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Introduction


This full length 'slow burn' 60k word novel is the 21st 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 the husbands plan to bring the bigger 'ex' into their lives.

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 Rider has finished her first two hotwife books – “Bluebird” and "Bluebird Ascending", which are available on Kindle Unlimited, eBook, and Paperback.  They are 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; authorchrisrider.co.uk, or just search for Rachel Rider on Amazon!  If you enjoy them, she also likes feedback; rachel@authorchrisrider.co.uk (don't be shy!). 
Hopefully the 3rd book in the series will be coming later this year.


one
The Things I File Away
What She Doesn't Know I Keep


Iknow I watch her more than I probably should. But I always have. Hopefully not in some creepy way where she'd catch me staring and ask what's wrong, no, the way you watch someone you married and still can't quite believe said yes. Angela's more interesting than whatever else is happening in the room.

That Tuesday night she'd taken the other end of the sofa, scrolling through something on her phone. The telly was on, some panel show she likes (and I tolerate), volume down low, neither of us really watching the thing. The sitting room lamp made everything warm. The radiator behind us ticking quietly as it did its job, fighting the cold October. Outside it was dark already, Kentish Town Road somewhere beyond the glass with its buses and foxes and the occasional drunk conversation drifting up to the first floor.

She had her wine. I had a beer I'd opened twenty minutes back and let go warm. She was wearing one of my old band T-shirts, faded black with a logo I could barely make out anymore. She'd nicked it from my drawer about four years ago and I'd never asked for it back.

"Listen to this," she said, not looking up. "Some journalist's described a thirty-four-year-old as 'ageing gracefully.' Thirty-fucking-four."

"Rude."

"Isn't it? I’m taking it personally."

"You should."

She smiled without looking at me, kept scrolling. The loose bun at the back of her head held together by a single elastic tie, the kind she leaves everywhere around the flat. The curve of her neck. The way her thumb moved across the screen. I picked up the beer, yep it was warm, so put it back down.

She glanced up and caught me looking.

"What?"

"Nothing."

"You're staring."

"I'm thinking."

"About?"

"Whether this beer's worth finishing."

She snorted, went back to her phone. I went back to watching her.

Right. Here's the thing, though.

Angela has an ex. Ryan Cole. I need to tell you about him now because otherwise what comes next won't track. She was with him in her twenties, before me, and over the years she's told me about him in that way people do when they've decided to have no secrets from each other. Not in one sitting, or as any kind of confession. Just in bits n bobs, late at night, after wine or before sex, or probably both, in that loose honest register of two people who've stopped performing.

She told me he was her first serious relationship. He was a big bloke – I’d remembered that from the one and only time we’d met. She'd also told me the sex was intense. Told me, quite specifically, that he was big. Properly big. Not as a boast or comparison, just matter-of-fact.

So over time she'd mention Ryan now and then, but never with weight attached. Just part of her past. And every single time she did, I'd file it away. Return to it later in the shower, in the dark, on the bike to work. Built a whole private gallery of images I couldn't talk about but couldn't stop thinking about either.

I'm not ashamed of that. I'm telling you because you need to understand what was already there, what I'd been carrying, before any of what happened next happened.

Angela looked up from her phone again.

"Do we need milk?"

"Probably."

"I'll get some tomorrow."

"Alright."

She went back to scrolling. My wife, completely unaware, completely herself, wearing my nicked T-shirt on a Tuesday night.
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The Thing She Said in the Dark

We went to bed just gone eleven, following our usual routine. Angela in the bathroom, me plugging my phone in by the bed, duvet pulled back getting the bed comfy. Nothing special about it. She climbed in beside me smelling of coconut and toothpaste, did the thing she does every night with the hand cream, rubbing it into her palms and fingers while I lay there listening to the slick sound of her skin.

"Good day?" she asked, already half-asleep, not requiring detail, just contact.

"Fine, yeah. Boring."

"Good boring or bad boring?"

"Just boring."

"Mm." She kissed my shoulder, rolled over, pulled the duvet up around herself. "Night, babe."

"Night."

Five minutes later her breathing had steadied and deepened. I lay on my back staring at the ceiling, the faint glow of the streetlamp outside filtering through the curtains. Somewhere below on Bartholomew Road a fox made that sound they make that isn't quite a bark, isn't quite a scream.

My brain wouldn't shut down.

I keep coming back to this one night. A year or so back, maybe more. Sunday evening after a crap roast dinner. We'd driven past Finsbury Park on the way back from her brother's place in Peckham and she'd said something about a restaurant we'd passed, one of those Turkish places with the charcoal grill outside.

"Oh look, it’s still there! Ryan and I used to go there. God, that feels like another lifetime."

I'd said something carefully neutral. "You were with him what, two and a half years?"

"Yeah. Bit more, maybe." She'd been looking out the window, not at me, relaxed, the evening’s wine soft in her voice. "Feels like someone else now. Different person."

We'd got home and put the kettle on. Gone to bed not long after. The usual Sunday night collapse into the week ahead. And then, in the dark, her half-asleep already, she'd said it.

"He was very physical, you know. Ryan. In bed. Very... I don't know how to explain it. Intense."

I went very still. "Yeah?"

"Mm. It was..." She paused, and I could hear her searching for the right way to say it. "It was a lot. I always needed time to... Well I had to be really ready before he could... you know. Get it all in me."

I hadn't said a word. My heart was hammering and I could feel myself getting hard under the duvet, that familiar ache spreading low in my stomach. She was still thinking about him. About his cock. About what it felt like inside her.

"When I finally could take all of him, though." She shifted slightly, resettled into the pillow. "God. It felt like nothing else I'd ever had. That stretch. It was incredible."

I waited. Let the silence sit there between us. Then asked, very carefully, "Did you come? From that alone?"

"Yeah. Often." She said it simply, matter-of-factly, already drifting. "Don't think I've managed it since, actually. Not from just... you know. Penetration."

From me, she meant. Not from my cock.

And then she was asleep. Breathing steady, gone to the world, completely unaware she'd just handed me something I'd return to at least once a week for the next year.

I'd lain there absolutely bricked up, staring at the same ceiling I'm looking at now, and felt something I couldn't name. It wasn't jealousy, wasn't that kicked-in-the-stomach inadequacy you'd expect. Something else. Something that made my cock throb and my chest tighten and my brain light up in a way I couldn't explain.

What the fuck was wrong with me?

Later, few weeks maybe, I worked it out.

Here's the thing I've never said to anyone, not even Angela: when she told me that, lying there half-asleep, not even looking at me, just saying it because it was true, I didn't feel diminished. I felt something I couldn't name then but can name now. I wanted to watch her have that again. Wanted to hear every detail. Wanted to see her face when someone built like Ryan stretched her out properly, made her cum from his cock alone the way I never could. And then I wanted her to come back to me and let me fuck her while she was still loose and warm and smelling of his sweat and cum.

I know how that sounds. I'm not pretending it's normal.

I wanted to be the architect of it. The man who knew exactly what she needed, who loved her enough to locate it, and who was secure enough, strange enough, wired differently enough to find the whole thing arousing rather than threatening.

But it's what I wanted. What I'd wanted, quietly, for over a year. I had no plan. Didn't know where Ryan even was, whether he was married, whether he'd moved to Scotland. I just had the wanting, specific and patient, sitting in me like something filed away.

I turned over, pulled the duvet up, listened to Angela breathe beside me. The fox had shut up. The radiator kept ticking. The street was still outside.

I didn't have a plan. Not really. Just the same thought I'd been carrying for months, patient and specific.


two
The Phone Call
Sofa in Tufnell Park


The Farringdon refurb cost plan sat open on my screen, straightforward enough; strip-out, rewire, new HVAC, decorative finish to client spec. I'd priced three similar jobs in the last six months. Could do this one in my sleep. Which was just as well, because I wasn't paying it a single second of proper attention.

The reason for my inattention? My phone was lit up on the desk beside my keyboard with a WhatsApp notification. The friendship group Angela added me to last year, mostly her mates. I'm in it to be polite, send the occasional thumbs-up emoji. I never post.

The message was from Donna, one of Angela's oldest friends, the sort who texts in paragraphs and uses proper punctuation. I glanced at it, still half-focused on the monitor.

Just bumped into Ryan Cole at the Good Mixer, mad coincidence, he says hi to everyone. Bit of a rough patch apparently, landlord sold his place, split with that girl he was seeing, currently on a mate's sofa in Tufnell Park. You know what Ryan's like, never quite gets himself sorted but always lands on his feet somehow.

I'd read it twice, then let the phone rest on the desk, screen glowing up at me.

The Farringdon numbers might as well have been in another language.

Ryan Cole is sofa-surfing in Tufnell Park. Well. There it is then.

Heat spread through my chest, the good kind, the kind that means something's about to happen. Slow down. Don't rush this. But I was already thinking about the spare room. The one with the double bed Angela bought from IKEA three years ago and the Moroccan rug we never quite got round to moving. The one Ryan Cole could sleep in.

Someone two desks over laughed at something on their screen. The office hum carried on exactly as it had been, completely unaware that everything had just shifted. The thing I'd been thinking about, on and off, for over a year, sitting there in the dark next to Angela, that thing had just walked into range.

I turned back to the cost plan, typed three numbers into a cell, deleted them, typed them again. My fingers felt clumsy. My brain was already somewhere else.

He needs somewhere to stay. We've got a spare room. Just practical, innit? Helping out. Angela would probably want to, she's always been decent about him, no bad blood.

That's the version I'd say out loud if anyone asked.

The real thought, the one underneath: this is it. The thing I've been waiting for. Ryan Cole, back in orbit, needing a place to crash. And me with a perfectly good spare room and a wife who used to fuck him like her life depended on it.

I'm not letting this walk past.

I didn't message Angela. Not yet. Wanted to think it through first, work out the shape of what I was about to do, how to offer it in a way that looked obvious and generous rather than calculated. Because that's what this is, mate. Calculated. You've been calculating this in some form or another since the first time she told you about him.

I'm good at keeping a straight face, always have been. Useful at work when a client's talking utter bollocks, useful at home when I need to look like I'm not planning anything.

I clicked back to the WhatsApp group, scrolled up slightly, re-read Donna's message one more time. Rough patch. Sofa in Tufnell Park. You know what Ryan's like.

Yeah. I knew exactly what Ryan was like from all the things Angela had told me, in that loose way she talks in the dark after we've fucked and she's got no filter left. Every detail about him, about what he did to her, what his cock felt like stretching her open, how she'd been sore for days after the first time and loved every second of it. I'd filed every single piece away and I'd wanked to it more times than I'd ever admit to anyone but you.

I sat through the rest of the morning like I was behind glass. Team meeting at eleven, me nodding at the right moments, saying something useful about the tender deadline, then shutting up. All autopilot. My head was somewhere else entirely. Refilled my coffee from the machine in the kitchen, stood there while it poured, staring at the back wall, thinking about Ryan Cole's cock in my wife's mouth, Ryan Cole's hands on her arse, Ryan Cole making her come harder than I ever have because he's built like a fucking pornstar and I'm not.

And I want to watch it happen.

When I returned to my desk, the Farringdon cost plan progressed normally, or at least it looked like it did. I finished the preliminaries section, moved on to mechanical and electrical, checked my rates against the last comparable job. Typed numbers, cross-referenced specs, kept my face blank.

My phone stayed face-up on the desk. I didn't check the group again. I didn't need to; I had what I needed.

By half twelve I'd decided. Not the whole plan, not every move, but the first one. The clean, obvious, perfectly reasonable first move.

I'd suggest it to Angela tonight. Casually. Over dinner maybe, or after, when we're on the sofa and she's had a glass of wine and she's relaxed. Ryan needs somewhere decent to stay, we've got the spare room, you always said you were on good terms. Makes sense, doesn't it? Let her think it was kindness. Let her think I was just being Dave, practical and helpful and a bit too generous sometimes.

She wouldn't suspect. Why would she? I'd never given her reason to think I was anything other than what I appeared to be: her husband, solid and straightforward, the man who fixed the wobbly bookshelf and remembered to buy milk. The man who'd never once suggested she fuck someone else, even though I'd been thinking about it, in one form or another, since the night she first told me about Ryan's size and I went rock-hard in about three seconds flat.

I saved the cost plan. Closed the file. Checked the time.

Three hours to get the words right. The tone. The version of this that looks like an accident rather than architecture.

I thought about the bike ride home, the twenty minutes I'd have to myself on the road, the particular quality of thinking you can do when your body's working and your brain's free to run. I'd use that time. Rehearse it in my head until it sounded natural, like something that had just occurred to me rather than something I'd been circling for months.

Ryan Cole. Back in orbit. Needing help.

I picked up my coffee, finally drank it, cold now but I didn't care. My whole body felt tuned to a different frequency, humming low and steady, the way it does when something you've wanted for a long time is suddenly, impossibly, within reach.
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Pasta and Pretence

I arrived home breathless from the bike ride just gone six, bike locked in the hall, jacket on the hook Angela put up two years back after I kept draping it over the bannister. Flat smelled proper: garlic browning in oil, something with tomatoes going, maybe pasta. Kitchen light was on, warm yellow spilling through the doorway, and I could hear her moving around in there. That rhythm she has when she's cooking, confident, efficient, someone who knows what they're doing.

She had her back to me, stirring something in a pan on the hob, barefoot, wearing those loose trousers from this morning and a vest top. Hair down past her shoulders. Two white wine glasses on the counter, one half-empty, one full and waiting for me.

She glanced back.

"Alright, babe?"

"Yeah. You?"

"Fine. Wine's there."

I took a sip. Cold and sharp, that Sauvignon she's always liked. I've come round to it over the years, learned to like what she likes. Leaned against the counter, watched her stir. Steam rising. Her wrist turning, that efficient little flick she does.

"How was your day, then?"

She made this noise, half laugh, half knackered sigh.

"Difficult. That artist I told you about, the one who reckons she's too good for radio play? Kicked off about the press release. Said it made her sound commercial. Which is the entire bloody point, obviously, but try explaining that."

"Did you?"

"Tried. David had to step in eventually. Sorted it in three minutes flat, which was mildly annoying, but at least it's done."

"Sounds like a nightmare."

"She's talented. Just a pain in the arse." She tasted whatever was in the pan, nodded to herself, turned the heat down. "How was yours?"

"Fine. Finished the Farringdon thing. Meeting that ran long. Pub lunch though, pie and a pint. That was the highlight, honestly."

She smiled at that. Quick, easy, the smile she does when she's not really thinking about it.

"Living the dream."

"Something like that."

I drank more wine, watched her move to the cupboard, pull down plates. Kitchen was roasting. Radiator on full pelt, hob adding to it, steam fogging the window at the edges. I could've stood there all night, happy as anything.

"Did you see the group chat today?" She said it while draining pasta, back still to me, casual, like it was just another bit of the day. "The message about Ryan?"

I took a breath, held it for a second, let it out slow. Dare I go with my plan, or she where so goes with this?

"Yeah. Saw it."

She tipped the pasta into the pan with the sauce, stirred it through.

"Sounds like he's in a bit of a mess."

"Landlord sold the place, didn't he? That's what Donna said."

"Yeah. And he's split with Claire. Or Caroline. Can't remember her name, honestly, but whoever it was, they're done. So he's on someone's sofa in Tufnell Park."

There it was. That tone. Her voice went soft when she said his name. The Ryan voice. Not bitter, never that. Just fond. Resigned, maybe. Like he's a younger brother who keeps fucking up but you can't bring yourself to be angry about it.

She'd always talked about him like that. Even in bed, in the dark, when she'd told me the stories. The explicit ones. The ones that made my cock hard enough to cut glass.

"Typical Ryan," she added, then glanced at me. "Sorry, that sounds mean. I don't mean it like that."

"I know you don't."

She divided the pasta between two plates, brought them over to the counter where we eat more often than the table. Kitchen's the centre of things. I moved my wine glass, made space.

"You're still on good terms, aren't you?" I said it like I was just clarifying, nothing more. "Generally, I mean."

She sat down on the stool opposite me, picked up her fork.

"Reasonably, yeah. Haven't spoken in ages, couple of years or so, maybe longer. But there's no bad blood or anything. Why?"

I shrugged, ate a forkful of pasta. Proper good, the way she always makes it without even trying.

"Might be worth reaching out. See how he's doing - that we're here for him. Would that be strange?"

She looked at me properly then. Not suspicious, not exactly. Just checking. Wanting to know if I meant what I'd just said or if there was something else underneath it.

I held her eyes. Easy. Nothing on my face, nothing in my shoulders, nothing in the way I was holding my fork. Years of practice, that. Keeping my face blank when my head's going sixty miles an hour.

She decided I was just being kind.

"No," she said after a second. "Not strange. I could send him a message, see if he's alright."

"Up to you. Just thought it might be decent, you know. Sounds like he could use someone asking."

"Yeah." She ate more pasta, thinking about it. I could see her face go elsewhere. That look she gets when she's already drafting something in her head, working out the tone, what to say and what not to say. "I'll send him something tonight. Just casual. See what he says."

I nodded, ate more pasta, drank more wine.

Ok change of plan.

I didn't say anything else about Ryan. Didn't suggest the spare room. Didn't push. I'd planted exactly what I needed to plant and anything more would've been too much, too obvious.

She was still thinking about it. Her fork moved slower. Eyes slightly unfocused. Composing sentences?

She'd send it tonight. After dinner, maybe. Or while we were on the sofa. Maybe before bed. And Ryan would reply, because unless he'd changed in ways I didn't think he had, he still found her attractive and always would.

And then we'd see.

I finished my pasta, stood up, took both plates to the sink. Angela stayed sitting, wine glass in her hand, staring at nothing.

"That was lovely, as always."

"You're welcome."

I turned the tap on, ran hot water, squirted washing-up liquid into the bowl. Steam rose. Window fogged at the edges. Behind me Angela shifted on her stool, pulled her phone out of her pocket, unlocked it.

I didn't turn around but I knew what she was doing. Could feel it in the quality of the silence. That particular concentration of someone typing a message they're trying to get right. So I washed the plates, the forks, the pan, the wooden spoon. Set them on the draining board. Wiped down the counter, giving her time and privacy.

Angela put her phone face-down on the worktop.

"Sent it."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah. Just casual. Saw Donna's message, heard you're in a rough patch, hope you're doing alright. That sort of thing."

"He'll appreciate that."

"Maybe."

She picked up her wine, drank the rest of it, then stood up and stretched. I dried my hands on the tea towel, hung it back on the hook.

"What do you want to do tonight?" she asked.

"Nothing much. Telly? Don't mind."

"Sounds good."

We moved through to the sitting room. Evening settling into its ordinary shape. Except it wasn't ordinary at all, not to me.

First move made. Not by me, technically. That was rather the point, wasn't it? I'd suggested she reach out. She'd done it. And now Ryan Cole knew that Angela Black had thought about him long enough to send a message.

Beginning of something maybe?

I sat on the sofa with Angela next to me. Telly on, some drama she'd been following that I half-watched and half-ignored.


three
Coffee and Compersion
The Wait


Angela stood in the hallway with her coat already on, the expensive camel one I'd bought her two Christmases back. Hair down and styled, which she doesn't always bother with on a Saturday. Dark jeans, white shirt under a knit jumper. Nothing dramatic. Nothing meant to catch anyone's eye.

Sensible, really. Safe.

I wanted her in the sexy black top, the one with the neckline that shows her tits properly. Or the jeans that fit different, the ones that really show off her juicy arse. But I couldn't say that, could I? She'd have looked at me sideways, asked what exactly I thought she was dressing for, and I'd have had fuck all to say that didn't give the whole game away.

She was meeting Ryan for coffee at Ginger & White, the place on England's Lane near Belsize Park. He'd replied to her message the day after she sent it, friendly and grateful, said he was managing but yeah, it had been rough going. They'd exchanged a few more texts over the following days, nothing charged, just the easy back-and-forth of two people who used to know each other well. Angela had shown me every message. No hiding, no secrecy. Just mates catching up.

That's what she thought, anyway. Maybe Ryan thought there was more to it – blokes do don’t they?

I'd suggested maybe they meet for coffee properly, give him a chance to vent or just be listened to. Angela had agreed easily enough, being Angela. I thought I picked up a spark of excitement on her part… But maybe I was reading what I wanted onto her face. Maybe I was making more of it than was really happening.

Hard to say. But it didn’t stop me thinking about it. Wanking to it if I’m being brutally honest.

Now today was that day. Momentous or not – only time would tell.

"I'll probably be back by twelve," she said, checking her phone, dropping it into her coat pocket. "Maybe half past."

"Great. Take your time, yeah? No rush."

I meant both of those things and neither of them. Wanted her gone so I could think properly. Wanted her back so I could know.

She kissed me quickly, lips on mine, familiar and brief.

"Love you."

"Love you too."

She left, her footsteps fading down the stairs and out into the street. Then nothing.

I stood in the hallway for a full minute. Felt longer. The flat always sounds different when she's not here. Emptier. I noticed it more than I should've.

My cock had stirred the second the door clicked shut. Not a surprise. I'd been half-aware of it since she put her coat on, and now I was properly, uncomfortably hard in my jeans.

I went back to the sitting room and slouched back on the sofa, my closed laptop where I'd left it.

Should've been working. Wasn't proper office work, nothing urgent, just some reading for a project starting next month, preliminary reports and cost projections, the sort of thing I could skim on a Saturday morning without guilt and feel reasonably productive about. OK – come on. I opened the laptop again and found the file. Read the same paragraph about cost variance analysis four times and didn't take in a single word.

Too busy thinking about Ryan's hands on a table near hers.

Got up and headed to the kitchen and made coffee, then stood at the window looking at the back garden, our bit of it anyway, the shared space with the ground floor neither of us use much. Slurped on the coffee while staring at the garden like it held some answers.

Went back to the sitting room. Fiddled with the laptop but nothing felt right. I checked my phone - nope nothing from Angela. Why would there be? She'd only left twenty minutes ago you muppet!

Went back to the kitchen window - something was wound up tight inside me - like a kid on Christmas eve.

Here's the thing. Her ex was sat across from my wife in a café, and I was stood in my own kitchen staring at a garden I didn't give a fuck about, pretending I was going to get any work done.

I wasn't. I'd known that since she put her coat on.

Not jealousy. Nothing that simple unfortunately. No, something that sat in my chest and my gut and kept spreading lower until my cock hardened.

That's what this does to me. That's what these thoughts have always done.

I abandoned the laptop properly, shutting it down and left it on the coffee table, and sat back on the sofa and let myself think about what could be happening.

Angela would've walked into Ginger & White and found him already there. Trying to make a good impression while playing it cool - that's what I would have done. He'd have stood up when she came in. Definitely stood up. Playing the gentleman while eyeing her up.

And she'd have seen him.

That first second, the fraction of time before the social script takes over, before she smiles and says his name and they hug or don't hug or do whatever they do. That first second where her body responds before her brain catches up. That's what I wanted to know about. I'd have given a lot to have been standing somewhere she couldn't see me, just to clock it. To see what her face did as she remembered their many fucks.

He takes up space without trying, he doesn't shrink himself - or so she'd told me one night. And Angela, when she's around men like that, does a particular thing with her posture. Straightens slightly. Shoulders back pushing her tits out. Chin up. It's subtle. Most people wouldn't notice.

But I notice everything about her.

I thought about them sitting down. The conversation starting easy, warming up. Old references, probably. Shared jokes from a history I'm not part of. That specific intimacy of two people who used to know each other's bodies talking about landlords and work and north London as though that's all there is between them.

But it's not all there is.

I thought about whether he'd touch her. A hand on her arm, maybe. Briefly. Testing the water without making it obvious. Or maybe she'd touch him first. Angela's tactile, always has been, and with people she's comfortable with she doesn't police it.

Would she kiss him goodbye? Just a peck, nothing loaded. Maybe they'd both remember times it was far more.

Fuck.

Checked my phone again. Still nothing. Of course nothing. Phone screen told me forty-three minutes had passed. So probably twenty minutes of her sat across from him, and I was stood in my own flat with my cock pressing hard against my jeans like I was seventeen again.

I wasn't going to do anything about it. I was going to sit with it until she came home.

What I wanted, the thing I couldn't say to her yet but could admit here, alone, in my own sitting room on a Saturday morning, was for it to have gone well. Not just pleasant. Not just friendly.

I wanted the attraction to still be there. A spark that will grow.

I wanted her to come back with a quality about her that I could read. A flush, maybe. A distraction. That specific look she gets when her mind's elsewhere, replaying something, worrying at it like a good piece of music she can't quite get out of her head.

I wanted to have been right.

Because if I was right, if the thing I'd been carrying around for over a year was actually real and not just some elaborate wank fantasy I'd constructed in the dark, then this was the beginning of something. And if I was wrong, if she came back and said it was nice to catch up but weird, too much history, too much time passed, then I'd have to find a way to let it go and never mention it again.

But I didn't think I was wrong.

I thought about the stories she'd told me. Not the coffee shop stories, the other ones. The ones she'd told in bed, in the dark, when we were both half asleep and completely honest with each other.

She'd told me Ryan knew how to fuck her in a way that made her forget her own name. She'd told me that once he was inside her properly, all of him, the feeling was so intense she couldn't think. She'd told me that his cock was all that was needed to make her cum, no hands, no toys, just his cock and the particular way he used it.

She'd told me all of that drowsily, affectionately, like it was history that didn't threaten us.

And I'd filed every word away and returned to it, I dunno, hundreds of times since.

Stood up. Paced to the window, back to the sofa. The waiting was killing me - but in a wonderful way. The flat ticked around me. Traffic outside doing its Saturday morning routine. Someone's dog barking three gardens over.

And somewhere, my wife was laughing at something her ex-boyfriend had said, and I was here, and the distance between those two locations was the most erotic thing I'd felt in months.

Two Sugars and a Spark

"Babe? I'm back."

Her voice from the hallway, coat coming off, keys hitting the side table. I was already moving, kettle on, mug out.

"Tea?" I called through.

"Please."

She came into the kitchen, and I handed her the mug, already made, two sugars the way she likes it. She took it with both hands and blew across the surface. I leaned against the counter, my own mug warming my palm.

She'd had a good morning. I could tell from the way she moved, nothing you'd clock if you didn't know her, just a degree lighter than when she'd left. The energy of someone who'd spent two hours with someone interesting and come away feeling seen. And I knew who'd made her feel that way.

"Good?" I said.

"Yeah. Really good, actually."

We sat at the kitchen island, Angela on one side, me on the other, mugs between us. October light coming through the window at the back, that flat grey north London brightness that isn't quite sunshine but does the job. The kitchen smelled of coffee still and the faint coconut scent she always carries, a little warmer now, like she'd been moving, maybe walking faster than usual on the way home.

"He was already there when I got there," she said. "Sat at the back, near the window. "

As he'd predicted.

"Looked well?"

"Yeah. He's clearly been working a lot. You can tell, his calloused hands."

She said that and then looked at her tea, ran her thumb along the rim. I didn't say anything. Gave her the space. His hands. She'd noticed his hands, did that mean anything?

"We talked for two hours," she said. "Didn't feel like two hours. Just, normal catch-up, you know? Work, the area, mutual friends. That sort of thing."

"What's he doing now? Work-wise?"

"Still the joinery. He's got the workshop in Hackney, railway arch thing, makes bespoke furniture. Doing alright with it, apparently. He showed me photos on his phone."

I nodded. Sipped my tea. Let the silence sit for a second. She'd leaned in to look at his phone. I knew what that looked like, her shoulder close to his, hair falling forward.

"He asked after you," she said.

"Did he."

"Yeah. Said he remembered meeting you at that thing, Julia's birthday. Said you seemed sound."

She said this like it was a detail that reflected well on Ryan, which I suppose it did. I said, "That's decent of him."

"He made me laugh," Angela said, and there was a quality to how she said it, something I couldn't quite name but definitely recognised.

"Yeah? What about?"

"Some old reference. There was this pub we used to go to in Finsbury Park, the Lord... something, I can't remember, and they had this barman who used to, doesn't matter. Just a stupid thing. But he remembered it exactly the same way I did."

You know what he's like. That's what she'd said earlier when I asked if Ryan was alright. She was using Ryan as a shared reference now, like I knew him the way she did, which I didn't, but the fact she'd said it that way told me something. They had history. A language. And it was still there, under the surface, warm and easy.

"He alright, though?" I said. "The flat situation?"

"Not brilliant. He's being philosophical about it, but you can tell it's doing his head in a bit. He's on someone's sofa in Tufnell Park at the moment, mate from years back, but it's not sustainable. He's looking, but you know what it's like. Deposits, references, landlords wanting six months up front."

I knew what it was like. Everyone in London knew what it was like. But I also knew an opportunity when I saw one.

"How long's he got?"

"The sofa? Maybe another couple of weeks before it gets awkward. He didn't say that, but I could tell."

She looked at her mug again, thumb circling the rim, slower now. I watched her do it, the small motion, the way she was processing something she wasn't quite saying yet.

I asked the question I'd been holding since she walked in.

"Glad you went?"

She paused. Brief, but I caught it. There it was. The hesitation. The thing she was deciding whether to admit.

"Yeah," she said. "Yeah, I am. He's... it was nice to see him, actually."

She didn't look at me when she said actually. That word carried weight. I knew it and she knew it and neither of us was going to point at it directly.

"Good."

And I meant it. I meant it in about four different ways simultaneously, but the primary one was genuine. I was glad she'd had a good morning. I was glad Ryan had been himself, whatever that was. And I was glad she'd come home with that lightness still on her, that warmth, because it meant something had started, even if she didn't know it yet.

She didn't tell me everything. I know what it looks like when she's selected the version I'm getting, not because she's lying, she's never been a liar, but because she's still working out what version she's comfortable with. That was fine. I had enough. More than enough to be getting on with.

We finished our tea, the silence settling in that comfortable way it does when you've lived with someone long enough that not talking isn't awkward. Angela said she'd make lunch. I said I'd sort it, and we ended the argument teaming up. I pulled the bread out, got the butter, started assembling something that would pass as a meal without either of us having to think too hard about it.

She went to the fridge, pulled out the cheese, the tomatoes. Normal Saturday afternoon, the two of us moving around the kitchen in the particular choreography we'd developed over four years of shared space. The fridge hummed. The knife on the board made that soft repetitive thud.

Then she said it.

"He held my hand when he said goodbye."

Just like that. Casual. A simple afterthought.

"Just for a second," she added. "Said he really appreciated that I came."

She wasn't looking at me when she said it. She was facing the fridge, back to me, pulling out the salad drawer, her shoulders doing that small thing they do when she's mentioned something she thinks might be significant but wants to play it light.

I was behind her at the bread board, knife in my hand, halfway through slicing. The blade sat still on the board. I could hear the fridge motor, the traffic outside, the faint sound of Angela's breath.

"Right," I said.

Kept slicing. Same rhythm. Didn't stop, didn't speed up. But that hot throb low in my gut started again, and I thought about his hand wrapping round hers, those joiner's fingers, rough and warm, the kind of hands that work wood and know how to hold things properly, and whether she'd squeezed back, whether her cunt had gone slick when he'd touched her, whether she'd wanted him to hold on longer.

She turned, briefly. Looked at me. There was something in the look, a quality of assessment, like she was checking how I'd taken that detail, whether I was going to react, whether she'd said too much. I didn't turn round. Just focused on the bread, making sure the slices were even, keeping my face neutral, letting her think I was taking it in stride.

She went back to the fridge. Neither of us said anything else about it.

But inside, I was still. Not calm. Still. The kind of still you go when you've just been given the exact piece of information you've been waiting for and you're trying not to let your body announce it, trying not to let your breath change or your hands shake or your cock thicken any more than it already had.

He'd held her hand.

Not for long. Not dramatically. Just a second, she'd said.

But he'd done it. And she'd let him. And more than that, she'd remembered it clearly enough to tell me, even if she'd framed it as nothing, even if she'd delivered it like it was the least significant detail of the entire morning, tossed out while pulling tomatoes from the fridge like it was an afterthought.

It wasn't nothing.

The attraction was there. Still there, after all this time. That little spark. That warmth. The thing she used to feel with him before it all went to shit.

I sliced the bread and said right and thought about his hand on hers for what I estimated was approximately the next six hours.

Because here's the thing reader. I wanted it. I'd wanted it for ages. And now it was starting. Slowly, carefully, exactly the way I'd hoped it would. She'd gone to see him. She'd laughed with him. She'd let him touch her. And she'd come home and told me about it, not in a guilty way, not in a way that suggested she thought she'd done something wrong, but in a way that suggested she was feeling something out, testing the edges of what was allowed, what was possible.

And I was going to let her.


four
The Invitation


Thursday at my desk, and I’ve got the Farringdon job open on the monitor, as the cost projections need finishing by end of play. Yet I was staring at the spreadsheet without reading it; the numbers sat there meaningless. My coffee had gone cold, and someone walked past behind me saying something about the meeting at two that I didn't catch. I nodded without turning round.

Angela's phone had lit up three times the previous evening whilst we'd been watching something forgettable on telly. She'd picked it up each time, read whatever it was, smiled that small private smile she does when something's pleased her, then typed a reply before casually putting it back down, before she reached for her wine. I'd asked once, trying to sound casual, who she was talking to. She'd said Ryan like it was the most natural thing in the world. Said he'd sent her a picture of something he'd made in the workshop, some bit of joinery she thought I'd appreciate. She’d shown me, and I’d admitted it was nice work, and went back to the television.

I hadn't asked how often they were texting or what they were talking about. A deliberate choice. I wanted her to feel safe in it, safe enough to let it develop at its own pace without anyone watching the clock. And partly, if I'm honest, because I didn't want to seem threatened. Because I wasn't threatened. But I knew what being threatened looked like from the outside, and I'd been careful not to perform it.

The thing was, I could feel the shift. Not in anything she'd said. In the atmosphere. In the way she held herself in the evenings. There was a particular quality to the flat now, something warming in the background, and it had been there since Saturday… Since Ryan had held her hand.

My mind slipped back to Tuesday night. After all, the spreadsheet wasn't getting done anyway.

We'd gone to bed at the usual time. Nothing out of the ordinary in the lead-up; a glass of wine each, some panel show neither of us were really watching, the normal post work wind-down. She'd gone to the bathroom first, came back in another of my old T-shirts, the grey one she'd claimed years ago. Hair down, face clean. She'd got into bed on her side; I'd turned the lamp off on mine.

