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Introduction


You are reading book 7 in my "Cuckold Tales" series of full-length novels and novellas. 17,000 words of pure cuckold adult filth, and has its own perverse version of "happy ever after" where hubby finally knows happiness is a dirty shared wife.

If you prefer less dark stag & vixen hotwife stories, you should also check out my "Hotwife Tales" series!

Corrections - A Request

I am an independent author and while I have my (hot) wife Rachel to help proof-read my books, I do not have the backing of a huge editorial team, so therefore some mistakes may slip through the editing process.

I am British, and use British English spellings and phrases, so please forgive those if you are American. Arse = Ass and so on.

If you do find mistakes in this text, please do contact me directly so I can correct them. You can email me at contact@authorchrisrider.co.uk or use the form on my website authorchrisrider.co.uk to stay anonymous!

Oh and if you'd like to read my wife's own erotica (Rachel Rider) – you can find her on Amazon too. She'll also appreciate feedback – her email is on our website and in her books!

Thank you, Chris.


one
Room Three-Twelve


The hotel reception smelt of cheap laminate and burnt coffee, the light a bit too bright for this sort of thing. Chas held Nina's overnight bag in one hand, wheeled his own small case with the other, shoulders set, trying to look like a bloke on routine business, a man who belonged in these places and definitely not here to hand his wife over to a stranger.

"Reservation for Bowen. Charles Bowen."

He got the keycard folder upside down. Flipped it. Fumbled the pen like it needed instructions.

"Here you go, Mr Bowen. Room three-twelve. Lift is just there."

"Great. Thanks. Appreciate it."

Too chirpy. Sales rep voice.

He threw Nina a confident grin, and she returned it, warm and soft. Then her thumb woke her phone. A quick look. The glow picked out her lashes.

He caught that little break in her focus. Normal, obviously. Everyone checked their phones. No reason for his chest to cinch tighter, but it did.

Nice place really: clean white walls, generic London skyline above the coffee nook, one lad on a metal stool nursing a Peroni, the staff in logo polos who did not really see anyone. No one looked twice at them.

Which was perfect. Just like the Reddit threads had promised. Anonymous meant discreet. Discreet meant controlled. Controlled meant this stayed his idea, his night, his show.

"Lift?" He nodded at it.

"Yeah."

They crossed the floor, Nina's heels clicking. Not her usual work heels. New for the occasion. He coat was belted tight at her waist. He knew that safe coat, but it was the dress under it his brain had been obsessing over all week, picturing the cling, the hem, the strangers' attention.

His cock was already nudging against the new navy boxers. Ridiculous, they were not even upstairs yet.

They entered the steel-walled lift, a faint detergent and metal smell. Nina turned to the mirrored wall, lifted her chin. Lipstick already flawless, dark red that did something filthy to her mouth. She reapplied anyway, slow and tidy, pressed her lips together.

He watched her in the glass. That colour was not for Sainsbury's. She had chosen that on purpose.

For tonight. For both of them. For the fantasy he had spent three months setting up.

He had done this right. Weeks studying and asking questions on the hotwife forums, reading every sticky thread, every cautious first-timer post. He had vetted Scott carefully: professional profile, good references from other couples, clear about boundaries. No weirdo. No pushy twat. A proper bull who understood the hotwife lifestyle was about respect, communication, and everyone walking away happy.

This was not some sordid shag behind his back. This was a curated experience. Modern. Enlightened. He was the kind of husband who trusted his wife enough to share her, confident enough to watch another man give her pleasure he - well, maybe he could not give her quite like that, but that was fine, that was the point, wasn't it? He was evolved enough to admit it.

And she would love him for it. For being brave enough to arrange this, and for caring more about her pleasure than his ego.

The lift lurched upward. His stomach did a childish little drop.

"Decent for the price," he said, light, gesturing vaguely at the mirrored walls.

Nina's eyes stayed on her own mouth in the glass. Phone in her free hand again, screen bright for a moment. She dismissed it without reading, but her thumb hovered, like she wanted to check properly and was stopping herself.

"You alright?" he asked.

"Yeah. Just, you know. Nerves."

"That is normal. Totally normal from what I’ve read. First time doing something like this, yeah, of course you are nervous. But you are going to be fine. We have got rules, we have got the safe word, and I am going to be right there. If it gets weird, we stop. Simple."

She smiled at him in the mirror. Small. Tight at the edges.

"I know."

But her hand went to the collar of her coat, adjusting it even though it sat perfectly fine already.

He stepped closer, squeezed her shoulder gently, trying to make her feel at ease. This was his fantasy – and she’d agreed for him, she must feel nervous.

"Seriously, babe. This is all for you. No pressure. You set the pace. If you just want a drink and a chat, and we call it, it’s all fine. Scott knows that. I made it clear."

Her eyes flicked to his reflection, then away.

"Yeah. You did."

Something in her voice. Not quite meeting his reassurance.

He frowned slightly, worried she was having second thoughts, but the lift pinged. Third floor. Doors slid open with a ping.
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The corridor’s carpet was in a dark pattern designed to hide sins. Beige walls, identical doors marching away. All as expected, tidy but lifeless: fire escape sign, the hum of heating, someone's telly muffled through a wall.

"Three-twelve."

They walked down the corridor. Nina's coat moved around her thighs, each swing flashing a sliver of black hem. Every glimpse wound him tighter.

At the door, he ran the card the wrong way, muttered a quiet "shit," flipped it, and got the green.

"Bingo! Welcome to Casa Bowen," He cringed at himself as he pushed the door.

Small strip of hard floor, a wet room on the right, then the room proper. Bed with navy duvet, white pillows, padded headboard, trying too hard. Desk with a kettle and sachets, and a sturdy chair by the desk. The standard flatscreen TV bolted to the wall, and the framed nothing-picture of hills and sky over the bed.

Perfect. Conference stock. His terrain.

He dropped his bag by the desk and took a slow turn like he was signing off on it.

"Nice, yeah? Clean. Decent. Exactly what we wanted."

Nina stepped in behind him, eyes flicking straight to the bed, then the window, then catching her reflection in the black TV.

"Yeah. It is fine."

"I checked the reviews. Four-star average. Some bloke complained about the shower pressure, but I mean, it is a budget chain, what do you expect, the Ritz?"

He was talking too much. Filling space that she left quiet, looking around like she was looking for escape routes.

He slid the wardrobe door. It stuck, then jerked open. Few hangers. Spare pillow.

"Plenty of space for your things."

He tested the mattress with his knee. Firm. Crisp sheets. Only a little squeak. Manageable.

"Bed seems alright. Not too soft. That was one of the things I checked. You do not want one of those saggy ones where you just roll into the middle, yeah?"

Nina set her bag on the chair, slipped off her coat. When he turned, his mouth went dry.

The dress clung like it wanted ownership of her body. Black, low at the front, cinched at the waist, hem hovering at mid-thigh. When she moved, it rode a touch higher, and he saw the tops of dark stockings.

"Fuck," he breathed.

She smoothed a hand down her hips, watching his face.

"This alright?"

"Alright? Jesus. You look unreal."

"Good."

She smiled, but it did not quite reach her eyes. Those nerves again. First-time jitters, the forums explained all this.

She laid her coat over the back of the chair carefully, picked up her bag.

"I am going to freshen up," she said.

"Yeah, yeah. Take your time."

She disappeared into the wet room. Door shut, hollow sound. Harsh white light cut under the edge. Then the sound of water.

Chas stood alone in that polite beige box. Bed. Chair. Telly. Outside, a bus sighed, and brakes squealed.

The night he had planned to the last detail. The night that would change everything.

He had thought about this moment for months. Imagined walking Nina through it, seeing her relax into it, watching her enjoy herself. Watching Scott - professional, experienced, respectful - give her the kind of attention she deserved. And then, afterwards, when Scott left, Chas would hold her, and she would tell him how much she loved him for letting her have that, and they would be closer than ever.

That was how it worked. That was what the forums promised. The couples who did this right, who communicated, who kept it controlled - they came out stronger. More connected.

He pulled out his phone and opened the chat with Scott.

Chas: Hi Scott, thanks again for doing this. Here is the booking reference and I’ll send room number when we know it. We are thinking of starting around 7:30, if that works for you. Looking forward to meeting in person.

Scott: No worries mate. See you Friday.

Chas: Just to confirm again, we are planning to start gentle, let Nina set the pace. If she is comfortable, we can see where it goes, but no pressure. Safe word is "pineapple" if anyone needs to stop. And condoms, obviously. Just want to make sure we are all on the same page.

Scott: Cool.

Chas: Great. Really appreciate you being professional about this. It is our first time doing anything like this so, you know, bit nerve-wracking but excited.

Scott: I am nearby. On my way. Room?

Chas: 312. Looking forward to it.

Scott: On my way.

Clean. Professional. Exactly like the forums said: proper bulls kept it simple. Like booking a photographer. Or a plumber. A service call.

He had done everything right. Checked all the boxes. This was going to be fine.

Water changed sound in the wet room. Then that sharp spray of her big-night perfume. Must be nearly ready. He set his phone on the desk, unzipped his bag.

Blazer off, folded. Shirt off, quick, stupid sniff at the new one, then on. Light blue, fitted enough to suggest effort.

He shucked his jeans and pulled on the darker pair. Better cut. The new navy boxers hugged his hips.

He looked down. Half hard already. For a moment, he let himself think it looked alright. Not tiny. He could work with that. Then the reminder: Scott was bigger. That was the whole point. Nina wanted to feel something different. Something more.

He went to the mirror. Sucked his belly in a fraction. Stubble fine. Glasses straight. Hair, alright, a bit of thinning, nothing dramatic. Just like most blokes his age. He could spin that as distinguished if he had to.

Scott would not be some bloody superhero. Just a bloke. Bigger, yeah, but still just a bloke.

Except Nina had shown him the profile that first night, when they were still just talking about it hypothetically. "What about him?" Shoulders filling the frame. Neck thick as a post. That easy bulk that did not come from just a couple of visits to the gym.

He pushed that thought away.

This was controlled. Professional. He was in charge.

He could hear her still in the bathroom, a scrape on tile. He pictured stockings eased up, the snap of suspenders, a thong over the curve of her arse. That lace set she had bought "just because" and barely worn.

He fastened his jeans. Left the top button undone for a breath, then did it up.

This was theatre. Roleplay. All three of them had the script. Condoms, safe word, his sign-offs. All to his perfect script.

"Chas?"

Her voice through the door.

"Yeah?"

"You decent?"

"Yeah."

The door opened.

He inhaled.

Her hair fell loose and glossy around her shoulders. Her lips a flawless strip of blood red. The dress the same and somehow more. Neckline low enough that if she bent he would see the line of black lace bra. Fabric sealed to her waist and hips, the curve of her arse. When she walked, the high hem shifted, and the flash of stocking tops and slim suspenders drew his eyes every time.

Her perfume hit him, heavy, lush, not her office one. This one said night out, trouble.

"Fuck," he said again.

He stepped towards her. "You look incredible. Seriously. I mean, wow."

