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Erin, thank you. For the content that inspired this story, for the warmth and openness with which you said yes to being part of it, and for being the kind of woman who makes a certain type of man sit alone on a sofa at midnight wondering rather a lot about himself.

This book would not exist without you. Quite literally. You are the first domino!

Thank you for falling.
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Introduction


This 85k word novel is the 16th in my “Cuckold Tales” series of stand-alone (sometimes dark) explicit erotica.

Be careful what you wish for… or who you introduce your wife too.

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

My lovely wife Rachel has written her first two ‘proper’ hotwife books – “Bluebird”, and the follow up "Bluebird Ascending", which are available on Kindle Unlimited, eBook, and Paperback.  The series is written almost fully from the POV of the wife – which I think brings an exciting different aspect to it.  Men like me who are into the kink do love to know what the women is thinking.  You can find the book links on our website here; https://authorchrisrider.co.uk/ , or just search for Rachel Rider on Amazon!  If you enjoy it, she also loves feedback; rachel@authorchrisrider.co.uk  – don't worry, I'm not the jealous type!

JOIN THE MAIL LIST!

Sign up here and be informed when new books by Chris & Rachel Rider are published or are ready for pre-order!
https://subscribepage.io/chrisrider


Foreword
A Note About Erin Moore


Before this story begins, I want to take a moment to introduce you to the woman who inspired it.

Erin Moore is real.

She is not a composite, not a fictional construct dressed up in borrowed details, not the kind of "inspired by" credit that authors use to add a frisson of authenticity to something entirely invented. She is a real British woman, a real hotwife, a real content creator, and she is genuinely, enthusiastically, laughingly delighted to appear in these pages.

When I first approached Erin about featuring her in this novel, I honestly was not sure what to expect. What I got was a warm, funny, completely unshockable woman who read the concept, understood exactly what I was doing with it, and said yes without hesitation. In fact, her exact response was rather more enthusiastic than that, but this is the front matter of a book and even I have limits.

Erin gave her full consent to be featured in Cucked by Obsession. Every detail used to describe her, her appearance, her content, her personality, her lifestyle, her relationship with her husband, her nickname, her preferences, her way of speaking to her subscribers, all of it is drawn from her real public presence and used here with her knowledge and her blessing. She has seen this book. She approves of this book. She is, at time of writing, extremely keen to get her hands on a copy.

So Who Is Erin Moore?

Erin is one of the most recognisable names in British hotwife content. She began posting during lockdown, on a whim and on a friend's suggestion, and discovered fairly quickly that the combination of her classic English rose looks, her genuine joy in what she does, and her complete absence of shame or apology for her lifestyle made her exactly the kind of creator that people subscribe to and never leave.

She is known online as mooreerinxxx. She has earned the nickname Snow White, which tells you something about both her appetite and her sense of humour, and which she wears as the badge of honour it absolutely is.

She is a proper British babe in every sense of the phrase. Fair skin, that voluptuous hourglass figure, large natural breasts, those extraordinary green-hazel eyes with the dimples that appear when she smiles and absolutely destroy any concentration a person might have been maintaining. Long hair worn in thick waves, auburn or honey-blonde depending on the season and her mood. A large, beautifully detailed black-and-grey tattoo on her left upper thigh that her subscribers will recognise immediately. The lip bite. Good God, the lip bite.

She is also, and this matters, genuinely warm and funny and down to earth. She is a wife. She is a mother, official MILF status achieved and celebrated with characteristic enthusiasm and some rather popular pregnancy content along the way. She loves her husband. She loves her lifestyle. She loves cock, cum, and the particular joy of being a woman who has decided to live entirely on her own terms and film it for the enjoyment of others.

She is bisexual, openly and happily so, and her content with female collaborators carries the same genuine heat as everything else she does, because with Erin nothing is performance. It is all just Erin, being exactly herself, on camera.

She is the real version of what the character in this novel represents. The woman who chose the hotwife life not out of compulsion or crisis but out of appetite and joy and the simple knowledge that this is who she is. The woman whose content a certain kind of husband finds on a certain kind of evening and cannot quite stop thinking about afterwards.

If that sounds familiar, you are in the right book.

A Word on How She Appears in This Story

Erin appears in Cucked by Obsession entirely as a screen presence. She is never a physical character in the narrative. She does not walk through Dan's door or sit on his sofa or become part of the domestic drama of Fortress Road. She exists as she exists in real life for most of her subscribers: on a laptop screen, warm and filthy and joyful and untouchable, the digital fantasy that sets everything else in motion.

This was a deliberate creative choice, and it was the right one. Bringing Erin into the story as an active physical character would have flattened what makes her powerful here. As a screen presence she is catalyst, compass, and closing image all at once. She is the thing that started everything and the thing the story ends with. Keeping her on screen preserves that quality throughout.

She never becomes ordinary by walking through the door. Because she never walks through the door.

What she does instead is considerably more interesting. She changes a marriage from a distance of however many miles separate a North London flat from wherever Erin happens to be filming. She shows a bored hairdresser from Kentish Town what it looks like to be a woman who wants things and takes them without apology. She gives a quietly desperate IT project manager on the Northern Line the first domino in a sequence he told himself he could control.

She is, in short, exactly as powerful on the page as she is on the screen.

Which, if you have ever spent any time on her OF page, you will understand is saying quite a lot.

Find Erin

Erin is active, prolific, and very much worth your time and your subscription fee. Everything she does, her OnlyFans, her social media, her collaborations, her updates, her frankly spectacular content, can be found through her central links page:

link.me/mooreerinxxx

Go and find her. Tell her the book sent you.

NOTE:

Erin Moore appears in this work with her full knowledge and consent. All descriptions of her appearance, content, personality and lifestyle are drawn from her public presence as an adult content creator – BUT are also from the mind of the author, where I probably make many literary liberties! This is not meant to be the real her. It's totally my arm-length interpretation!

The fictional characters of Dan and Holly Holloway and Jeremy Kent are entirely invented. The Northern Line is, unfortunately, entirely real.


one
The First Domino
The Man on the Northern Line


The meeting room on the third floor of University College Hospital was fucking roasting as always. Dan could feel sweat prickling under his collar, the air thick and stale, crappy air recycled through vents that hadn't been cleaned since the Blair government. Everyone around the table had that glazed, Friday-afternoon look: trapped, bored, desperate to be literally anywhere else. The windows faced Euston Road, and through the glass Dan watched buses crawling past, the late-June light catching metal and glass, making everything out there look better than it was.

Dr Marcus Grant, consultant surgeon and world-class arsehole, was making everything in here far worse.

"Sarah, this is the third delay on this integration." Grant's voice had that clipped, consultant-surgeon impatience, the tone of a man used to people doing what he said immediately or watching them die. "What exactly is your timeline now?"

Sarah Mitchell, twenty-six, junior project coordinator, flushed from the neck upward. Dan had seen that flush before. She was good at her job, bloody good actually, but Grant had a way of making competent people feel like they were failing even when they weren't.

"The vendor confirmed they'll have the API patch by Monday, and we've built a workaround for the testing phase that means we can run parallel streams without any-"

"Monday." Grant interrupted her like she'd suggested Christmas. "So we're pushing go-live again."

Dan shifted in his chair, felt his trousers pull across his thighs, and opened his mouth before his brain caught up. Fuck it. Someone had to.

"Marcus, the delay's on the vendor, not Sarah. We've escalated, they're prioritising it, and the workaround Sarah's team built means we can test everything else in parallel. We're not pushing go-live."

Grant's eyes flicked to Dan, held for a moment that felt longer than it was, then moved on. He huffed, made a note, waved one hand dismissively. "Fine. But I want daily updates, keep me in the loop this time."

Sarah's shoulders dropped half an inch. Dan nodded, wrote something in his notebook he'd never look at again, and tried to focus on the rest of the meeting.

Tried.

His mind kept sliding sideways, kept circling back to the thing he'd been thinking about all week, all month if he was honest, the decision he'd already made even though he was still arguing the details with himself.

Tonight. Friday night - their special routine. The laptop balanced on his thighs, Holly beside him with wine in hand, that slightly excited expression she got when they scrolled Pornhub for something they both liked. Except tonight he wasn't suggesting Pornhub. Tonight he was suggesting Erin.

Dan's stomach did something complicated. Fear, maybe. Excitement. Both. Neither. He didn't know anymore.

The meeting dragged on. Grant grilled the infrastructure lead about server capacity. Someone from procurement droned about budget sign-offs. Dan nodded in the right places, made notes he wouldn't read, and thought about Erin Moore's Instagram Story from an hour ago. Red lingerie, barely covering anything, especially not her fine norks, and that warm smile which showed off her dimples, with a voice warm and filthy: New content dropping tonight for subscribers. Don't miss it xx.

He'd tipped her fifteen quid last week. She'd replied with a topless photo of her blowing a kiss: Thank you babe! Appreciate the support xx.

Dan had saved the message and wanked to it twice.

Christ. What was wrong with him - get back on the job!

The meeting ended at quarter to five. Everyone stood, gathered laptops and notebooks, filed out with visible battle weary relief. Sarah shot Dan a grateful look as she passed. He nodded, gave her a small smile, then grabbed his jacket and made straight for the third-floor toilets. Not the ones near the lifts where everyone went, no, the older ones, tucked round the corner, quieter, with far less foot traffic.

He locked himself in the end cubicle, sat on the closed lid, pulled out his phone.

Instagram opened to the feed he'd been refreshing all afternoon. He navigated to Erin's account, the route so familiar his thumb knew it before his brain did. @mooreerinx2025. The profile picture loaded. Erin's face, those green eyes, the auburn hair falling over one bare shoulder. Dan stared at it for three seconds, maybe four, then tapped her Story.

The video clip loaded. That fucking sexy red lingerie, all lace, her body stretched out on a bed, propped on one elbow. She was looking directly at the camera, smiling at him, and Dan's pulse kicked hard.

"New content dropping tonight for subscribers. Don't miss it xx."

Her voice. Fuck. Her voice always did it. Warm, sing-song with a giggle not far away, but not stuck-up, the kind of voice that made you feel like she was always talking just to you, even though you knew she wasn't.

Dan's cock thickened against his work trousers, instant and shameful, the same fucking response he'd had every time for eight months. Christ. Not here, not now you dickhead. He watched the clip loop once, twice, his thumb hovering over the screen, then forced himself to back out.

He scrolled down to an older post from two days ago. Erin in a black bra, mirror selfie, caption about her favourite lipstick shade. Dan tapped the comment box, typed quickly:

Can't wait to see it x

Posted it and locked his phone.

He flushed the toilet he hadn't used, standard old tactic, and washed his hands at the sink, and stared at his reflection in the mirror above the taps. He looked… Fine. Tired, maybe. Ordinary, probably. The kind of man who took the tube home to Kentish Town, made dinner, watched telly with his wife on a Friday night. But they had a little spice it up game for Friday's now - porn night.

And tonight he was going to show Holly Erin's OnlyFans page. Show her the videos he'd wanked over and share the woman he'd been secretly obsessed with for eight months, the woman he tipped, messaged, saved replies from, wanked to at least three times a week when Holly was at work. And the thought, the sheer fucking thought of it, made his cock throb against his zip. His two most fancied women… both at once.

What if she asks how long I've been subscribed? What if she asks how much I've tipped? What if she asks why Erin, specifically?

Dan dried his hands, straightened his collar, checked his reflection one more time. He looked normal.

He was lying to himself, obviously, but lies were easier than the truth, and the truth was this: he wanted Holly to see Erin. He wanted Holly to watch the videos. He wanted. Fuck. He didn't even know what he wanted, but his cock did, and his cock had stopped listening to his brain months ago.

He left the toilets, took the stairs down to the ground floor, pushed through the revolving doors into the warm June evening. Euston Road was busy, the usual Friday chaos: buses, bikes, black cabs honking, tourists with suitcases, students with backpacks. Dan crossed at the lights, descended into Euston Underground station, tapped his Oyster card, rode the escalator down into the warm, trapped air of urban chaos.

The platform was rammed. Friday evening commuters, everyone desperate to get home, get pissed, get on with their lives. The next northbound train was two minutes away according to the board. Dan waited near the yellow line, hands in his pockets, phone a weight against his thigh.

The train arrived with a rush of hot tunnel air, fuck he hated that - like some vile monster belching into his face. Dan boarded and found a space near the doors, one hand on the pole, the other in his pocket gripping his phone he didn't dare take out because the carriage was packed and someone might see - London made everyone paranoid.

The woman standing next to him smelled like perfume and coffee, her shoulder pressing against his arm every time the train lurched. Dan kept his eyes locked on the Tube map above the opposite doors and tried very hard not to think about the fact that he was half-hard on the Northern Line at five fifteen on a Friday.

Brilliant. Absolutely brilliant.

If she shifted, if she noticed, if anyone noticed, he'd. What? Get off at Camden? Stand in the corner like a pervert as people tutted?

You are a pervert. That's the problem.

The train stopped at Camden Town, and bodies shuffled off, more pressed on. Dan stayed where he was, swaying slightly, his mind running loops he couldn't stop.

Tonight. Erin's page. Holly watching.

He'd already planned his answers. I saw her on Instagram, thought she seemed fun, figured we could check her out together - keep it casual and innocent, and all technically true.

Technically, he had seen her on Instagram. Eight months ago. Had followed her. Had clicked the link in her bio. Had subscribed to her OnlyFans three days later and been subscribed ever since. Had tipped her at least forty times. Had messaged her occasionally, always polite, always slightly awkward.

Technically.

The train pulled into his stop and Dan stepped off, climbed the stairs, emerged onto Kentish Town Road breathing the sweater air in deep. The evening was warm, golden, the street busy with Friday energy: buses, bikes, people spilling out of the Pineapple, the smell of fried chicken from the takeaway near the station. Normal and familiar. Home.

Dan turned left, walked down toward Fortress Road, keys already in his hand. The building was a converted terrace, narrow stairs, scuffed bannister. He climbed to the first floor, unlocked the door, stepped inside.

The flat smelled like home. Garlic, something on the hob, Holly humming tunelessly to Radio 6. Some song he half-recognised.

Dan's chest tightened. This is it. Tonight. Time to break the routine.

His cock was already thickening again, his palms damp, and he thought, absurdly, ridiculously, what if she says yes?

He hung his jacket on the hook, kicked off his shoes, dropped his work bag by the door. Took a breath and walked toward the kitchen.
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Friday Porn Night

Holly turned from the hob when Dan stepped into the kitchen. Her hair was up, neck exposed, and she was barefoot in jeans that actually fitted and that old Radiohead shirt she'd stolen from him years back. The one that used to be his.

Tonight. Fuck. I'm doing this tonight.

Dan's stomach was already tight.

"Hey. Good day?"

Dan kissed her cheek, caught the salt of her skin, the kitchen's warmth. "Yeah. Long week."

And tonight I'm going to show you the woman I've been wanking to for eight months. Tonight I'm going to see if you want what I want, and I don't even know what the fuck I actually want.

His pulse was already ticking.

Holly smiled, turned back to the pasta sauce she was stirring. "Wine's open. Pour yourself one."

The bottle was on the counter, breathing beside two glasses. One half-empty already. Dan poured, sipped, let the red sit on his tongue. Didn't taste it. Couldn't. His hands were steadier than he'd expected but his pulse wasn't.

"How was the salon?" he asked, leaning against the counter, watching Holly move between hob and chopping board. Easy rhythm. Practised. A thousand Friday nights in this kitchen.

"Same as always. Mrs Dawson wanted her usual cut, then complained it looked different. Oh, and Keisha's got another Tinder nightmare." Holly laughed. "This one sent her a dick pic before they'd even met. She sent back a photo of a magnifying glass."

Dan smiled despite himself. "Fucking hell. Brutal."

Dick pics. Holly's talking about dick pics, and in about an hour I'm going to show her JK's cock on a screen, and she's going to see the size of it, and then what? Then what?

"She's got standards, you can't blame her."

Holly drained the pasta, tipped it into the sauce, stirred. The kitchen smelled like garlic and tomatoes. Warm, domestic, the kind of smell that should have been comforting. Dan's stomach was too tight to feel comforted. His mind was already on the sofa, the laptop, Erin's page.

After dinner. After we clear up. That's when I'll suggest it.

Holly plated up, carried the food to the small table by the window. Dan sat opposite, picked up his fork, ate without tasting. Holly was talking about Marta, about the new booking system, something funny one of the junior stylists had said, and Dan nodded, smiled, asked the right questions at the right moments. He was good at this. Years of practice. Performing normalcy whilst his brain spun elsewhere. Used to be work, deadlines, software bugs. Now it was this.

Holly's face was animated, hands moving as she talked, and Dan thought, suddenly, she's beautiful. When had he stopped telling her that? When had he stopped noticing?

Except he was noticing now. The curve of her neck, the way her shirt pulled across her tits when she leaned forward, the gold hoops in her ears catching the light. He was noticing because tonight he was going to show her Erin. The woman he'd been secretly wanking to for eight months. And either Holly would love it or she'd hate it, and Dan didn't know which scared him more.

He shifted in his chair, trying to adjust his cock without Holly noticing. Half-hard already. Christ. She was still talking, laughing at her own story, and Dan was sitting there with a semi thinking about what came next.

They cleared up together. Plates scraped, dishwasher loaded, wine topped up. The ordinary rhythm of a Friday night, except Dan's hands were shaking slightly stacking the plates, and Holly didn't notice, and that was. That was fine. That was good.

Holly stretched, sighed. "Right. Shall we?"

Dan's stomach dropped. Now. Fuck. Now.

"Yeah. Sofa?"

Holly smiled, picked up her glass, headed for the living room. Dan followed, pulse ticking in his throat, in his wrists, everywhere.

*

The sofa dipped in the middle. Holly curled into her usual spot, one leg tucked under her, wine glass balanced on her knee. Dan sat beside her, opened the laptop, set it on the coffee table. The screen glowed. Outside, the street was quieter now, the warm summer evening settling into dusk. Voices drifted up from the pavement, passing.

Holly turned to him, eyebrows raised, expectant. "So. Friday porn night. Lesbian or gang bang?"

Dan's mouth was dry. He'd rehearsed this on the Tube home. A dozen different ways to phrase it. Casual. Easy. Like it was nothing.

"Actually," Dan said, fingers already on the keyboard, "I've been following this content creator. On Instagram. She's really natural, really funny. Thought we could check out her OnlyFans?"

There. Said it. Casual. Easy. Like I haven't been planning this sentence for three days.

Holly's eyebrows went higher. "You've been researching?"

Dan forced a laugh. "Saw her page. Just thought it might be fun. She's not, you know, dead behind the eyes. She's English, married. Her husband films a lot of it. She seems really genuine."

Holly was curious now. Dan could see it in the tilt of her head, the way she leaned slightly forward, thigh pressing against his. Her perfume. Her warmth.

She's interested. Fuck. She's interested.

"Alright. What's her name?"

"Erin Moore. She goes by mooreerinxxx."

Dan typed, pulled up Erin's Instagram. The page loaded. Warm, professional photos of Erin in lingerie, behind-the-scenes shots, selfies with her husband, cheeky captions full of innuendo. Holly leaned over to see.

"She looks nice," Holly said, scrolling through the grid. "Really pretty. Her captions are funny too. Not what I expected."

Dan's heart was hammering. "Yeah. She's good."

"Alright," Holly said, sitting back, smiling. "Let's see the good stuff then."

Dan navigated to OnlyFans, clicked through to Erin's page. The subscription prompt appeared. Dan hesitated for half a second, as if he hadn't already been subscribed for eight months. As if he hadn't been here, on this exact page, three times this week alone.

Don't think about that. Don't think about how many times you've wanked to her whilst Holly was at work.

"I subscribed earlier. Hoped you'd want to see. Just for the month."

The page loaded. Erin's feed filled the screen. Thumbnails, video titles, photos, captions. Dan scrolled slowly, letting Holly take it in.

"Wow," Holly said quietly. "She's got loads of content."

"Yeah. Posts a lot."

Holly's eyes moved over the screen, reading titles, looking at thumbnails, and Dan's cock was pressing hard against his jeans now. He was actually doing it. Showing Holly the woman he'd been obsessed with for months. The woman he'd been wanking to alone in this flat whilst Holly worked weekends.

And Holly's interested. She's actually interested.

"Which one should we watch?" Holly asked, glancing at him.

Dan swallowed. "This one's popular. Lots of likes." He clicked on a thumbnail near the top: Erin with another woman, both in lingerie, kissing. The title read "Playing with my favourite hotwife friend 😘🔥".

"Let's start with that."

The video loaded. Erin appeared on screen, smiling at the camera, warm, chatty. "Hi babes! So I've got a really special treat for you today. My gorgeous friend is here, and we're gonna have some fun."

The other woman appeared. Equally pretty. Equally warm. The two of them kissed, slow and sensual, hands moving over each other's bodies. The video was hot but also tender, real. They were laughing between positions, clearly comfortable with each other, clearly enjoying it.

Holly was watching. Her breathing changed slightly. Dan glanced at her. Her face was flushed. Lips parted.

The video continued. More kissing, hands under bra straps, one woman going down on the other, moaning, camera angle perfect. Erin's voice, breathy, filthy: "That's it, babe. You taste so good."

Holly shifted on the sofa, crossed her legs.

She's turned on. She's actually turned on.

Dan's cock throbbed.

The video ended after ten minutes. Holly blinked, smiled. "That was. Nice. Really nice, actually."

Dan's hands were shaking slightly as he scrolled to the next video. "This one's solo. Just Erin."

He clicked play.

Erin appeared in black lingerie, sitting on a bed, a realistic dildo in her hand. She grinned at the camera, did that lip bite. The lip bite Dan had wanked to a hundred times.

Don't think about that. Don't think about how many times you've come watching this exact fucking video.

"Hi babes. I've been thinking about cock all day. And since my husband's at work, I thought I'd show you what I do when I'm desperate."

She sucked the dildo slowly, eyes on the camera, taking it deep, gagging slightly, pulling back with spit on her lips, stringing between her mouth and the toy.

Holly made a noise. Small, caught in her throat.

Erin lay back on the bed, spread her thighs, slid the dildo inside herself with a long, shuddering moan. "Fuck, babe. I wish this was you. I wish you were here, filling me up."

She fucked herself slowly at first, then faster, her tits bouncing, her mouth open, her voice rising. "You like watching me, babe? You like seeing me take this cock?"

Holly's thighs pressed together. Dan's eyes flicked to her face. Flushed. Eyes wide. Her hand was resting on her thigh, fingers drumming slightly.

She's wet. She's fucking wet.

Erin came, loud, shameless, her back arching, the dildo still inside her. She pulled it out slowly, glistening with her wetness, grinned at the camera. "Fuck, I needed that. Not as good as real cock though."

The video ended. Silence, just their breathing.

Holly exhaled slowly. "She's. God. She's really hot. She actually came on camera."

Dan's voice was strained. "Yeah?"

"Yeah." Holly glanced at him, smiling. "She's not just performing, you know? She actually seems like she's enjoying it."

She is. That's why I kept the subscription. That's why I can't stop watching her.

Dan's cock was leaking. He could feel the wet spot forming in his boxers.

Show her the JK video. Do it now. Before you lose your nerve.

He scrolled down Erin's feed, pretending to browse casually. Stopped on a thumbnail that made his stomach flip. Erin and JK. The title read "Taking JK's BBC – Full Collab 🍆💦".

"This one's popular," Dan said, voice carefully neutral. "One of her most viewed."

Holly leaned in to see. The thumbnail showed Erin on her knees, JK standing in front of her, his cock in her hand. The size was obvious. Unmistakable. Even in a small thumbnail, you could see it.

Holly's eyes widened. She didn't say anything.

Dan pressed play.

Here we go. Fuck. Here we go.

Erin appeared on screen in red lingerie, sitting on a bed, grinning at the camera. "Hi babes! So excited for this one. I've got someone very special with me today. You're gonna love him."

A man stepped into frame. Shirtless. Black. Mixed-race. Easily six foot, broad-shouldered, grinning. Confident in a way Dan had never been in his entire fucking life.

Erin wrapped her arms around him, looked at the camera. "This is JK. Isn't he gorgeous?"

Holly went completely still. Then she sat up, properly up, spine straight.

"Oh my fucking God."

Dan's stomach dropped so fast he nearly said something, nearly stopped the video, but his mouth wouldn't work.

"What?"

Holly was pointing at the screen, at JK's face, at his bare chest, at him. "I know him. That's... Jesus Christ, that's Jeremy Kent."

Dan's brain short-circuited. "What?"

What. What. What the fuck?

"Jeremy Kent." Holly's voice was rising, excited, shocked. "We were at school together. He was in my year. Oh my God. I can't believe it. Look at him now!"

Dan couldn't speak. His mouth opened but nothing came out.

Holly went to school with this guy. Jeremy Kent. JK. The man on the screen. Holly fucking knows him!

"You went to school with him?" Dan managed.

"Yeah." Holly was nodding, still staring at the screen. "Same year. We weren't friends or anything, but. Fucking hell. He was so quiet at school. Really bookish, you know? And now he's. Well. Look at him."

On screen, Erin was pulling JK's cock out.

Fuck.

It was huge. Thick, dark, heavy even semi-hard. Erin's eyes widened, genuine reaction, actual shock on her face, and she grinned at the camera. "Look at this, everyone. Isn't he perfect?"

Holly made a noise.

Dan glanced at her. Her face was flushed, lips parted, and her tongue, Christ, her tongue was touching her top lip the way it did when she was. When she was.

She's wet. She's fucking wet watching his cock.

Dan's own cock throbbed so hard he had to press his palm against it through his jeans.

The video continued. Erin sucked JK slowly, deeply, moaning around his cock. She couldn't get all of him down, gagging, pulling back laughing, trying again. JK's hand was in her hair, guiding her, controlling the pace. His voice, deep, calm: "That's it. Suck me. You like that big black cock, don't you?"

Holly's breathing was audible now. Ragged. Dan's cock was throbbing, fit to burst. He glanced down, saw the visible tent in his jeans. Holly hadn't looked at him though. Her eyes were glued to the screen. To that cock between Erin's stretched lips.

JK laid Erin on the bed, spread her soft thighs, and slid into her slowly.

Dan always loved this part. Erin's tattooed thigh, the ink drawing his eye before slipping to her perfect shaved cunt. And JK's cock. That thick, dark cock disappearing inside her.

Erin's back arched. Her mouth fell open. Her tits bounced with each thrust. The camera angle was perfect. Dan could see JK's cock sliding in and out, thick and dark against Erin's pale skin, stretching her, filling her completely.

That's twice the size of mine. Maybe more. Fuck. Maybe more.

Erin was loud. "Fuck, JK. So deep. You're so fucking deep."

Holly shifted on the sofa. Her thighs pressed together, grinding. Her hand moved higher on her own leg.

She's touching herself. She's fucking touching herself watching him.

Dan's hand was on his own cock now, stroking himself through his jeans. He couldn't help it. Holly didn't notice.

JK pulled out, flipped Erin onto her hands and knees. Working the positions. Performing for the camera. The visual was devastating. Erin's arse in the air, JK's hands gripping her hips, his cock sawing in and out, hard and fast. The wet sound of her cunt filled the speakers. Slick. Obscene. Erin was squealing into the pillow, her voice muffled but unmistakable. "Don't stop. Fuck. Don't stop."

Dan turned to watch Holly. Her breathing was ragged now, chest rising and falling. Her face was flushed red, pupils dilated. One hand was on her chest, squeezing her tit through her shirt, twisting her nipple slightly. The other hand was between her legs, working friction against her cunt through her jeans.

She's so turned on. I've never seen her this turned on. Not from porn. Not from anything.

JK groaned, thrust deep, and came. His body jerked with each pulse, cock buried inside Erin. He pulled out slowly, and the camera zoomed in. Thick white cum dripping out of Erin's cunt. Loads of it. More than Dan had ever seen. Erin grinned at the camera, pushed more out with her fingers, scooped some up, tasted it. "So much cum, babe. I fucking love it."

The video ended. Black screen. Just their breathing.

Holly was staring at the screen, chest rising and falling. Dan felt electric. He'd just watched his wife watch JK. The man she went to school with. Watched her get wetter, breathe harder, touch herself like she was trying to relieve an ache she couldn't name.

She wants him. She wants that cock. She's thinking about what it would feel like inside her.

Holly turned to look at him finally. "That was fucking hot."

Dan's voice was barely there. "Yeah."

Holly's hand moved to Dan's thigh, slid higher, palmed his cock through his jeans. She smirked slightly. "You liked that too."

Not a question. A statement.

Dan nodded. Couldn't speak.

Holly unzipped his jeans, pulled his cock out. He was leaking steadily, the head flushed and wet, precum stringing from the tip. Holly's hand wrapped around him, stroked him slowly, base to tip, and Dan groaned through his gritted teeth.

She's thinking about him. About JK. About that cock. She's got my cock in her hand and she's thinking about his.

Holly stood, unbuttoned her jeans, slid them down her hips. Her knickers were black cotton, simple. Visibly wet. Dark patch spreading across the gusset.

Dan's breath caught. I've never seen her this wet. Never. Not from normal porn. Not from me.

Holly pulled her knickers off, straddled Dan on the sofa, and sank down onto his cock in one movement. No foreplay. No build-up. She was so wet he slid in easily, no resistance, just heat and slickness.

Holly gasped and started riding him immediately, hard, grinding down like she was trying to get deeper, like five inches wasn't enough, like she was still thinking about that cock on the screen, that thick black cock splitting Erin open.

Her tits bounced under her shirt. She wasn't wearing a bra. When had she taken her bra off? Her head tilted back, throat exposed, and she was moaning, actually moaning, loud enough that Pam upstairs would definitely hear.

She's never this loud. Never. Not with me.

The wet sound of her riding him filled the room. Slick. Obscene. She was soaked, dripping down his cock, wetting his thighs. Dan could smell her. Sharper than usual. Sweeter. The smell of her arousal, thick in the air.

She's thinking about him. About JK. About what he'd feel like. About that cock stretching her.

Dan's hands gripped Holly's hips, trying to hold on, trying to last. But he'd been hard for an hour, edging himself watching Holly watch Erin, watching Holly touch herself, and now Holly was on top of him, soaking wet, riding him like she hadn't in years, grinding down, using his cock, and he was—

Dan came. Couldn't stop it. Couldn't even warn her. He thrust up into Holly, groaning through his teeth, spilling inside her, his whole body jerking, and it was. Fuck. It was over in seconds. Under a minute. Maybe thirty seconds.

Holly was still moving, grinding down on him, chasing it, chasing something, clenching around his softening cock. Dan was. Dan was done. Finished. Useless.

She slowed. Stopped.

She didn't come. Fuck. She didn't come.

Her cunt was still hot around him, still clenching, still trying. She was breathing hard, flushed, unsatisfied.

Dan pulled her down, kissed her, whispered against her mouth. "Sorry. That was. Fast."

Holly smiled, kissed him back. "It's fine. That was really fucking hot."

She's being kind. She's always kind. But she didn't come. She's still hard, still wet, and I couldn't. I can't.

They stayed tangled together, breathing. Holly's head on Dan's shoulder. His arm around her. The laptop still open on the coffee table, screen black now.

Silence. Just the sound of the street outside. A car passing. Someone laughing. Normal Friday night sounds whilst Dan's world tilted on its axis.

Holly spoke first. "Do you think he's still in London? JK, I mean. Jeremy."

Dan's stomach flipped. She's asking about him. Right now. Still on my cock and she's asking about him.

"Don't know. Maybe? It's been years though, hasn't it?"

Holly shifted, sat up slightly, reached for her wine glass. Dan's cock slipped out of her. He felt his cum leak out, trickle down onto his softening cock. Holly didn't seem to notice. Or care.

"I wonder how he got into the OnlyFans thing," Holly said, thoughtful. "Doing that."

Dan nodded. His throat was dry. "He's got his own page. I saw it linked on Erin's profile."

Holly's eyes flicked to the laptop. "Yeah?"

"Yeah."

Silence. Holly sipped her wine. Dan could hear her brain working. Processing. Planning.

She's thinking about him. About messaging him. About whether he'd remember her. About whether he'd fuck her.

"Do you think Erin works with him a lot?" Holly asked, voice carefully casual.

Dan's pulse spiked. His cock twitched, starting to harden again against his thigh. "I think so. They've got a few videos together."

Holly nodded slowly. "He looked really good."

Dan didn't reply. Couldn't. His cock was hardening properly now, and Holly hadn't even touched him.

She wants him. She's already thinking about him. About that cock.

"He was so quiet at school," Holly said quietly, almost to herself. "I never would have. You know."

"Yeah."

"He's done well for himself."

Dan forced a laugh. "Yeah. He has."

Holly finished her wine, set the glass down. "I'm gonna have a shower. You coming to bed soon?"

"Yeah. Soon."

Holly kissed him, stood. Dan watched her walk toward the bedroom, one hand cupping between her legs to catch his cum, stop it dripping on the carpet. She didn't look back.

She's thinking about him. About JK. About Jeremy Kent from school who's now got a ten-inch cock and fucks women on camera for money. And I. Fuck. I'm hard again just thinking about her thinking about it.

Dan closed the laptop. Sat in the dark for a long moment. Outside, the street was quiet. Inside, Dan's pulse filled his ears, his throat, his cock.

He'd done it. He'd shown Holly Erin. And Holly had liked it. Really liked it. More than liked it. She'd got wetter than Dan had ever seen her, touched herself watching another man's cock, rode Dan thinking about that cock, and then asked about him immediately after.

The first domino. That's what this is. The first fucking domino.

Dan's cock was fully hard again already, pressing against his stomach, leaking pre-cum again.

And I want to push the next one. I want to see what happens. I want Holly to message him. I want her to ask if he remembers her. I want. Fuck. What do I want?

Dan stood, turned off the lamp, followed Holly to the bedroom. His mind was spinning, and somewhere in the back of his skull, a small voice was whispering: you started this, you wanted this, and now you're going to see exactly where it goes.

He was terrified, yet he was harder than he'd been in years.
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Small World, Big Cock

Dan woke first. Light sliced through the curtains they'd forgotten to close, bright stripes across Holly's shoulder, across the pillow where her hair fanned out dark and messy. She was curled away from him, one hand tucked under her cheek, makeup smudged at the corners of her eyes from last night - she'd not followed her usual pre-bedtime routine with their 'distraction'. She looked peaceful.

Dan lay there for a moment, listening to Holly breathe, listening to Fortress Road waking up outside: a car door slamming, footsteps on the pavement, someone's dog barking three gardens over. Normal Saturday morning stuff.

Except last night was still sitting in his chest, heavy and hot, replaying on a loop he couldn't shut off. Watching those videos together, and Holly's reaction to them. The way she'd been so wet, the way she'd touched herself watching JK fuck Erin on screen, the way she'd ridden Dan afterwards thinking about it. About what exactly? About that cock? About Jeremy Kent from school who'd turned into something Dan couldn't compete with even through a laptop screen?

Dan's cock stirred under the duvet, thickening, and he shifted, annoyed at his body's relentless fucking honesty.

He slipped out of bed, pulled on joggers and an old t-shirt, padded through to the kitchen. Made tea the way he always did on Saturdays: two mugs, milk, one sugar for Holly, none for himself. The kettle boiled loud in the quiet flat, and Dan stood at the counter waiting, staring at nothing, his mind circling back to the same image over and over: Holly's face when JK had appeared on screen. The way her breath had caught. The recognition. 'Oh my God. I know him'.

Dan poured the tea, added milk, carried both mugs back to the bedroom. He eased himself onto the edge of the bed and touched Holly's shoulder gently to wake her.

She stirred, blinked, smiled sleepily up at him. "Morning."

"Morning. Made you tea."

Holly sat up, took the mug, sipped, sighed contentedly. "You're the best, husband of mine."

Dan smiled as he sipped his own tea, while trying to ignore the fact that his cock was half-hard from last night's memories and watching Holly's mouth on the rim of the mug, remembering what that mouth had looked like last night when she'd been watching Erin suck JK's cock on screen.

Stop. Just stop!

"Sleep well?" Dan asked.

Holly stretched, the duvet slipping slightly. "Really well, actually. You?"

"Yeah. Fine."

Liar. You barely slept. You lay awake thinking about Holly riding you, thinking about the way she'd been so wet, thinking about Jeremy fucking Kent and his massive cock and the way Holly had asked, immediately after climbing off Dan's cock, do you think he's still in London?

They drank their tea in comfortable silence, the Holly enquired about breakfast options. Dan suggested toast. Then they talked about the weekend, whether they should do anything or just stay in, maybe walk up to the Heath later if it stayed warm. Normal and safe married conversation, easy and familiar, except Dan couldn't stop thinking about what Holly had looked like last night, riding his cock whilst remembering another man's cock on screen.

Holly finished her tea, swung her legs out of bed. "I'm starving. Let's make that toast, might even treat myself to some jam."

They moved to the kitchen. Dan sorted the toast whilst Holly sat at the small table by the window, phone in her hand, scrolling, smiling at the screen.

Dan brought over plates: toast, butter, jam, marmalade. Sat opposite her, watching Holly's face, trying to read her expression.

"What are you looking at?" Dan kept his voice casual.

Holly glanced up. "Oh. I looked up JK on Instagram. Just, you know. Curious about how he's doing."

Dan's hand stopped halfway to his toast. The butter knife hovered. She looked him up. She woke up this morning and the first fucking thing she did was. Was what? Google the guy she'd watched fuck Erin Moore on screen last night? The guy from school who'd turned into. Into that?

"Yeah?" Dan's voice came out normal. How did his voice sound normal?

Holly turned her phone to show him that JK's Instagram was open: professional photos, gym selfies, shirtless obviously, all muscle and confidence. Candid shots with other creators at parties and probably in their homes, including some with Erin. Behind-the-scenes content shots - getting ready for God knows what fun. The most recent post: a photo of JK and Erin drinking wine in Erin's kitchen, both grinning, the caption reading: "Filming with this absolute legend today 😈🔥 #hotwife #contentcreator #bbc"

Dan stared at the screen and realised his mouth had gone dry.

Holly scrolled. "I found his OnlyFans too. The Link's in his bio. Looks like he works with loads of people. Erin, obviously, but loads of other women. He's doing really well for himself."

She showed Dan another photo: JK in the gym, post-workout, muscles pumped and sweat covered, holding a protein shaker, grinning at the camera. The comments underneath were all fire emojis and thirsty women: "Daddy 🔥🔥🔥" and "Wreck me pls!" and "How is he even real???".

Holly scrolled, stopped, smiled. "Look at this one. He's fucking massive. I mean, look at his arms."

She turned the phone. JK again, different angle, same gym, same grin.

"Yeah," Dan managed. "He works out."

Understatement of the fucking century. Dan's own arms were. What? Fine? Adequate? He went to the gym once a month, maybe, when he remembered, when work wasn't mad. JK looked like he lived there. Looked like he fucked there. Looked like he-

"Clearly. Fucking hell." Holly was still staring at the screen, biting her bottom lip slightly, and Dan watched her eyes move over JK's body. "He was so skinny at school. Proper lanky. Now he's..." She trailed off, then laughed, breathy. "Bloody fit."

Dan's cock knew. Thickening in his joggers, pressing against his thigh, and he shifted in his chair, hoping the table hid it.

She's thinking about him. Not just curious now, she's properly thinking about him: his arms, his cut body. And most obviously, about his… fuck… about his massive cock. She's thinking about whether it's as big in person as it looked on screen. Whether Jeremy Kent from school would remember her. Whether he'd want to-

Holly kept scrolling. "He's got loads of content. Looks really popular. Comments are all, you know. Thirsty women."

Dan didn't dare trust his voice, so just nodded along. His cock was fully hard now, thick and aching against his leg.

Holly locked her phone finally, and set it down, remembering her toast. "Mad, isn't it? Such a small world."

Dan nodded, then with nothing clever to say, took a bite of his own toast.

Holly was smiling to herself, that small private smile, and Dan thought: This is the second domino. She looked him up on her own. Without me suggesting it, and now she's thinking about him. About messaging him maybe. About whether he'd what? Reply? Remember her? Fuck her…

Is that what I want? Is that what I-

The conversation moved on interrupting his spiralling thoughts, as Holly mentioned something about Keisha at work, something about a client at the salon who'd asked for balayage and ended up with stripes. Returning to normal Saturday morning chat, but Dan's mind was stuck on JK's Instagram. On the fact that Holly had looked him up.

And Dan was hard. So fucking hard his cock ached.

Dan cleared the plates, loaded the dishwasher. Holly was still at the table, phone in hand again, scrolling again. Dan couldn't see the screen.

Are you looking at him again? Are you thinking about messaging him? Are you thinking about his cock? Are you thinking about what it would feel like? Are you-

Dan didn't dare ask, so instead he rinsed plates and loaded them carefully into the dishwasher. Focused on the small mechanical task because his hands were shaking slightly and he needed something to do with them.

Holly stood, stretched, came up behind him and wrapped her arms around his waist, rested her chin on his shoulder. Dan could smell her shampoo, feel the warmth of her body against his back, feel his cock pressing hard against the counter edge.

"Last night was fun," Holly said softly.

Dan nodded. "Yeah. It was."

"We should watch more of her stuff. Erin I mean. It seemed to get us both going - she's really good."

Dan's cock twitched hard. Fuck yes! "Yeah. We should, if you liked it."

Holly kissed his neck, soft and quick, then let go. "I'm going to shower."

She disappeared into the bedroom, and Dan heard the water start, the old pipes clanking, then the steady hiss of the shower.

She didn't cum last night - and she'd been so wet, soaking, riding my cock, but I came to quick before she finished. And now she was in the shower, naked, water running down her tits, down her stomach. Would her hand slide between her thighs, fingers on her clit, and was she was going to finish what she'd started last night? Thinking about Erin… no, about JK, and the way his cock had looked sliding into Erin, thick and dark and so much fucking bigger than his own. Maybe she'd think about whether Jeremy Kent from school would remember her? About whether he'd want to fuck her? About whether his cock would feel different inside her? Whether she'd come harder? Whether she'd-

Dan gripped the edge of the sink, realising he was getting carried away in his own fantasy spiral. His cock was throbbing against the waistband of his joggers, and he hated it. Hated that just the thought that Holly was wanking in the shower thinking about another man made him harder than he'd been in months.

How the fuck can I think like that?

Dan stared out the window at Fortress Road letting his thoughts clear. A woman walked past with a pushchair, and a bus rumbled up towards Kentish Town. Ordinary stuff - except nothing felt normal.

The water ran for ages, easily long enough for Holly to soap herself, rinse off, stand under the hot spray with her hand between her legs, working herself until she came.

Then the water shut off.

Holly emerged a few minutes later, wrapped in a towel, her hair damp and tangled, her face flushed and glowing. She smiled at Dan as she passed, all casual, like nothing had happened. He forced a smile back.

Neither of them said anything.

But both of them knew.
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Dan sat at the kitchen table, phone in hand, and opened his Instagram. Navigated to Erin's page, who had posted a new Story: a selfie, grinning, lipstick and hair perfect as usual, the caption reading: "Had such a great filming session last night! New content dropping soon 😘 xx"

Was that with JK again? Or someone else… Holly had looked him up. She's interested in the world I just showed her. And I. Fuck. I'm harder thinking about that than I've been thinking about anything in years.

Dan didn't know what happened next, but he knew it wasn't stopping here.

I opened the door and showed Holly that page. I queued up the JK video, and now she's in the bedroom, glowing, humming to herself, looking up JK on Instagram like it's nothing. Like it's just curiosity.

Dan's chest felt tight. His cock was still half-hard. And the question sat in his throat like a stone, heavy and inevitable:

What if she messages him?
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Half nine and Dan was sliding into his chair late for work, not that anyone seemed to care. A rough Sunday night, where he'd been awake until four replaying Friday night, then slept through his alarm like his body had finally given up. His monitor was already glowing, an aggressive feeling inbox mocking him with forty-seven unread since Friday afternoon. He tried to focus, but he words were just shapes, his brain wouldn't hold them.

Holly's face watching that video. The way her thighs pressed together, and her voice afterwards, acting casual, like it was nothing: "Do you think he's still in London?"

Priya appeared beside his desk holding two coffees, handed him one without asking. "Rough weekend?"

Dan took the cup, forced something approximating a smile. It burnt his tongue. "Yeah. Didn't sleep well, is it that obvious?"

She studied him, her dark eyes too shrewd. She'd worked with Dan long enough to know when he was off, and Christ, he was off. "Well, brace yourself, there's a steering meeting at ten. Dr Grant's going to be in rare form, I can feel it."

She left to it, and Dan sipped the coffee again before setting the cup down.

He clicked through his emails on autopilot: project updates, vendor queries, Sarah's panicked message about the API integration sent at eleven o'clock Sunday night. He should reply. He would - he needed to give it a moment.

Holly's breathing going shallow. Her hand moving to her thigh, fingers drumming. The way she'd been so wet afterwards. When I pushed into her I slid in so easily, like she'd been ready for hours. Ready for-

Dan's cock twitched under his desk.

He shifted in his chair, crossed his legs, tried to think about something else. The risk register. The vendor contract. The bloody API integration giving Sarah nightmares. None of it worked, his traitor brain kept circling back: Holly's lips parting when JK appeared on screen, and that small noise she'd made in the back of her throat, barely audible, but Dan had heard it and replayed it a hundred times since.

… Ready for someone else.

Dan's cock was thickening now, pressing against his work trousers. Half nine on a Monday morning and he was getting hard at his desk thinking about his wife watching another man fuck.

Get a grip. Just get through today. Get through the meeting. Then lunch. Then you can-

He opened a spreadsheet, forced himself to work through the estimates, as the morning crawled.
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Ten o'clock and Dan was walking into the meeting room on the third floor: glass walls, too-bright overhead lights, view of Euston Road through rain-streaked windows. Inside, recycled air and the particular exhaustion of people who didn't want to be there.

Priya was already seated, Sarah beside her looking pale. Dr Marcus Grant sat at the head of the table, two other project leads whose names Dan could barely remember, flanking him.

Sarah presented the thrown together API integration update, her voice slightly unsteady. She knew Marcus was going to come for her - that much was obvious.

Marcus interrupted before she hit the two-minute mark. "Sarah. Third delay on this vendor. What exactly is your timeline now?"

Sarah stammered, started explaining the technical issues, the vendor's resourcing problems, the parallel testing environment her team had built as a workaround.

Marcus cut her off. "I don't care about their resourcing problems. I care about go-live. We're pushing again it out again, aren't we?"

Sarah's face went even paler. "The vendor's committed to the patch by Wednesday, and we've built a parallel testing environment, so we can-"

"That's not an answer."

Dan intervened, his voice calm, firm. "Marcus, we're not pushing go-live. The workaround Sarah's team built means we can test everything else whilst the vendor sorts the API. The critical path hasn't changed."

Marcus huffed, clearly annoyed but unable to argue with Dan's logic. "Fine. But I want daily updates."

"You'll have them," Dan said.

The meeting dragged on: budget updates, resourcing, risk register. Dan contributed where necessary, his mouth forming the right sentences automatically. He'd defended Sarah from Marcus a dozen times before, knew exactly how to deflect without escalating.

But even whilst his mouth worked, his brain was elsewhere.

Holly. Is she at the salon right now? Cutting hair? Thinking about Friday night? Has she looked at JK's Instagram again?

He was in a steering meeting talking about API patches, and all he could think about was the way Holly's face had looked watching Jeremy Kent's cock slide into his Erin.

He shifted in his chair, crossed his legs tighter. His semi pressed against his thigh, uncomfortable, undeniable. Marcus was still talking, something about theatre scheduling. Dan nodded at the right moments, made appropriate noises, performed competence whilst internally he was spinning.

The meeting ended at half ten, letting Dan escape back to his desk, where he checked his phone immediately. No messages from Holly, which was normal - she never texted during work unless it was urgent - but somehow it felt loaded now.

He tried to work, failing miserably.

The clock on his monitor read 10:47. Still hours until lunch.
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Quarter past eleven and Dan was standing from his desk, telling Priya he was getting more coffee.

He headed to the third-floor toilets instead, the older ones, which had less foot traffic. He locked himself in the middle cubicle and pulled out his phone.

Instagram first. Erin's account loaded immediately.

She'd posted a new photo thirty minutes ago: gym selfie, post-workout, sports bra, leggings, glistening with sweat, grinning at the camera. Those dimples. Always the dimples did it for him. "Leg day done 💪 New content dropping tonight for my OF. 😘 Link in bio xx"

Dan's cock hardened fast, the kind of hardness that made his breathing go shallow, made his pulse loud in his ears.

He scrolled through the comments: all thirsty, all men, all variations of "You look incredible" and "Can't wait for tonight" and "Fuck me you're stunning."

His body's autopilot took him to her OnlyFans page, where a notification waited for him, bright and unavoidable: "New video available – 'JK and I Get Filthy in the Gym 🍆💦' – 15 mins"

Dan's breathing went shallow. His cock was fully hard now, aching against the zip of his trousers, painful and insistent he take cover of himself.

You're in a toilet cubicle at work! Not here. Not now. Wait until lunch. Just wait.

He locked his phone, pocketed it, stared at the cubicle door.

But his cock was throbbing, and he could feel his pulse everywhere: throat, wrists, cock. The anticipation was physical and nauseating - but oh so good.

He knew what he was going to do later. Lunch break, back to these toilets, watch the video, wank quickly, get it out of his system.

Except it wouldn't get it out of his system. It never did.

Dan adjusted himself through his trousers, quick, furtive, checking the gap under the cubicle door to make sure no one was there. His cock was leaking already. He could feel it, the slick warmth spreading into his boxers, and he thought, absurdly, desperately: You're going to have a wet spot on your trousers. Everyone's going to see.

He washed his hands, avoided his own reflection in the mirror, headed back to his desk.

The morning crawled even slower towards lunch and the video.
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One o'clock and Dan was telling Priya he was taking lunch. She waved vaguely, eyes on her screen. He grabbed his phone, headed straight to the third-floor toilets, where he locked himself in the same cubicle as before.

Plugged in his earbuds, cheap wired ones, always in his work bag for this exact reason as the video loaded.

He unzipped his trousers and pulled his hard leaking cock out; the head slick and flushed almost purple, pre-cum stringing from the slit. He wrapped his fist around himself, tight, tighter than he needed to, the way he always did when he was this desperate and started stroking.

Slow at first, just the head. His thumb swiping over the tip, spreading the slickness, making himself gasp quietly.

The video opened with Erin in the gym: a small private setup, clearly JK's home gym or a rented space. She was in tight gym gear, doing squats, her arse perfect in those leggings. Camera panned to JK watching her, shirtless and grinning hungrily.

Erin finished her set, stood, walked over to JK, and kissed him filthy and demanding - tongues, hands, obvious immediate heat between them

She pulled his joggers down as she dropped to her knees; his cock was already hard, thick, dark and heavy.

Dan's hand moved faster on his own cock. He was leaking constantly now, slicking his palm, and he tried to stay quiet, but his breathing was too loud in the small cubicle, harsh and ragged.

Erin sucked JK with hollowed cheeks whilst he leaned against the weight rack. The audio was clear through Dan's earbuds: wet sounds, Erin's moans, JK's low grunts. Erin pulled back, looked at the camera, did that lip bite. "Love sucking this big black cock, it tastes so good."

Dan's cock throbbed in his fist. He stroked faster, his free hand bracing against the cubicle wall. The metal was cold, or he was burning.

Then JK bent her over the bench press, pulled her leggings down. No knickers underneath, and slid into her from behind without ceremony, she was set enough already.

The camera angle captured everything: his cock sliding in and out, thick and dark against her pale arse, her tits swinging under her sports bra. Erin's voice, breathless: "Fuck, JK, so deep, so fucking deep!"

But Dan wasn't watching Erin anymore. Not really.

He was watching Holly - his brain supplied the image immediately, unbidden and unstoppable: Holly's face on Friday night.

Dan's hand moved slower now, he was edging himself without meaning to, prolonging it, torturing himself, as on screen, JK was grunting, close. Erin was moaning, begging: "Fill me up, babe, I want all of it."

And Dan was thinking: Holly was so wet afterwards, and I thought, just for a second, desperately: she's imagining him. She's imagining JK. She's imagining his cock instead of mine.

The thought should have stopped him cold, but it only made him harder.

He replayed Holly's questions in his head: "Do you think he's still in London? Do you think Erin works with him a lot?"

Where they innocent questions, just curiosity? Or had she been thinking about JK, that cock, and what it would feel like inside her?

And you. You're wanking in an office toilet on your lunch break thinking about your wife wanting another man.

JK finished on screen, groaning, thrusting deep, and Erin's voice broke: "Yes, fuck, yes, so much cum, I love this man's cock."

Dan came so hard he almost groan out loud. His cock pulsed in his fist, thick spurts hitting the wad of toilet paper he'd grabbed, some of it missing, splattering onto his hand, onto the waistband of his trousers. Fuck! He gasped, bit his lip in a failed attempt to stay quiet. His cock was still twitching, still leaking, oversensitive, and he had to let go, had to just breathe.

The video was still playing. Erin was cleaning herself up on screen, laughing, blowing a kiss at the camera. "Gym sessions with JK always end like this, babes."

Dan's breathing was ragged. His hand was sticky. His cock was still twitching, oversensitive, and he stared at the mess he'd made: tissue soaked through, his hand covered, a smear on his trousers he'd have to clean carefully.

What are you doing, Dan? You just wanked in an office toilet to a video of the man your wife is clearly interested in. You're-

But underneath the guilt, underneath the shame, arousal was already stirring again. The video was saved to his favourites. He'd watch it again tonight. And tomorrow. And the day after.

He knew this about himself now; he knew he couldn't stop.

Dan cleaned up carefully: wiped his hand, his trousers, flushed the evidence. Washed his hands twice, scrubbing, the water too hot. He stared at his own reflection in the mirror: flushed face, eyes slightly wild, collar damp with sweat.

Fuck, did he look like a man who'd just wanked in a public toilet?
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Quarter past one and Dan was sliding back into his chair. Priya glanced over, smiled. "Better?"

Dan nodded. "Yeah. Just needed some air."

"You're still looking rough, sure you're alright?"

"Yeah. Fine. Just tired."

Priya studied him for a second, then let it drop. "Well, don't work too hard. It's only Monday."

She turned back to her screen, and Dan exhaled slowly.

His cock was still sensitive under his desk, a constant low-level awareness that wouldn't fade. He shifted carefully, trying to find a position that didn't press too much, didn't remind him too much.

He opened a new report and pretended to read it. His brain was white noise.

Half two and Dan's phone buzzed. He picked it up too quickly, heart hammering.

