see if her impulsiveness had finally destroyed the best thing in her life.
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The Safety Net Frays

Mark's key scraped in the lock just before six, fifteen minutes late. Bloody Northern Line. He'd spent twenty minutes wedged against some banker's armpit, laptop bag cutting into his shoulder, head pounding after three hours of presenting branding concepts to a client who couldn't pick between serif and sans-serif. Waste of a fucking afternoon.

He dropped the bag in the hallway with a thud, rolled his shoulders. "Babe, I'm home!"

Silence.

Not the good kind, not Sophie mid-headstand or singing off-key in the shower. The heavy kind, the weighted kind that pressed against his ears and made his stomach clench before his brain caught up.

Mark toed off his Converse, hung his jacket beside Sophie's denim one. Her trainers sat by the door in their usual pile. She was home. So why did the house feel like it was holding its breath?

He walked toward the kitchen expecting the usual chaos - Sophie chopping veg whilst Phoebe Bridgers crooned from the speaker, Dayo raiding the fridge, their easy banter filling the space. Instead, nothing. No cooking smells, no music, no laughter.

Just quiet.

Mark's pulse kicked up. Something's wrong.

He pushed through the doorway and stopped.

Sophie sat at the oak table, hands wrapped round a mug. Not doing anything. Just sitting. Staring at fuck-all. And when she looked up, her eyes were red-rimmed, face blotchy.

She'd been crying.

"Christ, Soph, what's wrong?" Mark crossed to her in three steps, crouching beside her chair. His mind raced - family emergency, studio disaster, health scare. "Are you hurt? Is it your mum? Tell me."

Sophie shook her head, voice small. "I'm fine. Physically. But we need to talk."

Mark's stomach dropped. We need to talk. Four words that never meant anything good.

He pulled out the chair opposite, sat heavily. Hair wet, recently showered. Wearing his navy hoodie, the oversized one she nicked when she needed comfort. No makeup. Lip bitten raw. Every inch of her screamed distress, but Mark couldn't make sense of it.

"Okay." He leaned forward, elbows on knees. "Talk to me. What's going on?"

Sophie stared at her mug like it held answers. "I fucked up. Really badly."

Oh Christ. Mark's brain cycled through possibilities. Crashed a car they didn't own? Spent savings already gone? Slept with someone without telling him first?

Wait.

The wet hair. The tears. The guilt radiating off her.

"This is about Dayo."

Sophie's face crumpled, confirmation enough.

"What happened?" Mark kept his voice steady. "Is he okay? Are you - did something go wrong?"

"No." Sophie shook her head hard. "Nothing like that. He's fine, I'm fine, it's just..." She sucked in air. "We had sex. This afternoon. And I didn't film it. Didn't text you. I just got carried away."

The words landed like fists.

Mark sat back, physically reeling. "You... what?"

"He came downstairs whilst I was doing yoga and we... we started talking, then kissing, and I just..." Sophie's voice cracked. "I wanted him so badly, Mark. Didn't think. Should've texted, should've set up the camera, but I just... I sucked and fucked him. On the sofa. Right there on our fucking sofa, and I forgot everything else."

He saw it – he couldn't stop his fucked up brain. Sophie on her knees, Dayo's thick cock stretching her lips wide. Her bent over the grey sofa, arse up, taking thirteen inches of black dick whilst she screamed his name. No camera. No Mark. Just them.

It should turn him on. Normally it would. His wife so desperate for their bull she forgot herself completely - wasn't that the fantasy?

But right now, all he felt was cold.

She forgot.

Like he was optional. Like this thing they'd built - this careful, consensual, shared dynamic - was just window dressing. Like she could take Dayo's cock whenever she fancied and Mark was what? The fucking cameraman? The cuckold waiting at home whilst his wife shagged hotter men without even a text?

"You forgot." Mark's voice came out flat.

Sophie flinched. "I forgot. I'm so, so sorry, Mark. I know that's not good enough, but-"

"Did you come?" Mark cut her off.

Sophie blinked. "What?"

"Did you come? On his cock. Did he make you come?"

She whispered, "Yes."

Mark nodded slowly, jaw tight. "And he came inside you."

Again, not a question. Sophie nodded.

Of course he did. That's what Dayo did. Flooded her with those massive loads, marked her, claimed her. And Mark was supposed to reclaim her after. Film it. Share it. Make it theirs.

But this time Mark got nothing. Just the aftermath. The confession. The guilt.

Sophie reached across the table for his hand. Mark pulled back before her fingers touched his. Instinct. Self-preservation. He couldn't be touched right now, couldn't let her comfort sand down the sharp edges.

Sophie's face crumpled further. "Mark, please. I fucked up. I know I did. But it didn't mean anything beyond... beyond sex. I love you. Only you."

Mark finally met her eyes. She must've seen it there. The raw hurt.

"It's not about love, Sophie." His voice stayed quiet, controlled. Worse than shouting. "I know you love me. It's about... this was supposed to be ours. Our thing. You, me, whoever we brought in together. Dayo's part of it because we chose him. Together. And today you just... decided I wasn't necessary."

"That's not-" Sophie shook her head frantically. "I didn't decide that. I just... I lost control. I was so horny and he was there and I didn't think-"

"You didn't think." Mark's voice rose, first crack in his control. "Right. Didn't think about me, about us, about the fact this whole thing works because I'm involved. Even when I'm not in the room, I'm supposed to know. That's the rule, Sophie. The only fucking rule that matters."

Silence crashed between them.

Sophie cried openly now, ugly sobs shaking her shoulders. Mark felt his own eyes burning. He wouldn't cry. Not yet. Not here. Needed to get out of this room first.

He stood abruptly, chair scraping loud.

"Where are you going?" Sophie's voice pitched high.

"I need space. Can't... can't do this right now."

"Mark, please, don't leave. We need to talk-"

Mark shook his head, backing toward the door. "We will. Later. But right now I need to not be near you. Because if I stay, it won't help either of us."

He needed air. Needed to not look at her tear-streaked face and feel his anger warring with his love. Because he did love her. Desperately.

But right now, that love felt like a weapon she'd used to carve out his heart.

Mark climbed the stairs, legs heavy. Passed the first-floor landing without stopping. Couldn't go into their bedroom. That's where they fucked. Where Dayo had fucked her. Where Mark was supposed to film and reclaim.

He kept climbing.

The back room on the second floor. Mostly cleared for future lodgers, just his old desk shoved in the corner, a chair, bare walls. Neutral, empty, exactly what he needed.

Mark passed Dayo's door. Ajar. Movement inside. Dayo was home, probably heard the raised voices. Mark didn't knock. Couldn't face him either. This wasn't Dayo's fault - Dayo had asked, Sophie had said yes. Dayo had no reason to think it wasn't okay.

Mark entered the back room and sank onto the floor, back against the wall, knees pulled up. Dropped his head into his hands and let himself feel it.

The hurt, sharp and acidic in his chest, worse than jealousy. Jealousy he could wank to, could fold into the kink. This was different. This was her cutting him out, deciding he didn't matter, that their dynamic was optional.

Small, maybe, in the scheme of things. She hadn't fallen for Dayo. Hadn't left. Hadn't broken their marriage vows because they'd rewritten those vows months ago.

But it still mattered.

This whole thing worked because they were a team. Mark wasn't a doormat, wasn't some pathetic cuck who got off on being ignored. He was the director. The witness. The one who reclaimed her after. He had a role. A purpose.

And today, Sophie had cut him out entirely.

The thoughts he usually shoved down came roaring up.

What if she doesn't need me? What if Dayo's enough - bigger cock, better stamina, makes her scream like I never could? What if I'm just the safety net, the husband she keeps for the mortgage whilst she fucks real men?

"Fuck." Mark's whisper echoed in the empty room. "Fuck."

His phone buzzed. He pulled it out, screen lighting his face in the dimming light.

Text from Sophie: im so sorry please come down i love you im scared ive ruined us

Mark stared at it. Thumb hovered over the keyboard.

He didn't reply.

Not yet. Needed more time. Needed to sort through the tangled mess of hurt and love and betrayal before he could face her.

He wasn't punishing her. Not intentionally. But he couldn't go downstairs and pretend everything was fine. Couldn't hold her and say "it's okay" when it fucking wasn't.

Not yet.

Sound from Dayo's room. Door opening, footsteps in the hall. Dayo's voice came cautious through the wall. "Mark? You up here, mate?"

Mark didn't answer. Footsteps paused outside the door, then retreated. Dayo going back to his room. Giving space.

Smart man.

Dayo knows. Course he knows. Probably feels like shit too. But I can't deal with that. Can't reassure him it's fine when my whole world's tilting sideways.

Mark sat there as the light faded. Golden hour turning to dusk, room darkening round him. His arse went numb on the hard floor. He didn't move. Just breathed. Tried to sort his thoughts into something coherent.

Downstairs, Sophie would still be at that table. Or maybe curled on the sofa by now, crying into his hoodie. Hating herself.

And Christ, part of him wanted to go down there. Hold her. Tell her it'd be okay. But the other part; the hurt, angry part - wanted her to sit in that guilt. Wanted her to understand what she'd done.

His phone buzzed again.

i understand you need space ill be here when youre ready i love you so much

Mark read it. Still didn't reply.

He loved her too. That was the bitch of it. Loved her so fucking much it physically hurt. Chest aching, lungs tight, heart hammering.

But love wasn't enough right now.

They needed to talk. Really talk. And he needed to be calm for that. Not seething, not aching. Just clear.

Footsteps on the stairs again. Lighter than Dayo's. Sophie.

Mark tensed.

Her voice came from the landing, soft and careful. "Mark? I'm not coming in. Just... I'm leaving dinner outside the door. Please eat something."

Sound of a plate being set down. Gently. Quietly.

Her footsteps retreated.

She'd made him dinner. Despite everything. Because that's who Sophie was. Nurturer. Carer. His wife.

And he'd walked away when she needed him.

Maybe I'm the arsehole here. Wasn’t it me who encouraged all this?

Mark still didn't get the plate. His stomach churned too much. But the gesture cracked something in his chest, softened the sharp edges just enough.

He wasn't ready to go downstairs. But he could do this much.

Mark pulled out his phone and typed: Thank you. Not ready yet, but we will talk. Tonight. Promise.

Sophie's reply came immediately: okay ill wait i love you

Mark's fingers hovered. Then he typed: I love you too.

Hit send.

Because he did. Even hurt, even angry, even sitting on a cold floor in an empty room whilst his wife cried downstairs, he loved her.

That had to count for something.

Dayo's there in his room. Heard everything, probably. Mark's footsteps, Sophie's sobs, the silence thick enough to choke on.

He's fucked up. Not on purpose, but he'd assumed Sophie's yes was enough. Should've asked about Mark. Should've checked. Should've insisted they text first, set up the camera, keep their dynamic intact. Mark sat in the dark, knees pulled tight, and tried to believe tomorrow would be better.

Three people in separate spaces of the same house. Mark upstairs processing his hurt. Sophie downstairs drowning in guilt. Dayo in his room carrying his own weight.

All of them silent, hurting, waiting for someone to bridge the gap.
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The Director's Cut

Mark's arse had gone completely numb against the back-room floor, his spine welded to the wall. Three hours. Christ. Three hours since he'd walked away from Sophie, and here he was, hiding like a bloody child whilst she cried downstairs. His phone screen glowed in the darkness: 8:27pm.

Should go down. Talk to her. But the inertia pinned him to the floorboards, heavy as concrete. If he stayed up here, he didn't have to face it. Didn't have to untangle the knotted mess of hurt and love and confusion churning in his guts.

Coward. You're being a fucking coward. Sophie was downstairs, probably still sobbing into her tea, and he was sulking like a jealous teenager. But what was he supposed to say? "I forgive you" felt dishonest. "I'm still hurt" felt petty. He was stuck.

A gentle knock on the doorframe yanked him from the spiral. Dayo's voice came soft through the darkness. "Mark? Can I come in?"

Mark exhaled through his nose, scrubbed both hands over his face. "Yeah. Door's open."

Dayo didn't crowd him, just leant against the doorframe, making himself small. Considerate, that. When he looked at Mark slumped on the floor, proper concern showed in those dark eyes. "You've been up here nearly three hours, mate. Sophie's a wreck downstairs. And you look like shit."

Mark laughed; dry, humourless bark. "Feel like shit too."

"Yeah. Figured." Dayo paused, weighing something. "Look, I know this is between you two. But... can I say something? As your friend?"

Friend. The word settled strange but not unwelcome. Mark nodded, wary but willing.

Dayo crossed the room, lowered himself to the floor opposite Mark. Cross-legged, casual. Equal height now, not looming. Deliberate choice, Mark reckoned. Respectful.

"This afternoon was my fault too," Dayo said quietly. "Should've checked with you before anything happened. Should've texted, asked if it was alright. I assumed Sophie's yes was enough, but I was wrong. I'm sorry."

Dayo was apologising. For fucking his wife. The words sat strange in Mark's chest, heavy and uncomfortable but bizarrely touching. When did this become my life? My lodger saying sorry for shagging Sophie whilst I sulked upstairs. The absurdity should've made him laugh. Didn't, though. Just made the ache ease slightly, knowing Dayo got it. Got that Mark wasn't just the cuckolded husband, content to be side-lined whilst other men had her.

"It's not your fault, Dayo," Mark said eventually. "Sophie's an adult. She made the choice."

Dayo nodded slow. "She did. And she feels like utter shit about it. But Mark... she loves you. More than anything. This afternoon? That was her body overruling her brain. Wasn't about you not being enough. Was about her being impulsive and horny. You know that's her flaw."

Mark sighed, let his head drop back against the wall with a soft thunk. "I know. Doesn't make it hurt less."

"I get that. But sitting up here won't fix it. You need to go down there, tell her exactly how you feel, and let her make it right. You two are solid, mate. Don't let my cock fuck that up."

Mark snorted despite himself. Dayo's bluntness cut through the emotional fog like a knife, sharp and clean. "Your cock's not the problem. It's... I felt invisible. Like I didn't matter."

Dayo leant forward, elbows on his knees. Expression serious now, intent. "Then tell her that. And tell her what you need. Because from where I'm sitting, this whole thing works because you're the one in control. You direct it. You choose when, where, how. Today, Sophie took that from you. So take it back."

Take it back.

The words vibrated through Mark's skull, resonating deep. He could, couldn't he? Could tell Sophie and Dayo that from now on, every encounter ran through him. He decided. He orchestrated. He wasn't just the cameraman - he was the fucking director.

Control. The word alone sent heat straight to his cock despite the hurt still throbbing dull in his ribs. Yes. That. He could tell Dayo when to fuck her, where, how hard. Could make Sophie beg for permission, wait dripping and desperate whilst he decided. Not just the bloke holding the camera - the director, the one orchestrating every filthy second.

Mark shoved himself upright, joints protesting, back screaming. "Alright. Let's go talk to her."

They took the stairs together, old wood creaking under their weight. Sophie was exactly where Mark had pictured her: curled small on the sofa, drowning in his navy hoodie, eyes red and swollen, tea mug clutched in both hands like it might save her. When they walked in, she looked up fast. Hope and fear chased each other across her face, raw and unguarded.

"Mark..." Her voice came hoarse, wrecked from crying.

"I'm here. Let's talk."

Dayo gestured at the wingback armchair. "I'll sit here. You two on the sofa. And I'll facilitate, yeah? Stop you both spiralling into bollocks."

Mark and Sophie both nodded, grateful for the structure. Mark sat on the opposite end of the sofa from her, deliberately keeping distance. Not touching. Not yet. He still needed space, needed the gap to keep his head clear.

Dayo settled into the chair, leant forward with his forearms on his knees. "Sophie, Mark needs to hear why you're sorry. Not just that you are, but why. What you understand about what you did."

Sophie nodded, swiped at her eyes with the hoodie sleeve. When she turned to face Mark properly, her voice shook. "I'm sorry because I broke our trust. This whole thing, the hotwife life, it works because we're a team. You're not just the husband who tolerates it. You're part of it. You choose the bulls, you film, you reclaim me, you're there, even when you're not physically in the room. And today, I cut you out completely. Didn't think about you at all. I just... wanted Dayo so badly I forgot everything else."

Mark listened, let her words sink in. They felt sincere. She meant them - he could see it written all over her. But he needed to voice his own hurt, needed Sophie to hear it straight from him, not filtered through her guilt.

"It's not that you fucked him, Soph," Mark said carefully, trying to keep accusation out of his tone. "It's that you didn't tell me. Even a text, 'Dayo's here, I want him, is that okay?' would've been enough. But you just... decided I wasn't necessary. And that made me feel like I'm just the guy who holds the camera. The safety net. Not your partner in this."

Sophie's face crumpled. Fresh tears spilt down her cheeks, dripped off her chin, soaked into the hoodie. "That's not true. You're everything to me, Mark. My husband, my best friend, the person I trust most in the world. I didn't cut you out because you're not necessary. I cut you out because I'm selfish and impulsive and I fucked up. I'm so, so sorry."

She means it. He could see it in every line of her body, the way she'd gone small and broken. Genuine remorse. But sorry wasn't enough. They needed concrete changes, new boundaries, something solid to rebuild on.

Dayo cut in, voice calm and steady. "Mark, what do you need? To feel better about this. What would make it right?"

Mark thought, let the question sit heavy. What did he need?

"I need... control," he said slowly, working through it as the words came. "Need to know that nothing happens without my say-so. Not because I own you, Soph, but because this is ours. We do this together. So from now on, even if I'm not home, even if I'm working, you text me first. You ask. And I'll say yes most of the time, probably. But I need to be asked."

Sophie nodded frantically, almost desperate. "Yes. Absolutely. I should've been doing that already. I will from now on, I promise."

"And Mark," Dayo said, grin creeping onto his face now. "What about directing? You've filmed everything, but have you ever told us what to do? Positioned us, decided the scene?"

Mark hesitated. "Not really. Suggested things, but mostly I just... watch."

"Then stop just watching. Tell us what you want. Make Sophie beg for it. Make me wait until you say I can fuck her. You're the stag, mate. Act like it."

Mark's cock stirred, first time since this whole mess had started. The idea of directing them, of Sophie and Dayo following his orders, waiting for his permission. Control. He could have it. Could tell Dayo to strip Sophie slowly, make her suck his massive cock whilst Mark filmed close-up, decide when Dayo was allowed to cum, where. The fantasy unfurled vivid and intoxicating.

Sophie noticed. Her eyes flicked to his lap, caught the bulge forming in his jeans. Something like hope flickered across her tear-stained face.

Mark looked at her properly now, really looked. "I want to direct the next scene. Completely. You do what I say, when I say. Both of you." He turned to Dayo. "You good with that?"

"Absolutely," Dayo said immediately. "I'm here because you and Sophie allow it. You call the shots, I follow."

Sophie's voice came small but eager. "Please. Yes. Tell us what to do, Mark. I want that. I want you in control."