Her mouth curled, but her eyes stayed careful.

"You like?"

"Course. You look... yeah. Amazing."

She glanced down at herself, then back at him.

"You sure you are ready for this, babe?"

The question landed oddly. Like she was testing him.

He laughed, warm, reassuring.

"Ready? I have been planning this for months. Course I am ready. Are you?"

"I just mean... it might be more intense than you think."

He frowned slightly, stepped closer, took her hands.

"Nina. Babe. I have thought this through. I have researched everything there is. I have talked to Scott, talked to others who do this. We have got clear rules. You have got the safe word. I am going to be right there the whole time. If anything feels off, we stop. Easy. This is supposed to be fun, yeah? For both of us. I want you to enjoy it - no pressure."

She looked at him for a long moment. Something flickered in her eyes. Fear? He could not quite read it.

Then she nodded.

"Okay."

"Okay," he echoed, relieved. He squeezed her hands. "So, let me just run through it one more time, yeah? Just so we are both clear."

She pulled her hands free gently, reached past him for her phone on the desk. Glanced at the screen. Nothing there, but she held onto it.

"Go on then," she said.

"Right. So. Scott arrives. We have a chat, get comfortable, no rush. Then, if you are happy, maybe a bit of kissing. See how that feels. If you want to take it further, we take it slow. Touching, maybe more, but always checking in. I am there, watching, making sure he looks after you right. Condoms, always. Nothing to kinky or rough. And if at any point you say 'pineapple,' everything stops. Scott knows all this. He is cool with it."

"Yeah," she said quietly, while her thumb traced over her phone screen.

Probably still doubting herself.

"And same for me. If I say it, we stop. But I am not going to, obviously – I know I’m more than ready for it."

She looked up at him then, properly, and her expression was soft. Sad, almost.

"I love you," she said. "You know that, yeah?"

"Course I do. I love you too. That is why we are doing this. Because I want you to be happy, and you want to fulfil my fantasy, like we’ve talked about many times."

Her jaw tightened. She nodded, looked away.

"What is it?" he asked gently. "You are nervous. That is normal. But you do not have to be. I have got this under control."

She let out a short breath, almost a laugh.

"Oh yes, I know you think you do."

"I do," he said, confused. "I mean, I have literally arranged every detail. The room, the timing, the rules. I have got it sorted, babe. You just relax and enjoy yourself."

She set her phone down, lifted her wrist while holding out a chain.

"Help with this?"

Fine gold bracelet, tiny clasp. He took it, clumsy fingers, aware it felt like fastening something important. She watched his face while he worked the clasp.

"What about you. Are you alright, babe?" she asked quietly.

"Yeah. Bit, you know. Butterflies. Normal."

The clasp clicked. She laid the hand on his chest; nails light on his shirt.

"We do this our way, yeah?" she said.

He smiled, relieved.

"Yeah. Exactly. Our rules. Our night. I have made sure of it."

She did not answer. Just looked at him, something unreadable in her eyes.

Then-

Knock.

Not loud. Not sheepish. Just three clean knocks that flipped his guts.

"Oh."

Nina's lips parted. She looked at the door, then him.

"It is him," she breathed.

His hand suddenly felt damp. He wiped it on his jeans and walked to the door. Carpet felt thinner, room smaller, air warmer. Outside, another bus hissed, and normal life rolled on.

This was it. Everything he had planned. Everything he had promised her. He could stall. Say wrong room. Say sorry, mate, not tonight. Scott would go. Nina would... what? Thank him, relieved? Call him a coward?

His cock had fattened again, hard and obvious, refusing to let him pretend. The idea of sending Scott away felt like stepping back from a dive after climbing all the way up.

He opened the door, and Scott filled the frame.

Open leather jacket, under that a dark T-shirt stretched over a chest that actually lifted it. Broad shoulders and a thick neck. Taller by a head, easy. Jeans that fitted without effort. Veins running his muscular forearms. Shaved head, neat beard, dark quick eyes that did not look nervous.

"Evening."


two
Chair at the Foot of the Bed


Scott stepped in and the room shrank.

Chas saw it happen. One second it was his careful set-up, neutral chain-hotel box, UHT milks lined like he had planned, bed straight. Next second, Scott was inside the doorway, broad and certain, and the air felt a size too small for him.

Chas slipped into host mode before his thoughts were ready.

"Mate, Scott, hi. Good to finally meet you in person."

He stuck his hand out, polite. That was what you did, even in this most odd of situations; shake the bull's hand like you were doing a handover, not inviting him to rearrange your marriage.

Scott took it, and pressure closed over Chas's fingers, swallowed them whole. Rough palm, dry heat, squeeze past what was polite, held him fast while Chas met his eyes.

"Yeah."

That was all Scott said, and it told Chas too much. His knuckles ached when Scott let go.

Scott walked straight past him without waiting for an invite, as if he had paid for the room. His aftershave came with him, sharp clean spice that did not come from Tesco, and under that something warm and male that no bottle could fake. Sweat, skin, changing rooms, heavy bags. A man who lived in gyms and proper work, not cars and service stations.

Nina stood by the bed where he had left her, her black dress painted on like he had imagined when he booked this night. Stockinged legs glinted in the bedside lamp. She had herself braced, shoulders set, chin up. She looked ready for an audience. Not just his.

Scott stopped in front of her, taking her all in, a slow sweep, heels to mouth, no shame about it, like checking a delivery had arrived in perfect condition.

"You dressed exactly how I asked you to."

Nina's cheeks darkened. Her lips parted around a breath with a sound in it, soft and low. Chas had not heard that note for a long time.

"Yes, Sir."

Barely a whisper, but clear enough. A word they had never rehearsed in front of him.

Sir. She called him Sir. When had they agreed that? Had she said it in messages? In her head while she dressed earlier? His cock throbbed, hard and stupid, because apparently his body did not care that his wife was already taking orders from another man.

Right, that look. That was new. That needed talking about. Later. When his heart was not in his throat.

"So," Chas said, clapping his hands together once, a thin little sound. "Yeah. Make yourself, um. There is the bed, obviously. Chair. Kettle. If you want a tea or I can nip to the bar for a drink or something. Long day? Traffic alright?"

He heard himself babbling and could not stop. Sales small talk. As if Scott had popped in to discuss software licences. Scott did not answer at first, instead he peeled off the leather jacket in one rolling movement and dropped it on the desk beside Chas's neat row of UHT milk pods and Nina's bag.

He sat on the edge of the bed, not careful. Not a guest hover. He sat like a man testing a bit of kit. He looked up.

"Tube."

That was it. That was his answer. His t-shirt stretched across his chest as he shifted, sleeves tight against his arms. Thick lines of veins rode his forearms – bloody strong from the look of it. The bulge in his jeans sat heavy, obvious, and Chas's gut clenched. They had known Scott was bigger; that was a lot of the reason for picking him after all. It was different seeing the weight of it, right there.

"That is good, yeah, nice and easy," Chas said awkwardly, still standing, his hands on his hips, nowhere to put them that did not look wrong. "So, we thought, just to, you know, keep it chilled, bit of chat first. No rush. We can check over rules and that."

Keep it professional, like replies on the forums had said. Setting expectations.

Scott did not bother to look at him. His gaze slid straight back to Nina. "You tell him what you asked for?"

The air thinned as Nina's shoulders pulled tight. Her hand went to her hair, one of her ‘tells’. She flicked a look at Chas, quick and guilty, then back to Scott.

"Some of it."

"Some of it," Scott repeated. He leaned back on his hands, easy, the bed complaining under his weight. A curl of amusement at his mouth. "Right."

His eyes came to Chas then, pinning him like a prospect in a meeting.

"She asked me to slap her."

The words dropped between them. Chas let out a laugh. It sounded too high, thin. Wrong.

"Yeah, like, playful, we said. Couple of little taps, nothing, yeah."

"No," Scott said.

His expression was flat, no smile now. No softening. "She asked me to slap her. Hard."

He lifted his hand, counting it out on his fingers while he watched Chas.

"Spit on her. Choke her properly. She wants me deep in her throat till her eyes water. Wants to feel my hand tight on her neck when I fuck her. Wants me calling her a slut, a whore, my good little fucktoy. Wants to get held down, wants to be owned while you sit there and watch. No limits. No safe word. No stopping till I am done with her. No fucking condoms either."

Nina's breath broke over that list in a tiny noise, like she had been holding it. Her thighs shifted, pressing together. Her eyes wide open – shocked or excited?

Chas's mind stuttered.

Slapping. Spitting. Fuck that’s rough and nasty stuff. No safe word? No fucking condoms. When? When did she agree that? At work? On the sofa next to him while he watched Netflix? In bed while he pretended not to see the lock screen light up? And she never showed him. Never even hinted.

"Wait. What?"

The room pressed in. Aircon unit ticking. Bus brakes hissing somewhere outside Kentish Town Road. The bed under Scott giving a short squeak when he shifted half an inch, as if to underline every word.

Scott went on talking, like he was giving terms and conditions.

"She wants marks. Said she wants my spit in her mouth. Asked me to see if her arse can take it. You didn’t see that bit?"

Chas's mouth flapped open and useless.

"I… we. We talked about boundaries and, and, we said safe word and, like, respect, and…"

He looked at Nina, begging her silently to laugh it off. To roll her eyes at Scott and say, no, obviously not that far, do not be a prick, we did not say no safe word.

No such fucking luck.

Her chin dipped, not dreamy submissive, more bracing for impact. She looked at Chas, and for a second her expression was almost pleading. Not ‘forgive me.’ More like: ‘Please don't make me stop now.’

"I did not want to scare you, babe," she said. "I needed him to know what I really needed."

Really needed.

It slid in under his ribs. "Needed," he repeated, stupidly while his stomach rolled. The forums did not have this bit in the banner. In the videos everyone sat together, smiling, kissing, all in one group chat. No one said: by the way, mate, your wife and I have a separate script.

Scott watched him. Catching every flicker, filing it.

"So," Scott said. "You sure you are ready for this, mate?"

He stood as he spoke. Up close, standing, he filled the space for real, taller and broader than Chas had let himself picture. The stale hotel air seemed to belong to him now. He came closer.

"Because what she asked for is not soft. It is not hotwife Instagram bullshit. It is real."

Real. Heavy word.

Chas squared his shoulders because there was nowhere to back up; the wall met his calves, the stupid chain-hotel wall with scuff near the skirting.

"Yeah, I mean. We, we talked about being open to, um, exploring. As long as it is safe and everyone is, like, on the same page."

Scott's lip twitched.

"No."

He lifted one finger, close to Chas's chest. Did not need to touch.

"She talked to me."

Another finger.

"You have been talking to yourself."

Nina flinched, tiny, like the words hit. She stepped in, reached for Chas's arm with one hand, Scott's with the other, like she could bridge them.

"Chas," she said. "Babe, look at me."

He did. Her pupils were blown wide. The lipstick he had watched her apply in the bathroom now looked like it was waiting to be ruined by someone else's mouth.

