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This one is for Emma C, who very much inspired the theme and outline of this novel!


Introduction


You are reading book 17 in my "Hotwife Tales" series of full-length novels and novellas.

Corrections - A Request

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

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

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

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

Thank you, Chris.


one
Seventeen Cameras, One Wife


The Volvo's engine purred, and Mark's hands strangled the steering wheel as he drove them home. Fortess Road unspooled ahead, streetlights strobing his knuckles white-then-orange, white-then-orange. He knew this route. Could drive it blind drunk at three a.m. But tonight his hands wouldn't stop shaking.

His wife Sophie was beside him, coat buttoned like she was hiding something. Mark had watched her change in that grotty toilet, watched her peel the French maid costume off whilst Derek and Colin packed away their tripods ten feet away on the other side of that flimsy door. She'd emerged respectable. Jeans. Blouse. Handbag clutched like a shield. But underneath – Christ, underneath she still wore the stockings. The suspenders. Lined ones that she'd bought to complement the outfit for tonight's photography session.

Neither of them spoke. What was there to say? The Northern Line rumbled underneath, shaking the Volvo's chassis, and Mark felt it in his balls. Everything was vibration. The engine's tick. The hum of tyres on tarmac. His cock, thick and insistent against his zip, throbbing in time with his pulse.

He'd been hard since the moment Sophie bent over that table at the community centre, feather duster in hand. Arse high, spine curved, those black lace knickers disappearing between her cheeks. Seventeen cameras clicking like insects. Derek's mouth hanging open, wet and slack. James stammering about composition, angles, the quality of fucking light. And Mark at the back, Canon EOS 5D raised, finger on the shutter, cock straining so hard against his jeans he'd had to adjust himself twice. Now, driving home, it hadn't softened. If anything, worse. The head was leaking. He could feel the wet spot spreading, cool against his boxers.

Mark indicated left, turned onto a side street. Nearly home. His jaw ached from clenching.

"You were brilliant tonight, Soph." His voice came out rougher than he meant it. He cleared his throat, tried again. "The club were really chuffed with you stepping in last minute to save the shoot. Priya's going to love those shots."

Sophie laughed. Light, but nervous. "Yeah? I felt a bit ridiculous, to be honest. Did you see Derek's face? Thought his eyes were going to pop out of his head."

Derek. That leering old bastard.

"Derek's harmless." Mark tried for casual. Failed. His heart was kicking his ribs like it wanted out. "Just… you know. Appreciative."

Appreciative. What a bloodless word for the way Derek had stared. The way they'd all stared. Colin muttering to James – lucky bastard – nodding at Mark like he'd won something. James just gawping, camera dead in his lap, useless. Even Priya, all artistic composure, leaning forward, her lips parted, eyes tracking every shift of Sophie's hips.

"They all were," Mark managed. His throat was dry. "You were the star, Soph."

Seventeen camera club members. Seventeen cameras. Mark had watched them want her. Catalogued it. Filed it away like images on a memory card, ready to replay later when he was alone with his laptop and his cock in his hand.

Sophie turned to look at him. Streetlight washed over her face, caught the grey-blue of her eyes. "You don't mind, though? All those men just… staring."

Her voice was careful. Testing. Like she was stepping onto ice, uncertain if it would hold her weight.

A car passed, headlights blinding for a second. Mark's jaw tightened. Not anger. Something hotter. Deeper. His cock pulsed.

"Mind?" He felt his way through the word, photographer framing a shot. "No. I mean… I noticed. Hard not to." Pause. His cock throbbed again, insistent. "But no. I didn't mind. It’s about the art – the composition."

Silence filled the car. Engine humming. Tyres on tarmac. The wet slide of his precum against cotton.

"Did you mind?" He had to know.

Sophie hesitated. He felt her watching him, weighing his reaction. Then she laughed, soft and breathy. "I… I didn't hate it." A beat. Her thighs pressed together. "Is that bad? I mean, it was just modelling, but…"

She trailed off. Her teeth found her lower lip, worrying it.

Mark's hands tightened on the wheel. His cock was iron now, aching. He shifted in his seat, trying to ease the pressure. Bought himself a second to process.

She liked it. Jesus Christ, she liked it.

"Not bad," he said. Voice low, rougher still. "Not bad at all."

Sophie's coat rustled as she shifted, angling toward him. The fabric parted. He glimpsed her blouse, top button undone. His brain was screaming at him to pull over, drag her into the back seat, fuck her till she forgot every man in that hall except him. Her husband.

But he didn't. He drove. Waited.

"What did it feel like?" Mark asked. Gentle. Curious. Like he was coaxing a shy subject in front of his lens. "When they were all… looking at you in that sexy outfit?"

Sophie exhaled. Her hand moved. Slow. Fingers trailed along her handbag's edge, then slid to his thigh. Just resting there. Light enough to be accidental.

Except Sophie didn't do accidental.

Mark knew that hand. Knew every freckle on the back of it, the silver ring she never took off, the way her index finger had a callus from holding pencils.

"Powerful." Her voice went quiet. Confessional. "I felt… I don't know, like… sexy? Wanted?" A laugh, but nervous. "God, that sounds mental, doesn't it? Vain."