The hurt was easing. Not gone - Christ no, it still ached in his chest like a bruise - but manageable now. They were finding their way back. He wasn't just the cuckolded husband. He was the director, the orchestrator, the one who made this whole filthy, beautiful thing work.

Dayo pushed for specifics, ever practical. "So new rules, yeah? Sophie doesn't fuck me, or anyone, without checking with Mark first. Even just a text. And Mark directs scenes, decides positions, timing, where I finish. Anything else?"

Mark ticked through mentally. "Safe words still apply. 'Red' stops everything immediately, no questions. And... we film everything from now on. No exceptions. Even spontaneous stuff, set up a phone at minimum. The subscribers are part of this too, and the income matters."

"Agreed," Sophie said quickly. "All of it. I'll be better, Mark. I promise."

Dayo stood, stretched his arms overhead with a satisfied groan. "Right. I'm going to give you two some privacy. You need to reconnect, yeah? Without me hovering." He headed for the door, paused with his hand on the frame. "For what it's worth, you two are the best people I've met since coming to this country. Don't let my enormous cock come between that."

Mark and Sophie both laughed - tension snapping like overstretched elastic. Dayo grinned, warm and genuine, then left. Door clicked shut behind him.

Silence settled over the living room. Just Mark and Sophie now, lamplight casting shadows across the worn floorboards.

Sophie shifted closer on the sofa, tentative, testing. "Can I... can I touch you?"

Mark nodded. "Yeah."

She crawled across the cushions, curled into his side with her head on his chest. His arm came around her automatically, muscle memory, five years of marriage guiding the movement. They sat like that, breathing together, letting proximity soothe the raw edges.

"I love you so much," Sophie whispered against his chest. "I'm so sorry I hurt you."

Mark kissed the top of her head, breathed in the familiar scent of her shampoo - coconut, vanilla, Sophie. "I love you too. And I forgive you. Not completely yet, I'm still processing. But I will. We'll be okay."

Sophie tilted her head up, green eyes searching his face. "Are you still turned on? By this afternoon, I mean. By me fucking him?"

Mark was honest. "Yeah. I am. Which is confusing as fuck, because I'm also hurt. But knowing you wanted him that badly, that you lost control... Christ, Soph, that's hot."

A small smile tugged at her lips. "Even though I didn't film it?"

"I'll make you recreate it. Tomorrow. Exactly how it happened. And I'll film every second."

Sophie's hand drifted to his crotch, palmed the half-hard bulge there. He'd been aroused since the conversation about control, his body responding even whilst his mind processed the hurt. "What do you want right now? Do you want me?"

He did. Despite everything, he wanted her. Wanted to reclaim her, make her his again. Wanted to fuck her on this sofa where Dayo had fucked her, overlay that memory with his own.

"Yeah. I want you. But not... not like usual. I want you to do exactly what I say. Right now. Practice for tomorrow."

Sophie's pupils dilated, arousal and submission flooding her expression, softening her posture. Relief, too - relief that he still wanted her, that they could find their way back through this. "Okay. What do you want me to do?"

Mark's voice dropped, took on an edge of command he'd never quite let himself use before. "Strip. Slowly. I want to watch you take your clothes off."

Sophie stood, stepped back. Gave him space to watch properly. She peeled his navy hoodie over her head, slow, and Christ, nothing underneath. No bra. Her small tits caught the lamplight, nipples already hard, flushed pink, begging for touch. She hooked her thumbs in her leggings, shimmied them down her pale thighs. No knickers. Course not. She'd stopped wearing them weeks ago, stayed bare under her clothes so Dayo could have her whenever. The thought made his cock throb. She stood there naked, skin glowing warm in the light, waiting. His wife. Obedient. Ready for orders.

Beautiful. His wife. Naked and willing and waiting for his command. The hurt was still there, aching dull, but this helped. Reclaiming her. Reminding her who she belonged to.

Mark unzipped his jeans, pulled out his cock. Five inches, hard, leaking at the tip. He stroked himself slowly, deliberately, holding her gaze. "Come here. Kneel."

Sophie moved to kneel between his legs, exactly where she'd knelt for Dayo hours earlier. Mark knew it, she knew it - the parallel deliberate. Reclaiming this space, this position.

Mark gripped her hair gently, guided her mouth to his cock. "Suck me. Show me you're sorry."

Sophie swallowed him down in one go, all five inches disappearing easily into her hot, wet mouth. So much smaller than Dayo. She didn't even gag. The comparison stung and aroused in equal measure. She sucked hard, tongue dragging along the underside of his shaft, and when she looked up at him, her green eyes were wet. Not from choking. From relief, from needing this, needing him to still want her. Spit gathered at the corners of her lips, dripped down her chin as she worked him, messy and desperate.

Mark didn't last. Couldn't. Too wound up, too fucking aroused by her submission, by the power thrumming through him. He yanked her off his cock by her hair, gentle but firm, and wrapped his fist around himself. Three strokes, four, and he was gone. Cum spurted hot across her tits, thick white streaks painting her pale skin, dripping down to her belly. Mine. Fuck, mine. She gasped, smiled up at him through wet lashes, and he'd never loved her more.

"You're mine, Soph," Mark said breathlessly. "Dayo's cock is incredible, I fucking love watching it wreck you, but you're mine."

"Always yours. I'm so sorry I forgot that today."

Mark pulled her up into his lap, cum smearing between them, messy and filthy. He kissed her deeply, tasting himself on her tongue, salt and musk. "Tomorrow, I'm directing, and you only come when I say you can."

Sophie shivered with arousal. "Yes. Whatever you want. I'm yours to direct."

They sat together afterwards, sticky and sated, talking quietly in the lamplight. Mark outlined his vision for tomorrow's scene, detailed and specific. He'd been thinking about this, he realised, turning it over in his mind even whilst he'd been hurt upstairs.

"And after he cums inside you, I'm going to make you sit on my face. Let me taste both of you. Reclaim you properly."

Sophie whispered, "God, yes. I can't wait."

Mark helped her stand, held her hand. "Let's shower. Together. I want to wash our cum off you myself."

Sophie nodded, let him lead her upstairs.

In the shower, hot water and steam filled the small ensuite. Mark washed Sophie gently, tenderly, running his hands over every inch of her skin. They didn't fuck again, both too emotionally exhausted, just held each other under the spray. Water ran down their bodies, swirled down the drain, taking the last of the hurt with it.

"We're okay," Mark murmured against her wet hair. "We'll be okay."

"Yeah. We will. Thank you for forgiving me."

"Thank you for being honest. For not hiding it."

They dried off, climbed into bed. Sophie curled against Mark's chest, his arm around her, both drifting towards sleep. The last thought before Mark's eyes closed:

Tomorrow, he'd take control. Properly. And Sophie would submit beautifully, and Dayo would follow orders, and Mark would finally feel like the stag he was supposed to be. The hurt would fade. They'd be stronger for this. They had to be.
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Taking the Reins

Mark had set up the tripod before they'd even cleared the plates. He'd mounted the phone, angled it toward the kitchen counter from the dining table, then positioned the ring light on the counter edge. Warm glow spilt across the laminate, flattering and professional-looking. Like framing a shot for a client, except this client's paying in tips and my wife's the fucking model. He adjusted the height until the counter filled the centre of the frame. Plenty of space for bodies. Tweaked the exposure, tapped the screen, studied the preview. Perfect.

His hands weren't shaking. That was new. Usually he was all nerves before filming, worried he'd fuck up the focus, miss the shot, ruin the moment. But tonight? Tonight I'm in control. The thought settled over him, solid and heady, and Christ, it made his cock throb against his jeans. Insistent and heavy.

Sophie and Dayo sat at the table behind him, finishing the last of a bottle of wine. Sophie was flushed, giggly with nervous energy. Dayo nursed his second glass, relaxed, watching Mark work with quiet attention.

Mark turned from the camera. "Right. We're starting. Sophie, stand up."

Sophie set her glass down. "Okay."

Mark watched her stand, noted the way Dayo's eyes tracked her movement. Hungry, but patient. Good. He's learning. Waiting for my word.

She stood in the middle of the kitchen in fitted dark blue jeans - high-waisted, hugging her arse perfectly - and a simple white vest top. No bra beneath. Her nipples were visible through the thin fabric, tight points that betrayed exactly how turned on she already was. Mark circled her slowly, possessive, cataloguing her like a composition. This is my wife. Mine to direct.

"Dayo, come here. Stand behind her."

Dayo rose, moved to stand behind Sophie. Close, not touching yet. Mark could see Sophie's breath quicken, her chest rising and falling faster. She's probably already dripping wet.

Mark addressed the camera, the phone recording everything. "Evening, everyone. Tonight's special." He paused, let the weight of it hang. "My wife fucked our bull yesterday without me. Without filming. So tonight, I'm taking back control." The words tasted sweet on his tongue. Power. "She doesn't move, doesn't come, doesn't do anything unless I say so. Right, Sophie?"

Sophie's voice came out breathy. "Right. Whatever you say, babe."

Hearing her submit verbally, in front of Dayo, for the camera, made Mark's cock leak. A wet spot spreading through his boxers already. Power's fucking intoxicating. He'd never felt anything like this before, this heady combination of control and compersion, watching and directing. His pulse thrummed in his throat.

"Dayo, undress her. Slowly. Start with the vest."

Dayo's large hands found Sophie's waist, gripped the hem of her vest, lifted slowly. She raised her arms without hesitation. Good girl. The fabric peeled upward - toned stomach, ribs, then her breasts. Small and pale, nipples tight as berries in the lamplight, dark pink and begging. Dayo tossed the vest aside.

Mark circled them, narrating for the camera. "Look at her. Beautiful, isn't she? Those tits are perfect." He stopped in front of them, met Dayo's eyes. "Touch them."

Dayo's large dark hands cupped Sophie's breasts from behind, thumbs brushing over her nipples. She gasped, head falling back against his chest. Mark reached for the phone, zoomed the camera slightly. Captured the contrast. Her pale skin, his dark hands, her face. Eyes closed, lips parted. The visual. Christ, the visual. This was what subscribers paid for; the contrast, her submission, the obvious chemistry. And Mark got to direct it. His cock strained against his jeans, begging for attention, but he ignored it. Not yet.

Mark stepped closer, with his spare hand unbuttoned Sophie's jeans himself. Slow, deliberate, maintaining eye contact with her. "Dayo, keep playing with her tits. Don't stop."

Dayo obeyed, pinching her nipples now, rolling them between his fingers. Sophie whimpered, hips shifting. Mark unzipped her jeans, knelt as he pulled them down her legs filming upwards. She was wearing black lace knickers beneath, and even in the warm kitchen light he could see they were soaked through. A wet patch spreading across the fabric, darkening the lace.

Fuck, she's dripping already.

"Step out."

She did. Mark pulled her knickers down too, slow, and let the camera catch the string of arousal that connected the fabric to her pussy when he peeled them away. Watched it break, glistening. Filthy. Fucking perfect.

Mark stood, and stepped back. Sophie was naked now except for the flush spreading down her chest. Dayo still fully clothed behind her, hands on her breasts, his clothed erection pressing against her bare arse.

"Dayo, get naked. But don't touch her pussy yet."

Dayo released her breasts, stripped off his white vest and grey joggers in quick, efficient movements. No boxers beneath. His nine-inch cock sprang free; already hard, dark and veined and thick. He stood behind Sophie again, his cock settling between her arse cheeks. She moaned, a needy little sound.

Look at that. Dayo's massive cock against her pale skin, her small body dwarfed by his size. Mark's own cock was pathetic in comparison. But that contrast, that visual, it made him harder than he'd ever been in his life. Christ.

Mark pointed to the kitchen counter, the cold laminate surface they'd wiped down after dinner. "Sophie, bend over the counter. Hands flat. Arse out."

She walked over on legs that were slightly shaky, anticipation and wine making her unsteady. Bent at the waist, her chest pressing against the cold surface. She gasped at the contact. Arse elevated, legs straight, balancing on tiptoes.

Mark adjusted the tripod angle to capture her from the side. "Spread your legs wider."

She did. From behind, her pussy was fully visible now. Pink, glistening, swollen with arousal. Fucking beautiful.

Dayo's voice was rough. "Mate, can I-"

"No. Not yet." Mark cut him off, savouring the control. "Stand behind her. Let her feel your cock. But don't touch her pussy."

Dayo positioned himself, his cock jutting against her arse, thick and hot. He gripped her hips, ground against her. Sophie whimpered, tried to push back, angle him toward her entrance.

"I said don't touch her pussy. Stay still, Sophie."

"Please, Mark, I need-"

"I know what you need. You'll get it when I decide."

God, the power. She was begging, and he was saying no. Dayo's cock was right there, thick, ready, desperate - and Mark was making them both wait. His own cock throbbed painfully, an insistent ache radiating through his groin, but the control was worth it. Worth every desperate second.

Mark walked to Sophie's side, her face turned to the side on the counter. He stroked her hair back gently. "Tell me what you want. Say it for the camera."

Her voice was muffled against the laminate. "I want Dayo's cock. Please, babe. I want him to fuck me whilst you watch."

"Why?"

"What?"

"Why do you want his cock? What's different about it?"

Sophie hesitated. Her breath hitched, and Mark could see the conflict on her face, shame warring with need. "It's... bigger. Thicker. Fills me in ways..." She trailed off.

"In ways I can't." Mark's voice was steady. Say it. Say it out loud. "Say it."

Sophie sobbed, a wet, broken sound. "In ways you can't. I'm sorry, but it's true. I love your cock, Mark, I do, but Dayo's..." Her voice cracked. "God, it's so big. I need it."

There it was. The truth, raw and filthy, and it should've gutted him. Should've made him want to stop the whole thing, throw Dayo out, reclaim his fucking dignity. But his cock was leaking like a tap, and all he felt was this sick, electric thrill. She needs it. Needs that big fucking cock. And I'm giving it to her. The humiliation was gentle, consensual, not cruel. She needed Dayo's size. And Mark loved her enough to give it to her. Loved her enough to orchestrate it, to make it happen on his terms.

Mark stepped back, nodded to Dayo. "Alright. Tease her. Rub your cock against her pussy. Get her ready. But don't go inside yet."

Dayo gripped his shaft, slid it through her folds. The thick head bumped her clit, dragged through her wetness, slick sounds filling the kitchen. Sophie moaned continuously, hips pushing back against him despite Mark's command to stay still.

Dayo looked at the camera, grinning. "She's soaked, Mark. Dripping down her thighs."

"Good. She should be. She's been thinking about this all day, haven't you, love?"

"Yes, yes, please, I can't take it anymore-"

Mark let the tension build. Cruel and delicious. A full minute of Dayo teasing, sliding his cock up and down her slit, pressing against her entrance but not entering, occasionally slapping her clit with his thick head. The wet, obscene sounds filled the kitchen, echoing off the tiles. Sophie was nearly sobbing, begging incoherently, her voice cracking.

Exquisite torture. For her, yes, but also for him. His cock was so hard it hurt, and he hadn't even touched it. Control meant denying himself too. But watching her desperate, needy, utterly at his mercy - it was worth it. Worth everything.

Mark finally gave permission. "Fuck her, Dayo. Hard. Don't hold back."

Dayo didn't need telling twice. He lined up, his height over her making it easy, and slammed home in one brutal thrust. Sophie screamed - high, sharp, the sound echoing off the kitchen tiles. Her hands scrabbled on the counter, knuckles white.

Dayo groaned, bottoming out. "Christ, she's tight. Always so fucking tight."

Mark grabbed the phone from the tripod, moved around them for a close-up of the penetration. "That's because you're huge, mate. I can see how she stretches for you."

And she did. Her pussy stretched obscenely around Dayo's girth, lips pulled taut, the pink flesh clinging to his dark shaft as he pulled back and thrust again. Fucking hell. The contrast was pornographic, better than any video Mark had jerked off to.

Dayo set a punishing rhythm. Hard, fast, deep, exactly as Mark had instructed. The counter edge dug into Sophie's hipbones; she balanced on tiptoes, back arched, tits swinging with each impact. The kitchen filled with sounds; the slap of skin on skin, the wet squelch of her pussy taking him, Sophie's high-pitched moans, Dayo's grunts of effort, the rhythmic thud of hips against arse.

This. This was what he'd needed. To see it, yes, but to control it. To know every thrust was happening because he'd allowed it. Dayo's cock was wrecking Sophie's pussy, and Mark had orchestrated it. Power and compersion fused into something transcendent, something he'd never felt before. His pulse roared in his ears.

Sophie's moans escalated, breath hitching. "Mark, babe, I'm close, please can I come?"

Mark circled to her head, crouched so they were eye-level. Stroked her flushed cheek with his free hand. "No. Not yet. Hold it."

"I can't, it's too much-"

"You can. For me. Hold it."

Dayo adjusted his angle slightly, that upward curve of his cock hitting her G-spot relentlessly now. Sophie's thighs shook violently. She buried her face in her arms, muffling her screams.

Mark stood, filmed her face. Mascara running, drool pooling on the counter, completely wrecked. Beautiful. "Dayo, slow down. Long, deep strokes. Make her feel every inch."

Dayo obeyed. Pulled almost all the way out, paused - cock glistening with her arousal - then slammed back in. Slow, deliberate. Sophie gasped with each thrust, trying desperately not to come, her body trembling with the effort.

She's suffering beautifully. And she'd asked for this, begged for his control. Tomorrow she'd wake up sore and marked, and she'd remember who orchestrated it. Not Dayo. Mark.

Mark made her wait another full minute, timing it on his watch. Cruel and precise. Sophie became incoherent, just repeating "please please please" like a prayer, her voice cracking, tears streaming down her face.

Finally: "Alright, love. Come for him. Now."

Permission shattered her. Sophie's orgasm detonated through her body. She screamed - loud enough we’d get complaints from the neighbours, but Mark didn't give a fuck. Her entire body convulsed, pussy clamping around Dayo's cock so hard he cursed.

"Fuck, Mark, she's crushing me-"

Mark filmed a close-up of her face, pure satisfaction flooding him. That's my girl. "Come all over his big cock, love."

Sophie was still coming, aftershocks rippling through her, moans turning to whimpers. Dayo didn't slow. Mark's next command came sharp. "Keep fucking her. Don't stop. I want her overstimulated."

Dayo pounded through her orgasm. Sophie was oversensitive now, crying from the pleasure-pain, overwhelming and intense. She tried to crawl forward, escape the intensity, but Dayo's grip on her hips held her in place.

Cruel. He was being cruel. But she was taking it, submitting beautifully, and her pussy was still gripping Dayo, still hungry despite the overstimulation. She can handle it. And Christ, watching her lose her mind was the hottest thing he'd ever seen.

"Where do you want to finish?" Mark asked Dayo.

Dayo's breathing was ragged, close. "Inside her. Want to fill her up."