"I love you," she said, clean and quick. "I do. This does not change that. But I need this. I need to be taken. Properly – in a way you cannot, cause you love me. And I need you to see it."

Taken properly. The words went in deep, found all the memories he did not want. He wanted to tell her she was wrong. That he could be that, that he could do all the things she wanted. But there they were, those memories: all the nights she had nudged his hand harder, and he had eased off, afraid of hurting her; all the times she had gone quiet after sex, and he had decided not to ask.

Heat went to his cock at the same time as his chest hurt. Traitor.

He swallowed.

"Okay," he heard himself say. "Yeah. If that is what you, if this is, yeah. I can, we can do that."

Scott's gaze dropped, shameless, to the front of Chas's jeans as he spoke. There it was. The bulge that intimidated him. Scott saw it and smirked.

"Course you can." He turned to Nina, the decision was rubber stamped.

"If he is going to watch, he does it properly," Scott said. "No nerves, no darting in whining 'you alright, babe' when you are fucking loving it. No throwing in the towel for you when you are begging for more. So we take that out."

He jerked his chin at the chair near the foot of the bed. Ugly faux-wood legs, blue fabric seat, sturdy enough. Chas had half thought of it as his spot to sit and spectate. Seemed like Scott had thought things through further.

"We put him there."

Chas's heart thumped once, hard.

"Sorry, put me where?"

"Tied," Scott said. "You wanted theatre, right? This is it. You sit, you watch, you keep your scrawny hands to yourself. Gives her freedom. Gives you what you have been wanking over on those forums."

Heat slammed up Chas's neck.

"How do you… I mean, we did mention watching and not interfering, yeah, that is fine, just not sure about roping me up like some…"

Like some prisoner. Some little perv.

Nina cut in before he could say something that made it worse.

"It might help me," she said. "You know what you are like. You fuss. You overthink. If you are tied, you do not have to decide anything. You just watch. Be in it with us, it’ll be fun."

With us. There it was. Chas on the outside of his own idea.

Scott's hand sat on her hip already, like it had always belonged there.

"He is hard as fuck, Nina," Scott murmured. "He wants it."

Chas started to deny it, then felt the strain in his new boxer briefs, thick and hot against the denim, and his mouth closed.

This was fine. People did this. Proper couples who were serious about the lifestyle. It was just theatre. It would make the watching more intense. He could still say pineapple, Nina would listen? He could still stop this. That meant he was still in control. Right?

He let out a slow breath.

"Alright. Yeah. Why not. If it keeps it tidy."

"Tidy," Scott echoed, amused.

Then he moved, quick, before Chas's courage could wobble.

"Chair," Scott told him.

Chas's feet dragged for two steps, then he hated how that felt and made himself go quicker. He sat. Fabric scratched through his jeans. Stupid chair. Stupid idea. Hot as hell though.

Scott crouched by his bag at the desk, unzipped slowly. His hand disappeared inside, rummaged briefly, then pulled out a length of black webbing, clips gleaming.

Not rope. Not improvised. Proper bondage kit. He must have had it planned. Checked off a list of stuff at home - probably a list Nina had sent him – she was always the organised one. He came prepared. Of course he did. He had known this was happening before Chas even opened the door. They both had.

Nina watched, lower lip caught between her teeth now, eyes dark. Not worried. She looked hungry.

"Hands behind," Scott told him.

Chas obeyed before he thought it through, sliding his wrists behind the chair back. His shoulders pinched as Scott looped the strap round them, close and neat. Tightened. The plastic buckle ratcheted, ugly little clicks with no romance at all.

"Not too tight, yeah?" Chas tried, throwing a grin that did not land right. Scott did not bother to wait for an answer. He pushed a finger between strap and skin, tested the give, gave a short tug. Chas's arms barely shifted.

"Fine."

He went to Chas's ankles. Another strap cinched each leg to the chair, solid.

"Comfortable?"

Chas pulled. The chair creaked. He had a bit of knee. No chance of standing.

"Yeah. Yeah, fine."

Lie, but it came out almost normal. He sounded nearly like the cool husband he was meant to be.

Scott straightened and took a moment to look. The room had rearranged itself. Bed centre stage. Wet room door open to his left, white tiles bright as a spotlight. Then their eyes turned to Nina just off to one side, like an offering waiting to be told where to kneel. He sat down heavy on the bed and crooked a finger.

"Nina. Here."

She went. No glance to Chas for permission. No hesitation. Straight to Scott, stopping between his spread thighs at the edge of the mattress, close enough that he could breathe on her tits.

He caught her wrist, turned it, studied the bracelet Chas had fastened for her at home. Ran a thumb over her knuckles.

"This yours?" he asked.

"Chas put it on."

A flash of Nina's eyes at Chas, guilty or grateful or both. Then gone.

Scott's hand slid up along the inside of her arm, slow, to her shoulder, down her side to her waist. Possessive now.

"You wet?" he asked.

Her throat moved.

"Yes."

"Show me."

Her eyes flickered to Chas then, reflex. He saw it, that stutter, that tiny slice of him still in it. Guilt, fear, thrill, all twisted.

Then she hitched the dress, the black fabric rose in her fists, bunched at her hips. Suspenders pulled tight. Tiny lace thong, the triangle between her legs already a darker patch.

"Good girl," Scott said.

He cupped her over the thong, his hand swallowing her, and pressed in. She gasped, sharp, helpless. Her knees seemed to soften.

Chas's fingers tried to grip the back of the chair and met nothing. Useless. He felt his cock shove harder against his jeans, trapped.

This was fine. This was exactly what you did early. Warm-up. Scott stood without letting her go. Then he dragged her round and kissed her. Not polite; not a tentative first kiss. His mouth crashed onto hers, full. His hand clamped her jaw, angled her up. Tongue drove in and took. Her chest arched into him. Her hands caught his T-shirt, clutching at him, not pushing away at all.

The sound of it filled the bland room. Wet, hungry. Her muffled hum ran right into Chas's spine.

She never kissed him like that. Not even early on. Not even when they were drunk and desperate. She had always held something back with him. But with Scott, she was gone. Mouth open, her own tongue eager and duelling, body pressed into him like she wanted to crawl inside his skin. And Chas was hard. Straining. Hating it. Loving it. Hating that he loved it.

Nina moaned into Scott, high and needy. Her thighs shifted, rubbing closer to his grip. Scott's hand left her jaw, slid down and grabbed her arse, a full handful, dragging her snug into the heavy shape in his jeans.

Chas watched their mouths slide, tongues flash, saliva dripping down chins. Watched her try to chase the kiss when Scott broke it, only for him to hold her back, keeping her where he wanted.

Scott looked over her shoulder, straight at Chas.

"This is what she needs," he said. "You ready to see the difference?"

Chas's cock strained so hard it hurt, pulse banging. Jeans unforgiving. He dragged in air.

"Yes."

Scott smiled, slow and certain, he’d known that answer before he asked.


three
Pictures He Never Saw


“Strip, Nina.”

Scott’s voice landed on the back of Chas’s neck like a grip. Firm. She was already his. No please. Just an order, like he was used to people doing what he said.

Nina’s shoulders gave the tiniest jolt, and she nodded. Small, like she knew that exact tone already, like it slid into place inside her.

She reached back for her zip. Black fabric whispered down her spine. The dress loosened and slid off her in one slow, smooth sigh, dropping at her feet. Chas couldn't look away; her black lace bra matching knickers, the kind of underwear she'd never worn for him. Matching thong, tiny triangle of lace barely covering her. Suspenders clipped to sheer stockings, the bands tight around her mid-thighs, biting into soft flesh. Her tits looked fuller somehow. Nipples already hard, pressing against the lace. The curve of her arse perfect, framed by suspender straps and the thin line of her thong disappearing between her cheeks.

She'd dressed like this for Scott. Every detail chosen for him, a brand-new set that Chas had never seen. She'd bought for tonight – no, for Scott. Chas hated that his first thought wasn't jealousy. It was pride. Look at her. She's mine. And I'm letting Scott have her.

Except she wasn't his tonight, that was fucking obvious.

“Leave the heels,” Scott said. “Leave the stockings.”

“Okay.”

Her voice had that soft compliance in it that had always been his. Except she was looking at Scott when she said it. Her fingers went to her bra clasp; twist, click. The bra came away, and her amazing tits spilled out full and high, nipples already tight.

Chas’s chest swelled. Pride shouldered past everything for a second. That was his wife. Look at her.

Scott tipped his chin at the strip of lace between her thighs.

“Knickers too slut.”

Nina hooked her thumbs into the waistband and bent. The move pushed her arse up, round and perfect, suspenders biting into her soft flesh. She dragged the knickers down, the strings sliding over the soft dip of her hips, along her thighs. She stepped free and put it aside without a flicker of modesty.

She straightened, and for a moment nobody breathed.

She was as good as bare. The hotel’s hard white light hit her cunt and turned it glossy. Her folds were parted, no hair, nothing left to hide behind. Open. For Scott. Heat punched up under Chas’s breastbone, too hot, too fast.

She stood square to Scott, not to him. His line of sight got her side, the curve of a tit, the flash of wet between her legs. Scott got the full-frontal.

He had pictured this differently. In his head it had been him at her back, easing her zip down like in those smooth clips, undressing her slow, kissing her shoulder while he offered her forward. Him conducting. Him in charge.

Instead, Scott had said strip and she had stripped, no negotiation, no little glance to her husband for sign-off.

“Fucking look at that,” Scott breathed.

He left it hanging, easy, satisfied. Like he had just opened something that belonged to him.

Chas dragged his gaze over her, greedy despite himself. Still his wife. Same tits he sucked, same waist he wrapped his arms around on the sofa. But she was different now, somehow taller. Nipples sharp, chin lifted, heels set apart like she was bracing for impact.

Scott stepped in close and set his hands on her hips. Thumbs pressed into the soft notches there, testing grip, ownership. He moved around her slowly, like a buyer inspecting goods. His hand ran over her lower back, traced her spine, fingers dragging deliberate. Down to her arse. He took a full handful, palm swallowing her cheek, and gave it a rough lift that knocked a breath out of her.

Nina's eyes fluttered shut. Her lips parted. A soft noise escaped her, almost a whimper, and Chas felt it in his gut. Scott's other hand came round, slid up her ribs, cupped her tit through the lace. Squeezed hard enough to make Nina gasp, yet her back arched into his palm, offering more.

"Nice," Scott murmured. Casual and approving. Like he'd just kicked the tires of a car he was thinking of buying and decided it was worth the price.

Chas's cock pulsed, leaking fresh pre-cum into his new boxers. He wanted to say something; maybe remind Scott they had rules and boundaries. But his voice wouldn't come, and his cock knew the truth: he didn't want to stop this. He just wanted to watch.

Now her breath came fast, lips parted, eyes gone darker.

Scott spat.

Casual, like flicking something away. A line of spit landed across the tops of her tits, clear and wet on that warm brown skin and her hard pink nipple.

Nina made a strangled noise, shocked and turned on in the same breath.