Just a call from his mobile provider. Upgrade offer. Pointless and unwelcome - he told them as much. He set the phone down but couldn't stop starring at it. Then, because he couldn't stop himself, because the compulsion was too strong, he picked it up again.

Opened his phone browser. Private mode and navigated to OnlyFans.

Went to his own account settings, checked his subscriptions: Erin's page, then clicked through to JK's page from the link in the last video.

JK's page loaded: professional, slick, lots of content, clear branding. The bio mentioned collaborations with "the UK's hottest hotwives" and linked to Erin's page, amongst others.

Dan scrolled through JK's recent posts headers: gym content, solo videos, hotwife collabs with masked or named women. All of it promising explicit fun. Dan did something he knew was invasive but couldn't stop himself from doing.

JK had published a public post of this weeks "Top Fans", the list showed usernames and approximate tip totals.

Dan's stomach dropped.

Fucking hell - twelve names down: HotHollyLondon.

Was that his Holly? He already knew the answer.

How much has she tipped him - and when did she do that? Sunday whilst I was in the shower? She's been on his page. She's been looking at him. She's-

The jealousy was immediate, physical, nauseating, but underneath it, his cock was stirring again already.

She's actively interested, and she's clearly tipping him. She might have messaged him. Fuck. Has she messaged him?

Dan's cock was hardening again, pressing against his zip. He'd come less than an hour ago and he was already getting hard again, just from seeing his wife's username on another man's OnlyFans page.

He shifted in his chair, glanced around the open-plan office. No one watching. Everyone focused on their own screens. His hand moved to his lap, pressed against himself through his trousers, just for a second, just to relieve the pressure.

What the fuck is wrong with you?

Dan tried to imagine what Holly had written to JK. Had she just tipped silently? Or had she sent a message? Something flirty? Something innocent?

You're going to wank again tonight. You know you are. As soon as Holly's asleep, you'll be back on your laptop, back on JK's page, imagining what Holly wrote to him, imagining JK reading it, imagining-

He forced his hand away, and locked his phone, and went back to his monitor, where the risk register document was gibberish.

HotHollyLondon.

The rest of the afternoon blurred together: emails he didn't read, documents he didn't process, conversations he nodded through without hearing. His cock stayed half-aware the whole time, a low-level ache that wouldn't fade.
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Quarter past five and Dan had left early, and he now stood on the Northern Line train, the few stops Euston to Kentish Town, gripping the pole near the doors. The carriage was packed: post-work crowd, everyone tired, damp coats from the drizzle that had started again.

His mind was running loops.

Holly tipped JK. Holly's been on his page. Should I ask her? Should I-

The train stopped at Camden Town to let more of the crowd get off.

He was exhausted but wired, the particular combination of post-wank clarity and rising anxiety he couldn't shake. He was planning the evening already: get home, see if Holly was there, try to bring up JK casually, see what she said.

Or say nothing and just watch her. See if she gave anything away, maybe spent more time on her phone?

The train rocked and Dan caught his reflection in the black window: pale, ordinary, unremarkable. Just a bloke going home from work on a Monday.

Except this bloke had wanked in an office toilet to a video of the man his wife was tipping.

The train slowed into Kentish Town.

Just ask her. Just ask if she's been looking at JK's page. Except what if she said yes? What if she said she'd messaged him? What if she said-

The train stopped with the usual tortured squeal of brakes, and Dan stepped out onto the platform, climbed the stairs, and stepped out onto Kentish Town Road. The drizzle had stopped, but had left the pavement damp, and his steps splashed through the familiar walk toward Fortress Road.

Toward home and Holly. Toward whatever conversation was waiting.

Something intangible had shifted, and he knew it.
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Salon Confessions

Holly sectioned another layer of Mrs Dawson's thicket of hair, scissors moving on autopilot, the snipping rhythm something her brain didn't need to get too involved in, which was handy because her brain was absolutely not here today. Her thoughts were back on her sofa that Friday night. Dan beside her, his hand sneakily rubbing his bulge while both of them watched that video. JK's amazing cock sliding into that Erin Moore woman. The fucking size of it! Christ, the size of it, and the way Erin's face had looked, it certainly didn't look fake - just genuinely hungry and utterly without shame.

And herself had been so wet she'd soaked through her knickers before the video had even finished. She'd never been that wet with Dan. Not for years anyway, since they first started dating and it was all exciting and new.

"And then little Archie forgot his line completely, bless him, just stood there frozen, and the teacher had to prompt him from the wings."

Holly blinked back to reality, refocused on Mrs Dawson's reflection in the mirror. The woman was beaming, utterly oblivious to the fact that her hairdresser's mind was currently replaying a pornographic creampie.

"Oh no, poor thing. But I bet he was adorable anyway."

"Oh, he was. His mum got it all on video. I'll show you next time."

"I'd love to see it."

I won't remember this conversation in an hour.

Holly's hands kept working, sectioning and snipping, whilst her brain spooled backwards again to Saturday morning, when Dan was downstairs making breakfast, leaving her in the bedroom, alone with Instagram, typing Jeremy Kent into the search bar like she was conducting very important research. Finding him immediately. That shirtless profile picture, all thick arms and abs defined in a way that made her thighs press together involuntarily. She'd scrolled through his feed for twenty minutes. Photos of him at the gym, at bars with other content creators, dozens of photos with Erin Moore, the two of them clearly mates, comfortable and easy together.

Why was her husband OK with it all? It didn't quite make sense - but he was even in some of the photos, a genuine grin on his face as he watched JK and Erin kiss.

In one photo JK was shirtless on a beach somewhere, probably Spain, his body all muscle and sun-darkened skin, and Holly had stared at that photo for a full two minutes trying to reconcile it with the quiet, skinny boy from school who'd sat three rows behind her in Maths.

She'd liked it. Then unliked it immediately, panicking. Then thought, why does it matter? It's Instagram. Everyone likes photos, it doesn't mean anything.

"How's that lovely husband of yours? Dan, isn't it?"

Holly's scissors paused for half a second before resuming their rhythm.

"He's good, yeah. Working hard as always."

"You're lucky to have him, dear. A good man's worth his weight in gold."

"I know."

Holly did know. Dan was a good, kind man. A loving man - who adored her, and Friday night he'd been the one to suggest watching Erin's page, had wanted Holly to see those videos, had shared that with her. So if Dan was okay with it, if Dan had been rock hard watching her watch JK in action, then maybe...

Mrs Dawson kept talking, something about her book club now, and Holly kept making the appropriate noises whilst her mind circled the same thought it had been circling since Saturday morning: He's in London. He's real. I went to school with him. He fucks Erin Moore on camera for tons of subscribers. He could be less than five miles away right now!

Holly finished the cut, and blow-dried Mrs Dawson's hair into the same soft waves she always wanted, then showed her the back with a hand mirror. Mrs Dawson was pleased as always and left a fiver tip. Holly swept the floor, the rhythmic motion grounding, soothing, giving her hands something to do whilst her brain continued its loop. She checked the appointment book; her next client in twenty five minutes. Long enough for a tea break.

The cluttered staff room was empty when Holly pushed through the door, small and cramped, a battered sofa against one wall, kettle on the counter that took forever to boil, fridge covered in passive-aggressive notes about labelled lunches. Holly filled the kettle and flicked it on, then as she waited, pulled out her phone.

She'd checked Instagram four times already this morning, and it was only just past ten. That didn't stop her going to it again, and her thumb moved automatically to JK's profile.

He'd posted a new photo just twenty minutes ago.

Holly's breath caught.

The photo showed JK in the gym - a real one, large and filled with London types. He was clearly post-workout, shirtless and sweaty, biceps pumped, holding a protein shaker, grinning at the camera like he didn't have a care in the world.

Leg day done 💪 Time for a protein shake and a nap. North London life 😎 #fitness #gym #gains

Location tagged: Kentish Town, London.

FUCK! He's close! Holly stared at the screen, her mouth going dry. He's probably less than a mile away right now. Maybe the gym on Highgate Road. Maybe the one near Tufnell Park.

The comments were already rolling in, fifteen already, and all women, all thirsty as fuck: Looking good babe 🔥 and Those arms 😍 and need a gym buddy? 😏

Holly hit 'like' - just to be sociable, and HotHollyLondon appeared in the likes list amongst the others.

Holly stared at it. Should I unlike it? Her thumb hovered again, panic spiking. No. That's worse, isn't it? Unliking something like I've been caught? It's just Instagram. Everyone likes photos. It doesn't mean anything.

Except it absolutely fucking did.

She locked her phone and tried to ignore the way her hands were shaking slightly as she made her tea. Her heart was doing something complicated in her chest, a fast stuttering rhythm that wouldn't settle.

He'll see it. He'll see my name in his notifications. Will he click through to my profile and see my picture - would he remember me? She'd made her account private after setting it up Friday night, but her profile picture was clear enough: her face, smiling, big gold hoops, the photo Dan had taken last summer at Hampstead Heath. She looked good in it, and she'd chosen it deliberately.

She sipped her scalding tea, the phone a small insistent weight on the sofa cushion beside her. I'm checking his Instagram too much. She tried to tell herself it was just curiosity, that he was someone from school, that it was interesting seeing what he was up to now.

Except it wasn't just curiosity, not the way she'd thought about him and his body, and that fucking cock! Also the way he'd fucked Erin, confident and easy and powerful in a way that made Holly's stomach clench. And God, the thick creampie at the end - so much fucking cum - and the way Erin had shamelessly pushed it out for the camera afterwards, grinning, his potent cum running down her thighs.

Holly had touched herself in the shower Saturday morning, while Dan was downstairs making breakfast, totally oblivious to how horny she'd been feeling. She'd come so fast it had shocked her, one hand braced against the tiles, the other between her legs, thinking about that video, about JK's cock, about what it would feel like stretching her open, filling her in ways Dan never had.

Then the guilt had tried to show up afterwards, but her body was still buzzing, thighs still trembling, and the guilt couldn't get purchase. She'd washed it away with the soap and the hot water and told herself it was fine, everyone had fantasies, it didn't mean anything. Her husband obviously fancied Erin, and that was fine too.

And now I've liked his photo. And he'll see it. And what? Nothing - he probably gets hundreds of likes. He won't even notice.

But what if he does?

The staff room door burst open and trainee Keisha collapsed onto the sofa beside Holly with a dramatic groan.

"That colour correction took forty-five minutes. Forty-five. She came in with box dye, babe, fucking Schwarzkopf from Boots. I told her it'd take three sessions minimum to get her blonde. Did she listen? Did she fuck!"

Holly laughed despite her distraction, shifting to make room. Keisha was all younger energy and limbs, sprawling across the sofa in her black salon uniform, nails today a deep burgundy with gold tips that caught the light when she gestured.

Keisha glanced at Holly, eyes narrowing slightly. "Right. What's going on?"

Holly looked up. "What?"

"You." Keisha gestured at Holly's face with one perfectly manicured hand. "You've been glowing all morning, babe. And now you're sat here grinning at your phone like you just got a text from someone you shouldn't be texting."

Holly's face went hot. "I'm not. I was just..."

"Oh my God." Keisha's grin was immediate, delighted. "You are. Who is he?"

"There's no one. I'm married, Keisha."

"Queen, I know you're married, but that doesn't mean you're dead. A bit of fun never heart anyone, so spill!"

Holly opened her mouth to deflect, then stopped. Part of her wanted talk to some someone as she'd been carrying this all weekend, the videos, the thoughts, JK's Instagram, and it had been sitting in her chest, tight and secret and thrilling. Keisha was safe, and she certainly wouldn't judge. Keisha had more Tinder hook-ups than Holly had hot dinners, talked openly about sex, about enjoying herself - often claiming the title 'slut' and owning it.

"Come on, queen." Keisha leaned in, voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper even though they were alone. "I've known you for a while know, and I know that look. You've been naughty - or are feeling guilty about something."

"I haven't met anyone. I..." Holly took a breath. "Me and Dan watched some new porn on Friday night. That's it."

Keisha's eyes widened, grin spreading. "New porn? Like what - something really mucky? I bet it was watersports, it's always the quiet ones who are the biggest pervs."

Holly's face was burning now. "God no! Just... this woman. A British creator on OnlyFans. She does hotwife stuff - her husband encourages her. And there was this guy in one of her videos… and… and I know him, from school."

"Wait." Keisha sat up straighter. "Wait. You watched a porn video of a guy you went to school with? Oh this should be fun!"

"I didn't know it was him at first! I recognised him after it had started. Jeremy Kent - goes by 'JK'. He was so quiet back then, really nerdy, sat at the back in Maths. Now he's built like a fucking god and he's doing OnlyFans and..."

"And you've been stalking his Instagram all weekend."

Holly tried for defensive, but her smile gave her away. "I haven't been stalking..."

"But you've been looking at his pictures, and probably just commented on one, am I right?"

Holly's stomach dropped. "You follow him?"

"No, but I know how it works." Keisha pulled out her own phone, tapped through to Instagram, and after a few searches, looked up triumphantly. "Yeah, there you are. HotHollyLondon. Nice username, by the way. Very subtle."

"Oh God."

"Babe, it's fine. It's hot - and isn't hurting anyone." Keisha pocketed her phone, fixed Holly with that direct stare she used when she was being serious. "What does Dan think?"

Holly hesitated, tea going cold in her hands. "He suggested we watch the content, so I'm guessing he's okay with it?"

Keisha raised an eyebrow. "He suggested it. Interesting." She let that hang for a moment. "So what are you going to do?"

"Do?"

"Yeah. Are you going to message this guy? JK?"

Holly's stomach did something complicated. "I don't know. I haven't thought about it."

That's a lie. She'd thought about it constantly. Had typed and deleted three different messages in her Notes app Sunday night whilst Dan was asleep beside her, whilst she lay awake staring at her phone screen in the dark. Hey, I think we went to school together? Too casual. Hi Jeremy, this is Holly Walsh, we were at school together, funny seeing you on here! Too perky, too fake. Saw your collab with Erin Moore, you look amazing. Too forward and obvious - admitting she watched porn as her first approach.

"You should," Keisha said, squeezing Holly's hand. "Honestly, queen. Life's too short. And if Dan's into it..."

"I don't know if Dan's into that. I mean, we watched porn together - mainly for Erin, so that's not the same as actually..."

"As letting you actually fuck the guy?"

Holly's face went scarlet. "Keisha..."

Keisha laughed, warm and genuine. "I'm not saying jump into bed with him, yeah? But you look, I don't know, you look alive again. And if just watching a video did that..." She squeezed Holly's hand again. "Imagine what actually doing something would feel like, even if it's just a few flirty texts?"

Holly stared at their hands, Keisha's warm and grounding and real, and thought: I could do it. I should message him! Just say hi. Reconnect - just innocent and friendly.

"Look, babe." Keisha's voice was serious now. "I'm not saying do anything you're not comfortable with. But if you're interested, if Dan's okay with it, why not reach out? See what happens."

"What if it's weird? What if he doesn't even remember me?"

"Then it's weird for five seconds and you laugh it off. But honestly? He's probably going to remember you. You were fit at school, and you're still fit now. And he's clearly into hotwife stuff and a bit of a horn-dog. If you messaged him, I bet he'd be into it - and you."

Holly's voice came out quieter than she meant it to. "I don't know if I can do that."

"You don't have to decide now. Just think about it, yeah?" Keisha squeezed her hand one more time. "Whatever you decide, I'm here. Yeah? No judgement. I bet you'd feel so horny you'll give hubby a night to remember."

The staff room door opened, and Marta's voice called through. "Keisha, your twelve-thirty's here."

Keisha stood, stretched, grinned down at Holly. "Think about it, queen. And if he asks for a photo … wear something slutty."

She left, the door swinging shut behind her. Holly sat alone on the battered sofa, phone beside her, JK's Instagram still open on the screen.

Keisha was right, something had started, and Holly didn't know where it would end, but she knew, absolutely, that she wasn't going to stop it. Not yet.
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The afternoon dragged. Holly trimmed a fringe for a woman who wouldn't stop talking about her divorce. Did a balayage that took two hours, the client scrolling TikTok the entire time whilst Holly painted foils with mechanical precision. Blow-dried someone's hair for a wedding, listening to a detailed rundown of family drama she'd forget the second the woman walked out the door. Her hands moved with fifteen years' muscle memory, sectioning and foiling and combing, but her mind was running loops, the same thoughts circling again and again like water round a drain.

Between clients she checked her phone. JK hadn't posted again. Her like was still there on his gym photo, sitting amongst the hundreds of others. Had he seen it? Had he clicked through to my profile?

At half two, standing at her station with a client under the dryer, Holly opened Instagram again and tapped on Collabs.

An older story showed JK and Erin Moore in what looked like a hotel room, both grinning at the camera, Erin in black lingerie that barely contained her tits, JK shirtless and broad and taking up half the frame. The caption: About to film something special with my favourite hotwife 😈

Holly's pulse kicked hard.

The next story: a short video clip, clearly post-filming, both of them laughing, sweaty, Erin's makeup smudged, mascara slightly smeared under one eye. JK's arm was slung around her shoulders, easy and comfortable, the intimacy between them so obvious it made Holly's chest tight. The caption: Always a pleasure working with this one 💕

Holly watched it twice with the sound muted.

The client emerged from under the dryer and Holly pocketed her phone, finished the blow-dry on autopilot, took payment, smiled, said all the right things. Her face felt tight and flushed.

By four o'clock Holly had made a decision.

She was going to message him. Maybe tonight after Dan fell asleep, or maybe tomorrow morning before work. She'd say something casual, something friendly. Hey, I think we went to school together? And he'd reply, or he wouldn't, and Holly would know. One way or another she'd know if this was real or just a stupid fantasy her brain had built out of one video and a weekend of obsessive Instagram scrolling.

When her shift ended and she clocked out, Keisha winked and mouthed message him. The walk from the salon home took twelve minutes if she went straight, fifteen if she stopped at Rashid's shop on the corner, which she did, needing milk and bread.

Outside the drizzle was still falling, that London drizzle that wasn't quite rain but soaked you anyway. Holly's phone buzzed in her bag.

JK liked your photo screamed the notification.

Holly stopped walking, right outside the off-licence, shoppers flowing past her, some tutting at her bad etiquette.

He'd liked a photo from three weeks ago. Her in the salon mirror, big gold hoops, hair freshly done, smiling at the camera. The photo Dan had taken when he'd visited, and she'd used to just make her profile seem less weird and empty.

JK had liked it.

Which meant he'd seen her like on his gym photo. Had clicked through to her profile.

He remembers me. Or he's interested. Or both. Oh fuck, both.

Holly's cunt gave a tight, involuntary pulse. She was standing outside the off-licence getting wet over an Instagram notification like she was seventeen again, and she didn't care. Didn't give two fucks.

She shoved it back in her bag and joined the flow of people. Her hands were shaking slightly, and her face was hot despite the drizzle soaking through her jacket.

By the time she reached the flat, climbing the three flights of stairs with her shopping bag and her racing pulse and her knickers damp against her skin, Holly knew exactly what she was going to do.

Tonight, after Dan fell asleep in front of whatever documentary he'd put on.

I'm going to message JK.
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Watching Her Watch Him

Friday evening came round, heavy and warm, the way early July always felt in the flat. Dan got home just after six, and Holly was already in the kitchen, barefoot, Radio 6 playing something low and jazzy whilst she chopped vegetables for a salad. Friday night. Pizza. Wine. The laptop.

"Hey," Holly said, wiping her hands on a tea towel. She'd changed out of her work clothes into jeans and a loose t-shirt, her hair still up from the salon. When she turned and smiled at him, Dan felt his pulse kick.

"Hey." His throat was dry. He'd been thinking about tonight all week. Had wanked twice in the UCLH toilets this week alone, both times to the memory of Holly watching that video last Friday.

Holly poured wine whilst they waited for the pizza, handed Dan a glass, leant against the counter. "Long week?"

"Yeah. You?"

"Manic. Summer holidays coming up, everyone wants their hair sorted." She sipped her wine, looked at him over the rim of the glass. "You look knackered."

"I'm all right."

"Good." She smiled, small and knowing, and Dan's stomach did that thing.

The pizza arrived twenty minutes later, and they ate at the kitchen table, talking about nothing. Holly's clients. Dan's project. Whether they should book a late holiday somewhere before summer ended. Normal married couple conversation. Except Dan couldn't stop glancing at the living room doorway, and the laptop sitting on the coffee table. Couldn't stop imagining Holly's fingers on the trackpad, choosing what they watched. Holly taking the lead.

By the time they'd finished eating, the light outside had gone golden and low. Nearly eight o'clock. The flat was still too warm, windows open just enough to let the traffic noise drift in from Kentish Town Road. Holly stood, stretched, carried their plates to the sink, suddenly looking eager and energised. "I'll wash up in the morning, come on."

Dan followed her into the living room.

Holly curled up on the sofa, reached for the laptop. Dan sat beside her, close enough that their thighs touched, and poured more wine into both their glasses. The sofa dipped in the middle, pulling them closer together. Holly navigated to OnlyFans without hesitation or discussion.

Dan's stomach dropped. She wasn't using his account and subscription, she was using her own!

HotHollyLondon.

When did she make this? Why didn't she tell me? His cock thickened in his jeans. His throat was dry. She's been on here. Alone. Looking at. Fuck.

Holly didn't seem to notice Dan's reaction. She was already scrolling through her feed, humming softly under her breath. "Should we see what Erin's been up to?"

Dan's mouth was dry. "Yeah. Sure."

He tried to sound casual. It came out rough. Holly glanced at him, smiled slightly, then clicked through to Erin's page.

The page loaded. Erin's header image filled the screen: her in red lingerie, dimples flashing, that devastating lip bite. Several new videos since last Friday. Solo content and collabs. A live stream scheduled for next week.

Holly scrolled slowly, reading captions aloud. "Ooh, she's posted loads this week. Look, there's another one with a woman. And. Oh, this one's solo." She glanced at Dan. "Which one do you want to watch first?"

Dan's throat felt tight. "The. The one with the woman?"

Holly clicked it immediately, grinning. "Good choice."

The video loaded, and it looked like a chain hotel room. Big bed with crisp white sheets, and two women already on the bed, kissing, hands roaming over each other's bodies. Erin in her red lace lingerie, and the other woman, blonde, slim, pretty, in black.

The blonde pulled back, laughing. "You ready for this, babe?"

Erin grinned at the camera. "Always ready for you, Ellie."

They kissed again, deeper this time, and Dan felt Holly shift beside him. Felt her thigh press more firmly against his.

The video was sensual, playful. Lots of kissing. Hands everywhere, sliding over skin. The blonde, Ellie, went down on Erin first, slow and deliberate. The camera captured Erin's face twisting with pleasure, her voice breathy and raw. "Fuck, babe, your tongue is so good."

Holly made a small noise beside Dan. Not quite a moan, but close, which drew his eyes from the screen; her face was flushed, lips parted. Her thighs ground together.

On screen, Erin returned the favour. The camera angle captured everything, Erin's head between Ellie's thighs, Erin's technique confident, expert. Erin was giving a commentary to her husband who was obviously behind the camera, telling him how sweet the pussy was, how tight it felt around her fingers as she sawed them in and out. She sucked on her clit, and Ellie came hard, nails digging into the sheets, her voice breaking. "Fuck. Fuck. Erin."

Holly's breathing had gone shallow. Dan could hear it. Could feel the rise and fall of her chest even though he wasn't touching her.

Dan's cock was rock hard now, but he wasn't watching the screen anymore. He was watching Holly, studying the way her body was responding to the porn. The way she couldn't quite sit still, and how her hand had moved to rest on her own thigh, fingers tapping slightly, her restless horny tell.

On screen, the two women shifted positions again, now scissoring, grinding their hot shaved cunt's against together. The wet slick sounds were clear, even over the gasping moans. The women on screen urged each other on, clearly lost in the sensations. The camera shook a little as Erin's hubby moved in for a closeup, panning from Erin's reddening face down her heaving tits, to where their bodies joined, grinding and chasing their orgasms.

Soon both came again, collapsing in a breathless tangle. The video ended with them kissing, Erin grinning at the camera, dimples deep. "I fucking love women, babes. Ellie's incredible. 10/10, would recommend."

Holly blinked, pulled herself back to the room. "That was. Fuck. That was really hot."

Dan nodded. His voice came out rough. "Yeah."

Holly looked at him, smiled. "You all right?"

"Yeah. Just. Phew."

She turned back to the laptop, scrolled to the next video. "This one's solo. Should we?"

Dan nodded again, not trusting his voice. His cock was pressing hard against his jeans now, uncomfortable and insistent. Holly noticed, her eyes flicked down, then back up. She didn't say anything, just smiled slightly and clicked play.

The second video loaded, this time Erin clearly in her own bedroom, Dan recognised the background from other videos. This time in tight black lingerie, while sitting on the edge of the bed, talking directly to camera.

"Hi babes. Tonight I'm gonna show you what I do when I'm thinking about cock. Big, beautiful cock. The kind that stretches me, that makes me come so hard I can't think."

She reached down beside the bed, pulled out a realistic dildo. Large, thick, and very dark.

Holly's thighs pressed together so tightly Dan could see the muscle tension in her legs.

Erin grinned at the camera, held up the dildo. "Reminds me of someone, yeah?" She winked.

JK. She's talking about JK. Dan's stomach flipped.

Erin sucked and licked the dildo first. Deep, wet and sloppy, eye contact with the camera the entire time. The lip bite between strokes. That devastating, confident hunger. She pulled off with a wet pop, grinned. "Fuck, I love sucking cock. I love the weight of it on my tongue, love the way it makes me feel."

Holly shifted beside Dan. Her hand moved higher on her thigh, fingers slipping just inside the waistband of her jeans.

Dan's cock was leaking now. He could feel it, the wet patch spreading in his boxers, cold and obvious. He wanted to touch himself but didn't. Not yet. Wait. See what she does.

On screen, Erin lay back, spread her thighs, slid the dildo into herself slowly. Her face twisted, mouth open. The sounds she made. "Fuck, babes. So full. God. I love this."

Holly's hand was definitely inside her jeans now. Definitely. Dan could see her wrist moving. Small circles.

Erin fucked herself with the dildo, hard and fast, her free hand working her clit whilst her tits bounced. The wet sounds. Christ. The wet sounds were obscene. "I'm gonna come, babes. Gonna come so hard on this big black cock. Watch me. Fuck. Watch me cum on this cock."

She came loud, shaking, her voice breaking into gasps. Post-orgasm, she grinned at the camera, pulled the dildo out slow, slick and glistening, and sucked it clean. "I fucking love the taste of myself, babes. You should try it sometime."

The video ended.

Holly pulled her hand out of her jeans, laughed slightly. Embarrassed but also aroused, still buzzing.

Dan was breathing hard. His cock was throbbing in his jeans. Holly glanced down at the obvious bulge, smiled. "You're really turned on."

"Yeah."

"Me too." She bit her lip. Looked back at the laptop, hesitating.

Then she said it - the words Dan had been waiting for and dreading all week.

"Should we check out JK's page?"

Dan's stomach did that drop. That sickening, thrilling drop, all the way down, but he tried to keep his voice steady. "Yeah. If you want."

Holly navigated to JK's page.

She's been on this page before, without telling me.

Probably earlier this week, maybe Wednesday or Thursday, sitting right here on this sofa whilst Dan was at work, touching herself to JK's videos. How many times? What did she watch? Did she message him?

JK's page loaded. The header image: JK shirtless, arms crossed, grinning at the camera. The bio underneath: UK bull. Hotwife specialist. Collaborations with the hottest wives in London. DMs open 😈

Dan's cock throbbed.

Holly scrolled through recent posts. Lots of content. Solo videos. Hotwife collabs. Gym content. Behind-the-scenes stuff. Comments on every post, hundreds of them, women and couples, thirsty and desperate.

She clicked on a recent video without asking Dan first. "This one's from three days ago. 'Taking Care of a North London Hotwife.' Catchy."

Dan's pulse was in his throat. "Yeah."

The video loaded to show another anonymous hotel room. A woman on the bed in white lingerie, curvy, looked late thirties, wearing a black masquerade mask. JK entered the frame, already shirtless, confidently grinning at the camera.

His voice, calm and commanding. "You ready for this?"

The masked woman nodded, breathless. "Yeah. Fuck, please."

JK pulled her to the edge of the bed, stripped her lingerie off slowly, peeling it away. Her body was on full display: heavy full breasts, a soft stomach, and thick thighs - a shaved cunt with small landing strip. She was beautiful and real.

JK knelt between her thighs, spread them wider with his strong hands on her knees, and went down on her. The camera captured everything - he obviously also used someone on the camera. His head between her legs, her hands on his head, gripping and pulling him to her. Her back arching off the bed.

Her voice, ragged. "Fuck. Oh fuck. Right there. Please don't stop daddy. So much better than my husband."

She came in under five minutes, loud and shaking, her thighs trembling against JK's shoulders.

Beside Dan, Holly's breathing had gone ragged. She was staring at the screen, lips parted, and Dan could see her pulse in her throat.

JK stood, hooked his thumbs in his joggers, and pulled them down, letting his cock swing free and heavy. Already very hard.

The masked woman's eyes went wide. "Jesus Christ."

Beside Dan, Holly tensed. He felt it through his whole body, the way her thigh was pressed against his. Felt her sharp breath in. She's so turned on, and she can't look away. Fuck it, neither can I.

JK's cock was. Fuck. It was exactly what Dan remembered from the video with Erin. Thick and dark and the kind of cock that demanded attention - the kind of size that made Dan's own cock, still hard in his jeans, feel like something apologetic. Twice as big. Easily. And so much thicker. Look at it. Look at the weight of it - what woman wouldn't want to try that out, to feel what it could do to her?

The masked woman reached for JK, wrapped her hand around him, her wedding ring and white fingers stark against his black meat.

JK grinned down at her. "You good, babe?"

She nodded, wide eyed and desperate.

He climbed onto the bed, positioned himself between her thighs in a standard missionary position, and then slid into her slowly. The camera angle captured her face: pleasure and shock and overwhelming fullness all at once.

JK's voice, steady and calm. "Breathe. You're doing so well. Just breathe."

He started moving. Slow but so deep. The wet sounds of her soaked cunt filled the speakers, along with her moans and the creak of the bed.

"You feel so good, slut. So fucking tight. You love this cock, yeah?"

"Yes. Fuck. Yes. So big. You're so fucking big, nothing like my husband."

Holly's hand was inside her jeans again. Openly this time, she'd unbuttoned herself to make it easier. Dan could see her wrist moving as she rubbed herself.

Dan had to relief the pressure - so he unzipped his jeans and fished his cock out. Slick with pre-cum, making a slick sound as he stroked himself - slowly to make it last

Holly glanced down at the sound, and smiled, but didn't say anything. Kept fingering herself as her attention was drawn back to the screen, where JK flipped the masked married woman over into doggy. The visual was devastating, her pale arse in the air, and JK's black cock sliding into her from behind, the whole length disappearing. His hands gripping her hips hard, pulling her onto him.

The size was unmissable, the way she was stretched - pussy lips tight, grabbing onto his length as he pulled out. It was clear the effect his fucking was having on her, the way her body shook, and how she was screaming into the pillow, muffled but desperate.

"That's it, slut, you're taking all of it. Fuck, you're perfect."

Holly gasped softly beside Dan. Her hips lifted slightly, pressing desperately back against her fingers. She was close!

JK groaned on screen, and his thrusts slowed, jerking deep, and he came inside his partner with a low grunt - holding it there as she groaned against him, obviously feeling the spunk spurt into her. He pulled out slowly, his cock still half-hard, slick with their mess. His cum dripped out of her, thick and heavy, pooling on the sheets.

Holly's breathing stuttered, and her body went taut, thighs clamping together around her hand.

JK's voice, warm and satisfied. "Good girl. You did so fucking well."

The video ended.

Holly turned to Dan. Her eyes were dark, pupils blown wide, and Dan knew that look. That hungry, desperate look. Except he'd never seen it this intense, this raw and needy.

She didn't say anything, just unbuttoned her jeans, wriggled, struggled to get them, and then climbed onto his lap, straddling him, and Dan's hands went to her hips automatically whilst his brain was still catching up.

Her knickers were black cotton. Soaked through. Dan could see the dark wet patch spreading across the fabric. His cock twitched in his hand.

Holly didn't bother to take them off, just pulled them aside, and sank down onto Dan's cock in one fluid, amazing movement. She was so wet he slid in completely, with no resistance at all.

Holly gasped, her hands gripping Dan's shoulders, nails digging in through his shirt, and let her head tilt back. She smelled like wine and sweat - and of course her arousal.

She's soaked. I've never felt her this wet. Never.

She started moving immediately, riding him hard and fast, completely lost to the sensations, her tits bouncing under her shirt. Dan's hands gripped her hips, trying to slow her down, trying to make it last, but Holly didn't slow. She moved faster, like she was just using him.

Is she thinking about him and his cock? I know she is. And I'm… Fuck… I'm so turned on!

Dan's cock was throbbing, the pressure building far too fast. He was going to cum and knew he couldn't stop it.

Not yet. Not yet. Fuck.

Holly's breath came in gasps. Her hair fell loose from its tie, sticking to her forehead. "Fuck," she gasped. "Dan. Fuck me!"

But Dan knew now; he knew she was thinking about JK. About that cock stretching her wide open. She's imagining it. She wants it. She wants him.

Holly somehow came first; hard and loud, not caring if the neighbours heard. Her nails dug into Dan's shoulders so hard it hurt as her body shook, her lava hot cunt clenching around him, and Dan couldn't hold back. He thrust up into her a few last times and came, groaning, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her.

Holly collapsed against him, both of them breathing hard, sweaty, tangled together. Dan's cock was still inside Holly, softening, and twitching with the memory.

The laptop was still open on the coffee table, the screen dim now, JK's page glowing faintly as if mocking him.

Holly lifted her head after a moment and kissed Dan's temple with warm soft lips. "That was fucking good!"

Dan nodded. At least I made her cum. Or… did I really?

Holly climbed off him carefully, reached for the tissue box on the side table, and cleaned herself up. Dan did the same, stuffing the tissues into his pocket and zipping his jeans with slightly shaky hands.

They rearranged themselves on the sofa and straightened their clothes in silence - back to their respectable selves. Wine glasses refilled - but the air between them was thick and heavy with many unsaid words.

Holly looked at Dan, her voice was quiet. "You were thinking about it, weren't you? The video."

Dan's heart hammered. "Yeah. Were you?"

Holly smiled slightly. "Yeah."

The admission sat between them, warm and dangerous.

Dan sat on the sofa, jeans damp, cock still sensitive and twitching, and the thought wouldn't leave.

Holly came thinking about JK… but… I came thinking about exactly the same thing. About what would happen if this wasn't just videos. If this was real - and it was her being fucked.

His stomach was tight; not nausea, not quite, but something close. Something that sat under his arousal like a stone. His cock twitched again.

Already?

He was terrified and aroused and both things were true at the same time, tangled so tightly he couldn't separate them. I'm fucked. I'm absolutely fucked.

Holly stood eventually, stretched catlike and sexy. "I'm going to shower."

She left him to wait, and he heard the bathroom door close. Heard the water start running.

The laptop was still open on the coffee table, with JK's face in the header image, grinning, confident and shirtless. "UK bull. Hotwife specialist. DMs open."

Dan stared and realised his hands were still shaking. He could see them trembling when he reached for his wine glass.

He closed the mocking laptop and drained his wine, listening to the shower running and thought about Holly in there, washing his cum off her, probably thinking about JK.

Probably thinking about sending him a message. Has she already messaged him? Would she tell me?

I did this. I started this!

He didn't know if he wanted to stop it.
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Saturday Morning Kitchen

Dan woke first to a bright bedroom, the sunlight slicing through the gap in the curtains across his face, making it impossible for him to get back to sleep. While Holly was still out cold beside him, one arm flung across his chest, her hair a dark tangle on the pillow. She looked so peaceful and beautiful. Completely untroubled.

Dan had barely slept.

He'd lain awake for hours, replaying last night in obsessive loops. The videos. Holly touching herself, and the way she'd desperately ridden him afterwards, cumming so loudly he'd been certain Pam upstairs could hear. And the thing Dan couldn't stop thinking about, the thing that made his stomach tight and his cock twitch even now in the grey pre-dawn light: Holly had been thinking about JK. That hadn't stopped Dan cumming harder than he could remember, thinking exactly the same thing.

He slid out of bed carefully, not wanting to wake her, and made his way to the kitchen after grabbing joggers and an old t-shirt. The flat was quiet, just the hum of the fridge and the distant rumble of a lorry outside. Saturday morning, half nine, the world not quite awake properly yet.

Dan filled the kettle, and leant against the counter whilst it boiled, feeling wrung out and exhausted, but weirdly simultaneously wired, like he'd drunk too much coffee already and couldn't settle.

The kettle clicked off, and he made tea, two mugs, milk and one sugar for Holly, and put bread in the toaster. He stood by the kitchen window while he waited, looking down at Fortress Road. A woman walked past with a terrier, an older bloke stood outside his home smoking a rollup. Ordinary Saturday morning.

Except everything felt different!

He buttered the toast when it popped, spread marmalade on his, strawberry jam on Holly's, just the way she liked it. He knew her preferences by heart after ten years together. Knew how she took her tea, that she hated Marmite, and she always ate her toast standing up at the counter if he wasn't there to make her sit down properly.

"Morning."

He turned to find Holly yawning in the doorway, wearing one of his old Radiohead t-shirts that came down to mid-thigh and possibly nothing else underneath. Her hair was messy, her face soft and sleepy, and she looked so fucking beautiful Dan's felt it in his chest.

"Morning love, tea's ready."

Holly smiled, padded over in bare feet, kissed his cheek. "You're up early."

"Couldn't sleep."

"Bad dreams?"

Dan shook his head. "Just thinking."

Holly picked up her mug, sipped, made a small satisfied noise. "Perfect. As always."

They sat at the small kitchen table, which he'd not measure for properly and was slightly too big for the space, which meant you had to squeeze past if both chairs were pulled out. Holly picked up her toast.

Dan sipped his tea as he watched her across the table.

She looked happy and relaxed. Glowing, even. While he was sitting there with his stomach churning and his brain running loops over last night. Show could see just sit here eating toast like it was a normal Saturday, like nothing had changed?

Holly had her phone out now, scrolling, smiling slightly at the screen.

Where do women put hide things without pockets?

Dan's pulse picked up. "Anything interesting?"

"Hm?" Holly glanced up, still smiling. "Oh. No one. Just Instagram."

Dan nodded. His throat was dry. He picked up his toast, couldn't eat it, set it back down.

Holly was typing something now, her thumbs moving quickly across the screen. Who is she messaging? Is she. Is she-

Holly set down her toast, looked up at Dan, no look of guilt.

"So. I messaged JK just now, on OnlyFans."

Dan's stomach dropped, his mug left hanging halfway to his mouth.

"You, what?"

Holly smiled, slightly defensive. "I messaged him. Just to say hi. I thought it would be funny to reach out."

Dan set his mug down carefully on the table. His hands were shaking. He could see them trembling against the ceramic.

"What. What did you say?"

Holly turned her phone to show Dan: "Hi! I think we went to school together? I'm Holly Walsh. You probably don't remember me, but I saw your page and thought I'd reach out. Hope you're well! x"

He read it twice. Why was he disappointed that it was so normal?

"That's all you said?"

Holly nodded. "Yeah. I mean. I didn't want to be weird about it. Just friendly."

Dan nodded as he didn't trust his voice.

Holly was studying his face. "You're okay with it, right? I mean. We watched his stuff together. It's not weird to just say hi."

"No. God know, it's fine. I just. I didn't know you were going to."

Holly shrugged, picked up her tea. "I wasn't planning to. I woke up and I was thinking about it, and I thought. Why not? It's just a message, can't hurt, and let’s be honest, he probably won't even reply."

Dan forced a smile. "Yeah. Probably."

Holly locked her phone, set it face-down on the table, picked up her toast again. "What do you want to do today? We could go to the Heath if the weather holds."

"Yeah. Maybe. Whatever you want."

Holly studied him. "You're quiet. You sure you're okay?"

"Yeah. Just tired."

They finished their breakfast as Dan stared at Holly's phone on the table between them, face-down and silent.

She's lying. About the rest of it - she's been thinking about this all week, probably. Since they watched the first JK video with Erin. And now she'd messaged him opened the door. He should stop this now. Should tell her she's gone too far. Let's keep it to videos. Let's keep it safe.

But his cock was hardening, and he couldn't do anything except nod and smile and pretend this was fine.
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An hour passed; they had loaded the dishwasher, moved to the living room and both pulled out their phones, doom scrolling.

The TV was playing something with car chases and shouting, and Dan couldn't have said what was happening if someone put a gun to his head.

Holly seemed relaxed. She curled her legs under her, leant against Dan's shoulder, half watched the TV like this was a normal Saturday morning.

Dan, meanwhile, was crawling out of his skin.

His brain wouldn't shut up. Is he going to reply? When? What's he going to say? Does he remember her? Does he-

His cock was still semi-hard, had been for the past hour. He was too aware of his own body, of Holly beside him warm and soft, of her phone on the table now just sitting there, silent and taunting him - every minute that passed without a reply was somehow worse than if it had come immediately.

Holly shifted beside him. "Do you want another tea?"

"No. I'm fine."

Holly glanced at him. "You're not watching this, are you?"

He forced a smile. "Sorry. Miles away, thinking about work."

Holly kissed his temple. "It's rubbish anyway. We can turn it off if you want."

"No. It's fine. Leave it on."

Dan stared at the TV screen, seeing nothing, his brain looping the same thought over and over: Does he remember Holly? And if he does. If he replies. Then what? What happens next?

Holly's phone buzzed, and both of them tensed.

She picked it up as he tried to pretend that he wasn't as keen as her to know if it was a message from JK. Her face lit up in a way that made Dan's stomach drop like he'd missed a step in the dark.

"He replied!"

"What. What did he say?"

Holly's smile was bright, genuinely delighted. She read aloud, her voice slightly breathless:

"Holly Walsh! Of course I remember you, how could I not? How are you? It's been ages. What are you up to these days?? x"

Dan nodded. "Wow, that's great - you obviously made an impression all those years ago."

Holly grinned at him. "I don't know about that, but it's great he remembers me."

Does he really? Or is he just being polite?

But Dan didn't say that, he didn't want to break the spell, so he kept quiet watching Holly's face, watching her thumbs already moving across the screen, typing fast.

"What are you saying?"

Holly glanced up, smiled. "Just. Telling him that I'm married to you, my job, oh and that we 0bviously watched some of his content."

Dan's stomach flipped. "You're telling him we watched his content?"

Holly nodded, still typing. "Yeah, and that we thought it was really good. I mean, he's a content creator. That's a compliment, right? How else would I explain messaging him out of the blue on here?"

She hit send before he could respond.

This is moving so fast…

"Holly-"

Holly looked up, her smile fading slightly, serious now. "What? It's true. We do think he's good with Erin."

"I just. I don't. Are you sure this is-"

She set her phone down and turned her body to face him properly. "Dan. Do you not want me to message him? Because if you don't, I'll stop. Right now."

His mouth opened, then closed when he realised he'd not said a word. His cock was throbbing in his joggers, his pulse hammering, and the words he should say, yes, stop, please stop, this is too far, wouldn't come.

"No. I. It's fine, course it is."

Holly studied his face. "You're sure?"

"Yeah."

"Okay. I might tell him about work, and ask him about his life since school?"

Dan watched Holly type, watched her thumbs move fast and confident across the screen.

Should I have said: Holly, no, this is too far, let's keep it to videos, let's not bring him into our actual lives.

But Dan's hard cock was overriding the sensible part of his brain, and the words wouldn't come. Part of him wanted this. Wanted Holly to message JK and see where it went. Wanted to… to what? To watch his wife flirt with another man, to watch her fancy someone else?

Holly's phone buzzed again almost immediately, and her eyes widened slightly, surprised. She unlocked the screen, read, her smile widening.

"What did he say?"

Holly read aloud: "That's really cool you've been watching! I love hearing that. Are you in London still? x"

Dan's pulse was everywhere. "What are you going to say?"

She was already typing. "I'm saying yes of course, and that we're in Kentish Town. That we'd love to meet up sometime if he's around."

His brain screamed, but his mouth said nothing. Coward.

She hit send and looked at him, face flushed, her eyes bright, and she looked alive in a way Dan hadn't seen for ages.

"Is this okay? Dan?"

His voice came out hoarse. "Yeah. It's totally fine, just a bit of fun right?"

Holly leant forward, kissed him properly, her hand on his jaw. "I love you Mr Holloway. You know that, right?"

"I know."

Holly leaned into him, her attention drawn back to the screen, and he sat silently beside her, his cock hard, his brain fracturing.

Technically, I started this. I showed Holly Erin's page. I chose the JK video. I. I did this.

And now. Now Holly was messaging him, suggesting they meet up sometime.

Did he want to stop it?


three
Two Weeks
Watching Her Slip Away


Dan sat on the sofa, pretending to scroll through his phone whilst Holly moved around the kitchen behind him. The sound of her putting dishes away, the clink of mugs, the kettle starting to boil. The flat warm and quiet this Friday evening, the sounds of Fortress Road drifting up through the open window.

His cock shifted in his trousers, half-hard already and he'd barely been thinking about it all week. The knowledge sitting there in the back of his mind, constant and insistent: Holly and JK were texting. Every day - and more than that, multiple times a day.

And I've read them - every single fucking message.

It had been two weeks since Holly had first got up the nerve to message JK…

That first reply from JK had come through within an hour, and I watched Holly's face transform. She read it three times, her grin widening with each pass, before she turned the screen to me. "He remembers me!"

Of course he fucking remembers her. Or he was polite enough to pretend.

The messages started friendly enough. Catching up. Holly asking what he'd been doing since school, JK asking about her life, her job. Normal conversation between old classmates. Nothing I could object to without sounding like a controlling husband, and a jealous dickhead.

Sunday things changes a bit, when JK sent a sweaty gym selfie. Shirtless, post-workout, the caption simple: 'North London gains 💪'

Holly showed me immediately, her face flushed, excited. "Look at him. God, isn't he really fit?"

I nodded - what else could I do as we both stared at JK's jacked body, all muscle and confidence and the kind of physicality I would never possess even if I lived at the gym. My cock hardened instantly, shamefully, and Holly glanced down, and smiled to herself at my reaction.

She typed back: 'Looking amazing! 🔥🔥🔥'

The kettle clicked off behind him. Dan heard Holly pour water, the soft clink of a teaspoon against ceramic. His pulse was steady but insistent, a low thrum in his chest that hadn't stopped for days…

Tuesday, JK liked three of Holly's photos. Old ones from months ago which meant he'd scrolled deliberately through her feed, looking.

On Wednesday Holly came home from a long day at the salon and collapsed on the sofa laughing. "JK sent me the funniest meme about North London. He's so nice, you know?"

I smiled and agreed, being the modern husband, but I nipped to the bathroom twenty minutes later and wanked thinking about the fact that my wife and JK were sending each other memes now, the kind of casual intimacy that felt more dangerous than anything overtly sexual.

Thursday, whilst chopping vegetables for dinner, Holly asked: "Would it be weird if I told JK we both enjoyed his videos?"

My stomach dropped. My cock thickened immediately. "No, not weird, it's the truth."

"You're sure? I just think he'd probably like to know, being a content creator. It's a compliment, right?"

"Yeah. Definitely."

Holly smiled, kissed my cheek, went back to chopping carrots. I stood there gripping the counter, my knuckles white, my cock pressing hard against my jeans, knowing she's going to tell him we've been watching him fuck Erin Moore on camera. Maybe he'd mention me to her, and she'd remember our little chats over DM?

Friday morning, Holly showed me her phone over breakfast. The message thread with JK, open and easy, no attempt to hide it. 'Just so you know, me and my husband have been watching your content with Erin. You're both amazing. Really hot stuff 🔥'

JK's reply came through whilst we were still sitting there: 'That's so cool! I love hearing that. Makes all the work worth it 😊 Your husband's a lucky guy x'

Holly beamed. "He says you're lucky."

My cock was rock hard. I nodded, unable to speak, and Holly typed back immediately: 'He is 😘'

A kiss emoji. I watched her send it.

Holly appeared beside Dan, bring him out of his memories, two mugs of tea in her hands. She set one down on the coffee table in front of Dan, then curled up on the other end of the sofa, her legs tucked under her, phone already in her hand.

Dan glanced at her, tried to read her expression. She looked relaxed and happy. The way she'd looked more and more these last two weeks…

By the second week, something had shifted.

Holly started dressing differently. Nothing dramatic. Just spent more time thinking about it, more care: Tighter jeans that showed off her arse properly, the curves I sometimes forgot she had because I'd stopped looking the way I used to. Lower-cut tops which teased more of her tits. The big gold hoops every single day now, even on her days off - which dangled down to her neck, drawing the eye there.

She went to the gym twice that week, and Holly never went to the gym!

Monday night she came home flushed and energised, hair tied up, wearing leggings I didn't recognise. "Just did a quick session. Felt good."

Thursday, the same thing.

Watching her stretch in the hallway, watching the way her body moved under the tight fabric: she's getting ready for him, tightening her body, in case he sees her.

The thought should have made me say something, put a stop this before it went any further, but instead, my cock throbbed so hard I had to adjust myself through my trousers whilst Holly wasn't looking. So I'd gone to the bedroom the second she left-

Holly's phone buzzed, lighting up in her hand. Back in the now, he saw her face change immediately. That private smile, the corners of her mouth curving upward before she'd even unlocked the screen.

She read whatever was there, then started typing, her thumbs moving fast.

Her phone was always near her now, on the kitchen counter, the coffee table, and beside the bed at night. Always face-down, screen hidden, and Holly had never done that before.

She also smiled at her phone more often, typing message back quickly, thumbs moving fast, then locked the screen and set it aside like she was finished but two minutes later she'd pick it up again, unable to resist.

She sometimes now bit her lip slightly when she was typing, the same expression she used to get years ago when we were first dating and everything was new and exciting. The very same sexy expression that had made him subscribe to Erin all those months ago…

"JK?" Dan asked, his voice casual, though his pulse kicked the moment the words left his mouth.

Holly glanced up, still smiling. "Yeah. Just saying hi. He's asking how my day was."

She was already typing again before Dan could respond. He watched her face, the way her eyes stayed fixed on the screen, the way her whole body seemed lighter, more animated.

Last Friday we'd watched more of Erin's content together. Another JK collab, this one filmed in what looked like JK's flat: big bed, good lighting, JK and Erin fucking with the kind of easy chemistry that came from knowing exactly what the other person liked.

Afterwards, Holly had been so wet I felt it through her knickers when she straddled me on the sofa. She came hard, loud, nails digging into my shoulders, and I knew, absolutely knew, that she'd been thinking about JK the entire time.

I had cum thinking about her thinking about it.

Sunday night, Holly whispered in the dark: "Do you think JK like's knowing I am watching his videos?"

My pulse kicked. "Probably. Because he knows you."

Holly smiled. I couldn't see her face, but I felt it, the curve of her mouth against my shoulder. "Good."

Holly locked her phone now, set it down on her thigh, took a sip of her tea.

"He sent me another gym photo earlier," she said, her voice light, conversational. "Post-shower this time."

Dan's stomach flipped, and he could feel his cock get interested. "Yeah?"

Holly scrolled and turned the screen to show him: JK. Damp skin, towel slung low on his hips, the V of muscle at his waist disappearing under the fabric. Water droplets caught in the dark hair on his chest. The caption: Clean and ready to get dirty again.💧

Dan couldn't look away. JK's bulge, even half-hidden by the towel, the obvious bulk of his cock visible as a heavy line beneath the fabric.

Holly's voice was breathy now, lower than usual. "Do you think the wives he fucks get addicted to his cock?"

Dan's throat closed. His cock throbbed. "I… maybe? Erin seems to enjoy it."

Holly grinned, wicked and delighted, her eyes bright. "I know. I just wanted to hear you say it."

She was already typing, and Dan watched her thumbs move across the screen: Looking good! Ready to take on the world 💪😘

Another kiss emoji.

The messages turned more frequent during our evenings, and I wondered if they carried on all day. Tuesday night in bed, I glanced over whilst Holly scrolled. Saw JK's name at the top of her messages. Saw the typing bubble appear, disappear, appear again.

Holly was smiling the entire time.

My cock was rock hard under the duvet. I lay there staring at the ceiling, listening to the soft tap of Holly's thumbs on the screen, and thought: why aren't I more jealous?

Holly's phone buzzed again now. She picked it up immediately, read, laughed softly.

"What's funny?" Dan asked.

Holly glanced at him, her face lighting up. "He just sent me a meme about gym guys and leg day. It's stupid but. I don't know. He's funny."

She was already typing back, her thumbs moving fast.

Wednesday, Holly came home from the salon glowing. She'd told me Marta had asked if she'd done something different with her makeup. That night she told me, casual as anything: "JK said I was always really pretty at school. He remembers me sitting two rows in front of him in Maths, he admitted he used to spend most of it looking at my arse."

My stomach flipped. "That's. Well it was a long time ago, and you can't blame him."

Holly smiled. "I think he's flirting with me."

My voice came out hoarse. "Yeah?"

"Yeah." Holly looked at me directly, her eyes bright, searching. "Is that okay?"

My cock was pressing hard against my jeans. My mouth had gone dry. I forced the words out: "Yeah, course. If you want."

Holly kissed me then, soft and lingering. "I love you."

"I love you too."

But later, in the shower, I wanked so hard I nearly collapsed, my hand braced against the tiles, water streaming down my back, thinking about JK calling my wife pretty. Thinking about Holly liking it.

Holly set her phone down now, picked up her tea, took another sip. She was watching him over the rim of the mug, her eyes soft, searching.

"You've been quiet all evening," she said.

Dan forced a smile. "Just, thinking. You know how I am."

Holly nodded, but she was still watching him, reading his face. "You're okay, though? With. Everything?"

Dan's pulse kicked. "Everything?"

Holly's mouth curved slightly. "Me texting JK. I know it's probably a bit weird - I thought you'd say if you minded?"

Dan's shifted slightly, trying to ease the ache of his cock. "It's fine. I'm totally fine with it."

Holly's smile widened. She set her mug down, leant forward slightly, her eyes locked on his. "Good. Because I... I like it. Talking to him."

Dan's throat was dry. "Yeah?"

"Yeah." Holly's voice was softer now, almost hesitant. "He's. I don't know. He's easy to talk to. And he's. You know. Really really fit."

Dan's stomach flipped, something hot and sick churning in his gut. His cock throbbed. "Yeah. He is."