Then she'd kissed me.

Not a goodnight kiss. A proper kiss. The kind that usually meant I was getting lucky.

I'd kissed her back, obviously. Pulled her closer. She'd made that small sound in the back of her throat she makes when she's into it, when her head's already moved past the question of whether and into the mechanics of how.

Then she'd gone down on me.

She doesn't always. When she does it's usually at my request, and then a brief, a warm-up move in the sequence of things. Tuesday night she'd gone down on me like she meant it. Took her time, used her tongue the way she knows drives me mental, that focused attention that shuts down every thought except the hot wet slide of her mouth and the pressure of her hand at the base of my cock, half cradling my balls. She was working me with real patience, almost deliberate, like she had something to prove to herself or something to work out in her head, and my dick was how she was doing it.

I'd reached for her after a while, when my balls started to tighten and I knew I was getting close. I tried to pull her up, but she'd shaken her head slightly. Not yet. Kept going, using her hand and her mouth together, that combination she knows gets me there fastest, and fuck I'd come hard enough to forget my own name for a few seconds.

Then she'd swallowed! Rare and specific gift, that. Made me feel like the king of world at that moment, as she looked into my eyes with my cum on her tongue, her throat worked as she swallowed. Then she'd wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, moved up the bed, and put my hand between her thighs, her cunt felt furnace like. She told me, very clearly, what she wanted.

I'd given her what she asked for. She'd been soaking, properly wet in the way that said she'd been thinking about something naughty for a while, building it in her head, and now she needed the physical release of it. Fingers first, slick and easy, her cunt soft and swollen, then my mouth when she pulled me down. She'd come so hard she'd bitten down on the pillow and made a noise I hadn't heard from her in months, a deep guttural thing that came from somewhere primal.

Afterwards she'd curled into me, her breathing evening out. I'd lain there in the dark staring at the ceiling, my hand on her hip, wondering where that had come from.

I didn't know if Ryan had caused that. No way of knowing. She hadn't said his name, hadn't referenced him. But I was honest enough with myself to note the sequence: Ryan had been texting my wife every evening for a week. On Tuesday night my wife had been more actively sexually demanding than she'd been in months. Couldn't establish causation. Wasn't going to pretend I didn't notice the correlation.

And I wasn't going to pretend it didn't work on me like a lit fuse.

Because here's the thing. The thing I keep coming back to, the thing I've been carrying quietly for over a year now. I wanted it. Wanted her like that. Wanted her activated, focused, taking what she needed from me. And if Ryan was the thing warming her up, if the texts and the memory of his hand on hers and whatever was running in her head when she looked at her phone in the evenings was making her come home to me already half-aroused, already thinking about sex, already ready to use my body to finish what he'd started in her imagination...

Then I was fine with that. Better than fine.

I'd lain there in the dark with Angela asleep on my chest and thought: This is it. This is the thing I've been waiting for. Not jealousy. Something that runs in the same channel but flows the other direction entirely. The most turned on I'd been in weeks, and I was absolutely certain about what I wanted to happen next.

My phone buzzed on the desk bring me back to the now.

Ange: Hey you! Random question, would you be weird about me inviting Ryan round for dinner? Just a meal nothing formal. Thought it might be nice for you two to meet properly? Let me know what you think x




I read it twice before setting the phone down and looking back at my monitor, at the spreadsheet that still meant nothing. Picked the phone back up reverentially.

Would I be weird about it.

Heat spread through my chest and lower, that buzz that comes when something you've been wanting lands in your lap without you having to push for it. I felt it in my cock, an immediate thickening, the physical reality of what this meant.

Angela was asking for permission to invite her ex to our home. She'd framed it as me meeting Ryan properly. She was being careful, considerate, the version of Angela who checks before she acts. But the fact she was asking at all meant things had moved. The texts had taken them somewhere. Somewhere close enough that having him at our table felt like the next logical step.

I noted, with the precision of a man who'd been reading his wife for six years, the phrasing of her message. Would you be weird about it. She already knew the answer. She was checking, but she already knew. The question wasn't whether I'd allow it. The question was how enthusiastically I'd agree, and that I’d be the one in the wrong if I said no.

Dave: Not weird at all. Good idea. I'll cook. My special steak and chips, give him the proper welcome. Get some decent wine in.




Sent it before I could talk myself into being more casual, then put the phone face down and stared at myself in the screen.

The reply came back faster than I expected. She must have been waiting.

Ange: Oh really?? That would be amazing actually. He'll love that. You're brilliant you know x 


Ange: I'll text him now x




The double question mark. The speed of the response. The immediate pivot to texting Ryan. I catalogued all of it with the quiet attention I bring to everything.

She'd said I was brilliant. She'd said he'd love it. She'd probably texted him before I'd even put my phone down.

There it is. That's the energy. That's the thing I've been watching build in the evenings for a week, in the texts and the Tuesday night and the way she looks when she picks up her phone. It's warming up, she wants to bring him into our home.

Someone asked me a question about drainage specifications. I answered it and even managed to sound normal. But it felt like I was operating my body from a distance.

The rest of the morning passed in a blur of emails I replied to without fully reading and a meeting at eleven I attended on autopilot. I contributed twice, both times appropriately, which meant my professional mask was holding. Inside, though, I was running the same loop: Ryan in our flat. At our table. In the space Angela and I share.

Late afternoon I left early. Said I had a dentist appointment I'd forgotten about, which was a lie I delivered smoothly enough that no one questioned it. Cycled home through Kentish Town Road, York Way, the route I knew so well I could do it without thinking. Which was good, because I wasn't thinking about the road.

I was thinking about the dinner.

It was an opportunity. I knew that much. A chance to see them together properly, to watch the dynamic, to see what happened to Angela when Ryan was physically present in a room rather than just a name on a phone screen.

And if the evening went the right way, if the conversation naturally arrived at Ryan's housing situation, if it became clear he was still on that sofa in Tufnell Park with no clear end date...

I didn't want to force it. That wasn't how I worked. I wanted it to arrive organically, to seem like the obvious next step rather than something staged.

But I wanted the stage to be set.

I was going to cook steak because I cooked a good steak and I wanted the evening to be good. I was also going to cook steak because a proper meal with decent wine in a warm flat on a Friday night was exactly the kind of atmosphere that made a man feel comfortable enough to mention he was still kipping on a mate's sofa, and exactly the kind of atmosphere in which a generous host might say: well, we've got a spare room if you need it.

I hadn't decided to say that yet. I was going to see how the evening went.

But I'd already replaced the bulb in the spare room lamp on Wednesday. Just in case.

I got home before Angela. Let myself in, went upstairs, dropped my bag in the hallway. The flat was quiet. I stood in the sitting room for a minute, looking at the sofa, the coffee table, imagining Ryan sitting there. Then I went to the kitchen, put the kettle on, leaned against the counter.

My phone buzzed. Angela again.

Ange: He said yes!! Friday night, 7pm. He's really looking forward to it. Thank you for being so lovely about this x




I read it standing at the kitchen window. The crappy back garden was grey and autumnal, the shared space we never used. I thought about Angela's face when she'd typed really looking forward to it. Thought about what Ryan had said to her. Thought about whether they'd continued to text after that, whether the conversation had carried on past the dinner invitation into something warmer.

I thought about Tuesday night again. Her mouth. Her wetness. The way she'd come, biting down on the pillow

.

Dave: No worries. Looking forward to it too. Get some good Barolo on the way home? 




The flat felt different. Or maybe I felt different in it. Same walls, same furniture - but something had shifted. My plan was real now. Friday. Ryan was coming here, to this space, and Angela was excited about it in a way I could read even through text messages, and I was the one who'd made it possible by saying yes immediately, enthusiastically, without a single note of hesitation.

I'd engineered this. Not in a manipulative way. Not cruelly. But I'd created the conditions. The coffee meeting, the encouragement, the texts I'd let develop without interference, and now the dinner invitation I'd not only agreed to but offered to cook for.

I was the hidden architect.

And the thing I'd been building for over a year was starting to take shape in the physical world rather than just in my head.

I went to the spare room. Stood in the doorway. The bed was made, the duvet cover clean, the lamp I'd fixed sitting on the bedside table with its new bulb in place. The room smelled neutral, a bit unused. The window looked out onto Bartholomew Road, the same view Ryan would have if he ended up staying here.

I stood there for a while, imagining it. Ryan in this room. One wall between him and our bedroom. Close enough to hear if Angela made noise. Close enough that mornings would require navigation, bathroom schedules, the choreography of three people sharing a space designed for two.

Close enough that proximity would do its own work without me having to push anything.

I heard Angela's key in the lock downstairs. Heard her come up, drop her bag, and call out my name. I closed the spare room door behind me, went to meet her in the hallway.

She was smiling the kind of smile that lit her whole face.

"Friday," she said. "I can't believe you offered to cook. He's going to love it."

"Yeah, well," I said. "Thought it'd be nice."

She kissed me. Quick, warm. Then she went to the kitchen to put the wine away.

I stood in the hallway and thought about the spare room bed made and ready. Just in case.
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The Ghost in the Shower

ANGELA

I stood in the bedroom, jeans half undone, knit jumper in a heap on the bed. The telly murmured through the wall. Dave was watching some panel show, the kind with comedians shouting over each other.

Thursday night. Ordinary.

Except I'd been restless all bloody evening. Couldn't settle. Kept thinking about tomorrow.

Freed myself and dumped my bra on top of the jumper. My reflection caught in the wardrobe mirror and I stopped. Properly looked. When was the last time I'd done that? Looked at myself, not just checked I was dressed or my makeup hadn't slid off.

I was thirty-four. My body was still good. Better than good, if I was honest. Curves where they should be, a soft belly I'd stopped apologising for years ago. Full tits, still firm enough, nipples dark against my skin. Wide hips. Thick thighs.

I'd always been quietly proud of my thighs. Ryan used to grab them when he-

Stop it.

Dave told me I was beautiful, and I used to believe him. But I hadn't felt beautiful in a long time. Not like this. Not like someone who might be looked at and wanted, not just loved.

I wrapped a towel round myself, went through to the bathroom. The tiles were cold under my feet. I turned the shower on, waited for the water to heat, stood there whilst steam started filling the small space.

Tomorrow night. Ryan in our sitting room, that voice in our flat.

I dropped the towel, stepped under the spray.

The water was almost too hot. I stood under it, eyes closed, hands in my hair, working shampoo through. My mind drifted. The dinner. What I'd wear. Something casual, obviously. Nothing that looked like I'd tried. Jeans, probably. A nice top. Not the black one with the neckline, that would be too much, Dave would have a fit if I wore that one. No, the grey knit, simple and classy.

My hands moved down, soaping my neck, collarbone, breasts. Not thinking about it, just the automatic routine of washing. Except I paused, palms flat against my ribs, breathing.

My body had been ahead of me for hours. Time I stopped arguing with it.

My hands moved lower. Stomach, hips, the curve where my thigh met my body. Ryan. Tomorrow night. Not in a café this time. Here, in my flat. Close enough to touch. Close enough to-

My hand slipped between my legs. Not deliberate. Just testing.

Fuck. I was wet. Properly wet, the kind that had nothing to do with the shower.

Don't, don't do this.

My hand stayed exactly where it was, and I leaned back against the tiles, water drumming on my shoulders. My fingers circled, slow, careful. This was stupid. I was a married woman having a Thursday night shower. Dave was in the sitting room. This wasn't the kind of thing I did.

Except my body was making an argument my brain was losing, and I was soaked now, slick and swollen, and it had everything to do with the fact that Ryan Cole was coming to dinner tomorrow and I'd been thinking about his hands all bloody day.

As I thought about Ryan and the thought became a memory and the memory became the only thing in the room…
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Camden. Some pub, July, eight years ago. The Black Cap, maybe? The Spread Eagle? I couldn't remember now. Didn't matter. What mattered was this: it was packed and hot, we were three pints in, and Ryan looking at me like he was going to eat me alive before we left.

I was twenty-six. Short black dress that clung to everything, bare legs, heels I'd bought that afternoon because Ryan liked me in heels. Ryan wore a T-shirt stretched across his shoulders, jeans, hair longer then, that cocky smile he got.

I'd been telling him something about work. Some boring story about my manager being a prick. Ryan wasn't listening. He was looking at me like I was something he was going to consume later.

His hand landed on my thigh under the table, sliding up under my dress, fingertips rough against my skin.

I stopped mid-sentence.

"Keep talking," Ryan said, his voice low.

I tried. Couldn't. His hand was already too high, fingers trailing along the inside of my thigh, and my whole body had stopped listening to my brain.

"You were saying," Ryan prompted, his thumb stroking small circles on my skin.

"I... yeah. He's... he was being..."

Ryan's hand reached the edge of my knickers. His fingers pressed against the fabric, testing.

I was already wet. I'd been wet since we sat down.

His fingers hooked under the elastic, pulled the fabric aside.

"You're soaked," he said, matter-of-fact. "Were you thinking about me all day?"

"Yes."

"Good girl."

He slid two fingers into me, and I gasped and tried to cover it with a cough. Someone at the next table glanced over. A bloke in a football shirt, pint in hand, his mate beside him. They looked over.

The mate nudged the first bloke, said something. They both grinned.

My face burned but I didn't look away from Ryan.

"They're watching," Ryan said quietly, his fingers moving inside me now, slow and lazy. "They know I've got my hand in your cunt right now. Does that bother you?"

"No."

"No what?"

"No, Sir."

He smiled. That smile. The one that made me want to do absolutely anything he asked.

His thumb found my clit, circled it slowly whilst his fingers worked deeper. I gripped the edge of the table, knuckles white, trying to keep my face neutral. I was failing. My breath was coming faster, my hips shifting slightly, trying to get more pressure.

"Don't move," Ryan said. "Sit still and take it."

I froze.

He kept going. Slow, methodical, his fingers curling inside me, his thumb pressing exactly where I needed it. The noise of the pub around us - conversations, laughter, the clatter of glasses - and I was sitting there with my boyfriend's fingers buried inside me, two tables away from a hen party, about to come.

"Ryan," I whispered, desperate.

"Not yet."

"Please."

"I said not yet. You come when I tell you to."

I bit my lip, trembling, trying to hold it back. It was impossible. He knew exactly what he was doing, exactly how to push me right to the edge and hold me there.

The bloke in the football shirt was still watching. His mate had turned to face me properly now, both staring, not even pretending. One of them said something. They both laughed.

Ryan pulled his hand away.

I made a noise, half whimper, half protest, my body screaming at the loss.

Ryan stood, took my hand, pulled me up.

"Come on."

I followed. Legs unsteady, pulse hammering, my knickers damp and uncomfortable, my body aching for him to finish what he'd started.

Ryan pulled me through the pub, past tables, past the bar, past the hen party who whistled and cheered as we went by. My face was burning but I didn't care. I was following Ryan and that was all that mattered.

The corridor to the toilets was narrow and dark, sticky floor under my heels, the smell of stale beer and bleach. Music thumped through the walls. Ryan didn't slow down.

He pushed open the door to the men's. Two men were at the urinals, middle-aged, shirts untucked, ties loose. They turned when the door opened, saw me, did a double take.

One of them laughed. "Alright, love. Wrong door."

Ryan ignored him, pulled me past them to the end cubicle, shoved the door open. The cubicle was a state: graffiti covering every surface, phone numbers, crude drawings of cocks and tits, someone had written LISA SUCKS COCK GOOD in thick black marker. The floor was wet, the toilet lid was up, it stank of piss.

I didn't care.

Ryan pushed me inside, shut the door behind us. The lock was broken. The door swung slightly open. He kicked it shut with his heel.

Behind us, through the thin door, one of the men at the urinals said something to an eruption of crude laughter.

Ryan pushed me against the back of the door, kissed me hard, his hand immediately back between my legs, yanking my knickers down to my knees.

I gasped into his mouth, my hands on his shoulders, gripping him.

"You love this, don't you," Ryan said against my lips. "Being dragged into a toilet like a dirty little slut."

"Yes."

"Say it properly."

"Yes, Sir. I love it."

"Good girl."

He spun me round, shoved my hands flat against the wood. Graffiti under my palms. My dress was already riding up. Ryan pulled it higher, bunched it round my waist.

I heard his belt buckle. The rasp of his zip.

My whole body clenched.

Ryan's cock pressed against my entrance. Thick, blunt, already slick. I tried to relax but it was always too much at first. He was too fucking big. My body needed time, needed to open for him, and he knew it.

He pushed in slowly. Just the head. Stretching me. I gasped, forehead against the graffiti, hands flat on door.

"Breathe," Ryan said. "You can take it. You always take it."

I did as he pushed deeper. Inch by inch, opening me up, filling me until I couldn't think straight. That stretch, that overwhelming fullness - Christ, I loved how it felt to be completely fucking stuffed.

He slid all the way in, buried to the hilt, his hips flush against my arse.

We both stopped, breathing hard.

"Fuck," Ryan said. "You feel incredible."

"You're so big," I whispered. I always said it. Couldn't help it. It was true.

"I know. And you love it, don't you. You love being stretched out on my cock."

"Yes, Sir."

He pulled almost all the way out, then slammed back in.

I cried out, couldn't help it, the sound loud in the small space.

Outside the cubicle, a voice, male, slurred: "Fuck me, someone's having a good time."

Another voice: "Lucky bastard."

Ryan didn't slow down. He gripped my hips, held me in place, started to fuck me properly. Deep, deliberate thrusts, pulling almost all the way out each time before slamming back in.

My hands scrabbled against the door, trying to find purchase and desperate to keep it shut.

"That's it," Ryan said, his voice rough now, his pace increasing. "Take it. Every inch. You're such a good girl for me."

"Yes," I gasped. "Yes, Sir."

The slap of skin on skin was loud, unmistakable. Anyone in the toilets knew exactly what was happening. I didn't care. I was past caring. I was young and shameless, and Ryan's cock was inside me and nothing else in the world mattered.

Someone else came into the toilets. Footsteps. The sound of a cubicle door opening and closing. Then another set of footsteps. More men. How many now? Three? Four?

One of them said, loud enough to be heard: "Someone's getting fucked in there."

Laughter.

"Dirty bastard."

"Fair play to him, though."

Ryan leaned forward, his chest against my back, his mouth at my ear. "They're all listening. They can hear you getting fucked. They know you're in here with your dress round your waist and my cock buried in your cunt. Does that turn you on?"

"Yes."

"Yes what?"

"Yes, Sir."

"Louder. I want them to hear you."

"Yes, Sir!"

More laughter from outside.

Ryan straightened, gripped my hips harder, fucked me faster. His cock was so thick I could feel every ridge, every vein, the way it dragged against my inner walls with each thrust. The stretch, the fullness, the relentless rhythm - it was overwhelming.

I was moaning now, loud and shameless, past any attempt to stay quiet. The sounds coming out of me were filthy, desperate, the sounds of a woman being fucked exactly how she needed.

"That's it," Ryan said. "Let them hear. Let them know what a good little slut you are. Let them know you love being fucked in a dirty pub toilet."

"I do," I gasped. "I love it."

"Tell me how much you love it."

"I love it. I love how big you are. I love how you fill me up. I love how you fuck me."

"Good girl. Such a good girl for me."

His hand came round, found my clit, started rubbing tight circles.

My vision went white at the edges. The orgasm was building, fast and hard, and I knew I wasn't going to be able to hold it back.

"Ryan," I gasped. "I'm going to come."

"Not yet. Hold it."

"I can't."

"Yes you can. Hold it until I tell you."

I tried. God, I tried. But his cock was pounding into me, and his fingers were on my clit and my whole body was screaming for release.

"Please," I whimpered. "Please, Sir, please let me come."

"Beg me properly."

"Please, Sir. Please let me come on your cock. Please. I need it. I need to come so badly. Please."

He fucked me harder, his hips slamming against my arse, the sound echoing in the small space.

"Come," he said. "Come right now. Show everyone in here what a dirty girl you are."

It hit me like a freight train, sudden and total. My cunt clenched hard round his cock, my legs went, my whole body locked up. I screamed. Loud, filthy, couldn't have stopped if I'd tried. Didn't want to stop. The orgasm ripped through me, wave after wave, and Ryan kept fucking me through it, prolonging it, making me feel every single second.

Outside, someone cheered.

"Fucking hell, mate, you've done her properly."

I was still coming, still clenching round him, when I felt him start to lose it. His thrusts became harder, more erratic, his grip on my hips bruising.

"Fuck," he groaned. "I'm going to come. I'm going to fill you up."

"Yes," I gasped. "Yes, please. Come inside me. I want it."

He slammed into me one last time, buried as deep as he could go, and I felt it. The hot pulse of him, filling me, his cock twitching inside me, his whole body going rigid against my back.

We came together. The way we always did.

The way I'd never come with anyone else, not before him, not since.

We stayed like that for a long moment, both breathing hard, Ryan's weight pinning me against the wall, his cock still inside me, softening slowly.

Outside the cubicle, the men were still talking, laughing.

"Respect, mate. Absolute respect."

"She's a screamer, that one."

"Lucky bastard."

Ryan pulled out slowly. I felt his cum start to leak out of me immediately, warm and slick, running down the inside of my thigh.

He turned me round, kissed me. Slow, filthy, his tongue in my mouth, tasting me.

"You're fucking perfect," he said against my lips. "You know that, don't you. Perfect."

I smiled, dazed, my body still humming. "You own me."

"I know."

He tucked himself back into his jeans, zipped up, buckled his belt. I pulled my knickers up, tried to smooth my dress down. I was a state. My hair was everywhere, my makeup smudged, and Ryan's cum was soaking through my knickers.

I didn't care.

Ryan opened the cubicle door. Three men were at the sinks now, washing their hands, all of them turning to look as we stepped out.

One of them wolf-whistled.

Ryan nodded at them, took my hand, led me out.

I’d followed, legs still unsteady, my skin glowing.
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I'd cum in the shower leaning against the tiles, thinking about Ryan Cole fucking me in a pub toilet eight years ago. My hand moved fast between my legs, chasing the memory, chasing the feeling. The orgasm hit hard, rolling through me, longer than I expected. I gasped, bit my lip to stay quiet, body shaking.

The water drummed on my shoulders. I stood there, eyes closed, trying to catch my breath.

The memory dissolved. I stood there under the spray, still buzzing, my hand between my legs, and the guilt hit me like a slap.

What the fuck was I doing?

Dave was in the sitting room. My husband. My lovely, kind, good husband who'd never fingered me in a pub or dragged me into a toilet or made me scream where strangers could hear. And I'd just come harder in this shower than I had in our bed in six months, thinking about another man's cock.

Fuck.

A knock on the bathroom door. Gentle, unhurried.

"You alright in there, babe?"

I startled, heart hammering, my body still humming from what I'd just done. Shit. I turned the shower off, water dripping from my hair, my skin still flushed.

"Yeah, fine." My voice came out steadier than I felt. "Just finishing up."

"Want a cup of tea before bed?"

I wrapped myself in a towel, opened the door. Dave in the hallway, T-shirt and joggers, smiling at me. Completely ordinary. Completely safe.

"Yeah. That'd be lovely."

He kissed my forehead, went to the kitchen.

I stood in the bathroom doorway, warm, guilty, still buzzing from what I'd done, watching him go.

The contrast was physically painful. Ryan, dangerous, filthy, the man who'd owned me in ways Dave never would. Dave, safe, kind, the man who made me tea before bed and kissed my forehead and loved me completely.

I loved Dave. I really did. Yet five minutes ago I'd been thinking about another man's cock inside me, and I'd come so hard I nearly fell over.

I closed the bathroom door quietly, looked at myself in the mirror. My face was flushed, eyes bright. The face of a woman who'd just had an amazing orgasm.

I towelled off, got dressed. Pyjamas, the soft ones Dave bought me for Christmas. I went to the kitchen where he was waiting with two mugs of tea and the biscuit tin, and I sat beside him on the sofa and drank my tea and said nothing.

Dave was watching something about architecture. Some restoration project in Edinburgh. He offered me a digestive. I took it.

"Big day tomorrow," he said. "You nervous?"

"A bit. I want it to go well."

"It will. He's going to love it."

I sipped my tea. The telly murmured. Dave's hand was on my knee, thumb rubbing small circles through the fabric of my pyjamas.

I thought about tomorrow night. Ryan on this sofa, maybe, after dinner, close enough to touch.

The pub. The cubicle. His hands on my hips. The sounds I made. The way he filled me. The way I screamed for him.

What have I done? What am I doing? How do I stop it?

Dave squeezed my knee, got up to take the mugs through. I sat there in the lamplight, the telly still on, and tried very hard not to think about Ryan.

I completely failed.


five
The Architect's Table
Three Places Set


Half five, I got the chips going.

Proper ones I’d hand-cut, thick as my thumb, skins left on because everyone knows that's where the flavour lives. The kitchen already smelled of beef stock and onions from the gravy base I'd started an hour back. Three ribeyes sat out on the counter, warming to room temperature the way they're supposed to. Mushrooms cleaned and waiting. Onion rings ready to bung in the oven, not homemade because I’m not that bloody anal! Yep, I was trying to feed three people well.

Three people.

I'd laid the table already. I'd thought about the seating arrangement yesterday, lying in bed next to Angela whilst she slept. Ryan opposite her, me at the head, natural and conversational. Close enough that legs might brush under the table if someone shifted the wrong way. Close enough that they would be able to look into each other’s eyes, and I could watch their reactions.

The Barolo was breathing in the decanter Angela bought me two Christmases ago, and I had a second bottle open on the side.

The spare room was ready. I'd cleared it last night, shifted the boxes that had been squatting in the corner since June, hoovered properly, changed the sheets to the good set we keep for when Angela's brother visits. The wardrobe was empty. Chest of drawers had space.

I hadn't decided to offer it yet. I was going to read the evening, see how things went. But the room was there, ready, and if the moment came naturally I wasn't going to pretend I hadn't thought about it. Yep, I'd thought about Ryan Cole sleeping twenty feet from us more times than I'd admit to anyone except you.

I drained the chips, dried them on kitchen roll, got the oil heating in the deep fat fryer to the right temperature. First fry low and slow, then put aside to cool and I'd crisp them up just before we ate. I’ve seen the Heston program – and obviously felt like an expert. The kitchen filled with that particular smell of proper chips being done right, and I poured myself a beer to celebrate a job well done, leaned against the counter and checked my phone.

Angela had texted twenty minutes ago: Nearly done, leaving in 10. Can't wait x

Does she put x's on the texts she sends Ryan?

The front door opened downstairs. Angela's key, her footsteps on the stairs. She came in damp from the drizzle that had started half an hour ago, shaking out her coat, hair slightly wet and curling at the ends.

"Smells incredible in here."

I kissed her hello, poured her a glass of the Barolo without asking. She tasted it, made that small approving sound in the back of her throat, set it down on the counter.

"I'm going to get changed. I'll be quick."

Of course, she wasn't quick.

I heard the wardrobe, the drawers sliding, the rustle of clothes being held up and rejected. She's thinking about it. About how she looks. About him seeing her. I lifted the chips out, set them to drain and cool, turned the oven on so it'd be hot and ready. The steaks could wait until Ryan arrived. Everything else was sorted.

She came back in the navy wrap dress. The one that clings where it matters, waist and hips and arse, the one that shows off her curves. She'd done her makeup properly, full but not overdone, the way she does for nice dinners out. The gold hoops in her ears, the ones she only wears when she's made effort. Her hair was down, loose over her shoulders.

Christ. My wife looked good enough to eat.

She picked up her wine, gave me a look that was half amused, half something else I couldn't quite read.

"I thought I'd dress up a bit. For the occasion."

"I know. Good choice."

She didn't answer straight away. Just took a sip of her wine and leaned against the counter opposite me, watching me work. The kitchen was warm, the table set, and my wife was standing there looking like that because her ex was coming to dinner.

She's not dressing for him, I told myself. She's dressing for an evening that includes him.

Which was bollocks, obviously. She'd chosen the dress that made her look incredible. She'd put on makeup that said she cared about the impression she made. She'd made herself into the version of herself that turned heads, and she'd done it because Ryan was on his way. I knew exactly what I was watching, and I found it almost unbearable in the best possible way.

The buzzer went.

Angela straightened. Set her wine down. Smoothed the front of her dress even though it didn't need smoothing, a small unconscious gesture that told me everything.

"That's him," she said.

"Yeah."

She looked at me properly. "You alright?"

No. Yes. I'm harder than I've been all week and he's not even through the door yet.

"Course. Go let him in."

She went to the hallway, pressed the buzzer, called down through the intercom in that bright voice she uses for guests: "Come up, it's open."

I heard his heavy footsteps on the stairs, and Angela opened the door before he could knock.

"Ryan. Hi."

"Ange. Good to see you."

His voice carried into the kitchen. Deep, easy, the kind of voice that commanded a room. I heard them in the hallway, the rustle of a coat being taken off, Angela saying something about the crap weather, Ryan laughing, low and genuine.

Then they came into the kitchen.

He was exactly what I'd been thinking about all week. Six-two, easy. Broad across the shoulders, proper broad, obviously strong and muscular, but not ‘fifty hours down the gym and protein shakes’ big. Dark hair, bit of stubble, olive-toned skin, green eyes that caught the light. He was wearing dark jeans, a plain shirt under a decent jacket, nothing flashy, nothing trying too hard. He didn't need to try.

He looked at me and smiled, and it looked genuine without being overfamiliar.

"Dave. Cheers for having me. Hope this isn't too much trouble?"

I shook his hand. Christ, the firm calloused grip of a joiner's hands. These are the hands that used to touch my wife. That used to pull her hair, grip her hips, spread her open.

"No worries. Glad you could make it. Beer or wine?"

"Beer, cheers."

I got him a bottle from the fridge, and he took a long pull, nodded his appreciation.

"Proper Friday feeling, this. Needed it."

Angela was already pouring herself more wine. She was standing close to Ryan. Not making a show of it, just the natural proximity of two people who were comfortable with each other. Two people who'd fucked. Two people who knew what the other looked like naked.

"Please, sit down, what's mine is yours," And I meant those words more than anyone in this room could possibly guess. "I'll get the steaks on."
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The Sweet Offer

We sat around the dining table, which we almost never used. Strange, that. Something formal about it. Most nights we ate off our laps in front of the telly, but tonight we had laid it properly, placemats and everything, and when I brought the plates through Angela had lit a candle in the centre.

Making an occasion of it. For him.

"Look at us," Ryan said, grinning. "Poshing it up."

"Don't get used to it." Angela was smiling. "This is a special occasion."

I set the plates down. Steak, chips, onion rings slightly too dark at the edges but still good, mushrooms in garlic butter in a bowl for people to help themselves. Ryan looked at his plate like I'd just served him something from a Michelin place.

"This looks quality, Dave."

"Cheers. There's ketchup if you want it."

"Always." He reached for the Heinz without hesitation, squeezed a proper amount onto the side of his plate. "Can't have chips without it."

Angela leaned forward, whispered to Ryan in that theatrical way she has: "He's normally a butter sauce man. Very sophisticated."

I gave her a look. "I'm being hospitable."

"You're being normal for once."

Ryan laughed, cut into his steak. "Perfect. Seriously."

The three of us ate and the conversation built itself naturally, the way it does when everyone's making a bit of effort but no one's trying too hard. Ryan asked me about work; I asked him about the workshop. He told me about a commission he'd just finished, a dining table for a client in Highgate, solid oak, mitred corners, the kind of thing that would outlive everyone in the room. Proper craftsmanship. I told him about the Farringdon project, the specific nightmare of listed building regulations and a client who changed their mind every fortnight.

Angela poured more wine, topped up all three glasses without asking. She was already looser than she'd been when Ryan arrived, shoulders back, that openness she gets after the second glass when she's comfortable. There she is. She asked Ryan about mutual friends; people I'd heard her mention but never met. A wedding they'd both been to in Brighton. Some terrible flat they'd shared briefly in Finsbury Park with a landlord who'd never fixed anything.

"Remember that shower?" Angela said.

"The one that only did freezing or scalding?"

"And you had to hold the head with one hand or it'd fall off."

Ryan shook his head, grinning. "Genuine health hazard. How did we live like that?"

"We were twenty-three. We didn't know any better."

They were talking across the table now, leaning in slightly, the way people do when they're sharing history that doesn't include anyone else. I finished my chips and watched from inside the conversation, not shut out but not entirely included either. There was a register between them I couldn't enter, references I couldn't access, a specific warmth that came from having known each other's bodies and lives in a time before I existed in Angela's world.

Fascinating, that. The way she is with him. Different.

I kept my face neutral and asked questions that kept them talking, wanting to see more of it, wanting to watch her in this gear.

By the time we'd all finished the main course Angela was leaning forward on both forearms, gesturing with her wine glass, laughing more openly than she had all week. She'd stopped monitoring herself, stopped being careful. The version of Angela that came out around confident men who took up space was fully present now, and I was watching it happen in real time.

This is what I wanted. This exact thing.

Ryan said something about a pub quiz they'd entered once and come last in, spectacularly and humiliatingly last, and Angela laughed properly, the real laugh that comes from her chest. She reached across the table and put her hand on Ryan's forearm. Her fingers rested there, her mocha skin contrasting on his arm. There it is. Then she picked up her wine glass again, casual as anything, like she hadn't just touched him for the first time in five years.

Ryan sat back in his chair, stretched his legs out under the table. Something moved near my own leg. I glanced down. Angela's foot, bare now, she'd kicked her shoes off at some point, was resting against Ryan's calf. Just touching. She knows. Course she knows. Light enough to be accidental if anyone asked, deliberate enough that it wasn't.

I looked up. Ryan's face gave nothing away. He was still smiling, still talking, answering something Angela had just asked him about the workshop. But I could see it in the set of his shoulders, the slight tension that hadn't been there before. He'd felt it too.

Good.

I picked up the wine bottle, topped up all three glasses again, stood and started clearing plates.

"Anyone want pudding? I've got those M&S chocolate pots."

"Always," Angela said.

"Yeah, go on then," Ryan said.

I took the plates to the kitchen, set them in the sink, then stood there with the fridge door open, staring at them, thinking.

I'd set all of this up, every single part of it: the dinner, the seating arrangement, the wine, the ease of the evening. I'd built the stage and now I was standing in the kitchen with a semi watching the performance I'd wanted to see since October.

It's working. Fucking hell, it's actually working.