Mark considered, deliberate pause, making Dayo wait. No. Not tonight. "Pull out. Cum on her arse and back. I want to see it paint her."

Dayo sounded disappointed but obedient. "Yes, boss."

Boss. Dayo called him boss. Mark's cock jumped, leaked another wet pulse. Fuck yes.

Dayo pulled out - Sophie whining at the loss, her pussy gaping and empty - and stroked himself frantically. His cock was slick with her arousal, thick and dark in his fist, aimed at her lower back. He groaned deep, body tensing. Cum erupted in thick ropes, spraying across her arse, her lower back, pooling in the dip of her spine, dripping down her arse crack.

Mark filmed the close-up, narrating. "Look at that. Fuck, Dayo, you cum like a porn star. Look how much. Sophie, stay still. Let it drip."

Sophie panted, face still pressed to the counter. "So much. I can feel it. So warm."

Dayo stepped back, catching his breath, cock softening but still impressive. Mark set the phone back on the tripod, captured a wide shot. Sophie bent over, cum-covered, legs trembling. Dayo in the background, recovering.

Mark stripped off his clothes quickly. T-shirt, jeans, boxers. His cock sprang free, painfully hard, leaking desperately. So much fucking smaller than what she just took. But right now, that didn't matter. This was his moment. Reclaiming her. Marking her as his again.

Mark approached Sophie. She was still bent over, hadn't moved. His hand ran over her arse, smeared Dayo's cum across her skin. She shivered. "Mark..."

He leaned down, kissed the small of her back. Tasted salt, the bitter earthiness of Dayo's cum. "You did so well, love. So fucking well."

Her voice was small. "Can I move now?"

"No. Stay there. I'm not done."

Mark knelt behind her, spread her arse cheeks with both hands. Her pussy was swollen, flushed deep pink, gaping slightly from Dayo's girth. Fucking wrecked. He leaned in, dragged his tongue in a broad, wet stripe from clit to entrance. The taste hit him - her sharp, sweet arousal, the musk of Dayo's cock, the salt of sweat and sex. She gasped, thighs trembling. "Oh God, Mark, I'm too sensitive-"

He ignored her, licked again, slower this time, savouring it. "I know," he murmured against her pussy. "That's the point, love."

She tastes like him. Like Dayo. And I'm fucking addicted. Not cum this time, but the musk, the aftermath. And beneath it, Sophie's sweetness. His wife. His. Dayo had fucked her, yes, but Mark was reclaiming her now. Properly.

Mark stood, positioned his cock at her entrance. She was so wet he slid in with zero resistance, loose after Dayo, but still warm, still gripping him as best she could. He didn't tease, just pushed in fully, groaned. "Fuck. You feel incredible."

Sophie moaned. "You feel good too, babe. Different, but... I love your cock. I love you."

Different. Smaller. He knew. But the way she said it, genuine and loving, that mattered more than size. She loved him. Chose him. Married him. Dayo was just the bull. Mark was her husband.

Mark fucked her, rhythm steady. Not as hard as Dayo, not trying to compete. This was about intimacy, connection. His hands gripped her hips right where Dayo's had been, could feel the lingering heat Dayo had left behind. He wasn't going to last—too wound up from directing, from watching, from tasting her.

"I'm close. Gonna cum in you."

Sophie pushed back against him. "Yes, please, Mark, I want it-"

Mark slammed deep, held, and came with a choked groan. Not much - never was, compared to Dayo's fucking deluge - but it was his. He groaned her name, slumped over her back, chest heaving, kissed the sweat-slick skin between her shoulder blades. "Mine," he rasped. "You're mine."

"Yours. Always yours."

Mark pulled out slowly, watched his cum mix with Dayo's residue and leak from her pussy. Watery white trickle. He grabbed the phone from the tripod, filmed the close-up. "Look at this. My wife. Bred by another man, reclaimed by her husband. Fucking perfect."

Shut the phone down.

Dayo called from the table, where he'd pulled on his joggers, grinning. "That was intense, mate. You're a natural."

Mark grinned back, breathless. "Cheers. Think the subscribers will like it?"

"They'll fucking love it."

Mark helped Sophie stand. She was shaky, legs weak. He wrapped his arms around her from behind, kissed her neck. "You okay?"

She nodded, leaned into him. "Better than okay. That was... fuck, Mark. You were incredible."

Incredible. She thought he was incredible. Not Dayo. Him. The director. The stag. The husband who loved her enough to share but strong enough to control it. Yeah. I was.

Mark rubbed Sophie down with a clean tea towel - laughing because she was covered in cum and needed a proper shower - and led her toward the stairs. Called to Dayo: "Cheers, mate. That was brilliant."

Dayo saluted. "Anytime. You're the boss."

The boss. Yeah. He was. And he'd never felt more secure in this dynamic than right now.
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Upstairs in the ensuite, Mark turned the shower on. Hot, steam rising, fogging the mirror. He helped Sophie in, joined her under the spray. Washed her gently, soaping her back, rinsing Dayo's cum from her skin, working his fingers through her hair. She was quiet, leaning against him, her body pliant and sated.

"Thank you," she said softly.

"For what?"

"For not giving up on me. On us. Earlier, I thought I'd ruined everything."

Mark kissed her wet shoulder. "You didn't. We're stronger now. I know what I need, you know your boundaries. We're good, love."

They finished the shower, towelled off, climbed into bed naked. Fresh sheets, Sophie had changed them this morning, thoughtful. Mark spooned her, arm around her waist, semi-hard cock pressed against her arse. She wiggled. "Again?"

Mark laughed. "Give me ten minutes."

"You've got five."

Insatiable. His wife. His beautiful, filthy, insatiable wife. And tomorrow he'd direct her again, and the day after, and every day she wanted. Because I'm the stag. And this is my herd.

They dozed together, Mark's hand drifting to her breast, gentle possession. Sophie's breathing evened out, both content.
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Upload and Afterglow

Half seven Saturday morning. Mark had the sofa to himself, laptop balanced on his thighs, headphones clamped tight. Coffee going cold on the side table. Sophie still asleep upstairs after last night's kitchen session. He could still see her bent over that counter, Dayo's cock splitting her wide. He'd woken at six, cock half-hard from the dream-memory, and crept downstairs before his brain could talk him out of it. The footage was calling.

DaVinci Resolve glowed on the screen. Free version, taught himself over two months via YouTube tutorials and trial-and-error. The timeline showed twenty-two minutes of raw footage: Sophie bent over the counter, Dayo's cock splitting her open, her face absolutely wrecked with pleasure. Mark scrubbed through, the playhead skimming across her screaming orgasm, the creampie, his own desperate reclamation.

Christ, the footage is fucking gold. He'd nailed the framing. Sophie's pale arse elevated, Dayo's dark hands gripping, the kitchen's pendant lighting warm and filmic. The ring light had been worth every penny. Composition, contrast, the way her blonde hair caught the glow whilst Dayo's skin swallowed it - Mark's cock twitched. This wasn't some shaky phone wank. This was art. Filthy, explicit, his-wife-getting-properly-fucked art. Subscribers would lose their minds. He was losing his, just scrubbing through.

He added the title card. Simple white text on black: "Stag Takes Control: Kitchen Breeding". Trimmed the awkward start - the bit where he'd fumbled with the tripod. Tightened the middle, cutting the moment she'd slipped and had to readjust. Kept the flow smooth, tension building. Left the ending completely raw: his reclamation, no cuts, every gasping breath and whispered "I love you" intact. Subscribers paid for this bit. The reconnection. Proof this wasn't just fucking, it was them.

Three-act structure, like a proper film. His commands, their obedience, Sophie begging. Then her screaming orgasm, Dayo's cum painting her back, dripping down her arse. Finally, his reclamation, gentle and possessive, the emotional anchor. That's what made them different. Not just another wife getting railed. This was real, intimate, theirs.

I'm getting bloody good at this. His cock pulsed, half-hard just from watching himself direct. Not just the sex - though God, that had been intoxicating - but this. The editing, the pacing, the subtle colour grading he was applying now. Warming the tones, making skin glow, enhancing the contrast between Sophie's paleness and Dayo's darkness without overdoing it.

Export. Final cut, 1080p, twenty-two minutes. The progress bar crawled across the screen. Mark stretched, joints cracking. He'd been hunched over the laptop for nearly three hours. Totally worth it.

Export spat out the file. Mark saved it to desktop, stared at the thumbnail, a frozen frame of Sophie's O-face, mouth open, eyes rolled back, completely gone. Fucking hell. She's beautiful.
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Footsteps. Mark glanced up. Sophie appeared in the doorway, squinting against the lamplight, his oversized Radiohead hoodie falling to mid-thigh. Sleeves bunched past her hands. Hair sleep-wild, sticking up at daft angles. No makeup, eyes puffy, face soft. Gorgeous. Post-fuck and exhausted and his. His chest went warm.

"Morning." Her voice came out croaky, from sleep, yes, but also from the screaming last night. She'd been loud. Properly loud. The Okoros next door had definitely heard. Mark didn't care. "What time is it?"

"Half two." Mark checked the laptop clock. "You slept twelve hours."

"Needed it. I'm absolutely knackered." Sophie shuffled over, collapsed onto the sofa beside him with a soft grunt. Peered at his screen. "Is that...?"

Mark grinned. "The edit. Just finished it. Want to watch?"

Sophie curled against his side, his arm coming around her automatically. Grey light from the bay window did nothing to combat the November gloom. Rain hammered the windows, streaming down in sheets, turning the street outside into a grey river. Cosy in here. Safe. Mark full-screened the video, pressed play.

Sophie buried her face in Mark's shoulder. "God, I sound so desperate."

"You were desperate." Mark kissed the top of her head, breathed in the scent of her shampoo; coconut, slightly stale now, she needed to wash her hair. "It's hot."

They watched Dayo tease her with his cock. On screen, that thick dark shaft sliding through her folds, bumping her clit, dragging through the wetness whilst she begged.

Beside him, Sophie's breathing quickened. She shifted, pressing her thighs together. Mark's hand drifted to her bare thigh under the hoodie, stroked up. His fingers climbed higher. He could smell her, that sweet, musky scent of aroused pussy. His cock pulsed, straining against his joggers.

She's getting wet again. Watching herself get fucked turned her on. Narcissistic and sexy as hell.

The penetration scene. Dayo lining up, that thick dark cock nudging her entrance. Then slamming home in one brutal thrust. Sophie's scream tore through the laptop speakers; high, sharp, the sound that had echoed off the kitchen tiles last night. On screen, Mark's own voice: Look at how she stretches for you. The camera had captured everything. Her pussy lips stretched obscene around Dayo's girth, pink and swollen, the rim of her entrance clinging to his shaft. Her entire body had tensed, stomach muscles rippling. Christ. Mark's cock throbbed. He'd watched this live, but seeing it again, edited and polished, was almost better. The angle perfect, the lighting flattering, the contrast of her pale cunt split wide by that massive black cock.

Sophie groaned quietly. "Bloody hell. That angle. You captured everything."

Smug? Yeah. He was bloody good at this. "I know. Look at your face here." He pointed to the screen, her eyes rolling back, mouth open, utterly gone. Lost in it. "You're fucking gorgeous when you come."

"Stop. I'm embarrassed."

"Don't be. That face sells. Trust me."

They watched his reclamation. Mark on screen, smaller cock sliding easily into her cum-filled pussy, her moaning his name - Mark, Mark, I love you - whilst he'd whispered that she was his, always his, even covered in another man's cum. Sophie's hand drifted to Mark's lap now, found his cock through his joggers. Already hard; morning wood had never fully subsided, and editing had kept him in a state of semi-arousal for hours. She stroked him gently.

"That was so hot," she whispered. "You taking me back. Claiming me."

Mark's breath hitched. "Had to. You're mine. Even covered in his cum, you're mine."

"Always."

The video ended. Mark's final shot. Sophie's face, post-orgasmic and wrecked, eyes closed, small smile playing at her lips. Then the camera panned down. His cum leaking from her pussy, Dayo's thick white load sticking on her arse. The mess of it, obscene and beautiful. Two men's cum dripping from his wife's body. Subscribers would lose their fucking minds. Black screen. Silence except for the rain and Sophie's slightly ragged breathing.

"That's the best one yet," Sophie said. "Upload it. Now."

Her enthusiasm, her confidence in his work. Christ, it made him feel ten feet tall. He was good at this. The filming, the editing, the directing. He'd found his role in this whole mad dynamic, and it fit perfectly.

He clicked "New Post," selected the video file. Progress bar crawled across the screen, two minutes for a file this large. They watched it together in silence, Sophie's hand still resting on his thigh, thumb stroking absently.

Caption. Mark typed: "Stag Takes Control: Watch my husband direct me and our bull. I only come when he allows it. Kitchen breeding, cum over me, and hubby's reclamation. This is what real compersion looks like. 🔥"

Sophie read over his shoulder. "Perfect. Post it."

Mark's finger hovered over the "Publish" button. That thrill again, the edge of it. Making something private obscene and public. Strangers about to see his wife's face mid-orgasm, Dayo's cum leaking from her pussy. His pulse hammered. He clicked.

Video went live.

Refresh.

Within thirty seconds: 5 new tips (£50 total), 3 comments. They leaned in together, shoulders touching, reading in unison.

Alpha_Stag_UK: "FINALLY. This is what we've been waiting for. Mark directing like a boss. More of this please."

CuckCouple88: "My wife just came watching Sophie beg. We're doing this tonight. Thank you."

BBCLover_F: "Dayo's cock is a work of art but Mark's control is the real star here. Relationship goals."

Mark refreshed. Compulsive, couldn't help it. 15 tips now (£150), 12 comments, 3 new subscribers. Sophie read aloud, her voice getting breathier with each filthy comment.

"Listen to this one: 'I came three times watching this. Sophie's screams are everything.'" She shifted, pressed her thighs together properly now. Definitely wet.

"Getting turned on reading about strangers wanking to you?"

Sophie blushed. "Maybe."

Exhibitionism is her kink as much as compersion is mine. The validation; hundreds, soon thousands of people getting off to her body, her pleasure, her surrender - it fed something deep in her. And watching her preen under the attention? That fed something equally deep in him.

Pause. Then Sophie, tentative: "What if we did this full-time? Sold the studio, just... made content?"

Full-time OnlyFans creators. The idea landed hard. Full-time meaning no more freelance clients, no safety net. Just this. Just filming Sophie getting fucked by other men, editing the footage, uploading it for strangers to wank to. Mad, liberating, terrifying in equal measure. But their income was already outpacing his freelance work - one client last month, barely two grand. Sophie's yoga classes down to eight students. And they loved this. The filming, the sex, the collaboration. So why the fuck not? His stomach flipped. Fear, excitement, he couldn't separate them.

"We could," Mark said slowly. "I mean... we'd need to be smart about it. Diversify content, keep subscribers engaged, maybe use social media more. But yeah. We could."

They sat with that. Big decision, not for today, but the seed was planted and already taking root.

Notifications kept pinging. Mark closed the laptop—too distracting, needed to actually focus on Sophie rather than obsessively checking numbers. "We'll look tonight. See where we land."

Sophie nodded, curled properly into him now, tucking her feet under his thigh. "I love that we're doing this together. That it's ours."

Mark stroked her hair. "Always ours. Even when Dayo leaves, even when we find new men, it's you and me building this. Everyone else is just... guests."

"Good guests, though."

Mark laughed. "Proper good guests."


seven
DEEP ADDICTION
Fourteen Days of Filth


Mark sat at the reclaimed oak table with his second coffee going cold, laptop open to a logo redesign brief he couldn't give a toss about. Some dental practice in Clapham. Absolute beige shite. His brain kept wandering back to the weekend's upload: £1,247 in tips by Sunday night, 189 comments screaming for more. That kitchen breeding video had done exactly what he'd hoped.

Sophie hummed something tuneless at the stove, scrambling eggs in the old cast-iron pan. She'd thrown on Mark's ratty Radiohead hoodie, the one with cuffs frayed to threads, and sweet fuck all else except grey cotton knickers. His wife, half-naked in their kitchen, arse barely covered. When she stretched for the pepper grinder, the hoodie rode up, grey fabric clinging to the curve of her bum. Domestic and filthy all at once. Mark's cock stirred. Always did when she dressed like this.

Footsteps thumped down the stairs. Dayo appeared in the doorway, phone in hand, face locked down tight. Something's wrong. Mark clocked it immediately: jaw clenched, that muscle near his ear twitching like a countdown timer about to hit zero.

Mark set his coffee down. "Mate, you alright?"

Dayo crossed to the table but didn't sit, just stood there gripping his phone like it might explode. Sophie turned from the stove, spatula still in hand, concern flickering across her face.

"Email from my solicitor," Dayo said quietly. "Just came through."

Sophie moved closer, peered at the screen. Mark leant forward, reading the message upside down:

Dear Mr Adeyemi,

Home Office has scheduled your asylum decision hearing for 18th February. Expect written outcome within 24 hours of hearing. Please prepare documentation for either approval or appeal process as discussed.

Regards, J. Patterson, Immigration Solicitor

Two weeks. Mark's stomach dropped. Fourteen days.

Dayo sank into the chair beside Mark, phone face-down on the table. "That's it. Two weeks and I'll know whether I'm staying or getting shipped back double quick to Lagos."

Sophie's hand found his shoulder, squeezed. "They'll approve you. They have to. You've done everything right: the paperwork, the courses, everything."

Dayo shrugged, utterly unconvinced. "Solicitor says it's fifty-fifty. Home Office is cracking down. Doesn't matter that my dad's rotting in prison for journalism or that I'll be arrested the second I land. Just statistics to them."

Mark's brain kicked into overdrive, calculating before he could stop himself. Fourteen days. Twenty-eight shoots if we film twice a day. More if we really push it. His cock thickened against his jeans, guilt and lust twisting together in his gut. Christ, what sort of husband gets a semi hearing his lodger might get deported? The kind who'd spent three years wanking to hotwife porn, apparently. The kind whose wife was about to lose the best fuck she'd ever had unless they made the most of it.

Make every encounter count.

The words tumbled out before Mark could second-guess himself. "Then we make the most of it."

Sophie and Dayo both turned, identical confused looks on their faces.

Mark leant forward, elbows on the table, words coming faster. "Every day for the next fortnight. We film everything. All the stuff we've talked about but haven't done yet. No holding back. Bucket-list filth."

Sophie's eyes went wide. "Mark, are you sure? That's... that's intense. What if we-"

"I'm sure." Mark cut her off, gaze locked on hers. "Dayo's given us so much. Changed our lives, really. Least we can do is give him a proper send-off whilst we can. And honestly?" He glanced at Sophie, saw her pulse hammering in her throat. "Subscribers are gonna lose their fucking minds."

Not entirely selfless, that. Mark wanted this. Wanted to watch Dayo fuck Sophie every possible way before he disappeared from their lives. Wanted that library of footage archived forever, monetised, theirs to revisit whenever they needed. Compersion and greed, all tangled up.