Holly was watching him carefully now, testing him. "Does it turn you on? Me saying that?"

Dan's face went hot, and heat crawled up his neck. "I. Yeah."

Holly's smile turned knowing and wicked. "I fucking thought so."

Thursday night, I came home late from work. Holly was on the sofa, phone in hand, grinning at the screen.

"What's funny?"

Holly glanced up. "JK sent me a video of himself at the gym. He's doing this ridiculous lift and the caption says 'Showing off for the North London ladies.'"

She turned the phone to show me. JK deadlifting, his body straining, muscles defined under his skin, and I stared at it, unable to look away.

Holly's voice was quieter. "Do you think he means me?"

My pulse was everywhere. "Yeah, maybe."

Holly smiled, slow and satisfied. "I think he does."

By this morning, the texting had become a constant background to our life, like a randy teenager with her new boyfriend. Holly's phone buzzed during breakfast. She unlocked it, grinned, typed back immediately.

"JK?" I didn't have to ask, but I played my part of the charade.

"Yeah. He's asking what I'm doing this weekend."

My stomach tightened. "What did you say?"

"That I'm probably just hanging out with you. Having a quiet one."

Holly hit send, then glanced at me, her expression unreadable. "He said he's filming tonight but he's free next Friday if we want to meet up for a drink."

My world tilted. "Meet up."

"Yeah. Just a drink, so we can catch up properly." Holly was watching my face carefully. "Would you be okay with that?"

My cock was hard instantly. My voice barely worked. "Yeah. If you want."

Holly smiled, relieved. "I think it could be fun."

She typed back: 'That sounds great! Dan and I would love to. Let us know when works for you x'

An 'x'. A kiss. To JK.

I watched her send it…

And now Holly's phone buzzed again, him back to the present to that smile again, wider this time, delighted.

"What did he say?" Dan asked, though his stomach was already tight with anticipation.

Holly read aloud, her voice light and casual: "'Can't wait to meet you properly. It's been too long. And your husband sounds like a good guy for being cool with this x'"

Dan's pulse spiked. "He said that?"

"Yeah." Holly was still smiling. "He's nice, isn't he?"

Nice. He's fucking nice. And he just called me a good guy for letting my wife text and flirt with him.

Holly was typing again, and Dan watched her thumbs move: 'He is. I'm lucky. See you Friday x'

She hit send and set it down on the coffee table with a soft thunk, before she turned to him properly, her eyes bright, excited, searching his face.

"He's going to call me over the weekend," she said, her voice soft, almost hesitant. "Just to chat properly. Voice is easier than texting, he said."

Dan's world stopped. Everything narrowed to those words: call me.

"He's... He's going to call you?"

Holly nodded, her expression open, guileless, like this was the most normal thing in the world. "Yeah. Just for a bit. To organise next week, maybe. Make sure we're all on the same page."

Dan's pulse was everywhere, guiding his cock in a hard insistent rhythm.

Holly's voice softened, almost hesitant. "Is it okay with you?"

Dan's mouth opened, ready to say the words he should say, 'no, Holly, this is too far, this has gone too far'.

They wouldn't come. His cock was pressing so hard against his jeans it hurt, a dull ache that spread through his groin, and it took control if his mouth.

"Yeah. Course."

Holly's face lit up, her body relaxing. "Good. I'm dead excited."

She leant forward, kissed him softly, her lips warm and certain. "I love you."

Outside, Fortress Road hummed with Friday evening noise. Voices drifting up from the pavement, laughter, a car door slamming, someone shouting goodbye to a mate, the familiar sounds of North London winding down into the weekend.

Inside, Dan sat beside his wife in the warm quiet of the flat and thought:

I started this. I showed Holly Erin's page. I chose the JK video. I told her it was fine to message him. I watched it happen and I said nothing and now we're meeting him, and tomorrow he's going to call her, and I can't stop this even if I wanted to.

Do I want to?

His cock gave him the answer, throbbing thick and insistent: No. He didn't want to stop it at all. He wanted to see exactly where this went, no matter how hard it made his stomach clench, no matter how sick and aroused he felt simultaneously.

I've always wanted this, I just didn't let myself dwell on it.

Dan watched her face, and the way she smiled as she read another flirty message, and his cock stayed hard the entire time.
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Kentish Town After Dark

They'd finished the take-away, and most of the wine was gone, the bottle sitting on the coffee table next to greasy cartons, the television flickering volume down low. Kentish Town filtered through the open window: voices, laughter, someone's car stereo thumping bass, bottles clinking outside the off-licence. Dan could hear it all and none of it. His brain wouldn't settle.

Holly was still curled at her end of the sofa, wine glass cradled in both hands. She'd been quiet since they'd come back from the kitchen, since they'd agreed to meet JK next Friday; the reality of it had landed on them both like a weight they couldn't shift.

Dan sat beside her, his own glass half-empty, his mind spinning through fear and arousal. His cock had softened finally, though only just, and he was acutely aware how quickly it would harden again if Holly said the wrong thing. Or the right thing; he really didn't know which was which anymore.

Holly broke the silence first, voice soft, almost hesitant. "Next Friday feels really soon."

Dan nodded. "Yeah."

"Do you think he'll actually show up?"

The question caught Dan sideways. He turned to look at her, and saw Holly's vulnerable expression, uncertain in a way that made his chest go tight. She was nervous. Christ. Dan hadn't considered that possibility, that Holly might be scared JK would change his mind, would cancel, would decide she wasn't worth the effort.

"Yeah," Dan said, steadier than he felt. "I think so - he'd be a fool not to."

Holly smiled, relief washing over her face. "I don't know what to wear."

What to wear. The image came immediately: Holly standing in front of the wardrobe mirror, trying on different underwear and tops, maybe that black one that showed her cleavage, maybe a short skirt to show off her legs, checking herself from every angle. Getting ready for JK. first impression dressing for a date - the kind of effort that had tapered off years ago into jeans and whatever top was clean.

Dan's cock thickened against his thigh, blood rushing, and he had to swallow.

"You'll look great," Dan said, voice tight. "You always do."

Holly laughed softly, shaking her head. "I haven't been on a proper date night out in ages. I'm completely out of practice."

"It's just drinks," Dan rushed, though the words felt hollow. Just drinks. Yeah, sure.

Holly glanced at him, expression unreadable. "Do you think he'll recognise me?"

Dan blinked. "What?"

"In person. I mean, it's been years since school. I've changed. I'm older, and not so skinny. Do you think he'll still fancy me when he sees me properly?"

She's worried he won't fancy her? Fuck. But the vulnerability in her voice destroyed the jealous voice in his head. His Holly was worried, properly worried, that JK might take one look at her and decide she wasn't attractive enough, wasn't the girl from his memories or as hot as the many hotwives he now met and fucked.

"Holly," Dan said, reaching over to take her hand. "He's going to think you're gorgeous and sexy. Trust me, I'm a man."

Holly's fingers squeezed his, her eyes searching his face. "You think so? You're my husband, you have to say that."

"I know so."

Holly smiled, warmth flooding back into her expression. She leant her head against his shoulder, settling into the familiar curve of his body. They sat like that for a while, the television casting flickering shadows across the room, the sounds of Kentish Town drifting in through the open window. Dan's arm went around her waist automatically, and she was warm against him, solid, real, and his mind wouldn't stop spinning.

Next Friday. JK walking through the door of some bar, shaking Dan's hand. But looking at Holly all tarted up, and Dan would see it happen, would watch JK's eyes move over her, assessing, approving, and then what? What was he taking her to him for exactly?

They'd have drinks - catch up while Dan watched feeling left out. JK would be charming, easy, confident in that way Dan had never managed. Holly would laugh at his jokes, lean closer when he spoke, touch his arm without thinking. And Dan would sit there watching, his stomach tight, his cock hard and complicit.

And after? After the drinks, after the bar closed or the conversation ran its course, then what? Did JK come back here? Did they all sit on this sofa together, awkward and charged? Did Holly suggest more videos? Did JK suggest something else?

Dan's brain refused to finish the thought, couldn't, because if he admitted what he was actually imagining, what he'd been wanking himself silly to for two weeks straight, then he'd have to admit what he wanted. And I'm not ready for that. Not yet.

Holly shifted, lifting her head from his shoulder. She put her wine glass down, turned to face him properly, the movement changed something - her face had gone serious.

"Dan."

His stomach tightened. "Yeah?"

"Are you really okay with this?"

Holly's face was open, earnest, genuinely asking. She wasn't performing, wasn't testing him. He knew she wanted the truth, and Dan didn't know if he had one to give her.

He exhaled slowly. "I don't know."

Holly's face fell slightly. "You don't know?"

"I mean." Dan paused, searching. "I'm scared. I think. But I also want you to do it. If you want to."

Holly frowned, brow creasing. "You want me to?"

Dan nodded. "Yeah. I think I do. I don't fully understand it. But yeah."

Holly studied his face, her eyes moving over his features like she was trying to read something written beneath his skin. "What are you scared of?"

Dan could lie. Could say something vague, something safe. I'm just nervous. It's new. I'll be fine. But he was so tired of lying, and Holly wanted the truth, and his cock was still half-hard pressing against his jeans, and maybe that was the most honest thing about him right now.

"That you'll like him more than me," Dan said, voice quiet. "That this will change things, and that I'll lose you."

Holly reached over immediately, taking both his hands in hers. "You won't lose me. I love you. That's not going to change."

"Even if something happens?" Dan asked, the words barely there. "With him?"

Holly's grip tightened. "Even then."

Dan believed her. He did. Holly wasn't lying, wasn't playing games. She meant it. She loved him, and that wasn't in question. But love and desire weren't the same thing, were they? Holly could love Dan and still want JK and his cock. Could love Dan and still fuck JK - could love Dan and still cum harder with JK than she'd ever come with him.

Holly was watching him carefully. "If you want me to cancel, I will. Right now. I'll message him and say we've changed our minds."

Dan's stomach lurched. She's giving me an out. One word and this stopped. One word and they went back to how things were before: safe, familiar, ordinary. Friday porn nights with random Pornhub clips. Holly faking orgasms in the dark. Dan wanking to Erin's page in secret, carrying his guilt like a stone.

"Do you want to cancel?" Dan asked, voice hoarse.

Holly was silent for a long moment. Then: "No. I don't. I'm curious. I want to meet him. I want to see what happens."

Dan nodded slowly. "Then don't cancel."

"You're sure?"

"No," Dan said, honest. "But do it anyway."

Holly's face softened. She leant forward, kissed him gently, her lips warm and certain.

Eventually Holly stirred, yawning. "I'm going to bed. You coming?"

Dan shook his head. "In a bit."

Holly kissed him again, stood, stretched. "Don't stay up too late."

"I won't."

She left, padding barefoot down the hallway. Dan heard the bathroom tap running, the toilet flushing, the bedroom door closing softly. The flat settled into quiet, just Dan and the flickering television and the hum of the fridge in the kitchen and his own breathing, loud in his ears.

Dan sat alone on the sofa, his mind spinning. He reached for his laptop on the coffee table, opened it, the screen glowing pale in the darkened room. Muscle memory took over: browser, incognito tab, OnlyFans login screen. Christ. I'm predictable.

Erin's page loaded. New content notification at the top: "JK and I in the shower 🚿💦, SO much fun, babes! x" Posted two hours ago. Already over three hundred likes.

Dan's cock hardened fully, autopilot activated.

The video loaded quickly: a hotel bathroom, white tiles, steam clouding the mirror. Erin and JK in the shower together, water streaming over their bodies. Erin's laugh, bright and genuine. JK's hands on her waist, pulling her close. Erin dropping to her knees, taking JK's massive black cock in her mouth, wet and eager. JK's voice, low and amused: "Fuck, babe, you love this, don't you?"

Erin pulling back, grinning up at the camera, at JK, at everyone watching: "I love this cock, it never gets old."

Dan watched, trying hard not to touch himself. He just sat there in the dark, the laptop's glow casting pale light across his face, and thought about next Friday.

A man who gets hard watching his wife want another man.

The word sat in his brain, heavy and undeniable. Cuckold. That's what he was becoming. Maybe what he'd always been, buried deep, unexamined, until Erin Moore's page and her hotwife friends tough him the pleasure women could have with others. The final spark was JK's cock and Holly's wet arousal, which had dragged it into the light.

Seven days and everything could change - he was terrified and harder than he'd been all night, and if that meant he was ready then fine, he was ready.


four
Bigger Than Expected
Office hours


Dan stared at his laptop screen, hands flat on the keyboard - he hadn't typed a word for twenty minutes, and his cursor blinked accusingly in Priya's email. Around him the open-plan office hummed its usual tune: Priya's voice low on a call, Tom Hargreaves muttering something aggressive at his monitor, the perpetual click of keyboards, the wheeze of the air-con that never quite worked. Outside the windows, grey drizzle slicked Euston Road, buses sliding past, London carrying on without him.

He blinked and tried to focus.

RE: Theatre 4 Integration Delay - Epic API Sign-Off Required.

Sent forty minutes ago, and he hadn't absorbed a single word past the greeting.

Hi Dan, quick one - can you confirm sign-off on the surgical scheduling module test results? Marcus is breathing down my neck for go-live dates, and I need something concrete to give him...

His eyes skimmed the rest. His phone sat face-down beside the keyboard, and he kept glancing at it.

He shifted in his chair. Awkward, because his cock was semi-hard, had been since he woke up that morning thinking about Friday night.

Just three days now.

He forced his attention back to the screen, clicked reply, and started typing. Thanks Priya, I'll review the test results this afternoon and get back to you by COP. The API documentation issue is with the vendor - I'm chasing them for the patch. Should have it Thursday morning, latest.

His chest felt wrong, frayed with nerves. Through the window a bus wheezed to a stop, spat passengers into the drizzle. Londoners in coats and scarves even though it was July, because British summer meant rain and heatwaves with no logic between them.

Holly's already picked out what she's wearing. Those new tight jeans. That low-cut top.

He shifted again, crossed his legs. Tried to relieve the pressure without being obvious. His hand moved to his phone before he could stop himself, flipped it over.

The screen lit up: one new message since the last time he checked.

Holly: Can't stop thinking about Friday xx




He felt that sick lurch in his stomach, but he managed to type back, thumbs shaking.

Dan: Me neither x




Three dots appeared immediately. Holly was typing. Dan waited, pulse loud in his ears, the office noise fading to nothing.

Holly: I'm so nervous. What if he doesn't like me?




The message sat there, innocuous and devastating: 'what if he doesn't like me?'. She wasn't nervous about crossing the line, she was nervous she wouldn't be good enough for JK.

The thought made him so hard he had to press his thighs together under the desk.

Dan: He's going to think you're gorgeous. I promise x


Holly: I hope so. Love you xx


Dan: Love you too xx




He set the phone down, careful, face-down again. The cursor blinked in the reply box to Priya. Two meaningless sentences. Behind them his mind was white noise and sexual obsession and the countdown clock that never stopped.

Three days until JK walks through the door. Three days until I shake his hand knowing exactly what that hand's going to do to Holly a little later.

He forced himself back to work: Let me know if Marcus escalates. I'll handle him if needed. Sent it and move to the next email.
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"You look knackered, Dan."

Priya appeared beside his desk, two mugs in hand. Set one down on his mouse mat without asking. Three years working together, she knew how he took it. Milk, no sugar, strong enough to kill.

Dan looked up, forced his face into something normal. "Cheers. Yeah, just... didn't sleep great last night."

Priya leant against the edge of his desk, arms crossed, NHS lanyard swinging. Smart black trousers, crisp white blouse, practical flats. Her dark eyes were assessing him in that way she had, clinical, thorough, missing nothing.

"You've seemed off all week, actually. Everything alright at home?"

Dan's stomach flipped. Does she know? But Priya's expression was just concerned, the look of someone worried a colleague might be quietly falling apart.

"Yeah, everything's fine. Just... you know. The go-live's coming up. Stress."

Priya nodded slowly, seemly not quite convinced. "Marcus is going to be a nightmare in the steering meeting later. Fair warning."

Dan groaned. The thought of sitting in a room with Dr. Marcus Grant for an hour whilst his brain screamed Friday Friday Friday on a loop was almost unbearable. "Great. Exactly what I need."

Priya grinned. "I'll run interference if he starts. But seriously, Dan, if you need to talk about anything, I'm here, yeah?"

Dan's throat tightened. He nodded. "Thanks, Priya. Appreciate it."

She squeezed his shoulder briefly, then headed back to her own desk. Dan watched her go, then looked down at the coffee offering. His hand shook slightly when he lifted the mug.

Priya noticed something's up.

Relief and guilt crashed together. Relief because she'd accepted his excuse, hadn't pushed. Guilt because, Christ, if Priya knew what he was actually thinking about. If anyone in this office knew. If they could see inside his skull and watch the loop playing on repeat: Holly greeting JK, them sitting on the sofa…

He opened his calendar, and the 2 p.m. steering meeting loomed like a prison sentence. Fifteen minutes to pull himself together, to become someone who could sit in a room with Dr. Marcus Grant and discuss Epic integration timelines without his brain shorting out every ninety seconds. His reflection ghosted back in the black borders of the monitor: tired, slightly manic, a man carrying something heavy and secret.
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Dan left UCLH just after five, couldn't sit at that desk anymore, couldn't stare at the screen pretending to review test results whilst his brain replayed Erin's old video he'd wanked to in the toilets earlier.

Warren Street station: grey drizzle still falling, commuters with umbrellas jostling past, buses hissing at stops, that particular smell of wet London pavement. Dan descended into the Underground, took the escalator down, the artificial wind from the tunnels warm against his face.

The Northbound Northern Line platform was packed as usual. Dan squeezed onto the next train, making his own space near the doors. The carriage lurched forward, shifting bodies pressed together in that Tube intimacy everyone pretended didn't exist, shoulders touching, smell of damp coats and deodorant losing the battle, and someone's masking sweet perfume.

Dan's reflection ghosted in the dark window opposite: tired, manic, a man carrying something heavy.

Train stopped, started, swayed. Euston, Mornington Crescent, Camden Town. At Camden an attractive woman got on, squeezed past Dan, her arm brushing his. His cock stirred immediately. Semi-hard again from nothing, from contact, from the fact his body was broken and responding to everything.

Christ. Can't even stand on the fucking Tube without...

He closed his eyes and tried to think about something neutral. Sarah's presentation. Marcus Grant's impatient questions. Theatre Four go-live checklist… But it didn't work. His one-track mind drifted back within seconds: Erin's video. Holly on Friday. JK's cock. The chair by the wardrobe. Holly's face when she comes. The sounds she's going to make.

He exited his station, walked up Kentish Town Road. Evening crowd, buses, chicken shop on the corner pumping out that fried smell, someone shouting into their phone outside the bookies. Familiar territory, ordinary London, life continuing around him whilst Dan's internal world narrowed to a single point three days ahead.

His phone buzzed.

Holly: Finished at the salon. Home in 20. Want me to pick up anything? xx




Holly's face appeared in his mind: warm smile, big gold hoops, the way she looked at him this morning over breakfast. His wife. The woman he loved - was she thinking about Friday just as much as he was?

Dan: Maybe some wine? xx


Holly: Good idea. Red or white?


Dan: Red x


Holly: Perfect. Love you xx




Their flat was five minutes away. He could see it in his mind: Holly arriving with wine, coat damp from drizzle, setting the bag on the kitchen counter. They'd have dinner. She'd probably mention Friday. And Dan would sit there pretending he hadn't wanked in the work toilets that afternoon thinking about her on her knees for JK.

His stomach twisted, shame, arousal, anticipation braided together into something he couldn't separate anymore.
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Glowing

Mrs Patterson was talking about her grandson's school play and Holly was nodding and smiling and cutting hair, but what she was actually thinking about was JK's cock: the size of it in his videos, the thick weight of it, the way it was going to stretch her on Friday night, and her face was flushed and her thighs were pressed together. She wondered if she was walking around Kentish Town with her lust written across her face for anyone to see.

Her scissors moved through the grey bob, muscle memory doing the work whilst her brain spun filthy circles. She'd been cutting Mrs Patterson's hair for six years, same style every five weeks, could do it half-asleep. Section, comb, snip. Rotate. Section, comb, snip.

Her mind was elsewhere entirely.

Friday night. JK at the door. That cock. Christ.

Her stomach flipped just thinking about it.

Mrs Patterson continued her story without needing much encouragement. "And little Oliver forgot his lines completely, bless him, just stood there like a deer in headlights. His mum was mortified but I thought it was sweet..."

"Oh no, poor thing," Holly murmured, catching her own reflection in the mirror.

Flushed cheeks, slightly unfocused eyes, lips she'd been biting without noticing.

Get it together, Holly. You're at bloody work.

Her phone sat face-down on the counter beside her styling tools. It had buzzed ten minutes ago, right in the middle of shampooing Mrs Patterson, and Holly knew it was JK. Her cunt had clenched at the vibration, Pavlovian and shameless. He'd been texting more this week, casual messages that made her stomach drop and her knickers wet: photos, comments, little reminders that Friday was approaching, and he was thinking about her.

She wanted to check it, but couldn't, not whilst her customer was mid-flow about primary school drama productions.

"But then the teacher prompted him and he remembered, and honestly Holly it was the sweetest thing. You and Dan should think about children, you know. I'm sure you'd make wonderful parents."

Holly's stomach twisted, not unpleasant but complicated. Children felt like a conversation for a different version of her life, one where she wasn't about to fuck a Black man who made porn who certainly wasn't her husband.

"Maybe one day," she said lightly, reaching for the hairdryer.

The noise filled the space, blessed and loud. Holly's mind drifted immediately.

Bet Dan's thinking about Friday too. He's been so distracted lately. This morning he burned the toast and didn't even fucking notice.

A smile tugged at her lips.

He wants this. He's terrified and he wants it and he's probably hard right now at his desk thinking about JK's cock inside me.

Her thighs pressed together without her meaning them to. Heat spread low and insistent between her legs, familiar and maddening. She'd been wet on and off all week, arousal simmering just beneath the surface of every conversation, every ordinary moment. She'd had to change her knickers yesterday.

The hairdryer clicked off. Holly set it down, combed her fingers through Mrs Patterson's hair, checking the shape. Perfect, as always.

Mrs Patterson beamed at her reflection. "Oh Holly, that's lovely as always."

"Thank you, Mrs Patterson."

Mrs Patterson stood, gathering her handbag, then paused and peered at Holly more closely in the mirror. "You look different today, dear. Glowing. Are you and Dan going away somewhere nice?"

Holly's face went warm, heat creeping up her throat. "No, nothing like that. Just... I don't know. Summer, I suppose."

Mrs Patterson smiled, the kind of knowing smile that made Holly wonder if somehow the older woman could see straight through her. "Well, whatever it is, it suits you."

She paid at the front desk, left a five-pound tip as always, waved goodbye. Holly swept the hair from around her chair, dumped it in the bin, and reached for her phone before the next client arrived.

Two texts from JK!

She glanced around. Marta was with a client at the far end, Keisha was mixing colour, no one looking.

Holly unlocked her phone.

"Counting down to Friday. Can't stop thinking about you x"

"You're going to look so good with my cock in you, babe. I'm already hard thinking about it x"

Holly's breath stopped, her pulse kicking in her throat, heat flooding between her thighs. Already hard! JK was sitting somewhere in North London right now, that huge amazing cock rock hard thinking about her.

Her fingers moved before her brain caught up.

"Me too. So nervous xx"

JK's reply was instant.

"Don't be. You're gorgeous. I'm going to make you feel so good x"

Holly's thighs clenched. She locked her phone quickly, set it back down, her hands slightly shaky.

I'm going to make you feel so good. Fuck. Fuck.

Keisha appeared beside her, grinning like she'd won the lottery. "Alright, who's got you smiling like that?"

Holly jumped, her face going scarlet. "No one. Just... a text."

Keisha's grin widened, eyes gleaming. "A text from who, babe? Spill."

Holly glanced around again, voice dropping. "It's... can we talk in the staff room?"

Keisha's eyes went wide, delighted. "Oh, we absolutely fucking can."
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The staff room was cramped and airless, smelling of instant coffee and peroxide. Keisha pulled the curtain across, leaned against the counter, crossed her arms.

"Right. Spill. Now."

Holly took a bottle of water from the staff fridge. Her hands were shaking slightly, which was ridiculous. This was Keisha. Keisha who'd had a threesome in Ibiza last summer and told the entire salon about it.

"Dan and I... we've been watching some stuff together. OnlyFans stuff."

Keisha's eyebrows shot up. "Okay. That's... that's actually really cool. Lots of couples watch porn."

Holly nodded, relieved Keisha wasn't judging. "Yeah. It started a few weeks ago. Dan found this creator, Erin Moore. She's really good. Funny, you know? Natural. We've been watching her videos on Friday nights."

Keisha nodded encouragingly. "And?"

Holly's face went red. "And... there's this guy she films with sometimes. JK. Jeremy Kent. I went to school with him, he was in the same year."

Keisha's mouth dropped open. "Wait. You know a porn star?"

"Yeah. Well, knew him. He was really quiet back then. But now he's... he looks really good."

Keisha's grin was enormous now. "Babe. You're telling me you've been watching porn of a guy you went to school with?"

Holly laughed despite herself, embarrassed. "Yeah. I know, it's mad."

"It's fucking brilliant. So what, you've been watching him and getting all hot and bothered?"

Holly's face burned. "Maybe. A bit. Dan suggested it, actually. Encouraged me to watch his videos."

Keisha leaned forward, eyes gleaming with mischief. "And now you're texting him?"

Holly nodded. "Yeah. Just... you know. Catching up. He lives in London still, not that far from us."

"Holly." Keisha's voice sounded amused. "Are you going to fuck him?"

The words landed like a slap. Hearing it said out loud made it real in a way all her filthy late-night thoughts hadn't.

"I... maybe. We're meeting him on Friday night. At our flat. Dan and me. Just drinks."

Keisha snorted. "Oh you slut. It's not just drinks."

Holly's hands twisted the water bottle. "I know."

"So. Are you?"

Holly met Keisha's eyes, took a breath. "I think so. Yeah. I think I am."

Keisha's grin could have lit up the whole of Kentish Town. "Fuck me, Holly. Good for you."

Holly laughed, half-relieved, half-panicked. "You don't think it's weird?"

"Weird? Babe, life's too short to not fuck the hot guy from school who I bet has a massive cock and does porn for a living. And Dan's cool with it?"

Holly nodded. "Yeah. He... he suggested it, kind of. He's been really... he's been really into the idea."

Keisha's eyes went wide, then knowing. "Oh. Oh, he's one of those husbands."

Holly's face went scarlet. "I don't... I mean... maybe?"

Christ, Keisha knew. Knew exactly what Dan was, what Holly was about to become.

"Holly, babe, I'm not judging. Honestly. If Dan's into it and you're into it, then fucking go for it. Have you seen JK recently? Like, in person?"

"No. Not since school. But he sends photos. And his videos. He's... he's really fit, Keisha. Like, really fit."

Keisha grinned. "And you're nervous."

"Terrified."

"Why?"

Holly's voice came out small. "What if he doesn't like me? What if I'm not... I don't know. Good enough?"

Keisha reached over, squeezed Holly's hand. "Babe, you're gorgeous. You're funny, you're fit, you've got amazing tits. He's going to be all over you."

Holly laughed, embarrassed, pleased. "You think?"

"I know. Trust me."

They sat in silence for a moment. Holly's phone buzzed in her pocket. She ignored it, though her cunt clenched at the vibration.

"If you want to do it, then just do it. And if you don't, then don't. But don't not do it because you're worried about what other people think."

Holly nodded, throat tight. "Thanks, Keisha."

"That's what I'm here for. Now come on, we've been in here ages. Marta's going to think we're having a breakdown or shagging each other."

Holly laughed, stood, followed Keisha back out into the salon.

Her mind was racing, pulse still kicking hard.

I'm actually going to fucking do this.

Her phone buzzed again, but this time she didn't check it. She didn't need to, she already knew what it said.
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"Come Up"

Dan stood at the kitchen counter with three wine glasses lined up in front of him, and the absurdity of it sat in his chest like a stone. One for him, one for Holly, one for JK. He picked up the corkscrew, opened the Malbec. The good bottle. The one they'd been saving for a special occasion, and Christ, this certainly qualified. The cork came out with a soft pop, and Dan set the bottle down to breathe, his hands steadier than he felt.

The shower was still running in the bathroom. Holly had been in there twenty minutes already, and Dan knew exactly what she was doing: shaving her legs, probably more than her legs if he was honest. Moisturising. Making herself smooth and soft and ready.

For JK.

The thought made his cock twitch, half-hard already, and Dan turned back to the salad he'd been half-arsedly assembling. Cucumber, tomato, lettuce, none of which they'd actually eat. He picked up the knife, sliced through a tomato, the blade moving in steady mechanical strokes whilst his brain spiralled somewhere else entirely.

The kitchen window was open slightly, warm July air drifting in, carrying the sounds of Fortress Road winding down: distant traffic, voices, someone's telly through an open window. Normal sounds. A normal Wednesday evening. Except it wasn't normal, was it? Nothing about this was fucking normal.

Dan set the knife down, wiped his hands on the tea towel, checked his phone: 6:42 p.m.

JK was due at eight.

An hour and eighteen minutes.

Christ.

The shower switched off. Dan heard Holly moving in the bathroom: the medicine cabinet opening, the hairdryer starting up. She was getting ready now, properly ready, and Dan poured himself a glass of the Malbec, took a large swallow. It was good wine, smooth and rich and slightly sweet, and it did absolutely nothing to settle his nerves.

The hairdryer hummed through the wall, a domestic sound that should have been comforting and wasn't. Dan moved to the living room, looked around at the space he'd tidied that morning before going to work. He'd hoovered. Cleared the coffee table. Fluffed the fucking sofa cushions. He'd spent an hour making their flat look presentable for the man who was coming over to fuck his wife.

He sat on the sofa, stood immediately, far too restless to settle.
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The bedroom door opened at quarter past seven, and Dan's stomach dropped before he even turned around.

Holly stepped into the living room, and Dan forgot how to breathe.

She was wearing the new jeans, the tight black ones that clung to every curve, the ones he'd watched her try on last weekend whilst his cock filled with blood, and he'd had to turn away before she noticed. A black top to match, low-cut, showing off the swell of her breasts. Her big gold hoop earrings catching the light. Hair down, blow-dried glossy and perfect, falling over her shoulders. Makeup done properly, not the quick everyday version: smoky eyes, dark lashes, lipstick a deep red that made her mouth look fuller, softer, like she'd just been kissed.

Black heels. Not too high, but enough to change her posture, make her legs look longer, her arse rounder.

Fuck.

Dan's cock was already hardening, and he hadn't even said hello.

She looked incredible. More than incredible. She looked like she'd dressed for a date, and the sick truth that made Dan's stomach flip and his cock pulse was simple: she had.

Just not a date with me.

Holly stopped in the doorway, suddenly uncertain, aware of his stare.

"Too much?"

Dan shook his head. His voice came out rough. "No. You look really good."

Really good didn't cover it. Really good was a fucking understatement. She looked like every he’d been dreaming of, except she wasn't on a screen, she was standing in their living room, dressed like this for another man.

Holly's face flushed, pleased. "Yeah?"

"Yeah."

She did a small turn, checking herself in the hallway mirror, and Dan watched the way the jeans showed off her arse, the gap between her thighs, the curve of her waist. His cock was fully hard now, pressing against his jeans, and he was grateful he was standing near the kitchen doorway where the shadows hid it.

Holly adjusted her earrings, smoothed her hair, turned back to Dan, and he saw it in her face: nerves, excitement, the same tight-wound energy he felt coiled in his own chest.

"I'm so nervous," she admitted.

Dan crossed to her, set his wine glass down, took her hands. They were warm, slightly damp, trembling.

"You look beautiful."

Holly smiled, squeezed his fingers. "Thank you."

She leaned in, kissed him gently, and Dan tasted her lipstick, waxy and slightly sweet. She pulled back, checked his lips, wiped away a smudge of red with her thumb.

"Sorry. I'll fix it."

"It's fine."

Holly went to the bathroom, reapplied her lipstick in the mirror, and Dan watched from the hallway, his pulse everywhere. She was checking herself obsessively: hair, makeup, outfit, every detail examined and perfected.

She's doing this for JK.

The thought made Dan's stomach flip and his cock pulse, jealousy and arousal tangled so tightly together he couldn't tell where one ended and the other began.

Holly returned, picked up her phone from the coffee table, checked it.

"He texted. He's leaving his place now."

"Good. Right."

"Are you okay?" Holly asked, searching his face.

Dan forced a smile. "Yeah. I think."

No. Not even close. But also yes, because my cock is so hard I can barely think straight, and that's got to mean something.

Holly crossed to him, wrapped her arms around his waist, rested her head on his chest. Dan's arms went around her automatically, familiar and right, except his cock was pressed against her stomach, obvious, undeniable, and she couldn't possibly not feel it.

She pulled back slightly, looked up at him, and her mouth curved into a small knowing smile.

"You're hard already."

Dan's face went hot. His cock was pressed against her stomach, obvious, undeniable, and she'd just said it aloud. Acknowledged it. The thing he'd been trying to ignore for the last twenty minutes whilst chopping fucking cucumber.

"I… yeah."

Holly's smile widened, pleased, and that pleased expression did something to Dan's brain that he couldn't quite process. She wasn't embarrassed. She wasn't pretending not to notice. She was glad.

"Good," she said, and kissed him again before pulling away.

She picked up her wine glass from the counter, took a sip, checked her phone.

7:22 p.m.

They sat on the sofa together. The TV was on, some action film neither of them were watching, just noise to fill the silence. Dan's hand rested on Holly's thigh, warm denim under his palm. She leaned into him, familiar and right, except everything felt different now.

Holly was wearing perfume. Something new, something Dan didn't recognise. Floral, slightly spicy, expensive-smelling.

Did she buy that for tonight? Did she go to Boots or somewhere and test perfumes and think: this is the one. This is what I want to smell like when JK touches me.

Dan's cock throbbed.

They sat in silence, pretending to watch the TV, both aware of every passing minute. Dan's pulse counted them down: fifty-eight minutes, fifty-seven, fifty-six. Holly checked her phone twice. Dan finished his wine, didn't pour another. He needed to be steady when JK arrived. Needed to shake the man's hand, make small talk, perform normalcy whilst his cock strained in his trousers and his wife sat beside him dressed like she'd never been dressed for Dan.

Technically, I suggested this. Technically, this is what I wanted.

Except technically was starting to feel like a lie Dan had been telling himself to avoid the truth: he'd wanted this from the moment he'd clicked on Erin's page eight months ago. He'd wanted to see Holly like this. Wanted to feel like this. Small and peripheral and harder than he'd ever been in his life.

At 7:54 p.m., Holly's phone buzzed.

She checked it, and Dan saw her face flush, her breathing quicken.

"He's nearly here."

They stood. Holly smoothed her jeans, checked her reflection in the hallway mirror one more time, adjusted her lipstick, her hair, her earrings. Dan watched her, his heart hammering so hard he could feel it in his throat.

The buzzer sounded, and Dan's stomach dropped so hard he thought he might be sick.

His hand hovered over the intercom button. One press, and JK would be on his way up. One press, and this would be real. Not fantasy. Not screens. Not Erin Moore on his laptop whilst he wanked alone in the living room. This would be real: JK in their flat, JK's hands on Holly, JK's cock inside his wife whilst Dan sat on the sofa and watched.

I could still stop this. I could. Just don't press the button. Tell Holly I'm not ready. Tell her we need to slow down. Tell her-

He looked at Holly.

She was standing in the living room doorway, her whole body tense, her face flushed, her eyes bright and wide and terrified and so fucking excited Dan could feel it from across the room. She was holding her breath. Waiting. Trusting him to do this. Trusting him to give her this.

She nodded, just once.

Dan pressed the button.

"Come up," he said, and his voice sounded steadier than he felt, which was a miracle considering his hands were shaking and his cock was so hard it hurt.

He released the button, unlocked the flat door, left it slightly ajar, and turned back to Holly.

She smiled at him, uncertain and excited and terrified all at once, her whole body trembling with it.

Dan heard heavy footsteps on the stairs, getting closer.

Too late now!
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Bigger in Person

JK filled the doorway and Dan had to take a step back as he kinda filled the space more than he'd anticipated.

Big. That was the only thought that made it through. Just: fuck, he's big. Taller than Dan by three or four inches. Well over six foot anyway. He wore a plain black t-shirt that showed his build without trying, jeans, trainers, a leather jacket slung over one arm like he'd just stepped out of a photoshoot.

His face was handsome: strong jaw, neat beard trimmed close, dark eyes warm and amused, light brown skin that caught the hallway light and made him look. Christ. He looked good.

JK's eyes went to Holly first, and his smile widened.

"Holly. Wow. You look amazing, your insta doesn't do you justice girl."

He stepped closer and kissed her cheek. Brief and respectable, nothing lingering, but his hand rested on her waist for just a second, and Dan could see Holly's whole body respond to that touch. Shoulders back, breath catching, face flushing pink.

"Thanks," Holly said, voice slightly breathless. "You too. I mean. You look. Amazing."

JK grinned, that easy confident grin Dan had wanked to a many times on a screen, and turned to him, extended his hand.

"Dan, right? Good to meet you, mate. You're a very lucky man snagging a girl like Holly."

Dan's brain was trying to process too many things at once. Seeing someone on screen was one thing; having them in your hallway, ducking slightly through the doorframe, and standing right before you was something else. The flat felt different already. Stuffier, like the air pressure had shifted.

Dan extended his hand, and JK's grip swallowed his. Firm, warm, the kind of handshake that made Dan's feel inadequate without being cruel about it. Thicker fingers, a broader palm; Dan felt it immediately, that automatic comparison his brain did before he could stop it, he's bigger than me everywhere, and didn't Holly know it!

"Yeah," Dan replied, steadier than he felt. "Good to meet you too. Come in."

JK thankfully let go, and stepped fully into the flat, glanced around. Taking in the narrow corridor, the doorways to the small rooms, the coat hooks, the framed photos on the wall. His gaze was quick, assessing and polite.

"Nice place," JK said, warm and genuine. "Good location too. I used to live round here years ago, actually. Nearer Camden, but yeah. North London's great."

Dan nodded, but his hand still tingled where JK had gripped it.

The three of them stood in the hallway for a beat, the social script requiring someone to move things forward, until Dan remembered it was his flat.

"Come through. Can I get you a drink?"

Dan led the way toward the living room, acutely aware of JK's bulk behind him, a waft of sharp cologne, and the sense of mass and heat at his back.

They passed the bathroom, the closed bedroom door, and JK glanced into the kitchen as they went past.

"Nice kitchen. Compact but functional."

Dan muttered something agreeing, his brain not tracking words properly.

When they entered the living room, the space changed immediately; more charged somehow. JK scanned it in a glance: sofa, coffee table, TV, the armchair by the window. His eyes lingered on the single armchair for just a second, and Dan wondered if JK already knew. If he'd clocked what that chair was for.

"This is great. Really cosy."

Small he means, but at least he's being polite.

Holly followed, and suddenly all three of them were in the living room together, and the air felt thick enough to chew.

The room was maybe twelve by fourteen, and it had never felt small before. But with JK standing in the middle, hands in his pockets, looking completely at ease, it felt tiny. Dan could see Holly in his peripheral vision, could see the way her body had angled toward JK without thinking. Like a plant turning toward sun.

And JK. JK was just standing there. smiling.

"Drink?" Dan said, too loud. "I've got beer, wine, whisky if you want something stronger."

"Beer'd be great, please mate. Cheers."

Dan escaped to the kitchen, grateful for thirty seconds alone.

He opened the fridge, welcome cool air washing over his flushed face, and pulled out a Peroni. He'd bought it specially yesterday under orders from Holly, like an idiot preparing for his own cuckolding. Popped the cap off, the hiss and click sounded too loud.

Poured Holly's usual white wine from a half empty bottle she'd been drinking from already this evening to settle her nerves.

Topped up his own whisky - he needed it! And his hands felt steadier with something to hold.

In the next room, Holly laughed, and Dan gripped the counter edge and tried to remember how breathing worked. It was kind of laugh she made when Dan told he a dirty joke.

Except Dan wasn't making her laugh now, JK was.

And he was stood like a mug in the kitchen, fetching that man a beer with his cock so hard it hurt, about to walk back in there with a smile on his face and pretend this was all completely fine.

Completely fucking fine. Wasn't it?

He manged to hold all three glasses in his hands, breathed deep, and headed back.
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JK had taken the armchair opposite the sofa at least, leaving the sofa for himself and Holly. JK looked completely at ease, legs spread slightly, one arm draped over the side, and Holly perched on the edge of the sofa, body angled toward him.

They both looked up, mid-conversation when Dan came in and handed out the drinks.

"Cheers," JK said, raising the bottle slightly.

"Cheers," Dan echoed.

Dan sat beside Holly. Not touching, but close enough to make a statement; we are husband and wife - a couple.

They drank, and the small talk started again. The conversation felt safe at first. JK talked about the journey over. Tube from his place, Friday night busy but not terrible. Dan made polite noises, asked neutral questions. Whereabouts did JK live? Near Archway.

Holly steered the conversation to their old school days.

"Yeah, I remember you from maths class. Used to sit behind you. Used to stare at the back of your head instead of listening to the teacher."

Holly laughed, face going pink.

"I never noticed."

JK's grin widened.

"Yeah, well. I was pretty quiet back then."

Things change, Dan thought. Things fucking change.

The conversation shifted to work as JK talked casually about content creation.

Fucking fancy way of saying porn.

He'd been doing it full-time for four years now. Started as a side thing, now it was his main income. Good money if you knew what you were doing, if you were consistent and put in the hours on social media.

Then Holly asked about Erin, and JK's face lit up. Dan's ears pricked up too - his own obsession now entering the fray.

"She's amazing. One of the loveliest in the game. Funny as fuck too. You'd really like her. If you ever get bored of cutting hair, I'm sure you'd do well with your own channel."

You'd really like her. And that smooth compliment wrapped up in something filthy.

The implication hung there, thick and obvious. If Holly met Erin, if JK introduced into that world, she might become part of it.

Dan's stomach flipped.

The conversation continued, meandering, everyone performing ease over mounting tension.

JK asked about the flat. How long had they lived here?

Eight years. A nice area, Dan supplied; good transport links. Local pub was decent.

Holly asked what it was like being on camera.

JK shrugged. "Felt weird at first. Now it's second nature. You forget the camera's there after a while, and just … well let yourself enjoy it."

Dan sat quietly, sipping his whisky, watching them talk. Watching the way Holly had opened up completely. Leaning toward JK, legs crossed toward him, hands animated when she spoke.

At some point, Holly laughed hard at something JK said that he'd totally missed, her head thrown back, and her foot moved forward, a small touch against JK's calf.

Just a second, maybe less, but Dan saw it, and his cock pulsed hard enough to hurt.

JK's eyes flicked to Dan. Acknowledging him like you'd acknowledge furniture. I see you. I know you're there. This is happening in front of you.

Then back to Holly, easy and warm, like Dan was forgotten.

Dan kept trying to find something, anything, about JK he could use to feel superior. To feel less-than-completely-inadequate.

But he couldn't find a single fucking thing: JK was taller, broader, more confident, funnier, and Holly was responding to all of it.

The worst part was that JK was nice. He wasn't a dick. He wasn't cruel. He was just better.

And Dan's cock was throbbing in his jeans, forcing him to adjust himself, and Holly of course glanced over at that moment, saw the bulge straining his flies, and her eyes flickered with something (amusement? arousal? recognition?) before returning her focus to JK.

She knows. She fucking knows, is she getting off on it?

Right then , Dan wanted JK to leave more than anything. But, in some sick way he didn't' understand, he also wanted JK to never fucking leave.

His brain was white noise and vertigo, and his cock was sending him strong signals trying to override the sensible part of his brain.

JK was well into telling a story now, something about a shoot that went wrong.

"...and then the fucking ring light fell over mid-scene, just crashed straight into the bedside table, and Erin looked at the camera and goes, 'Well, that's going in the blooper reel.'"

Holly laughed, genuinely delighted.

"Oh my God, that's amazing. Do you put out bloopers?"

"Sometimes, yeah. Behind-the-scenes stuff. People love it. Makes it feel more real, you know? Less produced."

Holly's face was bright, engaged.

"I love that. I love how natural she is. You both are."

JK set his beer down on the small side table, and leaned forward slightly, elbows on his knees. His posture shifted from casual to intentional.

He looked at Holly, then at Dan, then back to Holly. His expression was warm but direct.

"So. You've been watching my stuff together, yeah? And Erin's? How did you start watching a hotwife's content?"

The question landed heavy. Holly's face flushed immediately, but she nodded.

"Yeah. We have. Dan found Erin's page a few weeks ago. And then we saw your videos together."

JK turned to Dan.

"What did you think, mate? Honestly."

Dan's brain buffered.

"They were really good. Professional. Well made."

JK laughed, not unkindly, but there was amusement in it.

"Professional. I like that. Very diplomatic."

He turned back to Holly, eyes locking onto hers.

"And you? What did you think about me fucking someone's wife on camera?"

Holly swallowed. Met his gaze.

"I thought you looked really good. That she…. she loved it."

The air in the room changed, Dan could feel the shift, and so could his cock.

JK held her gaze, smile widening.

"Yeah?"

"Yeah."

Dan sat beside his wife, pulse loud in his ears, cock throbbing, watching this happen, unable to look away, unable to speak.

JK leaned back, picked up his beer, took a sip. Completely at ease.

"I remember you from school, and I remember thinking you were fit. You still are."

Holly went bright red, but she was smiling.

"You were so quiet back then. I barely noticed you."

JK grinned.

"I was. Things change, and I grew up."

Dan's stomach flipped hard. They all knew what he was not so subtly hinting at, where the conversation was headed. Fuck he'd just admitted to fancying his wife.

JK continued, tone casual but loaded.

"So. You've been watching me fuck a hotwife Erin on camera. And then still invited me here. In your flat. Having a beer."

He glanced at Dan, then back to Holly.

"What happens next?"

What happens next.

Dan's brain knew the answer. His cock knew the answer. Everyone in the room knew the fucking answer.

But hearing JK say it out loud, naming the thing they'd been circling all night, turned Dan's stomach inside out and made him harder than he'd been in his life.

His hands gripped the whisky glass too tight as he studied Holly's face, watched the way she was looking at JK, and he saw it clearly. She wanted JK right fucking now, and clearly JK wanted her. Dan was quietly sat watching them negotiate the final details of his own cuckolding while his cock leaked into his boxers.

Say something. Stop this.

Silence for three seconds… Five.

Holly's voice came out breathless.

"I don't know. What do you want to happen?"

JK smiled, leaning forward slightly.

"I want to make you feel good, babe. That's what I want, and I think your porn watching husband here wants his own hotwife star. If that's what you want too."

Holly swallowed. Nodded.

"Yeah. I want that."

JK stood and extended his hand to Holly.

"Come here, then."

The two of them moved toward the bedroom doorway, Holly's fingers wrapped around JK's, her body already leaning into him.

Dan stayed on the sofa, frozen, drink in his hand, pulse everywhere.

JK looked back.

"You coming, mate?"

Dan stood, legs unsteady, and followed them into the bedroom.
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The Chair by the Wardrobe

Yellow lamplight lit the room, and it look different - towels… water on the bedside tables. Holly must have does this earlier, prepared the space while Dan was sorting things in the kitchen. The thought made his stomach clench.

JK stepped inside first, his eyes sweeping the room. Double bed, bedside tables, wardrobe. The chair by the wardrobe, usual - pile of waiting laundry cleared, the space waiting. Dan watched JK's gaze land on it for just a second, a flicker of acknowledgment. Of course he knew, he'd filmed enough cuck-chair movies before.

Holly followed, and Dan could tell she was nervous again, now that they were in the actual space, now that this was so real.

He hovered near the doorway. His hands felt wrong, too big, nowhere to put them. His mouth was dry, and his cock was anything but, it felt sticky and slick already, as it ignored everything his sane brain was trying to tell it.

JK turned, saw Dan hovering, and his expression was warm, kind even, as he gestured toward the chair.

"You're good here, mate. Just relax. Enjoy the show."

Dan's stomach did that thing, that drop, that sick lurch that went straight to his cock.

JK was assigning Dan his place, giving him permission to stay, but only in that spot. Only watching.

He crossed to the chair on unsteady legs and sat. The fabric felt rough under his palms. The chair faced the bed directly, maybe six feet away. Close enough to see and hear everything. Far enough to be completely fucking separate - this certainly wasn't going to be a 3-some.

Christ. Get a grip. You suggested this. You wanted this. Technically. Didn't I?

JK turned his full attention to Holly; he stepped closer, his hand moving to her waist, thumb brushing the bare skin between her jeans and her top. The touch was confident, familiar, the hand of a man who knew exactly what he was doing.

Holly tilted her face up toward him in submission, and JK cupped her face, his thumb brushing her cheek, Holly's eyes fluttered closed before his mouth even touched hers.

She's already gone, totally his and he's barely touched her.

The kiss started slow: a press of lips, gentle, testing. Dan watched JK's head tilt, watched his other hand move to the small of Holly's back, watched him pull her closer.

Holly's body melted into him, her weight shifted forward, hands moved to JK's chest, fingers spreading against the black fabric of his t-shirt, exploring as the kiss deepened. Dan could see JK's tongue slide into her mouth, could see Holly responding, could see the way her body curved into his like she was trying to get closer, trying to disappear into him.

My wife's tongue in another man's mouth like she's been wanting this forever, like Dan's been some kind of placeholder for ten years and the real thing just walked through the door.

They broke apart panting after maybe fifteen seconds, and Holly's face was flushed pink. Her eyes were bright, and she looked like Dan remembered when they first dated, when she was at her most wide eyed excited.

JK smiled down at her, his thumb still on her cheek.

"You taste good, babe."

Holly laughed, breathless, pleased in a way Dan recognised but had never quite provoked.

"Yeah?"

"Yeah. Sweet. And you kiss like you've been wanting me all day."

Holly's flush deepened. "Maybe I have."

Dan's cock throbbed so hard he had to press his hand against it through his jeans. The pressure helped, but it wasn't enough.

JK's hands moved to the hem of Holly's black top.

"Can I?"

Holly nodded.

"Yeah."

JK pulled the top up slowly, savouring her pale skin. Holly raised her arms, and the flimsy top came off over her head. He carelessly tossed it onto the floor beside the bed, and Holly stood before him in her tight jeans and black lace bra.

It was a new bra, specially bought; the kind that lifted and shaped, made her tits look incredible. When did she buy that? This week? Last week? Had she been planning this, shopping for this, getting ready for JK while Dan was at work thinking everything was fine?

JK's eyes dropped to her chest, and lingered, hungry with want.

"Fuck, babe. Look at you all filled out."

His hands slid up her sides, thumbs brushing the underside of her breasts through the lace. Holly's breath caught, her eyes fluttering closed for a second, and Dan saw the way her nipples were already hard, visible through the fabric.

JK's hands moved to the back clasp of her bra, his experienced fingers found it immediately, released it in one smooth movement.

He's probably done this a hundred times. How many women has he undressed? How many wives, and how many husbands has he done this in front of?

JK slid the straps down Holly's shoulders slowly and deliberately, his eyes on her face as her bra fell away to the floor.

Holly's tits were bare. Full and heavy, pale skin contrasted with her dark nipples, which were already hard and tight. Dan had seen them thousands of times, but right now they looked different - because right now they belonged to someone else.

JK's hands cupped and squeezed them immediately, his dark fingers shocking against her pale white skin, thumbs tweaking the nipples, making Holly gasp, as she arched her back into his touch.

"Sensitive," JK murmured, grinning.

"Yeah, very." Holly gasped.

Another man's hands on his wife's tits! And he wasn't going to do a thing about it.

JK leaned down to take one of Holly's nipples in his mouth, and her hand flew to the back of his head, fingers tangling in his short hair, her other hand gripping his shoulder.

She moaned. Soft at first, then louder as he suckled harder, breathy and genuine pleasure.

Dan had heard that moan before, during their Friday porn nights when Holly watched something that especially turned her on. But not like this, just from foreplay.

JK switched to the other nipple, his hand kneading the first, rougher and more demanding that Dan ever touched her, and Holly's breathing went ragged. Her hips ground forward, seeking friction, seeking contact, and JK grinned against her skin.

After maybe thirty seconds of working her sensitive breasts, JK pulled back, his hands moving to the button of Holly's jeans.

"These too?"

Holly nodded, obviously eager to go further, like a naughty teenager whose parents have left them un-supervised for their first weekend.

JK unbuttoned them - the jeans were so tight the button resisted, and Dan watched JK have to work it slightly.

The intimacy of that small struggle was worse somehow. Worse than the kiss. Worse than the touching. Because it was real - awkward and human and real.

Once he won the battle, JK unzipped slowly, the sound loud in the quiet bedroom, then hooked his thumbs into the waistband. Jeans and knickers both, and started pulling them down as Holly steadied herself with a hand on his shoulder as she stepped out of them.

Holly was now naked - and JK stepped back slightly, allowing his gaze to travel down her body, taking his time. Drinking her in.

Fuck he's good, he's been with many beautiful women, but he's still making her feel a million pounds.

"You're fucking gorgeous, Holly. Seriously. I knew you'd be a hot little slut back at school, but Christ. Look at you now."

Holly's face flushed with pleasure, her hands moving to cover herself slightly, old habit, self-consciousness, but JK caught her wrists gently.

"Don't. Let me look at you. Let your husband look at you. This is what he wanted, yeah? To see you like this with me?"

Holly obeyed and dropped her hands.

She was standing fully naked and exposed before JK in their marital bedroom, and she was so fucking beautiful.

The new bra and matching black lace knickers. She'd bought them for JK. And now they're on the floor and Holly is standing there glowing, her skin flushed, her nipples hard, her pussy, fuck, he could see from here that she was already wet, and JK was looking at her like he was going to devour her.

JK guided Holly to the bed, his hand on the small of her back.

"Lie down, babe."

Holly sat on the edge of the bed first, then shifted back, lay back down against the pillows, with her hair spread around her head, dark against the white sheets. Her tits rose and fell with her breathing, and Dan's brain supplied the word without permission: pornographic.

She looked fucking pornographic.

JK stood beside the bed, looking down at her, and Dan saw the hunger in his face, saw the way his cock was already pressing against his own jeans, a far more impressive sight than his own.

Then he pulled his t-shirt over his head in one smooth movement, revealing that broad muscular chest Dan had seen many times as JK had fucked Erin. Defined pecs and abs without being shredded, the body of someone who worked out consistently, who knew what his body could do. His skin was smooth, light brown, flawless.