"It's not vain." Mark's voice came out firm. He risked another glance. Her face, half in shadow, half in orange glow. Beautiful. She'd always been beautiful, but tonight something burned brighter. Hotter. "You are sexy. You are wanted."

The words pressed against his throat, desperate to spill. I wanted you. Watching you up there, arse in the air, knowing every man in that room was imagining spreading your legs, fucking you, making you scream. I saw it in their eyes. And I was rock-hard, taking my pictures, thinking the exact same thing.

But he stopped. Not yet. Not quite the time.

Sophie's fingers squeezed his thigh. Higher now. Deliberate.

"What were you imagining, babe?" Her voice had changed. Playful. Teasing. She knew exactly where this was going.

Mark's breath hitched. "You know what."

"Tell me."

Another streetlight. Her smile caught in the flash, wicked and knowing. Her hand inched higher, close enough now to graze the bulge straining his jeans.

Fuck it.

"Imagining you naked," Mark said. The words tumbled out fast, urgent. "Bent over. Legs spread. Me fucking you." He swallowed hard. His mouth had gone dry. "I bet every single one of them went home tonight thinking about you. Wanking to the memory of your arse in those knickers."

Sophie's hand pressed against his cock. Not accidental. Full contact. Firm. Her palm hot through the denim.

Mark groaned, low in his throat.

"And you?" she whispered. Breathless now. "

The confession slipped out, raw and filthy. "I like them thinking about it."

There it was. The edge. The precipice.

Mark waited, heart slamming against his ribs, for her to pull back. To laugh it off. To say he was being weird, perverted, fucked in the head.

Instead, Sophie leant closer. Her perfume filled the car, and her breath ghosted against his ear, warm and damp.

"I was wet." She said it so quietly he almost missed it. "During the shoot. The whole time. Is that… I mean, that's fucked up, right?"

Mark's hands spasmed. The wheel jerked left, and the Volvo mounted the kerb, tyres shrieking, before he wrenched it back. His cock pulsed so hard his vision greyed at the edges.

She'd been wet. Standing there under the lights, seventeen camera club members staring, cameras capturing every angle, and his wife had been wet. Soaked, probably. Her knickers damp, pussy slick, and nobody knew except her. And now him.

"Fuck, Soph." His voice came out strangled. He couldn't get air. "That's not – that's fucking –"

He couldn't finish. His brain had shorted out.

Sophie's hand moved, traced the outline of his erection through the denim. Slowly. Deliberately. Mapping every inch. "I kept thinking… what if they could see? What if they knew?" Her voice dropped lower, husky and dark. "What if you could see?"

Mark nearly came. Right there. In his jeans. Driving through Kentish Town like a teenage boy who'd discovered his dad's porn stash.

"Christ," he muttered. Fortess Road appeared ahead, then their building. Salvation. He pulled in, parked sloppily, half on the kerb. Killed the engine.

Silence crashed down. Just their breathing, ragged and out of sync.

"Inside." Mark's voice had dropped an octave, gone rough. "Now, Soph. Right fucking now."

They scrambled out. Sophie's door slammed, too loud in the quiet street. He grabbed his camera bag, slung it over his shoulder, and followed her up the steps. She was ahead of him, hips swaying, that arse he'd photographed a hundred times but never like this, never thinking about other men seeing it, wanting it, wanking over it tonight in their sad little flats.

She glanced back. Caught him staring. Her smile was wicked. Knowing.

When the fuck had she learned to smile like that?

Mark fumbled with the keys, hands shaking, and unlocked their door. They stumbled inside. The hallway was dim. One lamp was glowing in the living room, casting long shadows. The flat smelled like it always did – Sophie's sourdough starter on the counter, that lavender diffuser she'd bought from the market, the faint must of old carpets that came with Victorian conversions. Home. Safety.

Except nothing felt safe. The walls were too close. The air too thick. Mark's hands were shaking again as he dropped his camera bag.

Sophie stood in the middle of their hallway, under the shit yellow light from the living room, and started unbuttoning her coat. Slowly. One button. Two. Three. Deliberately holding his eyes whilst her fingers worked. The coat slid off her shoulders, whispered down her arms, chucked on the sofa. Before he could say anything, she had her jeans off – and Mark could see the stockings again. Black lace tops cut into the pale flesh of her thighs. Suspenders straining. The little metal clasps catching the little light.

His mouth had gone dry. Tongue stuck to his palate.

"So." Sophie's voice had gone low. Bedroom voice. The one she used when she wanted him to bend her over the kitchen counter. "You liked it, didn't you? Watching them all stare at me. Watching them get hard."

Mark stepped into her space, hands finding her waist, yanking her against him. She gasped when she felt his cock, iron-hard, pressing into her belly.

"I fucking loved it." The words came out raw. Honest. No filter left. "Loved watching them want you. Loved seeing Derek practically drooling, James going red in the face, Colin adjusting himself when he thought nobody was looking." His hands slid down, grabbed her arse, squeezed hard enough to make her squeak. "Loved knowing every single one of them is going to wank themselves raw tonight thinking about my wife bent over in that fucking outfit."

