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Introduction


This 27k word novella is the 22st 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, this one's got a cheeky take on testing the couple's phone app – just them and their university friends. I used to be a software developer, so can't help weaving some reality into my books now and then.

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

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 – she's always looking for inspiration.


one
User Permissions
Bootstrap Sequence


Lena's text arrived whilst I was restocking the fridge, three words and an emoji: Stairs. Ten floors!!

I smiled at my phone and kept loading bottles. She'd manage but let me know about it! The building’s lift had a life of its own, and I often wondered if I should have rented the first floor, but the view from up here had won out over sense or care for our knees.

Our business, Ctrl + Space, sat high enough above Kentish Town Road that the buses below looked orderly, almost decorative, red bodies threading through the evening traffic like something out of a model railway set. From up here the city felt manageable, contained. The studio's floor-to-ceiling windows turned the north wall into one massive screen, and tonight the view was particularly good: dark blue September sky, streetlights glowing orange, Parliament Hill a darker smudge on the horizon.

I'd been here since half four, my nervous energy harnessed into practical setup. Test phones were charged and lined up on the low table in the lounge. Monitors powered on at the development pod, my admin panel open and waiting. The crash room checked, bed made with clean sheets in case testing went on too late. Coffee machine descaled. Fridge restocked with everything except the energy drinks Lena had insisted on bringing herself.

Everything calibrated and ready. Just waiting for the users to log in.

The smart lock activated, and I turned from the kitchenette as the door swung open and Lena appeared, slightly breathless, canvas bag hanging heavy from one shoulder, jacket half-off, hair escaping from the bun she'd started the day with.

"Lift's fucked again," she announced, dumping the bag on the worktop with a metallic rattle of cans. "I'm not doing that twice in one night."

"We're probably not leaving until morning anyway."

She paused mid-shrug, jacket caught on one elbow and looked at me properly. "Planning on a long session, are we?"

"The app needs proper stress testing."

Her mouth did that thing. That little twitch that meant she knew exactly what I meant and she knew I knew she knew. We were good at that, the thing underneath the thing, both of us running the same subroutine without saying it out loud.

She pulled off her jacket properly and walked to the coat rail near the entrance. I watched her move, the way the fitted jeans sat on her hips, the rust-coloured top that had definitely not been what she'd worn this morning when we'd left the flat separately. She'd changed for tonight, and the fabric was soft and close enough to make very clear what was underneath it, and Lena's chest had never been something easily hidden.

Christ.

She caught me staring, and one eyebrow lifted.

I looked away, it was far too early to start that conversation.

"Right," She came back to the kitchenette and hauling the bag closer. "Monster Energy, Coke Zero, two bottles of something that claims to be craft beer but probably isn't, and I stopped at Tesco Metro for the wine you said we didn't need."

"We don't need it."

"We might need it if it all goes to shit." She pulled out cans, lining them up on the worktop with the precision she brought to UI design. Energy drinks, soft drinks, alcohol-free lager. "Or if Pippa stays."

"Is she staying?"

"God, I hope not." Lena opened the fridge and arranged the drinks like she was solving a logic puzzle. Energy drinks left, soft drinks middle, alcohol-free lager right, two bottles of white wine tucked into the back. "But Dan's bringing her, so we'll see."

I leaned against the counter and watched her work. She's nervous. Organising things that didn't need organising, making the already-tidy fridge absolutely perfect, and it was endearing as hell.

"We're not getting anyone drunk tonight," I said.

"I know."

"Just caffeinated and slightly loosened."

"I know, Sam." She closed the fridge and straightened, pushing hair out of her face. "The app needs proper attention, and nobody can give that pissed. The feedback needs to be honest."

Lena understood people in the way I understood systems, which was why our app Greenlight had worked at all. I'd built the logic, but she'd built the experience, and tonight we'd find out if the thing we'd built together did what we'd both quietly hoped it would do.

My phone buzzed. "Chester's ten minutes out. He's bringing snacks."

Lena laughed, the genuine kind that made her whole face light up. "Of course he is. Poor Chester."

"You say that like you're not going to destroy him later."

The words were out before I'd properly thought them through. Lena went still, hands braced on the worktop, looking at me with an expression I couldn't immediately parse.

"Am I?" she said quietly.

Was it was a real question? Maybe she already knows exactly what tonight is. Maybe she's seen the experimental settings. Maybe she's been waiting for me to say it first.

We were good at that, too; the waiting game.

I held her gaze for a few heartbeats, then turned back to my phone. "He texted earlier. Asked if he should bring anything. I said no. He's bringing things anyway."

"Chester's anxiety manifests in carbohydrates," Lena said. Her voice had returned to its normal register, warm and slightly amused. The moment passed? Hard to tell with her sometimes. "We'll be buried in Kettle Chips by seven."

"Could be worse."

"Could be Theo turning up with his entire opinion about our network infrastructure."

"Oh that's definitely happening."

She smiled and pushed off from the counter and nodded toward the development pod. "Come on. Let's evaluate the phones one more time. I want to make sure the onboarding flow doesn't fuck up when we're actually running it."
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We sat at the face-to-face desks, monitors glowing in the dimming evening light. My job was backend logic: terminal windows, dashboards, the admin panel open in a browser tab I'd positioned carefully out of Lena's sightline. Her side was product: UI mock-ups, flow diagrams, the prompt library she'd been refining for six months.

The dev PCs hummed underneath, LEDs glowing blue and purple through the glass side panels. I'd built those machines myself, total overkill for what we actually needed, but I'd justified it as future-proofing and Lena hadn't argued. She understood good tools - and probably new I'd got them to play games on.

Lena picked up one of the test phones, swiped through the lock screen, launched Greenlight. Our test-app opened on the landing page: clean white background, soft green accent colour, the logo we'd argued over for three weeks before Lena had won by being right.

"Onboarding," she muttered, half to herself, tapping through the screens. "Consent explainer. Colour system. Heat levels. Good."

I watched her work through the app she'd designed, and my chest did something complicated. Pride, definitely. Arousal, yeah probably. The specific combination of both that came from watching Lena do something she was brilliant at, which was most things, but particularly this.

She reached the screen explaining the green confirmation pulse. "This bit," she said, tilting the phone so I could see. "The way it pulses when you tap to confirm. I want to make sure that translates in group use."

"That was your idea."

"I know. I'm brilliant."

"You are."

She looked up from the phone and smiled at me, soft and genuine, and I thought, not for the first time, that I was the luckiest bastard in North London.

On my screen the admin panel sat open, all the hidden settings visible. Lena couldn't see it from her angle. She didn't know about Spectator Mode or the Centrepiece prompt or the settings I'd labelled simply as Experimental. I'd built those in the last two weeks, late nights when she was asleep, testing scenarios and escalation paths and the specific language that would make the night go from social to sexual without anyone feeling pushed.

I hadn't told her. Wasn't ready to admit out loud what I'd been coding. Or maybe I was ready and just waiting for the right moment. Hard to say.

"How are the heat levels looking?" Lena asked, still focused on her phone.

I tabbed over to the settings panel. "Initial cap at Level 2. Manual override available."

"When are you planning to bump it to three?"

"When it feels right."

She glanced up. "That's not very scientific, Sam."

"It's a beta test. We're evaluating feel as much as function."

"Hmm." She returned her attention to the phone, scrolling through the prompt library. "Level 3 has the kissing options. And the lap-sitting one. That's going to make things interesting."

Interesting. That's one word for it.

"That's the idea."

"Do you think they'll actually engage properly," she said, "or just take the piss?"

I leaned back in my chair, considering. "Chester will be nervous. Theo will be Theo. Dan will be thoughtful."

"And Pippa?"

"Pippa will leave early."

Lena looked up sharply. "You think?"

"I think she doesn't fit, she never has. I reckon tonight's going to make that very obvious."

She bit her lower lip. That particular gesture meant she was processing something she wasn't ready to say yet. I'd known her long enough to read the signs. A year of friendship before we'd become something else, then two years of marriage. I knew her tells.

"Do you think they know what tonight actually is?" she asked quietly.

"What do you mean?"

"I mean do they think this is a product demo or do they think it's something else."

I held her gaze. The question hung between us, heavier than it should have been.

"It's both," I said.

She was quiet for a long moment. Then, softer, "Yeah. It is."

The thing underneath the thing, acknowledged but still not spoken out loud.

Lena stood, set the test phone down carefully on her desk. "I'm going to check my hair. And possibly have a minor crisis in the crash room mirror. Back in five."

She walked away before I could respond. I watched her go, watched the particular way she moved when she was thinking hard about something, then turned back to my screen.

The admin panel stared back at me. I navigated to the heat level settings, confirmed the initial cap at Level 2, checked the manual override was functioning. Then I hovered my cursor over the Experimental Mode toggle.

Later, if things go well…

This is the edge of it. The thing I've been working toward since Lena first mentioned wanting to design an adult social app, since I realised what she wasn't saying directly about her own desires, since I understood that my particular kink and her particular fantasy were two sides of the same beautifully engineered system.

I closed the admin panel. My heart rate kicked up. I could feel it in my chest, in my wrists, that particular buzz that came from knowing something was about to start and there was no backing out once it did.

Lena came back from the crash room. Her hair was down now, brushed properly, falling just past her shoulders in a way that made my mouth go dry. She'd adjusted her top. Or maybe I was just noticing it more. Hard to tell at this point.

"Ready?" she asked.

"Yeah."

"Nervous?"

"Slightly."

She crossed to where I sat and leaned down, hands on the arms of my chair, face close to mine. "It's going to be fine, Sam. It's a good app. We built it properly."

"I know."

"And if it goes weird, we've got the colour system. Anyone can call amber or red."

"I know."

She kissed me, warm and brief and grounding. When she pulled back she was smiling. "Also, if it goes really well, we're going to make an obscene amount of money and never have to work for anyone else ever again."

"That's the plan."

"Good plan."

The buzzer sounded from the lobby intercom, loud and sudden. We both looked toward the entrance.

"That'll be Chester."

Lena straightened, smoothed her top, took a breath. "Right. Let's do this."

I stood, walked to the intercom panel by the door, pressed the release. "Come on up, Chester. Tenth floor."

His voice crackled through, slightly breathless already from anticipating the stairs. "Cheers, mate. Be up in a minute."

I turned back to Lena. She was standing in the middle of the studio, hands in her pockets

"Here we go," she said quietly.

"Here we go," I agreed.
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The door opened and Chester appeared, slightly red-faced from the stairs, carrying two bulging carrier bags that clinked as he set them down.

"Lift's broken," he announced.

"We know," Lena and I said in unison.

Chester grinned, embarrassed, and unpacked onto the low table in the lounge. Kettle Chips in three flavours. Salted nuts. Chocolate. A tub of hummus. Breadsticks. Mini sausage rolls that were probably still warm.

"I know nobody asked," he said, talking slightly too fast, "but I thought, you know, long evening, people get peckish, might as well have options."

"Chester, you're a legend," Lena said warmly, and crossed to hug him.

Chester went rigid for half a second, then relaxed into it, his hands hovering near her waist before he caught himself and pulled back. I saw it - Chester had absolutely no bloody idea how obvious he was.

He'd dressed up. Not much, but enough. Dark navy chinos that looked newer than anything else I'd seen him wear. A grey fitted shirt. Clean white trainers. He'd done something to his hair that had probably taken longer than he'd intended.

Poor bastard had it bad.

"Grab a drink," I said, nodding toward the kitchenette. "We've got everything. Lena went overboard."

"I went appropriately," Lena corrected. "There's a difference."

Chester retrieved a bottle of alcohol-free lager from the fridge, twisted the cap off, took a long sip. His shoulders dropped slightly. The nervousness was still there but manageable now. Being in the space, with us, doing something normal, that helped.

The buzzer sounded again. I pressed the release without checking who it was. The group was small enough that it didn't matter.

"Theo or Dan?" Lena asked.

"Theo," I said. "Dan wouldn't buzz until exactly seven."

"Dan's bringing Pippa."

"I know."

Lena pulled a face. Chester, halfway through arranging sausage rolls on a plate, looked up. "Is that going to be weird?"

"Probably," Lena said.

"Definitely," I corrected.

The door opened and Theo walked in on his phone mid-sentence, which was how Theo entered every bloody space.

"...so I said to him, the netcode's fucked, you can't patch that with a UI update, but does he listen? Course he doesn't. Oh, hi." He stopped, phone suddenly finding his pocket, and finally registered the room, "This is very corporate. I hate it. Where's the drinks?"

"Fridge," I said. "Help yourself."

Theo was wearing a black hoodie with a faded logo from an indie game studio that had released one critically acclaimed game in 2019 and then dissolved. Under it, a plain white T-shirt. Dark jeans and beaten-up trainers. He looked exactly like himself, which for Theo meant he'd put in zero effort and somehow still worked.

He grabbed a Monster Energy from the fridge, cracked it open, took a sip, and immediately started critiquing the studio lighting.

"This is terrible for extended screen time," he announced, gesturing at the overhead panels. "You're going to give everyone a headache."

"Thank you, Theo," Lena said. "Noted."

"I'm just saying. You've got good kit, good space, shit lighting. It's a waste."

"We'll take it under advisement."

Theo wandered over to the pinball machine in the corner, gave it an experimental nudge, frowned at the flickering score display. "This thing still broken?"

"That thing has always been broken," I said. "It's vintage."

"It's fucked."

"Also vintage."

The buzzer sounded a third time. I glanced at my phone. Seven on the dot.

"And here's Dan," I announced, and pressed the release. "Come on up. You know where we are."

Theo sprawled into one of the bean bags near the lounge, long limbs going everywhere, making a pleased sound. Chester perched on the edge of the sofa, nursing his beer, still radiating low-level anxiety. Lena leaned against the kitchenette counter, arms folded, watching the door.

The room shifted. The group was forming, that old UCL energy settling in, and my pulse kicked up half a notch because this was actually happening.

The door opened. Dan stepped through, and immediately behind him, Pippa.

Dan looked good. He always bloody did, the bastard, in that effortless way that made the rest of us look like we'd got dressed in a skip. Dark jeans, white shirt with the sleeves rolled to the elbows, leather jacket slung over one arm. His hair was neat, his face was calm, and he moved into the space like he'd always been part of it.

Pippa looked good too, but it was obviously hours of effort in front of a mirror. She was wearing something glossy and sexy, heels that were slightly too high for a casual evening, makeup that had taken time. She scanned the room, registered the sofas and the tech and the ten-storey view, and something in her expression flickered. Not quite disappointment. More like recalibration.

"Sam, Lena," Dan said, warm and genuine. "Thanks for having us."

"Wouldn't do this without you lot," I said, and meant it.

Dan introduced Pippa properly, though we'd met before at a pub gathering back in July. She smiled, said something polite about the view, accepted a glass of wine from Lena, positioned herself close to Dan on the sofa in a way that was slightly territorial.

Lena caught my eye from across the room. I knew that look. She's not going to last.

I waggled an eyebrow, and Lena's mouth twitched, but she stopped herself laughing.

The group settled. Drinks opened, snacks redistributed, Theo complained about something else, Chester laughed too loudly at a joke that wasn't that funny, and Dan asked a thoughtful question about how long we'd been renting Ctrl Space.

Everyone's here, time go get cracking.

I stood, cleared my throat, got everyone's attention.

"Right," I said. "Thanks for coming. I know it's a Friday night and you've all got better things to do, but Lena and I really appreciate you being here for this."

"We don't have better things to do," Theo said.

"Speak for yourself," Pippa murmured.

Dan's hand found hers, and she went quiet.

I pressed on. "So. Greenlight. You've all heard us talk about it. Adult social game app. Think Truth or Dare but with proper consent architecture, calibrated escalation, and a UI that doesn't make you want to chuck your phone out a window."

Lena stepped forward, adding context. "It's designed for people who find unstructured socialising difficult. Gen Z especially. You get prompts, dares, confessions. Everything's opt-in. There's a colour system for boundaries. And it escalates based on group energy and individual comfort."

"Does it have a dirty mode?" Theo asked.

"It has several modes."

"How dirty are we talking?"

"That depends on the heat level."

Theo grinned - while Chester looked faintly horrified.

I walked to the low table and picked up the stack of test phones, each one in a matte black case with a small numbered sticker. "These are locked to the beta build. Tonight we're stress-testing with real people in a real environment. You all know each other, and that's the ideal use case."

I handed out the phones. Chester took his carefully, like it might explode. Theo immediately started poking through the settings. Dan swiped through the onboarding with calm attention. Pippa set hers on the table and picked up her wine instead.