No tattoos, no piercings. Just a really fucking good body. Better than his own, obviously. Stronger. Bigger. Younger-looking even though JK their age. The kind of body that got to fuck Erin, the kind of body that made Dan feel soft and pale and irrelevant.

Holly was watching from the bed, propped up on her elbows, her eyes tracking every movement, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

JK's hands moved to his jeans. Unbuttoned, unzipped, pushed them down. He was wearing black boxer briefs underneath, Calvin Klein, and his bulge was unmistakable and dauting.

Even through the fabric it was clearly, visibly, significantly bigger than Dan.

Holly's eyes dropped to the bulge, widened slightly, making JK grin cockily as hooked his thumbs into the waistband.

"You good?"

Holly nodded, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Yeah."

"You sure? Because once I take these off, you're gonna see what you're getting. And it's a lot."

Holly's breath hitched. "I know. I want to see it for real."

JK pulled the boxer briefs down, and his magnificent cock sprang free.

Dan's world stopped.

Not just bigger. Not just longer or thicker or any of the careful euphemisms Dan had been using in his head for weeks.

Categorically different.

Dark brown, a few shades darker than his skin, the head slightly lighter, smooth, the foreskin sliding back as he hardened, the head emerging, broad and blunt. It hung heavy even as it stiffened, the kind of cock that didn't point up when hard, just jutted forward, thick and undeniable and impossible to ignore.

Up close like this it felt far more than on the videos. Dan's brain tried to do the maths, tried to compare, and failed because the gap was too fucking wide. His own five inches to this man's nine. That wasn't a difference, it was a different species!

Dan couldn't not stare. He'd seen JK's cock on screen recently many times, had wanked to it as it stretched Erin open, and had measured himself against it in his imagination, had told himself it was probably angles, probably camera tricks, probably not as big as it looked.

But seeing it in person was different. It was so much fucking worse.

Holly was staring at JK's cock like she'd never seen a cock before. Like Dan's cock had been a placeholder. A fucking practice run, and now the real thing was here, and Holly's hand was reaching out, and Dan was sitting in a chair six feet away with his own pathetic cock leaking into his jeans like a fucking teenager.

Holly sat up slightly on the bed, her eyes wide, her lips parted.

"Fuck," she breathed.

JK grinned, wrapped his hand around himself, stroked once, slow, deliberate, showing off.

"You've seen it before, in the videos."

Holly nodded, her eyes not leaving his cock, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

"Yeah but seeing it in person is different. It's so much bigger. I didn't think it would be this big."

JK stepped closer to the bed, his cock now fully hard, jutting forward, the head glistening slightly with precum.

Dan could see the way her breathing had gone shallow, the way her nipples had gone impossibly harder.

"You want to touch it?" JK asked, his voice warm, encouraging, the voice of a man who knew the answer.

Holly nodded, and her hand reached out, tentative at first, fingers brushing the shaft, then wrapped around him.

Her fingers didn't meet.

Dan saw the obvious gap between thumb and fingers, saw the visual proof of exactly how much bigger JK was, saw the way Holly's eyes widened slightly as she realised it too.

I'm going to cum in my jeans just from watching this.

JK let Holly touch him, let her hand stroke slowly up and down, exploring the length, the girth, the weight of him. Her eyes were wide and focused, her breathing ragged.

After maybe twenty seconds, JK stepped back slightly, his hand covering hers, stilling her movements.

"Easy, babe. I want to last. Want to fuck you properly. Can't do that if you make me cum in the first five minutes."

He leaned down, kissed her gently, his cock brushing against her tits, leaving a wet streak of precum on her skin.

"You want to suck it?"

Holly's face flushed, but she nodded immediately.

"Fuck, yeah, please?"

"Good girl." JK kneeled by her face, his cock at her mouth level. "Take your time. There's no rush. Just see how much you can take."

Holly leaned forward, her lips parting, and she took the head in. Her lips stretched around him, visibly, noticeably, obscenely, and she couldn't get more than the head and maybe an inch of shaft before she had to stop.

She pulled back, gasped slightly, tried again.

This time she got maybe three inches before gagging, her eyes watering, her hand flying up to grip the base of his cock for support.

JK's hand moved to her hair, guiding and encouraging.

"Easy, Holly. You're doing so well. Just take what you can and use your hand too. It's not just about depth, yeah? It's about effort. About showing your husband how much you want this big black cock."

Holly's never stared at my cock with that expression, half nervous, half desperate. Never called it big. Never worked for it. Because she'd never had to.

His cock fit easily in her mouth, always had, and he'd thought that was fine. That was enough. Except now he was watching her gag on JK's cock, watching her pull back gasping and grinning and diving back down, and he understood: she liked the challenge. She liked the size. She liked that it made her work. She liked that it made her feel small.

Holly pulled off, caught her breath, looked up at JK.

"You're so big. I don't know if I can, if I can take much more."

JK smiled down at her, his thumb brushing her cheek, wiping away a tear.

"You can, babe. Just take your time. Spit on it, make it sloppy. White girls always give the best head when they're trying to impress."

Holly nodded, collected saliva in her mouth and spat onto the swollen head, then leaned in again. This time she used her hand and her mouth together, sucking and slurping the head and a few inches of shaft while her hand stroked the base, twisting slightly, and it was working.

JK's breathing deepened, his hand tightening slightly in her hair.

"Fuck, yes. Just like that. Good girl. Your husband's watching you suck my cock, you know that? He's sitting right there watching his wife choke on a big black cock. Fuck, you look so good like this."

Holly moaned around his cock, the vibration making JK groan, and Dan watched her get into it, finding a rhythm, her head bobbing, her hand stroking, her other hand moving to cup his balls.

So fucking heavy and full of cum.

Dan could see them from the chair, could see Holly's small hand cradling them, could see the way she was weighing them, exploring them, and his brain supplied the comparison automatically: bigger than mine. Fuller. Heavier. More potent cum.

JK was vocal, encouraging and filthy now, his porn experience shining through.

"That's it, slut. Fuck. Your mouth feels so good. Knew you'd be good at this. Knew you'd love sucking a proper cock. Not like your husband's little thing, yeah? This is what you needed. This is what you've been missing?"

Holly pulled off for a moment, gasped for air, a string of spit connecting her lips to his cock, her face flushed, her eyes bright and glassy.

She grinned up at him.

"This is so fucking hot."

JK grinned back.

"Yeah?"

"Yeah. I've never had to work this hard. It's so big I can barely fit it."

"You'll get better, over time. Practice makes perfect. Gonna train this throat to take every inch."

Holly's eyes widened, but she nodded in acceptance, and leaned back in, swirling the tip of her tongue up and down his length, teasing his balls, before she took him in her mouth again, deeper this time, gagging but pushing through it, determined now to prove JK right.

JK's hips flexed slightly, involuntary, pushing forward, and Holly pulled back immediately, coughing.

"Sorry," JK muttered, his hand stroking her hair. "You okay?"

Holly nodded, laughing breathlessly, spit messy on her chin.

"Yeah. I'm good. Just need to, need to get used to it."

She went back down, and this time she was more confident, sucking, stroking, using her tongue on the head when she pulled back, swirling around the slit, tasting his precum.

JK's breathing was ragged now, his hand in her hair tighter, his hips rocking slightly.

"Fuck, Holly. I'm gonna, I'm not gonna last long if you keep doing that with your tongue."

Holly pulled off, grinning, proud.

"Good."

JK laughed, pulled her up gently by the shoulders.

"Not yet, I want to fuck you first. Want to feel this tight white pussy wrapped around my cock. Want your husband to watch me stretch you out properly."

Holly's face flushed, her eyes widening, her breath catching.

"Okay."

Dan watched from his cuck chair, his hand now pressing hard against his cock through his jeans, rubbing slightly, the friction not enough, nothing was going to be enough, but he couldn't stop.

Holly's never sucked my cock like that. Never looked up at me with that expression, eyes watering and full of pride from her effort. Now she's grinning up at JK like she's achieved something, like making him groan was an accomplishment.

JK gave Holly a moment, then guided her back onto the bed.

"Lie down, babe. Let me make you feel good first."

Holly lay back against the pillows, her legs parting slightly, her breathing shallow, her whole body now flushed, as JK knelt between her thighs, his hands sliding up her legs.

He leaned close, breathing her in.

Dan realised, with a sick lurch, that JK was going to eat her out and make Holly cum before he even fucked her. He was going to show Dan exactly how to make his own wife scream.

Holly's legs fell open, her body completely exposed, her pussy opening slightly, wet and pink and so fucking ready.

JK leaned down, his mouth hovering just above her, his breath warm on her skin, making Holly's hips lift, seeking that contact, and JK grinned against her inner thigh.

He kissed the soft skin there, just once, then moved inward, letting his tongue slide through her folds, slow and deliberate, base to clit, one long dirty lick.

Holly gasped, her back arching off the bed, her hands flying to the sheets, gripping.

"Fuck," she breathed.

JK did it again, slow and thorough, his tongue flat and wide, licking her, tasting her.

Holly's breathing went ragged immediately, her hips grinding her against him, trying to get more contact, more pressure.

JK's hands gripped her thighs, pushing her legs up, folding her a little, holding her open while pinning her down, and he focused on her clit now, circling it with his tongue, flicking it, nibbling, sucking it gently.

Holly's hips bucked, her voice breaking.

"Oh God. Oh fuck."

JK didn't stop, didn't speed up, didn't change rhythm. Just stayed there, consistent and relentless. Professional.

This was his routine built of experience pleasing women. The way JK knew exactly where to lick, exactly how much pressure, exactly when to suck. It was clear he was very good at it. Better than him. He was making Holly moan in was he never had in ten years of marriage.

Two thick black fingers joined his mouth, two fingers sliding inside her easily, and the wet sound was obscene, loud enough that Dan could hear it from the chair.

She was clearly soaking wet, and Holly was moaning constantly now, her head thrown back, her hands in JK's hair, pulling him closer, grinding against his now slippery wet face.

"Don't stop. Please don't. Don't ever fucking stop you bastard."

JK didn't. Instead his fingers curled inside her, finding the spot, the one Dan had tried to find and never quite managed, and Holly's reaction was explosive.

Her whole body went rigid, her back arching so far off the bed it looked painful, her mouth open in a silent scream for two full seconds.

Then the sound came; loud, ragged and broken. Totally shameless.

"FUCK. Oh fuck. JK. I'm coming. I'm, I'm, oh God, I'm coming."

She cum so hard Dan felt honoured to able to see it, and silently thanked JK for letting her experience it.

Shaking, her thighs clamping around JK's head, her hands pulling his hair, her voice incoherent, just sounds, animal sounds, pleasure sounds Dan had never fucking heard before.

JK stayed exactly where he was, his tongue and fingers working her through it, drawing it out, making it last, making her beg him to stop.

Holly's orgasm went on for at least twenty seconds. Dan had lost the ability to track time because all he could do was watch his wife come on another man's tongue and listen to her scream his name.

When she finally collapsed back onto the bed, panting and trembling and glowing, JK pulled back grinning, his face wet.

Dan's cock was leaking so much he could feel it soaking through his boxers into his jeans and his hand was gripping the chair arm so hard his fingers were numb because if he touched himself now he'd come and it was too soon, too fucking soon.

"Fuck, babe. That was beautiful. You taste incredible. Sweet."

Holly couldn't speak yet, just lay there gasping, her face flushed, her eyes glassy.

JK wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, leaned up to kiss her, and Holly tasted herself on his lips, her tongue seeking his, desperate.

After maybe thirty seconds, Holly found her voice, hoarse and broken.

"That was incredible. I've never, I've never come like that."

JK grinned.

"Good. Just warming up, babe. Gonna make you come at least twice more before I'm done with you."

Dan absolutely fucking believed him.

JK gave Holly another minute to recover, kissing her gently, stroking her hair, whispering things Dan couldn't hear but could imagine.

Then he shifted his weight up her body, and positioned himself between her thighs properly, his still-hard cock in his hand, lining himself up.

Holly's eyes widened slightly, her breath catching, her hands moving to his shoulders. JK looked down at her, his expression warm but hungry, checking in one last time.

"You ready?"

Holly nodded, her voice barely a whisper.

"Please. Please fuck me."

"Good girl. Gonna fill this tight white pussy up. Gonna show your husband how you can take a real cock."

JK pushed forward slowly... the first inch… two inches.

Holly's gasp was sharp, her hands flying to his shoulders, gripping hard, her nails digging in.

"You okay?" JK asked, his voice strained. He was holding back, going slow, giving her time to adjust, and Dan could see the effort it was costing him.

Holly nodded, her eyes squeezed shut, her mouth open.

"Yeah. Just, just go slow."

JK pushed in another inch.

Holly's mouth fell open wider, a broken moan escaping, and Dan watched her face twist into something between pain and pleasure, something desperate and overwhelmed.

"Fuck. You're so big. You're so, so fucking big."

JK grinned, leaned down, kissed her jaw.

"You'll get used to it after this first time. You're doing so well. Just relax, and let me in. Gonna make you feel so good."

He pushed in further, halfway now, maybe more, and Holly's back arched, her nails digging deeper into his shoulders.

"Oh my God. Oh my, oh fuck."

JK stopped, let her adjust, his hips still, his cock buried halfway inside her, stretching her, filling her.

From the chair, Dan couldn't believe his eyes. JK's cock, thick and dark, stretching Holly's pussy visibly, obscenely, her body struggling to accommodate him, her face twisted in a mixture of discomfort and pleasure and something close to shock.

After maybe ten seconds, Holly's hips shifted slightly, seeking more, and her voice was small and desperate.

"Okay. Keep going. I need all of it."

"Yeah? You want this big black cock all the way inside you? Even if it ruins you for your husband's little dick?"

"Yes. Fuck. Yes. Please!"

JK pushed in the rest of the way, slow, steady, inexorable, until his hips were flush against hers, until he was buried completely inside her.

Holly's voice broke into a sob.

"Fuuuuck. You're so deep. I can feel you in my, in my stomach. Oh God."

JK held still, letting her cum through a small orgasm, just from his size being fully seated inside her, his forehead resting against hers, his breathing harsh.

"You feel incredible, babe. Tightest pussy I've had in weeks. Gripping me so fucking hard. You were made for this, made for big cock."

Holly's breathing was ragged, her whole body trembling beneath him, and Dan watched a tear slide down her cheek.

Not pain. Not quite. She was overwhelmed. And he had never overwhelmed her. Never filled her like that. Never made her cry just from being inside her.

After a few seconds, JK started moving again, slow, shallow thrusts, letting her get used to him, letting her body adjust.

Holly's moans were constant now, breathy and broken, her hands sliding down his back, her legs wrapping around his waist, trying to pull him deeper.

"Faster," she breathed. "Please. Faster. I can take it."

JK picked up the pace, still controlled, still deliberate, but harder now, deeper, his hips snapping forward.

The sound of their bodies meeting was loud in the quiet bedroom, skin on skin, wet and beautifully obscene, the slap of his hips against hers, the squelch of her pussy stretched tightly around him.

Holly's encouragement got louder and more desperate, dirtier.

"Yes. Fuck. Yes. Don't stop. Don't fucking stop. Fuck my white cunt. Fuck me harder."

JK obliged, his breathing harsh now, his hips driving forward, his cock sinking into her deep and hard with every thrust.

Dan could see Holly's tits bouncing with each thrust, could see her face, eyes rolled back, mouth open, completely gone, completely lost to sensation.

This is how she should look.

JK shifted angle slightly, his hand moving between them to rub Holly's clit, and Holly's reaction was immediate and explosive.

"FUCK. Oh fuck. I'm gonna, I'm gonna come again, oh God, I'm-"

She came, a full body cum, legs shaking, her pussy clenching visibly around JK's cock, her voice breaking into incoherent sobs, her hands clawing red scratches at his back.

JK didn't stop fucking her, kept going like a machine, hard and deep, drawing her orgasm out, using her cunt now for his own pleasure. Her cunt was making wet sloppy sounds that would have made Dan laugh if wasn't so brutal.

"That's it, babe. Fuck. You're so beautiful when you come. Look at you. So fucking beautiful. Your husband's watching you come on my cock. He's watching you lose your fucking mind. This what you needed, yeah? Big black cock splitting you open?"

Holly couldn't do anything except sob and shake and take it.

Holly's face twisted into an expression Dan had never seen before, something between pain and pleasure, between too much and not enough, her mouth open and her eyes rolled back and her hands gripping JK's shoulders like he was the only thing keeping her tethered to the earth.

And then JK started moving faster and Holly started moaning louder and Dan's brain supplied the information he didn't want but couldn't ignore: she's never sounded like that with me. Never looked like that. Never begged like that.

Dan's hand was pressed against his cock, and he was so close to coming he could taste it.

Holly's orgasm finally subsided, and she collapsed back onto the bed, limp and gasping, tears actually streaming down her face.

JK slowed, his thrusts gentler now, giving her a moment to recover, his hands gentle on her hips. He leaned down, kissed her gently, wiped the tears from her cheeks as he thrust into her slowly.

"You okay?"

Holly nodded, laughing breathlessly, her voice wrecked.

"Yeah. Fuck. That was, I've never, I've never come multiple times that fast before."

JK grinned, proud, possessive.

"Good. Told you. We're not done yet. Gonna make you come at least one more time. Gonna make sure you never forget this."

He pulled out slowly, and Dan saw his cock slide out, slick and glistening with Holly's wetness, her pussy stretched puffy red and swollen, gaping slightly before closing.

"On your hands and knees for me. Want your husband to see how good you look getting fucked from behind. Want him to see everything."

Holly's eyes widened, but she nodded, rolling over, getting into position, her arse in the air, her face turned to Dan. She could clearly see his hand pressed hard against the wet patch in his jeans, and their eyes met for just a second.

Holly's expression was complicated. Love, lust, apology, triumph, all tangled together.

Then JK's hand gripped her hip, and she gasped and looked away, looked back at him over her shoulder, and gave herself over to him completely.

Dan's view was perfect: Devastating.

JK pushed fully in, much easier this time, Holly's pussy stretched and re-shaped, soaking from the first round, and he bottomed out in one smooth thrust.

Holly's moan was guttural, animal, her hands fisting in the sheets.

"Fuuuuck."

JK grinned, pulled back, thrust in again, hard, and the sound was obscene.

The angle was brutal. From Dan's position in the chair, he could see JK's cock, thick and dark, disappearing into his wife, and her body slam forwards with each thrust, her tits swinging underneath her. Her arse jiggled slightly with each impact - and JK couldn't resist slapping each cheek hard between thrusts.

It was the most explicit, pornographic thing Dan had ever seen in real life. And it was his wife.

JK set a hard, steady rhythm, not frantic, but powerful, each thrust deliberate and deep. His stamina probably natural and built from his time with many other hotwives.

Holly's moans were constant, punctuated by sharp gasps every time JK's hips slammed against her arse, or his hand left red imprints on her soft flesh.

"Fuck. Fuck. Oh fuck. So deep. You're so, so fucking deep."

JK's hands gripped her hips, pulling her back onto him with each thrust, using her, fucking her properly.

"That's it, babe. Take it. Take this big black cock. Show your husband how much you love it. Show him what a good little slut you are."

Holly sobbed, her voice breaking.

"I do. I fucking love it. I love your cock. It's so big. So much bigger than, than-"

She cut herself off, but Dan heard it. Heard the comparison she made.

Bigger and better than her husband's. So much bigger she couldn't even fucking finish the sentence.

After maybe two minutes, JK slowed slightly, leaned forward, his hand sliding around Holly's body to rub her clit, and his voice was low and filthy.

"You gonna come for me again, babe? Gonna come on this big black cock? Gonna show your husband how a proper cock makes you feel?"

Holly's reaction was immediate, desperate.

"Oh God. Oh fuck. I can't. I'm gonna, again, I can't-"

"You can, babe," JK murmured, his voice rough. "Give me one more. Come on. Be a good girl for me. Come all over my cock."

He sped up, fucking her hard, his fingers circling her clit, relentless, brutal, perfect.

Holly's arms gave out. She collapsed forward, her face buried in the pillow, her arse still in the air, JK still pounding into her from behind, using her, owning her.

Her moans were muffled now but still loud, still desperate, and Dan could see the way her hands were clawing at the sheets, the way her whole body was shaking.

And then she came again. Her third full orgasm!

This one was different, quieter somehow, deeper, her body going rigid, her pussy clenching so hard around JK's cock that he groaned.

"Fuck, Holly. You're, you're squeezing me so fucking hard. Fuck."

Holly's orgasm seemed to last forever, her body shaking, small broken sounds escaping her, muffled by the pillow.

When it finally subsided, she was completely limp, her face still buried in the pillow, her arse still up only because JK was holding her hips.

JK slowed, his hands gentling on her hips, his breathing harsh.

"You okay, babe?"

Holly nodded weakly.

JK pulled out carefully, his cock still rock-hard, glistening, ready to keep going, and he rolled Holly onto her back gently.

She lay there gasping, her chest heaving, her whole body flushed and trembling and covered in a sheen of sweat.

The room stank of sex. Sweat and arousal and the musk of bodies and the bed was soaked beneath her.

JK knelt between her thighs again, stroked himself slowly, his eyes on hers.

"I'm so close, where do you want it?"

Holly's voice was hoarse, barely audible, wrecked.

"Inside. Want you inside. Please."

JK's eyes lit up, his grin widening.

"Yeah? You want me to fill this pussy up? Want me to breed you in front of your husband?"

Holly nodded, desperate.

"Yeah. Please come inside me."

"Good girl."

JK pushed back into her, missionary again, gentler this time, Holly too sensitive, too wrecked for hard thrusts.

He fucked her slowly, his breathing ragged, his rhythm faltering, and Dan could see he was close, could see the way his body was tensing.

"I'm gonna come, babe. Gonna fill you up. Gonna leave my black cum deep inside you."

Holly's hands moved to his arse, pulling him deeper, urging him on.

"Do it. Come inside me. Fill me up. I want to feel it."

JK thrust deep one last time and went rigid.

His groan was long and guttural, his whole body tensing, shuddering, and Dan watched his face, watched the way his eyes rolled back, watched the way his mouth fell open.

He was coming. JK was coming inside his wife. Right fucking now.

JK stayed buried inside her for maybe ten seconds, pulsing, filling her, his forehead resting on hers.

Then he pulled out slowly, carefully, and Dan saw it.

JK's cum.

Thick, white, abundant, dripping out of Holly's pussy in quantities Dan didn't know were possible.

There was so fucking much of it!

It dripped down her thighs, pooled on the sheets beneath her, kept coming, and coming, and Holly's pussy was gaping slightly, red and swollen and leaking another man's cum.

His cum was maybe a tablespoon on a good day. This was, what, several times that? More? It was everywhere. Thick and potent and it just kept dripping out of her.

JK sat back on his heels, his cock softening but still impressive, still bigger soft than Dan was hard, and he looked down at Holly with satisfaction and pride.

"Fuck, babe. Look at you. Fucking beautiful. Look at all that cum. Filled you up properly, didn't I?"

Holly was too wrecked to respond, just lay there glowing, panting, cum leaking out of her, utterly spent, utterly satisfied.

JK looked over at Dan, grinned, and his voice was warm, knowing, triumphant.

"You all good, mate?"

Dan tried to nod, tried to speak, tried to do anything, but his body had other ideas.

The orgasm hit him without warning. No gradual build, no control, just detonation.

His body went rigid, his back arching slightly, his hand pressing so hard against his cock through his jeans it was painful, crushing, and he came.

In his fucking boxers. Soaking through both layers, hot and wet and overwhelming, pulsing, pulsing, and he couldn't stop it, couldn't control it, couldn't do anything except sit there and shake.

The orgasm was longer and more intense than any he'd had in years, maybe ever. Wave after wave of it, his vision going dark at the edges, his breathing stopped completely for several seconds, and his mouth fell open, but no sound came out.

He was coming untouched, just from watching, just from seeing JK's cum drip out of his wife, just from being in this room, and when it was finally over he was going to have to sit here in his own cum like a fucking teenager.

When it finally subsided, he collapsed back in the chair gasping, his hand still pressed against the wet patch in his jeans, warm and sticky and shameful.

JK and Holly had both watched.

JK's grin widened, not mocking, just amused, knowing, satisfied.

"Fuck, mate. That looked intense."

Dan couldn't respond or do anything except sit there and try to remember how to breathe, how to think.

Holly's expression was complicated; love, amusement, satisfaction, pride?

She was glowing.

She'd never looked that satisfied or well fucked before.

JK stood, stretched, and started pulling his clothes on. Boxer briefs. Jeans. T-shirt. Like he'd just finished a workout, like this was routine, like he fucked other men's wives every week.

He did. And that's the point, isn't it?

"I'm gonna head out, yeah? Let you two decompress. Talk. Whatever you need."

Holly nodded, her voice hoarse.

"Okay."

JK leaned down to kiss Holly gently on the forehead, his hand brushing her hair back.

"You were incredible, seriously. One of the best I've had. Tight, wet, responsive. And you came so hard. Your husband's a very lucky man."

Holly smiled, exhausted but obviously pleased.

"Thank you. That was amazing. Best sex of my life."

She just admitted what was so fucking clear.

JK crossed to Dan, extended his hand for a handshake, and Dan's brain couldn't quite process the audacity of it.

He'd just fucked Dan's wife, come inside her, made her scream his name, and now he wanted to shake hands?

Dan took it automatically, his hand damp with his own cum, shaking slightly, and JK's grip was firm, warm, confident.

"Take care of her, yeah? She's a keeper. And mate, seriously, you're welcome to watch any time. This was really fun. I can see why you're into this. She's fucking gorgeous when she's getting properly fucked. Can't wait till next time."

Dan nodded, he couldn't find words, couldn't do anything except sit there like furniture.

JK headed to the door, paused, looked back at Holly.

"Same time next week?"

Holly laughed breathlessly from the bed, her voice wrecked and happy.

"Yeah, definitely."

JK grinned, nodded at Dan one more time, and left.

The front door closed a moment later, then damning silence.

Holly was lying on the bed covered in another man's cum, glowing, satisfied, wrecked, looking at Dan with an expression that said: I love you. But also: this is who I am now.

And weirdly, he was okay with that. More than okay. He was already thinking about next week.

For a long moment, neither of them moved.

The room was thick with the smell of sex, sweat, cum, the musk of bodies, and Dan could hear Holly's breathing, could hear his own breathing, could hear nothing else.

Then Holly shifted slightly, winced, and Dan saw her hand move between her legs, felt the reality of it crash over him.

She was sore from being fucked that hard. Sore from taking a cock twice the size of his. Sore in ways Dan had never made her sore.

She reached a hand out toward him, her voice soft.

"Come here, babe."

He stood on unsteady legs, his jeans uncomfortable, wet, sticking to his thighs, and crossed to the bed.

He lay down beside her carefully. They didn't speak. Not yet. Just lay there, side by side, both processing what just happened, what had changed, what could never be taken back.

Holly's hand found Dan's, squeezed gently, and her skin was still hot, still flushed, and he squeezed back.

And that was enough.

For now.


five
The Spiral
The Squirter's Husband


Dan sat at his work desk Monday morning, staring at an email from Priya. More system integration delays. The words might as well have been Mandarin.

Twenty minutes. Twenty fucking minutes he'd been stuck here, and he still hadn't typed a response.

All he could see was last Saturday night; JK's second visit to their home, and JK's cock sliding into Holly, and those wet sounds. Holly gasping, moaning, coming so hard her whole body shook, and oh fuck, that creampie afterwards, thick and dripping, pooling on the sheets. More cum than Dan had produced in his entire fucking life.

His cock throbbed under the desk, half-hard since he'd woken, a constant low hum of sexual noise he couldn't shake, making it impossible to think about API documentation or vendor sign-off or anything resembling actual work.

He typed back the bare minimum with clumsy fingers: Will review test results and chase vendors today.

Sent it and closed his eyes for three seconds and saw Holly's face again, the way she'd looked at JK, the way she'd forgotten Dan existed.

"Dan?"

He startled, eyes snapping open. Priya was standing beside his desk, two cups of coffee in her hands, her expression concerned.

"Christ. Sorry. Miles away."

She set one cup in front of him, kept the other, perched on the edge of his desk.

"You look knackered."

"Didn't sleep great."

"Big week with the go-live?"

Dan grabbed it: Work-stress, the project, all safe ground.

"Yeah. Just. You know."

She didn't look convinced, but she didn't push, just squeezed his shoulder briefly.

"Don't burn yourself out before Thursday. Project needs you functional."

She walked away. Dan exhaled slowly, picked up the coffee, burnt his tongue on the first sip. His phone buzzed on the desk. He grabbed it too quickly.

Holly: Morning babe. How's work? X




His cock thickened immediately. Predictable as fucking clockwork. He typed back, hands shaking.

Dan: Fine. Bit tired. You?


Holly: Same. Keisha said I was glowing. Little does she know it's from my regular weekend fucking! lol.




His stomach flipped. His cock got harder, already leaking, and he hadn't even touched it. He could picture it perfectly: Holly at the salon, cutting someone's hair, Keisha watching her with that knowing grin, asking questions Holly would deflect with a laugh until they went into the staff room.

But Keisha was a knowing sort, and Holly was glowing. Had been glowing all weekend. Radiant and satisfied, from being fucked properly maybe for the first time in years.

Dan locked his phone and tried to focus on the screen. His productive spell lasted until lunchtime.

Quarter past twelve. Dan found himself locked himself in his favourite private third-floor toilet cubicle, studying years of biro graffiti, phone numbers for blowjobs, crude drawings of cocks. The smell was piss and industrial cleaner, sharp enough to sting his eyes.

He didn't pull up porn, he didn't need to. He closed his eyes and let the memory of JK's second weekend visit play out…

Dan's hand was already on his cock, stroking fast, desperate, no finesse. His cock was leaking, slick under his palm, and he thought about Holly's face, the way she'd looked at JK, the way she'd begged him not to stop.

He came in under two minutes, biting his fist to stay quiet, his cock pulsing into the bunched toilet paper, cum splattering his knuckles. Thin, watery, pathetic.

The clarity hit before his breathing even steadied.

Fuck.

He was at work for fucks sake. In the office bogs, wanking to the fresh memory of another man fucking his wife!

Dan cleaned up clumsily, flushed, washed his hands under scalding water. The mirror showed him a man he barely recognised. Flushed. Guilty. Fevered eyes too bright.

He returned to his desk, managed to review some test documentation, but by evening his face ached from holding the smile, from nodding in meetings, from pretending he gave a single fuck about integration schedules. He caught Priya watching him twice more, her expression thoughtful and slightly worried.

The Northern Line home was packed, someone's shoulder pressed against Dan's chest and a reek of BO. He stood with his eyes closed, one hand gripping the pole, Saturday night on loop in his head.

When he finally pushed through the door of the flat, Holly was already home, cooking something simple: pasta and tomato sauce. She was humming along to Radio 6, her phone on the counter beside her, and she looked happy.

Dan set his bag down, crossed to her, kissed her temple.

"Hey."

"Hey yourself. Good day?"

"Long."

Holly glanced at him, smiled, went back to stirring.

"Mine too. Mrs Robertson wouldn't stop talking about her grandson's school play. Took me forty-five minutes to do a trim that should've been fifteen."

Dan made appropriate noises, poured himself water, leaned against the counter.

Holly's phone buzzed, and Dan's stomach flipped.

Holly quickly read whatever was on screen, smiled, typed a short reply, and set it back down.

She didn't hide it. Didn't turn the screen away. Just smiled and went back to the pasta.

Dan knew, absolutely, who it was.

"JK?"

Holly glanced at him, nodded easily.

"Yeah. Just catching up."

"What's he saying?"

"Just chat. Asking about work. Saying he had fun Saturday."

"Yeah. Me too."

Holly turned from the stove, stepped close, slid her arms around his waist, looked up at him.

"Good. I'm glad."

She kissed him. Soft. Sweet. The kind of kiss that said I love you in a language they'd been speaking for ten years.

Dan kissed her back, his hands on her hips, his cock half-hard against her stomach, his brain screaming and voice silent simultaneously.

They ate dinner together. Holly chatted about the salon, about Keisha's latest Tinder disaster, about a difficult client who'd demanded a refund because her balayage was "too blonde." Dan contributed when appropriate, laughed at the right moments, performed attentive husband.

Holly's phone buzzed twice more during dinner. Each time, she checked it, smiled, typed a reply. Each time, Dan's pulse spiked and his cock thickened and he said nothing.

After dinner: the sofa. TV on, some action film. Neither of them watching. Holly leaned into Dan's side, her head on his shoulder, her phone in her hand.

It buzzed again.

Holly read and laughed quietly.

Dan's voice came out steadier than he felt.

"What's funny?"

"JK sent a memo, about white girls loving chocolate."

Dan nodded. His hand was on Holly's thigh, warm denim under his palm, and he could feel his own pulse in his cock, in his throat, everywhere.

Holly typed a reply, sent it, set the phone down on the coffee table, snuggled closer.

"Keisha noticed something today."

Dan's stomach clenched. Keisha knew. Or suspected. Fuck. Did she?

"Yeah?"

"Said I looked different. Asked if I was pregnant."

Dan forced a laugh.

"What'd you say?"

"That it's just summer. Good weather. You know."

Holly paused, her fingers tracing idle patterns on Dan's chest.

"She didn't believe me."

Dan said nothing. Holly's phone buzzed again. She didn't pick it up this time. Just let it sit there, glowing on the coffee table.

"She asked if I was seeing someone."

Dan's breath caught.

"What'd you say?"

Holly lifted her head, looked at him, her expression open and slightly uncertain.

"I said … Yes. Which is, I mean, technically true, right, after two dates?"

Dan nodded - what else could he do? Holly bit her lip.

"Well I am. Sort of. Aren't I?"

Dan's cock was so hard it hurt. His voice came out rough.

"Do you want to keep seeing him?"

Holly's eyes searched his face.

"Do you want me to?"

Dan swallowed.

"I asked you first."

Holly smiled, small and slightly shy.

"Yeah. I do. I've been, I mean, I've been thinking about it all week."

Dan's hand tightened on her thigh.

"Yeah?"

"Yeah. About him. About the way he. The way I felt. The way you watch me."

Dan couldn't speak. Holly's hand covered his on her thigh, squeezed gently.

"Is that okay? Me wanting him to keep going? Me needing this?"

Dan's voice came out rough, desperate.

"Yeah. It's. Fuck. It's more than okay."

Holly's smile widened, and she kissed him, deep and grateful and hungry, and Dan kissed her back, his cock hard against her hip, his brain already racing toward Saturday night.

"It's going to be so good having a boyfriend," Holly whispered against his mouth. "I promise."

Dan believed her.
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Tuesday. Christ. Tuesday was worse.

Dan sat in a two o'clock steering meeting with Priya, Dr Marcus Grant, and half the project team. Grant was in full form, tearing into a vendor delay, his voice sharp and impatient. Priya defended the timeline, her tone measured, professional.

Dan was supposed to contribute. He'd prepared notes. He had opinions on the integration schedule, on the sign-off documentation, on the go-live contingency plan.

He couldn't remember any of it, he was already thinking of what might happen this Saturday, when JK took over their bedroom again.

His cock was half-hard under the table. Again. Still. He shifted in his seat, tried to focus, failed.

Someone kicked him gently under the table.

Dan startled, looked up. Priya was watching him, one eyebrow raised. Everyone else was looking at him too. Waiting.

"Sorry. What?"

Grant's expression was withering.

"I asked if you'd reviewed the vendor documentation for Theatre 4 sign-off."

Dan's brain scrambled.

"I. Yes. I'll chase them today. Should have an update by end of week."

Grant looked unimpressed but moved on. The meeting continued. Dan contributed nothing else. When it finally ended, Priya caught him in the corridor outside, her hand on his arm, her voice low.

"Dan. Seriously. What's going on?"

Dan couldn't meet her eyes.

"Nothing. I'm fine. Just distracted."

"You're not fine. You've been off all week. Is it Holly? Is everything okay at home?"

His stomach dropped. Christ. Priya could see it. She was asking about Holly. Out loud. In the corridor.

He forced himself to look at her, to lie more convincingly.

"No. Holly's great. Everything's great. It's just the project. The deadline. I'm managing it, I promise."

Priya studied him, her dark eyes kind and unconvinced.

"If you need to talk. About anything. I'm here. You know that."

Dan nodded.

"I know. Thank you."

Dan stood in the corridor, alone, his pulse pounding in his ears, his cock still half-hard, his professional mask cracking visibly.

He barely made it through Tuesday, and Wednesday blurred in the same pattern: distracted at work, wanking in toilets, hypervigilant at home, watching Holly text JK, lying awake at night replaying the last two weeks and anticipating Saturday.

On Thursday evening, Holly went to the gym.

That was new. Holly hadn't been to a gym in years. But she'd joined one this week, mentioned it casually over breakfast on Tuesday, said she wanted to "get back in shape."

Dan knew why.

She was preparing. For JK. Getting ready. Tighter, fitter, better for him.

The thought made Dan's cock throb and his stomach churn simultaneously.

Holly at the gym, with Dan alone in the flat, laptop open, telling himself he was checking emails. Reviewing project documentation. Catching up on work.

He wasn’t fuck that. He navigated to JK's OnlyFans page.

He'd been doing this all week. Compulsive. Obsessive. Checking for new posts, reading comments, scrolling through photos, feeding the addiction he couldn't shake.

This time, something caught his eye.

The "Top Fans" list he posted, visible to anyone subscribed to JK's page.

Dan's stomach dropped.

HotHollyLondon was listed. Third from the top.

His hands shook as he clicked through. Holly had tipped JK three times since Friday. Twenty pounds. Twenty-five. Thirty.

Seventy-five quid total.

Holly was tipping him. Seventy-five quid. Without telling Dan. She was tipping JK like he was a fucking camgirl.

The most recent tip was from today, this very afternoon. The message preview was visible:

Can't wait for Saturday x

Dan sat frozen, staring at the screen, his cock instantly, painfully hard, his brain white noise.

Holly was paying the man who'd fucked her better than Dan ever had. And she was doing it privately, independently, without Dan's knowledge or permission.

Part of Dan's brain screamed betrayal.

The rest of him was so aroused he couldn't breathe.

He heard the key in the lock. Holly was home from the gym.

Dan closed the laptop too quickly, stood, tried to compose himself, his cock straining against his jeans, his face hot.

Holly came through the door, flushed from exercise, her gym bag over her shoulder, her hair pulled back in a ponytail. She was wearing tight leggings and a sports bra under a loose tank top. She looked good. No. Better than good. Glowing.

She crossed to Dan, kissed him hello, her skin warm and slightly damp.

"Good workout?"

"Yeah. Felt good. I'm gonna shower."

She vanished into the bathroom, door clicking shut. Dan heard the water start. He stood in the living room alone, the laptop closed on the coffee table, the secret knowledge burning in his chest.

She's preparing her body for him.

And Dan. He was just here. Watching, hard, complicit.

He didn't mention the tipping that night. Or the next. He filed it away, another piece of evidence that Holly's engagement with JK was deeper and more independent than he'd known. Arousal and jealousy, tangled so tight he couldn't pull them apart anymore. Didn't want to.
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Friday evening, Dan walked to Rashid's off-licence to buy wine. Holly had texted asking him to pick up a bottle. The same Malbec they'd had last week.

The shop was warm, over-bright, fluorescent lights humming overhead. Rashid was behind the counter, rearranging lottery tickets, and he looked up when Dan entered, his expression warm and familiar.

Dan headed straight to the wine section, picked up the Malbec, hesitated, then grabbed a bottle of Jameson too. Something for himself. Something stronger than wine for whatever was coming.

Rashid scanned them, glanced at Dan, paused.

"Big night, Dan?"

Dan's laugh came out wrong, too high.

"Something like that."

Rashid bagged the bottles, ran Dan's card, but didn't hand the bag over immediately. He met Dan's eyes, his expression kind and slightly concerned.

"You alright, mate? You look tired."

Dan's face burned. Another person noticing. Another crack in his public mask. His hands were sweating. His heart was pounding.

"Yeah. Just work's been mad. You know how it is."

Rashid nodded slowly, handed over the bag.

"Fair enough. You take care of yourself, yeah? And Holly."

The mention of Holly's name made Dan's stomach flip.

"Yeah. Will do. Cheers."

Dan left quickly, face hot, heart pounding, the carrier bag heavy in his hand. The whisky bottle clinked against the wine as he walked. The evening was warm and close around him, the street busy with Friday night energy, people heading to pubs and restaurants, living normal lives.

Dan walked home with a bottle of whisky and the knowledge that tomorrow night, JK was coming back.

His cock was already half-hard just thinking about it.
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After dinner, the air between them hummed, tight, anticipatory. Both aware of tomorrow, both performing casual normalcy over a thrumming undercurrent of need.

Holly's phone was on the coffee table, screen down, but it buzzed occasionally and Holly didn't pick it up.

Finally, around half nine, Holly set her wine glass down, turned to face Dan properly, her hand moved to Dan's thigh, fingers pressing gently.

"I want him. I've been thinking about it all week, and about you watching us."

Dan's hand moved to his cock through his jeans without conscious thought. Holly noticed, smiled wider, her fingers tightening on his thigh.

"You've been thinking about it too."

Dan nodded, unable to speak.

Holly leaned closer, her hand covering his over his erection, pressing his palm against the hardness.

"You've been hard all week, haven't you? Thinking about him fucking me again. Thinking about how wet I get. How loud I am with him?"

Dan's cock throbbed under their joined hands. His voice came out rough, desperate.

"Yeah."

Holly's smile was wicked and knowing.

"I've been wet for two weeks solid, Dan. At work. In the shower. At the gym. Thinking about his cock, and how deep he goes. How hard he makes me cum."

Dan's breathing was shallow. His cock was leaking, soaking through his boxers.

"Is that okay?" Holly whispered, her mouth close to his ear. "Me wanting him? Me needing his giant black cock?"

Dan's voice cracked.

"Yeah. Fuck. Yeah, it's. It's more than okay."

Holly kissed him, deep and grateful and hungry, her tongue in his mouth, her hand pressing harder against his erection.

"Good," she breathed against his lips. "Because he's going to fuck me so hard tomorrow. I'm going to come all over his cock, and you're going to watch. You're going to sit right there and watch me take every inch of him."

Dan groaned into her mouth, his cock pulsing, already close just from her words.

Holly pulled back slightly, her brown eyes dark and hungry.

"I told him you liked watching. I told him you get so hard when he fucks me. He thought that was hot. He thinks you're being such a good husband, letting me have what I need."

Dan's brain was white noise.

"Are you going to be a good husband again tomorrow, Dan? Are you going to let him fuck me properly?"

"Yes."

"Are you going to watch me cum on his cock?"

"Yes."

"Are you going to watch my Black boyfriend fill me up with his cum?"

"Fuck. Yes."

Holly kissed him again, biting his lower lip, her hand squeezing his cock through his jeans.

"Good boy," she whispered. "It's going to be so fucking good. I promise."

Dan believed her, and more importantly, his cock believed her.
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Dan woke early, Holly still asleep beside him, and Saturday stretched ahead, endless and unbearable. He made tea, sat at the kitchen table, scrolled his phone compulsively.

JK's Insta: new story, gym selfie, caption Saturday gains.

Erin's Insta: new post, a comedy teaser clip of her and two fake workmen from a recent collab.

Dan's cock was hard before he'd finished his first cup of tea.

Holly woke around half nine, and joined him in the kitchen, kissed his head. They had breakfast together, the conversation light but both aware of tonight hovering in the air between them.

"I'm getting my nails done this afternoon," Holly said, buttering toast. "Is that okay?"

"Yeah. Course."

Holly smiled.

"I want to look good for tonight."

Dan's cock twitched.

For tonight. For JK.

The day passed slowly. Holly went out around two, came back just after four, her nails freshly done, a deep red that looked good against her skin. She disappeared into the bedroom around six, the door closing, and Dan knew she was getting ready.

He poured himself a whisky and sat on the sofa, and his mind drifted back, helpless, to last Saturday night. JK's second visit. The one Dan had been replaying obsessively all week.

He closed his eyes, let the memory take over…

Last Saturday. Seven o'clock. JK had buzzed up exactly on time, and Dan had opened the door knowing there'd be no pretence this time.

No handshakes. No small talk. No beer offered.

JK stepped inside, grinned at Dan, walked straight to Holly.

Holly was waiting in the living room, already dressed in new black lingerie Dan had never seen before. Agent Provocateur. Expensive. Beautiful. Dan had opened the package earlier that week when it arrived, seen the label, the receipt, realised immediately that JK had bought it.

JK had dressed Holly. Provided for her. Claimed her.

JK kissed Holly immediately, deep and possessive, his hand sliding to her arse, pulling her close, squeezing.

Holly responded hungrily, her arms around his neck, pressing into him, making small sounds in her throat that Dan had never fucking heard before.

Dan stood in the hallway watching, his cock already hard, his stomach tight.

JK pulled back from the kiss, looked at Dan over Holly's shoulder, grinned.

"Alright, mate?"

Dan nodded, speechless.

JK, to Holly, not looking away from Dan: "Bedroom?"

Holly, breathless: "Yeah."

They walked past Dan, Holly's hand in JK's, heading to the bedroom without looking back.

In the bedroom, Dan took his seat. The chair by the wardrobe. His assigned place. No discussion needed.

JK sat on the edge of the bed, Holly kneeling between his thighs, still in the black lingerie he'd bought her. The bra pushed her tits up, full and heavy, and Dan could see her nipples hard through the lace.

JK unzipped his jeans, pulled out his cock. Already half-hard.

Holly wrapped her hand around it, couldn't close her fingers all the way, stroked him slowly, watching him harden fully in her grip.

Dan watched from the chair, his cock throbbing, his mouth dry. JK's cock was. Christ. It was just. Categorically different, no matter how many times he'd see it, it would always shock him.

Holly looked up at JK, bit her lip, then took him in her mouth.

This time she was more confident. Less tentative than the first visit. More practised. She'd been thinking about this all week. Preparing herself.

She sucked him deeper, her hand working the base, her head bobbing rhythmically. Spit was already gathering at the corners of her mouth, running down her chin, dripping onto her tits.

JK's hand moved to her hair, guiding her, his voice low and encouraging.

"Fuck, babe. That's it. You're getting so good at this."

Holly moaned around his cock, the vibration making JK groan. The wet sound of her sucking filled the room, obscene and intimate.

Dan watched from the chair, frozen, his cock throbbing in his jeans, his hands gripping the armrests. He could smell it already: sex, sweat, Holly's arousal.

JK: "You want me to come in your mouth, babe? Or you want me inside you first?"

Holly pulled off, panting, her lips wet and swollen, spit stringing from JK's cock to her mouth.

"Mouth," she gasped. "I want to taste you."

JK grinned, his hand tightening in her hair.

"Good girl. Keep going."

Holly took him back in, sucking harder now, faster, her hand pumping his shaft. Her other hand moved to cup his balls, heavy and full, and JK groaned louder.

Dan's cock was leaking, soaking through his boxers. He could feel it, wet and sticky against his thigh.

JK's breathing got harsh, his grip on her hair tightening.

"Fuck. Holly. I'm close. You sure?"

Holly nodded, didn't pull off, kept sucking, her eyes watering, her throat working.

JK came with a groan, his hips jerking, his cock pulsing in Holly's eager mouth.

Dan watched Holly's throat work, swallowing, once, twice, three times. Watched her eyes water, watched her keep going until JK was finished, until his cock stopped pulsing.

She pulled off, licked her lips, opened her mouth to show JK it was gone.

"Fucking hell, babe," JK laughed, pulling her up onto the bed, kissing her deeply, not caring about the taste of his own cum. "You're perfect."

Dan's brain was screaming.

Holly had swallowed. She'd swallowed JK's cum. Every drop. She'd never done that for Dan. Never. She'd always said she hated the taste, hated the texture, and Dan had accepted it because he loved her and that was fine.

Except now she was swallowing JK's cum like it was the best thing she'd ever tasted, showing him the evidence, glowing with pride, and Dan was so hard he couldn't breathe…

Then JK had stripped Holly's lingerie off slowly, kissing each piece of exposed skin as he revealed it. The bra first, tossing it aside, his mouth descending to her nipples, sucking, biting gently until Holly gasped.

Then the knickers, peeling them down her thighs, kissing her hip, her stomach, the inside of her thigh.

Holly was naked now, lying back on the bed, legs spread, utterly unselfconscious. Her pussy was already wet, glistening, and Dan could see it from his chair. Could see how ready she was.

JK knelt between her thighs, his hands on her hips, his mouth descending.

He ate her out with focus and skill. Long slow licks, his tongue flat against her cunt, circling her clit, two fingers sliding inside her, curling, finding the spot that made her gasp and arch.

Holly's back arched off the bed, her hands fisting the sheets, her voice already loud.

"Fuck. JK. Right there. Don't stop."

His rhythm was steady, relentless, his fingers curling inside her, his tongue working her clit. The wet sounds were obscene, filling the room, and Dan could smell her arousal, sharp and sweet and overwhelming.

Holly came within minutes, crying out, her thighs clamping around JK's head, her whole body shaking. Her pussy clenched visibly around JK's fingers, and Dan watched, his cock leaking, his hand finally moving to his erection, stroking himself through his jeans.

JK kept going, pushing her through it, making her come a second time before she pushed his head away, gasping.

"Too much. Fuck. Too sensitive."

JK pulled back, grinning, his face wet, his beard soaked with her. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, looked over at Dan.

"She tastes fucking incredible, mate."

Dan's stomach flipped. His cock pulsed. He couldn't form words.

JK stripped off his own clothes fully now, his body lean and muscled, his cock still hard, thick and heavy, dripping from the tip.

Holly watched, her breathing still shallow, her eyes hungry, her thighs still trembling.

Dan let his hand finally unzip his jeans, pulling his cock out, stroking himself openly. He didn't care anymore. Couldn't pretend he wasn't going to touch himself. Couldn't pretend this wasn't exactly what he wanted.

JK climbed onto the bed, positioned himself between Holly's thighs, his cock in hand, rubbing the head through her wetness, teasing her clit.

Holly whimpered, her hips lifting, trying to get more.

JK grinned, kept teasing.

"Tell me what you want, babe."

Holly's voice was broken, desperate.

"You. I want you. Please."

"Say it properly."

Holly's eyes flicked to Dan for a brief second, then back to JK.

"I want your big black cock. Please. I need it. Please fuck me."

JK slid into her slowly, both of them groaning into each other’s mouths, the sound obscene and intimate. Holly's mouth fell open, her eyes going wide, her hands gripping JK's shoulders.

"Fuck. You're so deep. So fucking deep."

JK started moving. Slow, powerful thrusts, his arms either side of him, supporting his weight as they kissed like lovesick teens. The bed creaked with each thrust, the sound rhythmic and deliberate.

Holly's tits bounced with each thrust, her face twisted in pleasure, her voice getting louder.

"Yes. Fuck. Yes. Just like that."

Dan, in the chair, stroked himself openly now, his cock slick with pre-cum, his breathing harsh. He watched JK's cock slide in and out of Holly, thick and glistening, watched her pussy stretch around him, watched the way her body responded as JK picked up the pace, dropping one hand between them as he leant back a little, letting his fingers move to Holly's clit, rubbing circles while he fucked her.

Holly's voice cracked.

"I'm gonna. Fuck. JK. I'm gonna come."

"That's it slut, cum for me. Let me feel it."

Holly came, loud and shaking, her pussy clenching visibly around JK's cock, her toes curling.

JK didn't stop. He kept fucking her, fingers still working her, pushing her higher, harder.

Holly's face twisted, almost panicked.

"JK. Wait. I. Something's-"

JK's voice was calm, commanding.

"Let go slut. Just let go."

Holly's body convulsed, and she released. A sudden gush of wetness, soaking the sheets beneath her, splashing onto JK's thighs, running down onto the bed.

Holly gasped, shocked, almost crying.

"What. What was that?"

JK pulled out briefly, looked down at the soaked sheets, grinned widely.

"You fucking squirted. That's it. You're a fucking squirter."

Holly was breathless, laughing, almost crying.

"I. I've never. I didn't know I could."

JK slid back inside her, his cock slick and easy now, her cunt so wet it was dripping.

"Well now you know. Let's see if we can do it again."

And he did - within minutes, same rhythm, same pressure, his cock angled perfectly, his thumb on her clit, Holly squirted a second time, sobbing with the intensity, her whole body shaking, the sheets beneath her dark and soaked.

The smell of sex filled the room: sweat, cum, Holly's cunt, musk and salt.

Dan came in his hand halfway through, unable to stop himself, his cock pulsing, cum splattering his knuckles, but nothing compared to what he knew JK could produce.

He kept watching even after, unable to look away. His cock was still half-hard, still leaking, and he was already thinking about coming again.

JK finally let himself go, thrusting hard and fast, chasing his own orgasm, his hands now tangled in her hair, using it to give himself more purchase.

He came inside her with a groan, burying himself deep, his cock pulsing, filling her.

He pulled out slowly, and the creampie release was immediate, thick and heavy, dripping from Holly's cunt, mixing with the wetness already soaking through the sheets, running down her arse, pooling beneath her.

JK sat back on his heels, breathing hard while he admired his work, grinning.

"Fuck, babe. Look at you."

He was right - Holly was totally fucking wrecked. Her hair a mess, her makeup smeared, her body flushed and trembling. The sheets beneath her were soaked, dark with wetness and cum, and she looked more satisfied than Dan had ever seen her.

She looked over at Dan, smiled, tired and happy.

"Come here."

Dan stood on shaking legs, crossed to the bed, sat beside her. Holly reached for him, pulled him down into a kiss, soft and sweet and grateful.

"I love you," she whispered.

"I love you too."

And he did. Fuck. He did.
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Dan opened his eyes, back in the present, Saturday evening, quarter to seven.

The memory was so vivid it felt more real than the flat around him. His cock was hard, aching, leaking into his boxers.

The bedroom door opened, and Holly emerged, dressed and perfect, ready for JK's third visit.

Short slutty skirt, matched with a dangerously low-cut top, gold hoops, bright red '2nd cunt' lipstick.

She looked at Dan, smiled, nervous and excited simultaneously.

"How do I look?"

Dan's voice was rough, "Fucking incredible."

The buzzer sounded before he could say much more.

Dan pressed the button to open the outer doors, his hand steady even though his pulse wasn't.

"Come up."

He opened the door, left it ajar, turned back to Holly as the sound of heavy footsteps battered the stairs - then JK stepped through the door, grinned at Dan, walked straight to Holly, kissed her deep and possessive, his hands sliding round to her arse, squeezing.