He pulled her harder against him, let her feel how hard he was.

"And I loved knowing you're mine. That I'm the one who gets to fuck you."

Sophie's eyes darkened, and she rose on her toes, kissed him hard and hungry. Her tongue slid past his lips, tasted him, claimed him.

Mark groaned into her mouth. His hands roamed. Arse, hips, up to her breasts still confined in her bra beneath the blouse. She moaned, arched into his touch, and he felt her nipples harden against his palms.

"Bedroom," she gasped between kisses. Her voice was wrecked. "Mark, bedroom. Now."


two
Exposure Compensation


Mark shoved Sophie backwards through the doorway, fingers digging into her waist. Hard, so she'd have bruises tomorrow. She stumbled, laughing, breathless, and grabbed his shoulders to stay upright. The bedroom was dim, just the bedside lamp throwing shadows across the unmade bed. Sheets still twisted from this morning's fuck; duvet kicked to the floor. The blackout curtains blocked Fortess Road's orange streetlight glow, sealing them in. Mark kicked the door shut. It slammed, loud enough to rattle the frame, and the sound echoed through the flat.

Sophie's blouse hung open, buttons undone in the hallway, black lace bra underneath. His T-shirt was half-twisted over one arm, strangling him. He yanked it off, threw it blindly. It sailed somewhere; he didn't care where.

They kissed again. Messy. Desperate. Tongues fighting, no finesse, just need. Sophie's hands roamed his bare chest, nails dragging light scratches over his skin, and he groaned into her mouth. Nothing left of the careful photographer who'd spent two hours framing shots of his wife for seventeen strangers.

Mark's hands found the clasp of her bra, fingers shaking. Ten years married, he could do this in his sleep. Except tonight, his brain was offline, cock doing the thinking, and his fingers were useless. Fuck. He needed her naked. Needed to see what other men had stared at tonight. Her tits. Her arse. The body they'd filed away for later, for when they got home and wrapped a fist around their cocks and thought about his wife.

The clasp stuck. He swore, fumbling.

Sophie pulled back, panting, and laughed. Low and knowing. "Let me."

She reached back, unhooked it in one smooth flick. The bra fell away, black lace, Agent Provocateur, last year's anniversary, and dropped to the floor.

Mark stepped back. Half a pace. Just enough.

Sophie stood there, topless, pale skin in the lamplight, tits rising and falling with each breath, nipples hard and flushed deep pink. He'd seen them a thousand times. Kissed them, sucked them, photographed them in soft morning light when she was still half-asleep. Tonight, they felt new. Forbidden. Like he was seeing someone else's wife and getting away with it.

Now she stood in just the stockings, suspenders, and black lace knickers. The ones from the shoot. The ones everyone had stared at whilst pretending to adjust their fucking apertures.

Mark's breath caught. Audible. His cock throbbed so hard against his jeans it hurt, a physical need.

"Christ, Soph." His voice was wrecked. "You're so… fuck, you're beautiful."

Sophie stepped forward, closed the gap. Her hands went to his jeans, popped the button, and dragged the zipper down. Slowly. Eye contact locked, pupils blown wide and dark.

Mark's breathing quickened. His hands hovered, unsure. Her hips. Her hair. Her tits. Everything. He wanted to touch everything at once, drown in her.

Sophie pulled his jeans down, boxers too, in one smooth motion. His cock sprang free. Six inches, fully hard, head flushed dark and leaking. It bobbed against his stomach, desperate.

She wrapped one hand around his shaft. Just held it and squeezed.

Mark's hips jerked forward, involuntarily, a strangled sound tearing from his throat.

"You're so hard," Sophie murmured, stroking him slow. Root to tip. Her wedding ring pressed cool against his overheated skin. "Were you like this the whole drive home?"

"Yes." The word came out broken. "Fuck, yes. Couldn't stop thinking about you, about them watching you-"

Her fingers tightened, and Mark gasped. He was already close. Fucking pathetic really, but her hand, her wedding ring pressing into his cock, the way she looked at him like she knew exactly how wrecked he was... Christ. He wasn't going to last.

Mark's hands came up, cupped her face, tilted her head. He kissed her. Slower now. Deeper. Pouring everything in. Love. Lust. Gratitude. Possession. All of it tangled, inseparable.

His hands slid down, gripped her arse through the lace knickers. Kneaded the flesh. Pulled her against him, cock pressed into her belly, leaving a wet smear of precum on her smooth skin.

Sophie moaned into his mouth. Her hips rolled forward, seeking friction, and the sound she made - needy and desperate - nearly finished him.

Mark's fingers hooked into the waistband of her knickers. He paused. Looked at her. Unspoken question.

Sophie nodded, breathless. "Please."

He pulled them down. Slow. They caught on the suspenders, lace snagging on the metal clips. He had to work them carefully, over the clasps, down her thighs. The stockings stayed on. He didn't touch those. She looked perfect like this. Half-dressed. Caught between modest and obscene.

The knickers dropped to her ankles. Sophie stepped out of them, kicked them aside. They landed near the bed, black lace on the pine floorboards.