Lena stood beside me, arms folded, watching everyone interact with the app she'd designed. I could feel her attention, the way she was cataloguing every reaction, every moment of friction or ease. This was her element.

"The onboarding will walk you through the basics. Once everyone's confirmed, the first prompt will appear. You can accept, skip, or veto. If anyone calls amber or red, the session pauses. If anyone calls black, it ends. No questions."

"What's green?" Dan asked.

"Green means continue," Lena said. "It means the level is calibrated correctly and you're happy to proceed."

"And if it goes too far?"

"Then you call amber and we adjust."

Dan nodded, satisfied. He understood systems. That was one of the things I'd always liked about him.

Chester was still reading the onboarding screens, his face a study in concentration.

I returned to my laptop at the development pod, pulled up the admin panel, set the session to live. Six phones connected to the local server. Six user profiles loaded. Heat level capped at Level 2.

All confirmed. Settings are unlocked. Bloody hell, its working!

I hovered over the "Start Session" button, and Lena caught my eye, and nodded.

I pressed it.

Every phone on the table buzzed at once, screens pulsing soft green. The first prompt had landed.

GREENLIGHT // LEVEL 1 // ICEBREAKER

"Go around the group. Everyone shares one thing they've never told anyone in this room."

Simple and safe. The kind of thing that got people talking without pushing boundaries.

Theo went first, naturally. "I've watched every episode of Love Island. Twice."

The room erupted. Chester nearly spat his beer over the floor, while Lena laughed so hard she had to sit down.

"Bullshit," I said.

"Dead serious. It's good television. Bite me."

I looked at Lena. She was smiling, relaxed, her chest rising and falling steadily under that rust-coloured top, and I thought, very clearly, that by the end of tonight everything was going to be different.


two
Low-Risk Prompts
Admin Access


Itriggered the second prompt from the admin panel. Clean, simple, exactly as I'd coded it.

GREENLIGHT // LEVEL 1 // ICEBREAKER

"Compliment the person to your left. Be specific."

Every phone in the studio pulsed green in perfect synchronisation. Lena's design, that soft non-threatening glow that asked permission instead of demanding it. Beautiful work. The room went quiet, that specific silence of people reading something they're not quite sure how to respond to yet.

Theo groaned. "Christ, we're not at a corporate away-day."

"Just do it, Theo." Lena's voice had that particular warmth that made people comply without realising they'd been directed. She's good at that.

Theo went first, looking at Chester. "You're the only person I know who actually reads documentation before asking questions. It's deeply unsettling but I respect it."

Chester flushed, pleased. The pink spread from his neck upwards. He turned to Lena. "You made something that actually makes sense. That's... rare. Really rare."

Lena smiled, properly warm. "Chester, that's the nicest thing you've ever said to me."

"I just meant..."

"I know what you meant. Thank you."

Chester's been in love with my wife since second year. The flush deepened when she smiled at him like that, his ears going properly red. Tonight the app might make him admit it. The question is whether I'm ready to watch what happens when he does.

Lena turned to Dan. "You always know what people need without being asked. It's one of the best things about you."

Dan smiled, quiet and genuine. He looked at Pippa. "You always look like you've made a big effort. Even when the rest of us look like we've been dragged through a hedge."

Pippa's smile was tight. "Thanks."

She turned to me. "Your shirt's nice."

Zero effort. Zero weight. Everyone registered the emptiness of it. Dan's hand found hers briefly, support or apology, impossible to tell which.

I looked at Theo. "You find problems nobody else has thought of yet. It's annoying and essential in equal measure."

Theo grinned. "I'll take that."

I swiped the admin panel and pushed the next prompt live.

GREENLIGHT // LEVEL 1 // CONNECTION

"Make eye contact with someone for ten seconds without looking away. Choose someone you trust."

Brief hesitation, then people paired off. Chester looked at me, safe choice, and we held eye contact for the full ten seconds whilst he tried very hard not to blink. Poor bastard's terrified. Theo looked at Chester and counted out loud, which broke the tension and made everyone laugh.

Pippa looked at Dan, holding his gaze with an intensity that felt possessive. Trying to claim territory. Dan tolerated it, but his attention drifted slightly. I saw the exact moment Pippa registered that he wasn't entirely present. That's not going to end well for her.

Lena's phone buzzed with a follow-up prompt. She glanced at the screen, then looked up. Her gaze found Dan. He sensed it and looked back.

Ten seconds. Dan's expression was calm but absolutely focused, his dark eyes locked on Lena's face with an intensity that made the air in the room thicken. Lena held his gaze without blinking, her chest rising and falling just slightly faster than normal. She's feeling it. Whatever Dan was communicating in that steady, unwavering stare, Lena was receiving it clearly. When she finally looked away, breaking the connection, she bit her lower lip, and I watched her throat work as she swallowed.

Fuck.

My cock pulsed hard against the zip of my jeans. That look had been the real thing. Not flirtation. Not testing. Connection.

"That was intense," Lena said, voice light but not quite steady.

"You looked away first," Dan said.

"I did not."

"You definitely did," I said from across the table.

Lena looked at me, slight smile. "Whose side are you on?"

Mine. Ours. The two of us and everything I'd built to make tonight possible. But I just smiled back and didn't answer.

I pushed the next prompt live and watched the phones glow green again.

GREENLIGHT // LEVEL 2 // PROXIMITY

"Sit next to the person you trust most in the room."

The group shifted immediately. Chester stayed where he was, visibly uncertain. Theo moved to sit near me with a grin that suggested genuine affection and also that he knew exactly how funny the choice was. Cheers, mate. Pippa immediately moved closer to Dan, body language screaming territory.

Dan shifted slightly, uncomfortable but too polite to make it obvious.

Lena stood, walked around the low table, and sat between Chester and Dan on the main sofa.

Chester froze. His hands locked rigid on his knees, fingers pressed flat like he was physically holding himself in place. Dan settled back, his arm along the back of the sofa, not touching Lena but close enough that the intention was clear.

Lena looked relaxed. But her breathing's changed. Deeper, more deliberate. She's as aware of this as they are.

They both want her. I'd known Chester and Dan had both wanted Lena since Uni, probably since they'd met her, but tonight the app was making it impossible to hide. Chester was trying very hard not to lean into her. Dan was more composed, but I knew him well enough to see the way his gaze tracked to her when he thought nobody was looking.

I shifted position on the sofa, trying to be subtle about it. My cock was already half-hard and thickening steadily, pressing against my jeans in a way that was going to become extremely obvious if I didn't get control of myself. Except I don't want control. This was the feeling I'd been coding towards for months: watching other men want my wife, watching her register that want, and feeling my own arousal spike in response. Not jealousy. Not inadequacy. Just pure, filthy heat.

"Apparently I trust you two most," Lena said, settling comfortably between them.

"That's. Um. Good," Chester managed.

Dan's voice was quieter. "Good choice."

Theo called from across the table. "I'm wounded. Genuinely wounded."

"You'll survive," Lena said, and the warmth in her voice made it clear she wasn't excluding him, just choosing differently.

The phones buzzed again.

GREENLIGHT // LEVEL 2 // OBSERVATION

"Choose a drink for someone else. Explain why it suits them."

Theo chose an energy drink for me, said I needed chemical assistance to tolerate all of them. Fair assessment. Dan chose water for Pippa, polite and neutral. Pippa chose beer for Dan, trying to create intimacy through the gesture. Or get him pissed.

Then Chester stood, walked to the kitchenette, and came back with a can of Coke Zero. He held it out to Lena.

"You said earlier you wanted caffeine. And you don't really drink when you're working. So."

Lena looked surprised. Then properly pleased. She took the can, popped it open. "Chester. That's perfect."

Chester flushed. "It's just a drink."

"No. It's you paying attention. Thank you."

Chester pays attention to everything Lena does and says. Has done since first week of first year, probably. And Lena's response, the genuine warmth in her voice when she thanked him, made Chester look like he'd just won a prize. I felt heat pulse low in my belly, spreading outwards. This is the feeling I've been trying to ignore for months. Watching another man make my wife smile like that didn't make me jealous. It made me want to see what else he could do for her.

The group continued, the energy looser now, warmer, but also more charged. The next prompt appeared.

GREENLIGHT // LEVEL 2 // COMPLIMENT

"Tell the group one thing you like about the person across from you."

Theo said something dry and funny about my ability to fix code at three in the morning. I said something about Theo's ability to be consistently, impressively annoying and still likeable. Dan, across from Chester, said Chester was the most genuinely kind person he knew. Chester, flustered, said Dan was the calmest person in any crisis.

Pippa, across from Lena, hesitated.

"You're very... confident."

Barbed. The compliment landed oddly, slightly sharp. Lena's smile didn't falter. "Thank you."

Chester, across from Pippa, fumbled his response. "You always look put together."

Polite. Distant. Means nothing. Pippa knew it.

Then Lena's phone buzzed. Follow-up bonus prompt.

BONUS: Let the person who also gets this tell you what they notice most about you.

Chester's phone buzzed with the same instruction. Oh Christ. I held my breath.

Chester looked at Lena. Then at me. Then back at Lena. When he spoke, his voice was quiet, sincere.

"You make people feel like they matter. You always have."

The room went very quiet.

He's just confessed. Not in so many words, but everyone in the room understood what "you make people feel like they matter" actually meant when said to Lena in that tone. He's been in love with her since second year and he's just told her in front of everyone. The silence stretched. Pippa shifted uncomfortably. Theo looked like he was trying not to grin. Dan's expression stayed carefully neutral.

And I sat there with my cock thickening properly now, pressing hard against my jeans, processing the fact that my wife had just been publicly adored and she was blushing.

Lena's expression softened. "Chester. That's lovely. Thank you."

Theo broke the moment. "Christ, we're going to need tissues in a minute."

Chester's just said the thing he's probably been thinking since second year. Lena looked genuinely moved, processing what Chester had just given her. The room could feel it: not just a compliment, but something heavier. A confession wrapped in kindness.

Pippa shifted uncomfortably across the table. She's the outsider here. She'd not been with Dan long, didn't have the shared history the rest of us did. She's feeling it now.

Lena stood, stretched slightly. "Just want to make a note or two on the flow. Back in a second."

She picked up her phone and walked towards the kitchenette area near the large windows. The group continued talking, slightly quieter now. Chester watched her go, then forced himself to look at his own phone. Theo suggested we needed more crisps.

Lena walked towards the kitchenette and I watched her go. The rust-coloured top moved with her, the fabric catching the low light from the windows, and I saw Dan's gaze track her across the studio before he looked away and focused very deliberately on his phone. Chester didn't even try to hide it. He watched her until she reached the window, then looked down at his lap like he'd been caught doing something.

And I sat there on the sofa, hard and aching, wondering whether Lena was feeling what I was feeling, or whether I was the only one whose brain had already jumped six steps ahead to where this night could go if I let it. If we let it. The experimental settings were unlocked. The permissions were granted. The architecture was in place.

All we had to do now was run the beta properly.
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System Variables

LENA POV

The app notes on her phone were just shapes, unfocused. Lena stared at the window instead, using the glass like a mirror. Behind her reflection the studio stretched out in soft light and familiar shadows: the low table, the sofa, the group arranged like they'd been a hundred Friday nights before.

Except tonight isn't like those other nights.

The app was working. The prompts were landing exactly as designed. But the variable she hadn't accounted for, the one she'd built into the system without admitting it, was herself.

She swiped through screens she wasn't actually reading and watched the reflection instead. In the glass, Chester sat on the sofa, phone in hand but attention elsewhere. His gaze kept lifting, tracking across the studio to her, lingering just long enough to feel deliberate before snapping away.

Poor bastard. He's been doing that since second year.

The UCL library steps. Her head on his shoulder. The way his breathing had stopped like she'd broken something. She'd always thought it was sweet, harmless, a bit sad in that unrequited way that doesn't threaten anyone.

Tonight it doesn't feel sad. Tonight it feels like power.

Knowing Chester wanted her, had wanted her for years, sent warmth pooling low in her belly. Christ. She shifted her weight slightly, feeling the slick press of arousal between her thighs, and her nipples tightened against her bra. That compliment earlier, the one about making people feel like they mattered - that had been truth, finally said out loud, and everyone had heard it; including Sam.

Her attention drifted in the reflection to Theo, slouched in his beanbag like he didn't care about anything. But his posture was too still. He was tracking the group's conversation whilst also tracking her, and when he made a joke - something filthy, probably - the group laughed but his focus didn't waver.

Theo's been making jokes about my arse since first year. Always wrapped in enough irony to give everyone plausible deniability.

She'd laughed them off because Theo was Theo: scruffy, weird, endearing in a way that defused any actual threat. But tonight, under the soft green glow of the app, she realized Theo's interest wasn't a joke. It was just extremely, ridiculously, very-Theo specific.

And I want to know what he'd actually do if I gave him permission.

In the glass, Dan sat composed on the sofa, talking quietly to Sam. He wasn't staring at her, wasn't performing attention. But when his gaze shifted toward the kitchenette it lingered half a second too long before he looked away, deliberate and controlled.

Dan's the dangerous one.

Not because he was aggressive; because he was careful. Chester's desire was written all over his flushed face. Theo's was a catalogue of extremely detailed fantasies he'd probably indexed by tag. But Dan's want was controlled, and that control made it heavier, more substantial.

She remembered Brighton: his hands steadying her when she was on his shoulders in the sea, warm and solid. She remembered her wedding: that brief, warm dance whilst Sam talked to his father, Dan saying something that made her laugh and then never mentioning it again. She remembered the eye-contact prompt tonight, the way he'd held her gaze and not looked away until she did.

Dan wants me. Has wanted me for ages.

The thought made her cunt clench hard. And the idea of Sam watching me with him, of letting that quiet, careful want finally become something real...

Her breath caught. She pressed her thighs together, feeling the ache.

In the reflection, Pippa sat close to Dan, her body angled toward him, trying to create intimacy through proximity. Dan was polite but his attention was elsewhere.

Probably here, Lena thought, with a flicker of guilt and something warmer underneath.

Pippa wasn't unattractive - quite the opposite in a tarty way. She wasn't unkind… she just wasn't part of this. Hadn't earned it through late-night library sessions arguing about database architecture, hadn't jumped into the sea at Brighton in her underwear, hadn't built something from nothing with this group. She was Dan's girlfriend of three months trying to fit into a friendship five years deep, and tonight was going to make that difference unbearable.

The guilt flickered and died. Sorry, Pippa. But not sorry enough.

Her gaze found Sam in the reflection. He sat slightly apart from the others, phone in hand with the admin panel probably open. But he wasn't looking at his phone; he was looking at her, and their eyes met in the reflection.

Sam didn't look away.

He's watching me. Not the app or our group. Me.

She could see it clearly now: the way his attention stayed on her even when Theo said something that should have required a response. The particular stillness he got when he was turned on and trying to pretend he was being technical.

All those little moments before tonight suddenly clicked into focus. Sam noticing blokes checking her out in pubs. Sam's cock visibly hardening when she told him about that developer who'd chatted her up at the Birmingham conference. Sam joking that other men had good taste. Sam building the app's hidden settings and thinking she wouldn't understand what they meant.

He's been planning this for months. Building it into the code like a secret he could pretend wasn't there.

The knowledge landed in her body: heat blooming, pulse quickening, slick warmth spreading between her thighs. Sam wasn't jealous tonight.

He's proud.

That realisation, that specific flavour of his arousal that she could see even across the room, turned her on more than she'd expected. More than she'd planned for.

The question formed clearly, unavoidably, standing there with London glowing below and the group reflected in the glass behind her.

Do I want this? Is Sam pushing me somewhere I don't want to go, or have I been here all along?

The answer came fast and certain, rising from her cunt more than her brain.

Yes. Fuck yes. I don't want him to stop.

She wanted to see what happened when the prompts stopped being polite. Wanted to feel Chester's desperate want up close where she could use it. Wanted Theo to drop the irony and just fucking say what he'd been thinking since second year. Wanted Dan to look at her the way he had during that eye-contact prompt, except closer, longer, with nothing between them but skin and sweat.

And most of all, she wanted Sam to watch.

I designed Greenlight around my own desires before I admitted what those desires were. Tonight I'm going to stop pretending I don't know.

As she crossed the studio, she caught Sam's gaze and held it. Just looked at him for two seconds, then glanced at his phone, then back at his face.

I see what you're doing - keep going.

The message passed between them, silent and clear.