Dayo's face transformed slowly, disbelief melting into a wide grin. "You're serious? You actually want to film more?"

Mark laughed, genuine. "Mate, I want to film everything. Public stuff. Risky locations. Different positions we haven't tried. Maybe finally attempt DP if we can find a second bloke in time."

Sophie's flush crept down her neck, spreading beneath the oversized hoodie. Mark watched her thighs squeeze together, that tiny tell she always did when she got wet. She wants this. His cock throbbed. She wants this as much as I do.

"What haven't we done?" Sophie asked, voice slightly breathless. "I mean, specifically. What are we talking about?"

Dayo answered first. "Outdoor sex in proper daylight. We've done night scenes in the garden, but I've always wanted to fuck you somewhere public. Heath, maybe. Where people might see."

Mark's cock went fully hard, the image blooming instantly in his mind: Sophie bent over a fallen log on Hampstead Heath, Dayo pounding into her from behind whilst Mark filmed from the trees, joggers potentially passing on the path beyond. Risky. Illegal, technically. His balls tightened. Absolutely perfect content.

Sophie bit her lip. "I've fantasised about our bed during the day. Curtains open. Bay window facing the street. Like we don't care who sees from the pavement."

Fuck. Mark's designer brain catalogued the light automatically: February morning sun through those sash windows, pale gold on Sophie's skin, Dayo's dark body contrasting beautifully. Neighbours walking past might glance up, see movement, realise exactly what they were watching. Exhibitionism squared.

"Let's do the outdoor thing today," Mark said, decision instant. "Heath. I know a spot near Kenwood House, secluded but not completely hidden. Adds the risk."

Sophie checked the kitchen clock: 8:23 AM. "I've got yoga at one. Three students booked. I can't skip, I need the money."

Mark did the maths. "We leave at nine. Shoot for ninety minutes maximum. You're back by noon, showered and ready." He looked at Dayo. "That work?"

Dayo stood, already moving towards the hallway. "I'm in. Let me grab condoms-"

"No condoms." Mark's voice cut through the room, stopping Dayo mid-step. "Raw. She's on the pill, and subscribers lose their fucking minds over creampies. I want to film your cum dripping out of her pussy onto the grass."

Sophie's sharp inhale echoed in the kitchen. Mark watched her thighs clamp together beneath the hoodie, grey cotton going damp between her legs. Fuck, she's soaked already. Arousal steamrolled any hesitation.

Dayo turned back slowly, staring at Mark with an expression Mark couldn't quite parse. Respect, maybe. Or disbelief. This husband actively telling another man to breed his wife bareback in public.

Mark held his gaze, clear and aroused and absolutely fucking certain.

"Thank you," Dayo said quietly. "Both of you. These two weeks... I'll make them unforgettable."

Sophie crossed to Dayo, wrapped her arms round his torso. Mark watched them, his designer's eye cataloguing the contrast without meaning to: her blonde head tucked against Dayo's broad chest, his dark hand spread across her lower back, possessive and tender all at once.

"You already have," Sophie murmured into Dayo's shirt.

Mark's cock pulsed, achingly hard now. Fourteen days of watching Dayo fuck her whilst I film every second. That ache in his chest wasn't jealousy. It was anticipation, pure and filthy.

He stood, crossed to them both, rested his hand on Sophie's shoulder. "Right. Logistics. Tonight we edit the Heath footage and upload. Then I'm recruiting someone for a threesome. We need to at least attempt DP before you leave, Dayo. You know anyone who'd be interested?"

Dayo considered, head tilted. "There's a guy at the warehouse. Kofi. Ghanaian, my age, asylum seeker too. Good bloke. We've talked... he knows about the lifestyle. Curious."

Sophie pulled back from the embrace, glanced between them. "Is he...?" She didn't finish, but Mark knew exactly what she was asking.

Cock size. Always the question that matters. His own average dick twitched, pathetically small compared to what Sophie was used to now.

Dayo grinned. "Hung. Saw him in the warehouse toilet once. Not quite as big as me, but close. So a foot  maybe? Thick."

Mark's decision was instant. "Text him. Feel him out carefully - don't be explicit, just gauge interest in meeting us for dinner tomorrow night. If he's game, we vet him properly. And if Sophie approves..." He glanced at his wife, saw her pupils dilate, black swallowing green. "...we film Wednesday."

Mental. Absolutely mental. Forty-eight hours ago Mark had been withdrawn, hurt, needing space after Sophie's transgression. Now he was recruiting bulls like he was casting for a porno production company.

But the control, the orchestration, it was intoxicating. He wasn't the cuckold husband passively accepting his fate. He was the director casting his pornographic masterpiece, and Sophie was the star who'd shine brightest with the right supporting actors.

Dayo pulled out his phone. "We're on shift together tonight anyway, I can mention it casually."

"Perfect." Mark turned to Sophie. "You good with this? Moving fast, bringing someone new in?"

Sophie's eyes were bright, arousal and nervousness competing. "If you trust him, I trust you. Both of you." She paused. "Is Kofi... does he know? About us? The filming?"

"He knows I'm lodging with a couple," Dayo said carefully. "And that you're open-minded. But I haven't told him specifics. Wanted your permission first."

Mark nodded approval. Respectful. Exactly how it should be done.

They cleared breakfast together, eggs congealed and forgotten, toast cold in the rack. Dayo headed upstairs to compose a text to Kofi. Sophie pulled Mark aside in the hallway, pressed him against the wall, her body warm and solid against his.

She kissed him hard, tongue demanding entry, hands fisting his T-shirt.

When she broke away, breathless, her eyes searched his face. "Are you really okay with this? The urgency, recruiting someone new, all of it? You're not... overcompensating because of what happened?"

Mark cupped her face, thumbs stroking her cheekbones. "I'm better than okay. I'm exactly where I want to be. Watching you thrive - sexually, financially, emotionally - that's everything to me. You know that."

Sophie's eyes welled up, tears catching the hallway light. "I love you so fucking much."

Mark grinned, kissed her forehead. "I know. Now go get dressed. Something easy to remove. We've got a public indecency charge to risk."

She laughed, watery and bright, and headed for the stairs. Mark watched her arse disappear round the corner, grey knickers riding up slightly, pale thighs he'd seen spread for Dayo's cock countless times.

His wife, his vixen, his star. Fourteen days to make this count.

Mark pulled out his phone, opened the calendar app, started blocking out time slots like a professional producer. Heath today. Bedroom tomorrow if Kofi worked out. Maybe the kitchen again, subscribers had loved that counter angle. The living room sofa. The back garden at dawn. Anal…

Every location and fantasy, archived, uploaded, monetised.

When Dayo's asylum decision came through, approval or deportation, they'd have created something permanent. A body of work that proved this strange, beautiful dynamic had existed and thrived.

Mark's cock was still hard, pressing uncomfortably against his jeans. He adjusted himself, grinning.

Two weeks. Game on.
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Recognised

Sophie pushed through Tesco Metro's glass doors and warm air slammed into her face, a stark contrast to the February chill she'd left on the pavement. Fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, harsh and unforgiving, washing everything out to the same sickly pallor. God, she was knackered. Her body still hummed from this morning - muscles pleasantly sore, thighs sticky despite the shower she'd scrubbed herself raw in after teaching. She'd watched Dayo's cum swirl down the cramped studio cubicle drain mixed with soap suds, but the phantom sensation remained: that delicious, impossible stretch of him filling her completely whilst dog walkers passed metres away on Hampstead Heath.

Christ, they'd actually done that. Fucked in broad daylight like teenagers too desperate to wait.

She grabbed a basket, headed for the dairy aisle. Just needed milk, maybe some pasta for tonight. Mark was outside with the heavy shopping, waiting on the pavement because the queue had been mental when they'd arrived. Her legs felt wobbly, exhaustion creeping in now the adrenaline had worn off. The yoga class had been torture - holding downward dog whilst her pussy ached, every stretch reminding her of Dayo's cock splitting her open, Mark's tongue cleaning her afterwards, the moss-damp blanket beneath her bare arse pressed into the earth.

She reached for the semi-skimmed and the hairs on the back of her neck prickled. Someone was staring. Not the casual once-over of another shopper scanning the shelves, this was focused, deliberate.

Sophie looked left. A bloke stood three feet away, maybe early forties, tortoiseshell-framed glasses perched on his nose, expensive Barbour jacket over a checked shirt. Wedding ring glinting on his left hand. He was staring at her with this look - not leering exactly, more studying. Like he was trying to place her face from somewhere, a half-remembered acquaintance from university or a colleague's party.

Do I know him? Her stomach dropped. Old school friend of Mark's? Someone from her parents' circle in Guildford? Or could it?

Please, God, no.

She turned away quickly, grabbed the milk, made for the self-checkout. Her fingers fumbled with the contactless payment, screen flashing green. She shoved the carton in her rucksack, headed for the exit.

"Excuse me?"

The voice behind her, polite but nervous. Sophie froze, every muscle tensing. She turned slowly.

The bloke stood there, face flushed pink all the way down his neck, hands raised slightly like he was surrendering. "I'm so sorry to bother you. This is completely mad, but... are you on OnlyFans?"

The floor tilted. Blood roared through her ears whilst her mouth opened and closed uselessly, no sound emerging. He knows. This perfectly ordinary stranger standing in the middle of Tesco Metro knew exactly what she looked like naked, knew what her face looked like twisted in orgasm, what sounds she made when Dayo's thick cock stretched her open, had probably wanked to the video of her begging to be bred just last weekend. Her thighs clenched involuntarily.

"I..." Her voice came out strangled, broken. Deny it? Run? But his expression wasn't threatening or predatory. Just hopeful, embarrassed, like he'd taken a massive risk approaching her and was already regretting it.

She nodded. Barely. "Yeah. I am."

His face lit up like she'd made his bloody day. "I knew it. Sorry, I didn't mean to-"

Mark appeared beside her, hand sliding protectively around her lower back, his voice calm but edged with warning. "Everything alright, love?"

The bloke stepped back immediately, hands up higher. "Sorry, mate. Didn't mean to bother her. I just... I subscribe. To your channel. Both of you."

Mark's posture relaxed fractionally. Sophie felt his thumb stroke her spine through her yoga top, grounding her, reassuring. The bloke extended his hand.

"I'm Dan. Live round the corner on Lady Margaret Road. I've been watching your content for months. Just wanted to say... it's incredible. Really tasteful, really hot. You two clearly love each other."

Mark shook his hand, wary but warming. "Thanks. That's... yeah. We do."

Sophie found her voice, curiosity overriding the panic thrumming through her veins. "You watch with your wife?" She'd clocked the ring, the way he'd said 'we'.

Dan's flush deepened, spreading down his throat in blotches. "Yeah. She's into it too. The hotwife thing. We're... exploring. You've inspired us, honestly."

Mark's grip on her back loosened, became a gentle stroke. "That's brilliant. Good luck with it."

Dan smiled, genuine, clearly relieved she wasn't calling security or making a scene. "Can I just say, the recent video? The breeding one?" He looked directly at Sophie, eyes bright with admiration behind his glasses. "You're phenomenal. The way you surrendered to it, the rawness... my wife and I have watched it three times."

Heat flooded her pelvis, liquid and urgent, making her thighs clench beneath her leggings. He'd watched the breeding video. Watched her beg Dayo to knock her up, to fill her fertile cunt with his superior cum. Watched her come so violently she'd screamed despite dog walkers metres away. He'd seen every inch of her - blonde hair tangled with moss, pale thighs spread obscenely wide, Dayo's thick black cock stretching her pussy to its limit whilst Mark filmed it all. And his wife had watched too, probably touching herself, imagining that massive dick inside her own body instead of Sophie's. They'd wanked to her.

The thought made her knees weak, made her pussy clench around nothing.

"Thank you," she managed, voice steadier now despite the liquid heat spreading through her core. "That's... really flattering."

Dan nodded, backing away, clearly aware he'd taken up enough of their time. "Right. I'll let you go. Just... keep doing what you're doing. It's amazing." He hesitated. "And if you ever need a cameraman or anything, I'm a videographer professionally. Just putting it out there."

He handed Mark a business card, smiled awkwardly, disappeared back into the shop.

Sophie and Mark stood on the pavement outside, Tesco bags at their feet, staring at each other. The street buzzed around them, scaffolding clanging on the corner building, a busker murdering "Wonderwall" outside the Tube station, shoppers streaming past oblivious to what had just happened.

"Well," Mark said finally, voice carefully measured. "That just happened."

Sophie laughed, slightly hysterical, the sound bubbling up from her chest. "He recognised me. From porn."

Mark's grin spread slowly, that wicked glint she loved appearing in his eyes. "And?"

Sophie considered. Her heart still raced, adrenaline and arousal mixing into something intoxicating. It wasn't fear anymore. It was something darker, more thrilling, more addictive. "And... it was hot? Is that fucked up?"

Mark shook his head, picked up the bags. "Not even slightly."

They walked home through the late-afternoon chill, Sophie's mind spinning whilst her trainers slapped the pavement in rhythm. Five minutes up Leighton Road, past the usual parade of takeaways and estate agents, but everything felt surreal, tilted. He'd recognised her. From porn. She kept replaying the moment, Dan's eyes tracking over her yoga top and leggings, widening with recognition, his flush spreading down his throat. He'd been picturing her naked. Right there in Tesco, stood three feet away whilst she clutched a carton of milk, he'd been remembering exactly what her tits looked like, how her pussy gripped Dayo's cock, the expression on her face mid-orgasm. He'd seen Mark licking Dayo's cum out of her. He'd seen her beg to be bred like an animal in heat.

And he'd loved it.

"I liked that he was respectful," Mark said, breaking the silence. "Not sleazy. Just... genuine appreciation."

Sophie nodded, turning the business card over in her fingers. Daniel Cartwright, Freelance Videographer. "He offered to film for us."

"Noticed that." Mark's jaw worked, that telltale sign he was thinking hard. "What if other people recognise you? Someone from the studio?"

The fear flared briefly, the yoga mums whispering behind her back, but Sophie pushed it down. "We've been careful. I vary my hair and makeup. And honestly?" She stopped walking, made Mark face her on the pavement. "And if they’ve watched, who are they to judge? I don't want to stop. Not because someone might find out. "

Mark's eyes searched hers. "Neither do I."

They reached their blue door, Sophie fishing keys from her rucksack with trembling fingers. Mark spoke again, that designer's brain clearly working through possibilities. "What if we leaned into it?"

"Into what?"

"Being local. Kentish Town-based. We could brand it; 'Kentish Town Hotwife.' Not revealing our address or identities fully, but location shots. The Heath, local pub backgrounds, your studio. Subscribers love specificity. 'Just another hotwife' versus 'the hotwife you might see at Tesco' - which one's hotter?"

Sophie's eyes widened. Christ, he's actually thought this through. "You think that'd work?"

"Subscribers want to feel like they're in on a secret. Exclusive access. If locals recognise you, they'll feel special. Like they've discovered something illicit happening right under everyone's noses."

Inside, Sophie dropped the bags in the hallway, pulled Mark into the living room before he could unpack the shopping. The encounter, the conversation, Mark's idea, Dan's flush when he'd mentioned the breeding video - all of it had her wired, desperate, pussy throbbing beneath her leggings.

"We've got two hours before Dayo's home," she breathed against his mouth. "Fuck me. Now."

Mark didn't need asking twice.
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Stretching the Arrangement

The doorbell rang at three minutes past seven, slicing through the low hum of Radio 6 Music Sophie had put on to settle her nerves. Mark set down his wine glass, pushed back from the kitchen table where he'd been pretending to check emails whilst actually watching Sophie fuss over the jollof rice for the third bloody time. Christ, she's wound tight. Fair enough. We're about to proposition another asylum seeker to fuck her on camera. His cock stirred, half-hard already just watching her bite her lip, checking the rice again like it held the secrets of the universe.

"I'll get it," he said, squeezing her shoulder as he passed. She nodded, wiping her palms on her jeans, checking her reflection in the darkened French doors. The low-cut cream blouse she'd chosen showed just enough cleavage to be noticed without screaming desperation, paired with fitted dark jeans and heels that made her arse look incredible. Mark's cock had been half-hard since she'd dressed two hours ago, thickening every time she bent over to adjust the table settings.

Mark opened the front door to find Dayo grinning beside another man. First impression hit immediately: Kofi was different from Dayo. Shorter, five-ten maybe, leaner build, less bulk, and baby-faced despite the stubble shadowing his jaw, wide dark eyes and a nervous smile creasing dimples into his cheeks. He'd dressed carefully: dark jeans without rips, white button-down tucked in, trainers scrubbed spotless. But the fabric was worn thin at the elbows, collar frayed. Asylum seeker money. Doesn't stretch to new clothes. Mark felt the familiar twist of empathy and guilt, chased immediately by arousal. He's younger than Dayo. Prettier, almost. Sophie's going to love him.

Kofi stuck out his hand, stiff and formal. "Mr. Carter. Thank you for... for having me in your home."

Mark shook it, grinning to cut through the tension rolling off the bloke in waves. "It's Mark. Seriously, mate. Come in."

Kofi stepped over the threshold, Dayo following with the easy swagger of someone who lived here now. Mark watched Kofi's gaze travel down the hallway gallery wall of photos, scuffed wooden floors, warm light spilling from the kitchen, and then land on Sophie framed in the doorway.

The younger man stuttered mid-greeting to Dayo, words dying. "Oh. You must be... Sophie."

His eyes dropped - just a second, betraying himself - to where her tits swelled against the cream blouse, nipples faintly visible through the lace beneath. Then snapped back up, face going brick-red.

Poor bastard. Trying so hard to be respectful. Mark's cock thickened, heat spreading through his belly. But he wants her. Already picturing those tits bare, probably. Can't blame him.

Sophie smiled, warm and genuine, crossed the hallway with her hand extended. "Lovely to meet you, Kofi. Dayo's told us so much about you."

Their hands met. Mark watched, his cock already stirring. Framing the shot, his brain catalogued automatically, Kofi's palm damp with nerves, fingers strong and calloused from warehouse shifts, Sophie's breath hitching just enough that Mark noticed. She feels it too. Christ, she's already interested. The chemistry Dayo had promised was there, crackling between them in the narrow hallway whilst coats hung on hooks and the smell of jollof rice filled the air.

They settled at the table, Sophie and Mark squeezing onto the bench seat, Dayo and Kofi opposite in the mismatched chairs. Sophie served the rice, spooning generous portions onto plates, and Mark watched Kofi's entire face change when his landed in front of him.

"You made this?" His voice cracked. "Proper jollof?"

Sophie nodded, flushed with pleasure. "I researched recipes. Wanted to get it right."

Kofi took a bite, closed his eyes, chewed slowly. When he opened them, they were wet, glistening in the warm kitchen light. "Tastes like home. Like my mum's. Thank you."

His voice broke on the last word. Dayo clapped his back, grinning wide. "Told you she's special, didn't I?"