Her pubic hair - dark blonde, neatly trimmed, small strip above her pussy - caught the lamplight. Her pussy itself glistened, flushed and slick.

Mark's gaze dropped. Locked on. His throat went tight.

She was wet. Wet enough that he could see it clearly, the low light catching the slickness between her thighs, proof of what she'd admitted in the car. She'd been wet during the shoot. The group staring at her arse, at her tits straining against that ridiculous French maid outfit, and she'd been soaked. For them? For him? For the thrill of it all?

Fuck if he knew. Fuck if it mattered.

Mark took her hand, laced his fingers through hers, and pulled her towards the bed. They fell onto the mattress together. Springs creaked under their weight. The duvet was still on the floor, forgotten, and Mark didn't care. He wanted her on the bare sheets, wanted to see everything.

Sophie lay back, propped on her elbows, legs parted slightly in invitation. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, breasts shifting with each breath, nipples tight.

Mark knelt between her thighs. His hands slid up her calves, over the lace stocking tops, onto bare skin. Warm. Smooth. He paused at her inner thighs, thumbs brushing close to her pussy but not touching, teasing. Or steadying himself, as his hands were still shaking.

Sophie's hips lifted off the mattress. Impatient. "Mark, come on-"

He leant down, kissed her stomach. Just above her pubic hair. Soft. Reverent. Then lower, his breath ghosted over her clit, and she shivered, thighs trembling either side of his head.

Sophie's fingers threaded into his hair, tugged. "Please-"

Mark's tongue flicked out, parted her folds, and found her clit. One slow lick, savouring the taste. Salt. Sophie. Arousal. Familiar and fucking intoxicating.

Sophie gasped, back arching. "Oh fuck-"

But Mark pulled back. He couldn't wait. His cock was leaking steadily now, a wet patch forming on the sheets beneath him, throbbing with every heartbeat. He needed inside her. Right fucking now.

He shifted and positioned himself between her legs. His cock nudged her entrance, wet and hot. Slick enough that he didn't need his hand to guide himself in. Their eyes locked in a moment of connection. The world narrowed to just this: her face, flushed and beautiful, her blue-grey eyes watching him with trust and love and hunger.

Sophie's hands came up and cupped his face. Her palms warm and soft. "I love you," she whispered.

Mark's throat went tight. The words stuck for a second, too big. "Love you too," he managed. "So much, Soph."

He pushed in. Slowly at first. Just the head, stretching her, feeling her pussy yield and open around him. Then, deeper in one smooth thrust until he was fully seated, balls pressed against her arse, buried to the hilt.

Sophie's mouth fell open in a silent moan. Her pussy clenched around him, tight and slick and perfect, and Mark had to close his eyes, had to breathe through it. The overwhelming sensation of being home.

She fitted him perfectly. Always had. Six inches, average girth, nothing special. But Christ, the way she clenched, the way her body pulled him deeper like it was made for this, made for him... He was enough. He was hers. She was his.

Mark started to move. Slowly first, savouring the drag of her inner walls against his cock. Then hard thrusts, hips snapping forward. The bed creaked in rhythm, headboard knocking gently against the wall.

Sophie's legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into his arse, pulling him deeper with every stroke. Her legs toned from yoga three times a week. The grip of her thighs was almost bruising.

He leant down, braced on his forearms, close enough to kiss her. Their foreheads touched. Breathing synced, ragged, hot air mingling between them.

Their pace quickened as Mark lost control, careful rhythm fracturing into something more desperate. Each thrust was harder, deeper, more urgent.

Sophie was moaning beneath him. Broken, wordless sounds that went straight to his cock. Her nails raked down his back, leaving red lines he'd see tomorrow, and he fucking loved it.

"They all wanted you tonight," Mark gasped out between thrusts. The words tumbled free before he could stop them. Testing. Pushing the boundaries. "Every single one of them."

Sophie's eyes fluttered open, found his. Pupils blown, dark, nearly swallowing the blue-grey. "Yeah?"

"Fuck yes." He thrust harder, punctuating.

Sophie moaned louder, pussy clenching tighter around him. She was responding. Christ, she was getting off on it.

Mark felt the floodgates open. "Bet they're all home now. Wanking. Thinking about you."

Sophie's hips bucked up to meet his thrusts, desperate. "God, Mark-"

"Thinking about fucking you like this. Making you scream their names instead of mine."

Her breath hitched. Sharp inhalation. "Keep going-"

Mark slammed into her, rhythm gone, just need. "Bet some have bigger cocks than me. Thicker. Longer. Bet you'd fucking love that. Stretched wide, properly filled, some stranger's fat cock splitting you open-"

The words spilt out, no filter, and part of him waited for her to flinch, to tell him to stop; he'd gone too far. But her cunt clamped down, vice-tight, and she wailed, high and desperate, and Christ, she wasn't stopping him. She was coming apart. His filthy wife, getting off on the idea of other men's cocks whilst her husband fucked her and spat fantasies into the dark.

