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Act 1 Awakening


1: Movie Night

Emma adjusts her new loungewear in the hallway mirror, wondering if the slightly lower neckline is too obvious a change from her usual Saturday night attire. The soft grey cashmere clings in ways her old baggy jumpers never did, accentuating curves she's been rediscovering lately through the increasingly spicy pages of her favourite books. She hears Jordan cursing at the entertainment system from the living room, a weekly battle that always makes her smile.

"Need help, love?" she calls out, though they both know technology is hardly her forte. Her attention returns to her reflection, fingers unconsciously trailing along her collarbone where the neckline dips just a little lower than before. Nothing scandalous - she's still a respected and married English teacher, after all - but enough to feel like she's testing waters she's only read about.

Her phone buzzes on the counter, another Instagram notification. The latest review of that seemingly innocent enemies-to-lovers novel is getting more attention than usual, probably because of the slightly risqué quote she chose to highlight. She hurries into the kitchen and dims the screen, though she knows her "tamer" books are safely displayed on the visible shelves. The spicier ones are hidden away behind the sofa, a secret that's becoming harder to keep as her collection of books grows.

"Got it!" Jordan's triumphant voice carries through just as the doorbell chimes. Emma's heart does its usual little skip - their Saturday nights are as routine as her lesson plans, but lately, everything feels charged with something else that she just can’t put her finger on.

"I'll get it," she calls back, giving herself one last glance. The grey cashmere might be new, but these weekly gatherings are comfortably familiar - five of Jordan's closest friends from university days, all successful, all single now due to Dan's recent messy divorce and all – but one - increasingly featured in the kinds of thoughts she usually saves for her more adventurous reading material.

The doorbell rings again, more insistently this time. Dan, of course. Always punctual, unlike some. She watches through the kitchen door as she lets Jordan beat her to it, letting in their first guest of the evening. Dan's bulky rugby player build fills the doorframe, and Emma finds herself noticing how his thick jumper stretches across his shoulders as he hands Jordan a bottle of wine - the expensive kind from that little shop he knows she loves.

"Emma!" Dan's face lights up when he spots her, and she moves forward to accept his usual bear hug. Has he always held on this long? Or is she just more aware of these things lately, her mind too full of scenes from her hidden books?

"Let me guess," she says, pulling back to examine the wine bottle, "that lovely little place in Greenwich?"

Dan's dimples deepen. "Only the best for our favourite hostess. Though I see I'm not the only one bringing something new to Saturday night." His eyes flick briefly to her outfit, the glance so quick she might have imagined it.

"Oh, this old thing?" Emma feels her cheeks warm slightly. "Just something I found at the back of the wardrobe."

Jordan snorts from where he's fiddling with wine glasses. "Back of ASOS, more like. Our Emma's been doing some serious damage to the credit card lately. Books, clothes... quite the shopping spree."

"Books?" Dan's eyebrow raises with interest. "Still building that famous collection of yours?"

Emma is saved from responding by another ring of the doorbell. Marc, probably, with whatever delicious tapas creation he's brought this week. Though if it's Ryan, already being his usual arrogant self...

The rich aroma of garlic and chorizo announces Marc's arrival before Jordan even opens the door. He sweeps in like he owns the place, all chef's confidence and easy charm, balancing three ceramic dishes that steam promisingly.

"Mi amor!" he declares, somehow managing to kiss Emma's cheek while never risking his precious cargo. "I've brought something special tonight - my new menu items need testing." His accent thickens when he's excited about food, and Emma finds herself watching his forearms flex as he arranges the dishes on her counter, his rolled-up sleeves revealing hints of the herb tattoos that disappear beneath crisp white cotton.

"Careful," Dan teases from where he's made himself comfortable against the kitchen island, "last time you used us as guinea pigs, Tom couldn't feel his tongue for days."

"That's because our quiet artist friend has the spice tolerance of a British tourist," Marc retorts, already arranging small plates with the precision that earned his restaurant its first Michelin star. "Speaking of Tom..."

As if summoned, there's a soft cough from the doorway. Tom has done his usual trick of arriving unnoticed, a canvas bag of craft beers dangling from one hand, his ever-present sketchbook tucked under his arm. Emma catches him hastily sliding his phone away - he's always capturing moments, turning their gatherings into art she pretends not to know ends up in his private collection.

"Perfect timing," she says warmly, accepting the gentle kiss he places on her cheek. His artist's eyes take in her new outfit with more appreciation than the others, and she knows somewhere in that sketchbook, this version of her will appear in careful lines and shadows.

"You look lovely," he says quietly, then busies himself arranging his bottles in their fridge, tips of his ears slightly pink above the collar of his black turtleneck.

Jordan's phone buzzes. "Ryan is running late," he announces, surprising no one. "Apparently there's a 'situation' at the office."

"On a Saturday?" Dan rolls his eyes. "More likely he's extracting himself from some poor girl's penthouse."

"Or trying to decide which overpriced whisky to bring," Marc adds, now artfully drizzling something that smells divine over his creations.

Emma's phone chooses that moment to buzz again - another notification from her latest post, this one making her bite her lip. The comment is deliciously specific about a particular scene she'd highlighted. She quickly swipes it away but feels a thrill at the slightly naughty feedback she's starting to get.

"Earth to Emma," Dan's voice breaks through her thoughts. "Where'd you go just then?"

"Probably lost in one of her books again," Jordan says fondly, coming behind her to kiss her head. "She's quite the influencer these days."

"Oh?" Tom looks up from where he's sketching something in the corner. "What kind of books?"

Before Emma can formulate a suitably vague response, the front door crashes open with familiar dramatic flair.

"Don't all thank me at once," Ryan's voice booms through the house. "This whisky cost more than Dan's car."

Emma rolls her eyes automatically, even as something tightens low in her belly.

They migrate to the living room in stages, Marc's tapas balanced on the coffee table while Jordan finishes fiddling with the sound system. Emma settles into the centre of the L-shaped sofa, tucking her legs under her and accepting a generous pour of Dan's wine. The new loungewear rides up slightly as she adjusts, and she pretends not to notice Ryan's glance from where he's arranging glasses for his precious whisky.

"Right then, Marc," Dan says, popping what looks like a prawn into his mouth and immediately making an indecent sound of pleasure. "What exactly are you torturing us with tonight?"

Marc preens, arranging himself in the armchair like a king holding court. "The prawns you're demolishing are my take on gambas al ajillo - though with a little extra kick. The small empanadas are filled with oxtail I've been braising for twelve hours, and the other dish..." He pauses dramatically, "That's my secret."

"Your secrets usually try to kill me," Tom murmurs, but he's already reaching for seconds.

"Speaking of secrets," Ryan sprawls onto the sofa, somehow taking up more space than should be physically possible, "did anyone see that review in the Times? Our boy's becoming a proper celebrity chef."

Emma perks up. "Oh! Was that what that photographer was doing outside Fuego on Thursday? I walked past on my way home from school."

"Ah, sí," Marc's smile turns slightly wicked. "Though perhaps we don't mention what else that photographer might have captured? Some of us still remember a certain incident from university involving the fountain outside Magdalen College-"

"We swore never to speak of that night!" Dan protests, while Jordan nearly chokes on his whisky laughing.

"I still have the sketches," Tom adds quietly, making everyone roar.

Emma watches the interplay, loving how easily they fall into old patterns. She shifts slightly, making room as Jordan settles beside her, his hand naturally finding her knee. The movement brings her closer to Ryan's end of the sofa, and she catches a whiff of his ridiculously expensive aftershave.

"The fountain incident aside," Jordan says, "the review was brilliant, mate. Though they didn't mention your famous paella..."

"Because some things," Marc declares, "are reserved for friends only. Speaking of which..." He produces a small Tupperware from his bag. "For Emma's lunch on Monday. Can't have our favourite teacher surviving on cafeteria food."

"Teacher's pet," Ryan drawls, but Emma notices he's watching the easy interaction with something like envy.

"Just because some of us know how to treat a lady," Marc fires back good-naturedly. "Not everyone measures their worth in expensive whisky and corporate takeovers."

"How is the corporate raiding going?" Dan asks, reaching for more prawns. "Still destroying dreams and making millions?"

"Billions, darling," Ryan jokes with a smirk. "Though the latest acquisition is proving... challenging." He launches into a story about his latest target, all arrogant confidence, but Emma notices his eyes keep drifting to her as he talks.

The conversation flows as easily as the drinks, years of friendship making everything comfortable despite the undercurrents Emma's increasingly aware of. Tom sketches quietly while contributing the occasional devastating one-liner. Dan and Marc argue good-naturedly about rugby versus football. Jordan's hand traces absent patterns on her knee as he joins in the banter.

It feels like any other Saturday night, except... except for the way her skin seems more sensitive, the way she notices every accidental touch, every lingering glance. Her phone buzzes again in her pocket, and she wonders if it's another comment about her latest review.

"Right, what television delights are we subjecting ourselves to tonight?" Ryan asks, reaching for the remote. "Please tell me we're not watching another one of Emma's period dramas."

"It's Dan's turn to pick," Emma retorts, though she's distracted by another Instagram notification. She really should turn them off, but the comments on her latest review have been particularly engaging.

"Just need to grab more wine," Ryan announces, unfolding himself from the sofa with casual grace. Emma watches over the rim of her glass as he moves towards the kitchen, then freezes as he detours to the bookshelf.

"Well, well, well," his voice carries that insufferable smugness she usually hates. "What do we have here? 'The Duke's Forbidden Desire'?" He plucks one of her more innocent-looking paperbacks from the shelf, examining the cover with exaggerated interest. "Didn't take you for the bodice-ripper type, Jordan."

Emma feels her cheeks flush as Ryan waves her book around like a trophy. She'd forgotten she'd left that one out - though thankfully it's one of her tamer reads.

"Our Jordan's got hidden depths," Ryan continues, flipping through pages with theatrical interest. "Though I must say mate, I didn't expect you to be into 'his throbbing manhood' and 'heaving bosoms'."

The others roar with laughter, Dan nearly spitting out his wine.

"Always knew there was something you weren't telling us," Marc chimes in, wiping tears from his eyes. "All those late nights 'working'..."

Jordan plays along, batting his eyelashes dramatically. "A man needs his romance. How else am I supposed to learn the art of seduction?"

"Is that what you call it?" Tom adds quietly from his corner, making everyone laugh harder.

"Though I have to say," Ryan continues, now perched on the arm of the sofa like some sort of smug cat, "the sticky notes are a nice touch. Very academic of you, Jordan. 'Good kissing technique here' and 'try this position'..."

Emma watches her husband turn slightly pink - those are her notes, and some are rather explicit. She should probably rescue him.

"The books are mine, obviously," she admits, rolling her eyes. "Though if Jordan wants to take notes, I wouldn't complain."

Ryan's grin turns predatory. "Of course they're yours. But what exactly are you researching, Mrs Williams? Some rather spicy titles here..."

Emma feels her cheeks flush, thankful he hasn't discovered her real collection hidden behind the sofa. "It's research," she says primly. "For my Bookstagram account."

"Bookstagram?" Marc perks up, abandoning his debate with Dan about proper paella rice. "Is that why you were asking about food photography the other day?"

"Emma's quite the influencer these days," Jordan says proudly, squeezing her knee. "What is it now, love? Over five hundred followers?"

"Five hundred and forty-three," she mumbles, watching in horror as Ryan flips through the pages of her book.

"Oh my," he drawls, clearly having found one of the steamier scenes. "'His grace's powerful hands gripped her heaving—'"

"That's quite enough!" Emma springs up, snatching the book from his hands. Their fingers brush, and she ignores the little jolt it sends through her.

"Do share your account name," Ryan's grey eyes glitter with mischief. "I'd love to read your... reviews."

"In your dreams!" she says quickly – perhaps too quickly, judging by Tom's raised eyebrow.

"Shame," Ryan settles back onto the sofa, somehow even closer to her usual spot than before. "I bet your followers love your... detailed analysis."

"Actually," Jordan pipes up, “Some publishers even send her their advanced reading copies to review."

"Really?" Dan looks impressed. "Our Emma's moving up in the world. Though I must ask – are they all Dukes and Earls, or do you branch out into mere mortals?"

If they only knew about her hidden shelves, Emma thinks, fighting another blush. About the increasingly spicy novels she reviews under careful pseudonyms, or the comments she's been getting lately from male followers.

"I review all sorts," she says carefully, returning to her seat. She's keenly aware of Ryan's presence, the way his arm drapes along the back of the sofa behind her. "Now, weren't we starting a movie?"

"Not until you tell us more about these books," Marc grins. "Do they have any good food scenes? I could give you professional insight..."

"Or architectural accuracy for those castle encounters," Tom adds quietly, making Dan choke on his wine.

Emma takes a large sip of her drink, feeling trapped but also somehow thrilled. "They're just romance novels," she insists. "Nothing too exciting."

"The lady doth protest too much," Ryan murmurs, close enough that she feels his breath on her ear. "I wonder what other literary treasures you're hiding..."

"Right, enough tormenting our hostess," Dan intervenes with his usual protective instinct. "What are we actually watching tonight?"

Emma shoots him a grateful look as he navigates to Netflix, deliberately drawing everyone's attention away from her books. She settles back into her comfy spot on the sofa, though she notices Ryan hasn't moved his arm from behind her.

Marc tops up everyone's glasses before returning to his armchair, launching into a story about a famous food critic who'd visited his restaurant that week. The familiar rhythm of conversation resumes, but something has shifted subtly in the atmosphere. Or maybe she's just more aware of it now.

Jordan's hand returns to her knee as the opening credits roll, familiar and comforting. On-screen, some new psychological thriller begins to play, but Emma finds her attention wandering. Tom has his sketchbook balanced on one knee, pencil moving in swift, sure strokes. She catches him glancing up occasionally, studying the group's casual arrangement with an artist's eye.

The wine and Marc's excellent food have created a warm, cosy atmosphere. Dan's stretched out on the floor, his broad back against the sofa near her feet. She can smell Ryan's aftershave every time he shifts, which seems to be happening more frequently than strictly necessary. She can almost feel her hidden bookshelf calling to her from behind its spot behind them. Her phone buzzes again in her pocket bringing her back to reality.

Leave them till later, she tells herself. For now, she lets herself sink into this moment, aware of every small touch, every shared glance, every subtle shift in the dynamics of their long-time friendship group. Something is changing, though she's not quite sure what – or if she's ready for it.

The film turns out to be one of those stylish European thrillers where everyone is impossibly beautiful and tension simmers beneath perfect facades. Emma finds herself shifting slightly as the lead actress pins her co-star against a rain-streaked window, the scene artfully shot but undeniably charged.

"Bit racy for a Saturday night," Marc comments, though his grin suggests he's not complaining.

"We could always switch to one of Emma's historical dramas," Ryan suggests, his voice low and teasing near her ear. "Though I suspect they're not quite as tame as they appear."

She ignores him but feels her cheeks warm as another intimate scene unfolds on screen. Dan coughs slightly from his position on the floor, and she's suddenly very aware of how her bare foot is almost touching his shoulder.

"The cinematography is excellent," Tom murmurs, his pencil moving faster across his sketchbook. Emma wonders what he's capturing – the way the TV's glow plays across their faces, or something more subtle in their unconscious repositioning as the evening progresses.

Jordan's thumb traces absent circles on her knee, and she leans into him slightly, grateful for his solid presence. On-screen, the leads are building towards another encounter, all meaningful glances and charged silences.

"Anyone need a top-up?" Ryan asks during a quieter moment, his arm brushing her shoulders as he reaches for the whisky bottle. She catches a stronger wave of his aftershave and finds herself remembering a similar scene in one of her hidden books, where the arrogant CEO...

Her phone buzzes again. She’s itching to check these notifications, but that would mean moving, disturbing this delicate balance they've found, and she doesn’t want to give Ryan any more ammunition to take the piss out of her. The evening with friends is always comforting, and she doesn’t want to ruin the relaxed atmosphere with more biting remarks.

"You know," Marc says thoughtfully as another steamy scene begins, "this reminds me of that film festival in our second year when Emma and Jordan weren't together yet. Remember how-"

"We swore never to mention that night!" Emma protests, but she's laughing. The memory of her younger self, full of unacknowledged wanting, feels particularly relevant tonight.

"I have pictures somewhere," Tom adds, making everyone groan.

"Probably right next to the fountain incident sketches," Dan chuckles, his head tipping back against the sofa. The movement brings his broad shoulder into contact with her foot, but neither of them pulls away.

The film continues its elegant dance of desire and danger, the atmosphere in the room growing thicker with each artfully shot encounter. Emma finds herself holding her breath during certain scenes, taking more notice than usual of every small shift and touch around her. When the lead actress finally gives in to her forbidden attraction, the room feels almost too warm.

"Well," Ryan drawls during the next quiet moment, "this is certainly more entertaining than last week's superhero marathon."

As the credits finally roll, Emma blinks, feeling almost as if she's surfacing from underwater. The spell of the evening breaks gradually – Marc stretching dramatically in his armchair, Dan pushing himself up from the floor with a grunt that reminds them they're not university students anymore.

"Well, that was..." Jordan searches for the right word.

"French," Tom supplies quietly, closing his sketchbook with a soft snap.

The familiar routine of a Saturday night ending clicks back into place. Marc starts gathering his dishes, waving away Emma's offers to help wash them. "These are my good ceramics, querida. I've seen how you stack a dishwasher."

"Oi!" she protests, grateful for the return to normal banter. The weird tension from earlier dissipates like morning mist, replaced by the comfortable friendship they've built over the years.

"Some of us have early starts tomorrow," Dan announces, checking his watch. "Rugby training with the sixth formers."

"On a Sunday?  Are you that desperate to get away from dusty history books?" Emma asks, finally extracting herself from the sofa to start collecting wine glasses. She steadfastly ignores how Ryan's arm slips away from behind her.

"Character building," Dan grins. "You know how I’d feel trapped in my classroom if I didn’t get to help with the rugby lessons.  Besides, that new PE teacher has no idea how to ruck properly."

The conversation turns to gentle teasing about Marc's love life as everyone begins the choreographed dance of gathering coats and bags. Tom helps Jordan clear bottles while Marc carefully packs his dishes into the insulated bag he always brings.

"Another successful Saturday," Ryan declares, shrugging on his jacket. "Though next week, I'm choosing the film. Something with less... artistic merit."

Emma rolls her eyes, already feeling more like herself. "As long as it's not another one of your car chase marathons."

They file out with the usual hugs and kisses – Marc's flamboyant, Tom's shy, Dan's bear hug, and Ryan's carefully casual farewell that doesn't quite meet her eyes. Soon it's just her and Jordan, the house suddenly quieter.

"I'll load the dishwasher," Jordan offers, collecting the last few glasses. "You look tired, love."

She is tired, she realizes, but pleasantly so. The evening feels almost dreamlike now, as if she imagined the undercurrents of tension. Her phone sits forgotten in her pocket, notifications waiting.

"I might have a quick bath," she says, stretching. "Get an early night."

Jordan drops a kiss on her forehead as he passes. "Good idea. Though maybe leave any new book reviews for tomorrow?"

She laughs, heading upstairs, and while she did agree to not do any book reviews, Emma cannot resist checking her Insta messages one last time.

A DM from @JansSpicyShelf is waiting for her: "Babe, your review of 'Beach Read' was adorable, but we both know you've got spicier books hidden behind those Jane Austen's. Time to let your inner smut goddess out! Trust me, my followers LOVED when I started reviewing the steam levels... went from 500 to 5000 in a month! Coffee tomorrow? I'll show you how to tastefully tease those thirst trap book photos xx"

Emma feels her cheeks warm, thinking of the progressively spicier collection she's been building, carefully arranged behind her more respectable titles. Of course, Janine would notice - they'd spent enough wine nights giggling over the explicit scenes in "Birthday Girl" and "The Diamond Club". Her friend's successful Bookstagram presence had always made transitioning to spicier content seem so effortless, while Emma still agonised over every slightly suggestive post.


2: Digital Discoveries

Ryan stares unseeing at the quarterly projections filling his monitor, his mind wandering back to Saturday night. Something about Emma's flustered reaction to him finding that romance novel keeps niggling at him. The way her cheeks had flushed, how quickly she'd snatched the book from his hands...

"Mr. Shepherd?" His PA's voice barely registers. "The Goldman Sachs call?"

"Push it back an hour," he says, not looking up from his phone. He's already typing 'Emma Williams book review' into Instagram's search bar, telling himself he's just looking for ammunition to tease her with at next week's gathering. Nothing malicious – their verbal sparring is just part of the group dynamic. Has been since Oxford, when she'd first called him out on his arrogance in that pub quiz.

The search yields nothing useful. Hundreds of Emma’s, none of them Jordan's prim and proper wife. He tries 'London book reviewer', and 'English teacher books', scrolling past endless artfully arranged coffee cups and colour-coded bookshelves. Christ, there's a whole community of these people. BookTok, Bookstagram...

"The board papers for tomorrow's merger..." His PA hovers uncertainly.

"On my desk," he waves her away, refining his search. Greenwich area book reviewers. South London reading groups. Nothing.

He remembers Emma mentioning some publisher sending her books. Another dead end – too many reviewers, too many Emma’s. His fingers drum against his mahogany desk, irritation building. Since when did finding someone online become so bloody difficult?

The morning slips away. He delegates two meetings and reschedules a lunch. Between calls about hostile takeovers and market positions, he keeps returning to his phone. It's becoming a challenge now, and if there's one thing Ryan Shepherd doesn't do, it's fail.

He tries variations of her name – Emma O'Connor (her maiden name), E Williams, EmmaW... Still nothing. Opens her school's website, wondering if they mention staff social media. No luck.

"The USA markets are opening soon, sir," his PA reminds him.

Ryan glances at his Rolex. Fuck. He's wasted half his morning chasing digital shadows. Opening his trading screens, he forces himself to focus on work. The numbers swim before his eyes, and all he can see is Emma's face when he'd started reading from her book aloud...

"...projected growth in the Asian markets suggests..." The analyst's voice fades to background noise as Ryan works his way through Oxford alumni book groups. He finds a mutual friend who follows several London-based book reviewers. Then another. Creates a web of connections, following the digital breadcrumbs.

A notification pops up about the afternoon's merger meeting. He minimizes it. He's close now. He can feel it.

There – a comment on a review of that same Duke book. Someone thanking an @EmmasSpicyReads for recommending it. The username makes him pause, remembering Emma's wine-induced confession about her "spicier" reading tastes at last month's dinner party.

The profile is public. Over five hundred followers. The bio reads: "English teacher by day, romance enthusiast by night. Coffee addict. Wine lover. Living my own enemies-to-lovers story with classic literature."

"Got you," he murmurs, earning a curious glance from his PA. He waves her off, scrolling through Emma's feed. The first few rows are exactly what he'd expect – tastefully arranged classics, quotes from Jane Austen, and school-appropriate content anyone could see.

But then he notices the highlights marked "After Dark Reviews."

His thumb hovers over the icon. The Tokyo markets are forgotten, merger papers untouched. In his glass-walled office high above Canary Wharf, Ryan leans back in his leather chair and clicks.

What he finds makes him forget to breathe.

The first few "After Dark" stories are tame enough – historical romances with slightly steamy scenes, and contemporary novels with brooding billionaires. But as Ryan scrolls deeper, he notices a pattern. Emma's reviews are getting progressively more... adventurous.

"Bloody hell, Mrs. Williams," he mutters, nearly choking on his coffee as he reads her detailed analysis of a particularly explicit scene. The prim English teacher who'd blushed at him finding that Duke book has written a thousand words about the proper technique for light bondage.

His PA knocks tentatively. "Sir? The Goldman Sachs call..."

"Not now." His voice comes out rougher than intended. He clears his throat. "Give me thirty minutes."

The next highlight reel makes him glad he's sitting down. Emma – proper, sharp-tongued Emma – reviewing something called "The Alpha's Captive." Her commentary is surprisingly technical, almost academic in its attention to detail. Until she gets to the good parts.

"The author's use of sensory details during the claiming scene creates a visceral experience. The power dynamic between Slate and Marina perfectly exemplifies the primal attraction between..."

Ryan shifts in his chair, his bespoke trousers suddenly uncomfortable. This can't be Jordan's wife. Except... there's a photo of her desk at school, anthology textbooks stacked neatly beside a steamy paperback. Another of her legs curled under her on their familiar sofa, a glass of wine beside an extremely explicit novel.

"Well, well, well," he murmurs, a slow grin spreading across his face. "Someone's been holding out on us."

He finds himself oddly impressed by her growing confidence in the reviews. Early posts are almost apologetic, and heavy with disclaimers. Recent ones... Christ. She's actually giving detailed critiques of BDSM scenes, discussing the merits of different dominant personalities, and analysing power dynamics with the same precision she probably uses for Shakespeare.

A message notification breaks his concentration – something about the Tokyo markets. He swipes it away, transfixed by Emma's latest review. The book cover alone would make a sailor blush, but she's discussed it with almost clinical detachment. Until the final paragraph:

"While the technical aspects of the scene are well-crafted, what truly resonates is the psychological dominance. The way Marcus gradually breaks down Charlotte's resistance through intellectual challenge rather than mere physical prowess... This is how you write a proper Dom."

Ryan's eyebrows shoot up. The timestamp shows this was posted at 3 AM last Sunday. Hours after she'd been flustered by him finding that relatively tame historical romance.

"Sir?" His PA again. "The board is asking about the merger papers..."

He waves her off, mind racing. This is... fascinating. The contrast between Saturday night's Emma and this online persona is delicious. He could have so much fun with this knowledge at their next gathering.

But something stops him from taking screenshots to share with the group. This feels different than their usual teasing. More intimate somehow. The way she's gradually exploring her sexuality through literature, building confidence in a safe space...

His phone buzzes. The Goldman Sachs call won't wait any longer.

But as he reaches for his desk phone, his other hand is already creating a new Instagram account. Something that will let him explore this side of Emma without revealing his identity. Something that hints at dominance while maintaining intelligence...

DarkDomReader.

Perfect.

◆◆◆

"Mr. Shepherd, your thoughts on the Morrison acquisition?"

Ryan blinks, forcing his attention back to the conference call. Eight faces stare at him expectantly from his monitor, waiting for the incisive analysis he's known for. But all he can think about is Emma's detailed critique of power dynamics in that last review.

"The numbers don't add up," he says automatically, buying time. His mind keeps drifting to her literary analysis of dominance and submission, the intelligent way she'd broken down complex psychological elements. Who knew the woman who usually spars with him over wine choices had such a filthy mind?

"...and the profit margins?" Someone's asking.

"Too low." He pulls up the relevant spreadsheet, grateful for years of corporate instinct. "They're hiding something in the Q3 reports. Give me until tomorrow to dig deeper."

The faces nod, satisfied. They know he doesn't miss tricks and doesn't get distracted. Except for today, when his best friend's wife is apparently a secret erotic literature expert.

Christ. Jordan. What would Jordan think about Emma's late-night reviews? Does he know? They seemed happy enough on Saturday, though now Ryan recalls Emma's slight restlessness, the way she'd kept checking her phone...

His own phone sits accusingly dark on his desk. The DarkDomReader account waiting to be used. It would be wrong, wouldn't it? Engaging with her like that? Even if it's just about books...

"The Japanese investors are waiting, sir," his PA reminds him.

Right. Work. He's got a bloody empire to run. Can't spend all day obsessing over Emma Williams' hidden depths.

But between calls, his mind keeps circling back. The contrast between her public and private personas is intoxicating. The proper teacher who quotes Jane Austen in class, secretly analysing the psychological nuances of submission at 3 AM. The woman who usually treats him with barely concealed disdain, writing eloquently about the appeal of arrogant, dominant men...

Fuck.

He adjusts himself under his desk, grateful for the privacy screen on his monitor. This is ridiculous. He doesn't get hot and bothered over married women. Especially not sharp-tongued English teachers who've been thorns in his side since university.

Even if they do write surprisingly articulate reviews about bondage techniques.

His calendar pings – afternoon merger meeting in ten minutes. He should be reviewing the takeover strategy. Instead, he finds himself opening Instagram again, cursor hovering over the message button.

What would the great corporate raider say to a secret book reviewer? How does one begin that kind of conversation?

He thinks about her latest review, the one about intellectual dominance. About breaking down resistance through mental challenge rather than physical power. A slow smile spreads across his face as an idea forms.

Time to show Mrs. Williams what a proper Dom really looks like.

Ryan dismisses his PA for the day, needing privacy for this. The merger documents can wait. He's got more interesting prey in his sights.

"All's fair in love and war, Mrs. Williams," he murmurs, thinking of all her explicit reviews. "You started this game."

He selects one of her more recent reviews – a particularly detailed analysis of a scene where the heroine is intellectually dominated before any physical contact. Perfect.  Obviously, he's never read "The Alpha's Captive", but that's what the internet is for, isn't it?  A few searches later and he's got an AI summarising some content for him, perfect if I say so myself.

DarkDomReader: Your analysis of Marcus's psychological dominance in Chapter 12 was... intellectually stimulating. Though I notice you skipped over the more nuanced power exchange in the library scene. Was that deliberate oversight, or professional discretion, Professor?

He pauses, finger hovering over 'send'. Christ, he's actually doing this. Messaging his best friend's wife. Jordan, who's had his back since Oxford...

But then he remembers Emma's own words from her 3 AM review: "The true art of dominance lies in the intellectual challenge..." She's the one posting increasingly explicit content. The one analysing scenes that would make a porn star blush. The proper Mrs Williams, who probably spent this morning teaching teenagers about Shakespeare, has been putting this out into the world. Christ, it's not like he's going to actually do anything other than send a message.

Fuck it.

He hits send.

His heart rate kicks up a notch, predatory instinct awakening. The same thrill he gets before a hostile takeover. He watches the little "online" indicator by her name, wondering if she's in class right now. Teaching about Mr. Darcy's pride while hiding her own prejudice for much filthier literature.

"Sir?" His PA's voice through the intercom. "The merger team is assembled in the boardroom."

"Five minutes."

He should be focusing on the Morrison acquisition. Instead, he's refreshing Instagram, waiting to see if those three dots will appear. Wondering how prim and proper Emma will respond to a stranger challenging her literary analysis.

The irony isn't lost on him. Here he sits in his Canary Wharf office, one of London's most powerful men, reduced to watching a messaging app like a teenager. All because strait-laced Emma Williams has a secret life reviewing filth.

His eyes flicker back to the phone screen.

EmmasSpicyReads is typing...

"Well then, Mrs. Williams," he murmurs, loosening his tie slightly. "Show me what that sharp tongue of yours can do."

The three dots dance on his screen. Stop. Start again. Emma clearly composing and recomposing her response. Ryan imagines her at school, perhaps during a free period, hiding her phone under her desk like one of her students.

Finally:

EmmasSpicyReads: The library scene? Interesting choice. Most readers focus on the later encounters. You've clearly paid... attention to detail.

Ryan's mouth curves into a predatory smile. She's intrigued but cautious. Testing waters.

DarkDomReader: The later scenes are mere physical release. The library is where the true domination begins. His command of knowledge, the way he uses her intellectual curiosity against her... Would you agree that mental submission precedes physical?

The response comes faster this time:

EmmasSpicyReads: God yes. The psychological build-up is everything. The way he quotes philosophy while backing her against the bookshelves... Using literature as foreplay...

His collar feels tight. This isn't the Emma who rolls her eyes at him over wine. This is someone unleashed, uninhibited.

DarkDomReader: Interesting choice of words, Professor. One might think you have personal experience with intellectual seduction.

A longer pause. He pictures her biting her lip, cheeks flushed like they were when he found her book. The merger meeting forgotten, he watches those three dots appear again.

EmmasSpicyReads: One might think you're trying to demonstrate the technique yourself, DarkDomReader. Challenging my analysis, questioning my experience... Very Marcus of you.

Christ. The woman can flirt. Where has this Emma been hiding?

DarkDomReader: Perhaps I simply recognize a keen mind that deserves... stimulation. Your reviews show someone craving deeper intellectual engagement. Among other things.

His phone buzzes with meeting reminders. He silences them all.

EmmasSpicyReads: And you think you're qualified to provide that... stimulation?

The hint of challenge in her response makes his blood heat. This is the Emma he knows - that sharp tongue, that defiance - but now aimed at something far more interesting than their usual bickering.

DarkDomReader: I think you're about to find out, Professor. Have you read Chapter 15 of "The Alpha's Claim" yet? The scene in his study?

EmmasSpicyReads: Not yet. Why?

DarkDomReader: Your homework for this week. Pay particular attention to the power dynamics. I expect a full analysis at the weekend. Don't skip the... explicit passages this time.

He waits, pulse quickening. Thank God for AI, although he’s not sure trying to impress a mates wife is what they had in mind when they created it. Will proper Mrs. Williams accept direction from a stranger?

EmmasSpicyReads: And if I don't?

DarkDomReader: Then we'll have to discuss appropriate consequences. I trust you're familiar with the concept of discipline in literature?

The three dots appear. Disappear. Appear again. His meeting reminder buzzes again - the merger team growing impatient.

Finally:

EmmasSpicyReads: Chapter 15, you said? I might be reading... late tonight.

DarkDomReader: Good girl.

He sends that last message knowing exactly how it will affect her. Imagining her reaction to those two simple words. The Emma he knows would bristle at such condescension.

But this Emma...

EmmasSpicyReads: Fuck.

One word. But it tells him everything he needs to know about how this game will play out.

"Mr. Shepherd?" His PA sounds desperate now. "The board is waiting..."

"Yes, I'm on it, and while I'm talking to those bloodsuckers, I just need you to go to the closest bookshop and get me some books, I'll ping you over the names." Ryan straightens his tie, adjusts his trousers, and stands. He has a merger to dominate.

But tonight... tonight he'll be waiting for a very different kind of submission.

◆◆◆

DarkDomReader: Good girl.

Emma stares at those two words on her phone screen, heat flooding her body. She's sitting in her classroom during breaktime, surrounded by marked essays and lesson plans, but all she can focus on is the way those simple words make her feel.

"Fuck," she types before she can stop herself, then immediately flushes. What must he think of her? A professional educator responding like that to a stranger's message?

But God, the way he'd dissected that library scene. Understanding exactly what made it so potent. Most of her followers just comment on the steamier aspects, but he'd seen straight through to the psychological dominance that makes her squeeze her thighs together when reading late at night.

She glances guiltily at the copy of Pride and Prejudice on her desk, post it notes marking discussion points for next period's Year 12 class. If her students only knew their proper English teacher was getting this worked up over an Instagram message.

Her body feels electric, sensitive to every touch, and she feels the dampness between her thighs. She has to furtively glance down to make sure her hardened nipples aren’t visible to the world. All that just from a literary discussion, for heaven's sake. But the way he'd commanded her to read Chapter 15.

Emma shifts in her chair, crossing and uncrossing her legs. The promise of "consequences" makes her breath catch. When was the last time she'd felt this kind of intellectual and sexual challenge? Jordan is wonderful, loving, and safe... but lately, she's been craving something more. Something darker. She knows instinctively what she must do, get together with Janine, and as soon as possible. Janine’s legendary experience of the spicier side of things will come in use now, and while she has the foul mouth of a sailor sometimes, her advice is always sound.

"Miss? About the homework?"

She jumps, nearly dropping her phone. A student hovers in the doorway – thank God they couldn't see her screen.

"Yes, Charlotte?" Her voice comes out slightly breathless. "The essay's due Friday."

Alone again, she rereads their exchange. The way he'd picked up on her analysis, challenged her understanding, commanded her attention... It was like he'd walked straight out of one of her spicier books.

Pay particular attention to the power dynamics.

Her hand trembles slightly as she tucks her phone away. She has two more lessons to teach, marking to finish, and a department meeting... but all she can think about is getting home to read Chapter 15. To earn his approval.

Good girl.

The bell rings, making her start. Year 12s will be filing in soon to discuss Darcy and Elizabeth's pride and prejudices. While their teacher sits here with soaked knickers, thinking about a mysterious stranger's intellectual dominance.

"Pull yourself together," she mutters, standing to write on the whiteboard. But she can't help wondering what DarkDomReader would think of her now – professional façade barely containing this new, molten need.

For the first time in her teaching career, Emma Williams finds herself counting the minutes until the final bell.

◆◆◆

Emma arrives at Brickwood fifteen minutes early, anxiety driving her to reorganise her tote bag for the third time. Her copy of "The Diamond Club" sits beneath her teacher's planner, its cover carefully wrapped in brown paper.

Janine's already there, holding court at their favourite corner table. Her iPad displays her latest Instagram reel - 21,000 followers now, Emma notes with a mixture of awe and envy.

"Darling!" Janine jumps up, pulling Emma into a tight hug that smells of Jo Malone and success. "I ordered your usual - oat flat white, extra hot."

Emma watches as Janine charms the barista, remembering their first meeting in that art elective at university. She'd been the only English student in a room full of art majors, terrified of embarrassing herself, when Janine had plonked down beside her declaring "Thank God, another normal person!" They'd bonded over terrible sketches and shared romance novels, Janine always pushing Emma towards slightly spicier reads. Even after Emma had switched back to pure English Literature, they'd kept their Thursday coffee dates. Through Emma's courtship with Jordan, through Janine's divorce ("Best decision ever, darling!"), through Emma's early teaching struggles and Janine's successful transition to children's book illustration, they'd remained constants in each other's lives.

If anyone could guide Emma through this new chapter, it was Janine. She'd already navigated her own sexual awakening post-divorce, turning her experiences into empowering content for her followers, all while maintaining her professional reputation. More importantly, she already knew Jordan socially and would be a good judge of how he could react to what she’s been thinking.

Emma sinks into the velvet armchair, grateful for Janine's ability to take charge. "Your latest post about 'Ice Planet Barbarians' was hilarious. Jordan caught me watching it and asked why I was blushing."

"Speaking of blushing..." Janine leans forward, eyes sparkling. "Let's talk about DarkDomReader. Those messages were delicious."

Emma nearly spits out her coffee. "How did you-"

"Babe, you drunk-forwarded them to me at 2 AM." Janine pulls up the screenshots on her phone. "And I have to say, as someone who's been in the spicy book community for years, this guy knows his stuff. The way he analysed that library scene..." She fans herself dramatically.

"It's just online flirting," Emma mumbles, but her cheeks betray her.

"Honey." Janine reaches across the table, manicured fingers wrapping around Emma's wrist. "I've watched you hide those Penelope Douglas books behind your Austen collection for years. You're ready for more, and that's okay."

Emma glances around, but nobody's paying attention to their corner. "I've been thinking about... things. With Jordan's friends."

"The way Dan looks at you? Girl, we've all noticed." Janine grins. "And that's not even mentioning Mr. Shepherd in his grey sweatpants."

"Ryan's an arrogant arse," Emma protests automatically, but even she can hear the lack of conviction.

"Mmhmm." Janine pulls up her Instagram. "Let me show you something. When I started posting thirst trap reviews, showing me in the videos rather than just pretty setup photos, things got moving. Nothing explicit, just suggestive, a little sexy outfit - my engagement tripled. Teachers, lawyers, doctors... we're all allowed to be sexy, Emma."

Emma watches as Janine scrolls through various poses with books - tasteful but teasing, professional but provocative. "Jordan might..."

"Love it?" Janine suggests. "Men are visual creatures, darling. And from what you've told me about those movie nights..." She wiggles her eyebrows.

Emma takes a deep breath and pulls out "The Diamond Club". "Show me?"

Janine's smile widens. "Oh honey, we're going to have so much fun. Now, the first rule of BookTok - it's all about the angles..."

The coffee grows cold as Janine guides Emma through lighting, poses, and hashtags, their heads close together over the phone. For the first time, Emma feels her online persona and hidden desires aligning into something exciting and new.

"Jan?" Emma asks as they pack up. "Have you ever... I mean, with multiple..."

"Partners?" Janine's smile turns knowing. "Let's save that story for wine night. But yes, and it was glorious." She hugs Emma goodbye. "Trust yourself, babe. And text me the second DarkDomReader slides into your DM’s again!"

◆◆◆

Emma knows she probably had already made a decision in the days before meeting with Janine, but her helpful words have helped cement it in her mind.  “I’m going to speak to Jordan later, in bed.”

"You're telling him tonight?" Janine plonks down her second flat white with a flourish. "About bloody time!"

Emma almost shrinks down making herself smaller, now doubting her decision in the face of her friend's enthusiasm, "But what if he thinks I'm..." She trails off, unable to voice her fears.

"A sexually confident woman who knows what she wants?" Janine raises an eyebrow. "The horror."

"I'm serious, Jan." Emma traces the rim of her glass. "What if this ruins everything?"

Janine sets down her own coffee and leans forward. "Okay, let's think about this logically. One: Jordan practically worships the ground you walk on. Two: I've seen the way he watches when the boys flirt with you at movie nights. Three: He's clearly not threatened by your Instagram success - he brags about it!"

"But this is different. This is..." Emma pulls out her phone, showing Janine her latest DM exchange with DarkDomReader.

"Fuck me," Janine breathes, scanning the messages. "This guy knows his stuff. Emma, trust me, most married men fantasise about this stuff, they just need permission to admit it." She pauses, considering. "Remember Sarah from my divorce support group? Her husband surprised her with his reaction when she brought it up. Now they host the kinkiest dinner parties."

"Really?" Emma sits up straighter.

"Mmhmm. Started slow - just flirting, a little dancing. Now..." Janine grins wickedly. "Let's just say their guest bedroom gets a lot of use."

Emma takes a large sip of wine. "But how do I even start that conversation?"

"Show him that scene from 'The Diamond Club' - the one where she first tells her husband. Men are visual creatures, remember? Let him see how hot it makes you..." Janine stands, moving to her bookshelf. "Actually, I have something better. This book has the perfect scene..."

An hour later, her head is spinning with Janine's advice. As she hugs her friend goodbye outside the door of the coffee shop, Janine whispers, "Text me the second you're done talking to him. And Emma?" She pulls back, holding Emma's shoulders. "You're not asking for anything wrong. You're asking for more love, more pleasure, more life. That's beautiful."

In the Uber home, Emma touches the books in her bag, thinking of Jordan waiting at home. Her phone buzzes - a text from Janine:

"You've got this, babe. Remember - Jordan loves ALL of you, including your desires. Now go get your hotwife journey started!  Xx"

Emma smiles, feeling braver. Maybe Janine is right. Maybe this could be the start of something beautiful.


3: Confessions

Emma shifts against the silk pillows, adjusting her new nightdress – another recent purchase she'd justified as "research props" for her Bookstagram photos. The midnight blue silk barely skims her thighs when she sits up like this, propped against the headboard with her tablet balanced on bent knees. Her phone lies beside her, the screen lighting up every few minutes with new notifications.
 

@EmmasSpicyReads mentioned in... DarkDomReader sent you a message... New comment on your post...
 

She tries to focus on Chapter 15 of "The Alpha's Claim" – her "homework" assignment that’s due tomorrow – but her attention keeps drifting to the messages. Three weeks ago, she'd have ignored them until morning. Now, each ping sends a little thrill through her body.

The shower runs in their en-suite, Jordan's off-key humming a distant soundtrack to her increasingly heated thoughts. Usually, she'd be half-asleep by now, but tonight her body feels electric, oversensitive. The silk whispers against her hardened nipples as she reaches for her phone, telling herself she'll just check quickly.
 

DarkDomReader: Tell me what you think about the library scene. Specifically, the moment she realises others can see.
 

Emma's thighs clench involuntarily. He seems to know exactly which elements will affect her most. Her fingers hover over the keyboard, composing and deleting responses. How does he cut straight through to the core of her fantasies?

Another notification slides down:
 

BookishBadBoy: Looking gorgeous in that reading nook pic, Em. What else do you do in that chair? 
 

She smiles, enjoying the attention but not feeling the same spark. These messages had started arriving more frequently since she'd begun posting about the slightly spicier books in her collection, and wonders if Janine was right about making herself look a little more…
 

EmmasSpicyReads: The exhibitionist element is... compelling. Being seen, being wanted, while belonging to someone else...
 

She hits send before she can overthink it, her heart racing. Her skin feels too tight, too warm. She tries again to focus on Chapter 15, but the words blur together as DarkDomReader's reply appears:
 

DarkDomReader: Good girl. Now imagine your husband watching too...
 

The phone trembles slightly in her hand. She glances at the bathroom door, steam creeping beneath it, and allows herself to imagine. Jordan watching. Jordan encouraging. Jordan proud of how others want her...
 

EmmasSpicyReads: I've been reading more about that actually. The whole hotwife dynamic.

DarkDomReader: Tell me more. What appeals to you about it?
 

Emma shifts again, aware of how wet she's becoming. The silk nightdress clings to her skin as she types:
 

EmmasSpicyReads: The trust. The freedom. The way the husband takes pride in sharing something so precious. And of course, the sex…
 

She jumps as her phone buzzes with multiple messages:

SpicyBookLover: That new review is fire, can’t wait to read it myself.

BookNerd89: Reading anything good tonight? 

DarkDomReader: You'd make any man proud to share you.

The shower stops, and Emma's heart rate spikes. She knows she should put the phone down and pretend to be absorbed in her book. Instead, she quickly types one more message to DarkDomReader:
 

EmmasSpicyReads: What if I want more than just books and fantasy?
 

His response is immediate:
 

DarkDomReader: Then it's time to tell him.
 

Emma locks her phone, letting it fall onto the duvet as she presses her thighs together. Her heart pounds against her ribs, skin flushed and tingling. After a moment, she picks up her phone again, opening scrolling through her Instagram feed rather than just looking at her messages and comments.

Her feed is full of similar accounts to hers – women sharing their "spicier" reading choices. She pauses on a post from @ReadingAfterDark: a black and white photo of a woman's bare legs tangled in sheets, a wedding ring clearly visible, book placed strategically. The caption reads: "When your husband encourages your wild side...  #HotwifeLife #SpicyReads"

Two thousand likes. Hundreds of comments.

Emma's finger trembles as she scrolls through them. So many women openly discussing their experiences, their fantasies, and their supportive partners. Her breath catches as she reads their stories – weekend adventures, scheduled play dates, happy marriages made stronger through sharing.

Another post catches her eye: @NaughtyNightReads sharing a reel of her latest book recommendations. All hotwife stories. All are highly rated. The comments section is filled with grateful readers.

"Never knew I wanted this until I read it..." "Showed my husband, now we're exploring..." "Best decision we ever made..."

The silk of her nightdress feels impossibly smooth against her oversensitive skin as she shifts position again. She's soaking wet now, can feel it when she presses her thighs together. Her nipples strain against the fabric, and she bites back a moan when she adjusts the neckline.

More posts, more stories, more women just like her – professional, respectable, loved – exploring their sexuality with their husbands' enthusiastic support. Some even hint at playing with friends, trusted couples, and people they already know.

Unbidden, an image flashes through her mind: Ryan's knowing smirk at movie night, the way his grey eyes seem to see right through her. Dan's gentle hands helping her up from the sofa. Marc's playful flirtation in the kitchen. Tom's quiet observation. Jordan watching it all, proud and aroused.

She suddenly is aware of the lack of sound as their shower switches off, and Emma's body thrums with nervous anticipation. She can hear Jordan moving around in the bathroom, humming to himself. Her husband. The man who's always supported her dreams, her career, her interests.

She glances at her tablet, at the steamy scene she hasn't been able to focus on, then at her phone full of messages and likes and community. Then her gaze shifts to her reflection in her large bedroom mirror, noting her own red blushed cheeks, her hardened nipples visible through silk, her wedding ring catching the lamplight.

Then it's time to tell him.

Her head snaps around as the bathroom door as the handle starts to turn...

◆◆◆

Steam billows into the bedroom as Jordan emerges from the en-suite, towel slung low on his hips. Droplets of water trace paths down his chest, and Emma's breath catches – not for the first time, but somehow different tonight. Her recent readings have made her sensitive to masculine detail: the defined muscles from his swimming routine, the light dusting of chest hair, and the way his shoulders fill the doorframe.

"You're still awake," he says, a smile crinkling the corners of his eyes. "Another one of your spicy books keeping you up?"

Emma clutches her phone tighter, her recent messages with DarkDomReader burning in her mind. "Something like that," she manages, watching a water droplet trail down to disappear beneath his towel. Her nipples tighten against the silk of her nightdress, and she sees the moment Jordan notices, his eyes darkening slightly.

"A new nightdress?" He moves to his drawer, letting the towel drop as he pulls on a pair of sleep shorts. Emma drinks in the sight of him – not massive like her books describe, but familiar, perfect, hers. The thought sends an unexpected throb of arousal through her.

Her phone screen lights up again, and Jordan's eyebrow quirks. "Your fan club is active tonight."

"They're just fellow readers," Emma says, but her voice sounds breathy even to her ears. "Actually... I wanted to talk to you about that”

Jordan slides into bed beside her, the mattress dipping under his weight pulling her closer. His skin radiates warmth from the shower, and Emma catches the familiar scent of his body wash mingled with something uniquely him. He props himself up on one elbow, facing her, close enough that she can see individual water droplets clinging to his shoulders.

"Show me," he says, nodding at her phone. "What's got you all flushed?"

Emma's heart thunders against her ribs. She opens Instagram, carefully navigating to her profile's tamer content. "I've been reviewing more... advanced books lately. The followers seem to really like my takes on them."

"Advanced?" Jordan's voice holds a touch of amusement. He leans closer, his chest pressing against her arm as he peers at the screen. A droplet of water falls from his hair onto her collarbone, sliding down between her breasts, and she has to suppress a shiver.

"Look at this one," she says, pulling up a recent post – a tastefully arranged photo of "The Alpha's Claim" with a wine glass and some strategically placed silk ribbons. The caption discusses power dynamics and trust, skating the edge of explicit without quite crossing the line. "Five hundred likes on that one."

Jordan's hand comes to rest on her thigh, thumb tracing absent patterns on her skin through the silk. "You're getting quite the following," he murmurs, but she catches the slight furrow in his brow. "These books... they're different from your usual Jane Austen discussions."

Emma takes a deep breath, her body responding to his touch, his proximity, the way his chest rises and falls against her arm. "There's this whole community," she continues, voice slightly unsteady. "Women like me – professionals, wives – exploring their sexuality through literature."

She feels Jordan's thumb pause its movement on her thigh. "Exploring how?"

Emma's fingers tremble slightly as she navigates to @ReadingAfterDark's profile. "Like this," she whispers, showing him the black and white photo of tangled sheets and a wedding ring. She feels Jordan tense beside her, his thumb stilling completely on her thigh.

"That's..." His voice trails off, and Emma rushes to fill the silence.

"It's called Hotwifing," she says quickly, the word falling from her lips before she can lose her nerve. "It's where a husband shares his wife, but not like – not like cheating. It's about trust and love and..." She falters as Jordan withdraws his hand from her thigh, sitting up straighter against the headboard.

"Share?" His voice sounds strange, tight. "Share how exactly?"

Emma turns to face him properly, the silk of her nightdress sliding higher up her thighs. She notices his eyes flick down to the exposed skin before snapping back to her face, his jaw clenching. "Physically," she whispers. "With trusted friends, strangers. While the husband watches, while they... direct."

"Christ, Emma." Jordan runs a hand through his damp hair, droplets spattering the sheets. His chest rises and falls more rapidly now, and she can't tell if it's anger or arousal or both. "Are you saying you want to sleep with other men? With our friends?"

The way he emphasises the word 'friends' makes her stomach clench. She watches his face carefully – the flush creeping up his neck, the pulse visible in his throat, the slight dilation of his pupils despite his frown.

"I'm saying I want to explore," she says softly, reaching for his hand. He doesn't pull away, but she feels the tension in his fingers. "With you. For you. The books have shown me, the community – it's all about the husband's pleasure too. His pride in showing off his wife, in knowing others desire what's ultimately his..."

Jordan's breathing has grown heavier, and Emma notices with a jolt that his sleep shorts are tenting slightly, despite his obvious emotional turmoil. "And what if I can't handle it?" he asks, voice rough. "What if sharing you breaks us?"

"Nothing could break us," Emma whispers, shifting closer despite his rigid posture. Her nightdress rides up further, and she notices Jordan's free hand fisting in the sheets. "This isn't about wanting something instead of you. It's about wanting something with you."

She reaches for her phone again, opening her DMs. "Look at these couples," she says, scrolling through the comments. "Married ten years, fifteen years, stronger than ever. They talk about how it brought them closer, made their own sex life more intense."

Jordan's breath catches as she deliberately presses against his side, her breast brushing his arm. "And you've been thinking about this? About specific... friends?" His voice cracks slightly on the last word, and Emma feels him hardening further against his shorts.

"I think about you most," she says truthfully, placing her hand on his thigh. "About how proud you'd look, showing me off. About how you'd reclaim me after..." She feels him throb under her touch. "But yes, I've noticed things. The way Dan's hands feel when he helps me up. How Ryan watches me when he thinks no one's looking. Tom's quiet intensity..."

"Jesus, Emma." Jordan's voice is strangled now, his conflict evident in the tension of his muscles but betrayed by his obvious arousal. "I need... I need time to process this."

Emma nods, withdrawing her hand reluctantly. "Of course. We don't have to decide anything tonight. I just wanted to be honest with you."

Her phone buzzes again – another DM notification. Jordan's eyes fix on it, and she sees something flash across his face. Curiosity? Jealousy? Arousal?

"How many messages do you get?" he asks, voice low. "From these... followers of yours?"

"Some," she admits. "Nothing too inappropriate. Just book discussions, mostly. Maybe some compliments." She doesn't mention DarkDomReader's more provocative messages. Not yet.

Jordan nods slowly, then turns to face her fully. His eyes are dark, pupils blown wide. "Come here," he growls, and Emma's breath hitches as he pulls her into a fierce kiss. It's different from their usual kisses – more possessive, almost desperate. When he finally pulls back, they're both panting.

"I love you," she whispers against his lips. "Whatever happens, that won't change."

"I know," he says roughly. "I just... I need tonight to be just us. While I think."

As Emma reaches to turn off her phone, she sees one final notification from DarkDomReader: "The seed is planted. Let it grow." She presses herself against her husband, pushing thoughts of other men aside for now. But as Jordan's hands slide under her silk nightdress, she can't help wondering if he's imagining other hands joining his own.

Her last coherent thought, before losing herself in Jordan's increasingly urgent touches, is to message Dan tomorrow. She needs to talk to someone who'll understand – and who better than their oldest, most trusted friend?

◆◆◆

Emma arrives at Chalk Coffee five minutes late, which she knows will annoy the always punctual Dan. The café is their usual lunch spot - just far enough from the school they both work at that they rarely run into colleagues or students. She spots Dan immediately, his broad muscular frame making the vintage leather armchair look almost comically small.

He's already got their drinks waiting - her oat milk cappuccino with an extra shot, exactly how she likes it. Of course he remembers. Dan always remembers the little things.

"Sorry I'm late," she says, dropping into the chair opposite him. "Year 11s wouldn't stop asking about their mock exam marks."

Dan's warm brown eyes crinkle with understanding. "Let me guess - Mary Thompson convinced herself she'd failed again?"

"Got an A star, naturally." Emma wraps her hands around the warm cup, avoiding Dan's gaze. She'd dressed herself with slightly more care than usual this morning - a silk blouse that sits just right across her chest, her best pencil skirt. She tells herself it's just because she had a parent meeting earlier, but she knows that's not entirely true.

Dan leans forward, concern evident in the slight furrow of his brow. "Em, your message this morning... is everything okay with you and Jordan?"

The genuine care in his voice makes her throat tight. She takes a sip of coffee to cover her sudden emotion, then forces herself to meet his eyes. "Yes. No. Maybe? It's complicated."

His large hand moves across the table as if to touch hers, then stops just short. "I'm here. Whatever you need to talk about."

Emma's gaze fixes on those fingers, remembering all the times they've offered comfort over the years. The calluses from rugby training. The gentle strength she knows they possess. She takes a deep breath, gathering her courage.

"I told Jordan something last night. Something I've been keeping to myself for a while now..."

The café's quiet hum fades into background noise as Emma pulls out her phone, fingers trembling slightly. The intensity of Dan's presence washes over her—his rugby shirt stretching tautly across his broad chest, his forearms casually resting on the small table between them. Has she always noticed these things about him, even during their idle conversations, or is this something new?

"As you know, I've been doing this book review thing on Instagram," she starts, turning her phone to show him her profile. His eyebrows raise slightly at her handle - @EmmasSpicyReads - but he doesn't interrupt. "It started with normal romance novels, but lately..."

She watches Dan's expression carefully as he scrolls through her recent posts. His thumb pauses on a particularly suggestive review of a dark romance novel. A muscle ticks in his jaw, and Emma finds herself wondering what he's thinking. Is he judging her? No - there's something else in his eyes, something that makes her stomach flutter.

"These are... detailed reviews," he says finally, his voice lower than usual. Emma shifts in her seat, very conscious of how her silk blouse clings to her skin in the warm café.

"They've been getting more explicit lately," she admits, watching a slight flush creep up Dan's neck. "And the following's growing. People message me, wanting to discuss... specific scenes." She leaves out the part about DarkDomReader's increasingly provocative messages.

Dan hands back her phone, his fingers brushing hers. The touch sends a jolt through her that she tries desperately to ignore. "And Jordan?" he asks carefully. "How does he feel about this?"

Emma wraps her hands around her cooling coffee cup, needing something to ground her. "That's what I told him about last night. Not just about the reviews, but about... about the fantasies they've awakened." Her voice drops to barely above a whisper. "About wanting to explore things. With other people."

She risks looking up at Dan through her lashes. His pupils are dilated, making his brown eyes look almost black, and he's leaning forward slightly in his chair. There's tension in his shoulders that wasn't there before, and Emma finds herself wondering what it would feel like to massage it away with her hands.

"How did he take it?" Dan's voice is carefully neutral, but Emma catches the slight roughness in it. She remembers all the times Jordan has mentioned that Dan had been through a wild phase at university - all those rugby team stories they never quite finish telling when she's around. She also knows he’s been without anyone since his divorce, not that he’s admitted to her or James anyway.

"He was... surprised. Shocked." Emma traces the rim of her cup with one finger, noticing how Dan's gaze follows the movement. "But not entirely opposed. I think… I’m not sure if I’m honest. It's just... I need someone to talk to about this. Someone who knows us both, who I can trust."

The look Dan gives her then is so intense she has to catch her breath. "You can always trust me, Em. Always."

And the thing is, she knows it's true. Even with this new awareness crackling between them, even with the way her skin feels too tight when he looks at her like that, she knows Dan would never do anything to hurt her or Jordan. It's what makes him safe to talk to about this.

It's also what makes him dangerous in an entirely different way.

The afternoon sun shifts through the café's window, catching the golden flecks in Dan's brown eyes. Emma finds herself wondering how she's never properly noticed them before. She takes another sip of coffee, buying time, very aware of how Dan waits patiently for her to continue.