I took the chocolate pots out, found spoons, brought them through. We ate pudding on the sofa, Angela and me at one end, Ryan in the armchair opposite. The conversation had shifted, mellower now, the food and third glass of wine doing its job. Ryan talked about needing to sort his flat situation properly, find a new place, the deposit issue, the awkwardness of staying on a mate's sofa when they had a toddler who woke up at six every morning.

"How long can you stay there?" I asked.

"Few more weeks, maybe. They're sound about it but I need to get out of their way."

"What's the holdup?"

"Cash flow, mainly. Workshop's doing alright but the tenancy deposit on anywhere decent in London is brutal. I've got a couple of jobs coming in next month that'll sort it, just need to bridge the gap."

I nodded. Angela was quiet, watching him, her wine glass resting on her knee. She wants him here. I can see it.

"Nah, listen." I set my wine glass down. "Don't do that. We've got the room."

Silence. Long enough for me to feel what I'd just put into the air between the three of us. Here we go, then.

Angela went very still beside me. I didn't look at her as my face might give me away, just kept my eyes on Ryan.

Ryan said: "Dave, I couldn't."

"We're not using it. Seriously. Sort yourself out properly, take whatever time you need. It's not an inconvenience, is it, Ange?"

I felt her looking at me, then at Ryan.

"No. Of course not. Yeah, use the room."

Her voice was warm, easy, absolutely level. She was looking at Ryan when she said it, not at me. I heard underneath it exactly what I'd hoped to hear: relief, not surprise, something closer to satisfaction, the feeling of something she'd wanted being handed to her by someone else, so she didn't have to ask for it herself.

Ryan looked between us. "You sure about this, genuinely?"

"Yeah, mate. I'm sure."

He nodded slowly, taking it in. "Alright then. Thank you. Really, it means a lot, both of you. I'll bring my things at the weekend, if that works?"

"Course it does," I said.

Angela smiled at him. "It'll be nice having you around."

The way she said it, warm and uncomplicated, as though it were simply true and nothing more. Ryan smiled back. The offer made and accepted, everything decided without any of us saying what was actually being decided.

It's fucking done.

We talked for another hour. Angela fetched more wine. Ryan told a story about a client in Islington who'd insisted on watching him work every day, offering unsolicited advice about joinery despite knowing absolutely nothing. Angela told a story about an artist she managed who'd turned up drunk to a radio interview. I told a story about a site manager in Stratford who'd somehow managed to order the wrong windows for an entire building.

The evening felt easy, natural, three people who'd found a rhythm. But underneath it I was collecting everything: the way Angela sat with her legs tucked under her, leaning slightly toward Ryan's chair; the way Ryan looked at her when she laughed; the quality of the warmth between them, familiar and physical and still there after all these years.

She wants him. He wants her. And I've just given them a way in.

At half ten Ryan stood, said he should get going, thanked us again for dinner and for the room. Angela walked him to the door. I stayed on the sofa, heard them in the hallway, the rustle of his jacket, Angela saying something I couldn't quite catch, Ryan's low voice in reply.
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Foundations

We cleared up together. Same routine, same choreography. I loaded the dishwasher whilst Angela binned the steak fat, her movements loose from the wine. We didn't talk much. The flat had gone quiet the way it does after people are thinking.

My body had been humming since Angela walked through in that navy dress. It hadn't stopped. It wasn't stopping. I kept my hands busy, wiped down the worktop, put the wine glasses on the draining board, and tried not to think about the way she'd leaned across the table toward Ryan, or the fact that my cock had been half-interested all bloody evening.

Angela leaned against the counter, her arms folded, watching me. "That went well, didn't it."

"Yeah. It did."

"He liked you. I could tell."

I looked at her. "Good. I liked him."

She smiled, that drunk-warm smile she gets after wine. "I'm glad. I was worried it might be weird."

"Nah, it was fine. He's sound."

She nodded, pushed herself off the counter, came over and kissed me on the cheek. Her lips were warm, soft, tasted faintly of red wine. "Come on then. I'm knackered."

We went through to the bedroom. Angela sat on the edge of the bed and took her earrings off, dropped them into the little dish on her bedside table with that small decisive clink. I hung my jeans over the chair. She went to the bathroom, came back in an old T-shirt and knickers, climbed into bed. I followed. Lamp off. The room settling into the semi-darkness of Bartholomew Road at night, orange streetlight through the curtains, the distant sound of a fox somewhere down the street doing that weird shrieking thing they do.

Angela turned onto her side, her back to me, and I moved in behind her. Our natural sleeping arrangement. Big spoon, little spoon, whatever you want to call it. She made a small, satisfied noise, the sound of someone who's had a good evening and knows the bed is comfortable.

"That was a really nice evening," she said.

"Yeah, it was."

A beat. Then Angela, quieter: "And the room thing. You didn't have to do that. That was really generous of you."

"It's fine. Genuinely. We're not using it."

"I know but. Still." She shifted slightly, her shoulder pressing back against my chest, her arse settling more firmly against my hips. "You're a good man, babe. If it gets weird for you, just say, yeah?"

I let the words sit there for a moment. She thinks I'm just being kind. She has absolutely no fucking idea how much I want this.

"I have my moments," I said. "Don't worry. I like how you are with him around. It's good for you. For us."

She went quiet. I could hear her brain working on it through the wine fog, trying to sort what I'd said into something that made sense. Then she laughed, that low bedroom laugh. "You're strange sometimes."

"Yeah, I know."

She didn't say anything else. Her breathing slowed, deepened, the way it always did when she'd had wine. Ten minutes, maybe less, and she was asleep. I lay there in the dark, her warmth against me, her arse soft against my half-hard cock, and let myself be entirely honest.

She'd said I was a good man and she wasn't wrong. I was a good man. But I was also the man who'd spent eighteen months privately wanking to the idea of her being fucked by someone else; who'd engineered this entire evening with the precision of a site plan; who'd offered the spare room not because I was generous, but because I wanted Ryan one wall away from our bedroom, close enough to hear.

Both things were true. I hadn't deceived her. I just hadn't told her everything. The gap between those two things was where I'd been living since the WhatsApp notification lit up my phone in King's Cross.

I thought about the evening. Angela in the navy dress, the way she'd smoothed it down before answering the door, checking herself in the hall mirror like she hadn't done in months. The way she'd leaned toward Ryan at the table, laughing at stories I wasn't part of, her body remembering something her mind thought she'd filed away. The footsie under the table, light enough to look accidental, deliberate enough that Ryan had clocked it and gone still for half a second before carrying on with his sentence.

The offer of the room, landed exactly when I'd planned it, spontaneous and generous and entirely fucking calculated.

Angela saying it'll be nice having you around in that warm, uncomplicated voice that meant she wanted it and hadn't realised she wanted it until I'd given her permission to have it.

Ryan coming at the weekend. His things in the spare room. The shared bathroom. Morning encounters in the hallway. The proximity. The erotic architecture of three people under one roof when two of them had a history and the third one wanted to watch them remember it.

I was wired. Absolutely wired. My cock pressed thick and half-hard against her arse, and she was out cold, and I didn't do a thing about it because this wasn't the moment. The moment was coming. I'd laid the foundations. Now I just had to let the structure build itself, brick by fucking brick.

Angela shifted in her sleep, her hand finding mine under the duvet, holding it. I lay there on my back, staring at the ceiling, the orange glow of the streetlight painting shadows across the cornicing, turning the whole room amber and strange.

They were going to fuck. Maybe not immediately, maybe not in the first week, but they were going to fuck. Angela was going to let him touch her the way she used to, and I was going to hear it through the wall, or see it if I was lucky, or she was going to come back to bed smelling of him and tell me everything in that specific voice she had when she was being completely honest. What it felt like. How big he was. Whether she'd made noise. Whether he'd made her come. And it was going to be everything I'd been wanking to since she first told me about him in the dark three years ago.


six
The Spare Room Tenant
Boots and Histories


Ryan's white Transit sat half on the kerb outside, hazards blinking. I'd clocked it from the sitting room window ten minutes earlier and called for Angela. We came down in old jumpers and Saturday clothes, ready to help him move in. Into our spare room, and into our lives for a bit.

He jumped down from the cab when he spotted us, came round the front, and kissed Angela on the cheek before I'd even got the door closed behind me. His hand landed on her upper arm. Steadying touch, brief, casual.

I stood there, a few meters away, watching more closely than I probably should. Ordinary greeting between two friends. A Small thing I know, yet my chest went tight and my cock stirred and I knew exactly what I was looking at. History. Muscle memory. The kind Angela and I had, but different. From when she was younger and he was the first bloke who'd ever made her come so hard she'd cried.

I'd lain next to her in the dark years ago and listened to her describe what it felt like. Now he was here. In front of me. Touching her arm on a Saturday morning like it was nothing. And I'd arranged it in my own perverted way.

"Cheers for this, Dave. Seriously."

"Not a problem mate."

Ryan pulled the van's side door open. His stuff was packed neatly inside: a few boxes with labels in black marker, a leather holdall that looked expensive and well-travelled, a canvas tool bag heavy enough I could see the weight of it from here. Not much gear. The kit of a man who'd moved enough times to know what actually mattered and what you could leave behind.

I grabbed a box as Ryan took the heavy box of a flat-pack something, bedside table probably. Angela held the door.

The hallway still smelled of damp wool from the coats we'd dumped on the radiator that morning. I led Ryan to the spare room, shouldered the door open, and set the box down by the window. He came in behind me and stood in the doorway for a moment, looking round.

"This is decent, mate. Honestly."

"It's a spare room."

"Yeah, but it's a good one."

He made two more trips down to the van. I stayed in the doorway the second time, watching him set the holdall on the bed and unzip it. Folded T-shirts, the corners neat in that way single blokes fold them when they're trying. A wash bag. A dog-eared paperback, thriller by the look of the cover. The portable life of a man who hadn't sorted himself out yet. Angela would notice that.

The tool bag went by the window with a solid thud, proper weight to it. The flat-pack he opened and stacked neatly in the corner, said he'd sort it later. His jacket went on the back of the door, heavy waxed canvas, dark with wear, the kind that had been on a hundred job sites and still looked like it could do a hundred more.

Then the boots. He set them by the window, laces crossed over the tongues, leather oiled dark and creased from actual work. Not fashion boots. Work boots. The kind that had built things, framed extensions, fitted kitchens in houses all over North London.

The kind Angela had told me about one night years ago when she'd had too much wine and got honest in that way she does. She'd watched him work once, early on. Watched his hands, the way he moved, the tool belt slung low on his hips. Got so turned on she'd pulled him into the client's bathroom and dropped to her knees right there. Sucked him off while the homeowners were two rooms away having tea.

She'd told me she'd struggled with it. Loved it. Gagged on it. Felt him hit the back of her throat and kept going because she'd wanted it, wanted him, wanted to feel him lose control in her mouth.

I stared at those boots and thought about that story. About Ryan's rough hands. About Angela on her knees in a stranger's bathroom. About the size of him. The taste of him. The way she'd described swallowing and feeling proud of herself for managing it without the owners noticing.

Ryan's phone charger went in beside the bed. Priorities sorted.

I turned and headed for the kitchen. Someone had to put the kettle on. And I needed thirty seconds alone with what was happening in my head.

Our spare room had a bloke in it now. The flat felt different the second I pulled that door closed, heavier, like someone had adjusted the air pressure without asking. Ryan's space now. One plasterboard wall between where he'd sleep and where Angela and I did.

I filled the kettle, flicked it on, and stood there staring at nothing for longer than was normal.

One wall.

I could hear the bathroom tap running. Angela, probably washing her hands, oblivious. I didn't know if she'd felt what I'd felt when he'd touched her arm.

I got three mugs out. Thought about that number with a very specific clarity as I made the tea.
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The Olive Oil Moment

I handed over their mugs, and Ryan took his and sat down at the island. Angela leaned against the counter beside him, both hands wrapped round her cup, still in the oversized jumper she'd worn for the lifting.

"So what's the area like, then? Haven't been round here properly in years."

I told him what I knew. Kentish Town Road, the stretch that mattered, the pubs worth bothering with, the ones that had gone too fancy. The hardware shop on Highgate Road that still stocked proper screws instead of just overpriced paint. Angela added the bits I'd have missed: the good bakery, the Sunday market, the pharmacy that opened early for those mornings after a heavy night.

Easy conversation. Nothing charged. Just three people drinking tea in a kitchen on a Saturday afternoon, working out how to share a flat.

Except Ryan held his mug the same way he shook hands, that solid grip, and I found myself watching his hands and thinking about what Angela had said about them years ago. Big hands. Rough. Good with them.

I stopped myself staring and downed my tea.
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The afternoon passed the way Saturdays do when nobody's got anywhere to be. Ryan disappeared into his room to finish unpacking his things. Angela sat on the sofa with her laptop, catching up on emails she'd ignored all week. I stood at the kitchen window with another cup of tea I didn't particularly want and watched next door's cat walk the fence line like it was pricing a job.

Around half five I asked if anyone was hungry. Angela looked up and said she could eat. Ryan came through, offered to help before I'd even asked.

Angela gave him an approving look, which I filed away.

"We'll do pasta, home-made sauce," Simple enough.

Angela said she'd do the prep. Ryan asked where things were. I pointed at the relevant cupboards. He found the bread on the second try, pulled out the salad drawer without prompting. Moved through the kitchen like someone who'd spent time in other people's spaces and knew the basic geography of where things lived.

The kitchen wasn't big. Three people in it required negotiation. Angela took the counter by the sink with the chopping board. I had the hob. Ryan found the salad bowl and started sorting the leaves. And then I saw it.

They stepped around each other without needing to coordinate. No apologies, no "sorry, just getting past". They just moved. The way people do when they've shared a kitchen for eighteen months and their bodies still remember the choreography even if their heads have filed it under "finished business".

I browned the garlic and watched them from the corner of my eye. The ease of it. The lack of effort.

They'd cooked together probably a hundred times. More. That Finsbury Park flat with the broken shower and the bastard landlord. Eighteen months of dinners just like this.

I turned the heat down low and added the tomatoes.

Angela was buttering, that focused thing she does with food where nothing else exists. Ryan moved behind her, reaching for the olive oil on the shelf above her right shoulder. His arm crossed close over her, his chest nearly against her back for a second, maybe less.

She didn't flinch. Didn't shift away. Just kept fighting with the too cold butter with steady hands, like his body being that close to hers was the most natural thing in the world.

But I saw it.

The fraction of a second where her hands went still. Where something in her body recognised him. Not a flinch; something else entirely, something automatic, something remembered.

Oh fuck.

I went very still at the hob. Watched Ryan step back, watched Angela's shoulders drop a fraction, watched her resume as though nothing had happened. My cock stirred. I turned the heat down on the sauce and took a slow breath through my nose.

That's what I've been thinking about for three fucking years. That exact thing. The way her body still knows his.

I stirred the sauce. "Anyone want wine with dinner?"

Angela said yes quickly, as if she needed to cover her own fluster.
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We ate at the dining table again, as it felt right for three. The pasta was decent, nothing fancy, just done properly. Ryan said it was excellent; polite rather than true, but I appreciated it. Angela poured wine like she always did on a Saturday: generously.

Ryan asked about the Farringdon job, and I gave him the version that made sense to someone who worked with his hands. He asked good questions, the kind that showed he'd been listening. Angela talked about some band from South London she was trying to get coverage for, nobody had heard of them yet, but she reckoned they had something. Ryan said he'd check them out.

Ordinary. Warm. Three adults finding their footing over food.

Ryan started clearing plates before Angela or I had even stood. Just did it with no fuss. Angela watched him do it and said something about him being well-trained, half-joking, half-approving. He laughed, said he'd not forgotten all her lessons, which made them both laugh.

I stayed at the table with my wine and watched them move around each other at the sink. She washed; he dried.

All those dinners in Finsbury Park. Eighteen months of this exact thing. Her washing, him drying, their hips probably brushing every third plate.

I finished my wine. Poured another. Watched Angela hand him a pan and watched his hand close around it where hers had just been and felt something low in my stomach turn over, slow and deliberate.
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We shifted to the sitting room after. Ryan took the armchair. The natural place for the guest, while Angela and I took the sofa, her feet across my lap in the automatic configuration we always fell into. Television on. The second wine bottle had come with us. Angela poured another round. Ryan settled into the armchair like he'd always been there.

One night in and the flat's already absorbed him.

The conversation drifted. Something on the telly prompted a tangent. Ryan and I found common ground on football, which surprised me because I'd never had him down as someone who followed it. Angela redirected the whole thing with a comment about ‘her men’ being typical, that made us both laugh. But I’d spotted the: her men – but then it was exactly what I was listening for.

Ryan finished his wine just after ten. Said he should probably sort himself out. Stood, stretched slightly, said goodnight to both of us, thanked us again. "Really. I mean it. Both of you."

I said it was nothing. Angela told him to sleep well.

He went down the hallway. The spare room door closed behind him, and the flat settled.

I sat there with Angela's feet in my lap and felt it properly for the first time: Ryan in that room we'd set up for him, lying on that bed we'd made up together, probably scrolling his phone or staring at the ceiling.

One wall between him and where Angela and I would be in half an hour. Where hopefully I'd fuck her, and if I made a real effort, she'd come, trying to keep quiet so he'd not hear. Where she'd lie afterwards in the dark next to me and maybe, just maybe, think about the man in the next room who used to make her come harder than I ever have.

God yes.

My cock was already half-hard just sitting there. I shifted slightly, adjusted her feet in my lap so she wouldn't feel it, and took a long pull of wine.

I knew what I was doing when I suggested this. I've known for months. But knowing it and actually feeling him that close to us, to her, are not the same fucking thing. This is going to work on me. Properly. In ways I haven't even started to understand yet.

Angela shifted her feet in my lap. Said something about the programme. I made a noise that suggested I'd heard her.

One wall. What's on either side of it. Whether I'd understood, until tonight, quite how specifically this was going to fuck with my head.

I hadn't, but it was starting to dawn on me.
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Angela turned off the lamp on her side. Leaving just that orange streetlight glow filtering through the curtains. She shifted onto her side, facing away from me, pulling the duvet up.

I stayed on my back, staring at the ceiling.

We were both pretending. Pretending to settle, to wind down, to be anything other than what we were, which was wide awake and acutely aware of the man in the spare bedroom.

The silence was thick, loaded.

I could hear Ryan moving about in the spare room. Footsteps, soft but audible. A drawer opening. The bed creaking as he sat down on it. All of it coming through that single Victorian plaster wall like it was tissue paper.

I was already getting hard, had been since we'd closed the bedroom door, my cock thickening in my boxers. The proximity was doing something to me I couldn't pretend about, not to myself.

Angela shifted, her leg brushing against mine under the duvet, brief, electric. She pulled away immediately, but the contact had been enough.

I turned my head slightly, looked at the back of her head in the dim light. Her hair loose on the pillow, her shoulders tense.

I waited, and she shifted again, rolled onto her back, her arm brushing mine.

Neither of us said anything.

We've barely got into bed and I'm already hard and Angela's awake and neither of us is saying anything and the silence is the loudest thing in the room. Angela's lying beside me pretending to go to sleep and I know she's not asleep because her breathing's wrong and I'm not asleep because my cock's pressing against my boxers and neither of us is going to mention it.

Angela rolled over, faced me in the dark, her hand landed on my chest, casual, testing. I didn't move, waited to see what she'd do. Her hand then drifted lower, over my stomach, slow and deliberate, her palm warm through my T-shirt.

She found me hard through my boxers. Her hand stopped, rested there.

"You awake then?"

My voice came out low, rougher than I'd intended.

"Can't sleep."

Her hand moved, stroking me through the fabric, slow and purposeful, making by breath catch.

"Yeah. Me neither."

Her hand kept moving. I watched her face in the dim light, trying to read her expression, but she was looking at my chest, not at me.

"We should be quiet," she said, soft, almost a whisper. "Ryan's right there."

This is a test. She's waiting to see what I'll say.

"Yeah. We should."

Neither of us stopped.

The moment her hand touched my cock I stopped thinking about anything else. She knows why she's this turned on and she's not saying it and I'm not saying it and we're both going to fuck anyway and pretend it's normal.

I rolled toward her, kissed her, not a goodnight kiss. It was immediate, hungry, no warm-up, and she responded the same way, her mouth opening to mine, her hand tightening on me through my boxers.

My hand found her hip, pulled her closer. My hand slid under her t-shirt, up her body, found her breast. Her nipple was already hard, a tight peak against my palm.

She made a small sound into my mouth.

I pulled back slightly, whispered against her lips. "Quiet."

She nodded.

I kissed her again, deeper this time, my hand moving down her body, over her stomach, between her legs.

I cupped her through her knickers and stopped, feeling the damp heat of her.

She was drenched. Properly fucking drenched, the fabric soaked through, sticking to her.

This isn't normal. She's never this wet this fast.

I didn't comment on it – didn’t want her to realise I’d noticed.

My fingers pressed against the damp fabric, rubbing slow circles. Angela's hips shifted, pressing into my hand, a small involuntary movement that told me everything.

Her breathing was already unsteady.

I hooked my fingers under the waistband of her knickers, pulled them down. She lifted her hips to help, the movement automatic, and I slid them off, dropped them somewhere off the side of the bed.

My hand returned, no barrier now. I slid two fingers into her, easily, no resistance, just slick heat, her cunt opening for me immediately.

She gasped, bit her lip.

She's soaked. Properly soaked. The kind of wet that doesn't just happen because we're kissing in the dark. She's been like this all night, hasn't she. Since dinner. Since he sat at our table. Is she this wet because of him? I hope so.

I pulled my boxers off, lay back against the pillows.

Angela didn't need to be told. She straddled me, still wearing the T-shirt, her thighs either side of my hips, warm and solid.

She reached down, took my aching cock in her hand, positioned me against her hot cunt, and lowered herself onto me slowly. She felt like a hot furnace, and so wet I slid in easily, no friction, just heat and tightness and the particular feel of her body taking mine, her cunt gripping me, slick and hot.

She started to move, slow rolls of her hips, her hands on my chest for balance, finding her rhythm.

My hands found her hips, guided her slightly, but mostly just held on for the ride.

She was breathing hard already, small sounds escaping despite herself, little gasps she couldn't quite suppress.

"Shh," I kept my voice low. "He'll hear."

She nodded, bit her lip, tried to stay quiet, but I doubted she could do that for long.

She kept moving, the rhythm building, her hips rolling in that particular way she did when she was chasing her orgasm, when she was close. Her extra energy made the bed creak slightly, the old iron frame making the same sounds it always made when we fucked.

Christ, he's probably awake in there right now, listening to this, and my cock somehow got harder at the thought.

Angela leaned forward, her face close to mine, her breath on my mouth.

"I need to come," she whispered, urgent, almost desperate.

"Yeah?"

"Yeah. I need it. I'm so close already."

My hand moved between us, found her clit, started rubbing, tight circles, the pressure she needed.

Angela's hips stuttered, her rhythm faltering, body tensing, then she made a louder sound. I kept rubbing, my other hand gripping her hip hard. She was trying so hard to stay quiet and failing.

She said she needs to come and she's barely been riding me for two minutes. This is not normal. She's wound so tight she's going to fall apart the second I touch her properly.

Angela moaning now, properly moaning, her hips moving faster, chasing it, the rhythm breaking down into something more frantic.

"Angela," I whispered, urgent. "Quiet."

She nodded, tried, couldn't.

Another moan, louder this time. My hand came up, covered her mouth, not rough, just firm, muffling the sound.

Angela's eyes went wide in the dark, met mine, but she didn't pull away.

Did she like my hand gagging her?

She kept moving, riding me harder now, my hand still over her mouth, her moans muffled but still audible, vibrating against my palm.

I felt her moaning into my hand, the vibration of it running straight down my arm, and something clicked into place.

I don't want her quiet. I want Ryan to hear. I want Ryan to lie in that spare room and know exactly what's happening one wall away.

My hand stayed over her mouth for a few more seconds, then slid away, down to her throat, a light grip.

Angela gasped, her rhythm faltering, her whole body shaking.

She didn't freeze or pull back or tell me it was wrong. She moaned louder and kept moving and there it is. She wants him to hear too? She wants him to know. She's riding my cock and thinking about him, and the thought of him hearing her is what's going to make her come.

Angela sat upright, hands on my chest, riding me properly now, no hesitation, no holding back, bouncing hard, her body slapping down onto mine.

Her head tilted back, her mouth open, moaning with every thrust. Louder than she'd been in months.

My hand still between us, rubbing her clit in tight circles, the pressure building, her cunt squeezing me every time she came down.

The bed creaking rhythmically, the iron frame now knocking against the wall slightly.

The wall between our room and him.

Angela's moans filled the room, bouncing off the high ceiling, definitely loud enough to carry through that thin Victorian wall. Completely unrestrained.

She was performing, whether she would admit it or not.

I watched her face, her eyes closed, her expression lost, gone, that look she got when she was right on the edge, when nothing else mattered.

"Oh God," Angela gasped.

"Oh fuck. Dave."

Louder.

"Don't stop. Don't stop."

Ryan's hearing every sound right now.

Then, breathy and desperate, "I'm going to come. I'm coming."

I gripped her hip hard. "Do it. Come for me."

Angela's rhythm broke, her hips jerking, irregular, her body locking up as it does before she falls apart. Then she came hard, her cunt clenching tight around me in waves, rhythmic pulses I could feel all the way up my cock.

A proper moan, loud and shameless, the kind that carries through walls, through floors, through the whole fucking building.

She's coming louder than she has in our entire marriage. Ryan must hear this, must know.

I kept rubbing her clit, prolonging it, making her shake, making her whimper.

She was gasping, her hands gripping my chest, her nails digging in slightly, little half-moons of pressure.

The orgasm went on longer than usual, rolling through her in waves, body trembling with it, her thighs shaking either side of me. When it finally subsided she collapsed forward onto my chest, breathing hard, her body still shaking, little aftershocks.

Fuck I am so hard it hurts and I'm not going to last much longer.

Angela still on top of me, collapsed against my chest, breathing hard, her heart hammering against mine.

"My turn."

I gripped her hips, started moving her on me, thrusting up into her, hard.

She was loose and wet and sensitive, small sounds escaping with every thrust, helpless little gasps she couldn't stop as I fucked her hard, chasing my own finish, not holding back, not being careful, just taking what I needed.

I came fast, buried deep inside her, my hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise, my cock pulsing inside her, filling her with everything I had. I felt every pump of cum, almost burning along the length with the pleasure of it, making me groan loud enough to be heard through the wall, but didn't fucking care.

Oh shit… oh shit… so fucking good.

I’d not felt an orgasm like that since … well since Angela first sucked me off and I almost fainted.

Both of us went still for a moment, breathing hard, the room hot and thick with the smell of us, then Angela slid off me slowly, and I felt my cock slip out of her, still half-hard, slick with her and with me. She settled against my side, her thigh over mine, and I felt it, the warmth between her legs, the wet heat of her, my cum starting to leak out of her, thick and slick.

I came inside her thinking about Ryan lying in the dark one wall away, listening to every sound. She's mine. She comes back to me. That's the deal. That's always going to be the deal.

The sheets would be wet under her. I could smell us, the sharp salt-and-musk stink of sex hanging thick in the warm air.

Neither of us spoke as we lay there side by side, the duvet pulled up, both on our backs now, staring at the ceiling.

Angela's hand found mine under the covers, squeezed briefly.

"That was..." Angela's voice, quiet.

She didn't finish.

"Yeah."

Silence again.

"Where did that come from?" Angela asked, curious, maybe confused.

I know exactly where it came from but I'm not saying it yet.

"Don't know. Just... been a while, I guess."

Angela made a small sound, agreement or acknowledgement, hard to tell, then rolled onto her side, back to me, settling into sleep.

I stayed on my back, eyes open, staring at the ceiling.

I could hear Ryan in the spare room now, a faint sound, maybe shifting position, maybe getting up for water.

Ryan definitely heard. I was sure of that.


seven
Left Alone Together
Morning Traffic, Dirty Thoughts


Ileft the flat just before eight on a Monday morning, same as always. Angela was still in bed, one arm thrown across the pillow where I'd been lying. Ryan's door was shut. The flat had that morning stillness, that quiet you only get when people are asleep and the day hasn't properly kicked in yet.

I kissed Angela's forehead. She made a small noise, not quite awake, and turned onto her side. I closed the bedroom door softly, let myself out.

The air hit me on Bartholomew Road, sharp and clean, that October cold that gets right into your lungs. I unlocked my bike from the railings, swung my leg over, started pedalling.

Kentish Town Road just before it gets busy is the same every morning. The bus route, the early commuters, the smell of diesel and coffee from the café that opens at seven. I know every traffic light, every junction, every bit of dodgy paving that'll jar the handlebars if you're not careful. Twenty minutes door to door if I don't hit red lights.

This morning I wasn't thinking about the route.

Angela would be working from home again today. That's what I kept coming back to. Laptop at the dining table, coffee at her elbow, dressed in joggers and a baggy t-shirt, barefoot, hair up in that messy bun she does when she's not going anywhere. Ryan would be at his workshop until early afternoon, working on the special commission he'd mentioned over dinner two nights ago. He'd be back by half two, maybe earlier if he finished the sanding.

Half two until half six, when I'd be home. Four hours alone in the flat with Angela.

I turned onto Royal College Street, leaning into the corner, my thighs burning in that good way they do when you're properly warmed up. The street was quieter here, residential, trees still holding onto the last of their leaves. A fox crossed ahead of me, unbothered, disappearing between two parked cars.

Nothing will happen. You're projecting, hoping things start.

That was the rational bit, the quantity surveyor bit, the part of me that deals in measurable facts and doesn't get carried away. Ryan had been in the flat for two weeks now. Ten weekdays of ordinary domestic routine. Breakfast together, him making tea without being asked, Angela laughing at something he said about a client, the three of us on the sofa in the evenings watching whatever was on. Normal, respectful, easy.

But what if today's the day?

That was the other part. The part that had been running since the coffee date. The part that had engineered the spare room offer, timed it for maximum effect, and was now sitting in my head like a low hum I couldn't turn off.

I hit York Way, the long straight down into King's Cross, the road opening up ahead of me. The morning light was good, low and golden, catching the brick of the buildings on either side. I picked up speed, legs pumping, breath coming harder.

What if she kisses him?

The thought arrived fully formed, specific, visual. Not sex, not yet. Just the first moment. Angela in the kitchen, Ryan coming back from the workshop, the two of them alone. Maybe she'd offer him tea. Maybe they'd talk about something ordinary, the weather, the weekend, what to do about dinner. Maybe their hands would touch when he passed her a mug. Maybe she'd look at him the way I'd seen her look at him over dinner last Friday, open and warm and not quite careful.

Maybe he'd lean in, and maybe she'd let him.

I could see it so clearly it felt like memory. His hand on the small of her back. Her body straightening the way it does, shoulders back, that automatic response to being touched by someone who knows how to touch her. His mouth on hers. Her hands coming up to his chest, not pushing away, just resting there, feeling the shape of him.

The kiss itself would start slow, testing, then build into something less careful. Her mouth opening. His tongue. That tiny noise she makes at the back of her throat when she's letting go, that sound I know better than any other sound in the world.

My cock was properly hard by then, straining against my jeans as I cycled through morning traffic on York Way. Nowhere to adjust it without looking like some pervert, either.

Fuck's sake.

I eased off the pedals slightly, tried to think about drainage calculations, about the Farringdon job, about literally anything that wasn't my wife's mouth on another man's. It didn't work. The image was there, bright and insistent, doing serious work on me.

A bus pulled out ahead and I braked hard, my front wheel skidding slightly on damp tarmac. The jolt brought me back. I was cycling to work. Monday morning. Nothing had happened; nothing was going to happen.

But you want it to.

That was the truth underneath everything else. I'd been wanting it so long I was seeing things that weren't there, conjuring evidence from thin air, building fantasies on the back of a glance or a laugh that went on three seconds too long. I'd come home last Friday night and watched Angela's face for signs, for anything that might suggest Ryan had touched her, kissed her, done more than make himself a coffee and work on his laptop in the spare room. I'd looked for evidence like a detective: was the bed made differently? Were there clothes in the washing basket that shouldn't be there? Was Ryan's door closed when it was usually open?

Nothing. Just another normal evening. Angela cooking dinner, Ryan setting the table without being asked, me pouring wine and trying not to look like a man who'd spent the entire bike ride home imagining what might have happened in his absence.

I locked my bike in the basement of the office building, took the stairs two at a time, went straight to the shower. Cold water first, then warm, trying to think myself back into the professional version of Dave who had meetings at ten and a cost plan to finish by Friday.

It didn't work.

I sat at my desk with good coffee, opened the Farringdon file, stared at the same paragraph four times without reading it. My phone was face-down on the desk. I picked it up, unlocked it, opened WhatsApp.

Angela's name at the top of the list. Last message: yesterday evening, her asking if I wanted anything from the shop on my way home. I'd said no. She'd sent a thumbs up.

Dave: Morning. How's the day looking?




Casual. Normal. The kind of thing I'd send any Monday morning when she was working from home, and I was at the office.

I watched the screen. The two grey ticks turned blue almost immediately. She'd seen it. I waited.

Ten seconds. Twenty. Thirty.

She's typing.

Ange: Yeah good. Busy morning. Might take a walk at lunch. Need milk if you're near a shop later x




It was a completely ordinary message. Nothing in it. No delay that suggested she was distracted, no wording that felt careful or edited. Just Angela, working from home, needing milk.

Or it's exactly what she'd send if she didn't want you to know.

I put the phone down.

You're being mental. She's working. Ryan's at his workshop. Nothing's happening.

By lunchtime I'd done approximately nothing useful and was considering cycling home early with some excuse about a site visit, just to see, just to know.

I didn't of course. I stayed at my desk, ate a sandwich I didn't taste, and thought about the four hours between half two and half six.
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I cycled home faster than usual. Pushing harder on the pedals through Caledonian Road, cutting through the back streets off Kentish Town Road where the traffic thins out. Not admitting why. Not saying the word 'eager' in my own head, even though that's exactly what I was.

I locked the bike in the downstairs hallway and had the front door open before I'd properly thought about why I was rushing.

The flat smelled like cooking. Garlic, onions, something with tomatoes. The hallway was warm. I could hear Angela in the kitchen, the familiar sounds of her moving around, a pan on the hob, the tap running briefly. Normal domestic sounds that shouldn't have made my heart rate pick up, but did.