His expression didn't change. But she saw his throat move when he swallowed.

He understands.

She sat back down on the sofa, this time closer to Dan than before. Her knee brushed his; warm denim against warm denim, he shifted slightly but didn't move away - their closeness built over the years and shared study.

"Right," she said. "What did I miss?"

Theo grinned from his beanbag. "Chester's existential crisis about crisps. The usual."

Chester looked up, flushed. "I brought options, that's not a crisis."

"Mate, you brought seven varieties. That's a crisis or some kind of cry for help."

The group laughed and the tension broke again. Lena settled into the sofa cushions, aware of Dan beside her: warm, solid, careful. She could feel Chester's gaze tracking across the table. Could feel Theo's attention, specific and focused. And across the low table she could feel Sam watching all of it, phone in hand, expression calm.

Their eyes met again over the soft green glow of phones and the warm light of the studio, Sam looked at her with something that could be pride and hunger all at once.

She reached for her wine glass, took a sip, and waited for the next prompt to land.
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Toggle Switch

Lena sat back down from the kitchenette closer to Dan than she'd been before, and her knee brushed his and stayed there. Oh. Dan didn't shift away. I watched the space between them shrink, watched Lena's weight settle into the cushion in a way that made the contact look accidental except it absolutely wasn't, and something in my chest tightened. She'd gone to take notes. She'd come back having decided.

This is happening.

The phones buzzed. New prompt.

I glanced down: Who in the room would you trust with your phone unlocked? Say their name out loud.

Chester read it, flushed the colour of a pillar box, and said Lena's name without hesitation. His voice cracked slightly. Bless.

Theo sprawled further into his beanbag and said mine with a grin that suggested he was taking the piss but actually meant it. I knew he meant it. Theo didn't fuck about when it came to trust.

Dan looked at his screen for a beat too long, then said, "Lena."

There it is.

Pippa stiffened beside him. I watched her expression shift from surprise to something harder, sharper, a realisation dawning that she didn't particularly want to have. Two people had just said Lena's name. Nobody had said hers. The maths was damning.

She looked at Dan and said, "I'd trust you," with enough emphasis that everyone heard the obviously she didn't say out loud.

Dan nodded. "Thanks."

Pippa's mouth went tight. "That's it?"

"Yeah."

Ouch. I felt it from across the table, that flat little word landing like a door closing. Dan wasn't being cruel. He was being honest, which was possibly worse, and Pippa had just worked out in real time that the affection she was performing wasn't being reciprocated. Not tonight. Probably not ever.

Lena said my name when her turn came, warm and certain, and I said hers, and the pattern was impossible to miss now. The core trust in the room ran through the five of us who'd spent three years at UCL sitting in terrible library chairs arguing about database architecture at two in the morning. Pippa had been Dan's girlfriend for three months. She wasn't part of that, and my app had just made it visible to everyone. I felt a flicker of guilt.

The guilt lasted about four seconds. Then I looked at Lena, saw the way her hand rested on the sofa cushion between her and Dan, close enough that if either of them shifted a centimetre their fingers would touch, and the guilt evaporated. Dan had said Lena's name. That means something. The old bonds were stronger than the new one. The room was choosing its centre, and the centre was Lena, exactly as it should be.

Pippa shifted uncomfortably, trying to reset. "Should we maybe take a break? Order food or something?"

Theo didn't even look up from his phone. "We've got Chester's snacks. We're fine."

"I just thought…"

Lena cut in gently. "We're nearly at the next level. Be a shame to stop now."

Pippa's expression tightened. She looked at Dan, clearly hoping he'd back her. Dan said nothing. His silence hung in the air, damning, and I watched Pippa realise she wasn't going to win this. The group's polite refusal was almost uncomfortable to witness.

Almost.

Level 3 isn't going to wait for her permission. I knew what was coming. I knew that if Pippa stayed, the night wouldn't go where it needed to go. She was the last obstacle, and the app was about to route around her.

I angled my phone down so nobody else could see the screen. The admin panel opened with a soft pulse, green text glowing against black. Heat Level 2 Active. Escalation available. I navigated to the settings, thumb hovering over the Level 3 toggle, and stared at it.

One tap.

One tap and the app would unlock proximity prompts: physical contact, kissing, all the things I'd coded in six months ago when I was alone at three in the morning and hadn't admitted to myself why I was building this. One tap and everyone's phone would display the new consent terms, and they'd have to confirm individually. One tap and the night stopped being theoretical.

Do it.

My cock was already half-hard, a dull throb low in my belly that had nothing to do with the app and everything to do with Lena sitting close enough to Dan that their thighs were touching. My heart was doing something complicated in my chest. I'd built this. The architecture, the permissions, the escalation ladder. I'd built the system that was about to make the last two years of private fantasy something I could actually witness.

I thought about Lena by the window. The way she'd looked at me in the glass, and the silent message she'd sent when she came back and sat down closer to Dan. I see what you're doing. Keep going.

I tapped the toggle.

The screen flashed amber, processing, then settled back to green. Heat Level 3 Active. All participants will confirm consent individually before prompts load.

I looked up. Lena was watching me from across the low table. She'd seen my thumb move and probably clocked the screen flash. She knows. She'd know exactly what I'd just done.

For a moment we just looked at each other. Then she bit her lower lip, that particular tell that meant she was nervous or turned on or both, and gave me the smallest nod.

Yes.

My heart kicked hard against my ribs, a sharp painful thud, and my cock throbbed insistently against the zip of my jeans. I was getting properly hard now, the kind of hard that made sitting still difficult, and the knowledge that I'd just escalated the night, that I'd flipped the switch and made this real, was flooding my system with adrenaline and arousal in equal measure.

I just made this happen. The night was about to change, and I'd built the mechanism that would change it.

The phones buzzed louder this time, a longer pulse, more insistent than the gentle chimes from earlier.

Everyone looked down at their screens. The room went very, very quiet.

I watched faces change as people read. Chester's eyes went wide, his flush deepening from his neck up to his hairline. Theo grinned slowly, the kind of grin that suggested he'd been waiting for exactly this moment and was delighted it had finally arrived. Dan's expression went carefully neutral, but I saw his jaw tighten, saw the micro-adjustment in his posture that meant he was processing something significant.

Pippa looked confused first, then uncomfortable, her gaze flicking between her phone and Dan with visible alarm.

The consent screen appeared on my phone:

Level 3 includes physical prompts: proximity, contact, intimacy. All actions remain opt-in. You may skip any prompt. Your colour system remains active. Do you consent to Level 3 prompts?

Two buttons: Green and Skip Session.

I tapped green without hesitation. Obviously.

Around the table, phones chimed softly as others confirmed. Chester hesitated for about three seconds, staring at his screen like it was asking him to jump out of a plane, then tapped. Theo tapped immediately, still grinning. Dan looked at Pippa, then at his phone, then tapped.

Lena tapped hers, looked at me again, and smiled.

Christ.

Pippa stared at her screen, thumb hovering. I could see her trying to work out whether refusing would make things worse or better, whether opting out now would draw more attention or less. Finally, reluctantly, she tapped, and her phone chimed.

The first Level 3 prompt loaded.

Choose someone in the room. Sit close enough that your shoulders touch. Stay there for one full minute.

The silence stretched and thickened.

Chester looked at his phone like it had just asked him to defuse a bomb. Theo sat up slightly in his beanbag, suddenly more focused. Dan's gaze tracked briefly to Lena, then away. I watched. I was very good at watching.

Pippa's discomfort was now impossible to ignore. She shifted closer to Dan, trying to pre-empt the choice, trying to make the decision for him. Dan didn't move towards her. He didn't move at all.

Lena put her phone down on the low table and stood. She crossed to where Chester sat on the edge of the sofa, perched too straight, looking like he'd forgotten how breathing worked.

She sat down beside him, close enough that their shoulders pressed together, warm through fabric.

Chester went completely still. Poor bastard.

"Breathe, Chester," Lena said softly, and I watched his chest hitch.

He exhaled shakily. "Yep. Breathing. Definitely… breathing."

Theo laughed. "Mate, you've gone the colour of a fucking traffic light."

"Piss off."

But Chester didn't pull away. He sat there, shoulder pressed to Lena's, hands gripping his knees like he was holding on for dear life, and I could see the pulse hammering in his neck from across the room.

Sixty seconds.

Nobody spoke. The room had gone quiet in the specific way rooms go quiet when something shifts, when the air gets heavier and everyone's paying attention whether they want to or not. I was paying attention. I was paying very close attention to the way Lena's breathing had deepened, to the flush creeping up Chester's throat, to the fact that Dan was watching from the other end of the sofa with an expression I couldn't quite parse but that looked like interest.

My cock throbbed, a sharp insistent pulse, and I shifted slightly where I sat because the jeans were getting uncomfortable. This is working. Chester had Lena's shoulder against his and he looked like he was about to vibrate out of his skin, and the fact that I'd built the app that made this happen, that I'd coded the permission structure and unlocked the level and set this entire thing in motion, was doing something to my brain that felt like arousal and pride and compersion all firing at once.

She's enjoying this. I could see it in the way she'd relaxed into the contact, in the small smile at the corner of her mouth. She wasn't performing for Chester. She was present, warm, allowing him this moment because the app had given her permission to.

And Chester… Christ. Chester looked like he'd been handed something holy.

The minute ended. Phones chimed softly.

Lena stood, smiled at Chester, and returned to her seat. This time she sat between Dan and the arm of the sofa, close enough that when Dan shifted slightly their thighs pressed together.

Dan didn't move away.

There it is again.

I watched the contact settle, watched neither of them adjust or pull back, and felt heat pool low in my belly. The architecture was working. The escalation was happening. Lena was exactly where I'd known she'd be: at the centre of the room's attention, choosing her proximity, directing the night through small deliberate movements that everyone else was following.

The phones buzzed again.
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Escalation Enabled
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The new challenge glowed green on every screen, and the room had gone dead silent.

Kiss someone of the opposite sex in the group. Closed mouth. At least three seconds. Choose wisely.

I could skip this with my admin access, but Lena was already putting her phone down on the low table and standing up, and the look she gave me before she moved was unmistakable. We're doing this.

Chester stared at his phone like it had just asked him to defuse a bomb. Theo was grinning, leaning forward in his beanbag with the expression of someone settling in for an extremely good show.

Pippa looked at Dan immediately, then at her phone, then back at Dan, her jaw tight.

"Well," Theo said into the silence, drawing the word out, "that escalated."

Chester's voice came out strangled. "We don't have to-"

"It's fine," Lena said, utterly calm. "It's just a kiss."

Just a kiss that's about to change the entire shape of the evening.

Pippa stood first, and she sat on Dan's lap without asking, her hand going straight to his thigh, and leaned in.

The kiss went on far too long. Open-mouthed and almost aggressive, Pippa's tongue visibly working while her hand rubbed Dan's thigh in a way that was trying way too hard to be sexy. Dan's body stayed rigid, his hands staying exactly where they were, not returning the kiss, just... enduring it. When Pippa finally pulled back and looked around the room, clearly expecting some reaction, the silence that landed was pure cringe. The room collectively looked away. I could see Theo grimace slightly. Chester was studying his trainers like they'd just become fascinating.

Fucking hell, that's just desperate.

"There," Pippa said, slightly breathless, defiant. "Done."

Theo cleared his throat. "Yeah. We, uh. We saw."

Dan's voice was quiet, careful. "Pippa."

"What?" She was still on his lap, still touching him, and the edge in her tone was impossible to miss.

Dan didn't answer. He just looked at her, steady and patient, until she shifted off him and sat back down on the sofa, her expression going tight and defensive.

Pippa had just tried to mark her territory in front of the entire group, and it had landed like a corporate team-building exercise: awkward and entirely missing the point. Lena was watching from across the table, her expression calm but her eyes sharp. She knows how not to do this.

Lena stood, and the room's focus shifted to her immediately, the energy changing.

She walked to Chester, who was sitting frozen on the sofa like someone had pressed pause on him mid-thought. She sat beside him, close, her hand settling warm on his shoulder, and leaned in slightly.

"Ready?"

Chester made a noise that wasn't quite a word.

"I'll take that as a yes."

She leaned in and kissed him, soft and deliberate, her mouth pressing to Chester's for a slow five-count. Chester's hands came up, hovering uselessly in the air for two beats before settling feather-light on her hips, terrified and reverent. Her top had ridden up slightly when she'd leaned forward. I could see the small of her back, the curve of her spine, pale skin and the soft dip where her jeans sat low on her hips.

He's touching her. Chester's actually touching her and she's letting him.

My pulse kicked hard, heat flooding through me because this was it: permission granted. Chester had been wanting this for years and now he was getting it, his hands careful and shaking slightly on her body, and I'd built the system that made it possible.

When she pulled back, Chester stared at her like he'd just been handed the answer to a question he'd been too afraid to ask. His face was flushed dark red, his mouth slightly open.

The group cheered, warm and affectionate, and Chester went scarlet as he tried to process what had just happened.

Christ. She just kissed Chester.

Lena stood, smiled at Chester, patted his shoulder gently, and turned to Theo.

"I've been waiting for this since second year," Theo said, grinning wide and unrepentant.

"Oh I know you have," Lena replied, and sat on the arm of his beanbag, leaning down.

She kissed him. This one lasted longer than Chester's, more confident, and Theo made a pleased noise mid-kiss that would've been funny if it hadn't been so obviously genuine. When she pulled back, Theo looked briefly, genuinely speechless, which I'd never seen before.

But he recovered, "Statistically significant."

That had the group in stitches - and as Lena laughed, I watched his gaze drop to her chest and linger there for half a second too long, tracking the movement of her breathing under her top. He's always wanted her. They all have. The knowledge sat warm and heavy in my chest, arousal spiking through me because tonight they were finally allowed to stop hiding it. Tonight the structure I'd built let them act on it.

Lena finally turned to Dan.

The energy in the room changed again, sharper, more focused - maybe everyone knew there the spark was still there between them. Pippa was sitting rigid beside Dan, watching with visible tension, her posture screaming ownership. Lena walked over, sat on the low table directly in front of him, brought herself to his eye level.

She leaned forward. The kiss was brief and chaste, maybe three seconds at most. But the eye contact before and after said everything the brevity didn't. When Lena pulled back, Dan held her gaze, and the silence between them was louder than any of the cheering had been.

He wants her. Genuinely wants her, and she knows it. And now everyone else knows it too.

Pippa shifted beside Dan, her mouth a tight line, her hands clenched in her lap, her anger plain.

Lena stood, smoothed her top down slightly, and turned to me.

"There," she said lightly. "Prompt nearly completed… just-"

She walked straight to me and climbed onto my lap without hesitation, straddling me, her thighs warm either side of mine. Her hands slid up to my shoulders and she kissed me properly: deeper, longer, her mouth opening against mine and her tongue brushing my lower lip in a way that was deliberately different. I could taste her. I could feel the heat of her through her jeans, pressed right against the hard line of my cock straining through denim.

The group cheered, loud and affectionate, but I barely heard them because Lena was kissing me like she was coming home, like the others had been permitted but this, us, was real. Her fingers tightened on my shoulders, and I felt her breathe in sharply through her nose, her body pressing closer for just a moment.

When she pulled back, her face was inches from mine, her breathing slightly deeper, her pupils dilated. She leaned close to my ear and whispered, "You're okay?"

I nodded. "Very okay."

Very, very okay. So far beyond okay I don't have vocabulary for it. I'm rock-hard, I'm overwhelmed, and I want her to do that again with every single one of them, but like she just kissed me.

Lena slid off my lap and returned to her seat on the sofa end next to Dan, settling in like nothing had happened.

Pippa stood abruptly, "I need some air," her voice tight and brittle.

Dan looked up at her. "Pippa-"

"No, it's fine. I just... I need a minute."

She walked to the kitchenette, grabbed her bag from where she'd left it on the counter, and stood there for a moment with her back to the group, her shoulders rigid. Nobody spoke - the silence stretched out, uncomfortable and everything to do with the tension radiating off her.

She's actually going to leave.

Pippa turned back to face the room. Her expression was composed but only just, the control visible as a thin veneer over something much messier underneath.

"Actually, I think I'm going to head out."

Dan frowned. "Now?"

"Yeah. Now."

"Pippa, you don't have to-"

"I do, actually." Her voice was sharper now, harder, defensive. "This is clearly... you're all clearly having a great time, and I'm just... I don't fit here. I never have."

Chester started to say something, but Lena held up a hand gently, a small gesture, and he stopped.