Sophie's fingers dug into his shoulders, nails biting. "Yes… fuck, yes-"

Mark's vision whited out at the edges. She possibly wanted this. His fantasy: the idea of being with someone else, someone bigger, better.

"Want to see you take a bigger cock, Soph." The confession poured out, unstoppable. "Want to watch you get fucked properly. Filled up. Stretched so wide you can barely take it-"

Sophie's back arched violently, whole body going taut. She was close. He could feel it. The way her thighs tensed around his waist, breathing going shallow and rapid, pussy fluttering around his cock.

Mark shifted his angle slightly, ground his pelvis against her clit with each thrust. Perfect friction. Exactly what she needed.

Sophie's eyes rolled back. "Mark… oh God… I'm-"

"Come for me," he growled, voice barely his own. "Come on my cock, Soph. Show me."

She shattered. Whole body seized, pussy clamping down so hard Mark nearly lost it right there. She cried out. His name, maybe. Or just sound. Pure and wordless. Her nails scored deep red lines down his back.

Mark kept thrusting through it, prolonging her orgasm, watching her face twist in pleasure. Beautiful. Wrecked. Utterly his.

Sophie was still trembling, aftershocks rolling through her in waves, when Mark felt his own climax building. Fast. Inevitable. A freight train barrelling towards him with no brakes.

"Fuck… I'm gonna-"

"Inside me," she gasped, eyes finding his. Fierce. Certain. "Come inside me, Mark."

Three more thrusts. Hard. Erratic. Rhythm completely gone. And he was finished. His orgasm slammed into him like a fist to the chest, cock pulsing as he spilt deep inside her. Hot, thick spurts, flooding her, filling her up. He groaned her name, hips stuttering, grinding against her as he emptied himself inside her. For a moment, everything stopped. Just sensation. Her heat. Her heartbeat against his chest, rapid and strong. The wet slide of sweat between their bodies, cooling in the lamplight.

Mark collapsed on top of her, knackered, face buried in her neck. She smelled like sweat and coconut shampoo and the slick musk of her cunt, his cum leaking warm between her thighs. His wife. His Sophie. Who'd just come screaming whilst he fed her fantasies about bigger cocks, strange men, being fucked raw.

What the fuck had he done? What the fuck had she done?

He rolled off her carefully, pulling out. His cum leaked from her pussy immediately, slicking her thighs, pooling on the sheets. Mark watched it for a second. Mesmerised by the obscene beauty of it. Then dragged his gaze away.

He collapsed onto his back beside her. The bed was damp with sweat, sheets tangled and ruined. Their breathing filled the room, loud and ragged, slowly evening out.

Sophie turned her head, looked at him. A slow smile spread across her flushed face. Satisfied. Warm.

"That was mad..." She trailed off, laughing breathlessly.

Mark reached for her hand, laced their fingers together. Wedding rings clicked softly. "Yeah."

Silence settled. Not awkward. Just processing. The weight of what they'd said, what they'd admitted whilst fucking like animals.

Sophie rolled onto her side, propped her head on one hand. Her other hand traced lazy patterns on Mark's chest. Circles around his nipples, down his sternum, following the faint trail of dark hair.

"Did you really mean it?" she asked quietly. Voice soft. Careful. "About wanting to see me with someone else?"

Mark's stomach tightened. He turned his head, met her eyes. Searching. Vulnerable.

"I don't know," he admitted. Honesty felt safer than bravado right now, that post-nut clarity hitting hard. "The idea... fuck, Soph, it makes me so hard. Watching you tonight, knowing they all wanted you, seeing you enjoy the attention... I loved it. But actually doing it?" He swallowed hard. "That's different, isn't it?"

Sophie nodded slowly. "Yeah. Very different."

They lay there, quiet, thinking. The Northern Line rumbled beneath them, distant and familiar. A car passed outside, headlights briefly sweeping across the blackout curtains.

"It turned me on too," Sophie said eventually. Voice small. Almost shy. "The attention. The idea that all those men were thinking about me like that. It made me feel..." She trailed off, searching for words.

"Powerful?" Mark offered.

"Yeah." She smiled, surprised. "Sexy. Wanted. Not just your wife. Not just Sophie who designs logos and bakes sourdough, but someone desirable."

Mark's chest went tight. He pulled her closer, kissed her forehead. "You are desirable. You're fucking stunning, Soph. I see it every day. I just... I'm glad they saw it too."

Sophie sat up, swung her legs over the side of the bed, breaking the spell. "I need the loo. And a shower. I'm disgusting."

Mark watched her stand. Naked except for the stockings, his cum trickling down her inner thigh, pale skin glowing in the lamplight. His cock gave another feeble twitch. Jesus. Already recovering.

She glanced back, caught him staring. Grinned. "Perv."

"Your perv," he shot back.

She blew him a kiss, padded out of the room on unsteady legs. The bathroom door clicked shut. Water ran, pipes clanking.


three
Overexposed: A Study in Morning-After Light


It wasn’t quite dawn yet, just London's orange street-glow filtered through fabric that had never quite managed to block anything properly.

Something was wrong.