Christ. The poor sod's homesick. Mark felt the twist again - empathy, guilt, arousal tangling together in his chest and groin. We're good people. Offering him refuge, opportunity, money. His cock thickened beneath the table, pressing insistently against his jeans. We're also about to ask him to fuck my wife on camera whilst I film close-ups of his cock stretching her arse.

Conversation flowed easier than Mark expected once they got past the initial stiffness. Kofi was well-spoken, articulate, clearly educated, he'd studied Business Administration at the University of Ghana before everything went to shit. He explained haltingly, responding to Sophie's gentle questions, how he'd come out as bisexual to his boyfriend, how locals had beaten the boyfriend nearly to death when they were discovered together, how Kofi's devout Christian parents disowned him, how he'd fled to the UK on a student visa that expired eighteen months ago.

Now he worked night shifts at the same Tottenham warehouse as Dayo, packing online orders for nine quid an hour cash-in-hand, sleeping on a mate's sofa in Archway, sending what little he could spare back to his younger sisters still in Accra. He dreamed, he admitted quietly, of getting legal work permission, maybe finishing his degree part-time, finding stability.

Mark listened, asking respectful follow-ups, watching Sophie's face soften with compassion. Good bloke. Genuine, respectful, clearly been through hell. His assessment formed automatically, the way he'd size up a model during a shoot. But can he fuck my wife on camera without falling apart? Can he handle watching her scream for his cock whilst I film it?

Dayo, bless him, must have sensed Mark's internal sizing-up. He steered the conversation with the confidence of someone who'd already cleared this path. "Kofi, I've told you a bit about Mark and Sophie's arrangement. They want to explain properly what we're actually proposing."

Kofi set his fork down carefully, nodded, dark eyes flicking between all three of them.

Mark took the lead, keeping his voice level. "We film adult content. OnlyFans. Sophie and I are married, but we explore a hotwife dynamic. She has sex with other men - bulls, we call them - whilst I watch and film. It's consensual, loving, profitable. We're looking to expand our content before Dayo potentially leaves. You interested?"

Kofi's cock had to be hard already. Mark could read it in the way the younger man shifted in his seat, the flush creeping up from his collar to stain his cheeks dark, the way his breathing changed; shallow, controlled, like he was fighting to keep his dick from tenting his jeans. Mark had watched enough hotwife porn to recognise that body language intimately. He's turned on. Picturing it. Sophie spread wide, taking him whilst I film.

When Kofi spoke, his voice was steadier than Mark expected, though rougher, thicker, his eyes fixed on Sophie. "I'm interested. Very interested."

Sophie leaned forward slightly, elbows on the table, tits pressing against the cream blouse. Mark saw Kofi's gaze drop again, lingering this time, before dragging itself back up with visible effort. "What do you like? Sexually. Any hard limits we should know about?"

Kofi's flush deepened, spreading down his throat, staining the skin above his collar. He swallowed, Adam's apple bobbing, glanced at Dayo for support, then answered quietly. "I... I like arse. Anal. Is that... is that okay to say?"

Sophie's eyebrows rose, surprise and intrigue mixing on her flushed face. "I've done it a few times. With Mark. Not recently, though."

Mark jumped in before she could spiral into overthinking. "We could try. If you want." He looked Kofi dead in the eye. "Sophie's comfort is priority one. She says stop, we stop. Immediately. Understood?"

Kofi nodded frantically, eyes wide and earnest. "Of course. I'd never push. I swear."

Anal. Kofi's into arses. Mark's cock thickened properly beneath the table, heat spreading through his groin, precum already slicking the inside of his boxers. He'd tried anal with Sophie - four, maybe five times over the years, and she'd tolerated it, even came once, but never seemed to love it the way she loved getting her pussy pounded. But that was Mark's five inches, and Mark wasn't exactly skilled at arse play. Kofi was likely bigger - Dayo had mentioned he was hung - and younger blokes often had the stamina, the patience, the sheer cock size older men lacked. Maybe with more length, more girth, more technique, Sophie would discover she loved it. Maybe she just needed a proper cock in her arse. The thought made precum leak faster, slicking the fabric: Sophie bent over, arse stretched obscenely around Kofi's thick shaft whilst Mark filmed close-up, her face twisted in that beautiful mix of pleasure and pain she got when Dayo fucked her particularly hard, tears streaking her cheeks, mouth open in a wordless scream...

Sophie asked directly, emboldened by her second glass of Malbec, cheeks pink and eyes bright. "Dayo mentioned you're well-endowed. Can I ask how big?"

Kofi nearly choked on rice, coughing into his fist. Dayo laughed, open and shameless. "Just show her, mate. No point being shy now."

Kofi hesitated, looked at Mark, seeking permission, checking boundaries. Mark nodded, pulse hammering in his throat, cock straining against denim. "Go ahead."

Kofi stood awkwardly, chair scraping across the floorboards, and unzipped his jeans. He reached inside, pulled out his big cock, probably a foot, semi-hard already, circumcised, lighter brown than Dayo's deep mahogany, clean and thick enough that Sophie's eyes went wide, lips parting slightly.

Not quite Dayo's monster. But Christ, still huge. Bigger than me by fucking miles. Mark couldn't look away. His wife reached out boldly, wine and curiosity overriding inhibition, and wrapped her pale hand around Kofi's dark shaft. Her fingers didn't meet, not even close. She stroked once, experimentally, then again, firmer, twisting her wrist slightly. Kofi gasped, hips jerking forward involuntarily, cock swelling thicker in her grip, flushing darker.

"You'll do," Sophie murmured, voice low and thick with arousal, eyes locked on Kofi's cock like it was the only thing in the room.

Mark's cock jumped violently in his jeans, straining the denim, precum already soaking through his boxers. She's stroking another man's cock across our dinner table. The domesticity of it made it filthier somehow, plates still half-full of jollof, wine glasses sweating condensation, Radio 6 burbling in the background, and his wife casually inspecting a stranger's cock like she was testing fruit at the market. Fuck. This is happening again.

Kofi tucked himself away with shaking hands, face burning crimson, and dropped back into his chair. Dayo grinned wickedly, eyes bright with amusement and hunger. "So. We filming tomorrow night?"

Mark checked with Sophie; non-verbal communication they'd perfected over nine years together, just a glance, her pupils blown wide and a tiny nod. "Yeah. Tomorrow night. Kofi, you free?"

Kofi nodded frantically, breathless. "I'll call in sick. Tell them I've got the flu."

Dayo raised his glass in mock salute, grin widening. "What're we filming, then?"

Mark's decision crystallised instantly, fully formed, blazing bright in his mind. This is it. This is the scene that'll break the internet. "Threesome. Kofi, you take Sophie's arse. Dayo, her pussy. Double penetration. I'll film. We'll see how she handles both of you at once."

Mark watched Sophie's breath catch, chest rising sharply beneath the cream blouse, nipples visibly hard now through the lace, straining against the fabric. "Both? At the same time?"

Mark cupped her face, thumb brushing her flushed cheek, feeling the heat radiating from her skin. "You said you wanted to try DP before Dayo leaves. This is the chance. And if it works..." He trailed off, leaving the implications hanging heavy between them, thick and electric.

She nodded slowly, processing, pupils so wide her eyes looked black, irises reduced to thin blue rings. "Okay. Yes. Let's do it."

Kofi's confidence was emerging now, shyness melting into something hungrier, darker, more primal. He grinned, dimples creasing his cheeks. "I'll be gentle. Promise."

Sophie laughed, high and breathless, flushed from throat to hairline, skin glowing in the warm kitchen light. "I don't want gentle. I want to feel it. Both of you. I want to be so full I can't think."

Christ. Mark's cock throbbed, aching violently against the denim, precum soaking through now, dampening the fabric. She's going to get exactly what she's asking for. Two massive cocks stretching her, filling her, using her whilst I film every second.

Dinner dissolved - plates abandoned, dessert forgotten entirely - and they drifted into the living room with fresh wine. The energy had shifted, thickened, anticipation crackling in the air like static before a storm. Kofi left just after nine, needing to get back to Archway. Mark observed the goodbye carefully. Hugs all round - Dayo's brotherly clap on the back, Mark's brief and firm, Sophie's lasting longer, her mouth moving near Kofi's ear in a whisper Mark couldn't catch but which made the younger man blush crimson and nod eagerly, eyes bright and hungry.

The front door closed with a soft click. Three of them alone in the hallway, silence thick and charged, humming with unspoken promise. Mark turned to Dayo. "You trust him?"

Dayo nodded without hesitation, face serious for once. "With my life. He's good people, Mark. Won't cause drama."

Mark looked at Sophie. "And you?"

She was already pulling the cream blouse over her head, tossing it onto the bannister. Black lace bra stark against pale skin, nipples hard beneath the sheer fabric, peaked and tight. "I trust him." She reached back, unhooked the bra, let it fall to the floor. Tits bare, pink nipples straining, flushed and swollen. "Now fuck me. Both of you. I need to prep for tomorrow. Stretch me out."

Fuck. Dayo was already moving, hands reaching for Sophie's waist, hunger blazing in his dark eyes.
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Double Claim

The red light blinked. Sophie tracked it, that tiny crimson dot on Mark's phone at the foot of the bed, tripod rock-steady, ring light bathing her skin in that familiar professional glow. Recording.

Her pulse hammered in her throat, visible even through her pale skin. The navy sheets felt crisp beneath her bare thighs as she perched on the mattress edge, legs crossed at the ankle, black Agent Provocateur lingerie stark against her paleness. The bra pushed her small breasts together, nipples already peaked beneath the sheer lace, aching. Suspenders framed her hips, stockings hugging her thighs, heels still on. For now. She'd kick them off later, but right now the aesthetic was perfect.

Dayo stood to her left, Kofi to her right. Both shirtless, joggers riding low on their hips, cocks already tenting the fabric. Dayo radiated confidence the way he always did, all easy swagger and knowing smirks, but Kofi was different from last night. That nervous energy thrummed beneath his skin, fingers flexing at his sides, gaze darting between Sophie's face and Mark behind the camera. He's as scared as I am.

Mark adjusted the frame, squinting at the screen. "Sophie." His voice came calm, steady, directorial. "Tell us what's happening tonight."

Her heart slammed against her ribs. She looked directly at the camera, at Mark's face just visible behind the phone, hazel eyes intense even in the dim bedroom light. Say it. Make it real. The words felt impossibly filthy on her tongue, but she'd learned to say them without hesitation, learned that her subscribers craved this honesty, this rawness.

"Tonight..." She swallowed, forced the words out. "My new friend here is going to fuck my arse. First time." Her breath hitched. "And Dayo's cock will be in my pussy. Both. At the same time."

There. Said it. Her arsehole clenched tight. God, even thinking about it... The muscles back there fluttered, tensed, her body already anticipating what Kofi's thick cock would feel like pushing inside. She'd done the prep work earlier whilst Mark edited yesterday's Heath footage, used the enema kit they'd bought from Lovehoney, felt clean and ready, but the nerves remained. Anal with Mark had always been uncomfortable, his five inches stretching her just enough to feel intrusive without ever tipping into pleasure. But Kofi was twelve inches, thick and curved, and the thought of that filling her arse whilst Dayo stretched her pussy sent equal parts anxiety and arousal flooding low in her belly. Can I even do this?

Kofi's hand landed on her shoulder, warm and reassuring. "We'll go slow, yeah?" His accent lilted soft. "You tell me if it's too much."

She nodded, unable to speak past the tightness in her throat.

Dayo's fingers brushed her other shoulder, grounding her. "You trust us?"

"Yes." The word came out breathless but firm.

"Safe word's red." Mark's voice cut through the tension. "Use it if you need to."

Sophie nodded again. They'd established this weeks ago, back when Dayo first arrived, but Mark always repeated it before intense scenes. He's protecting me. Even whilst he films. It soothed something deep inside her, knowing he was watching.

Dayo moved first. Knelt in front of her, hands sliding up her stocking-clad thighs, palms hot through the sheer fabric. Kofi mirrored him from the side, fingers finding the clasp of her bra. The lace fell away. Her small breasts spilled free, nipples tight and aching, sensitive to the cool air. Dayo's mouth closed around her left nipple immediately, familiar tongue circling the peak, teeth grazing gently, making her gasp, back arching without conscious thought. Kofi took her right, sucking firmly, and bloody hell, the dual sensation sparked straight to her clit.

Four hands roamed her body. Dayo peeled her thong down her legs slowly, the fabric clinging to her wetness before releasing. Already soaked. Christ. Her thighs glistened in the ring light's glow. They left the stockings and suspenders on. Mark's earlier request. The visual contrast, he'd said. Black lace against pale skin, fucked and filled whilst still dressed in scraps of lingerie. The subscribers will lose their minds.

Sophie lay back, propped on her elbows, legs parting without needing to be asked. Open. Always opening for them. Dayo and Kofi knelt either side of her now, hands mapping her skin with deliberate slowness, learning her contours. Dayo's fingers found her clit first, circling with that confident pressure she'd taught him weeks ago. Pleasure sparked up her spine, hips shifting against his touch. Kofi's hand drifted lower, over her flat stomach, hesitating at her mound.

"Can I touch?"

His politeness. Sophie ached. "Yes. God, yes."

His fingers trailed through her folds, slick and warm, one sliding into her pussy easily. Drenched. Absolutely drenched. Her body responded to the anticipation, the taboo of what they were about to do. He pumped slowly, careful, watching her face for every reaction. Added a second finger, stretching her gently, and she moaned low in her throat, the sound escaping before she could stop it.

Dayo shifted, settling between her thighs, his breath hot against her pussy. His tongue replaced his fingers on her clit; firm and skilled, exactly how she liked it,, and Sophie's head fell back, eyes squeezing shut. Kofi kept fingering her, finding her G-spot with surprising ease, stroking that spongy tissue whilst Dayo licked her relentlessly. Bloody hell. Bloody hell.

The dual stimulation overwhelmed her senses. Pleasure built fast, coiling tight in her belly, thighs already trembling. Close. Too close. She could feel the orgasm readying to snap, her cunt clenching around Kofi's fingers, clit throbbing beneath Dayo's tongue.

"Don't let her come yet." Mark's voice cut through the haze, commanding and calm.

Dayo pulled back immediately, beard glistening with her arousal, grinning wickedly. Kofi withdrew his fingers, and Sophie whined at the loss, hips lifting uselessly, seeking contact.

They're teasing me. Building me up. Making her desperate. She'd never wanted anything more in her life than to be filled completely, stretched and claimed by both whilst Mark watched. Please. God, please.

Dayo lay on his back beside her, patting his thighs. "Come here, babe. Reverse cowgirl."

Sophie moved on shaky legs, straddling him backwards so Mark could film her face. She reached between her legs, gripped Dayo's cock, hot and hard in her palm, and lined him up with her entrance. Sank down slowly. Oh. That familiar stretch made her gasp. Thirteen inches, thick and perfect, filling her completely. She bottomed out, hips flush against his, and sat still for a moment, adjusting to the fullness, her inner walls gripping him tight.

Dayo's hands gripped her hips, thumbs stroking her skin. "Good?"

"So good." Her voice was already wrecked, breathy and thin.

Mark's moved. She could sense him filming from the side now. She knew this angle without looking, her body impaled on Dayo's dark cock, arse elevated and exposed, pale skin framed by black stockings. The visual perfection they'd crafted over these weeks, the contrast their subscribers craved. White wife. Black cock. Filmed by her husband.

"Kofi." Mark's direction came firm, professional. "Prep her."

Sophie felt Kofi move behind her, his presence warm and solid. He was shaking slightly. Nerves and arousal bleeding through his careful movements. The lube bottle clicked open, wet sound loud in the quiet room. He squirted a generous amount onto his fingers, warming it between his palms, and Sophie's arsehole clenched in anticipation. This is happening. Really happening.

He helped her turn around carefully, never letting Dayo’s cock leave her, then knelt behind her, and she felt his finger touch her rim gently. She flinched. Couldn't help it. Muscles tightening instinctively.

"Just my finger first." Kofi's voice came soft, soothing. "Tell me if it hurts."

He circled the tight ring of muscle, pressing carefully. Resistance. Her body refusing entry. Then his fingertip breached her. Sophie hissed, breathing through her teeth. Intrusive. Alien. Not quite painful but uncomfortable, wrong in a way that made her stomach clench.

"Breathe," Dayo murmured from beneath her, hands stroking her hips, grounding her.

She did. Forced air into her lungs, willing her muscles to relax, to open, to surrender. Kofi slid his finger deeper, moving gently, in and out, stretching her slowly. The sensation was strange, filthy, nothing like the few times Mark had tried this. Dayo's cock throbbed inside her pussy, and she could feel it through the thin wall separating her holes. Both. Full in both.

Kofi added a second finger. More lube first. Sophie gasped. Edge of too much. Her body protested the stretch, muscles tightening again. But he was patient, scissoring carefully, and gradually… oh… her muscles began responding differently. The discomfort ebbed, replaced by something else, something darker and hotter that coiled low in her belly. What is that? What...

Three fingers now. Kofi's face must be focused, intent. She could tell from his careful movements, the way he paused whenever she tensed. Sophie was moaning again, different tone than before, lower and guttural, almost animalistic. Dayo rocked his hips minutely, fucking her pussy in tiny thrusts whilst Kofi fingered her arse, and the combination sent sparks racing up her spine, lighting every nerve ending.

She heard Mark behind the camera, his breathing audible, ragged. His cock must be leaking steadily in his jeans. Untouched and aching. She knew her husband well enough by now, knew what watching her like this did to him.

"She's ready," Kofi announced. His voice came tight, strained.

He withdrew his fingers. Sophie felt the loss immediately, empty and aching, that stretched-open feeling making her whimper. Heard him lube his cock, the wet sounds obscene, filthy, then felt him position himself behind her, kneeling close. The head of his cock pressed against her stretched rim. Here. This is it.

She tensed. Couldn't help it.

"Look at me, love." Mark's voice cut through her panic, steady and sure.

She found his eyes, camera beside his face, hazel gaze warm and loving. He nodded encouragement, and she forced herself to breathe. Trust. I trust them.

Kofi and Dayo guided her down, her tits rubbing against Dayo’s chest, and then she felt Kofi push.

His cockhead breached her ring. Sophie screamed, the sound ripping raw from her throat. Not quite pain; sharper than that, hotter - her arse protesting the invasion even as her cunt clenched around Dayo's shaft. Too much. Christ, too much. Everything in her wanted to pull away, escape the intrusion.

"Stop?" Kofi froze immediately.

"No." The word ripped from her throat. "Keep going. Just... slow."

Inch by agonising inch, Kofi filled her arse. Dayo remained still inside her pussy, not moving, letting her adjust to the overwhelming fullness. Two. Two cocks. She'd never felt anything like this. Two men, completely stuffed full, every hole claimed. Tears leaked from her eyes, overwhelmed and trembling, but it wasn't pain exactly. Too much sensation. Pleasure and pressure and taboo all tangled together.