Dan watched them, two lovers in greeting, his cock already hard, the week of spiral and anticipation culminating right now, right here, in his flat, in his marriage, in his life.

This was who he was now.

And he wanted it more than he'd ever wanted anything.
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Cuckold Domesticity

Dan woke around half eight, rolled over, found Holly's side of the bed empty but still warm. She'd been up only a little while, then. He could hear her moving about in the kitchen, the soft clink of mugs, the fridge door closing, the kettle rumbling to a boil.

He lay there for a bit, staring at the ceiling, morning light creeping through the curtains in pale stripes. Last night played behind his eyes in fragments he couldn't quite stop: JK's hands gripping Holly's hips, the sounds she'd made, raw and loud and nothing like the quiet gasps she made with Dan. The way Dan had wanked through the whole thing, two or three orgasms draining him completely, no pretence or shame left - or at least none that mattered anymore.

His cock stirred at the memory. Christ on a fucking bike.

He rolled out of bed, pulled on joggers and an old Thom Yorke shirt, headed barefoot down the hall to the kitchen.

Holly was already there, kettle just clicked off, wearing one of Dan's oversized shirts and plain practical knickers, her hair messy in that just-fucked way that made Dan's chest tighten. Her legs were bare, pale and beautiful in the morning light streaming through the window above the sink.

She looked up when he came in, a warm smile ready for him.

"Morning sleepyhead."

Dan crossed to her, kissed her forehead, took the mug of tea she held out.

They stood together by the counter, not speaking, just… being together. The sounds of Kentish Town waking up drifted through the open window: church bells somewhere in the distance, someone mowing a lawn two gardens over, the occasional car rolling past on Leighton Road.

Sunday morning domestic. Normal enough on the surface.

Holly handed him a plate of toast, buttered to overflowing, just the way he liked it, and they sat at the small kitchen table, the wood grain warm under Dan's forearms.

His stomach had been tight since he woke up. They needed to talk again, obviously. The question was who'd crack first and actually start.

Holly set down her mug, looked at him across the table.

"We should probably talk." Her voice was gentle, careful. "About, you know. Everything."

Dan nodded, his throat dry despite the tea.

"Yeah. Probably."

Holly reached across the table, took his hand. Her fingers were small in his, warm and steady.

"Are you still okay?" She squeezed his hand. "Like, really okay? Some of last night got… well things JK said… that I said - I just lost it, and I thought you wanted to hear. You know I still love you, right?"

Yeah, things had got… intense. The humiliation… He'd still cum so hard though - couldn't fucking stop cumming truth be told.

Dan thought about lying, the automatic I'm fine already forming in his mouth, then decided fuck it. They'd gone too far for that now.

"I don't know." His voice came out quieter than he meant. "I think so. It's just. It's a lot - we went, pretty far?"

Holly nodded, her thumb stroking the back of his hand.

"I know. It was intense for me too. JK's used to a certain scene… playing for the cameras. For the husbands too."

Silence for a moment. Both of them gathering words, trying to figure out how to say things that didn't have easy language, that didn't fit into the vocabulary of a normal marriage.

Holly took a breath, met his eyes properly.

"Do you want me to stop?" She said it simply, no drama. "Seeing him? Because if you do, I will. Right now. I'll text him. It'll be done, fun had, no regrets?"

Dan's heart kicked hard in his chest. The offer was genuine - he could see it in her face, the openness, the willingness. She'd stop if he asked, she was still his wife. One word from him and JK would be gone, the last few weeks erased, their marriage folding back into whatever quiet shape it had been before.

Except Dan didn't want that. The realisation sat in his chest like a hot stone, heavy and undeniable and slightly nauseating. He didn't want her to stop, he wanted to share her with JK. He wanted this - whatever the fuck this was.

"Do you want to stop?"

Holly looked at him for a long moment, her face soft, honest.

"No." She smiled, just a little. "I really don't."

Dan nodded slowly, his pulse still hammering.

"Then we don't."

Holly's face relaxed, relief washing over her, maybe gratitude, maybe just the simple fact that he wasn't going to make her choose.

"Okay." She squeezed his hand again. "Good."

She stood, moved around the table, sat herself down on Dan's lap, her arms looping around his neck, her face close enough that he could smell her, tea and toothpaste and skin.

"Talk to me." Her voice was quiet, intimate. "Tell me what you've been feeling. Because you've been different since we started."

Dan took a breath, decided to just. Say it. Be honest for once instead of deflecting or lying or pretending he was fine when he absolutely fucking wasn't.

"I've been obsessed." His voice came out rough. "All week. I couldn't focus at work. Couldn't sleep. Just kept thinking about it. About you and him."

Holly listened, didn't interrupt, her eyes searching his face like she was trying to read something written there.

"And I kept thinking I should hate it." Dan's throat tightened. "That I should be angry, or hurt, or. Something. But I'm not. I'm just." He swallowed. "Fuck, Holly, I'm so turned on by it I can barely function."

Holly's face softened, a small smile playing at the corner of her mouth.

"Yeah?"

Dan nodded, his face hot, his cock already stirring beneath her arse.

"Yeah. Watching you with him. Seeing how you respond, and how fucking happy you are!" He paused, the words difficult but necessary. "It's the hottest thing I've ever seen."

"Even though it's not you?" Holly's voice was careful, testing.

Dan swallowed hard. Here it is. The truth.

"Because it's not me." His voice cracked slightly. "I don't understand it. But yeah."

Holly's smile widened, just a fraction. She leaned in, kissed him, soft and warm and real.

"You're a cuckold, babe." Her voice was quiet, almost tender. "You know that, right?"

Dan's cock went hard before his brain even processed the word. Just semi to hard in an instant. His face burned, his whole fucking body burned, and Holly must feel it because she was sitting right on top of him, and her smile shifted, knowing, affectionate, maybe a little pleased with herself.

Fuck. She'd said it out loud.

"Yeah." Dan's voice was barely there. "I think I am."

Holly kissed him again, deeper this time, her tongue sliding against his, tasting like tea and something sweeter.

"And I fucking love that about you. That you're willing to share me - to let me have the fun I need."

Dan's breath caught. He'd been terrified she'd be disgusted, that naming it would make her see him differently, see him as less, as pathetic. But she was looking at him with warmth and desire and love, and the relief was so overwhelming he thought he might actually cry.

Holly pulled back slightly, her fingers playing with the hair at the nape of his neck.

"Do you want rules?" Her tone was gentle, genuinely asking. "Like, do you need me to tell you every time before I see him? Or limits on what we do?"

Dan thought about it, trying to separate what he actually needed from what he thought he should need.

"I don't know." He paused. "Do you want rules?"

Holly considered, her fingers still tracing patterns against his skin.

"I think rules would just get in the way." She bit her lip. "I don't want to have to check in every time. Or feel like I'm asking permission. But I also don't want you to feel excluded. Or hurt."

"I don't feel excluded." Dan's hands settled on her waist, feeling the warmth of her through his old shirt. "I feel like I'm part of it. Even if I'm not there - as long as you tell me about it later. Does that make sense?"

Holly nodded, her expression softening.

"Yeah. It does."

Dan took a breath, steadying himself.

"So no rules. Just be honest with me. Tell me what's happening, before or after, and what you're feeling. And I'll do the same."

"And if it ever gets too much?" Holly's voice was serious now. "For either of us? We stop. We talk. We figure it out."

"Yeah." Dan nodded. "But right now, I don't want it to stop. In fact… I think I want it to go further?"

Holly smiled, leaned in, kissed him again.

"Good. Because so do I."

They sat together for a moment, Holly still on his lap, both of them processing what they'd just agreed to. No rules. No limits. Just trust and honesty and this new shape their marriage had taken, this thing they were building that had no map, no precedent, no guidebook.

Holly pulled back, looked him in the eye.

"So you're okay with me seeing him regularly?" Her voice was careful, making sure. "Like, this being a regular thing? Him as my boyfriend properly, part of our life?"

Dan's heart pounded, but his answer came immediately, automatic, true.

"Yeah. I am."

"You're sure?" Holly's eyes searched his. "Because once we say this is what we're doing, it's different. It's not just experimenting anymore."

Dan nodded, his throat tight.

"I know. And yeah. I'm sure."

Holly smiled, relief and happiness mixing in her expression, making her look younger, lighter.

"Okay. Good." She kissed his cheek. "Because I really like this. I like how I feel. I like him." She paused, her hand cupping his face. "And I love you. And somehow it all just. Works."

"Yeah." Dan's voice was rough. "It does."

They sat together in the warm kitchen, the morning sun painting everything gold, and Dan felt something settle in his chest. Holly would see JK regularly, and she'd fuck him, cum for him, probably do things with him she'd never done with Dan. And Dan would watch, or wait at home, or hear about it after, and he'd be hard the entire time, his cock leaking in his trousers like a teenager, his brain spinning with images he couldn't stop.

And they'd still be married. Still in love. Still partners.

Holly's hand cupped his face, her thumb stroking his jaw.

"You're a good husband." Her voice was soft, serious. "You know that, right?"

Dan laughed, and it came out wrong, slightly broken.

"I'm a husband who gets off on watching his wife fuck other men. Not sure 'good' is the word for that."

Holly's expression went serious, her thumb pressing into his skin.

"You're a good husband because you let me be happy. Because you want me to have as much pleasure as any women can have." She leaned closer, her forehead against his. "That's everything."

Dan's chest went tight, his eyes burning. He pulled her close, buried his face in her neck, breathed her in, the smell of her skin and her shampoo and something underneath that was just Holly.

"I love you."

"I love you too."

They kissed, and it was warm and real and theirs, and Dan thought maybe this was what marriage was supposed to be. Growing and evolving, finding new shapes that fit even when those shapes were nothing like what he'd imagined ten years ago standing at the front of a registry office promising forever.

Forever. Right. This version of forever, then. The one where his wife fucks other men and Dan wanks on the sofa and somehow they'd be closer than ever.
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Later that afternoon, Dan and Holly were on the sofa, Dan browsing the tech pages on his laptop while Holly was trying to start a cross-stitch that had beaten her many times before.

Dan's hand rested on Holly's thigh, his thumb tracing absent circles on her skin.

Holly's phone buzzed on the coffee table.

Dan felt it before he saw it, the small vibration travelling through the wood, and his cock stirred immediately.

Christ, even her phone buzzing gets me hard now.

Holly picked it up, checked the screen, her face lighting up in that way that made Dan's stomach flip. She typed a quick reply, her thumbs moving fast.

Dan didn't ask who it was, and now they'd settled things, it didn't bother him anymore. Or it did, and the bother was what excited him the most?

Holly set the phone down, leaned into Dan's side, her head on his shoulder.

"JK's asking if I want to come over to his place next week when he's not working." Her voice was casual, easy. "Maybe Thursday night."

Dan's pulse spiked, his cock going properly hard now, pressing against the soft fabric of his joggers. Four days of thinking about it, imagining it, wanking to it.

"Yeah?"

"Yeah." Holly tilted her head to look at him. "Would that be okay?"

Dan turned to face her properly.

"You don't have to ask permission, we've agreed."

Holly smiled, soft and grateful.

"I know. But I want to check in. Make sure you're comfortable."

"I'm comfortable." Dan's voice was steady, even though his heart was hammering. "Go. Have fun."

Holly leaned over, kissed his cheek, her lips soft and warm.

"Thank you."

"For what?"

"For being you."

Dan's throat tightened. He didn't know how to respond to that, so he just pulled her closer, his hand sliding up her thigh, his mind already racing forward to Thursday night.

Holly at JK's place. In his bed. In his sheets. Doing everything. And me here. Alone. Waiting. Thinking about it. Probably wanking myself raw.

And somehow, impossibly, he was okay with that.

More than okay.

Holly's phone buzzed again. She picked it up, read whatever JK had sent, laughed quietly, the sound intimate and pleased. She typed a reply, her smile widening.

Dan watched her, his wife, beautiful and happy and glowing with something he hadn't seen in years. She looked younger. Freer. Like she'd been carrying something heavy for a decade and had finally been allowed to set it down.

And Dan had helped her do that. By stepping aside. By watching. By accepting what he was.

A cuckold.

He was terrified and aroused and confused and occasionally nauseated and harder than he'd ever been in his life.

But he was happy - they both were.

And that was probably all that fucking mattered.
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Thank You, Erin

Holly went to bed just before eleven, her hand squeezing Dan's thigh before she stood.

"I'm knackered. You coming?"

Dan shook his head. His hand was already on the laptop beside him. Not yet. Not quite yet.

"In a bit. I'm not tired."

"Don't stay up too late." Holly leaned down, kissed the top of his head, her lips warm. Her scent lingered as she left.

"I won't."

She disappeared into the bedroom, the door closing softly. Dan sat alone in the semi-darkness, the flat settling around him. He could hear Holly moving beyond the door, the familiar sounds of her night routine, the creak of the mattress as she climbed into bed.

Dan picked up the remote, turned off the TV. The room darkened further, now just the amber glow from the streetlight outside filtering through the half-closed blinds.

He opened the laptop, and the screen was too bright, made him squint before his eyes adjusted. His fingers moved without thinking: browser, incognito mode (old habit, pointless now, but still), bookmarks, Erin's page.

Eight months I've been doing this. Eight months, and it still feels like my little secret.

The loading circle spun. Dan waited, his cock already stirring. Not the desperate urgency of the past fortnight, just a low-level awareness, a hum beneath his skin. He just wanted to see her. Wanted to remember where this had all started.

Erin's page loaded. Her profile picture appeared first: that smile, those dimples, the green-hazel eyes that had hooked him eight months ago and never quite let go. The header image showed her in red lingerie, laughing at something off-camera, completely unselfconscious.

Dan scrolled through her recent posts. The past week's content: a solo video with a dildo, a teaser clip from an upcoming collaboration, casual selfies with cheeky captions about gym sessions and lazy Sundays. Normal Erin content. The content he'd been consuming for months.

He paused on a post from Friday night. A mirror selfie, Erin in black lingerie, her body angled to show the curve of her hip, the swell of her breasts, the tattoo on her thigh. The caption read: "Getting ready for tonight's fun. Who wants to see what happens next? 😈 x"

Dan clicked through to the full video, unlocked for subscribers.

Erin with a bull. Not JK this time, someone else: younger, tattooed, thick Scottish accent the second the video started. The usual rhythm. Dan knew it by heart. Erin on her knees, the bull standing before her, his cock already hard in her hand. Thick. Always thick.

Erin's voice, breathy: "Fuck, babe, you're gorgeous."

The bull, grinning: "So are you, hen."

Erin took him in her mouth, eyes closing, hand working the base. The wet sounds filled the quiet room, slick and intimate, the kind of sounds that made Dan's balls ache just hearing them. She pulled off after a moment, looked up at the bull with that lip bite. The one Dan had wanked to fifty times, a hundred, he'd lost count.

"Mmm, you taste so good."

The bull's hand moved to her hair, guiding her back down. "Don't stop, then."

Erin laughed, the sound muffled as she took him deeper.

Dan's cock hardened fully, pressing against his joggers. He watched, but his mind was elsewhere.

He thought about Holly on her knees like Erin, but in their bedroom, JK's cock in her mouth, her enthusiasm matching Erin's frame for fucking frame. The sounds Holly had made. The way she'd looked up at JK, eager, hungry, no shame at all.

He thought about the first video, three weeks ago. Erin and JK. The collaboration that had kicked this whole thing off. Holly recognising JK, her body responding, the rest following like dominoes.

Erin taught her this.

Not literally of course, but she'd shown Holly what it looked like when a woman loved cock without apology, when a married woman took what she wanted and made no excuses for the taking. Joyful. Filthy. Free.

And Holly had learned.

Dan paused the video. Erin frozen mid-frame, cheeks hollowed, eyes closed. He sat back, his cock throbbing, his thoughts spiralling in this new, calmer direction. Erin's been the blueprint this whole time.

Erin's joy in the videos mirrored Holly's joy with JK. Erin's dirty talk had given Holly permission to develop her own. Erin's confidence, her lack of shame, her obvious pleasure, all of it had shown Holly what was possible.

Dan's chest felt tight, something lodged there he couldn't quite name. Gratitude, maybe. Or recognition. Christ, probably both.

Her videos had changed his marriage. Had unlocked something in Holly, in him, in both of them. And she had no idea.

She was still unknowable. Still untouchable. Still perfect precisely because she existed only on screen, warm and filthy and digital.

Dan closed the video. His cock was hard, his balls aching, but he didn't touch himself yet. He had something else to do first.

He navigated to his inbox, where a long historical set of messages between himself and Erin sat.

He started a message by selecting to tip - and typed in $50. The most he'd ever sent in a single tip. Significant. Fucking stupid, maybe, but I'm doing it anyway.

The message box appeared beneath the amount, optional but inviting. Dan stared at it. What do I even say? What can I say that's true without being fucking weird?

He typed slowly, carefully.

"Erin, you've changed my life in ways you'll never know. Thank you for being exactly who you are. For showing people what it looks like to be free and happy. You're incredible. x"

He read it back. Too much? His finger hovered over the backspace key. Too revealing?

No. It was fine. It was true, and Erin would read it as just another grateful subscriber message, warm and sweet, the kind of thing she probably got a hundred times a week.

She'll never know what it actually means.

Dan closed the laptop. Leaned back into the sofa, cock was still hard, demanding his attention. His chest felt tight, something lodged there he couldn't name. Gratitude? Shame? Both?

Fifty quid. The message sitting in Erin's inbox now, probably alongside dozens of others. She'd read it tomorrow, maybe tonight if she checked her phone before bed.

She'll never know. Never know she was the catalyst. Never know the JK video was the first domino. Never know my marriage is stronger now, stranger, more honest, because I clicked on her page eight months ago and couldn't stop coming back.

Dan sat in the darkness, listening to the flat breathe around him. Holly asleep in the next room, warm and sated. JK somewhere in North London, probably asleep too, unaware of the transformation he'd facilitated. And Erin, out there in the digital ether, creating content, living her life, being exactly herself.

All of them connected. None of them knowing the full picture except Dan.

Dan's cock throbbed. I should probably wank. Should touch myself, finish what watching Erin started. But he didn't move yet. He wanted to sit with this feeling a little longer.

He thought about how three weeks ago he'd been sitting on this same sofa, terrified of what he'd started, convinced he was destroying his marriage.

Tonight he was sitting here calm, knowing he'd transformed it instead.

Not destroyed, no. Transformed.

Dan stood eventually. His cock was still half-hard, manageable now. He left the laptop on the sofa, headed to the bathroom. Pissed, washed his hands. Caught his reflection in the mirror above the sink.

I look different. Not worse. Not damaged. Just. Different. Older, maybe. Or just more honest.

I'm a cuckold. The word sat in his head, calm, factual. My wife fucks other men. I watch. I get off on it. And I'm happy.

The thought didn't sting. Didn't shame him. It was just fact, the shape of his desire finally acknowledged, finally accepted.

His last conscious thought before was of Holly's smile that morning, sitting on his lap in the kitchen, calling him a cuckold with love in her voice.


six
Losing Her?
The Messages


Midnight, and Dan woke needing water, mouth dry, Holly's breathing slow and even through the open bedroom door. He'd slid out from under the duvet without disturbing her, bare feet finding the cool floorboards, and crept through to the kitchen.

The flat sat dark except for the orange wash of streetlight through the living room curtains. Outside, Kentish Town had gone properly quiet, no traffic, no voices, just the fridge's low hum and the building settling around them the way it always did after midnight.

He filled a glass at the tap and drank half of it, then noticed Holly's phone sat charging on the counter, screen dark. Then it wasn't. A notification lit the surface for two seconds before dimming again, just long enough for Dan to catch the shape of it: a message sent, the tail end of it sitting at the top of the screen. JK's name. A kiss at the end. Something warm and easy, goodnight probably, the kind of thing you'd say to someone you were fond of.

Dan stood at the sink with the glass still in his hand.

It's nothing. She texts him all the time, you know she texts him, you've watched her text him.

He put the glass down on the draining board, unfinished.

Go back to bed.

His hand went for the phone instead. The weight of it was familiar, the case one he'd bought her two Christmases ago without thinking twice, and he unlocked it with his thumbprint, a feature they'd set up years back for convenience and never once imagined might be used like this, him standing in the dark reading his wife's private messages like a burglar in his own kitchen.

The screen opened to her messages. JK's thread sat at the top, timestamped two minutes ago. Holly's last line sat in the preview: sweet dreams babe, sleep well xx

Dan stared at it.

I shouldn't.

He was already tapping through.

The thread opened up beneath his thumb, weeks of it, scrolling back, more than the curated highlights Holly chose to show him over dinner, the bits she read aloud with a laugh while they sat together on the sofa.

He told himself he was allowed this much. She'd shown him plenty already, screenshots, jokes, the odd filthy exchange that made them both laugh and made Dan hard in his own front room. This wasn't so different.

Except it was, and he knew it, and he kept scrolling anyway.

The lie did a lot of heavy lifting and Dan could feel it straining under the weight, the logic gone thin as tissue paper, but he didn't stop scrolling. Past a week. Past two. The conversation unspooling backwards under his thumb.

Most of it was nothing. Logistics, mainly. JK asking when she was free next. Holly saying Thursday looked good, but she'd check with Dan first. A meme about gym bros that had made her laugh. JK moaning about a delayed train. Holly sending a photo of a client's botched home dye job with the caption this is what I'm dealing with today babe, pray for me.

Dan kept scrolling.

There was a whole shape to this he'd never seen before, and it wasn't the sex, wasn't the anticipation of Friday nights or Thursday evenings round at JK's. It was the rest of it. The bits that happened during the week while Dan was at his desk and Holly was at the salon, the ordinary daily texture of two people who'd built a rhythm together without him.

A running joke about a coffee shop near JK's flat that Holly apparently stopped at sometimes. A nickname JK had for her, something soft and easy that Dan had never once heard out loud. A screenshot Holly had sent of a snide email from the salon owner, venting about Marta's passive-aggressive management, and JK's reply that had made her laugh about it.

Dan didn't remember Holly mentioning any of that. Not the coffee shop. Not the nickname. None of it.

She doesn't have to tell me everything. That's not how this works. She's allowed conversations I'm not part of.

The logic felt hollow even as he built it.

He kept reading, further back, the thread stretching into weeks, and with every new exchange the same cold unease in his chest went a little deeper.

None of it was filthy. None of it was even particularly intimate in the way he'd braced himself for. It was worse than that. It was normal. Two people who liked each other, talking about their days, sharing stupid jokes, building the kind of low-stakes, everyday closeness that had nothing to do with sex at all.

Somehow that was worse than filthy!

I knew about the sex. I wanked to the sex. I practically applauded the sex.

But he'd never once thought about the Tuesday afternoons. The nickname. The coffee shop Holly stopped at on the way to JK's flat. A whole ordinary life his wife had built with this man out of nothing more exciting than memes and moans about work, and Dan hadn't known it existed until he went looking for it at midnight like a man checking for a pulse he was afraid he wouldn't find.

Ten days back, there was an exchange sitting in the middle of an otherwise unremarkable conversation. Holly had said something self-deprecating, joking about getting older, about JK surely having better options than a thirty-seven-year-old hairdresser from Kentish Town.

JK's reply sat there, warm and easy, clearly meant as nothing more than a throwaway line in the moment:

you know I'd take you in a heartbeat if he ever let you go properly, don't sell yourself short babe

Dan read it over and over, the casual charm of it draining away with every pass until only the bones of the sentence were left standing.

If he ever let you go properly.

His chest went tight.

It doesn't mean anything. People say things like that. JK says things like that to everyone, it's the job, the warm flirty content-creator patter he does for a living.

But his brain was already building a future out of nine words.

Holly happier - a world without the husband who needed managing round every visit and every text and every Friday night, without the constant checking in, without having to ask is Dan okay with this, without performing reassurance for a man who got hard watching her fuck someone else and still needed his hand held afterwards.

JK and Holly, uncomplicated and real and permanent.

His hand was shaking.

Stop. Just stop. You're spiralling over nothing.

He couldn't stop, though. He read the line again, and his body did something he didn't understand, something that made him feel sick even as it happened.

He was getting hard.

Not at the line itself. Not at the thought of losing her, exactly. At the vertigo underneath it, the specific horror of imagining Holly permanently with JK, the sick freefall of having no say in it whatsoever, and he hated that this was true even as his cock thickened in his boxers and proved it without asking his permission.

What the fuck is wrong with me.

Every other comparison he'd survived up to now, size, stamina, confidence, had been survivable because it lived inside a structure he'd agreed to and, somewhere underneath the shame, actually wanted. This felt different. This felt like proof of an exit he'd never agreed to and never wanted, and underneath the horror there was still that same thread of arousal, hot and revolting, the same mechanism that drove every other beat of this whole arrangement, except here it was wired into something that could genuinely end all of it.

Dan put the phone back on the counter, exactly where Holly had left it.

He stood in the dark kitchen with his heart going too fast, and he didn't go back to bed.

He went through to the living room instead.

Holly's laptop sat open on the coffee table, lid half down, still logged into her OnlyFans dashboard from earlier that evening when she'd shown him something JK had posted. Dan sat on the edge of the sofa and pushed the lid up, and the screen woke pale blue in the dark, throwing a cold light across his knees.

He found her messages without really deciding to, the same compulsion that had picked up her phone in the first place operating a good few steps ahead of anything that could be called a decision.

He opened the thread with JK again. Read the line again.

If he ever let you go properly.

His hand went to himself almost without him noticing it had moved.

This wasn't ritual. This wasn't the slow, careful build of a Friday night, the hours of anticipation before JK's key turned in the lock, the deliberate cultivation of a hard-on until it became unbearable and perfect. This was something else entirely. Something joyless and mechanical, his hand doing what it had learned to do these past months even while the rest of him sat somewhere closer to grief.

He pulled himself out through the gap in his boxers, already half hard, skin dry against his palm, no spit, no lube, nothing but friction, and stroked fast without any pleasure in it, without the usual running commentary that came with every other wank in this whole arrangement.

I'm getting hard thinking about losing her - of her permanently fucking that huge cock, every night, cumming over and over...

The thought should have stopped his hand, but if anything his hand moved faster.

If he ever let you go properly.

This wasn't arousal built from an image, wasn't a memory of Holly's face or JK's cock or the noises she made when it was good. This was arousal built from the vertigo itself, the horror of picturing the door closing behind her for good, and he hated that his body kept proving it true, his cock leaking against his fist, his hand moving, his balls drawing up tight and hot.

He came fast, and there was none of the loose, floating release that usually came with it. It left him feeling worse, not lighter. The opposite of relief. Just shame sitting raw and heavy in his chest with nowhere to go.

Dan wiped himself with a tissue from the box on the coffee table, hand not quite steady, and sank back against the cushions in the dark, cum already cooling on his fingers before he'd finished cleaning it off.

The laptop screen had dimmed to black. He didn't reach over to wake it.

Every other time, however bad it got, however humiliated I was, there was a floor under it. Some hot, filthy relief waiting at the bottom. This time there's nothing.

Through the bedroom door, Holly slept peacefully. She had no idea that he'd read her messages, no idea he'd found the line, no idea he was sitting out here at gone midnight with his heart going too fast and something close to tears sitting hot behind his eyes.

He could wake her. He could ask outright, right now, what the message meant, whether she'd read it the way he was reading it, whether JK's easy little throwaway line had lodged in her the same way it had lodged in him.

But instead he sat there in the silent flat, and thought, not for the first time but more clearly than he ever had before, that he'd built every inch of this with his own two hands.

He'd let Holly message JK, encouraged it even, got hard watching her type, wanked while she was mid-text, opened the door and all but shoved JK through it and into their marriage and their bed and their whole life together.

And not once, not one single time, had he asked himself what he'd do if it actually worked as well as he'd hoped.

He sat on the sofa until his breathing evened out, until the panic in his chest settled to something he could carry, until his legs would hold him without shaking. Then he went back to bed without waking her, sliding under the duvet to lie on his back and stare at the ceiling while she slept on, warm and oblivious, beside him.

He didn't sleep for a long time.

When he finally did, he dreamt of empty rooms.
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To Dan, An Absolute Legend

HOLLY POV

The bar on Camden Road wasn’t much to look at: sticky floors, red and gold light bleeding over the booths at the back, the smell of cut limes, spilled lager and someone’s sweet perfume drifting across from two seats over. Holly loved it. She’d been coming here with Keisha for nearly three years now, their Friday night ritual whenever they could swing it, no Marta walking past to remind them they had clients in the morning, no husbands waiting at home expecting updates, no salon mirror reflecting their own tired faces back at them under cruel white bulbs.

Just them, a booth, and whatever needed saying over a few drinks.

Thank Christ.

Tonight, Keisha was practically vibrating before their arses hit the seats.

“Right,” Keisha said, sliding into the booth like she owned the place, handbag dumped on the table between them. “No clients, no Marta, no husband. Just you and me, and I want every single detail, or I swear to God, Holly, I’ll die.”

Holly laughed, shrugging out of her jacket. “You’re so dramatic.”

“I’m literally not. You’ve been glowing for weeks, babe. Weeks. Every time I try to get anything proper out of you at work, you do that smug little cat smile and start talking about toner. So tonight there’s no escape. I’m interrogating you properly and you’re going to love it.”

The first round arrived, cider for Holly, vodka lime and soda for Keisha. Holly took a long pull, letting the cold bite settle in her chest. The glass was wet against her fingers. The booth stuck slightly to the backs of her thighs.

Actually, tonight I’m not editing any of it.

She hadn’t decided that on the way here. She’d been going to be sensible and vague; married-woman appropriate. She’d planned to give Keisha the funny version, the naughty-but-not-too-naughty version, the one where everyone could laugh and nobody had to look too closely.

Then Keisha bounced in her seat like a woman waiting for gossip at a wake, and Holly felt something in her loosen.

It felt like taking her bra off after a twelve-hour shift.

“Alright,” Holly said, grinning despite herself. “What do you want to know?”

Keisha folded her arms on the sticky table and leaned over them, eyes glittering. “Everything. Start easy. You still seeing the massive-cocked one?”

“JK. Yeah.” Holly tried to sip her drink and failed because she was smiling too much. “Twice a week now, usually.”

“Twice a week,” Keisha repeated, like she was tasting it. “Fucking hell, Holly. And Dan’s still… what, fine with it?”

“More than fine.” Holly heard herself say it without tidying it up for once. No little polite-wife varnish. “He loves it. He sits in the chair and watches the whole thing, and he’s harder than I’ve ever seen him.”

Keisha’s jaw actually dropped. “The chair.”

“The chair by the wardrobe. That’s his spot now.”

“His spot.” Keisha slapped a hand over her mouth, already laughing. “Oh my God. Holly. You’ve turned your husband into a cuckold, and he’s got a designated chair for it.”

“I didn’t turn him into anything.” Holly was laughing too, but the word had landed. Cuckold. There it was between the cider glasses, not ugly, not cruel, just true. And God help me, it suits him. “He built the chair situation himself, honestly. First time JK came over, Dan just… sat. Same chair the second time. After that, well. That was that.”

“That was that,” Keisha echoed, wiping under one eye. “Listen, I love that for him. I’m serious. I love that for both of you.” She jabbed her straw into her drink, stirred once, then abandoned it. “So. The sex. Is it still as good as the first time, or has it levelled off a bit now you’re not, you know, newly dick-drunk?”

Holly bit her lip. Heat climbed into her cheeks, but not shame. Not really. More like her body had heard JK’s name and decided to start paying attention.

Don’t be coy. Not tonight.

“Better, actually. He knows what I like now.” She glanced down at the table, saw the crescent of her lipstick on the glass, and smiled. “Knows exactly how to make me cum. Three times before he even thinks about finishing, usually.”

Keisha went still. “Three times.”

“Minimum. Just from his cock in me.”

“Fuck off.”

“I’m serious, Keisha. Last Saturday I came four times, and I thought I was going to pass out after the third. I had to actually tell him to slow down because I couldn’t breathe properly.”

The memory came back too clearly for a second: JK’s weight pinning her open, sweat sliding down the middle of his chest, his mouth close to her ear, his voice low and amused because he knew exactly what he was doing to her. Dan in the chair. Quiet. Watching. His trousers darkened at the front by the time she’d stopped shaking.

Holly pressed her thighs together under the table and took another drink.

Keisha stared at her, then picked up her vodka and drained half of it in one go. “Okay. Right. Important question. How big, actually? In real terms. Don’t give me ‘big’, Holly. Give me numbers.”

“I don’t know the actual number, do I? I didn’t get a tape measure out.”

“Estimate. Hold your hands apart. Do it now.”

“Keisha.”

“Hands. Apart.”

Holly looked around, half-laughing, half-mortified. The couple in the next booth were deep in their own argument, thank God. She held her hands apart under the table at first, then above it when Keisha kicked her shin.

Maybe nine inches. Give or take. Thick enough that even showing it with her hands made her stomach dip.

Keisha’s whole face changed.

“Fucking hell,” she said, with genuine reverence. “And that just… fits?”

“Eventually,” Holly said, and they both lost it, laughing so hard the couple next to them paused mid-row and looked over.

Holly wiped at her eyes. “It takes a minute, honestly. The first time I thought there was no way. Like, absolutely not. My body was having a proper little meeting with itself about whether to let him in.”

Keisha wheezed. “A meeting.”

“But he’s patient.” Holly’s laughter softened into something lower, more private. “And once it’s in, Christ, Keisha. I didn’t know it could feel like that. That full. Like I couldn’t think around it.”

“Better than Dan?”

Holly didn’t even hesitate. That was the thing; a month ago she might have flinched, might have dressed the answer up in kindness until it barely meant anything. Now the truth came out clean.

“Not even close. I bloody love Dan, you know I do. But JK’s just built different. Bigger, yeah, obviously, but it’s not only that. He knows what he’s doing. He’s done this with a hundred women, maybe more, and he knows exactly how to make it good.” She swallowed, feeling the cider fizz in her throat. “He fucks like he expects me to come. Like it’s not a favour or a miracle, just what’s going to happen because he’s there.”

Keisha’s expression shifted, less jokey for a second. “And Dan just watches.”

“Dan just watches.” Holly’s voice dropped without her meaning it to. “Gets hard watching. Comes watching, usually. Sometimes he doesn’t even touch himself. He just sits there, red-faced and shaking, and comes in his trousers like a teenager because JK’s fucking me that well.”

Keisha made a small helpless sound. “You are living my fantasy, babe. Genuinely. I need to find myself a Dan.”

“You really do.” Warmth flooded Holly’s chest so fast it surprised her. Not embarrassment, not pity. Warmth. “He’s so good about it, Keisha. He asks if I had a good time. He makes me tea after. He tells me I’m beautiful when I’m getting ready to go and see JK.” She laughed, softer now. “It’s the sweetest thing and also the filthiest thing in the world, and I don’t know what I did to be so lucky, but I'll take it!”

Keisha flagged down the barman for another round. When the drinks arrived, she raised her glass with real ceremony.

“To Dan,” she said. “An absolute legend.”

“To Dan,” Holly echoed.

Their glasses clinked. Holly laughed, but her throat had tightened a little.

He would blush himself inside out if he could hear this. Poor Dan. Lovely Dan. Filthy, perfect - her Dan.

“Right,” Keisha said, once she’d had enough vodka to regain her focus. “One more. Actually no, I’ve got about twelve, but this is the important one. The squirting thing. That was real, yeah? Not a one-off fluke?”

Holly felt the grin before she could stop it. “Every other time now.”

Keisha put her hand flat on the table. “Fuck off!”

“Tuesday, Saturday, doesn’t matter. He gets me there and I just… go. I can’t help it. I didn’t even know I could until he made it happen, and now it’s like my body’s learned where the switch is.”

She could feel it again if she let herself: the pressure building low and impossible, JK’s thumb on her clit, his cock buried so deep she’d nearly panicked the first time. That split second of fear before the release, then the hot flood of it, her own shocked gasp, JK laughing in delight like she’d done something brilliant.

And Dan watching from the chair. Dan seeing the wet patch spread beneath her. Dan seeing another man unlock something in her body he had never found.

That should have hurt him. Maybe it did. But it made him hard too. That was the bit she couldn’t stop thinking about.

“Jesus Christ, Holly,” Keisha said. “You’ve won the lottery, you do realise that?”

“I’m starting to.” Holly looked down into her cider, watching bubbles cling to the inside of the glass. “I really am.”

For a while they just sat there, the noise of the bar swelling around them: laughter from the lads near the fruit machine, music too tinny through the speakers, the clink of glasses, someone’s phone going off three tables over with a ringtone that made Keisha pull a face. Holly sat back and realised her jaw had stopped aching.

She’d been holding herself tight for weeks. At work, at home, even while pretending she wasn’t waiting for JK’s next message. Now Keisha had dragged it all out of her in the middle of Camden Road like it was the most normal thing in the world.

God, I needed this. I really fucking needed this.

Keisha broke the silence first. Her voice was quieter now, thoughtful in a way that made Holly glance up.

“Can I ask you something else? And you’re not allowed to lie to me.”

“Go on.”

“How does it work after?” Keisha tapped one nail against her glass. “Like, properly after. When JK leaves. What do you and Dan do?”

Holly took a breath. The answer rose warm in her chest, embarrassing and filthy and tender all at once.

“Dan cleans me up.”

Keisha blinked. “Sorry, what?”

“Dan cleans me up. After.” Holly kept her eyes on Keisha’s because if she looked away she might start laughing, or blushing, or worse. “JK comes inside me, properly comes inside me, and Dan gets between my legs and licks it out.”

Keisha’s mouth opened. Closed. Opened again.

“Hang on.” She put her drink down very carefully. “Hang on. Dan. Cleans you up. After JK.”

“Yeah.”

“With his mouth.”

“With his mouth.”

“Like, properly?”

“Properly, Keisha.”

Keisha stared at her for a long moment, eyes wide, mouth slightly open.

"Honestly, I need to find myself a Dan immediately. Where do they grow them? Is there a shop? Is there a cuckold husband aisle in Argos?”

Holly laughed so hard she nearly choked on her drink. Keisha had to thump her on the back, which only made both of them worse.

“It’s not a big thing,” Holly managed, once she could breathe.

Keisha gave her a look. “Babe.”

“I know how it sounds.”

“Do you?”

“Yes.” Holly wiped under one eye, still laughing. “Fine. It’s a big thing. But it also just sort of happened. The first time he did it, I thought he was going to back out halfway through. I honestly did. But he didn’t, and now it’s just… part of it. Part of how we are.”

Saying it out loud made her throat tighten in a stupid way. She could still see Dan at the edge of the bed, quiet and flushed, pretending he wasn’t shaking. Not begging. Not performing. Just lowering himself between her thighs because he wanted to be useful to her after another man had finished with her.

Christ, Dan.

“I’m proud of him,” Holly said, and the words startled her once they were out. “That sounds mad, doesn’t it?”

“No,” Keisha said. “It doesn’t.”

“It’s just… he chose it. He didn’t have to. I know people would think I’ve, I don’t know, broken him or whatever. But he’s happier. We’re happier. He looks at me after like I’ve given him something.”

Keisha nodded slowly. “That’s actually really sweet.”

“It is.”

“Fucking filthy as hell, obviously.”

“Obviously.”

“But sweet.” Keisha smiled into her drink. “He’s taking care of you. In his own weird cuckold way.”

“Yeah,” Holly said softly. “That’s exactly it.”

They sat with that for a moment. Not a polished silence, not one of those film silences where everyone looked meaningful and beautiful. Keisha chewed the end of her straw. Holly picked at a damp corner of the beer mat. Someone behind them shouted, “Mate, no, you texted her that?” and the whole table burst out laughing.

Then Keisha shifted in her seat, leaning closer. Her voice dropped into something warmer, more intimate.

“Can I ask you something else? This one’s just for me, not the gossip file.”

Holly looked at her properly. “Go on.”

“Have you ever thought about it?” Keisha hesitated, but only for a second. “With a woman.”

Holly went to laugh it off and found she couldn’t. The question sat there between them, small and serious, and Keisha’s eyes stayed steady on hers.

A flush moved through Holly’s body, not the silly cheek-heat from before. Lower. Slower.

“A bit,” she admitted.

Keisha didn’t pounce. That made it worse somehow. Better, and more dangerous.

“Lately,” Holly said. “There was this video, with Erin and another woman, and I… God, I don’t even know why I’m telling you this.”

“Tell me,” Keisha said.

No smirk - just lustful curiosity.

“I couldn’t stop watching her.” Holly rubbed her thumb through the condensation on her glass. “The way she touched the other woman. The way she kissed her, like she properly wanted it. Not only for the camera. Like she wanted to taste her.”

Keisha’s eyes flicked to Holly’s mouth and back again.

Holly felt it.

“And I thought… I don’t know.” She gave a small helpless laugh. “I thought it looked good. Like something I’d want to try, maybe, if I ever got the chance.”

There. Said it. Jesus.

Keisha held her gaze, then looked down and smiled, slow and warm.

“If you ever do,” she said lightly, “let me know. I’m very good with my hands. Everyone says so.”

Holly’s face went hot. Something low in her stomach twisted pleasantly, and she laughed to cover it.

“I’ll bear that in mind.”

“You do that, babe. And erm… maybe, you could bring JK?”

Keisha grinned and let the moment settle back into the noise of the bar instead of pushing it further, which was exactly right. Exactly what Holly needed. Not a demand. Not a joke at her expense. Just a door left unlocked.

Holly had never said that out loud before. Not to Dan. Not even really to herself in words. Now it was sitting there on the table between them, small and true, and Keisha hadn’t laughed or made it into something bigger than it was.

Maybe that’s all I wanted. Someone to hear it and not flinch.

They finished their drinks in a silence that wasn’t awkward, though Holly could feel Keisha looking at her now and then, like she was trying not to smile too much. Then Keisha’s face changed. Something more serious slid into place.

“Serious question,” she said.

Holly put her glass down. “Okay.”

“Are you going to leave him?”

Holly blinked. “What?”

“For JK.” Keisha’s voice stayed gentle, but there was no wobble in it. “Are you going to leave Dan for JK?”

“No.”

The answer came out before Keisha had even finished looking worried. Holly almost laughed at herself.

Well, there it is then. Didn’t even have to rummage for that one.

“You didn’t even think about it,” Keisha said.

“I don’t need to.” Holly sat back, suddenly very sober in the middle of being three drinks in. “I love the sex. I love JK, honestly, I do, in whatever way you’re allowed to love someone like that. I love what he does to me. I love how I am with him.”

Keisha waited.

“But Dan’s my husband,” Holly said. “He’s my best mate. He’s home. None of the rest of it was ever about swapping him out for someone else.”

She could see Dan in their kitchen, making tea in the chipped mug she liked because it kept drinks hot longest. Dan asking, too casually, if JK had been good to her. Dan trying to hide how hard he was when she told him yes. Dan kneeling after, eager and ashamed and grateful.

No, she wasn’t leaving him.

Not for JK’s cock. Not for the best sex of her life. Not even for the woman she became when JK’s hands were on her.

That woman always came home to Dan. That was the point.

Keisha studied her for a second, then nodded like she’d got the answer she actually wanted.

“Good,” she said. “Because you’d be mad, and also I’d have to pretend to be sad for you at work, and I’m a terrible actress. Everyone knows that. I cried at a John Lewis advert last Christmas.”

Holly laughed, mostly from relief, the tension of the last thirty seconds breaking apart into something lighter.

“I’m serious though,” Keisha said, quieter again. “I just needed to hear you say it. Not for me. For you.”

“I know.” Holly looked down at the table, at the sticky rings their glasses had left behind. “I think I needed to hear me say it too.”

It felt like Keisha had shoved a mirror under her nose and Holly, three drinks in and lipstick on her glass, had looked properly for once.

Oh. There I am.

Keisha flagged down one more round, and the conversation shifted back into safer, sillier territory. Gossip about a client who’d asked for a Karen haircut unironically. Marta’s latest passive-aggressive note in the staff room. Keisha’s disastrous Hinge date with a man who’d shown up wearing Crocs to a wine bar and then said he didn’t believe in starters.

Nothing to do with Dan or JK at all.

Almost nothing.

Now and then Keisha would catch Holly’s eye and mouth, “The chair,” and Holly would nearly spit cider across the table.

Eventually they got their coats. They hugged too long and too hard, the way you did after a few drinks and a real conversation, both of them swaying slightly near the door while people squeezed past.

Keisha delivered her closing line with a grin.

“You’ve got the best of both worlds, you do,” she said, doing up her coat. “And you don’t even know it yet.”

“I think I might,” Holly said.

“Yeah, well. Don’t let it go to your head.” Keisha kissed her cheek, loud and sloppy on purpose. “Love you, you filthy cow. Text me when you’re home.”

“Love you too,” Holly said, and meant it completely.

Outside, the cool air hit her face and made her realise how warm the bar had been. Holly walked towards the bus stop with her arms crossed, buzzing pleasantly, Camden Road sliding around her in Friday-night fragments: neon signs, kebab shops, smokers clustered outside pubs, a bloke in a puffer jacket arguing with his Deliveroo app.

She hadn’t lied to Keisha.

More than that, she hadn’t lied to herself. There was something in the two things matching up so cleanly that made her feel steadier than she had in weeks.

Her phone buzzed in her pocket.

Probably Dan, asking when she’d be home. Maybe a kiss. Maybe one of his careful little messages where he tried not to sound too needy and somehow sounded needier because of it.

She didn’t check it.

She wanted to tell him properly, in person, what she’d said to Keisha tonight. Wanted to see his face when she told him she wasn’t going anywhere. That he was home. That none of this had ever been about replacing him.

And then maybe I’ll tell him Keisha called him a legend.

The thought made her laugh out loud.
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Not for the Best Cock in North London

HOLLY POV

The flat was dark when Holly let herself in, but something told her Dan had not gone to bed yet. The place had a different hush when he was asleep, softer somehow, with the bedroom door half-open and the bathroom fan clicking itself tired. This was living-room quiet. Waiting quiet.

She dropped her keys into the bowl by the door and winced at the clatter. She kicked her shoes off under the radiator, still faintly buzzy from cider, cold air on her cheeks, Keisha’s laugh still ringing about in her head. A good, daft, slightly too honest night. She had come ready to tell Dan all of it, or at least the edited version, the version where Keisha had called him an absolute legend and Holly had laughed so hard she had nearly spat cider through her nose.

Then she saw the closed living room door, a thin line of faint yellow light showed underneath.

Holly frowned. Dan usually left it open if he was waiting up for her. He liked to hear her come in, liked to call, “That you?” as if burglars regularly let themselves into Kentish Town flats and put their keys in the little blue bowl from John Lewis. She pushed the door gently and stopped in the doorway, coat still on, bag hanging from one shoulder.

Dan was sitting on the sofa in near darkness, laptop closed on the coffee table in front of him.

Holly’s stomach dropped.

Closed. Oh, that was not good.

The laptop was never closed. Not once in months. Not even on the nights she had come home late and found him half asleep in front of it, some tab open on Erin’s page like a dirty little nightlight he could not quite bring himself to switch off. Closed meant something had happened. Closed meant shame, or panic, or Dan having one of those awful private spirals where he went quiet because he thought quiet was kinder.

Closed meant he had been alone with something.

She let the bag slide off her shoulder onto the floor and moved into the room properly, reading him in the low light. His face looked wrong. Tired, yes, but more than tired: hollowed out, like he had been sitting here for hours, working himself into something he could not climb back out of. His hair was flattened on one side where he had kept pushing his hand through it. His mouth had that tight, bloodless look he got when he was trying to be reasonable while falling to bits.

“Oh, Dan,” she said before she could stop herself.

His eyes flicked up to her and away again.

She crossed to him, sat down close enough that their knees touched, and put her hand on his thigh. Warm denim. Muscle held too tight underneath.

“Hey,” she said quietly. “What’s happened?”

Dan did not answer straight away. Holly didn't push, instead she left her hand where it was and waited, thumb moving once across the seam of his jeans before going still. She knew his silences. Knew the difference between sulking and thinking, between tiredness and fear. This one was afraid.

She had walked in ready to tell him about Keisha, about the bar, about the ridiculous bloke outside the kebab shop shouting into his phone about Arsenal, and all of that could wait. Whatever this was, it had been sitting in him. Hours, maybe. Days. He had sat with it instead of ringing her.

That was the bit that caught under her ribs.

You daft, frightened man. Why didn’t you ring me?

“I shouldn’t have looked,” Dan said eventually. His voice was rough, scraped thin. “I know I shouldn’t have looked. That’s not me saying it’s not on me. It is. I just…”

He stopped. Swallowed. Tried again.

“I read this thing he said to you. Ages ago. Probably means nothing.”

Holly went very still.

Ah.

“Which thing?” she asked, soft, because she already had a feeling she knew.

Dan’s hands were clenched together in his lap, knuckles pale. He looked at them instead of her.

“About taking you,” he said. “If I ever let you go properly, or whatever he said exactly. I know it’s nothing. I know that’s just how he talks. I know it doesn’t mean anything, but I sat here for five nights thinking about it and I couldn’t stop, and I didn’t want to tell you because I didn’t want you to think I was checking up on you, or trying to make you feel guilty, and then I just felt so…”

His voice went at the end. Not broke dramatically, nothing like that. It simply ran out of road. He pressed his lips together and stared at his hands.

Holly sat very still, absorbing it all.

He had been carrying this for five nights.

Through Wednesday’s dinner, when they had talked about booking a holiday and whether Spain was too predictable. Through Thursday morning, when she had told him the salon was fully booked and Keisha had nicked her last Twix from the staffroom. Through this morning’s cup of tea, handed over like nothing was wrong, him standing there in his old UCLH lanyard with his hair still damp from the shower.

And she had not noticed a single thing.

Guilt came up fast, hot under her breastbone. Her first stupid instinct was to apologise for his hurt as if she had caused it by breathing too loudly, wanting too much, being too pleased when JK’s name lit up her phone.

No. Don’t do that. Don’t pick up guilt just because it’s lying around and looks vaguely like yours.

She had not done anything wrong. Had she?

No. She had not. She had been texting JK the way she always did, a little warm, a little flirty, filthy when the mood caught, careful enough when it mattered. The message Dan meant had been nothing, a throwaway line JK probably sent because that was how he spoke, big and cocky and easy with it. Something about taking her if Dan ever let go properly. Something that had made her stomach flip when she read it, yes, fine, she was not going to lie to herself, but not something she had built a life on.

Dan had found it, while alone, with nobody there to tell him he was being daft, and he had built a whole catastrophe out of it in his head.

Jesus!

Holly shifted closer and turned on the sofa so she was facing him properly. She took his face in her hands, gently but firmly, and made him look at her. His stubble scratched her palms. His eyes were red-rimmed, damp at the corners, and the sight of it made something in her go soft and fierce at once.

“Listen to me,” she said.

Dan nodded once.

“No, properly. Look at me.”

He did.

“I would stop,” Holly said plainly. “Today. Right now, if you needed me to. I wouldn’t even be angry about it. I’d just do it. Okay?”

Dan blinked. “I don’t, I’m not saying I want you to stop.”

“I know.” She kept hold of his face. “But I’m saying I would. That’s not a nice thing I’m saying to calm you down. That’s a real offer, on the table, right now. If this is hurting you, if you’re sitting here at midnight five nights running thinking I’m going to leave you for him, then we stop.”

He flinched at the words, but she did not soften them. He needed the shape of it said out loud.

“Because that’s not what this is supposed to be,” she said.

She watched his face carefully and saw him trying to work out if she meant it. Which she did., completely and utterly. The thought of stopping made her stomach twist. There it was, honest and ugly and hers. She loved what JK did to her. Loved the weight of him, the way he looked at her like he already knew she would say yes, the filthy confidence of his messages, the obscene size of him, the way her body went stupid for him before her brain had finished pretending to be sensible.

There. That was the truth. Stopping would hurt.

But not more than this. Not more than Dan sitting in the dark, week after week, too scared to speak because he thought he had asked for this and therefore had no right to bleed.

“I love the sex with JK,” Holly said, because there was no point lying and they both knew it anyway. “I’m not going to pretend I don’t.”

Dan’s mouth twitched, miserable and almost amused.

“But he’s not this,” she said. “He’s not you. You’re my husband. You’re my best mate. You’re home, Dan. None of the rest of it was ever meant to touch that, and it hasn’t. Not once. Not for a single second.”

She brushed her thumb under his eye, catching wetness before it could fall.

“No matter what some daft message from weeks ago looked like at one in the morning.”

“I know,” Dan said quietly. “I know that. I just couldn’t make myself believe it at one in the morning.”

“Well,” Holly said, “it’s not one in the morning now. Believe it now.”

A breath went out of him, shaky and uneven. Something in his shoulders finally loosened. Not all of it. This was not a magic spell. But enough that he looked less like a man braced for impact.

Holly kept her hands on his face a moment longer, then pulled him into a proper hug. His head came to her shoulder at once. Too quickly, almost. Like he had been waiting for permission to collapse. She wrapped both arms round him and held him tight, coat still on, hair smelling faintly of cold air and pub and the apple shampoo Keisha had made her try in the salon last week.

He was warm and solid against her.

Mine. Not in the way JK joked about taking. Not like that. Older than that. Deeper. Mine because he knew where the spare batteries were and how she took her tea when she was hungover. Mine because he stayed.

She realised, holding him, that she was not inventing any of this to soothe him. She had said the same thing to Keisha in a booth three hours ago, before she had known Dan needed to hear it. That mattered. Christ, it mattered.

“I told Keisha tonight,” Holly said into his hair.

Dan shifted slightly. “Told her what?”

“She asked if I was going to leave you for JK.”

He went still against her.

“I said no,” Holly said quickly. “Immediately. Didn’t even have to think about it. You’re not something I’d trade, Dan. Not for anyone.”

She paused, because Holly could never resist ruining a beautiful moment by being herself.

“Not for the best cock in North London or anywhere else.”

She felt him laugh against her shoulder, small and damp and embarrassed. Thank God.

“Did she really ask that?”

“She did.”

“Brilliant.”

“It wasn’t like that. She was being Keisha. Nosy cow.” Holly smiled into his hair. “And then she called you an absolute legend, for the record.”

Dan pulled back slightly, enough to look at her. His eyes were still red, but clearer now. Less lost.

“Why?”

Holly’s smile softened and sharpened at the same time.

“Because I told her about the chair.”

Dan’s face changed instantly. Pink rose up his neck.

“Holly.”

“And about what you do after.”

“Christ.”

“And she thought it was the filthiest, sweetest thing she’d ever heard.”

Dan looked away, mortified, but there was something else under it. Something she knew now. That little helpless heat he got when the shame landed just right. She had seen it enough times to recognise it. His breathing shifted. His thigh tensed under her hand.