Pippa looked at Dan, her jaw tight. "Aren't you coming?"

Dan hesitated. For two, maybe three seconds, he hesitated, and in that hesitation the answer was already written in neon.

"No," a quiet but series voice. "I'm staying."

Pippa's face went hard. "Right. Of course you are."

She grabbed her coat from the rail near the entrance, pulled it on with sharp, angry movements, and walked to the door. She paused with her hand on the handle and looked back at Dan one more time.

"We're done, by the way."

Dan nodded slowly, his expression calm and resigned. "Yeah, I guessed. Sorry."

The door shut behind her, and the sound of her heels faded down the corridor towards the lift, getting fainter, then gone.

Nobody spoke for a long moment. The silence was thick and uncomfortable, the kind of silence that happens when something inevitable finally lands.

Finally, Theo broke it. "Well. That was a tad awkward."

"Theo," Lena said, her tone gently reproving.

"What? It was."

Dan rubbed his face with both hands, exhaled slowly, and looked at the group. "Sorry."

"Don't be," Lena said firmly. "She's right. She didn't fit."

"Still."

"You stayed," I said quietly.

Dan looked at me, held my gaze steady. Something passed between us, unspoken but clear. "Yeah. I did."

He chose us. He chose to stay for the rest of the night knowing exactly what that meant.

The phones buzzed again, all at once, the sound louder in the newly quiet room. I glanced down at the screen. The next prompt was loading, another Level 3 escalation, but before I could read it properly Lena stood and crossed to me.

"Can we talk?" her voice low and private. "Just us. Two minutes."

Her expression was calm, but I could see the pulse beating fast in her throat, the slight flush spreading across her chest visible above the neckline of her top. She's aroused, or she's nervous.

"Yeah," I said. "Of course."

She held out her hand. I took it and stood, and she led me across the studio towards the crash room, past the development pod and the kitchenette, away from the group's collective gaze. I could feel their eyes on us, but I didn't look back.

Behind us, Chester said something I didn't catch, his voice low. Theo laughed softly, a knowing sound.

Lena opened the crash room door, stepped inside, and I followed. She closed the door behind us with a soft click, sealing us in.
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Permission Granted

LENA POV

The crash room shrank around her the moment Sam closed the door. Amber lamplight, the muffled hum of voices from the studio, and then just the two of them in the quiet. Alone. Finally alone. Her pulse was already kicking, her skin too warm, and she could feel the words building in her throat before she'd worked out how to say them.

She turned to face him. Sam had that look, the one where he was thinking hard and trying to decide how to say something. She needed him to say it. Needed to hear him admit what tonight was, because she wasn't pushing this any further unless she knew he wanted it as much as she did.

God, she wanted it. The kissing had confirmed it, made it impossible to ignore. Chester had been sweet and flustered, his nervousness doing something to her she hadn't expected. Theo's hands on her waist had been confident in a way that made her wonder what else he'd be confident about. And Dan. Fuck, Dan. That brief press of his mouth had made her cunt clench, three years of careful distance collapsing in the space of a single kiss.

But none of it mattered unless Sam wanted her to keep going.

"Are you actually okay?" she asked. "Not app-okay. Actually okay."

Sam exhaled. "Yeah. Honestly, I am."

"Sam." She needed him to hear this. "The kissing was one thing, but the prompts are only going to get more intense. If you're not ready for that, we stop now. We call it a successful beta, go back out there, play it safe."

He looked at her for a long moment. Then he said, very clearly, "I've been thinking about this for longer than I've admitted."

She went still. Don't interrupt. Let him say it.

"I want them to stop pretending they don't want you." Sam's voice dropped lower, rougher. "I want to watch them want you. And I want to watch you let them."

Oh.* The words hit her low in her belly, made her breath catch. *He's been thinking about this. Actually thinking about it, not just tolerating it.

"You mean tonight?" she asked, her voice steadier than she felt. "Or more than tonight?"

"Both."

Something warm and certain flooded through her chest. He wants this. He actually wants this.

"I've been building the app around it for two months," Sam continued. "The experimental settings. The heat levels. The Spectator Mode you haven't seen yet. All of it. I didn't know how to tell you I wanted this, so I built it into the code instead."

Lena laughed, breathless. "You absolute fucking nerd."

He smiled, that dry little smile he got when something clever had worked exactly as planned. "Is that a complaint?"

"No." She stepped closer, close enough to feel the warmth radiating off him. "It's a compliment. What do you want me to do next?"

"That's your choice."

"Sam."

"It is. You're the one they want. You decide how far this goes."

"Is that a green?" she asked quietly.

"That's the greenest green there is."

This is real now. Not a fantasy they'd file away for later, not something to talk about in private and pretend was just talk. This was happening tonight, and Sam had engineered the entire structure to make it possible.

"I've been thinking about it too," she said, and saying it out loud felt like stepping off a cliff. "I built my design of Greenlight around this. Around wanting multiple people's attention at once and knowing you were watching. I just didn't say it. Didn't know how to."

"I know."

"The kissing confirmed something I've been trying to ignore." Her pulse was thrumming now, her skin flushed. "I like being wanted by more than one person at a time. I like you watching. And Dan..." She paused. "Dan is the part I didn't expect."

Sam went very still. "Dan."

"Dan." She said his name clearly, not letting herself look away. "Chester's been sweet about wanting me. Theo's been funny about it. But Dan's different. He's wanted me for years and been careful about it, and tonight he's stopped being careful." She paused, felt her pulse in her throat, between her legs. "The idea of you watching me with him is making me so wet I can feel it."

The words hung in the lamplight between them. Instead of flinching, Sam reached out and touched her face, his thumb brushing her cheekbone.

I just said that. Out loud. To my husband. That she wanted Dan, wanted him properly, wanted to feel what he could do to her, and that she wanted Sam to watch it happen. The vulnerability of it should have terrified her, but it didn't. It felt powerful. Because Sam wasn't threatened. She could see it in his face: warmth, hunger, and that specific look of compersion she'd clocked in him for years without naming it.

"Right then," Sam said. "Are you ready to go back out there?"

"Yes."

They kissed - brief and grounding - the kind of kiss that said we're doing this together. When they pulled apart, Lena felt steadier, more certain than she'd been all evening.

Sam opened the door. Sound flooded back in: Theo's voice saying something sarcastic, Chester's nervous laugh, the low hum of the studio settling into whatever was coming next.

Lena stepped through first, Sam following. She looked across the studio at the group waiting in the lounge and saw it clearly now: three men who wanted her, and one husband who wanted her to have them.

The phones buzzed.
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Sixty Seconds of Want

We returned to the lounge and the shift was immediate, obvious. The group had spread out, bodies looser, voices easier. That's what happened when the twat left the room. Chester had moved to the end of the sofa, Theo was still embedded in his beanbag with a fresh Monster Energy, and Dan sat centre-sofa with his legs stretched out, looking more settled than he'd been all evening.

"You two alright?" Chester asked. Genuine concern, not nosiness. That was Chester.

"We're great," Lena said, settling back onto the sofa beside Dan. Their thighs pressed together immediately. Neither of them adjusted. "Just needed to check a setting."

Theo snorted. "Checking settings. Is that what we're calling it now?"

"The app's working exactly as designed," I said, which was true in every sense that mattered.

Chester looked between us, clearly trying to work out whether something significant had just happened in the crash room. Good luck with that, mate. Theo grinned like he already knew. Dan glanced at Lena, then at me, his expression careful. Questioning.

I gave him a small nod. It's fine. We're fine. You can want her.

Dan's shoulders dropped, all that tension I'd clocked earlier releasing in one breath.

Lena picked up her phone from the low table and looked at me with that particular directness she got when she wanted to make absolutely certain I understood what she was doing. Then she tapped the screen once. Her colour confirmation. Green.

The phones buzzed in unison, a longer pulse this time, and my pulse kicked hard because I knew what she'd just done. She'd told the app we were both ready for whatever came next.

Here we go.

The group reached for their phones. I already knew what the prompt would be. I'd written it six months ago in this exact room at two in the morning whilst Lena slept in the crash room, and I coded permissions I didn't know how to ask for out loud.

Level 3 Prompt: Someone choose another person. Sit on their lap for one full minute. Hands can rest on shoulders, waist, or knees. Confirm before proceeding.

Chester went white. Actually white, like someone had just told him his student loan had doubled. He read the screen, read it again, and kept staring like the words might rearrange themselves into something less terrifying.

Theo read it, looked up at Lena, and grinned with something close to disbelief. "Fucking hell."

Dan read it and went very still. His gaze flicked to me, then settled on Lena with an expression I couldn't quite parse. Want, definitely. Caution, maybe. Something else underneath.

Lena read it, bit her lower lip in that way she did when she was thinking something through and stood.

The room went dead quiet, everyone watching.

She walked past Theo, past me, and stopped in front of Chester.

"Can I?" she asked.

Chester made a sound that might have been yes or might have been his entire nervous system shorting out. Lena took it as confirmation, turned, and lowered herself carefully onto his lap. She settled her weight down with her back to his chest, her arse nestled between his thighs, her legs draped between his.

Oh Christ.

Chester's hands hovered mid-air for a beat, like he'd genuinely forgotten what hands were for, then settled on her waist just above her hips. Right where her top had ridden up. His fingers touched bare skin, and I watched his entire body go rigid.

He stopped breathing.

"Chester," Lena said gently, her voice warm. "You're allowed to breathe."

"Right. Yes. Breathing." He inhaled shakily and I watched his chest rise against her back, watched the way his hands flexed slightly against her skin like he was trying very hard not to move them anywhere else.

He's going to have a fucking heart attack.

Sixty seconds. The timer was running and sixty seconds had never felt longer. The room was completely silent except for the distant hum of the city through the windows and the faint buzz of monitors on standby. Lena sat relaxed and easy on Chester's lap like it was the most natural thing in the world. Chester sat frozen like a man who'd been granted something he'd wanted for years and had absolutely no idea what to do with it now he had it.

My cock was straining against my jeans, had been since the moment Lena settled her weight onto Chester's thighs and his hands found skin. I was watching my wife sit on another man's lap, watching Chester try desperately not to lose his shit, and I was rock-hard from it.

This is what I built the app for. This exact moment. Her choosing it. Him wanting it. Me watching.

Theo shifted in his beanbag, adjusting himself not-so-subtly. Dan was watching Lena with an intensity that made something warm and sharp coil in my chest. They all wanted her. They'd always wanted her. And now she was sitting on Chester's lap with his hands touching her skin and the only reason it was happening was because I'd coded the permission structure that made it possible.

I did this.

The phones buzzed. Time was up.

Lena stood, smoothed her top down, and walked back to the sofa. She didn't sit beside Dan this time.

She sat on his lap.
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Dan stayed completely still while Lena settled onto his lap, her weight pressing down between his thighs, her back flush against his chest. His hands moved to her hips with deliberate care, and his thumbs found the strip of bare skin where her top had ridden up above her jeans. I could see the precise moment his thumbs made contact. Could see Dan's breath catch and his jaw tighten as he processed the warmth of her.

He's been holding back all evening. Maybe now Pippa has left him…

My cock twitched hard in my jeans.

Lena's breathing had gone deeper and more deliberate, the kind of rhythm that meant she was turned on and trying to control herself and not to show it. Dan's expression stayed careful, but his gaze dropped to where his hands gripped her hips and didn't move. He was staring at his own thumbs on her skin like he was committing it to memory.

Sixty seconds of this. Sixty seconds of another man's hands on my wife's body while she sits in his lap and tries not to shift her hips.

I felt heat flood through me, the specific overwhelming surge that was compersion and arousal hitting at once.

The timer counted down. Sixty seconds stretched out into something that felt significantly longer, the whole time nobody spoke. Theo had stopped grinning entirely and was watching Lena and Dan with the focused attention of someone witnessing something properly erotic. Chester was staring at the floor like he'd been told not to look directly at the sun and was taking the instruction very seriously indeed.

When the phones buzzed time, Lena stood and moved back to her spot on the sofa. She didn't put distance between herself and Dan, she still sat close, thigh pressed to his, and Dan's arm stayed draped along the back of the cushions behind her shoulders. When Lena looked at me her face was flushed, her pupils wide, and there was something bright and aware in her expression that made my chest tighten.

She knows exactly what she's doing, what this looks like and she's not pulling away.

The phones buzzed again, longer this time, with the specific insistent pattern I'd coded for this moment - instructions that required physical separation from the group. The ones that happened behind closed doors.

Oh Christ.

My pulse slammed hard. I of course had known what was coming - I'd written the bloody code - but now it was real.

Everyone reached for their phones.

Mine read: You are in Spectator Mode. Wait here.

Chester's phone lit up with his name in soft green text. Lena's phone lit up with hers. The prompt beneath read:

Private mode. Two participants selected. You will receive individual instructions. Complete the challenge privately. Duration: ten minutes. Both participants must confirm green to proceed.

The room went dead quiet.

Chester stared at his phone like it had just delivered genuinely catastrophic news. His face went pale, then flushed deep red, then back to pale in under three seconds.

Poor bastard's having an actual crisis.

Theo leaned forward. "What the hell does Spectator Mode mean?"

"It means we wait here while you to confirm and get more instructions." My voice sounded steadier than I felt, which was a minor miracle given that my heart was trying to punch through my ribcage.

Lena read her screen and bit her lower lip, and then she looked straight at me, her chest rising and falling under the soft fabric of her top. I knew that look, she was asking me, without words, if this was green.

Yes. Christ, yes. This is what I built the app for.

I nodded.

She tapped her screen.

Green.

Chester looked at Lena, then to me, finally back at his phone. His thumb hovered over the screen for five seconds of pure existential paralysis.

Then he tapped, muttering, "Just a beta test."

Green.

Chester actually confirmed green! I hadn't known if he had it in him.

Both phones pulsed once and displayed new text. Chester's expression suggested he'd just been handed information his brain couldn't parse. Lena's mouth curved into a small, private smile.

She likes it. Whatever the prompt says, she actually likes it.

Heat surged through me with a visceral rush of excitement.

Lena stood, smiling to Chester, who managed to stand half a second later, his movements stiff and awkward, like his body had briefly forgotten how joints worked. Lena crossed the studio towards the crash room, her hips swaying with the natural, unconscious movement I'd watched a thousand times. Chester followed at a careful distance, trying very hard to look casual and failing in every measurable way.

She's actually doing this.

Lena opened the crash room door and stepped inside. She turned back and looked at me one last time, her expression warm and open and asking the question again.

I raised my hand slightly. Go. It's fine. I want this.

She smiled, warm and certain, and stepped fully into the room.

Chester hesitated in the doorway, looked back at us with an expression somewhere between terror and disbelief, then followed her inside, shutting us out.

My wife is in that room with another man, and the door is probably locked. I built the system that made this possible.

My cock was rock-hard, straining painfully against my jeans, and my chest felt tight with something that was arousal and pride and compersion all firing at once. This was exactly what I'd wanted. Precisely, specifically what I'd coded into the app all these months after I'd finally been honest with myself about what turned me on.

Whatever's happening in there, I won't see it. I'll only know what she chooses to tell me afterwards.

Theo broke the silence. "So we're just... waiting, then."

"We're waiting," Dan said. His voice was quiet and measured, and he was looking at the closed door with an expression I couldn't quite parse. Something intense that looked almost like envy.

I sat on the sofa with my phone in my hand, the admin panel still open. The crash room door stayed closed. Beyond the windows, London glowed amber and distant. Behind that door, Lena and Chester were reading the instruction I'd written months ago.
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Calibrating the Heat Level

I put something onto the wall TV, just needing the visual noise. A nature documentary about penguins, David Attenborough's voice muted with subtitles scrolling past. Nobody watched it. We were all very carefully not watching the crash room door instead.

Theo went to the fridge and pulled out another Monster Energy, cracking it open with slightly too much force. The hiss was loud in the quiet.

"Product testing's going well," he said.

I didn't laugh - too tense.

Theo dropped back into the beanbag and fixed his gaze on the screen like the penguins were genuinely riveting, but he wasn't fooling anyone.

Dan sat at the other end of the sofa from me, his phone in his hand but the screen dark. I knew that tight jawed look; Dan was processing something.

He's probably feeling his own version of this. Chester's in the room Dan wants to be in.

The pale oak crash room door, solidly closed. The thumb-turn lock had clicked when Lena turned it, audible across the lounge. That small mechanical sound that said: Private. Do not disturb.

The ten-minute timer was running in everyone's head. No skip option in Private Beta mode. Just the countdown and whatever prompt the randomised generator had selected.