Keys on the side table. Jacket hung. I walked through to the kitchen.

She was at the hob, barefoot, hair down, wearing the grey joggers and the old white T-shirt I'd imagined her in this morning. Stirring something in a pan, glass of wine on the counter beside her, hips shifting slightly to some internal rhythm as she cooked. She looked up when I came in, smiled.

"Hey. You're back. Good day?"

Ryan was at the dining table with his laptop open, glass of wine in front of him, still in his work clothes but with the collar undone, sleeves rolled up. He glanced up, nodded. "Alright, Dave."

I clocked the wine bottle on the counter straight away. Open. Two glasses. One by the hob where Angela stood, one at the table where Ryan had been sitting. They'd been drinking together. Four hours they'd had. Four hours of wine and talking and Angela barefoot in the flat with her ex-boyfriend who used to fuck her six ways from Sunday. My cock twitched. Just once. Just enough.

"Yeah, fine. Busy."

Angela came over, kissed me hello. Her mouth tasted like wine. Sauvignon, the one she likes, the one that makes her lips soft and her tongue loose. I kissed her back, tasting it properly, cataloguing everything: the warmth of her, the slight wine-flush in her cheeks. Relaxed with Ryan. Barefoot with Ryan. That mouth on mine after an afternoon with him.

"Hungry? I'm doing pasta. Ten minutes."

"Perfect."

I went to the sink, washed my hands, poured myself a glass from the open bottle. Angela returned to the hob. Ryan closed his laptop, stretched, his t-shirt pulling tight across his chest for a moment before he stood. I leaned against the counter and watched them both.

Nothing unusual.

The way Angela moved around the kitchen, completely at ease. The way Ryan was comfortable at the table, not like a guest, not like someone temporary. The ease between them. This is what the end of those four hours looked like: wine, cooking, Ryan working whilst Angela made dinner, the two of them occupying the flat like people who'd done this before.

"How was your day?" I asked Angela, keeping my voice normal.

"Good, yeah. Finished the pitch document I was working on, sent it off about four. Felt good to get it done."

"Nice one."

Ryan looked up, refilled his glass. "She was proper focused. I came back about three, made coffee, she barely looked up."

Angela laughed, that loose, wine-warm laugh she does. "I was in the zone. You know how it is."

I did know. Angela in work mode was Angela at her most intense, the version of her that could ignore the world when she needed to. But did she ignore Ryan this afternoon? Or was Ryan's presence part of the texture of it, Ryan making coffee in our kitchen, Ryan watching her work, Ryan noticing the way she bites her bottom lip when she's concentrating?

Ryan brought his glass over, topped it up from the bottle. "Got a new commission today, actually. Someone in Highgate wants a dining table, solid oak, eight-seater. Proper piece. They've given me a decent budget."

"That's good work," I said.

"Yeah. Better than the last one. That was pine, which is fine, but oak's what I prefer. You can do more with it."

Angela dished up pasta, brought three bowls to the table. We sat. We ate. The conversation was easy, domestic: Ryan's commission, Angela's pitch, my Farringdon job. The kind of talk that happens when three people share space and are getting used to each other, except I wasn't getting used to anything. I was watching.

I watched Angela's face when she talked to Ryan, the way she leaned in slightly, animated. I watched Ryan's hands, the way he gestured when he talked about wood grain, the way he reached for the wine bottle. I watched the space between them when Angela leaned across to pass the parmesan, when Ryan shifted in his seat, when they both laughed at something I said that wasn't particularly funny.

Nothing I could point to. Nothing I could say 'there, that's it'. But everything sitting in my chest, warm and tight and completely fucking deliberate on my part.

After dinner I cleared the plates. Angela went to the bathroom. Ryan helped me load the dishwasher, handing me bowls, rinsing the pan Angela had used. We worked in silence for a minute, the kind of easy silence men fall into when they're doing something practical.

"She's great, mate. You're lucky."

Casual. Not looking at me. Focused on scrubbing tomato sauce off the pan. I watched his hands. Big hands.

"Yeah. I know."

Did he mean generally? Did he mean he'd noticed her today, properly noticed her, the way her arse looks in those joggers, the way she laughs when she's had wine, the way her tits move under that old t-shirt when she reaches for something on a high shelf?

My mouth was dry. I took a sip from my glass, looked at the back of his head, and thought about what Angela had told me years ago, late at night, half-asleep: He fucked me so hard I couldn't walk properly the next day.

I didn't ask him to clarify. Asking would give too much away.

Ryan finished the pan, dried his hands, said he was knackered and going to read in his room. He thanked me for dinner, said goodnight to Angela when she came back through, and disappeared down the hallway. His door closed with a soft click that seemed louder than it should have been.

Angela poured herself another glass of wine, settled on the sofa, legs curled under her. I sat beside her, pulled her feet into my lap the way I always do, started rubbing her arches with my thumbs.

"Good having him here?" I asked after a minute.

"Yeah, it's nice. He's easy company. Considerate."

Easy company. Considerate. The same words she'd use for a mate, for someone safe. Except Ryan wasn't safe.

"What did you two do this afternoon?"

She looked at me, her expression open, unsuspicious. Not yet. "Talked, mostly. He made coffee when he got back, we sat in here for a bit, just chatted. Then I went back to work and he did his thing. Why?"

"No reason. Just wondering."

She held my gaze for a touch longer than usual. Not suspicious exactly but noticing. She's starting to notice that I'm noticing. That tight, warm feeling in my chest again. Part nerves, part anticipation, part pure fucking arousal at the idea of her working it out, of her starting to see what I'd been building towards.

She leaned forward, kissed me, her mouth soft and wine sweet. "You're sweet. Checking in on me."

"Just making sure you're alright."

"I'm fine, babe. Promise."

She settled back against the sofa, turned on the television. Some panel show, the kind of background noise she likes at the end of the day. Within twenty minutes her breathing had slowed, her weight heavy against my shoulder. Asleep.

I sat there in the dim light, one hand on her ankle, listening to Ryan moving around in the spare room. The creak of the floorboards.

Nothing had happened today. I was ninety percent sure of that. But something was building, something warm and old and familiar between them, the easy rhythm of two people who'd fucked each other senseless for eighteen months and were starting to remember exactly how good it had been.

I wanted it to build faster.

I wanted it so badly my cock was half-hard against my jeans, wanted it so badly I had to shift Angela's feet in my lap so she wouldn't feel it if she woke, wouldn't ask questions I wasn't ready to answer yet. I sat there in the dim light, one hand on her ankle, and let myself think about it properly.

Her in Ryan's room. On her knees. That big cock she'd told me about, the one I'd wanked over a hundred times, finally back where it belonged: in her mouth, stretching her lips, making her eyes water. Or better: in her cunt, making her moan, making her arch, making her come so hard she'd forget her own name and remember only his.

I thought about the sounds she'd make. I thought about the way her body would move. I thought about her coming back to me after, flushed and loose and still full of his cum, still smelling like him, and letting me have her again because she wanted to, because I was the one she loved, because this was what we were building together whether she knew it yet or not.

My hand tightened on her ankle. She stirred slightly, settled deeper against my shoulder.

Soon.
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Morning Inspection

I woke just before seven with Angela's warmth pressed against my back, Ryan sleeping one wall over, and nothing in my head except the need to know. Needed it like a physical thing, settled low in my gut.

Angela's was still in the land of nod. I slipped out of bed, slow as I could manage without looking suspicious, and pulled on yesterday's joggers and T-shirt from the chair. The bedroom sat in that grey pre-dawn October light, everything suspended, not quite committed to being daytime yet.

I went through to the kitchen. Filled the kettle, flicked it on, stood there with my hands flat on the worktop whilst the element started its low rumble. The flat was silent except for the radiator ticking behind the sofa and next door's boiler humming through the wall. Ryan's door stayed closed. Good. Stay asleep, mate. I need ten minutes.

I looked around. The wine glasses from last night were in the dishwasher, rinsed but not properly washed, two of them, stems pointing up. The worktop had been wiped down. Angela's laptop sat closed on the dining table beside a notebook and a coffee mug with a dried brown ring at the bottom. Normal. Ordinary domestic texture, the kind of Thursday morning scene that happens in every flat in Kentish Town where three adults are living together and nothing unusual has occurred.

Except I don't believe that. Not completely.

I poured myself coffee, black, too hot, drank it anyway and felt it burn all the way down. Walked to the sitting room. The sofa cushions were plumped the way Angela always does them, the throw folded neat over the back. The remote sat on the coffee table beside one of her books, bookmark halfway through. I picked the book up, looked at the cover without reading it, put it back down. What the fuck are you doing, Dave?

Looking for evidence, that's what. Looking for proof that the thing I'd been imagining, obsessing over, wanking to for three solid years was finally starting to happen in this flat, in real time, during the hours I wasn't here to see it.

I went to the bathroom.

Ryan's towel hung on the hook behind the door, dark green, still slightly damp to the touch. Which meant he'd showered yesterday, probably after the workshop, before dinner. I touched it anyway. Felt the residual moisture, the weight of it. Put my hand back in my pocket like I'd been caught doing something.

The laundry basket sat in the corner beside the bath, wicker, lid half open the way it always is because neither of us can be arsed to close it properly. I lifted it all the way.

Angela's clothes from yesterday sat on top. The grey joggers, the T-shirt, a black bra with the straps twisted, and her knickers. Plain black cotton, nothing fancy, the sort she wears on work-from-home days when nobody's seeing them. I stood there holding the basket lid, staring at her underwear like it might suddenly confess something.

This is fucking mad. You know that, right?

I reached into the basket. My hand closed around the knickers before I'd properly decided to do it. I lifted them out, held them there in the bathroom light like some pervert detective in a shit porno, and I couldn't stop myself.

What am I looking for? What do I actually want to find?

Dampness, maybe. The slick residue of her cunt getting wet thinking about him. A smell; something musky and female and aroused. Proof that her body remembered what Ryan's cock used to do to her, even if nothing had happened yet. Evidence that she'd been wet yesterday afternoon, that she'd thought about him, that her pussy had tightened at the memory of being stretched open properly, filled completely, fucked the way I physically cannot fuck her.

The knickers were clean. Or clean enough. No obvious stains, no scent I could detect beyond Comfort and the faint warmth of having been worn. I put them back, smoothed the joggers over the top, closed the lid.

I washed my hands at the sink. Looked at myself in the mirror. Thirty-six years old, decent job, good flat, wife asleep in the next room, standing in the bathroom at seven in the morning inspecting laundry like some paranoid twat in a shit thriller.

Except I'm not paranoid. I'm hopeful. That's different. That's entirely fucking different.

I dried my hands, hung the towel back on the rail, and went back to the bedroom. Angela hadn't moved. Still curled on her side, one hand tucked under the pillow, hair falling across her face in that way that makes her look about twenty-five. I got back into bed careful as fuck, trying not to wake her, and settled on my back with my cock still thick against my thigh. Stared at the ceiling.

That crack in the plaster ran from the corner near the window, something I'd noticed when we first moved in and never bothered filling. I followed it with my eyes, let my breathing slow, tried to quieten the hum in my chest that hadn't stopped since yesterday morning.

Nothing had happened. I was sure of that now. No evidence in the flat, no change in Angela's behaviour beyond the ordinary warmth of someone who's comfortable in her own home with people she likes. No flushed cheeks, no distraction, no guilty backward glances. Just my wife, living her life, working from home, making coffee for a mate who's staying in the spare room because we offered and he needed somewhere decent to land.

But the waiting was the thing. The anticipation. The daily return home to a flat that might have shifted whilst I was gone, the constant low-level thrum of arousal knowing that Ryan was here, one wall away, close enough to Angela that if something did happen it wouldn't require planning or logistics or opportunity, just a moment, a look, a touch that went on half a second too long.

I'd built an entire wank-bank architecture around something that hadn't even happened yet. The scaffolding was up, the foundations poured, and I was lying here beside my sleeping wife with my cock half-hard under the duvet, imagining Ryan's hands on her tits, his mouth on her neck, that thick cock of his pushing into her whilst she dreamed about spreadsheets or Zoom calls or whatever the fuck normal people dream about.

She has no idea. No idea what I've been thinking about for three years straight.

Angela stirred. Rolled towards me, her arm sliding across my chest, still asleep. I put my hand over hers, felt the warmth of her palm, the small callus on her ring finger from the way she holds a pen when she's concentrating. Her breath was warm against my shoulder.

Soon.


eight
What He Already Knows
The Accumulation


RYAN

Iwoke before the alarm, same as always. Half seven, on the dot. Been that way since I was a kid, some internal switch that flips whether I'm knackered or fresh. The room was cold, proper October cold, the kind that gets in through old sash windows no matter how well you think they're sealed. I could see my breath when I sat up.

The spare room. Four weeks I'd been here now, and it still felt like I was borrowing it. Decent bed though, better than Claire's, miles better than that bastard sofa in Tufnell Park that'd been wrecking my back. Clean sheets Angela had sorted before I moved in. Moroccan rug on the boards, reading lamp on the bedside table. You don't notice that stuff until you've been bouncing between temporary places for six months, but when the details are sorted you feel it.

I pulled on grey joggers and a T-shirt, bare feet on the cold boards, stretched my back until it cracked in two places. The flat was quiet in that early-morning way, the city outside already moving but the space itself still settling. I could hear traffic outside, the distant rumble of the Northern Line underground.

Dave had already left. I'd heard the front door click shut about ten minutes ago, lying there half asleep but aware enough to clock it. His routine, same every morning he went in: up at quarter to seven, shower, dressed, out by quarter past for the cycle to King's Cross. I knew the pattern now. You learn people's rhythms when you're living in their space.

Angela was still in the bedroom. I could hear her moving about through the wall, wardrobe door opening, the low hum of a hairdryer starting up. She was working from home today. She'd mentioned it last night over dinner, something about a client presentation this afternoon, said she'd be on the laptop most of the day and to ignore her if she looked stressed.

Kitchen. Same routine every morning now. Kettle on, tea bag in the blue mug I'd claimed because nobody else seemed to want it. Milk from the fridge, the semi-skimmed Angela bought because Dave liked it. The kitchen was already warm, and it smelled like coffee, whatever Angela had made earlier before heading back to get ready.

I leaned against the counter whilst the kettle boiled, looking out the window at the shared back garden below. Small square of grass, couple of big plant pots Angela had said she wanted to sort before winter properly hit, a shed at the far end that belonged to the ground floor flat. London gardens: more idea than reality, but you took what you got.

The kettle clicked off. I poured water over the tea bag, added milk, left it to brew whilst I looked around the kitchen properly.

Four weeks. Long enough that my stuff had stopped being guest stuff and started being resident stuff. My coffee in the cupboard next to theirs. My milk carton in the fridge. The leather jacket I wore to the workshop hanging on the peg by the door like it belonged there.

Long enough that I'd stopped feeling like I was intruding and started feeling like this was, temporarily at least, my home.

And long enough that I'd started noticing things I hadn't let myself think about properly until now. I pulled the tea bag out, binned it, took a sip. Hot and strong, the way I liked it. Leaned back against the counter and thought about Dave.

Specifically: the way Dave had been behaving since that first night he'd invited me round for dinner.

The offer of the spare room had come fast. I'd barely finished saying I was on a mate's sofa in Tufnell Park, before Dave landed it. Clean and direct. Stay here. Spare room's yours. Long as you need.

Angela had looked surprised. Not opposed, I'd clocked that straight away, but definitely surprised. Which meant Dave hadn't checked with her first, hadn't run it past her before opening his mouth. Just offered, on the spot, like he'd already decided and was just waiting for the excuse to say it out loud.

That was one thing.

The next: the weekend before last. Sunday morning. I'd been here just over two weeks by then, settling in, getting comfortable. Dave had mentioned at breakfast, casual as anything, that he was going for a swim at the ponds up in Hampstead. Said he'd be a couple of hours, maybe more. Then he'd left. Just gone. Left me and Angela alone in the flat for the entire morning.

We'd moved a bookshelf in the sitting room, something Angela had wanted done for ages apparently. She'd been waiting for someone with a bit of strength to help shift it. We'd had coffee after, talked about music, about Kentish Town, about nothing particularly heavy.

When Dave came back mid-afternoon he'd been completely unbothered. Hadn't asked what we'd done, hadn't checked the temperature in the room, hadn't given any sign he'd been thinking about us whilst he was gone. Just made tea, settled on the sofa, looked at the bookshelf in its new spot and said: That's much better. Cheers for helping with that, Ryan.

No edge to it. No territorial marking. No hint of the behaviour you'd expect from a bloke who'd just left his wife alone with her ex for four hours.

Then Monday evening. The three of us on the sofa watching some documentary Angela liked, something about music history. I'd been in the armchair, Dave and Angela on the sofa together the way they always were. At one point Angela had laughed at something on screen, properly laughed, head back, that full-throated sound she made when something genuinely got her. I'd laughed too. It had been funny. And when I'd glanced at Dave, Dave had been looking at Angela with this expression I couldn't quite pin at first.

Not jealous, not even close. Something else: satisfaction, maybe, like he was pleased she was laughing, like he liked seeing her like that, uninhibited and herself, and didn't give a fuck that I was the one laughing with her.

Then Tuesday morning. I'd been in the hallway, about to head down to the workshop. Angela had come out of the bathroom in her dressing gown, hair wrapped in a towel, clearly just out of the shower. She'd said good morning, asked if I wanted tea before I left. Completely natural. I'd said I was fine; I'd grab something on the way. She'd smiled, nodded, gone into the bedroom.

Dave had been in the kitchen. I'd joined him, mentioned I was heading out. He'd said: Angela's working from home again today. She likes having company. Cheers for being around.

The phrasing. She likes having company. Not thanks for not being in the way or hope you're not feeling awkward. The opposite. Like Dave was actively glad I was there. Glad Angela wasn't alone.

I stood at the kitchen window with my tea, looking out at the back garden, thinking about all of it together.

A man doesn't behave like that unless he's either completely oblivious or completely deliberate.

And Dave wasn't oblivious. I'd seen the way he moved through the world. Careful, methodical. The kind of bloke who measured twice and cut once, who thought things through properly before opening his mouth. He was a quantity surveyor, for fuck's sake. His entire job was precision.

So: deliberate.

Which meant Dave wanted me here. In the flat, close to Angela. And not just tolerated it but actively encouraged it.

The why hit me straight on, clean and simple the way I worked through most things.

He wants me to fuck her.

I stood there with my tea going cold, and once the thought landed it wouldn't fuck off. Made perfect sense of everything I'd been clocking without putting it together properly.

Dave wanted me to fuck his wife. And he'd been setting it up since the moment he'd invited me round for dinner.

I drank my tea as I processed that. Turned it over the way I'd turn over a piece of timber to check the grain.

I wasn't shocked. I'd been in enough complicated situations, been around enough people with unusual appetites, to know that what looked strange from the outside could make perfect sense from the inside. And this, now I'd worked out the shape of it, made sense.

Dave loved Angela. That was obvious. The way he looked at her, the way he touched her in passing, the way he talked about her when she wasn't in the room. Properly loved her, the real thing, not performance or insecurity dressed up as affection.

But Dave also wanted something specific. Wanted Angela to have something maybe he couldn't give her himself. And maybe he'd decided I was the man to give it to her.

Fair enough.

I wasn't conflicted about wanting her. I'd wanted her since that Friday night when she'd walked into the kitchen in that navy wrap dress, hair down, full makeup, looking like every memory I'd filed away and tried not to think about for the last eight years. I'd spent the entire evening trying not to stare at her tits, at her arse when she stood up to clear plates, at the way she moved through her own space with that confidence she'd always had.

I'd gone back to Tufnell Park that night and wanked in my mate's bathroom with her face in my head. The way she used to look under me, eyes half-shut, mouth open. What it'd feel like to have her again, older now, more confident in her skin, but still the same body I'd spent eighteen months learning, still the same tight cunt I'd fucked more times than I could count, the arse she'd let me plunder once she'd got used to it.

So if Dave was offering, I wasn't going to pretend I wasn't interested.

But I needed to be certain. Properly certain. I wasn't touching her until I knew Dave genuinely wanted it and wasn't just telling himself he wanted it because the fantasy sounded good in his head.

I needed to hear it from him. Close enough to explicit that I couldn't be misreading it.

The bedroom door opened. Angela came down the hallway, fully dressed now: jeans and a soft grey jumper, hair dry and loose over her shoulders. She smiled when she saw me, and I clocked the shape of her tits under the jumper, the way the jeans sat on her hips.

Fuck, she looks good.

"Morning. How'd you sleep?"

"Good. You?"

"Fine, yeah. Dave snores when he's on his back but I'm used to it."

She moved into the kitchen, poured herself tea from the pot I'd made. Completely comfortable, completely herself. No awareness that I'd been standing here for the last ten minutes working out that her husband wanted me to fuck her.

"You heading to the workshop today?" she asked.

"Yeah, in a bit. Got a commission to finish."

"What is it?"

"Bookshelf. Walnut. Bloke in Stoke Newington, very specific about what he wants. Pain in the arse but he's paying well."

Angela laughed. "They always are."

She stood there drinking her tea, leaning against the counter opposite me, and the morning light from the window caught her just right. Lit up her face, the side of her neck, the curve of her collarbone where the jumper sat low enough that I could see the start of her chest. She was fucking beautiful. I'd forgotten how much. Or maybe I'd remembered but seeing her every day, relaxed in her own space, had reminded me properly. Made it real again.

I'm going to have you again. Your husband's going to hand you over, and I'm going to fuck you properly. Might even want to watch whilst I do it.

But I didn't say anything. Just finished my tea, rinsed the mug, said I'd better get going.

"See you later."

"Good luck with the presentation."

I left her in the kitchen and went to get my boots.
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The Arrangement Over Pasta

RYAN

I got back from the workshop just after six, hands still smelling of sawdust and oil. The second I opened the door the flat hit me: something rich and meaty - proper food. Dave's cooking.

He was in the kitchen, apron on, stirring something on the hob. There was a bottle of red open on the counter, two glasses already poured. Good stuff by the look of the label, not Tesco plonk.

"Alright?" Dave said. "Angela's at pottery, thought I'd make something proper. You eaten?"

"Nah, not yet. Cheers."

He handed me one of the wine glasses. I took a sip. Smooth, bit of oak, the kind of wine that cost more than ten quid. "Sit. It'll be twenty minutes."

I sat at the kitchen island, same spot as that Friday night when I'd first come for dinner. Tasting, adjusting, reaching for the pepper grinder without looking. Competent. The kind of man who'd learned to cook properly because his wife was shit at it, or because he liked doing it, or because it was one of the ways he took care of her. I didn't know which and it didn't matter.

We talked about ordinary things at first. The workshop, a problem I was having with a client who kept changing the design spec halfway through the build. Dave's week at work, some site visit that had overrun by three hours. Normal bloke conversation, wine and cooking smells and nothing loaded.

But I was paying attention. Waiting for it.

The pasta was almost done. Dave was draining it at the sink, steam rising around his face. He said, over his shoulder, not looking at me:

"You settling in alright? Room's decent enough?"

"Yeah, it's spot on. Appreciate it."

"Angela likes having you here."

My hand stopped halfway to my wine glass. There it was again. That exact phrasing. The same one from Tuesday morning. She likes having you here. Not 'we like having you,' not 'it's good you're staying.' She. Specific. My pulse kicked up a notch, and I made myself breathe steady, made myself not react too fast.

"Good," I said. Kept my voice level. "I like being here."

Dave tipped the pasta into the pan with the sauce, stirred it through. The kitchen filled with the smell of it. He picked up his wine glass, took a sip, leaned back against the counter. Casual. Easy.

Then he said it.

"You know, I wasn't sure about this at first." Dave's voice was conversational, like he was talking about the weather. "Having you here. Not because of you, mate, just didn't know how it'd feel. But actually it's good."

I waited. Didn't interrupt.

"She's more herself with you around. I'd forgotten what that looked like."

Here we go...

Then Dave, quieter, still not looking directly at me: "I like seeing her like that. Happier. More alive, maybe. That's the word."

Not I'm glad she's happy. Not it's nice she's got a friend around. But I like seeing it. Active. Ongoing. He's getting off on it.

I set my wine glass down on the counter. Looked at Dave properly.

"Dave."

He glanced up. Met my eyes.

I said, very carefully: "What are you actually saying to me?"

Dave didn't look away. Didn't flinch. He held my eyes for a beat, then went back to plating up the bolognaise. Two plates, portioned evenly, precise movements.

"I'm saying that you're welcome here. Properly welcome." His voice stayed level, but there was a pause before he added: "And if Angela's happier having you around, then I'm happy she's happy. Happy wife, happy life, isn't that what they say?"

He slid one of the plates across the counter to me. Picked up his own. Sat down opposite me.

"Anyway, that's what I'm saying."

I looked at him. Ignoring the food steaming between us. Focusing on Dave's face, which was giving absolutely nothing away.

Fuck. He's just told me. As clear as he's going to without using the actual words.

My cock stirred, completely fucking inappropriate timing, but my body had clocked what my brain was still processing. Permission. Dave's given me permission.

I picked up my fork. "Right."

"Yeah."

We ate in silence for a minute. Not awkward. Something else. The silence of two men who'd just said the thing without having to spell it out.

"She'd have to want it."

Dave looked up sharp and guilty like I’d caught him with his hand in the cookie jar. "What?"

"Angela." I held his gaze; made sure he heard me properly. "She'd have to want it. Whatever this is you're saying, I'm not doing anything unless she wants it. That's the line."

Dave nodded slowly. "Yeah. Course."

"And she'd have to know you're alright with it. Properly alright. Not just saying you are because you think it's what she wants."

"I'm alright with it."

"You sure?"

Dave didn't hesitate. "Yeah. I'm sure."

We went back to the food as we let that settle between us, let him sit with what he'd just said, what I'd just agreed to.

"Alright then."

Dave smiled. Small, brief, real. "Alright."

We finished eating. Dave cleared the plates, loaded the dishwasher. I refilled both wine glasses. The conversation moved to football, the area, some mate of Angela's I'd met years ago who apparently still lived round the corner. Normal talk. But the atmosphere had shifted. There was an ease now that hadn't been there before, the ease that comes after you've said the difficult thing and nobody's backed away from it.

He's sound. I didn't expect that, but he's sound.

I'd expected to find some wet blanket, some passive bloke who couldn't satisfy his wife and was letting me in out of defeat. What I'd found was a man who was completely secure in his marriage, who loved his wife enough to want her to have everything, and who was getting off on making that possible.

Fucking unusual. But honest. And I'd always had time for honesty.

Dave checked his phone. "She's on her way back, should be twenty minutes."

I drained my wine. "I'll head to my room, give you the evening."

"No need, mate."

"Nah, I've got designs to finish. Cheers for dinner."

Dave nodded. "Yeah. Anytime."

I went to the spare room, shut the door, lay on the bed. Stared at the ceiling, and I thought about her at the coffee shop, leaning in close enough that I'd smelled her perfume, something clean and warm and expensive. I thought about the kitchen on Saturday, the way her breath had changed when I got close. I thought about Friday night, that fucking dress, the way it had clung to her arse.

[image: ]

What Dave Wanted Me to See

RYAN

From my room, I heard the front door, then Angela's voice carrying down the hallway, warm and familiar in a way that still did something to my chest.

"Babe, I'm back."

Dave's reply from the sitting room, casual. "How was it?"

"Good. Knackered though. I'm going to get changed."

Her footsteps moved down the hallway towards their bedroom. The door clicked shut. I stayed where I was, flat on my back on the bed, hands behind my head, listening without meaning to. Just aware of the flat's geography, the way sound carried through these old Victorian walls.

I'd been thinking about the conversation with Dave, replaying it, making absolutely certain I'd read him correctly.

I had, no question about it.

He wants me to fuck her. He's given me permission. And he's going to make it as easy as possible for me to do it.

The thought sat heavy in my chest, half weight and half electricity. All these years I'd been carrying the memory of what Angela felt like, what she sounded like, how her body responded when I touched her properly. And now her husband had just opened the door and invited me back in.

I lay there for another ten minutes, letting it settle. Then I got thirsty. The heating was on full blast, and my room was getting stuffy.

I got up, barefoot, and went down the hallway to the kitchen. Dave was on the sofa as I passed, telly on low, some panel show. He glanced up.

"Alright?"

"Yeah. Just getting water."

He nodded, looked back at the screen. I went to the sink, filled a glass, drank half of it in one go. The flat was bloody roasting. I leaned against the counter, finishing the water, thinking about going back to my room and opening the window properly.

Then I heard the bedroom door open, and footsteps in the hallway, light, bare feet on the floorboards.

Angela came round the corner into the kitchen.

She'd changed out of whatever she'd worn to the pottery class, but she hadn't bothered with proper clothes yet. Just a thin white vest top, no bra, her nipples dark and obvious through the cotton, and a pair of pale blue knickers. That was it.

My cock went from soft to interested in about three seconds.

Her hair was up in a messy bun. Her face was flushed, still warm from the class or the flat's heat or both. She had the clothes she'd just taken off bundled in one hand.

She saw me at the sink and didn't break stride.

"Oh, hey. Didn't know you were still up."

I turned, took in what she was wearing properly. My cock thickened further, a low pulse of heat spreading through my groin, but I kept my face neutral.

"Just getting water."

"Good idea. It's roasting in here, isn't it. Dave's got the heating up too high again."

She moved past me to the washing machine, dropped the bundle in, fiddled with the detergent drawer, then bent down to check the dial. The vest rode up at the back. I got the full view: the curve of her lower back, that smooth chocolate brown skin I used to know every inch of, the waistband of her knickers cutting across just above her arse, pale blue fabric stretched tight.

When she bent further the knickers pulled tighter and I saw the actual shape of her arse properly, the full curve of it, the place where it met her thighs. I could see the gusset of the knickers pulled slightly to one side.

Fucking hell.

She straightened, turned to face me, leaned back against the washing machine with one hand resting on the lid. Completely unselfconscious.

"How was your day?"

"Good. Got the bookshelf finished."

"The Stoke Newington one?"

"Yeah."

"Bet that's a relief."

"Massively."

She smiled. Her tits moved under the vest when she shifted her weight, and the fabric was thin enough that I could see everything: the full heavy shape of them, the dark circles of her nipples, the way they pressed against the cotton.

She wasn't performing. She wasn't trying to be sexy. She was just comfortable in her own flat, warm and unselfconscious, and hadn't thought twice about the fact that she was standing in front of her ex-boyfriend basically naked.

You've got no idea, have you. No idea what I can see. No idea what your husband told me just an hour ago.

I remembered exactly what those tits looked like bare. Heavy in my hands. The way her nipples would go hard when I sucked them, how sensitive they were.

Angela pushed off from the washing machine. "I'm going to grab some proper clothes. This heat's doing my head in, but I can't walk around in my knickers all night."

She laughed. I smiled back, kept it easy.

"Fair enough."

She moved past me again, heading back towards the hallway, close enough that I caught the scent of her. Her arm brushed mine, not deliberate, just the kitchen being small and her moving naturally through her own space.

Then she was gone, padding back down the hallway towards the bedroom, her arse moving under the thin fabric of her knickers, the pale blue riding up slightly on one side so I could see the crease where her arse met her thigh.

I stayed exactly where I was. Didn't move. Didn't turn to watch her go, though I wanted to.

My cock was thick and insistent now, pressing hard against my jeans. I adjusted it without thinking, a quick shift of my hips, then set the glass down on the draining board.

I went back through to the sitting room.

Dave was still on the sofa, telly still on, the same panel show, canned laughter filling the room. He glanced up when I came in.

Our eyes met and neither of us said anything, but the look said it all.

Dave's expression was calm, unbothered, maybe even slightly amused. Not the face of a man who'd just watched his wife walk through the flat in her knickers in front of another bloke. More like a man who'd been hoping exactly that would happen.

I held his eyes and nodded once, very slight. Just acknowledgement.

You saw that. You wanted me to see that.

Dave nodded back, then his eyes went back at the telly.

I went back to my room, closed the door, sat on the edge of the bed.

My cock was properly hard now, thick and uncomfortable in my jeans. I could still smell her, still see the way her tits had moved under that vest, the pale blue knickers cutting into the curve of her arse.

It's real.

I wanted her. Not the abstract memory I'd been wanking to for ten years, not the nostalgia version. I wanted her now, in this flat, in that spare room bed. Wanted to get my hands on her again, feel her body under me, hear those sounds she used to make when I was deep inside her and she'd stopped thinking.

My cock was thick and insistent against my jeans, and I could feel the first slickness of pre-cum making the head sensitive.

I remembered exactly how she sounded when she came, that pitch her voice would hit that was higher than her normal register, almost surprised, like her body had taken over and done something she hadn't meant to let happen. I remembered how wet she'd get, properly wet, how I'd feel it slick on my thighs when I was buried deep inside her. I remembered the moment when she'd finally taken all of me, the way her breath would catch and her eyes would go unfocused, and then the way she'd move, rolling her hips to feel every inch of it.

I remembered how she'd look at me afterwards: dazed, fucked-out, satisfied. And how within half an hour she'd be wanting to go again.

That's what Dave's offering me. That, again. With his blessing.

But Angela didn't know yet. She didn't know what Dave was doing. Didn't know what I'd just been told. Didn't know that walking through the flat in her knickers had just confirmed something to both men without her being aware of it.

She'd looked at me like I was Ryan, her friend, the bloke staying in the spare room who she was comfortable around. She hadn't looked at me like a man who'd spent the last hour thinking about fucking her.

That would change. Soon, probably. Dave would make sure of it. But right now, in this moment, Angela was still operating in the world where her husband was just being kind to an old friend, where nothing was happening except ordinary domestic proximity.

I'm not moving until she knows. I'm not touching her until she's made the choice herself, with her eyes open.

That was the line. I'd told Dave that at dinner and I'd meant it. Angela had to want it. Had to know Dave wanted it. Had to choose it.

Once she had, once she'd figured it out and decided, once she'd told me directly or indirectly that she wanted me to touch her...

Then I'll give her everything.


nine
Chippy Banter


Iheard the front door go, then Ryan's boots on the stairs, heavy and unhurried. Angela looked up from the cutlery she was arranging and smiled, proper pleased. That smile means she's starving and grateful someone else has handled it.

Ryan came through with two white carrier bags, grease already showing through the paper in spots, the smell of hot vinegar and battered fish filling the kitchen immediately. Proper chippy dinner smell.