He rubbed it in with his hand, spreading spit over her chest, pushing her tits together and grinding them. Her nipples slipped under his palm. The spit caught the light.

Nina moaned. Proper moan, long and low. Then her eyes found Chas, locked on him, pupils blown wide.

"This is what I needed, babe." Her voice was rough, honest. "You never made me feel like a slut before. But fuck, I love it when he does."

He sat there and watched his wife in a Kentish Town chain hotel, bare for another bloke, another bloke’s spit shining all over her tits, and his dick throbbed. Jesus fucking H Christ.

On the forums, half the lads waffled on about spitting being disrespectful. A line too far, degrading, not for a proper wife. Yet she rolled her shoulders forward into Scott’s hand like it soothed her.

Scott caught the look on Chas’s face and grinned, crooked, knowing.

“Been waiting to get my hands on this body since she sent those pictures,” Scott said. “You did not do her justice, mate. She is unreal in person.”

Chas froze.

Pictures.

“When…” His throat closed round it. “What… pictures?”

Nina flushed, but it was a warm colour, not shame. Her thighs drew a fraction closer. She kept her eyes on him, steady.

“I showed him some,” she said. “So he knew what I liked.”

Scott chuckled.

“Full-length. Tits and that pretty little cunt. Proper views. She has been a good girl on her phone.”

Images hit Chas at once. Her in bed beside him, phone tilted away, little half-smiles in the glow. He had told himself Instagram, work chat, bullshit. All the communication was meant to go through him. That had been the whole sales pitch. He would manage the process. Keep it curated. Instead she had been sending Scott shots of her cunt while he snored.

His cock violently twitched against his jeans, and Scott glanced down at the bulge straining against damp denim, and smirked.

"Look at him, Nina. Hard as fuck watching another man spit on his wife."

Nina's gaze dropped and she saw it. The obvious tent in Chas's jeans. Her lips curled into a slow, filthy smile.

"You like watching, don't you, babe?"

Chas couldn't answer. His throat had closed.

Scott's hand slid into her hair and yanked her down.

"On your knees."

Nina dropped like it was already her plan to. No wobble. No checking with Chas. No “is this okay, babe”.

Her knees hit the cheap hotel carpet. He knew how rough that weave was. Hundreds of strangers’ shoes, spilled lager, God knew what. His wife knelt in it for someone else. Still in heels, back straight, hands light on her thighs. The suspender straps drew straight lines up her legs. Her cunt was framed between them, glossy and swollen, open enough that even from the chair he could see the wet there.

The room suddenly stank less of cheap cleaner and more of her.

Scott went for his belt. The metal clinked, slow. Zip rasped down.

“Show your husband what you have been thinking about, Nina,” he said. “What you have been begging for.”

Her breathing picked up. She started to reach, helpful, and he knocked her hand away, enjoying himself. He pushed his jeans open. Black waistband stretched. He hooked a thumb and pulled down.

His cock dropped out heavy into the lamplight.

Nina’s eyes widened, proper.

“Fuck.”

Even soft, it hung long and weighty, the head broad and flushed a darker red than Chas had ever seen on himself. Veins ridged along the shaft. It twitched, lazy and sure.

She wet her lips, her tongue sliding over that exact red lipstick he had noticed earlier, the one she had picked for Scott, and now it was for that cock.

Chas locked his jaw. Forums always said do not compare, it was not a competition, focus on her pleasure, size is aesthetics only. That thing looked more than double him. Triple, his brain insisted.

How was she supposed to take that?

“Open,” Scott said.

Her mouth parted. Pink tongue out, white teeth, lips a red target.

He set the fat head to her lips. She kissed it, soft, reverent, like a hello, then split and took him in.

The thick crown pushed past her lipstick. Her mouth stretched to fit, the red smeared his skin. She worked her lips down the first inches, cheeks hollowing, already a full ask. Her throat clicked.

“That is it,” Scott murmured. “Like we talked about.”

Chas’s heart hammered. Like we talked about.

Nina’s hands came up to grip his thighs, steadying herself for me. Scott fisted a hand in her hair, tight at the roots, and took control of the angle, back and forth, sliding deeper. When she tried to cough, he dragged her off by her hair. His cock slipped free with a filthy pop, a line of spit hanging from his tip to her wet lips before it snapped, stringing her chin.

Nina sucked in air. Gasped. Spit webbed her mouth. Her mascara had started to smudge, dark shadows forming under her eyes. She looked up at Scott, eyes glassy, unfocused.

"More," she whispered. "Please, Sir. Use my throat. I want to feel you all the way down."

Scott's eyes sharpened. He glanced at Chas, smirking.

"You hear that, mate? She's begging for it. When's the last time she begged you for anything?"

Chas's face burned.

Scott turned back to Nina. Slapped her lightly across the cheek with his wet meat. Testing her.

She moaned. The sound was clean, without confusion.

"Again," she whispered, then slurped the huge cock down till it must have entered her throat, pulling back as she gagged.

“Breathe through your nose. You know this,” Scott told her.

She hummed, muffled and obedient around his cock, tried again. He did not give her space to ease in. He chose a rhythm that suited him and used her face.

The wet slurps filled the little room. Gagging catches. The cheap walls bounced every sound back at Chas.

Chas’s wrists bit at the straps. The chair under him creaked once; the sound felt loud.

“Eyes on us, mate,” Scott said without looking away from her. “You booked this, get your monies worth.”

Scott watched him then, calm, while he slid his cock in and out of Nina’s mouth. No strain. No doubt. Nina knelt there and worked for him, drool already trailing down her chin, down onto her tits where his spit still shone.

Chas tried to drag his eyes away, to the TV, to the bland print on the wall, to anywhere. His gaze kept snapping back to the thick shaft ramming into his wife’s mouth.

He had had her mouth plenty of times. Gentle, with her hand helping, her in charge of depth, her setting the pace. Never like this. Never with her throat taking jabs until she coughed. Never with another man telling her how to bloody breathe.

Scott shifted his grip on her hair and drove in harder. His hip bumped her nose. Her fingers dug into his thighs. That gag again, sharper. Spit spilled out in a wash, dripping down her neck, across the tops of her tits.

“Good girl,” Scott said.

She moaned round him, making Chas shudder.

Scott once again dragged her off by her hair, letting Nina suck in air, gasping. Spit webbed her mouth, her mascara blurred to dark smudges under her eyes. She looked fucked already. She smiled, dazed and high.

Scott slapped her.

Quick left-handed strike to her cheek. Her head tipped with it, and Chas knew that was too much, that she'll end this now, untie him, hug him while crying…

Instead, she moaned. The sound was clean, without confusion.

“Again,” she whispered. It broke halfway.

Scott’s eyes sharpened. There it was. Permission.

He hit her other cheek harder. The crack was sharp, skin on skin loud in the small room. Her head snapped to the side, hair jumping. Red bloomed on her face, perfect finger shadows.

She whimpered. Then smiled.

“Tell your husband what you are,” Scott said.

She turned her head towards Chas. Kneeling, spit-slick, cheeks stinging and marked, hair a mess, the silver bracelet he had fastened round her wrist a soft little circle against all of it.

“I am a slut,” she panted. “I need to be used.”

Something came loose in Chas. A tiny, broken noise scraped out of him, aiming for no and landing closer to yes, or please.

Scott heard it. Smirked.

“You hear that?” Scott said. “She is not your wife right now. She is mine.”

The words hit like a slap to his own face. He should have shouted. Called it. Pineapple, you prick. Off. Out. He should have done any of that. Instead, his cock kicked so hard he thought he might spill in his jeans like some teenager.

Scott clamped a hand around Nina’s arm and hauled her up in one easy jerk. Turned her, pushed.

She folded over the bed, just like that. Feet planted on the rough carpet, heels anchored, hands splayed on the stiff white sheet. Arse up, cunt open. Angle perfect for Chas. She turned her head so she could look at him while she waited.

Scott slid his hand between her thighs. No tease. Fingers speared into her.

“Oh, fuck,” Nina yelped.

The wet sound of it slapped against Chas’s ears. No mistaking it. She was soaked. Scott drove two fingers in like nothing, finger fucking her.

“Fucking dripping,” Scott said. He glanced over Nina’s back at Chas. “You ever get her this wet, mate?”

There was an answer, but he didn’t not say it. He didn’t not need to.

“Course you don’t.”

Scott added a third finger inside her without warning, his fingers blurring into her hard, and she jolted. He pumped them, relentless, his knuckles punching against her, his palm grinding her clit every stroke. The sound of it, obscene and slick, filled the beige box of a room. Chas’s pulse tried to match it.

Nina’s mouth hung open. She stared back at Chas, pupils blown wide, not fully seeing him. Every thrust knocked a little cry out of her.

She did not look like office-Nina, or Sunday-pyjamas Nina. She looked like a different creature that had been hiding in her skin, all wet tits and smeared lipstick and need.

Her knees trembled.

“Scott, fuck, fuck, I am…”

“Yeah, you are,” he said.

He curled his fingers inside her and hammered, his other hand tight on her hip to keep her in place.

Her back bowed. A harsh, tearing sound came out of her, closer to a sob than a moan. No prettiness. All release. Her thighs shook round his hand.

“Good girl,” Scott said, almost fond. “That’s one. You are going to give me a lot more of those.”

She slumped forward, chest to the sheet, breaths tearing in and out. He held her by the hip so she could not escape him.

Spit still shone at the corner of her mouth. Black streaks down her cheeks. Hair half down, half sticking to her damp skin.

Scott slid his fingers out of her; they were glistening, sticky wet to the palm He brought them round to her face and pressed against her lips.

“Clean,” an order, not a request.

She opened like a slut, and took all three fingers without hesitation, right in deep, and gagged on her own slick. Her hand came up, wrapped his wrist, and pulled, forcing them deeper down her own throat while her eyes watered.

“Fuck,” Chas croaked.

Nobody heard him over the sound of his wife’s messy clean up; she sucked, choked, and greedily swallowed her mess. And she obviously loved it; he could see that clearly.

Scott laughed. At how easy she gave herself to him, or at how weak he was, he couldn’t tell.

He pulled his hand away. Strings of saliva hung between his fingers and her lips. He wiped them off in her hair, dragging through it, smearing her.

“Look at her,” he said to Chas. “You know this is nothing yet. She will be a total state by the end of the night.”

Crack, he slapped her arse, and the sound bounced off the thin walls. A red handprint flared on her cheek. Nina groaned and pushed back into his palm like she wanted another.

This was nothing. Just getting her started. Some fucking warm-up, Chas told himself.


four
Twice What You've Got


Scott grabbed Nina's wrist. Just grabbed her like meat and hauled her off the bed like she weighed nothing, and Nina yelped, stumbled in those heels, caught herself on his shoulder. He didn't wait. Didn't ask. Just walked her backwards towards the bathroom, his hand clamped tight enough Chas could see her wrist going pale, her feet scrabbling for grip on carpet that suddenly looked too cheap, too ordinary for what was about to happen.

"Wet room." Scott said it flat. Statement, not question.