Kofi bottomed out, his balls pressing against her arse cheeks. Stillness. The three of them connected, breathing together.

Then Dayo thrust gently upward.

Sophie's moan was pure animal, guttural and desperate. The pleasure that shot through her was nothing she'd experienced before, nothing Mark's smaller cock had ever achieved in her arse. This. This is fullness and stretch, the filthy taboo of being taken completely, claimed in every hole.

They found their rhythm. Dayo and Kofi alternating, one pushing in as the other pulled back, their cocks sliding against each other through the thin wall inside her. I can feel them both. Every ridge, every vein, rubbing together inside me. Sophie was incoherent, babbling nonsense, words spilling from her mouth without filter.

"Oh… fuck… God… Christ… both of you, fuck, yes, don't stop, please don't stop, I'm so full, so fucking full, I can't… I can't… more!"

Mark's voice cut through her moans, calm and directing. "Dayo. Kofi. Talk to her. Tell her what she looks like taking two big black cocks."

Sophie's eyes flew open, found the camera lens. He wants them to say it. Out loud. Heat flooded her face, spreading down her throat.

Dayo's hands gripped her hips tighter, rhythm never faltering. "Look at you, Sophie." His voice came rough, edged with arousal. "White wife stretched open on two black cocks. Bet Mark's never filled you like this."

Kofi's breath was hot against her neck from behind, his thrusts shallow and careful in her arse. "She's gripping me so tight. Her arse loves this dick." He paused, then bolder: "You love black cock, don't you, Sophie? Tell the people watching what a slut you are."

Sophie's cunt clenched hard around Dayo, her entire body responding to the words. They're saying it. The thing we all think about but never- "Yes!" The word tore from her throat. "I love it, I love your cocks, both of you, I've never… Mark can't… oh God-"

Mark's voice again, harder now, commanding: "That's it. Tell her she's made for this."

Dayo groaned beneath her, hips snapping up harder. "You were made for this, babe. Made to take big black cock whilst your husband watches. Look how well you're taking us. Both holes stuffed full and you're begging for more."

Kofi's politeness evaporated, replaced by raw hunger. "Your husband's cock isn't enough anymore, is it? You need this. Need us stretching you, filling you completely."

Sophie sobbed, tears streaming, but not from pain. From the filthy truth of it, the taboo acknowledgment that yes, she needed exactly this. Mark's five inches felt like a ghost memory compared to the overwhelming fullness claiming her now. Her wedding ring caught the light as her hand flew to her clit, rubbing frantically. "I need it, I need both of you, please don't stop, I'm yours, I'm-"

"You're ours right now," Dayo corrected, voice thick with possession. "But you're his." He nodded toward Mark, respect threading through the dominance. "We're just borrowing this perfect white body. Isn't that right, Mark?"

Mark's answer came steady, aroused but controlled: "That's right. Fuck her properly for me. Make her remember this. Make her crave it."

Her clit throbbed, untouched and aching, demanding attention. She reached down, rubbing herself frantically, fingers slipping in her own wetness. The wet sounds of her sopping cunt filled the room, obscene and filthy, mixed with the men's grunts and her desperate moans. Sweat dripped from Kofi's chest onto her back, her own sweat slicking her thighs where they pressed against Dayo's hips. The stink of sex filled her nostrils, thick and musky.

The smell. God, the smell. Masculine musk, Dayo's cocoa butter lotion, Kofi's cheaper body spray, her own arousal sharp and sweet. Sex, sweat, and skin all mingling together. It overwhelmed her senses, made her dizzy, drunk on it.

Mark was filming close-up behind her now. She knew the shot without looking, both cocks visible, sawing in and out of each hole, her pale skin stretched obscenely around their dark shafts. The visual contrast their subscribers craved, the taboo made flesh. Black cock in my white arse, Black cock in my white pussy, wedding ring glinting on the hand rubbing my clit whilst my husband films every filthy second.

This is the nasty sex I hadn't realised I wanted. The rough, primal fucking that loving Mark couldn't give her. His gentleness was beautiful, but this... this is something else entirely. Being used, filled, stretched beyond what I thought possible.

"She's close." Dayo's voice strained beneath her. "I can feel her pussy clamping down."

Kofi's breathing had turned ragged, desperate. "Her arse is so tight, I can't… I'm going to-"

"Not yet," Mark commanded, voice hard. "Make her come first. Both of you. Harder."

They obeyed immediately. Dayo gripped her hips, slamming up into her pussy, brutal and deep. Kofi's hands found her shoulders, pulling her back onto his cock, driving deeper into her arse. She heard someone scream, and realised it was her, the sound ripping from her throat, raw and desperate, neighbours be damned.

"That's it, babe." Dayo grunted beneath her. "Come on these cocks. Show Mark how much you love being filled by us."

"Please," Sophie sobbed, fingers rubbing her clit frantically, chasing that edge. "Please, I need to come, I need-"

"Come." Mark's voice cut through everything. "Now."

The orgasm detonated. Nuclear. Her entire body convulsed, back arching violently, pussy and arse clenching simultaneously around both cocks, gripping them tight. She didn’t couldn't care about anything except the waves of pleasure crashing through her, drowning her, obliterating thought.

Dayo cursed beneath her, hips stuttering, and she felt him flood her pussy. His heat spreading inside me, mixing with my own wetness. Kofi pulled out suddenly on Mark's instruction she realised dimly, and she felt his cum spray across her arse and lower back, thick ropes painting her skin, marking her.

Sophie collapsed forward onto Dayo's chest, shaking uncontrollably, crying properly now. Pleasure-tears because I'm overwhelmed, shattered, so fucking satisfied I can't form words.

Dayo withdrew gently, carefully, and she felt the loss immediately. Empty. Cum leaking from her pussy, smeared across her arse, stockings twisted around her thighs, hair plastered to her forehead with sweat. Wrecked. Destroyed. Perfect.

Mark set the camera on the tripod, tapped the screen. She heard him strip fast, denim hitting the floor, zip rasping, then his weight on the bed behind her. Dayo and Kofi moved aside, giving him space, respectful and quiet.

Mark's cock slid into her cum-filled pussy, easy and slick, smaller than Dayo but Mark, her husband, reclaiming her. Sophie's chest tightened, that ache blooming behind her ribs. This. Always this. Him. So loose now, so wet, stretched open and used, but the intimacy of his familiar cock made something tender crack open inside her. He fucked her gently, reverently, and she turned her head to find his mouth, kissing him desperately.

"I love you," he whispered against her lips, breath hot. "I love you so much."

"I love you." Her voice broke on the words. "Thank you. For this. For everything. For letting me-"

"Shh." He kissed her again, deep and slow, tongue sliding against hers. "You never have to thank me. This is us. This is what we are."

He came fast, adding his modest load to the mess inside her. Pulled out carefully, lay beside her, gathering her into his arms. She curled into his chest, trembling, spent, utterly destroyed in the best possible way.

Kofi was already dressing, pulling his joggers back on, respectful, giving them space. Dayo lingered by the door, concern written across his face.

"You okay, Sophie?"

She nodded, managed a smile through her tears. "I'm perfect." Turned to Kofi. "Thank you. That was... I never knew."

Kofi grinned, shy dimples appearing in his cheeks. "Thank you for trusting me."

They left quietly, heading to the family bathroom to shower. Sophie heard the pipes rattle as the water started, then silence settled over the bedroom. Just her and Mark and the quiet aftermath, their breathing evening out together.

Mark stroked her hair, fingers gentle against her scalp. She was still trembling, aftershocks rolling through her periodically, muscles twitching.

"I loved it." The words came out whisper soft. "Anal. With him. With his size. I actually loved it."

Mark kissed her forehead, lips lingering. "I know. I saw. You were incredible."

She laughed, wet and shaky. "We're filming more of that, right?"

Mark grinned against her hair. "Absolutely. Subscribers are going to lose their fucking minds."

They lay tangled together as the fairy lights twinkled above them, casting soft golden light across their skin. Sophie's arse ached - a deep, satisfied soreness that she knew would last days. I'll feel this tomorrow during yoga. Remember Kofi's cock stretching me whilst I move through poses. Remember how completely I surrendered.

Her phone buzzed on the bedside table. Mark reached for it, checked the screen, laughed softly.

"Tips are already coming in. Someone just sent fifty quid with the message 'best DP I've ever seen.'"

Sophie buried her face in his chest, equal parts embarrassed and thrilled. "We haven't even uploaded it yet."

"Auto-stream. Remember? We set it up yesterday. It's going live as we film."

"Christ." I'd forgotten. Which meant their subscribers had just watched her get her arse fucked for the first time, watched her discover she loved it, watched her fall apart completely. "How many are watching?"

Mark checked. "Three hundred and twelve. Tips are... fuck, Sophie, we're at four hundred quid already and it's only been twenty minutes."

She processed that. Four hundred pounds. For twenty minutes of me being fucked.

"We could really do this full-time." The words came out murmured against his chest. "Couldn't we?"

Mark's arms tightened around her. "If you want to. The studio's barely breaking even anyway. And this..." He gestured vaguely at the room, the camera, their naked bodies. "This is working. Really working."

Sophie thought about it. Giving up my yoga studio. The space I'd poured my savings into. My identity for the past five years. Becoming FlexibleBlonde full-time. Professional hotwife. OnlyFans creator. It should have terrified her. Instead, she felt relief, excitement, possibility blooming in her chest.

"Let's talk about it properly tomorrow," she said. "When I can think straight."

"Deal."

They dozed, Mark's hand stroking lazy patterns on her back, Sophie's breathing slowing. In a week, Dayo would check his asylum status. Then their lives might change again. But tonight, wrapped in her husband's arms, her body aching and satisfied, Sophie let herself float. They'd built something impossible. Something beautiful. And whatever came next: new bulls, new challenges, new pleasures, they'd face it together. Always together.


eight
GOODBYES AND NEW BEGINNINGS
Saturdays Are for the Soiled


The iron hissed steam across Mark's pale blue shirt, collar crisp beneath Sophie's rhythmic strokes. Saturday morning quiet settled around her, broken only by Radio 6 murmuring something about the Arctic Monkeys. She wasn't really listening. Her body ached in ways she'd become intimately familiar with this past week, that deep, bone-satisfied soreness that made her acutely aware of her own flesh with every shift of weight, every breath.

Black knickers. Nothing else except Mark's threadbare Radiohead tee, the fabric so thin her nipples showed through when she moved, when the steam dampened the cotton and made it cling. She didn't bother with more around the house anymore. Not with Dayo upstairs showering, not with Mark at the kitchen table in just grey joggers, his morning wood still half-visible beneath the soft fabric.

Her thighs trembled slightly as she pressed down on a sleeve, and there it was again: last night's fuck still echoing through her body. Kofi in her arse, Dayo pounding her pussy, both of them stretching her so completely she'd screamed herself hoarse. Three hours of being split open, stuffed full, used.

Mark sat at the kitchen table, laptop open, coffee steaming beside him in his favourite chipped Bauhaus mug. His fingers scrolled through their OnlyFans dashboard whilst pale February sunlight caught the screen, made it glow. He looked content. Relaxed. Proud, even, like a man admiring his own handiwork.

One week. Just one week since that first DP scene, and everything had accelerated into something Sophie barely recognised. Four more DP sessions after that first one, each better than the last, her body learning how to take two massive cocks simultaneously, how to surrender to being that impossibly full. The iron glided over cotton whilst the memories played behind her eyes. Kofi's shy eagerness transforming into something darker, more confident, once he'd discovered how much she loved anal. The casual blow jobs she'd started giving Dayo whilst Mark worked five feet away - her mouth full of thick black cock at ten in the morning on a Wednesday like it was nothing, like it was normal.

Her pussy stayed perpetually slick now. Ready. Aching.

What the fuck has happened to me? She'd become addicted to it, their size, the fullness, the taboo thrill of being shared, watched, filmed. The way her body responded to things that would've horrified her two months ago. Christ, I can't even iron a bloody shirt without getting wet.

"Tips from last night's video are already at three-fifty," Mark said, not looking up from the screen. "Kofi's arse game is apparently 'elite-tier' according to DirtyDaddy82."

Sophie laughed, shaking her head. Steam hissed as she repositioned the shirt. "Christ. People really write that?"

"People write worse." Mark's grin widened, filthy and amused. "Someone requested you take both of them in your arse. Simultaneously. Offered a grand for it."

Her hand stilled mid-stroke. Heat flooded low in her belly, pussy clenching hard at the thought despite the physical impossibility. Both? In my arse? At the same time? That would destroy her. Split her open. Ruin her completely. But her body responded anyway with liquid warmth, wetness dampening the black cotton, thighs pressing together against the sudden ache.

"That's... I don't think that's physically possible."

Mark's eyes lifted to meet hers, dark with arousal. "Probably not. But the fact you're considering it..."

She was considering it. A week ago the thought would've horrified her, sent her scrambling for excuses. Now arousal pulsed through her veins hot and insistent, making her breath catch. She set the iron down carefully, crossed to Mark, perched herself on his lap. His semi went fully hard beneath her arse immediately, thick and urgent against the thin cotton.

Sophie ground down slightly, felt his cock throb against her. Mark's hands found her hips automatically, thumbs stroking bare skin where the tee had ridden up. She kissed his neck, breathing in coffee and sleep and him, that familiar scent beneath everything else.

"We've filmed six videos this week," she murmured against his skin. "Five with Kofi, one just Dayo. Subscribers have nearly tripled since the DP upload."

She grinned despite the part of her that still heard her mother's voice asking when are you going to settle down and have babies? "Professional hotwife. Christ, imagine telling my mum."

Mark laughed, genuine and warm. "Let's not."

The shower cut off overhead, pipes rattling through the walls with that familiar knock-knock-shudder the old house always made. Silence settled. Both glanced ceiling-ward simultaneously. Dayo.

Sophie slid off Mark's lap, returning to the ironing board. Her knickers were properly soaked now, wetness spreading through the gusset until she felt it against her inner thighs, sticky and warm. She ignored it.
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Indefinite Leave

The letterbox clattered, that familiar metallic snap echoing down the hallway. Mark was halfway through his coffee, staring at the TV where some chef droned on about wood-fired steaks, when the sound cut through the Saturday morning fog. His hand froze on the mug. Post. Could be anything. Bills, takeaway menus, the usual shite.

Across the room, Dayo sat on the grey sofa with Sophie beside him, legs tucked beneath her. Her oversized Radiohead tee barely covered her black knickers. Hair still damp from the shower, blonde strands darkening the fabric where they touched her shoulders. Her hand was in Dayo's lap, stroking through the grey joggers, coaxing him hard with the casual ease that made Mark's balls tighten every time. Domestic. Familiar. Ours.

Mark forced himself to stand, set the mug down carefully. "I'll get it."

The hallway tiles were cold under his bare feet. Stack of mail scattered across the doormat. Bills, takeaway menus, charity flyers. And there: brown A4 envelope, Home Office logo stamped top-left corner, Dayo's name typed across the front in impersonal black ink.

Fuck.

Mark's hands trembled picking it up. The envelope felt heavy, weighted with Dayo's entire future. He carried it back like it might explode, like one wrong move could shatter everything they'd built.

Back in the living room, Mark held the envelope out. The Home Office logo faced Dayo, black and official and fucking terrifying. Sophie's hand stopped moving. Her eyes went wide. She looked from the envelope to Dayo's face. Back to the envelope.

Dayo took it with both hands, stared at it. His face went carefully blank, that guarded expression Mark recognised from their first days together, when Dayo had been all politeness and hidden terror. When every knock at the door could've been deportation officers.

Say something. Do something. But words stuck in Mark's throat, useless and inadequate. What the fuck could he say that mattered?

Sophie moved first. She stood, barefoot and silent, hands twisting together anxiously. Touched Dayo's elbow gently. "Come on. Sit properly. Open it with us."

Dayo sank back onto the sofa, envelope resting in his lap like a bomb. Sophie sat beside him, thigh pressed against his, warmth and solidarity in the contact. Mark retook the armchair, gripped his coffee mug with both hands to stop the shaking that threatened to betray how terrified he was on Dayo's behalf.

He watched Sophie looking at Dayo with such open affection it made Mark's throat tight. She cares about him. Properly cares. Not just the sex, though Christ, that's been revolutionary. But him. The man. And instead of jealousy, Mark felt only warmth, gratitude spreading through his chest. We're better for knowing him. I'm better.

Sophie's hand moved to Dayo's thigh, stroked gently through the grey fabric. Her voice came soft. "Whatever it says, we're here. Yeah?"

Dayo nodded, throat working visibly. Sophie slid off the sofa, knelt between his legs on the cream rug. Oh. Mark watched her hands find the waistband of Dayo's joggers, tug them down. "Let me..."

Dayo's eyes met Mark's over Sophie's blonde head. Silent question crackling in the air. Is this okay?

Mark nodded. Always okay. This ritual had started Wednesday. Sophie using her mouth to calm Dayo before difficult phone calls with his solicitor, before warehouse shifts when stress made his shoulders tight, before sleep when nightmares lurked. Comfort and sex tangled together inseparably now, boundaries eroded into something more honest, strange, and beautiful.

Sophie tugged Dayo's joggers and boxers down together. Dayo lifted his hips, helped her. His cock was already half-hard despite the anxiety carved into his face, thick and dark against his thigh. Christ. That familiar jolt hit Mark's chest. Still not used to it. Never will be. The size, the girth, everything Mark wasn't. His own dick was already responding, hardening in his joggers despite himself. Or because of it. Fuck. Sophie wrapped both hands around Dayo's cock, stroked slow and reverent.

She's worshipping him, Mark thought, his own cock throbbing. Not for the camera. Not creating content. Just because she wants to. Because it soothes them both.

Her tongue traced the underside of Dayo's shaft, root to tip, slow and thorough like she had all the time in the world. His breath hitched audibly, hand moving to her hair, fingers threading through the damp blonde strands. She took him into her mouth. Just the head at first, tongue swirling around the ridge, then deeper, inch by inch, until he was halfway down her throat and she was gagging softly around him. Pulled back with spit connecting her lips to his cock. Did it again.

Mark's cock was properly hard now in his joggers, that inevitable response to watching his wife's lips stretch obscenely around another man's thick shaft. But it was background noise. Right now he was focused on Dayo's face. Eyes closed, jaw clenched, trying to find calm through Sophie's mouth whilst the envelope sat heavy on the sofa beside him. Open the letter, mate. Before you lose your nerve.

"Dayo." Mark's voice came steadier than he felt. "Open it. Whatever it says, we'll handle it together."

Dayo's eyes opened. Found Mark's across the room. Something passed between them. Understanding. Trust. Something that made Mark's throat ache. Dayo nodded. Tore the envelope with shaking hands whilst Sophie continued sucking him slowly, rhythmically, grounding him with her mouth. Unfolded the letter. Single page, official letterhead, dense paragraphs of legalese that made Mark's eyes blur just glimpsing it.