"Some of the books I've been reading," she starts, her voice barely above a whisper, forcing Dan to lean in closer. "They're about women who... who share their love. Not emotionally, just, physically. Women whose husbands support them in exploring with trusted friends." Her cheeks burn, but she forces herself to maintain eye contact. "It's called hotwifing."

Dan's sharp intake of breath is audible. His hands clench slightly on the table, and Emma finds herself fascinated by the play of muscles in his forearms. He shifts in his chair, and she realises he's trying to hide his physical reaction to her words.

"And this is something you want?" His voice has dropped an octave, sending an involuntary shiver down her spine. "To explore, with... friends?"

The way he says 'friends' makes her stomach flip. Emma crosses her legs under the table, her skirt riding up slightly. Dan's gaze flickers down, then quickly back to her face.

"I think so. Yes." She takes a steadying breath. "But Jordan's reaction... I'm worried I've ruined everything by telling him."

Dan is quiet for a moment, and Emma can almost see him wrestling with something. Finally, he clears his throat. "Em... Jordan may not be as shocked as you think."

Her heart stutters. "What do you mean?"

"Last month, after rugby. We'd had a few beers..." Dan runs a hand through his hair, a gesture she knows means he's nervous. "Jordan mentioned something about watching you during movie nights. How you've changed lately. How you look at... certain people."

Heat floods Emma's body. Has she been that obvious? She thinks about last Saturday, about catching Ryan's eye across the room, about how Dan's thigh had pressed against hers on the sofa.

"He said that?" Her voice comes out breathy, unsteady.

"He said..." Dan pauses, weighing his words carefully. "He said he sometimes wonders what it would be like. Seeing you with someone he trusts. Someone who would take care of you."

The air between them feels electric now. Emma's skin prickles with awareness, and she can see Dan's pulse jumping in his throat. Under the table, her foot has somehow ended up touching his ankle. Neither of them moves to break the contact.

"Dan..." she starts, not even sure what she's going to say.

His phone alarm chirps, making them both jump. Emma glances at her watch and realises with a start that lunch break is nearly over.

"We should..." Dan gestures vaguely at their empty cups, his composure slightly fractured.

"Yes," Emma agrees quickly, gathering her things. But as she stands, her heel catches on the chair leg. Dan's hand shoots out to steady her, gripping her waist. The heat of his palm burns through her silk blouse, and for a moment, they're frozen in place, bodies close enough that she can smell his aftershave.

They're standing too close together, Dan's hand still warm on her waist, and Emma forces herself to take a small step back. Her body protests at the loss of contact. She smooths her skirt, aware of how Dan tracks the movement of her hands.

"I should get back," she says softly. "Year 9s last period."

Dan nods, running his hand through his hair again. The gesture pulls his shirt tight across his chest, and Emma finds herself remembering all those times she's seen him fresh from rugby practice, rain-soaked jersey clinging to his muscles. The memory feels different now, charged with new meaning.

"Let me walk you out," he says, voice rough. As they weave between tables, his hand finds the small of her back - a gesture he's made a hundred times before, but now every nerve ending in her body seems to focus on that point of contact.

Outside, the autumn air is crisp, helping to clear her head slightly. They pause on the pavement, neither quite ready to end the conversation. A group of sixth formers passes by on their lunch break, and Emma takes an instinctive step closer to Dan, seeking the shelter of his broad frame to avoid being recognised. He shifts to shield her automatically, protective as always.

"Emma," he starts, then hesitates. She looks up at him, struck by how his height makes her feel delicate despite her heels. "Whatever you and Jordan decide... I'm here. Whatever you need. Even if it's just someone to talk to."

The double meaning in his words hangs between them. Emma swallows hard, gathering her courage. "And if we... if Jordan decides he wants to explore this? If he wants it to be with someone he trusts?"

Dan's pupils dilate visibly. His hand twitches at his side as if fighting the urge to touch her. "Then I'd want to make sure you both feel safe. Protected." His voice drops lower, meant for her ears only. "Satisfied with your choice."

Heat pools in Emma's belly at the word. Images flash through her mind - Dan's strong hands on her body, Jordan watching with dark eyes, the safety of being between two men who care about her. She forces herself to take a steadying breath.

"I should go," she whispers, but doesn't move.

"Text me later?" The question carries weight now. "Let me know how you're doing?"

Emma nods, not trusting her voice. Dan pulls her into a hug - something he's done countless times over their years of friendship. But this time, she's acutely aware of every point of contact: his solid chest against her breasts, his thigh brushing between hers, his breath stirring her hair. She allows herself to lean into him for just a moment, feeling his sharp intake of breath.

When they pull apart, his eyes are darker than she's ever seen them. "Take care, Em," he murmurs, thumb brushing her wrist in a touch so light she might have imagined it.

Walking away, Emma can feel his gaze on her until she turns the corner. Her phone buzzes in her bag and fishing it out she finds a notification waiting for her: DarkDomReader has sent a new message.

She shivers, remembering Dan's words: Whatever you need.

Suddenly, the afternoon ahead feels very long indeed.


4: Late Night Conversations

Emma curls deeper into her end of the sofa, pulling the worn fabric of Jordan's old rugby shirt further over her bare thighs. The familiar scent of him lingers in the cotton despite countless washes, usually a comfort, but tonight it only heightens her awareness of the unusual distance between them. Jordan sits at the other end, pretending to watch some Netflix drama neither of them could later name.

Three days. Three days of careful morning kisses and polite dinner conversation. Two days since she'd confessed her deepest fantasies, and now this painful quiet stretches between them like a physical thing.

Her phone buzzes against her thigh. Another message from DarkDomReader. She bites her lip, remembering his last command: "Tell me exactly what you'd let him watch you do." Heat blooms across her chest, and she shifts slightly, aware of the dampness between her legs.

Jordan's eyes flicker towards her movement but don't quite reach her face. He's been doing that all evening – almost looking, almost speaking. The distance on the sofa feels like miles.

Dan had revealed over coffee that Jordan had his own thoughts about sharing her. Why hasn't he said anything? Did he know she’s met up with his best friend? Is he angry she'd confided in Dan? The memory of Dan's gentle understanding, his large hands wrapped around his coffee cup, sends another wave of warmth through her.

The TV drones on, some character crying about something dramatic. Emma's attention catches on Jordan's hands, remembering how they'd trembled slightly when she'd first mentioned the word 'hotwife'. Not with anger, she'd realised later. With something else entirely.

Her phone buzzes again. She doesn't need to look to know it's DarkDomReader, probably growing impatient with her silence. His messages have grown increasingly demanding lately, each one making her squirm. She glances at Jordan, wondering what he'd think if he knew how wet those messages make her.

As if sensing her thoughts, Jordan shifts slightly. His jaw tightens, and Emma recognises his 'about to say something important' face. Her heart stutters. Please, she thinks, please let's talk about this.

"Em..." he starts, then pauses as her phone buzzes again. A small frown crosses his features.

"Popular tonight," he says softly.

Emma clutches her phone tighter. "Just Instagram stuff. Book community things."

Jordan nods slowly, then seems to gather his courage. He turns properly towards her for the first time that evening.

"We should probably talk about it, shouldn't we?"

Emma nearly drops her phone, her pulse suddenly thundering in her ears. "Yes," she whispers. "Please."

◆◆◆

Emma holds her breath as Jordan rubs his thumb and forefinger together – a nervous tell she has found adorable since university. He seems to be choosing his words carefully.

"I went for a pint with Dan yesterday," he says finally. "After work."

Her cheeks flush immediately. Of course, Dan would have told him about their lunch conversation. She opens her mouth to explain, but Jordan holds up a gentle hand.

"Let me finish, love. Please."

She nods, clutching a throw pillow to her chest like armour.

"Dan told me everything. About your lunch. About how worried you are that you've ruined things between us." Jordan's voice grows softer. "About how carefully you've been trying to handle all this."

Emma feels tears threatening. "I'm so sorry I talked to him first, I just... I needed to talk to someone who'd understand, and he's always been..."

"Safe," Jordan finishes for her. "I know. That's actually one of the things I wanted to talk about."

He shifts on the sofa, turning to face her fully. "You remember last movie night? Before all this came out?"

Emma nods, confused by the apparent change of subject.

"I watched you. All of you. I've been watching for months really." A slight flush creeps up his neck. "The way Dan looks at you when he thinks no one's watching. The way you unconsciously lean into him when he's nearby. Even the way Marc flirts and Tom sketches you when he thinks he's being subtle."

Emma's breath catches. "Jordan, I never..."

"I know," he says quickly. "That's what makes it so... fuck." He scrubs his hands over his face. "Do you know what I felt, watching them want you?"

She shakes her head, heart pounding.

"Pride," he whispers. "Excitement. This gorgeous, sexy woman who could have any of them... and she's mine."

Emma's pulse races at Jordan's admission. She uncurls slightly from her defensive position, the throw pillow dropping to her lap.

"You're not... angry?" Her voice comes out smaller than intended.

Jordan's laugh is soft, almost wondering. "God, Em, I thought I was the one going mad. Sitting there every Saturday, watching you with them, getting turned on and feeling guilty about it."

He reaches across the sofa, palm up – an invitation. Emma places her hand in his, warmth spreading through her at the familiar calluses on his fingers.

"Dan told me about your books too," he continues, thumb stroking her wrist. "The ones hidden behind the sofa. The progression from romance to... spicier things."

Emma's cheeks burn. "I didn't mean to hide them, exactly. I just..."

"Needed to explore?" His voice holds no judgment. "Like your Instagram account?"

Her phone buzzes again as if on cue. Jordan's eyes flicker to it, and something shifts in his expression.

"How... explicit are those messages getting?" he asks carefully.

Emma bites her lip. "Some of them are quite... demanding." She watches his reaction closely. "Especially one particular follower. He likes to give me reading assignments. Tells me which scenes to focus on."

Jordan's pupils dilate slightly. "Show me?"

With trembling fingers, Emma opens her DMs, scrolling to DarkDomReader's messages: "Still waiting, little one. Tell me how you'd let your husband watch you play. Be specific."

Jordan's breath catches audibly. "Fuck," he whispers. "And you... respond to these?"

Emma nods, shifting closer to him on the sofa. "Would you like to see what I was about to write back?"

Emma's fingers hover over her phone screen, her heart pounding. Jordan's thigh presses against hers now, the earlier distance forgotten.

"I was going to tell him..." She swallows hard. "I'd want him to sit in that big armchair by our bed. Close enough to see everything, but not allowed to touch. Not at first."

Jordan's breathing changes subtly. Emma continues, emboldened.

"I'd want him to watch while another man touched me. Someone we trust. Someone who'd take care of me while knowing I'm yours." She glances up through her lashes. "Like when Dan gives me those shoulder rubs during movie nights. Only... more."

Jordan's hand tightens on hers. "Dan's hands are bigger than mine," he says softly. "I've noticed how they span your whole shoulder."

"Yes," Emma whispers. "And he's so careful. Always checking if the pressure's right."

"What else?" Jordan's voice drops lower.

"I'd want you to tell him what to do. Where to touch me. How fast or slow." Emma's whole body feels electric now. "And when you'd had enough of watching, you'd join us. Show him exactly how your wife likes to be touched."

Jordan pulls her fully into his lap then, one hand tangling in her hair. "Christ, Em." His arousal is obvious through his joggers. "And this is what you think about? When you're messaging this... DarkDomReader?"

"Sometimes," she admits. "Sometimes it's other scenarios. Different friends. Different... positions." She shifts in his lap, drawing a groan from him. "But always with you there, or always with your knowledge, and permission."

"We need to set some boundaries," Jordan manages, though his hands are already sliding under the rugby shirt. "Rules. Talk about how this would actually work."

Emma nods but catches his hands. "First... promise me you're really okay with this? With me exploring? Because if you're not, we forget everything. You're more important than any fantasy, ‘us’ is what’s important."

Jordan shifts Emma more comfortably in his lap, both of them needing this conversation despite their obvious arousal.

"I think," he says carefully, "we need to be clear about what we both want."

Emma nods, absently tracing patterns on his chest. "I don't want to go actively looking for anything. No dating apps or... I don't know, prowling bars." She wrinkles her nose, making him smile. "But if something develops naturally..."

"Like with Dan?" Jordan's voice holds no accusation.

"Maybe. Or even just the online flirting for now." She gestures at her phone. "Some of these messages... they make me feel so sexy. Powerful. But I'd want to share them all with you."

Jordan's hands settle on her hips, grounding her. "I'd like that. Watching you get turned on by them. Maybe..." He hesitates. "Maybe helping you reply sometimes?"

Emma's breath catches. "God, yes."

"And with real-life situations," Jordan continues, "I want to know everything. Not to control you, but to... share it. Be part of it. Even if it’s you telling me every detail later."

"Always," Emma promises fervently. "I want you involved in every step. Your agreement before anything physical happens. Your... direction sometimes, maybe?"

Jordan's pupils dilate at that. "You'd want me to... guide things?"

"Watch. Direct. Join in when you want." Emma rolls her hips slightly. "Show them exactly who I belong to, even while they're touching me. Or if you cannot be there in person, organise things so that they know they have your permission, and tell them what to do to me, so they know my body is yours to share."

"Fuck," Jordan breathes. "Yes. That... that works for me."

Emma laughs suddenly, breaking the tension. "Well, at least you know there's one friend you'll never have to worry about – I'd never touch Ryan!"

Jordan's smile holds something knowing, but he says nothing. Emma feels herself flush, remembering Ryan's latest smirk across the living room. No. Definitely not Ryan. Ever.

"So, we're doing this?" she whispers. "Starting slow, seeing where it leads?"

Jordan pulls her down for a deep kiss. "We're doing this. Together. Every step."

Her phone buzzes again. Jordan grins against her lips.

"Want to reply to DarkDomReader while I’m watching?"

Emma picks up her phone with trembling fingers, showing Jordan the waiting message: "Still waiting, little one. Getting impatient."

Jordan's breath is hot against her neck as he reads. "Tell him," He murmurs, hands sliding higher under the rugby shirt. "Tell him exactly what you told me."

Emma begins typing, aware of Jordan's hardness pressing against her, his fingers tracing patterns on her bare skin.

"Sir, I'd have him watch from the armchair. Close enough to see everything..."

She gasps as Jordan's thumb brushes her nipple. "Keep typing," he commands softly.

"While another man touched me. Someone we trust. Someone with big, careful hands who always makes sure I'm comfortable."

Jordan's hands grow bolder, making it harder to type. "Tell him what happens next," he whispers.

"My husband would direct everything. Tell him where to touch, how fast, how deep..."

"Like this?" Jordan's fingers slide between her legs, finding her soaking. Emma moans, struggling to focus on the screen.

"And when he's had enough of watching..."

"Send it," Jordan growls, positioning Emma to straddle him properly. "Let him imagine what happens next."

Emma hits send with shaking hands, then drops the phone as Jordan pulls her into a searing kiss. She hears it buzz again almost immediately, but Jordan is already carrying her toward their bedroom.

"Let him wait," Jordan murmurs against her throat. "Right now, I want to show my wife exactly what she does to me when she's being such a good girl for her online Master."

Emma's whole body tingles with anticipation as Jordan lays her on their bed, already planning tomorrow's detailed review for DarkDomReader of exactly what happens next.


Act 2 Exploration


5: Shifting Dynamics

Emma bustles around her carefully curated space that reflects her personality. Today, the atmosphere feels particularly charged as she prepares for a new venture - filming her first video review for her steadily growing Bookstagram audience. It’s an idea that had been bubbling beneath the surface since she began delving into more daring reads, and her talk with Janine has made it surface. She feels a mixture of excitement and nervousness weaving through her veins.

Standing in front of her ornate mirror, Emma takes a moment to scrutinise her reflection. The efficiently placed ring light brightens her features and highlights her long, wavy auburn hair that cascades over her shoulders. She hasn’t worn this outfit before—today’s choreographed intimacy comes from a fitted tank top that gently hugs her curves, paired with high-waisted joggers that outline her shape without overexposing her. It's comfortable yet flirtatious, a fine balance she’s trying to strike as she ventures into a realm where vulnerability and allure coalesce.

As she applies a touch of mascara to her green eyes, she can’t help but reflect on how far she’s come. Just a few months back, she would have relegated herself to baggy sweats, hiding away the more adventurous clothing gathering dust at the back of her wardrobe. Encouraged by the books she’d devoured—full of steamy encounters and bold heroines—she feels a wave of confidence and excitement wash over her. Today, she will share not just her insights but a slice of her evolving self.

Her gaze shifts to the cluttered bed, where a mountain of books lies scattered like trophies of her recent literary escapades. Every title represents a significant exploration, with covers varying from pastel shades depicting romance to vivid, suggestive illustrations hinting at the more risqué tales that had enticed her curiosity. A part of her is apprehensive, questioning whether the earlier books in her collection might be overshadowed by the spicy choices she hopes to present.

“Perhaps too cheeky?” she murmurs to herself, picking up The Spanish Love Deception, its cover teasingly bold with promises of passion and playfulness. The title feels daring on her lips, and she can almost imagine sharing its tantalising details with her viewers. With a shake of her head, she dismisses the self-doubt, reminding herself that this is only the beginning—a step towards her journey of sexual exploration she has yet to fully embrace.

The door creaks open, and Jordan steps inside, drawing her out of her reverie. His arrival sparks a flutter of warmth within her, as he carries an air of confidence and calmness that she finds comforting. "Are you all set?" he asks, scanning the room with an affectionate smile that instantly eases her nerves.

“Yes,” she replies, her voice steadier than she feels, though she can’t completely mask the excitement bubbling underneath. As he adjusts the camera phone he’d set up on a tripod, she sees his concentration translate to a determined focus, a part of him wanting to ensure everything is perfect for her.

He takes a step back, tilting the camera slightly to frame her better. “Let’s get the angles right to make sure you look amazing,” he says, a hint of playful pride in his voice. The light catches his light brown hair, and in this moment, she can see the support written all over his face. Knowing he’s helping her with this special moment ignites a spark of exhilaration that courses through her.

With conscious effort, Emma arranges the books into a more pleasing pile, selecting a few key titles. She turns back to Jordan, who’s now fiddling with the camera settings. “How’s this looking?” he asks, glancing at her with a grin.

“Perfect,” she responds, her breath hitching as she feels him watching her. There’s a magnetic pull in the air, an understanding that today is different—not just a simple video, but a declaration of her newfound confidence and an exploration of her own desires.

Emma remembers the countless nights spent curled up with romance novels, the heat of the stories weaving their way into her subconscious, and now, here she is, about to publicly share her thoughts on them. It’s overwhelming, thrilling, and utterly invigorating—a testament to her evolving identity.

“Are you ready to dive into this?” he asks, the sincerity in his tone grounding her as she nods vigorously, her nerves slowly morphing into anticipation. “Just remember, you’re amazing, and I’m right here.” His supportive words wrap around her like a warm hug, reminding her not to shy away from the exciting journey ahead.

“This is it,” she thinks, a pulse of adrenaline rushing through her body as Jordan gives the final adjustments. Stepping back from the mirror, she stands taller, shoulders back, channelling the fiery spirit that her new books have begun to ignite within her—today, she’ll be brave enough to share that passion, her voice and words powerful tools in this journey of intimacy and discovery.

With the camera now positioned perfectly, Emma takes a deep breath, her heart racing as the familiar circular light wraps her in its glow. The world beyond the lens fades away, leaving just her and Jordan—her unwavering support behind the camera. Feeling the warm rush of anticipation, she flashes a smile, the nervousness bubbling beneath her surface settling into a thrill.

“Hey guys! Welcome back to my channel—@EmmasSpicyReads!” she greets, her voice radiating enthusiasm as she leans slightly towards the camera, eager to connect with her audience. She can already imagine how her followers will react, their excitement mirroring her own. It’s an exhilarating feeling, opening herself up to others, and a spark of exhilaration ignites within.

Shifting comfortably in her seat, she glances at Jordan, who gives her an encouraging nod, his hazel eyes filled with pride. “Today, I’m excited to share that I’ll be doing video reviews! And I’ve roped in my wonderful husband, Jordan, to help with all of this!” She beams at him, the connection is tangible to those watching, a sense of teamwork evident in the atmosphere.

Emma allows herself to relax, buoyed by the momentum of her words. “I thought I’d kick things off with a delightful read that gently straddles the line between sweet romance and a hint of spice. The first book I want to discuss is Beach Read by Emily Henry!” Her voice dances with delight as she picks up the book, holding it aloft for the camera to see.

“It’s about two writers, January and Gus, who are polar opposites in their genres. January is a hopeless romantic, while Gus leans towards literary fiction with a decidedly less optimistic view of love,” she explains, her passion bubbling forth effortlessly. “They challenge each other to step outside their comfort zones, and trust me, the chemistry that develops as they explore each other’s worlds is positively electrifying!”

A soft laugh escapes her as she recalls the witty banter between the characters, the way their initial hostility melts into something more intimate. “What I love most about this book is that it beautifully balances emotional connection with just enough tension to keep you turning the pages.”

Emma leans closer towards the camera, her green eyes sparkling with mischief. “It’s perfect for anyone who enjoys witty repartees mixed with a side of slow-burning romance. If you’re looking for a book that makes you feel all the feels, I highly recommend it!” The captivation in her voice is clear, it’s as if she’s inviting her viewers into a secret world brimming with passion and the thrill of new experiences.

Feeling emboldened, she concludes her review with a warm smile, “So, if you’re looking for an engaging read to remind you of the summer gone, you can't go wrong with this one.” She sets the book back down on the table, feeling accomplished as she begins to settle into her new role as a BookTokker.

As she resets herself for the next segment, Emma can’t help but notice the excitement radiating from Jordan. He shifts slightly, the eager glint in his eye unmistakable as he watches her. In that moment, she feels a wave of gratitude for his support; it amplifies her confidence and helps her settle into her skin behind the camera even more.

“All right, start recording again!” she tells Jordan, her enthusiasm spilling over into the air as she prepares to dive into the next review. The slight nerves are transforming into exhilaration. She knows she has more thrilling and spicy tales to share—books that have pushed the boundaries of her expectations, night-time fantasies that dance tantalisingly at the edges of her mind.

“Next up, I’m diving into something a little more daring.” She flashes a teasing smile at the camera, her heart fluttering with anticipation. “Now, let’s talk about some truly spicy stories that can take you on a wild ride!”

Her fingers graze across the spines of the books on her bed, each one a testament to her new journey of exploration. The next title catches her attention—a book she’s been dying to discuss due to its explicit content and alluring characters. “Here we have The Spanish Love Deception by Elena Armas,” she announces, holding the book high, its cover a vibrant testament to the heat contained within its pages.

Emma’s pulse quickens as she recalls the intense scenes that dance through her mind. “This story follows Catalina—who’s just trying to survive a family wedding while battling feelings for her office rival, Aaron.” She raises her eyebrows playfully, letting her audience in on her enthusiasm. “What I adore about this book is the fiery tension and the slow build that leaves you gasping for more.”

As she delves deeper, she feels emboldened, ready to tease out the enticing details. “In one particularly juicy scene,” Emma ventures, her voice dropping an octave, inviting her viewers to lean in closer, “Catalina and Aaron find themselves alone in a situation ripe with unspoken desire. The chemistry is electric, with a palpable longing. You can practically feel the heat radiating off the pages!”

She continues, her cheeks flushing as the excitement bubbles up within her. “Their stolen moments are always charged with that tantalising sense of forbidden turmoil, and when they finally give in… oh my goodness,” she exhales dramatically.

With a flicker of daring, she reads a short, deliberately chosen excerpt aloud, letting the language roll over her tongue. “It’s described so passionately, with Catalina experiencing sensations she’s never known before—each touch, every lingering glance, igniting a fire within that propels them both into a world of uncharted territory.” Her voice is laced with seductive undertones, and she can feel the thrill of sharing this intimate connection with her audience.

At that moment, she channels the steamy energy of the characters through her words, her confidence surging with each syllable. “The way Armas crafts their relationship—every hesitation, every exquisite awareness—is simply intoxicating. It explores not just the physical connection but the emotional unravelling that follows!” Emma’s enthusiasm takes over, infusing her words with a vibrant passion that reflects her own sexual awakening.

She glances at Jordan, who appears visibly captivated as he listens closely, his attention solely focused on her. The unspoken energy between them feels electric, enhancing the thrill of the moment as she continues delving into more explicit territory. “This book is a perfect blend of heat and heart, and I can’t recommend it enough if you’re looking to spice up your reading list!”

Pausing to let her words linger, Emma glances back at the pile of books on her bed, her heart racing with excitement, a new idea forming in her mind. “And now, let’s leap into one of the spicier titles that has left me utterly breathless.” She can hardly contain her glee as she reaches for a book with a cover that feels both daring and compelling.

Holding up The Love Hypothesis by Ali Hazelwood, she smirks at the camera, feeling bold. “This one has been making waves in the spicy book community and let me tell you—it more than lives up to the hype!” The grin on her face reflects her excitement. “It combines heartfelt romance with some incredibly steamy moments.”

Emma finds herself deep in thought as she recounts the plot, her voice a sultry whisper as she describes the protagonist’s romantic link with a certain extremely handsome—and nerdy—connection. The way their relationship develops, full of playful banter and undeniable chemistry, is a thrill she can’t resist sharing. As the scenes of intimacy unfold in her mind, her heart races remembering all the details.

“Without giving too much away, there’s an unforgettable sequence where the two characters have to pretend to be a couple, leading to some intensely hot, steamy scenes,” she continues, unable to mask her enthusiasm. “The tension builds as they explore their dynamic, and the way they open up to each other—well, it had me completely spellbound!”

Emma leans closer to the camera, her green eyes shimmering with mischief. “If you’re looking to get lost in a book that’s brimming with witty dialogue, heart-thumping romantic moments, and enough spice to leave you breathless—this is where you need to be!”

As she finishes her passionate review, Emma can’t help but beam with satisfaction, knowing that she’s just shared exhilarating insights that captivate both her and her audience. Her confidence surges, the act of sharing these thoughts feeling almost like a secret unveiling, linking her literary passion with her burgeoning desires.

Feeling creatively charged from her recent reviews, Emma knows it’s time to wind down this exciting video session. She addresses the camera with a playful glint in her eye, her heart still racing from the engaging discussions about the breathtaking romances she’s explored. “So, there you have it, guys! Those were some of the spiciest reads that have taken me on quite the exhilarating ride lately.”

She glances at the camera, her confidence manifesting in a flirtatious smile. “I hope you’re ready to add some new titles to your TBR pile because trust me, you won’t want to miss out on these!” With each word, she feels as though she’s pulling her audience closer, inviting them into her exciting world of literature and newfound confidence.

“Before I go, I’d love to hear from all of you!” Emma’s voice softened as if sharing a secret. “Have you read any of these books? What did you think? Did anyone else find themselves blushing at those steamy scenes?” She can’t help but giggle at the notion, a burst of delight spilling forth, feeling genuinely connected to her viewers.

Her cheeks flush with warmth, a mix of flattery and excitement as she continues, “And hey, are there any recommendations you’d like to share for future reviews? I’m always on the lookout for something that’ll make my heart race!” The thought of exchanging suggestions with her audience fuels her desire to continue down this path of adventurous reading, enticing others into the world she’s just begun to explore.

Emma’s eyes flick to Jordan, who is eagerly watching her with an approving grin, a silent affirmation that makes her chest swell with pride. She feels a sense of accomplishment wash over her; not only has she opened up about her reading journey, but she’s also embraced a new side of herself—one that is more daring, confident, and free.

“Thank you so much for all your support, guys! Don’t forget to like or comment if you enjoyed the video,” she adds, her tone turning more teasing as she flutters her lashes. “Your feedback means the world to me, and I can’t wait to hear how you feel about these spicy stories! Plus, there are more sizzling recommendations to come.”

A cheeky smile spreads across her face as she leans even closer, her voice lowering to a conspiratorial whisper. “And let’s be real, if you’re into hotwife tales or reverse harem vibes, you’ll definitely want to stick around for what’s next…”

Suddenly feeling a twinge of exhilaration at the prospect of reviewing even spicier content, Emma bites her lip, excitement bubbling within her as she glances teasingly back at Jordan, who looks positively captivated. The dynamic between them feels alive as they share this moment.

“Anyway, I’ll leave you to your reading for now, but remember, dive deep into these pages—they might just lead you to some unexpected adventures!”

As she wraps up, Emma giggles softly, the excitement still coursing through her veins. She leans back in her chair, relishing the thrill of what she has just shared while signalling the end of the video.

“And with that, I’m off to see what those adventures might lead to—Jordan, are you ready for some more fun?” she teases, casting a flirtatious glance over her shoulder at her husband.

Jordan erupts into laughter, matching her energy effortlessly. “Very ready!” he responds, his enthusiasm evident as he captures the moment on camera, both of them now charged with excitement.

Emma shoots one final wink at the audience, her heart fluttering with anticipation. “Goodnight, everyone! Until next time!”

The camera clicks off, and she turns in her seat, her heart racing with adrenaline and eagerness. “That was amazing!” she exclaims, and with her eyes sparkling, she gets up from her chair to join Jordan, their shared excitement filling the space between them.

Wrapping her arms around him, she pulls him close, letting out a delighted laugh that echoes throughout their home. “I can’t believe I just did that! It felt incredible,” she confesses, a mix of giddy laughter and genuine excitement filling her voice.

“It was fantastic, Emma,” Jordan replies, his pride evident as he draws her in for a warm embrace, his body radiating energy that matches her own. “You were amazing, and bloody sexy too!”

◆◆◆

Emma wakes before her alarm, the lazy autumn sun just peeking through the curtains. Her phone buzzes again - it's been doing that all night, but she'd resisted checking until now. Pulling it from the bedside table, she can't help the small gasp that escapes her lips at the notifications flooding her screen.

"Oh my god," she whispers, sitting up against the headboard. Her silk nightdress slides against her skin as she adjusts herself, already feeling a flutter of excitement in her stomach. The numbers are staggering - her follower count has more than doubled overnight, and her direct messages... she can barely keep track of them all.

The bedroom door creaks open, and Jordan appears with two steaming mugs of coffee. His grey joggers hang low on his hips, chest bare, and Emma takes a moment to appreciate the sight of her husband in the morning light. What was it about cheap grey joggers? She thinks to herself while watching him move. Oh my god, the way they highlight the shape, every movement … well they should be illegal.  

"Someone's up early," he says, placing her coffee on the nightstand. The bed dips as he slides in beside her, his warmth immediately comforting against her side. "How's our budding BookTuber this morning?"

Emma turns to him, her green eyes sparkling with excitement. "Jordan, you won't believe this! We had five hundred followers yesterday morning. Want to guess how many we have now?"

He takes a sip of coffee, pretending to think. "Six hundred?"

"One thousand two hundred and thirty-seven!" Emma squeals, bouncing slightly on the bed. "And the comments, Jordan... there are so many! And the messages..." She blushes, scrolling through her notifications. "Some of them are quite... detailed in their appreciation of my performance."

Jordan sets his coffee down, leaning closer to look at her phone. "Show me," he says, his voice carrying a hint of curiosity that makes Emma's skin tingle. She can feel the heat of his body through her thin nightdress, and the intimacy of the moment - sharing these messages in their bed - sends a thrill through her.

"Well," she begins, settling back against him, "let me start with some of the tamer ones..." Her finger hovers over the screen, heart racing as she prepares to read aloud the messages that had kept her phone buzzing through the night.

Emma snuggles closer to Jordan, tucking herself under his arm as she opens her Instagram inbox. "These first ones are lovely - lots of women saying how refreshing it is to see someone being open about spicier books." She scrolls through, selecting examples. "'Finally, someone talking about the scenes we all really want to hear about!' Oh, and this one: 'Lovely to finally see you, your confidence is inspiring - please do more videos!'"

She feels Jordan's chest rumble with approval against her back. His fingers trace lazy patterns on her silk-covered shoulder as she continues.

"But then..." Emma bites her lip, opening messages from her male followers. "These get a bit more... interesting." She can feel her cheeks warming as she reads: "'That little lip bite when you described the library scene... had to rewatch that part several times.'"

Jordan's hand stills on her shoulder. "Read more," he encourages, his voice deeper than before.

Emma shifts, very aware of his bare chest against her back. "'The way you described that tension building between the characters... your voice got all breathy. Bet you'd be amazing at audiobook narration.'" She pauses, glancing back at Jordan. "That's from BookishBadBoy. He's got quite a following himself."

Then she sees it - a new message from DarkDomReader. Her breath catches slightly. "Oh... this one's quite..." she trails off, feeling heat pool in her belly as she reads silently.

"Go on," Jordan murmurs against her ear, making her shiver.

"'Your analysis of power dynamics was fascinating,'" Emma reads, her voice getting huskier. "'Particularly your insights about submission and trust. The way you described that scene, fingers playing with your necklace... it suggested personal experience. Or perhaps just a very vivid imagination? Either way, I find myself wondering what other scenes might inspire such... passionate commentary.'"

She feels Jordan's breathing change, becoming deeper, more controlled. The atmosphere in their sunny bedroom shifts, charging with electricity.

"There's more," Emma whispers, scrolling further. "'That tank top was quite distracting,'" she reads from another follower. "'Your husband's a lucky man. The way you moved when describing that scene... does he know how many of us watched that part on repeat?'"

Emma turns slightly, letting her breast brush against Jordan's chest. "Speaking of my husband..." Her hand finds his thigh through the bedcovers, feeling the muscle tense under her touch. "Want to know what really got me hot while filming?"

Setting her phone aside, Emma turns fully towards Jordan, her silk nightdress sliding higher up her thighs. "Knowing you were watching me," she purrs, her hand sliding up his thigh. "Feeling your eyes on me while I talked about all those steamy scenes..."

Her fingers trace the growing bulge in his grey joggers, feeling him harden further under her touch. "God, Jordan," she breathes, "do you have any idea how wet it made me? Sharing those books, knowing other people would be watching, imagining..." She slips her hand beneath his waistband, wrapping her fingers around his shaft.

"Tell me," Jordan groans, his head falling back against the headboard as Emma begins stroking him slowly.

"Every time I described a passionate scene," she continues, her voice sultry as she works him, "I was thinking about us. About how perfectly you fill me." Her free hand tugs his joggers down, exposing him fully. Emma makes an appreciative sound at the sight of his cock, thick and beautiful in her hand.

"You might not be as long as some of the heroes in my books," she murmurs, thumb circling his tip, spreading the first drops of precum, "but god, you're so perfectly thick. The way you stretch me..." She twists her wrist on an upstroke just the way she knows he likes, delighting in his sharp intake of breath.

Emma shifts to get a better angle, her nightdress falling open to reveal her hardened nipples through the silk. "Reading those messages, knowing how many people watched me, desired me..." Her hand moves faster, more purposefully. "I want you to know how wet talking about those books makes me..."

To prove her point, she guides his free hand between her thighs, letting him feel her soaked knickers. "Feel what those messages did to me? What knowing you were filming me did to me?" She strokes him harder, watching his face as he feels her arousal. "I was dripping by the time we finished filming. Could barely wait to get you into bed." Emma purrs, sliding down the bed. She maintains her grip on his cock, now rock hard and leaking precum steadily. "Need to show my wonderful, supportive husband how much I appreciate him."

Positioning herself between his legs, Emma lets her auburn hair brush against his thighs as she leans down. Her tongue darts out, tasting him, circling his tip while her hand continues its steady rhythm. She looks up at him through her lashes, green eyes dark with desire.

"All those messages," she murmurs between licks, "all those people watching me..." Her tongue traces the thick vein along his shaft. "And you get the benefit, get to feel my mouth like this."

Jordan's hand tangles in her hair as she takes him deeper, her own arousal evident in the way she moans around him. The vibration makes him buck slightly, as Emma hums in approval.

Pulling back, she continues stroking him firmly while she talks. "I want to make you cum all over my tits," she says breathlessly. "Want to feel how turned on you are by all this." Her free hand pulls down her nightdress, exposing her breasts, nipples rock hard. "Want to show you how good this lifestyle will be for us."

She increases her pace, alternating between firm strokes and teasing licks, her breasts brushing against his thighs. "Those messages got me so hot, Jordan. Knowing they were watching me, wanting me..." She feels him throb in her hand. "But knowing you were getting turned on, filming me, supporting me... that's what set me on fire."

Jordan's breathing becomes ragged, his grip on her hair tightening. "Emma... fuck..."

"Yes," she encourages, positioning herself perfectly. "Show me how much you loved it. Cum all over my tits, baby. Mark me as yours!"

His release hits hard, spurting thick ropes across her breasts as Emma strokes him through it, her breath coming in excited gasps as she feels his pleasure cover her. She maintains eye contact, making sure he sees how much she's enjoying this moment.

Emma releases him gently, running her fingers through the warm cum on her breasts with obvious satisfaction. "God, that was so hot," she breathes, looking up at Jordan with flushed cheeks and sparkling eyes. "Look what you did to me."

Jordan reaches down to pull her up for a deep, enthusiastic kiss. When they break apart, both are breathing heavily, both of their chests now covered in a slick of sticky cum.

"I think," she says, trailing her fingers down his chest, "we both need a shower." Her voice drops to a seductive whisper. "And I'm absolutely soaked... seems a shame to waste how turned on all this has made me."

Jordan's eyes darken again at her words. "Lead the way, Mrs Williams."

Emma reaches for her phone one last time, quickly typing out a message: "Good morning to all my new followers! Getting ready for a very... steamy Sunday. New video coming soon!"

She sets her phone to Do Not Disturb - the messages can wait. Right now, she has other plans. Standing up, she lets her nightdress fall to the floor, giving Jordan a view of exactly how wet their morning activities have made her.

"Coming?" she asks with a playful smirk, already heading for their en-suite. The sound of running water fills the room as Emma adjusts the temperature, steam beginning to curl around her naked form.

Jordan watches her for a moment, taking in the sight of his wife - confident, sexy, and completely uninhibited. "You know," he says, following her into the bathroom, "I think I'm going to enjoy this new chapter of our lives."

Emma's laugh echoes off the tiles as she pulls him into the shower. "Oh, baby," she purrs, pressing herself against him under the warm spray, "we're just getting started..."

The bathroom door closes behind them, leaving Emma's phone on the bedside table, still lighting up with notifications from her growing following. But for now, those messages can wait - she has more pressing matters to attend to.

◆◆◆

Emma smooths down her new sage green loungewear set, the soft ribbed fabric clinging to her curves in ways her old baggy clothes never did. The wide-leg trousers sit low on her hips, and the cropped wrap top shows just a hint of midriff when she moves. Casual enough for movie night, but deliberately chosen to draw attention, the material stretched over the areas she wants to the eyes to travel to.

"Need any help with the snacks?" Jordan calls from the living room, where he's arranging cushions on their L-shaped sofa. Emma watches him stretch to adjust the corner throw, his t-shirt riding up to reveal a strip of toned stomach. He's been hitting the gym more lately, she's noticed, and there's something incredibly sexy about knowing it's partly due to their recent conversations.

The doorbell rings exactly on time - Dan, of course. Emma's heart skips as Jordan lets him in. She has to suppress a whimper, seeing his broad shoulders testing the limits of his fitted navy henley. His curls are slightly damp from a recent shower, and Emma catches the familiar scent of his cologne as he wraps her in a warm hug.

"Brought some decent wine," Dan says, producing two bottles of Châteauneuf-du-Pape. His large hands cradle the bottles carefully, and Emma finds herself remembering how those strong fingers felt during their coffee shop conversation. He catches her looking and gives her a subtle wink.

Marc arrives next, bringing his usual selection of tapas from Fuego. He moves through the kitchen with natural grace, plating everything with artistic flair. His chef's hands are quick and precise, and Emma admires how his black fitted shirt shows off his lean, toned physique. There's something magnetic about the way he commands any space he's in, even their humble kitchen.

"Tom's running late," Marc announces, reaching past Emma to grab serving plates. "Had to finish up at the studio." His proximity sends a shiver down her spine, and she's sure he notices.

But Tom isn't late at all, appearing almost silently in the doorway moments later. He's wearing his usual black ensemble, the sleeves pushed up to reveal intricate tattoos. Emma's always fascinated by how he can seem so unassuming yet fill a room with his quiet intensity. His artist's eyes take everything in, and she wonders if his sketchbook is in his messenger bag as usual.

Ryan arrives last, naturally, with a wooden case of fine reds that probably cost more than Emma's monthly salary. He's ditched his usual suit for dark jeans and a grey cashmere jumper that emphasizes his height and gym-honed physique. Even his casual clothes scream money, but Emma has to admit he wears them well.

"Shall we?" Jordan suggests, and Emma notes how he's arranged the seating to ensure maximum proximity. The L-shaped sofa dominates one side, with his armchair positioned perfectly to observe everything. Various floor cushions and their single armchair complete the intimate arrangement.

Emma settles into the middle of the L-shaped sofa, tucking her legs under her. Dan immediately claims the space next to her, while Tom quietly takes the other side. Marc sprawls artistically across the floor cushions, and Ryan claims the armchair, his long legs stretched out before him. The positioning feels deliberate, charged with possibility.

Jordan dims the lights, and Emma's awareness of each man heightens in the soft glow. Five incredibly different but equally attractive men, each bringing their distinct energy to the room. Her husband's encouraging glances, Dan's protective proximity, Marc's playful energy, Tom's artistic intensity, and Ryan's smouldering presence - all focused on her in their own ways.

The air feels thick with anticipation as Jordan reaches for the remote. Emma takes a slow sip of wine, steadying nerves which aren't normally there at these gatherings.

They're halfway through the first bottle of Ryan's ridiculously expensive Bordeaux when Marc breaks the comfortable silence.

"Your latest reel was inspired, Em." He swirls the crimson liquid in his glass, chef's wrist rotating with practised elegance. "The way you described that library scene in 'The Professional'... very articulate. Though I have to say, the little gasp you did when discussing the desk scene was particularly..." He pauses, dark eyes twinkling, "...enlightening."

Emma nearly chokes on her wine, the expensive vintage burning her throat. Her fingers tighten on the crystal stem as heat floods her cheeks. "You- what?"

"Oh, come on @EmmasSpicyReads," Marc grins, emphasising her handle. "Your aesthetic game is strong. Those artfully arranged books, the silk robe shots..." He winks at Jordan. "Very tastefully done. Though I particularly enjoyed your after-dark stories about power dynamics in relationships."

The room seems to shrink, the air growing thick. Emma's heart hammers against her ribs as Dan shifts beside her, his thigh pressing warmly against hers under the shared blanket.

"I have to agree with Marc," Dan's voice is low, intimate despite their audience. "Though I preferred your review of 'Priest'. The way you bit your lip when discussing Chapter Fifteen..." He trails off meaningfully.

"You too?" Emma squeaks, then notices Tom's slight smile behind his sketchbook. "Don't tell me..."

Tom glances up, pencil pausing mid-stroke. "Your analysis of the rope scene in 'Dark Notes' was..." he pauses, choosing his words carefully, "...technically accurate. The artist in me appreciated your attention to detail."

"For fuck's sake," Ryan growls from his sofa, elegant fingers clenching around his wine glass. "I thought I was being clever tracking you down. Spent ages working out what your non-de-plume was."

The room goes silent. Emma's pulse roars in her ears as five pairs of eyes fix on her - each gaze carrying a different weight. Marc's playful appreciation, Dan's protective desire, Tom's artistic intensity, Ryan's frustrated heat, and Jordan...

She glances at her husband, finding him watching her with that new heat in his gaze, the one that appears whenever others appreciate her. He gives her a subtle nod, lips curving into an encouraging smile that makes her stomach flip.

"I..." Emma starts, voice small, then catches herself. The wine buzzes pleasantly in her veins as she processes the revelation. Her most private thoughts, her secret online persona - laid bare before these men who already feature in so many of her fantasies. The thought should mortify her.

Instead, something shifts in her chest. The embarrassment transforms into something else - something powerful.

Emma straightens her spine, letting the silk of her top slide deliberately against her skin. "Well," she says, voice stronger now, "I suppose I should be flattered to have such an... engaged audience." She takes another slow sip of the expensive wine, letting the rich flavour linger on her tongue. "Though I'm surprised you lot are so interested in romance novels."

"'Romance' seems a bit tame for what you've been reviewing lately," Ryan smirks, crossing his long legs. "Particularly that piece about the CEO and his intern."

"And what's wrong with that?" Emma challenges, surprising herself with her boldness. The heat in her cheeks now feels like power rather than embarrassment. "At least women are open about exploring their sexuality through literature. When was the last time any of you admitted to reading anything more emotional than a sports biography?"

Dan chuckles beside her, his hand finding her ankle under the blanket. The touch feels like permission. "She's got us there, lads."

"Besides," Emma continues, aware of how Jordan's eyes darken as she gains confidence, "these books are about more than just the spicy scenes. They explore trust, vulnerability, power exchange..." She watches Ryan shift uncomfortably in his expensive jeans and feels a surge of satisfaction. "Things some men seem terrified to discuss."

"Not all men," Jordan interjects softly, and the pride in his voice makes her skin tingle.

"Clearly not," Emma agrees, letting her gaze drift over each man in turn, noting their reactions. "Since you've all been so... thorough in your research of my content."

Marc raises his glass in acknowledgement, the light from the corner lamp catching the silver at his temples. "The food and wine pairing suggestions for different heat levels were particularly creative. Though I might disagree with some of your choices."

"Oh?" Emma arches an eyebrow, enjoying how his chef's confidence falters slightly. "And what would you suggest for Chapter Thirteen of 'Dark Notes', then?"

The room temperature seems to rise as Marc considers, his tongue darting out to wet his lips. "Something... robust. Full-bodied. Perhaps a Primitivo..."

"Like this one?" Emma reaches for one of Ryan's bottles, deliberately letting her top ride up as she leans forward. She catches Ryan staring at the exposed strip of skin and holds his gaze as she straightens. "More wine, anyone?"

The answering chorus of agreement carries an undertone that makes her skin prickle with awareness. As she pours, she can feel Tom's artist eyes studying her movements, Dan's fingers still tracing patterns on her ankle, Marc's appreciative gaze, and Ryan's barely contained frustration.

Jordan watches it all, his glass forgotten in his hand, and Emma realises with a thrill of power that she's never felt more desired - or more in control.

"Speaking of artistic ventures," Emma says, settling back into her corner of the sofa, enjoying her newfound confidence, "I hear someone's been branching out into new photography styles?"

Tom looks up from his sketchbook, something unreadable in his dark eyes. The sleeve of his black shirt has ridden up, revealing more of his intricate tattoos. "News travels fast."

"Hang on," Marc sits up straighter on his floor cushion, wine sloshing dangerously. "What's this?"

"Our quiet Tommy's been doing boudoir shoots," Dan grins, clearly relieved to shift attention away from their Instagram confessions. "Quite the career pivot from your usual architectural work."

Ryan's eyebrows shoot up. "Well, well. The silent one strikes again." He smirks, remembering something. "Though after that twin's situation in Amsterdam—"

"We agreed never to mention Amsterdam," Tom interrupts smoothly, but there's a hint of colour high on his cheekbones.

"Boudoir photography?" Emma asks innocently, though her pulse quickens at the thought. "For anyone we know?"

Tom's pencil moves across his page again, but she catches his slight smile. "Client confidentiality. Though I will say it's for a married woman's anniversary gift to her husband."

"That's all we get?" Marc protests. "Come on, mate. Give us something. What's your artistic vision for these shoots?"

The corner of Tom's mouth twitches. "It's about capturing intimacy, not just sexuality. The subtle moments. A dropped glance, a held breath..." His artist's eyes flick briefly to Emma, then back to his sketch. "The anticipation is more erotic than the reveal."

"Sounds like someone's been reading Emma's reviews," Ryan drawls, but there's genuine interest in his tone.

"The technical aspects are fascinating actually," Tom continues, warming to his subject. "Playing with shadow and light, the way fabric moves, capturing those microseconds of genuine emotion..."

Emma watches his hands as he talks, the way his long fingers gesture expressively. She's always known he was artistic, but there's something different about imagining those careful hands positioning a subject, adjusting lights, creating intimate portraits...

"So," Dan's voice breaks into her thoughts, "how does one get into boudoir photography? Asking for a friend, obviously."

The group laughs, and Tom shakes his head. "It's a serious art form. Requires trust, discretion, professional boundaries-"

"All things you're famous for," Marc interjects. "Remember that life drawing class in final year? When the model-"

"We agreed not to mention that either," Tom cuts in, but he's grinning now.

"There seems to be a lot we're not meant to mention about Tom," Emma observes, enjoying how the tables have turned. "For someone so quiet, you have quite a colourful past."

"You have no idea," Ryan mutters into his wine glass.

Jordan, who's been quietly watching the exchange, leans forward in his armchair. "So, these shoots - they're tasteful but suggestive? Like Emma's Instagram aesthetic?"

The room's atmosphere shifts subtly at the comparison. Tom meets Jordan's gaze steadily. "Similar principle. Suggesting rather than showing. Leaving some space for imagination."

Emma feels the sexual tension settling over the room as each of them pictures Tom’s photos, but also contrasting them against the pictures and videos she is now producing on her Instagram. She's acutely aware of Dan's hand still on her ankle, the way Tom's pencil has stilled on his page, Marc's intense focus, and Ryan's careful observation. She realises that her husband has deliberately and quite cleverly linked the men's mental images of naughty photography with herself and takes a mental note to congratulate him later.

"Well," she says, reaching for the wine bottle again, "it sounds fascinating. You'll have to tell us more about it sometime."

Tom's dark eyes meet hers over his sketchbook. "One day," he agrees quietly. The word hangs in the air like a promise.

"Right then," Jordan says, pushing up from his armchair. "Snacks before Ryan's film choice?" He heads to the kitchen, returning with several bowls of mixed nuts and crisps, arranging them within easy reach of everyone.

"Let me help with the lighting," Tom offers quietly, moving to adjust the corner lamps. The room dims to a warm glow, shadows deepening in the corners. Emma notices how the shadows now make everyone look somehow more defined - Tom's cheekbones sharper, Dan's shoulders broader, Marc's profile more dramatic. Ryan lounges in his seat like a predator, all lean lines and controlled power.

"You'll appreciate this one, Emma," Ryan says, wine glass dangling from his elegant fingers. "'The Thomas Crown Affair' - the Pierce Brosnan version. Plenty of... power dynamics for your reviews."

The opening credits roll, but Emma's barely processing them. The wine, the conversations about her reviews, Tom's photography - it's all created an electric undercurrent in the room. She's hyperaware of Dan's solid warmth beside her, his thumb still tracing lazy circles on her ankle under the blanket. Each touch sends tiny shivers up her leg.

Tom has returned to his seat on her other side, his artist's presence somehow both calming and thrilling. His sketchbook rests on his lap, but in the dimness, she can't quite make out what he's drawing. The scratch of pencil on paper provides a subtle counterpoint to the movie's soundtrack.

The film's first kiss scene plays out, and Emma feels the atmosphere thicken. Marc shifts on his floor cushions below her, leaning back against the sofa. His shoulder brushes against her curled leg, and he doesn't move away. The contact feels deliberate, another point of heat in the darkness.

"We need more snacks," Jordan announces suddenly, pushing up from his chair. "Don't pause it - I know this film." He catches Emma's eye with a subtle wink before heading to the kitchen, and her pulse quickens at his deliberate absence.

The moment the kitchen door swings shut, the air in the room seems to grow heavier. Dan's fingers on her ankle become more purposeful, sliding down to trace the delicate bones of her foot. Tom's pencil stills completely, though he pretends to be absorbed in his sketching. Marc's head tips back slightly, resting against her knee, and she can almost imagine the warmth of his breath on her leg.

Ryan watches it all from his position across the room, his grey eyes glittering in the low light. When he takes a slow sip of wine, Emma finds herself focusing on the way his throat moves as he swallows.

She shifts slightly, the ribbed fabric of her top sliding against her increasingly sensitive skin. The movement causes the blanket to open, revealing more of her bare midriff. This time, no one moves to fix it. The cool air against her exposed skin makes her shiver, and she's certain she hears more than one sharp intake of breath in response.

In the kitchen, she can hear Jordan deliberately taking his time with the snacks, the occasional clink of bowls and the rustle of packets carrying through the door. The film plays on, but Emma's attention is scattered between the multiple points of contact and the growing ache between her thighs.

Dan's fingers venture higher, tracing lazy circles just above her ankle now, and Emma bites back a whimper. Her skin feels electric, every nerve ending alive to his touch. She forces herself to keep her breathing steady, though her heart is racing. They're all watching the film - aren't they?

Tom shifts beside her, his leg pressing against hers ever so slightly. The heat of him, combined with Dan's exploring fingers, makes her thighs clench involuntarily. She's grateful for the darkness hiding her flushed cheeks, though she's certain they must all be able to hear her quickened breathing.

Jordan returns with fresh snacks, settling back into his armchair. His knowing smile makes her wonder if he can tell how affected she is, how desperately she's trying to maintain composure while Dan's fingers draw maddening patterns on her calf.

The film reaches the chess scene - all heated glances and subtle power play. Emma's overwhelmed by the multiple sensations: Dan's touch growing bolder under cover of darkness, Tom's solid warmth beside her, Marc's head still resting against her knee, and Ryan's intense stares from across the room.

Her arousal is becoming impossible to ignore. She's certain they must be able to smell her excitement, especially Dan, sitting so close. When she reaches for her wine glass, her hand trembles slightly. Tom steadies it without looking away from his sketchbook, his fingers brushing hers in a touch that feels far too intimate for movie night.

"Getting warm in here," Marc murmurs and Emma has to stifle a gasp as he shifts position, his shoulder now pressed firmly against her leg. The casual contact feels anything but casual.

Ryan's voice cuts through the darkness. "Everything all right, Emma? You seem... distracted." There's a knowing edge to his tone that makes her stomach flip.

"Perfect," she manages, proud of how steady her voice sounds despite Dan's fingers now drawing delicate patterns on her calf. "Just... absorbed in the film."

Jordan catches her eye again, and the heat in his gaze makes her bite her lip. He knows exactly what's happening, she realises. Knows how turned on she is, surrounded by their friends, being slowly driven mad by these subtle touches.

She shifts again, unable to help herself, and needs to hold back a moan as the movement causes Dan's fingers to brush higher up her calf. Her top slides against her hardened nipples, and she's never been more aware of her body, of their masculine presence surrounding her, of all the possibilities hanging in the darkened room.

Tom's pencil moves across his page again, and Emma wonders what he's capturing - her flushed cheeks, her barely controlled breathing, or the way she's practically squirming under Dan's hidden touches.

◆◆◆

The film's end credits begin to roll, and Emma feels the magic of the darkness starting to dissolve. Her body is humming with unfulfilled desire, disappointment already creeping in as Dan slowly withdraws his hand from her leg.

"Lights?" Jordan asks, not waiting for an answer before brightening the room. Emma blinks in the sudden glare, aware of how dishevelled she must look. Her top has ridden up, the blanket pooled around her waist, and she can feel the heat in her cheeks.

Marc groans and stretches, pulling away from her leg as he unfolds himself from the floor cushions. The loss of contact leaves her skin tingling. "Christ, my back. I'm getting too old for floor seating."

Ryan stands, adjusting his cashmere jumper with practised elegance, though Emma notices a slight tremor in his usually steady hands. "Good choice of film, if I do say so myself," he smirks, but his voice is rougher than usual.

Tom closes his sketchbook with deliberate care, tucking it away before Emma can glimpse what he's been drawing. As he shifts away from her on the sofa, the cool air rushes into the space where his warmth has been.

Emma pushes her shoulders back to stretch her back muscles, grateful for the blanket still covering her lap. She's certain her arousal must be obvious - her nipples are still hard against the silk of her top, and she can feel the dampness between her thighs. The room smells of wine, masculine cologne, and something else - desire barely contained.

"Well," Jordan says, gathering empty glasses, "that was... interesting." His knowing look makes Emma's stomach flip. He begins stacking bowls, the domestic sounds jarringly normal after the charged atmosphere of moments ago.

Dan stands last, his movement careful, and Emma catches the slight adjustment of his jeans. Their eyes meet briefly, and the heat there makes her breath catch. But the spell is broken - phones are being checked, Ubers ordered, jackets collected.

The darkness had made everything possible. The light makes it all seem like a shared dream, slipping away even as Emma tries to hold onto the sensations: Dan's exploring fingers, Tom's artistic observation, Marc's casual intimacy, Ryan's burning stares, and through it all, Jordan's tacit permission.

◆◆◆

"Uber's here," Marc announces, checking his phone. He pulls Emma into a warm hug, letting it linger just a fraction longer than usual. "Fantastic evening, querida. Perhaps you'll review some Spanish literature next?" His wink makes her blush all over again.

Ryan follows shortly after, his car service waiting for him. "Well played tonight, Emma," he murmurs, brushing a kiss against her cheek. "Though I still maintain I found your account first." His cologne wraps around her as he pulls away, expensive and intoxicating.

"Speaking of accounts," Marc calls from the doorway, "Tommy boy, when are you launching your new photography website?"

Tom rolls his eyes, gathering his messenger bag. "When it's ready."

"Such mystery," Ryan teases. "Almost like you're hiding something..."

"I prefer 'maintaining professional discretion'," Tom replies smoothly, but Emma catches the slight quirk on his lips. He turns to her, dark eyes intense. "Goodnight, Emma. Jordan." His hand brushes her arm as he passes, the touch deliberate, and she cannot work out if it’s just in friendship or something more.

Jordan disappears into the kitchen with an armful of glasses. "Just going to load the dishwasher," he calls, the excuse transparent but welcome.

Dan stands slowly from the sofa, stretching his rugby-player frame. "Walk me out?" he asks Emma softly.

At the door, Dan turns to her. The porch light catches the gold in his brown eyes as he steps closer. "About tonight..." he starts.

"I know," Emma breathes, pulse racing.

His kiss, when it comes, is devastating. One hand cups her face while the other grips her hip, pulling her against him. Emma gasps into his mouth, tasting wine. It's brief but intense, leaving her dizzy with want.

"Goodnight, Em," he whispers against her lips before pulling away. She watches him walk to his waiting taxi, legs unsteady, from wine or something else she's not sure.

When she closes the door, she leans against it, panting slightly. Her body is electric with unfulfilled desire, lips tingling from Dan's kiss, skin remembering every touch from the evening. As she looks up, she she's startled to realise Jordan is standing at the kitchen door, with a look of pure lust on his face, a bulge so obviously waiting for her.

◆◆◆

Emma's heart pounds as they stumble into their bedroom, her back pressing against the door the moment it closes. Jordan's eyes are dark with desire as he looks at her, really looks at her, in a way that makes her feel both exposed and treasured.