Nina twisted, looked back at Chas. Eyes wide, excited not afraid. Checking if he'd try and stop this. If he'd say the word.

Chas opened his mouth, but nothing came. His throat had closed up, dry and tight, and anyway what would he say? This was the plan. The one he'd spent months building in his head, convincing himself he could handle it.

Scott shoved the door wider with his free hand and dragged her inside. Too late to say anything now.

Tiles. White and glossy, reflected the overhead LED like an operating theatre. Chas could see everything from where he was tied. The open door framed them perfect, like Scott had staged it, and maybe he had. Maybe he'd known exactly where to put the chair, exactly how close to tie Chas so he couldn't look away even if he wanted to.

And Christ, Chas didn’t want to.

Nina's back hit the cold wall. She gasped, arched forward, tits pressing against damp black lace that was already soaked with their spit. Scott pinned her there. One hand flat on her chest, just below her throat. Holding her like she might run.

She wasn't going to run.

"Stay."

Scott reached past her, twisted the shower tap. Water exploded from the chrome head, sudden and loud. Steam rose, a fog creeping across tiles, and Chas's vision blurred, but not enough to stop him seeing.

Scott stepped back. Looked her over like he was checking a piece of machinery, then he pulled her forward by the wrist, shoved her right under the spray.

She gasped, stumbled, heels skidding on wet floor. Her hair flattened instant, sleek and black, plastered to her skull. Her stockings darkened as they soaked through, and water ran down her face, smearing what was left of her red lipstick into a blurred mess.

She didn't try to move out of the spray. She tilted her head back. Opened her mouth. Let the water pour over her like she was drinking it, like it was communion wine, and she was receiving sacrament.

Scott stepped in after her. Fully clothed. Jeans, T-shirt, trainers, all of it soaking through, and he didn't flinch. Just stood there watching her, eyes tracking every line of her body as the dress sealed itself to her skin, and Chas could see it. Could see Scott cataloguing her. Memorising. Claiming.

Then Scott spat in her face.

Just spat. Casual as clearing his throat. A thick string of it that caught her cheek, slid down slow, mixing with the shower spray.

Nina moaned.

Actually fucking moaned, head tipping back like he'd kissed her, like he'd done something romantic instead of degrading, and Chas's stomach dropped. His cock jerked. He hated that. Hated that his body didn't understand the difference between horror and arousal, that both felt the same, hot and liquid and wrong.

"You like that, don’t you?" Scott's voice was low, amused. "Like being my dirty little whore?"

She nodded. Frantic. Water streaming over her face, spit trailing down to her jaw.

"Yes, Sir. Fuck, yes."

Scott spat again. Aimed for her open mouth this time.

She caught it.

Chas watched her throat work. Watched her swallow. His brain stuttered, trying to reconcile this with the woman who'd made him toast this morning, who'd kissed him goodbye at the door. That was Nina, yet this was Nina too.

He'd seen porn, loads of it over the years. Hotel rooms working away, late nights, private browser windows. But watching Nina swallow another man's spit like it was precious, like she'd earned it, that wasn't porn. That was real. That was happening three metres away on cold white tiles that echoed every wet sound.

His boxer briefs felt soaked. Pre-cum leaking steady, mixing with the damp patch from before, spreading. He shifted in the chair, trying to ease the pressure. The webbing bit into his wrists. He couldn't move. Couldn't adjust. Couldn't touch himself. Couldn't look away.

Scott's hand wrapped round Nina's throat.

Not squeezing… just holding. Fingers spread wide, thumb resting against her windpipe. Testing.

"How much can you take?"

"More." Nina's voice already ragged, cracked. "I can take more."

Scott's fingers tightened.

Her breathing hitched. Shortened. Chas heard it, that wet catch in her throat, and his own lungs squeezed in sympathy. Her hands came up. Not to push Scott away, to grip his forearm. Steadying herself. Trusting him.

The colour rose in her face. Pink to red. Her eyes started to roll, and Chas wanted to scream, wanted to shout the safeword they'd agreed on, but his voice was gone, and his cock was rigid, leaking, and he couldn't separate the fear from the thrill, couldn't untangle them enough to know which one was making him harder.

She was going to pass out, going to collapse. He had to stop this.

But Scott was watching her. Really watching. His eyes tracked the flush spreading across her cheeks, the flutter of pulse under his thumb, the tension building in her body. This wasn't rage. This was control. Practiced and precise.

And Nina wasn't tapping out.

Her thighs pressed together, water ran between them, sliding over her heated cunt, and Chas could see her fingers sliding down to touch herself there, circling slowly.

She was getting off on this. On being choked. On Scott's hand cutting her air.

Scott released.

Nina sucked in a breath. Coughing, choking, head tipping forward. Water poured over her back, over her shoulders, and she was smiling. Fucking smiling, lips pulled wide even as she gasped.

"Good girl." Scott's voice had gone softer. Almost gentle. Almost. He glanced back at Chas, "You're tougher than he thinks."

He turned and bent her forward. Hands on tiles, arse out. The angle put her cunt on display, framed between her thighs and the soaked suspenders, and Chas could see everything. The curve of her. The red marks already blooming on her skin from Scott's earlier slap, handprint stark against pale flesh.

It was just the target he wanted. He slapped her arse again. Hard.

So hard the crack echoed through the wet room, sharp and vicious. The water made it louder. Nina's whole body jolted forward, palms sliding on slick tiles, scrambling for grip.

"Count."

"One." Nina gasped it out.

He slapped again. Same cheek. Harder. The sound made Chas flinch.

"Two."

Again. And again, switching cheeks at random. Her voice shook. He didn't slow. Four. Five. She lost count at six, just moaning, hands scrabbling, and Scott kept going, painting her arse in layers of red that would bruise by morning.

The marks stood out vivid through steam and spray. She'd carry those for days. Chas knew that. If she changed at the gym others would see and know. She was marked. Branded. Scott's.

And she was pushing her arse back into his hand. Begging for more with her body even when her voice had gone.

Scott suddenly stopped and stepped back. Walked out of the wet room, water streaming off him, jeans clinging to his thighs, trainers squelching.

Chas's heart kicked. Was it over? Was he done? Was he calling it?

Please let him be calling it.

Scott went to his bag and pulled something out.

A plug. Black silicone and fucking thick. The base flared wide, the body tapered but brutal, and Chas recognised it. He’s seen the same sort of brutal butt plug in the porn he watched, imagining his delicate wife taking something so large and obscene.

Scott held it up. Looked directly at Chas, his eye contact deliberate, almost mocking.

"This is twice what you've got, mate." He said it casual. Conversational. "Let's see if she can take it."

He paused. Let that sit. Then added, voice low and amused:

"You ever try to give her this? No. Course you didn't. You've been scared of her arse for six years, haven't you? But she asked me for it. Begged me, actually."

A whimper came from the bathroom. Not denial. Confirmation from Nina.

Scott looked across at her, expectant.

"Tell him."

Nina's voice came out shaky, breathless, but clear.

"I did. I asked him, babe. I wanted to know what it felt like to be properly full back there."

Chas's stomach dropped, and his face heated. Twice what he had. She must have told Scott how small he was, and he had judged and found Chas lacking. And now he was going to prove it by putting something inside Nina where Chas had never even touched.

Scott turned. Walked back into the bathroom, plug in hand. Held it under the shower spray, let water slick over the silicone until it gleamed. Then he squeezed lube from a bottle Chas hadn't even seen him fetch, worked it over the plug with slow, deliberate strokes.

Nina was still bent over. Hands braced. Breathing hard. She looked over her shoulder at the plug, and her eyes went wide. Not fear. Anticipation.

"Slowly." She whispered it. "Please, Sir."

"You'll take it how I give it."

Scott pressed the tip of the plug to her arse.

Nina whimpered. High, desperate, needy.

"Please, Sir. I've never… not this big."

Scott didn't answer. Just increased the pressure, slow and relentless.

Chas watched her body resist. The tight ring of muscle clenching, trying to refuse entry. But Scott kept steady pressure, and Nina's breathing turned ragged, panting, her whole body shaking.

"Relax," Scott urged, "You can take it. You asked for this, remember?"

Nina nodded frantically. "Yes. Yes, I did. I want it. I want you to fill me. Both holes. Please."

The plug pushed deeper. Inch by brutal inch. Chas saw her body open. Saw the thick silicone disappear inside her, stretching her impossibly wide, and his cock throbbed so hard he thought he'd cum right then.

She was taking something twice his size in her arse. Something he'd never had the balls to give her. And she was thanking Scott for it.

"That's it," Scott murmured. "Good girl. Nearly there."

Nina sobbed. A wet, broken sound. Her thighs shook so hard Chas thought her legs would give out.

Scott gave one last push. Firm and final, and the widest part popped past the ring of muscle, closing back around the thinner part. Nina screamed – high and sharp and utterly wrecked. The base settled flush against her, seated now, it’s entire bulk seated in. She collapsed forward, chest to tiles, sobbing, and Scott held her up by the hips, keeping her steady.

"There you go," he said, voice warm with satisfaction. "Took it like a champion." He ran his hand down her spine, and the touch looked almost affectionate.

"Now let's see what else you can take."

He slid three fingers straight into her cunt.

Nina cried out again, this time not pain – just the sound of her being overwhelmed. The plug filled her arse, his fingers filled her pussy, and she had nowhere left to go, no space left inside her. Scott curled his fingers, found her spot, and fucked her with them. Hard and fast, no mercy shown.

"Tell him." Scott's voice rough edged again. "Tell him how full you are. Tell him how much better this is."

"So full." Nina gasped it between sobs. "God, I've never… Chas, you’ve never made me feel like this."

Chas was leaking so much he thought he'd cum untouched. Right here. Right now. Just from watching her fall apart on another man's fingers.

Scott added a forth.

Nina's legs gave. Just gave out. Scott caught her by the hips, held her up, kept fucking her through it. Water streamed over them both, steam fogging the mirror, her moans bouncing off hard surfaces, filling the room.

"Please." She was begging now. "Please, Sir, I'm going to…"

"Then do it."

She came. Loud and messy. Her entire body convulsing, slick cunt clamping round Scott's fingers, the plug shifting inside her arse as muscles spasmed. Black mascara streaked down her face in ugly lines. Spit and water dripped from her open mouth to the shower floor. She looked destroyed.

She looked perfect.

Scott kept his fingers moving. Dragging it out. Forcing her through every last shudder, every aftershock. When she finally went limp, he pulled his fingers free and reached for the base of the plug.

Pulled it out slow and deliberate. Making her feel every inch once again as it stretched her ring. Nina whimpered at the loss, her body clenching round nothing, and Scott dropped the plug in the sink with a wet, obscene thud that made Chas's cock jerk.

Scott stepped aside. Let Chas see her fully. Arse marked glowing red handprints. Dripping wet cunt. Arsehole destroyed and still gaping.

"Look at her. That's what she needed. Not you."

Nina stared at Chas. Eyes glazed, unfocused, mouth open, chest heaving. She didn't deny it. Didn't even try.