"Sorted," he said, setting the bags on the worktop. "Large cod for you, Dave, regular for Ange, and I got myself the jumbo because I'm knackered and I reckon I've earned it."

"You have," Angela said, already reaching for plates. "Honestly, I thought we'd never get that bloody sofa back where it belongs."

I cracked the beers I'd set out earlier, three cold bottles I'd pulled from the fridge and handed one to Ryan, one to Angela. The plates were already warming in the oven.

Ryan unwrapped the fish suppers. Angela fetched the ketchup, the brown sauce, that little pot of tartare she's always loved that I think tastes like someone just spoilt good mayonnaise. I brought the plates over, hot enough I needed the tea towel, and we plated up at the counter. Chips piled high, fish still steaming, the kind of meal that tastes better specifically because nobody had to cook it.

We sat at the dining table, which was getting much more use now there was the three of us.

I took a long pull of the lager. Cold and good. Exactly what the moment needed.

Ryan cut into his fish with the side of his fork, proper hungry, not bothering with a knife. Angela had already started on her chips.

"Right," I said, setting my beer down. "I've got a story from today."

Angela looked up. "The Farringdon thing?"

"Yeah, but the full version. You got the abbreviated phone call. This needs telling properly."

Ryan leaned back slightly, beer in hand, listening. Angela smiled and gestured for me to continue.

I told it properly. The junior project manager who'd been on site for three weeks and still hadn't read the structural plans. The engineer who absolutely should have known better but had clearly been distracted by something more interesting than the building he was meant to be assessing. The wall in question, holding up two floors and a roof, which someone had decided could be removed to "open up the space". The conversation I'd had with both of them, very calm, very patient, in which I'd pointed at the plans twice and said the words "load bearing" three times and watched both of them go pale in real time.

Ryan laughed, proper laughed. Angela had heard a version of this at half five when I'd phoned from the bike shed, but she let me tell it again anyway, laughing in the right places. That's one of those small things that makes a marriage work. Letting your husband tell the same story twice because you like to hear him talk.

I finished the story and celebrated with a chunk of battered cod.

The kitchen was warm, the food was good, and the three of us sitting there felt easy in a way it hadn't when Ryan had first moved in, and everything had been careful and slightly staged.

But what I'd seen walking in earlier keeps playing in my head.

Angela and Ryan had both been in the kitchen, flushed, slightly out of breath, hair damp with sweat at the edges. My heart had done something immediate and specific in my chest, a leap that was pure hope and arousal combined. They've just fucked. I've walked in right after.

Then I'd clocked the sofa. Different wall. The coffee table moved. The rug hoovered to within an inch of its life. The look on Angela's face was exhausted domesticity, not post-sex glow. Then the smell of furniture polish sharp in the air, and the hoover still out in the middle of the sitting room.

Oh yeah.

They'd been shifting furniture all afternoon. One of Angela's big cleaning projects, the kind where she decides the flat needs rearranging and won't stop until it's done. Ryan had clearly been roped into helping. Probably hadn't had much choice.

The disappointment had been sharp. The realisation that the moment I'd been hoping for hadn't arrived yet.

But looking at them now, both tired and loose and comfortable, I thought: I can use this.

I took another sip of lager, kept my face easy, and said, very casual, "So when I got home earlier, it looked like you two had been very physical this afternoon."

Angela froze mid-chip, mouth open, eyes wide, and then she laughed. Sharp. Surprised. Half-shocked. "Dave!"

Ryan didn't miss a beat. He leaned back in his chair, beer in hand, and grinned at me. "Yeah, mate. Your wife really knows how to work a man."

Angela's laugh went higher, and she swatted at Ryan's arm across the table. "Oh my God, stop it."

"What?" Ryan's grin widened. "I'm just saying, she's got stamina. Kept me going for hours."

I kept my face neutral, took another sip, let the moment build. "Did she now."

"Absolutely knackered me, she did." Ryan looked at Angela, all mock seriousness. "Don't know how Dave keeps up with you, honestly. By the end, your wife was absolutely dripping!"

Angela was in bits now, half-mortified and half-delighted, her face flushed, and she pointed her fork at Ryan. "You are terrible."

"I'm just being honest." Ryan shrugged, all innocence. "She had me on my knees at one point."

Angela gasped, laughing harder. "You were hoovering under the sofa!"

"Still counts."

I watched them both, let the rhythm of it play out, and then I leaned in slightly, just enough, and said, very dry, "So what you're saying is, she wore you out."

Ryan met my eyes for half a second. Not conspiratorial, just honest. Then he looked back at Angela and grinned. "Completely. Don't think I've been that sweaty in months."

Angela was shaking her head, still laughing, cheeks properly pink now, and she turned to me, half-exasperated, half-amused. "This is your fault. You started this."

"I'm just asking questions."

"You're winding me up, both of you."

Ryan cut into his fish, entirely unbothered. "Can't help it if the afternoon was intense, Ange."

She laughed again, and then she leaned forward, fork pointed at both of us, dead serious. "Well, if we're being honest, I'm absolutely starving after that session."

I raised an eyebrow. Ryan grinned.

Angela continued, warming to it now, her voice dropping into mock-breathlessness. "I mean, honestly, I didn't think it would go on that long. But Ryan just kept... going."

Ryan nearly choked on his lager.

Angela looked at him, all wide-eyed innocence. "What? You did. Every time I thought we were done, you'd find another bit that needed doing."

I sat back, arms folded, watching her, and my cock was throbbing in my jeans. The kind of erection that makes your pulse hammer in your ears and your breathing go shallow. I kept my face completely easy, unbothered, whilst my mind went straight to the image of Ryan fucking her. Her face flushed exactly like it was now. Her voice going breathless the way it does when she's being filled properly, when she's taking more than she thought she could, when she's being stretched by someone bigger than me.

"And honestly," Angela continued, looking at me now, still playing it completely straight, "at one point I thought I was going to pass out. Ryan had me absolutely choking."

Ryan put his beer down, properly laughing now. "The dust. The dust from under the sofa."

"I know what I said." She grinned at him, then at me, and there was something in her eyes. Just for a second. Something sharp and aware and testing.

I held her gaze and smiled. Trying hard as fuck to look unbothered.

"Sounds like you two had quite the afternoon."

"We did." She picked up another chip, dipped it in ketchup, and licked it off, still watching me. "Very... productive."

The word hung there. Loaded.

She's testing me. She wants to see if I flinch.

I didn't. I smiled. My cock pulsed in my jeans, and I thought about her saying that word in a different context. Breathless. Post-fuck. Telling me how productive her afternoon with Ryan had been. Telling me in explicit detail what it felt like when he pushed inside her for the first time in eight years. Whether she'd needed time to adjust. Whether she'd made noise. Whether he'd made her come.

Then Ryan cleared his throat, picked up his fork, and said, very matter-of-fact, "Best workout I've had in ages, to be fair."

Angela laughed again and the tension broke. The conversation shifted. Ryan asked me about Arsenal's match at the weekend. I said something about the defence being a perpetual fucking problem. Angela finished her fish and sat back, sipping her lager, still smiling to herself.

I watched her across the table. She's thinking about it now.

The joke had done what I'd needed it to do. Not just the laugh, not just the moment of shared ridiculousness, but the shape of it. The fact that I'd started it. The fact that Ryan had leaned in without hesitation. The fact that Angela had joined in, pushed it further, tested how far we'd go.

And the fact that I'd smiled through all of it. Unbothered, like the idea of her and Ryan being physical together while I was at work was something I could joke about without flinching.

She'd noticed. I'd seen it in her eyes, that flicker of sharp attention, the moment where she'd stopped laughing and started reading the room.

I finished my lager, stood, started clearing plates. Ryan stood as well, stacking his plate on top of Angela's, bringing them over to the counter.

"Cheers for that, mate," I said. "Proper good chippy."

"No worries. Least I could do after all the cooking you've done for me."

Angela was still at the table, finishing her beer, and when I glanced over she was looking at me with an expression I couldn't quite read. Not suspicious, not uncomfortable; just thinking.

Ryan rinsed his hands at the sink, dried them on the tea towel, and said, casual, "Right, I'm meeting Dan down the Pineapple for a pint. You two need anything before I head out?"

"Nah, we're good," I said.

Angela looked up. "Have fun. Don't stay out too late, you've got that commission meeting tomorrow."

"Yes, Mum." Ryan grinned, grabbed his jacket from the hook in the hallway, and was gone. Boots heavy on the stairs. The front door closing behind him with a solid thunk.


ten
What She Realises
The Hotwife Glossary


ANGELA

I'd woken up already thinking about it.

The look.

That moment across the dinner table last night when Dave caught Ryan's eye and something passed between them, something I wasn't in on. I'd been trying not to think about it since it happened. Doing a truly shit job of it, honestly.

Dave's side of the bed was cold. He'd left for King's Cross at half seven, kissed me on the forehead whilst I pretended to still be asleep, and I'd lain there for another twenty minutes replaying last night like a woman with absolutely nothing better to do.

Now I was trying to work - but it wasn't going well. The flat had that midweek morning quiet - Ryan was somewhere in it, his door closed, that specific silence that meant another person breathing one wall away.

I went to the kitchen, put the kettle on, stood at the window looking down at the Portuguese couple's garden. November grey settling over Kentish Town, everything damp and cold and ordinary.

Except nothing felt ordinary. And I knew exactly why.

Last night. The dinner. The chippy. The bloody joke.

It had been Dave who started it. That was the thing I kept returning to.

I'd laughed. Sharp, surprised, half-mortified. Had told them both to stop it. And then, because apparently I cannot help myself, I'd joined in. Said something about Ryan keeping going, that I'd been absolutely choking at one point. The dust, obviously. Obviously the dust from under the sofa. Except the way I'd said it hadn't sounded like the dust at all, and we'd all known it, and I'd kept going anyway.

Dave had sat through all of it with that face on him. Completely easy. Completely unbothered. The face of a man who could joke about walking in on his wife and her ex doing something physical and not so much as flicker.

And then the look. Dave catching Ryan's eye, just for a second. Not the look of two men sharing a joke at my expense. Something quieter, more deliberate. The look of two people who understood something I didn't.

I'd shushed them both, and the conversation subject drifted to Arsenal, which Dave had taken up without missing a beat. But I'd seen it – but I wasn’t sure what ‘it’ was.
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I stood at the window, afternoon tea warming my palms, and did what I do at work when the numbers won't add up. I mentally sifted the evidence.

Ryan's shift.

He'd arrived careful. The way a man is careful with a friend's wife. Respectful, grateful for the room, keeping the appropriate distance. Which I had been grateful for, if I was being honest with myself, which I apparently was this morning whether I liked it or not.

Because the thing I hadn't told anyone, the thing I'd been quietly managing since the coffee meeting at Ginger and White, was that the attraction hadn't gone anywhere. That was the problem. Ryan had was sitting in that café and I'd felt it immediately, that specific pull that belonged to a different version of me, the twenty-two-year-old in the Finsbury Park house who had never learnt the word restraint. And I'd sat across from him with my flat white and my sensible camel coat and been, underneath all of it, properly flustered.

I'd gone home and kissed Dave in the kitchen and felt guilty about it for approximately two days.

I'm married. I love Dave. I chose Dave. Whatever I felt for Ryan was a long time ago and it lives in the past where it belongs.

I'd been very firm about this. Very clear, but the problem was my body had not received the memo.

When Ryan had moved in, it had got worse. The smell of the workshop when he came through the door. The way he filled the hallway. The specific quality of his hands when he set a mug down. I'd been managing it with the focus of a woman defusing something delicate, every day, telling myself it was just familiarity, just the muscle memory of old attraction, nothing that meant anything.

I love Dave. That was always the sentence I came back to. Not as a consolation. As a fact, a complete and certain fact, the kind that doesn't need examining. I love Dave. Ryan is someone I used to fuck a long time ago. The two things are not in competition.

Except the attraction hadn't gone anywhere, and I'd been fighting it for weeks. Quietly, privately, without telling a soul. Feeling guilty about it every time I caught myself noticing him. Feeling like I was betraying Dave just by looking too long at the way Ryan used his hands when he talked.

And recently - it Ryan had… 'shifted' - that's the only way to describe it. Not quite flirting, but he was … more like he was when we lived together. Familiar, with a glint in his eye. Or was I just imagining that - wanting it even?

Dave's response.

Or lack if it? This was the part I'd been most carefully not examining.

Dave isn't jealous. In six years I've learned exactly what Dave's jealousy looks like, the specific quality of his silence when he's bothered by something. And it's been entirely absent. What's there instead is something I can't name. A quality of attention when Ryan's around. An ease, almost a pleasure, in the three of us together.

He'd left us alone three separate times this past week. Each time with a slightly bollocks reason. A work call he needed to take in the bedroom. Cycling to the shop for milk we didn't urgently need. Wednesday evening at the pub to watch a match he could have watched here.

He'd started the joke last night. He'd looked at Ryan afterwards like they'd planned it.

My own body.

I stared at the November garden and finally admitted the thing I'd been refusing to admit.

I'd been turned on for ten days straight. Properly, persistently turned on, the kind where you're aware of your own knickers all day, where everything feels too warm and too close. I'd made love with Dave twice this week and both times I'd been somewhere else entirely.

I knew exactly where I'd been.

And there it was. The thing I'd been managing and suppressing and feeling guilty about for weeks, and Dave had sat across a dinner table last night and started a joke about it, easy as anything, and looked at Ryan afterwards like they shared a secret.

I heard the front door go. Ryan's key in the Yale lock. His footfall on the stairs, heavy and unhurried.

He called through: "You here?"

I called back: "Kitchen."

He came through still in his jacket, bringing the workshop with him. Sawdust, linseed oil, cold November air. I breathed it in without meaning to and felt it do exactly what it always did, the thing I'd been firmly not acknowledging for weeks. Straight through me. Immediate and honest and, this morning, considerably harder to argue with than usual.

He filled the kettle without asking. Made two teas and brought mine over, set it beside my cold one without comment.

I looked at the mug. "I'm surprised you remember how I take it."

"Yeah, well." The look he gave me before he turned away wasn't entirely casual. "Some things stick, don't they."

He went back to his tea. I sat with the mug and didn't immediately go back to my laptop.

One sugar and too much milk. Which Dave still occasionally got wrong after six years. Ryan made it correctly without thinking about it, which was, honestly, not the information I needed with a pitch document due Thursday.

Ryan leaned against the counter, mug in both hands, and looked at me with that directness he has, the look that says he's reading the room and knows exactly what's in it.

"You alright?"

"Yeah. Just thinking."

"About?"

About the fact that I've been fighting this attraction for weeks like it was something shameful, something I needed to keep locked down out of loyalty to my husband. About the fact that my husband spent last night making jokes about walking in on us and looking at you like you were in on something together. About the fact that I've been lying next to Dave in the dark every night thinking about you and feeling terrible about it, and now I'm standing here wondering if Dave knew. If Dave has always known. If Dave, in fact, wants me to stop fighting it.

"Work, a pitch document."

"Right."

I could tell he didn't believe me – he knew me too well, but he drank his tea, said nothing else for a while, then went to his room.

I sat in the kitchen with the correct tea and a new quality of restlessness I was no longer pretending to myself about.
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The Hidden Architect

ANGELA

I stared at the document. Fifth time reading the same paragraph. I deleted the sentence I'd just typed because it was complete bollocks and my brain was somewhere else entirely, had been somewhere else since I woke up this morning.

I gave myself permission to stop pretending. Five minutes, I thought. Five minutes to think about this instead of circling it like I'd been doing all morning.

I opened a new browser tab.

Started vague. Husband encourages wife to reconnect with ex. Nothing useful. Relationship advice columns, healthy boundaries, trust exercises. None of it fit.

I tried again. Husband wants wife to spend time with other men.

Closer. Articles about open relationships, polyamory, ethical non-monogamy. I skimmed. Too structured. Too many rules. Too much about multiple equal partnerships when what Dave was doing felt more specific than that.

I refined it. Husband enjoys wife with other men.

There. The vocabulary arrived all at once, like a language I'd been half-hearing for weeks suddenly resolving into meaning.

Stag and vixen.

Compersion.

Hotwife lifestyle.

I clicked through to a forum. Read the pinned introduction for newcomers. The language was careful, respectful, surprisingly thoughtful. Not some seedy corner of the internet. People discussing their relationships with the same seriousness Dave and I brought to conversations about buying a house or whether we wanted kids.

I read about couples where the husband actively encouraged his wife to sleep with other men. Not because he was inadequate. Not because the marriage was failing. Because he got genuine pleasure from her pleasure, from knowing she was experiencing something intense and coming back to him after.

Compersion. Joy from your partner's joy. The opposite of jealousy.

I stopped. Looked at the wall. The Portuguese couple's magnolia tree through the window, bare branches against November grey.

Dave.

I thought about the past weeks laid out properly, the way I'd approach a work problem when the numbers weren't adding up.

The coffee meeting with Ryan. Dave's suggestion. Be kind, babe, he's having a rough time. Framed as obvious kindness when it wasn't obvious at all. Ryan was my ex. Dave could've easily said no, we're not getting involved.

The dinner invitation. So casual I'd taken it at face value.

The spare room offer. That one genuinely surprised me because Dave doesn't do impulsive. Dave paints the hallway three times before committing to a colour. Dave researches mattresses for six weeks. Dave does not offer our spare room to my ex-boyfriend on a Friday night unless he's already decided that's happening.

The lamp in the spare room. I'd noticed it in August when I went looking for the desk fan. It Didn't work. When Ryan moved in, it worked. Dave had sorted it. Before Ryan came for dinner, probably. Before we'd even discussed Ryan staying.

I closed the browser tab.

Then opened it again after maybe thirty seconds.

I found a personal account from a woman describing her journey into the lifestyle. Her husband had introduced the idea gradually, she wrote. Creating opportunities for her to spend time with a man she'd mentioned finding attractive. Leaving them alone. Encouraging her to dress up when they met. Never pushing, never demanding. Just quietly building the conditions until she realised what he wanted and, more importantly, what she wanted.

The article called it the hidden architect.

I read that bit twice.

Dave looking across the dinner table when I'd touched Ryan's arm. That still quality he gets when he's cataloguing something.

Dave leaving us alone more than necessary these past weeks. Last night. Ryan extending the joke, as if they were working together? Dave catching Ryan's eye after. That look. Not two blokes having a laugh at my expense. Two people who understood something I didn't.

Except I was beginning to understand it now.

I clicked through to another thread. A husband describing how he'd felt when his wife first went to bed with another man. The words weren't what I expected. No humiliation. No degradation. None of the language I'd have associated with this. What he described was pride. Gratitude. The intensity of knowing his wife trusted him enough to let him give her this, to come back and tell him everything after.

She knows I love her more because of it, he'd written. Not less. She knows I see all of her now, not just the bits that fit easily into what we're supposed to be.

I closed the laptop.

Sat with it. Grey afternoon light. I checked for anger. That reflexive how dare he engineer this response, but it wasn't there.

Oh. My pulse kicked, heat flooding my face, my chest. Not anger. Something closer to being seen. Dave knowing me so completely he'd seen the thing I hadn't admitted to myself yet.

Dave had watched me with Ryan that first dinner. Watched me get dressed beforehand, spending longer than usual, changing twice. Watched me laugh at Ryan's stories, lean in when I talked, touch his arm without thinking.

Dave knew.

And Dave hadn't been bothered. Dave had been, if I was reading this right, exactly what that forum called it. Compersive. Dave had felt pleasure watching me come alive around someone who made me feel that particular way.

Which led to the second question, the one sitting underneath everything else.

Did I want this?

Did I want Dave to be right about what I'd been feeling, what I'd been suppressing, what I'd been telling myself was just old memories and nothing more?

I knew the answer before I finished the question.

I'd been wet for Ryan for weeks straight. Lying next to Dave in the dark every night replaying specific memories from our Finsbury Park flat. Memories I'd filed away as belonging to a different Angela, a younger more reckless version who didn't know better. Except apparently she'd known exactly what she was doing and my body remembered every single second.

I'd thought about the stretch of him. God, I'd thought about it every night. That patience it required, Ryan working me open slowly because he had to, because he was so much thicker than Dave, longer, the kind of size that made my body remember before my brain caught up. The overwhelming fullness when he finally pushed all the way inside, that moment where I couldn't breathe properly and didn't want to. I could admit it now, in the cold November light: Ryan's cock was considerably bigger than my husband's. And my body hadn't forgotten what that felt like.

I'd thought about his hands. The way he used to pin both my wrists above my head with one hand whilst the other did exactly what it needed to do.

I'd thought about how he used to talk to me. That quiet directive voice right against my ear, telling me exactly what was about to happen and how I was going to take it. That's it, Ange. Take it. All of it.

I'd thought about all of that and then lain next to Dave feeling guilty, feeling like I was betraying something fundamental by wanting what I used to have.

But if Dave knew. If Dave had spent five weeks carefully building the conditions for exactly this. If Dave wanted me to stop fighting it.

Then the guilt was the betrayal, not the wanting.

I heard the spare room door open. Ryan's footfall in the hallway, heading for the kitchen. Kettle going on. The sounds of him making tea, comfortable, domestic, entirely at home in my flat in a way that would've felt invasive six weeks ago and now just felt inevitable.

I opened the laptop again and went back to the forum. Found the section for women new to the lifestyle. Read through posts from wives describing their first experiences. The common thread surprised me. It wasn't about the other man, not primarily. It was about their husbands. The specific way their husbands looked at them after. The intimacy of being known that completely, having your desire met without shame, discovering that wanting more didn't mean having less.

One woman wrote: My husband gave me permission to be the fullest version of myself. That's the gift. Not the sex, though the sex is incredible. The permission.
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The Only One Pretending

ANGELA

I gave up on the dining table and moved to the sofa. I wasn't even pretending anymore, which was probably the first honest thing I'd managed all day.

Ryan came through from his room a few minutes later, his own mug in hand. He dropped into the armchair like he belonged there. Telly stayed off. We just sat.

"How's the pitch thing going?" he asked.

"It's not." I pulled my legs up under me. "The artist reckons she's the next Amy Winehouse. Thing is, she's not. Trying to convince a Guardian journalist otherwise is proving bloody difficult."

He laughed, proper laugh, the kind that crinkled his eyes. "What's wrong with her?"

"Apart from thinking she's bigger than she is? Turned up late to a radio interview last week. Then blamed me for not reminding her it was happening."

"Sounds like a joy."

"She's twenty-three and thinks the world owes her something. I was probably the same at her age."

"You weren't." No hesitation, like it was a fact he knew. "You were always the one keeping everyone else organised. Remember Julia's birthday? Brighton? You're the only reason we got there at all."

I did remember. That terrible B&B, the rain that wouldn't stop, the pub quiz where you had somehow convinced everyone he knew the capital of Uruguay when you absolutely bloody didn't.

"Montevideo," I said.

"Got lucky."

"You guessed."

"Educated guess."

I smiled despite myself. Something eased in my chest, that tightness I'd been carrying for days. This was easy. Always had been easy with him, the talking part, the being-in-the-same-room part. That wasn't the thing I'd forgotten.

"How's the workshop?" I asked. "You said you had a new commission?"

His face changed when he talked about work. Opened up in a way I recognised from years back. "Solid oak read table. Client in Highgate, wants something that'll last generations. Proper joinery, no shortcuts. It's the kind of job I actually enjoy."

"Better than flatpack?"

"Miles better than flatpack." His hands moved while he talked, shaping the dimensions in the air between us, explaining grain and finish and the specific way he'd join the legs. I watched his hands and let myself watch them. That was different from before, from earlier in the week when I'd been catching myself. Looking away the second I noticed I was looking. Now I just looked.

His hands were large and capable, and fuck, I remembered exactly what they felt like. The weight of them, the absolute certainty when he touched me.

I'm allowing myself to watch them and that's absolutely fine.

The conversation drifted. That restaurant in Stoke Newington that did the best jerk chicken either of us had ever tasted. Some mate's birthday where someone's new boyfriend spent the entire evening banging on about share trading to people who hadn't asked. That terrible flat in Hackney we'd nearly taken before we found the Finsbury Park place.

"You were always better at finding places than me," Ryan said. "I just thought everywhere was fine."

"You actually wanted that flat on Seven Sisters Road. The one with the boiler in the bathroom."

He laughed properly. "The boiler was compact."

"It was a health hazard."

"Character building."

"It was mould, Ryan. Actual black mould on the ceiling."

"Didn't say it was perfect."

Underneath our conversation ran the specific quality of two people who knew each other's histories in a way that went back before Dave. Dave wasn't in this conversation. He was at his desk in King's Cross, not in this room, and the conversation was comfortable without him. I noted that. Didn't linger on it, but I knew it mattered.

Then Ryan's face changed. Something dropped in his expression, register shifting. "You seem good, Ange. Really good. Dave seems good. You seem happy."

I looked at him properly. There was something in the way he'd said that. Not just pleasantry. Something else underneath it.

"We are," I said.

He nodded, like he'd needed to hear it confirmed. Then he said, "He's a good man. Got his head screwed on properly."

I held his look.

"He is, yeah."

Ryan took a drink of his tea. I sat with what he'd just said. He knows. Or he'd worked it out, which was the same thing, wasn't it. Ryan was un-complicated, but he wasn't stupid either, and he'd been living in this flat for weeks watching Dave do whatever the hell Dave had been doing.

Heat rushed through me, sudden and obvious. Good. I didn't want to have to explain this. Didn't want to dance around it.

A silence settled between us. Not uncomfortable. Just weighted.

I said, careful, "Can I ask you something?"

"Go on."

"Last night. The joke. About me and you." I stopped, not entirely sure how to finish that sentence.

Ryan looked at me straight on. "I was following his lead."

I took that in. "Right."

"He started it. I just played along."

"Why?"

He paused. Choosing his words, obviously didn't want to lie to me. "Because he wanted me to."

The room went very quiet. Sounds of the outside, a car passing, someone's door closing down the street, all of it suddenly loud in my ears.

I said, "And you knew that?"

"Worked it out, yeah."

"When?"

"Week or so ago, maybe. Dave's not exactly subtle when you're paying attention."

"No," I said. "He's really not."

I sat with that. Ryan had known for at least a week. He'd been aware of what Dave was doing, actively helping even. The relief of that hit me hard, because it meant I wasn't imagining it, wasn't alone in seeing it. The only person in this flat who'd been pretending nothing was happening was me. And I'd been doing a spectacularly shit job of it.

Ryan stood, stretched. "I'm going to start something for dinner. You want anything specific?"

"Whatever you're making is fine."

He went through to the kitchen. I stayed on the sofa with my cold tea and this new thing I now possessed.

Dave. I thought about him. Not with anger or confusion but with something I couldn't quite put my finger on. The specific intimacy of being known that thoroughly. He'd looked at me across a dinner table that first dinner and seen the thing I'd put away when I married him, the part of myself I'd decided belonged to a younger, less sensible version of me. And he'd decided to give it back.

I need to work out what I'm going to do with this.

Except I already knew. Probably knew since I woke up this morning, possibly longer. I'd been telling myself it was complicated, that I needed time to think, that I should be shocked or angry or at the very least conflicted about my husband apparently engineering a situation where I'd sleep with my ex-boyfriend.

But I wasn't conflicted.

I was bloody aroused. I'd been aroused for weeks straight, and now I knew why. Now I knew Dave wanted me to be aroused. Ryan knew Dave wanted me to be aroused. The only thing standing between me and what I wanted was my own refusal to admit I wanted it.

Ryan's hands. Not memory now. Something available, something I could have again if I chose to.

His body. The specific density of him, the quality of being with a man who was that much bigger than Dave in every dimension that mattered.

His cock. There it was. I'd thought it. Pictured it, because apparently I'd stopped lying to myself about what I wanted. The size of him, that thick heavy stretch that used to make me breathless, made me cum from just fucking me, no toys or fingers needed.

My thighs clenched, sitting there on my own sofa in the middle of a Wednesday afternoon.

My body remembered before my brain had a chance to intervene. A flush of heat between my legs, unmistakable, undeniable. That specific ache low in my belly, the one that said I want this, I want him, I want to feel that again. Dave's probably been hoping I've been thinking about this. Dave has spent five weeks carefully building the conditions for me to stop feeling guilty about thinking about this.

Dave, it turned out, was considerably more perceptive than I'd given him credit for.

In the kitchen Ryan was chopping something. Rhythmic sound of a knife on the board, the tap running. I watched him through the doorway, his back to me. I let myself look.

Alright then, Dave. If that's what you've been building, we'll have to have a conversation about that, won't we. When the moment's right. And it is going to be a very interesting conversation, as I already know what I want.

I'm done pretending.


eleven
The Reckoning


Iwas in the sitting room with the telly on low, not really watching it, a beer cold from the fridge. Friday evening, half eight, October turning cold enough that the heating had kicked in early, and the flat felt properly warm for the first time in weeks - even if Ryan and Angela complained I set it too high. I'd been sitting there for maybe twenty minutes doing fuck all.

Ryan had gone to the pub with his mate Dan from the arches, couple of pints, wouldn't be back till eleven at the earliest. I knew this because Angela had mentioned it twice, once at dinner and once after, which meant she wanted me to know it. Which meant something was coming that needed Ryan out of the way.

I heard her before I saw her. Not the usual drift through the flat but something more purposeful, her footsteps deliberate. She came through from the bedroom and sat down beside me, not at the other end of the sofa where she usually settled with her laptop but right beside me, close enough that her thigh pressed against mine. Close enough that I could feel the heat of her through our jeans.

She looked at me with an expression I couldn't immediately read, which was unusual. I could almost always read her.

"Ryan's out till late," she said.

"Yeah, you said earlier."

"Good."

That single word. The way she said it. That told me everything.

I went very still, the way I go still when something important is arriving. The telly might as well have been off. Angela had chosen this moment deliberately, had probably been waiting for Ryan to leave, and the conversation she was about to have with me was not going to be about anything ordinary.

She shifted, angling herself toward me. Her face was calm, focused. The expression she got at work when she'd made a decision and was about to execute it.

"Right," she said. "So. We're going to have a conversation."

"Alright."

"And you're going to be honest with me. Properly honest. Not careful, not managing me, just honest."

"I can do that."

"Good," she said. "Because I know what you've been doing, babe. I've known for a while, if I'm honest. So here's what I'm going to do. I'm going to stop waiting for you to find the right way to ask me. I'm going to ask you instead."

My pulse kicked hard, blood suddenly loud in my ears. I tried to keep my face steady.

She didn't build up to it, that wasn't who she was.

"The coffee meeting," she said. "That was you. You suggested I reach out to Ryan, you suggested we meet, you made it sound casual, but it wasn't casual, was it."

"No."

"The dinner. You volunteered to cook. You set the table for three. You were going to offer the spare room before Ryan had even mentioned needing somewhere to stay."

"Yeah."

"The lamp bulb in the spare room. I noticed that, by the way. A new bulb, before Ryan moved in. You were getting the room ready before you'd asked him or mentioned it to me."

I didn't need to say anything. She'd clearly worked it all out. Was she furious?

She leaned forward, her eyes on mine, warm but absolutely focused. "You've been engineering this. Very carefully, very patiently. The whole thing. You wanted Ryan here, close, in our flat, spending time with me. You've been leaving us alone on purpose. You watched us at that first dinner, and you liked what you saw. And then that joke the other night, the chippy dinner, you and Ryan both playing it like a bit of banter, but it wasn't just banter, was it."

"No. It wasn't."

She sat back, not away from me, just giving herself space to look at me properly. "I researched it. This thing you've been doing. There's a word for it, apparently. Several words. Stag and vixen. Hotwife. Compersion. You know those words, don't you."

"I know them."

"So that's what you are. A stag. And you've been building this for months."

Years really, but she didn't look in the mood to be corrected. I looked at her and said it plainly: "Yeah. That's what it is."

She nodded once, a look that seemed almost pleased with herself for connecting all the dots. Then, very quietly: "How long have you wanted this?"

I could have softened it. Could have made it sound recent, gradual, something I only half-understood. But she'd asked for honesty and she'd asked for it plainly, and I was done with the careful version.

"Since you first told me about Ryan," I said. "The proper version. That night, years ago, when you'd had wine and you told me about the sex you used to have with him. What it was like. How he was built. What that did to you."

She went very still.

"I came harder that night than I'd come in months," Might as well go all in now. "And I lay there in the dark afterwards and I thought about what you'd described, and I couldn't get it out of my head. I kept coming back to it, over and over, for years. Every time you mentioned him, every time you told me another story, I'd file it away and think about it later and realise I wasn't just interested, I was properly turned on by it. By the idea of you with him. By the size thing, and by what he could give you that I couldn't."

Angela was watching me with an expression of… well not shock. Something quieter, more complicated.

"I stopped pretending to myself about it around the time Donna sent that message about Ryan needing a place to stay. That's when I knew I was going to try and make it real."

She exhaled slowly, not a sigh, something closer to relief. "Christ, Dave."

"You asked."

"I did." She looked at me for a long moment. "And you've just been carrying that. For three years. Thinking about it. Planning it. Waiting for the right opportunity."

"Yeah."

"That's..." She paused. "I don't have a word for what that is."

"Me neither. But it's real."

Her hand came to rest on my thigh, warm and solid through my jeans. "Alright," she said. "So tell me. What do you actually want. Not in code, not in engineering. Say it plainly."

I looked at her. I could soften this. Make it sound less intense. Or I could just fucking say it.

"I want you to be with Ryan," I said. "Properly. Not hypothetically, not almost. I want you to go to the spare room, or have him in our bed, whichever feels right, and I want you to have sex with him the way you used to. I want you to stop moderating yourself, stop being the careful version of yourself you've been since we got married. I want you to be the woman you were with him. Greedy and unfiltered and taking what you want. I want you to cum from the best sex you’ve ever had."

Her hand tightened on my thigh.

"And I want to know it's happening. I want to sit in this room, or in our bed, and know you're with him one wall away. I want to hear you – and I want you to come back afterwards, still marked by it, and I want you to tell me everything. Every detail. What it felt like, what he said, what you said, whether you came, how many times, what his cock felt like inside you after all these years."

I stopped myself. I'd said more than I'd planned to say – probably gone too far? Angela was looking at me with her mouth slightly open, her breathing faster. Too late now to be polite…

"And then," I said, "I want to fuck you. After you've told me. I want to reclaim you. I want you to be mine again, properly, and I want both of us to know what just happened and I want that to be part of what we are."