"You're trembling," he murmurs, fingers trailing down her arm. "Was it Dan's kiss that did this to you?"

She nods, then shakes her head, then laughs breathlessly. "Everything. God, Jordan, the whole evening..." Her fingers fumble with his shirt buttons. "The way they all touched me, so carefully, like they were asking permission..."

Jordan helps her with his buttons, then slides his hands under her sage green top. "Tell me," He whispers against her neck. "Tell me how it felt, having all our friends want you."

Emma gasps as his thumbs brush her hardened nipples through her bra. "Like electricity," she admits. "Every touch was like a spark." She pushes his shirt off his shoulders, needing to feel his skin against hers. "When Tom pressed his leg against mine, I thought I'd combust."

They're moving towards the bed now, clothes marking their path like breadcrumbs. Emma's top, Jordan's belt, her bottoms, his jeans. When Jordan lowers her onto their bed, she's wearing only her matching emerald lingerie set – the one she'd chosen so carefully this morning, hoping someone might notice.

"And they all follow my account," she breathes, arching as Jordan's mouth finds her collarbone. "They've all read my reviews, Jordan. They know what I like..."

Jordan raises his head, and the look in his eyes makes her pussy clench with need. "Then let's make sure you tell me exactly what you like," he growls softly, reaching behind her to unclasp her bra. "Every. Single. Detail."

Jordan kisses his way down Emma's body, pausing to lavish attention on her breasts. Her nipples are already hard peaks, sensitive from an evening of subtle friction against her top while squirming under her friends' touches. When he takes one into his mouth, she arches with a gasp.

"Tell me everything," he commands against her skin. "Start from the beginning. How did it feel when Dan sat next to you?"

Emma moans as Jordan's mouth continues its downward path. "He... oh god... he was so careful at first. Just his thigh touching mine." She threads her fingers through Jordan's hair as he settles between her legs. "But then during the film, his hand found my ankle and..."

Jordan's tongue takes a long, slow route down her body, slowly nestling between her legs, an initial soft lick through her folds, making her gasp. "You're soaking,” he growls appreciatively. "Was this from Dan's touches?"

"Yes... no... everyone..." Emma can barely think as Jordan's tongue circles her clit. "Dan's fingers kept... kept stroking higher up my calf. And Tom on my other side, he..."

Jordan lifts his head, his chin glistening with her arousal. "Tell me about Tom. What did our quiet artist friend do to make you this wet?"

Emma whimpers as Jordan slides two fingers inside her while waiting for her answer. "He pressed his leg against mine, but it wasn't innocent like Dan. He knew exactly what he was doing. Every time he shifted, it was like... oh fuck..."

"Like what?" Jordan's fingers curl inside her as his tongue returns to her clit. "Tell me or I'll stop."

"Like he was testing me," Emma gasps. "His leg was so strong against mine, and when he caught me looking at him..." She moans as Jordan rewards her honesty with a particularly skilled flick of his tongue.

"And Marc?" Jordan prompts, his free hand gripping her thigh. "I saw how he kept resting his head back against your knee."

Emma's hips buck as Jordan's fingers find that perfect spot inside her. "He... every time he moved his head, I imagined his hair tickling my skin. And he kept... kept reaching back to touch my leg, like he was steadying himself, but his fingers..."

Jordan increases his pace slightly. "Did you imagine those fingers inside you instead of mine?"

"Yes!" Emma cries out, then blushes at her admission. But Jordan just groans against her pussy, the vibration making her shiver.

"And Ryan?" Jordan's voice is rough with arousal. "I saw how he watched you. How did that make you feel?"

Emma's close now, Jordan's talented mouth and the memories of the evening pushing her toward the edge. "He barely touched me, but his eyes... the way he looked at me, like he knew that Dan was touching me... like he was memorizing everything..."

"Did you want him to touch you?" Jordan's fingers thrust deeper, his tongue circling her clit with devastating precision. "Did you want Ryan to show you why he's so arrogant?"

"Please," Emma begs, though she's not sure what she's begging for anymore. "Jordan, please..."

"Tell me," He demands, his fingers never stopping their relentless rhythm. "Tell me how much you wanted them all."

"So much," Emma sobs, her thighs trembling. "I wanted... want... all of them..."

Jordan groans against her pussy. "You're going to have them all, baby. But first..." His tongue flattens against her clit as his fingers curl inside her. "First you're going to cum for me. Show me how much tonight turned you on. Let me taste how much you want my friends to fuck you."

Emma's orgasm hits her like a tidal wave, Jordan's words and mouth and fingers combining with the evening's memories to push her over the edge. She cries out his name as she cums, her pussy clenching around his fingers as he licks her through her climax.

When she can focus again, Jordan is kissing his way back up her body, his cock hard against her thigh. The look in his eyes tells her they're far from finished.

"Need you inside me," Emma pants, pulling Jordan up her body. She can taste herself on his lips as they kiss deeply, desperately. "Need my husband to fuck his hotwife."

Jordan groans at her words, his cock sliding through her wetness. "Is that what you want to be?" he asks roughly, positioning himself at her entrance. "My hot little wife who fucks all my friends?"

"Yes," Emma gasps as he pushes inside her. She's so wet from his mouth and her orgasm that he slides in easily despite his thickness. "Want to be so good for you... want you to watch them fuck me..."

Jordan starts moving, setting a hard, fast pace that makes Emma moan. "Going to let Dan have you first," he growls, gripping her hips. "Let him show you how much he's wanted you all these years. Would you like that?"

"Oh god, yes," Emma wraps her legs around Jordan's waist, pulling him deeper. "His big rugby player hands all over me... the way he kissed me tonight..."

"Fuck, Em," Jordan's rhythm falters for a moment before picking up speed. "The way he looked at you after that kiss... like he wanted to carry you straight to bed."

Emma arches beneath him, feeling another orgasm building already. "And Tom... want his quiet dominance... want him to tie me up and photograph me."

"He will," Jordan promises, his thrusts becoming more erratic. "Going to let them all have you... show you off... my beautiful wife."

"Marc in his kitchen," Emma gasps, digging her nails into Jordan's back. "Ryan in his expensive sheets... want them all to fill me up."

"Yes," Jordan's voice is strained, close to his release. "Going to watch them fuck you... watch you cum on their cocks... then reclaim you every time."

"Jordan!" Emma cries out as her second orgasm hits her, walls clenching around him. “Fill your hotwife up... make me yours again!”

With a guttural groan, Jordan thrusts deep and holds there, pulsing inside her as he cums. Emma whimpers at the sensation, aftershocks of pleasure making her tremble beneath him.

They stay connected for long moments, trading soft kisses and gentle touches. When Jordan finally rolls to his side, he pulls Emma close against his chest.

"You're incredible," he murmurs into her hair. "I can't believe how lucky I am."

Emma smiles, reaching for her phone on the bedside table. "Lucky enough to let me send Dan a goodnight text?"

Jordan chuckles, pressing a kiss to her shoulder. "Go on then. But tell him he's not allowed to kiss you like that again unless he brings more wine."

Emma's fingers hover over her phone as she snuggles back against her husband. Maybe she'll text all of them – well all but the arrogant prick – and let them know their careful touches tonight haven't gone unnoticed. After all, a good hotwife should keep her bulls eager...


6: Going Live

Emma adjusts the ring light for the third time, studying how it softens the late afternoon shadows in her reading nook. The new professional setup, a gift from Jordan to celebrate her new rush of followers, makes her previous phone-propped-on-books arrangement seem laughably amateur. Her Instagram following may still be modest, but she's determined to look professional.

"Stop fiddling," Jordan calls from where he's setting up the tripod. "The lighting's perfect."

She smooths down her white cotton summer dress, realising how the material turns slightly translucent in direct light. The decision to skip a bra was deliberate—a small act of rebellion that makes her heart race. Professional book reviewers probably wear sensible underwear, but she's not just reviewing books anymore. Not since her follower count started climbing.

"Here." Jordan hands her a copy of 'The Diamond Club'. "Which scenes are you covering?"

Emma flips through her sticky-noted pages, trying to ignore how Jordan's presence behind the camera makes her skin tingle. "The club introduction scene, then..." She pauses, running her finger down a particularly dog-eared page. "Maybe this one. It's steamy but still tasteful."

Jordan reads over her shoulder, his breath warm against her neck. "Tasteful might not be the word I'd use," His voice has dropped slightly, and Emma feels heat bloom across her chest.

"That's rather the point," she manages, proud of how steady her voice sounds. She arranges her notes on the small table beside her reading chair, very aware of the way her dress rides up as she leans forward. "We're gradually moving into spicier territory. Building up to it naturally."

"Naturally," Jordan echoes, and she doesn't miss how his eyes linger on the neckline of her dress. "And the buttons? Are they part of the natural progression?"

Emma feels her face flush. The row of delicate buttons down the front of her dress had seemed like a good idea—practical yet suggestive. Now, under Jordan's knowing gaze, she wonders if she's being too obvious. "They're... strategic," she admits.

Jordan's laugh is low and warm. "Strategic. Right." He moves back to the camera, adjusting settings with more attention than strictly necessary. "Ready for a test run?"

Emma settles into her reading chair, crossing her legs carefully. The late afternoon sun streaming through the window catches her dress just so, and she pretends not to notice Jordan's sharp intake of breath. "Ready," she says, picking up the book. "Let's see how tasteful we can make this."

◆◆◆

Clearing her throat Emma looks directly into the camera. "Welcome back to Emma's Spicy Reads. Today we're reviewing 'The Diamond Club' by T.L. Swan, which follows our heroine's journey into an exclusive—" She stops, frowning. "Too formal?"

"Way too formal," Jordan confirms, lowering the camera slightly. "You sound like you're introducing a documentary about penguins. Try again, more... you."

Emma shifts in the chair, uncrossing and recrossing her legs. The movement causes the hem of her dress to ride up slightly. She notices Jordan's eyes following the motion before snapping back to the viewfinder.

"Right. More me." She takes a deep breath, accidentally emphasizing how the thin cotton clings to her chest. "Hi everyone, Emma here with another—no, that's too YouTuber."

Jordan chuckles. "Just talk about the book like you did last night. You know, when you were telling me about the club scene?"

Heat floods Emma's cheeks as she remembers exactly how that particular conversation had ended. "That was different. We were in bed, and I was—" She stops abruptly, biting her lip.

"Exactly. You were relaxed. Natural. Excited about the story." His voice drops slightly. "Very excited, as I recall."

"Jordan!" But she's laughing now, some of the tension bleeding away. She adjusts her position again, aware of how the sunlight must be making her dress nearly transparent. The thought sends a little thrill through her.

"Take three," Jordan says professionally, though his eyes betray his amusement. "Action."

Emma holds up the book, trying to channel that same excitement from last night. "Hi, book lovers. Today we're diving into something a little... different." She pauses, licking suddenly dry lips. "The Diamond Club is about a woman who discovers an exclusive gentlemen's club where the usual rules don't apply, and—"

Her phone buzzes loudly on the side table, making her jump. The sudden movement causes one of her dress buttons to pop open, revealing a flash of pale skin.

"Cut," Jordan says, his voice notably huskier than before. "Though that button thing was... interesting."

Emma looks down at the gap in her dress, feeling her nipples harden under the thin cotton. "That wasn't intentional."

"Shame." Jordan's eyes meet hers over the camera. "Maybe we should try for another take. See what else might... accidentally happen?"

"Take four," Jordan announces, but Emma's already shaking her head.

"Wait. I need a moment." She rolls her shoulders, tension visible in her neck. The first button of her dress is still undone, that initial flash of skin now a deliberate tease. "I keep thinking about who might watch this."

Jordan sets the camera down and moves behind her chair. "Isn't that rather the point?" His strong hands find her shoulders, thumbs pressing into the knots of tension. "You want them to watch. To see what I see."

Emma's breath catches as his fingers work their magic. "Yes, but—"

"You want them to notice how the light plays through this dress." His voice is low, intimate. One hand slides down to the second button. "You want them to imagine what's underneath, if there’s anything underneath." There's a question in his touch.

"Yes," Emma whispers, and feels rather than sees him smile. The button comes undone under his fingers, revealing a tantalizing triangle of skin.

A thrill runs through her – not just at the exposure, but at Jordan's deliberate action. He wants them to see her like this. The thought makes her nipples tighten visibly under the thin cotton.

"Perfect," Jordan murmurs, returning to the camera. "Now you look like someone about to review a book about a sex club."

Emma laughs, the tension broken, arousal building. The flesh of her breasts exposed by the two open buttons feels deliciously scandalous. "Ready when you are."

"Take four." Jordan's voice has that commanding edge she loves. "And remember – you're not just reviewing this book. You're seducing them into reading it."

Emma takes a deep breath and feels the cotton shift against her bare skin. "Hi everyone," she begins, then stops as her voice comes out breathy and wanting.

"Sorry," she giggles. "That sounded like the start of a completely different kind of video."

Jordan's groan is audible. "Not helping, Em. Though your followers would probably love that version."

"Final take," Jordan says softly. "Just be yourself, Em. The sexy, confident you who devours these books in bed."

Emma settles back, acutely aware of the two open buttons and how they reveal her cleavage. The ring light bathes her in light, and she tries to imagine how viewers' eyes may be drawn to the flesh she exposes.

"Welcome to Emma's Spicy Reads." Her voice is husky and natural. Today, we're exploring 'The Diamond Club,’ and trust me—" she lets her eyes meet the camera directly, thinking of Jordan behind it—this one is worth getting hot and bothered over."

She opens the book to her first marked passage, crossing her legs slowly. Jordan's sharp intake of breath makes her smile.

"Our heroine, Rachel, first enters the club thinking it's just another exclusive London venue." Emma's fingers trail along the page as she reads. "'The air was thick with promise, with possibility. Men in perfectly tailored suits watched me from leather armchairs, their eyes following my every move. I'd never felt more seen, more wanted.'"

Emma glances up and finds Jordan's gaze burning into her. The intensity makes her shift in her chair, and the dress is riding slightly higher. She's not acting anymore – her body is responding to his attention, to knowing others will watch this too.

"Rachel soon discovers this is no ordinary club," she continues, her voice dropping to an intimate tone. "The members have... specific tastes. Specific requirements." She pauses, letting the words hang. "And our Rachel? She's about to discover her taste for being watched, being shared, being worshipped."

Jordan adjusts something on the camera, but Emma can see his hands aren't quite steady. She feels powerful, aroused, seen.

"The next scene," she says, turning to her second marked passage, "is where things get really interesting."

Emma shifts forward in her chair, letting the book rest against her thighs. The movement causes her dress to pull taut across her breasts, and she hears Jordan's quiet curse behind the camera.

"His hands slid up my thighs," she reads, her voice honey-thick with arousal, "as the other men watched from their leather chairs. I should have felt exposed, vulnerable. Instead, I felt powerful." Emma pauses, letting her hand mirror the movement on her leg, watching Jordan track the motion through the viewfinder.

"The author captures that heady mix of exhibition and empowerment," she says to the camera, feeling both herself as it films. Her nipples are hard peaks against the cotton, and she knows the lighting must make it obvious. The thought sends liquid heat pooling between her thighs.

She continues reading: "Mark's fingers traced higher, and I heard the collective intake of breath from our audience. Show them, he whispered. Show them how beautiful you are when you come apart."

Emma's breath catches as she reads the words. She's warm, almost feverish, intensely aware of Jordan's gaze and the future gazes of her followers. Two buttons open suddenly doesn't feel nearly scandalous enough.

"What makes this scene so compelling," she manages, proud of how steady her voice remains, "is how it balances on that knife-edge between propriety and abandon. Between being watched—" she looks directly into the camera, thinking of all the people who will view this, "—and being seen."

She holds his gaze over the camera. "The scene continues with Rachel discovering her exhibition kink, learning to embrace being desired by multiple men while her partner orchestrates everything." Her voice drops to almost a whisper. "It's quite... inspiring."

Emma closes the book slowly, and deliberately. "For those interested in exploring Rachel's journey into the Diamond Club, you'll find the link in my bio. And remember—" she lets a knowing smile play across her lips, "—sometimes the most exciting chapters are the ones that make you blush."

The red recording light blinks off. Emma stays in position, heart racing, skin tingling. "How was that?"

Jordan's already putting the camera down, his eyes dark with want. "Perfect. Absolutely fucking perfect."

◆◆◆

Emma watches herself back on the tiny screen as Jordan breaks down the lighting setup. Even in the small preview, the effect is striking – the way the light catches her dress, the subtle shifts in position, that knowing smile.

"I can't believe how..." she trails off, cheeks flushing.

"Sexy?" Jordan suggests, coiling cables. "Professional? Both?"

"Both," she agrees, starting to type hashtags. "#BookTok #SpicyReads #BookRecommendations..." She pauses, finger hovering. "#SmutTok?"

Jordan glances over her shoulder. "Definitely. And #BookishThirst – that's trending right now."

She looks up at him, amused. "How do you know that?"

"I might have been studying your analytics." He shrugs, but she catches the possessive gleam in his eye. "Knowing what gets attention. Who's watching."

Emma adds the tags, then starts typing her caption: Taking a walk on the wilder side with 'The Diamond Club' today. Sometimes the steamiest stories are the ones that make you question your boundaries...

"Perfect," Jordan murmurs, reading as she types. His hand rests on her shoulder, thumb brushing the sensitive spot behind her ear. "Though you might want to add a content warning."

"Mmm." She leans into his touch. "Done. Should I..." Her finger hovers over the 'Post' button.

"Do it," Jordan says softly. "Let them see you."

Heart racing, Emma posts the video. Already she can imagine the notifications that will flood in – the likes, the comments, the DMs. She wonders if DarkDomReader will watch it, what he'll think of those two open buttons.

"Now what?" she asks, standing and smoothing down her dress.

Jordan's eyes are dark as he finishes packing away the equipment. "Now we wait. See who notices." His smile turns wicked. "Though I can think of a few ways to pass the time."

◆◆◆

Emma cradles her glass of wine, soft tension humming through her as she and Jordan toast to the success of her latest video shoot. The room is lit with the last of the autumn light, and the moment feels like something from one of her growing collection of romance novels.

“I can’t believe how many followers you gained!” Jordan exclaims, his hazel eyes sparkling with pride as he settles in beside her on the bed, the scent of the rich Merlot weaving between them.

Emma can’t suppress a grin. “Neither can I! I was hoping to reach 1,500 by the end of the month, but this is… incredible!" She feels a buzz of adrenaline coursing through her, boosted even more by the wine.

“Let’s see what your admirers have to say,” Jordan urges, leaning closer as she grabs her phone. Anticipation hangs in the air as Emma taps the Instagram app.

As the screen loads, she gasps, nearly spilling her wine. “I have over 2,500 followers now!” Emma squeals, her pulse racing.

Jordan leans in, a teasing grin spreading across his lips. “Let’s see if they’re as captivated by your charm as I am.”

She navigates to her inbox, and her heart flutters with each new notification. “Haha oh no, this is obviously Marc as ChefWithBenefits,” she reads aloud, “Can’t wait to see the delicious things coming next!”

“That silky tongue of his is working overtime,” Jordan replies with a laugh, clearly enjoying their playful banter.

Emma giggles, scrolling through the flurry of messages, taking in the excitement swirling between them. Each comment feels like a little kiss of affirmation, sending thrills down her spine. The momentum gathers as she spots Dan’s playful message: “Your presentation style was top-notch! When are you giving me that private lesson?”

“Has he been reading your spicy books?” Jordan laughs, elbowing her playfully. “Seems like he’s willing to do anything to have you teach him.”

Emma glances up, biting her lip in amusement. “And here’s Tom as ArtisticVision. He ‘loved the lighting and composition’. Thanks to you - you’re possibly in the wrong profession.” Emma teases before continuing scrolling through, “Our friends certainly have got a way with words. No sign of a comment from Ryan though, not even a snide comment" she notes, feeling a hint of disappointment creeping in. “Kind of surprising, isn’t it?”

Jordan smirks knowingly, his gaze shifting from the phone back to her. “He’s probably playing it cool, waiting for the right moment to join in. Just you wait.”

Emma shrugs but can’t shake the nagging feeling of Ryan’s absence. “Maybe,” she says, forcing a smile while trying to work out if she’s disappointed at a lack of a biting remark or pleased.

Jordan nudges closer, his warmth enveloping her. “Let’s keep going! I want to see what they’re all saying.”

Encouraged by his interest, Emma carries on. revealing a wave of flirty messages. Her breath quickens as she begins reading aloud. “Wow, everyone’s feeling bold tonight,” she remarks, her cheeks flushing with excitement.

“Let’s see those flirty replies,” Jordan urges, leaning in. “I dare you to flirt back.”

With a mixture of nervousness and arousal, Emma glances at him, her heart pounding. “You think? What if they think I’m too eager?”

“More eager is better. Just tease them, show them you’re Emma,” he whispers, his gaze intense, making her feel just a little daring.

Feeling emboldened, Emma smiles back at Jordan, ready to step into a cheeky response.

Emma takes a deep breath. Excitement dances in her stomach as she opens the message from DarkDomReader, the suspense sending a thrill through her. “Loving your take on power dynamics. Maybe we should explore those ideas together…”

She feels a rush of adrenaline, mixing surprise and curiosity. Emma glances up at Jordan, her heart racing. “That’s a bit forward, don’t you think?”

Jordan leans closer, his voice low. “Sounds like someone is keen to know you better. I like this guy!” His expression is playful, but there's a look that Emma realises is his excitement at her swapping messages with other men.

Emma picks up her phone again, feeling the heat rise in her cheeks. “Should I respond? I mean, it’s so direct…” Her voice trails off, uncertainty creeping in.

“Why not?” Jordan encourages, his tone warm, brushing a hand against her arm, igniting a spark within her. “A flirty exchange is exactly what you want. Just tease him a little. You’re allowed to express interest.”

Feeling a wave of confidence wash over her, Emma types back a cheeky reply. “A private consultation sounds tempting.” Her heart races at sending the message, but the thrill is intoxicating.

Jordan’s eyes glint with amusement and desire as he watches her fingers fly over the screen. “Great start! Now, what about Marc?” he suggests, urging her on.

Emma initially hesitates, but with Jordan beside her, she feels emboldened. “Okay, let’s see what to say.” She glances at the comments again. She types to Marc, “I could teach you some delicious techniques indeed. How about a private lesson?”

Jordan chuckles, leaning back against the headboard. “Nice touch, Em. They’ll be eating out of your hand in no time."

Emma grins at Jordan’s encouragement and keeps scrolling. Another notification pops up from Dan: “I’m ready for that private lesson anytime.”

“Wow, they are relentless tonight!” Emma exclaims, her excitement bubbling over. The spontaneity of the interaction brings a flush to her cheeks, the attention from her friends heating her skin.

“Let’s not hold back. Reply to Dan a little more suggestively,” Jordan advises, leaning in close enough that she can feel the heat radiating from him.

Emma bites her lip, teasingly typing, “How about a tutorial over dinner? I promise to be very hands-on.” The idea sends a thrill down her spine as her heart races with excitement.

Jordan watches her, his expression shifting to something more intense. “Perfect. They won’t know what hit them,” he murmurs, clearly enjoying her confidence.

Emma’s heart races at the thought of the growing anticipation within their friend group, their playful exchanges transforming into something much more stimulating. She glances back at Jordan, feeling the chemistry spark between them as they engage in this verbal dance.

Emma’s phone buzzes again, her heart racing as she sees a new message from DarkDomReader flash on the screen. “I must admit, the thought of you in a private lesson has my attention. Although there are many things I’d like to teach you.”

The thrill of his words sends shivers down her spine, and she shoots a glance at Jordan, who is still close by, watching expectantly. “This guy is relentless,” she laughs, though her excitement is palpable.

Jordan leans in closer, his voice a low whisper. “What’s the matter? You sound a little flustered. Enjoying this attention?”

“I am!” Emma admits, feeling a mixture of thrill and mischief. She can’t help but smile as she contemplates how everyone is responding so eagerly to her newfound confidence. “It’s just… I mean, this is all so new.”

“What are you waiting for? Respond. Flirt a little more! He’s clearly intrigued,” Jordan encourages, his tone teasing and playful, pushing her to embrace the excitement.

Emma adds a flirtatious touch as she types a reply. “Oh? I think I might like that… Sir.” The game she is now playing both terrifies and exhilarates her, pulling on the thrill of the unknown.

Jordan’s eyes widen slightly at her response, and he can’t help but chuckle. “Oh, now that’s sexy, he’ll be getting flustered himself now Em.” His admiration boosts her confidence even further.

As she scrolls through more comments, she catches Marc saying something along the lines of, “I’d love to be on the receiving end of those lessons.”

“Marc is getting bold!” Emma says, laughing, excitement bubbling as she embraces their banter. She quickly types back, “You’d best be ready to learn then! I’m going to whip you into shape.”

Jordan enjoys the banter from the sidelines, nodding approvingly. He can see how this whole scene empowers Emma. “Keep it fun! Show them that spark.”

While enjoying the playful teasing with Marc and Dan, Emma can’t shake the lingering thoughts about DarkDomReader. “I just wish I knew who this guy is,” she confesses, her brow slightly furrowing. “It could be anyone, but he really gets it.”

Jordan smirks, sensing the deeper connection forming. “Life’s more exciting with a little mystery,” he says. “And maybe he’ll reveal himself when the time is right.”

Emma’s phone buzzes again, and she can’t help but feel a rush as she unlocks it. DarkDomReader has replied. “I'm curious to see what you can handle when you're in the moment. Some women find my size a little intimidating.”

The thrill in her chest spikes, and she shoots a look at Jordan. His presence feels electric beside her as they both lean closer to her phone. “What’s he saying now?” Jordan asks, his voice lowering, tension threading through his words.

Emma can hardly form a coherent response. “He just… wants to see what I can handle. He’s suggesting he’s… rather well-endowed I think.” A flicker of heat ignites in her core, and she feels the need to rise to the challenge.

Jordan nudges her playfully. “What are you waiting for? Show him you can handle anything. You’re in control here.”

The prospect sends a thrill through her as she contemplates her next reply. With a trembling hand, she types back, “I guess if I’m going to play that game, I need to test my limits. Care to help me push them?”

She hits send, heart racing as exhilaration floods her system. Looking up, she catches a glimpse of Jordan’s expression. His eyes are filled with admiration mixed with something deeper, something darker that hints at promise.

“Oh yes you’re so fucking sexy Em!” he exclaims, leaning closer, using his voice to coax her into further daring exchanges. “What do you think he’ll say to that?”

Before Emma can strategize, another reply from DarkDomReader pings in. “I’d love to be the one guiding you through that exploration. Just imagine the possibilities...”

Emma feels a shiver run up her spine, excitement swirling inside her. The thought of being guided, of someone teasing her boundaries, sends her heart racing even faster. She glances at Jordan, who seems to sense the heightened tension.

“Let’s see how deep it goes,” Jordan says, his voice sultry. He leans closer, almost conspiratorial, brushing his fingers across her arm. “You should definitely invite him to find out how deep you’re willing to go.”

Emma blushes under the intensity of his gaze, biting her lip as she considers her reply. “Maybe I do have a few more things I’d like to learn… you may have to be firm with me,” she finally types, feeling emboldened.

“Now we’re getting somewhere,” Jordan murmurs, watching Emma closely, relishing the moment. “Show us your wild side.”

The sultry promise lingers in the air, and Emma feels the energy shift between them. The playful teasing tips toward something more charged, as her core throbs with anticipation. The idea of being desired by two men—one standing right beside her and the other hidden behind a screen—sets her on fire, igniting a craving she never knew she had.

“Just tell him what you want,” Jordan whispers, echoing the unspoken desire rippling through the room. “Let him see how much you want him.”

Emma catches her breath, feeling the weight of his words. With a newfound daring, she types, “Why don’t we turn our lessons into something more… interactive? I could use some hands-on training.”

As she sends the message, she glances at Jordan to gauge his reaction, her heart pounding at the prospect. She watches as a mix of pride and intense desire flickers in his eyes.

“Good girl,” he breathes, leaning in as he watches for DarkDomReader’s response. “That’s exactly what I meant. You can play this game. Own it.”

Emma feels the excitement thrumming in her veins, and her skin feels electric under Jordan’s watchful gaze. It’s as if two worlds collide: the excitement of her online persona merging seamlessly with the reality of her intimacy with Jordan.

Three little dots appear on the screen—DarkDomReader is typing. Emma holds her breath, anticipation spiralling in her stomach as she leans closer to the phone.

“Let’s discover just how far you’re willing to go. I’ll teach you what you crave,” the message finally appears.

Emma gasps softly, feeling the heat of every word, but it's Jordan's hand on her thigh, the way his thumb gently strokes her skin, which sends her over the edge. She glances up, and the smirk on his face mirrors the playful challenge set before her.

Emma's heart races as she types back her next message, caught in a whirlwind of excitement and desire. The thrill of being desired here and now, while teasing DarkDomReader from afar, sends shivers through her body.

Jordan leans in closer, the heat between them palpable. “You know,” he says playfully, “the best way to explore your desire is to embrace it fully. Right now, you have two men wanting to know just how far you’ll go. Show them.”

As Emma feels his breath against her neck, a thrill of anticipation washes over her. “I want to learn… everything,” she types, her fingers trembling slightly. “And break all the rules while doing it.”

Jordan’s hand moves to her thigh, gently squeezing it as he watches her type. The tension builds as his touch sends electric pulses through her body. He brushes his fingers higher, teasing the edge of her silk nightdress. “That’s a good start. Now let’s push those boundaries a little more.”

Emma gasps quietly, her thoughts swirling as she feels the warmth of his hand creeping upward. “What if I want to be… taught lessons by this,” she asks, her heart pounding as she lets slip the word “master.”

Jordan’s eyes flash with mischief, and she can tell he loves the implication. “Master, huh?” he murmurs, his voice thick with desire, as he teasingly pinches her nipple through the silky fabric. “Does that excite you, Em, to have someone dominant have you?”

The sensation sends waves of pleasure coursing through her body. “Yes,” she breathes, abandoning any reservations. The thrill of the moment makes her fingers tremble even more.

“Then tell him,” Jordan urges, gently rubbing her clit over her nightdress, the sheer pleasure of his touch igniting her arousal. “Tell your master what you desire.”

Emma’s breath hitches, overwhelmed by the rush of sensations. She quickly types to DarkDomReader, “I want to be taught by my master. I crave it.”

Jordan smirks, clearly pleased with her willingness to embrace her desire. “Good girl,” he praises softly, his hand moving with intention. “Now, let him know just how much you’re ready to explore.”

Feeling bold under their shared intensity, she types, “I’ve been a good girl for too long. I want to learn everything about being naughty. I need your guidance.”

“Perfect! Keep going, Em,” Jordan encourages, his fingers working their magic, teasing her sensitivity. The warmth of his arousal fuels her courage, and she feels her body tightening with both excitement and pleasure.

Jordan leans closer, his lips grazing her ear, whispering heated encouragements as he manipulates her clit. “Tell him how much you need him to teach you, how much you want to be made to submit."

The combination of his words and actions sends her heart racing, as if they exist in a vacuum, the world outside melting away. Emma types feverishly, each keystroke feeding the budding fire inside her. “I want to be your good girl. I want you to take control and teach me what it means to fully submit.”

As she hits send, she feels the flush of vulnerability mixed with the thrill of empowerment. Jordan’s fingers pick up the pace over her clit, stoking the need growing within her.

“Let him know how you crave it. Tell him you want to feel every lesson,” he instructs, his voice a low rumble that ignites her confidence.

With a deep breath, she continues typing, “I’m ready. I want to be made to feel everything—the pleasure, the desire, the guilt. I want you to show me how deep we can go.”

Jordan’s movements become more deliberate, and Emma’s breath hitches with every skilled rub. The lines between her digital conversations and physical reality blur as she surrenders to the burgeoning flow of excitement.

The next message dings in, and Emma leans closer, only half aware of her surroundings. “You want to feel every lesson? Then let me guide you through exploring your deepest desires. I’ll be your master, and you will be my willing submissive.”

Emma’s heartbeat spikes at his words. She gasps, overwhelmed with a conflicting mix of urgency and pleasure. “Yes, Master,” she finally types, barely able to form coherent thoughts, the climax building rapidly within her.

Jordan smirks, pride mingling with desire in his eyes. The two of them dive deeper into this exhilarating experience, built of questions and answers, teasing and fantasy, blurring their own lines of pleasure and submission.

Emma feels lost in the moment, craving more, as both her online and real-life masters whisk her into an intoxicating storm of desire.

As Emma types her final message, she realizes she’s lost track of time and the outside world. The digital conversation, with DarkDomReader’s tantalising words, fades into the background as Jordan’s touch becomes her entire universe.

“Ready to feel what it means to be free?” Jordan whispers, drawing her attention back to him. His voice is thick with desire, and Emma nods, breathless.

He tilts her chin up and kisses her deeply. It’s a feverish connection, a blend of their shared excitement and the fiery passion that has ignited between them. Emma melts into him, the taste of Merlot still lingering on his lips, heightening her senses further.

Jordan’s fingers remain busy between her thighs, her breath catches as he applies just the right amount of pressure, teasing her folds, building pleasure with each skilful stroke.

“Forget about everything else, Em.” He pulls back slightly, locking eyes with her as he speaks. “You may have many masters soon. I hope you’re ready to share… to explore all your desires.”

The thought sends a rush of excitement through her, and her core tightens, craving more. “I’m ready, Jordan,” she gasps, feeling the urgency of her need.

“Good girl,” he praises, his tone commanding yet laced with warmth. He leans in to kiss her again, deepening their connection. As their tongues entwine, he pushes her closer to the edge.

He slowly pushes the fabric aside, exposing her sensitive skin to his touch. Emma gasps against his mouth, her body arching involuntarily as his fingers connect with her bare folds. The sensation of his skilful exploration sends shockwaves of pleasure coursing through her.

“Let go. I want to hear you,” he urges, his fingers dancing expertly, coaxing her closer to the brink.

Each flick of his fingers against her clit draws moans from her lips, her body responding eagerly to his every move. Jordan kisses her again, swallowing her sounds of pleasure as she loses herself in their intimacy.

“Such a sweet girl. Can you feel it?” He maintains his rhythm, keeping her on the edge of pleasure and intensity. “Let me see your beautiful face when you come.”

She nods, her breath coming in gasps as the pressure builds, coiling tighter within her. Jordan captures her lips once more, the kiss igniting her every nerve ending as he whispers, “You’re mine right now. Let it happen, Em.”

With every flicker of his fingers and every whisper of his breath, she feels herself spiralling closer and closer to release. The world outside dims away completely, leaving only the two of them.

“Yes! Jordan, I… I can’t hold on!” Emma gasps, her hips bucking instinctively against his hand. The pleasure builds to an unbearable peak, and in that moment, she loses herself completely.

With a final moan, she tips over the edge, waves of pleasure crashing down upon her as she orgasms. Her body trembles beneath his touch, the overwhelming release sending her spiralling into bliss.

“Good girl,” Jordan murmurs, his voice low and sultry. He watches her with a mixture of pride and desire as she rides through the aftershocks of her climax.

As the intensity fades, Emma sinks into the warmth of their shared moment, feeling fulfilled and exhilarated, both from her orgasm and the sensual connection growing between them.


7: Dan's Massage

Emma stretches languidly in their king-size bed; the cotton sheets cool against her bare legs as she scrolls through her Instagram notifications. Jordan's muscled form as he moves around the room preparing for his trip draws her eye away from the small screen. She allows herself a moment to admire him - at thirty-three, regular swimming has kept him deliciously toned, all clean lines and subtle definition.

Her phone buzzes again. Another notification from her latest post - a deliberately provocative review of "Birthday Girl" by Penelope Douglas, complete with a photo of the book carefully sitting on her stocking-clad thighs. The post has attracted more attention than usual, especially from her male followers.

"Two thousand likes already," she murmurs, watching Jordan's reflection in the mirror as he buttons his crisp white shirt. "I’m not sure if it’s for the book review of the amount of my thigh I’m showing."

"You think?" Jordan's eyes meet hers in the mirror, his smile knowing. "I saw how long you spent getting ready for that picture."

Emma feels heat rise to her cheeks as she opens her DMs. DarkDomReader's message sits at the top, his words making her breath catch: 'That scene you highlighted... I can think of so many ways to recreate it. Though I might need to pin your wrists a little tighter than the hero did...'

"Oh my," she breathes, shifting slightly against the pillows.

"Let me guess - another one of your book boyfriends?" Jordan turns, leaving his top buttons undone as he approaches the bed. The morning light catches the definition in his chest, and Emma finds herself thinking of the increasingly explicit conversations she's been having about multiple partners, about being shared...

"Maybe," she teases, tilting the phone so he can read. "This one's particularly creative. Want to hear what he suggests he wants to do with me with my hands tied?"

Jordan's eyes darken as he leans over her, one knee pressing into the mattress. "Go on then," he murmurs, his voice dropping to that tone that always makes her shiver. "Tell me what your admirers want to do to my wife."

Emma begins to read, her voice growing huskier with each word, very aware of Jordan's proximity and the growing tension between them. The message is explicit and detailed - the kind of thing that would have scandalized her a few months ago. Now, reading it aloud while her husband watches her reactions sends delicious shivers down her spine.

The growing bulge in Jordan's suit trousers tells her he's just as affected. Their eyes meet, and Emma can't help but wonder if he's imagining the scene too - her, the lace, and perhaps... someone else's hands...

"Your followers are getting bolder," Jordan observes, settling beside her on the bed. His cologne - the expensive one she bought him last Christmas - mingles with his shower-fresh scent. "Especially this DarkDomReader character."

Emma scrolls through more messages, tilting her screen towards him. "He's... different from the others. More intelligent. Look at this one from last night, about the library scene in 'The Sweetest Oblivion'."

She reads aloud, her voice catching slightly: "'The way he presses her against the bookshelf, one hand covering her mouth while the other slides beneath her skirt... I bet you'd bite down on my fingers, wouldn't you? Try to stay quiet while the others were just rooms away...'"

Jordan's hand finds her thigh over the sheets, squeezing gently. "Sounds like he's been paying attention to your reviews. The quiet ones are always the most dangerous, aren't they?"

"Speaking from experience?" Emma teases, thinking of their friend Tom's reputation. "Besides, I seem to remember you enjoying that particular scene when I showed it to you last week."

"Mmm," Jordan hums, fingers tracing patterns on her thigh. "Though I think we improved on the original version, didn't we?"

Emma's skin heats at the memory - Jordan taking her against their own bookshelf, her romance novels witnessing their passion. She opens another message, this one making her laugh. "Oh god, listen to this one: 'Your husband's a lucky man. But has he ever thought about sharing his luck?'"

She watches Jordan's reaction carefully. His pupils dilate slightly, his fingers tightening on her thigh. It's the same response she's noticed lately whenever their conversations drift towards multiple partners, towards sharing.

"And what did you reply to that one?" His voice is carefully neutral, but she catches the undertone of arousal.

"I told him that's between me and my husband," she says, running her fingers along his forearm. "Though some of these messages... they're not unlike the books you've been reading over my shoulder. The ones about hotwives and their very... understanding husbands."

Jordan's breath catches. "You've been leaving those books out deliberately, haven't you?"

"Maybe," she grins, sitting up to whisper in his ear. "Just like maybe I've noticed how hard you get when I tell you about my more dominant followers. About what they want to do to me."

His hand slides higher beneath the sheets. "You're playing a dangerous game, Mrs Williams."

"Am I?" She shows him another message, this one particularly explicit. "Because sometimes I think you enjoy the game as much as I do."

The alarm on Jordan's phone interrupts them, reminding him of his upcoming train. Emma pouts as he withdraws his hand, though the heated look he gives her promises this conversation isn't over.

"We'll continue this discussion when I get back," he says, standing to finish dressing. "Though I notice you still haven't shown me what's in that hidden folder on your phone marked 'Research'."

Emma clutches her phone to her chest, grinning. "A girl needs some secrets. Besides, half of those pictures were inspired by your friends' thirst trap gym selfies."

Jordan's eyebrows shoot up. "Oh really? And which friend's selfies in particular?"

"Wouldn't you like to know?" she teases, enjoying this new dynamic between them. "Though Ryan's grey sweatpants photos are particularly... enlightening."

The mix of jealousy and arousal that crosses Jordan's face makes her pulse quicken. They're stepping into dangerous territory again, and they both know it. The thrill of it sends shivers down her spine.

Emma slides out of bed, very aware of Jordan's eyes on her as she pads across their bedroom in just his old rugby shirt. It barely covers her bum these days - a fact she knows he appreciates from his sharp intake of breath. She makes a show of bending over to retrieve her work clothes from the dresser, smiling to herself at his muttered curse.

"You're making it very hard to leave," Jordan says, struggling with his tie in the mirror.

"Only very hard?" She sashays over to help him, pressing closer than strictly necessary. "Here, let me."

Her fingers work the silk expertly, smoothing it against his chest. The fabric of his suit is expensive - Tom's recommendation from that fancy tailor in Savile Row. She has to admit, Tom knows his stuff; the cut emphasises Jordan's swimmer's build perfectly.

"Which shirt should I pack for tomorrow?" Jordan asks, gesturing to the options laid out on the bed. "The blue or the white?"

Emma considers them, head tilted. "The blue. It brings out your eyes." She picks it up, moving to pack it in his overnight bag. "Though I'm sure the tech nerds in York won't appreciate your fashion choices like I do."

"Like you do?" Jordan catches her around the waist from behind. "Or like your Instagram followers do? I saw those comments on that photo of us at Tom's gallery opening."

She laughs, leaning back against him. "Well, the suit did look particularly good that night. Though if they knew what we got up to in Tom's private studio afterwards..."

"Minx," Jordan nips at her neck, then releases her to continue packing. "Speaking of our friends, I noticed Dan liked your latest post at 3am."

Emma busies herself with folding Jordan's shirt, hoping he doesn't notice her flush. "Did he? I hadn't noticed, he must have been up late marking history assignments."

"Liar," Jordan teases. "You notice everything. Just like I notice how you blush whenever he mentions your reviews at movie nights."

She turns to face him, surprised by his playful tone. "And how do you feel about that?"

Jordan pauses in his packing, considering. "Honestly? It's... interesting. Watching you with them. Watching them watch you."

The admission hangs in the air between them, heavy with possibility. Emma's mind flashes to their last movie night - how she'd caught Dan watching her stretch, the way Ryan's hand had lingered when passing her wine, Tom's quiet intensity when she'd discussed his latest art series.

"Interesting," she repeats softly, stepping closer to straighten his collar. "That's one word for it."

His hands find her hips, thumbs pressing into soft flesh. "You know what I mean. Things have been... shifting. Since you started being more open about your reading choices. About your fantasies."

Emma rises on tiptoes to kiss him softly. "Good shifting?"

"Different," he murmurs against her lips. "Exciting." His hands slide lower, gripping her bum through the thin fabric of his shirt. "Terrifying."

She pulls back enough to meet his eyes. "But not bad?"

"No," he admits, something dark and promising in his gaze. "Not bad at all."

The moment stretches between them, full of unspoken possibilities. Then Jordan's phone buzzes again - his taxi to the station.

"Saved by the bell," Emma teases, stepping back to finally get dressed herself. "We should probably finish getting ready before you miss your train."

She feels his eyes on her as she drops his rugby shirt and reaches for her work clothes, knowing exactly what she's doing to him. Their relationship might be evolving, but some things - like torturing her husband with glimpses of naked skin - never change.

"So," Jordan zips his overnight bag closed, checking his watch. "Run me through your plans for tonight, while I'm stuck listening to tech bros drone on about coding?"

Emma perches on the edge of their bed, smoothing her skirt over her thighs. The fitted pencil style is new - another recent purchase she's noticed draws appreciative glances. "Oh, you know me. Just a wild night of marking Year 11 coursework, followed by quality time with my book boyfriends."

"Which ones?" Jordan's tone is playful, but she catches the undertone of arousal that's been present ever since she started sharing her steamier DMs. "The fictional ones, or your growing collection of online admirers?"

"Wouldn't you like to know?" She grins, reaching for her phone. "Though DarkDomReader did promise to send his thoughts on that scene from 'Priest' I highlighted yesterday. You remember - the confession booth scene?"

Jordan groans, running a hand through his hair. "Christ, Emma. You're making me regret accepting this speaking gig."

"Good," she stretches languorously, knowing exactly what she's doing. "Though don't worry - the boys would come running if I needed anything. Well, except Ryan - thank God he's stuck in meetings all day. I don't think I could handle his smugness without you here to run interference."

"Still can't believe you two can't play nice," Jordan chuckles. "Even after all these years."

"He started it," Emma rolls her eyes. "Did you hear him last movie night? 'Oh Emma, surely someone who reads so much smut should be less uptight.' Prick."

"You give as good as you get though, love. That comment about compensating with his Aston Martin was brutal."

"He deserved it," she sniffs, though something hot coils in her stomach remembering their latest verbal sparring match. "Anyway, I'm sure the others would help if I needed anything. Though I think I'll manage just fine with my books and my... online entertainment."

"Speaking of which..." Jordan moves closer, looming over her seated form. "This DarkDomReader seems to have quite an effect on you."

Emma tilts her head back to meet his eyes. "Does that bother you?"

"You know it doesn't," his hand cups her cheek. "If anything, it's... inspiring some interesting thoughts."

"Care to share those thoughts?"

The taxi horn blares from outside before he can answer. Jordan curses under his breath, checking his watch again.

"Save that thought for when you're back," Emma stands, smoothing his tie one last time. "I'm sure I can keep myself entertained until then. Between my books and my DMs, and my silicon friends in my bedside drawer..."

The taxi honks again, more insistent this time. Emma follows Jordan downstairs, watching him gather his last-minute items - phone charger, laptop, presentation notes.

"I've left the group chat on loud," he says, patting his pockets for his keys. "Just in case you need anything. Though try not to wind up Ryan - I'd rather not come home to find one of you has murdered the other."

"Please," Emma leans against the hallway wall, arms crossed. "I'm not wasting perfectly good reading time on that arrogant arse. Though..." she bites her lip, "I might share some of DarkDomReader's more interesting messages with the group chat. Just to watch Ryan squirm when someone else makes me blush."

Jordan pauses at the door, his eyes darkening. "You're playing with fire, you know that?"

"Maybe I like the heat," she pushes off the wall, closing the distance between them. Her voice drops to a whisper. "Maybe I like knowing that while I'm alone tonight, curled up with one of my spicier books, all our friends will be thinking about my latest review. About the scenes I highlighted. The passages I called... inspiring."

His free hand grips her hip, pulling her against him. The kiss is harder this time, possessive, making her gasp against his mouth. When he pulls back, they're both breathing heavily.

"Send me screenshots," he murmurs against her lips. "Of the DMs. Of the comments. Everything."

"The dirty ones?"

"Especially those." His thumb traces her bottom lip. "And Emma?"

"Mm?"

"When I get back..." his voice drops lower, "we're going to have a very long talk about these new books of yours. About these fantasies you've been sharing online. About how maybe..." he pauses, something dark and promising in his gaze, "maybe it's time we started making some of them real."

The taxi honks a third time. Jordan curses, grabbing his bags. Emma stands in the doorway, watching him leave, her body humming with possibility. Her phone buzzes in her hand - another DM notification from DarkDomReader.

"Have a good trip, darling," she calls sweetly. "Don't worry about me. I'm sure I'll find ways to stay... entertained."

Jordan's knowing laugh follows him to the taxi. As it pulls away, Emma closes the door and leans against it, heart racing. She opens the new DM, heat pooling in her belly as she reads his words: 'Home alone tonight? Perfect time to start that book I recommended. The one about the wife who likes to play while her husband's away...'

She glances at the group chat - Dan asking about weekend plans, Tom sharing his latest gallery photos, Ryan being his usual irritating self. Then back to DarkDomReader's message. Her finger hovers over the reply button as she heads upstairs to get ready for work, already thinking about which of her new outfits might photograph well for her next book review.

◆◆◆

Emma closes her classroom door with a sigh of relief, grateful for the quiet sanctuary during lunch break. Outside, she can hear Year 9s thundering past towards the cafeteria, but here, surrounded by classic literature and the lingering scent of whiteboard markers, she has forty minutes of peace.

Settling at her desk, she props her phone against her water bottle and unwraps the chicken Caesar salad she'd hastily prepared this morning - before Jordan's heated goodbye had distracted her from proper lunch packing. A smile plays across her lips at the memory. Her husband's parting words still echo in her mind: "Maybe it's time we started making some of them real..."

Her phone buzzes - another Instagram notification. She really should turn them off during school hours, but since her follower count hit 3,000 this morning, she can't resist checking each alert. The latest review - comparing the power dynamics in 'Pride and Prejudice' to Sarah J. Maas's steamier works - has sparked quite the discussion.

"Oh my," she murmurs, nearly choking on a piece of lettuce as she reads DarkDomReader's latest comment: 'Your analysis of authority figures is... enlightening. Tell me, do you prefer your dominant men in cravats or modern suits?'

Emma glances guiltily at the worn copy of 'Pride and Prejudice' on her desk, Post-it notes marking the passages she'll be teaching Year 11 after lunch. If they only knew their English teacher spent her evenings writing increasingly explicit comparisons between Mr Darcy and modern romance heroes...

Another notification pops up - Dan commenting on her latest post. She checks the timestamp: 12:47. He's supposed to be teaching History across from her in the other school building, which means he's thinking about her posts during class. The thought sends an inappropriate thrill through her body. She shifts in her chair, smoothing her pencil skirt over her thighs.

Dan has been liking everything lately - not just her book reviews, but her outfit posts, her coffee photos, even the terrible morning selfie she'd posted before makeup. Each notification feels like a gentle touch, a reminder of movie nights and lingering hugs and the way his rugby-player hands dwarf her wine glass when he passes it to her...

"Focus," she mutters, forcing herself to open her marking folder instead. But her eyes keep drifting to her phone, to the growing list of notifications. To the messages from followers asking increasingly daring questions about her reviews, her thoughts, her fantasies.

The biggest surprise is how many seem to be other teachers - sharing their own hidden reading habits, their secret book collections, and their carefully curated online personas. There's something thrilling about it, this hidden world of professionally respectable people nurturing their spicier sides through literature and careful Instagram interactions.

She opens her gallery, scrolling to the photos she'd planned for tonight's review - 'The Diamond Club' arranged artistically on her silk sheets, a wine glass and scattered rose petals completing the scene. But now, remembering Jordan's heated goodbye this morning, remembering the way he'd encouraged her growing online presence, her evolving interests... perhaps something a little bolder is required.

Her gaze drifts to the small shelf of personal books behind her desk - the carefully selected classics she keeps at school, so different from the hidden collection at home. The duality of it all makes her smile. Proper Mrs Williams, a respected English teacher, spending her lunch break planning increasingly suggestive book reviews while her students devour cafeteria chips just metres away.

Her phone buzzes again, but this time it's not Instagram - it's Jordan. Her heart always does that little flip when she sees his name, even after all these years.

"Settled in my hotel in York. King bed making me miss you already x"

Emma glances at her classroom door, still firmly closed, before typing back: "Behave yourself. I'm at work x"

She takes another mouthful of salad, trying to focus on her marking, but her mind keeps drifting to this morning - to Jordan's darkened eyes as he'd talked about her fantasies, about making them real. About how he notices the way their friends watch her...

Another buzz: "Speaking of behaving... Dan might pop round later"

Emma's fork freezes halfway to her mouth. She reads the message again, her heart suddenly racing. "Oh?" she manages to type, aiming for casual despite her trembling fingers.

"Rugby injury. Shoulder strain. Said he could use one of your famous massages."

The memory of Dan's last massage hits her with startling clarity - last summer, after a particularly rough match. How his broad back had felt under her hands, the way his muscles had shifted beneath her fingers, the little groans he'd tried to suppress...

But that was before. Before her Instagram evolution, before Jordan started reading her spicier books over her shoulder, before movie nights became charged with something new.

She crosses her legs tightly, very aware of the heat building low in her belly. "Are you sure?" she types carefully. "About Dan...?"

Jordan's response comes quickly: "If you want to. No pressure. But I know how good your hands are."

Emma glances at her classroom door again, paranoid someone might somehow sense what she's reading. What she's considering. Her mind is already racing ahead - which massage oil to use, what to wear, how to arrange the bedroom...

The bedroom. God. Would it be their marital bed? Should she use the spare room? Everything feels suddenly, thrillingly real.

"And you're okay with this?" she asks, needing to be certain.

His reply makes her breath catch: "More than okay. Just... tell me everything after?"

Emma presses her thighs together, remembering how Jordan had reacted this morning when she'd read her DMs aloud. How his voice had dropped when discussing her online admirers, her growing collection of spicy books, her evolving fantasies...

"What time is he coming?"

"Around 8. Said his shoulder's really stiff."

Emma takes a deep breath, trying to calm her racing thoughts. Dan's hands at movie night, so careful, so controlled. Jordan's heated goodbye this morning. The way Dan's been liking all her posts, how his hugs linger just a fraction too long...

"I'll take good care of him x" she types, biting her lip.

"I know you will. Call me after?"

"Promise x"

She sets her phone down, running slightly trembling fingers through her hair. Right. She has three more classes to teach, a stack of marking to complete, and approximately five hours to prepare for... whatever tonight might become.

The lunch bell rings, making her jump. Outside, she can hear her Year 11s gathering, their chatter about essay deadlines and weekend plans feeling surreal against her racing thoughts. Emma stands, smoothing her skirt with hands that shake just slightly, and moves to open the classroom door.

Just before she does, she sends one last message - to Dan this time: "I hear you need my help, 8pm works. "

◆◆◆

The afternoon passes in a blur of Shakespeare quotes and essay feedback, but Emma's mind keeps drifting. Every time she turns to write on the whiteboard, she's aware of how her fitted pencil skirt hugs her curves. When she perches on her desk to discuss Macbeth's motivations, she catches herself adopting poses she's seen in her steamier book cover photos.

Dan's reply sits unread in her messages - she's too nervous to open it during class. But its presence burns like a hot coal in her pocket, making her hyperaware of every movement, every gesture.

Between periods, she finds herself in the staff bathroom, studying her reflection. The cream silk blouse she'd chosen this morning suddenly seems different - the way it dips just so when she leans forward, how the fabric turns slightly sheer in certain lights. Had Dan noticed during their morning staff meeting? The thought sends a shiver down her spine.

During her free period, she can't resist opening his message: "Looking forward to it. That shoulder's been killing me since practice." Then, a moment later: "Loved your Pride and Prejudice post, by the way. Very... enlightening comparisons."

Emma sinks into her desk chair, heat flooding her cheeks. The post had detailed the subtle dominance in Mr Darcy's character, drawing parallels to modern romance heroes. She'd been particularly detailed about the power dynamics in certain scenes.

Her phone buzzes again - DarkDomReader this time: 'Speaking of authority figures, that outfit in your morning selfie... Very proper Mrs Williams. Makes me wonder what's underneath all that professionalism.'

She crosses her legs tightly, remembering Jordan's fascination with her online admirers. Would he want to hear about these messages later? After... after whatever happens with Dan?

The afternoon drags endlessly. During her last class, she finds herself making mental preparations. The massage table is still folded in their spare room from when she'd helped Tom with his back last month. But no - the marital bed feels more appropriate, more deliberate. She'll need to lay out towels, warm the oil, set out...

"Mrs Williams?" A student's voice snaps her back to reality. "The bell rang?"

"Oh! Yes, sorry everyone. Don't forget your Macbeth essays on Monday!"

As the students file out, Emma’s mind is already thinking about what oils to use later, which towels to put out. The details help her ignore the reality of what could be about to happen.

In her car after school, she allows herself to think about the evening ahead, and about Dan's broad rugby-player build, so different from Jordan's swimmer's physique. Those huge hands that make her feel delicate whenever he hugs her. The way he always smells of expensive cologne and fresh laundry. 

◆◆◆

At home, Emma stands in her walk-in wardrobe, contemplating options. The practical massage therapist in her says loose yoga clothes, easy movement. But the woman who's been posting increasingly suggestive book reviews wants something more... deliberate.

She settles on new black yoga shorts - fitted but not too tight, mid-thigh length. A matching sports bra style crop top that somehow manages to look elegant despite its practicality, and it manages to hold her boobs in a way that shows everything but nothing. Perfect. Over it, is a soft burgundy robe that feels silky against her skin, giving her a more modest appearance.

In the bathroom, she takes extra care with her evening routine. Light makeup that looks natural. Hair in a messy bun that took fifteen minutes to perfect. A spritz of her special occasion perfume - the one Jordan says makes him want to devour her.

As she arranges towels on their bed, positioning the massage oil on the bedside table and adjusting the dimmer switch just so, her phone buzzes with another message from Jordan:

"Thinking about you. About tonight. Can't wait to hear... everything."

Emma's hands tremble slightly as she replies: "An hour to go. The bed's ready, the oil's warming... wish you could see how nervous I am."

His response makes her breath catch: "Good girl. Take care of our friend. And Emma? You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to."

She sinks onto the bed, pressing her thighs together, anticipation building like electricity under her skin. Less than an hour until Dan arrives, until fantasy starts becoming reality...

The doorbell rings.

Emma's heart stops. She checks her phone - 7:15. He's early.

◆◆◆

Emma's heart thunders against her ribs as she adjusts the burgundy silk robe one final time, willing her hands to stop trembling. The doorbell's chime seems to echo through the house, and she takes a steadying breath before padding barefoot across the hallway.

When she opens the door, Dan fills the frame in a fitted grey top that does nothing to hide his rugby player's build. His genuine wince as he rolls his shoulder sends an unexpected flutter through her stomach - perhaps he really did hurt himself at practice.

"Hey Emma, sorry I’m early, hope you’re ready for me?" he says softly, and before she can overthink it, she steps forward to hug him. The embrace lingers just a fraction longer than their usual greetings, long enough for her to breathe in his cologne - something woody and expensive that makes her mind wander to dangerous places. His solid warmth against her feels different tonight, charged with possibility.

"Don’t worry, come in," she manages, stepping back. "I've got wine breathing in the kitchen."

Dan follows her through, and Emma finds herself more conscious of his presence behind her, of the way the silk robe swishes against her bare legs. In the kitchen, the expensive red wine she'd carefully selected sits decanting on the counter. She busies herself with glasses while Dan leans against the granite worktop, explaining his injury.

"Bad tackle on Tuesday," he says, rolling his shoulder again with another wince that looks genuine enough to ease her lingering guilt. "Been to the physio but it's still tight as hell."

Emma watches the way his top pulls across his broad shoulders as he demonstrates the movement that causes him pain. The kitchen feels smaller somehow, warmer, despite the autumn evening cooling the air outside. She takes a sip of wine to wet her suddenly dry throat.