Chas felt the wet patch spreading. Felt his cock pulse, and fuuuuckkkk…. He fucking came, face burning with shame and the heat of it all. He felt throb after throb as he spurted into his boxers, doubling over as if in pain, soaking himself in his cuckold humiliation.

Fucking cum just from watching my wife being abused. What the fuck am I?

Scott turned off the shower. The silence crashed down, broken only by Nina's ragged breathing and the drip-drip-drip of water from the showerhead. Somewhere outside, a siren slid past. Normal London night. Normal people doing normal things while Chas sat tied and sticky with his own cum, watching his marriage reshape itself, like Scott was reshaping her insides.

Scott grabbed Nina's wrist again. Hauled her out and into the bedroom, as water streamed off both of them, pooling on cheap carpet. Nina stumbled, legs unsteady, heels clicking wet.

Scott walked her back towards the bed, and Chas knew the main event was about to start.


five
Permission Denied


Scott dragged Nina back to the bed and she stumbled, her legs were still shaking from what he had done to her in the bathroom. One shoe was gone, lost somewhere back there. The other dangled from her toes before she kicked it off. It hit the carpet with a dull thud.

Water ran off them both - they looked like they had been drowning each other. Nina’s stockings and suspenders fucked, and her hair hung in dark, wet ropes down her back. She looked wrecked. Like she’d been dragged through something brutal. And Chas had watched every second of it without saying a word.

Scott shoved her toward the bed, and Nina caught herself on the mattress, palms flat, breathing hard. Scott then wiped water from his face and pulled his soaked T-shirt over his head in one smooth movement.

Chas had seen the profile photo he’s shown Nina weeks ago; a shirtless Scott, grinning at the camera. This was reality now – far more intimidating. Scott's chest was broad. Solid. Functional muscle built from years of rugby and hard work, not gym-mirror vanity. Hair across his chest. Abs that looked real, earned. His shoulders were thick. His arms looked like they could pin someone down without effort.

That was the point, wasn't it? Scott didn't need to try. He just was.

Then he unbuckled his belt. The leather hissed through the loops and snapped free. Nina's breath caught. Chas heard it. She wanted him. Scott dropped the belt on the desk. Undid his jeans. Shoved them down along with his boxer briefs. Kicked both aside.

Naked. Chas tried to look away, but his eyes wouldn't move. They were locked on Scott's cock as it jutted forward, thick and heavy and already hard. Blunt head glistening with pre-cum and the shower water. Foreskin pulled back, with thick veins running along the shaft. It looked like a fucking weapon. It looked like what Nina had been missing all these years.

Twice Chas's size, maybe more. How was she even going to take that? How had she taken his fingers and the plug and still looked hungry for more?

Because she needed this. She had always needed this. Men like Scott. Not men like Chas.

Scott moved to the side of the bed, water still glistening on his chest, his thighs. He didn't bother drying it off. He pointed at Nina.

"On the bed. Hands and knees facing your hubby. I want him to see your face when I fuck you."

Nina didn't hesitate, she crawled up onto the mattress, and got on her hands and knees facing Chas. The ruined stockings sagged round her calves, suspenders dangling uselessly. Her tits hung heavy and gleaming wet, nipples pebbled hard.

She stared straight at Chas. Her eyes were glassy, unfocused. Her mouth hung open. She was breathing hard and looked very much the slut on heat.

Scott knelt behind her. One hand gripped her hip. The other wrapped round his monster cock, guiding it.

Chas's brain stuttered. Wait. No condom. Scott wasn't putting one on. He was lining up bare, raw, skin to skin.

"Hang on," Chas started. His voice came out thin. "We said-"

Scott glanced up. Made eye contact over Nina's arched back. Held it.

"She asked me not to."

Nina's locked glassy eyes with Chas, a desperate look.

"I need to feel him properly, babe. All of him. No barriers. Please."

Chas's mouth opened. Closed. The rules they'd set. The boundaries. Condoms were non-negotiable, that's what he'd told Scott; what he'd insisted on.

But Nina was asking, begging even. And his cock traitorously overrode any sense left in him.

"Okay," he heard himself say. "Yeah. If that's what you need babe."

Scott's amused lip curled. Satisfied.

"Good lad."

Chas's cock was hard again. Still leaking. The wet patch from before had gone cold against his thigh, but he was rigid, pulsing, straining against soaked fabric.

Scott pushed forward. Slowly. Making her feel every inch, and she gasped, then her body went tight, back arching, hands gasping the duvet.

Scott didn't stop. He kept pushing into her, inch by hard inch. Chas could only imagine her cunt stretching round him. Her lips grasping him tight. Her body was struggling to take him… he was too big; but she was taking him anyway.

"Oh fuck." Nina's voice cracked. "Oh my God. Sir, you're so much bigger than him. I can feel every inch. I've never - fuck, I've never felt this stretched."

She looked up again, straight at Chas. Eyes wet, mouth open, honest.

"Never, babe. You've never filled me like this."

Scott grunted as he sank all the way in. Cock now buried to the hilt. He just stopped and held himself there. Let her feel the impossible stretch. The brutal fill. Every inch of him seated deep inside her.

Nina sobbed. Not from pain, from too much. From finally getting what she needed.

Scott looked over at Chas, smiling. Somehow calm while Nina’s heated cunt stretched around him. He looked amused.

"You ever fill her like this, mate?"

Chas's voice came out hoarse. "No."

Scott pulled back slowly, almost all the way out. Nina whimpered, her hips chasing him.

Then he slammed back in. Deep. Hard. Owning her.

Nina made a sound of pure pleasure, and from that moment, Scott fucked her properly, no more showboating for his audience of one. Hard and brutal, the way Chas never had. Not asking permission, just taking and using her cunt.

Every thrust shoved her forward. Her body rocked with the force, her tits swinging under her, nipples dragging against the duvet beneath her. The sound of skin slapping skin was obscene. Wet. Loud. Her moans turned to cries. Then sobs. Raw, helpless, broken sobs of pleasure.

Scott's hands gripped her hips. His fingers dug into her soft flesh, yanking her back onto his cock with every thrust. The red marks from earlier were still there, vivid on her arse. Fresh bruises forming where Scott's fingers gripped her.

The bed creaked loud under the assault. The headboard started a rhythmic banging against the thin wall.

The whole time, Nina was staring at Chas. Spit was gathering at the corner of her lips as her mouth hung open. She didn't wipe it. Every thrust proved it - that Chas had never been enough. She was taking Scott bare. Raw. She had never let Chas fuck her without a condom. Not once. And she was begging for more.

Chas tried to think. Tried to make sense of it. He couldn't. His brain had shut down. The shame of his first untouched orgasm was still wet in his boxers. And he was hard again. Leaking again. Watching his wife get fucked properly.

Scott didn't slow down. Didn't falter. Just steady, relentless, brutal. He wasn't rushing. He was proving something.

"Tell him." Scott's voice was rough now. Breathless. "Tell him what I am. What he isn't."

Nina opened her mouth. A moan choked her. She tried again.

"You're… you're the one who fucks me right, Sir."

Scott slammed deeper. Nina gasped, her body shuddering.

"More."

"You're my bull." She was crying. Tears ran through the smeared mascara. "You own me. You own my body. You fuck me how I need to be fucked."

Scott's hand cracked down on her arse. Right on the same red marks from before. The slap echoed, and Nina screamed. Her body jerked, then she shoved back, begging for more.

"And what is he?"

Nina looked straight at Chas. Her eyes were guilty.

"He's my good boy." Her voice broke. "My sweet little husband who loves me."

A whimper escaped Chas's throat.

Scott heard. He smirked. Adjusted his angle. Fucked her harder, deeper. Nina's elbows buckled. Every thrust drove the air from her lungs.

Nina went rigid. Her back arched hard. Her mouth opened but no sound came out.

She came again.

She was loud. Sobbing. Her cunt squeezed round Scott's cock, her thighs shaking so hard she almost fell. Scott held her up. His hands locked on her hips. His cock stayed buried in her, and he didn't stop. He fucked her through it. Every shudder. Every aftershock. Until she collapsed, sobbing into the duvet.

And still Scott kept going.

"That's three tonight." He glanced at Chas. His tone was light. Amused. "How many has he ever given you in one night?"

Nina could barely form words.

"Never more than one. Nothing like this."

Scott slapped her arse again, the very same spot. Nina cried out, shuddered, but again pushed back, begging for more even though her body was wrecked.

Chas was trying to hold on. His brain was screaming. Don't. Don't. Not again. Not like this.

But his cock was pulsing, leaking heavily. The spunk from before was cold. Fresh pre-cum was leaking through now, warm, soaking his briefs again.

Scott locked eyes with Chas. Held his gaze. Still fucking Nina. Still driving into her. But watching Chas the whole time.

"You don't have permission to cum, mate."

That fucking did it. That denial; the casual dominance. Scott telling Chas what he could do with his own cock.

His cock pulsed hard, twitching violently in his soaked briefs, and he felt it happen. Hot, thick ropes of cum spilling into fabric that was already damp and cold from the first time. The wet patch spread, dark and obvious, soaking through denim, running down his inner thigh.

Chas had cum untouched, while still tied to the chair. Still fully dressed. He couldn't stop it. Couldn't control it. He shook, strapped helpless to the chair, and he was cumming from watching another man wreck his wife. For the second time in an hour.

A broken sound tore out of him. Half-moan, half-sob. Pathetic.

Scott stopped mid-thrust. Stayed buried inside Nina. Completely still. He looked down at Chas's crotch. At the fresh wet patch spreading, darkening the denim, and he pointed.

"Look at that. He just came watching you get fucked. Didn't even touch himself!"

Nina saw it all: the wet patch, his flushed face, his shaking. She looked into his eyes and could see how helpless and ashamed he was.

Her pupils went wide. Her mouth dropped open. And she moaned. Louder this time. Shameless. Delighted.

"Fuck, babe, you came? Just from watching?" She ground back onto Scott's cock, using him, getting off on Chas's humiliation. "That's so fucking dirty. God, I love that you're like this."

Her voice dropped, intimate, filthy now. "You're my perfect little cuck."

Scott started his fucking again, even harder than before. Punishing - every thrust was vicious. The sound of skin slapping skin was filthy.

"That's what you are, mate. A cuck. Finally figured it out, yeah?"

Chas sagged in the chair. Soaked in his own cum. His cock still twitching, over-sensitive, aching. Forced to keep watching. The bindings held him in place.

Scott was right of course, they both were. This was what Chas was. What he had always been. The forums, the shared whispered fantasies. His so careful planning - none of it had been about hotwife empowerment or some evolved bullshit. It had all been leading here, to this chair.

And he was already getting hard again. Impossible. Too soon. But the humiliation was feeding it. The sight of Nina - wrecked, sobbing, begging Scott not to stop - was making him hard again.

Scott's rhythm picked up. Faster. Harder. He was close now.

Nina lifted her head; her face was a mess. Mascara streaked, her own drool down her chin. Hair plastered to her cheeks.