There you are.

She did not push. Not tonight. Tonight was not for making him squirm too hard. But she let herself see it, because pretending not to see Dan had never helped either of them.

“She’s not wrong,” Holly said gently.

He gave a strangled little laugh. “I cannot believe you told Keisha that.”

“You can. You absolutely can.”

“I’m never looking her in the eye again.”

“She’ll love that.”

“Holly.”

“What? She will.”

And there it was: a tiny, ordinary bit of them, surfacing through the muck. She kissed his forehead, then his cheek, then properly on the mouth. Slow. Soft. He tasted faintly of tea and fear. She kissed him until his lips stopped trembling.

“Come to bed,” she murmured. “Please. I’m knackered, and you look like you haven’t slept in a week.”

“I haven’t slept brilliantly,” he admitted.

“No, shocking. Couldn’t tell.”

That got another faint laugh.

Eventually she stood and tugged him up with her. He came without arguing, which nearly undid her more than the crying had. No joke about needing to turn the telly off. No practical little Dan comment about locking up. Just his hand in hers, palm slightly damp, letting her lead him down the hall.

They walked through to the bedroom without turning any more lights on. The flat seemed to breathe out with them. The hallway no longer felt like somewhere you whispered after bad news.

Holly undressed slowly, dropping her clothes on the chair by the wardrobe rather than the floor. Dan did the same, neither of them in any hurry. Her bra left red marks under her breasts when she took it off. She rubbed at one absently and saw Dan notice, then look away as if looking at his own wife’s body required permission tonight.

Oh, love. You’re allowed.

There was none of the charge of their Friday nights. None of the fizzing anticipation, no laptop open, no Erin laughing filthy and bright from the screen, no JK filling the room even when he was not there. Just the quiet scrape of Dan’s belt, the soft drop of Holly’s jeans, the old wardrobe door not quite shutting properly.

This was them before Erin’s page, before JK’s messages, before the chair in the corner had become something neither of them could pretend was only furniture.

They got into bed, the sheets cool and clean against Holly’s bare legs, and Dan pulled her close immediately. She pressed her face into his neck and breathed him in. Skin, washing powder, the faint tired salt of him. Familiar. Warm. Right in the old way.

“I missed this,” Dan said quietly.

“Me too.”

And she had. That was the thing. It was not that they did not touch anymore. They did. They held hands on the sofa. They kissed in the kitchen. Sometimes he put his hand on the small of her back while she was making tea and she leaned into it automatically, because her body knew him even when her head was full of other men’s messages.

But this, this slow, unhurried closeness with nobody else in the room, no performance, no audience, no comparison being deliberately fed between them, had become rarer without either of them quite noticing.

Or maybe she had noticed and kept not looking at it. That sounded more like her.

Holly kissed him properly, her hand on his jaw, and felt him respond, gentle and careful. Too careful. His hands moved over her back, down to her waist, pulling her closer as if he expected her to change her mind halfway through. She moved into him until her breasts pressed against his chest and his breath caught.

“It’s all right,” she whispered.

“I know.”

“No, you don’t.”

His laugh ghosted against her mouth. “No. Not really.”

“Then believe me now.”

He kissed her again, and this time there was more of him in it. Still not urgent. Not desperate. Just Dan finding the old path with his hands, the curve of her waist, the dip of her lower back, the soft weight of her thigh when she hooked it over him. She knew him like this. Knew the way his breath changed when he got hard, knew the small embarrassed shift of his hips as if even after ten years his own desire could still inconvenience him.

When Dan moved on top of her, Holly wrapped her legs around him and thought, absurdly, that she had almost forgotten how well they fitted together.

Not better than JK. That would have been a lie, and she was tired of lying even kindly. Not worse either. Different. Theirs.

Dan’s cock nudged against her, warm and familiar, and Holly reached down between them to guide him. He made a small sound, almost a gasp, when her fingers closed around him.

Still mine too, this part of him. Smaller, yes. Softer in all the ways JK wasn’t. But mine.

“I love you,” Dan said quietly, his forehead against hers.

“I love you too,” Holly said. “Always. That’s not up for negotiation, whatever else is.”

Dan pushed into her slowly, careful even now, and Holly sighed, her eyes closing. Her body knew the difference at once. Of course it did. Dan did not stretch her like JK. He did not make her cunt clench in that greedy, helpless way, did not force the air out of her, did not leave her feeling opened and used and full of someone else’s arrogance. There was no obscene pressure, no thick shock, no filthy little panic of Christ, how is he still going?

This was Dan.

The shape of him she had known for a decade. The rhythm they had built together long before anyone else was involved. His breath warmed her cheek. His chest hair brushed her nipples. His arms trembled slightly beside her shoulders, not from effort exactly, but from holding himself back, from trying to be gentle enough that she would not compare him and find him wanting.

Oh, Dan. I compare you all the time. That’s the awful bit. That’s the beautiful bit. And I still want you here.

She pulled him down closer.

“Don’t be careful like I’m glass,” she whispered.

He stilled. “Am I hurting you?”

“No.” She kissed the corner of his mouth. “You’re being Dan.”

“Sorry.”

“Don’t apologise. Just fuck me.”

His hips moved again, a little less guarded this time. Holly moved with him, slow and easy, letting her body remember the smaller pleasures: the drag of skin, the warmth, the closeness, the way he kissed her throat when he was close because he could not keep his head up anymore. It was not the filthy, leg-shaking hunger JK dragged out of her. It was not supposed to be. This was quieter. Sweeter. Still sex, still his cock inside her, still sweat gathering between their bodies and the faint wet sound of them moving together in the dark.

Nobody watching from outside would understand this part. They would see the rest, the chair, JK, the messages, the way Holly’s body lit up for another man, and they would think this had been replaced.

It had not been replaced.

It had been put under pressure, stretched into a stranger shape, made honest in ways that frightened both of them. But it was still here.

Dan’s breathing hitched.

“I’m close,” he said, almost apologetic.

“I know.” Holly stroked the back of his neck. “It’s okay.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Dan.”

“I know. Sorry.”

She smiled despite herself. “Stop saying sorry while you’re inside me.”

That startled a laugh out of him, breathless and broken, and then he lost the rhythm. His face tucked into her neck, his hips jerked once, twice, and he came quietly inside her with a sound he tried to swallow. Holly held him through it, fingers in his hair, feeling the small warm pulse of him, the damp heat between her thighs, the human sweetness of it.

She did not come herself. She did not need to, that was not what this was about.

And wasn’t that another truth? With JK, her body demanded. With Dan, sometimes her heart took over, and her body simply came along.

Afterwards, they stayed tangled together, neither of them moving to clean up or roll over. Dan was heavy on her in the old way, familiar weight, his breath evening out against her shoulder. Holly stared at the ceiling. The streetlight through the curtains cast the same warped shadows it always did, the ones from the wonky blind they still had not replaced because Dan kept saying he would measure it properly and then never did.

She felt something settle in her chest. Not fixed. Not solved. But back within reach.

“You really told Keisha about the chair?” Dan mumbled, half asleep already.

Holly smiled in the dark. “I really did.”

“And she didn’t think I was…”

He did not finish.

Pathetic. Weird. Less of a man. All the words sat there with them.

Holly kissed his temple.

“She thought you were a legend,” she said firmly. “Her exact words. I’m not making that up.”

Dan was quiet for a second.

“Filthiest, sweetest thing?”

“That too.”

“Christ.” His laugh was soft this time, sleepy. “All right then.”

“And for what it’s worth,” Holly said, because apparently she had one more dangerous truth in her tonight, “she wasn’t laughing at you.”

“No?”

“No.” Holly stroked his hair back from his forehead. “She got it. I think she did, anyway.”

Dan shifted, not quite looking at her. “Got what?”

Holly thought about it. About Keisha’s face across the booth. About the closed laptop. About JK’s message, sitting in Dan’s head like a hook. About the chair in the corner, and Dan’s eyes when Holly came home glowing, and the way shame and want had started twisting together in him until neither of them could tell where one ended.

“That loving someone doesn’t always look the way people think it should,” she said.

Dan breathed out. “That sounds dangerously wise for someone who came home smelling of cider.”

“I contain hidden depths.”

“You contain Strongbow.”

“Rude.”

He laughed properly then, or as properly as he could half asleep with his face tucked against her shoulder.

Holly smiled and closed her eyes. She kissed the top of his head, breathing him in again: sweat, sleep, Dan. Her husband. Her best mate. The man who had sat in the dark scaring himself because another man with a bigger cock had joked about taking her properly, and the man who had still let her pull him into bed afterwards.

Home, then. Not simple. Not clean. But home.


seven
Off the Leash
Dressed for her lover


Dan stood in the bedroom doorway, shoulder pressed to the frame, watching Holly move between the wardrobe and the mirror. Her towel clung loosely to her body, damp hair leaving wet patches across her shoulders. She'd been in the shower far longer than usual. Twenty-five minutes. Dan knew what that meant: shaving, exfoliating, moisturising, preparing her skin for someone else's hands.

His cock stirred in his jeans, that warm, heavy throb settling low.

No guilt anymore, no anxiety knotting his stomach, just the hot, clean pulse of arousal that didn't need justifying.

Holly caught his eye in the mirror and smiled.

"Can you help me with my back?"

She turned, letting the towel slip, exposing the curve of her spine, the small of her back, the top of her arse. Dan crossed to her, picked up the bottle of body lotion from the dresser. A new bottle, probably expensive, the label read; Jo Malone Wood Sage & Sea Salt. Holly's workmate Keisha recommended it as 'guaranteed sex' three days ago, and Holly had bought it the next morning.

Dan's hands were steady as he smoothed lotion across her shoulders, feeling the heat radiating from her skin, the slight tremble running through her that meant she was already wet with anticipation. Already soaking wet, and JK hasn't even touched her yet.

"JK's picking me up at eight," Holly said, her voice casual. "We're meeting some people first. A bar in Shoreditch, I think."

"Sounds good."

Holly glanced over her shoulder, caught his eye in the mirror. "You okay?"

Dan nodded. "Yeah I want you to have fun."

Her smile widened. "Good. Because I'm really fucking excited."

Dan's hands moved lower, across the small of her back, just above where the towel clung to her hips. She was soft, warm, already smelling fantastic. This is for JK. I'm smoothing lotion into her skin so another man can touch it later, taste it, fuck her whilst she smells like this.

I should feel something other than this. Shouldn't I?

But all he felt was hard and horny.

Holly dropped the towel without warning, walked naked to the wardrobe, utterly unselfconscious. Dan sat back on the edge of the bed, his erection obvious now, straining against his jeans, and watched her consider her options. His breath was shallow, his heart thudding in his chest.

She pulled out a set of red lace lingerie and held it up, turning slightly so Dan could see.

He recognised it immediately.

It had arrived three days ago. Plain brown packaging. Holly had opened it in the kitchen whilst Dan was making tea, smiled, showed him the contents with that new confidence she carried now, the kind that made his stomach flip.

"JK sent it. Said he wanted to see me in it tonight."

Dan had nodded, his mouth dry, his cock hardening instantly. Holly had laughed, kissed his cheek, said: "You're so fucking cute when you're jealous."

Except I wasn't jealous. Not really. I was just aroused. Constantly, relentlessly aroused.

Now Holly stepped into the thong, pulled it up slowly, adjusted the lace over her hips. The fabric was sheer, barely covering anything, the seam disappearing between her arse cheeks. She fastened the suspender belt next, clipped the stockings in place with practised ease, like she'd been doing this her whole life.

She'd been wearing stockings more often lately. Dan had noticed. So had Keisha at the salon, apparently, based on the conversation Holly had recounted last week, laughing about how Keisha was now; "dressing for someone special."

She is. Just not me.

Holly turned to Dan. "Can you do my bra?"

Dan stood, crossed to her, his hands slightly unsteady as he fastened the clasp at her back. The bra pushed her tits up, made them look fuller, rounder, the red vivid against her pale skin. JK benefits form this, I'm just the one helping her put it on. The thought made his cock leak, wet and sticky against his boxers.

Holly checked herself in the wardrobe mirror, adjusted the straps, turned slightly to see the back view. She looks like a proper sexy hotwife. The distinction twisted something in Dan's chest, hot and nauseating and impossible to untangle from the ache in his cock.

Dan's brain catalogued every detail. The way the lace sat against her skin. The curve of her arse in the thong, the seam of the stockings running up the back of her legs. JK chose it thinking of my wife, and he will peel it off her body in four hours, five, Christ, I don't even know.

He adjusted himself through his jeans, and Holly noticed, glanced down, grinned.

"Already?"

Dan's face heated, but he didn't look away.

Holly stepped close, ran her hand down his chest. "Do you think he'll like it?"

Dan's voice came out hoarse. "Yeah. He'll love it."

Holly's hand moved lower, palmed his erection through his jeans, squeezed lightly. "You like it too, don't you?"

Dan nodded, like a naughty schoolboy caught with his hand in the cookie jar.

Holly grinned, kissed him briefly, then stepped back. "Try and save it. Maybe I'll want you later."

Later. After JK's finished with her. After she's been fucked properly.

Dan watched her turn back to the mirror, adjusting the bra straps, smoothing her hands over her stomach. She looked like something out of the videos they used to watch together, the ones that started all this. Except this wasn't a video. This was his wife, in lingerie another man had paid for.

Holly pulled a short black skirt from the wardrobe, a tight red top that showed her cleavage, the swell of her tits pushed up by the bra. She dressed quickly now, efficient, checking the time on her phone.

Quarter past seven.

Forty-five minutes. Dan's stomach flipped.

He watched every movement, his arousal mounting, his breath shallow. Holly sat at the dresser, applied makeup with practised precision. Foundation. Contouring. Smoky eyeshadow that made her eyes look huge, sultry. Mascara. Deep red lipstick that made her mouth look obscene, like it was made for sucking cock.

Christ.

Dan's cock throbbed steadily now, and he hadn't even touched himself.

Holly's phone buzzed on the dresser. She picked it up, read the message, smiled.

Dan's stomach flipped. "What did he say?"

Holly glanced at Dan in the mirror. "He says he can't wait to see me. Says he's been hard all day thinking about tonight."

Holly typed a reply, her thumbs moving quickly, then set the phone down, returned to her makeup.

She didn't tell Dan what she'd written back. She doesn't need to. I can imagine: Me too. I'm so wet already. Can't wait to feel you inside me. Dan's cock jerked at the thought.

Holly finished her makeup, stood, checked herself in the full-length mirror on the wardrobe door.

The skirt was short, ending mid-thigh, showing the tops of her stockings if she bent even slightly. The red top was tight, low-cut, her tits pushed up and on display. Her heels made her legs look longer, her arse higher, her body taut and ready. Her makeup was flawless, her lipstick bold and fuck-me red to match her underwear.

She looked like a woman who was absolutely, undeniably going out to get fucked, and certainly not by her average husband.

He stood, crossed to her, wrapped his arms around her from behind, his erection pressing against her arse.

Holly leaned back into him, met his eyes in the mirror. "How do I look?"

Dan's voice was rough. "Like the perfect slutwife."

Holly grinned, turned in his arms, kissed him deeply. Some lipstick transferred to his mouth, warm and waxy, and when she pulled back she laughed, wiped it off his lips with her thumb.

"Don't want JK thinking you've been kissing me."

She's saving her lipstick for him. So he can smudge it, ruin it, leave it smeared across his cock. I get what's left, if allowed.

Dan's brain supplied the image instantly, helpfully, and his cock jerked hard in his jeans, leaking wet through his boxers.

Holly's phone buzzed again. She checked it. "He's outside."

Dan's hands dropped from her waist. She's leaving right now, walking down those stairs, getting into JK's car, going somewhere I won't be. And later JK will peel that skirt up, slide that thong down her legs, bury his cock inside her, and Holly will come screaming his name. Not mine. JK's. And that is exactly what I want.

Holly picked up her clutch bag, checked her phone one last time, air kissed Dan, and headed for the door.

Dan followed her like a good puppy into the hallway, watched her check her reflection in the small hallway mirror one last time. She looked back at him, smiled.

"Don't wait up, babe. Love you."

And then she was gone.

Dan stood in the hallway for a moment, listening to Holly's heels on the stairs, the building's front door opening and closing, the sound echoing up the stairwell.

He walked to the living room window, looked down at the street below.

JK's car was parked outside. A black Audi, sleek, expensive-looking. Probably paid for by men like him watching him fuck wives like Holly.

Dan watched Holly emerge from the building, walk to the passenger side, her heels clicking on the pavement. JK got out, came around, opened the door for her. Gentleman. Dan almost laughed.

JK was dressed well. Dark trousers, a fitted shirt, leather jacket.

JK leaned in and kissed Holly. Not a peck. A proper kiss, his hand sliding to her waist, pulling her close, bending her slightly backwards. Fucking her mouth with his tongue in public. Dan's cock jerked hard in his jeans, and he stepped back from the window before they could look up and catch him watching like some sad bastard.

He heard the car doors close, the engine start, the car pulling away.

Silence.

Dan stood in the middle of the living room, his heart racing, his jeans painfully tight, his cock demanding attention.

He unzipped, pulled his cock out, considered wanking right now, right here, coming hard and fast just thinking about what JK's hand would do on Holly's thigh in that car.

But no. Not yet.

He wanted to drag this out, wanted to savour the anticipation, the slow burn of knowing she was with him, somewhere Dan couldn't see, doing things Dan could only imagine.

He tucked himself back in, though it was uncomfortable, though his cock was leaking and he was going to stain his boxers, and poured himself a whisky from the bottle on the kitchen counter and returned to the sofa.

Dan opened his laptop, navigated to Erin's OnlyFans page out of habit, for some weird comfort.

He queued up one of her videos, and let it play on mute, the images flickering across the screen.

He wasn't really watching.

He was thinking about Holly. About JK's hand on her waist. About the kiss. About what was happening right now in that car. Is she wet already? Is she thinking about his cock?

He took a sip of whisky, let it burn down his throat, warming his chest.

This is my Saturday night routine now - alone, hard, and waiting.

And he was happy with it. That was the strangest part. He was genuinely, undeniably happy.

Dan's phone sat on the sofa beside him, screen dark, silent.

Holly hadn't texted yet. She would. Later. When she wanted him to know something, when she wanted to feed him a detail, a moment, a taste of what she was doing.

The night's sweet torture had only just begun!
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Waiting for Updates

Dan sank deeper into the sofa, second whisky in hand, heat spreading through his chest and doing fuck all to settle his nerves. The laptop balanced on his thighs: Erin and her fellow hotwife Ellie frozen mid-kiss, their amazing tits pressed together. But he wasn't watching, as he couldn't focus. His brain was away in some Kentish Town pub, picturing Holly in that red top and short skirt, laughing, leaning into JK at the bar. JK's mates would see the wedding ring on her finger and know exactly what they were looking at: another hotwife, another husband who'd opened the door and couldn't close it now if he tried.

The phone buzzed.

Dan had it in his hand before the second vibration, thumbs slipping on the screen as he unlocked it.

Holly: At the bar. JK looks so good babe. He's wearing that leather jacket I like. Miss you xx




Dan's thumbs hovered over the keyboard. He typed: Have fun x

No, that's shit.

Dan: You look amazing too x




Sent it before the doubt could stop him.

Holly: JK thinks so too 😘 xx




Holly was reporting it back to Dan like he should be grateful for the update, like he should be pleased another man was complimenting his wife's tits in that red top Dan had watched her choose two hours ago.

But she was right, he was pleased! That was the sick fucking truth of it - it made him hard, and she knew it.

Dan set the phone face-up on the coffee table, screen always visible, within arm's reach, and with great mental strength forced his hand to stay away from his cock. Not yet. Not yet.

If he came now, too soon, he'd ruin the anticipation, the slow torture of waiting for the next text, the next update, the next proof that Holly was enjoying herself with another man.

He closed the laptop; Erin could wait. This was better than any video - this was real.

The minutes dragged.

Dan checked his phone: 9:14 p.m.

He opened Instagram, scrolled without seeing anything, thumbed over to Twitter, closed it again. The flat was far too quiet. He could hear the fridge humming in the kitchen, the muffled thump of music from the flat upstairs, Pam's usual Friday night soundtrack, and the silence in his own head was worse.

At 9:23 p.m., Dan stood, poured himself another whisky and ice. Third? The bottle was lighter than it had been when Holly left.

At 9:31 p.m., he typed out a message: Hope you're having a good time x

He stared at it for thirty seconds. Then deleted it without sending. She'll text when she wants to. Don't be needy. Don't be clingy. That's not what this is. Good husbands waited. Good husbands didn't interrupt their wives whilst they were out with other men.

Dan drained half the whisky in one swallow.

At 10:05 p.m., the phone buzzed again, and Dan lurched forward, grabbed it so fast he nearly knocked it off the table.

Holly: We're leaving the bar. Going back to his place. Just us. I'll text you later okay? Love you xxx




Dan's pulse kicked into his throat, his mouth suddenly dry despite the whisky. His hand shook slightly as he typed back.

Dan: Okay. Have fun. Love you too xx


Holly: I will 😘 xx




He stared at the message. Of course she would have fun. Because JK knew exactly what he was doing, because Holly's body responded to him in ways it had never responded to Dan, because in twenty minutes JK would have her on his bed, naked, legs spread, and Dan would be here, alone, waiting for updates like some pathetic-

The phone buzzed again.

A photo this time.

Dan's breath stopped.

Holly in front of a pub bathroom mirror, phone angled high, red top pulled low enough that the bra was in clear sight, tits pushed up, skin flushed and soft and fucking perfect. Her lipstick hadn't smudged yet. Her eyes were dark, pupils blown wide, mouth parted just enough that Dan could imagine what she was about to do with it. The caption underneath: For you babe. Thinking of you xxx

Dan's hand was on his cock before he made the conscious decision to move.

He stared at the photo, zoomed in, catalogued every detail like evidence. The curve of her tits spilling over the lace. The way her cheeks were flushed, already turned on. The knowledge that she'd taken this in a pub toilet whilst JK waited outside, that in ten minutes they'd be at his flat, that in twenty minutes JK would be peeling that top off her body, that bra with it, his mouth on her tits, his hands on her arse, his cock-

Dan squeezed himself through his jeans, breath coming ragged now. The friction was almost painful, not quite enough.

She took this for me. While she was out with him. Whilst she was on her way to his flat to fuck him. And she stopped, pulled her top down in a pub toilet, took a photo, sent it to me with kisses.

The tenderness and the humiliation twisted together so tightly Dan couldn't find the seam between them, couldn't tell which one was making him harder.

His hand moved faster, squeezing himself through the denim, his eyes locked on Holly's tits, her face, the knowledge of where she was going and what she was about to do and how Dan had fucking arranged this.

Dan came without meaning to, couldn't stop it, his cock pulsing hard against the seam of his jeans, cum spurting hot and wet into his boxers. His vision went white at the edges. His free hand clamped onto the sofa cushion hard enough that his knuckles cracked.

Fuck. Fuck.

Too fucking soon. He wasn't supposed to come yet! She wasn't even at JK's flat. They hadn't even started, and here he was, a twat who had already blown his load wanking to a bathroom selfie like some spotty teenager who couldn't control himself.

Dan slumped back deflated into the sofa, phone still clutched in his other hand, Holly's photo still on the screen. His heart kicked against his ribs. His cock softened slowly in the wet mess of his boxers, sticky and uncomfortable, and he sat there for a long moment just breathing, staring at the ceiling, trying to process what the fuck he'd just done.

That was pathetic. This is why she needs to be with JK right now.

But his cock was already stirring again, interest not quite gone, just paused, and Dan knew he'd be hard again in fifteen minutes. He always recovered faster when Holly was with JK, his hotwife kink overriding any physical restrictions.

Dan stood on shaky legs. His jeans were damp, clinging to his thighs. He stripped them off, then the boxers, balled them up, stumbled to the bathroom. Cleaned himself up with toilet paper and tossed the mess in the bin. Pulled on fresh boxers from the laundry basket. His cock hung guiltily between his legs, half-interested already, the tip still over sensitive.

He poured another whisky in the kitchen. Definitely the fourth. Possibly the fifth. The bottle was nearly half-empty now and Holly had only been gone just over two hours. Dan carried the glass back to the sofa, settled in.

His phone was silent.

Holly was probably at JK's flat now. Could be ten minutes before the next text. Could be an hour. Could be never if she got too distracted, too lost in what JK was doing to her, too focused on his cock to remember her phone existed.

Dan's stomach twisted with something that wasn't quite anxiety, wasn't quite arousal, but some sick third thing that lived between the two and fed on both. He picked up the remote and found some mindless action film on Netflix; explosions and car chases, and let it play on low volume, much needed background noise to distract the part of his brain that wanted to spiral into panic.

10:29 p.m., and Dan's cock was thickening again, responding to the not knowing, the anticipation itself, imagining what Holly and JK were doing right now that was too distracting for her to type.

At 10:37 p.m., the phone finally buzzed.

Holly: Fuck Dan. He's so good. I'm so wet already. Wish you could see xx




Blood rushed south so fast his head spun.

Dan: Tell me




Holly's reply took three minutes. Dan counted every second as he stroked himself slowly through the fabric of new boxers, just enough to keep the pressure building, not enough to tip over.

Holly: He's eating me out… finger playing with my arsehole. Can barely type. So close babe xx




Dan groaned aloud, his hand wrapping properly around his cock now through the thin cotton, stroking slowly, savouring the rising heat. His mind’s eye could imagine Holly gasping, writhing, texting Dan whilst another man made her cum.

Dan: Are you going to come?


Holly: Yeah. Fuck. Yeah. Right now. I-




The message cut off.

Dan waited, his cock throbbing in his fist, his breath shallow and ragged, pulse hammering in his ears.

Two minutes. Three.

His phone stayed silent.

Dan's mind filled in the blanks: Holly coming on JK's tongue, her thighs clamping around his head, her fingers in his hair, her back arching off the bed.

Holly: Came so hard babe. God. He's so fucking good at that xx




Dan's hand moved faster now, gripping himself properly, boxers shoved down to mid-thigh, his cock hard and leaking and desperate. He stroked himself with purpose, eyes locked on the screen, re-reading Holly's text, the casual way she'd said He's so fucking good at that, like it was a fact, like there was no comparison to make because the comparison was obvious.

At 10:58 p.m., another text:

Holly: He's fucking me now. So deep Dan. I love his cock so much. I fucking love it xx




Dan's brain went white.

His hand stuttered on his cock, the words repeating in his skull like a mantra, like a prayer, like a confession. I love his cock. She'd typed it, and told Dan directly, explicitly, that she loved JK's cock.

Dan typed back, one-handed, barely able to focus:

Dan: How does it feel?


Holly: So full. He hits places you… fuck sorry. But yeah. So good xx




Dan came again reading that message - just couldn't stop himself. Couldn't hold back the pressure it generated.

His cock pulsed in his hand, cum spurting onto his stomach, his chest, hot and thick, his vision blurring at the edges. He gasped, hips jerking up into his fist, milking himself through the aftershocks, every pulse dragging another string of cum out of him whilst Holly's words burned into his retinas: Hits places you…

She'd apologised for typing it, but sent it anyway. Cause she knew what it would do to him.

He knew JK's cock reached places Dan's never could, and Holly telling him while JK was still inside her, still fucking her, was one of the hottest things Dan had ever experienced.

Dan slumped back into the sofa, panting, his phone clutched in his other hand.

His cock softened slowly in his fist, cum cooling on his stomach, sticky and uncomfortable, and Dan lay there staring at the ceiling, chest heaving, trying to process how he'd just come harder than he had in weeks to his wife telling him another man's cock was better than his.

At 11:14 p.m., Holly texted again:

Holly: Just came twice more. He's fucking me again. Don't know how he does it. So good babe xx




Dan stared at the message, his cock twitching despite having cum twice tonight. Holly had come three times, and JK was still fucking her, still hard, still going, making her come again whilst Dan had already finished and was lying here in his own sticky cum.

Dan had never lasted long enough to make Holly come twice in one session. Not ever. Five minutes, maybe ten if he was concentrating hard on something else, and then he was done, spent, apologising with his body language even if he never said the words aloud.

At 11:28 p.m.:

Holly: He came in me. So much cum Dan. It's dripping out. I wish you could see it xx




Dan's cock once again impossibly, painfully hard, and he'd just come twenty or so minutes ago. His body didn't make sense anymore, didn't follow the rules it used to. He was thirty-eight years old and getting hard again after two orgasms like he was twenty-two and watching porn for the first time.

So much cum. It's dripping out.

Dan's hand wrapped around himself automatically, stroking slowly as he felt a little raw already. He re-read the message three times, four, building the image in his mind frame by frame: Holly on her back on JK's bed, legs spread, JK's cock sliding out of her, thick and dark and glistening with her wetness, and then the cum, gushing from her stretched gaping cunt, her fingers probably exploring the mess, maybe tasting it from her fingers.

He wanked slower this time, dragging it out, edging himself, not wanting to come too fast, wanting to make it last. He scrolled back through Holly's texts, re-reading each one, cataloguing every detail: He's so good. I'm so wet. He's eating me out. Came so hard. He's fucking me now. I love his cock. So deep. Hits places you… Just came twice. He's still going. So much cum.

The story of Holly's night, told in fragments, in breathless updates, in words she'd typed whilst JK's cock was still inside her.

Dan's hand moved faster. His cock throbbed in his fist. His balls ached, already empty but his body didn't care, still chasing another orgasm, still desperate for the release even though there was nothing left to give.

He somehow came again, groaning through clenched teeth, his whole body shaking, his cock pulsing weakly in his hand. Less cum this time, barely a dribble, but the orgasm somehow sharper, more brutal, ripping through him like a knife.

Dan lay there afterwards, sticky and spent, his boxers still shoved down around his thighs, his chest heaving and sweaty, the room spinning slightly from the whisky and the overstimulation and the sheer fucking intensity of it all.

The phone buzzed again at 11:42 p.m.

Dan reached for it with a sticky hand, his fingers slipping on the screen, leaving a smear of cum across the glass.

Holly: Gonna stay a bit longer. He's making me tea before we go again. Such a gentleman 😂 God to bed, I'll wake you when I'm home. Love you so much babe xxx




Dan stared at the message for a long moment, his pulse still hammering, his brain struggling to process the shift in tone. He's making me tea. After everything, after fucking her senseless, after making her come twice and filling her with more cum than Dan could imagine, JK was making her tea like they were on a fucking date.

Dan typed slowly, thumb still shaking: Okay. Love you too. xx

Dan cleaned himself up for the second time that night, stumbling to the bathroom on legs that didn't quite work properly, wiping himself down. His cock hung soft and spent between his legs, finally done, finally satisfied. He went to the kitchen, drank a glass of water standing at the sink. His hands were still shaking slightly. The whisky bottle sat on the counter, half-empty and accusing.

Dan returned to the sofa, collapsed into it, checked the time: 11:51 p.m.

He should go to bed. Knew he wouldn't sleep. Couldn't face the empty bedroom yet, the sheets that still smelled like Holly's perfume from this morning, the pillow where she'd slept last night before all of this started.

Dan lay down on the sofa instead, his phone on his chest, the television still playing some explosion-filled nonsense. The room felt too big, too quiet, despite the noise from the screen.

At 12:15 a.m., the phone buzzed.

Dan jerked awake, hadn't realised he'd dozed off. Grabbed the phone, unlocked it, blinked at the screen until the words made sense.

The message wasn't from Holly, it was from JK.

Dan's stomach dropped like he'd missed a step in the dark.

JK: She's fallen asleep now mate. Don't worry. I'll send her home in the morning. She's incredible by the way. You're a lucky man x




Dan stared at the screen, pulse kicking hard in his throat. She's asleep now.

In his bed. Naked, and exhausted from how many times he'd made her come.

I'll send her home in the morning. Dan was just the address Holly returned to when JK was done with her.

You're a lucky man.

Dan's cock stirred despite everything, despite having come twice already, despite being exhausted and overstimulated and wrung completely fucking dry. His body didn't make sense anymore. None of this made sense. But his cock was thickening again, slow and inevitable, because JK was right. Dan was lucky. Lucky to be included at all. Lucky that JK bothered to text him, to reassure him, to let him know Holly was safe and cared for.

Dan typed back, hand shaking:

Dan: Thanks. Yeah. I know x




Sent it before he could overthink it, before he could delete it and type something else, something that didn't sound so fucking grateful.

JK: She asked me to text you. Said you'd be waiting. Good husband 😉 x




Dan's face burned.

Good husband.

The phrase landed like a slap. Holly had asked JK to text Dan. Had remembered, even after being fucked senseless, even whilst lying in JK's bed about to fall asleep, that Dan would be awake, waiting, worrying.

Good husband.

Dan's cock hardened fully again, and he didn't understand his own body anymore, didn't understand how he could still be aroused after everything tonight, after coming twice, after being awake for nearly twenty hours and drunk on whisky and humiliation.

Dan: Yeah




What else was there to say? What response was there to good husband except acknowledgment, except agreement?

JK: See you soon mate x




The conversation ended.

Dan lay there in the dark, his phone on his chest, the television casting flickering blue light across the room, the whisky glass empty on the coffee table beside him.

Good husband. You're a lucky man. She's incredible.

JK's words looped in his head, mixing with Holly's texts, with the images his imagination had supplied all night. Dan's hand drifted to his cock, stroking slowly, edging himself again without meaning to, his mind spinning.

Dan thought about Holly asleep in JK's bed right now. Naked. Cum still inside her, drying on her thighs. JK beside her, his arm probably around her waist, possessive even in sleep, and Holly dreaming about his cock, about how deep it went, about how it hit places Dan never reached.

He edged himself until his thighs trembled, until his cock ached, until the sensation plateaued and he knew he couldn't come again even if he tried. His balls were empty. His body was done. But his cock didn't care, still hard, still desperate for something Dan couldn't give it anymore.

Dan stopped finally, breathless and aching, and let his hand fall away.

The clock on his phone read 12:43 a.m.

When sleep finally came, sometime after 2 a.m., Dan dreamt of Holly's face: her mouth open, her eyes closed, saying JK's name over and over whilst Dan watched from a chair that kept moving further and further away, until he couldn't hear her anymore, couldn't touch her, could only watch whilst she disappeared into someone else's arms.

[image: ]

The key scraped in the lock, and Dan was wide-awake instantly.

Fuck. She's home.

He jerked upright on the sofa, his phone sliding off his chest and landing between the cushions. The telly was still on, flickering silent and blue across the ceiling. His mouth tasted stale, whisky-sour. The empty glass sat on the coffee table with a wet ring spreading underneath, but he didn't give a shit about that right now.

The door opened.

Dan stood, his heart slamming in his chest, and Holly stepped inside. She closed the door quietly behind her, turned the lock.

She was barefoot, heels dangling from one hand. Her makeup was smeared off, her hair absolutely wrecked. The short black skirt sat rumpled, creased at the front where it had been bunched up, and Dan's brain supplied the image automatically: JK's hands. Pulling it up. Fucking her standing.

The red top hung askew, one shoulder lower than the other.

She looked fucked. Properly fucked. All night fucked.

And she looked happy.

Dan crossed to her before he could think about it, wrapped his arms around her waist. She smelled like sex. Sweat and her perfume gone sour-sweet, and underneath that, something heavier. Masculine. Wrong. Not Dan's shower gel. Not Dan's aftershave.

JK's cologne. JK's sweat.

JK's cum.

Holly leaned into him, sighed into his shoulder.

"Hi, babe."

Her voice came out rougher than usual. Almost hoarse.

She's been swallowing his cock. Deepthroating him. The thought hit Dan like a punch. This morning probably. Her throat still raw from it.

His cock went fully hard, pressing against his boxers, obvious and shameless.

"Hi." Dan's voice cracked slightly. "You okay?"

Holly pulled back, looked up at him, and grinned. Her eyes were dark, her mouth soft and lips swollen, more give-aways.

"Oh, you've no fucking idea."

His hands tightened on her waist, feeling the familiar curves, the soft warmth of her body beneath the thin fabric of her top.

Holly's gaze dropped to his crotch. She could see he was hard, his erection pressing against his thin boxers with zero subtlety.

Her hand moved down, palmed him through the fabric, squeezed gently.

"Have you been hard all night, babe?"

Dan nodded, his mouth dry.

"Pretty much. Yeah."

Holly's grin widened, wicked and knowing.

"Good. Come to the bedroom. I wanna show you something."

Dan's pulse kicked hard in his throat. His brain was already spinning through possibilities, through images, through scenarios he'd been replaying all night whilst waiting for her texts. Holly turned, walked down the hallway toward the bedroom, and Dan followed like he was on a lead.

She was walking differently. Loose-limbed. Relaxed. That post-orgasm looseness, the thoroughly-satisfied glow Dan recognised because he'd seen it before, after the first time JK fucked her.

She's been coming all night.

His cock pulsed, leaking into his boxers.
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Holly flicked the bedside lamp on as they entered, its soft yellow light exposing everything.

Dan stayed near the door, his heart slamming in his chest, watching as she turned to face him. His hands were sweating. Why are my hands always fucking sweating?

She reached behind her back, found the zip of her skirt, pulled it down slowly.

The skirt pooled at her feet.

She was still wearing a black lace thong. Except.

Wait.

Dan's eyes narrowed. That wasn't the same thong from last night. The pattern was different. More delicate.

Which means the first pair is. Fuck. Left at JK's flat. She left them there, probably grabbed a pair left by another woman, someone who has filmed with him?

His cock twitched hard.

Holly pulled the red top over her head, dropped it onto the floor beside the skirt.

No bra.

Dan's eyes moved over her body. A glowing red mark on her neck, just below her ear. A love-bite, unmistakable. And on her left hip, a bruise, darker at the centre. Fingerprints. JK's hand. Gripping her. Holding her down whilst he.

Holly's hands moved to the waistband of the thong. She locked eyes with Dan across the small space of the bedroom.

"You wanna see what he did to me?"

Dan nodded. His tongue felt thick, his mouth dry. His cock was so hard it hurt, or was that from the rawness of him wanking it dry earlier?

Holly slid the thong down slowly, stepped out of it, kicked it aside, then sat on the edge of the bed, leaned back on her hands, let her knees fall open.

"Come here, babe. Come look."

Dan crossed to her. His legs felt unsteady, the floor tilting, but he kept moving. He knelt on the carpet without thinking, his body knowing before his brain caught up. His face was now level with Holly's cunt.

And.

Fuck.

Holly's cunt was wrecked.

Swollen and red, the lips puffy and gaping slightly, and slick with cum. Thick, white, unmistakable. Still leaking out of her, dripping slowly down toward the duvet.

Fuck. He always cums so much!

Dan's cock throbbed so hard his vision blurred at the edges.

She came home with it. Kept it there. For me.

Holly's voice, low and filthy:

"Can you see it, babe? Can you see how much he came inside me this morning?"

Dan nodded, frantic, his mouth dry, his pulse everywhere.

"Yeah. Fuck. Yeah."

She giggled, her fingers dipping inside herself, "I wonder if my pill is enough against the amount he pumped into me last night."

Holly's hand moved to his head, her fingers threading through his hair.

"Do you wanna clean me?"

Dan's stomach dropped like he'd missed a step in the dark.

No. I can't. That's. I'm not. I'm not gay. I don't. I can't.

But his cock throbbed. His mouth watered, Pavlov's dog, automatic. And Holly's hand was in his hair. And her cunt was right there, inches from his face, swollen and wet and full of another man's cum.

This is it. This is the line. If I cross this there's no going back.

Holly's voice again, softer now but still certain:

"It's okay, babe. You can. If you want to. I want you to."

Dan's voice came out barely a whisper:

"I don't. I'm not."

Holly's fingers stroked his hair gently.

"I know. This isn't about that. This is about us. About you. About where you belong now."

Dan's breath caught in his throat.

Holly leaned forward slightly, her other hand tilting his chin up so he had to meet her eyes.

"You're my husband, Dan. My good, sweet, perfect husband. And this is how you take care of me now. This is how you show me you love me. Isn't it?"

Dan's vision blurred. Tears? Arousal? He didn't know.

"Yeah. Fuck. Of course."

Holly's smile was warm, tender, absolutely certain.

"Then do it, babe. Clean me. Please."

Dan's hands moved to Holly's hips, gripping tight, anchoring himself. He leaned forward, closing the final distance between his mouth and her cunt.

His tongue touched her skin first, just the inside of her thigh, a test.

Holly's hand tightened slightly in his hair, encouraging him closer.

Dan let his tongue touch Holly's cunt. The outer lips first. Slick, swollen, tasting of her, salt and musk and that tart sweetness he knew, had tasted a hundred Friday nights.

But there was something else.

Heavier. Saltier. Bitter at the back of his tongue.

JK's cum.

Dan's stomach flipped, his brain screaming stop, stop you can't, but his cock throbbed hard and his tongue kept moving.

Can't stop. Don't wanna stop.

His tongue moved deeper, parting her lips, and fuck, he was tasting it properly now. Holly's wetness mixed with JK's cum, thick and slippery, coating his tongue, the taste sharp and salty and wrong and his cock was throbbing, pulsing out pre-cum.

He gasped against her skin, couldn't help it.

His hands tightened on her hips; his tongue moved everywhere, licking, tasting, cleaning, desperate and frantic now, unable to stop even if he'd wanted to.

He wasn't thinking anymore, just doing, tasting, needing.

Holly moan above him. Her thighs twitched, her hand tightening in his hair hard enough to sting.

"Fuck, babe. That feels so good. Don't stop. Please don't stop."

Dan didn't stop. Couldn't. His tongue found her clit, circled it gently, and Holly's hips rocked forward, grinding against his mouth.

Her breathing got faster, ragged. Her thighs began to tremble on either side of his head.

She came. Not huge, not screaming like she did with JK, but genuine. Warm. Her body shaking, her hand pulling Dan's hair hard, her voice breaking:

"Fuck. Fuck, Dan. Good boy. Such a good boy."

Dan kept licking, softer now, gentler, cleaning every trace of JK's cum from her, tasting her pleasure mixed with it, and his cock was so close to coming untouched.

The taste. The texture. The obscene, filthy reality of what he was doing.

I'm licking another man's cum out of my wife's cunt.

The first taste had nearly broken him, his brain screaming I can't I'm not gay this is too far. But then something had shifted.

This isn't about JK. This is about Holly. Taking care of her. This is my role now.

And the humiliation, the sharp, hot, nauseating humiliation of licking another man's cum out of his wife's cunt, didn't disappear. It just transformed. Became part of the arousal. The same thing. Indistinguishable.

When Holly had cum, Dan's chest flooded with something that felt like pride, like accomplishment, like love.

I made her come. Not like JK does. But I did. With my mouth. While cleaning her. While being exactly what I am.

His cock ached, pulsing, desperate, but he didn't dare touch it. This wasn't about him. Not yet.

Holly's hand relaxed in his hair, stroking now instead of gripping. Gentle. Affectionate.

"Fuck, babe. You're amazing. I didn't know it'd feel that good."

Dan pulled back slightly. His face was wet, his lips swollen, his chin glistening.

"Yeah?"

Holly nodded, smiling down at him.

"Yeah. That was perfect. You're perfect."

Dan's chest tightened.

"I wasn't sure I could do it."

Holly's smile widened.

"But you did. And you liked it, didn't you?"

Dan hesitated. Then nodded, unable to lie.

"Yeah, I did."

Holly leaned down, pulled Dan up gently by his shoulders. He stood on shaky legs, and Holly guided him to sit on the edge of the bed beside her.

She kissed him deep. Tasting herself and JK on his mouth. She didn't flinch, she wanted to taste them all.

When she broke the kiss, she grinned at him.

"Your cock looks like it's about to explode, babe."

Dan laughed, breathless, his face burning.

"I think you're right."

Holly's hand moved to his crotch. "Want me to help with that?"

Dan nodded, frantic now.

"Please."

Holly's grin turned wicked.

"Good. But first I'm gonna tell you everything. Every single detail. And you're gonna listen. And then I'll make you come. Okay?"

Dan's breath caught.

"Okay."
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Holly started her recollections, and Dan sat beside her on the bed, his cock straining painfully, his breathing shallow.

The bar was nice. Dim lighting, good cocktails, music that made her want to dance. JK introduced her to some of his friends. Ellie, the content creator he'd seen on Erin's video, who Holly told him was warm and funny and genuinely lovely. A couple of male creators whose names Holly couldn't quite remember now but who'd been friendly, welcoming. Everyone relaxed and open about what they did, about the lifestyle.

Holly had felt like she belonged. Like this was her world now too.

JK's hand had been on her thigh possessively the entire time, and Holly had been soaking wet before they even left the bar.

In the car, JK had slipped his hand under her skirt, touched her through her thong.

"You've been wet all night, haven't you, babe?"

Holly had nodded, breathless. "Yeah. Since before I even left the flat."

JK had grinned, kept his hand there the entire drive back to his place, his fingers stroking her through the lace, making her squirm in the passenger seat.

At JK's flat, they'd barely made it through the door. JK had pushed her against the wall, kissed her hard, his hands everywhere, and Holly had just needed him.

He'd fucked her there first. Standing up. Holly's leg hitched around his waist, her skirt bunched up, the thong pulled aside. Still half-dressed, desperate fucking against the wall.

Holly had come fast, couldn't help it. And JK had grinned against her neck: "That's one. Let's see how many I can get out of you tonight."

They'd moved to the bedroom. JK had undressed her slowly this time, kissed every inch of her body, gone down on her for... Holly thought maybe half an hour. Maybe longer. She'd lost track of time completely.

Holly had come twice more from his tongue.

Then JK had fucked her properly. Missionary first, so deep Holly could barely breathe, his cock hitting places that made her see stars. Then doggy, her face pressed into the pillows, her arse in the air, JK's hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. Then her on top, riding him, watching his face whilst she came again.

Holly had lost count of how many times she'd come. Five? Six? More?

JK had come inside her twice that night, and 0nce again this morning after breakfast - after she'd woken him by sucking him off.

Dan sat beside Holly, listening, his breathing ragged, his hands gripping the edge of the bed so hard his knuckles were white.

Holly's hand moved to his boxers, palmed his erection again.

"You're so hard, babe. This is turning you on, isn't it? Hearing about it."

Dan nodded, frantic.

"Fuck, yeah!"

Holly's fingers found the waistband boxers, and eased them down, letting Dan's cock spring free. Red raw and still leaking and desperate.

Holly wrapped her hand around him, started stroking. Slow. Steady. Perfect rhythm.

"His cock's so fucking big, Dan." Her hand kept moving. "Every time I see it I just. Christ. I can't believe that's going inside me. Can't believe my cunt can even take it."

Dan groaned, his hips rocking into Holly's hand.

"He makes me come so hard. I scream his name. I can't help it. I've never been that loud with you."

Dan's breathing went ragged, his vision blurring.

"He fucks me in ways you never could. It's not your fault, babe. You're just different. And that's okay. That's perfect, actually."

Dan was close. So close. His cock throbbing in Holly's hand, his balls tight, his whole body tense and trembling.

Holly leaned in, her lips at his ear, her voice dropping to a filthy whisper:

"You know what I'm thinking about, Dan?"

"What?"

Holly's hand kept moving, stroking him, her grip perfect.

"I wanna give him my arse."

Dan's breath caught in his throat.

"You've never had it. No one has. But I want JK to have it. I want him to be the first to fuck my arse. To ruin me there. Would that be alright, babe? Knowing he's had every part of me? Every hole? Knowing he owns me completely?"

Dan's brain exploded, and so did his cock. Hard and violent he came, his cock pulsing in Holly's hand, cum spraying across his stomach, his chest, thick ropes of it splattering his skin. Where did that cum from? Fuck.

He gasped, groaned, the sound breaking into something close to a sob. His whole body shook, his vision whiting out, and he couldn't stop, couldn't control it, just kept pulsing, kept coming even after the spunk ran out, Holly's hand milking him, her voice in his ear:

"That's it, babe. Good boy. Come for me. Come thinking about JK fucking my arse. Come thinking about me being his completely, not yours."

Dan collapsed back onto the bed, his chest heaving, his cock still twitching in Holly's hand, oversensitive now but unable to stop responding to her touch.

JK's cock in her arse. Taking her final virgin hole. Owning her completely, and … it's only right. What she deserves.

And he realised: There's no "too far" anymore. There's just whatever Holly wants. Whatever makes her happy. And I want that too. I want her to have everything. I want JK to fuck her arse. I wanna watch. Or hear about it. Or clean her after. I want all of it.

His chest tightened. Not with shame. Not with regret. But with something like relief. Like he was finally, completely honest about who he was, what he wanted, where he belonged.

Holly's hand moved from his cock to his chest, resting there, warm and grounding.

"You okay, babe?"

Dan nodded, breathless.

"Yeah. I think I am."

Holly smiled down at him.

"That was so hot. Watching you come like that."

Dan's voice was hoarse:

"You really wanna give him your arse?"

Holly hesitated. Then nodded.

"Yeah. I think I do. If you're okay with it."

Dan's cock twitched again despite everything, already stirring, already interested.

"I'm more than okay with it. Fuck. It's not my place to refuse is it?"

Holly grinned, leaned down, kissed him.

"Good. Because I think it's gonna happen soon. He's been hinting. And I want it. I want him to have all of me - what you can't have."

Dan lay on the bed, his chest sticky with his own cum, Holly's hand still resting on his skin, warm and real and grounding.

His brain was trying to process what she'd just said. What he'd just agreed to.

The final frontier. The last piece of her that was... what? Sacred? Reserved? And now she's gonna give it to JK.

I should feel something. Loss? Grief?

But all he felt was arousal. Still. Again. Already.

His cock twitched, half-hard despite having just come, and Holly noticed, laughed softly.

"Already?"

Dan's face burned.

"Yeah. I don't know how."

Holly stood, stretched, her naked body glowing in the soft lamplight.

"I need to pee and clean up. Don't move."

She disappeared into the bathroom. Dan heard the tap running, heard her moving around, and he lay there on the bed, his mind spinning, his cock refusing to go completely soft.

When Holly came back, she climbed into bed, pulled Dan close, and they lay together in comfortable silence.

Outside, the world got on with it's routine, and Dan's phone on the bedside table said something past nine in the morning. He didn't check the exact time, it didn't matter.

Holly yawned, kissed Dan's shoulder.

"Love you, babe."

Dan's chest tightened.

"Love you too."

And they snoozed, tangled together, happy and exactly where they were supposed to be.


eight
Holly's Plan
Friday Night with Erin


Dan's felt relaxed in a way it hadn't been three months ago. No tightness around his ribs. No Friday night anxiety to pick a video they'd both enjoy. All of it replaced by this: Holly eagerly scrolling through Erin's OnlyFans page like it was Instagram, casual, confident, and Dan already half-hard just watching her do it.

Holly's thumb moved across the trackpad, eyes scanning thumbnails, wine glass forgotten on the coffee table beside her. She'd changed into matching underwear and nothing else after dinner. Another small shift Dan savoured every time he noticed it. A few months ago Holly would have worn pyjamas to bed, kept herself covered even at home. Now she moved through the flat like a woman who'd remembered her body was hers to enjoy, to show, to use however she wanted.

Dan's eyes stayed on her face more than the screen. The way her teeth caught her bottom lip when something caught her interest. The faint flush already spreading across her cheeks, down her throat. The way her breathing had shifted, just slightly, from casual to interested to hungry.

"Ooh, this one looks good," Holly murmured, clicking through to a video. "Erin and two other women. Threesome. You want to watch?"

Dan's cock stirred immediately, predictable as sunrise.

"Yeah. Course."

Holly glanced at him, grinning, her eyes dropping to the half-hard bulge already visible through his joggers. She knew. She always knew now.

"Thought you might, pervert."

She queued the video, settled back against the sofa cushions, and pressed play. The screen filled with Erin's face, warm, dimpled, that smile Dan had been melting to for a year. Except now he wasn't hiding it. Now Holly knew. Now they watched together, and Dan's guilt had long since transmuted into something hotter, sharper, infinitely better.

The video started with Erin and two other women in a hotel room, all in expensive lingerie, all stunning. The blonde on the left Dan recognised immediately: Ellie, the woman who'd appeared in several of Erin's collaborations. The brunette on the right was new, gorgeous, curvy in the way Erin was, all hips and tits and confidence.

"God, they're all beautiful," Holly breathed, and Dan heard the shift in her voice. Not a hint of envy, just hungry admiration.

On screen, Erin kissed the brunette slowly, deliberately, whilst Ellie watched with obvious appreciation. Hands moved, fabric shifted, and within two minutes all three women were topless, mouths and fingers exploring with the easy intimacy of people who genuinely enjoyed each other's bodies.

Holly's breathing changed, shallow and faster, the sound audible even over the video's moans. She shifted on the sofa, pressed her thighs together, her hand dropping to her own thigh like she couldn't help it. Her nipples were hard under the bra, two perfect points straining the thin cotton.

On screen, Erin was on her back now, knickers discarded, the brunette's face between her thighs, Ellie's mouth on Erin's breast. Erin's hands were in both women's hair, her face twisted in genuine pleasure, and she was laughing, gasping, utterly joyful in a way that made Dan's chest tighten.

Holly made a small sound. Half gasp, half moan.

Is she imagining being part of that, two women pleasuring her? Fuck.

The idea made him harder than anything on screen. His wife, in that hotel room, between those women, Erin's mouth on her, Holly's hands in Erin's hair, the two of them tangled together whilst he watched from behind a camera, wanking, irrelevant, exactly where he wanted to be.

The video intensified. Ellie had a vibrator now, pressing it against Erin's clit whilst the brunette continued working between Erin's legs with her tongue. Erin was loud, uninhibited, her hips lifting off the bed, her thighs shaking, and when she came, it was with the kind of full-body release that made even Dan's breath catch. Real and honest, almost like the camera wasn't there.

"Fuck," Holly whispered, and her hand slid higher on her thigh, fingers pressing into the material of her knicks.

Dan's hand moved to his own crotch, palming himself through his joggers. He wasn't trying to be subtle. They were past subtle. Way past.

The women rearranged themselves. Now it was Ellie on her back, Erin and the brunette working in tandem, mouths and hands everywhere, slick sounds filling the speakers. The sounds were filthy, intimate, the kind of audio that bypassed Dan's brain entirely and went straight to his cock, made it throb and leak.

Holly's hand moved again. This time, it slid inside her knickers.

Dan's breath caught. Holly didn't look at him, didn't acknowledge what she was doing, just kept her eyes on the screen whilst her hand worked beneath the material, her knuckles shifting, her wrist moving in tight circles. Her breathing got heavier. Her hips shifted slightly, seeking friction, chasing it.