"We should head upstairs," she says, proud that her voice only wavers slightly. "I've got everything set up properly... you know, for a therapeutic massage."

Dan's eyes meet hers over his wine glass, and something electric passes between them. "Very professional of you," he says, his tone light but his eyes intense.

The scent of vanilla and amber from the candles drifts down the stairwell. "Something smells nice," Dan comments from behind her.

"Wanted it properly therapeutic," Emma replies, her voice betraying only a slight tremor. Her bare feet sink into the thick carpet as she climbs, painfully aware of Dan following close behind. She thinks of Jordan's encouraging texts from earlier, using them to steady her nerves. Each step feels charged with possibility, the silence between them heavy with unspoken tension.

At the top of the stairs, Emma pauses, suddenly unsure. The bedroom door stands slightly ajar, warm candlelight spilling into the hallway. She glances back at Dan, catching him quickly averting his gaze from where her robe hugs her curves. A flush creeps across her chest at his obvious appreciation.

Dan hesitates slightly at the bedroom threshold, and Emma's heart skips - is she reading this all wrong? But then he steps forward, taking in the transformed space: Egyptian cotton towels laid carefully across the bed, candles flickering on every surface, soft instrumental music playing from her carefully curated playlist.

"I've got everything set up," Emma explains, gesturing to the bed and trying to sound professional despite the intimacy of the setting. "The oil's warming, and I've got extra towels if we need them." She's babbling now, but Dan's presence in her bedroom - in the bedroom she shares with her husband - has scrambled her usual composure.

His eyes meet hers, dark with something that makes her breath catch. "You've thought of everything," he says softly, and the gentle admiration in his voice helps steady her racing pulse.

Emma swallows hard, gathering her courage. "You'll need to, um, remove your top. For the massage." She gestures vaguely at his shirt, noticing how he winces again as he tries to lift his arm.

"Might need some help with that actually," Dan admits, and Emma's heart thunders as she steps closer. Her fingers brush against warm skin as she helps ease the fabric up, trying to maintain some semblance of clinical detachment. But as his chest comes into view, her practised composure threatens to crumble.

Dan's rugby training has sculpted him beautifully - broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, his chest and arms thick with muscle. A light dusting of sandy chest hair catches the candlelight, and Emma finds herself cataloguing little details she's never allowed herself to notice before; the small scar on his collarbone from a game injury, the definition in his obliques, the tan lines from summer training sessions.

"Just keep your underwear on and lie face down," she manages, proud that her voice remains steady despite the heat blooming in her chest. Dan's hands move to his jeans, and Emma busies herself with adjusting towels, trying not to watch as he strips down to black boxer briefs that hug his powerful thighs.

The bed dips as Dan positions himself, and Emma's breath catches at the sight of his broad back, the strong planes of muscle shifting as he settles. She tells herself this is just like helping any friend in need of her skills, even as her eyes trace the elegant line of his spine, the dimples at his lower back, the way his shoulders flex as he turns his face to the side to watch her prepare.

"Comfortable?" she asks, proud that she sounds almost normal despite the hammering of her heart. She's probably imagining the tension crackling between them, she tells herself firmly. This is Dan - her husband's best friend, her friend. Even if he does look like something from one of her spicier book covers, sprawled across her marital bed in nothing but boxer briefs, waiting for her touch.

Emma finishes warming the oil between her palms, focusing on the familiar motions to steady her nerves. The rich scent of sweet almond oil fills the air, mingling with the vanilla and amber from the candles. She adjusts her position beside the bed, grateful that Dan can't see the way her hands tremble slightly.

"I'm going to start with your shoulders," she explains, her teacher's voice taking over. "Let me know if anything hurts." The first touch of her oiled hands against his skin sends a jolt through her, but she maintains her professional facade, beginning with long, smooth strokes across his broad shoulders.

"God, that feels good," Dan murmurs, and Emma watches, fascinated, as his muscles jump beneath her touch. She focuses on the technical aspects - finding knots, working them loose with careful pressure - rather than dwelling on the intimate reality of touching his bare skin.

"How's the new Year 11 class?" Dan asks, his voice slightly muffled against the pillow. Emma gratefully seizes on the safe topic, describing a particularly challenging student while her hands work steadily across his shoulder blades.

"Sounds like yours are as bad as mine," he chuckles, then groans softly as she finds a particularly tight spot. "Though I'd rather handle difficult students than Roberts' department politics any day."

Emma hums in agreement, trying to ignore how his deep voice resonates through her palms. They fall into comfortable conversation about school life, upcoming rugby matches, and the latest staffroom drama. It's almost normal, she tells herself - just two colleagues chatting. If she ignores how warm and firm his skin feels beneath her oil-slicked hands, how his breathing is getting deeper with each stroke, how the candlelight plays across the muscles of his back.

Just helping a friend with an injury, she reminds herself firmly, even as her fingers map the solid curves and planes of his shoulders. Just being professional, despite the way her silk robe whispers against her bare legs as she leans in to work deeper into the knots. Just a therapeutic massage, no matter how intimate it feels in the softly lit bedroom.

"Sorry," Emma murmurs as Dan winces at a particularly firm press into his deltoid. Her fingers ease back instinctively, gentling their pressure.

"No, s'good," he breathes, relaxing again beneath her touch. "Need that pressure to work it out properly." His muscles ripple as he adjusts slightly on the bed, and Emma forces herself to maintain her steady rhythm.

A comfortable silence falls between them, broken only by the soft background music and Dan's occasional appreciative sounds as she works out the knots. The oil warms further under her hands, making everything gloriously smooth and slick.

"You sure you'll be okay tonight?" Dan's question catches her off-guard. "With Jordan away, I mean. I could stay for a while if you want company." His voice is carefully casual, but something in his tone makes Emma's hands falter momentarily.

"I'll be fine," she manages, resuming her strokes along his shoulder blade. "It's just one night." But the thought of Dan staying, of not being alone in the big house, sends an unexpected thrill through her stomach.

"Well, the guest room's always made up," she adds, surprising herself. Her hands continue their steady work, but her heart picks up speed. "If you wanted to stay. You know, just in case."

Dan makes a sound that might be agreement, might be pleasure as she finds another tight spot. "Wouldn't want you getting scared by strange noises," he teases, though his voice has grown huskier. "Being such an old house and all."

Emma's glad he can't see her face as she works silently for a moment, processing the shift in the atmosphere. The pretence of casual friendship feels increasingly fragile, like tissue paper dissolving in water. But she keeps her touch professional, even as she notices how his breathing deepens when she presses harder, how his skin feels impossibly warm beneath her oil-slicked hands.

The conversation naturally fades once again as Emma works deeper, each stroke becoming more focused, more intimate despite her attempts at professional detachment. Her fingers trace the definition in his shoulders, learning the map of his muscles by touch. The room feels warmer now, the air thick with scented oil and unspoken tension.

She has to lean further over him to reach properly, her robe occasionally brushing against his oil-slicked skin. Each accidental contact sends tiny shivers through her, and she notices how Dan's breathing changes when it happens - becoming slightly ragged, then evening out as if he's controlling himself.

A small sound escapes him as she works a particularly tight knot - something between a groan and a sigh that shoots straight to her core. Emma bites her lip, trying to focus on the technical aspects of the massage, but it's becoming impossible to ignore how intimate this feels. Her fingers trace a small scar near his spine, and she finds herself wondering how it would feel to follow the same path with her lips.

The pretence of conversation has been abandoned entirely now, the room filled only with the sounds of skin on oil-slicked skin, their increasingly heavy breathing, and the soft background music that seems to fade in and out of her awareness. Emma's heart pounds so loudly she's sure Dan must hear it.

She moves lower, working across his broad back, and has to shift position again. The new angle brings her bra-encased breast against his shoulder as she reaches across him, and this time they both freeze for a fraction of a second at the contact. Dan's breath catches audibly, and Emma feels her nipples harden beneath her elastic top.

The professional boundary is crumbling with each stroke of her hands, each shared breath, each moment of charged silence. Emma finds herself using her full arms now, pressing her body weight into the movements, feeling the solid strength of him beneath her. Dan's responding sounds have grown deeper, more primal, and she can't pretend they're just from massage therapy anymore.

Her robe silently slips open further, and she makes no move to adjust it. The silk slides against her bare skin as she works, adding another layer of sensation that makes her breath catch. Dan's skin is impossibly warm beneath her hands now, or maybe it's just her growing awareness of him as a man rather than just her husband's friend.

Emma's hands tremble slightly as she works lower on Dan's back, her mind racing faster than her heartbeat. The professional sheen has become tissue-paper thin, ready to tear at the slightest pressure. She watches, mesmerised, as his muscular back flexes under her touch, remembering all the occasions she's secretly admired him during rugby matches or summer barbecues.

But doubt creeps in with each stroke. What if she's reading this all wrong? What if Dan is just being nice, just accepting a friendly massage? The thought of misinterpreting everything, of potentially ruining years of friendship, makes her stomach clench. She's Jordan's wife, Dan's friend - what if crossing this line destroys everything?

Yet she can't ignore the way Dan's breathing has grown heavier, how his muscles quiver beneath her touch, how he seems to arch subtly into her firmer strokes. The oil makes everything gloriously slick, and Emma finds herself using longer, slower movements, each one bringing her body closer to his.

Her silk robe has fallen completely open now, and her crop top feels damp with massage oil, sticking the clinging material to her boobs. She should feel exposed and vulnerable - instead, she feels powerful, watching how Dan's hands grip the towel slightly when she hits a sensitive spot.

"Em..." Dan's voice is rough, barely above a whisper, and it sends electricity down her spine. She pauses, hands splayed across his lower back, heart thundering against her ribs. This is the moment - she could pull back, laugh it off, maintain the friendship. Or...

"Should I..." she begins, her voice husky with nervousness and arousal. "Would you like to turn over? For the front muscles?"

The question hangs in the air between them, heavy with meaning. Emma holds her breath, suddenly aware of every point of contact between them, of the candlelight flickering across oil-slicked skin, of how her body thrums with anticipation and fear. Everything balances on Dan's response - their friendship, her marriage's new dynamic, and the tension that's been building for months.

Her hands remain motionless on his warm skin as she waits, caught between desire and doubt, hope and anxiety. The seconds flow like honey, sweet and slow and full of possibility.

"Yes," Dan's reply comes out as a growl that makes Emma's breath catch. He shifts beneath her hands, and she moves back slightly, giving him space to turn. The movement is fluid despite his claimed injury, and Emma's mouth goes dry as she takes in his front view - broad chest scattered with sandy hair, defined abs, and the unmistakable bulge in his black boxer briefs that confirms she hasn't been imagining the tension.

Their eyes meet, and the last shred of professional distance evaporates. Dan's gaze is dark with desire, trailing over her oil-stained crop top, down to where her silk robe hangs open. Emma feels exposed and powerful all at once, seeing her want reflected in his expression.

"I should..." she gestures vaguely at her robe, voice husky. "The oil will ruin the silk."

Dan's throat works as he swallows, watching intently as she steps back from the bed. Emma's fingers tremble slightly on the robe's tie, but she maintains eye contact as she lets the burgundy silk slide from her shoulders. It pools at her feet with a whisper, leaving her in just the black crop top and yoga shorts.

The candlelight plays across her skin, and she fights the urge to cross her arms over her chest. Dan's sharp intake of breath boosts her confidence - his appreciation is obvious in his heated gaze and the way his hands clench in the towel beneath him.

"God, Em," he breathes, and the naked want in his voice makes her shiver. "You're gorgeous."

Emma moves back onto the bed, her heart thundering. "I should..." she pauses, gathering her courage. "For better leverage, I should probably..."

She doesn't finish the sentence, instead moving to straddle his thighs. The position brings them intimately close, and Emma has to bite back a moan at the first contact. Even through two layers of fabric, she can feel how hard he is, how hot. Dan's hands hover near her hips, not quite touching, still maintaining that last thread of restraint.

The oil on her hands gleams in the candlelight as she reaches for the bottle to add more, very aware of how her oil-covered crop top now slips over her sensitive breasts, revealing how her nipples have hardened beneath the damp fabric.

Emma's hands tremble slightly as she adds more warm oil, letting it drip onto Dan's chest. She spreads it with deliberate strokes, feeling his heart racing beneath her palms. The mirage of massage therapy still shapes her movements, but there's nothing professional about the way she has to lean forward, her breasts brushing his chest as she works.

More oil seeps into her crop top, and she knows it must be completely covered now. Dan's hands finally settle on her thighs, his touch burning through the thin fabric of her yoga shorts. His thumbs trace small circles that make her breath hitch.

"Need to get better leverage," she murmurs, shifting position. The movement brings her directly over his considerable girth, and they both gasp at the contact. Even through layers of fabric, she can feel how thick and hard he is against her. Oil makes everything deliciously slick, and when she rolls her hips slightly under the guise of reaching higher, Dan's fingers tighten on her thighs.

"Emma," he groans, and the sound of her name in that rough voice breaks something loose inside her. She rocks against him again, more deliberately this time, watching his face as pleasure overtakes professional restraint. His hands slide higher on her thighs, leaving oil-slicked trails on her skin.

The room feels impossibly hot now, the air thick with scented oil and arousal. Emma's crop top clings to her skin, and each movement creates a delicious friction between them. She can feel herself growing wetter and knows her shorts must be soaked from more than just massage oil.

Dan sits up suddenly, keeping her in his lap, and the new position brings them chest to chest. One large hand spans her lower back, supporting her, while the other traces up her side. Their faces are inches apart now, breath mingling, the last boundary about to shatter.

"Is this, okay?" Emma whispers, though she's already arching into his touch, she can feel him throbbing against her through their clothes. Still, they both know they passed 'okay' several heartbeats ago.

Dan's response is a growl of approval as his hand slides into her hair, pulling her down those final inches until their lips meet. The kiss is hungry, desperate with months of denied attraction, and Emma moans into his mouth as his tongue slides against hers. Oil makes their bodies slip and slide together, creating exquisite friction everywhere they touch.

This is really happening, Emma thinks dizzily, as Dan's mouth moves to her neck. She's straddling her husband's best friend, both of them slick with oil, about to cross a line they can never uncross.

The kiss deepens, grows more urgent as Dan's oil-slicked hands roam her body. Emma grinds against his considerable length, drawing a groan from deep in his chest. His rugby player's strength is evident as he shifts her in his lap, and Emma thrills at how small she feels against his broad frame.

"God, you're beautiful," he murmurs against her throat, and Emma's heart swells at the reverence in his voice. Her thoughts flicker briefly to Jordan - how much he'll love hearing about this later, how proud he'll be of his hotwife. The thought sends another surge of wetness between her thighs.

Dan's hands slide under her oil-soaked crop top, and Emma arches into his touch as his thumbs brush her nipples. The fabric is practically painted to her skin now, and she whimpers as Dan helps her peel it off. His eyes darken as he takes in her bare breasts, and Emma feels a rush of power at his obvious appreciation.

"Wanted this for so long," he confesses, ducking his head to take one nipple in his mouth. Emma gasps, threading her fingers through his hair as he sucks and licks, his stubble creating delicious friction against her sensitive skin. His other hand kneads her free breast, oil making everything gorgeously slippery.

Their attempts to remove Dan's oil-soaked boxer briefs turn playful, both of them laughing breathlessly as the fabric clings stubbornly. But Emma's laughter catches in her throat when they finally manage it - he's even bigger than she'd imagined, thick and hard and straining towards his stomach. Her yoga shorts slide off more easily, and then they're both naked, skin gleaming with oil in the candlelight as she pushes him back onto his back and straddles his thighs once more.

"Fuck, Em," Dan breathes as she wraps her hands around him, testing his girth. His size makes her pulse clench with anticipation - she'll have so much to tell Jordan about later. Dan's hands grip her hips as she strokes him, his control visibly slipping as she explores.

Emma's whole body feels fever-hot, every nerve ending alive with sensation. Dan's hands seem to be everywhere at once - squeezing her breasts, gripping her arse, sliding between her thighs to find her embarrassingly wet. When his thick fingers press inside her, she moans his name, rocking against his hand.

"Please," she whispers, not even sure what she's begging for, just knowing she needs more, needs everything. Dan's eyes lock with hers, checking one final time, and Emma nods, beyond words as she positions herself over him.

Dan's hands steady her hips as Emma slowly sinks down onto him, her breath catching at his size. Despite her arousal, despite the oil making everything slick, she has to take him gradually. His thickness stretches her deliciously, and she watches his face as she takes him deeper - the way his jaw clenches with restraint, how his pupils dilate further.

"Christ," he groans when she finally settles fully in his lap. "You feel incredible." His hands span her waist, supporting but not rushing her as she adjusts to his considerable girth. Emma feels gloriously full, stretched around him in a way that makes her whole body pulse with need.

She starts to move, setting a slow rhythm that has them both breathing heavily. Oil makes their skin slide together seamlessly, her breasts brushing against his chest with each roll of her hips. Dan's hands guide her movements, his rugby-honed strength obvious in how easily he helps lift her.

"That's it," he encourages as she finds her rhythm, his voice rough with desire. "God, look at you." His praise sends shivers down her spine, making her clench around him. Emma thinks of Jordan, how he'll react hearing her tell him about this - about Dan's size, how he fills her so completely, the way the oil makes everything gloriously messy.

Dan shifts slightly, changing the angle, and Emma gasps as he hits deeper. Her fingers dig into his chest muscles as she rides him harder, abandoning restraint. The room fills with the sounds of their pleasure - skin sliding against skin, shared moans, the wet sounds of their coupling.

"Fuck, Em," Dan groans as she grinds down particularly hard. One hand slides from her hip to where they're joined, his thumb finding her clit with unerring accuracy. The dual stimulation makes Emma's thighs tremble, her rhythm faltering as pleasure builds rapidly.

His other hand tangles in her hair, pulling her down for a kiss that's all heat and need. Emma moans into his mouth as he starts thrusting up to meet her movements, his strength and size overwhelming in the best way. She can feel herself getting close, each stroke pushing her higher.

"You feel amazing," Dan murmurs against her throat, and Emma whimpers as his thumb circles faster. "So wet, so tight around me." His words, combined with the fullness of him inside her, the oil making everything slippery, her first time becoming a true hotwife for Jordan, it's all too much.

Emma's first peak crashes over her suddenly, intensely - her whole body clenching around Dan as pleasure courses through her. She cries out his name, her nails digging into his thighs, steadying herself as waves of sensation make her shudder. Dan holds her tight through it, his thick length pulsing inside her as he maintains remarkable control.

Her mind flashes to Jordan - imagining him watching this, seeing her take Dan so completely, witnessing how thoroughly she's being pleasured. The thought makes her inner muscles clench, drawing a deep groan from Dan. His control is visibly slipping now, his movements becoming more urgent. Dan shifts their position slightly, hitting even deeper, and Emma feels a second peak building impossibly fast.

"God, yes," he growls, watching her come apart. "So beautiful." His praise, combined with how he fills her so completely, sends aftershocks rippling through her. But before she can catch her breath,

"Close," Dan warns, his voice rough. Emma can feel his thickness swelling further inside her, and she rocks harder against him, chasing her second release. When Dan's thumb returns to her sensitive bud, Emma knows she won't last long.

"Want to feel you," she manages between gasps. "Want you to cum inside me." Dan's response is primal, his hips snapping up harder as his restraint finally breaks. Emma's third orgasm builds rapidly, more intense than ever, and she can tell by Dan's ragged breathing that he's right there with her.

They crash over the edge together, Emma crying out as pleasure overwhelms her, feeling Dan pulse deep inside as he groans her name. She trembles with the force of it, aftershocks making her clench around him as they slowly come down together.

Emma collapses forward against Dan's broad chest, both trembling and breathless. His arms wrap around her, holding her close as their heartbeats gradually slow. The oil makes their skin slide together with every small movement, but neither seems inclined to separate just yet.

"You okay?" Dan murmurs into her hair, his voice tender. His hands stroke gently up and down her back, and Emma hums contentedly, feeling thoroughly sated and deliciously sore. She can feel him softening inside her and stays where she is, enjoying the intimacy of the moment.

"More than okay," she manages, pressing a soft kiss to his collarbone. They share a quiet laugh as they look around them at the state of the bed - towels askew, oil everywhere, evidence of their passion clear in the rumpled sheets. Dan's fingers trace lazy patterns on her oil-slicked skin, and Emma marvels at how natural this feels, how right.

"Jordan's going to love hearing about this," she says softly, and feels Dan's chest rumble with another gentle laugh. His hands squeeze her hips affectionately, neither of them embarrassed by the mention of her husband. If anything, it adds another layer of intimacy to the moment.

Light kisses turn playful as they discover various oil-slicked spots on each other's bodies. Emma traces the small rugby scar on his shoulder, while Dan's fingers find a sensitive spot near her ribs that makes her squirm.

"We should probably shower," Dan suggests eventually, though he makes no move to let her go. Emma nods against his chest but stays where she is for another moment, memorising everything about this - the warmth of his skin, the steady beat of his heart, the lingering scent of massage oil and sex in the air.

When she finally shifts to move, they both groan softly at the sensation. Dan's hands steady her as she carefully lifts off him, her body delightfully tender. They look at each other in the candlelight, sharing soft smiles that acknowledge everything that's changed between them.

◆◆◆

Steam fills the large walk-in shower as warm water cascades over them. Emma watches, mesmerised, as rivulets trace paths down Dan's muscular torso. Removing the oil takes effort, but they make a game of it, hands sliding over soap-slicked skin with a tenderness that feels almost more intimate than their earlier passion.

"Turn around," Dan murmurs, reaching for her shampoo. His gentle fingers in her hair draw a contented sigh from Emma, and she leans back against his broad chest as he works the lather through her auburn waves. It's domestic and erotic all at once - his careful attention, the way his hands massage her scalp, how naturally their bodies fit together.

"This might take a while," Emma laughs softly, running her soapy hands over his chest, finding traces of oil still clinging to his skin. Dan's responding chuckle rumbles through her, and he drops a kiss to her shoulder as they continue their careful cleaning.

The shower is filled with small, tender moments - Dan steadying her as she rinses her hair, Emma reaching up to wipe soap from his brow, shared smiles as they discover yet more oil in unexpected places. Their touches remain affectionate rather than sexual, though there's still a current of attraction humming beneath every contact.

After the shower, Dan wraps her in one of the huge bath sheets, his careful movements making her heart swell. He finds a small scratch on her back - evidence of their passion - and tends to it with surprising gentleness. Emma returns the favour, applying arnica cream to what actually is a slightly tender spot on his shoulder, drawing a genuine wince and then a grin from him.

Dan helps towel her hair, his strong hands surprisingly deft as they work through the tangles. Emma catches glimpses of them in the steamy mirror - her wrapped in white cotton, him with a towel slung low on his hips, both of them looking thoroughly satisfied. It should feel strange, this new intimacy with her husband's best friend, but instead it feels perfectly natural.

"You're beautiful," Dan says softly, meeting her eyes in the mirror as he finishes with her hair. The simple sincerity in his voice makes Emma's chest tight with emotion. She turns in his arms, rising on tiptoes to press a gentle kiss to his lips - not to start anything, just to express what words can't quite capture.

They share understanding smiles, both knowing this isn't just a one-time thing, they are comfortable with what it means for their friendship, their group, and their future. Emma's thoughts turn to Jordan, anticipation building as she thinks about sharing every detail with him later.

"I should probably head to the guest room," Dan says softly, still holding Emma close. His thumb traces gentle circles on her shoulder, betraying his reluctance to break their connection. "Let you call Jordan."

Emma nods, understanding the importance of boundaries even after such intimacy. "There are fresh towels in the en-suite," she tells him, rising on tiptoes for one last kiss. It's tender, lingering - acknowledging everything that's shifted between them while respecting what remains unchanged.

"Second door on the left," she adds, though he knows the house layout well. Dan's smile is warm as he gathers his clothes, pausing at her bedroom door. The look they share is full of mutual understanding - they're still friends, just with an added layer of intimacy that feels surprisingly right.

Once alone, Emma changes the oil-stained sheets quickly, her body pleasantly sore in ways that remind her of every moment they have just shared. She slips on her favourite silk nightdress - the one Jordan loves - and settles into bed with her phone, heart racing with anticipation.

Her fingers hover over Jordan's contact for a moment as she gathers her thoughts. Her body still thrums with remembered pleasure, and she can feel a flush rising in her cheeks as she thinks about sharing every detail with her husband. She's proud of herself, of how far she's come from the shy wife who could barely admit her desires.

"Are you free to talk?" she texts Jordan, knowing he'll understand the weight of the simple question. Her phone buzzes almost immediately with his reply, and Emma's pulse quickens. She can picture him in his hotel room, eager to hear everything.

She glances toward the guest room, where she knows Dan is settling in, and feels a rush of affection for both men - for Jordan's trust and understanding, for Dan's tenderness and respect. As she waits for Jordan's video call, Emma runs her fingers over a small mark Dan left on her collarbone, smiling at how perfectly everything has worked out.

The phone rings with an incoming Facetime request, and Emma's heart swells at the sight of Jordan's face, full of love and anticipation. She settles back against the pillows, ready to share every moment of her evening with the man who helped make all this possible.


8: Celebrations 

Emma paces the kitchen, adjusting the placement of wine glasses for the third time. The bottle of Veuve Clicquot - Dan's favourite, she remembers with a flush - sits chilling in an ice bucket. The Chinese takeaway menus are spread across the granite counter, ready for Jordan's return.

Her phone buzzes - another Instagram notification. She's been getting more since her suggestive review of "The Diamond Club" yesterday morning, but she's held off posting anything too revealing. Yet. Her fingers trace the stem of a champagne flute as she remembers Jordan's enthusiasm during their video call last night, how he'd wanted every detail of her evening with Dan.

The key turns in the front door just as she’s about to check her phone. Her heart skips - this is the first time she'll see Jordan in person since becoming his hotwife.

"The trains were hell," Jordan calls out, his footsteps in the hallway accompanied by the sound of his wheeled suitcase. "Signal failures at Peterborough..." His voice trails off as he enters the kitchen, taking in the champagne, the careful arrangements, his wife in the new silk wrap dress he'd encouraged her to buy last week.

Emma's breath catches at the heat in his gaze. "Welcome home," she manages, moving toward him. Their embrace feels charged with new energy - his hands lingering at her waist, her body pressed against him with fresh confidence.

"Missed you," Jordan murmurs against her hair, then pulls back to study her face. His thumb traces her cheekbone tenderly. "You look... different. Glowing."

Emma feels herself flush, remembering why she might be glowing. "Good different?"

His response is a deep kiss that leaves her breathless. When they finally separate, Jordan's eyes are dark with desire. "Very good different. Though I'm starving - got stuck on that bloody train for hours."

"I've got the takeaway menus ready," Emma says, grateful for the practical distraction. She needs to be sure, in the cold light of day, that Jordan is still completely comfortable with what happened. "Your usual from Golden Palace?"

Jordan loosens his tie, settling onto a bar stool. "Perfect. Though first..." He reaches for the champagne. "I think we have something to celebrate?"

The cork pops with a satisfying sound, and Emma feels tension she didn't know she was carrying ease from her shoulders. She watches Jordan pour, admiring how steady his hands are, how natural this feels.

"To my beautiful hotwife," he says softly, raising his glass. The pride in his voice makes Emma's chest tight with emotion.

"You're okay with everything?" she asks, needing to hear it in person. "With Dan, with what happened?"

Jordan takes her free hand, his thumb stroking her palm. "More than okay. Watching you on that video call, seeing how satisfied you were, knowing my best friend gave you that pleasure..." He pauses, his eyes darkening. "It was incredible. Tell me again how it started?"

Emma sips her champagne, heat blooming in her chest at the memories. "The massage was genuine at first," she begins, watching Jordan's reaction carefully. "But then..."

They order food between shared memories, Jordan asking for details she might have missed in last night's call. His obvious arousal at her descriptions makes Emma bolder, more explicit in her retelling.

"God, the way he filled me," she breathes, watching Jordan adjust himself in his suit trousers. "So thick, so deep..."

The doorbell interrupts - their food arriving. They eat between heated glances and continued conversation, the Chinese spread forgotten several times as Jordan pulls Emma into passionate kisses.

"Dan texted earlier," Jordan mentions, reaching for more champagne. "Wanted to check everything was good between us."

Emma's heart swells at the consideration. "What did you tell him?"

"That he's welcome in our bed anytime," Jordan grins. "Within reason, of course. We need to set some boundaries, make sure everyone's comfortable."

Emma nods, taking another spring roll. "Speaking of everyone..." She hesitates. "How do we tell the others? They must suspect something's changing, with all my recent posts..."

Jordan's eyes light up. "Actually, I had an idea about that." He reaches for Emma's phone. "Why don't we make it official? Post something about reviewing hotwife books from a more... personal perspective?"

Heat floods Emma's core at the suggestion. "You want me to tell everyone? Through Instagram?"

"Not explicitly," Jordan clarifies, his voice husky. "Just... hint that you're started to explore the lifestyle. Let them figure it out. Imagine their reactions..."

Emma's fingers tremble slightly as she unlocks her phone, opening Instagram. "What should I post?"

Jordan moves behind her, his chest pressed against her back as they scroll through her book collection photos. They select a tasteful shot of "The Diamond Club" with its hotwife themes, Emma's wedding ring visible as she holds the book.

"Perfect," Jordan murmurs, his lips brushing her ear. "Now for the caption..."

Together they craft the message: "Some book themes you have to experience to properly review...  #hotwife #reverseharem #spicyreads #personalperspective"

"Post it," Jordan encourages, his hands sliding around her waist. Emma's finger hovers over the button, her heart racing. "Let them all know what a good girl you've been for me."

The praise sends shivers down her spine, and Emma presses 'share' before she can overthink it. Jordan's hands tighten on her hips as notifications immediately start appearing.

"Shall we take this celebration upstairs?" he suggests, his voice rough with desire. "I want to hear every detail again while I reclaim my wife."

Emma turns in his arms, already reaching for his tie. "Yes," she breathes against his lips. "And then tomorrow we can read the comments together."

Jordan's growl of approval vibrates through her as he lifts her onto the counter, the last of their meal forgotten as the celebration turns to passion. Emma's last coherent thought is of her phone buzzing repeatedly in the background - their friends discovering her transformation one notification at a time.

◆◆◆

"So," Janine tops up their glasses with an excellent Barolo. "Tell me everything. And don't skip the massage details - I've seen Dan's hands during rugby matches."

Emma sinks deeper into the sofa cushions, her cheeks flushed from wine and memory. "God, Jan. Those hands..." She touches her neck, remembering. "It started so professionally, you know? Just a shoulder massage because of his rugby injury. But then..."

"Then?" Janine curls up at the other end of the sofa, eyes sparkling.

"The oil got everywhere. My top was soaked through, and he was just in his boxers, and suddenly I was straddling him and..." Emma covers her face. "I can't believe I'm telling you this!"

"Darling, I've been waiting years for you to have stories worth telling." Janine grins. "Keep going. Was he as well-endowed as the rugby shorts suggested?"

"Janine!" Emma throws a cushion, then bites her lip. "But yes. Very. And he knows exactly how to use it. The way he touched me... it was like he'd been studying my body for years."

"He probably has been," Janine says knowingly. "I've seen how he watches. So come on - positions, details, orgasm count. I need everything!"

Emma takes a large sip of wine. "Three. Three orgasms as I rode him," She pauses. "Oh and of course again this morning when I told Jordan everything."

"Mmm, the famous reclamation sex." Janine nods approvingly. "How was that? Did Jordan make you tell him all the dirty details?"

"God yes." Emma shivers at the memory. "He wanted to know everything - how Dan touched me, what he said, what sounds I made. It was like he was getting off on every detail. I've never seen him so turned on."

"That's called compersion," Janine says. "Finding joy in your partner's pleasure. It's healthy - shows he's secure in your relationship."

Emma looks up sharply. "You sound very... knowledgeable about this."

Janine takes a thoughtful sip of wine. "Remember my 'art retreat' last summer? It wasn't exactly just painting. More like... an introduction to ethical non-monogamy. Very educational." She winks.

"Jan!" Emma sits up straighter. "Why didn't you tell me?"

"Darling, you were still hiding 'Birthday Girl' behind your Austen collection. I didn't want to scandalize you." She grins. "But now that you're officially a hotwife-"

"I wouldn't say officially-"

"Honey, you just had mind-blowing sex with your husband's best friend while he was away, then had equally mind-blowing sex telling him about it. That's pretty much the definition." Janine reaches for the wine. "So, let's talk about what's next. Have you thought about the others?"

Emma's blush deepens. "Marc's been texting... something about a private cooking lesson."

"Oh my God, yes!" Janine claps her hands. "Those chef's hands? The way he handles a knife? Trust me, kitchen sex is incredible." She pauses. "Not that I'd know anything about that, of course."

"Janine Adams!" Emma stares. "You and Marc?"

"Pre-divorce, darling. Very brief, very hot, very educational about Spanish curse words." She grins wickedly. "Want some tips?"

"I can't believe you never told me!"

"Well, now you're part of the lifestyle, you get all the good gossip." Janine settles back. "Speaking of which, let's discuss Ryan..."

"No," Emma says too quickly. "We're not discussing Ryan."

"Mmhmm." Janine's knowing look is infuriating, but she mercifully changes the subject. "Fine, then let's talk about Tom. Have you seen his private gallery yet?"

Emma shakes her head. "I didn't even know he had one."

"Oh honey." Janine's eyes sparkle. "That man does more than sketch landscapes. His rope work photography..." She fans herself dramatically. "Let's just say he has a very exclusive clientele for his more... artistic pieces."

"Rope work?" Emma leans forward, intrigued despite herself.

"Shibari - Japanese rope bondage. He learned it while studying architecture in Tokyo." Janine pulls out her iPad, opening a carefully hidden folder. "He did a series for me after my divorce. Very therapeutic. Very... liberating."

Emma's wine nearly slips from her fingers as she takes in the artistic black-and-white photographs. The rope work is intricate, and beautiful, the model's submission is captured in stunning detail. "That's... that's you?"

"Mmhmm. Never felt more beautiful." Janine grins. "I've seen how he watches you during movie nights, sketching in that little book of his. I bet he's dying to get you in his studio."

Emma remembers Tom's quiet intensity, his artist's hands, and how he studies her when he thinks she isn't looking. "I wouldn't even know how to..."

"Trust me, honey, you won't have to do anything. Tom knows exactly what he wants to create. You just have to be brave enough to let him." Janine swirls her wine thoughtfully. "The question is, are you ready to see yourself through his lens?"

Emma takes another sip of wine, letting the possibilities sink in. "Tell me more about your art retreat?"

Janine's smile widens. "Well, there was this gorgeous couple from Amsterdam..."

Hours later, Emma's Uber home is a blur of wine, revelation, and possibility. Her phone buzzes - a message from DarkDomReader. She stares at it, heart pounding, remembering the rope-bound beauty in Tom's photographs, and lets herself imagine new possibilities.

"Sweet dreams, little one. Dream of being watched..."

◆◆◆

The Plume of Feathers has stood on this corner of Greenwich for over three hundred years, its wooden beams darkened by centuries of tobacco smoke and conversation. Jordan pushes open the heavy oak door, hearing the familiar creak that has accompanied countless entries into his local. The early evening sunlight filters through diamond-paned windows, catching dust motes in its beam and casting long shadows across the worn wooden floor.

Dan is already there, of course. Punctual as ever, he sits at their usual corner table, two pints of Timothy Taylor's Landlord waiting. Jordan watches the ruby liquid catch the light, a proper beer for a proper conversation. He notices Dan's fingers drumming against the glass, betraying his friend's nervousness.

"Cheers, mate," Jordan says, sliding onto the wooden bench opposite Dan. He lifts his pint, watching the perfect head of foam cling to the glass. "Good choice."

Dan nods, lifting his glass. "Thought we needed the proper stuff tonight." His voice carries its usual Northern warmth, but Jordan catches the slight tension underneath. They've known each other too long to hide such things.

The silence stretches between them, filled only by the gentle murmur of early evening drinkers and the clink of glasses from the bar. Jordan observes his best friend struggling with words, something he's rarely seen since their Oxford days. Dan, always confident and ready with a quip or a story, sits uncharacteristically quiet.

"Emma's with Janine tonight," Jordan says finally, breaking the heavy silence. He takes another sip of his beer, appreciating how the maltiness lingers on his tongue. "Getting the gossip, no doubt."

Dan's laugh comes out slightly strained. "Janine's trouble, that one. Always has been, since uni."

"Maybe a good influence though," Jordan muses, his lips quirking into a small smile. "Given recent developments."

The absurdity of the situation suddenly hits them both - two grown men, best friends since university, sitting in awkward silence because one had slept with the other's wife - with permission. The laughter starts slowly, a chuckle from Dan, and a snort from Jordan, building until both men are properly laughing, shoulders shaking, tension draining away.

"Fuck's sake," Dan manages, wiping his eyes. "Look at us. Acting like teenagers."

Jordan grins, properly meeting his friend's eyes for the first time that evening. "Worse than that time you walked in on me with Jane Mitchell at that house party."

"Christ, I'd forgotten about that!" Dan's face lights up with the memory. "You fell off the bed trying to cover yourself."

"Sprained my bloody ankle," Jordan chuckles, then sobers slightly. "But this is a bit different, isn't it?"

Dan's smile fades too, but the earlier tension doesn't return. Instead, Jordan sees something more vulnerable in his expression. "Yeah," he says quietly. "It is. Jordan, mate, about the other night..."

Jordan holds up his hand, cutting off what he knows will be an apology. "No, let me speak first." He takes another drink, gathering his thoughts. "There are things I need to say, and you need to hear them."

Dan nods, settling back in his chair. The pub has filled up a bit more now, the background noise providing a comfortable blanket of privacy for what needs to be said. Jordan looks at his oldest friend, the man he's trusted with so many secrets over the years and begins to explain how he's come to share the most precious thing in his life.

The sunlight has shifted, throwing longer shadows across their table, and somewhere in the background, the landlord begins switching on the evening lights. The moment hangs between them, weighted with years of friendship and trust, ready for honest words that need to be spoken.

Jordan takes another slow sip of his beer, feeling the weight of what he needs to say. He watches Dan's face, sees the guilt and concern etched there, and knows he needs to ease his friend's mind.

"I've always known Emma needed more," Jordan begins, his voice low but steady. "Even before all the books, before the Instagram following. I could see it in the way she looked at my friends sometimes - especially you and Ryan." He traces a pattern in the condensation on his glass, gathering his thoughts. "At first, I was terrified. Thought it meant I wasn't enough, that I'd lose her."

Dan starts to speak, but Jordan shakes his head slightly. He needs to get this out.

"But then I started noticing something else. The way she'd come home from our nights out, all lit up inside. How she'd curl up against me and tell me about the conversations she'd had with each of you. The way she'd get excited about cooking with Marc or looking at Tom's photography." Jordan's lips curve into a soft smile. "And I realised - she wasn't pulling away from me. She was bringing me into this whole other part of herself she'd been afraid to show."

The pub's background noise swells as a group of office workers comes in, but Jordan barely notices. He's focused on making his friend understand.

"When she started reading those books, posting those reviews... Christ, Dan, you should have seen her in private. It was like watching someone come alive. All this passion and creativity she'd been holding back." Jordan leans forward slightly, his voice dropping even lower. "And yeah, the sexual side of it - that scared me at first too. But seeing her confidence grow, watching her explore who she really is... I've never loved her more."

He sees Dan swallow hard, clearly moved by the rawness in Jordan's voice. The rugby player's hands are wrapped tight around his glass, knuckles white with emotion.

"The night you visited, and she gave you that massage," Jordan continues, his voice catching slightly, "I wasn't angry. I was grateful. Because it had to be you first, Dan. You're the one I trust most with her. With us." He meets Dan's eyes directly. "You're my best mate. Have been since that first rugby practice at Oxford. And Emma telling me how you treated her... it felt right. Natural."

The confession hangs between them, heavy with meaning. Jordan feels exposed, having laid bare such private thoughts, but there's relief too. He needs Dan to understand that this isn't just about sex or fantasy - it's about love, trust, and watching his wife become more fully herself.

"I know it's not conventional," Jordan adds with a slight laugh, running a hand through his hair. "My dad would probably have a heart attack. But when has anything about our friend group ever been conventional? Remember that naked run through Magdalen quad?"

The tension eases slightly as Dan's lips twitch at the memory, but his eyes remain serious, fixed on Jordan's face. The moment feels pivotal, balanced between their old friendship and this new dynamic they're creating. Jordan waits, giving his friend time to process everything he's just shared.

The evening light has softened further, casting a gentle glow over their corner of the pub. Jordan's pint is half empty now, the foam having settled into a delicate lace pattern against the glass. He watches Dan, his oldest friend, gathering the courage to respond to such an intimate confession.

Dan takes a long pull from his pint, and Jordan recognises the gesture - it's the same thing Dan does before difficult scrums, gathering himself for impact.

"I've been properly twisted up about this," Dan finally says, his Northern accent thickening with emotion. "Lying in bed at night, thinking about how I've crossed a line that mates shouldn't cross." He sets his glass down carefully, precisely. "The massage... Christ, Jordan, I went there thinking I could keep it professional. But the moment she made that first little sound..."

Jordan watches his friend's face flush and sees the conflict there. "Dan..."

"No, let me finish," Dan interrupts, leaning forward. "You need to understand something. That night wasn't just about sex. When Emma started responding to my touch, when she trusted me enough to let go..." He runs a hand over his face. "It was beautiful, yeah, but it was also terrifying. Because I realised, I wasn't just sleeping with my mate's wife - I was falling a bit in love with both of you."

Jordan feels his breath catch. Dan continues, his voice rough with honesty.

"Not like that," Dan clarifies quickly. "Not romantic love. But watching how you two are together, being allowed into that intimacy... it's made me love you both more as friends. Does that make any sense?" He looks almost desperate for Jordan to understand.

"Perfect sense," Jordan says softly, and he means it. He sees the relief flood Dan's face.

"I've been worried sick about ruining everything," Dan admits. "Our friendship, the group dynamic, your marriage. Kept thinking about university, about all the years we've had each other's backs. Remember when I got dumped by Sophie and you skipped that important tutorial to get me drunk?"

Jordan nods, remembering that day clearly. "You did the same for me when Sarah cheated."

"Exactly." Dan's voice grows stronger. "And now here we are, talking about me sleeping with your wife like it's the most natural thing in the world. And the mad thing is..." He pauses, a look of wonder crossing his face. "It did feel natural. With Emma, with you knowing about it, with all of it. But I needed to hear what you just said. Needed to know this isn't going to break us."

Jordan sees the tears threatening in his friend's eyes, and watches as Dan blinks them back. In all their years of friendship, he's only seen Dan cry twice - at his father's funeral and when he got divorced. This vulnerability from his strongest friend moves something deep in his chest.

"You know what's mental?" Dan says, returning with fresh pints and a packet of cheese and onion crisps. "This whole thing with you and Emma... it's helped me sort my head out about relationships."

Jordan raises an eyebrow, accepting his fresh pint. "How do you mean?"

"After the divorce, I convinced myself I was done. Wouldn't let anyone get close." Dan tears open the crisps, offering them to Jordan first. "But being part of what you and Emma have... it's shown me there are different ways to love, different ways to trust. Made me think maybe I could try again, if the right woman comes along."

"Yeah?" Jordan feels a warmth that isn't just from the beer. Watching his friend heal has been a long process.

"Yeah." Dan's smile is genuine. "Not that I'm actively looking, mind. But I'm open to it now. And honestly?" He chuckles, shaking his head. "I've never been happier in my life than I am right now. Even with all the complicated bits."

"Complicated?" Jordan grins. "You mean like how you're going to keep up with Emma's book collection? I swear she's ordered three more this week alone."

Dan laughs, loud and free. "Mate, I don't know how you managed before. That woman's appetite for life is incredible." His expression softens. "You're a lucky man, Jordan. And I don't just mean the obvious bits."

"I know," Jordan says simply. Then he smirks. "Though the obvious bits are pretty good too."

"Right then!" Dan stands suddenly, gesturing to the dartboard in the corner. "Enough of this emotional bollocks. Time to defend my honour at arrows."

Jordan follows him to the dartboard, watching as Dan pulls out the darts with practised ease. This is more familiar territory - the gentle competition, the easy banter. But something has shifted, settled into place. Their friendship hasn't just survived this change; it's grown stronger.

"First to 501?" Dan asks, chalking their names on the small blackboard.

"You're on," Jordan agrees, then adds casually, "By the way, movie night this Saturday? Emma's been talking about wanting to watch that new Netflix thing."

"Yeah?" Dan's face lights up. "Count me in. Maybe I'll bring that Malbec she likes."

As they fall into the rhythm of their game, Jordan feels the rightness of it all. The pub's evening crowd has filled in around them, the familiar sounds of clinking glasses and conversation creating a comfortable backdrop. His phone buzzes in his pocket - a text from Emma, no doubt sharing gossip from her evening with Janine.

"Your throw," Dan says, stepping back from the board. "And Jordan? Thanks. For everything."

Jordan nods, understanding all that's contained in those simple words. He lines up his shot, the weight of the dart familiar in his hand, and knows that whatever comes next, their friendship will only grow stronger.


Act 3 Escalation


9: Saturday Night Fever

Emma adjusts her new wrap dress in the bedroom mirror, admiring how the sage green silk falls just above her knees when secured properly, but could easily reveal more if she wanted. The matching wrap top portion crosses her chest perfectly, suggesting rather than showing her curves. She'd chosen it carefully - casual enough for movie night but with the potential for... adjustments.

"You're going to drive them mad in that," Jordan says from the doorway, his proud smile reflecting in the mirror. He steps behind her, hands settling on her hips. "Especially since that Instagram post."

Emma's phone buzzes again on the dresser - probably another comment on her carefully worded revelation about becoming a hotwife. She'd spent hours crafting that post with Jordan, making sure it was subtle enough for her teacher's reputation but clear enough for their friends to understand.

"Dan's here," Jordan says, kissing her neck. "Early as usual."

"Of course he is." Emma's cheeks flush slightly, remembering Dan's hands on her body just days ago. She takes a steadying breath. "Did he bring wine?"

"That expensive red you love." Jordan's knowing smile shows he remembers it's Dan's signature move. "I left him setting up the TV. You know how he likes everything just right."

Emma follows Jordan downstairs, very aware of how the fabric moves against her skin. Dan looks up from connecting cables, his large muscular frame folded surprisingly gracefully behind the TV unit. His quick intake of breath at her outfit is subtle but noticeable.

"You look..." Dan starts, then catches himself. "Very nice, Em."

Jordan claps Dan on the shoulder as he passes, their friendship obviously unchanged by recent events. "Doesn't she? Help me with these bottles, mate."

Emma settles onto the sofa, deliberately crossing her legs so the dress parts slightly. Her phone buzzes again - a message from Marc saying he's bringing fresh tapas from the restaurant. Another from Tom about running late, his photography session overrunning.

The doorbell rings again. "I'll get it," Emma calls, standing carefully to maintain her dress's current level of modesty. She opens the door to find Marc balancing several containers of food.

"Hermosa," he greets her with his usual kiss on each cheek, lingering slightly longer than strictly necessary. His chef's nose picks up her perfume. "New scent?"

"Maybe." Emma helps him with the containers, very aware of his eyes on her as she bends to arrange them on the coffee table.

"So," Marc says casually, laying out small plates, "this friend you mentioned in your post... they must be quite special." His eyes flick towards the kitchen where Dan and Jordan are laughing about something, then back to Emma. "Someone who knows how to appreciate fine things, sí?"

Emma just smiles mysteriously, adjusting a plate of chorizo. "They certainly know what they're doing."

"Ah, but do they know food like I do?" Marc demonstrates by feeding her a slice of Manchego, his fingers brushing her lips. "The right taste... texture... temperature..."

"Are you trying to seduce my wife with cheese, Rodriguez?" Jordan's amused voice carries from the kitchen doorway. He and Dan return with wine glasses, the expensive bottle already breathing.

"Always," Marc admits shamelessly. "Is it working?"

Emma accepts a glass from Dan, their fingers touching briefly. "The Manchego makes a compelling argument."

The doorbell rings again - Tom's distinctive pattern of knocks follows immediately. Jordan opens the door to reveal their artist friend, a sketchbook tucked under one arm as always.

"Sorry I'm late," Tom says, settling into his usual armchair. His artist's eye takes in Emma's dress immediately, and she swears she sees his fingers twitch toward his sketchbook. "The lighting was perfect, couldn't waste it."

"Like that private photoshoot you mentioned?" Marc teases, sprawling onto the floor cushions. "The one that made you miss pub night last week?"

Tom's mysterious smile reveals nothing, but his eyes meet Emma's briefly. "A gentleman never discusses his art sessions."

"Since when are you a gentleman?" Dan asks, perfectly casual despite being the only one besides Jordan who knows exactly who Emma's Instagram post was about.

Emma adjusts her position on the sofa, the dress sliding to reveal a bit more thigh. She notices all four men track the movement, even Jordan. Only Ryan's missing now, probably timing his entrance for maximum impact as usual.

Her phone buzzes again. A notification from DarkDomReader on her latest post: "A lucky friend indeed... I hope they appreciated every moment." Emma feels her cheeks flush, remembering how this mysterious online follower's comments have grown increasingly bold lately. She's been enjoying their flirty exchanges, even if she has no idea who they are.

"Everything okay?" Dan asks, noticing her blush. "You're looking a bit flushed."

"Just another interesting comment," Emma deflects, tucking her phone away. She catches Jordan's knowing smile - he loves watching her navigate her growing online following, especially the more suggestive interactions.

The distinctive deep rumble of Ryan's Aston Martin sounds from outside. Emma takes a steadying breath, preparing herself for his usual arrogant entrance. Tonight will be interesting enough without her mysterious online admirer adding to her distraction.

The front door opens without a knock - only Ryan would dare. He strides in wearing what Emma suspects is a casually-thrown-together outfit that was actually picked out special by a personal shopper: charcoal cashmere jumper, designer jeans, and grey suede Chelsea boots she definitely hasn't seen before.

"Started without me?" Ryan holds up his trademark expensive bottle of whisky, his smirk firmly in place. His eyes sweep over Emma's dress, lingering just long enough to be noticed but not quite long enough to be called out on it. "Nice... outfit, Emma. Special occasion?"

"Just felt like making an effort," Emma replies coolly, though she can't help noticing how his jumper clings to his broad shoulders. She adjusts her dress again, purely coincidentally of course.

"Oh yes, the effort," Ryan drawls, settling into his usual armchair. "Speaking of efforts, that was quite the Instagram post. Very... provocative." He pours himself a generous measure of whisky. "So, who's the lucky friend? Tom, have you finally convinced our Emma to model for you?"

Tom looks up from his sketchbook, where his pencil has been moving suspiciously quickly. "I'm afraid I can't take credit. Though..." he glances at Emma with an artist's appreciation, "the offer stands. That dress would photograph beautifully."

"It wasn't during a late-night cooking lesson at Fuego?" Marc chimes in, refilling Emma's wine glass. "I seem to remember someone helping me with inventory last week..."

"In your dreams, Rodriguez," Emma laughs, accepting the wine. She catches Dan hiding a smile behind his glass.

"Oh, it definitely features there, querida," Marc winks shamelessly.

Jordan wraps an arm around Emma's shoulders, clearly enjoying the speculation. "You're all very interested in my wife's social media activity suddenly."

"Can you blame us?" Ryan takes a slow sip of whisky, his grey eyes intense over the rim of his glass. "Our prim and proper English teacher posting about sleeping with a friend? It's like one of those spicy books she's always reviewing."

Emma feels her cheeks flush again, remembering her latest review of "Birthday Girl" by Penelope Douglas. The comments on that post had been particularly heated, especially from DarkDomReader. She shifts slightly, the fabric of her dress whispering against her skin.

"Speaking of reviews," Tom says, his quiet voice somehow cutting through the tension, "that scene you analysed from 'The Diamond Club' was... enlightening. Particularly your thoughts on the power dynamics of friendship circles."

Dan coughs slightly, and Emma notices his ears have gone pink. "Right!" Jordan stands suddenly. "Movie time. Ryan, you're on snack duty with Marc. Dan, help me with the drinks. Tom, maybe stop sketching my wife for five minutes?"

As the men move to their tasks, Emma catches Ryan watching her with an unreadable expression. For a moment, she thinks she sees something beyond his usual arrogance - something almost like jealousy. But then his trademark smirk returns, and he follows Marc to the kitchen, already arguing about proper snack-to-drink ratios.

"Right, what are we watching?" Tom asks, finally setting aside his sketchbook. His dark clothing seems to help him melt into the shadows of his preferred armchair, but Emma notices his intense focus hasn't wavered.

"Here, let me look," Tom picks up the remote, scrolling through Netflix. "Ah... 'Eyes Wide Shut'. Kubrick's last film." His artist's eye gleams. "All about secret societies, hidden desires, masks... Beautiful cinematography."

Emma feels her cheeks warm, remembering the film's infamous orgy scenes. She takes another sip of wine.

"Interesting choice," Ryan drawls from his armchair. "Masked balls and sexual awakening. Rather fitting, given recent... developments." He raises his whisky glass in Emma's direction.

Marc arranges himself on the floor cushions, grinning. "Ah yes, the masquerade scenes. Very European. Though my parties at Fuego are much more intimate."

"You host masked parties at your restaurant, Marc?" Emma asks, trying to keep her voice steady as Jordan's hand finds her knee.

"Only for very special guests, querida," Marc winks. "Perhaps you'll find out someday."

Dan coughs slightly, adjusting his position on the sofa. "Shall we start the film?"

"Getting uncomfortable, mate?" Ryan smirks, clearly enjoying the tension.

"Just remembering that university Halloween party," Dan deflects smoothly. "The one where you ended up with two girls in devil masks and couldn't tell which was the lecturer's daughter."

The group laughs, and Emma feels herself relax slightly against Jordan, even as she catalogues the positions of the others - Dan to her left, close enough to catch his familiar scent; Tom sketching in shadows; Marc sprawled artfully on his cushions; Ryan in his armchair, somehow making it look like a throne.

As the film's opening scenes begin, the room settles into a charged silence. Emma's very aware of how her wrap dress has slipped apart slightly, and how every man in the room seems to be paying more attention to her than to Tom Cruise on screen.

The film progresses, its dreamlike atmosphere seeping into the room. Emma's increasingly aware of every shift, every breath, every subtle movement around her. When the first party scene begins, she feels the air change.

"The masks are interesting," Tom comments softly from his shadowy corner, pencil moving across paper. "How anonymity gives permission... allows desires to surface." His artist's eye flicks between Emma and his sketchbook.

Jordan's hand on her knee flexes slightly. Emma takes another sip of wine, very conscious of how the movement causes her wrap dress to slide open a little more across her legs. Dan shifts beside her, his thigh now pressing against hers - friendly but deliberate.

"Reminds me of that club in Amsterdam," Marc muses from his floor cushions, reaching up for the tapas. "Remember, during that university trip? When Ryan convinced the bouncer we were all art students researching European culture?"

"God, that place," Dan chuckles, his voice deeper than usual. "Didn't you end up painting someone with chocolate, Marc?"

"Sí, but that's a story for another time." Marc's eyes meet Emma's. "Though I still maintain food and pleasure should always mix."

On-screen, the orgy scene begins. Emma feels her cheeks flush, remembering similar scenes in "The Diamond Club" - a book she'd reviewed recently. She crosses her legs, causing the dress to slip higher. Five sharp intakes of breath tell her the movement hasn't gone unnoticed.

"Quite tame really," Ryan comments, swirling his whisky. His grey eyes catch the lamplight. "Compared to some of those books you review, Emma. What was that one last week? The one about the art teacher and his life drawing class?"

"'Dark Canvas'," Tom supplies quietly. "I found her analysis of the power dynamics... enlightening."

Jordan's thumb traces small circles on Emma's knee. "My wife's reviews are getting quite a following," he says proudly. "Especially since her recent... lifestyle post."

The room temperature seems to rise several degrees. Emma reaches for her wine, deliberately letting her dress fall open slightly at the top to match the display of her lower half. She pretends not to notice how Tom's pencil freezes mid-stroke, or how Marc's eyes darken, or how Ryan shifts in his chair to adjust himself.

Dan clears his throat. "Anyone need a top-up?"

"Please," Emma says, perhaps a bit breathlessly. As Dan takes her glass, their fingers brush. She catches the slight tremor in his strong hands, remembering how they felt on her skin just days ago.

The film delves deeper into its exploration of secret societies and hidden desires, while Emma loses track of how many lingering touches have been exchanged during drink refills and tapas sharing.

"These party scenes," Marc says, stretching like a contented cat on his floor cushions. "They remind me of after-hours at Fuego. When the lights are low, and the kitchen still holds all that heat..." He sits up suddenly. "Ah! That reminds me. You two are always asking about private cooking lessons."

Emma perks up, grateful for the slight break in tension. "Your seafood paella recipe is still my white whale."

"Querida, you wound me," Marc clutches his chest dramatically. "I've offered to teach you properly many times. In fact," He pulls out his phone, checking something. "Next Sunday, we're closing early for some maintenance work. Service ends at four. Perfect time for a private lesson, no?"

Jordan shifts beside Emma. "Ah, shit. I've got that client video call with Singapore at five." He squeezes Emma's knee. "But you should go, love. You're the cook in our house anyway - I just do the washing up."

That's the first Emma has heard of a 'Singapore call', and she realised Jordan is allowing her time on her own to play. She realises she wants that opportunity, "I don't want to impose..." Emma starts, but Marc waves dismissively.

"Por favor, it would be my pleasure. The kitchen will still be warm from service, perfect for teaching." His dark eyes glitter in the TV's light. "Perhaps we can recreate some of these party scenes, sí? Though with fewer masks, more food."

Ryan snorts into his whisky. "Smooth, Rodriguez."

"Says the man who can't boil an egg," Marc retorts, then turns back to Emma. "So? Sunday at four?"

Emma glances at Jordan, who nods encouragingly. "You've been wanting to learn his paella recipe for ages, love. Go, enjoy. I'll handle the Singapore call."

"Well then," Emma smiles, very aware of how the dress has slipped further up her thigh. "Next Sunday at four."

Dan catches her eye briefly, a knowing look passing between them. On screen, another masked party scene plays out, but Emma's mind is already wandering to Sunday evening, to a warm professional kitchen, to Marc's expert hands demonstrating proper knife techniques...

"Speaking of food," Tom's quiet voice breaks through her reverie, "that scene coming up... the one with the strawberries."

Ryan leans forward in his chair. "Didn't you do a review of a book with a similar scene, Emma? Something about a chef and his apprentice?"