She smiled.

"Fucking wreck me, Sir."

Scott grunted. Slammed deeper.

"You want wrecked?"

"Yeah." Nina pushed back onto him. Hard and demanding. "Fuck me like the dirty slut I am."

Scott's hand cracked across her arse. Nina fucking mewed.

"You are a dirty slut."

"Your slut."

"My cunt."

Nina moaned. Loud and now shameless.

"Yes. Your fucking cunt. Use me."

Scott grabbed her hair. Yanked her head back. His rhythm turned vicious, and her cunt squelched around him.

"Louder. Let him hear what you are."

Nina's voice was ragged. Broken. But she didn't hesitate.

"I'm your whore, Sir. Your filthy fucking whore."

Chas couldn't breathe.

Scott leaned forward. His mouth was right by Nina's ear, but his voice was loud enough to carry.

"You love this cock, don't you?"

"Fuck yes."

"More than his?"

"So much more."

"Say it properly."

Nina turned her head. Looked straight at Chas. Her eyes were wild.

"I love your cock more than my husband's, Sir. I need your cock. His doesn't fucking touch me like this."

Scott laughed; a breathless harsh sound now.

"That's because he's a pathetic little cuck."

Nina whimpered. Pushed back harder.

"He is. He's my good little cuck. And I fucking love him for it."

Scott's hand slid round her throat. Squeezed. Not quite choking.

"You're mine tonight."

"I'm yours." Nina's voice was strangled. Desperate. "Fucking own me. Ruin me for him."

Scott grunted. His thrusts turned savage. The bed was hammering the wall. The whole frame shook.

"You want me to cum inside you?"

"Please."

"Beg for it."

Nina was sobbing again. Her voice cracked.

"Please, Sir. Please cum inside me. Fill me up. I want to feel it. I want him to see it dripping out of me."

Scott's grip tightened on her throat. His other hand yanked her hips back, slamming her onto his cock.

"Dirty fucking bitch."

"Your dirty fucking bitch, Sir."

Chas was shaking. His cock was fully hard again. Impossible, but there it was. Straining. Leaking. His third erection of the night and he hadn't touched himself once.

Nina was begging. Properly begging now. Her broken and marked body rocked with every thrust. Her voice was broken. Desperate.

"Please. Please don't stop. Please, Sir, I need it. I need you. Cum inside me. Please. I want to feel it. I want him to see it."


six
The Clean-Up Boy


Scott's hand twisted tighter in Nina's hair, yanking her head back, and Chas saw her throat exposed, pale and taut under the ceiling light. Scott's other hand clamped on her hip, fingers sinking deep enough to leave marks Chas would see later, would trace in the dark when this was over. If it ever ended. Scott's breathing changed. Harsher. Faster. The sound of a man about to finish.

Chas knew that sound. He made it himself, sometimes, when Nina let him. But this was different. Bigger. More certain.

Scott was going to cum. Inside her. Bare.

Nina felt it too. Her voice broke, desperate and raw in a way Chas had never heard from her.

"Please. Please, Sir. Cum in me. I need it. Fill me now!"

Nina turned her head, eyes finding Chas through the haze. "I want his cum inside me. I want you to see it, babe. I want you to watch him fill me."

Scott pulled her head back sharply, arching her spine, as he drove into her one last time and held. Buried deep. His whole body locked.

Nina gasped. Her mouth dropped open. Her eyes rolled back, another orgasm hitting her as she felt the cum spurt inside, but Chas watched Scott's face. Saw the exact moment he emptied himself inside her. The raw, animal satisfaction. The dominance. The ownership stamped across every line of his expression.

Scott groaned, deep in his chest, the kind of noise Chas had never made in his life, and Chas watched it happen; Scott's body jerk, hips grinding in, staying deep. He was cumming, so deep inside her. Flooding her. Chas's stomach dropped and his cock throbbed, still trapped in soaked, clinging fabric, and he hated that his body didn't care. Didn't care that another man was filling his wife. It just wanted more.

Nina whimpered. Her legs shook, thighs trembling against Scott's hips. Her whole body shuddered as she felt him finish, felt every throb, every spasm.

"Fuck. Yes. Thank you."

Scott stayed buried for a long moment. Let every drop settle. His breathing slowed. His grip on her hair loosened, fingers uncurling, but he didn't let go. Not entirely. Not yet.

Then he pulled out.

His cock slid free, wet and softening but still thicker than Chas had ever been hard, and immediately thick ropes of cum started leaking from Nina's cunt. Running down her thighs, pooling on the navy duvet Chas had smoothed flat an hour ago when he still thought he understood what tonight would be.

Chas stared. He couldn't look away.

That was Scott's cum. Inside his wife. And she had begged for it.

Nina collapsed forward onto the bed. Her legs gave out completely, knees buckling, and she lay there, breathing hard, face buried in the duvet, arse still raised slightly, legs still spread. She looked wrecked. Utterly spent. But satisfied in a way Chas had never seen. Her skin glowed with sweat. Her body loose, completely wrung out.

Scott wiped himself casually on the edge of the sheet. No shame. No hurry. Just a man cleaning up after a job well done. Then he crossed the room to Chas, and he stood directly in front of the chair. Looked down at him.

Chas's heart hammered. His wrists ached from the bindings, red marks pressed deep into his skin. He couldn't move. Couldn't escape Scott's gaze.

Scott inspected him. Like finished work. Like something he'd built.

"You understand now, mate."

It wasn't a question.

Chas swallowed. His throat was raw. From what? From gasping? From biting back words he didn't dare say? He nodded weakly.

"I get it."

"Good." Scott's voice was calm. Almost kind. The kind of kindness that made it worse. "This is what she needs. You can't give her that. But you can make it work."

Chas didn't argue. There was no point. Scott was right. Nina's body, still shaking on the bed, told the whole story. She had never looked like that with him. Never.

Scott glanced back at her. Then back to Chas.

"She wants you here. But not as competition." He let that sit for a beat. "As support."

Chas processed that. Support. Not participant. Not rival. Not equal. Support.

He nodded again. What else could he do?

On the bed, Nina stirred. She turned her head, hair plastered to her damp face, and looked at Scott with glazed, adoring eyes.

"Please, Sir. Untie him."

Her voice was muffled, exhausted, but clear.

"I want him to help me."

Scott considered. His gaze flicked back to Chas, assessing, then he nodded.

He moved behind the chair. Chas felt the bindings loosen. Wrists first. The webbing peeled away, leaving red welts pressed into his skin, and his hands tingled as blood rushed back, sharp little needles of pain. Then ankles. Scott worked methodically, casual, like removing a pet's lead after a walk.

When the last strap fell away, Chas tried to stand.

His legs wobbled. His knees buckled slightly. He grabbed the back of the chair to steady himself, fingers gripping hard, and the wet patch at his crotch was obvious. Humiliating. Dark and spreading through the denim, impossible to hide.

Nina was still on the bed, turned on her side now, watching him. Cum still leaked from her cunt, streaking her thighs, soaking into the duvet beneath her. Her lipstick was gone. Her hair a mess. And she smiled.

Genuine warmth. Hunger. Affection.

"Come here, babe."

Chas moved on unsteady legs. Each step felt strange, like he'd forgotten how to walk, like his body belonged to someone else now. When he reached the bed, Nina extended her hand, and he gratefully took it.

Her fingers were warm and still slick with sweat. She pulled him closer, gently, and kissed his knuckles. Tender.

"I love you."

Chas's chest tightened, hope blooming.

"This doesn't change that," she continued. Her thumb stroked the back of his hand, tracing small circles. "But I need this. Can you give me this?"

Her eyes searched his face. Hopeful. Vulnerable even. Asking him to say yes, asking him to let her be happy.

Chas's voice cracked.

"What do you need me to do?"

Scott answered before Nina could.

"You help. You hold her. You keep her safe for me. You clean up after."

He moved to the bed, standing beside Nina, looking down at her with possessive satisfaction, a hand resting casually on her hip.

"That's your job now."

Chas processed. Swallowed hard, but his cock twitched shamefully, almost eager, so he nodded.

"Alright."

Scott moved Nina once again; rolled her onto her back, hands confident, repositioning her like he'd done this a thousand times. Positioned her legs apart.

Cum still leaked from her gaped cunt, slower now.

She looked up at Chas. Her hair fanned out across the pillow. Her lips parted. Beautiful and filthy.

Scott gestured.

"Hold her leg. Keep her open."

Chas obeyed; he took her thigh in both hands. Lifted it. Held it up and back, spreading her wider.

Exposed her to Scott once again.

Scott was already hardening again. His cock filled as he stroked it lazily, rubbing the thick head against Nina's cum-slick cunt, teasing her, making her whimper.

Nina moaned. Shifted her hips, trying to take him.

"Again. Please, Sir."

She looked up at Chas. Her eyes locked on his, searching.

"Tell me to take it, babe."

Chas hesitated. The words felt foreign, but his body knew what it wanted. His cock knew.

"Take his cock."

His voice was rough. Hoarse.

"Take all of him."

Nina moaned louder. Her hips tilted, eager, desperate.

Scott slid back inside her. Into his own cum. Into the slick, wrecked mess he'd already made of her, and the wet sound of it filled the room.

She arched. Gasped.

"Yes. Fuck. Yes."

Scott looked at Chas. Approving. Like Chas had passed a test.

"Good. Keep going. Encourage her."

Chas found himself speaking without thinking. The words poured out, and he didn't know where they came from. Maybe the forums. Maybe somewhere deeper.

"You're doing so well. You look so beautiful like this. Taking him so deep."

Nina's eyes rolled back. Her hand clutched at Chas's wrist where he held her thigh, nails digging in.

"More. Tell me more."

"You're perfect. He's stretching you. Filling you. You were made for this."

It felt wrong… but so fucking right. This was his place now, helping her take another man. Watching her bloom under Scott's brutality. This was what he really was good at.

Scott fucked her slower this time. Deeper, as if he was savouring it. His cock dragged through the mess he'd already left inside her, adding friction, pressure, and Nina sobbed.

Overstimulated. Shaking. But still begging.

"Please. Don't stop. Please, Sir."

Scott looked at Chas. His rhythm steady. Relentless.

"When I cum this time, you clean her. Every drop. Understand?"

Chas's throat tightened.

"Yes, Sir."

Scott nodded. Then focused entirely on Nina.

He fucked her through another orgasm. Her fourth? Maybe fifth. Chas had lost count. She was sobbing constantly now, trembling, her body jerking with every thrust, overstimulated, wrecked.

Scott didn't stop. He just kept going. Drove her higher. Pushed her past what Chas thought she could take. And still she loved it.

When a sweat soaked Scott finally pulled out, he was close. Chas could tell by the way his jaw tightened, the way his breathing hitched.

Scott stroked himself once. Twice. Then thick ropes spilled over Nina's belly. Her mound. Her open cunt. Cum streaked across her skin, mixing with what was already leaking from inside her, pooling in the hollow of her navel.

She was covered. Glowing, wrecked and perfect.