His mouth tasted like he'd spent the night licking bar floors. Early traffic already hummed outside, the usual Fortess Road thrum of diesel engines and bus brakes. Friday morning. Normal.

Except his heart was hammering. Except his fists were twisted in the duvet. Except Sophie lay beside him, warm and soft and sleeping, and he'd-

Christ.

Christ, what did I say to her?

The memory slammed in. Not the arousal, that was gone, burned off in sleep like morning mist. Just the words. His fucking words. Filthy, desperate, pouring out of him whilst he'd pounded into her like some rutting animal who couldn't stop, couldn't think, could only say it.

"I want to see you take a bigger cock, Soph."

Mark's stomach lurched. Bile rose, sour and sharp. He swallowed it down, jaw aching from how hard he'd been clenching his teeth. Probably all night. His molars felt ground flat.

What the fuck had he been thinking? He hadn't been. That was the problem. He'd just... said it. Spat it out whilst fucking his wife, his Sophie, who blushed when baristas smiled at her, who apologised for existing, who'd never so much as mentioned another bloke's name in bed before Thursday night's camera club disaster.

And she'd come. Screaming. Her cunt clamping down on him so hard it hurt, wet and hot and pulsing whilst he'd fed her fantasies about being properly fucked, properly filled, worshipped by someone with the cock to actually do it. Someone, not him.

He'd broken something. Had to have. You couldn't say that shit and just... carry on. Make toast. Load the dishwasher. Chat about the weekend. Marriages didn't survive husbands admitting they wanted to watch their wives get split open on some guy’s massive dick, did they?

Did I break us?

The thought spiked cold through his ribs. Mark forced himself to breathe. In through his nose, out through his mouth. His pulse thudded in his ears, too fast, uneven. He was spiralling. He knew he was spiralling, but that didn't stop the spiral.

She was going to wake up and know. She'd look at him and see it, see what he'd said, what he was, and she'd - what? Leave? Laugh? Cry? Tell him he was sick, broken, a pervert who didn't deserve-

No. Stop.

Mark rolled onto his side. Careful. Quiet. The mattress dipped but didn't creak. Sophie didn't stir.

The light from the window caught her face. Soft focus, blonde hair messy across the pillow like spun gold in a Pre-Raphaelite painting, the kind of composition Mark would've framed and sold if she weren't his wife and this weren't his panic, and he weren't currently cataloguing her beauty whilst freaking the fuck out.

Her lips were parted. Just slightly. Breathing slow and even, that little catch on the inhale she'd always done, the one that meant she was properly asleep, gone deep. One hand tucked under her cheek. Pale skin, the curve of her shoulder exposed where the duvet had slipped down. His Sophie.

Who he'd just-

She looked peaceful. Not broken. Not damaged. Not lying there regretting every second of Thursday night or last night's filthy, fucked-up confessions.

Just... Sophie. Sleeping. Content.

Mark's breath stuttered. The panic didn't ease, exactly. More like it... shifted. Cracked open. Let in a sliver of something else.

Maybe he hadn't broken them. Maybe, Christ, was this even possible? - Maybe he'd given her something. Permission to want more. To stop apologising for taking up space, for existing, for having a cunt that got wet when seventeen men stared at her tits under studio lights whilst her husband filmed it.

Maybe she'd really liked it. The camera club. Last night. Him saying those things… maybe she'd wanted to hear it?

She'd come, hadn't she? Harder than she had in months. Her body arching, thighs shaking, nails scoring his shoulders whilst she'd gasped yes, yes, fuck, Mark, yes, and he'd felt like a fucking king even whilst admitting he couldn't give her what some stranger could.

Maybe this was okay? Maybe it was better than okay.

Sophie shifted. Her eyes fluttered open, unfocused, pupils huge in the grey light. She blinked once, twice, trying to find him in the dimness. Then she smiled.

The same warm smile she'd given him across the registry office table ten years ago, pen in hand, signing her name next to his like it was the easiest thing in the world. The smile that said you, always you, I chose you, and I'd choose you again.

Mark's throat closed. Not panic this time. Something bigger. Gratitude and relief, a love so sharp it carved him open, and he didn't have words for any of it, so he just lay there like an idiot, staring.

"Morning," Sophie murmured. Her voice was rough, sleep-thick, scraped raw. Probably from making those noises last night. Mark's cock twitched at the thought before his brain could stop it.

He swallowed. Tried to. "Morning."

Sophie stretched, catlike, spine arching, arms reaching overhead. The duvet slipped lower. Exposed her breasts, pale pink nipples tightening in the cool air. Mark's lens-brain framed it: soft light, gentle shadows, the curve of her ribs as she inhaled. Then she rolled closer, pressed a kiss to his bare shoulder. Her hand slid across his chest, fingers tracing lazy, absent patterns through the light hair there.

"You okay?" she asked. Quiet. Careful. Her eyes found his, held. "You look weird."

Weird. Christ. That was one word for it.

"Yeah," Mark managed. His voice came out hoarse, strangled. He cleared his throat. Tried again. "Just... thinking."

"About?"