Emma feels her cheeks flush, remembering the explicit scene from "Taste Test" she'd reviewed last week. Her phone buzzes in her lap - probably another Instagram comment - but she ignores it, too caught up in the charged atmosphere of the room.

"I think," Jordan says, his voice husky, "we might need more wine."

◆◆◆

Jordan returns with fresh drinks, his movements deliberately casual as he settles back beside Emma. She accepts her wine, noticing how the ice in Ryan's whisky has melted - he's been too distracted to drink.

On screen, the infamous strawberry scene begins. Emma shifts slightly, letting her dress ride up another almost scandalous inch. "This reminds me of that scene in 'Sweet Temptation'," she says innocently. "The one with the chef and the whipped cream. Though they were far less... subtle about it."

Marc nearly chokes on his wine. "Dios mío, Emma! I've read that one. Very... educational."

"You read Emma's spicy book recommendations, Marc?" Ryan's trademark smirk appears.

"At least Marc admits it," Emma cuts in, meeting Ryan's grey eyes directly. "Unlike some people who seem surprisingly well-informed about every book I review. 'Power Play' ring any bells, Ryan? The one about the arrogant CEO who learns humility?" She holds his gaze until he's the one who looks away first, a flush creeping up his neck.

Dan coughs to hide his laugh, and Tom's pencil scratches faster across his paper.

"Careful, Ryan," Jordan grins, squeezing Emma's knee. "My wife's got sharper claws these days."

"And better taste in men, apparently," Ryan mutters, but there's a hint of respect in his voice now.

The film moves towards its conclusion, the atmosphere in the room thick with unspoken sexual tension. Emma realises her silk dress has surrendered several more inches of territory to the boys hungry eyes, and she feels her wetness growing.

"God, the tension in this film," Marc groans from his cushions. "It's like being back at university, that night we all ended up in the photography darkroom-"

"We agreed never to mention that night," Tom says quickly, though his eyes flick to Emma with distinct interest.

"Speaking of tension," Dan stretches, his rugby player's build drawing every eye. "Some of us have marking to do tomorrow."

The film's credits roll, breaking the spell slightly. As everyone begins to stir, Emma stands carefully, her dress naturally falling back into place across her thighs. "Sunday at four then, Marc?"

"Sí, querida. I'll teach you everything I know." His voice carries promises that have nothing to do with cooking.

The friends begin gathering their things, each finding reasons for lingering touches or prolonged goodbyes. Ryan's handshake with Jordan lasts a beat longer than necessary. Tom slips his sketchbook away before anyone can ask to see it. Dan's goodbye hug is perfectly friendly, though Emma feels his slight tremor.

As the door closes behind them, Jordan pulls Emma close. "Well, that was-"

"Sexy?" Emma suggests, already reaching for his belt.

"Very," Jordan agrees, backing her towards the stairs. "Now, about that scene with the strawberries..."

◆◆◆

Emma stretches languidly against the cool sheets, her body still humming from their passionate response to movie night. Jordan's arm is draped possessively across her waist, his breath warm against her neck. The bedroom is bathed in soft lamplight, their clothes scattered haphazardly from their urgent journey upstairs.

"Mmm, that was," Emma sighs contentedly, rolling to face him. Her silk wrap dress lies crumpled by the door where Jordan had finally managed to unwrap his 'present'.

"Intense?" Jordan suggests, tracing lazy patterns on her bare hip. His eyes are soft with post-coital affection. "I think Tom's sketch of you in that dress might be his masterpiece."

Their phones buzz simultaneously on the bedside table - probably the group chat exploding with post-movie commentary - but neither moves to check. Emma's too comfortable in this moment, feeling truly seen and appreciated by both her husband and their friends.

"I love you," she murmurs, pressing a gentle kiss to Jordan's chest. "Thank you for understanding... for encouraging." She trails off, still sometimes struggling to articulate how much his support means.

"I love seeing you like this," Jordan replies simply, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. "Confident. Desired. But still completely mine."

Emma props herself up on one elbow, giving Jordan a knowing look. "So Mr, this Singapore call on Sunday," she says, trying to suppress a smile. "Funny how that came up just when Marc suggested cooking lessons."

Jordan grins, not even attempting to look innocent. "Would you believe it's a complete coincidence?"

"You sneaky devil." She playfully swats his chest. "How long have you been planning this?"

"Since last week, actually." Jordan pulls her closer, his hand warm on her lower back. "Marc mentioned wanting to teach you his paella recipe, and I thought... well, after how well things went with Dan-"

"I noticed you all watching when my dress kept riding up," Emma says, feeling a flutter in her stomach at the memory. "Every time I crossed my legs, all conversation seemed to stop."

"Mmm, that dress choice wasn’t an accident either, was it?" Jordan's voice is warm with appreciation. "The way you'd adjust your position, letting that material slide just a bit higher. Even Tom stopped sketching at one point, just staring."

Emma feels her cheeks warm. "I saw Ryan trying not to look. That's a first - him being the one avoiding eye contact."

"God, yes. Mr Confident completely thrown off his game." Jordan chuckles, his fingers tracing patterns on her skin. "Though Marc was anything but subtle with that strawberry scene commentary. 'Educational' indeed."

"The way they all kept finding reasons to touch me," Emma muses, remembering. "Dan's thigh pressed against mine, Marc feeding me tapas, even Tom's hand lingering when he passed my wine glass..."

Jordan's hand slides lower, cupping her bottom. "You loved it though, didn't you? Being the centre of their attention, knowing they all wanted you but couldn't have you. Well, not without my permission anyway."

"Like when you suggested I go to Marc's cooking lesson?" Emma teases, but her breath catches slightly. "Setting up opportunities for your wife to be seduced?"

"More like creating space for you to explore safely," Jordan corrects gently. "I saw how you responded to Marc's flirting, how your breath quickened when he mentioned the kitchen being hot after service." His voice drops lower. "How your dress gaped open when you leaned forward to accept that piece of cheese from his fingers."

Emma shivers at the memory. "You're getting quite good at this, you know. Orchestrating these... opportunities."

"I'm learning," Jordan admits. "Watching you bloom under their attention, seeing how much more confident you've become, I have to admit it's intoxicating, addictive even. And knowing that no matter what happens with Marc on Sunday, or with any of them, you'll always come home to me."

"Always," Emma promises, kissing him softly. "Though I have to admit, the idea of Marc's hands showing me proper knife technique." She lets the thought trail off suggestively.

"Just knife techniques?" Jordan raises an eyebrow, his hand still possessive on her skin. "Not interested in learning about heat control? Proper seasoning? How to handle... meat?"

Emma laughs, the sound rich with promise. "Well, he did mention something about temperature play being crucial in cooking."

"And you'll tell me everything afterward?" Jordan's voice carries equal parts arousal and affection. "Every detail of what those chef's hands taught you?"

"Every single detail," Emma promises, feeling that familiar heat building again at the thought. "Just like I did with Dan."

Emma shifts to look directly into Jordan's eyes, her expression growing more serious. "You really are okay with all of this? Not just saying it?" She traces her finger along his jawline. "With Dan, and now potentially Marc... it's becoming very real."

Jordan catches her hand, pressing a kiss to her palm. "More than okay. Seeing you interact with Dan tonight after the other night." He pauses, choosing his words carefully. "It was different than I expected. Better. It showed me that we were right to pick this lifestyle – things have changed, you’ve changed."

"Tell me how," Emma encourages softly, needing to hear it.

"The way you handled Ryan's snark, giving it right back to him. Before, you might have just stayed quiet." Jordan's thumb strokes her wrist. "How comfortable you were, letting your dress ride up, teasing them all a little. Even the way you move now - like you know exactly how desirable you are."

Emma feels warmth spread through her chest. "Our friends have noticed too. Dan mentioned it at lunch yesterday - said I'm glowing lately."

"He's right." Jordan pulls her closer. "And honestly? Our marriage feels stronger. More honest. We talk more, share more. Even the sex-"

"God, yes," Emma laughs softly. "Who knew sharing details about Dan would turn you on so much?"

"Speaking of details," Jordan's hand slides down her back. "Marc will be different than Dan, won't he? Dan's all rugby-player strength and gentle care, but Marc-"

"Marc is pure passion," Emma finishes, feeling a flutter of anticipation. "The way he moves in his kitchen, like he owns every inch of space. Those chef's hands, so precise..." She bites her lip. "Are you sure you're okay with him specifically? He's more... intense than Dan."

"Oh yes, that’s part of the fun, how each of our friends is so, different."

Emma lifts herself to straddle Jordan's hips, needing to see his face clearly. "But you're absolutely sure? Because once I'm in that kitchen with him..." She lets the implication hang.

"I'm sure," Jordan says firmly, his hands settling on her waist. "I trust Marc. Trust you. And knowing you'll come home to me afterwards and share every detail." He pulls her down for a deep kiss. "Just like you did with Dan. How did that make you feel, by the way? Sharing everything?"

"Incredibly intimate," Emma admits. "Like we were experiencing it together, almost. And now, planning this thing with Marc together."

"It's different than just reading about it in your books, isn't it?" Jordan smiles. "Living out those fantasies, but with our own rules, our own way."

"Our way," Emma agrees, feeling a surge of love for this man who understands her so completely. "With clear boundaries and total honesty."

"Speaking of boundaries," Jordan's expression grows thoughtful. "Just be home in time to get ready for work the next day. I want you to take all the time you need with him, explore whatever feels right."

Emma bites her lip, studying his face. "Are there... limits? Things you don't want me to do with him?"

Jordan's hands stroke up her sides, his touch reassuring. "Your limits are your own, love. Whatever happens between you and Marc, whatever feels right in the moment - I trust you completely. I just want to hear all about it afterward."

"Every taste?" Emma's voice grows husky. "Every touch?"

"Everything," Jordan confirms, his voice thick with anticipation. "Just make sure you remember all the details. Especially how those chef's hands make you feel..."

Emma's hand drifts down her body almost unconsciously as she imagines Sunday evening. "I keep thinking about his kitchen... how hot it will be after service."

"Tell me," Jordan encourages softly, shifting to lean against the headboard. His eyes are dark with desire as he watches his wife's exploring fingers. "Tell me exactly what you're imagining, my good girl.”

Emma's breath catches at the praise, her fingers circling her still-sensitive clit. "The heat... the spices in the air..." She's already wet again, her arousal building as Jordan watches intently. "Marc will be in his chef whites still, sleeves rolled up showing his forearms..."

"That's it," Jordan murmurs, his voice deep and encouraging. "Show me how wet you get thinking about his hands on you. You're so beautiful like this, touching yourself for me."

Emma's fingers slide lower, gathering her wetness. "He'll teach me knife skills first... standing behind me..." Her breathing quickens as she returns to her clit, making tight circles. "His body pressed against mine... those chef's hands covering mine..."

"Such a good girl," Jordan praises, watching her fingers move faster. "So honest about what you want. Look at you, getting yourself off thinking about him while I watch. That's it, baby."

Heat builds in Emma's core as she arches slightly. "The prep counter... perfect height..." She's panting now, lost in the fantasy. "He'll bend me over it... taste his own cooking on my skin..."

"Will you be this wet for him?" Jordan's voice is rough with arousal. "Soaking and ready like you are now?"

Emma moans, her free hand pinching her nipple as her fingers work faster. The dual sensations of physical pleasure and Jordan's words push her higher. "Oh god... his hands... he'll be so sure of himself..."

"That's right," Jordan encourages. "Let go for me. Show me how Marc will make you come. Such a good girl, letting me watch you like this."

The praise tips Emma over the edge. She cries out, her body arching as pleasure crashes through her. Her fingers keep moving through her orgasm, drawing it out as Jordan murmurs encouragement.

"Beautiful," he breathes, watching her tremors slowly subside. "So perfect, sharing this with me. Letting me see how much you want him."

Emma's body continues to quiver with aftershocks as she curls into Jordan's side. His hand strokes her hair tenderly. "Sunday feels very far away," she manages, her voice shaky.

"Worth the wait though," Jordan kisses her forehead. "Especially since you'll tell me everything afterward, just like this. My gorgeous, honest wife."

Emma hums contentedly, her body still tingling. "Set an alarm? I've got Instagram posts to make tomorrow morning, messages to check…"

Jordan chuckles, reaching for his phone. "Sweet dreams about those chef's hands, love."

"Mmm," Emma mumbles, already drifting. "The kitchen will be so hot..."


10: Marc's Kitchen

Feels a little light-headed with nerves as she enters Fuego through the staff entrance, just as Marc had instructed. She’s been to the restaurant many times with Jordan, but always with food and friendship the reason, not... this. The kitchen's familiar warmth wraps around her immediately, carrying hints of garlic and herbs from the afternoon service. She has timed her arrival perfectly, it’s 4:15 pm, just as the afternoon team are finishing their shift.

She smooths down her wrap dress, a deep burgundy that complements her auburn hair. The dress had been a deliberate choice: elegant enough for a high-end restaurant, but with a neckline that hints at the black lace beneath and a wrap style that could come undone with a single pull. Not that she is planning anything, of course. This is just a cooking lesson between friends.

The passing staff's knowing looks suggest they think otherwise. A young sous chef winks as he passes, and Emma feels her cheeks warm. Had Marc told them about her Instagram admission? About her new arrangement with Jordan? She pushes the thought aside as she hears the familiar sound of Marc's voice calling instructions in rapid-fire Spanish from his private kitchen.

"¡Buenas tardes, Emma!" Marc's face lights up as she enters his domain. He has changed from his chef whites into dark jeans and a fitted black shirt that shows off his lean, muscular frame. The top buttons are undone, revealing a hint of the herb tattoos that decorate his chest. "Right on time, as always."

He crosses the kitchen in three long strides, greeting her with the traditional Spanish double kiss. His cologne—something expensive and spicy—mingles with the kitchen aromas. "You look increíble," he murmurs, his accent thickening as his eyes trace every curve of her outfit. "That dress... Jordan is a lucky man to share such beauty."

Emma feels her blush deepen. "Stop it, you flirt," she laughs, noticing his subtle use of the word 'share', but doesn't step back from his proximity. "I thought this was supposed to be a cooking lesson?"

"Ah, but cooking is all about appreciation of beauty, querida." Marc guides her to the private bar area where a bottle of Spanish red wine is already breathing. "And speaking of appreciation... that last Instagram post of yours has certainly got everyone talking."

He pours two glasses of the rich red wine, his movements precise and elegant. "Though you're being very mysterious about which lucky friends have enjoyed your... hospitality." His dark eyes sparkle with curiosity. "Care to share any details with your old friend Marc?"

Emma accepts the wine, taking a deliberate sip to hide her smile. "A lady never kisses and tells, Chef Rodriguez."

"No?" Marc leans against the bar, studying her with an intensity that makes her skin tingle. "Not even when the lady posts such deliciously suggestive book reviews? That scene you described from 'The Diamond Club'... very specific knowledge about certain activities, mi amiga."

Heat pools in Emma's belly at the memory of Dan's massage, but she keeps her expression neutral. "Research, Marc. Very thorough research."

"Mentirosa," he chuckles, the Spanish word for 'liar' rolling off his tongue like honey. "But don't worry, your secrets are safe with me. For now." He straightens up, clapping his hands together. "Now, shall we begin our lesson? I have something very special planned."

He offers his arm with exaggerated gallantry, and Emma takes it, laughing. She trusts Marc—he can make even the most charged moment feel natural, comfortable. As he leads her towards the kitchen, she notices his subtle appreciation of how her dress moves with each step. The heat in his gaze matches the warmth of the kitchen, and anticipation curls through her body. This is definitely going to be more than just a cooking lesson.

◆◆◆

Marc sweeps his arm around the gleaming space with obvious pride. "My domain, freshly cleaned after a full house for Sunday lunch." The stainless-steel surfaces catch the late afternoon light streaming through the high windows, everything polished to a mirror shine.

"I've seen your kitchen before, Marc," Emma teases, but she lets him guide her through the space, his hand resting lightly on the small of her back. The touch is friendly, professional even, but there's an underlying heat that makes her skin tingle through the silk of her dress.

"Ah, but not like this, mi corazón. Not when it's just us." His voice drops lower, more intimate. "No staff, no customers, no friends... just you and me and all these beautiful surfaces." His fingers trace a small circle on her back, making her shiver.

They pause at the main prep station, a magnificent slab of white marble that dominates the centre of the kitchen. Various ingredients are laid out with chef's precision: dark chocolate, cream, fresh berries, and glass bowls and saucepans. It looks to Emma that Paella certainly isn’t on the menu tonight. An ice bucket holds a bottle of Veuve Clicquot, two crystal flutes waiting beside it.

"You've been planning this," Emma observes, trailing her fingers along the cool marble edge. She notices how the counter height matches her hip exactly.

"Por supuesto," Marc smiles, reaching for the champagne. "A chef always prepares properly." The cork pops with practised ease, and he pours two perfect measures. "To friends... and new experiences."

Emma clinks her glass against his, holding his gaze as she sips. The bubbles dance on her tongue as Marc continues the tour, showing her the walk-in pantry ("Perfect temperature control"), his private office ("For special meetings only"), and finally the testing kitchen where he develops new recipes.

"And here," he pauses by a smaller prep station, "is where I hand-test everything before it goes on the menu." His voice has that honey-thick Spanish accent again, emerging as his passion shows through. "Every texture, every temperature, every... sensation must be perfect."

Emma's breath catches as his hand slides from her back to her hip, "I saw your post about 'The Diamond Club', querida," he murmurs. "The scene in the restaurant kitchen. Very... inspiring. But tell me, was it Dan or Tom who helped you research such details?"

She turns to face him, letting her hip rest against the prep station. "Still fishing for information, Chef?" The champagne has left a pleasant warmth in her belly, making her bold. "What makes you think it wasn't Ryan?"

Marc's laugh is rich and deep. "Ryan? No, no. That tension between you two... that's still building. Like a good sauce, it needs time to reduce, to concentrate." His eyes darken as they drop to her lips. "But someone has definitely been enjoying my friend's wife. The way you move now, the confidence in your posts... muy sexy."

Emma feels her cheeks flush but holds his gaze. "And what if they have? Does that bother you, Marc?"

"Dios mío, no." His hand tightens slightly on her hip. "It makes me want to show you what a real Latin lover can do." He reaches past her to the champagne bottle, deliberately pressing against her as he does so. "But first, we should start our lesson. I believe I promised to teach you about... temperature play."

The way he says those last two words makes Emma's whole body tingle with anticipation. She watches as he tops up their glasses, knowing that this is her last chance to keep things purely friendly. But the heat in Marc's eyes, the confidence in his movements, the way he's clearly planned every detail... she doesn't want friendly. Not tonight.

"Well then, Chef," she smiles, deliberately letting her dress fall open slightly at the top, revealing more of her black lace bra. "Teach me."

◆◆◆

"Tonight, querida, you're making dark chocolate ganache." Marc's breath is warm against her ear as he positions himself behind her at the marble counter. "Simple, but sensual. The perfect balance of bitter and sweet, like desire itself."

Emma's pulse quickens as he presses against her back, reaching around to arrange the ingredients before her. The finest Valrhona dark chocolate, already chopped into gleaming shards. Heavy cream in a copper pan. A bowl of fresh raspberries, dark and ripe.

"First," Marc murmurs, his hands sliding down her arms to guide her movements, "we heat the cream. Slowly. Patiently." His fingers entwine with hers on the copper pan handle. "Like seduction, mi amor, it cannot be rushed."

Together they place the pan over a low flame. Marc's body is a solid warmth behind her, his chef's hands steady on hers as they stir. The cream begins to steam, releasing sweet vapours that mingle with his spicy cologne.

"Watch how it moves," he instructs, his accent thickening. "See how it starts to ripple? Like skin when it's touched just... right." His thumb strokes her inner wrist as he speaks, making her shiver. "The secret is knowing exactly when it's ready."

Emma leans back slightly against his chest, feeling the hard planes of muscle through his shirt. "And how do I know that, Chef?"

"Así, like this," he breathes, lifting their joined hands. One finger dips into the cream, testing. "Feel that? The heat builds slowly, but when it's perfect..." He brings their fingers to her neck, letting a drop of warm cream fall against her pulse point. "It makes everything more... sensitive."

The contrast between the warm cream and his cool breath on her neck makes Emma gasp. Marc hums appreciatively, his free hand settling on her hip.

"Now the chocolate," he continues, voice rough. "We pour the cream over slowly, letting the heat do its work." They move together, pouring the cream over the dark shards. The chocolate immediately begins to melt, rich and glossy.

"Stir gently," Marc guides her hands with the spatula. "See how it comes together? How it becomes silk-smooth and perfect?" His hips press against her as they stir, and Emma feels his hardness against her bottom. "Like bodies moving together, mi dulce. Finding their rhythm."

The ganache transforms under their hands, becoming a glossy pool of dark temptation. Marc reaches past her for a raspberry, dragging it through the warm chocolate. "Open," he commands softly, and Emma parts her lips.

The combination of tart fruit, bitter chocolate, and Marc's fingers brushing her lower lip makes her moan softly. His grip on her hip tightens in response.

"Perfecta," he growls, switching to Spanish as his control begins to slip. "Tan hermosa." His lips find her neck where the cream had left its mark, tongue darting out to taste. "But tell me, querida, shall we continue our lesson? Or would you rather I showed you what else we can do with this ganache?"

Emma turns in his arms, letting her bottom press against the marble counter. Her dress feels suddenly too warm, too constraining. "I think," she says, reaching for his shirt buttons, "that it's time for the practical exam, Chef."

Marc's dark eyes blaze with hunger. "Gracias a Dios," he breathes, lowering his mouth to hers.

His kiss is everything Emma has imagined during those long movie nights: confident, passionate, with just a hint of dominance. He tastes of champagne and chocolate, his tongue seeking hers as his hands tangle in her hair, angling her head to deepen the kiss.

"I've wanted to do this for so long, querida," he murmurs against her lips. "Watching you with Jordan, seeing you bloom with confidence..." His hands slide down to her hips, lifting her easily onto the marble counter. "The way you move now, like a woman who knows her own power."

Emma wraps her legs around his waist, pulling him closer. "Show me more of that power, Chef," she breathes, working at his shirt buttons. The herb tattoos she'd glimpsed earlier are revealed in full: rosemary, thyme, and basil intertwined across his chest.

"Paciencia, mi amor." Marc catches her hands, bringing them to his lips. "A good chef knows timing is everything." He reaches for the champagne, filling their glasses once more. "And I have such plans for you."

He holds the glass to her lips, letting the cold bubbles trickle slowly into her mouth. Some spills, running down her neck, and Marc follows the trail with his tongue. The contrast between the cold champagne and his hot mouth makes Emma arch against him.

"Deliciosa," he growls, setting the glass aside. His clever chef's fingers find the tie of her wrap dress, tugging gently. "May I unwrap my gift?"

Emma nods, breath catching as he slowly pulls the tie loose. The dress falls open, revealing the black lace lingerie she'd chosen so carefully. Marc's intake of breath is gratifyingly sharp.

"Dios mío," he breathes, running his hands along the lace edges. "You dressed for me, mi amor?" His thumbs brush the undersides of her breasts, making her shiver.

"Maybe," Emma smiles, reaching for his belt. "Or maybe I just like pretty underwear."

Marc catches her hands again, pressing them to the cool marble above her head. "Let me savour this," he murmurs, dark eyes roaming her body. "We have all night, querida, and I want to taste every inch of you."

He reaches for the ganache, still warm and glossy. "Starting here," he says, drawing a chocolate line along her collarbone with one finger. His mouth follows immediately, tongue licking the sweetness from her skin. "And here." Another streak of chocolate, this time between her breasts.

Emma moans as he licks it away, his free hand sliding beneath her to arch her closer to his mouth. The marble of the worktop edge is cool against her back where the dress has fallen open, a delicious contrast to Marc's heat.

"Tell me, mi amor," he whispers against her skin, "does Jordan know how responsive you are? How beautifully you react to being tasted?" His teeth graze her neck, making her gasp. "Or did you discover this with someone else? With Dan, perhaps?"

Emma tangles her fingers in his dark hair, pulling his mouth back to hers. "Less talking," she commands, nipping his lower lip. "More tasting."

Marc's laugh is deep and rich. "Como desees, as you wish." His hands move to her shoulders, pushing the dress further open. 

◆◆◆

The black lace falls away under Marc's expert hands, each piece removed with deliberate care. "Hermosa," he breathes, stepping back to admire her naked form on his marble counter. "Like a feast laid out just for me."

Emma feels none of the shyness she might have expected, sprawled naked in his professional kitchen. The heat in Marc's eyes makes her feel powerful, desired. The warm kitchen air caresses her skin, making her nipples tighten. She watches as he moves with chef's precision, gathering his ingredients: champagne, ice, the still-warm ganache, and a small bottle of what looks like truffle oil.

"Now," Marc's voice has dropped an octave, thick with his Spanish accent, "let me show you what a chef knows about... sensation." He reaches for the ice bucket, extracting a single cube. "The secret is contrast, mi amor. Hot..." he bends to kiss her inner thigh, "and cold."

The ice cube touches her collarbone, making Emma gasp. Marc traces it slowly down between her breasts, following its path with his hot tongue. Water droplets trickle down her sides, making her squirm as he catches them with his mouth. His free hand steadies her hip, thumb stroking circles on her skin.

"Stay still, querida," he commands softly, trailing the ice around one nipple. The contrast of cold ice and his warm breath makes it peak almost painfully. "Let me work. A chef must have complete concentration to create the perfect... experience."

He reaches for the champagne next, letting the cold liquid drizzle over her breasts. "Perfecta," he growls, lapping at the bubbles pooling in the hollow of her throat. His tongue traces patterns on her skin, alternating between ice-chilled champagne and warm chocolate ganache. Each new sensation builds on the last, creating a symphony of pleasure that has Emma writhing on the cool marble.

"The human body," Marc lectures in his chef's voice, though his accent is thicker than usual, "is an instrument of pleasure. Like the perfect dish, it responds to temperature..." he traces the ice cube down her stomach, making her muscles jump, "to texture..." his stubbled jaw scrapes gently against her inner thigh, "and to timing."

Emma moans as he paints warm chocolate across her breasts, only to chase it with ice-cold champagne before licking it all away with his hot tongue. The contrasts are driving her wild, each new sensation more intense than the last. Marc works with expert precision, never letting her anticipate his next move.

"You're so responsive, mi amor," he praises, watching her arch as he drips cold champagne down her stomach. "So perfect. Like the finest ingredients, just waiting to be... savoured." His tongue follows the champagne's path, dipping into her navel before continuing lower.

The ice cube circles her inner thighs, making Emma whimper. Marc's other hand holds her steady, his chef's fingers strong and sure against her hip. "Please," she gasps as the ice moves higher, tracing the crease where thigh meets hip.

"Paciencia, querida," he soothes, but his own voice is ragged with desire. "First, I want to see how sweet you are here." He presses her thighs wider apart, settling himself between them. The ice cube circles closer to her centre, making her buck against his hand. "So responsive, tan sensible. Jordan is a lucky man, to have such a... passionate wife."

Emma's mind reels as Marc alternates the ice with touches of warm chocolate, never quite where she needs him most. Her whole body is alive with sensation, every nerve ending singing from his expert manipulation of temperature and texture.

"Tell me, mi amor," he murmurs, his breath hot against her inner thigh, "shall we see how you taste with a little... sweetness?" He reaches for the ganache, and Emma trembles in anticipation. "I think it's time for the next course..."

Marc's talented tongue finally replaces the ice cube, the sudden heat making Emma cry out. He hums appreciatively against her flesh, the vibrations sending shockwaves through her body. One hand pins her hip to the marble, while the other teases patterns up her inner thigh.

"Deliciosa," he growls between long, deliberate strokes of his tongue. "Even sweeter than the chocolate." He reaches for the ganache again, letting a warm drop fall precisely on her clit before licking it away with his ice-cold tongue. The contrast of temperatures makes Emma arch off the marble counter, a desperate moan escaping her lips.

"Tell me how it feels, querida," he demands, his chef's fingers dancing across her sensitive flesh. "I want to hear how much you enjoy my... cooking."

"God, Marc," Emma gasps as his tongue circles her clit again. "So good... the way you... fuck..." Her words dissolve into another moan as he slips two fingers inside her, curling them with expert precision.

He chuckles darkly, the sound vibrating against her core. "Such language in my kitchen, mi amor." His fingers work steadily, finding that perfect spot inside her as his tongue continues its relentless assault. "But you're so wet for me, tan mojada. And not from the champagne, no?"

Emma can only whimper in response as he adds a third finger, stretching her deliciously. The dual sensation of his skilled fingers and clever tongue is overwhelming. The cool marble under her bum, the warm air on her skin, the alternating temperatures of his mouth as he sips cold champagne before returning to her heat – every sensation builds upon the last, driving her higher.

"Mírate," Marc breathes, watching her writhe beneath his ministrations. "So beautiful like this, lost in pleasure." His fingers curl inside her again as his ice-cold tongue flicks across her clit. "Let go for me, querida. Show me how gorgeous you are when you come."

His free hand slides up her body, pinching one chocolate-painted nipple as his fingers press deep inside her. The combination of sensations – cold tongue, warm fingers, the sweet taste of chocolate still on her lips, the cool marble beneath her – finally pushes Emma over the edge. She cries out his name as waves of pleasure crash through her, back arching off the counter, thighs trembling around his head.

Marc works her through it expertly, gentling his touch but not stopping until she is boneless and panting. Only then does he slowly withdraw his fingers, letting her watch as he licks them clean with obvious relish.

"Magnífica," he breathes, pressing soft kisses to her inner thighs. He stands slowly, and Emma's breath catches at the sight of him: shirt half-unbuttoned, dark eyes blazing with hunger, chocolate and champagne smeared across his mouth.

Emma watches through heavy-lidded eyes as he finally strips off his shirt completely, revealing the full canvas of herb tattoos across his chest and arms.

Still trembling from her orgasm, Emma slides off the marble counter, her legs slightly unsteady. Marc steadies her with strong hands on her hips, and she presses against him, feeling his hardness through his chef's trousers. "My turn to taste, Chef," she purrs, reaching for his belt.

Marc's breath hitches as she slowly unbuckles his belt, maintaining eye contact as she lowers his zip. "Dios mío," he breathes as she discovers he's commando underneath. His cock springs free, thick and proud, a drop of pre-cum glistening at the tip.

"No underwear in your kitchen?" Emma teases, wrapping her hand around his length. "Is that health code compliant?"

"Cállate," Marc growls playfully, tangling his fingers in her hair. "Less talking, more tasting, querida."

Emma smiles wickedly, dropping to her knees on the soft mat by the prep station. "Time for my practical exam?" She leans forward, letting her breath ghost over his cock. "Let's see if I can identify all the... ingredients."

She starts slowly, running her tongue along his length, savouring the taste of him. Above her, Marc mutters something in Spanish, his fingers tightening in her hair. She swirls her tongue around the head, collecting the drop of pre-cum, humming appreciatively at the taste.

"Tan buena," Marc praises as she takes him deeper. "Such a talented mouth, mi amor." He reaches for the champagne with his free hand, taking a long drink as Emma hollows her cheeks around him. The sight of his throat working as he swallows makes her moan around his cock.

Emma works him steadily, one hand wrapped around what won't fit in her mouth, the other cupping his balls. She can feel him trembling with the effort to stay still, his chef's control slowly unravelling under her ministrations.

"Joder," he gasps as she takes him deeper, relaxing her throat. "Mi dulce, you're going to kill me."

She pulls back slightly, looking up at him through her lashes. "You’ve already eaten, I need my own cream filling, Chef."

Marc's cock twitches at her words, another drop of pre-cum pearling at the tip. Emma licks it away before taking him deep again, feeling him hit the back of her throat. His Spanish becomes more fragmented, peppered with curses and praise as she works him steadily towards his peak.

"Mi amor," he warns, tugging gently at her hair. "I'm close... tan cerca..."

Emma doubles her efforts, hollowing her cheeks and working her tongue along the sensitive underside of his cock. She feels him swell slightly, hears his breath catch, and then he is pulsing in her mouth, hot spurts of cum coating her tongue as he growls out her name.

She swallows everything he gives her, cleaning him thoroughly with gentle licks until he pulls her up for a passionate kiss. "Delicioso," she murmurs against his lips, watching his eyes darken at hearing Spanish from her mouth.

"Perfecta," he breathes, pulling her close. His hands slide down to cup her ass, squeezing appreciatively. "But I hope you saved room for the main course, querida. I have so much more to teach you..."

◆◆◆

Marc leads Emma through a discrete door, his hand warm against the small of her back. The private testing kitchen is smaller and more intimate than the main space. Soft lighting creates a warm glow, and the surfaces are a mix of polished wood and copper rather than industrial steel.

"My sanctuary," Marc murmurs, pulling her close. "Where I perfect everything before sharing it with the world." His hands slide up her naked back as she presses against him, their skin still slightly sticky from chocolate and champagne.

The room is perfectly temperature-controlled, warm enough for their naked bodies but cool enough to raise goosebumps where Marc's fingers trace patterns on her skin. A plush leather sofa occupies one corner, and Emma notices thick towels already laid out nearby.

"More champagne?" Marc reaches for the bottle they've brought but doesn't step away from her. Emma watches the muscles in his arm flex as he pours, admiring how the soft lighting catches the lines of his herb tattoos. He holds the glass to her lips, letting her sip before taking it away to kiss her, sharing the bubbles between their mouths.

"Tan hermosa," he breathes against her lips. His free hand cups her breast, thumb brushing across her nipple. "So perfect in my kitchen, querida. Like you were made to be here."

Emma melts into his touch, still sensitive from her earlier orgasm. Their kisses deepen, tongues dancing together as Marc backs her towards the wooden prep station. Unlike the cold marble, this surface is warm against her skin as he lifts her onto it.

"I love watching you here," Marc confesses between kisses, setting down the champagne to run both hands along her thighs. "During our gatherings, when you help plate dishes... the way you move, the little sounds you make when you taste something perfect..." His mouth finds her neck, sucking gently at her pulse point. "I've imagined this so many times."

Emma wraps her legs around his waist, pulling him closer. His cock is already hardening again against her thigh, impressive recovery time making her smile. "Show me more," she whispers, running her fingers through his dark hair. "Show me everything you've imagined, Chef."

Marc's eyes darken at her words, and he captures her mouth in another deep kiss. This one is different – hungrier, more demanding. His hands grip her hips, pulling her to the very edge of the counter as he presses against her. The position opens her completely to him, and Emma gasps as his cock rubs against her wet folds.

"Todo?" he growls against her ear. "Everything, mi amor? Are you sure you want everything I can give you?"

There's something in his tone, a promise of more intense pleasure to come, that makes Emma's pulse quicken. She pulls back slightly to meet his gaze, seeing the raw desire there, the careful control he's maintaining.

"Everything," she confirms, rolling her hips against him. "Teach me all your secrets, Marc."

His smile is wicked as he reaches for something behind her. "Then let me show you true pleasure, querida. Trust your chef to know exactly what you need."

Marc's hands slide down to cup Emma's bottom, squeezing appreciatively as he nips at her neck. "Sabes," he murmurs against her skin, "a chef must appreciate every part of what's before him." His fingers trace the curve of her ass, making her shiver. "And you, mi amor, have the most perfect..."

He shifts his grip, spreading her slightly, one finger trailing teasingly between her cheeks. Emma's breath catches at the intimate touch. "Marc..."

"Shhh," he soothes, pulling back to meet her eyes. "Trust me, querida. I've seen how you react when I bend you over the counter during our gatherings, how your eyes linger on my hands..." His accent grows thicker as he continues, "I know what you want, even if you haven't admitted it to yourself."

Emma feels herself flush but doesn't look away. He's right – she's thought about this, especially after reading certain scenes in her spicier books. The way Marc moves in his kitchen, his complete control over every situation... "I trust you," she whispers.

His smile is tender but heated. "Good girl." He reaches behind her, producing a small bottle. He shows her the label of high-end lubricant. "A chef is always prepared."

Emma's pulse quickens as Marc sets the bottle aside and pulls her into another deep kiss. His hands return to her arse, massaging gently as his tongue explores her mouth. She can feel his cock hardening even further against her sex, impressive even after his recent release.

"We go slow," he promises, trailing kisses down her neck. "If you want to stop, just say. But first..." He helps her down from the counter, turning her gently to face it. "Let me show you how good this can feel."

His chest presses against her back as he kicks her feet slightly wider apart. One hand slides around to cup her breast while the other reaches for the lubricant. Emma hears the cap click open, then Marc's voice in her ear: "Relax for me, querida. Let me take care of you."

The first touch of his slick finger makes her gasp, not from discomfort but from the unexpected slight chill, which turns to pleasure as he circles her entrance. Marc's other hand plays with her nipple as he works the slippery lube around her sensitive flesh, never pushing in, just teaching her body this new sensation.

"Perfecta," he praises as she begins to push back against his touch. "So responsive for me." He reaches between her legs with his free hand, finding her clit. "I want you dripping before we continue, mi amor. Want you begging for more..."

Emma moans as he works both hands in tandem, her body caught between the dual sensations. She's surprised by how good it feels, how natural. Marc's expertise is obvious in every touch, every whispered encouragement in Spanish against her neck.

"Please," she breathes, pressing back against his finger. "More..."

"Paciencia," Marc chuckles darkly, but she can hear the strain in his voice, the need he's controlling. "First, I need to prepare you properly. I want this to be nothing but pleasure, mi amor." His finger finally breaches her slightly, making them both groan. "Tell me you want this. Tell me you want me to take this perfect ass..."

Emma turns her head to catch his mouth in a passionate kiss. "Yes," she gasps against his lips. "Show me everything, Chef. Make me yours for tonight."

"Dios mío," Marc groans at her words, his control visibly slipping. He adds more lubricant, working his finger deeper with careful precision. "Tan apretada, so tight, querida." His other hand continues to stroke her clit, keeping her aroused as he prepares her.

Emma surprises herself by pushing back against his hand, wanting more. The initial strangeness has given way to pleasure, especially with Marc's skilled fingers on her clit. When he slowly introduces a second finger, the stretch burns slightly but in a way that makes her moan.

"That's it," he encourages, his accent thick with desire. "Open for me, mi amor." He scissors his fingers gently, working more lubricant into her. "You're taking this so well, so perfect for me."

Emma can only whimper in response as he curls his fingers, finding spots inside her she never knew existed. Her hands grip the edge of the counter, knuckles white as the pleasure builds unexpectedly. Marc's chest is hot against her back, his cock hard against her thigh as he works her open with passionate patience.

When he adds a third finger, Emma cries out – not in pain, but in desperate need. "Por favor," she gasps, surprising them both with the Spanish. "Please, Marc, I need..."

"Si, mi amor," he breathes, slowly withdrawing his fingers. She hears the lubricant bottle again, then the sound of him slicking himself. "Are you sure?"

Emma pushes back against him in answer, feeling his cock slide between her cheeks. Marc growls something in Spanish, positioning himself carefully. The head of his cock presses against her entrance, larger than his fingers but not frightening – not with how well he's prepared her.

"Breathe for me," he instructs, one hand steady on her hip, the other still working her clit. "Push back against me, querida. Let your body welcome me in."

Emma follows his guidance, breathing out as she pushes back. The pressure builds, then suddenly gives way as the head of his cock slips inside. They both freeze, panting. The stretch is intense but not painful – Marc's preparation has been thorough.

"Perfecta," Marc praises, pressing soft kisses across her shoulders. "So perfect for me, mi amor. How do you feel?"

"Full," Emma gasps, adjusting to the new sensation. "But... good. More..."

Marc's laugh is strained as he slowly pushes deeper, withdrawing slightly before pressing forward again. Each gentle thrust takes him further inside her, his fingers never stopping their attention to her clit. The dual sensations are overwhelming, building a pressure inside her she's never felt before.

"Tan hermosa," Marc groans as he finally seats himself fully inside her. "So beautiful taking all of me." His free hand comes up to cup her breast, rolling her nipple between his fingers. "Tell me when you're ready for more, querida. Tell me when you want me to make you come like this."

Emma rolls her hips experimentally, making them both moan. The movement changes the angle slightly, sending unexpected sparks of pleasure through her body. "Now," she demands, pushing back against him. "Make me come, Chef. Show me everything."

Marc's control finally breaks. "Como desees," he growls, and begins to move.

Marc's movements start slow and deliberate, each thrust carefully measured as Emma adjusts to the new sensations. His fingers work steadily on her clit while his other hand alternates between her breasts, never letting her focus settle.

"Perfecta," he breathes as she pushes back to meet his thrusts. "So perfect for me, mi amor." The praise, combined with his thickening accent and the overwhelming fullness, pushes Emma toward her first peak faster than she expects.

"Marc," she gasps, gripping the counter harder. "I'm going to-"

"Si, querida," he encourages, increasing the pressure on her clit. "Let go for me. Show me how good it feels."

The orgasm crashes through her with unexpected intensity, different from anything she's experienced before. Marc holds her steady as she trembles, his movements never stopping but gentling until she stops shaking.

"Beautiful," he praises, kissing her neck. "But we're not done, mi amor. Not even close." His fingers resume their skilled attention to her clit as his thrusts deepen. The sensitivity from her orgasm makes every movement more intense, building quickly to another peak.

Emma loses track of time and language, Spanish and English mixing freely as pleasure builds again. Marc's control is impressive – his recent release allows him to focus entirely on her pleasure. When the second orgasm hits, it's even more powerful than the first.

"One more," Marc demands, his voice rough with need. "Una más, my perfect querida. Come for me again." His thrusts become more purposeful, angled perfectly to make Emma see stars. His fingers never falter on her clit, his other hand pinching her nipple just hard enough to send her spiralling into a third, shattering climax.

Only then does Marc finally let go, his rhythm faltering as he follows her over the edge with a stream of Spanish endearments and curses. They collapse forward onto the counter together, both panting heavily.

After a moment, Marc carefully withdraws and turns Emma into his arms, kissing her tenderly. "Increíble," he murmurs against her lips. "You are absolutely incredible."

◆◆◆

"Ven conmigo," Marc murmurs, grabbing a fresh bottle of champagne with one hand while keeping Emma steady with the other. Her legs are still shaky from the intensity of her orgasms. "Let me take care of you properly. You better grab your clothes and things so we can head upstairs".

He leads her through another hidden door to a private staircase, the warm wood beneath their feet a stark contrast to the clinical kitchen tiles. Emma notices how he keeps her close, protective and tender in a way that speaks of their deep friendship even after such an intimate encounter.

The shower in Marc's private apartment is as luxurious as she'd expect from him – multiple heads providing the perfect pressure and temperature. He washes her hair with practised hands, the same attention to detail he shows in his kitchen now focused on her aftercare. The expensive shampoo smells of rosemary and mint, matching one of his tattoos.

"You're quiet, querida," he observes, massaging her shoulders. "No regrets, I hope?"

Emma turns in his arms, letting the warm water cascade between them. "None," she smiles, reaching up to push his wet hair back from his face. "Just... processing. I didn't expect it to be so-"

"¿Intenso?" He grins, pouring them each a glass of champagne from the bottle he'd set safely outside the shower. "A good chef always exceeds expectations."

They share a knowing laugh, the slight awkwardness dissolving. This is why she'd trusted him with this – their friendship is strong enough to embrace this new dimension without breaking.

After the shower, Marc wraps her in a sinfully soft towel, taking care to dry every inch of her sensitized skin. Emma checks her phone while he tends to her, finding a message from Jordan: "Having fun? x"

She smiles, typing back: "Amazing. Tell you everything tomorrow. Love you x"

Marc reads the message over her shoulder, pressing a kiss to her temple. "Your husband is a remarkable man," he observes, taking her hand. "Now, mi amor, shall we see what other delights we can discover before morning?"

Emma lets him lead her toward his bedroom, both knowing that while this night is special, it's just one chapter in her ongoing story with Jordan. But for now, she follows her chef to taste whatever other pleasures he has planned.

"Vamos," Marc grins, opening his bedroom door. "I believe it's time for dessert."

◆◆◆

Emma emerges from her bedroom’s en-suite shower at 6am, towelling her hair in the grey pre-dawn light. Her skin still tingles from the hot water, washing away the last traces of Marc's creative explorations. She catches her reflection in the full-length mirror – a few light marks on her breasts and inner thighs tell their own story of the night’s activities.

Dropping the towel, she pulls on Jordan's old Oxford rugby shirt, the soft cotton falling to mid-thigh. Jordan sleeps peacefully, the duvet having slipped down to his hips during the night. Emma's pulse quickens as she watches him, remembering how understanding he'd been about her staying out late. His goodnight text – "Have fun, can't wait to hear everything" – had given her the freedom to fully embrace her evening with Marc.

She slides carefully into bed beside him, propping herself up on one elbow. In the dim light from the bedside lamp, she studies his face, peaceful in sleep. Unable to resist, she leans down and places soft kisses along his neck, just below his ear. "Morning, love," she whispers. "I have some stories to tell you."

Jordan stirs slightly but doesn't open his eyes. Emma's hand slides beneath the duvet, finding him already half-hard. A smile plays across her lips as she begins to stroke him gently through his boxers. His breathing changes, though he maintains the pretence of sleep.

"Shall I tell you about my cooking lesson?" Emma's voice is low and teasing as her fingers trace his length. "Marc was wearing that black shirt I like, the one that shows off his arms. He'd ordered special champagne for us..."

Jordan's cock hardens further under her touch as she continues the story. "He taught me to make chocolate ganache first. Showed me how to test the temperature..." She slips her hand inside his boxers now, skin on skin. "He stood behind me at the counter, guiding my hands..."

A small groan escapes Jordan's lips, though his eyes remain closed. Emma increases her pace slightly, feeling him throb against her palm. "The way he kissed me, Jordan... first just feeding me chocolate-covered raspberries, then..."

Her voice trails off as Jordan's breathing becomes more ragged. She can feel herself getting wet again, despite her lingering tenderness from Marc's thorough attention. "He had this way of alternating temperatures – hot chocolate, cold champagne, ice cubes..."

Jordan's hips begin to move slightly, pushing into her hand. Emma leans closer, her breath hot against his ear. "Want to hear what happened when he lifted me onto the marble counter?"

That does it. Jordan's eyes flash open, dark with desire. In one fluid movement, he rolls her onto her back, his weight pressing her into the mattress. The rugby shirt rides up, revealing her naked flesh underneath. His sharp intake of breath tells her he's noticed she skipped putting on any underwear after her shower.

"Minx," he growls, voice rough with sleep and arousal. "You did that deliberately."

Emma's laugh turns into a gasp as she feels him positioning himself. "Maybe," she admits. "Is it working?"

Jordan hovers above her, his cock pressing insistently against her entrance. "Tell me more about the marble counter," he demands, his voice a mix of arousal and possessive hunger.

Emma arches beneath him, still stroking his length. "It was cold against my arse when he lifted me onto it, spread my legs," she whispers. "Such a contrast to his hands..." She gasps as Jordan pushes forward slightly, not quite entering her. "Are you sure you want to hear this now?"

"Everything," Jordan growls. His hands push the rugby shirt up further, exposing her breasts. "Tell me how he touched you."

Emma's breath catches as Jordan's thumbs brush across her sensitive nipples. "He... ah... he used ice cubes first. Traced them all over my body while I was bent over the counter. Then hot chocolate..." She moans as Jordan's cock slides through her wetness, teasing. "Jordan, please..."

"Please what?" His voice is rough with desire. "Tell me what Marc did next."

"He..." Emma struggles to focus as Jordan continues his torturous teasing. "He licked the chocolate off... everywhere. But his fingers... oh god..." She breaks off as Jordan finally pushes inside her, filling her completely in one slow thrust.

"His fingers what?" Jordan demands, holding still inside her.

Emma wraps her legs around his waist, trying to urge him deeper. "Inside me... while his tongue..." She cries out as Jordan withdraws almost completely before thrusting back in hard.

"Like this?" He establishes a rhythm that makes it impossible for Emma to continue her story coherently. The rugby shirt bunches around her waist as Jordan drives into her, reclaiming her thoroughly.

"Yes... no... harder..." Emma's nails dig into his shoulders. "Marc was... oh god, Jordan..."

"Was what?" Jordan's pace increases, and Emma can feel herself building rapidly toward orgasm despite her lingering sensitivity from the previous night.

"Was good..." she manages between gasps. "But not... not like you... never like you..."

Jordan's control snaps at her words. He hooks one of her legs over his shoulder, changing the angle to hit deeper. Emma cries out at the new sensation, her inner walls clenching around him as her orgasm approaches.

"Mine," Jordan growls, driving into her with increasing urgency. "No matter who else touches you..."

"Yours," Emma agrees breathlessly. "Always yours... oh god, Jordan, I'm going to..."

"Come for me," he demands. "Show me how much you missed me."

Emma's orgasm crashes over her with unexpected intensity, her body arching off the bed as she cries out Jordan's name. He follows at once, groaning as he empties himself deep inside her.

They collapse together, breathing heavily. Jordan's weight pins her to the mattress as they both recover, the rugby shirt damp with sweat between them.

"Good morning," Emma finally manages, her voice slightly hoarse.

Jordan chuckles against her neck. "Very good morning." He lifts his head to look at her. "So, tell me, what happened after the marble counter?"

Emma glances at the bedside clock – 6:30am. "I have to be at work in two hours," she reminds him regretfully.

"Plenty of time," Jordan murmurs, already hardening inside her again. "Tell me everything. Especially about the chocolate."

Emma wraps her legs around him once more, surrendering to the inevitable lateness to work. "Well, after the counter, he took me to his private kitchen..." She gasps as Jordan begins to move again, slower this time but no less intense. "Should I continue?"

Jordan's answer is to thrust deeper, and Emma loses herself in the dual pleasure of reliving her night with Marc while her husband reclaims her thoroughly.


11: Adventure Day: A Scenic Hike

Emma stirs at the sound of rustling, her eyes adjusting to the darkness broken only by the soft red glow of their bedside clock - 6:00 AM. She reaches instinctively for Jordan's warmth but finds his side of the bed empty and already cooling.

More quiet movements come from their walk-in wardrobe, accompanied by the distinctive zip of their hiking backpack. She props herself up on one elbow, the duvet falling away to reveal her naked body still bearing faint marks from last night's passionate reconciliation.

"You're supposed to be sleeping for another fifteen minutes," Jordan whispers, emerging into the dim bedroom with their rarely used hiking backpack. In the gentle light from the wardrobe, she can make out his hiking outfit - olive combat trousers with plenty of pockets, a fitted black thermal base layer, and a grey quarter-zip fleece that emphasises his broad shoulders. "I was going to wake you with coffee."

Emma reaches for the bedside lamp, clicking it on at its lowest setting. She watches him methodically packing the bag - water bottles, trail mix, protein bars. On the ottoman, he's laid out her hiking outfit: charcoal combat trousers, a moisture-wicking purple long-sleeve top, and the soft cream merino wool jumper she'd bought for their Lake District trip last year.

"The Met Office app promises clear skies," he says, catching her questioning look at the lack of waterproofs. "Perfect early autumn walking weather. Though you might want to grab a beanie for when we're up high - there's usually a breeze."

Emma throws back the duvet and shivers in the pre-dawn darkness. "You seem very prepared. Should I be worried about how challenging this walk is going to be?"

Jordan's eyes sparkle in the lamplight as he hands her the clothes. "Let's just say you'll have earned your dinner by the end of it. But the views..." He pauses, something flickering behind his eyes that suggests he's planning more than just a hike. "The views will be worth every step."

"Cryptic," Emma murmurs, pulling on the base layer. "Though I notice you've packed rather light for a full day out..."

Jordan just grins, with that knowing smile that's become more frequent since they began exploring their new lifestyle. "The backpack's not the only surprise I've got planned. Now, quick, go and shower. You've got exactly twelve minutes before your coffee gets cold."

Emma pauses in the bathroom doorway, already anticipating the feeling of hot water on her skin. "This surprise better be good, considering you're dragging me out of bed before sunrise on a Saturday."

"Trust me," Jordan says, his voice dropping to that commanding tone that never fails to send shivers down her spine. "When have my surprises ever disappointed you?"

She can't argue with that logic - especially given how well his recent 'surprises' involving their friends have turned out. With a smile, she heads for the shower, already curious about what her husband has planned for their day alone together.

◆◆◆

The pre-dawn air nips at Emma's cheeks as they step out of their house in Kentish Town. Jordan juggles the backpack while locking up, and Emma can't help but admire how his combat trousers hug his thighs in the glow of the streetlights. She's grateful for the Merino jumper and thermal under-layer, mid-September or not, London mornings have a distinct autumn chill.

"So, no hints about where we're going?" she asks, falling into step beside him as they head towards the tube station. Their boots echo on the quiet streets, most of London still sleeping off their Friday nights.

Jordan adjusts the backpack strap. "Nope. Though I will say you might want to save your phone battery for later." He glances sideways at her. "Speaking of which, I saw you checking your notifications in the kitchen."

"Guilty," Emma grins, pulling her phone from her combat trouser pocket as they walk. "Hit five thousand followers last night. Though it's slowing down again..." She bites her lip, considering. "I was thinking maybe it's time for another special review video. The normal ones are fine, but-"

"But they don't get quite the same engagement as when you're wearing that black silk robe?" Jordan finishes, his voice dropping lower despite the empty street. "The one that keeps slipping off your shoulder?"

Emma feels heat rise in her cheeks, remembering how that video had ended up with Jordan taking far more explicit photos for her private collection. "Well, some of the followers do seem to appreciate a more... personal touch."

They reach the tube station just as the first hints of dawn begin lightening the eastern sky. Jordan guides her through the barrier with a hand at the small of her back - a possessive gesture that's become more frequent since they began their new lifestyle.

"Maybe we can discuss content ideas later," he murmurs as they descend the escalator. "I have a feeling you might get some inspiration today," he says mysteriously.

The tube platform is nearly empty - just a few other early-morning workers off for a busy Saturday. As they wait, Emma leans against Jordan, enjoying the warmth of his body against the underground chill.

"The others have been messaging, you know," she says quietly. "Asking what we're up to this weekend. Especially Marc - I think he's hoping for another cooking lesson."

Jordan's chest rumbles with quiet laughter. "They can wait. Today's just for us." His hand finds hers, squeezing gently.

◆◆◆

Emma collapses into her window seat, breathing heavily, while Jordan stows their backpack in the overhead rack. They'd had to sprint through Waterloo - the queue at Pret had been longer than expected - but they'd made it onto the 7:35 to Winchester with moments to spare.

"Here," Jordan says, settling beside her and passing over her oat milk latte. "Though maybe save some for when your heart rate drops below marathon levels."

She swats his arm playfully but accepts the coffee gratefully. The carriage is peaceful, scattered with other hikers and weekend adventurers, all equipped with similar boots and backpacks. Through the window, the first proper light of dawn is starting to paint the London sky in shades of pink and gold.

Having spotted the display on the train door, Emma now has a notion of where they are headed, "So I know we're heading to Winchester at least."

"Haha yes well spotted.  Do you remember our first proper hike together?" Jordan asks, breaking off a piece of the pain au chocolat they're sharing. "That disaster in the Peak District?"

Emma groans, letting her head fall back against the seat. "God, don't remind me. I was trying so hard to impress you with my outdoor skills."

"You mean when you insisted you didn't need the map because you had 'an excellent sense of direction'?" His eyes crinkle with amusement. "We ended up in completely the wrong valley."

"But," Emma points out, stealing the last bite of pastry, "if we hadn't got lost, we wouldn't have found that amazing little pub. Or had that incredible night in the B&B..."

Jordan's hand finds her thigh, squeezing gently. "I seem to recall you being very apologetic about getting us lost."

"And I seem to recall you being very... forgiving." Emma feels her cheeks flush at the memory. It had been one of their first weekends away together, and the tiny bedroom above the pub had witnessed some rather energetic reconciliation.

The train pulls out of Waterloo, the early morning sun now properly breaking through the clouds. Emma watches London slide past, remembering all the changes in their relationship since that first hiking adventure. From nervous new lovers to comfortable married couple, and now...

"You're thinking very loudly," Jordan murmurs, his thumb tracing patterns on her thigh through her combat trousers.

"Just reflecting," she says softly. "On how far we've come. How much has changed." She turns to meet his eyes. "How much better everything is, now that we're being honest about what we want."

Jordan's smile grows warmer, more intimate. "Speaking of what we want..." He reaches into his pocket and pulls out his phone. "I might have a little preview of today's surprise."

Emma's pulse quickens as he opens his photo gallery, but before he can show her anything, the ticket inspector appears. Jordan's smile turns mischievous as he pockets his phone again.

"Later," he promises, his voice low enough that only she can hear. "When we reach the perfect spot."

Emma settles back in her seat, sipping her coffee and watching the city give way to the countryside. Whatever Jordan has planned, she knows it will be worth the wait. After all, his surprises have only gotten better since they began exploring their new dynamic.

The train speeds towards Winchester, carrying them towards whatever adventure Jordan has planned, and Emma finds herself grateful for how their relationship has evolved. From getting lost in the Peaks to finding themselves in their new lifestyle, every step has brought them closer together.

◆◆◆

The air hits Emma's face as she steps onto the Winchester station platform - crisp, clean, carrying hints of autumn leaves and distant woodsmoke. It's a world away from London's morning fog, and she takes a deep breath, feeling her spirits lift with the fresh country air.

"Different from Kentish Town, isn't it?" Jordan shoulders their backpack, offering his other hand to help her down the train steps. After the hour’s train ride, the morning sun has had time to rise above the horizon, promising the clear day the forecast predicted.

They follow a handful of other hikers through the station, boots clumping on the old tiles. Emma notices most are heading in the same direction - clearly the South Downs Way is a popular weekend destination.

"So," she says, threading her fingers through Jordan's as they exit the station, "now can you tell me what you've got planned? Besides the obvious walking bit?"

Jordan just grins, using their joined hands to pull her closer and kiss her temple. "Patience, Mrs Williams. Though I will say Tom's been giving me some... creative advice."

Emma's pulse quickens at the mention of their artistic friend. "Oh? What kind of advice?"

"You'll see." Jordan guides her through Winchester's early morning streets, past ancient walls and towards the cathedral looming ahead. "But first, we've got about four hours of walking ahead of us."

"Four hours?" Emma nearly stumbles on the cobblestones. "Uphill?"

"Most of it, yes.  It's three hours back… downhill you see," Jordan's grin widens. "But the view at the top... trust me, it's worth it."

They pass the cathedral, its spire catching the morning sun. A few early tourists are already gathering, but Jordan leads them past, following signs for the South Downs Way. The path begins to climb almost immediately, winding between old flint walls.

"You know," Emma says, adjusting to the gradient, "the last time you were this mysterious about plans, it ended with Marc teaching me very... detailed lessons about temperature play in his kitchen."