Scott stepped back, breathing hard, his cock still dripping. Looking to Chas he pointed at Nina.

"Go on then."

Chas hesitated, but Nina reached for him. Her hand stroked his hair gently. Affectionate. Like she used to when they were first dating.

"Please, babe. For me. Clean me."

Chas lowered his mouth to her belly. The first taste hit him like a slap.

Salty. Thick. Bitter at the back of his throat. Wrong. Utterly wrong. This was another man's cum. Scott's cum. On his wife's skin. And he was licking it off.

His stomach churned, but his cock throbbed all the harder, so he licked again. Tongue dragging through the mess Scott had left, white ropes streaking her warm sweaty skin. The texture was slick, viscous, coating his tongue, and he swallowed; felt it slide down his throat, warm and shameful.

Nina's fingers stroked through his hair. Gentle and approving.

"Good boy. That's my good boy. Keep going."

Chas worked lower. Her mound. Her thighs. Tasting Scott everywhere. The cum was cooling now, going sticky, harder to lick clean, but he kept going.

When he reached her cunt, still leaking, still wrecked, he hesitated. Just for a second.

This was it. The final line. Tasting Scott inside her. Pulling his cum from her body with his tongue.

Nina's hand tightened in his hair. Not rough but firm and insistent.

"Clean me properly, babe. Get every drop. Taste him. Taste what a real man leaves inside me."

Chas pushed his tongue inside her deep, scooping cum from her cunt, pulling it into his mouth, swallowing. The taste was stronger here. Mixed with her, yes, but mostly Scott. Thick and salty - dominant.

He licked, he swallowed, sucked very drop from her. His cock was rigid, leaking fresh pre-cum into his ruined jeans, and he hated it. Hated that cleaning another man's cum from his wife's cunt was making him harder than he'd been in months.

But he kept going. Because this was his job now, this was what he was for, and his beautiful sexy wife wanted him to.

When Chas finally finished, he sat back on his heels. His face was wet. His breathing hard. The taste of Scott still thick on his tongue. Nina smiled at him. Sated. A tender smile she gave him on their wedding day.

Scott was already dressed in new clothes that he must have had in his bag, and was already pulling on his leather jacket. Checked his phone, thumbing the screen briefly, then tucked it in his pocket.

"Right. I'll leave you two lovers to it."

He looked at Nina. Genuine warmth in his voice.

"That was fucking amazing, Nina. You were perfect."

Nina, still on the bed, glowing, smiled up at him.

"Thank you, Sir."

Scott nodded to Chas.

"You did alright, mate. Better than I expected. You know your place now."

Chas, still kneeling beside the bed, nodded. He was right.

Scott left. The door clicked shut and the room was suddenly quieter. Smaller. Outside, a bus hissed past on Kentish Town Road, brakes squealing, some reality returning to the room.

Chas and Nina alone.

His wife, marked, used, satisfied. Him kneeling beside it, face wet, cum on his tongue.
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Epilogue
Kentish Town Cuckold


Chas sat on the edge of the bed, jeans still damp and cold against his thighs. Nina was beside him, wrapped in a hotel towel, white and scratchy, the kind that never dried you properly. Her hair hung wet and tangled, still dripping faintly onto her shoulders. She smelled like generic lavender hotel shower gel. The kind that came in those tiny bottles. But underneath it, deeper, Scott's scent clung. Musk. Sweat. The thick, unmistakable stink of sex. Chas could still taste it in the back of his throat, even after a long drink of water.

The room reeked of it. Sex, sweat and damp towels, it made the air feel close and thick every time Chas breathed. His wrists still throbbed where the bindings had dug in, red welts striping the skin. His jeans clung, soaked through in patches that had merged into one humiliating stain running down his thigh. Two untouched orgasms. Two times he'd come just from watching, leaking and pulsing whilst Scott wrecked his wife and Chas sat there, tied, hard, hating how much his body loved it.

Outside, Kentish Town rolled on. Laughter drifted up from people leaving a pub, voices loud and careless. Normal people doing normal things.

None of them knew what had just happened in room 312.

Nina spoke first.

"Are you okay?"

Soft and cautious. The voice she used when his mum rang upset, or when he came home from a shit week on the road and just needed space. The voice that said: I'm worried, but I won't push.

He didn't answer immediately. Just stared at his hands. The welts looked worse under the bedside lamp, angrier, and his cock gave a faint twitch at the memory of being bound. Of being made to watch. His throat was sore. Possibly from biting back words whilst Scott fucked her and Chas sat there, helpless, hard, hating himself for needing it.

"I came watching you. Without even touching myself."

Nina nodded. Her hand moved to his arm, fingers trailing gently, the same slow stroke she used when he was upset about work or money or something ordinary. Something that didn't involve another man's cock stretching her cunt on their anniversary.

"I know."

She shifted closer. Her thigh pressed against his, warm through the towel, and Chas felt the heat of her skin seep into him.

"That was the hottest thing I've ever fucking seen."

Chas looked at her. Really looked. Her face was scrubbed clean now, no makeup, no red lipstick, no mask. Just Nina. His Nina. The woman he'd married six years ago in a registry office in Camden, both of them grinning like idiots, convinced they'd cracked it, convinced love and a flat in Kentish Town and Sunday roasts were all they'd ever need.

She looked different now. Softer, yes. Satisfied, and glowing in a way Chas had never managed to make her glow, no matter how hard he'd tried, no matter how many times he'd gone down on her or bought her flowers or suggested weekends away.

Scott had done this. One night – just a few hours, and she looked like this.

"I can't give you what he does."

Nina's face didn't change. No shock or protest. She just looked at him, steady, and for a second Chas wanted her to lie. To say ‘Of course you can, babe, tonight was just fun, you're enough’.

"I know."

Two words said gently. Not cruel - just a fact. And that was worse, somehow. Chas's cock thickened against the wet denim, and he hated it. Hated that hearing her confirm his inadequacy made him harder.

"But I don't need you to."

Her thumb moved in slow circles on his forearm, rhythmic, soothing.

"I need you to be you. To love me. To let me have this. Share me with others who can."

"And what am I in this?"

Nina's hand stilled. She took a breath. Choosing her words. No, not choosing. She'd already decided. This wasn't new to her. She'd been thinking about this. Planning it. Maybe for weeks.

"You're the one who makes it possible. My husband."

She made it sound so simple.

"The one who watches. The one who cleans up."

She looked him in the eye.

"The one I come home to. The one I love."

Chas felt it happen. His cock swelled, properly hard now, pushing against the cold, sticky fabric of his jeans, and the shame of it crashed into him like a wave. He'd just heard his wife lay out his place in their marriage. Watcher. Cleaner. The one who stayed home whilst she got fucked by better men. And his body didn't care. His cock didn't care. It wanted this. It had always wanted this.

He wasn't generous, nor was he ‘evolved’, and he wasn't some enlightened modern husband who believed in sexual freedom and compersion and all that forum bullshit he'd read at 2am in Travelodge rooms whilst his colleagues slept.

He was a cuck. And that was what got him off. Not in spite of the humiliation.

Because of it.

Nina noticed. Her gaze dropped to his lap, to the obvious bulge straining against damp denim, and her smile softened. Not mocking, pure understanding. Like she'd just watched him finally admit something they'd both known for years.

"You're hard again."

Chas flushed. Heat crawled up his neck, across his face.

"Yeah."

Nina leaned in. Kissed him. Soft. Warm. Her lips gentle, and she tasted like toothpaste and, faintly, underneath, like herself and Scott mixed together. She didn't pull away. Just stayed close, breath ghosting against his mouth.

"Good."

Barely a whisper.

"That means you want it too."

She shifted closer, her hand sliding to his thigh, resting just above his knee. The heat of her palm seeped through the damp denim, and Chas's cock jerked, leaking fresh pre-cum into his already-ruined briefs.

"I want more of this, babe."

Chas's breath caught. His chest tightened.

"I need you to arrange it."

He stared at her. Her eyes were serious. Hungry. Certain. This wasn't a question. This was a request. No. An instruction.

"More like tonight?"

Nina nodded.

"More of him. Scott. I want him again."

Her fingers tightened on his thigh, nails pressing faintly through the fabric.

"And I want longer. Not just a few hours in a hotel room."

Chas's cock throbbed, painful now, and his brain was scrambling, trying to keep up, trying to process what she was asking whilst his body just screamed yes, yes, fucking yes.

"What are you thinking?"

Nina's voice dropped. Using the tone she used to use when they were first dating, when sex was still new and thrilling and they couldn't keep their hands off each other. Except now she was using it to talk about another man.

"I want him at our place. In our bed. All night."

She stopped. Waited. Watching him. The silence stretched, thick and hot.

"I want to wake up with his cock still inside me. Or pressed against my arse, getting hard again." Her voice now filthy. "And I want you to hear him fuck me all night, then again first thing in the morning. Before coffee. Before anything. Just him rolling me over and using me while you're in the spare room, listening, knowing I'm his."

Chas made a sound. Half-moan, half-whimper. He couldn't stop it. His cock jerked hard, leaking, and his brain was on fire. He could see it. Scott in their bed. Nina wrapped around him, her arse pushed back against his cock, both of them barely awake, and Scott would just slide into her, easy, no preamble, no asking, because she was his now. And Chas would hear it. From the spare room. Or the floor. Or maybe Nina would make him watch from the chair in the corner, the one she used for folding laundry.

Nina kept going. Her words spilt faster now, like she'd been holding them back all night, waiting for the right moment, waiting for Chas to be broken enough to hear them.

"I want you to wake up and hear us. Hear me begging him. Hear him using me. Calling me his little slut. And then, when he's finished, when he's cum inside me again, I want you to make him breakfast."

Chas was panting now. His cock ached, straining, leaking, and his brain was already there. Already planning it. Already imagining their flat in Kentish Town, the bedroom they'd painted together last summer, pale grey because Nina said it was calming. The bed they'd assembled whilst bickering over the instructions, laughing when they realised they'd put one leg on backwards.

Scott in that bed - his. Nina wrapped around him. Chas on the floor in a sleeping bag like a guest in his own home.

"Can you do that for me, babe?"

Nina's voice was soft now. Coaxing. But underneath it was certainty. She knew he'd say yes. She'd always known.

"Can you set it up?"

Chas nodded. His throat was too tight to speak. His cock pulsed, leaking, and he felt filthy and pathetic and more aroused than he'd been in years.

Nina kissed him again. Deeper this time. Her tongue slid into his mouth, tasting him, claiming him, and when she pulled back her eyes were warm. Loving.

"I love you. You know that, yeah?"

Chas's voice came out rough. Wrecked.

"I know. I love you too."

Nina curled against him, her head resting on his shoulder, damp hair tickling his neck. He wrapped an arm around her, feeling the warmth of her body through the towel, the faint dampness still clinging to her skin. His wife. His gorgeous, filthy, perfect wife.

And she was right. He hadn't lost her, he'd just finally met the real her, and she'd met the real him.

And finally, for the first time in years, that felt right.
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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.

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.

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.

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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