About whether I broke us. Whether you're going to wake up tomorrow and realise your husband's a sick fuck who gets off on sharing you. Whether I deserve you, whether I ever did, whether last night was the beginning of the end or-

"About coffee," Liar. Coward. "Want me to make you one?"

Sophie laughed. Soft, sleepy, the sound vibrating against his skin where her cheek rested on his shoulder. "Always." She kissed him again, lips warm, lingering. Then she settled back into the pillows, pulling the duvet up over her breasts, tucking herself in like she was burrowing into a nest. "I need one after last night. Got a busy day of work ahead to clear stuff up before the weekend."

"Yeah. Okay."

Mark slid out of bed. His legs felt shaky, unsteady, like he'd just run Hampstead Heath's steepest hill. He pulled on his pyjama bottoms, grey cotton soft and worn, the waistband sitting low on his hips. Padded barefoot towards the kitchen, the floorboards cool under his feet, the flat still dim and quiet around him.

Behind him, Sophie burrowed deeper into the duvet. Safe. Warm. Content.

She's fine. We're fine. Better than fine.

He almost believed it.


four
Nikon Z9


Mark stood at the kitchen counter, bare-chested pyjama bottoms, watching the Gaggia espresso machine hiss and spit steam into the milk jug. The noise filled the small galley kitchen, drowning out the Sunday morning birdsong from the scrappy communal garden out back.

He'd wanked to the camera club photos three times since that Thursday night. Zooming in on her arse in those black knickers, the lace stretched taut, the curve of her thighs in the stockings. He'd come every time, feeling guilty and confused.

But he hadn't mentioned the photoshoot or the night after to Sophie. Not once. Neither had she. Instead, they'd fallen back into routine. Work, dinners, telly, sleep. Surface-level normal. Except it wasn't. There was a tension now, humming beneath every conversation, every glance, like they were both waiting for the other to bring it up. Scared to be the first.

The espresso machine beeped. Mark poured two flat whites, carried them to the breakfast bar. Sophie sat there, laptop open, scrolling through emails. She was wearing one of his old T-shirts, the grey one with the faded Arctic Monkeys logo. Her hair was piled in a messy bun, a few blonde strands escaping around her face. She looked tired, with shadows under her eyes.

Same as him.

Mark slid her coffee across. "Cheers, babe."

Sophie glanced up, gave him a small smile. "Thanks." She wrapped both hands around the mug, inhaled the steam. "God, I needed this."

Mark leaned against the counter opposite, sipped his own coffee. Watched her over the rim. Say something. Ask her. Have you been thinking about it? Do you regret it? Do you want to try it again?

But he didn't. He just stood there, drinking coffee, whilst the silence sat heavy between them.

Sophie broke first. "Client's being a nightmare. Wants a rebrand but won't commit to a direction. I've sent her three concepts, and she hates them all."

"Sounds shit."

"It is." Sophie scrolled, frowned at her screen. "I'm half tempted to tell her to fuck off and find someone else."

"You should then."

"I need the money though."

Mark nodded. They always needed the money. Freelance life. Feast or famine.

More silence. Sophie's fingers tapped against her mug. Mark drained his coffee, set the cup down too loudly. The clink echoed.

"So," Sophie said, closing her laptop with a decisive snap. "Happy birthday."

Mark blinked. "Cheers."

"Any plans?"

"Not really. Thought we could go to The Pineapple later? Get a roast and a few pints?"

"Sounds good." She stood, stretched, arms above her head. The T-shirt rode up, exposing the curve of her arse, the edge of her black lace knickers. The same ones from last week? No. Different. These had a tiny bow at the back.

Mark's gaze dropped, lingered, then jerked away. Guilt twisted his stomach. What the fuck was wrong with him? Looking at his own wife like she was some camera club model; some object to photograph and wank over. Except he'd been doing exactly that all week, hadn’t he?

Sophie didn't notice. Or pretended not to. She moved to a cupboard, opened it, and pulled out a white bakery box tied with old-fashioned string. "Right. Fuck the client. It's your birthday. I'm not working today."

"You sure? Thought you had a deadline."

"It can wait." She set the box on the breakfast bar, untied the string. "I didn't have time to bake, so I cheated. But I got your favourites."

Inside: a sourdough loaf from that posh bakery on Kentish Town Road. And pastries. Almond croissants. Four of them, golden and flaky and dusted with icing sugar and toasted almonds.

Mark's chest went warm. "You're brilliant, you know that?"

Sophie shrugged, pleased. "I know."

They ate breakfast at the bar, tearing apart croissants, washing down buttery layers with more coffee. Almond paste stuck to Sophie's upper lip. Mark reached over, wiped it away with his thumb. She smiled, licked his thumb playfully, her tongue warm and quick.

A flicker of heat. Mark's cock stirred.

Then Sophie pulled back, grabbed another croissant. The moment passed.

"Right," Sophie said, hopping off the stool, brushing crumbs from the T-shirt. "Present time."

Mark blinked. "Soph, you didn't have to get me anything. The croissants are enough."

"Shut up." She disappeared into the bedroom. Mark heard drawers opening, rustling. She returned thirty seconds later carrying a large rectangular box, professionally wrapped in matte black paper with a silver ribbon.