Dan's hand moved faster, rubbing himself through the fabric, watching Holly more than the video now. His wife. Watching lesbian porn. Openly masturbating beside him. Imagining herself in that hotel room with those women, with Erin, and Dan got to watch it happen.

This is our Friday nights. And I fucking love it. I love it so much I can't breathe.

The video built to its inevitable conclusion. All three women were coming now, voices overlapping in a chorus of genuine pleasure, bodies tangled on the bed, everything slick and flushed and beautiful. The camera lingered on Erin's face as she came again, her expression unguarded, ecstatic, and then the three of them collapsed in a laughing, satisfied heap, sweat-slicked and glowing.

The final shot: Erin propped up on one elbow, grinning at the camera, hair wrecked and utterly content. The brunette stretched like a satisfied cat beside her. Ellie kissed Erin's shoulder, soft and affectionate.

Holly paused the video there. Left it frozen on Erin's face, that grin, that easy post-orgasm warmth.

She turned to Dan, her cheeks flushed deep pink, her hand still on her cunt, still moving slightly.

"She's so good," Holly said, her voice breathy but clear. "I'd love to meet her."

Dan's stomach dropped hard, the same vertigo he got watching JK's hand on Holly's waist, except worse. Sharper. This was Erin. The woman on his laptop screen in incognito windows, the woman whose replies he saved and re-read like some pathetic fuck, and now Holly wanted to meet her. His cock throbbed so hard it hurt, a sick pulse of arousal that went straight through his gut and made his hands sweat.

My wife wants to meet Erin Moore.

"Yeah?" Dan managed, his voice rough, wrecked already.

Holly nodded, her fingers making slick sounds as she fingered herself, her eyes locked on Dan's face, watching his reaction with obvious interest. She was reading him. She knew exactly what this was doing to him.

"Yeah. JK says she's lovely. Really down-to-earth. He's mentioned me to her already. Says she'd like to meet me."

Dan's brain caught up a beat too late. Of course JK's mentioned Holly. Of course. They're in that world now. Erin's not untouchable anymore. She's not just pixels and fantasy. She's just someone Holly could meet. Could know. Could touch. Could fuck.

"I think," Holly continued, her voice dropping, going breathy in that way that meant she was still turned on, still wet, "I think I'd like to do what she does. Not all of it, maybe. But some of it."

Dan's hand stilled on his cock. His brain went blank. Then very, very loud.

She means filming. She means being on camera with JK. With Erin. My wife on screen, being fucked, being watched by hundreds of men, thousands maybe, all of them wanking to her like I wank to Erin, and I'm, fuck, I'm so hard I can't think.

"Like. Content?" His voice came out rough, barely his own.

Holly bit her lip, nodded, her pupils blown wide.

"Maybe. One day. Would that be okay?"

Okay? Would it be okay if my wife started making porn? Would I be okay watching my wife on camera, being fucked by JK, maybe being fucked by multiple men, maybe fucking women, maybe becoming exactly what Erin is, the woman I've been obsessed with for a year, and I'd get to watch it, all of it, every second, whilst knowing I'm the husband who made this happen, who opened the door, who, fuck, who wanted this?

"Yeah," Dan breathed, his cock so hard it hurt, painful now, leaking steadily. "Fuck, yeah. That'd be, Christ, that'd be-"

He couldn't finish the sentence. Too aroused to articulate. Too fucking gone. His hand moved on his cock again, squeezing through the fabric, trying to keep himself from coming right there, right now, before anything else happened.

Holly's smile widened. She read his body language perfectly, saw exactly how turned on he was, how hard, how desperate, and it clearly pleased her. She was learning what buttons to press, what words to say, and she was getting very, very good at it.

"Good," she said, and her hand moved faster, her wrist jerking, her hips lifting. "I hoped you'd say that."

She shifted closer to him on the sofa, her thigh pressing against his, her free hand reaching over to cup him through his joggers. She squeezed once, firmly, and Dan groaned, couldn't stop it, the sound raw and embarrassing and utterly honest.

"Take it out."

Dan obeyed immediately. Shoved his joggers down his thighs, his cock springing free, already leaking, the head dark and wet. Holly's eyes dropped to it, her pupils dilating further, and she licked her lips.

"God, you're so hard," she murmured, wrapping her hand around him briefly, her fingers slick with his own pre-cum. She stroked him twice, slow and firm, root to tip, and Dan's hips bucked involuntarily, chasing her hand. Then she released him, returned her attention to herself, sliding her knickers down and kicked them half way across the room.

They wanked side by side, eyes flicking between each other and the frozen image of Erin on screen, and Dan could hear everything. Holly's breathing, little gasps that broke into sighs, the wet sound of her fingers dipping inside then back to her clit, slick and fast. Her hips lifted off the sofa, seeking more friction, her face flushed deep pink, her mouth falling open. Dan's hand was slippery with his own precum, his cock leaking steadily, and he was already close, too close, the image of Holly with Erin burning behind his eyes hotter than anything on screen.

Holly in that hotel room. Holly with Erin. Holly on camera.

Holly was panting now as her hips lifted repeatedly, fucking her own hand, chasing her orgasm, and Dan couldn't look away. Couldn't stop cataloguing every detail: the flush spreading down her throat, the way her free hand gripped the sofa cushion, white-knuckled, the exact moment her thighs started shaking.

"I'm close," Holly gasped, confirming it, her voice breaking. "Fuck, Dan, I'm so close."

"Me too," Dan managed, his hand a blur on his cock, his wrist aching. "Come with me. Please. Fuck, please."

"Yeah," Holly breathed, her voice high and wrecked. "Yeah, okay. Now. Fuck, now, I'm-"

Her face twisted, her mouth falling open wide, her hand moving frantically, and Dan felt his orgasm rising, unstoppable, a wave building at the base of his spine. He was going to come thinking about his wife have sex with his other fantasy woman - while he sat in the corner in his cuck chair.

The thought tipped him over.

He gasped, came hard, cum spilling over his fist in thick pulses that just kept coming, and beside him, Holly cried out, loud enough that Pam upstairs probably heard, her body shaking, her hand still working frantically as she rung out her orgasm, her voice high and broken and fucking perfect.

They sat there, panting, wrecked, the room silent except for their breathing and the distant sounds of Kentish Town Friday night outside: a car horn, voices on the street, the low hum of the city that never quite went quiet.

Dan's hand was sticky with his own cum, cooling rapidly, going tacky on his fingers. Neither of them moved to clean up immediately. They just sat there, catching their breath, the afterglow warm and drowsy and comfortable in the way it only got between people who'd stopped hiding everything.

Finally, Holly reached for the tissues on the coffee table and handed one to Dan before taking one for herself. They cleaned up in silence, the comfortable kind, Holly wiping her fingers carefully, Dan dealing with the mess on his hand, his softening cock, his thighs.

Holly leaned her head on Dan's shoulder, her body soft and sated against his, still warm, still flushed. Dan closed the laptop, the room falling into dimmer light, only the orange glow of the streetlamp filtering through the window, casting long shadows across the floor.

Holly tilted her head up, looked at him properly, her eyes still dark, still satisfied.

"You'd really be okay with me, you know, doing content one day? If it happens? Being filmed?"

Dan's cock twitched again despite having just come, a phantom pulse of arousal that made his breath catch.

"Yeah," he said, his voice steady despite the fresh arousal already curling in his gut. "I think you'd be brilliant at it."

Holly smiled, kissed his jaw softly, her lips warm against his skin.

"Good. Because I think I want to. I really think I do."

Dan's chest tightened with something that wasn't anxiety. It was excitement. Pride, even. His wife knew what she wanted, and she was claiming it, piece by piece, and Dan got to be part of it. Got to watch it happen. Got to facilitate it, enable it, witness it.

[image: ]

The Glow Up

Holly pushed through the staff room curtain, face still hot from standing under the dryers whilst Mrs Patterson's colour processed. Bloody boiling in here. Air con doing fuck-all as usual, the whole place stinking of instant coffee and chemicals. Marta sat at the cramped table, appointment book open, reading glasses on, pen in hand. She looked up.

Sharp green eyes. Oh Christ. She's going to say something.

Holly crossed to the kettle, filled it from the tap, flicked the switch. The familiar routine steadied her slightly, gave her hands something to do whilst Marta's gaze tracked her across the small space. She knows. Of course she did. Marta noticed everything.

Marta closed the appointment book with a soft thump, took off her reading glasses, folded her hands on the table. Didn't speak. Just watched Holly with that particular expression that meant a conversation was coming whether Holly was ready or not.

"Holly." Marta's voice, flat and Polish and never fucking about. "Sit. We talk."

Holly's pulse kicked. Here we go. The old panic tried to surface, the automatic dread of being told off, but underneath it something steadier held. Something new. If Marta asked, Holly would tell her. Mostly. She wasn't ashamed. Was she? No. Not anymore.

Holly pulled out the other chair, legs scraping lino, and sat. Hands folded in her lap. Trying to look calm. Trying to look like a senior stylist having a normal Wednesday afternoon chat with her boss and not like a woman whose pulse was hammering in her throat.

Marta leaned back, arms crossed loosely. Not hostile, just present. The kettle bubbled behind Holly, building toward the rolling boil.

"You look well, kochanie." Marta's eyes steady on Holly's face. "Very well."

Holly's throat was dry. She swallowed.

"Thank you, Marta."

"Something has changed, yes?"

Holly hesitated. She could deflect. Could say it was just summer, just a good week, just nothing really. But Marta's eyes were too knowing, and Holly was tired of hiding things that felt this good.

"Yeah," Holly said quietly. "I'm happier, I think."

Marta nodded slowly, face giving nothing away yet.

"This is good. Happy is good."

The pause stretched. Holly waited, pulse loud in her ears. Behind the curtain, a hairdryer switched off, voices murmuring, the salon carrying on without her.

"Clients notice," Marta said. "They ask for you more now. Last month, your bookings up fifteen percent."

Holly's eyes widened. She hadn't known that. Hadn't been paying attention to the numbers, too focused on JK and the nights with him that left her glowing and exhausted and more herself than she'd felt in years.

"They see you happy," Marta continued, matter-of-fact, professional.

Holly's face went hot. She didn't know what to say. Didn't know if Marta was saying what Holly thought she was saying. Did Keisha tell her?

Marta leaned forward slightly, hands still folded.

"I do not ask what makes you happy. Is not my business." Her eyes held Holly's. "But I see. And I like what I see."

Holly's chest loosened, breath coming easier, a rush of warmth spreading up her neck. Oh thank fuck. Marta approved. She wasn't going to get sacked or lectured or side-eyed; Marta was saying, without bloody saying it, that whatever Holly was doing worked.

"You are good for business, Holly." Marta picked up her pen, turning it between her fingers. "Clients talk about you. They say, 'Holly always looks so good, so confident.' They want this. They book with you because they want to feel how you feel."

Holly's eyes stung. She wasn't going to cry in the bloody staff room over an appointment book review, but Marta's approval mattered. Marta didn't give praise lightly. Marta had built this salon from nothing, knew exactly what made a good stylist, what made clients loyal, what made a business thrive.

And she was saying Holly was part of that now. Not despite the changes but because of them.

"Thank you, Marta." Holly's voice came out thick. "That means a lot."

Marta waved a hand, dismissive but warm.

"Is true. You glow now. Before, you were fine. Good stylist. Now you are more."

More. The word sat in Holly's chest, bright and solid. She was more now: more confident, more alive, more herself. And people saw it. Clients saw it. Marta bloody saw it.

Marta returned to the appointment book, reading glasses back on, pen poised. The conversation was clearly over in her mind. Business as usual. Next topic already forming.

Holly stood, legs slightly shaky, and crossed back to the kettle. It had already boiled and clicked off whilst they'd been talking. She made her tea on autopilot, hands moving through the familiar motions whilst her mind replayed Marta's words on loop. You glow now. You are more. Good for business.

Marta spoke without looking up, pen moving across the page.

"Whatever you are doing, kochanie. Keep doing it."

Holly smiled, wide and genuine, even though Marta wasn't watching.

"I will."

She carried her tea back through the curtain to the salon floor, warmth of the mug grounding her, Marta's validation still buzzing under her skin. Keisha was at her station, blow-drying a client's hair, but she caught Holly's eye immediately, eyebrows raised in question.

What did she say? Keisha mouthed over the sound of the dryer.

Holly grinned, mouthed back: She likes it.

Keisha's face split wide, and she gave Holly a quick thumbs-up before returning her attention to the client's hair.

Holly set her tea down at her own station, picked up her scissors, and caught her reflection in the mirror. Face flushed. Eyes bright. Smile she couldn't suppress. She looked happy. She looked confident.

I'm good for business because I'm happy. Holly adjusted the mirror slightly, checked the clock. Five minutes until her next appointment. Because I'm finally being myself.

She glanced at her phone on the counter. Text from JK, sent twenty minutes ago: Missing you babe. Saturday still good? x

Heat spread low, immediate. Fuck. Just reading his name did it now. Holly shifted slightly, felt the damp warmth between her thighs, the ache already building. Saturday. JK's flat. His hands. His cock. Her fingers moved before her brain caught up: Can't wait. See you then xx

She pocketed the phone, sipped her tea, and smiled at her own reflection again.

Yeah. She was more now, and she fucking loved it!
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Holly was scrolling through Instagram without really seeing it, half-watching some reality show. Dan was still in the shower, she could hear the water running through the flat's thin walls, the familiar sound of him washing his hair, taking his time. Another lazy Sunday afternoon. Nothing to do except exist and enjoy that soreness she always felt after a Saturday night with JK.

She set her phone down, stretched, glanced at Dan's laptop on the coffee table.

He'd left it on last night after they'd he'd some of Erin's content while she was out enjoying herself.

Holly reached over, intending to close the lid.

But the screen was logged into OnlyFans. And the page wasn't Erin's main feed, it was his inbox.

Dan's messages to Erin.

Holly's hand hovered over the trackpad. She shouldn't. This was private. Dan's private thing. Except. Except Erin was Holly's thing now too, wasn't she? Holly had said she wanted to meet her. JK was setting it up. They'd wanked together on this sofa watching Erin's content just last week. So maybe it wasn't snooping if it was about something they were both involved in now.

The rationalisation was thin, but it was enough.

Holly clicked.

The message thread loaded. Months of correspondence, scrolling back and back. Dan's username at the top: DanH_London. Tips listed beside each message. Ten pounds. Twenty. Fifteen. Fifty once, a few weeks ago.

Holly scrolled up to the oldest message, eight months back, and started reading.

Dan: You're incredible. Thank you for everything you do.

Erin's reply, brief and warm:

Erin: Thank you, babe! Glad you're enjoying the content xx

Another message, a week later:

Dan: This video was amazing. Really appreciate your content.

Erin: "Appreciate the support, babe. Means a lot x

Holly kept scrolling. Message after message, always polite, always slightly awkward, always ending with a kiss. Dan tipping her regularly, religiously, every couple of weeks. Saving every reply Erin sent back.

Holly's chest tightened, but not with anger. With something else. Something hotter.

Dan had been obsessed with Erin for months before he'd ever shown Holly that first video. He'd been tipping her, messaging her, wanking to her no doubt. Building this whole secret relationship in his head whilst Holly had been finishing herself off in the shower thinking their marriage had gone stale.

And then he'd introduced Holly to Erin. Had sat beside Holly on this sofa and pretended he was just discovering her page. Had watched Holly respond to the JK video and known, absolutely, that he was opening a door he couldn't close.

Holly kept reading, her pulse quickening.

Two months ago:

Dan: "You and JK are so good together. Incredible chemistry x"

Erin: Thank you, babe! He's the best xx

Then, six weeks ago, right after Holly and Dan had started watching Erin's content together properly:

Dan: "My wife watches your videos now. She loves them. You're so hot xx"

Erin: "Aw babe, that's so lovely! Hope she's enjoying xx"

Holly's breath caught. Dan had told Erin about her. Had been talking to Erin about Holly whilst Holly had been texting JK, whilst Holly had been transforming into someone new.

She scrolled further. Two weeks ago, after Holly had told Dan she wanted to meet Erin:

Dan: Watched your latest stream. My wife loved it. She wants to meet you. I think she's going to be amazing. Thank you for showing us this world xx

Erin's reply came an hour later:

Erin: Aw babe, that's so sweet! She sounds lovely. Tell her to DM me anytime xx

Holly sat back, the laptop still glowing in her lap, her mind racing.

Dan had been building to this. Had been wanting this. Maybe not consciously, and maybe not in a way he could articulate even to himself, but he'd messaging Erin, talking about her, maybe wanting Holly to become part of that world?

And Erin had been welcoming it. Had been encouraging Dan, telling him to have Holly reach out.

Holly's thighs pressed together. She was wet. Reading her husband's secret messages to his fantasy woman, messages he'd never shown her, and she was fucking wet.

Because she wanted this too. She wanted to be on Erin's content. She wanted JK and Erin together, wanted to be between them, wanted to give Dan his ultimate fantasy without him even having to ask for it.

The shower turned off. Dan would be out in a minute, drying off, pulling on joggers, oblivious.

Holly set the laptop back exactly where it had been, screen angled the same way. Her hands were shaking slightly - with excitement, and a new power.

She picked up her phone, opened Instagram, navigated to Erin's profile.

Holly clicked through to DMs, started typing.

"Hi Erin, it's Holly (JK's friend). Would love to chat about maybe doing some content together? My husband (he's a massive fan) Dan doesn't know I'm messaging you - want to surprise him 😊 xx"

Holly's heart pounded. She set her phone face-down on the sofa, screen against the cushion, and tried to look casual, as the bathroom door opened. Dan emerged, towel wrapped around his waist, hair damp and sticking up slightly, droplets still clinging to his shoulders.

"Hey, babe." He smiled at her, warm and easy. "What you up to?"

Holly smiled back, hoped her face didn't give her away.

"Nothing much. Just scrolling. You want tea?"

Dan nodded, crossed toward the bedroom to get dressed.

"Yeah, go on then. Cheers."

He disappeared through the doorway. Holly heard him rummaging in the wardrobe, the familiar sounds of their Sunday routine.

Her phone buzzed against the sofa cushion.

Holly's pulse kicked. Had Erin had replied already? She didn't pick the phone up. Not yet. Not with Dan ten feet away, oblivious to what Holly had just set in motion.

She stood, crossed to the kitchen, filled the kettle. Her hands were steadier now. The buzzing in her chest had settled into something calmer, more certain.

She was going to make it real!

Holly's grin widened as she dropped teabags into mugs.

She was going to blow his fucking mind.


nine
Full Circle
The Red Set


Holly perched on the edge of the bed in just her towel, hair damp, phone warm in her palm. The message thread with Erin sat open, ten days of careful planning condensed into a scroll of texts she'd read so many times she could recite them in her sleep.

A new one landed as she watched.

Erin: So excited for tonight, babe! JK says you're going to be amazing. See you both at 8 xx




Her stomach dropped and swooped at once, the exact feeling of standing at the top of a slide again after twenty years, except this time she was the one who'd built it. She typed back quickly.

Holly: Can't wait. Dan still doesn't know. This is going to blow his mind xx




The reply came instantly.

Erin: Your hubby is going to lose it when he sees you on screen. You look incredible in those photos you sent. Can't wait to get my hands on you 😘 xx




Holly re-read it, heat pooling low and sudden between her legs. She'd been thinking about Erin's hands on her for weeks now, ever since that night on the sofa when she and Dan had watched Erin with two other women, and Holly had realised, with a jolt that had nothing to do with performance, that she wasn't just turned on by Erin. She was turned on for her. She wanted her just as much as Dan always had.

Another text arrived, this one from JK.

JK: Picking you up at 6:30. Erin's already prepping the room. You ready? x


Holly: Ready. Nervous and excited, all of it xx


JK: You're going to be perfect, babe. Trust me x




She set the phone down, hands trembling slightly. In a few hours she'd be on Erin's livestream, maybe hundreds of strangers watching, but most importantly, her Dan watching, and he had absolutely no idea it was coming. He thinks it's just a night out. He has no idea I'm about to change his life and give him something better in its place. She almost felt guilty about the surprise. Almost. She stood, let the towel drop, and crossed to the wardrobe.

Three sets hung there, all bought in the last fortnight specifically for this. Black lace, white silk, and the deep blood-red set JK had sent her a link to with the message 'Erin will love this on you x'. Holly lifted it off the hanger and held it against her body in the mirror.

Her reflection looked back at her, flushed and soft. She remembered the first time she'd stood in front of this mirror for JK, hands shaking, checking herself three times before she'd found the nerve to walk into the living room. There was none of that now. Just hunger, plain and warm and completely without apology.

She stepped into the thong, pulled it up slowly, and fumbled the suspender clip at the back twice before it caught. She rolled the stockings up her legs one at a time, smoothing the seam straight with her thumb. The bra came last, a quarter-cup that pushed her breasts up and left her nipples bare above the lace. She fastened it, adjusted herself in the mirror, and felt her nipples pebble hard before she'd even finished doing up the clasp. Christ. Look at the state of you already, and nobody's even watching.

Erin's going to peel this off me on camera. Dan's going to watch every second of it, hard as a rock. That thought alone made her clench.

In the bathroom she flicked on the overhead light and started on her face, working fast and sure. Primer, foundation, contour sharp enough under her cheekbones to hold under ring light - Erin had briefed her on how it all worked. She blended smoky grey into black at the corners of her lids, drew the liner into a wing that took two attempts to get even, and layered on mascara until her lashes felt heavy. She hovered over the lipsticks, nude against red, and there wasn't really a choice to make. Red. Deep and dark, which she knew would be smeared all over JK's cock in a few hours. She blotted, reapplied, checked the mirror, and laughed under her breath.

You look like a pornstar, Mrs Holloway. And God, didn't that just feel wonderful to think.

The blow-dryer ran hot against her scalp, then the curling wand, until her hair fell in loose honey-brown waves over her shoulders, glossy under the bathroom light. Perfume next, Jo Malone, warm and expensive, dabbed at her wrists and behind her ears and low between her breasts. The scent Dan loved. The scent Erin was going to breathe in later tonight when she leaned close and licked a line up Holly's throat.

Six months ago she'd been sweeping hair clippings off a salon floor, bored out of her mind, wondering if this was simply what marriage became after a decade. Now she was painting her face for a livestream with two hundred strangers about to watch her get fucked, and she had never in her life felt truer to herself.

Back in the bedroom she slipped the black wrap dress over the lingerie, tied it at the waist, and felt the fabric settle against her curves. Short enough to promise, long enough for the car. Heels next, not too high, practical for a night that would end with her on her knees more than once. She packed the overnight bag she'd prepared that afternoon while Dan was out buying wine. Spare underwear. Toiletries. The vibrator Erin had asked her to bring, just in case we want to do some solo content tomorrow morning, babe xx. Charger. Makeup remover. She zipped it and set it by the door, then checked her phone. Gone half five already. Less than an hour until the car, and her pulse was already going like she'd run up three flights of stairs.

She picked up the bag and walked out into the hallway.

Dan was on the sofa, laptop already open, the light of it catching his face when he glanced up at the sound of her heels on the floorboards. His eyes went wide almost immediately.

Holly did a slow turn in the hallway doorway and let him take in the whole effect, the dress, the length of leg beneath it, the hair, the 'fuck me' lipstick. He stood, crossed the room, and his gaze dragged over her like he couldn't quite process what he was looking at.

"Fuck. You look. Wow."

She grinned. "Yeah?"

"Yeah." His eyes hadn't moved from her thighs. "Where are you going?"

"JK's picking me up. We're meeting some people. A content creator thing." Not a lie exactly. Just not the whole truth, and God, wasn't that the most fun she'd had lying to her husband in years.

Dan nodded slowly, still staring, and Holly watched the outline of him harden against his joggers, watched him try and fail to angle himself away from her. There it is. Ten years married and he still got hard just from her walking into a room in a new dress. She loved him for it. She loved even more what she was about to do to him.

"When will you be back?"

"Tomorrow morning, probably. That okay?"

"Yeah. Course." His voice had gone slightly hoarse. "Have fun."

She crossed to him, rose up on her toes despite the heels, and kissed him deep and slow, tasting the wine already on his tongue. His hands found her waist and pulled her in, and she let him, let his cock press hard against her hip through the thin fabric of his joggers. When she pulled back his breathing had gone shallow, and Holly felt that particular warm ache low in her belly that came from knowing exactly what she was doing to him.

She stroked his cheek. "You should watch Erin's livestream tonight, take your mind off … things. Starts at nine."

His brow creased slightly. "Yeah?"

"Yeah." You have no idea, babe. "Treat yourself - I know I will be." She grinned, kissed him again, quick this time, before he could ask anything more. Her phone buzzed in her hand.

Outside x

"That's my boyfriend." She picked up the overnight bag, watching his face do that complex cuckold thing. "Love you, babe."

"Love you too." His voice barely made it out.

She blew him a kiss, turned, and let herself out the front door before the smile on her face gave anything else away.

The stairwell smelled of damp carpet and someone's cooking three floors down. Holly took the steps carefully in her heels, one hand trailing the bannister, the heavy bag knocking gently against her hip. She pushed through the front door of the building and stepped out onto Fortress Road into the last of the golden evening light.

The street was doing its usual Saturday thing. Pub garden chatter drifted from the corner, someone's speaker thumped bass two windows along, and somewhere beneath it all came the far-off rattle of the Northern Line. JK's Audi sat at the kerb, black and clean, and the driver's door opened as she approached. He stepped out in dark jeans and a fitted black t-shirt, leather jacket hooked over one arm, and his eyes moved over her slowly, hungrily.

"Fuck, Holly. You look incredible."

She walked into him and let him kiss her, his hand sliding down to cup her arse through the dress, right there on the street where anyone might see. Let them fucking look.

"Erin's going to lose her mind when she sees you," he murmured against her mouth.

"That's the plan."

He pulled back, studying her for a second. "You nervous?"

"Yeah. A bit." She laughed, breathless. "But excited. Really fucking excited."

He squeezed her hand and opened the passenger door. She slid in, set the bag in the footwell, and JK came round to the driver's side, started the engine, and pulled smoothly away from the kerb.

As they turned, Holly glanced back at the flat, at the living room window three floors up, Dan would probably be pacing. Enjoy the last few hours of not knowing, Dan.

She smiled to herself and settled back into the seat and squeezed her thighs together, felt the ache already building there, wet and insistent, and let JK drive her toward whatever came next.
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Live in Five Minutes

The door clicked shut behind her, and the flat went quiet in that particular way it only went quiet after Holly had gone somewhere without him. Dan stood in the hallway a moment longer than he needed to, staring at the space where she'd been standing thirty seconds ago, and he could still smell her. That new perfume, the one Keisha at the salon had talked her into, the one Holly had laughed about and called "basically a red flag in a bottle" while spraying it on her wrists anyway.

He walked back into the living room and sat down heavily on the sofa, picked up the wine glass from dinner that still had an inch left in the bottom, and drank it in one go without really tasting it. His cock was still half hard, had been since she'd kissed him at the door, slow and filthy and far too knowing for a woman supposedly just popping out for dinner with a friend. He grabbed the remote, put the telly on, watched some detective mumble something about forensics for three minutes without absorbing a single word of it, then muted it. Stared at the silent picture moving anyway.

He opened his laptop. Three work emails sat there, unread, not urgent, not remotely interesting compared to what was actually looping behind his eyes: the dress, the makeup, heavier than usual, done properly, not her Tuesday-night-drinks face, the overnight bag zipped and by the door before she'd even finished getting ready. And the thing she'd said, tossed off so lightly he'd nearly missed it. You should watch Erin's livestream tonight.

Why would she say that? Not "you could" or "if you fancy it." Should. Like she already knew exactly what he'd be doing at nine o'clock whether she said it or not. Which, obviously, she did. She always did.

6:54pm. Holly had been out of the flat for less than half an hour and Dan was already circling his own living room like something caged.

He brought up OnlyFans, eight months of habit doing the work before he'd properly decided to open it. Erin's page loaded: the profile photo in red lingerie, the lip bite, the two dimples that appeared when she smiled properly instead of just for the camera. He scrolled, and there it was, pinned at the top above everything else.

LIVE TONIGHT 9PM GMT - Special Collab Stream! Me + 2 gorgeous surprise guests 😈 Don't miss it! xx

The comments were already piling up underneath, dozens of them.

Can't wait!!

who's the surprise guest lol

bet it's ellie again

JK better be there with that BBC

Erin you're killing us with this wait babe

Dan scrolled back to the top. JK made sense, JK and Erin filmed together all the time, except JK was supposedly taking Holly somewhere tonight. Unless. No. Holly's voice again, warm, casual, dropping the sentence like it weighed nothing. You should watch Erin's livestream tonight.

That's mad. That's you, doing the thing you do, turning nothing into something because it's exactly what you want it to be. Holly was probably sat in some bar in Shoreditch right now, JK's hand somewhere on her thigh, ordering the second round.

His cock, rigid now against the seam of his joggers, seemed to hold a rather different opinion.

He shut the laptop, stood, paced the narrow living room from window to doorway and back, past the sofa, past the coffee table, past the photo of the two of them in Mallorca eight years ago, both of them younger, browner, no idea whatsoever what their Saturday nights would eventually turn into.

He tried the telly again, properly this time. Something with Tom Cruise hanging off the side of a plane, a film he'd already seen twice, guaranteed to demand nothing from him emotionally. Fifteen minutes later he could not have told anyone what had happened on screen. He paused it. Checked his phone. 7:20pm.

Laptop open again. Refresh. The comment count had climbed.

He shut it, went to the kitchen, and poured himself a whisky he didn't especially want but needed to be holding, drank it standing at the sink, looking down over Fortress Road through the window above the taps. Saturday night was getting going properly down there: couples heading for the pub on the corner, a knot of lads in matching shirts laughing too loudly at something none of them would remember by Monday, ordinary London carrying on exactly as it always did while Dan stood in his kitchen with his pulse hammering somewhere up near his ears and absolutely no idea what to do with any of it.

He went back to the sofa. Picked up his phone. Typed Are you. Stopped. Deleted it. She'll message when she's ready. Don't be that man.

Except if she's on that stream, I'm going to come before she's even got her clothes off, and then, immediately, viciously, no, stop it, that's your own head making things up out of nothing, she's at dinner, that's all this is.

By eight he'd stopped pretending distraction was even possible. Telly off. Laptop open on his thighs, Erin's page loaded, refresh, refresh, refresh, the comment count climbing steadily now, subscribers winding each other up, someone bragging they'd already sent fifty quid in advance just to be first in the chat when it opened. He checked the time so often the numbers had stopped meaning anything, just shapes ticking upward, taking their time about it on purpose, surely.

At 8:30 his phone buzzed against the cushion, and he grabbed it so fast he nearly sent it skittering onto the floor.

Having fun already. Hope you're watching tonight xx

Dan read it once. Read it again. Hope you're watching tonight.

His stomach didn't do the usual lift and drop. It just went, vanished entirely, replaced by something enormous and hot sitting directly behind his ribs. This was it. This was Holly telling him without telling him, the way she'd been doing for weeks now, dropping it so casually he'd nearly walked straight past every single breadcrumb.

His thumbs fumbled over the keyboard. Are you. Are you going to be on the stream?

Sent before he could talk himself out of it. Three dots appeared. Vanished. Appeared again. Dan's pulse was going now somewhere up near his throat, thick and stupid.

Maybe 😘 xx

He made a noise in the empty flat that he wasn't proud of, something between a groan and a laugh, ugly and involuntary. Maybe. Not yes, not no. From Holly, tonight, in that dress, with that bag already packed by the door, maybe meant precisely one thing.

He typed Fuck and deleted it. Typed I love you instead and sent that one.

Love you too babe. Enjoy the show 😘 xxx

Dan set the phone down on the cushion and finally, for the first time all evening, let his hand drop to the front of his joggers. The fabric was already damp through, properly wet, clinging, and he wrapped his fingers round himself through it, not stroking, not yet, just pressing, just holding the ache still because it had been building for two hours with nowhere at all to go. His palm came away slick when he shifted, and Christ, he wasn't even out of his clothes yet.

Twenty-five minutes. Holly was somewhere right now, probably at Erin's flat, touching up her lipstick in someone else's bathroom mirror, maybe already half out of that dress for the camera, maybe laughing about something with Erin the way she laughed with Keisha over highlights and gossip, easy, warm, except this particular warmth was leading somewhere Dan had spent eight secret months wanking himself raw over and had never once, not for a second, believed might actually include her.

By 8:56 the flat had gone properly dark, just streetlight coming orange through the window and the laptop screen throwing the only real light in the room onto his own hands. He refreshed one last time. A banner had gone up across the top of the page. LIVE IN 5 MINUTES. Somewhere out there in the dark, in bedsits and box rooms and flats not unlike his own, there were hundreds of other men doing exactly what he was doing, cocks in hand, waiting for Erin Moore to appear. Except none of them, not one single one of them, was waiting to watch his own wife walk into frame.

The thought went through him like something physical, a proper lurch low in his stomach that made his vision swim for a second. He stroked himself once, twice through the wet fabric, then made himself stop, hand flat and still, because he was already too close and the stream hadn't even started, and coming now, before any of it had even begun, would be its own particular kind of pathetic.

8:58pm. LIVE IN 2 MINUTES.

His breathing had gone shallow, uneven, catching somewhere in his throat. Dress. Lipstick. Overnight bag. Enjoy the show. One minute left on the little clock in the corner of the screen.

The screen went black. A loading icon spun in the middle of it, small and patient and entirely unaware of what it was about to do to him.

Dan leaned forwards, elbows on his knees, laptop balanced between them, hand still resting heavy and damp against himself through his joggers and waited for the screen to reveal all.
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Going Live

The stream kicked in, and there she was: Erin Moore. Live. Not a recorded video he'd watched with the sound down low so Holly wouldn't hear it through the wall, but moving, breathing, real in a way a recording never quite managed before. She stepped into shot in a sheer red robe over matching lingerie, the lace pushing her tits up and together, and Dan's hand went still on his cock because his whole body had gone still, every part of him narrowing down to the glow of the laptop on his knees.

"Hi babes!" Erin's voice, that same warm, filthy, unmistakable voice he'd heard through tinny speakers a hundred times.

Is Holly there?

Erin dropped onto the edge of the bed, the charcoal sheets smooth beneath her, and grinned straight down the lens, straight at Dan, at everyone, at lots of men who weren't him. "Fuck me, look at the state of this chat already. You're all so thirsty, aren't you?"

Dan's eyes flicked down, the comments feed was scrolling too fast to read properly, a river of usernames and hearts and exclamation marks.

ERIN!! 😍

You look amazing babe

Who's the surprise guest??

JK better be bringing that BBC

Already hard lol

Show us those tits properly babe

The tip-bar moved a little - it never really moved early on in a stream.

Dan's stomach turned over slowly. There would be loads of men exactly like him, sitting in their rooms up and down the country, cocks in hand, waiting for the same thing he was waiting for, except none of them suspected what he suspected. None of them had a wife who might be about to walk into that frame.

Erin laughed, easy, delighted, entirely aware of what she was doing to a room full of strangers she couldn't see. "You lot are the best, honestly. Thank you for the tips already, we haven't even started."

Dan's hand tightened around himself, just holding now, not stroking, because if he stroked he was going to come before anything had even happened, and that would be, Christ, that would be the worst possible way for any of this to go.

"Right, babes." Erin leaned forward, elbows on her knees, the robe slipping open enough that the lace beneath caught the light. "Let me tell you about tonight. We've got something special. Someone special."

The chat detonated.

WHO??

Tell us!!

Is it JK?

Don't tease us babe

Erin grinned wider, clearly loving the control she had, over the room, over the screen, over the fact that Dan's pulse was now hammering somewhere up near his throat, and she didn't even know his name. "Okay, okay. So. JK's here, obviously." A beat, timed perfectly, wicked. "You lot love him."

FUCK YES

BBC KING

Best collabs on the platform

"But tonight we've also got a gorgeous woman joining us." Her voice dropped a register, warmer, closer, the tone she used right before she said something filthy and knew exactly how filthy it was. "She's new to this. First time on camera, actually."

Dan's chest went tight. First time on camera.

"She's a hotwife." Erin's eyes found the lens again, held it, held Dan through it without any idea she was doing it. "Absolutely stunning. And her husband," a pause, deliberate, cruel in the nicest possible way, "her husband's going to be watching. Just like you lot."

The chat went feral.

Cuck content!! YES

Lucky husband lol

Who is she???

First timer? This is gonna be filthy

Erin kept going, unhurried, dragging it out because she knew exactly what dragging it out did to a chat full of horny men, and Dan's cock throbbed once, hard, as if it agreed with her timing better than the rest of him did. "Before we bring her out, let me tell you what we've got planned." She bit her lip, the same lip bite Dan had watched fifty times on previous videos and social media posts, the same one Holly had started doing without ever admitting where she'd learned it. "It's going to be filthy, babes. JK and I are going to take very good care of her." Her eyes lifted to the camera again, direct, knowing. "And her cuck. Such a good husband, letting his wife do this. Watching and supporting her. You're all good husbands and boyfriends too, aren't you?"

The chat answered like a congregation.

Best husband ever

My wife wishes I was this cool

Cuck goals tbh

Dan sat very still on the sofa in the dark of his own living room, the laptop's glow the only light in the flat, streetlight bleeding orange through the curtains, and understood, with a certainty that was somehow both horrible and the hardest he'd been in weeks, that Erin was talking about him and Holly.

Erin stood, stretched, the robe sliding off one shoulder to show the strap of the red bra beneath. "Alright, babes. Give me one sec." She smiled, stepped sideways, out of frame. "Let me get JK and our special guest."

The camera held on the empty bed. Dan's eyes went straight to the little side table without meaning to, the bottle of water, the folded towel, and then the lube, and something in his chest pulled tight at that, at the sheer casualness of it, the way a bottle of lube could sit in shot on a livestream like a bread bin.

The chat kept moving, faster now, impatient.

Come on!

Hurry up lol

I'm dying here

Who do we think it is?

Bet it's one of Erin's mates

Ellie?

Nah, Erin said first timer

Whoever she is she's brave

Dan's hand had started moving again without his permission, slow, helpless strokes, the fabric of his joggers soaked through where he'd been leaking for longer than he wanted to admit.

Where are they??

Movement caught at the very edge of the frame, a shift of shadow against the neutral wall, and Dan's stomach dropped clean through the floor of the flat, through the floor of the building below, down into Fortress Road itself.

Erin stepped back into shot first, that same easy grin fixed in place, delighted with herself, with the anticipation she'd spent ten minutes building, with the chat still scrolling.

Behind her came a shirtless JK, black joggers slung low on his hips, and behind him…
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His wife.

Holly stood in Erin Moore's camera frame wearing red lingerie: the set he'd watched her buy online three days ago, dark red lace bra and thong, black suspenders, stockings with seams running up the back of her thighs. Her hair fell in waves past her shoulders, makeup perfect, smoky eyes and red-painted lips. She looked- Christ. She looked like she'd been doing this for years. Like the flat on Fortress Road and the salon on Kentish Town Road and ten years of marriage had been practice, and this, right now, stepping into Erin's camera frame in lace that barely covered her tits, was the real thing.

Dan's cock throbbed in his hand, precum slick on his palm. The damp patch on his joggers had spread halfway down his thigh. He couldn't remember when he'd started leaking this much.

His breathing stopped.

The chat feed exploded.

FUCK YES / SHE'S STUNNING / HOLY SHIT / Lucky husband lol / Hotwife goals / Those tits 😍 / She's perfect / First timer? No way / Look at that body / HER HUSBAND IS A LUCKY BASTARD

Dan couldn't read it all. The messages were scrolling too fast, just fragments: stunning, lucky bastard, those tits, perfect. At least a hundred strangers probably, all of them looking at Holly. All of them wanting her. Some of them tipping money to see more.

Erin turned to the camera, her arm sliding around Holly's waist, pulling her close, and grinned that same warm filthy grin Dan had memorised in his fantasies. "Everyone, meet Holly. Isn't she gorgeous?"

The tip bar started moving.

Erin kept her arm around Holly's waist, turning them both slightly so the camera caught all three figures clearly. JK stepped closer, his hand sliding onto Holly's other hip, large and dark against her pale skin. Everyone watching could see the size difference: JK was over six foot, broad-shouldered, his chest and arms defined in the ring light's warm glow. Holly was five foot five, curvy, soft, and between the two of them she looked smaller than Dan had ever noticed before.

Tiny.

"Holly, babe," Erin said, squeezing her waist, "tell everyone a bit about yourself."

Holly looked at the camera, and it felt like she was looking straight at Dan, and she smiled: nervous, genuine, the smile Dan had fallen in love with fifteen years ago when she'd laughed at one of his terrible jokes at a pub quiz in Camden.

"Hi. I'm Holly. I'm-" She laughed, breathless, hand fluttering near her throat. "God, I'm so nervous."

The chat responded immediately.

You're doing great babe! / So cute / We love you already / Don't be nervous! / You look amazing / She's adorable

Erin grinned wider. "You're perfect, babe. Honestly. So, Holly's married. Her husband Dan is watching right now, actually."

Dan's chest went tight. His cock throbbed once, hard, and he had to bite down on the inside of his cheek to stop the moan rising in his throat.

Holly nodded, her smile widening, some of the nervousness fading. "Yeah. He is. Hi, babe."

She waved at the camera, to him.

Her fingers wiggling, her eyes bright and warm and knowing exactly where he was, exactly what he was doing, exactly how hard he was right now.

The chat erupted.

Lucky bastard / HI DAN! / Wish that was my wife / He's probably wanking already lol / Best husband ever / Dan's living the dream / Cuck goals tbh

They know. They all fucking know what's about to happen.

Holly was still talking, her voice warm and slightly shy. "My husband, Dan, he's amazing. He's always supported me, and always wanted me to be..." She paused, glanced at Erin, then back at the camera. "To be happy. To be myself."

Erin's grin turned absolutely wicked. "And yourself is a dirty little hotwife, yeah?"

Holly blushed. Dan could see it even through the makeup: the flush spreading across her cheeks, down her neck, disappearing under the lace of her bra. But she laughed, nodded. "Yeah. I guess it is."

The chat loved it.

She admitted it! / Hotwife confirmed / This is gonna be so good / Dan's a lucky man / She's perfect

He sat very still on the sofa in the dark of his living room, the laptop's glow the only light except for the streetlight bleeding orange through the curtains behind him. His wife was calling him amazing, whilst standing in lingerie between JK and Erin Moore, about to get fucked on camera.

And she was thanking him for it.

His hand moved on his cock. Slow, desperate strokes. Too close. Way too close. He forced himself to slow down.

Have to last. Have to see this.

Erin kept one arm around Holly's waist, her other hand gesturing towards JK. "So Holly and JK already know each other, actually. Tell them, babe."

Holly's smile widened, her shoulders relaxing. "We went to school together. Same year."

JK grinned, his hand squeezing Holly's hip, possessive. "Sat behind her in maths. Used to stare at her arse instead of listening to the teacher."

Holly laughed, warm and delighted. "I had no idea."

JK's grin widened. "Well, you know now."

The chat was immediate.

School reunion goals / No way lol / This is so hot already / He's been waiting years for this / From classmates to this 🔥

Erin's expression turned filthy. "And now you're about to fuck her on camera. Full circle, yeah?"

JK's hand slid lower, cupped Holly's arse through the red lace thong, fingers gripping. "Yeah. Definitely full circle."

Holly didn't pull away. She leaned into him, her breathing quickening visibly, her chest rising and falling faster, and Dan's stomach twisted hot and his cock throbbed and he had to stop touching himself entirely or he was going to come right there, three minutes into his wife's first livestream, before anything had even happened.

The chat noticed.

She wants it already / Look at her face / This is gonna be good / She's leaning into him / Holly's ready

Dan wiped his hand on his joggers, breathing hard through his nose, trying to steady himself. On screen, JK's hand was still on Holly's arse, gripping, and Holly's eyes had gone unfocused, her lips parted, and Dan knew that look. Had seen it dozens of times over the past two months.

Already wet, Dan thought, and his cock twitched hard against his palm.

Erin stepped back, her hand sliding up Holly's side, assessing her with an appreciative eye. "Right, babes," she said to the camera, tone warm and conspiratorial, "let's get a proper look at Holly, yeah?"

The chat responded.

YES / Show us! / Take it off / We want to see

Erin moved behind Holly, her hands sliding up Holly's sides, over the red lace bra, fingertips trailing slowly. Holly's breathing caught, visible even through the screen, audible through the laptop speakers: a sharp inhale, her chest rising.

Erin's hands moved to the clasp of Holly's bra, fingers working the hooks. She paused, her mouth close to Holly's ear. "This okay, babe?"

Holly nodded quickly. "Yeah. Yeah, it's okay."

The bra clasp opened, and Erin slid the straps down Holly's shoulders, slow and deliberate, knowing exactly where the camera was, giving the viewers the full striptease reveal they'd been tipping for.

The red lace bra fell away, and Holly's tits were bare. Full and heavy, pale skin, dark nipples already hard, and the chat absolutely exploded.

FUCK / PERFECT TITS / She's gorgeous / Dan you lucky bastard / I'd pay a fortune for those / Natural? / Those are real holy shit / 10/10

Erin's hands cupped Holly's tits from behind, lifting them, squeezing gently, presenting them to the camera. "Look at these, aren't they perfect?"

Holly's eyes fluttered closed, her face flushed dark pink, a small moan escaping: quiet, breathy, genuine.

Dan's hand moved on his cock without permission. Just one stroke. Two. Stop. Fuck. Stop.

JK was watching from the side, his hand on his own cock through his joggers, stroking himself visibly, slowly, his gaze fixed on Holly's bare tits in Erin's hands.

Erin leaned in, kissed Holly's neck just below her ear, her hands still playing with Holly's tits, squeezing, thumbs brushing over Holly's nipples. Holly's head tilted back, her mouth opening, another quiet moan spilling out, louder this time.

The chat was relentless.

Girl on girl 🔥 / Kiss her properly / This is so hot / Her husband's watching this lol / Dan's probably losing his mind / I'm losing my mind and she's not even my wife

Dan was losing his mind. His hand had started stroking again, slow helpless movements, his cock leaking steadily, the wet patch on his joggers spreading, and he was so close, too close, he forced himself to stop again, gasping aloud in the empty flat.

No. Not yet. Can't. Have to last.

On screen, Erin turned Holly's face towards her with one hand, the other still cupping Holly's tit, and kissed her. Deep, sensual, Erin's tongue sliding into Holly's mouth, and Holly responded immediately, her hands moving to Erin's waist, pulling her closer, kissing back with the same hunger.

The kiss deepened. Their tongues were visible for a moment: sliding together, wet and filthy and intimate.

Holly was kissing Erin! The woman Dan had been obsessed with for a year, the woman he'd tipped and messaged and wanked to so many times, and now she was kissing his wife, touching his wife's tits, on camera, live, whilst Dan watched alongside internet strangers.

The kiss went on, and on. Holly's hands slid up Erin's back, into her hair, and Erin made a small approving sound, her hand squeezing Holly's tit harder. Holly moaned into Erin's mouth, louder, completely unguarded.

When they finally broke apart - how long was that? Thirty seconds? A minute? - both were breathing hard, flushed, grinning at each other like they'd just discovered something excellent.

Erin looked at the camera, still grinning. "She tastes amazing, babes. You're all jealous, yeah?"

The chat confirmed.

Wish that was me / Lucky Erin / Lucky Holly / They're both perfect

Erin stepped aside, giving JK space, and JK moved in front of Holly immediately. His hands went straight to her waist, then slid down to grip her hips.

He was taller than her by half a foot, broader, his body making her look small in the frame. Tiny. His dark skin against her pale body, his hands large enough to span her waist completely, fingers almost touching at her spine.

She looks so small next to him, Dan thought. She never looked that small with me.

JK leaned down and kissed Holly.

Not gentle or tentative. The confident, possessive kiss of a lover knew exactly what he was doing and had done it many times before.

Holly responded immediately, her arms wrapping around his neck, her body pressing against his. Dan could see her going up on her toes to reach him, could see the way her back arched, could see everything.

The chat noticed.

BBC KING / Look at that size difference / She's so small next to him / He's gonna destroy her / Another hotwife who loves that BBC / She can barely reach him

JK's hands moved to Holly's arse, gripping through the red lace thong, lifting her onto her toes. Holly moaned into the kiss: loud, clear, the mic catching it perfectly. Dan heard it through the laptop speakers and his cock throbbed so hard he nearly came right there.

Can't. Not yet. Fuck.

JK pulled back from the kiss, looked at the camera, grinned: easy, confident, completely at ease. "She's fucking gorgeous. You lot seeing this?"

The chat affirmed enthusiastically, and JK looked down at Holly, his hands still on her arse. "You ready, babe?"

She nodded, breathless, her face flushed dark. "Yeah. Yeah, I'm ready."

Erin reappeared in frame, her hand on Holly's back, warm and reassuring. "Let's get her on the bed."

They moved together: Erin guiding Holly backwards towards the bed, JK following close, his hands never leaving Holly's body. Dan watched his wife being led to the bed by Erin Moore, and his brain supplied helpfully: This is it. Holly's about to get fucked on camera and you're about to watch.

Erin helped Holly lie back against the pillows. Holly's hair spread across the charcoal sheets, her face flushed, her bare tits rising and falling with each quick breath. She was still wearing the red thong, the black suspenders and stockings, and she looked like every hotwife fantasy Dan had ever consumed, except she was his wife, and this was so fucking real right now.

Erin knelt beside Holly on the bed, one hand intimately stroking Holly's stomach, a reassuring presence for her first time on camera. JK stood at the foot of the bed, his hands moving to the waistband of his joggers.

The camera captured all three: Holly on her back, Erin beside her, JK starting to undress. The composition was perfect, professional, exactly what a hundred-plus viewers had paid to see.

And you're one of them, Dan thought. You're watching your wife like porn. Like she's just another hotwife pornstar on a stream.

Erin looked at the camera, grinned. "Ready, babes? Let's give Holly a proper welcome."

She leaned down, kissed Holly again: soft and warm. Then Erin's mouth moved lower, kissing Holly's neck, her collarbone, the valley between her tits. Holly's breathing quickened, audible through the tinny speakers.

JK pushed his joggers down past his knees, and his cock swung free, heavy, already hard.

Dan's stomach went cold and his cock throbbed hot, both at once, some fucked-up crossed wire in his brain that couldn't decide if this was worse or better or just more than he could process.

He'd seen it before of course, both on screen and in person in their bedroom. But seeing it now, in this context, knowing what was about to happen, knowing strangers were seeing it too, made it different. Made it real in a way it hadn't been before.

The chat erupted.

HOLY FUCK / LOOK AT THAT COCK / She's gonna love that / Dan could never / BBC perfection / RIP Dan's wife lol / That thing's massive / Nine inches easy / Ruin her!

JK stroked himself slowly, his cock thick and dark and fully hard, and Dan's hand tightened on his own cock involuntarily. The comparison was automatic, devastating: Dan was five inches hard on a good day, JK was nine and twice as thick.

Every viewer could guess that difference - they knew why his wife was there and not at home, and the comments made it clear. They knew exactly what was about to happen, knew exactly what Holly was about to experience, knew exactly where Dan stood in this hierarchy.

At the bottom. Watching and wanking.

Erin pulled back from sucking on Holly's tits, looked at the camera one more time, her hand still resting on Holly's stomach. "Let's show Holly what we do here."

The thought came, not clear, not calm, but jagged and desperate: Can't come yet. Have to watch Holly take JK's cock on camera, have to know everyone else is watching too, have to sit here knowing this is my fault, I did this, I opened the door and Holly walked through it and she's not coming back and I'm so fucking hard I can't breathe.

His hand was shaking. The laptop screen blurred. He blinked, focused, gripped his cock tighter.

Just. Have to last.

On screen, JK moved closer to the bed.
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Lucky Man

JK rose and moved towards the bed, easy and unhurried about it. Erin steered Holly backwards with a palm at her hip until Holly's calves met the mattress edge, and Holly sat, then wriggled herself further onto the bed properly, hands braced behind her for balance, legs still hanging over the side.

Dan could hear himself breathing. That was the mad thing, that in his own flat, on his own sofa, the loudest sound in the room was his own ragged inhale, too fast, humiliatingly fast, filling every gap the laptop speakers left him.

Get a grip. Breathe normal.

JK stood at the foot of the bed, his cock jutting forward slick now with precum, and he looked down at Holly, then across at Erin, then straight at the camera, straight at Dan, or near enough that it felt the same.

"Right then." His voice was steady, amused, a man settling in for something he already knew the ending of. "Let's give everyone what they came for."

The chat went off.

YES / FINALLY / Fuck her JK / BBC time / Dan's about to see his wife get ruined / This is it

Erin climbed onto the bed properly, kneeling beside Holly, leaning down to kiss her shoulder, one hand stroking slow down Holly's stomach. "You ready, babe?"

Holly nodded, already breathless.

But JK didn't move towards either of them yet. Instead he nodded at the floor between his legs. "Not yet. First I want both of you down here. On your knees."

Erin's grin went wide and filthy. She slid off the bed at once, graceful in the offhand way of someone who'd knelt in front of a hundred cameras and stopped counting. Holly hesitated, just a beat, before she followed, less smooth, eager enough that the eagerness was its own kind of confession.

She didn't even look at the camera before she got down.

Dan's cock throbbed at that, hard and sudden, and he hated himself a little and loved it more.

They knelt side by side between JK's thighs. Behind the camera a hand adjusted the angle and zoom, and the frame filled with both women's faces, JK's cock rising between them like something being presented for inspection.

Erin wrapped her fingers round his shaft and stroked slowly, her fingers not quite meeting round the girth of him, and she looked dead into the lens with that filthy confidence she always had.

"Look at this beautiful black cock. Fucking perfect, innit?"

BBC perfection / Best cock on the site / Erin knows what's good / Holly's about to learn

Erin turned her head to Holly, still stroking him slowly. "What do you think, babe? You know how good this feels already, don't you?"

Holly's eyes were fixed on the cock in Erin's hand, wide, her lips parted. "Yeah. Fuck, yeah, I do."

The chat loved it.

She's fucked him before! / Holly's already a BBC slut / This is gonna be good / She knows what's coming

Dan's hand tightened round his own cock without him telling it to. Holly had just admitted it, on camera, to everyone. She already knows how good it feels. That huge black cock, and strangers were celebrating it in real time, and Dan was leaking steadily into his own fist, stroking slow and careful because he couldn't come yet, couldn't waste it, had to last.

Erin grinned at the camera. "Holly's been fucking JK for months now, babes. Her husband Dan knows. He watches sometimes. Good little cuck, aren't you, Dan?"