Jordan's laugh echoes off the walls. "Different kind of surprise this time. Though possibly just as memorable." He squeezes her hand. "Think less indoor activities, more... natural beauty."

They emerge from the narrow path onto broader trails, Winchester spreading out below them as they climb. The morning sun catches dew on spiderwebs in the hedgerows, turning them into strings of diamonds.

"It is beautiful," Emma admits, pausing to catch her breath. She's about to say more when she notices Jordan checking his phone, a slight frown creasing his forehead. "Everything okay?"

"Perfect," he says, tucking the phone away. "Just confirming some arrangements." His smile turns playful. "Race you to that gate?"

Before Emma can protest, he's jogging ahead, backpack bouncing. She watches him for a moment, admiring how his combat trousers hug his muscular thighs as he runs, before setting off in pursuit. Whatever he's planning, she knows from experience that Jordan's surprises are always worth a bit of exercise.

◆◆◆

The morning unfolds in a rhythm of steady climbing and brief rest stops, each pause offering increasingly spectacular views of Winchester receding into the distance. Emma's thighs burn from the constant uphill, but there's something satisfying about the physical challenge, about earning each stunning vista.

"Water break?" Jordan suggests as they reach another gate. He's barely breaking a sweat, but Emma gratefully accepts the bottle he offers. The sun is properly warm now, and she pushes up her sleeves, leaning against the weathered wood.

"I needed this," she says, gesturing at the panoramic view. "Just us, away from everything. Though," she adds with a grin, "I have to admit, I checked my phone during that last rest stop. Dan sent the sweetest good morning message."

Jordan's smile is warm, genuine. "Did he now? Let me guess - something about missing his favourite English teacher?"

"Actually, he congratulated me on reaching five thousand followers." Emma feels her cheeks flush. "Then made some rather specific suggestions about celebrating that milestone."

"Suggestions involving massage oil?" Jordan raises an eyebrow, stepping closer.

Emma's flush deepens. "Maybe. Though Marc jumped into the chat with his own ideas about proper celebration techniques. Something about chocolate and champagne."

They resume walking, the path winding through ancient beech woods. Jordan's hand finds hers naturally, their fingers intertwining as they navigate the uneven ground.

"You know," Emma says thoughtfully, ducking under a low branch, "if someone had told me six months ago that this would be our life now - that we'd be stronger than ever because of sharing, not in spite of it..."

"Having regrets?" Jordan's question is gentle, curious rather than concerned.

"God, no." Emma squeezes his hand. "The opposite. I keep thinking about that first night with Dan, how nervous I was about telling you. And now look at us!

They emerge from the woods onto open downland, the chalk track stretching ahead like an ivory ribbon against green slopes. The physical exertion has brought a healthy glow to Emma's cheeks, her hair escaping from its ponytail in wispy tendrils.

"I love how confident you've become," Jordan says, helping her over a particularly steep stile. "The way you own your sexuality now, both online and off. Those book reviews of yours are getting pretty damn sexy too."

Emma laughs, remembering her latest video about "Haunting Adeline". "Well, I do have rather more practical experience to draw from these days."

Jordan laughs, then points to a distant hilltop. "That's our destination. Ready for the final push?"

They press on, falling into comfortable silence broken only by their breathing and the crunch of boots on chalk. "Thank you," she says suddenly.

"For what?"

"For being you. For understanding what I needed before I did. For making me feel safe enough to explore this side of myself." She stops walking, turning to face him. "For loving me enough to share me."

Jordan pulls her close, kissing her deeply despite their sweaty state. When they part, his eyes are dark with emotion. "Always," he promises. "Though speaking of sharing..." Jordan's tone shifts slightly. "I've noticed you avoid mentioning Ryan whenever we talk about the group."

Emma's rhythm falters for a moment before she recovers, focusing intently on the path ahead. "There's nothing to mention. He's not exactly part of our... arrangement. Thank god."

"No?" Jordan's voice is carefully neutral. "He seemed quite interested in your latest posts. The book review about enemies-to-lovers tropes got his attention."

"He follows my account?" Emma nearly trips on a loose stone. "Wonderful. Just what I need - Ryan Shepherd judging my content along with everything else about me. He probably screenshots the spicier posts for his 'Evidence of Moral Decay' folder."

They climb in companionable silence for a while, the sun now high enough to cast their shadows sharp against the chalk path. A cool breeze carries the scent of wild thyme from the surrounding grassland.

"You know," Jordan says eventually, helping her over another stile, "there's more to Ryan than you give him credit for. Behind all that Canary Wharf facade."

Emma snorts inelegantly. "What, like an even more pompous personality? A secret spreadsheet ranking everyone's flaws?" She pauses to retie her ponytail. "The man practically radiates disapproval every time I walk into a room."

"Are you sure that's disapproval you're sensing?" Jordan's question is gentle but pointed.

"What else would it..." Emma trails off, remembering moments she's tried to ignore: Ryan's intense gaze during movie nights, the way his hand lingers when passing her drinks, and how he always seems to position himself to watch her interactions with the others.

"I've known Ryan since university," Jordan continues carefully. "That arrogant exterior? It's armour. Defence mechanism. The man underneath is... different."

Emma wipes sweat from her forehead, buying time before responding. "Even if that's true - and I'm not saying it is - it doesn't change anything. I'm happy with how things are. With you, with the others..." She gestures vaguely. "Ryan's just... Ryan."

"If you say so." Jordan's tone is light, but there's something knowing in his smile that makes Emma's stomach flip. "Though you have to admit, he wears those suits rather well."

"Jordan!" She swats his arm, perhaps a bit too forcefully. "Don't even joke about that. I'm perfectly happy with my current arrangements, thank you very much."

They crest another hill, and Jordan points to a distant summit. "That's our destination. Not far now."

Emma squints at the hilltop, grateful for the change of subject. But as they walk on, she can't quite shake the unsettling feeling Jordan's comments have stirred up. She tells herself it's just irritation at the thought of Ryan viewing her content, nothing more. Certainly not a flutter of excitement at the idea of those grey eyes watching her, wanting her...

No. Not that.

But somewhere in the back of her mind, a voice that sounds suspiciously like one of her spicier book heroine’s whispers: The best enemies-to-lovers stories always start with denial.

◆◆◆

"Oh my god," Emma gasps, both from breathlessness and awe as they finally reach the summit. The climb has been brutal, but the view spreading before them is spectacular - rolling chalk downs stretching to the horizon, patches of ancient woodland dotting the landscape, and the distant glitter of the sea barely visible in the autumn haze.

"Worth the climb?" Jordan asks, dropping the backpack and pulling her close. Despite their sweaty state, Emma leans into him gratefully, letting her burning legs rest.

"Ask me when I can feel my thighs again," she mumbles into his chest, but she can't keep the smile from her voice. The breeze up here is perfect, cooling their overheated skin, carrying the scent of wild herbs from the chalk grassland.

Jordan kisses her temple before releasing her to unzip the backpack. He pulls out a thick picnic blanket, spreading it carefully on a flat spot with the best view. Emma watches him, admiring how his damp t-shirt clings to his shoulders as he moves.

"Hungry?" he asks, producing what looks like half of Waitrose from the seemingly bottomless bag.

"Starving," Emma admits, sinking gratefully onto the blanket. She helps him unpack their feast: crusty baguettes, cheese, Italian meats, cherry tomatoes, grapes, and a bottle of sparkling water that Jordan has somehow kept cool.

"No wine?" she teases, accepting a sandwich he's already assembling for her.

"Not with the walk back," he grins. "Though I might have plans involving wine later."

They eat in comfortable silence for a while, letting the magnificent view and cool breeze restore them. Emma's legs gradually stop trembling from the climb, and she finds herself relaxing into the peaceful moment.

"The walk back will be easier," Jordan says, reading her thoughts as he often does these days. "Mostly downhill, and we can take the slightly longer but gentler path."

Emma bites into a perfectly ripe grape. "Good, because I'm not sure my legs could handle another climb like that." She surveys the landscape below. "Though I have to admit, this view almost makes up for the torture you've put me through."

"Almost?" Jordan's eyes sparkle with mischief as he reaches for the backpack again. "Maybe this will help tip the balance..."

"If you've been carrying chocolate all this time and didn't tell me..." Emma starts but trails off as Jordan pulls out his phone instead, checking something before nodding to himself.

"Actually," he says, that familiar hint of command entering his voice, "I was thinking we might take advantage of this perfect location for something else entirely."

Emma's pulse quickens at his tone - the one that usually precedes their more adventurous moments. "Oh?"

"Mmhmm." Jordan shifts closer, brushing a strand of hair from her face. "But first, let me clear away these lunch things. Wouldn't want anything to get... damaged."

Emma watches as he efficiently packs away their picnic, leaving only the blanket spread invitingly on the grass. The sun is high now, warming her skin, and that breeze carries the promise of something more than just a rest stop.

"Now," Jordan says, settling beside her again, "about that surprise I mentioned..."

His hand slides into his pocket, and Emma finds herself holding her breath, wondering what her increasingly creative husband has planned for their hilltop adventure. 

◆◆◆

Emma shivers slightly in the breeze, watching Jordan reach into his pocket. "If you're thinking what I think you're thinking, it's far too cold up here for that kind of photography."

Jordan's laugh is warm and rich. "Is that where your mind went? I'm shocked, Mrs Williams." He pulls out several folded sheets of paper instead. "Though now I know what you're hoping for on hilltops..."

Emma feels her cheeks flush as she accepts the papers. "Oh, you..." She trails off as she reads the first page, eyes widening. "A professional photoshoot?"

"With Tom," Jordan confirms, watching her reaction carefully. "He's been wanting to expand his portfolio, and well... I thought it might help with your growing social media presence."

Emma flips through the pages - professional layouts showing two distinct themes. The first is exactly what her BookTok followers would love: artistic shots of her with carefully chosen books, with elegant poses in cosy settings, perfect for reviewing without being too provocative.

Then she reaches the second set of layouts.

"Oh my," she breathes, taking in the suggested boudoir poses. They're tasteful but undeniably sensual - silhouettes, implied nudity, artistically draped fabric. "Jordan..."

"You'd get both sets," he says quietly. "The public ones for your reviews, and the private collection for... more selective viewing."

Emma looks up at him, noting the mixture of love and desire in his expression. "And Tom would shoot both?"

"If you're comfortable with that. He's very professional, as you know." Jordan's lips quirk. "Though I did notice how you responded to his direction during movie night."

"Jordan!" But she's laughing, returning to the layouts with growing excitement. "These are... beautiful. The lighting concepts, the poses..." She pauses. "When?"

"A few weeks at the start of October, if you want. His studio in Bermondsey." Jordan shifts closer, pointing to specific shots. "Though we could adjust any of these to suit your comfort level."

Emma makes a show of studying both themes carefully, but they both know which option she's leaning toward. "Well," she says thoughtfully, "it would be a shame to waste the opportunity for both styles."

Jordan's grin widens. "That's what I thought you'd say." He takes the papers back, carefully folding them away. "Though I notice you lingered quite a while on page seven."

"The silk robe concept?" Emma feels heat rise in her cheeks again. "It was... artistically interesting."

"Artistically interesting," Jordan repeats, pulling her close. "Is that what we're calling it?"

Emma laughs against his chest, feeling their connection deepen with this new adventure ahead. "Thank you," she murmurs. "For always knowing exactly what I need, even when I don't."

"Always," Jordan promises, kissing her temple. "Though we should probably start heading back if you want to make it home in time to email Tom your decision."

They pack up the blanket, shouldering the lighter backpack for their descent. As they begin the gentler path down, Emma finds herself already anticipating her photoshoot, wondering which of her silk robes would photograph best.

And if she spends the entire walk back discussing increasingly detailed pose ideas with Jordan, well... that's just artistic planning, isn't it?


12: Tom's Lens

"Absolutely not," Emma hisses, clutching the changing room curtain closed. "I can't wear this to Tom's studio!"

"Let me see!" Janine practically bounces with enthusiasm. When Emma reluctantly emerges in the black leather-look bodysuit, her friend lets out a low whistle. "Darling, you look dangerous."

"I look like I'm auditioning for a dominatrix role," Emma mutters, but she can't help admiring how the material hugs her curves.

"That's exactly the energy we want!" Janine adds another set to Emma's growing pile - this one in deep burgundy with strategic cut-outs. "Trust me, Tom will love the contrast. Sweet teacher by day, secret seductress by night..."

"Jordan's going to have a heart attack when he sees the credit card bill."

"Please." Janine rolls her eyes. "That man would buy out the whole store if it made you happy. He practically glowed when you wore that little black set to movie night I came to last year." She pauses, smirking. "Though I think Ryan nearly swallowed his tongue."

"Jan..." Emma warns, disappearing back behind the curtain.

"Fine, fine, we won't discuss Mr. Tall-Dark-and-Brooding. Try the burgundy set - it'll look amazing with your colouring."

As Emma changes, Janine calls through the curtain. "Jordan's still good with everything? The photoshoot, the... other activities?"

"More than good." Emma emerges in the burgundy lingerie, making Janine gasp appreciatively. "He's the one who suggested asking Tom. Apparently, they had a long chat about his 'artistic vision' for me."

"I bet they did." Janine grins wickedly. "Did Jordan mention the suspension points in Tom's studio ceiling?"

"The what?"

"Oh, honey." Janine adds a suspender belt to the pile. "You're in for such a treat. Now, try this white lace one - very 'innocent corrupted', just perfect..."

An hour later, they're celebrating their successful haul with champagne and lobster rolls.

"So," Janine dabs her lips delicately. "What is the deal with Ryan? Every time someone mentions him, you get this look-"

"There is no look," Emma interrupts, but her cheeks warm. "He's just... he's Ryan. Arrogant, intense, infuriating."

"Sexy as hell, clearly wants to devour you whole..." Janine dodges Emma's swat. "I'm just saying, the sexual tension between you two could power the National Grid." 

Emma groans. "I don't even know why I let him affect me so much. He's not even my type."

"Darling, tall, very rich, dominant, he is everyone's type." Janine signals to a passing waiter for more champagne. "But let's focus on tomorrow's shoot. Have you decided which outfit to wear first?"

"The burgundy set, I think. Under my wrap dress."

"Perfect. Then the white for the rope work and save the leather for when Tom really wants to push boundaries." Janine's eyes sparkle. "Just remember - arch your back when he ties the chest harness, it makes your breasts look amazing."

"Janine!"

"What? It's practical advice!" She grins. "Oh! Speaking of practical - I got you something." She pulls a small gift bag from her tote. "For after the shoot."

Emma peeks inside and immediately closes the bag, face flaming. "Is that a-"

"Industrial strength ‘wand’? Yes. Trust me, after Tom works his magic, you'll need it." She winks. "It’s already charged."

"You're impossible," Emma laughs, but she tucks the bag safely in her shopping.

"I'm helpful," Janine corrects. "Now, one more glass of champagne, then we're going to La Perla. Tom's good, but he's not the only photographer in your future, and I have some ideas about what might make Ryan's camera lens steam up..."

"Jan!"

"What? A friend can dream!" Janine raises her glass. "To new adventures?"

Emma clinks her glass, smiling despite herself. "To new adventures."

◆◆◆

Emma shifts the heavy tote bag of books to her other shoulder as she presses Tom's studio doorbell. The converted warehouse looms above her, its industrial façade softened by trailing ivy and artist studios' colourful signs. Tom's simple black and white photography logo marks his top floor space.

Her heart flutters as she hears footsteps approaching. This isn't just another photoshoot - Jordan's words from their hike echo in her mind: "Tom's been watching you for years, drawing you, wanting you." The door opens, and Tom's quiet presence fills the doorway. As always, his silence speaks volumes.

"Let me take that," he says, reaching for her bag. His sleeve rides up, revealing the intricate tattoo artwork she's glimpsed before but never properly seen. Without thinking, she traces a finger along one of the figures - a woman bound in elaborate rope work, the lines flowing into cherry blossoms.

Tom's breath catches. "Careful," he warns softly, "or we won't get to the actual photoshoot." His usually quiet demeanour carries an edge of authority that makes Emma's skin tingle.

The studio is vast, with high ceilings and exposed brick walls. Natural light streams through massive windows, but blackout blinds hang ready. What catches Emma's eye, though, are the photographs. They line the walls in a gallery-style display - artistic black and white prints that start tastefully nude but progress to something far more provocative. She stops in front of one that shows a woman suspended in intricate rope work, her body marked with obvious signs of recent impact, it’s very much like the one her friend Janine showed her, but this is someone else, a beautiful face clearly shown.

"That was a private commission," Tom explains, setting down her bag. "Some clients have... specific requirements." His voice remains professional, but Emma notices how he watches her reaction.

"It's beautiful," she admits, surprising herself with her honesty. "The way you've captured the light on the... marks." Her cheeks flush, but she doesn't look away from the image.

Tom shrugs off his jacket, revealing a tight black t-shirt that showcases the full sleeve of tattoos on both arms. "Shall we start with the Instagram-friendly shots first?" he asks, already moving to set up his main camera. "Then we can see where the artistic vision takes us."

Emma nods, trying to focus on unpacking her books rather than the way Tom's muscles flex as he adjusts his equipment. But her mind keeps wandering to those photographs, to the rope coiled artistically on wall hooks, to the growing heat in the studio that has nothing to do with the photography lights.

Tom leads Emma to his main shooting table, already bathed in soft natural light from the wall of windows. "Let's start with the product shots," he says, eyeing the collection of props Emma begins pulling from her tote. "Your Instagram followers will want the aesthetic details first."

Emma arranges her props with practised care - delicate dried lavender stems, pieces of vintage lace in cream and ecru, a string of wooden beads, and an antique brass key that catches the light perfectly. She's done this dozens of times at home, but Tom's professional lighting and expensive camera equipment elevate everything.

"'A Court of Thorns and Roses' first," she says, positioning the novel against a backdrop of dark velvet. She drapes the lace just so, creating an ethereal frame. "This one's for the basic feed - nothing too suggestive."

Tom adjusts his camera settings, the quiet click of buttons and soft whir of the lens focusing creating a rhythm. "The light is catching the gold foil beautifully," he murmurs, taking several shots. "Try moving the lavender slightly to the left."

They work through her stack of books, each setup growing progressively more suggestive as they move to her spicier titles. Emma finds herself relaxing into the process, enjoying Tom's artistic eye and subtle suggestions. He understands instinctively how to position "The Diamond Club" to hint at its contents without being explicit - the vintage key placed just so, a strand of pearls draped suggestively across the cover.

"These are gorgeous," Emma says, checking the preview screen. "My followers will love them." She pauses at one particularly striking shot of "Birthday Girl" surrounded by dried roses and a black ribbon. "You've made them look so much more artistic than my usual phone shots."

"It's all in the lighting," Tom explains, adjusting a reflector. "And knowing what to highlight." He moves to capture "Priest" from a different angle, the golden hour sunlight creating a halo effect around the book's edges. "Though your styling instincts are excellent. These props tell their own story."

Emma blushes at the praise, watching as he photographs "Den of Vipers" with the kind of attention to detail usually reserved for fine art. His hands move confidently, adjusting the smallest elements until each shot is perfect. She finds herself fascinated by the play of his tattoos as he works, the way the figures seem to dance across his skin with each movement.

"Last one," Tom announces, carefully positioning "Lords of Pain" against the dark backdrop. The contrast is striking - innocent dried flowers and delicate lace framing a book whose very cover suggests dominance and submission. The dichotomy isn't lost on Emma, whose pulse quickens as she watches Tom capture the final product shots.

"Now," he says, straightening up and fixing her with an intense gaze that makes her breath catch, "shall we move on to the poses with you holding the books?"

Emma nods, suddenly very aware of how the temperature in the studio seems to have risen. She moves toward the chaise lounge, her legs slightly unsteady as she arranges her dress.

Emma arranges her latest book acquisitions on the vintage chaise lounge Tom has positioned in perfect light. Her hands tremble slightly as she places "The Diamond Club" alongside other spicy titles. The cover alone makes her think of Marc and their kitchen encounter.

"I've seen your recent reviews," Tom says, adjusting his camera settings. "Your confidence is growing." He moves behind the camera, his artistic focus transforming him. "Let's start with some casual poses. Just you with the books, like you're reading."

She settles onto the chaise, crossing her legs carefully in her wrap dress. The first few shots feel stiff, but Tom's quiet direction helps her relax. "That's it," he murmurs. "Now look up, like you've just read something deliciously scandalous."

Emma laughs at that, thinking of her latest steamy read. The camera clicks rapidly.

"Perfect," Tom says. "Natural. Real." He moves closer, showing her the preview screen. Emma's surprised by how good she looks - flushed, happy, slightly wicked.

"Now," Tom continues, reaching for something on his desk, "let's match some props to specific books." He holds up a black leather collar with a delicate chain attached to a D-ring. "For the BDSM romance review?"

Emma's breath catches. "Yes," she manages. The collar looks expensive, well-used. She wonders about its history as Tom approaches.

"May I?" he asks. At her nod, he steps behind her. His fingers brush her neck as he fastens the collar, the touch sending shivers down her spine. The chain dangles between her breasts, cool metal against warm skin.

Tom's camera captures her reaction - the slight parting of her lips, the flush creeping down her neck. "Beautiful," he murmurs. "Now hold up the book like you're contemplating its contents."

Emma picks up her copy of Club Shadowlands, a juicy series she'd just recently started, and follows Tom's orders. As she poses, Emma spots something on his desk - a sketchbook, open to a page that makes her pause. "Is that... me?"

Tom hesitates, then brings her the book. Page after page of sketches - Emma laughing at movie nights, Emma deep in thought at dinner parties, Emma curled up reading. The detail is exquisite and intimate. Some are recent, others clearly from years ago.

"I hope you don't mind," Tom says quietly. "You've always been an inspiring subject."

Emma traces one sketch - herself in profile, head thrown back in laughter. The artist's attraction is obvious in every pencil stroke. "These are beautiful," she whispers. Her fingers brush against his as she turns a page, and the air between them crackles with tension.

"Wine break?" Tom suggests, his voice slightly rough. "Before we move to the... other shots?"

Emma nods, suddenly very aware of the collar still around her neck, the weight of the chain, and the growing heat in Tom's usually cool gaze. Neither of them moves to remove it.

Emma accepts the glass of red wine, a rich Spanish vintage that reminds her of Marc. Tom has dimmed the main studio lights, leaving them in the warm glow of strategic spotlights.

"Jordan mentioned you'd want to do some boudoir shots," Tom says, his quiet voice carrying across the space. He's removed his camera from its tripod, preferring to shoot handheld now. "How daring do you want to be?"

Emma takes a long sip of wine, drawing courage from its warmth. "Show me more of your private collection first?"

Tom leads her to a different wall of photographs. These aren't the artistic nudes from the entrance - these are raw, erotic, and challenging. A woman bound in intricate Shibari, suspended mid-air. Another bent over a wooden bench, her back marked with fresh welts. A third on her knees, her face covered in...

"Oh," Emma breathes, heat flooding her core. She reaches out to touch another photo - a close-up of rope marks on pale skin. Janine wasn't lying about the rope play and the marks it leaves.

"I studied rope work in Japan," Tom says, standing close behind her. "The art of Shibari. It's about trust, control, submission." His fingers brush against her shoulder. "Would you trust me, Emma?"

She turns to face him, struck by how his usually gentle demeanour has shifted to something more commanding. "Yes," she whispers.

"Take off your dress."

The direct command sends shivers down her spine. Emma reaches for the tie of her wrap dress, letting it fall open to reveal the new underwear set she'd chosen especially that day with Janine - black lace barely covering anything, revealing everything.

Tom raises his camera, the first click making her jump slightly. "Beautiful," he murmurs. "Now move to the white backdrop. Leave the collar on."

Emma obeys, her skin prickling with goosebumps despite the studio's warmth. The camera captures every move as she poses - first standing, then kneeling, then lying back on the large cushions on the floor. Tom's directions become more specific, more demanding.

"Arch your back more. Part your lips. Touch yourself - over the lace first."

Her fingers trail across her breast, feeling her nipple harden beneath the delicate fabric. The camera's rapid clicks match her quickening pulse.

"The bra next," Tom commands. "Slowly."

Emma unhooks it, letting the lace fall away. Tom moves closer, his camera focusing on intimate details - the curve of her breast, the mark where the collar meets her throat, the way her fingers tremble as they slide lower.

"You are wet," Tom casually observes like someone cooly looking in on the scene, his camera capturing the growing dampness on her black lace knickers. "Take them off. Show me everything."

She hooks her thumbs under the waistband, sliding the lace down her thighs. The camera clicks steadily, documenting her exposure. Tom's artistic eye seems to catch every subtle detail - the slight tremor in her hands, the flush spreading across her chest, the way her breath quickens.

"Lie back," Tom directs, his voice carrying that edge of authority that brooks no argument. "Let the light catch you properly."

Emma reclines on the soft white backdrop, keenly aware of her nakedness save for the leather collar, which somehow makes her feel more exposed. The studio's warmth wraps around her bare skin like a lover's touch.

"Spread your legs," Tom commands, moving to capture her from different angles. "Wider. Show me everything." His camera focuses between her thighs. "You're glistening for me, Emma. Touch yourself - slowly. Think about Jordan looking at these photos later."

The thought of Jordan viewing these intimate moments sends a fresh surge of wetness between her legs. Emma's fingers drift lower, circling her clit as Tom's camera documents every movement. She's never felt so exposed, so wanton.

"That's it," Tom encourages, his usually quiet voice rough with desire. "Open yourself more. Show me how wet you are." He moves closer, lens focusing on where her fingers disappear inside herself. "Push deeper. Imagine Jordan's reaction when he sees how beautifully you display yourself."

Emma moans softly, adding a second finger, and while she does so the constant click of the camera reminds her that every movement, every moment is captured forever. Tom's commanding presence, the thought of Jordan viewing these photos - it's all overwhelming. Her other hand moves to her breast, pinching her nipple.

"Perfect," Tom murmurs. "Now hold yourself open. Let me capture how ready you are." His camera seems to drink in every detail - her swollen lips, the gleam of wetness, the way her entrance clenches around nothing.

Emma finds herself obeying without hesitation, spreading herself wider, exposing her most intimate parts to Tom's lens. The power dynamic thrills her - his quiet commands, and her willing submission, all captured in exquisite detail.

"Look at me," Tom orders, and Emma meets his gaze past the camera. His eyes are dark with desire, his professional demeanour slipping. "You're magnificent like this. So open. So willing." He lowers the camera slightly. "Would you let me tie you? Display you to the camera fully submissive?"

Emma watches as he moves to the wall, reaching for the coiled rope. Her pussy clenches at the sight, remembering those photographs of bound women. "Yes," she breathes, anticipation building as Tom tests the rope's strength between his hands.

"Safe word?" he asks, approaching with clear intent.

"Red for stop, yellow to pause," Emma manages, transfixed by Tom's sudden transformation. His movements are precise, and practiced, as he uncoils the dark rope.

"Good girl," he murmurs, the praise sending shivers down her spine. "First, I'm going to show you why they call this art." He runs the rope through his hands, the soft whisper of hemp against her skin making Emma's pulse quicken. "Stand up, arms at your sides."

Emma obeys, watching as Tom begins. His first touches are methodical, measuring the rope against her body. "Breathe deeply," he instructs, bringing the rope across her chest just above her breasts. "This first part creates the foundation."

The rope slides against her skin as Tom works, his movements graceful and sure. He creates an intricate pattern across her torso, each pass of rope precisely placed. "This is called a karada," he explains, working his way down. "It's one of the basic forms of shibari."

Emma gasps softly as he pulls the ropes tighter, creating a diamond pattern that frames her breasts perfectly. The pressure is exquisite - not painful, but impossible to ignore. Tom's hands never linger inappropriately, yet every touch feels intensely intimate.

"Now for your breasts," Tom says, his voice carrying that quiet authority that makes Emma's core clench. He works the rope in careful circles around each breast, creating a harness that pushes them forward provocatively. "The rope marks will be beautiful in the photos."

The hemp bites deliciously into her flesh as Tom adjusts the tension. Emma watches in the studio's mirrors as her breasts become bound in an intricate web, nipples hardening in the cool air. The contrast of the dark rope against her slowly pinking pale skin is striking.

"Perfect," Tom murmurs, stepping back to admire his work. He raises his camera, capturing the details of his rope work. "Now for the more interesting part." He selects another length of rope, letting it drag teasingly across Emma's exposed sex.

The rope's rough texture against her sensitive flesh makes Emma whimper. Tom's smile is knowing as he begins to work the rope between her legs, creating an intricate pattern that frames and separates her labia. "This," he explains, pulling the rope snug, "is about precision."

Emma moans as he positions a small knot exactly over her clit, the pressure making her knees weak. Tom's hands remain professional, but every adjustment of the rope sends jolts of pleasure through her core. He works methodically, creating a harness that makes it impossible for Emma to ignore the constant stimulation between her legs.

"Hold still," Tom commands, though Emma can barely move now anyway. The rope work is comprehensive, beautiful, and inescapable. "The crotch rope is an art form in itself. Too tight and it hurts, too loose and it loses purpose. This..." he tugs slightly, making Emma gasp, "is exactly right."

He steps away for a moment and the camera clicks again, capturing her reaction. Emma can feel herself getting wetter, the rope already slightly damp where it presses against her sex. Tom circles her, adjusting and documenting his work with equal attention to detail.

"Arms behind your back now," Tom instructs, selecting fresh rope. His movements remain precise despite the obvious bulge in his black jeans. "I'm going to show you why Japanese rope masters train for years."

Emma presents her arms, shivering as Tom begins binding them intricately. The rope weaves between her forearms, creating elaborate patterns she can feel but can't see. Each pull and twist of the rope increases her sense of helplessness, yet she feels oddly safe in Tom's capable hands.

"The key is distribution of pressure," he explains, his breath warm against her neck as he works. "Too much in one spot would be uncomfortable. Like this..." He completes another pattern, effectively immobilizing her arms while maintaining circulation. "It should feel secure but not painful."

The final knots pull everything tighter, forcing Emma's shoulders back, which in turn pushes her bound breasts forward. She tests her bonds instinctively - there's no give at all. The crotch rope shifts with every tiny movement, the strategically placed knot teasing her clit mercilessly.

"Beautiful," Tom breathes, stepping back to admire his work. His camera gets busy again as he captures every detail. "Now let's display you properly." He guides her to a clear space in the studio, where she notices discrete anchor points in the ceiling. Her pulse quickens.

Tom attaches new ropes to her harness with practiced ease. A few expert pulls and suddenly Emma finds herself balanced on her tiptoes, the suspension ropes taking just enough weight to make her feel weightless. The crotch rope pulls tighter as she struggles to maintain position.

"Hold still," Tom commands, though she has little choice. He produces a simple black ball gag. "Open." The command brooks no argument, and Emma accepts the gag without hesitation. The rubber ball fills her mouth perfectly as Tom secures the buckle, adding to her sense of complete submission.

He works the camera constantly now, capturing every angle of his artwork. Emma watches in the mirrors as he photographs her bound form - the intricate patterns across her torso, the way her breasts strain against their rope cage, the glistening evidence of her arousal where the crotch rope disappears between her legs. She feels like a sexual artwork, bound and immobile yet safe.

"You're dripping," Tom observes, his camera focusing between her thighs. "The rope is soaked." He reaches into a drawer and produces a Hitachi wand. "Let's make art of your pleasure."

Emma moans around the gag as Tom secures the vibrator against her bound pussy using thinner rope ties, positioning it so the head presses perfectly against her rope-framed clit, holding it there as he steps away again. Her body tenses in anticipation.

"Look at me," Tom commands, raising his camera. He clicks the vibrator on to its lowest setting, and Emma's eyes go wide as the sensation combines with the rope's pressure. "That's it, let the camera see your pleasure."

The constant low buzz builds her pleasure steadily as Tom continues shooting, documenting every tremble, every muffled moan, every drop of arousal that slides down the saturated rope.

Emma's world narrows to pure sensation as the vibrations course through her bound body. The ropes seem to tighten with every tremor, the intricate patterns becoming a second skin. Through half-lidded eyes, she watches Tom's camera capture her surrender.

"Beautiful," he murmurs, adjusting the Hitachi's position slightly. "Let go for me, Emma. Show me what Jordan's been watching all these years." He clicks the power higher, and Emma's muffled cry echoes through the studio.

The dual sensation of unyielding rope and relentless vibration builds something new inside her. Without her arms for balance, every tremor makes her sway slightly, which shifts the crotch rope, which in turn changes the pressure of the wand. The cycle of pleasure is inescapable.

Tom circles her bound form, his camera drinking in every detail - the sheen of sweat making the ropes glisten, the way her breasts heave against their bindings, her fingers clutching helplessly at air behind her back. "You're close already," he observes. "I can see it in the way you tremble."

Emma's whimper of agreement is barely audible around the gag. The ropes feel alive against her skin, every slight movement sending new sensations coursing through her. Her nipples strain against their bonds, almost painfully sensitive.

"Look at yourself," Tom commands, gesturing to the mirrors. Emma forces her eyes open, gasping at the sight of her bound form. The artistry of Tom's rope work is evident in every line, every knot, every intersection that frames her most intimate parts. The Hitachi's head gleams where it's secured against her sex, her arousal making everything glisten in the studio lights.

Her climax builds differently like this - without the ability to move, to chase her pleasure, to even cry out properly. It feels like it's being drawn from deep inside her, each pulse of the vibrator pushing her higher. The ropes seem to tighten further, though she knows it's just her muscles straining against them.

Tom's camera hasn't stopped, documenting every moment of her ascent. "Ready for more?" he asks, though it's not really a question. His hand moves to the Hitachi's controls.

The vibrations suddenly intensify, and Emma's body jerks in its bonds. The ropes hold her perfectly, transforming her attempt to thrash into a sensual writhe. Saliva escapes around her gag as she moans deeply, the sound primal and desperate.

"That's it," Tom encourages, his camera capturing every moment of her surrender. "Let it take you completely."

The pleasure builds in a way that’s beyond anything Emma's experienced before. Without the ability to move, to resist, to control anything, the sensations flood through her entire self. The rope harness around her swollen breasts seems to tighten with each ragged breath, her nipples so sensitive that even the air feels like touches against them.

Her pussy clenches desperately around nothing, the crotch rope soaked with her arousal. The knot positioned perfectly over her clit combines with the Hitachi's relentless vibrations to create an overwhelming pressure that she can't escape. Each pulse seems to drive deeper, spreading through her core like liquid fire.

Tom's quiet commands barely register now - Emma's world has narrowed to the inexorable build of pleasure. She feels it starting in her toes, which barely touch the ground now as she strains against the suspension ropes. It crawls up her legs, making her thighs tremble uncontrollably. The rope harness captures each shudder, translating it into new sensations across her whole body.

When her orgasm finally crashes over her, it's unlike anything she's ever felt. Unable to curl in on herself, bound into this exposed position, Emma can only surrender as waves of pleasure tear through her. Her vision blurs, tears streaming down her face around the gag as her body convulses in its bonds. She wants to cry out, to scream, but the gag holds everything inside, mirroring the orgasm inside her.

The ropes hold her perfectly through each wave, the suspension keeping her upright as multiple aftershocks roll through her. She's vaguely aware of the camera's continued clicks, of Tom's murmured praise, but mostly she's lost in the sensations that seem endless. The Hitachi continues its merciless assault, drawing out her pleasure until she's shaking uncontrollably, soft sounds of overstimulation escaping around her gag. It’s an exquisite torture, which seems to burn through her for hours.

Only then does Tom finally switch off the vibrator, though he leaves it pressed against her sensitive flesh. Emma hangs in her bonds, sweat-slicked and trembling, as he captures these final moments - her complete surrender, her utter submission to his art.

"Perfect," Tom whispers, lowering his camera at last. "Absolutely perfect."

Emma can only whimper in agreement, her body still occasionally shuddering with aftershocks, the ropes now feeling like they're the only thing holding her together.

Tom sets his camera down carefully and moves to Emma's side. "I'm going to remove the gag first," he says softly, his hands gentle as he unbuckles the strap. "Small sips," he adds, holding a water bottle to her lips once the ball gag is out. The cool water feels heavenly against her throat.

"Thank you," Emma manages, her voice hoarse. She's still floating somewhere between reality and pure sensation, the rope harness holding her safely as she drifts.

"You did so beautifully," Tom praises, beginning to loosen the suspension ropes. He supports her weight as he slowly lowers her fully to her feet, keeping one arm around her waist until he's sure she's stable. "Let me take care of you now."

His movements are methodical but tender as he begins unwinding the elaborate rope work. Each section is removed with the same careful attention with which it was applied. As areas of skin are revealed, Tom gently massages the marks, encouraging blood flow and checking for any signs of stress.

"The marks are gorgeous," he murmurs, his artistic eye clearly appreciating the temporary patterns left on her skin. "They'll fade in a few hours, but I've captured them perfectly in the photos." His fingers trace one particularly intricate design across her ribcage, soothing the sensitive skin.

Emma watches in the mirrors as Tom works, fascinated by the careful deconstruction of his art. The release of the breast bondage makes her gasp softly as blood flow returns fully. Tom immediately cups each breast gently, massaging with just enough pressure to ease any discomfort.

"Still with me?" he asks, checking on her as he continues unwinding rope. Emma nods, leaning back against his chest as he works on freeing her arms. The trust between them feels absolute now, transformed by what they've shared.

When he finally reaches the crotch rope, Tom's movements remain completely professional despite the intimate location. He carefully unwinds the soaked hemp, checking the delicate skin beneath for any signs of chafing. Emma shivers as the final rope slides free, feeling strangely bereft without its constant pressure.

"Let's get you warm," Tom says, wrapping a soft blanket around her shoulders. He guides her to a comfortable leather couch in the corner, where a bottle of water and some chocolate-covered strawberries wait. "Small bites at first. Your body needs to recover."

Emma sinks into the couch's embrace, accepting a strawberry from Tom's fingers. "That was..." she searches for words that could possibly encompass what she's experienced. "Incredible. I've never felt anything like it."

"You were the perfect canvas," Tom replies, sitting beside her and beginning to massage her shoulders gently. "Some people fight the ropes, try to control the experience. You surrendered to it completely. That's rare first time."

His hands work steadily at her muscles, easing any strain from the bondage. Emma feels herself melting under his touch, safe and cared for.

As Tom's skilled hands work the last knots from her shoulders, Emma turns to face him. "Let me..." she begins, reaching for his belt, but Tom catches her hands gently.

"Look," he says softly, standing and turning slightly. A large wet patch darkens the front of his jeans. "Watching you surrender so beautifully to my art... I couldn't help myself. When you came, the way your body responded to my ropes, my control..." He runs a hand through his hair, almost shy now. "I've never experienced anything quite like it."

Emma feels a fresh wave of arousal at the revelation. The idea that her bound pleasure affected him so intensely, that her submission to his art brought him to climax without even being touched, makes her feel powerful despite her recent helplessness.

"It was your artistry," she says, reaching for his hand. "The way you knew exactly how to position every rope, how to build the tension, how to make me feel..." She traces one of the temporary marks on her breast. "I had no idea rope could be so intimate."

Tom sits beside her again, pulling a soft blanket over them both. He offers her more water, then breaks off a piece of dark chocolate. "Each person responds differently to rope," he explains, his quiet voice returning to its usual gentle tone. "But when someone surrenders completely, trusts absolutely..." He brushes his fingers over a rope mark on her collarbone. "It creates a connection beyond the physical."

They sit in comfortable silence for a moment, Tom occasionally offering water or small bites of chocolate. His hand traces the patterns left by his ropes with an artist's appreciation

Emma snuggles deeper into the blanket, her body still occasionally shivering with aftershocks. "When can we see them?"

"Let me take care of you properly first," Tom insists. He produces a bottle of aloe-based lotion and begins gently applying it to the rope marks. "Some of these pressure points need attention. Then we'll look through everything together and choose the best ones for Jordan."

His touch remains caring but professional as he tends to her marked skin. Emma feels cherished, respected - not just as a sexual being but as living art. When Tom finally reaches for his laptop to show her the photos, she's struck by how he's captured both her submission and her strength in each carefully composed shot.

"Beautiful," she whispers, seeing herself through his artistic lens. The rope work is exquisite, but it's her complete surrender that makes each image powerful. "Jordan will love these."

"You've changed something between us today," Tom says quietly, closing the laptop. "Thank you for trusting me with your submission." He presses a gentle kiss to her forehead - the first and only kiss they've shared - before standing to make her a cup of tea. Looking like he's just remembered something, he turns and looks over his shoulder, "Keep the collar as a gift, I think you've earned it."

Emma wraps the blanket tighter around herself, watching him move around the studio with his usual quiet grace. She feels transformed, not just by the intensity of her experience, but by the deep care Tom has shown in both binding and freeing her.

◆◆◆

Emma's skin still tingles beneath Jordan's old rugby shirt as she settles onto their bed, laptop balanced on her thighs. The rope marks map intricate patterns across her flesh - temporary tattoos of her submission to Tom's artistry. She shifts slightly, feeling the pleasant ache between her legs, a reminder of how intensely she'd come while bound.

Jordan emerges from their en-suite wearing just his grey sleep shorts, his hair damp from the shower. His eyes immediately track to where the rugby shirt has ridden up, revealing the rope marks on her thighs. "Those patterns," he breathes, settling beside her. "They're beautiful."

"Wait until you see Tom's photos," Emma says, enjoying how Jordan's breath catches at her words. She reaches for the memory stick on their bedside table, feeling Jordan's gaze following her every movement, especially as the shirt slides further up her thigh.

"Let's start with the Instagram ones," she teases, plugging in the drive. She can feel the heat radiating from Jordan's body against her side, sense his growing anticipation. The power of it thrills her - even exhausted and tender from her session with Tom, she holds complete control over her husband's arousal.

The first photos load - professional shots of her latest book haul arranged with vintage props. "Tom's lighting is incredible," she murmurs, clicking through the increasingly suggestive setups. "See how he positioned 'The Diamond Club' with those pearls?"

Jordan makes a sound of agreement, but Emma notices his attention drawn to the preview thumbnails - tiny glimpses of what's to come. She deliberately slows her scrolling, lingering on each product shot. "The followers will love these," she continues innocently. "Though they won't see the later ones."

"Show me," Jordan whispers, his voice already rough with desire. Emma pretends not to notice the growing bulge in his sleep shorts.

"Patience," she chides softly, clicking through more book arrangements. "Look how beautifully Tom captured the spines. The way the light catches the gold foil..." She shifts slightly, letting the shirt ride higher, revealing more rope marks on her upper thighs.

Jordan's breathing deepens as she reaches the first photos of herself - still fully clothed, posed artistically with her books. "This is where it started getting interesting," she says, voice dropping lower. "Tom has such an eye for composition. See how he positioned me?"

The next series shows her in the wrap dress, the neckline gradually lowering, her poses becoming more suggestive. Emma watches Jordan's reactions in their bedroom mirror - the way his pupils dilate, how his tongue darts out to wet his lips.

"Getting warm?" she asks innocently, noting the thin sheen of sweat on his chest. Jordan nods, shifting position slightly. The outline of his cock is clearly visible now through the grey fabric.

"You could take those off," Emma suggests, gesturing to his shorts. "Get comfortable. We're nowhere near the interesting photos yet." She enjoys how quickly Jordan obeys, pushing the fabric down and kicking it aside. His cock springs free, already fully hard.

"That's better," she approves, returning her attention to the laptop screen. "Now, this is where Tom brought out the collar." The photo shows her first moment of wearing it, the delicate chain catching the light. "The weight of it felt incredible. Like a promise of what was to come."

Jordan's hand twitches toward his cock, but Emma stops him with a look. "Not yet," she commands softly. "Watch first. Learn how Tom saw me, how he captured every moment of my submission. Then, when I say so, you can touch yourself while I tell you exactly what he did to make me come so hard my legs still shake."

A low moan escapes Jordan's throat, his cock twitching visibly at her words. Emma smiles, clicking to the next photo where her dress has slipped further open. "Should I tell you what I was thinking here?" she whispers. "How I could feel myself getting wet, knowing what was coming?"

"Please," Jordan manages, his hands fisting in the sheets to keep from touching himself.

Emma leans closer, her lips nearly brushing his ear. "I was thinking about you," she breathes. "About how you'd react to these photos. How hard you'd get seeing me submit to Tom's ropes, seeing how wet they made me..."

Jordan trembles with the effort of restraint. Emma pulls back slightly, enjoying her complete control over his arousal. "Ready for the next ones?" she asks, her finger hovering over the keyboard. "Look at me," Emma whispers, turning away from the laptop screen. "What do you want to see first - me stripping for Tom's camera, or the rope marks appearing on my skin?" She traces one particularly vivid pattern on her thigh, pushing Jordan's rugby shirt higher.

Jordan's cock twitches as he struggles to form words. "Everything," he manages. "Show me everything."

Emma clicks to the next series of photos. "Here's where Tom told me to remove my dress," she narrates, watching Jordan's reaction in the mirror. "See how wet my knickers were already? Just from his quiet commands, from the weight of that collar. He knew I was wet, he even mentioned it."

The photos progress - Emma in black lace, then topless, then completely nude save for the leather collar. Each image more artistic than pornographic, yet undeniably erotic. "Tom has such an eye for detail," she murmurs. "See how he captured the way my nipples hardened under his gaze? How wet I was getting?"

Jordan's breathing grows ragged as Emma scrolls through photos of herself spread open on the white backdrop. "This is where he told me to touch myself," she continues, voice low and intimate. "To show him everything while thinking about you watching these photos later."

"Fuck," Jordan breathes, his cock now leaking precum onto his stomach.

"Not yet," Emma commands softly. "You can't touch until I show you the rope photos. Until you see exactly how Tom bound me, how he made me his art." She shifts position, letting her shirt ride up completely on one side, revealing the full pattern of marks across her hip and thigh, heading towards her covered sex.

"He started here," Emma explains, touching the marks across her breasts. "Each knot precisely placed. Every pull of the rope making me wetter." She clicks through the progression - the karada taking shape, her breasts being bound, the intricate patterns emerging.

"God, Emma," Jordan groans, watching the photos reveal her gradual transformation into living art.

"I know," she whispers. "Look how beautiful Tom made me. How helpless. How exposed." The next photos show the crotch rope in place, close-ups of the knots pressing against her most intimate places. "Feel how damp the shirt is where I'm sitting? That's from remembering this..."

Jordan's hands clench and unclench rhythmically. Emma can see how desperately he wants to touch himself, how much restraint it's taking to wait for her permission. The power of it makes her pussy clench despite her lingering tenderness.

"Almost time," she promises, scrolling to photos of the completed rope work. "Look how wet the rope was getting between my legs. How it glistened in Tom's studio lights. Every tiny movement made those knots rub against my clit, made me drip more..."

The next series shows her being suspended, the ball gag being applied, her body displayed in perfect helplessness. "This is when Tom brought out the vibrator," Emma breathes, leaning close to Jordan's ear again. "When he made me cum so hard, I thought I'd break..."

She can feel Jordan trembling beside her, his cock angry red and leaking steadily now. "Would you like to touch yourself?" she asks sweetly. "While I tell you exactly how it felt to be bound and helpless, to surrender completely to Tom's ropes and artistry?"

"Please," Jordan begs, his voice cracking with need.

Emma smiles, clicking to the most explicit photos - close-ups of her bound pussy, the rope soaked with her arousal, the vibrator pressed against her swollen clit. "Go ahead then," she whispers. "Show me how much you love seeing your wife like this."

Emma watches intently as Jordan's hand finally wraps around his cock, her own arousal building despite her tenderness as she controls his pleasure. "Slowly," she commands softly. "I want you to feel everything as I describe it."

She clicks to the close-up photos of the rope disappearing between her legs. "See how fucking wet I was?" she whispers. "The rope was soaked through, absolutely dripping. Every time I moved, the knots would rub against my clit, make me leak more..."

Jordan's hand moves steadily as Emma continues, her voice growing huskier. "Tom positioned that vibrator perfectly, right against my bound pussy. I couldn't move, couldn't escape it. The rope held me open, exposed, completely at his mercy."

She scrolls to photos showing her first signs of orgasm building. "Look at my face here," she breathes. "How desperate I was getting. The rope around my tits was so tight, my nipples felt like they might explode. And that fucking knot, grinding against my clit with every tremor..."

"Fuck, Emma," Jordan groans, his hand speeding up slightly.

"Slower," she commands. "I'm not done telling you everything." She leans closer, her lips brushing his ear. "You should have heard the sounds I was making around that gag, I was a mess with saliva dripping around the gag down my chin. I was screaming inside for more but could only whimper as Tom turned the vibrator higher. My cunt was absolutely drenched, juice running down the inside of my thighs."

The next photos show her mid-orgasm - head thrown back, body straining against the ropes, everything glistening with sweat and arousal. "This is when I started to cum," Emma narrates, her voice dripping sex. "The most intense fucking orgasm of my life. The ropes seemed to squeeze tighter with every pulse, the vibrator wouldn't stop, and I just kept coming and coming."

Jordan's breathing grows ragged as Emma continues, "Tom kept taking photos the whole time. Capturing every moment of my surrender, every drop of cum soaking that rope, every fucking tremor as I lost control completely. I couldn’t ask him to stop it, I couldn’t fight it, and that made me keep cuming."

She clicks to the final explicit photos - close-ups of her bound pussy after orgasm, everything swollen and dripping. "Look at how I was fucking destroyed by Tom's ropes and that vibrator. I can still feel it now, still feel tender and swollen..."

Jordan's hand moves faster, his cock leaking steadily. Emma shifts closer, wanting to help him find his release too, her voice dropping to a filthy whisper. "Want to know the best part? Tom came in his jeans just watching me. Couldn't even hold back when he saw how desperately I was coming in his ropes. He fucking lost it, just like you're about to."

She can tell Jordan's so close now, his muscles tensing. "That's it," she encourages. "Look at these photos of your wife. See how wet I was, how desperate, how completely fucking wrecked by Tom's ropes and dominance. Cum for me baby, show me how much you love seeing me like this, knowing I did it with another man, another man who saw me cum, made me cum..."

Jordan's orgasm hits hard, cum spurting across his stomach as Emma whispers encouragement. "Good boy," she purrs. "Marking yourself while looking at photos of your bound, gagged, dripping wet wife... So fucking hot..."

As Jordan's breathing slowly steadies, Emma closes the laptop and sets it aside. She grabs tissues from the bedside table, tenderly cleaning him up. "You're amazing," she whispers, pressing a soft kiss to his temple. "Thank you for letting me share this with you."

Jordan pulls her close, careful of her marked skin. "Thank you for trusting me with all of it," he murmurs. "The photos are incredible. Tom's truly an artist."

Emma snuggles into his embrace, enjoying the afterglow of power and control despite her own physical exhaustion. "We should frame some of the tamer ones," she suggests sleepily. "For the bedroom wall."

"Definitely," Jordan agrees, pulling the duvet over them both. "Though maybe not the ones of you dripping all over Tom's ropes..."

Emma laughs softly, already drifting toward sleep. "Those are just for us," she mumbles.

The last thing she feels before sleep claims her is Jordan's arms tightening possessively around her, his love and acceptance surrounding her as completely as Tom's ropes had earlier.


13: Movie Marathon

Emma emerges from the en-suite in a cloud of vanilla-scented steam, droplets still clinging to her skin. Early November sunlight filters through the bedroom windows, catching on the delicate black lace of her latest matching underwear set - a gift from Marc after their kitchen encounter. The balconette bra pushes her breasts up enticingly, while the Brazilian knickers show off the results of her dedicated yoga practice.

Settling cross-legged on the bed, she opens her laptop and connects the memory stick from Tom's photo session. Her skin tingles as she remembers that afternoon three weeks ago - the rope marks may have faded, but the memories remain deliciously vivid. She scrolls through her Instagram feed (@EmmasSpicyReads), examining the progression of posts since that day.

Tom's first photos were pure professionalism - artfully arranged books with perfect lighting, garnering praise for their composition. Then came hints of her presence: a glimpse of manicured fingers holding a particularly spicy volume, the curve of her waist out of focus behind a strategically placed "The Diamond Club". Each post pushed the boundary slightly further, building her following and her confidence.

"Time to really give them something to talk about," she murmurs, opening the folder marked 'Collar Series'. Her heart races as she studies the black and white images. Tom's artistic eye had captured something magical - the black leather collar's D-ring gleaming against her throat, her head tilted back in submission, yet her expression powerful. The lace of her bra just visible at the edge of the frame adds mystery without being overtly sexual.

DarkDomReader's latest message flashes on her phone: "Another tame book post today?" She smirks, knowing how this photo will affect him. His messages have grown increasingly demanding lately, matching her own rising confidence. She hasn't responded to his morning message yet - let him wait, let him wonder.

Emma shifts on the bed, the lace between her thighs already damp with arousal. Tonight's gathering looms in her mind - all her boys together, the air thick with shared knowledge and desire. Even Ryan's arrogant presence adds spice, though his constant needling still irritates her.

She selects the perfect photo, the one where the collar catches the light just so, where her submission feels like power. Opening Photoshop, she adjusts the contrast slightly, remembering Tom's patient lessons about highlighting and shadow. Her nipples harden against the lace as she recalls his careful instruction, his hands positioning her just right.

"Club Shadowlands" sits ready beside her, its spine cracked from multiple readings. The book that started her true awakening, which showed her submission could be strength. She arranges it carefully in frame, knowing her followers will understand the significance, especially after her series of increasingly explicit reviews.

Her phone buzzes with a message from Jordan: "Ready for tonight, love?" She glances at the clock - hours yet before their friends arrive, plenty of time to stir things up online first. Her fingers hover over the keyboard, composing the right caption and hashtags to continue her transformation from nervous reviewer to confident seductress.

The black lace hugs her curves as she shifts position, reminding her of just how far she's come since those first tentative book posts. Her following has grown from those initial hundreds to thousands now, all eager for her increasingly daring reviews. But this post... this one will show them who she's truly become.

She filters through Tom's photos, each one more provocative than the last. The black leather collar with its steel D-ring features prominently - Tom had known exactly how to capture the contrast against her pale skin. She pauses on one particular shot that makes her breath catch. In it, she's gazing directly at the camera, bottom lip caught between her teeth, the leather collar stark against her throat. "Club Shadowlands" is held strategically over her black lace bra, leaving just enough to the imagination while promising so much more.

"Perfect," she whispers, studying the way Tom captured her expression - knowing yet innocent, submissive yet powerful. Her experience with the photographer had awakened something in her, just as the book in her hands had months ago. She remembers reading it late at night, squirming under the covers while Jordan slept beside her, never imagining she'd one day wear a collar of her own.

The photo's composition is flawless - artistic enough for Instagram's guidelines but undeniably erotic. Shadow and light play across her collarbones, highlighting the D-ring that hints at her own submission play. Her damp auburn hair falls in waves, and the look in her eyes... that's what sells it. That's what will drive her followers wild.

Opening the caption box, Emma bites her own lip, mirroring her pose in the photo. She begins typing:

"'The collar around my neck wasn't just a symbol of submission - it was a badge of power.' - Club Shadowlands by Cherise Sinclair.

Sometimes a book changes you. Sometimes it shows you who you've always been. Thank you @TomBennettPhotography for capturing the moment I stopped pretending.

#SpicyBookTok #DarkRomance #BDSMRomance #BookReview #SubmissiveStrength #CollarMeSpicy"

Her finger hovers over the 'Share' button as she rereads the caption. It's bold - bolder than any previous post. Her earlier photos with Tom had been tame in comparison, all careful angles and subtle hints. This is a declaration. This is Emma Williams stepping fully into her power, letting the world see who she's become.

The dampness between her thighs grows as she imagines her friends' reactions. Dan will probably call within minutes. Marc will send those fire emojis he loves, probably followed by a string of Spanish that makes her blush. Tom will appreciate his own artistry but also what it represents. And Jordan... Jordan will beam with pride at his wife's confidence.

She takes a deep breath, adjusts her bra one last time, and hits 'Share'. The thrill that runs through her body is electric. No going back now.

◆◆◆

Emma leans closer to the bathroom mirror, carefully applying her signature red lipstick. She's chosen a black cashmere sweater dress, to keep her warm but also show off her curves to keep her boys distracted all evening. Her phone buzzes again - it hasn't stopped since she made the post two hours ago.

"Bloody hell," she mutters, grinning at her reflection as she checks her notifications. Over 500 new followers, her DMs exploding with messages from enthusiastic readers. Several women asking where she got the collar, men trying their hand at dominant chat-up lines.

But it's the WhatsApp group chat that has her biting back laughter. She scrolls through the messages:

Dan: Fucking hell Em. That collar suits you almost as much as my hands do x

Marc: Dios mío! Our English rose has thorns... and they're delicious. Tom, hermano, you've been holding out on us!

Tom: A gentleman never tells. But thank you for being such an inspiring subject, Emma.

Dan: "Inspiring subject" my arse mate, we've all seen those rope marks

Marc: Si si! Our Tom is not so quiet when he works...

Jordan: Proud husband moment right here. You lot are just jealous you didn't think of the photos first.

Dan: Mate, we're jealous of a lot more than that

Emma's thumb hovers over the screen, noting Ryan's conspicuous silence in the group chat. Probably sulking in his Canary Wharf office, she thinks with a smirk. His snide comments about her "amateur book reviews" had dried up lately, but his disapproval still radiated through every group gathering.

Her phone buzzes again:

Marc: Emma, mi amor, wear that collar tonight? Por favor?

Dan: Seconded!

Tom: The lighting would be perfect...

Jordan: I'll get it from the drawer

Emma adjusts her dress, arousal pooling low in her belly as she imagines their reactions when they see her tonight. Three weeks of exploring each of their unique styles of dominance has taught her exactly how to drive them wild. Dan's protective possession, Marc's passionate intensity, Tom's quiet control - each one bringing out a different facet of her submission.

Another message pops up:

Dan: Though might need to borrow her for a private parent-teacher conference first...

Marc: After my kitchen inspection, por favor

Tom: I have some new rope techniques to demonstrate...

Emma laughs out loud, typing back: "Boys, boys... stop being so needy, see you all in a couple of hours."

She checks her reflection one final time, adjusting a curl that's escaped her elegant updo. The woman in the mirror exudes confidence, sexuality, and power. Hard to believe this all started with a few innocent book reviews. Her only disappointment is that her usual online suitor, DarkDomReader, hasn't yet seen or replied to her post. His loss, she thinks, tonight is about her real-life men, not online flirtations.

The sound of Jordan coming up the stairs makes her smile. Time to let him fit that collar around her neck.