I wrote those prompts after months of calibration. Could be kissing with tongues while touching over clothes. Could be a massage that crosses a line. Could be explicitly more.

Whatever it is, she confirmed green.

My pulse was hammering so hard I could feel it in my throat. My cock was rigid against my jeans, the zip digging in, a damp spot forming where pre-cum had soaked through my boxers. I wasn't touching it. The point wasn't my release; the point was this exact feeling: sitting here unable to see anything, only imagine it, knowing my wife was behind that door with a man who'd wanted her for years and finally, finally had permission to stop pretending.

The feeling rolling through me was massive, warm, and completely fucking overwhelming. Pride and lust and something that felt like my chest expanding beyond my ribs. I made this real with my late night tweaking of the app.

I wanted it to last forever - yet I also wanted that bloody door to open right now!

Theo cleared his throat.

"So. Penguins."

"Theo."

"Just saying. Very educational. Look at that one, he's doing a proper little waddle, isn't he?"

"Fuck off, Theo."

He grinned, but it didn't quite stick. He was managing his own discomfort through jokes, which was Theo's entire operational system when confronted with anything requiring actual emotional honesty. I didn't blame him. If I weren't living through this exact moment as the husband whose wife was currently locked in a room with another man, I'd probably be cracking the same stupid jokes about flightless birds.

Dan's phone went dark. He set it down on the low table deliberately, then looked straight at me.

"Is this actually what you want, Sam?"

His voice was stripped of the usual group banter. This was Dan asking because he genuinely needed to know.

I met his gaze. "Yes."

"Not the app. You and Lena and... Is this what you want?"

Dan's asking because if this goes where I think it's going, where I want it to go, Dan could be next. And he won't touch her unless he knows I'm genuinely okay with it.

I held his gaze and said it again, slower, making sure he heard the certainty.

"Yes. I want this."

Dan nodded once and he didn't ask again, didn't push, just let the moment settle between us.

Theo stayed quiet for once, which was unusual enough that I clocked it. He was watching both of us with an expression sharper than his usual performance of chaos. He understood what had just been said, and exactly what it meant.

Theo's wondering if he's going to get his turn. If Lena's going to let him have what he's wanted since second year. If tonight's the night he finally gets his hands on her.

The idea of Lena thoroughly satisfied by all three of our friends, then coming back to me afterward with that brightness in her face, that warmth in her body, telling me everything in filthy whispered detail, choosing me again even after all of that...

My cock throbbed hard and I shifted slightly, trying to find a position that didn't make the zip feel like it was actively cutting into me.

The penguins waddled across the screen in complete silence. The fridge hummed, and that's when I heard it.

A sound, muffled by the door but audible if you were listening. And oh boy I was listening! I was listening so hard my ears felt like they were ringing with the effort.

A soft gasp, breathy and surprised, the kind of sound Lena made when something felt good and she was starting to let go. I knew that sound, as I'd heard it hundreds of times - but never from another man's hands.

Heat flooded through me, and the three of us went completely still.

Theo's mouth opened, probably to make a joke, then closed again. He looked at the crash room door. His hand tightened around the can, knuckles going slightly white as he crumpled it.

Dan shifted in his seat, his gaze fixed on that pale oak door with an intensity that would have been uncomfortable if I'd had the capacity to care about anything except the sound I'd just heard.

She's making sounds. Chester is doing something and she's responding. She's fucking enjoying herself.

It felt like my chest might crack open from my overactive heart. I couldn't see them - but hearing it, hearing her, was almost better. My brain was filling in the gaps with images I'd spent months imagining: Lena's body under Chester's hands, her top riding up, her breathing changing as Chester finally touched what he'd wanted to touch since the day they met. His fingers on her skin. Her back arching. That look on her face when she was properly into it.

The compersion was physical, like something alive moving through my body. I was rock-hard and overwhelmed and so deeply, specifically aroused that I wasn't sure I could stand up if someone asked me to. My hands were shaking slightly, so I pressed them against my thighs.

Another sound. Quieter. A low murmur that might have been Chester's voice, too muffled to make out words, then nothing.

What's he doing to her? What did he just say? Is he nervous? Is she guiding him? Is she letting him take the lead?

The silence stretched out while the penguins waddled on and nobody in the lounge so much as shifted position. Theo's Monster Energy can stayed frozen halfway to his mouth. Dan's jaw worked like he was chewing something he couldn't swallow.

I checked my phone without thinking, just needing something to do with my hands.

Seven minutes left.

Seven more minutes of this. Seven more minutes before she comes back and I can see her face.

The waiting was almost unbearable, yet I didn't want it to stop.
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The Debrief

The minutes stretched, each second heavy and viscous and impossible to move through quickly. The penguin documentary kept running on someone's phone. One of them fell over. Theo laughed once. Nobody joined in, so he shut up.

Another sound from the crash room. Quieter this time. A low murmur that might have been words but was too muffled to parse. Then a soft thump, like something shifting against the wall.

What is he doing? What did she just let him do?

My brain was supplying options in vivid, intrusive detail. Chester's hands on her waist. His mouth on her neck. Her top coming up, him seeing her tits properly for the first time. Her back arching. Her breathing changing, going ragged. Those small, filthy sounds she made when someone touched her exactly right.

I want to see her face when she comes back. I want to know what he did. I want her to tell me every filthy detail, and then I want to pull her close and fuck her until she remembers who she comes home to.

Except it wasn't about reclaiming. That wasn't the right word. It was about confirmation. About her coming back to me afterward and choosing me again, choosing to tell me, choosing to share it. That choice was the thing that made this work.

Theo cracked his knuckles, which he only did when he was genuinely uncomfortable. The sound was too loud in the quiet room. He glanced at me, then at Dan, then back at his phone, then gave up and stared at the ceiling.

"This is mental," he said quietly.

Dan made a grunt of agreement.

I said nothing because there was nothing to say that wouldn't sound like justification, and I didn't need to justify anything. I'd built the app; written the prompts and unlocked the setting. Lena and Chester had confirmed green - and they are both adults. This was happening because we all wanted it to happen, and if Theo was uncomfortable, he could leave.

The crash room door opened.

The sound was soft, but all three of us snapped our heads toward it.

Chester came out first.

He looked like he'd been factory reset, completely disassembled and put back together slightly wrong. His face was flushed deep red from collar to hairline, and his hair was messed, which was unusual for Chester. His breathing wasn't quite steady. He walked back into the lounge and sat down heavily on the sofa, almost exactly where he'd been before, and stared at the low table like it contained the meaning of life.

Theo opened his mouth. "Well?"

Chester shook his head without looking up. "Not talking about it."

"Chester."

"Genuinely. Not talking about it."

Theo grinned, but it was nervous, the kind that didn't quite land. He looked at me, then at Dan, then back at Chester, who was still staring at the table with the intensity of someone solving a very difficult equation in his head.

Something good happened, and Chester is going to carry it in his head for the rest of his life and never tell anyone.

Which was fine. I didn't need Chester to tell me - but I needed Lena to tell me - so badly hit hurt.

The crash room door was still open. I could see the edge of the bed, the warm lamp light, but I couldn't see her.

Then she stepped into the doorway and everything was OK again.

She looked composed. That was the first thing - not flustered, not performing nonchalance. She looked the way she looked after closing a pitch or shipping a feature on time. She was smiling slightly, that private smile that was all hers.

But the details told a different story.

Her lipstick was gone, and that went straight to my cock like a hardwired signal. Her lips were slightly fuller, like they'd been kissed hard enough to swell. Her hair was messed, not dramatically, just enough to suggest hands had been in it. The flush across her chest was visible through the rust-coloured top, a warm pink that disappeared under the neckline, and I knew exactly what that flush meant.

She'd cum. Chester made her come! It's always the quiet ones…

She made eye contact with me as she crossed the room. Held it, and there was something in her expression that was pure Lena: warm, knowing, slightly smug. I felt my cock throb hard because I knew what was coming.

She sat on the arm of the sofa near me, her thigh close enough to my shoulder that I could feel the heat of her.

Theo looked at her with something that was amusement and curiosity and poorly concealed envy. "You look pleased with yourself."

"I am."

Dan said nothing, but his gaze tracked over her with an intensity that would have been uncomfortable if I had the capacity to care about anything except the fact that Lena's lipstick was gone and she was sitting close enough that I could smell the faint warmth of her skin.

She glanced down at me, then at her desk across the studio. "I need to check some parameters on the laptop. Come with me."

My legs weren't entirely steady as Lena walked me to the development pod near the window, her movements easy and unhurried. The dev pod was at the far end of the studio, near the floor-to-ceiling windows. The city glowed outside, Kentish Town Road visible below, buses moving through the dark like slow orange beetles. Lena's laptop was open on her desk, the screen glowing softly. She sat down, pulled the chair close, and gestured for me to stand beside her.

She looked at the screen for a moment, like she was genuinely checking something, then turned slightly so her face was angled toward me, and her voice wouldn't carry to the lounge.

"The prompt told us one of you receives, one of you gives," she said quietly. "Ten minutes. No full sex. Everything else allowed."

Her voice was calm, matter-of-fact, utterly explicit, and my brain went briefly offline.

"Chester was nervous. Shaking, and I had to guide him."

I swallowed. My throat was dry. "What did you do?"

"I sat on the edge of the bed. Told him to kneel."

Fuck! Lena on the edge of the bed. Chester on his knees in front of her. The warm lamp light. The closed door hiding ten minutes of privacy and permission.

"He did?"

"He did. He was still shaking. I had to tell him it was okay. I had to tell him exactly what to do."

"What did you tell him?"

Lena's lips curved, that private smile I knew so well. "I told him to kiss my thighs. Over my jeans, at first. Just to get him used to it. He was so careful, Sam. Like he thought I might break."

My cock throbbed hard. I shifted slightly, trying to find a position that didn't make the zip feel like it was cutting me in half.

"Then what?"

"Then I unzipped my jeans. Lifted my hips. Let him pull them down slightly. Not all the way. Just enough."

"Enough for what?"

"Enough that he could see my knickers. Enough that he could kiss higher."

Fuck. My hands were shaking. I pressed them against the desk edge, knuckles going white.

Lena glanced at the lounge, checking the others weren't paying attention, then turned back to me. Her hand rested on the desk, fingers drumming lightly, and I wanted to grab her wrist, pull her close, and hear the rest pressed against my mouth.

"He kissed me through the fabric first. Just soft kisses, like he was asking permission with every single one. Then I told him to use his tongue."

"Lena."

"I told him to lick me. Through my knickers. Just to see if he would."

"Did he?"

"Yes."

The word was simple and devastating.

"He licked me through the fabric, and I could feel how wet I was already, how the cotton was soaked through, and he made this sound, Sam." She leaned closer, her breath warm against my ear. "This low, desperate sound, like he couldn't believe he was allowed to do this."

I was going to come in my jeans if she kept talking. I was genuinely, seriously going to come untouched just from hearing her describe this, and she knew it. She was watching my face, reading my response, adjusting her delivery the way she adjusted everything: with precision and intent.

"Then I made him pull my jeans off, and I pulled my knickers aside and I told him to taste me properly."

Oh fuck. Oh Jesus fuck.

"Did he?"

"Yes. He put his mouth on me. His tongue on my clit. And Sam..." She paused, bit her lip. "He was good. Better than I expected. He was so focused, so intent, like nothing else in the world existed except making me feel good."

"Fuck."

"I came, with his mouth on me and my hand in his hair and his hands gripping my thighs. I came and he kept going until I had to pull him off because it was too much."

The details were overwhelming; the fact that she was telling me this calmly, like she was recounting a product demo, except it wasn't a product demo. It was my wife describing how another man had made her cum with his tongue, and the knowledge of it, the vivid, filthy reality of it, made my chest feel like it was going to crack open.

She came. Chester went down on her and she came. She let him - no, she wanted it.

The compersion flooded through me, hot and overwhelming, and my cock throbbed so hard I thought the zip might give.

"He made you come."

"He did. And you're the one who made that possible, Sam." Her eyes were bright, warm, utterly sincere. "This is yours as much as it's mine."

I couldn't speak. My brain had stopped processing language in favour of looping the same image over and over: Lena on the bed, Chester's head between her thighs, her back arching, her hand tightening in his hair, her mouth opening on a moan.

"What happened after?"

Lena's smile softened. "He didn't ask for anything, and that surprised me. He just knelt there, looking at me like I'd given him something he didn't deserve, running his fingers up and down my slit, getting them wet and tasting me again. So I took his hand and pulled him up onto the bed beside me. And I asked if I could touch him."

"Did he say yes?"

"Yes, when he could get the words out. So I unzipped his jeans and took him in my hand."

My cock jumped. Lena's hand on Chester's cock. Her fingers wrapping around him. Him hard for her.

"He was already close. I could tell. He was thick and warm and completely soaked in pre-cum, and when I stroked him properly, he made this broken sound and came all over my hand - there was so much… I thought he was going to pass out when I sucked the drops off my fingers. It took maybe thirty seconds."

"Fuck."

She tasted he cum!

"He apologised. Said he was sorry for finishing so fast. I kissed him on the forehead and told him he'd been perfect."

The tenderness of that detail, the kindness in it, made something in my chest expand. Because that was Lena, and that was exactly who she was. She'd let Chester have what he wanted, made him cum with her hand, and then she'd made him feel good about it afterward. The combination of filthy and kind was totally my Lena.

I pulled her close and kissed her hard - her mouth opened under mine and I could taste it, the faint evidence of what had just happened. When I pulled back her eyes were bright and warm.

"Are you okay?" she asked quietly.

"I am more than okay."

"Good."

She bit her lip, the tell I knew so well. "The night doesn't have to go further. We can end it here and call it a successful test. Go home and fuck each other’s brains out."

I looked at her. She's giving me an out. She's checking. Making sure.

"Do you want to end it here?"

"No."

The word was immediate.

"What do you want?"

Lena glanced at the lounge, where Chester was still staring at the table, Theo was nursing his energy drink, and Dan was sitting very still with his jaw tight, and his gaze fixed somewhere in the middle distance.

"I want more."

"More."

"I want Theo. I want Dan." She looked directly at me, no hesitation, no apology. "And I want you to watch."

The explicitness of it, the directness, the complete lack of embarrassment, made my chest tighten with something that was love and lust and compersion all firing at once.

She wants them, and she wants me to see it all.

"Then that's what we're doing."

Lena's smile widened. "You're sure?"

"I'm sure."

"Then you need to unlock the next mode."

I turned to her laptop, opened the admin panel, and stared at the toggle I'd coded six months ago and never activated.

Experimental Mode: LOCKED

My finger hovered over it as Lena watched me, her breathing slightly deeper, her pupils wide.

I clicked it and the screen flashed in acceptance. Lena leaned close and whispered against my ear. "Let's see how well your code works."


five
Admin Mode
Centrepiece Protocol


Our phones buzzed simultaneously, a longer pulse than any before. Every screen in the room lit up at once with the same message.

Experimental Mode: Centrepiece

Chester read it first. His face drained of colour, then flushed hot. Theo leaned forward, that bloody grin already forming. Dan went completely still, his gaze locked on his screen like he was parsing code.

The prompt was unambiguous, which was intentional because I'd rewritten the bloody thing six times to make sure nobody could misunderstand what Centrepiece Mode actually meant.

One player has been selected as the evening's focus. They may choose one or more partners for full contact fun - their limits and rules. All other players may participate only if invited and as directed. The Centrepiece player controls all activity. Duration: until the Centrepiece player ends the session.

Below that, in smaller text: All participants must confirm green individually to continue.

My phone showed the line: Lena is the Centrepiece. Await her direction.

Theo said, "Centrepiece?"

"Read the bloody prompt," I said.

Chester's hands were shaking. He looked at his screen, then at Lena, then back at his screen like the words might rearrange themselves into something less explicit. "This is... um."

Centrepiece Mode. I'd coded it six weeks ago, sitting at this exact desk at three in the morning whilst Lena slept in the crash room after a late build session. One player gets their fantasies fulfilled, and everyone else participated only if invited. I'd built it because the fantasy that had lived in my head for two years required a structure, a permission system that made Lena the focus and everyone else her chosen participants.

And now it was live.

Lena put her phone face down on the low table, and looked at me, and I could see the question in her expression even though she didn't ask it out loud.

Are you sure?

I nodded, and she tapped green.

The others waited. One by one, confirmation prompts appeared on their screens. I watched them process it. Watched the moment each of them understood what they were confirming.