Silence except for the wet sounds of Sophie's mouth. The crackle of paper. Dayo's ragged breathing as he read. Mark couldn't see his face properly; the letter was between them. But he watched Dayo's shoulders. Watched them change. The tension bled out all at once. The paper fluttered to the floor.

Good or bad? Fuck, please be good.

Dayo's voice cracked. "Approved. They approved it."

Oh thank Christ. The relief punched through Mark's chest. His lungs expanded, properly, for the first time in months. He's staying. He's actually staying. Sophie pulled off Dayo's cock with a wet pop, mascara smeared beneath her eyes, mouth swollen and glistening. "Seriously?"

Dayo nodded, laughed suddenly. Disbelieving and joyful and raw. "Indefinite leave to remain. I can stay. I'm legal. I can work legally, I can..." His hands came to his face, shoulders shaking. He's crying. Fuck, he's actually crying.

Sophie surged up, wrapped her arms around him. They were kissing. Deep, desperate, tongues tangling, months of tension and fear and gratitude pouring into it. Her hands cupped his jaw, tender and possessive at once, and Dayo's arms came around her waist, pulled her against him like he was drowning and she was air.

They kissed like lovers. Not like bull and hotwife playing roles for a camera. Like two people who'd shared pleasure and fear and everything between. They care about each other. Properly care. Mark's cock throbbed watching them, but his chest felt warm too, full. This is right. Pride bloomed there, compersion in its truest form. His cock was fully hard now, leaking a wet patch through his joggers, balls drawn tight, but he didn't move. Didn't interrupt. This moment was theirs and watching them claim it made Mark feel more complete than he'd ever been.

They broke apart, both breathing hard. Sophie was crying too, mascara tracking down her cheeks, grinning through tears. "You're staying. Oh my God, you're staying."

Dayo wiped his eyes, laughed wetly. "I'm staying. I can get my own flat, proper work, bring my mum over eventually..." His voice broke again. Sophie kissed him once more, softer this time, lingering.

"So fucking happy for you, mate. You deserve this."

"Couldn't have survived without you two. You know that, yeah?"

"Bollocks," Mark said, voice rough. "You're the strongest bloke I know."

Dayo picked up the letter from the floor, scanned it again like he needed to confirm it was real. "There's an address. I need to go to a Home Office facility in Southampton tomorrow. Finalise processing, get all the paperwork sorted. They'll help me find my first accommodation." He looked up, expression changing, darkening. "Tomorrow. I have to leave tomorrow."

He's leaving. Not the country, but this house. The realisation settled heavy and bittersweet in Mark's chest. We always knew this was temporary. He needs independence, a life beyond our spare room and our bed. But fuck, it hurt anyway. This house would feel emptier without Dayo's presence. Without his laughter in the kitchen, his shower running overhead, his thick cock stretching Sophie whilst Mark filmed.

Sophie's face fell slightly, disappointment flickering before she rallied, forced brightness. "So soon. But that's brilliant. Really brilliant."

Mark's mind was already planning, that design brain clicking into gear, framing shots and lighting and emotional beats. "We should film something. Tonight. Proper send-off. You and Sophie, one last time before you go. Make it special."

Dayo's grin turned wicked, arousal replacing tears, that confidence settling back over him like a familiar coat. "Yeah. I'd like that."

One final scene. The goodbye fuck. Mark's imagination spun it out already. Slow and sensual, emotional, Sophie and Dayo taking their time, savouring each other properly instead of the frantic urgency that had characterised their fortnight of constant filming. Mark would capture it all, preserve this chapter of their lives forever. The lighting would be soft, intimate. He'd use the fairy lights, maybe candles. Make it beautiful. Subscribers will love it. But more importantly, we'll have it. Always.

Sophie's hand had drifted back to Dayo's cock whilst they talked, stroking absently, keeping him hard with that casual ownership that made Mark's balls draw tight. Her other hand was between her own legs, rubbing through her soaked knickers. Christ, Mark could see the wet patch spreading, black fabric darkening visibly. She wasn't even trying to hide it anymore.

"I want to fuck you." Sophie's voice came husky, loaded with need. "Right now. Celebrate properly."

Dayo glanced at Mark. Still checking, even now. Good man. Respectful to the end.

Mark nodded, already stripping off his own joggers, cock springing free and leaking. "Do it. I'll watch."

Sophie climbed onto Dayo's lap, pulled her black knickers aside, positioned herself. Sank down onto his cock in one go. No prep. No teasing. She was perpetually ready these days, pussy slick and open, trained to take his thick cock without hesitation. Mark watched her face as she took him. Watched her mouth open, that little gasp she always made when Dayo stretched her. Her head fell back, tits pressing against the thin Radiohead tee, nipples clearly visible through the worn fabric.

Dayo gripped her hips, guided her rhythm. They moved together with the ease of long familiarity. Sophie's hands braced on his shoulders, rising and falling, taking him deep, riding him with purpose. The wet sounds filled the living room, obscene and beautiful, mixing with her gasps and Dayo's low groans. The slap of skin. The squelch of her wet pussy. Mark could smell it from here. Sex and sweat and Sophie's arousal.

Mark stroked himself slowly, watching. Not filming this one. Just witnessing. His wife riding another man's cock in their living room at half eleven on a Saturday morning, celebrating his asylum approval. The domesticity and depravity of it tangled together, made his balls draw tight, orgasm already building embarrassingly fast. He wouldn't last long. Maybe later when he filmed the proper goodbye scene he'd have better control, but right now, watching Sophie's face twist in pleasure, watching Dayo's dark hands gripping her pale hips, watching them fuck with joy and gratitude and genuine affection, it was too much.

"Fuck, I'm close," Sophie gasped, grinding down hard, taking Dayo to the root. Her thighs trembled. "Mark, are you... can I..."

"Come," Mark ordered, voice rough. "Both of you. Don't hold back."

Sophie's rhythm turned frantic, desperate, chasing it whilst Dayo thrust up to meet her. She came first, back arching, crying out loud enough the neighbours definitely heard. Her whole body tensed, thighs trembling, and Dayo groaned beneath her. He followed seconds later, groaning her name, hands bruising on her hips as he emptied himself inside her. Mark watched cum leak out around Dayo's cock, still buried deep. Watched Sophie's pussy stretched obscenely wide, taking every inch. Fuck. So hot. So fucking hot.

Mark's orgasm hit watching them peak together, cum shooting across his fist and spattering the cream rug beneath him. He didn't care. They'd clean it later. Right now he just watched them collapse together, Sophie's head on Dayo's shoulder, both of them breathing hard, bodies still joined. Cum and sweat and the smell of sex thick in the air.

Perfect. Absolutely fucking perfect.

Tonight they'd film the goodbye properly. Make it something beautiful for the subscribers, something meaningful for themselves. But this, this spontaneous celebration, raw and unfiltered, this was what Mark would remember when Dayo left. The joy on his face. Sophie's uninhibited pleasure. The three of them tangled together in their living room, grateful and filthy and completely, utterly themselves.

One more night. Make it count.
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Kentish Town Goodbyes

Sophie stood in the hallway, drowning in Mark's oversized navy hoodie, arms wrapped tight around herself. Two suitcases squatted by the front door: everything Dayo owned in the world, still pathetically little even after two months here. Her throat ached. Her eyes stung, hot and swollen from hours of crying. She'd been ambushed by tears since waking, sobbing into her pillow whilst Mark made breakfast, weeping in the shower where the water could hide it. Nothing helped. Nothing made this easier.

He's really leaving.

She knew it was right. Knew Dayo needed independence, his own space, the dignity of standing on his own feet now he had legal status and a National Insurance number and a bloody bank account. Knew their arrangement had always been temporary, a beautiful accident born of proximity and need and mutual desire. But knowing didn't soften the blow. Her body still ached pleasantly from last night's filming, their final scene together, tender and intense. Mark had directed them through positions that felt more like lovemaking than performance: slow and deep, Dayo's cock filling her whilst she stared into his eyes, both crying halfway through. They'd collapsed afterwards, tangled together on the navy sheets, processing the enormity of what they'd shared.

Don't be pathetic. He'll come back to London; he's not emigrating to bloody Australia. You'll see him again. But the daily intimacy was ending. No more Dayo emerging shirtless from the shower, water droplets tracking down that perfect chest. No more casual blow jobs on the sofa whilst Mark worked at the kitchen table, her mouth full of thick cock whilst Dayo's hand stroked her hair with casual affection. No more waking to him stretching her open in the mornings when Mark was already at his laptop, the three of them moving through their days with easy sexuality. That chapter's closing. Over. Done.

Dayo descended the stairs one final time, pausing to check the empty spare room over his shoulder. Bare mattress. Cleared desk. Skylight showing grey February sky. The space they'd given him when he'd had nothing but a rucksack and trauma and desperate hope. He swallowed hard, jaw working, and Sophie saw him fighting tears too.

Mark was already outside, struggling to fit the suitcases into the minicab's boot. Rain spattered the pavement, light drizzle soaking Mark's grey T-shirt, but he didn't seem to notice. Focused. Practical. Coping through action the way he always did when emotions threatened to overwhelm him.

Sophie crossed to Dayo, took his hands. Warm. Strong. God, she knew these hands. These hands. The memories slammed into her: Dayo holding her down whilst that massive cock split her open, filming herself on her phone for their first OnlyFans upload. His fingers gripping her hips hard enough to bruise when Mark directed angles. Round her throat when she begged for it, tangled in her hair when she sucked him off in the kitchen. Gentle when she couldn't take any more, rough when she was gagging for it.

The ache between her thighs flared, muscle memory of being stretched, filled, fucked properly whilst her husband watched and wanked himself raw.

"Thank you," she whispered. "For everything."

Dayo's facade cracked. Tears spilled, carved wet tracks down his cheeks, and he pulled her into a hug. Desperate. His face buried in her hair, body shaking against hers. "You saved me. Both of you." His voice broke, words dissolving into raw gulping sobs. "I'd be in Lagos right now, arrested or worse, if you hadn't..."

She was crying properly now, soaking his shirt, arms wrapped around his torso. He smelt of cocoa butter and clean laundry and underneath it all, that masculine scent that had driven her wild from the first morning she'd seen him in just a towel. I'm going to miss this. Miss him. So bloody much.

Dayo pulled back slightly, cupped her face, thumbs wiping her tears with infinite gentleness. "You gave us just as much. More. You changed our lives."

Her voice came out muffled, thick with tears. "I'll visit. Maybe you'll let me cook dinner again, yeah? Proper Nigerian feast. I'm not disappearing."

She nodded, trying to smile through the tears streaming down her face. "You better. I'll hunt you down if you ghost us."

Dayo laughed, wet and broken. "Never. I promise."

Kiss him. One last time. The need roared through her, primal and desperate. She rose on tiptoes, crushed her mouth to his. Not chaste. Not friendly. Hungry and filthy and full of everything unsaid, tongues tangling, tasting salt from their mingled tears and something darker underneath: want. His hands tightened on her waist, pulling her closer, and she melted into him, memorising this. His taste. His smell. The way his cock was already thickening against her belly despite the emotion, despite the bloody minicab idling at the kerb, and her pussy clenched in response, wet and aching. Christ, even now. Even saying goodbye, my body wants him.

She kissed him like a departing lover because that's what he was, in their strange unconventional way. Her lover. The man who'd taught them both what compersion meant, what trust could build when boundaries were respected and communication was honest.

They broke apart slowly, reluctantly. Sophie's breath caught, chest heaving. Dayo's eyes were dark and wet, desire and affection bleeding together, inseparable. "I love you." His voice cracked. "Not like... I know you're Mark's. But I love you."

Something broke inside her, hot and devastating. "I love you too." Her voice was barely a whisper. "So bloody much."

It was true. Not romantic love, not the love she had for Mark, that was different, deeper, woven through years of shared history and whispered promises and a marriage that had survived everything life threw at it. But a form of love, nonetheless. Deep and transformative. Dayo had changed her fundamentally: shown her parts of herself she'd never known existed, pushed her past boundaries she'd thought were fixed, made her feel powerful and desired and sexually alive in ways she'd only fantasised about.

Sophie felt Mark before she heard him; that sixth sense married couples developed. She pulled back from Dayo, found her husband standing in the doorway, rain-soaked and breathing hard from manhandling the suitcases. He looked at them, tear-stained and clinging, and his face did something complicated. Softened, yes, but also proud. Maybe even aroused, though that seemed impossible given the circumstances.

Mark crossed to them, wrapped one arm around Sophie's shoulders, extended his other hand to Dayo. "Come here, mate."

Dayo took the offered hand, then pulled Mark into a hug instead, brotherly and firm. Mark looked surprised for half a second before returning it immediately, clapping Dayo's back with genuine affection.

They're friends. Properly, genuinely friends. The knowledge warmed Sophie despite the ache in her chest. This hadn't been some transactional arrangement, hadn't been Mark tolerating another man fucking his wife for the sake of a kink. They'd built something real between the three of them: trust and affection, genuine respect. Dayo and Mark went for pints together now, talked about football and design and Nigerian politics. They'd become mates independent of the sex, and that mattered immensely.

"You're a good man, Mark." Dayo's voice came thick with emotion. "Best husband she could ask for."

Mark's throat worked visibly. "Best bull we could've asked for. Seriously. You set the standard."

Dayo grinned through his tears. "Impossible standard. Good luck finding someone to match me."

Mark laughed, genuine despite the tears sheening his own eyes. "We'll manage. Somehow."

The taxi driver honked impatiently. Time to go. Dayo stepped back, grabbed his jacket from the hook by the door, shrugged it on. He headed down the path whilst Sophie and Mark followed to the pavement, arms around each other, watching him. Rain had picked up, cold against Sophie's face, soaking through the hoodie, but she didn't move. Didn't want to miss a single second.

This is it. The actual goodbye.

Dayo climbed into the passenger seat, wound down the window despite the rain. Leant out, grinning despite wet cheeks and red-rimmed eyes. "See you when I've got a place sorted. I'll show you a proper Nigerian feast. Make Saturday's jollof look amateur."

Sophie's voice broke. "We'll bring wine."

"Bring yourselves. That's enough." Dayo's smile was warm and genuine, somehow full of promise.

The minicab pulled away, indicated, merged into Leighton Road traffic. Sophie watched until it turned the corner onto Kentish Town Road. Silence settled over the wet pavement. Just her and Mark standing in the drizzle, the street empty and grey, the house behind them suddenly enormous.

He's gone. Finality slammed into her gut, knocked the breath from her lungs. Sophie turned into Mark's chest, let herself cry properly: ugly, gasping sobs that shook her whole body. Mark held her tight, one hand stroking her hair, the other pressed firmly against her lower back. "I know, love. I know."

"I'm going to miss him so much." Sophie choked out the words between sobs. "Is that awful? Am I a terrible wife for..."

"No." Mark's voice was firm, certain. "You loved him. In your way. That's not awful, that's beautiful. I'm proud of you."

The words cracked something open inside her. She cried harder, letting it all out: the grief of losing daily intimacy with Dayo, the fear that they'd never find another bull who fit so perfectly, the guilt about feeling this devastated over someone who wasn't her husband. Mark just held her, solid and steady, letting her feel everything without judgement.

Her sobs became hiccups, then shuddering breaths. The storm passed, left her wrung out and hollow. Sophie pulled back, wiped her face with her sleeve, laughed wetly at how utterly wrecked she must look. "Christ, I'm a mess."

Mark kissed her forehead, lips warm against her rain-chilled skin. "You're perfect. And he's fine. We're fine. This is good, Soph. He needed this."

Sophie nodded, believing it because Mark believed it, because it was true. "Yeah. It is."

They headed back inside, dripping rain on the hallway tiles, leaving wet footprints on the black and white Victorian floor. Mark closed the front door behind them, shutting out the cold and the grey and the empty street. The house ached with emptiness, the silence pressing against her eardrums. Different without Dayo's presence filling the spaces between them.

But not sad. Not really. Just... ready for the next chapter.
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Filling the Void (and the Vixen)

Mark sat at the kitchen table, laptop casting its blue glow across the tiles whilst rain hammered the windows. February dark pressed against the glass at half five, turning everything beyond into wet blackness. He should be working - that bloody bakery logo wasn't going to design itself, client wanted drafts Wednesday - but his browser sat open to the Kentish Town Refugee Support Network instead. Third time today he'd clicked onto this page when he should've been kerning typography.

The house felt wrong. Too quiet without Dayo's laugh echoing from upstairs, without bass-heavy grime bleeding through the ceiling at midnight, without the bathroom smelling of cocoa butter and masculine sweat. Mark's chest ached with it, this absence that somehow made the rooms too big, too empty, too fucking silent. He'd checked the spare room twice today like a nutter, half-expecting to find Dayo there despite watching him leave this morning. Navy sheets still on the bed, unmade from Sunday night's hurried packing. Room still smelt of him.

He's gone. Really gone.

Grief sat heavy in Mark's throat, unexpected in how much it hurt. But beneath it, something else stirred. Something practical and forward-looking and, if he was honest, deeply arousing. We could do it again. Help someone else. Continue what we started. The thought made his cock twitch, half-interested already.

Mark scrolled through profiles with a designer's critical eye mixed with the hotwife enthusiast's hunger he'd developed these past months. Single men mostly, a few families, women. His gaze skipped over them mechanically until he hit a paired listing that made his breath catch.

Ade Okonkwo and Chidi Nwosu – Nigerian asylum seekers, ages 28 and 27, seeking shared accommodation for 3-4 weeks whilst applications processed. Current hostel closing Friday. Urgent placement needed.

The profile photo showed two blokes grinning at the camera, Emirates Stadium visible behind them. Arsenal supporters, apparently. Both tall, both fit as fuck, the kind of bodies that made Mark's cock twitch before his brain caught up. Ade slimmer, almost bookish-looking with tortoiseshell glasses and a shy smile that reminded Mark of himself ten years back. Chidi broader, more muscular, short dreads and that easy swagger some men just possessed, the kind that made heads turn on the street.

Two of them. Christ.

Images flooded Mark's brain, visceral and immediate and utterly filthy: Sophie on her knees between them both, servicing their cocks whilst he filmed from the perfect angle, getting that shot of her lips stretched obscene around dark meat. Sophie bent over the kitchen counter - their kitchen counter, the one where she'd made breakfast this morning - one fucking her pussy then the other took over and claimed her arse, one after the other. Then Sophie in their bed, sandwiched between two massive bodies, two massive black cocks, taking them both whilst Mark watched from the doorway with his hand wrapped round his own five inches, filming everything, directing her pleasure like conducting a filthy symphony.

His cock hardened properly, pressing insistent against jeans that suddenly felt two sizes too small. Mark adjusted himself roughly, not bothering to hide it. He was alone. Could be as shameless as he wanted.