◆◆◆

Emma adjusts her new cashmere sweater dress one last time in the hallway mirror. It had been an impulse buy - or perhaps not so impulsive, given how perfectly it balances 'casual movie night' with 'subtle temptation'. The wide neck keeps slipping off one shoulder, revealing the strap of her black lace bralette and the bondage black collar with its steel D-ring that Tom had given her. Her fingers trace the cool metal briefly, remembering the photoshoot. She decides against fixing the fallen shoulder.

"You look gorgeous," Jordan calls from the kitchen, where he's arranging an impressive array of snacks. His knowing smile catches her reflection in the mirror. "Though I suspect Dan won't be able to concentrate on the film."

"Behave yourself," she laughs, but they both know these weekly gatherings have taken on a new edge since she became his hotwife. While movie nights remain ‘almost’ perfectly proper, the undercurrent of knowing what happens behind closed doors adds a delicious tension. "Besides, Tom's the one who can't keep his eyes off me when I wear his collar."

"And Marc will spend the whole evening imagining you in his kitchen again." Jordan wraps his arms around her waist, pressing a kiss to her exposed shoulder. "Ryan, though..."

"Don't start," Emma interrupts, but Jordan just chuckles against her skin.

The doorbell chimes precisely at seven - Dan, of course. Emma's heart flutters as she opens the door to find him filling the doorframe, his broad rugby player physique wrapped in a chunky cream jumper and well-worn jeans. He's brought an expensive bottle of her favourite red wine, and his eyes darken appreciatively as they trail up her dress, lingering on the collar.

"Teacher dress code's improved since I was at school," he murmurs, pulling her into a warm embrace. His lips find hers in a soft, lingering kiss that carries memories of more private moments, far more sensual than he’d ever have dared only months ago.

Marc arrives with his usual dramatic timing, bearing a tray of tapas that fills the hallway with garlic and spice. "Dios mío, Emma, that dress is criminal." His greeting kiss lands chastely on her cheek, though they both remember fewer innocent kisses in his restaurant kitchen.

Tom slips in quietly during Marc's entrance, slipping around them, sketchbook already in hand. He chooses his usual shadowy corner of the L-shaped sofa, dark clothes helping him blend into the background. But Emma doesn't miss how his artist's eyes track her movement, or how they fix on the collar he'd gifted her.

Everyone is comfy and settled, Dan beside her on the sofa but maintaining friendly distance, Marc arranging himself on floor cushions near her feet, Tom sketching from his perfect vantage point - when Ryan finally arrives. He's fashionably late as always, and Emma can’t help but notice how his cashmere jumper emphasis his athletic build.

The rain patters against the windows, creating a cosy backdrop to their gathering. These evenings have become something special - a time when their close friendship brings them back together. Though right now, she can feel Ryan's gaze burning into her like a laser, carrying an intensity she refuses to acknowledge.

She takes a sip of the wine Dan brought, letting the rich flavour roll across her tongue, savouring the moment.

"Dios, that Instagram post," Marc breaks the comfortable silence, grinning up from his floor cushions. "I think we broke the group chat that afternoon."

Emma feels her cheeks warm, remembering not just the carefully composed shot with her collar and "Club Shadowlands" book, but the flood of messages that followed. The photo had been suggestive without being explicit - perfect for Instagram's guidelines while making her meaning clear to those who knew.

"The lighting on that collar was particularly striking," Dan agrees beside her, his voice carrying a hint of pride. He'd been the first to comment in their private chat, something about Tom's artistic eye matching Emma's natural talent for posing.

Tom doesn't look up from his sketchbook, but Emma catches the slight smile playing at his lips. The photo shoot had been his idea, after all, combining their shared interests in such a perfectly subtle way.

"Yes, very artistic," Ryan drawls from his armchair, swirling his whisky. "Though I suppose 'artistic nudes' is the polite term these days."

The temperature in the room seems to drop several degrees. Emma's spine stiffens, and she feels Dan tense beside her.

"Jealous you weren't invited to the shoot?" Emma snaps back, immediately regretting engaging with his bait. But something about his tone - that mix of judgment and something else she can't quite name - gets under her skin.

"Hardly," Ryan scoffs, but his knuckles whiten around his glass.

Jordan smoothly intervenes, moving to refill drinks. "The composition was particularly well done, Tom. The way you captured the book's themes without being explicit."

The others exchange knowing looks - they've all been part of Emma's new lifestyle now, following their own artistic direction. All except Ryan, whose gaze keeps returning to Emma's collar like he can't quite look away.

Marc rises smoothly from his floor cushions, setting his wine glass aside. "Your shoulders look tense, querida," he says, moving behind the sofa. His skilled chef's hands find Emma's shoulders, and she can't help but lean into his touch. "Too many hours marking essays, no?"

Emma murmurs in agreement, letting her head fall forward slightly as Marc's thumbs work at a particularly tight knot. She's acutely aware of how this casual touch affects the room's atmosphere - Dan's thigh now pressing slightly closer to hers, Tom's pencil moving faster across his page, and Ryan's sharp intake of breath.

"Speaking of artistic endeavours," Tom says quietly, turning his sketchbook around. The quick study he's done captures Emma perfectly - the soft drape of her cashmere dress, the delicate line of her collar, the way her hair falls forward as Marc massages her shoulders. It's intimate without being overtly sexual, just like their photoshoot had been. Emma realises this is the first time she’s actually seen Tom share one of his drawings with the group willingly.

"You've captured her perfectly," Dan murmurs, his hand moving to rest higher on Emma's thigh, thumb tracing small circles through the soft fabric. The touch is familiar now, comfortable, though still thrilling.

Jordan catches Emma's eye from his armchair, giving her that subtle nod she's come to recognise - his silent permission, his enjoyment of watching her with their friends. He takes a slow sip of his whisky, relaxed and clearly pleased with how the evening is unfolding.

"I have a whole series now," Tom adds, flipping back through his sketchbook to show earlier drawings. Each page reveals Emma in different moments - reading, laughing, lost in thought.

Ryan shifts in his chair, the leather creaking beneath him. His expression has grown increasingly stormy as he watches Marc's hands work Emma's shoulders, sees Dan's fingers splayed possessively on her thigh, observes Tom sharing his private sketches.

"Anyone actually planning to watch a movie?" Ryan's voice carries an edge that makes Emma's skin prickle. "Or is this just another excuse for-"

"Actually," Emma interrupts, sitting up straighter and dislodging Marc's hands, "I wanted to talk about this stupid teacher conference I have to attend next week..."

"Oh?" Dan's hand remains warm on her thigh. "The one up north?"

"Two whole nights at the ‘Crown & Thistle’ pub and hotel," Emma pouts, leaning back against the sofa. "Middle of nowhere, Buxton of all places. In November!"

Marc looks up from his position by her feet. "When is this, querida?"

"Week after next. Just as the weather's turning properly cold too." She wiggles her toes against Marc's thigh. "Going to miss my hot men keeping me warm."

Ryan's whisky glass hits the side table harder than necessary. The sharp sound makes everyone jump slightly.

"You could come visit before you go," Dan suggests, his thumb tracing circles on her thigh. "I've got a free evening next Tuesday..."

"Or stop by the restaurant Monday night," Marc adds with a wink. "I'll make sure you're well fed before your journey."

Tom doesn't speak, but his meaningful glance at the collar around her neck makes his invitation clear.

"Well, some of us have actual work in the morning," Ryan stands abruptly, smoothing his jumper. "Unlike teachers who get to play around at conferences."

The bitter edge in his voice makes Emma frown. "What's that supposed to mean?"

"Nothing. Early meeting in the city. Must go." He grabs his coat, barely making eye contact. "Jordan, thanks for the invite."

The slam of the front door echoes through the room, followed by a moment of weighted silence. Emma notices the others exchanging meaningful looks.

"What?" she asks, straightening the shoulder of her dress that had slipped down again.

Dan's fingers trace along her shoulder, warm through the cashmere. "You really don't see it?"

"See what?"

Tom joins the conversation, itself rare, "He's been mad for you since Oxford."

"Ryan? Don't be ridiculous." Emma scoffs, but Jordan's words from their countryside walk echo in her mind. She remembers her husband's knowing smile, his cryptic comments about Ryan's attention.

Marc laughs softly from his position on the floor cushions. "Mi amor, he watches you like a starving man at a feast. Has done for years."

"You're all mental," Emma shakes her head, but even as she says it, memories start to surface - the intensity of Ryan's gaze during movie nights, the way he always seems to know what she's posted on Instagram, how he tenses when the others touch her. "He's just a dickhead. Always has been."

Jordan sets his glass down, leaning forward in his chair. "He'll be okay, love. Just needs time to adjust to... all this." He gestures to their intimate gathering. "It's a lot to process when you've wanted someone for so long."

"I can't believe none of you told me," Emma says, finally allowing herself to consider the possibility.

"Would you have believed us?" Dan asks, his thumb resuming its gentle circles on her thigh. "Besides, you were always too busy arguing with him to notice."

"I still don't believe you. The man is still a prick."

The tension that had filled the room during Ryan's presence begins to dissipate. Marc shifts from his floor cushions to the sofa, pulling Emma's feet into his lap.

"Right, let's lighten the mood," Jordan announces, reaching for the remote. "Bridesmaids? Always makes you laugh, Em."

"Perfect," Emma sighs, letting herself relax back into the sofa. The Ryan revelation has left her oddly unsettled, but the familiar comfort of her lovers soon soothes her. Marc's skilled fingers work at her feet, while Dan's arm drapes casually around her shoulders.

Tom sets his sketchbook aside, moving closer to share the latest photos from their shoot on his phone. "These came out well," he murmurs, showing her one where the collar catches the light perfectly. His fingers brush against hers as he swipes through the collection, each touch deliberate and careful.

"You've got quite the artistic portfolio building up," Jordan comments with evident pride, catching Emma's eye. "Between Tom's photos and his sketches..."

"And Marc's kitchen counter photos," Dan adds with a grin, earning him a playful swat from Emma.

"Those are private," she protests, but can't help smiling at the memory. Marc's hand squeezes her ankle in response.

The movie plays in the background, but none of them are really watching. Instead, they trade gentle touches and knowing looks, the atmosphere intimate but comfortable. Emma finds herself grateful for how naturally they've all adapted to this arrangement - how their years of friendship have evolved into something deeper without losing its foundation.

"You know," Dan says during a quiet moment as the credits roll, his lips close to her ear, "I could come over Monday night. Help you pack for the conference."

"Mmm, but Marc's already offered dinner," she teases, wiggling her toes against Marc's thigh.

"Tuesday lunch?" Tom suggests quietly, fingers playing with the D-ring on her collar.

Jordan watches them all with warm amusement. "My wife's dance card is getting rather full," he comments, but his tone carries nothing but satisfaction.

Marc raises his glass. "To our unique arrangement, then. And to the couple who make it possible."

"Here's to that," Dan agrees, while Tom nods, a rare smile playing across his lips.

They all stand, and Emma feels a flutter of excitement as each friend approaches for their goodbye. These kisses are different now that Ryan's gone - not kisses from friends, lovers kisses, weighted with meaning and desire.

Dan's kiss is deep but gentle, his rugby-player frame enveloping her completely. Marc follows with characteristic passion, murmuring "dulces sueños" against her lips. Tom's kiss is surprisingly assertive, his fingers brushing her collar as if to remind her of her time with him.

The three friends leave together, their new dynamic obvious in their easy camaraderie. Emma watches from the doorway as they disappear into the November night, sharing jokes and playful shoves like schoolboys.

"Bedroom, now!" Jordan orders once she's closed the door. His eyes are dark with desire as she turns to him.

Upstairs, Emma strips off the cashmere dress in one fluid motion, then her underwear follows, leaving only the leather collar. She sprawls across their bed, one hand sliding between her thighs. "Take a photo for me?"

Jordan grabs her phone, finding the perfect angle as Emma's fingers begin to move. The resulting image is artfully erotica - the collar visible, her hand positioned just so, her face turned away but showing her biting her lower lip.

She sends it to each of them individually, avoiding Ryan and the group chat - Tom, Marc, and Dan - with a simple "Goodnight x".

Within moments, three dots appear in each chat window as her lovers begin to respond.

◆◆◆

The Aston's engine growls as Ryan accelerates through the gates of his Richmond estate, his usual precision driving abandoned. He can't shake the image of Emma's face when he'd stormed out - that mixture of confusion and what looked dangerously like pity. The car fishtails slightly on the gravel drive, and he welcomes the surge of adrenaline, anything to drown out the memory of her laughter at Dan's jokes, the casual intimacy as Marc fed her tapas bites.

Inside the mansion, Ryan moves through the dark rooms like a ghost in his own home. The sound of his footsteps echoes off marble floors and bounces between art-covered walls chosen by his interior designer. Everything perfect, everything empty. His hand shakes slightly as he reaches for the light switch in his study, and he pulls back, preferring the near darkness.

He yanks his cashmere jumper over his head, not caring if it stretches, and tosses it somewhere in the darkness. The movement releases Emma's scent - that subtle mix of jasmine and something uniquely her that had drifted past when he'd made his dramatic exit. Ryan curses under his breath, running both hands through his hair, destroying the careful styling. He'd maintained his composure through a hundred million-pound deals, faced down the most ruthless CEOs in London, and now he's losing it because of his best friend's wife.

Ryan reaches for the Macallan 25 whisky with hands that won't steady. The crystal decanter clinks against the glass too hard, betraying him like everything else tonight. He catches his reflection in the window - designer shirt rumpled, hair dishevelled, eyes haunted. Not quite the image cultivated for the Financial Times' "40 Under 40" profile. The usual mask of controlled indifference has slipped, revealing someone he barely recognizes.

His phone buzzes. The group chat he muted an hour ago still active. He imagines them all there: Jordan opening another wine bottle, Dan telling one of his teaching stories that always make Emma laugh, her head thrown back, throat exposed. The crystal tumbler cracks against the window as he hurls it, amber liquid trailing down imported wallpaper. The sound is satisfying for exactly two seconds before shame floods in.

Standing in the dark, surrounded by the evidence of everything he's achieved, Ryan finally admits that none of it means anything. His empire of empty rooms and offshore accounts, his carefully curated image, all of it hollow. He'd pushed Emma away for years, hiding behind sarcasm and carefully crafted disdain, telling himself it was loyalty to Jordan. The truth - that he'd been terrified of how she made him feel - sits like ice in his stomach.

◆◆◆

In his office, Ryan's fingers move automatically across the keyboard, logging into the DarkDomReader account he'd created after finding her "tame" books that first night. The expensive laptop screen bathes his face in blue light as Emma's Instagram profile loads. Six-thousand followers now. He remembers when she had barely five hundred, just starting to review romance novels with shy smiles and carefully angled shots.

He scrolls backwards through her feed, torturing himself with her evolution. Recent posts show her confidence blooming - posed with deliberately spicy books, knowing smiles, the black collar from Tom's photoshoot that had him hard in meetings all day. His cursor hovers over the latest image: Emma in his favourite armchair, her emerald lingerie barely visible beneath a silk robe, holding "The Diamond Club" with a caption about power dynamics that he knows was meant for him.

The comments below each photo make his jaw clench. Dan's apparently innocent remarks about teaching metaphors. Marc's Spanish endearments. Tom's artistic observations about light and shadow. All of them touching her tonight while he sat there, dying inside, watching Jordan encourage their casual intimacy. His own DarkDomReader comments scatter throughout - carefully crafted responses about dominance and submission that had made her blush, back when he could still pretend this was just a game.

Ryan opens their private message thread, masochistically reading through exchanges that had grown increasingly explicit. He'd felt powerful then, safely hidden behind his screen, directing her sexual awakening while maintaining distance in person. Now those same messages mock him - proof that the only way he could be honest with Emma was through a fake account. The great Ryan Shepherd, who closes billion-pound deals without blinking, too much of a coward to admit he's in love with his best friend's wife.

The whisky burns as Ryan opens his personal memories folder, the one that he's been hiding from for several years. Hidden in a folder marked 'Legacy Business Plans' are hundreds of photos from Oxford, meticulously saved and catalogued. He clicks on the first - Fresher's Week, all of them so young. Emma in that ridiculous college sweatshirt, wine staining her white shirt after literally running into Jordan. Ryan remembers stepping forward with his handkerchief, making some cutting remark about spatial awareness while dabbing at her collar, her wide green eyes looking up at him.

Photo after photo documents moments he'd pretended meant nothing. Emma falling asleep against his shoulder during a film society screening, her hair tickling his neck. Teaching her to play pool in their local, standing too close while adjusting her grip on the cue. That Christmas party where she'd worn the green dress that matched her eyes, and he'd made excuses to leave early, unable to watch her dance with Jordan.

His throat tightens at a candid shot from their final year - Emma in the library, surrounded by revision notes, golden afternoon light making her auburn hair glow. He'd taken that photo himself, claiming it was for their yearbook. He'd actually spent hours staring at it in his room, hating himself for wanting his best friend's girlfriend.

The most recent Oxford photo shows their graduation. Everyone's laughing except Ryan, who's looking at Emma while she kisses Jordan. He remembers the exact moment - how he'd decided right then to take the job in London, to put distance between them. Fat lot of good that did. Instead of fading, his feelings had festered, turning into this bitter thing that made him push her away with sarcasm and disdain, anything to stop himself from reaching for her.

Ryan carries his laptop to the master bedroom, the king-size bed mocking him with its emptiness. He'd bought this massive house because it looked impressive in banking magazines, but tonight its echoing spaces feel like a self-imposed prison. His fingers trace across Emma's face on the screen, remembering how she'd felt pressed against him during that one Christmas dance years ago, before he'd manufactured an emergency call and fled.

He opens a new browser tab, types 'EmmasSpicyReads' for the thousandth time. Her latest post loads - a review of that BDSM novel he'd recommended as DarkDomReader. The comments are full of their coded conversation about dominance and trust. He'd felt so clever, so in control behind his anonymous account. Now each message reads like a confession: every book recommendation a love letter, every discussion of power dynamics a plea for her to see him, the real him.

"Fuck." The word escapes him as he finally admits what he's been denying for years. "I love her." Speaking it aloud makes his chest constrict painfully. "I'm in love with my best friend's wife." The truth of it hits him like a physical blow, driving the air from his lungs. He loves the way she bites her lip when thinking, how her eyes flash when he challenges her, her quiet strength and growing confidence. He loves her intelligence, her passion for books, even her ridiculous romance novel addiction.

The realization crashes through every wall he's built. He loves Emma - not just wants her, not just lusts after her, but loves her completely. And he's been too much of a coward to admit it, hiding behind wealth and arrogance, pushing her away because having her hate him was easier than watching her love Jordan. Now she's sharing herself with their friends, growing into this magnificent, confident woman, and he's alone in his giant empty house, drowning in regret.

His phone feels heavy in his hand as he pulls up Jordan's contact. His thumb hovers over the call button - it's after midnight, but Jordan's probably still awake, probably still with the others, with Emma. What would he even say? 'Sorry I stormed out, I've just been in love with your wife since Oxford'? Ryan barks out a laugh that sounds dangerously close to a sob.

He types out a message instead: 'I need to tell you something.' Deletes it. 'We should talk.' Deletes that too. 'I'm sorry.' The words mock him on the screen before he erases them. With a growl of frustration, he hurls the phone across the room. It hits the wall with a satisfying crack, falling somewhere behind the Italian leather armchair.

Standing unsteadily, Ryan moves to his wall of windows. The stunning Richmond Park stretches out below, moonlight painting the countryside silver. He rests his forehead against the cool glass, closing his eyes. The image of Emma comes unbidden - not tonight's version surrounded by their friends, but that first day at Oxford, wine-stained shirt and apologetic smile. All these years of pushing her away, and for what? So, he could stand alone in this enormous house, watching her bloom without him?

Something has to change. He retrieves his phone, screen now cracked but still functioning. Opens Emma's Instagram one last time, looks at her confident smile. He wants to be part of that transformation; he wants more than just the sexual relationship the others have. He wants... everything. The question is how to reach for it without betraying his oldest friend.

"Enough running," he whispers to his reflection. He doesn't have a plan yet, but for the first time in years, Ryan feels something close to hope. Whatever happens next, he's done hiding.


14: The Storm in the North

Emma shifts in her uncomfortable conference chair, trying to find a position that doesn't make her back ache. The elderly speaker drones on about Shakespeare's use of iambic pentameter - as if she hasn't covered this a thousand times in her classroom. The dated conference room of the Crown & Thistle doesn't help, with its faded floral wallpaper and squeaky floorboards that announce every late arrival.

She can see the grey Derbyshire hills beyond the car park through the sash window beside her. The hotel sits exposed on the B-road between Buxton and Bakewell, and right now those hills are disappearing behind increasingly heavy snow. The weather had been clear when she'd arrived yesterday, but now...

Her phone vibrates against her thigh. Emma glances around guiltily, but the other teachers are either frantically taking notes or trying not to fall asleep. She slides her phone out just enough to check the notification.

BBC Weather Alert: Severe weather warning issued for Southern England and Midlands. Heavy snow is expected to cause significant disruption...

Emma's stomach tightens. She was supposed to stay another night, heading back to London tomorrow morning fresh, but if the snow's moving up from the south... She glances out the window again. The fat flakes are falling faster now, already settling on the cars below.

The speaker changes slides with a wheezing cough, and Emma uses the momentary disruption to open her weather app properly. Her heart sinks at the radar image - a massive band of snow sweeping northward. The prediction shows the Peak District getting hit hard overnight.

"As we can see in Act Three..." the speaker continues, but Emma's barely listening now. She's calculating distances in her head. The Crown & Thistle is a good three and a half hours from London in perfect conditions. If the snow's already settling...

Another quick glance confirms the car park is turning white. The hotel's notorious for getting cut off in bad weather - she'd heard the staff joking about it at breakfast, calling it "The Trap" in winter. The idea of being stuck here for days makes her chest tight. No Jordan, no friends, just Shakespeare lectures and that awful squeaky radiator in her room that kept her awake half the night.

Emma opens WhatsApp, fingers hovering over the group chat. Jordan's at work, but he always keeps his phone close. The others too - they'd know what to do. But asking for help means admitting she's worried, and Emma hates showing weakness. Still...

The snow swirls harder outside, and that decides it. Emma starts typing:

Guys, bit of a situation. Weather's turning bad here, BBC saying a massive snowstorm coming up from south. Think I need to get out today instead of tomorrow. Any suggestions? Don't fancy being trapped in middle of nowhere...

She sends it before she can second-guess herself, then forces her attention back to the speaker. Something about meter and rhythm, but her mind's on escape routes. The train station's four miles away in Buxton. Maybe if she left now...

Her phone buzzes again - Jordan.

Just checked - trains are already being cancelled babe. Don't risk station, you'll be stranded there instead. Let me check options.

Emma's hands are trembling slightly as she replies: Thanks love. Getting properly worried now. Snow's really coming down.

The group chat explodes with activity. Marc offers his car but admits the range might be tight in his electric vehicle. Dan's teaching and can't get away. Tom's in the middle of a shoot.

Then Jordan again: Ryan's in Newcastle for that merger meeting. He'll be driving back down M1 anyway. Could divert to get you?

Emma's heart sinks. Of course, it would have to be Ryan bloody Shepherd. Mr "I'm-too-important-for-basic-courtesy" himself. She can already imagine his smug face, acting like he's doing her some massive favour.

The speaker clicks to another slide, and Emma realizes she's been grinding her teeth. But what choice does she have? The snow's getting heavier by the minute, and the hills around the hotel are starting to disappear into the whiteness.

Before she can reply, another message pops up - from Ryan himself:

For fuck's sake. Fine. Send me the hotel details. But if we get stuck because you can't handle a bit of snow, Williams...

Typical Ryan. Emma takes a deep breath, reminding herself that any rescue is better than none. She sends him the hotel's website link, complete with directions from the M1. It's not exactly on his route - he'll have to divert west through the Peak District - but she's not about to point that out.

Thanks, she types back curtly. I'll be in reception from 6pm.

His reply is just an eye-rolling emoji, which somehow manages to be more irritating than actual words. Emma slides her phone away, forcing herself to focus on the presentation. But her mind keeps drifting to the snow, to the hours ahead, to the prospect of being trapped in a car with Ryan Shepherd.

◆◆◆

Emma nurses her second gin and tonic at the Crown & Thistle's bar, watching the chaos unfold around her. The lobby has transformed into something resembling a refugee centre, with stranded conference attendees wheeling suitcases and arguing with the increasingly harried reception staff. Through the hotel's ancient windows, the snow falls in thick curtains, already a couple of inches deep in places.

Her phone buzzes - Jordan again.

How's the wait going, love? Ryan's last update had him about an hour away.

Emma smiles, despite her situation. Trust Jordan to be monitoring everything. She types back: Bit mental here. Everyone's panicking about rooms. Glad I kept mine as a backup. Miss you xx

The response is instant: Smart girl. Always thinking ahead ;) Miss you too. Stay safe xx

A commotion at reception draws her attention. Sandra from the Leeds comprehensive is practically crying, her perfectly styled hair now frazzled. "What do you mean there are no rooms left? I’ve been staying here the last two days!"

The receptionist - Emma thinks her name is Jenny - maintains an admirable professional calm. "I'm so sorry, but we're fully booked now. The last room went ten minutes ago. We can help you find nearby alternatives..."

Emma takes another sip of gin, grateful for her room key safely tucked in her handbag. She'd decided to keep her small double room until Ryan arrived, just in case he failed to make it. The gin is making her feel slightly smug about that decision, though she knows she should probably feel guilty watching her fellow teachers panic.

Her phone lights up with a message from Ryan: 40 mins. Roads are fucking terrible. You better appreciate this, Williams.

Emma rolls her eyes, typing back: My hero with enough sarcasm that she hopes it translates through text. Then, because she should probably be civil: Drive carefully though.

Through the window, she watches another teacher's husband trying to navigate their Prius out of the car park. The wheels spin uselessly in the deepening snow. Two other stranded guests rush out to help push, disappearing up to their knees in white powder.

"The A6 is completely blocked now," announces a man coming in from the cold, stamping snow from his boots. "Nothing getting through to Buxton or south to Bakewell. Police are turning cars back."

A fresh wave of panic ripples through the lobby. Emma checks her phone again - no signal now. The hotel's Wi-Fi is still working, thankfully, and WhatsApp messages are getting through. She opens her chat with Jordan.

Roads getting worse. Ryan says 40 mins. Hope he makes it before everything's completely blocked.

Jordan's response is reassuring: He'll get there. That fancy Aston of his must have some use besides showing off. Keep me posted xx

Emma smiles, but it's tight with worry. She watches another couple trudge in from outside, snow coating their shoulders. The man at reception is shaking his head before they even reach the desk. "Fully booked, I'm afraid..."

The bartender appears with a fresh G&T. "On the house," he says with a sympathetic smile. "Looks like you might need it."

"Thanks," Emma manages, though her stomach is too knotted to drink it. She checks her phone again. No new messages from Ryan. The snow seems to be falling even harder now, if that's possible. The car park is just a white expanse, individual vehicles now merely suggesting their shapes under thick snow blankets.

A text from Dan pops up: Any sign of His Lordship yet?

Emma smirks at the nickname. Still waiting. Think he might have to ditch the Aston and arrive by dog sled at this rate.

Ha! Would pay to see that. Bet he's loving playing Knight in Shining Armour though.

Emma's about to type a suitably cutting response when the hotel's main door swings open, bringing a blast of freezing air and swirling snow. And there, brushing white flakes from his woollen coat, is Ryan Shepherd himself.

Their eyes meet across the lobby. He looks irritated, tired, and unfairly handsome with snowflakes melting in his dark hair. Emma's heart does something complicated in her chest - probably just relief at the prospect of rescue, she tells herself firmly.

◆◆◆

"We're not going anywhere, Williams," he announces without preamble, making a beeline for the bar. "I could barely get the Aston into the car park. Roads are completely fucked." He signals the bartender. "Double Macallan, neat."

Emma's heart sinks. "What do you mean we're not going anywhere? We must get back to London!"

"Unless your Instagram followers can magic us a snowplough, we're stuck here." Ryan downs half his whisky in one go. "Christ, what a day. First, the Newcastle meeting goes to shit, now this."

Emma watches him shake snow from his hair, trying to quell her rising panic. "Well... we need to sort you a room then."

Ryan's bitter laugh tells her he's already spotted the chaos at reception. "Good luck with that. Reminds me of that disaster at the Oxford Union ball when the fire alarm went off - same panicked crowd trying to get out."

Nevertheless, he strides over to the desk, queue be damned. Emma follows, cringing at how he practically pushes past Sandra-from-Leeds. Money and privilege roll off him in waves as he addresses the receptionist.

"I need a room. Best you've got." He pulls out his black Amex card. "Price isn't an issue."

Jenny the receptionist looks terrified. "I'm so sorry, sir, but we're completely full. The storm..."

"Look," Ryan leans forward, turning on his boardroom charm. "I'm sure we can come to some arrangement. Someone must have cancelled..."

"There's literally nothing," Jenny insists. "Every room is occupied, including the staff emergency room. We've even got people sleeping in the conference rooms."

Emma watches Ryan's jaw tighten. She can practically hear his teeth grinding. Finally, she clears her throat. "I still have my room," she offers reluctantly. "Small double, but better than the conference room floor."

Ryan turns to her, eyes narrowing. "Absolutely not."

"Don't be ridiculous," Emma snaps, her teacher's voice emerging. "It's this or nothing. I'm not having you sleep in your car and freeze to death. Jordan would never forgive me."

At Jordan's name, something flickers across Ryan's face. He downs the rest of his whisky. "Fine. Let me get my bag from the car before it's completely buried."

Emma pulls out her phone while he battles the elements again. Her special new ‘lovers’ group chat is already buzzing.

Definitely stuck here, she types. Roads are completely blocked. Ryan's having to share my room - don't get excited, it's tiny and he's already sulking.

Jordan responds first: Better than him risking the drive. Stay safe, both of you. Try not to kill each other? xx

Dan adds: Fifty quid says Ryan complains about the thread count of the sheets

Marc chimes in with a string of suggestive emojis that Emma chooses to ignore.

Ryan returns with his overnight bag, snow coating his shoulders, and Emma leads the way back to her room, just a floor up. He looks around the small room with poorly disguised disdain. "Christ, it's like a prison cell."

Emma rolls her eyes. "It's perfectly fine. Look, we might as well make the best of it. The restaurant here is decent - want to get dinner? Better than sitting here glaring at each other all night."

Ryan runs a hand through his snow-damp hair, looking surprisingly vulnerable momentarily. "Yeah, all right. Let me get changed first. Some of us didn't plan on getting stranded in the Peak District today."

Emma sends a quick message to the group: Going to dinner with his Lordship. If you don't hear from either of us in two hours, assume we've murdered each other.

Tom replies instantly: My money's on Emma.

She smiles, tucking her phone away. At least they can get a decent meal before dealing with the sleeping arrangements. Though looking at Ryan's thunderous expression as he unpacks his case, she suspects that conversation won't be fun.


◆◆◆




After what feels like an eternity of bathroom negotiations and passive-aggressive sighs from Ryan about the water pressure, they finally make it to the restaurant. Emma's changed into a cream cashmere jumper dress - one of Ryan's expensive Christmas gifts that she'd brought for the conference dinner, though she tries not to think about that now. Her hair is freshly dried, and she's touched up her makeup, refusing to let the situation defeat her.

Ryan, despite his complaints, looks unfairly good in a fresh crisp shirt. Emma catches a whiff of his cologne as they follow the maître d' to their table - something subtle that makes her stomach flip traitorously.

"I did try to get separate tables," Ryan mutters as they're seated, glowering at the intimate table for two. "Place is packed though."

Emma rolls her eyes. "Yes, you mentioned. Three times." She picks up the wine list before he can grab it. "I'm choosing. You'll only complain about their selection anyway."

To her surprise, Ryan's lips twitch slightly. "Fair point." He looks around the busy restaurant, taking in the other stranded conference attendees. "At least we got a proper table. Some poor bastards are eating off their laps in the bar."

The waitress appears, looking frazzled but professional. Emma orders a bottle of Châteauneuf-du-Pape before Ryan can object.

"Not bad, Williams," he admits as the waitress hurries off. "Though God knows how long it's been in their cellar."

"Oh, shush." Emma finds herself smiling despite everything. "You know, this would be a lot less painful if you'd stop acting like you're being tortured. The food's actually quite good here."

Ryan studies the menu with exaggerated scepticism. "If you say so." But there's less bite in his tone now.

The wine arrives, and Emma watches with amusement as Ryan goes through his usual tasting ritual. She's seen it enough at group dinners - the swirling, the sniffing, the contemplative sip. Finally, he nods. "Acceptable."

"High praise indeed," Emma laughs. The wine and the warmth of the restaurant are helping her relax, despite her companion. "You know, you're quite funny when you're not trying so hard to be awful."

Ryan looks up sharply, but something in her expression makes him smile - a real one this time, not his usual smirk. "And you're quite tolerable when you're not being deliberately provocative."

"Provocative?" Emma raises an eyebrow. "Says the man who spent last movie night making snide comments about my book reviews?"

"Ah yes, your... reviews." Ryan's eyes darken slightly. "Tell me, does Jordan enjoy watching you film those as much as he enjoys watching you with the others?"

Emma feels heat rise in her cheeks, but she refuses to be embarrassed. "Actually, yes. He does. Though I'm sure you know that, given how closely you follow my account."

Ryan takes another sip of wine, his grey eyes intense over the rim of the glass. "You seem... different lately. Since starting your adventures with our friends. More confident."

"I am," Emma admits. She's not sure if it's the wine or the strange intimacy of being stranded together, but she finds herself continuing. "It's liberating, being able to explore that side of myself. Dan's gentleness, Marc's passion, Tom's artistic dominance... they each bring something different."

"And Jordan? He's okay with all of it?"

Emma smiles softly, thinking of her husband. "More than okay. He loves seeing me fulfilled, desired. It's brought us closer."

The waitress returns for their orders. Ryan opts for the beef fillet, while Emma chooses the sea bass. When they're alone again, Ryan's expression has turned thoughtful.

"You know, when you first told everyone about this new... arrangement, I thought you were making a huge mistake." He traces the rim of his wine glass. "I thought Jordan was insane for agreeing."

"And now?" Emma finds herself leaning forward slightly.

"Now..." Ryan meets her eyes. "Now I think I might have been wrong. You're glowing with it. Even when you're reviewing those ridiculous books of yours."

Emma laughs, but there's a tension crackling between them now. "They're not ridiculous. Well, not all of them. Some are quite... educational."

Ryan's reply is cut off by the arrival of their starters. The conversation shifts to safer topics - work, mutual friends, and memories from university. But underneath it all, Emma feels something building, an electricity she's been trying to ignore for months.

The wine bottle empties gradually, and Emma finds herself studying Ryan when he's not looking. The way his hands move as he talks, the strong line of his jaw, the intensity in his eyes when he's making a point. He's still infuriating, still arrogant, still Ryan... but something has shifted in the atmosphere between them.

"Should we order another bottle?" Ryan asks as he pours the last of the wine into their glasses.

Emma checks her phone - no signal now, but it's past ten. "Better not. We should probably head up soon. Long day tomorrow, being stranded and all."

Ryan nods, but neither of them moves to leave. The restaurant has emptied somewhat, the lighting seems lower, and Emma's very aware of how intimate their table feels.

"Emma..." Ryan starts, then stops, uncharacteristically hesitant.

The waitress appears with their bill, breaking the moment. Ryan hands over his card before she can protest, and soon they're walking back toward the tiny room they'll have to share.

The tension follows them up the stairs, and Emma finds herself wondering what exactly she's gotten herself into.

◆◆◆

The small double room feels even tinier now they're both back inside preparing for bed. Emma busies herself with her overnight bag, very aware of Ryan's looming presence behind her. The radiator clanks and wheezes, filling the awkward silence.

"I'll use the bathroom first," Emma announces, grabbing her pyjamas - a modest silk camisole and shorts set that suddenly feels far too revealing. "Won't be long."

In the bathroom, she takes longer than necessary, going through her full skincare routine while trying to calm her racing thoughts. The wine has left her slightly fuzzy-headed, and Ryan's cologne still lingers in her senses. When she finally emerges, Ryan's removed his shirt, standing there in a tight white t-shirt that does nothing to hide his athletic build.

"I'll sleep on the floor," he announces, eyeing the narrow double bed with disdain.

Emma sighs heavily. "Don't be ridiculous, the floor's freezing and rock hard. We're both adults, we can share a bed without it being weird."

Ryan's jaw tightens. "Adults? Is that what we're calling it now?"

"What's that supposed to mean?"

"Nothing." He grabs his washbag. "Just thinking about your definition of 'adult' behaviour lately."

Emma feels heat rise in her cheeks. "If you've got something to say, Ryan, just say it."

"Well, you are the expert on sleeping with your friends now, aren't you?" His voice is carefully neutral, but there's an edge to it that makes Emma's stomach flip.

She crosses her arms, standing her ground. "Yes, actually, I am. And you know what? I'm not ashamed of it. Jordan and I are happier than ever."

"Oh, I'm sure Jordan's thrilled. His wife working her way through all his mates. Very modern."

The words hang in the air between them, sharp and dangerous. Emma feels something snap inside her, years of tension finally reaching breaking point.

"You know what your problem is, Ryan? You're jealous. You can't stand that I'm happy, that I'm confident, that I'm enjoying myself. You hate that you're the only one not involved."

Ryan takes a step toward her, his grey eyes darkening. "Jealous? Of what exactly? Your little book reviews? Your Instagram thirst traps? The way you parade around at movie nights now, practically in Dan's lap?"

"At least Dan knows how to treat a woman with respect," Emma shoots back. "Instead of being a condescending prick who thinks his money makes him better than everyone else."

They're standing closer now, the tension crackling between them. Emma can see Ryan's chest rising and falling rapidly, she can smell that maddening cologne again. The room suddenly feels very small, very warm despite the snow falling outside.

"You want to talk about respect?" Ryan's voice has dropped lower, dangerous. "Let's talk about those DMs you've been exchanging with DarkDomReader. Let's talk about how wet you get reading his messages during school breaks..."

Emma's heart stops. The pieces suddenly click into place - the writing style, the literary references, the way DarkDomReader always seemed to know exactly which buttons to push. She stares at Ryan, watching his expression shift from anger to something else entirely.

"You..." she whispers but can't finish the sentence. The implications are too overwhelming, too loaded with months of built-up tension and denied attraction.

The radiator clanks again in the silence, but neither of them moves. They're standing too close now, the air between them electric with possibility and danger.

The revelation hangs between them, heavy with months of denied attraction and years of carefully maintained antagonism. Emma's mind races through every DarkDomReader message, every loaded comment, every knowing reference to her most private fantasies.

"You absolute bastard," she whispers, her voice trembling with rage and something darker. "All this time..."

Ryan doesn't back away. His grey eyes are almost black with intensity, his breathing is ragged. "What did you expect, Emma? Watching you with them, reading your reviews, seeing you become this... goddess of sexuality. Do you know what it's been like?"

"Don't you dare," Emma hisses. "Don't you dare act like you're the victim here. You've been manipulating me, playing with me-"

"Playing with you?" Ryan's laugh is harsh. "Like you haven't been playing with all of us? Prancing around in those little outfits, letting Dan touch you, letting Marc feed you from his fingers-"

The crack of Emma's palm against his cheek echoes in the small room. Ryan's head snaps to the side, a red mark blooming where she struck him. For a moment, neither of them moves.

Then Ryan's hand shoots out, catching her wrist. In one fluid motion, he spins her, pinning her against the wall beside the squeaking radiator. His body presses against hers, hard and unyielding. Emma can feel every inch of him against her, his body hot against hers, making her feel helpless in his strong grip.

"Is this what you wanted?" he growls, his lips inches from hers. "To make me lose control? To break my famous composure?"

Emma tries to speak, but before she can form words, Ryan's mouth crashes down on hers. The kiss is brutal, all teeth and tongue and years of pent-up desire. She bites his lower lip hard enough to taste copper, and he groans into her mouth.

Her free hand finds his hair, yanking hard. Ryan retaliates by pressing his thigh between her legs, making her gasp. He uses the opportunity to deepen the kiss, his tongue claiming her mouth with the same arrogant confidence he shows in everything.

"I hate you," Emma manages between kisses, even as her body arches against him. "I hate how much I want you."

"Liar," Ryan snarls, releasing her wrist to grab her hips. "You've wanted this as long as I have. Every fight, every argument, every snippy little comment - it's all been foreplay."

His hands slide under her silk camisole, rough palms against smooth skin. Emma moans despite herself, her nails raking down his back through the thin t-shirt. She can feel his erection pressing against her stomach, impossibly hard.

"Tell me to stop," Ryan demands, his voice rough as he attacks her neck with teeth and tongue. "Tell me you don't think about my messages when you're alone in bed. Tell me you haven't imagined this."

Instead of answering, Emma grabs his t-shirt and pulls it up over his head, throwing it to the ground. Her hands find his chest, perfectly muscled and burning hot under her palms. Ryan makes a sound like he's been shot.

"Fuck," he groans, lifting her easily. Emma wraps her legs around his waist instinctively, grinding against him as he carries her toward the bed. "Do you know how many times I've imagined this? How many nights I've laid awake thinking about taking you?"

Emma bites his shoulder through the ruined shirt. "Show me," she challenges, her voice husky with need. "Show me what DarkDomReader really wants to do to me."

Ryan's eyes flash dangerously as he throws her onto the narrow bed. He stands over her, chest heaving, the marks from her nails visible on his skin. "Be careful what you wish for, Williams," he warns, reaching for his belt. "I'm not gentle like Dan or romantic like Marc."

Emma props herself up on her elbows, watching him with dark eyes. "Maybe I don't want gentle," she whispers, spotting something snap in Ryan's expression.

Before Ryan can move, Emma launches herself up, catching him off guard. She pushes him onto his back, straddling his hips in one fluid motion. The silk of her camisole slides against his thighs as she pins his wrists above his head.

"Not so fast, Shepherd," she purrs, rolling her hips against his obvious erection. "You don't get to control this just because you're DarkDomReader. All those messages, all that manipulation..." She grinds down harder, making him groan. "You owe me."

Ryan's eyes are wild, his perfectly styled hair a mess from her earlier assault. "Fuck, Emma," he gasps as she rocks against him again. "You have no idea what you do to me."

"Oh, I think I do," she says, leaning down to bite his neck. "All those comments about my reviews, my photos... you were jealous. Desperate." Her tongue traces the shell of his ear. "Wanting what Jordan has, what Dan gets to touch, what Marc tastes..."

Ryan bucks up against her, trying to flip them, but Emma holds firm. She's stronger than she looks, and right now she's powered by years of frustrated desire.

"Tell me,” She demands, releasing one wrist to rake her nails down his chest. "Tell me how long you've wanted me."

"Since university," Ryan admits through gritted teeth, his free hand gripping her hip hard enough to bruise. "That night at the summer ball, in that green dress... Christ, Emma, I wanted to bend you over the library table right there."

Emma rewards his honesty by grinding slower, more deliberately. She can feel how hard he is through his expensive trousers, he’s bigger than she'd imagined - and she'd imagined plenty while reading his alter-ego’s messages.

"And now?" she asks, voice honey-sweet with danger. "Watching me with our friends? Reading my reviews? Knowing exactly what I like?"

Ryan's control snaps. In one powerful movement, he flips them over, pinning Emma beneath him. His weight presses her into the mattress as he captures her wrists in one large hand.

"Now?" he growls, his free hand pushing up her camisole. "Now I'm going to show you exactly what those messages promised. Every dirty thought, every filthy fantasy..." His thumb brushes her nipple, making her arch. "Everything I've wanted to do to you for years."

Emma wraps her legs around his waist, pulling him closer. "Big words from someone who's still all talk," she taunts, knowing exactly how to push his buttons. "DarkDomReader was very... detailed about his plans."

Ryan's eyes darken impossibly further. He releases her wrists to grab her camisole, tearing it clean down the middle. Emma gasps at the display of strength, heat flooding between her legs.

"You want details?" Ryan's voice is pure sin as his hand slides down her stomach. "How about how wet you got reading about being bent over a desk? Or tied up and teased for hours?" His fingers find her through her silk shorts, pressing against her soaked core. "Fuck, you're drenched already."

Emma moans, her hips rising to meet his touch. "You're not the only one who's been thinking about this," she admits, reaching between them to palm him through his trousers. Her eyes widen slightly at what she feels.

Ryan smirks, that familiar arrogant expression made feral with desire. "What's wrong, Williams? Bigger than you expected?"

Instead of answering, Emma uses her grip on him to pull him down into a bruising kiss. Their tongues battle for dominance as she works at his belt, desperate now to see all of him.

"Wait," Ryan pants against her mouth. "Jordan... we should..."

"He knows," Emma gasps between kisses. "He's known all along. Known we'd end up here."

Ryan groans, dropping his forehead to her shoulder. "Fucking hell, Emma. You'll be the death of me."

She bites his earlobe, hard. "Less talking, more fucking. Show me what Ryan Shepherd can really do."

The last threads of Ryan's control begin to unravel as Emma's hand finally finds its way inside his trousers, and the storm outside seems to grow wilder in sympathy.

◆◆◆

Emma's breath catches as she finally frees Ryan’s manhood. Her hand wraps around him - or tries to, her fingers barely meeting around his girth. He's impossibly thick, longer than she'd imagined even in her most fevered fantasies reading his messages.

"Jesus Christ, Ryan," she whispers, stroking him slowly. The skin is like velvet over steel, burning hot in her palm. Pre-cum beads at his swollen tip, and she finds herself desperate to taste him.

Ryan's breathing is ragged as he watches her explore him. "Still want to taunt me about being all talk?" His voice is strained, trying to maintain his usual arrogance even as his cock twitches in her grip.

Emma meets his eyes, deliberately maintaining eye contact as she slides down his body. His massive cock bobs in front of her face, and she inhales deeply, taking in his musky masculine scent mixed with that expensive cologne. She lets her hot breath ghost over him, watching him twitch.

"I'm beginning to understand why you're such an arrogant prick," she teases, running her tongue up his impressive length. The taste of him explodes across her tongue - salt and male and something uniquely Ryan. "Though, the emphasis is certainly on the prick."

Ryan's hand fists in her hair, not guiding, just holding. "Careful, Williams," he growls, but there's a tremor in his voice as she takes his swollen head between her lips. "Fuck... your mouth..."

Emma slurps and sucks around him, taking him deeper. She can't fit anywhere near all of him, but she works what she can with her mouth while her hand strokes the rest. His size is intimidating, making her pussy clench with equal parts anxiety and desperate need.

"Look at me," Ryan demands, tugging her hair gently. When she meets his eyes, his expression has shifted from pure lust to something more complex. "We don't have to... I know I'm a lot to handle."

Emma releases him with a wet pop but keeps stroking. "Now he decides to be considerate," she says, but her voice is fond. "I want this, Ryan. Want you. All of you."

To prove her point, she takes him deep again, relaxing her throat and fighting her gag reflex to take more than before. Ryan's groan echoes off the walls as his hips buck involuntarily. His hand in her hair tightens, then deliberately relaxes.

"Christ, your mouth is perfect," he pants, watching her work him with those intense grey eyes. "But if you keep that up, this will be over embarrassingly fast."

Emma gives him one last long lick before sitting back on her heels. Her lips give the appearance of being swollen with the smudged lipstick, her chin wet, and she knows she must look debauched. Ryan's eyes darken further at the sight.

"Then maybe you should do something about it," she challenges, hooking her thumbs into her silk shorts. She slides them down slowly, revealing that she's bare beneath. Ryan's cock twitches visibly.

"Fucking hell, Emma," he breathes, reaching for her. His large hands span her waist as he pulls her up for a deep kiss, tasting himself on her tongue. One hand slides between her legs, finding her soaking wet.

"Someone's eager," he murmurs against her mouth, his skilled fingers exploring her folds. When he presses one thick digit inside her, they both groan. "So tight... we'll need to get you ready."

Emma rocks against his hand, gasping as he adds a second finger. The stretch is already delicious, but it makes her wonder how she'll take all of him. But her body is responding eagerly, getting wetter with each thrust of his fingers.

"I've dreamt about this," Ryan confesses, his usual arrogance giving way to raw honesty as he works her open. "How you'd feel, how you'd taste." His thumb finds her clit, circling slowly. "The sounds you'd make taking all of me."

Emma clutches his shoulders, her nails digging in as he curls his fingers inside her. "Show me," she demands, but it comes out more like a plea. "Make me take it all."

Ryan kisses her again, deep and thorough, as he adds a third finger. The stretch burns deliciously, making Emma moan into his mouth. His other hand kneads her breast, pinching her nipple just as she'd admitted liking in those late-night DM exchanges.

"Soon," he promises, his voice rough with need. "Need you dripping for me first. Need you desperate for it."

Emma rocks harder against his hand, feeling her first orgasm building. "I'm already desperate," she gasps. "Have been for months, you bastard."

Ryan's smile is predatory as he feels her walls beginning to flutter around his fingers. "That's it, love," he encourages, pressing firmly on her clit. "Come for me first. Show me how much you want my cock."

The command, so like his messages as DarkDomReader, tips Emma over the edge. She comes with a cry, coating his fingers as her body clenches around them.

"Beautiful," Ryan murmurs, working her through it.

Still trembling from her orgasm, Emma watches through eager eyes as Ryan positions himself between her thighs. His massive cock looks even more intimidating now it's pressed against her entrance, but the way he's looking at her - a mixture of raw desire and something deeper - makes her heart race for entirely different reasons.

"We'll go slow," he promises, one hand cupping her face with surprising tenderness. "Tell me if it's too much." Gone is the arrogant businessman, replaced by someone who looks at her like she's precious.

Emma turns her head to kiss his palm. "I trust you," she whispers, and she knows she really means it. Despite their antagonism, despite the games, she's always trusted him.

Ryan's eyes soften momentarily before narrowing with desire. He runs his cock through her wetness, coating himself in her arousal. The head catches on her entrance, making them both gasp.

"Ready?" he asks, his voice strained with the effort of holding back. When Emma nods, he begins to press forward, achingly slowly.

The initial stretch is intense, making Emma's breath catch. Ryan immediately stills. "Breathe, love," he murmurs, brushing hair from her face. "That's it. Let me in."

Emma forces herself to relax, focusing on his gentle touches, the way he's trembling with the effort of going slow. The pet name 'love' sends warmth through her chest that has nothing to do with sex.

"More," she encourages, wrapping her legs around his waist. Ryan obliges, pushing deeper with careful control. Every inch brings a fresh stretch, a delicious burn that has Emma gasping.

"Fuck, you're perfect," Ryan groans, watching where their bodies join. "Taking me so well. Always knew you would."

Emma's hands roam his back, feeling the muscles flex as he restrains himself. “Tell me what you thought about. What DarkDomReader wanted."

Ryan pulls back slightly before pressing deeper, making them both moan. "Thought about this constantly," he admits, his voice rough. "Every time you reviewed a spicy scene. Every time you sat next to me at movie night. Wanted to show you what a real dominant male could do."

"Show me now," Emma challenges, but her voice is soft, almost loving. She reaches up to trace his jaw, feeling the tension there. "Make me yours too."

Something flashes in Ryan's eyes at 'too' - an acknowledgement of her relationship with Jordan, of what this means. He captures her mouth in a deep kiss as he finally seats himself fully inside her.

They are both still, overwhelmed by the sensation and the moment. Emma feels impossibly full, stretched around his girth in ways she's never experienced. But more than that, she feels complete - like something that's been building for years has finally clicked into place.

"Move," she whispers against his lips. "Please, Ryan. Need you."

Ryan begins to thrust, maintaining a gentle pace that drives Emma mad with need. Each stroke hits perfectly, making her see stars. His control is impressive, but she can see it cracking as she clenches around him.

"Emma," he groans, dropping his forehead to hers. "You have no idea... all this time..."

She catches his face between her hands, making him look at her. "I know," she says softly. "I know now."

Their eyes lock, and suddenly the pretence falls away. This isn't just angry sex anymore, isn't just a resolution of sexual tension. This is something deeper, something they've both been fighting for years.

"Please," Emma whispers, though she's not sure what she's asking for. More speed, more depth, more of this newfound tenderness - more of everything.

Ryan seems to understand. His thrusts become firmer but no less controlled, each one deliberately angled to give her maximum pleasure. He lets one hand slide between them to circle her clit, mirroring every preference she's ever shared with him in their late-night messages.

"That's it," he encourages as she begins to tremble. "Let go for me, love. Want to feel you come on my cock."

The endearment, combined with his perfect strokes, pushes Emma toward the edge. She clutches his shoulders, feeling another orgasm building stronger than before.

"Ryan," she gasps. "I'm close... please..."

"I've got you," he promises, his voice thick with emotion.

Emma's orgasm crashes through her like a tidal wave, her pussy clenching rhythmically around Ryan's massive cock. But instead of slowing, he maintains his pace, working her through it until the aftershocks blend into new waves of pleasure.

"Fuck, you're gorgeous when you come," he growls, his careful control starting to slip. "Want to see it again. Want to make you scream."

Emma's nails rake down his back. "Then fuck me properly," she demands. "Show me what you've been holding back."

Ryan's eyes flash dangerously. In one smooth motion, he pulls out and flips her onto her hands and knees. His huge cock slides back in easier now, but the new angle makes Emma cry out as he hits even deeper.

"This what you want?" He grabs her hips, pulling her back onto him with each thrust. "To be fucked like you've been begging for in those reviews?" His hand tangles in her hair, pulling just hard enough to arch her back. "Like you've been dreaming about while reading my messages?"

"Yes," Emma moans, pushing back to meet his increasingly powerful thrusts. "God, Ryan... harder..."

He obliges, his hips snapping against her ass with enough force to make the cheap hotel headboard bang against the wall. His thick length stretches her perfectly now, hitting spots that make her see stars.

"Touch yourself," he commands, voice rough with exertion. "Show me how you touched yourself reading my words."

Emma balances on one arm, her other hand finding her clit. She's so sensitive that even light touches send shockwaves through her body. "Used to imagine this," she admits breathlessly. "You taking me like this... forcing me to take every inch..."

Ryan groans, his rhythm faltering slightly at her words. He pulls her upright against his chest, one arm across her collarbone while the other replaces her hand between her legs. The position drives him impossibly deeper.

"Come for me again," he demands, his fingers working her clit with practised skill. "Want to feel you squeeze my cock. Want everyone in this fucking hotel to hear you scream my name."

The position, his words, his skilled touches - it's all too much. Emma comes again, harder than before, Ryan's name torn from her throat as her body convulses around him. He holds her tight against his chest, working her through it until she's practically sobbing with pleasure.

Before she can recover, Ryan pulls out and spins her to face him. He lifts her easily, pressing her against the wall beside the window. Snow still falls outside, but they're burning up, their sweat-slick bodies sliding together as he enters her again.

"Look at me," he commands, holding her gaze as he starts moving again. "Watch me fuck you. See what you do to me."

Emma locks her ankles behind his back, one hand braced against the window frame as Ryan pounds into her. Their eyes stay connected, something profound passing between them with each thrust.

"So. Fucking. Perfect," Ryan groans, pressing his forehead to hers. "Taking all of my cock so well. Like you were made for me."

"Maybe I was," Emma gasps, surprising them both with her honesty. The admission spurs Ryan to fuck her harder, deeper, his usual composure completely shattered.

He carries her back to the bed without pulling out, laying her down and covering her body with his. The position is intimate now, face to face, with nowhere to hide from what's building between them.

"Need you to come again," Ryan pants, his thrusts becoming erratic. "One more time. Come with me, Emma. Please..."

The plea in his voice, so unlike his usual commanding tone, pushes Emma toward the edge again. She wraps her legs tight around him, pulling him deeper.

"Close," she whimpers. "So close... Ryan..."

"That's it, love," he encourages, reaching between them to circle her clit. "Come for me. Want to feel you come on my cock one more time."

Emma's orgasm builds like a storm, pressure mounting until she thinks she might shatter. Ryan's thrusts become desperate, his impressive control finally breaking as he chases his release.

"Fuck, Emma," he groans, his cock swelling inside her. "Can't hold back... need to..."

"Inside," she gasps, clutching him closer. "Want to feel you fill me up."

Ryan roars as he comes, his massive cock pulsing as he empties himself deep inside her. The sensation triggers Emma's final orgasm, her body milking him for everything he has as they fall apart together.

They collapse in a tangle of limbs, both trembling and gasping for breath. Ryan's weight should be crushing her, but Emma never wants him to move. She feels his cock still twitching inside her, aftershocks making them both shiver with oversensitivity.

The storm rages on outside, but in their small room, something profound has shifted. They both know this was more than just sex, more than just a resolution of tension. But for now, they just hold each other, letting their breathing slow in sync as snow continues to fall.

◆◆◆

Emma lies wrapped in the thin hotel sheet, watching Ryan move around the dimly lit room. Her body still tingles from their passionate encounter, muscles pleasantly sore in ways she hasn't experienced before. Ryan's hands are gentle now as he helps arrange the pillows behind her, a stark contrast to their fierce grip just moments ago.

"You need water," he says softly, reaching for the bottle on the bedside table. His voice has lost its usual arrogant edge, replaced by something tender that makes her heart flutter. As she drinks, his fingers trace the marks he left on her collarbone, his touch apologetic yet possessive.

"I didn't mean to be so rough," he murmurs, but Emma shakes her head.

"I wanted it that way," she admits, watching colour rise in his cheeks. "I've always wanted it that way with you, I think. I just couldn't admit it."

Ryan sits on the edge of the bed, still gloriously naked, his impressive body on full display. "We should get some wine," he says suddenly, standing to retrieve his clothes. "Something sparkling, I’ll go and see if this place has anything left worth drinking."

Emma watches him dress, admiring how his muscles flex as he pulls on his trousers. When he reaches for his shirt, he pauses, turning to face her fully.

"Em," he says, using the nickname she's never heard from his lips before. "I need to tell you something before I go down there." His hands fidget with the shirt buttons. "I love you. Have done for years, probably since Oxford. I've been such a prick because I couldn't handle it - wanting my best mate's wife."

The words hang in the air between them, heavy with years of suppressed emotion. Emma's heart pounds as she processes this confession, recognising the truth in her feelings.

"I love you too," she whispers, surprised by how natural it feels to say it. "God, Jordan-"

"Call him," Ryan says firmly, finishing with his buttons. "Call him now, while I'm getting wine. He deserves to hear it from you first." He leans down, kissing her forehead with unexpected gentleness. "I'll give you some privacy."

As the door clicks shut behind him, Emma reaches for her phone with trembling fingers. Jordan answers on the second ring, his voice warm and familiar.

"Hey love, everything okay? Did Ryan get you safely to the hotel?"

Emma's voice catches. "Jordan, I... something's happened. With Ryan."