She was quiet for a moment. Then, very softly: "The size thing."

"Yeah."

"You've been thinking about that. Specifically."

"For years."

"What he can do to me that you can't."

"Yes."

"That turns you on."

"Fuck yes."

She exhaled, long and slow. "That's... I genuinely don't know what to do with that, babe."

"You don't have to do anything with it," I said. "I'm just telling you what's true. You asked what I want and that's what I want. I want to give you everything. Including the things I can't give you myself."

She looked at me for a long moment, her expression unreadable. Then: "You're a very unusual man."

"I know."

"I find that quite attractive."

"Good."

She laughed, brief and genuine, and the sound of it broke something open in the room.

"Right," she said. "My turn."

She’s laughing, so maybe I'd not totally fucked everything up?

"I've been thinking about Ryan," she said. "For weeks. Properly thinking about him. In bed, at night, lying right beside you. I've been replaying what it used to be like with him. How he felt. What his body could do. I've been getting myself off to those memories and then feeling guilty about it because I'm in love with you and I'm lying there touching myself while fantasising about my ex-boyfriend's cock."

The temperature in the room changed. The air got thicker.

"And then I worked out what you were doing," she said. "And I realised you wanted me to be thinking about him. You'd been hoping I would. And that completely changed everything, Dave. Because suddenly the guilt was the wrong response. The guilt was me not trusting that you knew what you wanted. The guilt was me not understanding that this was something you were giving me, not something I was taking behind your back."

Her hand moved higher on my thigh, deliberate, warm. High enough that if she moved it another two inches she'd feel exactly what this conversation was doing to me.

"I kissed him," she said.

Everything in my body stopped. Not slowed. Stopped. My chest went tight and my cock, which had been half-hard for the last ten minutes, went properly hard in about three seconds flat.

"Wednesday afternoon," she said, watching my face. "After I'd worked it out. After I knew you wanted this and Ryan knew you wanted this and I was the only person pretending it wasn't happening. He was in the kitchen making tea and I just went over and kissed him. Just once. Not long. Maybe ten seconds. I needed to know if it was real or if it was just memory."

"And?"

"It was real." Her voice was quiet, steady, completely honest. "Very real. He kissed me back and my whole body remembered him, and I had to stop myself from going further because I hadn't talked to you yet and I needed to talk to you first."

I looked at her. "Tell me what it was like."

She held my gaze. "His mouth tastes the same. I'd forgotten that. Or I thought I'd forgotten it, but I hadn't, my body remembered it the second our mouths touched. And his hands, he put one hand on my lower back, just resting there, and I could feel the size of it, the weight, and I remembered exactly how those hands used to hold me down."

"What else."

“I felt him get hard against me, and I had to pull away because if I hadn't I would have let him fuck me right there in the kitchen."

I remembered to breath.

"Are you alright?" she said.

"Tell me more. Please."

She smiled, slow and knowing. "I've been soaking wet for him for two weeks straight, Dave. Properly wet. The kind of wet I used to get in my twenties when I couldn't wait to get my clothes off. I've been walking around this flat in that state, pretending I wasn't, trying not to look at him too long because if I looked at him too long I'd start thinking about what I wanted him to do to me."

"What do you want him to do to you."

"Everything," she said, her voice dropping lower. "I want him to fuck me the way he used to. Slow at first because he needs to break me in again, because that cock's too big to just shove in, and then harder once he’s re-shaped me. I want to feel that stretch again, that fullness, the way my cunt has to work to take all of him."

She said cunt. She never says cunt unless she's already gone.

"I want him to pin my wrists the way he used to, to be forceful," her eyes had a glazed look now. "I want to hear his voice in my ear telling me exactly what he's doing to me. I want to come on his cock the way I used to, properly, the kind of orgasm that starts deep and doesn't stop."

She paused. "And then I want to come back to you and tell you about it. Every detail. And then I want you."

I was holding very still, and she could see exactly what this was doing to me; she wasn't looking away.

"I researched this," she said. "The lifestyle. I read about other couples who do it. And the thing that kept coming up, repeatedly, was that it's not really about the other man. It's about the couple. It's about trust and honesty and being so secure in what you have that you can let your partner have more. And I thought, that's what Dave's been trying to give me. More. Not less. He loves me so much he wants me to have everything."

She leaned in, her forehead almost touching mine. "That's the most erotic thing anyone's ever done for me, babe. Building this. Waiting for me to catch up. Trusting me enough to want this for me."

I put my hand over hers. "So what do we do now."

"I want to go to him," she said. "Properly. Not hypothetical, not maybe. I want you to know I'm going, and I want you to wait for me."

"I want you to go."

"And after."

"You come back here and you tell me everything."

"All of it?"

"Every word."

She looked at me for a moment. "You know this makes you a very kinky man."

"I know."

She almost smiled. "My kinky, lovely husband."
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"I'm going to enjoy this," she said eventually.

"I know you are."

"So are you."

"I already am."

She turned her head to look up at me. "You really have been thinking about this for three years."

"Longer, probably. I stopped counting."

"And you never said anything."

"I didn't know how to say it. And I wasn't sure you'd want it."

"And now?"

"Now I know you want it."

She smiled. "I really do."

"Good."

She shifted, pressing closer, her body warm against mine. "Thank you," she said quietly.

"For what?"

"For knowing me well enough to want this for me. For building it so carefully. For loving me the way you do."

I didn't say anything, just held her.

"I should probably talk to Ryan. When he gets back. Make sure he's actually alright with this, that he still wants me."

"He's alright with it," I said. "I've talked to him."

She pulled back to look at me. "You have?"

"Yeah, he worked it out. We had a conversation."

"About this."

"About this."

"And?"

"He said he's in. He said he'd wait for you to know what I wanted before he did anything. But he's in."

She processed that. "So everyone's been waiting for me."

"You were the only person who needed to catch up."

She laughed. "That's actually quite funny."

"I thought so."

She put her head back on my shoulder. We stayed like that until the telly programme ended and another one started and neither of us moved to change it.

"Dave," she said eventually.

"Yeah."

"I love you. You know that, right. Whatever happens with Ryan, whatever this becomes, that doesn't change."

"I know."

"Good." She paused. "Because I do. Love you. Probably more now than I did this morning, which is saying something."

I kissed the top of her head. "I love you too."

"Good," she said. "Then we're sorted."

She was warm against my side. The flat was quiet. The spare room was empty tonight, but it wouldn't stay empty much longer and we both knew it and neither of us was pretending anymore.

I was, I reckoned, the luckiest bastard on Bartholomew Road. Possibly in Kentish Town. Possibly further, but I wasn't going to push it.

She shifted slightly, getting comfortable, and said, "What are you thinking about?"

"How lucky I am."

"Good answer."

"It's true."

She smiled against my shoulder. "We're both lucky, babe. We've just worked out how to be lucky in a slightly unusual way."

"That's one way of putting it."

"Got a better one?"

"No," I said. "That'll do."


twelve
First Night
Closing the Door


Friday evening, work done and the wine was already open. I took the armchair, left them the sofa. Not an accident. We all knew what tonight was.

Angela had made effort. The navy wrap dress again, gold hoops, her hair down properly instead of thrown up the way it usually was by this time of night. She wasn't performing, though. That certainty in her was making my pulse hammer in my throat.

Ryan sat there the way he always did, solid and easy. Looked at Angela when she talked. Looked at me when I talked. Never felt the need to fill gaps with chat. He knew something was happening. He was waiting for the natural moment.

I poured wine and rabbited on about redecorating the spare room. Something about shelves. Maybe commissioning a proper bed frame from him, something that would last. Built-in storage, reclaimed wood. I was making it up as I went and couldn't have told you later what I'd actually said. My attention was split: Angela's particular quality tonight, Ryan's slightly edgy expectancy, and my own head, which was running extremely hot.

"Could do something with reclaimed oak," Ryan said. "Built-in shelving along that back wall, floor to ceiling. Make proper use of the space."

"That'd look good," Angela said.

The telly burbled something about the nine o'clock news. Background noise. None of us cared.

Maybe twenty minutes in, Angela's hand landed on Ryan's knee. Making some point about storage. She left it there, three seconds, maybe four, then moved it back to her lap. Casual. Like it meant nothing.

I picked up my wine and stared at the TV.

First proper touch since permission given.

I'd been rock solid for the better part of an hour, cock pressing hard against my jeans in a way that took genuine effort to ignore. Managing it, though. Professional-level control. Wasn't about to adjust myself in front of them.

Angela laughed at something Ryan said about a difficult client. Her whole body shifted with it, that full body laugh she does when she's completely at ease. Ryan watched her laugh with a look I recognised, the one that said he found her genuinely funny and also extremely fit, and I sat there with my wine and catalogued every bit of it.

Something else came on after the news. Quiz show, maybe. Didn't matter. No one reached for the remote.

Ryan refilled Angela's glass without her asking. She thanked him. Their fingers touched briefly on the stem.

Right then. I stood and my glass down. The words came out steady, normal, as though this was any other Friday. "I'm going to turn in. Early one tomorrow."

There was no early one tomorrow. Angela looked at me questioning, and I met her eyes, held them. One look that said: It’s time. She held my look and I saw in her face the same knowledge, clear and certain.

"Night, Ryan," I said.

"Night, mate," Ryan said.

Brief eye contact. Signal clear: Take care of her.

I crossed to Angela and kissed her properly. On the mouth, not a peck. Her lips were warm from the wine, soft, and she kissed me back without hesitation. When I pulled away she smiled, small and private. Just for me.

I walked out, crossed the hall to our bedroom. Closed the door behind me. Stood there in the orange glow from the street light filtering through the curtains. The bed, the wardrobe, Angela's make-up scattered across the dressing table.

You just walked away from your wife on a Friday night, left her on the sofa with another man. Went to bed early for no reason that would make sense to anyone except you. And in about three minutes, maybe less, that sitting room is going to turn into something else entirely.

I lay down on the bed, fully clothed, on top of the duvet. Stared at the ceiling, ears pricking.
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Through the Wall

I could still hear the low murmur of the sitting room telly. Tracked every sound with the focused attention I usually reserve for surveying buildings, which was exactly the professional skill set I was applying to my marriage right now.

A few minutes passed. Then voices. Couldn't make out words, just tone. Ryan's lower register, Angela's warmer one. More silence then. Not the silence of nothing. The kind where something's happening that hasn't made noise yet.

A sound from Angela. Low, brief. The sitting room was further away than the spare room, but I knew that sound in every register, every context. This one was new. This was the sound of someone being kissed properly.

Right. There it is. Someone finally reached a decision and it's started.

The telly went quiet, probably turned off. Then Angela again, just the beginning of a sound she cut off. The thought hit me hard enough I had to press my palm flat against the duvet to stay still.

They're kissing. Right now. Angela's kissing Ryan on my sofa whilst I lie here in the dark like some kind of voyeur. Which, let's be honest, is exactly what I am.

Footsteps now, both by the sound of it. The sitting room light went off. I could tell from the thin line of light under the bedroom door changing, disappearing.

Footsteps in the hall. They passed our bedroom door, close enough I heard the floorboards creak. Close enough I held my breath without meaning to.

Then spare room door closed firmly.

She's in there. Right now. One wall away. She went in with him, pulled the door shut, and whatever happens now happens on the other side of that wall. And I'm going to lie here and enjoy every second of it.
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Victorian plaster carries sound. I'm a quantity surveyor, I know how buildings work, how sound travels through old construction versus modern stud work. Bass frequencies come through. Low voices. The weight of a large man crossing a room. The creak of the spare room bed taking on weight. Certain vocal sounds.

What doesn't come through: quiet words, detail, the sounds that live in the mid and upper register.

I'd have to build those myself. Fill in the gaps from what I knew, what I'd imagined in enough detail over enough years that I could probably have drawn a bloody diagram.

The bed creaked. Single sustained creak, then settling. Weight distributed. Ryan sitting, probably. Then a lighter sound. Angela joining him.

Quiet for a bit. Didn't last long, maybe a minute.

Then movement. The bed adjusting. I knew what was happening with the same certainty I know load-bearing calculations. Evidence available, gaps filled with established knowledge.

He's taking his time. He always takes his time, she said. Must, because of his size.

I lay there and thought about what that looked like. Ryan above her, patient, working her open the way she'd described in those late-night conversations. Her body doing what it does in those circumstances. The stretch of it. The adjustment. The moment when her body decides it can take all of him.

Creaks of the bed moving. Steady, deliberate pace. Not fast. A man who knew what he was doing with a woman he'd been thinking about for a long time. Angela's voice came through the wall. Low register, just reached me. Not words.

I'd been lying still for ten minutes. Maybe more. Still fully clothed, jeans and shirt, like I'd collapsed onto the bed and forgotten to move. I was aware I needed to do something about that but hadn't moved yet, as though moving would break the spell, disrupt whatever was happening through the wall.

I sat up quietly, and stripped off my jeans, my shirt. Lay back down in just my boxers.

The sounds through the wall hadn't changed pace.

My cock was rigid against the fabric. Impossible to ignore. Not that I wanted to.

I slid my hand down, wrapped my fingers around myself through my boxers, and decided.

You can have this much. Not more. Not until she's back in this room. I've waited this long. I can wait a bit more.
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The rhythm through the wall had been building for a while. I'd been tracking it, gripping myself carefully through the fabric, not going too far, staying right at the edge.

The bed sounds changed. Ryan slowing. A shift in position.

Ryan changing what he was doing, applying attention somewhere specific, the way a patient and experienced man does when he knows what a particular woman needs.

Angela's voice came through the wall. This time not the low register. This time clear, the extended note of a woman mid-orgasm. Not the moderated version she gave me when she was being careful.

The wails continued. Longer than I was used to. I was aware of this, and I didn't shy away from it, didn't pretend I wasn't counting.

Ryan's making her come and it’s exactly what I hoped for.

I lay there with my hand completely still, because if I moved even slightly I'd be done and I wasn't going to be done. I was going to hold this, keep holding it, give it back to her later.

But I heard her. I heard what it sounded like when she stopped holding back completely.

I'm going to be honest. It's better than I imagined. And I've imagined it a great deal.

The sounds from the wall settled into a different gear. Ryan started pumping her again, harder, the bed sounding tortured now.

Time passed. I lost track of how much. Could have been twenty minutes, could have been forty. Didn't matter. All that mattered was the rhythm through the wall, the sounds of Angela being fucked properly, and keeping myself right at the edge without going over.

Fuck he's got stamina. How can a man fuck for this long?

The sounds continued. Ryan changing pace, changing position. Angela's responses audible at certain registers, little gasps and moans that reached me through the plaster.

At one point Ryan's voice came through clearly for the first time. A single sentence. Couldn't make the words but I knew the tone. Not a question. An instruction.

Angela's response: immediate and audible and clear. “More.”

Christ.

I lay in the dark and catalogued this with something approaching scientific precision whilst simultaneously gripping my cock through my boxers with a level of self-control I considered one of my more significant personal achievements.
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The rhythm through the wall built again. Longer this time. More sustained. Ryan clearly working towards something, taking his time, building Angela up to it.

I'd been edging for the better part of an hour. Christ, I was desperate. Cock throbbing, balls tight, that teenage-level desperation where you're right at the edge and holding it there through sheer bloody-minded determination.

Angela's groans came through the wall again. Different from the first time. The first had been sharp and real and immediate. This one was longer, lower, deeper. The sound of a woman finally being allowed to have her orgasm.

It went on… and on. I counted involuntarily, couldn't help it. I'm a man who measures things, even when I shouldn't.

Fourteen seconds. Fifteen. Sixteen.

The sounds from the wall reached a register I'd never heard from my side of things. Ever. I was honest with myself about that. The sustained quality of what came through the plaster was something that hadn't happened in our bedroom in six years of good marriage.

She's never made a sound like that for me. Not once. That's what happens to her when something Ryan's size shows her what she’s been missing.

I lay there and held that thought, felt the complicated thing and the uncomplicated thing simultaneously. The uncomplicated thing was considerably larger.

Ryan's voice underneath hers, low, something encouraging.

Then a change in the sounds. Different rhythm, harder, shorter. Ryan getting somewhere himself. Then quiet. Real quiet. The specific quality of two people in stillness.

He came. Just now. On the other side of that wall.

I lay in the dark and thought about what had just happened in the spare room.

Did Ryan come inside her? Did he pull out? Was there a condom? Did Angela think to ask, in the moment, when thinking isn't what a person's doing?

I didn't know. Couldn't know from this side of the wall. The not-knowing was doing something to me I was aware of in great detail.

Is she lying in there with Ryan's cum inside her right now?

I lay in the dark with my hand very carefully still and waited thought the quiet from the spare room. Not quite silence. The low sounds of two people in the aftermath, settling, breathing.

I waited. Didn't check my phone. Didn't move. Just lay in the dark and waited.

Still at the edge of everything I'd been holding for an hour. Still not letting go.

The spare room door opened quietly. Footsteps in the hall, soft, coming towards the master bedroom.

She's coming back. That's what I built this for. Not just the listening. This part. Her walking back through that door.

The door opened, admitting a sheepish Angela. She stood just inside for a moment. I could tell from the quality of the dark, the way she hesitated.

"You awake?"

"Yeah."

She moved to the bed. Lay down beside me.

She was sweaty, feverish hot. The kind of warmth you get from exertion, from being fucked properly repeatedly for over an hour. I could smell her sweat, could smell him faintly underneath it.

I was aware of her physical state without touching her yet. Knew exactly what condition she was in.

A moment of silence. Both of us in it, breathing in the dark.

"Ryan wore a condom," she said quietly. "I made him. We forgot to talk about it before, so I told him to tonight. Till we have time to discuss it?"

"Okay."

"I want to tell you everything."

"I know you do. I need to hear it."

[image: ]

Reclamation

I pulled her to me and kissed her. The taste of him was on her mouth, faint but unmistakably there, salt and something else, and that did it.

I slid into her and lasted maybe forty seconds. Not my finest performance, but I dare any man to do better after lying in the dark for an hour listening to his wife get fucked hard.

"Sorry. Christ. Sorry."

She laughed, low and warm. "Don't apologise. I was wondering if you'd even manage to get inside me before you came."

"Forty seconds, apparently."

"You've been lying here waiting for so long, I'm amazed you managed forty seconds."

I lay there catching my breath. She was warm against me, different. Looser than usual. I could feel the difference, the way her cunt had been opened up, stretched properly. I'd been thinking about exactly this for months and now I could feel it.

She shifted slightly. "I'm not complaining, just a little tender. A quick one was probably all I could manage right now anyway."

Something hot and complicated went through me. "Tender?"

"Ryan's always left me sore. Even when he's careful. Which tonight he was."

"Careful?"

"We took it easier than we used to. I didn't want to make too much noise. I wasn't sure how much you could handle, hearing it all."

She paused, her hand warm on my chest.

"That wasn't us fully letting go, Dave. Not even close."

She'd been holding back. The two orgasms I'd heard, Ryan's voice giving her instructions, the sustained rhythm that had gone on for bloody ages, that was them being restrained. That was the quiet version. I lay there and thought about what the loud version would sound like and had absolutely no idea what to do with that information except want it very badly.

"I didn't want it to be too much for you."

"That was restrained?"

A beat. "Ryan can be rough. He leaves marks. That wasn't tonight."

"Right."

"You're not upset?"

"I'm the opposite of upset. Keep going."

She reached over and clicked on her bedside lamp, keeping it low. The amber light turned her skin gold and made the room feel smaller, just the two of us in our own world. We arranged ourselves properly, Angela propped against the headboard, me on my back beside her.

Her hand found me.

Before she started talking again, she turned to look at me properly in the low light.

"Are you alright? Really?"

She was asking if she'd gone too far, if I regretted this, if the man she loved was still intact on the other side of what she'd just done with Ryan. I knew exactly what she was asking.

I didn't deflect. "I've never been more certain of anything."

She’d given me something tonight I'd been wanting for years, and I was not remotely alright, I was considerably better than alright.

She studied my face. "You mean that."

"Every word. Now stop checking and tell me everything."

Her hand wrapped around my sticky cock as she began. I wasn't hard yet. I would be.

"After you left the sitting room, the way Ryan looked at me. Like he'd been waiting and was done waiting."

"What did you say?"

"I told him I wanted it. He said, 'Come here then.'"

She described undressing in front of Ryan for the first time. How he'd watched her, taking his time, not rushing, the look of a man who knew exactly what he had in front of him and intended to enjoy it.

"I got on my knees for him."

"Be specific."

"I wanted his cock in my mouth. Wanted to see if I remembered how big he was."

"And did you?"

"I needed both hands to hold him."

"And your mouth?"

"My jaw ached trying to take him. I got maybe half his cock in before I had to stop."

"Did he say anything?"

"He told me to take my time. Said we had all night."

Her hand moved steadily on me now. I was responding, slowly but surely.

"Then he pulled me up. Kissed me properly."

"Did the kissing feel different?"

She didn't lie. "Yes. Ryan kisses like he owns me."

I felt myself getting harder under her hand.

"Then he moved me to the bed. I was on my back. He was above me, taking his time."

"Slow down here."

She smiled, looking at the hand sliding up and down my cock, and gave me a squeeze.

"When he first pushed into me, the pressure was incredible. My body had to remember how to take him, how to stretch around something that big after being away from it for years."

"What did it feel like?"

"The stretch. The overwhelming feeling of being completely filled. I’m sure you heard the sounds I made."

"What did Ryan do?"

"He stilled. Said my name quietly. Waited until I nodded. Then he started to move."

She paused when she described that moment, as though the memory required a second even now.

"What did it feel like?"

"Full. Completely full. Like my body needed a moment to work out what to do with all of it."

"Did it hurt?"

"At the edges. In the best possible way."

"Did you ask him to stop?"

"I asked him not to."

That stretch. The overwhelming fullness. That's what my cock doesn't give her. I lay there with her hand on me in the dark and felt the complicated thing, and below it, much hotter, the thing that isn't complicated at all.

"Then he found his rhythm. Long, deep strokes, taking his time, watching my face, building me up rather than just chasing his own finish."

I was fully hard in her hand now. I wasn't rushing her. The questions kept her focused, kept her specific, and kept me right where I wanted to be.

"The first orgasm. Tell me what that felt like."

"The fullness combined with the attention he was giving me at the same time. My body couldn't choose between the depth of him and what he was doing."

"The sound you made. Tell me about that."

"I didn't plan that sound."

"I heard it."

A beat between us. She looked at me.

"You heard me cum?"

"Through the wall. Yes."

Her hand on me tightened slightly.

She liked that. She liked knowing I'd been lying in the dark listening to her come. She liked it considerably. Good. We have more in common than she knew.

"You heard me."

"Every second of it."

"The first one or..."

"Both."

Quietly: "Was it too much?"

"It was the best thing I've ever heard in my life. Keep going."

"Then he moved me onto all fours. Positioned me how he wanted me."

"What did that feel like?"

"The angle from behind, the depth. Christ, Dave, that position lets him get so deep. I felt him everywhere."

"What did he say to you?"

She was direct. She didn't look away. "He told me exactly what he was doing to me. His mouth right by my ear, voice low, telling me to arch my back, to take it deeper, to be a good girl for him. I did everything he said without thinking."

"The sounds you made."

"I was trying to keep it down. I don't think I entirely managed."

"You didn't."

My hand covered hers, slowing her down. Not yet. Not quite yet.

"Then the final position – god he can go on forever. Ryan on his back. Me riding him. His hands on my hips, then my breasts."

"What did that feel like?"

"The challenge and pleasure of controlling the depth myself. How deep I could take him when I set the pace."

"His hands."

"Not gentle, not rough for its own sake, purposeful. The kind of handling that tells a woman she's being properly held by someone who knows exactly what he's doing."

"Did it hurt?"

"A little, but I liked it more than a little. I forgot how much."

I was quiet for a moment. "Is he better than me?"

She thought about it honestly. "He handles me differently. You're careful with me. Ryan isn't. When he holds me down I know he's holding me down, and it leaves marks."

She's always had that in her and our marriage is too tender for it, which isn't a failing of our marriage, it's the specific shape of what we are together. And Ryan is the other shape. The one that pins her wrists and tells her exactly what's happening. I lay there with her hand on me and thought, I gave her permission to have that. I built the conditions for it. This is mine as much as his. That thought was the hottest thing I'd felt all evening, which was saying something.

"The second orgasm. Tell me about that."

"Longer than the first. He knew exactly when I was about to come and he didn't ease off; he fucked up into me harder. Pushed me over the edge rather than coaxing me there."

"The sound you made."

"That one I couldn't control. Couldn't keep it down."

"I know. I counted."

She laughed. "You counted?"

"Fourteen seconds of you coming on another man's cock. Maybe fifteen. I counted every one of them."

She looked at me. "Was that the complicated one? Hearing that?"

"That was the one that told me what you're capable of."

She was quiet for a moment, then her hand moved faster, wanking me hard.

"Then the end of it. Ryan's pace changing in that final stretch. Harder. More purposeful. The shift from building me up to getting somewhere himself."

"What did it feel like when he came?"

"Even through the condom, the heat of it. The sound he made. His hands gripping my hips at the last moment."

I was very close now. Her hand knew it.

Right. There it is. When she told me he'd worn the condom, I'd felt something underneath the relief. This. I want Ryan's cum inside my wife. I want to know it's there when I slide into her. I want her to come back to me full of him and then I want to reclaim her. That's what I want. I'm not going to pretend otherwise.

She said nothing for a moment. Then her hand moved faster.

"Next time then, no condom."

"You want him to cum inside me."

"Yes."

"And then you want to."

"Yes."

Quietly, with certainty: "Alright."

I came. Her hand working me to it at the end of the no-condom conversation, the accumulated charge of the full retelling arriving all at once. The mess was real and present on my stomach and chest. I lay in the aftermath, breathing hard.

Angela didn't reach for tissues. She looked at me for a moment in the low light.

Then she lowered her head and licked my cum off my stomach, slow and deliberate, her tongue working across my skin, cleaning me. She swallowed it, her eyes on mine the whole time, not looking away.

When she was done she came back up and kissed me. I could taste myself on her mouth now, which was its own thing entirely.

She settled beside me.

"Thank you."

"For what?"

"For knowing what I needed before I knew. For lying in this room for an hour and waiting for me to come back."

She'd never done that before. Never licked my cum off my skin and swallowed it. That was for tonight. That was her way of saying thank you for giving her Ryan. We are somewhere completely new. And it's considerably better than where we were.

She reached over and turned off the lamp. Both of us in the dark now. Angela's back against my chest, my arm around her, the warmth of two people in a bed that's entirely theirs.

She was almost asleep. I wasn't far behind.

I said, into her hair: "Next time, tell him to leave a mark."

She was quiet for a moment. "You sure?"

"I want to see it."

"Alright."


thirteen
Given and Taken
Built to Last


We took the Overground from Kentish Town to Hackney Central on a grey Saturday afternoon, one of those November days that can't decide between dark and light, just settles into a dimness that makes you want to find somewhere warm and stay there.

Angela wore dark jeans, ankle boots, a rust-coloured knit that kept slipping off one shoulder. I was in my usual weekend uniform: dark jeans, grey jumper, hands in my pockets against the cold. We walked the five minutes from the station to Helmsley Arches without saying much. There wasn't much to say. We both knew what we were doing.

Ryan had texted Thursday evening while he was working late. Workshop, Saturday if you're both free. Want to show you something I've been working on. Angela had shown me the message. I'd said yes before she'd finished reading it aloud.

I knew what the text meant. So did Angela. Ryan wasn't inviting us to look at furniture.

The arches themselves carried that east London quality: diesel smell, damp brick, the Overground somewhere above making the ground hum faintly. Ryan's unit was halfway down, number seven, roller shutter painted dark green. He must have heard us coming because it opened before we knocked, rolling up with a metallic clatter, and there he was. Work trousers, flannel shirt, sleeves rolled to the elbows, grinning.

"Alright."

"Alright."

We stepped inside and the warmth hit immediately. The wood-burner in the back corner was doing its job properly, the air thick with heat and the smells of timber, linseed oil, wood shavings, something mineral from the tools. The concrete floor was swept clean. The main bench running down one side held a large dining table in progress, solid oak, half assembled. A wall of hand tools hung on a French cleat board: chisels, planes, marking gauges, all arranged with the precision of a man who needed to find things quickly.

"This is the Highgate commission," Ryan said, nodding at the table. "Client wants something that'll outlast her grandchildren. Took about ten conversations before she knew what she actually wanted."

Angela moved towards the table, her hands going out, fingers running along the surface, the edge, testing the joinery. She's always been tactile with things she finds beautiful. Ryan watched her do it, and I watched Ryan watch her.

I thought about what was going to happen in approximately twenty minutes and felt my cock thicken slightly in my jeans.

Near the wood-burner sat two finished chairs, walnut, ladder-back, the kind of joinery that takes a month per piece and lasts a hundred years. They looked like they'd been there forever and would still be there when everything else had gone.

"Please sit, try one out."

So I sat. The chair took my weight with absolute confidence: no creak, no give, just solid patient craftsmanship. It was genuinely the best chair I'd ever sat in.

"These are extraordinary," I said. "I mean that."

Ryan looked pleased in the quiet way he looked pleased about most things. "Took ages, but worth it."

He pulled three bottles of Estrella from a small fridge near the door, opened them with the edge of a table saw, and handed them round. I stayed in the walnut chair. Ryan took the other. Angela perched on the edge of the main bench, legs swinging slightly, the rust-coloured knit slipping further off her shoulder.

I understand something about him now that I didn't before. The patience makes sense. The patience in everything.

We talked about the table, about the client, about how Ryan knew when something was finished. Angela asked him that directly.

"When there's nothing left to take off it," Ryan answered sagely.

The conversation ran out of road. Ryan set his bottle down on the concrete floor beside the chair. He looked at Angela, then at me with shifting, more direct look.

"I've been thinking about something," he said. "Something I'd like us to do here."

Angela's expression shifted. Not surprise. Recognition that things were about to get interesting. "Have you."

Ryan looked at me. "Up to you both, obviously."

He stated it plainly. He wanted Angela to undress. He wanted her to take care of us both, here, in the arch, with the wood-burner going and the Saturday afternoon outside. He wanted me to see it properly. Not through a wall. Not from another room. He wanted me to have that.

I looked at Angela. She looked back at me with pure excitement on her face, the kind of look that goes straight to my cock.

"Yeah," I said. "Alright."

Angela looked at Ryan with that look she has when feeling horny, then she put her beer down and stood up.

She undressed. No theatre, no hesitation. The rust-coloured knit came off over her head in one smooth pull, and there were her tits, bare in the warm workshop air, nipples already tight and hard.

I turned slight to see Ryan watching them and felt my cock twitch hard enough that I had to shift slightly in the chair.

The ankle boots were kicked off beside the bench, and then the jeans slipped off. She stood between the two chairs in just her lace knickers and looked at both of us without dropping her gaze.

Ryan nodded, and she reached down and removed the knickers.

She stood there in the warmth of the arch, the sound of the Overground somewhere above, the smell of timber and linseed oil surrounding her. Naked in a railway arch in Hackney on a Saturday afternoon with two men watching her. She looked confident, unselfconscious, like she'd been doing this her entire life.

She looked at me first. Then at Ryan.

"Where do you want me?"

Ryan indicated the space between the two chairs. She moved there, knelt on the concrete floor. There was a folded drop cloth already placed there. She didn't comment on it and neither did I. He'd thought of it beforehand.

She knelt between us and I thought about all the times I'd imagined something like this, in the abstract, in the theoretical privacy of my own head, and knew the reality was considerably better. She looked at me first. She always looks to me first. That's ours. Then she looked at Ryan and got to work, and I sat very still in a chair that cost a month of his life to make and watched my wife.

She reached for Ryan's belt first. Unhooked it, the leather sliding through the loops with a soft whisper. His jeans opened and she dragged them down, then reached for him, already thick and hardening in her hand.

So I saw Ryan's cock for the first time rather than in my imagination, and I took it in with the specific, precise attention of a man who'd been thinking about this for years and was now getting the actual data.

He was long, notably thick, and Angela needed both hands to handle his weight and girth. The head was already slick with pre-cum, a clear bead at the tip catching the light, and she licked it off without hesitation.

There it is. The real thing. Thicker than I'd pictured. Longer than I'd let myself believe. Angela's hands looked small around it.

She took the head of him, lips stretching to accommodate the width. She worked him further in with slow, deliberate bobs of her head, trying to take more, reaching her limit, retreating, trying again. I watched her jaw work, watched the specific concentration on her face, a woman trying to do something physically difficult and refusing to give up.

Then she gagged. Properly gagged, not for show. I heard it, a wet, choking sound that made my cock throb. Her throat took him and rejected him, the stretch too much, and she pulled back gasping, breathing hard through her nose, saliva running down her chin. She tried again. Got maybe half of Ryan before she had to stop, eyes watering, jaw visibly aching, spit connecting her mouth to his cock in a thick string.

I watched her struggle. Watched her try and fail and try again. Watched the tears in the corners of her eyes from the stretch, the effort, the sheer physical difficulty of trying to take something that size. She looked at me, still gasping, and I nodded. Keep trying.

She pulled back, looked up at Ryan, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

"You're alright," Ryan said quietly. "Take what you can."

She nodded and worked him with her hands whilst she recovered, tongue on the underside of the shaft, licking the length of him. The pre-cum was more present now, slicking her lips and chin, catching the light from the pendant lamp above.

Then she turned to me. Reaching out, and I scrambled out of my jeans and boxers, desperate for her attention.

The contrast was immediate, complete, and fucking visceral. My cock, average, hard as iron, slid into her mouth to the root without difficulty. Straight down. No resistance. I felt the back of her throat immediately, the wet heat of it, her nose pressed against my pelvis. She took all of me on the first go and held it there, entirely comfortable, swallowing slightly around me.

She can't do this with Ryan. Can't even come close. She takes all of me, every inch, and she chokes on half of him. I sat there in that chair and watched her pull off me, saliva stringing between her lips and my cock, and go back to Ryan, and I felt it. That specific thing. The thing I still don't have a clean word for. It sits right alongside the arousal, doesn't diminish it, makes it hotter. She kept looking at me. Every time she went back to him, pushed herself harder than was comfortable.