I tapped green. My hand somehow steady when I did, but my cock was straining painfully against my jeans, throbbing hard. This is what you wanted. This is really what you built the app for.

Chester tapped green with shaking fingers, his face flushed and his breath coming too fast. He swallowed hard.

Theo grinned, tapped green, and said, "Well, this just got interesting."

Dan was last. He held Lena's gaze when he tapped the screen, and something passed between them. Intent? A conversation I wasn't part of but had engineered into existence. My chest did something that felt like expanding and compressing simultaneously.

The room had just crossed the final threshold.

Lena stood.

Every man in the room locked onto her. She didn't seem nervous - my Lena, standing in the middle of our office space like she'd been waiting to do this for months. The woman I'd known for five years and loved for all of them, and she was about to direct an evening of explicit group sex with the same warmth and clarity she brought to product demos.

I was rock-hard, my cock throbbing against my zip, and my brain kept short-circuiting between this is actually happening and she's about to fuck Dan.

"Right," she said. Her voice was calm, slightly amused, completely in control. "So. I'm in charge now."

Theo said, "Apparently."

"Good. Because I have ideas."

Chester made a sound that might have been a laugh or a whimper. Poor bastard looked like his brain had blue-screened.

Lena walked to the centre of the lounge area, phone still in hand, and looked at each of us in turn. Her gaze lingered on Chester first. "Chester. You had your moment. And it was perfect. Thank you."

Chester's face went scarlet. He nodded, unable to speak, and I knew exactly what he was thinking because his expression was completely transparent. She wanked me off and I'll be thinking about that for the rest of my life.

"Theo. You're next."

Theo's grin widened. "Finally."

"Because you've been talking about my arse since second year and I'd quite like to see what you actually do with permission."

Fuck. My cock throbbed hard at that, at the casual way she said it, like she was acknowledging a fact everyone in the room already knew.

"I have notes," Theo said.

"I'm sure you do, dirty boy."

Dan shifted on the sofa beside me, his gaze fixed on Lena, his expression unreadable but his body language screaming want. I could feel the tension coming off him, coiled and controlled.

Lena turned to him. "Dan. You're waiting."

"Am I."

"Yes. Because I want you to really need it."

Dan's jaw flexed. He nodded once, and the look he gave her was dark and promising. He's going to fuck her properly. He's going to give her exactly what I can't. And I'm going to watch.

I cleared my throat. My voice came out rougher than I'd intended. "Where do I fit in this plan?"

Lena looked straight at me and smiled, and that smile was ours. Warm and private and certain in a way that made my chest expand. "You're exactly where you want to be, Sam. Watching and mine."

Yes. My cock pulsed hard at that, at the way she said mine like it was the most important word in the sentence.

"Is everyone ready?" she asked.

The room confirmed, voices overlapping, quiet and charged with something that felt like anticipation and arousal.

Lena looked at Theo. "Bedroom. Now. And if you make one joke about databases I'm calling this off."

Theo stood, lanky and scruffy and grinning. "No promises."

She'd just organised a sex schedule like she was chairing a product sprint. Theo next, Dan last, Chester already done. And me watching, her loving stag. The clarity of it, the complete lack of apology or hesitation, made me want to kiss her. It also made me want to watch her walk into that bedroom with Theo right now and let him do every filthy thing he'd been fantasising about since second year.

My wife, the vixen.

Lena walked towards the crash room, and Theo trailed after her, lanky and scruffy and grinning like he'd just been handed the keys to something he'd been wanting to unlock for three years.

The door closed behind them.

Dan shifted on the sofa beside me, his breathing audible in the sudden quiet. Chester had gone completely still, staring at his phone like it might give him instructions for what to do now.

And I stood there with my pulse hammering and my cock aching and the knowledge that on the other side of that door, my wife was about to let another man do God knows what to her.

This is what you built.
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Lena shut the door but didn't bother with the lock. Not like Sam needs a locked door to know exactly what I'm about to do.

The bedside lamp threw warm light across the white sheets, and she could still hear voices from the main studio, low and muffled. Sam was out there sitting in the lounge with Chester and Dan whilst she took another man into the bedroom.

God. Her cunt pulsed at the thought.

She sat on the edge of the bed and looked up at Theo. He was standing near the door with that stupid grin on his face, the one that meant he couldn't quite believe this was happening but wasn't about to question it. His dark hair was a mess, his glasses slightly askew, and he was visibly hard in his jeans.

Three years of him staring at my arse and pretending he wasn't, and now he's going to get exactly what he's been imagining.

Something low in her belly tightened.

"Stop grinning."

Theo's grin widened. "Can't help it."

"Come here."

He crossed the room and stopped in front of her, close enough she could smell him: clean clothes, faint sweat. She reached out and placed her hand flat on his chest; his heart was hammering.

"Rules," she said, holding his gaze. "I'm in charge. You listen to me, and if I say stop, you stop immediately. Understood?"

Theo nodded, the grin fading into something more serious. "Completely."

"Good." She leaned back on her hands and tilted her head. "Now take your clothes off."

Theo didn't hesitate. He pulled his hoodie over his head in one movement, dropped it on the floor, then yanked his T-shirt off. His torso was thin and pale, narrow chest, visible ribs. Not impressive, but that's not the point, is it? He reached for his belt, unbuckled it, unzipped his jeans, and pushed them down along with his boxers.

His cock sprang free, already hard. Maybe longer than average, thin, slightly curved, the head flushed dark with a bead of precum glistening at the tip.

There it is. The cock that's about to fuck my arse.

Her pulse kicked harder.

"Slow down," she said, her voice lower now.

Theo froze, hands hovering at his sides. "What?"

"I said slow down." She stood and held his gaze. "You've waited three years. You can wait another two minutes."

She pulled her top over her head and dropped it on the chair. Her bra came off next: plain nude, nothing special. Not that it matters what the bra looks like. She unclipped it and let it fall, and the cool air hit her nipples immediately, tightening them. She knew her breasts looked massive on her small frame, and she watched Theo's face as he stared at them.

He swore, choked on it, and she felt the power of that response low in her belly.

Three years of staring and he still can't keep his composure. Good.

"You can look," she said, unzipping her jeans. "You can't touch yet."

"That's cruel."

"Worth the wait."

She pushed her jeans down and kicked them off. Her knickers were simple black cotton, but she knew they were damp at the crotch. She could feel the wetness, the evidence of how turned on she already was. Theo's gaze tracked down and stayed there, and the intensity of his stare made her feel exposed and powerful at the same time.

He can see how wet I am. He knows I want this as much as he does.

She liked that. Liked knowing he was desperate, that his cock was hard and leaking for her, that he'd do exactly what she told him because the alternative was this ending before it started.

"Get on the bed."

Theo climbed onto the mattress and positioned himself in the centre, his cock jutting up against his belly. Lena followed, moving slowly, deliberately. She turned around and positioned herself on her hands and knees with her back to him. The air felt cool on her skin, and she was acutely aware of how exposed she was: arse in the air, thighs slightly apart, her damp knickers doing fuck all to hide how aroused she was.

Sam's out there. He can probably guess what position I'm in right now. He knows exactly what's about to happen.

"Start with your hands," she said, glancing back over her shoulder.

Theo's hands settled on her hips immediately, warm and slightly rough, his thumbs brushing the bare skin where her knickers rode low. He squeezed, grip firm, and then his hands moved upwards, tracing the curve of her waist, the dip of her spine, before sliding back down to cup her arse properly. He made a sound, low and appreciative, and his fingers dug in.

"Perfect," he muttered, more to himself than to her. "Fucking perfect."

There it is. The honesty now, no more jokes, no irony, just raw want.

She felt a jolt of heat between her legs.

Theo leaned down and kissed the curve of her arse through the fabric of her knickers. Then his tongue followed, a slow, deliberate lick that made her breath catch. He did it again, his hands spreading her slightly, his mouth warm and wet and filthy.

"I've been thinking about this for ages," he said, his voice rougher now. "You have no idea."

"Then stop talking," Lena said, her fingers curling into the duvet, "and do something about it."

"Oh, I'm going to."

He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her knickers and pulled them down slowly, dragging them over the curve of her arse and down her legs before tossing them aside. The cool air hit her directly and she felt the exposure keenly, Theo positioned behind her with nothing between them. His hands returned, spreading her cheeks properly this time, his thumbs brushing dangerously close to where she was slick and swollen.

He can see everything. My cunt, my arsehole, how fucking wet I am.

The thought made her wetter.

Then his mouth was on her. Not her cunt, not yet. His tongue traced the curve of her arse, warm and wet, circling her arsehole slowly before pressing against it. He licked her properly, thoroughly, his hands holding her open, and the sensation was so unexpectedly intense that she gasped, her hips jerking.

"Fuck," she breathed, her forehead pressing into the duvet.

"You taste so good," Theo murmured, his voice muffled. "I knew you would. God, Lena."

His tongue worked her slowly, deliberately, circling and pressing and licking her arsehole with focused attention that made her entire body go hot. This is so filthy. His tongue is on my arsehole and I'm letting him. She could feel the wetness gathering between her legs, her cunt pulsing and empty whilst Theo's mouth did things she'd only half-imagined, things she'd thought about late at night when Sam was asleep beside her and her mind wandered to the filthiest places it could go.

I should have let him do this at university. Second year, that party when he made that joke about my arse, I should have dragged him into a bedroom and let him worship it properly.

Theo's tongue pressed harder, the tip breaching slightly, and Lena's breath stuttered. The sensation was foreign and intense and deeply, shockingly arousing. His hands kept her spread, kept her exposed, and when his tongue moved lower and traced over her cunt from behind, licking through her slick folds, she made a sound she hadn't planned on making.

"You're soaking," Theo said, pulling back slightly, his breath hot against her skin. "Fuck, Lena, you're dripping."

"Your fault," she gasped, her voice ragged.

"Good."

He went back to work with renewed focus. His tongue moved between her arsehole and her cunt, licking and circling and pressing, no hesitation, no performance, just pure filthy enthusiasm. He pressed his face against her properly, his nose brushing her slick folds whilst his tongue worked her arsehole, and the combined sensations made her thighs shake.

This is so dirty. This is the filthiest thing I've ever done, and it feels incredible.

She reached down between her legs and found her clit, rubbing it in fast circles because she needed it, needed the pressure, needed something to ground her whilst Theo's tongue did things that made her forget how to breathe properly. His tongue pressed deeper into her arsehole, wriggling slightly, and the stretch and pressure made her gasp and push back against his mouth involuntarily.

"Fuck, yes," Theo groaned against her skin. "You like that. You fucking love this."

"Yes," Lena gasped, her fingers working faster. "Yes, I love it. Don't stop."

He didn't. His tongue fucked her arsehole in slow, deliberate thrusts whilst his hands gripped her cheeks, spreading her obscenely wide. She could hear the wet sounds, could feel the warmth of his breath, could feel her own arousal running down her thighs. Sam can probably hear this. Chester and Dan are out there knowing exactly what Theo's doing to me right now. The thought made her wetter, made her clit pulse under her fingers, made her push back harder against Theo's mouth.

"I'm going to make you come like this," Theo said, his voice rough and certain. "I'm going to make you come with my tongue in your arse."

"God, Theo," she breathed, her body trembling. "You filthy bastard."

"You love it."

She did. She loved it. She loved the wrongness of it, the dirtiness, the way his tongue felt pressing into her whilst her fingers worked her clit and her cunt clenched around nothing. She was close, so close, the pressure building low in her belly, and when Theo's tongue pressed deep and his hands squeezed her arse hard enough to bruise, she tipped over.

The orgasm hit her suddenly, rolling through her in waves that made her entire body convulse. She clenched hard, her arsehole spasming rhythmically around Theo's tongue, her cunt gushing wet and empty, and the sensation was so intense she forgot how to breathe. Her fingers kept working her clit through it, prolonging the pulses, and the sound that ripped out of her throat was obscene: high and desperate and absolutely shameless.

Sam can hear this. They all can. They know I just came with Theo's tongue in my arse.

The thought made her shudder again, aftershocks rolling through her.

Theo pulled back slowly, his mouth and chin shiny with her slickness, his expression dazed and triumphant. "Fuck," he breathed. "That was. Fuck."

Lena collapsed forward slightly, panting, her thighs still shaking. She could feel everything: the wetness between her legs, the tenderness where Theo's tongue had been, the way her whole body felt loose and used and satisfied.

And we're not even done yet.

She turned her head and looked back at him. "You're not finished."

Theo's cock was rock-hard, visibly throbbing, and he swallowed hard. "No?"

"No." She shifted position, still on her hands and knees, still presenting herself to him. "Now you're going to fuck me properly."

"Christ, Lena."

She heard him fumbling in the bedside drawer, heard the click of the lube bottle opening. Then his hands were back on her, slick with lube, his fingers circling her arsehole before pressing in. One finger first, shallow, just the tip, and Lena had to concentrate on breathing through it. Relax. Just relax. The stretch burned slightly but not badly, and when he pushed deeper she felt her whole body clench involuntarily.

Theo's fingers are in my arse and Sam's out there imagining it.

She could feel her slickness running down her thighs, her cunt empty and clenching around nothing whilst Theo worked a second finger into her. The stretch intensified, that particular fullness that was almost pain, the pressure making her thighs shake. She pressed her face into the duvet and reached back between her legs, rubbing her clit in desperate circles because she needed something to balance the overwhelming sensation of being opened up, stretched, made ready for his cock.

This is so fucking filthy. God, I love it.

"You're so tight," Theo muttered, his fingers moving slowly, scissoring slightly. "God, Lena, you feel incredible."

"Keep going," she said, her voice muffled. "Don't stop."

He didn't. He worked her thoroughly, patiently, adding more lube when he needed to, his fingers stretching her properly now. She felt the fullness, the particular pressure of being opened somewhere she wasn't used to being opened, and when Theo finally pulled his fingers out she felt the loss keenly.

Then the head of his cock pressed against her arsehole, blunt and slick with lube, and every muscle in Lena's body locked up.

"Breathe," Theo's hand gripped her hip. "Just breathe, yeah?"

She tried. In. Out. Fucking hell. She forced herself to relax, to let her muscles go soft, and Theo pushed forward. The head of his cock breached her and Lena's mouth opened on a gasp that was halfway to a cry because fuck, the stretch, the burn, the impossible fullness of it. Her fingers twisted into the duvet, white-knuckled, and Theo went still.

"Okay?" His voice was tight, rough with the effort of holding back.

Was it okay? She couldn't tell yet. The stretch was almost too much, that edge where pleasure met pain and she couldn't quite tell which side she was on. Her arsehole burned around the thick head of his cock and her cunt was empty, clenching, soaking wet and desperate.

"Yes." Her voice came out ragged. "Yes, keep going."

He pushed in another inch, slow and careful, and Lena felt every bit of it: the length of him, the stretch, the fullness. Her cunt clenched around nothing and her fingers found her clit again, rubbing desperately because she needed it, needed the pleasure to balance the intensity. When Theo pushed in deeper, bottoming out, his hips flush against her arse, she made a sound that was halfway between a moan and a sob.

He's inside me. Theo's cock is in my arse and Sam's out there knowing it, and I'm so fucking full I can barely breathe.

"Fuck," Theo breathed, his hands gripping her hips hard. "Lena. Fuck. You're so tight, so hot. You feel so good."

He started moving. Slow at first, shallow strokes, letting her adjust. Lena's breathing was ragged, her body trembling, but the sensation was changing, shifting from overwhelming to something else. Something really fucking good. Her fingers worked her clit faster and when Theo's strokes deepened, when he started fucking her properly, she felt pleasure gathering low in her belly.

"I've been dreaming about this," Theo said, his voice rough, his rhythm steady. "About fucking this perfect arse. About making you come. God, Lena, you're so fucking good."

His words did something to her. The filthy specificity of them, the way he said exactly what he was thinking, stripped of irony or hesitation. He's been thinking about this for three years and now he's doing it, fucking my arse whilst I rub my clit and Sam listens from the other room. It made her hotter, wetter, closer. Her cunt clenched, her clit pulsed under her fingers, and Theo's cock was thick and long and filling her completely.

"I'm going to come," she could barely get the words out, her voice breaking. "Theo, fuck, I'm coming."

"Yeah, you are." His grip tightened on her hips, fingers digging in hard enough to bruise, his rhythm faster now, rougher. "Come on my cock. Let me feel it."