There's a pause, and then Jordan chuckles softly. "Finally."

"What do you mean, finally?"

"Em, love, I've known for years how you feel about him. You've hidden it from yourself, but I've always seen it. The way you light up when he enters a room, even while you're pretending to be annoyed. How you always know where he is at parties. The way you blush when he compliments you, even sarcastically."

Tears spring to Emma's eyes. "But I love you, Jordan. So much."

"Of course you do. And I love you. But Em, you can love two people. I've always hoped Ryan would join us properly - not just sexually like the others, but in our relationship. I've seen how he looks at you when he thinks no one's watching. That's why I've been so comfortable with this whole journey - I knew where it was heading."

Emma clutches the phone tighter. "You mean..."

"A proper relationship. The three of us. It's called a throuple, love. I've been reading about it, waiting for you both to figure it out." Jordan's voice is gentle and understanding. "The others - Dan, Marc, Tom - they're wonderful friends and lovers, but Ryan... he's different. He always has been."

The door opens quietly, and Ryan returns with an expensive-looking bottle of champagne and a couple of flute glasses - he's planning to stay, to talk, to...

"Ryan?" Jordan's voice comes through the phone speaker. "You there, mate?"

"Yeah, just got back," Ryan replies, setting down the wine.

"Can I have a quick word?"

Ryan's eyes meet Emma's, something unreadable in his expression. "Course," he says, taking the phone. He moves toward the bathroom, pausing to squeeze Emma's hand reassuringly before closing the door behind him.

Emma lies back against the pillows, her mind racing. The sheet feels too warm suddenly, too constraining, but she can't bring herself to move. Through the bathroom door, she can hear the low murmur of Ryan's voice, but not the words. Her two men, talking about her, about them, about whatever this is becoming.

She thinks about Jordan's words - throuple. She's seen the word in writing, in her books, but now her husband has said it, the term feels right somehow, fitting perfectly into the space she's always felt in their relationship but never understood. She remembers countless dinner parties where she'd caught herself watching Ryan's hands on his wine glass, wondering how they'd feel on her skin. All those movie nights where she'd been too aware of his presence, even while cuddled against Jordan.

The bathroom tap runs, probably Ryan trying to mask their conversation. Emma smiles, thinking how typical it is of him to be considerate in such small ways, even while maintaining his arrogant facade.

Her mind drifts to Jordan, imagining him in their bed at home, probably wearing those grey joggers she loves. Is he nervous? Excited? He'd sounded so certain, so accepting. She remembers his words about watching Ryan watch her, about knowing all along.

The bathroom door opens, and Ryan emerges, his face lit with a warm smile that transforms his usually sharp features. He hands her phone back, then reaches for the wine bottle.

"Jordan wants me to bring you home once the snow clears," he says, expertly popping the cork. "Though looking at the weather, we might need to book another night … or two here." His eyes meet hers, twinkling.

Emma laughs, the tension breaking. "What else did he say?"

Ryan pours two generous glasses of bubbles, hands her one, then sits on the bed beside her. "He said he loves you more than anything. That he's known for years how I feel about you, probably before I did." He takes a sip of wine. "He also threatened to kill me if I ever hurt you, which seems fair."

Emma's eyes fill with tears again, but they're happy ones this time. Ryan sets both their glasses aside and pulls her into his arms, his touch reverent now, exploring rather than claiming.

"I can't believe this is real," she whispers against his chest. His heart beats steady and strong under her ear.

"Believe it," he murmurs, tilting her face up to his. "I love you, Emma Williams. And somehow, I've been blessed with a best friend who loves you enough to share you." His kiss is gentle, and tender in a way their earlier passionate encounters weren't. "We're going to make this work. The three of us."

Emma melts into his embrace, feeling complete in a way she never knew she could. His hands trace patterns on her skin as they kiss, learning her body properly now, without the desperate urgency of before.

"So then, we'll have to come up with something we can do trapped in this tiny room until the snow clears and also figure out how we want this to work." His fingers thread through her hair. "Then when we're back, he's taking us both out to dinner at Fuego. Marc's already planning the menu."

Emma laughs against his lips. "Of course he is." She pulls back slightly, studying Ryan's face. "Are you sure about this? About sharing me with Jordan?"

Ryan's expression grows serious. "I'm not just sharing you with Jordan, love. We're sharing each other. All of us, together." He kisses her forehead. "It's the family I've wanted for longer than I knew how to admit."


Integration


15: Wine & Confessions

Emma stands at the entrance of The Covent Garden Wine Rooms, watching droplets race down the windowpanes in the January drizzle. Her reflection shows a woman transformed - confident, and glowing, despite the dreary weather. She checks her phone: 6:23 PM. Early, as usual.

Inside, the warmth embraces her as she shrugs off her wet coat. The maître d' guides her to a cosy corner banquette, tucked away from the main thoroughfare. Perfect for the conversations to come. She orders still water while waiting, knowing Janine will insist on doing the wine selections once she arrives.

Emma's phone buzzes - a message from Ryan asking if she's told Janine yet. She smiles, types "Not yet..." and adds a winking emoji. Jordan follows up immediately with "Have fun darling, give Jan our love." She feels a warmth spread through her chest at their thoughtfulness, at how perfectly everything has fallen into place.

The door bursts open, bringing a gust of wet air and Janine's dramatic entrance. "Fucking weather!" she announces to no one in particular, shaking water from her umbrella. "I swear if I wanted to live in Venice, I'd have moved there. At least they have decent prosecco."

Emma stands to embrace her friend, inhaling Janine's signature Jo Malone perfume mixed with rain. "You're looking fabulous," she says, noting Janine's new haircut and designer boots.

"Of course I am, darling. Have to make an effort when meeting London's most famous BookTok reviewer." Janine winks, sliding into the booth. "Though I have to say, you're the one who's glowing. There's something different about you..."

Emma feels her cheeks warm. "Is there?"

"Don't play coy with me, Emma Williams. I've known you since you wore baggy jumpers and blushed at sex scenes in Jane Austen." Janine waves over a waiter. "We'll need the wine list. Scratch that - bring us the 2018 Chassagne-Montrachet. Life's too short for cheap wine."

"Janine! That's ridiculously expensive."

"Darling, I just closed a massive illustration deal with Penguin, and you..." Janine pauses, studying Emma's face. "You clearly have something major to tell me. I can read it all over your face. So, we're celebrating. Whatever it is."

The waiter returns with the wine list anyway. Janine barely glances at it before pointing to her selection. "That one. And we'll need proper glasses. The nice ones, not your Tuesday glasses."

Emma laughs, remembering why she loves these evenings with Janine. Her friend has always had this effect - making everything feel like an adventure, even a simple catch-up.

"So," Janine leans forward once the waiter leaves, "are you going to tell me what's got you practically vibrating with news, or do I have to guess? Because I warn you, my guesses will get progressively more outrageous."

"I'll tell you everything," Emma promises. "But maybe wait until we have the wine?"

"Tease." Janine settles back, shrugging off her designer jacket. "Fine, tell me about your BookTok success instead. I saw you hit twenty thousand followers. Your thirst trap with that copy of 'Priest' was inspired."

Emma groans. "That was Jordan's idea, actually."

"Jordan suggested you pose with a book about a hot Catholic priest while wearing that sexy nun outfit that revealed more than it hid? Your husband continues to surprise me." Janine's eyes sparkle with amusement. "Though not as much as you've been surprising me lately. Remember when you used to hide your spicy books behind Jane Austen covers?"

The waiter returns with their wine, going through the formal presentation. Janine waves him through it - "Yes, yes, lovely label, correct vintage, just pour please darling" - while keeping her eyes fixed on Emma.

Once he leaves, Janine raises her glass. "To my best friend, who's obviously bursting with news that requires expensive wine and a corner table. And to whatever - or whoever - has put that delicious sparkle in your eyes."

Emma clinks glasses, taking a sip of the extraordinary wine. "This is gorgeous."

"Like your new confidence. Now spill. What's happened since Christmas? And don't say ‘nothing’, because you've got that look about you. The one that says you've been thoroughly..."

"Janine!"

"What? I was going to say, 'thoroughly happy' - get your mind out of the gutter." Janine grins wickedly. "Though if there's gutter-related news, I'm here for it."

Emma takes another sip of wine, gathering her courage. "You remember the teacher conference I went to?"

"The one up north? When we had that massive snowstorm?" Janine's eyes narrow. "Oh my god. Something happened, didn't it?"

Emma nods slowly, a smile playing on her lips. "You could say that."

◆◆◆

"Right," Janine leans forward, wine glass clutched dramatically. "Start from the beginning. Who came to your rescue in the snowstorm?"

Emma takes a fortifying sip of wine. "Ryan."

"Ryan?" Janine's eyes widen. "Ryan 'I'm too rich for normal hotels' Shepherd? Ryan 'my Aston Martin costs more than your house' Shepherd? Ryan, who you supposedly can't stand?"

"The very same."

"Oh my god." Janine settles back, a delighted grin spreading across her face. "This is going to be good. Tell me everything. Did you have to share a room? Please tell me you had to share a room."

Emma nods, feeling her cheeks warm. "It was the only option. The hotel was full, roads were blocked..."

"And let me guess - there was only one bed?" Janine's laugh draws glances from nearby tables. "That's not even a trope anymore, that's just the universe saying 'For fuck's sake, get on with it already.'"

"It wasn't like that... at first." Emma fiddles with her wine glass. "We actually had dinner together, and it was... nice. He can be charming when he wants to be."

"Darling, he's always been charming. You've just been too busy pretending to hate him to notice." Janine tops up their glasses. "What changed? Besides the obvious forced proximity in a small hotel room during a conveniently timed snowstorm?"

Emma glances around before leaning closer. "You know how I've been getting those messages on Instagram? From DarkDomReader?"

"The mysterious dominant man who seems to know exactly what buttons to push? The one who's been making you blush for months?" Janine's jaw drops. "No. NO. It was RYAN?"

Emma nods, watching Janine process this revelation.

"That magnificent bastard!" Janine exclaims. "Of course it was Ryan. Only he would have the audacity - and the knowledge of literature - to pull that off. So, when did you find out?"

"In the hotel room. We were arguing about sleeping arrangements, and he just... told me."

"Just like that?"

"Well, there might have been some shouting. And I might have slapped him."

Janine nearly spits out her wine. "You slapped him? Emma 'I apologise to furniture when I bump into it' Williams actually slapped someone?"

"He deserved it! He'd been manipulating me for months, playing with my emotions..."

"And then?" Janine prompts, leaning forward eagerly.

Emma takes another sip of wine. "And then he kissed me."

"Finally!" Janine throws her hands up. "I've been watching you two dance around each other for years. The sexual tension was giving me acid reflux." She narrows her eyes. "But wait - what about Jordan? Oh god, please tell me you didn't..."

"No! No, it's not like that at all." Emma smiles, remembering Jordan's reaction. "Actually, that's the most amazing part. When we called Jordan after..."

"We? As in, after you and Ryan had..."

"Yes, Janine," Emma interrupts, blushing furiously. "After we had done the deed. When we called Jordan, he... he wasn't surprised. He said he'd always known there was something between Ryan and me. That he'd seen it at university, even before we were together."

Janine sits back, stunned. "So, Jordan knew? All this time?"

"He said he was waiting for us to figure it out ourselves." Emma laughs softly. "And then he suggested... well, he suggested that maybe we didn't have to choose."

Janine's eyes go wide as understanding dawns. "Emma Williams," she breathes. "Are you telling me what I think you're telling me?"

Emma nods, unable to keep the smile from her face. "We're a throuple now. All three of us."

"Holy fucking shit!" Janine's exclamation causes several heads to turn. She lowers her voice to a dramatic whisper. "You're telling me you have TWO gorgeous men? TWO? You greedy, greedy cow!"

Emma can't help laughing at her friend's reaction. "It's not just about the physical side, Jan. It's... it's deeper than that."

"Oh, I bet it's deeper," Janine winks at her suggestively. "Especially with Ryan involved. Speaking of which..." She glances around before leaning closer. "Is what they say about his size true?"

"Janine!"

"What? I've heard rumours since uni. That's why they called him the Shepherd's Staff." She grins wickedly. "Come on, give me a hint. Use the wine bottle for scale."

Emma feels her face burning but can't help giggling. "I am not using the wine bottle for scale."

"Fine, fine. Just... give me a gesture." Janine holds her hands apart questioningly, raising her eyebrows as Emma shakes her head and moves them further apart. "Jesus Christ! No wonder you're glowing. That's not a cock, that's a bloody weapon of mass destruction."

"Will you keep your voice down?" Emma hisses, but she's laughing too hard to be truly scandalized.

"Sorry, sorry." Janine takes a sip of wine, clearly not sorry at all. "So how does it work? Like, practically? Do you have a schedule? A rota? Please tell me you have a Google calendar called 'Dick Appointments.'"

"It's not that formal," Emma explains, still blushing. "But it will be soon, we've put our house on the market, so we can all live together. Ryan's mansion in Richmond."

"Of course you are. Because having two men wasn't enough - you had to get a mansion too." Janine shakes her head in mock disapproval. "My best friend, the luxury hotwife. I'm so proud I could cry."

"Stop it," Emma protests weakly.

"Never. This is too good." Janine tops up their glasses again. "And both men are... okay with everything? No jealousy?"

Emma's expression softens. "They're amazing. Jordan and Ryan... they've always been great friends, but this has made them become so close. They both want what's best for me, for all of us. It's like... like pieces falling into place that I didn't even know were missing."

"That's disgustingly romantic." Janine pretends to gag. "I love it. But seriously, Em, I'm happy for you. You're practically glowing. Although..." She narrows her eyes thoughtfully. "That could just be from all the sex. It is all the sex, isn't it?"

Emma just smiles mysteriously and sips her wine.

"You absolute minx!" Janine crows triumphantly. "Right then, I need details. Not just about the size - though we'll definitely circle back to that - but about everything. And don't even think about being shy. You'll be living in a mansion with two men who worship you. Shy is no longer in your vocabulary."

Emma glances at their nearly empty wine bottle. "Maybe we should order another bottle first?"

"Now you're talking!" Janine signals the waiter. "Same again, darling. My friend here has some serious explaining to do."

◆◆◆

With the wine poured and their corner feeling more private, Janine leans forward conspiratorially. "Right, important questions time. Have they spit-roasted you yet?"

"Janine!" Emma nearly chokes on her wine. "We're in public!"

"HAVE THEY?" Janine asks even louder, causing Emma to reach across and physically cover her friend's mouth.

"Yes, okay? Yes," Emma whispers, her face flaming. "Now will you please keep your voice down?"

Janine removes Emma's hand, grinning triumphantly. "I knew it! Now I need to know, who got your mouth and who got your pussy? No, wait - don't tell me. Ryan was in your mouth, wasn't he? I bet he's quite the mouthful."

Emma takes a large gulp of wine, but her blush confirms Janine's guess.

"Ha! I knew it. Is he as thick as he is long? Because if he is..." Janine's eyes widen at Emma's slight nod. "Christ! How do you even... No, don't answer that. I'm simultaneously impressed and jealous."

"Can we please talk about something else?"

"Absolutely not. What about double penetration? Have you tried that yet?"

"No," Emma admits quietly. "Not yet. We're... working up to it."

"Amateur hour!" Janine declares, reaching for her handbag. "Right, let me draw you a diagram. I've got some experience in this area."

"You do not need to draw me a diagram in the middle of a wine bar!"

"Course I do. Look..." Janine grabs a cocktail napkin and starts sketching. "The key is positioning. And lots of lube. Like, more than you think you need, and then double it."

Emma tries to snatch the napkin away as their waiter approaches, but Janine holds it firmly, continuing to draw as she orders another bottle. "And some sparkling water, darling. We need to stay hydrated for this conversation."

"I cannot believe you're drawing sex positions in public," Emma hisses, but she's fighting back laughter.

"Please, this is Covent Garden. The table next to us is probably planning an orgy." Janine finishes her sketch with a flourish. "There. That's position one. Now, for position two..."

"There's more than one?"

"Oh honey," Janine pats her hand condescendingly. "There are so many options. You've got two gorgeous men at your disposal. We need to make sure you're maximizing your resources. Plus, with Ryan's size, some positions will work better than others..."

Emma buries her face in her hands, but she's smiling. "I can't believe we're having this conversation."

"Believe it, darling. This is vital information. Now, about the lube - you're going to want the expensive stuff. None of that cheap nonsense."

"Speaking of expensive things," Janine continues, tucking her illustrated napkin into Emma's bag despite her protests, "how's living in that mansion? Does Ryan have one of those ridiculous huge beds?"

"It's not ridiculous, it's practical," Emma defends, then blushes as Janine's eyebrows shoot up.

"Practical? For what exactly? No, wait - don't answer that. My imagination is doing just fine." Janine sips her wine thoughtfully. "So do they take turns, or is it usually both of them at once?"

"Jan!"

"What? I'm living vicariously through your happiness here. Besides," she leans closer, lowering her voice, "you can't tell me about having two gorgeous men and expect me not to ask for details. Especially when one of them is Ryan bloody Shepherd. I mean, have you seen his arms? And Jordan's always had those rugby player thighs...""Are you quite finished objectifying my men?"

"Your men," Janine repeats with a delighted grin. "Listen to you! All confident and possessive. I love it." She pauses, then adds with exaggerated innocence, "So... any chance of borrowing them?"

"Janine!"

"What? If not both I’ll take one of them, I’m not picky." She dodges Emma's swat. "Though given what you've told me about Ryan's dimensions, maybe I should start with Jordan. Work my way up, as it were."

Emma tries to look scandalized but can't help laughing. "You're terrible."

"I'm practical. And speaking of practical..." Janine pulls out another napkin. "Let me show you this other position. It's all about the angle of entry..."

"Oh my god, stop drawing porn on the napkins!"

"It's not porn, it's educational material. See, if Ryan's here, and Jordan's there..." She sketches enthusiastically. "And then you just need to..."

The waiter chooses this moment to return with their water. Janine doesn't miss a beat, flipping the napkin over and saying brightly, "And that's how you make a Victoria sponge!"

Once he leaves, Emma dissolves into giggles. "You're incorrigible. I cannot believe you've done all this before."

"Darling, I contain multitudes. Now pay attention - this part's important..."

Emma takes another sip of wine, watching her friend sketch with professional focus. Despite her embarrassment, she finds herself paying close attention. After all, Janine's advice has never steered her wrong before.

◆◆◆

The wine has mellowed them both, and Janine's expression softens as she reaches across the table to squeeze Emma's hand. "In all seriousness though, Em, I've never seen you look so happy. You're practically radiant."

Emma squeezes back, feeling tears prick at her eyes. "I am happy. Sometimes I can't believe this is my life now. That I get to have this."

"You deserve it," Janine says firmly. "I've watched you grow so much this past year. From prim and proper schoolteacher to living your best life with two men who absolutely adore you. I'm so proud of you."

"I couldn't have done it without you," Emma admits. "Your support, your encouragement... even your ridiculous diagrams."

"Especially my diagrams," Janine grins, but her eyes are suspiciously bright. "You know what makes me happiest? Seeing you finally embrace who you are. No more apologising for your desires, no more hiding your light under a bushel."

"Did you just quote the Bible while discussing my sex life?"

"Probably. The wine's hitting." Janine laughs, then grows serious again. "But really, Emma, you've become this amazing, confident woman who knows what she wants and isn't afraid to go after it. And you've found two men who celebrate that instead of being threatened by it. That's rare and beautiful."

Emma dabs at her eyes with a napkin (thankfully not one of the illustrated ones). "We're looking at doing a formal housewarming once we're properly settled in. Would you come? We want to do it right, make it official with all our friends."

"Try and stop me! Though I should warn you, I make no promises about behaving myself. Especially after a few glasses of what I assume will be Ryan's ridiculously expensive wine."

"I wouldn't expect anything else," Emma laughs. "Just... maybe don't bring your diagrams?"

"No promises. Though speaking of wine..." Janine signals the waiter. "We need another bottle. You still haven't told me about the mansion's amenities. Please tell me Ryan has one of those ridiculous huge bathtubs?"

"Actually, he has a hot tub..."

"Of course he does!" Janine crows delightedly. "Right, new bottle, more details. And this time, I want to hear about the hot tub. For research purposes, obviously."

Emma settles back in her seat, smiling as Janine orders more wine. Despite her friend's outrageous behaviour - or perhaps because of it - these evenings always leave her feeling loved and supported. And right now, watching Janine charm the waiter while simultaneously trying to steal another napkin for "educational purposes," she feels incredibly grateful for having such an accepting friend in her life.

"Now," Janine says as fresh wine is poured, "about that hot tub..."


16: “Their” Mansion

Emma adjusts her silk robe in the floor-length mirror, wondering if the slight parting at her thigh reveals too much of the tiny designer red bikini underneath. The blue silk clings differently than her old cotton dressing gown, accentuating curves that have become the subject of Tom's increasingly artistic photographs adorning their new bedroom walls.

From the pool room, she hears Tom cursing at the projection system, a sound that brings a smile as she remembers those early Saturday nights when Jordan would battle with their old TV. Her Instagram notifications chime - another hundred followers, pushing her ever closer to twenty-one thousand. Her latest review, of "The Ritual" by Shantel Tessier, is gaining traction, possibly because of the artfully posed photo Tom captured of her reading it in nothing but a sheet.

She studies her reflection, fingers trailing along the silk where it parts slightly. The woman staring back barely resembles the nervous English teacher who used to hide her spicier books behind the sofa. Now her collection sits proudly on custom shelves, arranged by heat level, with Tom's photographs interspersed between volumes.

Her eyes drift to the bedroom walls, taking in the carefully curated collection. The black and white print above their enormous bed captures her sleeping between Jordan and Ryan, their protective embrace visible even in slumber. Near the window, an artistic nude shows her bathed in morning light, head thrown back in ecstasy. The series by the dressing table progresses from innocent to erotic - Emma in Jordan's old rugby shirt, Emma in Ryan's cashmere sweater, Emma in nothing but rope marks and satisfaction.

Her phone buzzes with a message from Jordan: "Traffic is terrible. Be home in an hour with the champagne. Start without me?" She smiles, knowing he loves arriving to find her and Ryan already entwined. Their dynamic has evolved so naturally over the past four months, each man bringing different but complementary energy to their relationship.

The sound of footsteps makes her pulse quicken. Through the mirror, she watches Ryan appear in the doorway, his grey cashmere jumper emphasizing the shoulders she now knows intimately. His reflection meets hers, and the heat in his gaze makes her breath catch.

"Admiring the gallery?" he asks, moving behind her. His hands settle on her waist, and she leans back against his chest, enjoying how perfectly they fit together.

"Remembering," she replies, tilting her head as his lips find her neck. "Did you ever imagine, back in those early movie nights, we'd end up here?"

Ryan's chuckle vibrates against her skin. "I imagined plenty, love. Reality proved better." His fingers toy with the silk tie of her robe. "Though I never dreamed you'd become such an exhibitionist. Twenty thousand followers now?"

Emma feels herself flush, remembering this morning's post - a seemingly innocent book review that cleverly incorporated a glimpse of the rope marks Tom had left yesterday. "Twenty-one thousand," she corrects, gasping as Ryan's hand slips inside her robe, discovering the bikini beneath.

"Ah, that skimpy thing," he murmurs appreciatively. "Jordan's favourite. And mine." His free hand gestures to a particular photo - Emma in the same bikini, stretched between them on the bed, face captivating in its expression of complete surrender.

"Tom's setting up the projection show," she says, watching Ryan's expression darken with desire. "All my greatest hits, apparently."

"Mmm," Ryan's fingers trace the bikini's edge. "Though I prefer the live version." He turns her in his arms, studying her face. "Happy? With all of this? With us?"

"Happier than I ever imagined possible," Emma answers, reaching up to trace Ryan's jaw. "Though I still can't believe this is our home now." She glances around their master suite, still amazed by its grandeur. The evening light streams through floor-to-ceiling windows, casting a golden glow across their massive bed, making the frames of Tom's photos gleam.

Ryan's hands slide lower, cupping her bottom through the silk. "Our home," he agrees, emphasis on 'our'. "Though I notice most of the books migrated to your reading nook by the pool."

Emma laughs, remembering Jordan and Ryan's competitive efforts to build her the perfect library space. "The acoustics are better there for recording reviews," she teases, knowing both men watch every video multiple times. "Plus, the lighting's perfect for Tom's photography."

"Speaking of which," Ryan murmurs, turning her back to face the mirror, "this new series he's planning..." His fingers find the tie of her robe, slowly pulling until it falls open, revealing the bikini beneath. "Something about water and silk?"

Emma watches their reflection as Ryan's hands slide inside her robe, tracing the bikini's edges. Her breath catches as his fingers ghost over her breasts, teasing through the expensive fabric. In the mirror, she sees another photo - her first underwater shoot, the way the light had played across her skin.

"Jordan's bringing champagne," she manages, as Ryan's touch becomes more deliberate. "And the others will be here soon."

"Plenty of time," Ryan murmurs, his hand sliding lower, finding the tie of her bikini bottom. "Unless you'd rather wait?" His other hand cups her breast, thumb circling her nipple through the fabric.

A moan escapes her as he presses against her from behind, his arousal evident through his jeans. The mirror shows them perfectly - her robe falling open, his grey cashmere contrasting with her flushed skin, his hands possessive on her body.

The distant sound of Tom cursing at technology again makes them both laugh. "Some things never change," Emma says, remembering all those early movie nights, the tension she never understood between her and Ryan, the way Jordan had known all along.

"Some things change for the better," Ryan corrects, spinning her to face him. His kiss is passionate but tender, full of the love that had surprised them both that snowy night at the Crown & Thistle. When he pulls back, his eyes are dark with desire. "Though I still can't believe you never guessed I was DarkDomReader."

Emma smacks his chest playfully. "You're never letting me live that down, are you?" Her hand lingers on his jumper, feeling his heart race beneath. "Though I suppose it worked out perfectly in the end."

"Better than perfect," Ryan agrees, pulling her closer. His hands find the robe's shoulders, slowly pushing the silk down her arms. "Now, shall we give Tom something new to photograph before everyone arrives?"

The robe pools at her feet as Ryan backs her toward their bed. Through the window, she can see the sunset beginning and knows the pool room will soon be bathed in the same golden light. Soon their friends will arrive, the celebration will begin, and she'll be passed between them all like the treasured plaything she's become.

But for now, it's just her and Ryan, with Jordan's imminent arrival adding delicious anticipation. As Ryan's jumper joins her robe on the floor, Emma sends up a silent thank you to whatever fate had brought them all together, turning her secret book fantasies into this beautiful reality.

"Stop thinking so hard," Ryan murmurs, lowering her to the bed. "We have plenty of time before the others arrive."

Emma pulls him down for a kiss, enjoying his weight pressing her into their new mattress. Above them, the photos bear silent witness to their journey - from hidden attraction to passionate love, from secret desires to celebrated sexuality.

◆◆◆

Emma stands in the grand entrance hall beside Ryan, his hand resting possessively on her silk-covered hip as they hear the crunch of tyres on gravel and see the headlights shut-off. Through the ornate windows flanking the door, they watch Ryan's chauffeur-driven Range Rover glide to a stop, its glossy black paint reflecting the driveway spotlights.

"Trust Marc to turn a simple arrival into a production," Ryan murmurs fondly as the chef emerges first, laden with what appears to be an entire tapas feast in professional catering boxes. Dan follows, carrying several bottles of expensive wine, his heavier build even more impressive in a fitted cream jumper.

"You're the one who sent Charles to collect them," Emma reminds him, adjusting her robe and feeling the tiny bikini beneath. From somewhere behind them, a camera clicks - Tom capturing another candid moment.

The heavy oak door swings open to Marc's enthusiastic entrance and a rush of cold air. "Mi amor!" he exclaims, somehow managing to set down his feast and sweep Emma into a passionate embrace in one fluid motion. His kiss is warm and tastes of the mints he always carries, his hands respectfully staying above her robe as he lifts her slightly off her feet.

"The car, Ryan, seriously?" Dan says, setting down his wine to take his turn with Emma. Where Marc was all Spanish passion, Dan's kiss is slower, deeper, his large hands cupping her face with characteristic gentleness. "Though I suppose we should expect nothing less now you're properly moved in."

Emma melts into Dan's embrace, remembering their first massage session, how it had started everything. His thumb brushes her lower lip as they part, and she hears Tom's camera clicking again.

"The projection show is ready," Tom calls from the direction of the pool room, his quiet voice carrying in the marble hallway. "Though you might want to see this setup, Ryan. The acoustics are doing something interesting with the surround sound."

"Go," Emma says, patting Ryan's chest as he hesitates. "I'll help Marc with his feast." She turns to the chef, who's already arranging platters. "Though how much food did you bring?"

"Enough," Marc winks, his accent thickening as it does when he's being suggestive. "We'll need the energy, no?" His eyes drift to her robe's parting, noting the glimpse of burgundy beneath. 

Dan moves to help with the platters, his rugby muscles making light work of what Marc had struggled with. "The wine needs chilling," he says, nodding to his contribution. "That's the Château Margaux you liked last time, Em."

Emma feels a flush of pleasure at their thoughtfulness - Marc's specially prepared feast, Dan's carefully chosen wine, Tom's artistic setup, Ryan's grand gestures, and somewhere in traffic, Jordan bringing champagne. How far they've come from those early movie nights.

"The pool room has a wine fridge," she says, leading them through the mansion. She's still learning its layout herself, but this path she knows well - it leads to her favourite space, where floor-to-ceiling windows meet Tom's artistic photos of her sexual journey.

As they walk, Marc and Dan take in the grandeur with appreciative whistles. The hallway gallery showcases some of Tom's tamer work - Emma in various states of dressed and undressed, but nothing too explicit. Yet.

"The proper show is in the pool room," she explains, noting their lingering gazes on certain photos. "Tom's been setting up all afternoon."

They reach the pool room doors - massive double doors of glass and steel. Through them, they can see Ryan and Tom bent over some technical equipment, while the huge projection screen remains dark.

The room takes their breath away - the floor-to-ceiling windows showing the spotlit garden beyond, a warm glow of downlighters on the garden fences hinting of the large garden beyond, now shrouded in the late winter darkness. Steam rises gently from the hot tub, and the massive projection screen dominates the far wall. Marc immediately gravitates to the professional-grade bar area, while Dan helps Emma arrange the wine in the built-in wine fridge.

"The acoustics in here are incredible," Tom says, adjusting something on his laptop. Ryan stands behind him, nodding appreciatively as they test the sound system. The first notes of something sultry and electronic fill the space, perfectly balanced.

Emma's phone buzzes - Jordan: "5 minutes away. Hope I’m not last x"

As if on cue, the projection screen flickers to life. The first image makes Emma catch her breath - it's from their very first shoot, her in that grey cashmere from those early movie nights, looking over her shoulder with newfound confidence. The photos transition slowly, each one telling part of their story.

Marc returns with perfectly mixed cocktails, passing them around as they watch the show. "You've outdone yourself, Tom," he says, his free hand finding Emma's waist as another kitchen scene appears - Emma bent over his prep table, face captured in ecstasy.

The sound of tyres on gravel draws their attention. "Jordan," Emma smiles, just as the screen displays her first throuple photo - only a week after the Crown & Thistle, Emma sandwiched between Jordan and Ryan, all three faces showing complete contentment.

They hear the front door open, Jordan's familiar footsteps approaching. The screen transitions to an underwater sequence - Emma floating weightlessly, silk flowing around her like liquid gold. The music swells perfectly with the image change.

Jordan appears in the doorway, carrying a case of vintage champagne, his eyes immediately drawn to the screen where Emma's naked form dances through the water. "Starting without me?" he teases, setting down his burden to pull Emma into a deep kiss.

"Never," she whispers against his lips, feeling his hands join Marc's at her waist. Behind her, she feels Dan's solid presence, while Ryan approaches from the tech area. Tom's camera clicks capture the moment - Emma surrounded by her men, the screen behind them showing her sexual evolution.

"Champagne?" Ryan suggests, already moving to help Jordan with the case. The two men work in perfect sync, years of friendship enhanced by their shared love for Emma.

"First," Jordan says, his hands finding Emma's robe tie, "I think we're all a bit overdressed for a pool party." His fingers work the silk loose, revealing the burgundy bikini beneath. On the screen above, images of Emma in various stages of undress play in sequence, a testament to her journey from shy teacher to confident seducer.

The robe pools at her feet as the men appreciate both the live view and Tom's artistic interpretation on screen. Dan's hands find her shoulders, massaging gently. Marc's fingers trace the bikini's edge at her hip. Jordan and Ryan exchange knowing looks as they open the champagne.

"To new beginnings," Jordan proposes once everyone has a glass, his free hand settling possessively on Emma's lower back. On screen, the images have reached their recent throuple shots - artistic, erotic, loving.

"To us," Ryan adds, his eyes meeting Emma's over his champagne flute. The music shifts to something more sensual as the screen shows their most recent shoot - Emma in this very room, testing the hot tub's capabilities with both her husbands.

"To love," Emma says softly, feeling completely at peace surrounded by these men who worship her in their own unique ways. The steam from the hot tub beckons as the champagne flows, and Tom's camera continues to capture every moment.

◆◆◆

Emma settles on a heated tile beside the hot tub, champagne in hand, enjoying the view as her men begin to undress. The projection screen continues its slideshow behind them, casting artistic shadows across their bodies as clothes are removed with varying degrees of style.

Marc, ever the showman, makes a production of his shirt removal, flexing deliberately as he reveals the tight muscles earned from years in professional kitchens. Dan, more reserved but no less impressive, pulls his cream jumper off in one fluid motion, his muscular physique once more drawing Emma's appreciative gaze.

Tom set down his camera carefully before joining the impromptu striptease. His tattoos seem to dance in the changing light from the projection screen, telling stories across his lean artist's body. Jordan and Ryan, so different in build but equally beautiful to Emma's eyes, take their time with buttons and zips, knowing she enjoys the show.

"Still can't believe you handle that monster," Dan teases as Ryan's impressive endowment is revealed. "Some of us are merely mortal." The familiar banter makes Emma smile - they've come so far from awkward tension to comfortable jokes.

"Practice," Emma quips, earning appreciative laughs. Her eyes drift over each man's arousal, remembering how differently they each feel inside her. Marc's elegant curve, Dan's perfect thickness, Tom's artistic length, Jordan's familiar comfort, and yes, Ryan's impressive size.

"Your turn, mi amor," Marc purrs, extending a hand to help Emma stand. The burgundy bikini clings to her curves as she rises, and five pairs of eyes focus intently on her body. On the screen behind them, photos of Emma in various stages of undress provide an erotic backdrop.

Jordan moves behind her, his hands finding her bikini ties. "May I?" he asks, always the gentleman despite their intimacy. Emma nods, feeling the first tie loosen as Ryan steps forward to claim a kiss. The contrast of Jordan's hands removing her top while Ryan's tongue explores her mouth makes her moan softly.

The bikini top falls away, and Emma feels the cool air on her exposed breasts for only a moment before warm hands - Dan's, she thinks - cup them from the side. The bottom half of her bikini follows, and then she's naked among her men, their arousal evident as they look at her with varying degrees of hunger.

"Beautiful," Tom murmurs, adjusting his camera angle. The click of the shutter mingles with the ambient music as Emma steps toward the hot tub steps. Steam rises around her legs as she descends into the warm water, turning to watch her men follow.

Marc enters first, the water beading on his tanned skin as he moves to her left. Dan takes her right, while Jordan and Ryan settle opposite her. Tom remains perched on the edge, letting the water lap his toned calves, still with camera in hand, his arousal at eye level as Emma leans back against a powerful water jet.

"Where would you like to start, love?" Jordan asks, knowing how much Emma enjoys being in control of these encounters. On the screen above, images of her past pleasures provide inspiration - Emma taking Marc on his kitchen counter, Emma riding Dan in a follow up massage session where Dan wasn’t limited by an injury, and Emma bound in Tom's ropes.

Emma's hand finds Marc first, wrapping around his hardness underwater. Her other hand seeks Dan, enjoying his sharp intake of breath as she begins to stroke them both. "I think," she says, voice husky with desire, "I want to taste Tom while I play with these two."

Tom adjusts his position on the hot tub's edge, camera still in hand as Emma moves between his thighs. The water swirls around her breasts as she maintains her grip on Marc and Dan, stroking them slowly underwater while she looks up at Tom through her lashes.

"Keep shooting," she instructs Tom, before taking him into her mouth. His groan mingles with the clicking of the camera as she swirls her tongue around his tip. The angle is perfect - her head bobbing slowly while her hands work beneath the water's surface, Marc and Dan's faces showing their pleasure in profile.

Jordan and Ryan watch intently from across the tub, their own arousal evident in their heated gazes. On the screen behind them, images of Emma in similar positions provide an erotic backdrop - her mouth full, her hands busy, her body being worshipped by different combinations of her men.

"Dios mío," Marc breathes as Emma's underwater movements become more deliberate. Her hand twists slightly on the upstroke, just how she knows he likes it. Dan's breathing grows heavier on her other side as she mirrors the movement.

Emma pulls back from Tom's cock with a wet pop, looking up at his camera. "Show me what you're capturing," she purrs, still maintaining her rhythm on the others. Tom turns the camera's display, showing her the image - her wet hair slicked back, eyes heavy with desire, a thick veined cock slipping past her lips.

"Perfect," she smiles, before taking him deeply again. The water jets pulse against her skin as she works all three men, feeling powerful and desired. Jordan does something with the hot tub controls, and Emma feels the jet's pressure increase against her clit, making her moan around Tom's length.

"Close," Tom warns, his camera clicking capturing these final moments. Emma increases her pace, both with her mouth and her hands underwater, feeling Marc and Dan tensing as well. The simultaneous groans as all three men reach their peak send vibrations through the water.

Emma swallows Tom's release as he continues shooting, while Marc and Dan's cum disperses in the swirling water. She gives each softening cock a final gentle stroke before releasing them, turning to face Jordan and Ryan with a satisfied smile.

"Our turn?" Ryan asks, his impressive length straining toward her as she moves through the water toward them. Behind her, she hears Marc and Dan shifting to recover, while Tom reviews his footage.

"Always so impatient," she teases, straddling Jordan first. His hands find her hips as she sinks onto him, familiar and perfect. Ryan's hands snake around to cup her breasts from behind, pinching her nipples lightly as she begins to ride Jordan's cock.

The water ripples around Emma's waist as she rides Jordan slowly, Ryan's hands still teasing her breasts from behind.

"Beautiful," Ryan murmurs, kissing her neck as she moves. Jordan's hands guide her hips in the water, creating perfect waves that pulse against her clit with each movement. The others watch from their recovery positions - Marc mixing fresh drinks, Dan adjusting the jets, Tom capturing every moment.

Emma feels her first orgasm building, enhanced by the hot water's swirling currents and Ryan's skilled fingers on her nipples. Jordan recognizes the signs - her breathing changing, her inner muscles beginning to flutter - and adjusts his angle slightly, hitting exactly where she needs him.

"That's it, love," Jordan encourages as she comes, her cry of pleasure echoing off the glass walls. Ryan holds her steady through the aftershocks, his impressive length pressing against her lower back as a promise of what's to come.

When she's recovered, Ryan helps lift her off Jordan, turning her to face him. "Ready for more?" he asks, always checking despite their long intimacy. Emma answers by wrapping her legs around his waist, feeling his thick cock pressing against her entrance.

"Slowly," Jordan reminds them, moving to support Emma's back as Ryan begins to enter her. The water makes everything smoother, helping her body accept his size as she sinks down inch by inch. On screen, a particularly explicit photo appears - Emma taking Ryan while Tom took photos for the first time, her face captured in a moment of perfect pleasure-pain.

"God, you're still so tight," Ryan groans as Emma settles fully onto him. She feels gloriously full, stretched perfectly around his impressive girth. Jordan's hands steady her as she begins to move, finding a rhythm that makes the water dance around them.

Tom's camera clicks capture her expression as she builds toward another peak. Marc and Dan have moved closer, their hands joining Jordan's in supporting and caressing her body. The multiple points of contact - hands on her breasts, fingers teasing her clit, lips on her neck - combined with Ryan's perfect fullness inside her push her toward a second, more intense orgasm.

"Come for us, Emma," Ryan commands, his voice thick with need. "Show them how beautiful you are when you cum on my cock."

His words, combined with Jordan pinching her nipple and Dan's finger circling her clit, send her over the edge. Her cry of pleasure is louder this time, her body clenching around Ryan's thickness as wave after wave of pleasure crashes through her.

Ryan follows immediately, his release filling her as Jordan holds them both steady in the swirling water.

As Emma comes down from her high, still impaled on Ryan's softening length, gentle hands help her transition into the weightless comfort of the hot tub's warm embrace. Jordan cradles her against his chest while Marc produces fresh champagne, the bubbles matching the jets pulsing around them.

"That might be my favourite series yet," Tom comments, showing them his camera's display. The sequence captures Emma's journey through pleasure perfectly - the initial teasing, the building tension, the moment of ultimate release. On the main screen above, similar images play in artistic slow motion, creating an erotic mirror of their evening.

"How are you feeling, mi amor?" Marc asks, passing her a flute of champagne. His fingers brush hers deliberately, and she notices his renewed arousal beneath the water. They all seem to be showing signs of recovery, their desire for her endless.

"Mmm, perfect," Emma purrs, taking a sip. The expensive bubbles dance on her tongue as she surveys her men. Dan has moved to adjust the temperature, his thick muscles flexing as he reaches for the controls. Jordan's hands trace lazy patterns on her skin underwater, while Ryan places soft kisses along her shoulder.

Tom sets his camera safely aside, finally joining them fully in the water. His tattoos seem to move in the shifting light from the projection screen, and Emma finds herself drawn to trace them with her fingers. "More?" he asks softly, noting her renewed interest.

"Always more," she confirms, letting the champagne's warmth blend with her desire. "Though perhaps we should move this to the shower soon? I believe Jordan and Ryan promised me something special for our first official night living together."

The men exchange knowing looks - they've planned something for later, after their friends leave. But for now, Emma is still their centre of attention, their shared pleasure, their beloved hotwife.

"First," Dan says, his large hands finding her waist underwater, "I believe you promised to show Marc that new position we discussed?" His fingers guide her gently toward the Spanish chef, who's already positioning himself on one of the built-in seats.

Emma moves willingly, straddling Marc while facing away from him as Dan holds her steady from behind. The water makes her movements fluid, graceful, as she sinks onto Marc's elegant length. The angle is perfect, allowing her to face the others while allowing Marc to reach around to play with her breasts. It also happens to give Tom's camera the perfect view of her pleasure.

On screen, the images have cycled back to the beginning of her journey - that first tentative photoshoot, her early explorations, the gradual building of trust and desire that led them here. Now she moves confidently between her lovers, accepting their worship, directing their pleasure, completely in control of her sexuality.

"Beautiful," Jordan murmurs, echoed by Ryan's agreeing hum. They watch as their wife takes her pleasure again, surrounded by steam and desire and endless love.

This is her paradise, built on trust and love and endless possibility. As another orgasm approaches, Emma meets Jordan's eyes and smiles. They've come so far from those early movie nights.

◆◆◆

Emma's legs are deliciously unsteady as the men help her from the hot tub, her body still tingling from multiple orgasms. The memory of Dan taking her from behind while she gripped the tub's edge, followed by Tom's masterful use of the jets during his turn, makes her smile as Jordan wraps her in a plush towel.

The walk-in shower is a marvel of modern design - multiple rainfall showerheads, body jets, and enough space for all six of them. Steam begins to fill the glass enclosure as Ryan adjusts the temperature controls, the heated floor warm beneath their feet.

"Let us take care of you," Jordan murmurs, removing her towel. Emma stands naked in the centre as her men surround her, their hands gentle but possessive as they guide her under the warm spray. The first splash of water makes her gasp - her nerve endings still sensitive from the evening's activities.

Marc reaches for her favourite body wash, the expensive jasmine and vanilla scent filling the steamy air. "Allow me, mi amor," he says, pouring the liquid into his palms. His skilled chef's hands begin at her shoulders, working the soap into a rich lather as Dan's strong fingers massage her scalp with shampoo.

Emma lets her head fall back, surrendering to their ministrations. Tom's artistic hands join in, tracing patterns across her breasts while Ryan and Jordan work their way up her legs from opposite sides. The sensation of ten hands on her body, cleaning and caressing, makes her moan softly.

"So beautiful," Tom murmurs, his thumbs circling her nipples as Marc's soapy hands slide down her back. The steam swirls around them, creating an intimate cocoon of heat and desire. Emma feels herself floating in sensation - Dan's fingers massaging her scalp, Tom's hands on her breasts, Marc working her back, while Jordan and Ryan's hands climb higher up her thighs.

The first touch between her legs makes her gasp - she's not sure whose fingers are circling her clit, maybe Jordan's, while another hand (Ryan's?) slides between her ass cheeks, cleaning and teasing. The dual stimulation, combined with the other men's continued touching, starts building another orgasm despite her previous satiation.

The steam thickens around them as more hot water cascades from multiple directions. Emma's skin tingles everywhere - from the water's heat, from her men's touches, from the overwhelming sensation of being the centre of their focused attention. Her nipples tighten under Tom's skilled fingers while Marc's hands work lower, joining the others between her legs.

The jasmine-scented steam fills her lungs with each increasingly rapid breath. Dan's strong hands move from her hair to her shoulders, massaging away any remaining tension as he presses against her from behind. She feels his renewed arousal sliding between her soft arse cheeks, while the others crowd closer, their wet skin sliding against hers from all angles.

Fingers trace patterns across her heated flesh - some teasing, some firm, some barely ghosting over her sensitive skin. Emma loses track of whose hands are where. Someone's thumb circles her clit with maddening precision while other fingers slip and slide inside of her, making her gasp. A third hand rolls her nipple while yet another tilts her chin up for a deep kiss - Marc, she thinks, tasting hints of champagne.

The kiss breaks and another mouth claims hers immediately - Ryan this time, she knows his style. The steam makes everything dreamlike, surreal. Water runs in rivulets between her breasts, following paths created by exploring fingers. Her skin feels hypersensitive, every touch magnified by the heat and steam.

Emma's legs begin to tremble as the pleasure builds. Strong hands - Dan's and Jordan's - support her weight as she starts to sway. The constant touches, the multiple points of contact, the heat, the steam, the slick slide of skin on skin, fingers slipping inside her - it's almost too much, pushing her toward sensory overload.

A particularly clever finger (Tom's artistic touch, surely) finds that spot inside her that makes her see stars, while someone else's thumb maintains steady pressure on her clit. The dual stimulation combines with all the other sensations - hands on her breasts, mouths on her neck, water cascading everywhere - building toward something massive.

Emma feels herself starting to float away on the tide of sensation. The steam embraces her like another lover, hot and thick and all-encompassing. Her nerve endings sing as expert hands continue their relentless pleasure assault. She's vaguely aware of whispered praise in multiple voices, of kisses pressed to her shoulders, her neck, her breasts.

The pleasure builds to almost unbearable levels as Emma floats in the steamy embrace of her lovers. Her body trembles between them, supported by their strong hands as the sensations overwhelm her. The steam has made everything dreamlike, heightening every touch, every kiss, every skilled finger's movement.

Dan's solid chest anchors her from behind while Jordan and Ryan press close to her sides. Tom's artistic fingers continue their masterful exploration between her legs while Marc's talented mouth works at her breast. Sensations blur together in the heat and steam until Emma can't tell where one touch ends, and another begins.

"Oh god," she manages, her voice barely audible over the cascade of water. Her fingers clutch at whatever she can reach - someone's shoulder, another's arm, trying to ground herself as the pleasure threatens to overwhelm her completely.

The steam thickens around them as hands adjust her position slightly, opening her further to their ministrations. Emma feels herself beginning to fragment, every nerve ending firing at once. The combination of sensations pushes her higher and higher.

When the orgasm finally hits, it crashes through her with devastating intensity. Emma's cry of pleasure echoes off the shower walls as her body convulses between her lovers. They hold her steady as she shakes apart, their touches gentling but not stopping as wave after wave of pleasure courses through her.

"Beautiful," someone murmurs - maybe all of them - as she slowly comes down from her high. Her legs have given out completely, but strong hands support her, keeping her upright under the warm spray. Gentle kisses pepper her face and shoulders as she gradually returns to herself.

The steam begins to thin as Ryan adjusts the water temperature slightly cooler. Emma becomes aware of individual sensations again - Jordan's kiss on her temple, Dan's hands steadying her waist, Marc's fingers running through her wet hair, Tom's gentle touch on her back, Ryan's supportive arm around her shoulders.

"I think," Tom says softly, reaching for a towel, "this is where we leave you to your husbands." The others murmur in agreement, each taking a moment to kiss Emma tenderly before stepping out of the shower.

Emma watches through heavy-lidded eyes as her friends dry off and dress, their movements unhurried but purposeful. Each man pauses at the bathroom door to look back at her - still supported between Jordan and Ryan under the warm spray - with a mixture of love and satisfaction.

As the door closes behind them, Emma turns in her husbands' embrace. The night isn't over - they have plans for her in their massive bed - but for now, she floats in the afterglow, held securely between the two men who share her heart completely.


17: The Loving Union

Emma sits naked between Jordan and Ryan on the vast bed, her skin still tingling from their earlier adventures in the hot tub and shower. The bedroom's soft lighting casts a warm glow across their bodies, and the lingering scent of jasmine from her bath products fills the air. She feels utterly content, safe in the presence of both men who have come to mean everything to her.

Turning her head, she observes Ryan's strong profile, then Jordan's familiar, loving features. Her heart swells with emotion. "I feel so thrilled to be yours," she says, her voice carrying the weight of the day's memories. "Today was so much fun with everyone."

Ryan's hand finds her lower back, his touch warm and reassuring. "You've captivated us both, Emma," he murmurs, his grey eyes intense as they meet hers. "Watching you with our friends today... it made me realise just how special this is, what we have together."

Jordan nods in agreement, his fingers trailing along her arm. "You deserve to be cherished like this," he says, his voice thick with emotion. "Sharing you brings us so much joy. Seeing you blossom, watching you embrace your desires, it's everything."

Emma's heart flutters at their words. "I love being shared by both of you," she confesses, reaching out to touch each of their chests, feeling their steady heartbeats beneath her palms. "It's everything I imagined and more."

Both men begin stroking her hair, their touches different yet complementary. Ryan's fingers are firm and deliberate, while Jordan's are gentle and familiar. The sensation grounds her, reminds her of how far they've come together. Jordan shifts to massage her feet, his strong hands working the tension from her arches, and Emma sighs in pleasure.

"You two better be ready for what I want next!" she teases, her voice playful but laden with desire. The wine from earlier has left her feeling warm and uninhibited, though she knows it's more than just the alcohol—it's the complete acceptance she feels in their presence.

Jordan's hands pause on her feet as he catches the tone in her voice. "We're all yours to command, love," he says with a knowing smile, his eyes darkening with anticipation.

Emma feels desire pool in her core as she takes in both men's responses. Their naked bodies show clear signs of arousal, and she delights in the power she holds over them. Taking charge, she lets her excitement show in her voice: "I want to feel both of you so deeply tonight, inside me."

She shifts position, kneeling between them, and reaches out to stroke their hardening cocks with both hands. The contrast between them fascinates her—Ryan's impressive length and girth compared to Jordan's perfect familiar shape. She leans down to taste them both in turn, her tongue exploring, teasing, comparing.

"I love the way you both feel," she whispers between licks, "so different, yet so perfect." She takes Jordan deeper into her mouth, hollowing her cheeks around him while her hand continues working Ryan's shaft. Then she switches, moaning softly as she stretches her lips around Ryan's considerable girth.

The men's breathing grows heavier, their hands finding purchase in her hair, on her shoulders, along her spine. Emma revels in their responses, in the way their bodies tense and relax under her attention. She feels powerful, desired, and completely in control of their pleasure.

This is what she'd dreamed of when she'd first discovered those spicy books, being cherished, desired, empowered. Now, with both Jordan and Ryan, she has everything she ever wanted and more. The thought makes her body throb with need, and she knows exactly what she wants next.

With a mischievous grin, Emma rises up on her knees and places her hands firmly on Ryan's broad chest. "Let me show you what I want," she purrs, pushing him back onto the bed. His massive cock stands proudly erect, and Emma can't help but lick her lips at the sight. "You look so good like this, ready for me."

Ryan's eyes darken with desire as they lock onto hers, a knowing smirk playing at his lips. "We're ready for you, Emma," he says, his voice rough with need. "You command us tonight."

Jordan moves behind Emma, his chest pressing against her back as he brushes her hair aside to kiss her neck. The dual sensation of Jordan's lips on her skin and Ryan's heated gaze makes her shiver with anticipation. She reaches back to tangle her fingers in Jordan's hair, holding him close while maintaining eye contact with Ryan.

"I want you first," she tells Ryan, her voice husky with desire. "Then Jordan will join us." She rocks back against Jordan's hardness, feeling him throb against her. "I need you both tonight."

Jordan's hands slide around to cup her breasts, thumbs circling her already hard nipples. "You're incredible, Emma," he murmurs against her ear. "So beautiful when you take charge."

Emma moves forward, positioning herself over Ryan. His impressive size still takes her breath away, even after all their times together. She reaches down to guide him to her entrance, soaking wet with anticipation. "Hold my hips," she commands softly, and Ryan's large hands immediately grip her thighs, steadying her.

Slowly, she begins to lower herself onto him, gasping at the delicious stretch. "Oh god, Ryan," she moans, "you feel amazing." She takes him inch by inch, her body adjusting to his size as Jordan watches, his hands stroking her back encouragingly.

Ryan's breathing grows ragged as she takes him fully inside her. "That's it, love," he groans, his fingers flexing against her skin. "You're perfect like this."

Emma begins to rock gently, finding her rhythm as she adjusts to the fullness. She reaches back for Jordan's hand, pulling him closer. "I want you too," she whispers, her voice thick with need. "I want to feel you both inside me."

Jordan kisses her shoulder blade, then reaches for the bottle of lube on the bedside table. "Are you sure, love?" he asks, though he can see the certainty in her eyes.

"Surer than I've ever been," Emma responds, still moving slowly on Ryan. "I need you both. Please."

The click of the lube bottle opening sends a thrill through Emma's body. She feels Jordan's slick fingers circling her back entrance, relaxing and preparing her carefully. The additional stimulation makes her moan, her movements on Ryan becoming more pronounced.

"That's it," Jordan encourages, working her open with gentle fingers. "Just relax for me, love." His free hand strokes down her spine, helping her stay calm and focused as he prepares her.

Ryan reaches up to cup her face, drawing her down for a deep kiss. The change in angle makes her gasp against his lips as he hits deeper inside her. "You're doing so well," he murmurs between kisses. "So perfect for us both."

Emma feels herself floating in a haze of pleasure, caught between both men's tender ministrations. Jordan's careful preparation and Ryan's deep kisses have her hovering on the edge of bliss already. She can feel herself getting close to her first orgasm just from the anticipation of what's to come.

"I'm ready," she breathes, her voice trembling with need. "Jordan, please. I want you both now."

She hears Jordan slicking himself with lube, feels him positioning himself behind her. His presence is reassuring, loving, as he prepares to join them in their intimate connection. Emma's heart swells with love for both men, amazed at how perfectly they fit together in this relationship.

Ryan strokes her face, drawing her attention back to him. "Look at me, love," he whispers. "Stay with us. We've got you."

Emma feels Jordan's cock pressing against her tight rosebud, the sensation making her breath catch. She's grateful for his careful preparation as he begins to ease inside her, the feeling of fullness already incredible with Ryan buried deep in her pussy.

"Oh my god," she gasps, her fingers digging into Ryan's chest. "You both feel amazing." She forces herself to breathe steadily as Jordan slowly pushes deeper, her body stretching to accommodate him.

Jordan pauses, giving her time to adjust. "That's it, love," he murmurs, his hands stroking her hips soothingly. "You're taking us so well." His voice is strained with the effort of maintaining control, of putting her comfort first.

Ryan reaches up to brush a strand of hair from her face, his grey eyes intense with emotion. "You're incredible like this," he says softly. "So beautiful taking us both."

Emma feels overwhelmed by sensation as Jordan finally seats himself fully inside her. The feeling of both men filling her completely is beyond anything she's ever experienced. She stays still for a moment, adjusting to the intense fullness, loving how they both wait patiently for her signal.

"Move," she whispers finally, rocking her hips experimentally. "Please, both of you."

They start slowly, finding their rhythm together. Jordan pulls back as Ryan pushes up, then reverses, creating a continuous wave of pleasure that has Emma gasping. The coordination between them is perfect, born of their shared love for her and their growing comfort with each other.

"Yes," Emma moans, her head falling back against Jordan's shoulder. "Just like that." She feels her first orgasm building already, the dual stimulation pushing her rapidly toward the edge.

Ryan's thumb finds her clit, circling it with practiced skill. "Come for us, Emma," he encourages, his voice rough with desire. "Let us feel you."

The added stimulation proves too much. Emma's first orgasm crashes over her with stunning intensity, her body clenching around both men as she cries out in her pleasure. They slow their movements but don't stop, drawing out her pleasure until she's trembling between them.

"So perfect," Jordan murmurs in her ear, his pace increasing slightly as she recovers. "Ready for more?"

Emma can only nod, still caught in the aftershocks of her orgasm. The men begin moving with more purpose now, their strokes deeper and more assured. The room fills with their combined sounds of pleasure - moans, gasps, and whispered words of love and encouragement.

She feels her second orgasm building, even more powerful than the first. "I'm close again," she manages to gasp out. "Don't stop, please don't stop."

"Together," Ryan groans, his control clearly slipping. "Come with us, love."

Jordan's movements become more erratic, his breathing harsh against her neck. "Let go, Emma," he urges. "We've got you."

The intensity builds to an almost unbearable level until Emma finally shatters, crying out as her second orgasm rips through her. She feels both men follow her over the edge, filling her completely as they reach their own release, their bodies pressed tight against hers as they pulse inside her.

For a long moment, they stay joined together, their breathing gradually slowing. Emma feels tears of joy sliding down her cheeks, overwhelmed by the intensity of their connection. Both men pepper her skin with gentle kisses, murmuring words of love and praise.

Finally, they carefully separate, Jordan helping Emma lie down between them on the bed. They curl around her protectively, their hands stroking her skin with tender touches as she comes down from the intense high.

"I love you both so much," Emma whispers, her voice thick with emotion. "This is everything I've ever wanted."

"We love you too," they respond in near unison, making her smile despite her exhaustion.

As she drifts toward sleep, safe between her two men, Emma knows she's exactly where she belongs. This is her happiness, her perfect ending - though really, she thinks as sleep claims her, is it just their beginning?
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