She moved back and forth between us. Ryan in her hand whilst she took me completely in her mouth, working me with her tongue, sucking hard. Then Ryan in her mouth again, the struggle and the effort, me in her hand feeling the contrast even in how she held me: fingers meeting around my cock the way they couldn't around his.

I watched her work. I was watching my wife try to take another man's cock all the way and fail, and try again, and fail, and try again. I was watching her concentration, her jaw, the tears at the corners of her eyes from the stretch. I was watching how she looked when something was genuinely too much for her.

I was also watching how she took me. Easily. Completely. The specific bittersweet knowledge of that.

She takes all of me and it's not enough for her anymore. Not in a way that hurts. In a way that's exactly what I wanted. This is it. This is exactly it.

She went back to Ryan, pushed herself further, gagged dangerously, then came back gasping, a thick string of saliva connecting her mouth to the head of his cock. She wiped it away and looked at me.

"Do you want me to try again?"

"I want you to try again."

She went again. Hands working the base, mouth taking as much as she could manage, the wet sounds of effort filling the warm arch. Ryan's hands went into her hair, guiding, pushing her down. His voice, low, telling her she was doing well, that she could have more, that she could take it.

Angela pushed herself. Sweat beginning to show on her throat and shoulders from the sustained effort, hair escaping from wherever she'd pinned it, falling around her face, sticking to her forehead.

She was working for it. Really working. I could see the effort in her shoulders, her neck, the way her jaw trembled slightly when she pulled back. She was doing this for him, yeah, but she was also doing it for me. She knew I was watching. She knew I wanted to see this. Every time she gagged, every time she struggled, she'd glance at me, check I was still there, still watching, still hard. I was. I was all of those things.

I came first. I couldn't help it and didn't try to. Angela took me in her mouth, the back of her throat, and I finished there, groaning, my hand gripping the arm of the walnut chair. She swallowed without ceremony, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, licked her lips, then turned her full attention to Ryan.

I sat there, cock softening, pulse still hammering, and watched my wife work another man with everything she had. What followed was extended. Angela working Ryan with both hands and her mouth, alternating, the stretch and gag of trying to take as much of him as possible. Her jaw aching, I could see it, arms working, sweat glistening down her back now in the light from the wood-burner. She was breathing hard through her nose, spit running down her chin, down his cock, pooling at the base where her hands worked him.

Ryan's stamina was what it was. Angela was a sweaty, flushed mess by the time he finally got close: hair completely loose now, stuck to her forehead and cheeks, chin slick with spit and pre-cum, jaw trembling with the sustained effort. She looked, I thought, absolutely extraordinary.

"Close," Ryan said, his voice tight.

She doubled her effort, hands and mouth working together, everything she had going into finishing what she'd started. I watched her hollow her cheeks, watched her take him as deep as she could, watched her gag and keep going, and I felt my cock start to thicken again.

He came in her mouth with a roar, and fuck there was so much. I watched her try to swallow it all, throat working, but there was too much and some escaped the corners of her mouth, running down her chin. She swallowed what she could, wiped away the rest with the back of her hand, and looked up at Ryan first, then at me.

She was a fucking mess. Flushed, covered in sweat, cum on her chin and lips, hair stuck to her forehead, her tits rising and falling with hard breaths. She looked like a porn star.

The image of her kneeling there between us - I was going to carry that specific picture in my head for the foreseeable future, and I shifted in the chair because I was getting hard again already. Saturday afternoon in a Hackney railway arch. My wife on her knees between two men. A sweaty, magnificent, filthy mess. I would not change a single thing about any of it.

"Well done," Ryan said, his voice rough.

Angela laughed, a short, breathless sound. "I’ll take it all one day."

"I don’t doubt it."

She looked at me from the floor of the workshop. I was looking at her with an expression she read immediately, because she knows me, knows that look, knows what it means.

"Did you enjoy the show?"

"I don't think enjoy covers it."

Ryan put the kettle on. Angela dressed slowly, pulling her clothes back on with the looseness of someone whose body had just done something amazing and was still processing it. The rust-coloured knit went back on, the jeans, the ankle boots. She didn't bother with the knickers, just stuffed them in her jacket pocket.

We sat, the three of us, drinking tea from mismatched mugs, the wood-burner crackling, the afternoon settling back into something that looked ordinary from the outside.

Except it wasn't ordinary. It was never going to be ordinary again.

I sat in the walnut chair Ryan had made and drank my tea and thought about what had just happened, about Angela on her knees between us, about the size of Ryan's cock in her hands and mouth, about the contrast, about the struggle, about the way she'd looked at me every time she'd tried to take more of him. I thought about the fact that this was the first time I'd watched properly, the first time I'd seen it all, and I thought: the reality is better than the fantasy. Considerably better. And I was totally fine with that.

I really was.
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The Marital Bed

We left the workshop sometime after four. The three of us crammed on the busy Overground back to Kentish Town, Angela pressed between me and Ryan, his hand on the grab rail above her head. We both knew what had just happened in that railway arch. Both knew we'd crossed something.

We got chips on Kentish Town Road because Angela said she was starving and I wasn't going to argue. The three of us ate them walking home in the grey afternoon, Angela nicking bits from both our portions because she'd ordered curry sauce and then immediately regretted it. Ryan peeled off at the junction, said he had a mate's thing in Archway, see you later. The casualness of it. Like we hadn't just had my wife between us only hours ago.

Angela and I walked the rest of the way alone in a comfortable silence.

Back at the flat she went straight to the bathroom. I heard the shower running for ages, long enough that I sat on the sofa and stared at the telly without seeing a single thing on it. When she finally came out she was damp-haired and barefoot, changed into her usual stolen t-shirt outfit, and found me exactly where she'd left me.

She sat beside me and put her feet in my lap the way she always does, some normality in an extraordinary afternoon.

"You alright?"

"Yeah."

"You've been quiet."

"Just thinking."

She waited. She's good at that. Waiting me out.

I said, "That was. That was something."

"Good something or bad something?"

"Good. Definitely fucking good."

She studied my face. "But."

"No but. Just processing."

She shifted, pulled her feet back, turned to face me properly. "Dave. Talk to me."

I looked at her. My wife. In my old, faded T-shirt with her hair drying in coils around her face, looking at me with that expression that says she knows there's something and she's not going to let me sit here and think myself into a corner about it.

"I want to watch again," I said. My mouth was dry. "Properly. Not in a workshop. Here."

She went very still.

"Tonight," I added.

Time to go all in. "In our bed."

"Yes."

"Not the spare room."

"No."

I watched her process it. The spare room had been neutral territory, sort of. Safe. The workshop had been Ryan's space. Our bedroom was different. Our bedroom was the place we'd built our marriage. Where we'd had every conversation that mattered. Where we were completely ourselves with each other.

"You want him in our bed."

"I want to watch you in our bed. With him. I want to sit there and see it all. No walls. No imagination. No holding back."

She was quiet for a long moment. Then, "What brought this on?"

"This afternoon. Watching you with both of us. Seeing the way you are with him. Seeing the difference."

"The size thing again?"

"That's part of it. But not all of it. The way your body responds to him. I want to see that properly. In our space. Where I can watch your face. Where you know I'm right there."

She bit her lip. She's considering it.

"And I want the no-condom thing. Like we talked about."

Her eyes widened slightly. "Tonight?"

"If you're alright with it. If he's alright with it."

"You want to watch him cum inside me." Not a question.

"Then have you after. Yes. That's what I want."

She looked at me for a very long time. I let her look. I didn't hide anything. She needed to see all of it. The want. The complicated feeling underneath the want. The jealousy I was carrying around like a hot stone in my chest and the arousal that ran hotter than the jealousy ever could.

Finally she seemed to make a decision. "I need to ask you something."

"Go on."

"Are you sure? Actually sure? Because once we do this in our bed, that changes things."

"I know."

"Our room. Where we sleep. Where we've built everything."

"I know what it means."

"And you still want it."

"I still want it." More than I'd wanted anything in years.

She exhaled slowly. "Alright. I'll text him."
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Ryan arrived just after nine. I'd spent the time between preparing myself more than the flat. The flat was fine. I'd sat in the sitting room with a beer I'd barely touched and thought about what I was about to do, what I was inviting into the most private space of our marriage. Every time I circled back to the same conclusion: I wanted this. More than I'd wanted anything in a very long time.

Angela was waiting in the bedroom when Ryan walked in.

"Alright?"

"Yeah. Come in."

He followed me through. I could see him reading me, reading the particular quality of the evening. My hands weren't entirely steady. At the bedroom door I stopped and turned to face him.

"She's in there. She's, I've got her ready."

His eyebrows went up slightly. "Ready how?"

"You'll see. Just… don't be careful with her. Don't hold back. I want to watch you fuck her how you always used to. I want to see what she's like with you. All of it."

He looked at me for a long moment. Then nodded. "Alright."

I opened the door.

Angela was on the bed. Stockings, the good ones, black with the seam up the back. Suspender belt. Nothing else. Her wrists crossed loosely above her head, not tied, just placed there. And the blindfold. The sleep mask from the drawer, soft black fabric covering her eyes.

Ryan stopped in the doorway. Hungrily took in the sight of her and looked at me.

"Go on. Tonight she's yours."

I ghosted to the chair by the wardrobe, the one where Angela usually throws clothes she's not sure about. Pulled it round to face the bed and sat down. My 'cuck chair', just three feet away, close enough to see everything and hear every fucking sound.

Ryan stepped into the room and closed the door behind him.
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The quality of the air changed immediately. Something shifted the moment that door shut, some unspoken understanding between all three of us about what was about to happen in this room.

Angela's head turned slightly toward the sound of the latch. She couldn't see anything, but she knew exactly who was in the room with her.

The blindfold wasn't about concealment. It was about sensation. About surrender. About letting go of the control she usually kept on herself. About becoming the old Angela. Ryan's Angela.

Ryan didn't move toward the bed immediately. He stood there, just inside the door, and looked at her. Really looked. His eyes tracking the length of her body, the stockings with their seam running up the back of her legs, the suspender belt sitting on her hips, the bare skin between. Her breasts, nipples already hard in anticipation. The blindfold. The placement of her hands above her head, obedient and waiting.

He circled the bed slowly. Not touching her yet. Just looking. Taking his time. He was making her wait. Making her aware of his presence without giving her the relief of contact.

Angela's breathing had already changed. Shallow, quick, the rise and fall of her chest more pronounced. Her fingers twitched slightly where they rested, crossed at the wrists. She was listening, tracking his movement around the bed by sound alone.

Ryan stopped at the foot of the bed. His voice when he spoke was low, deliberate.

"Look at you."

Angela's breath caught.

"Dave's dressed you up like a present for me. That's what this is, isn't it? A gift."

She swallowed. "Yes."

"Say it properly."

"I'm a gift. For you."

Ryan's hand went to her ankle. Not gentle. A firm grip, thumb pressing into the hollow just above the bone. Angela gasped.

"Good girl."

He traced his hand up her calf, over her knee, up her thigh. His fingers were rough, calloused from years of working with wood and tools, and they caught slightly on the sheer of the stocking. He stopped just before he reached bare skin above the stocking top. Squeezed her thigh hard enough to leave marks.

Angela made a small sound in the back of her throat.

I sat in the chair three feet away and watched my wife respond to another man's touch. Watched her body arch slightly, involuntarily, seeking more contact. Her hands stayed where I'd placed them. She was being so good.

Ryan's other hand went to her other thigh. He spread her legs wider, not asking, just doing it. Angela let him. Her knees fell open, her body on display, glistening cunt exposed.

"You've been thinking about my cock, haven't you?"

Angela's voice was breathy, already losing its edges. "Yes."

"Since when?"

"Since the workshop. Since this afternoon."

"Longer than that."

She hesitated. Then, quietly, "Yes. Longer than that."

"How much longer?"

"Since you moved in."

Ryan's hands moved higher, both thumbs tracing the line where stocking met bare skin. Back and forth, a slow deliberate tease. Not touching her cunt yet, though she was right there, open, waiting.

"That's a long time to wait, Angela."

"Yes."

"You must be desperate for it by now."

"I am."

"Say it."

"I'm desperate for your cock."

Christ. Her voice. The desperate need in it. I'd heard Angela want things before but not like this. Not this raw, this unguarded.

Ryan leaned over her, his hands leaving her thighs to move up her body. Over her stomach, her ribs, cupping her breasts. He squeezed them, hard enough that Angela gasped, her back arching off the bed, way harder than I’d ever touch her.

"These are perfect." His thumbs found her nipples, circled them, then pinched. Hard, and Angela cried out. Not pain exactly. Something more complicated.

"Sensitive?"

"Yes."

He pinched again, even harder. Rolled her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers, twisting slightly. Angela was making continuous sounds now, small gasps and moans that she couldn't hold back.

I watched her tits in his hands, watched the way he handled her, rough and possessive, and felt my cock throb hard against my jeans. I pressed my palm against myself just to take some of the pressure off.

Ryan's mouth went to her neck. Not kissing, biting. Sucking light at first, then harder, his mouth leaving red marks on her skin. He moved down to her collarbone, her shoulder, her breast. When his mouth closed over her nipple and he bit down, Angela's hands came off the headboard, reaching for him.

He caught her wrists immediately. Pinned them back where they'd been, pressing them into the pillow with one hand.

"I told you to leave them there."

"I'm sorry, I just-"

"I don't care. Keep them there. Don't make me tell you again."

"Yes. I'm sorry. I'll keep them there."

He released her wrists. Waited. Her hands stayed exactly where he'd put them, fingers curling into the pillow, white-knuckled.

She was obeying him completely. I sat there and watched my wife submit to another man's instructions in our bed and felt something twist hot and sharp in my chest.

Ryan stood up. Started to undress. His shirt first, pulled over his head and dropped to the floor. His jeans next, belt unbuckling with a metallic sound that seemed very loud in the quiet room. He pushed them down with his boxers in one motion, stepped out of them, kicked them aside.

I'd seen his cock in the workshop, but this was different. The context made it different. He was in my bedroom, about to fuck my wife in our bed, and his cock was already hard, thick and long, dominating the space just by existing.

There it is. The reality of it. Bigger than me. Considerably bigger. Angela knows it. I know it. He knows it. That's the entire architecture of what we're doing here.

Ryan moved back to the bed. Positioned himself between Angela's spread legs. His hand went to his cock, stroking himself slowly whilst he looked down at her.

"Do you remember what this feels like?"

Angela's voice was barely audible. "Yes."

"Tell me."

"Big. It feels big. I remember the stretch. The way I had to adjust. The fullness."

"Do you want it again, here in front of your husband?"

"Yes. God, yes."

"Beg me for it."

She didn't hesitate. "Please. Please, Ryan. I need your cock. I need you to fuck me. I've been thinking about it for weeks and I can't stand it anymore. Please."

He didn't give it to her. Not yet. Instead his fingers went to her cunt, sliding through her folds, finding her soaking wet.

"Fuck, Angela. You're dripping."

She made a desperate sound.

His fingers circled her clit, light touches, not enough pressure. Teasing. Her hips lifted, trying to get more contact, but he pulled back, keeping the touch maddeningly light.

"Please."

"Please what?"

"Please touch me properly. Please make me cum. I need it."

"You'll cum when I decide you're ready to cum. Not before."

Jesus Christ. The control he had over her. The way she was begging. I'd never heard Angela beg like this. Not once in six years.

Ryan's fingers slid lower, two of them pushing inside her easily. She was so wet there was no resistance at all. He curled them, finding the spot he was looking for, and Angela's whole body jerked.

"There it is. You remember this too, don't you? I always knew exactly where to touch you."

"Yes. Oh god, yes."

He worked her with his fingers, slow and deliberate, his thumb on her clit now, steady pressure, building her toward something. Angela's sounds escalated, continuous moans and gasps, her body moving with his hand, chasing the sensation.

Then he stopped. Pulled his fingers out. Left her right on the edge.

Angela made a sound of pure frustration. "Ryan, please-"

"Not yet."

He brought his fingers to his mouth. Sucked them clean, his eyes never leaving her face even though she couldn't see him. "You taste so fucking good. Dave's been keeping this cunt warm for me, hasn't he?"

I felt that land, the words, the implication. Yes. I have. That's exactly what I've been doing.

Ryan positioned himself lower on the bed. His hands on her thighs, spreading her wider, opening her completely. Then his mouth on her.

Angela screamed.

Not loud, not quite, but a sharp, sustained sound of relief and desperation and overwhelming sensation all at once. His tongue was on her clit, circling it, his fingers back inside her, curling and stroking, and Angela was already right back at the edge he'd left her on.

This is what I wanted to see. This. My wife being eaten out by another man. The complete lack of control on her face. The sounds pouring out of her that she couldn't moderate even if she tried.

Ryan worked her with the patience of a man who'd done this many times before, who knew exactly what her body needed. His tongue, his fingers, the specific rhythm and pressure that had her climbing higher and higher, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps.

"I'm going to… oh god, Ryan, I'm going to-"

He pulled back suddenly. Mouth gone, fingers gone.

Angela made a sound that was almost a sob. "No. Please. Please don't stop. I was so close-"

"I know you were. That's why I stopped."

"Why?"

"Because I want you desperate. I want you so fucking desperate that when I finally let you cum, you won't be able to remember your own name."

She was shaking. Actually shaking, her entire body trembling with need and frustration. "Please. Please, Ryan. I'll do anything. Just please-"

"Anything?"

"Yes. Anything."

"Hear that Dave – bet she doesn’t promise anything for you? We'll see about that."

His mouth went back to her. This time he didn't tease. This time he gave her exactly what she needed: steady pressure on her clit, his fingers inside her hitting that spot with every stroke, unrelenting and deliberate and absolutely certain of what he was doing.

Angela lasted maybe thirty seconds before she came.

It was explosive. Her back arched completely off the bed, her hands finally leaving the headboard to fist in Ryan's hair, pulling him harder against her. She was screaming, properly screaming, sounds I'd never heard from her before, raw and guttural and utterly uncontrolled.

Christ. That's what she looks like when she completely lets go.

Ryan didn't stop. He kept licking, kept stroking, riding out every aftershock and spasm until Angela was begging him to stop, too sensitive, too much. Only then did he pull back, his mouth and chin glistening with her.

He wiped his face with the back of his hand. "Good girl. That's one."

Angela was gasping, trying to catch her breath. "One?"

"I'm going to make you cum at least three times tonight. Maybe more. Depends how good you are for me."

She made a sound that was half laugh, half whimper. "I don't know if I can-"

"You can. You will."

Ryan positioned himself between her legs again. His cock in his hand, stroking himself, the head already slick with pre-cum. He rubbed it against her entrance, sliding through her folds, coating himself with her wetness but not entering. Not yet.

Angela was making continuous sounds now, needy little gasps and moans. "Please. Please, Ryan. I need you inside me."

"Tell your husband what you need."

She turned her head blindly toward where I sat. "Dave. I need his cock. I need him to fuck me. Please ask him to."

I somehow found my voice, "Do it."

Ryan positioned himself. The head of his cock at her entrance, pressure but not penetration. Time slowed down. Contracted to this single moment. This was it. The thing I'd been imagining for years. About to become real.

He pushed in. Slowly. Inch by fucking inch.

I watched Angela's cunt stretch around him. Watched her labia pull tight, pale, the skin almost translucent as it accommodated his girth. Fuck. He's so thick. I'd known it, I'd seen it, but watching her body struggle to take him was something else entirely.

Angela's sounds changed immediately. A sustained moan that climbed higher as he pushed deeper, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps. "Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Ryan-"

"Breathe. Relax. You know how this works. Your body remembers."

He pushed deeper. Another two inches disappeared inside her. Angela was hyperventilating now, her chest heaving, sounds pouring out of her that were barely words. "It's so much. Oh god, it's so much-"

"You're taking it. You're doing so well. Breathe."

Deeper. Halfway now. Her cunt was stretched obscenely wide around him, her body visibly struggling with the invasion. This is what I wanted to see. This exact thing. The visual proof of what his size does to her.

"It hurts. It's too much-"

"It always hurts at first. But you want it anyway, don't you?"

"Yes. God, yes. Don't stop. Please don't stop."

He pushed the rest of the way in. Slow, patient, inexorable. When he finally bottomed out, fully buried inside her, Angela made a sound I'd never heard before. Something between a scream and a sob, pure overwhelmed sensation.

Jesus Christ. He's completely inside her. All of it. I can't see where he ends and she begins. She's so full of him she can barely breathe.

Ryan stayed still, letting her adjust. His hands on her hips, grounding her. "There you go. All of me. You've got all of me."

Angela was trembling. "I can feel you everywhere. Oh god. I forgot. I forgot what this feels like."

"Your cunt hasn't forgotten. Look how well you're taking me."

He pulled back slowly. Almost all the way out, just the head still inside her. Then pushed back in, a long, deep stroke that made Angela cry out.

He did it again. And again. Establishing a rhythm, slow and deliberate, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back to the root of his magnificent cock. Every stroke deliberate, every stroke making Angela's sounds climb higher.

I was watching my wife get fucked. Properly fucked. By a cock bigger than mine, by a man who knew her body better than I did in this specific register, and it was the single most erotic thing I'd ever witnessed in my life.

Ryan's pace increased gradually. Still controlled, still patient, but harder now, more purposeful. The bed started to creak in rhythm, a steady sound that filled the room along with the wet slap of his cock pounding into her soaked cunt and Angela's continuous moans.

"Whose cunt is this, Angela?"

She didn't hesitate. "Yours. It's yours."

"Say it properly."

"My cunt is yours, Ryan. It's yours."

"Good girl. You're taking all of me now. Every fucking inch. Tell your husband how good my cock feels."

She turned her head toward me, the blindfold still in place, her face flushed and sweating. "Dave. Oh god, Dave. He feels so good. He's so deep. I can't… I can't think straight-"

Hearing her say it. Hearing my wife tell me how good another man's cock feels inside her. That did something to me that I wasn't entirely prepared for.

Ryan's rhythm changed. Harder now, faster, the bed frame starting to hit the wall with each thrust. The sound of it filled the room: flesh on flesh, the obscene wet sounds of Angela's cunt taking him, the bed, her moans escalating into something rawer.

"You're my little slut, aren't you?"

"Yes." No hesitation, no shame. "Yes. I'm your slut."

"Say it again."

"I'm your slut, Ryan. I'm your slut. Please fuck me harder."

"Beg for it properly."

"Please. Please fuck me harder. I need it. I need you to use me. Please-"

He gave her what she asked for. The pace ramped up hard and fast, his hips slamming into hers, the bed frame hitting the wall in a steady rhythm that was definitely going to leave marks on the plaster. Angela was screaming now, properly screaming, sounds pouring out of her that had nothing edited from them, nothing held back.

The smell of sex was thick in the room. Sweat and arousal and the musk of bodies working hard. I could smell it from the chair. Could see the sweat dripping from Ryan's face onto Angela's tits, see her skin glistening with it, see the way her body bounced with every thrust.

Ryan reached up and wrapped one hand around her throat. Not squeezing, not choking, just holding. Owning.

"Look at you. Dave's never seen you like this, has he? This desperate. This fucking filthy."

Angela tried to respond but couldn't form words anymore. Just sounds, incoherent moans and gasps and the occasional fragment of his name.

Ryan's other hand went to her tit, squeezing hard, pinching her nipple between his fingers. "I asked you a question."

"No." It came out as barely a whisper. "He's never seen me like this."

"Because you're mine when you're like this. This version of you belongs to me."

"Yes. God, yes."

I sat there hearing it and feeling jealousy burn hot and bright in my chest, and underneath it, so much hotter, the arousal. She was right. This version of her was his. I'd never accessed it. Never would. And I wanted to watch him have it.

Ryan was close now, I could tell from the way his rhythm was starting to break, becoming less controlled, more desperate. But he wasn't done with her yet.

"You're going to cum again. Right now. Cum on my cock."

"I can't-I already-"

"Yes, you can. Cum for me, Angela."

His hand left her throat, went between her legs, his fingers finding her clit whilst he kept fucking her. The dual sensation, his cock inside her and his fingers on her clit, was too much.

Angela came with a scream that probably carried through the whole building. Her body convulsing, cunt clamping down hard on Ryan's cock, hands fisting in the sheets, back arched completely off the bed. It went on and on, wave after wave, her sounds raw and animal and entirely beyond her control.

That's two. Christ. She came twice and he's not even done yet.

Ryan fucked her through it, his pace relentless, riding out every spasm and aftershock. When she finally started to come down he pulled out suddenly, flipped her over before she could catch her breath.

"On your knees. Arse up."

Angela scrambled to obey, still shaking from her orgasm, getting her knees under her, her arse in the air, her face pressed into the pillow. Ryan positioned himself behind her, one hand on her hip, the other guiding his cock.

He entered her again in one hard thrust. The new angle, the new depth, made Angela scream into the pillow.

"This is how I used to fuck you in Finsbury Park, remember? Bent over. Arse in the air. Taking all of me like the good little slut you were."

"Yes." Muffled by the pillow. "Yes. I remember."

"You loved it then. You love it now."

"Yes. God, yes."

I had the full view now. Ryan behind my wife, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave bruises, his cock disappearing into her cunt with every thrust. The mechanics of it visible and explicit and fucking riveting.

Ryan's thumb slid between her arse cheeks. Circled her arsehole whilst he kept fucking her. Light pressure, not pushing in, just present.

Angela's sounds changed immediately. A sharp intake of breath, then a sustained moan that was different from everything else she'd been making.

"You like that."

"Yes."

His thumb pressed harder. Still not entering, just steady pressure whilst his cock kept up its relentless rhythm.

"No one's had this? Not even your husband."

"No one."

"Why not?"

"I don't know. I just… I never-"

"Never felt safe enough?"

She was quiet for a moment, just panting, her body moving with his thrusts. Then, quietly, "Yes."

"You feel safe with me."

"Yes."

I heard that and felt it land like a punch. She'd never offered me her arse. Not once in six years. Never even suggested it. And Ryan's had his thumb there for less than five minutes and she's admitting she feels safe enough with him to let him have it again.

Ryan's thumb pressed harder, the tip just breaching her entrance. Angela gasped.

"I'm going to take this one day. Make your arse mine too."

She was beyond rational thought now, beyond anything except sensation and need. "Yes. Yes. Whatever you want. Take it. It's yours."

"Good girl."

His pace increased, harder and faster, his cock and his thumb both working her, and Angela was climbing again. Third orgasm building, I could hear it in her sounds, the way they were climbing higher, becoming more desperate.

"Oh god. Oh fuck. Ryan-"

"That's it. Give me one more. Cum on my cock again."

"I can't. It's too much. I can't-"

"Yes you can. Do it. Cum for me right fucking now."

She came. Harder than the first two, if that was even possible. Her whole body went rigid, every muscle locked tight, and the sounds she made were barely human. Pure, overwhelmed sensation.

Ryan kept fucking her through it, his rhythm finally breaking, becoming erratic, desperate. "I'm close. Fuck. Angela-"

"Cum inside me. Please. I want it. I want you to fill me."

"You want that?"

"Yes. Please. Cum inside me. Own me."

A few more hard thrusts, his fingers digging into her hips, and he buried himself completely inside her. I watched him cum, watched the exact moment he tipped over, the way his whole body locked up, the way he stayed frozen with his cock buried to the root whilst he emptied into her.

Christ. The visual of it. Another man cumming inside my wife. Raw. No barrier. Nothing between them. His cock pulsing, filling her with his cum whilst I sat three feet away and watched.

Ryan stayed inside her for a long moment, both catching their breath, their bodies slick with sweat. When he finally pulled out I saw it immediately. His cum, thick and white, starting to leak from Angela's used cunt. It dripped down her inner thigh, a slow obscene trail onto our white sheets.

There was so much of it. More than I'd ever produced. The visual confirmation of another thing he did better than me.

Ryan caught his breath, stood slowly, his chest still heaving. He looked at Angela, still face-down on the bed, trembling, thoroughly used. Then he looked at me.

"She's fucking incredible, mate. You know that, right?"

I could barely speak. My throat was dry, my cock hard enough to hurt. "Yeah. I know."

He dressed slowly, pulling his clothes back on whilst Angela remained where she was, not moving except for the rise and fall of her breathing. When he was ready he leaned down, kissed her shoulder gently. The tenderness after the filth. The shift back.

"You were perfect."

She made a small sound. Couldn't form words yet.

Ryan looked at me again. "Look after her."

"Yeah."

He let himself out. The bedroom door closed, then the flat door a minute later.

The silence after felt raw. Just me and Angela and the smell of sex thick in our room. I sat in the chair for a moment longer, processing everything I'd just witnessed. My wife. Fucked senseless by another man in our bed. Used, degraded, reduced to a begging, screaming mess. And then, at the end, given back to me with such gentleness it made my chest tight.

I got up from the chair. Crossed to the bed. Reached down and carefully removed the blindfold.

Angela blinked in the lamplight. Looked up at me, her face flushed and sweating, her hair a complete mess, mascara smudged. She looked absolutely wrecked.

"How was that?"

I couldn't speak for a moment. Then, "Come here."

I pulled her to me, kissed her hard, tasting sweat and sex and her. Then I pushed her gently onto her back. My jeans were already open; I'd undone them at some point during the watching without even realising. I got my cock out and positioned myself between her legs.

The moment I pushed into her I felt it. Ryan's cum, thick and slick, coating my cock as I entered my wife. The physical evidence of what had just happened, impossible to ignore, impossible to pretend wasn't there.

Sloppy seconds. The thing I'd been thinking about for years. Now real. And fuck, it was everything.

I didn't last long. Couldn't. I'd been on the edge for the better part of an hour watching them. I thrust into Angela, felt Ryan's cum and her arousal mixing together, felt her body still trembling from everything Ryan had done to it, and I came hard, groaning, emptying myself into her.

When I was done I collapsed beside her. Both of us breathing hard, both of us silent, processing.

After a while Angela sat up. Pulled off one stocking, then the other. Undid the suspender belt. My wife, removing the costume I'd dressed her in for another man, becoming herself again.

She settled beside me. Skin to skin, still warm from everything. Our bed. Our room. Our marriage.

She was quiet for a long time. Then, "That was intense."

"Yeah."

"Are you alright?"

"I'm better than alright."

She turned to look at me properly. "Really?"

"Really."

She studied my face, reading everything there. The complicated feelings and the simple ones all mixed together. "He was rough with me."

"I saw."

"Rougher than you've ever been."

"I know."

"Is that alright?"

"That's the whole point, Angela. That's what I wanted to see. You with him. The version of you that only he gets. That's what this is."

She was quiet for another moment. Then, quietly, "I called myself his slut."

"I heard."

"I've never said that to you."

"I know."

"Does that bother you?"

I thought about it. Properly. The honest answer. "Yes. And no. It bothers me in a way that makes me harder than I've been in years. That's the complicated bit. That's the whole engine of this."

She reached for my hand. Held it. "I love you. You know that, right? What happened tonight doesn't change that. Doesn't touch that."

"I know."

"That version of me, the one he gets, that's not about loving him more or wanting him more. It's just. Different. It's a different thing."

"I know that too."

She was quiet again. Then, "He wants my arse."

"I heard him say it."

"He meant it."

"I know he did."

She looked at me. Waiting.

"Do you want it?"

She thought about it. Honest. "I think so. Yes."

"Then tell him yes."

She studied my face for a long time. Reading everything there, including the complicated part, which she knew how to read better than anyone. "You're alright with it."

"Just about."

"That means yes."

"That means yes."

She turned off the lamp. We lay in the dark together, the smell of sex still thick in the room, both of us quiet, both of us processing everything that had just happened.

I'd watched my wife get fucked by another man in our bed. Watched her submit to him, beg for him, scream for him. Watched her become someone I'd never seen before. And I'd loved every second of it, even the parts that hurt, even the parts that burned.

She fell asleep quickly, exhausted, thoroughly used. I stayed awake for a while, thinking about what I'd seen, what it meant, where we went from here.


fourteen
The Weekends
The Arrangement


Ihelped Ryan pack the Transit on a Saturday morning in early December, one of those sharp London winter days where the cold bites clean and the light hits the trees just right on Bartholomew Road. Proper winter sun, the kind that doesn't warm you but makes everything look defined.

After all those weeks sharing the flat… and sharing my wife, it felt odd that he finally had somewhere new to go.

We loaded his few boxes, then his holdall, his tool bag, the bits of flat-pack he'd never got around to assembling. It didn't take long. He'd always travelled light.

On the pavement I shook his hand, proper and firm, the same as the first day he'd moved in. Before any of this. The eye contact said what we both knew. You've been fucking my wife for weeks and we're sound. More than sound.

He said, "Thanks, Dave. Both of you. This was... yeah. Thank you."

I said, "You know where we are."

He nodded, then turned to Angela.

She hugged him properly, warm and held, not a polite see-you-around thing. I stood there and watched my wife hold the man who'd been inside her two nights ago, the December sun cold on my face and my cock already half-interested in the fact that this probably wasn't over.

Ryan got in the van, waved through the windscreen, started the engine and pulled away, indicating carefully before joining the traffic on Kentish Town Road.

Angela and I stood on the pavement for a moment, the trees overhead shedding their bark in pale strips, the street quiet around us in that particular Saturday morning way.

She took my hand, squeezed it, didn't let go straight away. Then we headed back into the warm.
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The flat felt different without him. Not bad different. Just... altered. The spare room was properly empty again, the bed stripped, the Moroccan rug Angela had put down when he first moved in rolled up in the corner. The space where his things had been sitting for weeks now just space again.

In the kitchen Angela made coffee whilst I leant against the worktop, the Saturday morning routine we'd had for years back in place but not the same. Richer, I thought. Heavier. Better.

She handed me my mug, black, no sugar, the way I'd always taken it.

She said, "That was good, what we did. Letting him stay."

"Yeah."

"And the rest of it." She didn't drop her eyes.

"Yeah."

She turned to face me properly, both hands still around her mug. "I want to keep doing the rest of it."

There it is. Out loud. Not hinted at. Not implied. She wants to keep fucking him.

I said, "I know you do."

"How does that look? Going forward."

I said, "However you want it to look."

She thought for a moment, both hands around her mug, then said, "Every other weekend. I go to his place. You're here. I come back Sunday."

Every other weekend. She'll be in his bed. All of Saturday, Saturday night, Sunday morning. And I'll be here knowing exactly what she's doing.

"Yeah."

"You'd be here on your own."

"I know."

"And you're alright with that?"

"More than alright."