And she did. The orgasm tore through her, starting deep in her cunt and radiating outwards in waves that made her whole body convulse. She clenched hard around Theo's cock, her arsehole spasming rhythmically whilst her cunt gushed wet and empty, and the sensation was so intense she forgot how to breathe. Her fingers kept working her clit through it, prolonging the pulses, and the sound that ripped out of her throat was obscene: high and desperate and absolutely shameless.

Sam can hear this. Chester and Dan can hear this. They know exactly what's happening.

The thought made her come harder. She buried her face in the duvet to muffle the next cry, but it didn't help; the sound carried, she knew it did, and she didn't fucking care. Let them hear. Let them know Theo's cock is buried in my arse and I'm coming so hard I can't see straight. The pleasure kept rolling through her, building and peaking and building again whilst Theo fucked her through it, his cock thick and relentless in her arse, and she was making noises she'd never made before, filthy and raw and desperate.

The wet slap of skin, the squelch of lube, the ragged sound of both of them breathing, her own voice begging, "don't stop, don't fucking stop," all of it filled the room and spilled out into the studio beyond.

Then Theo groaned, a low, guttural sound, and she felt him come deep inside her, his cock pulsing, his hips jerking, his hands digging into her hips hard enough to leave marks. He swore, breathless and shaking, and collapsed slightly against her back.

For a moment neither of them moved. Lena's breathing was ragged, her body still trembling, and Theo's weight against her was warm and grounding. Then he pulled out carefully and she felt the loss immediately: the emptiness, the cooling slickness, the dull ache that told her she'd been thoroughly fucked somewhere she wasn't used to being fucked.

He collapsed onto the bed beside her, chest heaving, glasses knocked sideways, his cock still half-hard and shiny with lube.

She rolled onto her back and stared at the ceiling, waiting for her breathing to even out. Aftershocks kept rolling through her, little pulses in her cunt that made her thighs twitch. She could feel everything: Theo's come inside her arse, the wetness between her legs, the way her whole body felt loose and used and satisfied.

I just let Theo fuck my arse whilst Sam was out there the whole time with our other friends. I'm a slut.

The thought should have felt weird, dirty even, but it didn't. It felt fucking perfect.

"Christ." Her voice came out hoarse, wrecked. "You really weren't joking about the notes."

Theo turned his head and grinned at her, still breathless. "Told you. I take my interests seriously."

Lena huffed a laugh and sat up slowly. Her body protested, arse sore, thighs weak, but in a good way. An earned way. She could feel the stickiness between her legs, the evidence of how much she'd enjoyed it, and when she reached for her knickers she was acutely aware that she was about to pull them on over come-slick skin and walk back out into that studio.

Where Sam's been waiting this whole time, listening to me get fucked.

Her cunt pulsed again, a warm flutter of renewed arousal.

She pulled on her knickers, wincing slightly as the fabric settled against her sensitive skin, then her jeans. The denim felt rough and restrictive after being bare and she could feel the dull throb in her arse with every movement. Good. I want to feel this later. I want to remember exactly what we did. Theo was still lying on the bed, grinning like he'd just won something.

"Get dressed," she said, pulling her bra back on. "Dan's next."

Theo's grin faded slightly. "Dan's bigger than me, isn't he."

"Yes."

Significantly bigger, from what I remember. Thicker, longer, the kind of cock that requires mental preparation.

"Thought so." He sat up and reached for his boxers. "Good luck."

Lena pulled her top back on and smoothed down her hair, then looked at herself in the narrow mirror inside the wardrobe door. Her face was flushed and her hair was a mess. She looked thoroughly fucked and the knowledge that she was about to walk back into the main studio looking like this, that Sam and Chester and Dan would all see her and know exactly what had just happened, made her pulse kick again.

I'm ready for Dan. More than ready.

She had been ready since the eye-contact prompt, since the moment he'd looked at her and she'd seen that careful restraint finally cracking. Dan was bigger. Dan was the main event, and this time, she was going to let Sam watch.
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Eight Inches in Kentish Town

Lena came out of the crash room with her hair messed and her top sitting wrong, with a pink flush high on her chest. She went straight for the kitchenette, poured herself a water, drank half the glass in one go.

Then she looked at me.

"Theo was excellent," she said. Her voice was steady. "But I need a minute before Dan."

I got up from the sofa. Chester was staring very intently at his phone, which was the universal bloke signal for 'I definitely didn't just hear your wife screaming through that door.' I crossed to Lena, took the water glass from her hand, set it down.

"Are you ready for Dan?"

She looked at me properly then, eyes wide and wild, her breathing still not quite even. When she spoke, her voice dropped lower.

"I am. But I want you in the room for this one."

Oh. Fucking yes!

I'd watched Chester disappear behind the door with her, and listened to Theo's filthy commentary and Lena's responses, every sound carrying through. But I hadn't been in the room - hadn't seen it - and now finally she wanted me there for Dan, and the significance of that, what it meant, made my chest go tight. I'd wanted to watch it all of course, but knew it might put her off to start, stop her really letting go with me there. But now she wanted it.

"Of course."

Lena's hand found mine, squeezed once. Then she turned and looked across the studio to where Dan was standing by the window, where he'd watching us without pretending otherwise.

"Dan."

He calmly came over, somehow unhurried. When he reached us he looked at me first, not Lena. That matters. That says everything about Dan.

"Last chance to change your mind," he said quietly.

"I'm not changing my mind."

Dan held my gaze for another beat, then nodded once. "Okay. Then let's do this properly."

Lena took Dan's hand, and looked back at me with that expression, the one that said are you coming, I'm fucking him either way, and I followed them.

The crash room was warmer and musky now, and the bed was rumpled from where Theo and Lena had been, sheets showing wet patches, evidence of their filthy fuck. The city glowed beyond the narrow window, Kentish Town spread out below us like we were suspended above normal life.

Which we are - this is far from normal.

Lena stood near the bed and stripped down fast - showing her eagerness, until she was standing there in just her black knickers. She looked so fucking sexy, her big tits rising and falling with deeper breaths than usual. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and Dan spoke.

"Wait."

She paused, looking back to him.

Dan undressed more slowly. His shirt came off first, revealing the broad chest and solid build that had always made him the physical outlier in our group. Then his jeans. Then, finally, his boxers.

When they came off, both Lena and I saw it at the same moment.

Dan was far bigger than me.

Not a bit bigger. Properly, significantly, fucking-hell-that's-a-lot bigger. His cock was thick and long and already half-hard, and even in that state the difference between what I was packing and what Dan had was impossible to ignore. As it stiffened fully under Lena's awed gaze, it jutted out obscenely. Jesus Christ, must be eight inches at least. Thick enough to look scary - the head broad and dark, flushed with blood.

Lena's gaze stayed there like she was hypnotised, her lips parted slightly, her tongue touched her lips and she swallowed. She pulled her knickers down slowly, stepped out of them, threw them to me, and walked toward him, before sinking to her knees in front of him.

I wasn't expecting that. Neither was Dan, from the way his breath caught.

"Lena."

She looked up at him, then reached out and wrapped her small hand around his cock. Her fingers didn't meet. They don't even meet. The visual contrast made my pulse hammer: her pale hand against his thick shaft, the sheer size of him making her hand look almost delicate.

"I've thought about this," Lena said, her voice lower now, rougher. "Since our four days together in University. I've thought about your cock for so long."

Dan's jaw tightened.

Lena stroked him slowly, base to tip, her thumb swiping through the bead of precum forming at his slit. Then she leaned forward and licked him. One long, slow lick from base to tip, her tongue flat and wet, and Dan groaned.

"Fuck, Lena."

"You're so much bigger than Sam, even bigger than I remember."

The words hit me like a physical thing. She wasn't looking at me; her attention was focussed on Dan's cock as if mesmerised, her hand still stroking. "So thick. I need it so bad."

She just said it. Comparing us.

My cock throbbed hard enough to hurt. The heat that went through me wasn't shame, wasn't inadequacy. It was pride, lust, something overwhelming enough that I had to lean against the doorframe before my legs gave out.

Lena opened her mouth and took Dan's cock inside. Not deep, just the head, her lips stretching obscenely around the thick girth. She made a small, pleased sound, then pushed down further. Halfway. Then a little more, till she gagged, pulled back with a wet gasp, saliva already running down her chin.

"Fuck," she breathed. "You're too big."

"You don't have to-"

"I want to." She looked up at him, eyes dark and hungry. "I want to show Sam what I'm about to take in my cunt."

Oh god.

Then she forced herself down again, even deeper this time, past the point where she'd gagged before. I watched her throat work, watched her eyes water, watched Dan's hands come up and tangle in her hair. She pulled back, coughed, gasped for air, and went down again immediately.

She's gagging herself on his cock. Making herself take it, while showing me what she wants. She knows I need to see it.

I couldn't look away; my wife was on her knees, drool running down her chin, tears gathering at the corners of her eyes, forcing Dan's thick cock into her throat again and again like she was trying to prove something, desperate for it. Like she'd been thinking about this for two years and wasn't going to stop now.

I've never seen her like this. I've never seen her this hungry.

It scared me - and it turned me on so much I thought I might come in my jeans just watching. My cock was straining painfully against the denim, precum leaking, and I was doing absolutely nothing about it because the point wasn't my release. The point was watching her and her pleasure.

Lena pulled off finally, gasping, her lips swollen and shiny. She stroked Dan's cock with both hands now, the shaft slick with her spit, glistening, and looked back at me over her shoulder.

"Sam." Her voice was wrecked, hoarse. "Look how big he is. Look what I'm about to take inside me."

I nodded like a mute, as I couldn't speak, my mouth was too dry.

She turned back to Dan, licked him one more time, then stood. "Fuck me," she said. "I want you to fuck me harder than you've ever fucked anyone. I want Sam to watch you do it."

Dan's gaze flicked to me. I nodded again, and whatever he saw in my face must have been permission enough because his hands went to Lena's waist and he guided her onto the bed.

She lay back, legs spreading wide, and Dan positioned himself between them. I moved closer, positioned myself where I could see everything. My hands were shaking as I watched hers reach around Dan's back, nails digging into his back as she pulled him to her.

Dan didn't bother with gentle; he gripped Lena's thighs, spread her to her limit, and looked down at her cunt properly, studying her. She was soaking wet, her folds slick and swollen, glistening in the low light. When Dan groaned the sound was pure hunger.

"You're dripping."

"I've been wet since the eye contact challenge," Lena said, breathless. "I've been wet thinking about this. Thinking about you."

Dan gripped his cock, positioned the head against Lena's entrance, and pushed.

Lena's mouth opened on a gasp that turned into a cry because the stretch was immediate and significant. I could see it in her face, the way her eyes went wide, the way her hands dropped and scrabbled for purchase against the sheets, nails digging in. Dan pushed deeper, relentless, his thick cock forcing her open inch by inch, and I could see her cunt stretching around him, see the way her body yielded.

"Fuck," Lena gasped. "Oh god, Dan, you're. Fuck."

"Too much?" His voice was tight, strained, barely controlled.

"No. Don't stop. Don't you ever fucking stop."

He knew better than argue, so pushed in deeper, supporting himself on his forearms, and when he finally bottomed out, his hips flush against hers, Lena made a sound I'd never heard her make before. High and desperate and broken.

He's all the way inside her. Stretching her wider than I've ever stretched her. Filling her completely. She's taking all of him.

I felt the compersion like a physical thing: pride and lust and something almost like awe because my wife was taking Dan's cock and loving it. This is what I wanted. This is what I built the app for.

Dan pulled back slowly, almost all the way out, and I saw the thick length of him slick with her arousal, coated in her wetness. Then he slammed back in hard, so hard Lena cried out, her back arching off the bed, her hands fisting in the sheets, knuckles going white.

"Yes," she gasped. "Like that. Fuck me like your slut."

Dan did just like, he fucked her hard, deep, punishing strokes that made the bed creak and made Lena scream. His pace was relentless, his control slipping, and I realised this was what he'd been holding back for two years. Since university. Since she'd been mine. He'd wanted her, watched her, kept himself in check, and now he wasn't checking anything, no he was taking her.

He's fucking my wife harder than I've ever fucked her. Deeper. Better. Good.

The wet slap of skin filled the room, obscene and unmistakable. Lena's cunt was so wet I could hear it, the slick squelch every time Dan's thick cock drove into her. Her legs wrapped around his waist, her heels digging into his arse, pulling him deeper, urging him on.

"You feel so good," Dan growled, his voice rough, raw. "So fucking tight. So perfect. God, Lena."

"Bigger," Lena gasped. "You're so much bigger. I can feel it. Oh god, I can feel every inch. You're filling me. You're so deep."

Was she saying those words for me? Possibly, but it drove Dan on too, the comparison what I needed to hear, that fucking acknowledgment; Bigger. Thicker. Better at this particular thing. And it just made me harder, my cock throbbed and I pressed my palm against it through my jeans, desperate for pressure, for relief, but I didn't want to come yet. I needed to see more.

Dan shifted the angle, lifting Lena's hips, and her entire body jolted. He was hitting something deep, something that made her cry out with every thrust, her voice getting higher, more desperate, more feral. Her hand moved down between her legs, found her clit, started rubbing frantically.

"I'm going to cum," she gasped. "Dan, fuck, I'm going to come. Don't stop. Please don't stop."

"Do it." His rhythm didn't slow, didn't falter. "Come on my cock. Let me feel it."

And fuck me she did!

Her orgasm hit hard and loud, her entire body convulsing, her cunt clenching rhythmically around Dan's thick length. I could see it, see her body gripping him, pulsing, the wet evidence of her pleasure running down onto the sheets, soaking them, not quite squirting but something close. She moaned loud, not a polite noise, a full-throated sound that echoed off the walls and definitely carried through to the main studio. And Dan kept fucking her through it, kept driving into her whilst she shook apart beneath him, prolonging it, his stamina impressive. I'm not sure I'd be able to not cum with her writing under me like that, and it's the hardest I've ever seen her come.

Then, as the waves were still rolling through her, Dan pulled out.

"Turn over," he said, his voice rough with command, and raw need.

Lena obeyed immediately, scrambling onto her hands and knees, presenting herself, I could see some of Theo's cum dribble out of her arse - filthy and hot. Dan moved behind her, gripped her hips, positioned himself, and slammed back inside her loosened cunt. Lena's arms nearly gave out, her face pressing into the mattress, muffling her cry. The angle let him go even deeper, let him bottom out completely.

"Fuck!" she screamed into the duvet.

Dan fucked her brutally. Deep, hard strokes that made her whole body jerk forward with the impact, the force of it. His hands gripped her hips, holding her in place, keeping her steady whilst he pounded into her. The sound of skin slapping against skin was so loud it drowned out everything else. Lena was making continuous noises now, wordless cries and gasps and moans, and I realised she was barely coherent.

She's completely lost in it. Gone.

This wasn't the Lena I knew. This was someone feral, desperate, taking everything Dan could give and begging for more. It scared me. It aroused me. It made my chest feel like it was going to crack open because I did this. I made this possible. She's having this because I made it happen..

"You like being fucked like this?" Dan's voice was harsh, demanding. "You like my cock?"

"Yes!" Lena sobbed into the mattress. "Yes, god yes, I love it. I love your cock. I love how you're fucking me. Harder. Please, harder."

She loves his cock.

The words should have hurt - but they were honest and they didn't. They made the compersion surge through me like electricity because she was having what she wanted, what she'd been too polite to ask for, and I'd given it to her.

Dan's pace increased, rougher now, chasing his own release. His fingers dug into Lena's hips hard enough that I knew she'd have bruises tomorrow, purple marks shaped like his fingers, marks that would last. Evidence of what another man had done to her. Lena reached back between her legs again, rubbing her clit desperately, frantically.

She's going to come again on Dan's cock.

"Come with me," Dan growled. "Come on my cock again. Do it as I fill you."

Lena's second orgasm hit just as hard as the first. She screamed into the mattress, her whole body shaking, convulsing, her cunt clenching and gushing around Dan's thick cock, fluid running down her thighs. And this time Dan went with her. He groaned, low and guttural, his hips jerking as he came deep inside her, buried to the hilt. They stayed locked together for a long moment, both of them shaking, both of them wrecked, Dan collapsed over her back.

The room stunk of sex: sweat and cunt and the thick musk of it. The sheets were soaked now. Lena was trembling under Dan's weight, breathing like she'd run a marathon.

When Dan finally pulled out, Lena collapsed forward onto the bed, boneless and gasping, her cunt gaping open, cum dripping down onto the damp sheets. Dan sat back on his heels, breathing hard - sweat tricking down his face and chest.