He clicked through to the detailed profiles, cock throbbing now with every heartbeat.

Ade Okonkwo: 28, trained accountant from Lagos, fled after his firm got raided for refusing to falsify government records. Awaiting decision from the Home Office. Described as "quiet, studious, respectful." Slim build but tall—6'1" according to stats. Photo showed him in a crisp button-down and wire-rimmed glasses, serious expression softened by genuinely kind eyes.

Chidi Nwosu: 27, former semi-pro footballer, played for some Lagos second-division team, fled the same political mess that'd targeted Ade's firm. They'd worked together briefly, become mates, fled together. "Outgoing, athletic, eager to contribute to household." Six foot even and clearly muscular in his photo—T-shirt stretched tight across a chest that made Mark feel simultaneously inadequate and desperately aroused. Arms properly defined, confident grin showing bright white teeth.

Variety. One intellectual, one athlete. One shy, one bold.

Mark's brain was already casting them like he was directing a film, planning camera angles and positions and scenarios. Sophie's going to lose her fucking mind. Two new bulls. Two new black cocks to worship. Two men to fill the Dayo-shaped hole in our routine. His cock leaked, soaking through his boxers. Christ, we'll never leave the bedroom. I'll film her round the clock, two massive cocks using her whilst I orchestrate every filthy second of it.

Behind him, Sophie stirred pasta sauce at the stove, wooden spoon making lazy circles through tomato and basil. Kitchen smelt gorgeous, rich and savoury, but Mark could barely focus on it. She'd changed after work into grey joggers and a white vest, no bra underneath - he'd clocked that immediately, the way her nipples showed through thin cotton, the way her tits moved freely when she reached for the oregano. Hair pulled into a messy bun, exposing the nape of her neck. Still subdued though, moving slowly, grief written in how carefully she measured her movements.

Mark's chest tightened. Too soon? Is this too soon? Dayo only left yesterday.

But the thought wouldn't leave him, insistent and growing and making his cock throb harder. We're good at this. Helping people. And it helps us - financially, sexually, emotionally. Dayo proved that. The OnlyFans income alone had transformed their lives. Sophie was seriously considering closing the yoga studio, and Mark's freelance work felt optional now rather than desperately necessary. And fuck, I want to see her with two men. Properly. Not just Dayo and Kofi taking turns, but two lodgers. Two bulls sharing her. Living here. Fucking her daily whilst I film. Precum leaked steadily now, warm and wet. We need that new content to keep building this new life.

He decided, turned in his chair. "Soph, come look at this."

Sophie set the wooden spoon down, crossed to the table on bare feet. She leant over his shoulder, bracing one hand on the chair back, and Mark felt her tits press against his shoulder blade through thin cotton. Watched her eyes scan the screen, land on the profile photo.

Her breath hitched. Subtle, but he'd learnt to catalogue every tiny response her body gave.

Pupils dilating. Lips parting. Throat working as she swallowed hard.

Mark's cock jumped violently, leaking another warm pulse into his boxers. She's turned on. Immediately. Fuck yes.

"Who are they?" Sophie's voice came carefully controlled, that tone she used when trying not to reveal too much.

Mark kept his own tone casual. "Asylum seekers. Need placement urgently. Thought we could help."

Sophie fell silent, reading properly, scrolling down to take in details about education and work history and circumstances. Her breathing changed, shallower, faster, the rhythm Mark recognised from when he had her bent over furniture, from when she was about to come.

He watched her eyes devour Chidi's photo specifically, lingering on his muscular arms, that confident grin that promised he knew exactly how to use the body he'd built. Then Ade's photo, softer and more intellectual, those kind eyes behind glasses that somehow made the whole package more appealing rather than less. She's imagining them. Already picturing what they look like naked. What their cocks look like. Whether they're as big as Dayo or bigger or just different. Heat flooded Mark's groin, made his balls draw tight and aching.

Sophie's hand tightened on the chair back, knuckles going white. "Two of them?"

Mark nodded, keeping his gaze on the screen rather than her face because if he looked at her now he'd drag her onto the table and fuck her before they'd even discussed this properly. "They need to stay together. Mates. We'd have to take both or neither."

Say yes. Please, fuck, say yes.

Sophie pulled back slightly. When she spoke, her voice came quiet, almost guilty. "Is it... is it too soon? Dayo only left yesterday."

Mark twisted in the chair properly, looked up at her face. Flushed cheeks, dilated eyes, nipples visibly hard through the white vest, poking through cotton like she'd been touched. Aroused despite the guilt. Perfect.

"I thought that too," Mark said carefully. "But we're good at this, Soph. And they need help. The hostel closes Friday. They'll be on the street if nobody takes them."

He knew what he was doing, framing it as charity when really his cock was already rock-hard thinking about Sophie on her knees between them, mouth stretched round one whilst the other waited his turn. But it was true, they were good at this. Dayo'd proven that. And Mark genuinely wanted to help these blokes who'd fled political persecution, who'd lost everything. That the help came with the considerable benefit of watching Sophie get destroyed by two new black cocks was just... a very pleasurable side effect.

Sophie's hand drifted to her chest, fingers toying with the vest's neckline. Nervous tell she'd developed recently. "When would they arrive?"

"Friday if we say yes tonight. They're desperate."

Sophie bit her lip, worrying the flesh between her teeth. "That's... that's only four days."

Four days to prepare. Mark's designer brain kicked into gear, planning and scheduling like this was a complex project rather than inviting two strange men to live in their house and fuck his wife regularly. Mentally prepare for two bulls instead of one. And physically prepare Sophie. Make sure she's ready to accommodate two cocks regularly. Maybe daily. Maybe simultaneously. His cock throbbed at the thought, leaking so much he'd have a proper wet spot soon.

"Where would they sleep?" Sophie asked, still reading the screen, scrolling back up to look at the photos again. "We only have one spare room now."

Mark's pulse quickened, anticipation making his hands tremble slightly where they rested on his thighs. Here we go. "We could clear the back room. Make it a proper second bedroom. Or..." He hesitated deliberately, testing the waters.

Sophie's eyes met his, green and alert and hungry beneath the grief. "Or?"

Mark's voice dropped, arousal roughening it until it came out thick and filthy. "Our bed's big enough for three."

He watched the words land like a physical blow. Watched her pupils blow wide, black swallowing green until only a thin ring of colour remained. Watched the flush creep down her throat, spreading across her chest, nipples visibly hardening beneath white cotton until they stood out in sharp relief. Fuck. She's properly turned on. The thought alone nearly made me come.

Sophie's breath came faster, shallow little gasps. "You'd... you'd be okay with that? Me sharing our bed with them?"

Mark stood in one fluid movement, closed the distance, hands finding her hips and pulling her flush against him so she could feel his erection pressing insistent against her stomach through layers of fabric. Let her feel exactly how okay he was with it. "More than okay. I'd fucking love it."

The confession spilled out raw and honest. "I want to watch you wake up between them. Want to film you being used in our bed - the bed we've shared for nine years - whilst I watch or sleep in the spare room or direct from the chair." His cock throbbed, leaked another warm pulse that soaked through cotton. "Want to see you completely claimed by them. Marked. Theirs."

Want to see their cum leaking out of you in the morning. Want to smell their sweat on our sheets. Want to hear you moaning their names through the walls whilst I'm downstairs editing footage of them fucking you the night before.

Sophie was breathing hard now, hands fisting his T-shirt, hips grinding against his erection in small unconscious movements that made Mark's vision blur. "That's... that's so filthy."

Mark grinned, wicked and shameless. "You love filthy."

Sophie nodded frantically, couldn't deny it, didn't even try. "What about you? Would you... would you be jealous?"

Genuine question. Fair question, actually. Mark considered it honestly, testing his own reactions like probing a sore tooth. Would I be jealous watching her sleep between two other men? Waking to find them fucking her whilst I'm in the spare room? Coming home from a client meeting to hear her screaming their names through the ceiling? His cock pulsed, leaked steadily, soaking through his boxers. No. Fuck no. I'd be so hard I'd probably come untouched just imagining it.

"No jealousy," he said firmly, meeting her eyes so she'd see the truth. "Just compersion. Your pleasure is my pleasure, Soph. Watching you thrive, sexually and emotionally, that's everything to me."

Watching you get what you need. What I can't give you alone. Watching you take two massive cocks and love every second of it.

Sophie kissed him suddenly - hard and demanding, tongue sliding past his lips to claim his mouth, tasting of the wine she'd been sipping whilst cooking. When she broke away, both were panting like they'd run a sprint. "I want to meet them. See if there's chemistry.

Sophie's hand found her own pussy through the joggers, rubbing openly whilst she stared at the laptop screen showing Ade and Chidi's photos. Shameless. Beautiful. "They look hungry. Like they haven't had proper sex in months."

Mark grinned, already planning camera angles, already imagining the first shoot. "They will be. For you. You'll ruin them, Soph. Absolutely destroy them."

Two inexperienced refugees who've probably been living like monks in that hostel, suddenly presented with my gorgeous wife who'll teach them exactly how to fuck her. They won't stand a chance. She'll have them addicted within twenty-four hours.

Sophie laughed breathlessly, the sound halfway to a moan. "I want to. Want to teach them what I like. Train them to fuck me exactly how I need."

The dominance in her voice sent fresh heat through Mark's groin, made precum leak steadily now, probably visible through his jeans as a wet spot he didn't care about hiding. She's not a passive participant anymore. She's claiming her role. Owning her desire. My vixen, fully realised and magnificent.

Mark closed the laptop decisively, the snap of it shutting punctuating the moment. "I'm messaging them tonight. Inviting them for dinner Thursday. If you approve after meeting them, if it feels right, they move in Friday."

Sophie nodded, hand still rubbing herself through grey cotton, utterly shameless in their kitchen, the pasta sauce probably burning on the stove behind her. "Do it. I want them here. Want their cocks. Both of them."

Mark's voice dropped into command mode, the tone he'd learnt worked best when directing scenes, when taking control of a shoot. "Bedroom. Now. I need to fuck you before I come in my jeans like a bloody teenager."

They stumbled toward the stairs, Sophie leading, pulling her vest over her head mid-climb so her tits bounced free in the lamplight, pale and perfect and already flushed pink. Mark's hands found her arse, squeezing through the joggers, both of them laughing and desperate and already imagining Friday. Already picturing Ade and Chidi walking through that front door, seeing Sophie for the first time, realising what they'd been offered.

The kitchen sat abandoned behind them, pasta sauce definitely burning now, laptop still glowing with Ade and Chidi's smiling faces illuminating the empty room.

This is just the beginning.

Sophie turned at the bedroom door, completely naked now except for the wedding ring she never removed even during filming. Gold band catching the light. "I love you. You know that, yeah?"

Mark pulled her close, kissed her forehead, her nose, her mouth, tasting wine and want and the future they were building together. "I know. And I love you. This doesn't change that. It never changes that."

You're mine. You'll always be mine. Even when you're theirs.

"I know." She grinned, wicked and beautiful and utterly shameless. "Now fuck me before I combust."

THE END - A NEW BEGINNING!
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Six couples, six filthy fantasies made real – dive into the ultimate hotwife anthology of temptation, risk, and lust!


Welcome to Slut Wife Collection: Six Explicit Stories of Shared Wives, a brand‑new XXX anthology from British erotica author Chris P. Rider – unapologetically filthy, shameless, and dripping with hardcore hotwife action. This isn’t romance. This is brazen erotica designed for readers who want stuck‑to‑the‑page filth.

Inside, you’ll find six standalone stories, each one pushing wives out of their comfort zones and into beds, beaches, bars, hotel rooms, and alleyways where strangers use them, hard and messy, while their husbands watch – and can’t stop touching themselves.

In Nude Beach Awakening, a shy English wife on holiday dares to strip in public, only to be pulled into the dunes by two hung Spanish strangers who flood every hole while her husband watches from the scrub.

The Wrong Bar takes a nervous London wife into the infamous Obsidian nightclub, where her husband deliberately places her in the orbit of towering black bulls – her first taste of a gangbang, crowned airtight in front of a cheering circle.

In The University Revisit, a posh Lady and her husband walk back into their old Oxford college… ending in her being gangbanged by a room full of sweaty rugby lads, climaxing in the sheer taboo of finally being creampied by the shy scholarship boy who worshipped her all his life.

Late Night Office Temptation drags another marriage straight under fluorescent light. A London wife is bent raw over her desk by her boss while her husband masturbates at the window – overwhelmed as she screams she’s been “reshaped” by his cock while London watches through fourteen floors of glass.

Hotel Key Swap Seduction pushes a young married couple into the arms of swinging veterans, where the wife is sucked into bisexual play, her first new cock, and even pegging demonstrations that change their marriage forever.

And finally, the anthology closes with the filthiest of them all: Dirty Taxi Home – where a drunk wife in a pink mini‑dress is stripped and fucked over a cab bonnet by a greasy cabbie while her husband films. Then a tramp stumbles in, jerking off, licking her arse, and spraying his cum across her back before the cabbie rams her arse bare. It’s sticky, it’s brutal, and it’s unforgettable.

Every one of these tales contains cum‑dripping creampies, throat‑wrecking blowjobs, brutal size comparisons with husbands’ smaller cocks, exhibition risks, and the kind of shameless acts that mean you’re definitely better off reading this on your Kindle, not in public.
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When Emily Harrington discovers her husband James's hidden desires through his browser history, their seemingly perfect marriage faces a crossroads. Rather than confront him with anger, Emily's curiosity leads her down a path of self-discovery, exploring concepts of love, trust, and personal freedom that she never imagined possible.

As Emily delves deeper into understanding her husband's fantasies, she begins questioning her own desires and limitations. Through careful research and open communication, the couple finds themselves growing closer as they discuss possibilities that both excite and frighten them. Their journey of mutual discovery transforms their relationship, pushing boundaries they never thought they'd cross.

At work, Emily catches the attention of the charismatic Dr. Alexander Thornton, whose confidence and commanding presence awakens something within her. With James's encouragement, Emily begins to explore her newfound freedom, discovering sides of herself she never knew existed. As she embraces her evolving sexuality, Emily finds herself torn between her deep love for James and her growing attraction to Alex.

Their marriage takes an unconventional turn as James discovers joy in Emily's happiness and personal growth. Through their shared experiences, they develop a deeper understanding of trust, communication, and the multiple facets of love. However, their journey isn't without its challenges, as they navigate societal expectations and their own insecurities.

Meanwhile, a darker element lurks in the shadows. Ethan, a skilled student hacker, watches Emily's transformation with twisted fascination, gathering information and plotting to use it for his own devious purposes. His presence threatens to disrupt the delicate balance Emily and James have created.

As Emily continues to push her boundaries and explore her desires, she discovers a community of like-minded individuals who support and understand their lifestyle choices. Through online forums and real-world encounters, both Emily and James find validation and encouragement for their unconventional choices.

This steamy romance novel explores themes of marriage, trust, and personal growth as Emily and James redefine their relationship on their own terms. Their journey showcases how open communication and mutual support can strengthen a marriage, even as it evolves beyond traditional boundaries.

"A Marriage Evolved" is the first book in The Harringtons series, setting the stage for Emily and James's continuing journey of discovery, passion, and love. This novel contains mature themes and is intended for adult readers who enjoy spicy romance with elements of psychological exploration and relationship dynamics.
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A SPICY HOTWIFE ESTATE AGENCY ADVENTURE

Takes readers into the transformed marriage of Sue and David Maxwell as they discover an unconventional path to professional success and marital ecstasy.

Sue’s faltering career as an estate agent coincides with her husband David’s crippling writer’s block. When David suggests a provocative solution—that Sue should embrace her sexuality to attract clients—neither anticipates how completely this experiment will reshape their lives.

From the moment Sue trades her conservative trouser suits for revealing dresses and stockings, the transformation is electric. Male clients can’t keep their eyes off her, and neither can her formerly disinterested colleagues. As Sue’s confidence grows with each successful viewing, so does her willingness to push boundaries.

David finds himself consumed with lust as Sue returns home with increasingly explicit stories – the client who couldn’t resist kissing her after signing papers, the sophisticated businessman who backed her against the shower door, her boss Jimmy whose wandering hands demanded more than just professional excellence.

The narrative sizzles as Sue details her adventures in their bedroom, turning David’s jealousy into a potent aphrodisiac that reignites their sex life. Each confession becomes more explicit – Sue bent over a kitchen island, taken against floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking London, servicing multiple men while thinking of her husband waiting at home.

When the Harrington brothers, wealthy, dominant property developers, request Sue’s “personal service” for a penthouse viewing, the stakes rise dramatically. Their clinical domination pushes Sue to sexual extremes she never imagined, including being shared by both brothers simultaneously while their cameras record every breathless moment.

Throughout her transformation, Sue maintains her loving connection to David through detailed confessions that fuel both his resurgent writing career and their passionate lovemaking. His novel about a hotwife estate agent flows freely now, blurring the lines between fiction and their new reality.

By the story’s conclusion, Sue has evolved from an overlooked professional to a confident sexual being who leverages her powerful allure to save an entire estate agency. Jimmy’s business thrives, David’s writing career resurges, and their marriage reaches new heights of intimacy through their unconventional arrangement.

Caribbean Confessions:
An Interracial Hotwife Tale

Amazon: https://a.co/d/drUZX6c

Cate and Brandon's marriage may look perfect from the outside – successful careers, luxurious London penthouse, enviable lifestyle – but behind closed doors, their bedroom has grown predictable. Routine. Safe.

When Brandon books a surprise getaway to an exclusive adults-only Caribbean resort, neither spouse reveals their secret: they both harbor forbidden fantasies about Cate exploring pleasure with well-endowed men while Brandon watches.

Paradise Cove promises discretion, luxury, and "bespoke experiences" for discerning couples. The attentive staff – particularly their personal butler Mateo – seem eager to fulfill every desire, spoken or unspoken.

As the tropical heat intensifies, Cate and Brandon discover colored wristbands that reveal guests' preferences and boundaries. White for newcomers. Blue for the curious. Purple for the adventurous. Red for those ready to surrender completely to fantasy.

Their couples massage becomes an unexpected initiation when their therapists offer "enhanced services" that leave them both breathless. Later, at the resort's exclusive nightclub, they witness couples openly exploring fantasies they've only whispered about in the dark.

A private yacht excursion with other experienced couples pushes their boundaries further, while a beachfront masquerade party – where identities remain hidden but desires are fully exposed – transforms their relationship forever.

What starts as a holiday escape becomes a journey of sexual awakening as Brandon embraces his desire to direct and observe, while Cate rediscovers the wild, uninhibited woman she once was during her university days.

Their final night at Paradise Cove culminates in an arranged encounter that fulfills their deepest fantasies – professionally recorded to ensure they never forget how completely they've embraced their true desires.

Will their newfound sexual freedom survive the return to London's conservative society, or will Paradise Cove remain a beautiful yet temporary escape from reality?
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