She looked at me for a long moment, reading my face the way she always did, seeing everything I wasn't saying but was thinking very loudly. She knows. She's always known.

She said, "Alright then." And drank her coffee, casual as anything, like we'd just sorted out whose turn it was to do the washing-up.

There it is. Settled over coffee on a Saturday morning like we're discussing whose turn it is to do the shop. Every other weekend my wife is going to be another mans and I'm the one who made it possible. I'm the one who wanted it. And she just told me, clearly, that she wants it too.

Everything is exactly right.
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The Gift He'll Never Unwrap

Three weeks in and the arrangement had settled into a rhythm. The relief hit me physically, something wound tight for weeks finally loosening in my chest. We'd done it. We'd actually bloody done it.

Angela went to Ryan's new flat in Dalston on the second Friday after he'd moved out. Thursday night she packed her bag whilst I watched from the bed, half-hard already just from watching her do it. Jeans. Spare top. Knickers, the black ones, the lacy ones that make her arse look incredible. Toothbrush.

Standard weekend away kit. Except it wasn't standard. Except I knew exactly what those knickers were coming off for. I knew what Ryan was going to do to her the minute she walked through his door.

She kissed me goodbye Friday evening and said she'd be back Sunday afternoon.

I said, "Have a good time."

She said, "I will." No apologising, no hedging, just pure certainty in her voice.

The flat was mine for two days. I did what I'd imagined doing for weeks: lay on the sofa with a beer and the football on, ordered a curry I didn't have to negotiate, stayed up late with a book. Saturday I cycled out to Epping Forest, did a proper loop, came back knackered and pleased with myself.

And yeah, I wanked. Evening and morning and once in the shower Saturday afternoon. Thinking about what she was doing right then. What he was doing to her. His hands on her tits. That thick cock stretching her open. Her face when she came on him. Those sounds she makes when she's getting properly fucked. I came hard every time, imagining it.

Sunday afternoon she came home.

She looked different. Softer. Properly fucked in the way only a weekend getting railed by another man's cock produces. She dropped her bag in the hallway and came straight to me and kissed me properly, her mouth warm as tasting of Ryan’s cock, her body loose and easy.

Then we went to bed and she told me everything.

She told me how Ryan had her bent over the arm of his sofa Friday night, still half-dressed, his hand fisted in her hair whilst he ground that massive bulge against her arse through her jeans. How she'd begged him. Begged as her voice gone all breathy and desperate. She said she'd whimpered please twice before he'd even got her jeans open, rubbing her arse back against him like a bitch in heat.

I was rock solid listening to her say it. My wife, begging another man to fuck her.

She told me about the stretch. That stretch she always mentions now cause she knows I love it, the one that takes time, the slow thick pressure of him opening her up properly. She said he'd made her wait for it. Thirty seconds, maybe a minute, just the head of his cock seated inside her cunt, not moving, letting her feel the width of him stretching her open before he gave her the rest. She could feel herself getting wetter around him. Could feel her body trying to pull him deeper.

Christ.

She said he'd laughed, low and filthy, right against her ear, and growled, "That's it, Ange. Take all of it. You know you want it."

I asked if she came.

Turns out she came three times, before he came inside her. He doesn’t pull out anymore, doesn’t need to ask, just buried that thick cock balls-deep and pumped her full of spunk whilst she was still shaking from her own orgasm. She felt it. The heat flooding her cunt. The throb of his cock with each spurt. The specific fullness of having that much meat inside her and then feeling it swell and pulse and empty into her, rope after rope of hot cum filling her up.

Fuck me.

She said when he finally pulled out she felt it run down the inside of her thigh. Thick. Warm. Creamy. She stayed bent over the sofa for a minute afterwards, catching her breath, legs shaking, feeling his cum leak out of her stretched cunt and drip onto his floor. She could feel how open she was. How used. How properly fucked. She said she loved it. Said she stayed there letting it drip out of her whilst Ryan watched, his hand stroking his cock, still half-hard, getting ready for round two.

My cock was throbbing against her hip as she talked. She knew it. She kept going.

I didn't last long after that. I pulled her to me, still warm from the telling of it, still loose and easy in that post-Ryan way, and I had her. Not rough, not trying to compete with what she'd just described, just needing her back, needing to be inside her and close the circuit.

She came again. Easily, her body still primed from the weekend, still remembering Ryan's hands and mouth and cock. She always does after a weekend away.

That became the shape of it. Every other weekend she packed that bag, kissed me goodbye, went to Dalston and let Ryan fuck her silly for two days straight. Then she came home, crawled into our bed, and gave me every filthy detail whilst I got hard as iron listening. The first time was a test. The second a pattern. By the third it was just what we did. Our rhythm. Our arrangement.

And I wanked thinking about it between her visits. At my desk. In the shower. In bed at night when she was asleep beside me. I thought about Ryan's cock inside my wife. I thought about it constantly.
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It was a Thursday night, end of week nine, when she asked me the question she'd been working up to.

We were in bed. Post-shag, the kind where neither of us had anywhere to be afterwards, just the dark and the radiator ticking and both of us half-gone in that loose drowsy state between awake and asleep. Her hand was on my chest, fingers tracing lazy patterns. Mine was in her hair.

She said, "Can I ask you something?"

I said, "Go on."

She was quiet long enough that I knew it mattered. I could feel her thinking, choosing her words.

She said, "Ryan has kept using his thumb up my arse… and the last couple of weekends, he’s used a plug he bought. I wear it when he's fucking me."

I knew what was coming. My heart kicked hard against my ribs. My cock, already half-hard from lying next to her in the dark, went fully stiff in about three seconds.

She continued, her voice quiet but steady. "And it feels, Christ, Dave, it feels really good."

I didn't say anything. Couldn't say anything. My mouth had gone bone dry.

She said, "I want to let him do it properly. Next time."

The words hung in the dark between us.

She said, "I want him to take my anal virginity."

I stared at the ceiling. The room was too dark to see the cracks in the plaster, but I knew where they were. I'd looked at them enough times.

She's never asked me. Six years together. Six years married. I'd never pushed it, she'd never offered, and that was fine, that was just how it was. And now she was lying in the dark asking if Ryan could have it instead. Asking if she could give another man something she'd never given me.

She said, “It feels right. Giving him that. Something special that's only his to take.”

Right. There it was. The thing I needed to sit with.

I sat with it for a full thirty seconds whilst Angela lay beside me in the dark, her breathing quiet, her body warm against mine. My heart was hammering. My cock was pressing hard against her hip.

Jealousy first. Proper thick jealousy that sat in my chest like a stone. My throat went tight. She was asking for something she'd never given me, something I'd never asked for but had always assumed, in some quiet unexamined corner, was part of the long inventory of things that belonged to us. And she wanted to give it to another man.

That hurt.

But I kept looking, because that's what you do with complicated feelings if you want to understand them. You don't flinch. You examine.

Ryan unlocked something in Angela. A version of her that our marriage, in all its tenderness and love and ordinary goodness, didn't access. That wasn't a failing. It was reality. I'd known it intellectually. Tonight it punched me in the gut.

And beneath the jealousy, running much hotter than I'd expected, I found something else.

The charge of it. The specific fucking charge of her giving Ryan something I'd never had. Something she was choosing to give him first.

The jealousy didn't disappear. But the arousal rose up underneath it, hotter, sharper, more insistent. The idea of it, in this arrangement we'd built, in the context of everything we were doing, wasn't a wound.

It was the engine. The whole bloody engine.

I was hard. Fully hard, my cock pressing against her hip in the dark, and she hadn't missed it. She never did. I felt her shift slightly, felt her press back against me deliberately. Acknowledging it. Acknowledging what my body was telling her even whilst my mouth stayed shut.

"Yes."

She shifted properly toward me. "Yeah?"

"Yes. I want you to let him do whatever he wants with you. I want you to submit to him completely. Anything he wants."

Silence. Just her breathing in the dark, a bit faster now.

"And I want you to tell me everything. After. All of it. Don't leave anything out. Give me that instead."

"Dave," she said, her voice soft.

"I mean it. Don't hold anything back with him. Give him everything. Every filthy thing he wants. And then come back here and give me every word of it."

She said, "You're not hurt? That I never asked you. That I'm asking him first."

I said, "A bit. But not in the way that matters."

She turned properly toward me in the dark. I couldn't see her face, but I felt her looking at me. Her hand slid down my chest, down my stomach, wrapped around my cock. Hard as iron in her hand. She squeezed once, gently.

“I should have asked you first.”

"You're asking me now. Just in a different way."

"I'll tell you everything." Her hand tightened around my cock. "Every single filthy detail. I promise."

And I heard it as what it was. A promise. One she'd keep because Angela kept her promises the way she did everything else: completely, without ceremony, without holding back.

She fell asleep before I did, her hand still resting on my chest, her breathing slow and even. I lay awake for a while, staring at the dark ceiling, thinking about Ryan's flat in Dalston and what would happen there in ten days' time.

Thinking about Angela on her hands and knees. Ryan behind her, his cock slick with lube, pressing against her arse. The stretch. The burn. The fullness. Her face. The sounds she'd make.

Thinking about her coming home afterwards. Still tender. Still feeling it.

Thinking about every single word she was going to give me.

I wasn't going to wank. Not tonight. I was going to lie here in the dark next to my sleeping wife and think about another man taking her arse for the first time, and I was going to sit with all of it: the jealousy, the arousal, the love, the charge.

All of it at once.

Which is exactly what I'd built. Exactly what I'd wanted.

And Christ, it was working.


fifteen
Everything She Never Gave
Only Yours


ANGELA

Ishowed up at Ryan's flat Saturday morning, overnight bag in hand, knowing exactly what I was there for. Dave had kissed me goodbye in our hallway an hour before, his hand warm at the back of my neck, his voice quiet and sure: "Tell me everything." I'd promised. I always did.

Ryan's new place on Caledonian Road still had that just-moved-in smell. Fresh paint, sawdust, coffee brewing somewhere. He answered the door in a clean T-shirt and jeans, the flat behind him half-unpacked but already his. I stepped inside and set my bag down by the wall. This is our space. Not the spare room. Not my flat with Dave. Just ours.

"Journey alright?"

"Fine. Tube was rammed."

He shut the door and we stood there in the narrow hallway for a beat, both knowing what we were building toward but neither of us rushing it. That's Ryan. He never rushes. Bastard.

We spent the day like it was normal. Lunch at that Turkish place on the Cally with the good bread, walking through Barnsbury whilst the sky stayed grey and close, a pint at some pub I'd never been to with massive windows and decent light. We talked about his workshop, about my work, about mutual friends, about everything except the thing we both knew was waiting. Which meant I thought about it constantly. His hands on the table. The way he looked at me when I laughed. The bed at the back of his flat with the door closed.

When we got back in the late afternoon, Ryan cooked whilst I sat at his kitchen table pretending to be on my phone. I texted Dave something boring and safe: Arrived fine. Having a good day. His reply came back in thirty seconds flat. Good. I stared at that single word, that full stop, and felt heat bloom low in my belly. Bet he's thinking about it right now. Sitting at home thinking about what I'm doing. What I'm going to do. I laughed out loud.

Ryan glanced over from the hob. "What?"

"Dave."

He smiled, getting it immediately. "He alright?"

"He's very alright."

That full stop was a novel. I could read every word.

After we ate, after the light outside had died completely, Ryan poured wine and we moved to the sofa. The flat was warm, radiators ticking, and I kicked off my shoes and tucked my feet under me whilst he sat at the other end. We talked for a bit, the conversation drifting easy, and then at some point it stopped drifting. It settled. Got heavier.

He looked at me properly. "You know what I want."

I did. We'd been building toward it for weeks. His thumb the last two weekends, that specific pressure and promise, the way my body had responded. Dave had said it in our bedroom, his voice low and certain in the dark: Submit to him completely. Give him everything.

"I know."

Ryan watched me. "You nervous?"

"A bit."

"Good. You should be."

That's Ryan. No bullshit. No soft reassurance it won't hurt. Just honesty.

I swallowed. "Dave told me to do whatever you want."

Something shifted in his face. Not surprise. More like satisfaction, like a thing clicking into place. "Did he."

"Yeah."

"And what do you want?"

I took a breath, felt my pulse in my throat. "I want to give you something that's only yours."

He held my gaze. "Your arse."

The word sat between us. Blunt. Explicit. I felt it in my body before I answered, a clench low in my belly, a flutter of genuine nerves alongside the want. "Yes."

He nodded slowly, taking that in, understanding exactly what it meant. Then he stood and held out his hand. I took it. His palm was warm, dry. Mine wasn't.

The bedroom sat at the back of the flat. Small. Just a bed with clean sheets stretched tight across it, two pillows, that bedside table. I looked at the bed and my stomach dropped. This is where it's going to happen. He shut the door behind us even though we were alone.
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Virgin Territory

ANGELA

The bottle of lube sat on the bedside table and my belly went tight. Christ. We're actually doing this. Not nerves exactly, though my hands were shaking. Not pure arousal either, though my cunt was already slick. Something darker, greedier, that made my pulse kick hard at the base of my throat.

Ryan came up behind me. His hands settled on my hips, warm through my jeans, steadying me there without pulling me back against him. Giving me space to process what the next hour was going to look like.

"You still sure?" His voice was low, close enough that I felt his breath against my ear.

I nodded. Then, because nodding wasn't enough: "Yes."

"Say it properly."

I turned to look at him. The easy Ryan from lunch had gone completely. This was the other version, the one who'd pinned my wrists above my head in Dave's bedroom and told me not to move. The one I obeyed without thinking.

"I want this. I want you to fuck my arse. Please sir.”

The words landed between us, blunt and filthy, and saying them out loud made them real in a way thinking them hadn't. My face went hot. My cunt throbbed.

Ryan's mouth quirked. Not quite a smile. "Good girl. Now undress."

I pulled my jumper over my head, dropped it on the floor. My hands were shaking when I reached for the button on my jeans and I could feel him watching every movement, and the attention made me clumsy. The zip caught. I swore under my breath, got it unstuck, shoved the jeans down my hips.

He didn't help. Just watched. By the time I was down to my bra and knickers, my heart was hammering. That low pull in my belly had spread down through my thighs, making them feel loose and hot. He's just watching. Not helping. Making me do every bit of it myself. The thought made me wetter.

"Everything."

I unhooked my bra, let it drop. My nipples went hard immediately in the cool air of the spare room. Then the knickers, sliding them down my legs, stepping out of them. Standing there completely naked whilst Ryan stayed fully dressed, and I knew he was doing it deliberately. Wanted me vulnerable before he even touched me.

"On the bed. Face down."

I obeyed. The sheets were cold against my skin and I heard him moving behind me, the rustle of fabric. When I glanced back he was undressing, methodical about it, folding his shirt before dropping it on the chair by the window. His body in full: broad shoulders, the solid muscle of a man who works with his hands, his cock already half-hard and thickening as I watched.

He picked up a pillow from the other side of the bed. "Hips up."

I lifted and he slid the pillow underneath, positioning it so my arse was raised, tilted upward, everything exposed. The position made me feel more naked than just being naked did. I couldn't see him anymore. Could only feel the cool air on my arsehole, God, he's looking right at it, and my face burned against the sheets. I wanted to close my legs, pull away. But I stayed exactly where he'd put me.

His hands settled on my arse cheeks, spreading me open properly. I felt the stretch, the complete exposure, and wanted to die. This is my arsehole. He's looking at my actual arsehole.

"Christ, Ange." His voice had gone rough. "You've got the most perfect arse. I've been thinking about it for weeks."

I made a sound into the pillow.

"Since that first time with my thumb, with Dave there remember? You loved it, didn't you. I could tell."

"I did." My voice came out muffled.

I thought about Dave properly then, sitting in our flat, imagining this, waiting for me to come home tomorrow and tell him every detail. The thought made my cunt flood, slick running down between my legs.

Ryan's hands left me. I heard the click of the lube bottle, the wet sound of him slicking his fingers. Then his hand was back, one finger circling my hole slow and deliberate. The lube was cool. I clenched without meaning to.

"Relax. Let me in."

Right. Relax. I tried. Concentrated on my breathing, on loosening the tight ring of muscle, but my body wasn't having it. Too aware of what was coming, too keyed up.

The tip of his finger pressed inside, just the first knuckle, and the pressure was immediate and wrong. Not pain exactly but not right either, my body clenching against it automatically. I gasped into the pillow, face burning. This is my arsehole. He's got his finger in my arsehole and I asked him to.

"Breathe, Ange."

I breathed. He pressed deeper, working that first finger in slowly, giving my body time to adjust. The stretch was strange, invasive, nothing like being fingered in my cunt. This was tighter, more resistant, my body fighting the intrusion even as I wanted it.

When he was inside to the second knuckle he started moving, slow shallow strokes in and out. The sensation was so unfamiliar I couldn't process it properly. Not good, not bad. Just overwhelming.

"You're so fucking tight, Ange."

"I'm trying."

"I know you are. You're doing so well."

He pulled his finger out, added more lube, pushed back in. The slide was easier now. My body was learning. Then I felt a second finger join the first, the stretch doubling, and I made a noise into the pillow that was half-grunt, half-moan.

Ryan stopped moving. "Too much?"

"No. Keep going." I can take it. I can take it.

He pushed deeper. Two fingers now, working me open properly, scissoring slightly to stretch me wider. The burn was real now, a sharp ache radiating out from my arsehole through my whole pelvis. I gripped the sheets, breathed through my nose, tried to relax into it.

His other hand slid under my hips, found my clit, pressed hard. The direct pleasure was a counterpoint to the ache in my arse, and the combination made my vision blur. I was being opened and touched at the same time, my body pulled in two directions, and the overwhelm was astonishing.

He fucked me slowly with two fingers, in and out, the wet obscene sound of the lube filling the spare room. I could feel it running down between my legs, pooling under my hips, slick and filthy.

"Three now."

"Ryan, I don't know if-"

"You can take it. I know you can."

The third finger pushed in alongside the other two and the stretch was serious now. Burning. I whimpered into the pillow, my hands fisting the sheets. This is the hard part. This is what his cock is going to feel like. And his cock was considerably bigger than three fingers.

Ryan leaned over me, his mouth close to my ear. "Nearly there, Ange. You're taking it so fucking well."

The praise landed somewhere deep. I want to be good at this. I want to prove I can handle it. I wanted to take everything he gave me.

He crooked his fingers slightly inside me, finding a spot I didn't know existed, and the sensation was electric. My whole pelvis clenched, my cunt throbbing, and I made a sound I didn't recognise.

"There it is. There's that spot."

His fingers on my clit moved faster, harder, whilst his other hand worked three fingers deep in my arse. The fullness was almost unbearable. I felt stretched beyond what I thought possible, every nerve ending firing, and the pleasure from my clit was spreading through me like warm honey, making everything liquid.

The orgasm hit me like a fist. My whole body locked up, every muscle clenching, arse gripping tight around his fingers buried inside me, and I heard myself make a noise that was half-scream, half-sob, muffled into the pillow. I was coming from my arsehole. From my fucking arsehole. The thought made it roll on longer, deeper, my cunt pulsing empty and desperate whilst my arse spasmed around him.

When I finally went limp, gasping into the pillow, he pulled his fingers out slowly. The sudden emptiness was almost as intense as the fullness had been.

"Fuck, Ange. You just came all over my hand. Soaked it."

I couldn't speak. Still catching my breath, my body trembling, sweat cooling on my back.

"You ready for my cock now?"

I nodded into the pillow.

"Say it properly."

"Yes. Please. I want it."

"You want me to fuck your arse?"

"Yes. God, yes. Do it. I want you to."

I heard him moving, the wet stroke of his hand on his cock, slicking himself with lube. Then I felt him position himself behind me, the blunt head of his cock pressing against my arsehole.

Oh Christ.

The size difference between his fingers and his cock was immediate and alarming. His cock was thick. Considerably thicker than three fingers. This is what's going inside me. All of it. Every inch.

He pushed. Slowly. Steadily. The head of his cock stretched me wider than his fingers had done and the burn was instant and overwhelming. I cried out, muffled into the pillow, my whole body going rigid.

Ryan stopped. Didn't pull out. Just held still, the head of his cock seated just inside the tight ring of my arse. His hand stroked my lower back. "Breathe, Ange. Just breathe through it."

I breathed. The burn didn't fade but it stopped getting worse. My body was adjusting, millimetre by millimetre, to the impossible width of him.

He pushed deeper. Another inch. The stretch was unreal. I felt every single centimetre of his cock sliding into me, filling me in a place that was never meant to be filled. The sensation was so intense I couldn't tell if it was pain or pleasure or something entirely other.

"You're halfway, Ange. You're doing so fucking well."

Halfway. Christ. I still had half of him to take. I made a sound that wasn't a word. My cunt was throbbing, empty, clenching on nothing, and the contrast between the aching fullness in my arse and the emptiness in my cunt was making me lightheaded.

He pulled back slightly, just an inch, then pushed deeper. Another inch. The rhythm was maddening, slow and relentless, and he wasn't stopping until he was all the way in. I knew it and I wanted it even though my body was screaming that it was too much.

His hand slid under my hips again, found my clit, started rubbing slow circles. The pleasure from that point of contact spread through me, warm and diffuse, making the stretch in my arse bearable. More than bearable.

He pushed deeper. I could feel him in my bowels now, deeper than anything had ever been. The fullness was almost unbearable.

His hips pressed flush against my arse, and I felt it everywhere, in my bowels, in my belly, behind my ribs. He was all the way in. Every thick inch of him buried in my arse where nothing had ever been, my body stretched obscenely tight around him. I couldn't breathe properly. Couldn't think. Could only lie there stuffed full and shaking whilst Ryan held perfectly still and let me feel exactly what I'd asked for.

"Fuck, Ange." His voice was strained. "You feel incredible. So fucking tight I can barely move."

"It's so much. You're so deep."

"I know, love. You're taking all of me. Every inch. Dave's wife, taking my whole cock in her tight little arse."

The words landed like a physical thing. Dave's wife. I'll be going home tomorrow with this memory. Then telling him every single detail of how it felt. The thought made me clench around Ryan's cock and he groaned, loud and filthy.

"I'm yours. When I’m here, I'm yours."

"Yeah you are. And you fucking love it, don't you."

"Yes. God, yes, I love it you bastard, no fuck me hard."

He started to move. Slow at first. Pulling back until just the head of his cock was still inside me, then pushing back in, deep and steady. The drag of his cock through the tight grip of my arse was unlike anything I'd ever felt.

The burn faded, replaced by something else. Pleasure, but not the straightforward pleasure of vaginal sex. This was darker, filthier, more intense. It radiated out from my arsehole through my whole pelvis, making my thighs shake.

He picked up the pace. Still controlled, but harder now. Each thrust pushed me into the mattress, the pillow under my hips holding me at the perfect angle for him to go deep.

I could hear the obscene wet sound of his cock sliding in and out of me, the lube making every stroke slick and filthy. Could hear him breathing, hard and ragged. Could hear my own voice making sounds I didn't recognise, animal and desperate.

His hand on my clit rubbed harder, faster, in time with his thrusts, and the combination was building something enormous inside me. Not like a normal orgasm. Something bigger, deeper, spreading through my entire body like a slow wave.

He fucked me harder. The headboard started hitting the wall. I didn't care. I want the neighbours to hear. I want everyone to know I'm being fucked in the arse by a man who isn't my husband and I'm loving every second of it.

The orgasm built from somewhere deep in my pelvis, radiating outward through my thighs, my belly, my chest. When it hit, it was total. My whole body locked up, every muscle clenching, and I came so hard I nearly blacked out.

I was screaming into the pillow. I was aware of that much. Aware Ryan hadn't stopped fucking me, riding out my orgasm, his cock still buried deep in my spasming arse. Aware that I'd never felt anything like this in my entire life.

This is what Dave wanted for me. He engineered this. He gave me this. And I was going to go home and give him every single word of it.

"Fuck, Ange. You're clenching so hard. You close again?"

I was. Impossibly. Another orgasm building on top of the first, little rolling waves that made me shake and gasp.

"Don't stop. Please don't fucking stop."

He pulled me up slightly, changing the angle, one hand gripping my hip hard enough to bruise, the other still working my clit. He fucked me properly now, no restraint, deep hard strokes that drove the breath out of my lungs.

I came again. Smaller this time but still overwhelming, my body convulsing, my arse clenching tight around his cock, and I heard myself sobbing into the pillow.

Ryan groaned, loud and guttural. I felt his cock swell inside me. He was close.

I clenched deliberately, as tight as I could, wanting to feel him come inside me.

He swore, sharp and filthy, and then I felt it. The hot pulse of his cum deep in my bowels, spurt after spurt, filling me in the obscenest way possible. He buried himself as deep as he could go and held there, shaking, whilst he emptied himself into my arse.

When he finally pulled out, the sensation was almost as intense as the entry had been. The slow drag of his softening cock through my stretched, abused arsehole made me whimper. I felt his cum start to leak out immediately, thick and warm, running down between my legs, adding to the mess already there.

I collapsed face-first into the bed, completely fucked-up, absolutely wrecked. I could feel the dull throb in my arse, the sticky mess between my legs, Ryan's cum still leaking out of me, and I'd never felt more thoroughly fucked in my life.

Ryan lay beside me, one hand on my back, both of us covered in sweat, breathing hard.

"Fuck, Ange. Jesus Christ."

I couldn't speak. My brain had stopped working somewhere around the second orgasm.

"You alright, love?"

"More than alright." My voice came out hoarse. "That was fucking incredible."

He stroked my back, gentle, the contrast between that tenderness and what he'd just done to me making my chest tighten.

Dave. I'll be going home tomorrow and sitting across from him in our kitchen and telling him every single thing that just happened. But maybe, just maybe, we should do that again before I go.

I smiled into the pillow.
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Gifts

ANGELA

I stood outside our gate and breathed.

Bartholomew Road looked exactly as it always did. Winter-gold light, low and sharp, damp leaves covering the pavement. The navy door Dave painted two summers ago, terracotta pots with rosemary and lavender that somehow made it through every winter, the low wall where we sat with wine when it was warm.

Home.

I shifted the overnight bag on my shoulder and felt it straight away, the deep persistent ache in my arse. Ryan's cock had been there twice this weekend, patient and thorough and absolutely fucking enormous, and I could still feel every inch of it. The stretch and burn of him, the overwhelming fullness of being opened somewhere I'd never been opened before.

I was so fucking sore.

My cunt was sticky beneath my jeans, still wet with Ryan's cum from this morning. He'd fucked me over his kitchen counter whilst the coffee went cold, bent me over the worktop and shoved into me from behind, and when he came he'd stayed buried deep, his hands gripping my hips hard, his breath hot against my neck. I hadn't showered after. I'd pulled my jeans back on, kissed him goodbye, and come straight home.

Carrying all of it with me. For my loving, kinky husband.

The thought made my chest go tight. Love and lust and the thrill of knowing I'd done exactly what he wanted. This arrangement we'd built, this strange, beautiful thing where I went out and came back and everyone involved was better for it. Ryan got me for alternate weekends. Dave got me always. And I got both, different things from each, everything I needed.

Except.

The anal.

I'd given Ryan something I'd told Dave, explicitly, he would never have. My arse. My anal virginity. The thing I'd kept back from my own husband for six years and then handed over to my lover on a Saturday in his Caledonian Road flat.

The worry landed properly then, standing outside my own front gate whilst the December cold bit through my coat. What if I'd fucked this up? What if giving Ryan my arse, the one thing I'd promised Dave he'd never have, had hurt him in a way that mattered? Not the good hurt, the charged kind. The actual bad kind.

What if I'd crossed something we couldn't uncross?

I steadied myself. Dave had been waiting for this moment since Friday evening. He'd spent the weekend imagining what I was doing, probably wanking himself raw to the thought of it. I was not going to keep him waiting any longer.

I opened the gate, walked up the path, put my key in the lock.

The flat smelled like home. Coffee, the faint woody scent of Dave's aftershave, something savoury, that he'd probably had for lunch earlier. The radiator in the hallway ticked and clanked, fighting off December. Everything exactly as I'd left it Friday evening.

Except me. I'd gone out one version of myself and come back another.

I set my bag down by the wall and called through: "I'm back."

Dave's voice from the kitchen, immediate and warm: "In here."

I caught my reflection in the hallway mirror. Hair loose and slightly mussed, face bare of makeup, faint shadows under my eyes from not quite enough sleep. I looked exactly like a woman who'd spent two days being thoroughly fucked in all holes by a man who knew exactly what he was doing.

I looked extremely well-used. Good.

I went through to the kitchen.

Dave was at the counter, kettle just boiled, two mugs already out. He turned when I came in and the look on his face made my stomach drop. Not just pleased I was home. Hungry for what I was carrying.

"Good weekend?"

"Very."

He crossed to me without hesitation, pulled me into a proper kiss. His mouth on mine, warm and familiar and exactly right, and I felt the exact moment he tasted it.

Ryan.

Still there on my tongue, the salt and musk from the blowjob this morning. Unmistakable.

Dave pulled back slightly. His pupils were blown, his breathing already changed. "He came in your mouth this morning."

I nodded. "Before he fucked me goodbye."

He kissed me again, deeper this time, his tongue exploring, tasting Ryan properly, really tasting him. I felt him harden against me through his jeans, his cock pressing into my hip, solid and immediate. When he pulled back the second time his voice was rough: "Christ, Ange."

"I thought you'd want to taste him."

"I did. I do."

He had me pressed against the counter now, his body close to mine, and I could feel exactly how turned on he was. The worry about the anal was still there, a small knot in my chest, but smaller now.

"Tell me," Dave said. "How did he fuck you this morning?"

"Over his kitchen counter. Came inside me."

His hand tightened on my hip. "You're still full of him."

"I haven't showered. I came straight home." I wanted you to taste him. To feel him still there.

The sound he made was somewhere between a groan and a laugh, and I felt his cock twitch against me. This was working exactly as I'd known it would. Dave didn't want me clean and apologetic. He wanted me marked, used, carrying the physical evidence of what I'd been doing.

But I still needed to address the other thing.

I took a breath. "Dave. I need to know you're really alright with everything."

He read my face straight away, his expression shifting from arousal to something more careful. "The anal."

"I gave him something I told you you'd never have. And I meant it when I said it. It's his. But I need to know that doesn't hurt you, not in a way that actually matters."

Dave was quiet for a moment. I watched his face, trying to read him, my heart beating too fast in my chest.

Then he said, carefully: "It does something. I'm not going to lie. Knowing you gave him that, knowing you've never offered it to me and never will, that hits."

My stomach dropped. "Dave-"

He held up a hand. "Let me finish. It hits, but not in a bad way. Not in a way that makes me want you to stop. It hits because it's exactly what this is, isn't it? You have things with him you don't have with me. That's the whole point. And knowing he's got something that's only his, something I'll never touch..." He paused, his eyes on mine. "That's extremely fucking hot, if I'm honest."

The knot in my chest came undone all at once. "You're sure?"

"I'm sure. You gave him your arse because you wanted to and because he wanted it and because I told you to submit completely. And you did. That's perfect. That's exactly right."

Relief flooded through me, so intense I felt slightly light-headed. Thank Christ. Thank fucking Christ.

"It was incredible," I said. "He was so patient. So thorough. And I'm sore today in a way I've never been sore."

Dave's voice dropped lower. "Good. I want you sore. I want you to feel him for days."

"I'm going to. Especially as… as I let him have a second go not long after."

“Oh you slut!” The words were true, and his laughter followed them. “And I want every word of it. From the beginning. Everything you both did.”

I looked at him, really looked, and saw it all there in his face. The arousal. The compersion. The specific complicated thing that was jealousy and desire wound so tightly together they couldn't be separated. He wasn't just tolerating what I'd given Ryan. He was actively into it, for exactly the reasons I'd hoped he would be.

"I brought you gifts," I said.

He raised an eyebrow. "Gifts."

"Ryan's cum in my cunt. His taste in my mouth. My tits are marked with bites. And a very sore arse from the double fucking he gave me last night. I brought all of it home for you." Everything. Every single thing.

Dave exhaled slowly. "Ange."

"I know what you like. I know what you want. You want to taste him on me. You want to feel him still there when you fuck me. You want to know I'm sore because of him."

"Yeah. All of that."

"Then I'm going to give you all of it. Every detail. And then you're going to have me. And I'm still going to be sticky with him when you do."

Dave pulled me close, kissed my forehead, then my mouth again. His voice was very quiet when he said: "Thank you."

"For what?"

"For going. For coming back. For this. All of it."

I pressed my face into his chest for a moment, breathing him in. My husband. The man who loved me enough to share me with someone else because he knew what I needed.

I smiled against his shirt. "That's how we do this?"

"You go sit on the edge of the bed, I bring tea, and you tell me everything from the beginning."

"Every word."

"Every single word."

Our ritual. The one we'd built over weeks, the structure that made this whole thing work.

I picked up my bag from the hallway and headed toward the bedroom. I could hear Dave behind me in the kitchen, the kettle going back on, the mugs being set out.

I went into the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed, just as he'd said. The room looked exactly as it always did: the iron bed frame, white bedlinen, Dave's book on his nightstand, my lamp on low.

Our space. The place where we always came back to each other.

I waited.

Dave came through a few minutes later with two mugs, handed me one, sat in the chair by the wardrobe. The lamp cast warm shadows across his face. He looked at me for a long moment, just taking me in.

I let him look.

"From the beginning," he said.

I took a breath. "I got to his flat Saturday morning, like I told you I would. He had coffee ready. We spent the day out, lunch, a walk, nothing special. Just easy. Nice. Then we came back to his flat, and after dinner, after wine, he said he wanted to talk about what was going to happen later."

Dave was completely still. Listening.

"He asked me if I was nervous. I said a bit. He asked if you really said I should submit completely. I said you did."

Dave nodded once.

"And then he said, right, we're doing this. And he took my hand and led me to his bedroom."

I watched Dave's face. He was absolutely there with me, living every word.

"Do you want me to tell you everything?" I asked. "Every single thing he did?"

"Every single thing."

I smiled. Set my mug down on the bedside table. Right. Here we go.

"There was a bottle of lube on his bedside table," I began.

THE END
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Slut Wife Collection: Six Explicit Stories of Shared Wives

Amazon Link

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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A Marriage Evolved

Amazon: https://amzn.eu/d/fqJYypZ

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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Private Viewing: A Hotwife Tale

Amazon: https://amzn.eu/d/ftcH3q8

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.

[image: ]

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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