Dan you legend / Best cuck ever / Lucky bastard / She's been taking BBC for months lol

Dan's breath caught in his throat. His name scrolling past in message after message, strangers acknowledging him, celebrating him, humiliating him, and his cock throbbed hard in his fist.

Erin turned back to Holly, still stroking JK slowly. "Tell them, babe. Tell them how much you love this big black cock."

Holly's face flushed darker, but she didn't hesitate. "I'm fucking addicted to it. I can't get enough."

She admitted it! / BBC addict / Dan's wife is hooked / Once you go black lol

Erin laughed, delighted. "That's my girl. And your husband knows you've got a bigger boyfriend now, yeah?"

Holly nodded, breathless. "Yeah. He knows. He's watching right now."

Dan watching his wife confess / This is so fucking hot / Best cuckold content ever

Dan's hand was moving faster now, helpless, his breathing ragged. Holly had just told the entire chat he knew she had a bigger boyfriend, that she was addicted to JK's cock, and every part of him was on fire with it.

Erin leaned in, tongue out, and licked JK from base to tip, slow, watching the lens the whole way. When she reached the head she swirled her tongue round it, catching the bead of precum there, and made a show of swallowing it. "Fuck, babe, you taste so good."

JK groaned, hand sliding into her hair. "You always know how to work that tongue."

She grinned and took him down, deep, her jaw stretching round him until her lips nearly touched the base, her nose pressing against his stomach, her throat working visibly around the thickness of him. She held it there, held it, gagging slightly but not pulling off, and when she finally dragged back her eyes were watering and her lipstick was smeared halfway down his shaft.

"Fuck, Erin," JK said, fingers tightening in her hair. "Always so fucking good."

Erin wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, spit stringing from her lips to his cock, and turned to Holly. "Your turn, babe. Show everyone what JK's been teaching you."

Holly leant in, her hand wrapping round the base, fingers not meeting, and her tongue touched the head. She licked round the tip, tasting him, tasting Erin's saliva mixed with his precum, and then opened her mouth and took him in.

Not as deep as Erin. Maybe halfway down before she gagged, her throat rejecting him, and she pulled off, gasping, spit dripping from her chin. She tried again, deeper this time, hand gripping the base while her mouth worked the head and upper shaft, her other hand moving to cup his balls.

JK's hand found her hair, gentler than it had been with Erin. "That's it, Holly. Good girl. You're getting better every time."

She's learning / Good girl / JK's training her / Holly's a natural / Still can't take as much as Erin lol

Dan's breath had gone shallow, his hand moving slow on himself. Holly was trying, really trying, but Erin had taken him deeper and easier, and it wasn't a fair fight, and JK's patience, that warm, unhurried you're getting better, was the kind of instruction Dan had never once managed to give her because Dan couldn't last long enough to teach anyone anything.

Holly pulled off gasping, hand still wrapped round the base, and she looked up at JK and then at Erin like she needed confirmation she'd done alright.

Erin leant in and kissed her, tongue sliding into Holly's mouth, tasting JK on her. When they broke apart Erin was grinning. "You're doing so well, babe. But watch this."

Erin took JK's cock in both hands and slapped it against her cheek, once, twice, the wet smack audible through the speakers. Then she dragged it across her face, over her lips, her nose, her other cheek, leaving a slick trail of spit and precum across her skin. She opened her mouth, tongue out, and JK pushed in deep, fucking her face slowly, his hand tight in her hair, and Erin took it, gagging, drool spilling down her chin and dripping onto her tits.

FUCK YES / Face-fuck her / She's taking it all / Best throat game ever

JK pulled out and Erin gasped, spit stringing from her lips to his cock, her face a mess, makeup smeared, chin wet. She looked at Holly, still grinning. "See? Like that, babe."

Holly nodded, eager, and leant in again. This time she opened wider, let JK push deeper, and he did, both hands in her hair now, guiding her, fucking her mouth slowly while she gagged and drooled and tried to take it.

"Good girl," JK said, his voice rougher now. "Relax your throat. Just like that. Fuck, Holly, you're getting so good at this."

Holly pulled off, gasping, spit and precum dripping from her chin, and she wiped her face with the back of her hand, smearing it worse. She looked at JK, breathless, and said, "I love your cock. It's so fucking big. So much better than..." She trailed off, glanced at the camera, at Dan through it.

Better than Dan lol / She almost said it / His wife knows he's smaller / Cuck confirmed

Erin laughed and pulled Holly in for another kiss, their tongues sliding together, tasting JK, tasting each other, and when they broke apart Erin's hand was still wrapped round JK's shaft.

"Let's really show them, babe. Together."

Erin's tongue went to one side of JK's cock, Holly mirrored her on the other, and they worked up and down together, in time, two tongues sliding wet against his shaft, meeting at the head, tongues tangling round the tip before sliding back down.

HOLY FUCK / Two tongues one cock / Best visual ever / Dan's watching his wife worship BBC / This is unreal

They moved lower, tongues reaching his balls now, and Erin took one in her mouth, sucking gently, while Holly took the other. JK groaned, head tipping back, hand loose in both their hair. "Fuck, you two are gonna make me come if you keep this up."

Erin pulled off his balls with a wet pop and grinned up at him. "Not yet, babe. We've got plans for that cum."

She took his cock back in her mouth, deep, while Holly kept working his balls with her tongue, and the camera caught it all: both women's faces pressed against him, mouths full, spit dripping, absolutely filthy.

They came up for air at the same time, and their mouths met at the head, tongues sliding together round his cock, kissing each other and him at once, wet and obscene and so fucking hot Dan's hand was shaking on his own cock.

Best collab ever / They're kissing around his cock / Girl on girl BBC worship / Dan's wife is bi and BBC addicted

JK's breathing was rougher now, his control slipping, and he pulled back slightly. "Alright, slow down. I want to fuck both of you and I need to save this load."

Erin wiped her mouth, grinning, face a total mess of spit and precum. She looked at Holly, then at the camera. "Dan, babe, your wife's mouth is fucking incredible. You're such a lucky cuck."

The chat erupted again, and Dan's name scrolled past in message after message.

Erin stood, graceful despite the mess on her face, and pulled Holly up with her. Holly's legs looked unsteady, and Erin steadied her with a hand at her waist.

Then Erin looked at JK, looked at the camera, and grinned that filthy grin. "Right, babes. Who wants to watch me get fucked first?"

YES / ERIN FIRST / Fuck her JK / Show Holly how it's done / BBC time

Erin reached behind herself and unclasped her bra, letting it fall. Her tits spilled free, full and heavy, nipples hard, and she tossed the bra off-camera. Then she hooked her thumbs into her red thong and slid it down slowly, stepping out of it, and she was naked except for the stockings and suspenders.

She climbed onto the bed and lay back against the pillows, legs spreading, and her hand went straight between her thighs. She was already wet, slick and shining under the ring light, and she rubbed herself slowly, two fingers circling her clit, while she looked at the camera.

"Fuck, I'm so wet. Look at this." She slid two fingers inside herself, easy, and pulled them out glistening. She held them up to the camera, then put them in her mouth and sucked them clean. "JK's cock does this to me every time. I fucking love it."

She's soaking / Erin's so ready / Fuck her already / BBC addict / Look how wet she is

Erin's hand went back between her legs, rubbing faster now, and she looked at Holly standing beside the bed. "Come here, babe. Lie next to me. I want you to feel how wet I am."

Holly climbed onto the bed and lay down beside Erin, propped on one elbow, and her hand joined Erin's between Erin's thighs. Holly's fingers slid through the wetness there, circling Erin's clit alongside Erin's own fingers, and Holly's breathing quickened.

"Fuck, you're soaking," Holly said, breathless.

Erin grinned at her. "You know how good his cock feels, babe. You know why I'm this wet."

Holly nodded, her fingers still working with Erin's. "Yeah. I know. It's so fucking big. So much better than..." She glanced at the camera again, at Dan. "So much better."

She said it! / Holly admitted Dan's smaller / Best cuck content ever / Dan's watching his wife say it / Brutal

Dan's hand had stopped moving entirely. If he touched himself now he'd come immediately, and he couldn't, not yet. He had to see this. All of it.

On screen, JK climbed onto the bed between Erin's spread legs. His cock was still slick with both women's saliva, still hard, twitching slightly as he stroked himself slow. He looked down at Erin, at Holly beside her, and grinned.

"Ready, babe?"

Erin's hand left her cunt and wrapped round his cock instead, guiding him. "Fuck me, JK. Show Holly how good you are. Show everyone."

Holly's hand was still between Erin's legs, fingers slick with Erin's wetness, and both women were watching JK's cock as he positioned himself. The camera zoomed in slightly, catching the moment: JK's cock pressing against Erin's entrance, Erin's hand guiding him, Holly's fingers still circling Erin's clit.

Erin looked at the camera one more time, eyes bright and filthy and absolutely delighted. "Dan, babe, watch this. Watch what a real cock does to a woman."

The chat exploded, and Dan's pulse hammered somewhere up near his throat.

HERE WE GO / Fuck her JK / Dan's about to see / BBC vs white cuck / This is it
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Everyone on the stream watched the head of JK's magnificent cock press against Erin's pussy lips, watched her body yield, and witnessed the slow slide that followed. Erin's back arched immediately, her mouth falling open, and the moan that escaped was long and unfiltered.

"Fuuuuck, JK. Every time. So fucking big."

JK's jaw tightened, his hands gripping Erin's thighs as he pushed deeper. Inch by inch. Erin's hands grabbed onto the sheets, her eyes fluttering closed, body adjusting to accommodate him.

Holly was right there beside them, propped on one elbow, watching intently. Her hand had drifted down between her own thighs, fingers moving slowly through the red lace of her damp thong.

The chat was already losing composure.

HERE WE GO / Look at that stretch / She takes it so well / Holly's watching closely lol / He's going to see what's coming for his wife

Dan's grip on his own cock tightened, but he wasn't stroking yet.

JK bottomed out, his hips flush against Erin's, and she gasped, body shuddering.

"God. Yes. Fuck, yes."

Then he started moving. Slow at first, deep and deliberate, giving Erin time to adjust, giving the camera time to capture every inch of his withdrawal and return. The lighting was perfect - warm, flattering, explicit - and Dan could see everything. The stretch of her lips as he pulled out. The wetness streaked down his black pole. The way Erin's body opened for JK like it had been designed for this exact purpose, taking massive black cock.

Erin's moans grew louder. Less performative now, more genuine, obviously now just loving getting fucked hard. Her voice cracking slightly as JK's pace increased.

"Fuck. Yes. Right there. Don't stop."

Holly's hand was moving faster between her own thighs now, her eyes locked on JK and Erin, her lips parted, her breathing shallow.

Holly's touching herself watching them, imagining like me, that it's her there taking his cock again.

JK picked up the pace, one hand gripped Erin's thigh harder, pulling her onto him with each thrust, and the sound of skin against skin was audible even through Dan's laptop speakers. Wet and obscenely rhythmic.

Erin's voice broke. "Don't stop. Don't fucking stop."

Her nails raked down JK's chest, leaving faint red lines, and JK didn't slow, didn't falter. His rhythm was steady, powerful, controlled even as Erin's body started to tense beneath him.

Holly reached out, her fingers wet from her own cunt, and slid between them, circled Erin's clit whilst JK continued thrusting. Erin gasped, her stomach clenching obviously close to orgasm - Holly's touch was gentle but deliberate, adding pressure exactly where it was needed.

"Fuck," Erin gasped. "Holly. Yes. Like that."

Dan watched his wife's fingers on another woman's clit, watched Erin's body arch, watched JK's cock disappear and reappear with relentless precision.

Erin came - her back arched off the bed, her thighs shaking, her cry raw and unfiltered. She came hard, visibly, her body convulsing with it, and JK didn't stop. He kept going, kept fucking her through it, his rhythm unwavering.

Erin's breathing stuttered, her hands scrabbling at the sheets, and she was laughing now between gasps. "Fuck! I'm. I'm so sensitive. He's. He's going to make me come again."

Holly didn't stop either. Her fingers kept working there magic, kept circling Erin's clit with patient pressure, and within a minute Erin's second orgasm was building, crashing, breaking through her body with another broken cry.

The chat exploded.

She came twice already / Erin's a fucking goddess

Dan's brain was stuck on one thought that looped endlessly:

Two orgasms. Dan had never - not once, not in fifteen years - made Holly come twice in the same session. He barely managed once most nights, usually rushing, usually apologising internally even as he finished. And here was JK, barely breaking a sweat, giving Erin exactly what her body wanted, over and over, like it was nothing. Like it was easy.
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JK slowly eased out of Erin, to her disappointed groans.

His cock was slick, glistening with Erin's wetness and his precum, still fully hard despite just making Erin come twice, and Erin collapsed back against the pillows, breathless and satisfied, her face glowing with post-orgasm bliss.

JK turned to Holly.

"Your turn, babe."

Holly's eyes widened slightly, nervousness and excitement colliding in her expression, and she nodded, swallowed, shifted onto her back without being told. Her legs spread instinctively, her red thong still in place but soaked through, the dark wet patch clearly visible even on Dan's screen.

Erin moved to the side, propping herself up on one elbow, one hand idly squeezing her own tits, still catching her breath. She was watching now, clearly enjoying the view, clearly ready to participate again whenever needed.

JK positioned himself between Holly's thighs, his knees pushing hers wider apart. He slid the thong to one side with two fingers and ran them through her pussy, checking her readiness, and Dan could see from the way his fingers came away glistening that Holly was soaking. Had been for the past twenty minutes of watching and touching herself.

JK held his fingers up to the camera, opening them slowly to show the stringy wetness between them, the clear evidence of Holly's arousal.

"Fuck, Holly. You're dripping wet already. Been watching me fuck Erin and getting yourself all worked up, yeah?"

Holly nodded frantically, breathless. "Yeah. Fuck, yeah. I need you so bad."

JK grinned, brought his fingers to Holly's mouth. "Taste yourself. Taste how wet you are for this black cock."

Holly opened her mouth immediately, took his fingers in, sucked them clean while looking up at him, her tongue working between his fingers, and the submission in that gesture, the immediate obedience, made Dan's cock throb so hard he nearly came right there.

She didn't even hesitate.

The chat was electric.

Here we go / First penetration on camera / Her hubby must be losing his mind / She needs that BBC / Look how obedient she is

JK pulled his fingers from Holly's mouth with a wet pop and positioned himself properly, his cock lined up with her entrance. The head pressed against her, thick and dark against her pale pussy lips, and he looked down at her, his voice dropping lower, more commanding.

"You want this cock, Holly?"

"Yes. Fuck, yes."

"Say it properly. Tell me what you want."

Holly's face flushed darker, but her voice came out clear, needy. "I want your big black cock. Please, JK. I need it."

She said it! / BBC slut confirmed / Hotwife begging for black cock / This is perfect

Erin leaned in from the side, her hand stroking Holly's stomach, her voice warm and encouraging. "Tell him you've been thinking about it all day, babe. Tell him the truth."

Holly nodded, eyes locked on JK's. "I have. I've been so fucking wet all day thinking about this. Thinking about you fucking me on camera. Thinking about everyone watching."

JK's grin widened. "Including your husband."

"Yeah. Including Dan."

JK pushed in, just the head, stretching her open, and Holly gasped, her back arching slightly. He held there, not moving deeper yet, making her feel every inch of the stretch.

"Dan's at home right now watching his wife take a black cock on camera, innit? Watching you get stretched open by something twice his size."

TWICE HIS SIZE / Dan's dick could never / She's finally getting what she needs / Cuck husband watching live

Holly moaned, her hands gripping the sheets. "Yeah. Fuck. Yeah, he is."

JK pushed deeper, slowly, giving her body time to adjust, and Holly's breathing quickened, her chest rising and falling rapidly. "How's it feel, babe?"

"So full. You're. Fuck, you're so deep already, deeper than my husband."

He pushed deeper still, halfway now, and Holly's thighs trembled. JK's hands gripped her hips, holding her steady. "This what you've been craving? This what your husband can't give you?"

Holly nodded frantically. "Yes. Fuck, yes."

"Say it. Say it for the camera. Say it for Dan."

Holly's eyes fluttered closed, then opened, and she looked directly at the lens, directly at Dan through it. "This is what I've been craving. This is what Dan can't give me. I need this big black cock."

SHE SAID IT TO HIS FACE / Dan just got destroyed / His wife admitted it live / Brutal cuck content

Dan's hand had stopped moving entirely on his own cock. If he touched himself now he'd come immediately, and he couldn't, not yet. He had to hear this. All of it.

JK pushed all the way in, bottoming out, his hips flush against Holly's, and she cried out, loud and raw and completely unfiltered.

"Oh fuck! Oh my God!"

Erin's hand was still on Holly's stomach, stroking gently, her voice soothing. "That's all of it, babe. That's every inch. You're taking it so well."

JK held still for a moment, letting Holly adjust, and he looked down at her, his voice rough now. "Whose cunt is this, Holly?"

Holly's eyes went wide, her breathing stuttering.

"Say it. Whose cunt is this?"

"Yours. Fuck. It's yours, JK."

"Not Dan's anymore?"

Holly shook her head, frantic. "No. Not Dan's. Yours. My cunt is yours."

HOLY FUCK / She just gave her pussy to him / Dan's wife belongs to JK now / This is real ownership / Not just for the camera

JK started moving, slow deep strokes, and Holly's moans grew louder with each thrust. He pulled almost all the way out, just the head still inside her, then pushed back in, deep and deliberate, making her feel every single inch.

"That's right. Your cunt belongs to me now. I own this pussy. You're my slut, yeah?"

Holly nodded, gasping. "Yes. Fuck, yes. I'm your slut."

"Say it louder. Say it for everyone watching."

"I'm JK's slut! I'm his fucking slut!"

Best cuck content ever / She's screaming it / Dan's wife is JK's property now / This is insane

Erin leaned down, kissed Holly's neck, whispered something Dan couldn't quite hear, and Holly nodded, breathless. Erin pulled back, grinning at the camera. "She's telling me she never wants to go back to her husband's little cock. She's addicted to big Black cock now."

The chat exploded, and Dan's name scrolled past in message after message, and his cock was leaking so much it had soaked the seat below him entirely, the fabric clinging wet to his thigh.

JK's pace increased, his rhythm steady and powerful, and Holly's tits bounced with each thrust. She was trying to keep her eyes open, trying to watch him, but they kept fluttering closed, overwhelmed by sensation.

"Look at me," JK commanded, his voice sharp. "Keep your fucking eyes on me."

Holly's eyes snapped open, locked on his, and JK's hand moved from her hip to her throat. Not squeezing, not yet, just resting there, his claim, and Holly's breathing hitched immediately.

"You like that? You like my hand on your throat?"

"Yes. Fuck, yes."

JK's fingers tightened slightly, not cutting off her air but applying pressure, claiming her, controlling her, and Holly's moan turned into a whimper, desperate and needy.

"This is what you've been wanting, innit? A real man to fuck you properly. To own you. To choke you while he fills you with his big black cock."

"Yes! Fuck, yes!"

He's dominating her completely / This is real alpha male shit / Hubby shitting himself!

The camera angle had shifted slightly, capturing the full visual: JK's hand on Holly's throat, his dark fingers wrapped around her pale neck, his cock disappearing into her with each powerful thrust, Holly's face flushed and desperate beneath him.

Erin's hand slid down between them, found Holly's clit, started rubbing in tight circles. "Come for him, babe. Come on this big black cock. Show your husband what a real orgasm looks like."

Holly's body was tensing, her thighs trembling, her breathing rapid and shallow beneath JK's grip. "I'm. Fuck. I'm so close."

JK's hand tightened on her throat, his pace increasing, harder now, brutal, the sound of skin slapping skin audible even through Dan's laptop speakers. "Come, Holly. Come on my cock. Let everyone watch you come."

Holly's eyes rolled back slightly, her mouth opening in a silent cry, and then she was coming, her whole body convulsing, her pussy clenching rhythmically around JK's cock, and the camera caught it all: the way her back arched, the way her thighs shook, the way she looked completely destroyed by it.

SHE'S COMING / HOLY FUCK / Look at her face / That's a real orgasm / Husband's never made her come like that

JK released her throat, both hands going to her thighs now, folding her in half, holding her down while he kept fucking her through it, his rhythm unwavering, and Holly was gasping, laughing, crying, all at once.

"Fuck! I can't. I'm so sensitive. JK, fuck, you're going to make me come again."

Erin's fingers were still working Holly's clit, relentless. "Good. Come again, babe. Show them how many times a real cock can make you come."

JK's voice was rougher now, his own control clearly slipping. "You're mine, Holly. Say it again."

"I'm yours! Fuck, I'm yours!"

In response, JK pulled out suddenly, his cock slick and glistening, and he flipped Holly onto her hands and knees with effortless strength. Holly scrambled to position herself properly, arse in the air, back arched, face turned to the side so the camera could still see her expression.

The camera angle adjusted again, someone off-screen clearly directing, and now the shot captured everything: Holly's arse, pale and full, JK's cock lined up behind her, thick and dark, the visual contrast stark.

JK slid back in, easy this time, her cunt already stretched and slick, and Holly's moan was loud and immediate. He started fucking her hard, no warm-up now, just deep brutal thrusts, and Holly's arse rippled with each impact.

Erin knelt beside them, her hand stroking Holly's back, her voice warm. "Look at you, babe. Taking it so well. Such a good little hotwife."

JK's hand came down on Holly's arse, a sharp slap, and Holly cried out, surprised, aroused. He did it again, harder, and the red handprint bloomed on her pale skin.

"You like that? You like being spanked while you take this black cock?"

"Yes! Fuck, yes!"

Another slap, harder, and Holly's moan turned into a sob, overwhelmed, desperate. "Please. Please don't stop."

JK's voice was rough, commanding. "Tell me what you are, Holly. Tell everyone."

"I'm. Fuck. I'm a slut."

"What kind of slut?"

"A slut for big black cock. A hotwife. Your slut."

"And whose cunt is this?"

"Yours! Fuck, it's yours! My cunt belongs to you!"

She's completely owned / Dan's wife is JK's property

Erin looked at the camera, her face flushed, her voice breathy. "You hear that, babes? Holly's cunt belongs to JK now. Not her husband. Her husband just watches now. A good little cuck who knows his wife needs more than his tiny cock can give her."

The chat was a torrent now, comments flying past too fast for Dan to read, just fragments: tiny cock, BBC owned, cuck husband, white wife blacked, this is real.

JK's pace was relentless, his hands gripping Holly's hips hard enough to leave marks, pulling her back onto him with each thrust. Holly's hands were gripping the sheets white-knuckled, her face buried in the pillow, her cries muffled but still audible.

"Look at the camera," JK commanded. "Let your husband see your face while I fuck you."

Holly turned her head, her face visible now, makeup smeared, eyes glazed, mouth open, and she looked directly at the lens, directly at Dan.

"I'm sorry," she gasped, though she didn't sound sorry at all. "I'm sorry, Dan. I can't help it. I need this. I need him."

SHE'S APOLOGISING WHILE GETTING FUCKED / This is so fucked up / Dan watching his wife apologise for loving BBC / Brutal

Dan's throat was tight, his breathing ragged, and his hand was moving again on his cock, slow helpless strokes, because he couldn't stop, couldn't hold back anymore.

JK's breathing was harsh now, his rhythm becoming less controlled, more urgent. "I'm close. Where do you want it, Holly?"

Holly's answer came immediately, no hesitation. "Inside. Fuck. Inside me. Breed me with your black cum."

BREED HER / YES / Give her that black seed / Dan's wife wants to be bred / This is insane

Erin's hand was between Holly's legs again, rubbing her clit, and Holly's second orgasm was building fast, her whole body tensing.

"Come with him, babe," Erin urged. "Come while he fills you. Let everyone see."

JK thrust deep one final time and held there, his head thrown back, teeth gritted, a low groan escaping as he came, and Holly came with him, her cry loud and raw and utterly wrecked.

"Fuck! JK! Yes! Fill me! Breed me!"

The camera zoomed in slightly, capturing the moment: JK's cock buried deep inside Holly, both of them shaking with the force of their orgasms, Erin's hand still working Holly's clit through the aftershocks.

HOLY FUCK / DOUBLE ORGASM / She came while he bred her / This is peak content / Dan's wife just got blacked live

Dan's hand was a blur on his own cock now, his whole body tensed, right at the edge, trying to hold on just a few more seconds…

JK pulled out slowly, deliberately, giving the camera time to capture everything. His cock, softening slightly but still substantial, glistening with Holly's wetness and streaked with his own cum. And Holly's pussy, gaping open, swollen and pink, and thick white cum was already dripping out of her, running down her thigh.

Holly collapsed forward onto the bed, panting, utterly spent, glowing, destroyed in the best possible way.

Erin leaned over, ran a finger through the mess dripping from Holly's cunt, and held it up to the camera, grinning. "Look at that cum, babes. So much. JK filled her right up."

She brought her finger to Holly's mouth. "Taste it, babe. Taste his cum mixed with your wetness."

Holly opened her mouth, took Erin's finger in, sucked it clean, and moaned softly at the taste.

FUCK / She's tasting his cum / This is so filthy / Dan's wife eating black cum / Perfect hotwife

Erin looked at the camera, her eyes bright and filthy. "Dan, babe, your wife just got bred by a real man. Look at her. Look how happy she is. You did this. You let this happen. And she fucking loves you for it."

Dan's brain exploded hot - and he cum so hard he cried out, a hot burning pulsing from his balls to the tip of his cock. His cum splattered onto his stomach, his chest, his hand still milking himself through the aftershocks.

He watched Erin's finger trail through the mess. Watched Holly collapse forward, spent and glowing. Watched JK's cum drip from his wife's pussy onto Erin's bedsheets whilst strangers celebrated in the chat.

Dan's whole body shuddered, and he drew a ragged breath, and still he couldn't look away.

His own release had been messy and explosive, but far less than JK's. Always less. And the comparison, brutal and undeniable, sat in his chest alongside the most overwhelming arousal he'd ever experienced in his life.

I've ever been more turned on. Never happier than watching her with another man.
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Back in that bedroom, Erin was helping Holly roll onto her back, stroking her hair, kissing her gently whilst JK cleaned himself with a towel off-camera.

Holly's face was flushed, glowing, satisfied in a way Dan recognised from their bedroom but had never seen broadcast to the world.

Erin looked at the camera one more time, grinning, and blew a kiss.

"Thanks for watching, babes. Holly's amazing, isn't she? And Dan-" she winked, "-you're a very good husband. We'll see you all again soon."

The stream didn't end immediately. The three of them stayed on screen for a few more minutes, chatting casually, laughing, Holly still catching her breath, JK's arm draped casually over her shoulder.

The chat was still moving, still tipping, still celebrating.

Dan sat in the dark, his laptop still glowing, his hand still sticky with his own cum, and he thought:

This is what I chose. This is what I wanted.

And somewhere beneath the shame and the arousal and the exhaustion, he felt something close to peace.
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Epilogue
Good Boy


Dan woke to light that didn't fit. Too bright, too high in the window, the wrong angle for the seven-thirty alarm that should have woken him, until he realised it was Saturday. He rolled over, some old reflex bracing for an empty half of the bed, for the cold dent where Holly should have been and so often wasn't any more.

She was there. Face down on her pillow, one arm flung wide across his side of the mattress, hair wrecked in a way that had nothing to do with sleep and everything to do with last night.

Oh fuck, that's right.

He looked at her before he could stop himself, cataloguing the way he always did now, whether he meant to or not: the faint red mark high on her inner thigh where the duvet had slipped, the mascara smudged and never quite wiped clean, the particular slackness in her that only ever showed up on mornings like this one.

Her phone lay face up on the nightstand, screen alive with Instagram notification stacks. A heart emoji from a username he didn't recognise, and one he did, and he didn't let himself look too long at either.

His own phone sat beside hers, and he had it in his hand before he'd properly decided to pick it up.

There it was. His tip confirmation, 01:14, fifty quid to mooreerinxxx, and underneath it the message he'd typed with his hand still slick, his heart still going like a drum: That was incredible. Thank you.

He read it again now, sober, morning-clear, and waited for the drop. The cold little lurch that usually followed his one a.m. decisions, the one that made him delete browser history and avoid his own eyes in the bathroom mirror.

Nothing came.

The words still meant exactly what they'd meant six hours ago. That was the strange part, the part he turned over twice just to be sure. Nothing had curdled overnight. He always woke up ashamed of something, some tip he shouldn't have sent, some message he'd agonised over and then sent anyway.

Not this one.

Holly stirred, cracked open one eye, caught him at it, and smiled without a trace of embarrassment. She reached for him, pulled him back down against her, warm and sleep-soft and not remotely bothered.

"You checked your phone before you checked me," she murmured into his shoulder. "Charming."

"I checked both." His voice came out rougher than he meant it to. "In the right order, I think."

She laughed, low and sleepy, mouth against his neck. "Fifty quid, Dan."

"She earned it."

"We all did." Holly pushed herself up against the headboard, properly awake now, reading his face the way she always could. "You alright?"

He nodded, and it was true, no qualifying it, no explaining it away the way he'd have done six months ago. He was hard already, pressed against her hip, and she'd clocked it, and neither of them bothered pretending otherwise.

"Want to hear about it?" she asked. Not teasing. Not testing him to see if he'd flinch. Just asking, the way you'd ask if he wanted the last biscuit.

"Yeah." His mouth had gone dry. "I do."

She smiled, settled back into the pillows properly, and started her side of last night.

"Erin's place is nicer than I expected," her voice still thick with sleep. "Nice house, with a bedroom turned into a studio, with blackout curtains, a proper lighting rig, better than I thought it'd be. She opened the door in joggers and a hoodie, gave me a hug straight off. Put the kettle on in her lovely kitchen before anything else."

Dan listened, his hand finding her thigh, thumb tracing slow circles he wasn't even conscious of making.

"She's exactly like she is online," Holly went on. "Just, more. Warmer, somehow. Fussed over my hair, told me I was gorgeous, said I'd be a natural before we'd even started. JK was already there, on about the traffic on the North Circular like he was popping round for a barbecue, and Erin's husband, he was behind the camera. Dead friendly. Nothing weird about any of it."

Something pulled tight in Dan's chest at that. Erin's husband. The man who filmed his own wife take another man's cock, who made tea after like it was nothing, who'd apparently spent the evening a few feet from where JK fucked Holly and thought nothing of putting the kettle on.

And you're the same, aren't you. Forty minutes away on the sofa, doing the closest thing you've got to the same job.

The comparison landed before he could stop it, quick and clean as a blade, the way they always did now.

"I was properly nervous," Holly admitted. "Not just the usual butterflies. But Erin sat right by me, poured me wine, kept chatting like we were mates catching up over brunch. Then she put her hand on my knee and said something that made me laugh, and I just. Relaxed. Fine after that."

"What did she say?"

Holly grinned, the sort of grin that meant he wasn't going to like the answer as much as his cock was about to. "She said, 'Your husband's going to lose his mind watching this, babe. He's been obsessed with me for months, hasn't he?'"

Heat crawled up Dan's face. "She knew? About me?"

"Course she knew, Dan. She's not stupid. Knew exactly who you were the second I said your name. Same Dan who'd been tipping her since Christmas." Holly's eyes were soft, not cruel at all. "She thought it was sweet."

Sweet.

The word sat in his head, turning over slowly like a coin he wasn't sure he was allowed to keep. Not pathetic, not sad, not the word he'd have used about himself six months ago. Sweet.

"She asked about you too, properly asked. Wanted to know if you were really okay with this, or if I was just saying it to make her feel better." Holly's thumb dragged over his jaw. "Told her both. She liked that answer."

Dan swallowed. He was fully hard now, trapped against her hip in a way there was no hiding, and she knew it, and she didn't pretend not to.

"What else?" His voice had gone rough, unfamiliar even to himself.

"You want the rest, then." It wasn't really a question.

"All of it."

She kissed him, quick, warm, tasting of sleep, then settled back against the headboard and kept going.

"Once the stream started, it was..." Holly exhaled, a short laugh with no humour in it. "Christ, Dan, it was mental. You saw most of it on your end, but there's bits the camera never got. Erin's hubby is brilliant with the angles, keeps it looking good without missing anything. Knows exactly what people want to see."

Dan nodded. He'd watched enough of her back catalogue to know precisely how good she was at that.

"When JK got between my legs the first time," Holly said, her voice dropping low and private, even though it was just the two of them in bed, "Erin was right there next to me. Hand on my stomach, mouth against my ear, telling me to breathe, to let him in slow, that I could take it. And I did, Dan. God, I took every inch, and it felt..." She stopped, searching for it properly. "It felt like nothing I've ever felt before. Not close."

Dan's hand tightened on her thigh. His breathing had gone shallow and he hadn't noticed it happening.

Holly's hand slid down between them, slow and deliberate, closed around his cock through his boxers. He was rock hard, leaking already, and she squeezed gently, her voice dropping even lower.

"You're so fucking hard right now," she murmured. "Love hearing this, don't you. Every filthy bit of it."

"Yes." No point lying. There'd never been any point lying, not since the first night, not once he'd understood what he actually wanted.

"Good," Holly said, her hand stroking him slowly through the cotton. "Because what you saw on the stream? That was just the start, babe."

Dan's stomach dropped. His cock pulsed in her grip.

"After we finished filming," Holly continued, hand still working him slowly, "Erin's husband was still behind the camera, hard as fucking iron the whole time. You could see it through his jeans, Dan. Proper tent. He'd been filming me getting fucked by JK for nearly an hour, watching his own wife play with me, and he was absolutely gagging for it."

Dan's breath hitched. Holly's hand slipped inside his boxers now, skin on skin, and he nearly came right there.

"Erin noticed," Holly went on, voice filthy and conversational all at once. "She looks at him and goes, 'Babe, you've been so patient. Holly, would you mind?' And I. Fuck, Dan, I didn't even hesitate. Just said yes."

"You sucked him?" Dan's voice came out strangled.

"Every inch." Holly's hand squeezed tighter, stroked faster. "He's not as big as JK, obviously, but he's got a lovely cock. Thick, decent length, and Christ, he was so hard. Pulled it out and he was already leaking everywhere. I got on my knees right there on the studio floor, JK and Erin sitting on the bed watching, and I took him in my mouth."

Dan's hips jerked involuntarily. His cock was throbbing now, so hard it ached, and Holly's hand was relentless.

"He tasted like precum and sweat," Holly said, her voice dropping to a filthy whisper. "And he was so fucking grateful, Dan. Kept saying thank you, over and over, while I sucked him. Erin was laughing, telling me I was such a good girl, and JK just sat there grinning, watching me work."

"Fuck," Dan gasped.

"He came so much, babe. So fucking much. I thought he'd never stop. Thick, salty, filled my whole mouth, and I swallowed every drop. Didn't waste any of it. Erin clapped when I opened my mouth to show her it was all gone."

Dan's cock was leaking steadily now, slick under Holly's hand, and she knew exactly what she was doing to him.

"After that," Holly continued, stroking him harder now, "JK and Erin decided they wanted to film something just the two of them. For his page, not hers. Asked if I minded watching, and I said no, course not. So I sat in the corner with my wine and watched them go at it."

"What did they do?" Dan's voice was barely there.

"They sixty-nined for ages," Holly said, her hand working him faster. "Erin on top, JK underneath, both of them going at it like they were starving. I could hear everything, Dan. Every wet sound, every moan, Erin gagging on his cock while he ate her out. It was so fucking hot I couldn't stand it."

Dan's hips were moving now, fucking into Holly's hand without any control left.

"I had my dildo with me," Holly whispered. "Erin told me to bring it, just in case. So I got it out, pulled my knickers off right there in the corner, and fucked myself while I watched them. Had to stay quiet, couldn't make a sound, just sat there with my legs spread, pushing this thick silicone cock inside me, getting myself off while JK and Erin went at it on camera."

"Jesus Christ." Dan's whole body was tight, right on the edge.

"I came so hard, babe," Holly breathed. "Bit down on my hand to keep quiet, but I came harder than I have in weeks. And then, right after, JK pulled out of Erin's mouth and wanked himself off all over her face and tits. Covered her, Dan. Absolutely covered her. And she scooped it all up with her fingers, licked every bit of it off, grinning at the camera the whole time."

Dan's orgasm hit like a freight train. His cock pulsed in Holly's hand, thick ropes of cum shooting across his stomach, his thighs, her fingers, and Holly kept stroking him through it, milking every last drop whilst whispering filthy encouragement in his ear.

"That's it, babe. Good boy. Give me all of it."

Dan gasped, shuddering, his whole body gone loose and spent, and Holly's hand slowed, gentled, kept him safe whilst the aftershocks rolled through him.

Then, without hesitation, she brought her hand to her mouth and licked his cum off her fingers. Slow. Deliberate. Eyes locked on his.

"Fuck," Dan breathed.

Holly grinned, leant down, and licked the rest of it off his stomach, his thighs, cleaning him with her tongue like it was the most natural thing in the world. When she was done, she kissed him, deep and filthy, and he could taste himself on her lips.

"That's not even all of it," Holly murmured against his mouth.

Dan's spent cock gave a faint, interested twitch. "There's more?"

"Course there's more." Holly settled back against the pillows, one hand idly stroking his chest. "After they finished filming, after I'd come down from my little solo session in the corner, JK asked if I wanted to stay the night. Said Erin and her husband wouldn't mind, and he had the spare room sorted."

"But I didn't sleep much in the end." Holly's smile was wicked. "We fucked three more times before I came home to you."

Dan's stomach flipped. His cock, impossibly, started to harden again.

"First time was slow," Holly said, her voice warm and reminiscent. "Proper slow, just the two of us making love, no camera, no audience. He took his time with me, Dan. Made me come twice before he even thought about finishing. Then he filled me up, so deep I could still feel it leaking out of me this morning."

Dan swallowed hard.

"Second time was in the middle of the night," Holly continued. "I woke up with his cock already hard against my arse, and I was so wet, babe. Didn't even need warming up. Just rolled over, pulled him on top of me, and let him fuck me again. Hard this time. Fast. Like he couldn't help himself."

"And the third time?" Dan's voice was barely a whisper.

"Early morning," Holly said, grinning. "Just before I left. He woke me up with his mouth between my legs, ate me out until I came, then fucked me one last time before I had to get dressed and come home to you."

Dan lay there, utterly spent, utterly wrecked, and somehow more content than he'd felt in years.

Holly kissed him again, soft this time, affectionate. "Still love me?"

"More than ever."

"Good." She stroked his hair, tender, familiar. "Because I'm going back next month. Proper collab with Erin. Overnight again, probably. That alright?"

Dan looked at her properly then: flushed, glowing, utterly unbothered by her own question, like there'd only ever been one answer.

What else could I say.

"More than alright," he said, and meant it in a way that went straight down into his chest.

Holly kissed him properly this time, deep, warm, still tasting faintly of his own cum.

"Good boy," she murmured against his mouth.

The words didn't make him small. They told him, plain and simple, exactly where he stood.

They lay there a while longer, talking low about logistics, about what came next. Holly needed new lingerie, the kind that actually filmed well, not the stuff from the back of the drawer. She'd need lifts some nights, or taxi money when Dan couldn't manage it himself. She'd be out later more often. Overnight, sometimes.

Dan listened, nodded, agreed to all of it without a flicker of hesitation.

It wasn't a negotiation. It was just how things were now. Their life, rearranged around something that made more sense to him than ten years of the old one ever had.

Eventually Holly got up, padded to the bathroom, came back smelling of toothpaste and the moisturiser she kept by the sink. She pulled on one of his old t-shirts, the grey one gone soft with age, and disappeared into the kitchen. She came back with two mugs of tea, handed him one, climbed back in beside him.

They sat together, ordinary and married, drinking tea in the late morning light like nothing at all had happened, which was somehow the strangest and truest part of the whole thing.

"I love you," Holly said quietly.

"I love you too."

And he did, more than he'd ever managed to say out loud in any of the ordinary ways. Not despite what she'd become. Because of it. She'd found the version of herself she'd apparently kept folded away for years, and he'd found the version of himself he'd spent his whole marriage too frightened to let out properly: a husband who stayed home, made the tea, watched from the sofa, and was quietly, hopelessly grateful for the privilege of it.

Happier than he'd ever been in his life. The thought didn't need dressing up. It just sat there in his chest, true and simple, next to the tea going cold in his hand.
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Dan got home from UCLH just after half six, Northern Line rammed as always, pushed through the door of the flat and stopped. Holly was already getting ready. Not for him, obviously - for her boyfriend JK. The knowledge hit the same way it always did now: low in his stomach, immediate in his cock.

Her overnight bag sat half-packed on the bed. Black lace underwear, new, expensive-looking, sitting on top. Sheer enough to see straight through. The kind Holly bought for camera work now, not for Friday nights with him. Nothing like the cotton ones she used to wear. She always left them out, so he got to see them before they were ruined.

Her phone was propped against the mirror playing something low and rhythmic whilst she leant close to the glass, lipstick in hand, absorbed. Dan could see her face in the reflection: focused, confident, glowing already and JK wasn't even here yet.

Dan put the kettle on, then went through without being asked and zipped the back of her dress. The little black one. Ended mid-thigh. Showed the curve of her arse when she bent forward, which she would, for JK, for the camera, for however many strangers were tipping tonight. And here he was. Doing up the zip. Good lad. His cock thickened in his trousers, reliable as fucking clockwork.

"Thanks, babe." Holly didn't look away from the mirror, just tilted her head slightly so he could reach the clasp. "Can you do this one? I can never get it myself."

Dan fixed the gold hoop at her ear, fingers steady even though his pulse wasn't, and stood back whilst she checked herself properly: left, right, assessing.

She looked extraordinary. She always did now, but tonight especially. All sharp lines and sexual confidence, the kind of woman who turned heads on Kentish Town Road and knew it, owned it, used it.

Christ. When did that happen?

Dan knew exactly when. He'd been there for every step of it, and he'd built the fucking runway.

"You look beautiful," Dan said quietly.

Holly met his eyes in the mirror, smiled. "Good. I'm aiming for devastating, but beautiful works."

He remembered, briefly, the very first Friday night. The incognito browser he'd opened on this same laptop whilst Holly was in the shower. The careful pitch he'd made about Erin's page being fun, harmless, just a bit of spice to liven things up. He'd been so sure he was in control, so convinced he could introduce the fantasy without ever letting it touch them properly.

What a fucking idiot.

The distance between that man and the one standing here now, zipping his wife's dress so she could go and fuck another man on camera, was so wide Dan couldn't see across it anymore. And he didn't feel grief in the measuring. He felt relief. Lighter. Freer.

"What time's JK getting here?" Dan asked.

"Half seven. We're going to his first, then probably on to Erin's later if she's filming." Holly applied mascara, practised, quick. Didn't miss a stroke. "I'll text you when I know. Might stay over."

"Alright." Dan leant against the doorframe, watching her. His wife. Getting ready to fuck another man. Might stay over. His cock pulsed. "You nervous?"

"About what?"

"I don't know. Being on camera again?"

Holly laughed, warm and unselfconscious, and it made Dan's chest go tight. "Not even slightly. I love it, Dan. You know I love it."

He did know. She'd done two more collabs with Erin since the first one, plus a solo shoot at JK's flat that had gone live on her own page last week. Holly had her own page now. Her own subscribers. Her own income, small but growing, and she talked about it the way she used to talk about the salon, except with actual enthusiasm, actual life in her voice.

The buzzer went, sharp and sudden, and Holly's face lit up. The change was instant: her shoulders straightened, her smile widened, her entire body pivoted towards the door like a flower turning to the sun.

Jesus Christ.

Holly grabbed her bag, checked her phone, leant in and kissed Dan quickly on the mouth. Her lipstick left a faint taste on his lips: sweet, chemical, already not for him.

"That's him. Don't wait up, yeah?"

"I will anyway."

"I know." She squeezed his hand, warm, affectionate, already halfway out the door. "Love you."

"Love you too."

She was halfway down the hall when Dan called after her. "Holly."

She turned, eyebrows raised, impatient.

Tell her to stay. Tell her not to go. Tell her-

"Have fun."

Her smile was so wide it made his chest ache. "Always do, babe."

The door slammed. Her footsteps echoed down the stairs, quick and light, and Dan stood in the hallway listening to them fade.

Always do.

He believed her.
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The Ritual Completed

Dan sat in his old spot on the sofa. The cushions dipped in the middle, shaped by months of waiting, months of watching, months of sitting exactly here whilst Holly fucked JK and other collaborators for her channel. He settled into it easily now, laptop balanced on his thighs, familiar weight.

He opened it; no incognito window anymore, and no furtive glances over his shoulder - there were no secrets anymore, just a far more openness to sex and porn. OnlyFans already logged in, and a notification was waiting at the top of the feed.

mooreerinxxx is live.

Dan clicked, and Erin filled the screen immediately, warm and radiant as always, sitting cross-legged on her bed in red lingerie, chatting easily to the growing comment feed. Her newly blond hair was down, loose over her shoulders, and she was laughing at something someone had written, that dimpled smile Dan had been watching well over a year now.

Christ. Has it really been that long?

"Hi babe," Erin said to the camera, like she was talking directly to him, directly to all of them. "Good week? Mine's been very, very good."

The chat scrolled fast, tips already coming in, usernames Dan half-recognised from months of watching. He wasn't just another subscriber anymore. He was part of this world now, adjacent to it, his wife inside it properly whilst he stayed here, exactly where he was supposed to be.

Peripheral. Watching & tipping.

Erin leant forward, read a comment aloud, grinned wider. "Someone's asking after Holly. She's having a lovely evening. I'll leave it there."

A year ago he'd have found that unbearable, tonight it just felt like being included.

He settled into the stream properly now, whisky at his elbow, and let himself watch. No guilt. No furtive tab-closing panic. Just Erin, warm and filthy on screen, doing solo content, intimate, chatty, exactly the kind of thing Dan had first subscribed to a year ago when he'd still thought this was containable.

Jesus.

Nothing about tonight resembled that first guilty wank. He was harder, yes, but lighter. His cock in his hand, his wife in another man's bed, and somehow, somehow, this was fine.

Better than fine.

Right.

He stroked himself slowly, no rush, just the steady rhythm of his hand and Erin's voice in his ears and the warm spreading knowledge that Holly was somewhere across London, on camera, doing exactly what she wanted, exactly what he'd opened the door for.

Good lad.

He came quietly, deliberately, into a tissue, cleaned himself up without hurry, and sat for a moment in the ordinary hush of the flat afterwards. Traffic outside. Fridge humming. The particular peace of a home with nobody in it but him, and that being, for once, perfectly all right.

More than all right.

THE END
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Slut Wife Collection: Six Explicit Stories of Shared Wives

Amazon Link

Six couples, six filthy fantasies made real – dive into the ultimate hotwife anthology of temptation, risk, and lust!

Welcome to Slut Wife Collection: Six Explicit Stories of Shared Wives, a brand-new XXX anthology from British erotica author Chris P. Rider – unapologetically filthy, shameless, and dripping with hardcore hotwife action. This isn’t romance. This is brazen erotica designed for readers who want stuck-to-the-page filth.

Inside, you’ll find six standalone stories, each one pushing wives out of their comfort zones and into beds, beaches, bars, hotel rooms, and alleyways where strangers use them, hard and messy, while their husbands watch – and can’t stop touching themselves.

In Nude Beach Awakening, a shy English wife on holiday dares to strip in public, only to be pulled into the dunes by two hung Spanish strangers who flood every hole while her husband watches from the scrub.

The Wrong Bar takes a nervous London wife into the infamous Obsidian nightclub, where her husband deliberately places her in the orbit of towering black bulls – her first taste of a gangbang, crowned airtight in front of a cheering circle.

In The University Revisit, a posh Lady and her husband walk back into their old Oxford college… ending in her being gangbanged by a room full of sweaty rugby lads, climaxing in the sheer taboo of finally being creampied by the shy scholarship boy who worshipped her all his life.

Late Night Office Temptation drags another marriage straight under fluorescent light. A London wife is bent raw over her desk by her boss while her husband masturbates at the window – overwhelmed as she screams she’s been “reshaped” by his cock while London watches through fourteen floors of glass.

Hotel Key Swap Seduction pushes a young married couple into the arms of swinging veterans, where the wife is sucked into bisexual play, her first new cock, and even pegging demonstrations that change their marriage forever.

And finally, the anthology closes with the filthiest of them all: Dirty Taxi Home – where a drunk wife in a pink mini-dress is stripped and fucked over a cab bonnet by a greasy cabbie while her husband films. Then a tramp stumbles in, jerking off, licking her arse, and spraying his cum across her back before the cabbie rams her arse bare. It’s sticky, it’s brutal, and it’s unforgettable.

Every one of these tales contains cum-dripping creampies, throat-wrecking blowjobs, brutal size comparisons with husbands’ smaller cocks, exhibition risks, and the kind of shameless acts that mean you’re definitely better off reading this on your Kindle, not in public.
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A Marriage Evolved

Amazon: https://amzn.eu/d/fqJYypZ

When Emily Harrington discovers her husband James's hidden desires through his browser history, their seemingly perfect marriage faces a crossroads. Rather than confront him with anger, Emily's curiosity leads her down a path of self-discovery, exploring concepts of love, trust, and personal freedom that she never imagined possible.

As Emily delves deeper into understanding her husband's fantasies, she begins questioning her own desires and limitations. Through careful research and open communication, the couple finds themselves growing closer as they discuss possibilities that both excite and frighten them. Their journey of mutual discovery transforms their relationship, pushing boundaries they never thought they'd cross.

At work, Emily catches the attention of the charismatic Dr. Alexander Thornton, whose confidence and commanding presence awakens something within her. With James's encouragement, Emily begins to explore her newfound freedom, discovering sides of herself she never knew existed. As she embraces her evolving sexuality, Emily finds herself torn between her deep love for James and her growing attraction to Alex.

Their marriage takes an unconventional turn as James discovers joy in Emily's happiness and personal growth. Through their shared experiences, they develop a deeper understanding of trust, communication, and the multiple facets of love. However, their journey isn't without its challenges, as they navigate societal expectations and their own insecurities.

Meanwhile, a darker element lurks in the shadows. Ethan, a skilled student hacker, watches Emily's transformation with twisted fascination, gathering information and plotting to use it for his own devious purposes. His presence threatens to disrupt the delicate balance Emily and James have created.

As Emily continues to push her boundaries and explore her desires, she discovers a community of like-minded individuals who support and understand their lifestyle choices. Through online forums and real-world encounters, both Emily and James find validation and encouragement for their unconventional choices.

This steamy romance novel explores themes of marriage, trust, and personal growth as Emily and James redefine their relationship on their own terms. Their journey showcases how open communication and mutual support can strengthen a marriage, even as it evolves beyond traditional boundaries.

"A Marriage Evolved" is the first book in The Harringtons series, setting the stage for Emily and James's continuing journey of discovery, passion, and love. This novel contains mature themes and is intended for adult readers who enjoy spicy romance with elements of psychological exploration and relationship dynamics.
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Private Viewing: A Hotwife Tale

Amazon: https://amzn.eu/d/ftcH3q8

A SPICY HOTWIFE ESTATE AGENCY ADVENTURE

Takes readers into the transformed marriage of Sue and David Maxwell as they discover an unconventional path to professional success and marital ecstasy.

Sue’s faltering career as an estate agent coincides with her husband David’s crippling writer’s block. When David suggests a provocative solution—that Sue should embrace her sexuality to attract clients—neither anticipates how completely this experiment will reshape their lives.

From the moment Sue trades her conservative trouser suits for revealing dresses and stockings, the transformation is electric. Male clients can’t keep their eyes off her, and neither can her formerly disinterested colleagues. As Sue’s confidence grows with each successful viewing, so does her willingness to push boundaries.

David finds himself consumed with lust as Sue returns home with increasingly explicit stories – the client who couldn’t resist kissing her after signing papers, the sophisticated businessman who backed her against the shower door, her boss Jimmy whose wandering hands demanded more than just professional excellence.

The narrative sizzles as Sue details her adventures in their bedroom, turning David’s jealousy into a potent aphrodisiac that reignites their sex life. Each confession becomes more explicit – Sue bent over a kitchen island, taken against floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking London, servicing multiple men while thinking of her husband waiting at home.

When the Harrington brothers, wealthy, dominant property developers, request Sue’s “personal service” for a penthouse viewing, the stakes rise dramatically. Their clinical domination pushes Sue to sexual extremes she never imagined, including being shared by both brothers simultaneously while their cameras record every breathless moment.

Throughout her transformation, Sue maintains her loving connection to David through detailed confessions that fuel both his resurgent writing career and their passionate lovemaking. His novel about a hotwife estate agent flows freely now, blurring the lines between fiction and their new reality.

By the story’s conclusion, Sue has evolved from an overlooked professional to a confident sexual being who leverages her powerful allure to save an entire estate agency. Jimmy’s business thrives, David’s writing career resurges, and their marriage reaches new heights of intimacy through their unconventional arrangement.
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Caribbean Confessions:
An Interracial Hotwife Tale

Amazon: https://a.co/d/drUZX6c

Cate and Brandon's marriage may look perfect from the outside – successful careers, luxurious London penthouse, enviable lifestyle – but behind closed doors, their bedroom has grown predictable. Routine. Safe.

When Brandon books a surprise getaway to an exclusive adults-only Caribbean resort, neither spouse reveals their secret: they both harbor forbidden fantasies about Cate exploring pleasure with well-endowed men while Brandon watches.

Paradise Cove promises discretion, luxury, and "bespoke experiences" for discerning couples. The attentive staff – particularly their personal butler Mateo – seem eager to fulfill every desire, spoken or unspoken.

As the tropical heat intensifies, Cate and Brandon discover colored wristbands that reveal guests' preferences and boundaries. White for newcomers. Blue for the curious. Purple for the adventurous. Red for those ready to surrender completely to fantasy.

Their couples massage becomes an unexpected initiation when their therapists offer "enhanced services" that leave them both breathless. Later, at the resort's exclusive nightclub, they witness couples openly exploring fantasies they've only whispered about in the dark.

A private yacht excursion with other experienced couples pushes their boundaries further, while a beachfront masquerade party – where identities remain hidden but desires are fully exposed – transforms their relationship forever.

What starts as a holiday escape becomes a journey of sexual awakening as Brandon embraces his desire to direct and observe, while Cate rediscovers the wild, uninhibited woman she once was during her university days.

Their final night at Paradise Cove culminates in an arranged encounter that fulfills their deepest fantasies – professionally recorded to ensure they never forget how completely they've embraced their true desires.

Will their newfound sexual freedom survive the return to London's conservative society, or will Paradise Cove remain a beautiful yet temporary escape from reality?
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