"Thank you," he said quietly. "That was. Fuck. Thank you for sharing, Sam."

I nodded - that mates nod that says everything, no words needed.

Dan dressed quickly, leaned down and kissed Lena's shoulder once, and left the room. The door closed softly behind him, and I heard him say something to Chester and Theo in the main studio. Low voices. Then silence.

Lena was still lying on the bed, face down, legs slightly apart. I could see everything: the flush on her skin, the marks on her hips, the wetness running down her thighs, the way her cunt was still red and swollen and spunk slick.

She looks just like she's been rough fucked by someone with a cock twice the size of mine.

I crossed to the bed, knelt beside it, touched her back gently. "Lena."

She turned her head, looked at me with dazed, glassy eyes. "Sam."

"You okay?"

She nodded slowly. "I'm. God. I'm so okay. That was fucking amazing!"

"You need anything?"

"I need you." Her voice was hoarse, wrecked. "I need you inside me. Now. Please."

I stood and undressed, hands shaking, fingers fumbling with my jeans. My cock sprang free, painfully hard, leaking wet, and I climbed onto the bed. Lena rolled onto her back, spreading her legs for me, and I positioned myself between them and looked down at her properly. Her cunt was red, swollen, visibly well-used. Her folds were slick not just with her own arousal but with the remnants of everything that had happened tonight. Theo. Dan. All of it. And when I touched her entrance with my fingers, testing, she was noticeably looser. Opened up by Dan's thick cock in a way I'd never managed.

He stretched her. She's wetter than I've ever felt her. Hotter. Her cunt is like a furnace. This is what Dan did to her - what the night has done.

The thought made my cock pulse, made more slippery precum leak from the tip. I positioned myself, gripped my cock, and pushed inside. The difference was immediate. She was hot and slick and so wet I slid in with almost no resistance. The tightness I was used to was gone, replaced by something softer, more open, and the sensation of sloppy seconds was overwhelming - everything I'd imagined late at night, cock in hand.

"Fuck," I breathed. "Lena, you're so... So fucking wet."

"He stretched me," she whispered, her hands coming up to grip my shoulders, nails digging in. "I can feel it. I'm so full of you but I'm stretched."

"Does it feel good?"

"Yes. God, yes." Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper, heels pressing into my arse. "Fuck me, Sam. Reclaim me. Make me yours again."

I started moving, slow at first, adjusting to the unfamiliar sensation. She was slick and hot and impossibly wet, her cunt gripping me but differently than usual, softer, yielding. Every stroke felt like sliding through silk and heat and evidence. Dan's cum. Her arousal. The physical proof of what they did.

"Does it feel different?" I asked, thrusting harder now, deeper, chasing the feeling.

Lena's eyes locked onto mine. "Yes. You're smaller."

She said it without hesitation, without apology, without softening the truth of it. The words hit me like a physical thing: smaller. Not just different. Not just 'not as thick.' Smaller. The honest, unvarnished fact of it.

My cock throbbed so hard inside her I thought I might come immediately.

"Say it again."

"You're smaller than Dan," Lena said, her voice steady and certain. "I can feel the difference. I'm stretched from his cock and you're not filling me the same way. You're smaller, Sam."

Oh fuck. Oh god.

The compersion surged through me like electricity, white-hot and overwhelming. Pride and lust and something almost like awe because my wife had just told me another man's cock was bigger than mine and she'd loved every second of being fucked by it.

"But you're mine," Lena continued, her hands sliding up to cup my face, forcing me to look at her properly. "You're smaller but you're mine. This cunt is yours to share. I'm always yours. Do you understand?"

I nodded, unable to speak, my throat too tight.

"I needed Dan's cock," she said, her voice dropping lower, rougher. "I needed to feel what it's like to be stretched that wide, fucked that deep. I needed it, Sam. I loved it. But I'll aways come back to you."

Her legs tightened around me, pulling me deeper, and I felt her heels dig into the small of my back.

"You built this for me," she whispered. "You coded the app. You unlocked the modes. You helped me take Chester's cock in my hand and Theo's cock in my arse and Dan's massive cock in my cunt, and you loved it. Didn't you?"

"Yes." My voice came out wrecked. "Yes, I loved it."

"You loved watching me get fucked by other men."

Christ.

"Yes."

"Say it properly." Her nails scratched down my back, hard enough to sting. "Tell me what you loved."

I thrust into her harder, the wet slap of skin loud in the small room, and the words came out before I could stop them. "I loved watching Dan fuck you. I loved seeing his thick cock stretch your cunt open. I loved hearing you scream for him. I loved knowing he was giving you something I can't."

"Good." Lena's smile was filthy and warm and devastating. "Because I loved it too. I loved his cock. I loved how deep he went. I loved how full I felt."

My rhythm faltered, the raw honesty of it making my entire body go tight.

"But this," Lena continued, clenching deliberately around me, "this is mine and yours. This is ours. You're the one I chose first. You're the one I married. You're the one who made tonight possible because you love me enough to give me what I need."

"I do love you." I was thrusting harder now, chasing my orgasm now, "Fuck, Lena, I love you so much."

"Then fuck your wife properly." Her voice was a command now, sharp and certain. "Fuck me Dan's cum out of me. Reclaim me. Show me I'm yours."

Fuck that did it - I fucked her hard and fast, the wet heat of her cunt gripping me differently than usual but gripping, nonetheless. She was slick and hot and so impossibly wet that every stroke made obscene sounds, the squelch of her arousal and Dan's cum mixing together, the evidence of the night audible between us.

"I fucking loved it." Her hands fisted in my hair, pulling hard. "I loved his cock. I loved how deep he went. I loved the way he made me scream. I loved knowing you were watching."

"I watched him bottom out inside you," I said, the words spilling out now, raw and filthy. "I watched your cunt stretch around his thick cock. I watched you take all of him."

"And now you're fucking me where he fucked me," Lena whispered. "You're inside me where Dan's cock was. You're smaller but you're mine and I love you and this is yours. Say it, Sam. Say it's yours."

"You're mine."

"This cunt is yours."

"This cunt is mine."

"Even when it's stretched from another man's cock."

"Especially when it's stretched from another man's cock."

Lena's back arched, her hips lifting to meet my thrusts, and I felt her cunt clench around me properly now, rhythmically, her orgasm building fast.

"I'm going to come," she gasped. "I'm going to come on your cock. I'm going to come thinking about Dan stretching me and you watching and how fucking good this feels."

"Do it." I was close now too, so close, the pressure building low in my spine. "Come for me. Come on my cock."

She did. Her orgasm hit suddenly, her entire body convulsing beneath me, her cunt clenching tight and rhythmic and wet. She cried out, loud and unrestrained, her nails raking down my back hard enough to leave marks, and the sensation of her coming around me, her body gripping my smaller cock in the aftermath of being thoroughly fucked by someone bigger, was so intensely erotic I couldn't hold back.

I came hard, buried deep inside her, my cock pulsing into the hot, slick, well-used wet heat of her cunt. The orgasm felt like it would never stop, wave after wave of it, my vision whiting out, my entire body shaking a I pumped my own cum into her, filling her again. I collapsed against her, gasping, trembling, and Lena wrapped her arms around me and held tight.

For a long moment neither of us moved. Just breath and heartbeat and the sticky warmth between us.

Then Lena spoke, her voice soft against my ear. "You gave me the best night of my life."

"You gave me the best night of mine." My voice was wrecked, hoarse.

"We're doing this again." Her fingers traced gentle patterns on my back, soothing the scratches she'd left. "Soon. I want this again. I want more."

"I know." I lifted my head and looked at her properly. Her face was flushed and satisfied, her eyes warm and clear. "I want to watch you again. I want to see you with Dan again. With all of them… next time I want to see Theo fuck your arse."

"Good." She smiled, slow and filthy. "Because I want to be watched. I want you to arrange it. I want you to build me more modes and unlock more prompts and make it possible for me to be fucked by men with bigger cocks whilst you watch and love me for it."

My spent cock twitched inside her, already half-interested again despite having just come.

"I can do that."

"I know you can." She kissed me, slow and deep and tender. "You're mine, Sam. My husband. My stag. The man who loves me enough to share me. That's the hottest thing about you."

"You're mine too," I said against her mouth. "My wife. My vixen. The woman who trusts me enough to let me watch."

"Always." Her legs tightened around me briefly before releasing. "Now get off me. I need to clean up before I glue us together permanently."

I laughed and pulled out slowly, both of us wincing at the sensitivity. When I did, a rush of wetness followed: my cum, Dan's cum, her arousal, all of it running down onto the already-soaked sheets.

Evidence. Proof. The physical reality of what we did.

Lena sat up slowly, her thighs shaking slightly, and reached for the tissues on the bedside table. She cleaned herself up with practical efficiency whilst I watched, still half-dazed, still processing the fact that the best night of my life had actually happened.

"Sam."

I looked at her.

"Thank you." Her voice was quiet and sincere. "For loving me enough to make it possible."

"Thank you for wanting it," I said. "For trusting me."

"Always." She stood, legs still slightly unsteady, and pulled on her knickers. "Now let's get back out there before they think we've murdered each other."

I dressed quickly and followed her to the door. Before she opened it, she turned back and kissed me once more, quick and warm.

"I love you."

"I love you too."

She opened the door and walked back into the main studio, where Chester and Theo and Dan were waiting, and I followed her out into the warm glow of the best night of our lives.
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Iwoke first, which was wrong, as Lena was always the early riser, the one whose internal alarm went off at half six no matter how late we'd been up. This morning, though, she was still asleep beside me in the crash room, her breathing slow and deep, one arm thrown across my chest. Clearly she's given her all last night.

She's my hotwife.

The thought arrived before I was properly awake, carrying with it a warm, visceral rush of memory - and especially the sound she'd made when Dan had pushed into her. My cock stirred against my boxers and I became immediately, acutely aware that I was still half-dressed, that the room smelled like sweat and sex, and that the woman asleep on my chest had been thoroughly, filthily satisfied by three other men less than six hours ago.

Pale morning light filtered through the narrow high window, illuminating the industrial rooftops beyond. I could hear movement in the main studio: someone was awake, probably Chester, making that kind of racket that came from trying very hard not to make noise.

Lena stirred, her eyes opening slowly. She blinked at me and smiled, then leant up and kissed me properly. Her mouth was warm and tasted like sleep and something else, something that made my brain flicker with sense-memory. Salt. Sweat. The faint ghost of someone else's cock.

"That actually happened," she said against my lips.

"That actually happened."

She stretched, then winced and laughed softly. "I'm sore."

Fuck. "Are you okay?"

"I'm extremely okay." She kissed me again, deeper this time, her tongue sliding against mine. "Multiple places, Sam. Properly sore, inside and out." Her hand found mine and she guided it to her hip, then lower, pressing my palm against the soft curve of her arse. "Here. And here." She shifted slightly, a small hiss of discomfort that went straight to my cock. "And definitely here."

I could picture it exactly: Dan's thick length pushing into her, Theo's hands gripping her hips, the way she'd looked bent over with her jeans pulled down and her cunt on display. Properly used. The thought should not have been as arousing as it was. It was extremely arousing.

"We're doing that again soon? You've not changed your mind now you've calmed down?"

"No of course not, we are definitely doing that again!"

"Good." She kissed me once more, soft and possessive, then sat up carefully. "Now help me find my knickers because I think they're somewhere near the pinball machine."

We dressed slowly, neither of us particularly eager to leave the small warm privacy of the crash room. But the studio beyond was waking up properly now, and we had people to feed and a workspace to restore to something approximating professional functionality. Good luck with that.

When we emerged, the lounge area looked exactly like what it was: the aftermath of a very specific kind of night. Cushions scattered across the floor, empty Monster cans and Coke Zero bottles everywhere, someone's hoodie draped over the pinball machine. The air smelled like sweat and bodies and the faint chemical sweetness of lube. Christ.

Chester was asleep on one sofa section, curled up with his knees drawn to his chest like he was trying to make himself smaller. Still processing, probably. Theo was sprawled in a bean bag, snoring softly, one arm flung out at an angle that looked anatomically inadvisable. Dan was awake, sitting on the other sofa with his phone, looking surprisingly composed for a man who'd spent the better part of last night fucking the shit out of my wife whilst I watched.

And Christ, I had watched every thrust.

"Morning," her voice clear and warm.

Dan looked up with a smile. "Morning you two."

Chester stirred and blinked, then saw Lena standing in the middle of the studio and went immediately, magnificently pink. He sat up, rubbed his face, managed a quiet "Morning" without quite managing eye contact.

Poor bastard. Chester had just lived out his longest-running fantasy and now had to sit in a room with the woman he'd always fancied and got a hand job from. I felt a surge of warmth toward him. It's fine, mate. We're all good.

Theo woke with a theatrical groan. "This bean bag is a crime against spines."

"You chose to sleep in it," Lena said.

"I was knackered, and it was close." He stretched and cracked his neck before looking around the studio, taking in the evidence scattered everywhere. "Right. So. Are we pretending last night didn't happen, or are we acknowledging it?"

"We're acknowledging it," Lena said calmly. "And then we're having coffee."

The group reassembled in the kitchenette with the unspoken understanding that nobody was capable of complex conversation without caffeine. I fired up the proper espresso machine whilst Lena helped, moving around me with the easy familiarity of someone who'd shared this space with me for months. The others hovered nearby, gradually waking up properly, and the silence was not uncomfortable exactly. Just charged.

Theo was the first to break it, grinning at Lena with his usual lack of boundaries. "I am formally submitting a feature request for a dedicated anal-mode setting in the app."

Lena didn't even blink. "Backlogged."

"I see what you did there."

"I did that on purpose."

Chester laughed, still pink, still not quite capable of making direct eye contact with anyone. I could see him replaying every moment in his head, probably alternating between euphoria and mortal embarrassment. Dan leant against the worktop with his coffee, expression neutral but eyes sharp. "Are you actually going to include last night's modes in the public release?"

"No," I said. Absolutely fucking not. "Private beta only."

Lena caught my eye and smiled, and I knew exactly what she was thinking because I was thinking it too. We're keeping this for just us. Just this group. The experimental settings weren't going public. But they weren't going away either.

We drank coffee, and demolished some of Chester's leftover snacks, which had somehow survived the night. The banter returned gradually, the group settling back into its comfortable baseline, though underneath it everyone knew something fundamental had shifted. We'd crossed a line together. the three of them had touched my wife, tasted her, made her come, and I had watched it happen and felt nothing but pride and arousal and the overwhelming warmth of knowing she'd chosen me afterward. We were still us. Just a dirtier version.

The group started packing up around mid-morning, gathering phones and hoodies and bags with the slow, reluctant energy of people who weren't quite ready to leave but knew they had to.

Chester hugged Lena carefully, like she might break, then turned to me and said quietly, "Thank you. For, you know. Letting me..."

"Anytime, mate." I meant it. Chester had spent three years quietly wanting her and last night he'd finally got to have her, at least a bit of her, and the gratitude in his expression was so genuine it made my chest tighten.

Theo hugged Lena with significantly less care, practically lifting her off the floor. "You are a legend. An actual legend." He turned to me, grinning. "Your wife is a genuinely impressive human and has a cracking arse."

"I know." I really, really do.

Dan was last. He hugged Lena warmly, said something quiet into her ear that made her smile, then pulled me aside near the development pod. His voice dropped. "Last night was an honour, Sam. If you ever want to do this again, I'm in. Completely in."

Again. The word sent heat through me. I could already picture it: Lena on her knees between us, Dan's thick cock in her mouth whilst I watched. Fuck.

"We'll be in touch."

"I mean it."

"I know you do." I shook his hand and held his gaze for a moment, and there was an understanding there that didn't need words. You fucked my wife properly last night and we both know you're going to do it again.

He followed the others toward the door. The group filed out, their voices echoed in the stairwell, then faded.

Lena and I were left alone in the studio, standing in the pale morning light with the evidence of the night scattered around us.

She walked over, slid her arms around my waist, and kissed me. Slow and warm and entirely hers. When she pulled back her eyes were bright. "I love you, Sam."

"I love you too."

And I had just given her the best night of her life by building a system that let three men touch her whilst I watched. It had made everything better rather than worse.

I pulled her close and breathed her in: sweat and shampoo and the faint lingering smell of sex. Mine. Not despite what had happened. Because of it.

"Same time next week?" she murmured against my chest.

I laughed. "Let me recover first."

"Fair." She kissed me. "But soon."

"Soon," I agreed.
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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.
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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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