She set it on the breakfast bar between them. "Happy 41st, babe."

Mark stared. The box was big. Heavy, judging by how Sophie had carried it with both hands. His heart started thudding, slow and hard.

"Christ, Soph, what is this? We never usually do presents."

"Open it and find out, you div."

Mark's hands were shaking as he tore into the paper. Black box underneath. Nikon branding. Bold white letters.

His breath stopped.

"No fucking way!"

Sophie was grinning, practically bouncing on her toes. "Yes fucking way."

Mark lifted the lid. Inside, nestled in protective foam: the Nikon Z9. Mirrorless. Full-frame CMOS. 45.7 megapixels. Silent shutter. The camera he'd been drooling over on DPReview forums for a year. The one he'd bookmarked on B&H Photo, then closed the tab because it cost nearly four thousand pounds, and he could never justify it.

His throat closed up. He couldn't speak.

Four thousand pounds. She'd spent four thousand fucking pounds on a camera. For him.

Mark's vision blurred, and Christ, he was going to cry, wasn't he? Like a fucking idiot, on his birthday, because his wife had just handed him the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen that wasn't her.

"Soph..." His voice cracked. He looked up at her, eyes stinging. "This is... I can't... how did you even...?"

Sophie came around the bar, wrapped her arms around him from behind, chin on his shoulder. Her hair smelled of coconut shampoo. "I've been saving. Since Christmas. You deserve it, Mark. You're fucking brilliant, and you've been shooting commercial shit for too long. Maybe now you'll actually work on that photobook you keep talking about."

Mark twisted in his seat, pulled her into a proper hug. Buried his face in her neck, breathed her in. "I love you. So much. You're insane, but I love you."

Sophie laughed, soft and warm, and kissed his temple. "Love you too, you sap."

They stood there for a long moment, tangled together, the kitchen warm and quiet around them. Mark's chest ached. Not from sadness. From too much feeling, packed too tight.

This woman. His wife. Who saved for months to buy him a camera he didn't need but desperately wanted. Who supported his dreams even when they didn't pay the bills. Who'd let him photograph her in a tacky maid's outfit in front of seventeen strangers, then come home and fuck him senseless.

Who might, if he were brave enough to ask, let him take this even further?

Mark reluctantly pulled away from the hug, turned back to the box. He lifted the camera body out like it was made of glass. The weight was perfect. Solid. Professional. The grip moulded to his palm like it had been custom-made.

He powered it on. The screen glowed, crisp and bright. Menus loaded. He cycled through settings, autofocus modes, ISO range, and shutter speed options. Everything responsive, intuitive. This was a beast. A proper tool.

"You gonna marry that thing," Sophie asked, amused, "or can I get a turn holding it?"

Mark shot her a look. "Jealous?"

"Little bit."

He adjusted the aperture dial, feeling the click of each stop. "I need to test this. I need to shoot something."

Sophie leaned against the counter, watching him. "Go for it. Take it out and shoot some Kentish Town street scenes. That's what you've been planning, right? Your big photobook project?"

Mark considered. The streets outside would be busy, Saturday morning foot traffic on Kentish Town Road. Good light, interesting faces. He could test the autofocus, the dynamic range.

But he didn't want to leave. Not yet.

"I'll do that later," he said. "I want to test it here first. Get a feel for it indoors. Controlled light."

Sophie raised an eyebrow. "You planning on photographing the kettle?"

"Maybe." Mark grabbed his old camera bag from beside the sofa, pulled out the 50mm f/1.8 lens. Fixed it to the Z9. Adjusted settings. Aperture f/2.8 for shallow depth of field. ISO 400. Shutter speed 1/200.

Perfect for portraits.

He turned, raised the camera, and pointed it at Sophie. "Stay there. I'm gonna shoot you."

Sophie was mid-sip of coffee. She lowered the mug, raised an eyebrow. "Me? I look like shit, Mark. I've got no makeup on; my hair's a disaster-"

"You look perfect." His voice was firm. He peered through the viewfinder, adjusted focus. Her face sharp, the background melting into soft bokeh. "Just... be natural. Drink your coffee. Ignore me."

Sophie rolled her eyes but didn't move. She lifted the mug to her lips, sipped, and glanced away towards the window.

Mark clicked the shutter. God, this camera was a dream.

He shot again. And again. Circling her slowly, finding angles. Sophie was self-conscious at first, glancing at the camera, smiling awkwardly. But he kept shooting, kept murmuring instructions; "Look at your phone. Yeah, like that. Perfect.", and she relaxed.

She scrolled absently on her mobile, sipped coffee, and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. The morning light from the window caught her profile, the curve of her jaw, the freckles scattered across her shoulder where the T-shirt had slipped down.

Beautiful. Effortless.

Mark lowered the camera. "Can you... Stand by the window? The light's better there."

Sophie slid off the stool, padded barefoot across to the living room. The big sash window overlooked Fortess Road, net curtains filtering the sun. She leaned against the frame, one hand on the sill, looking out at the street below.

Mark followed, camera raised. The T-shirt was backlit now, semi-transparent. He could see the outline of her body underneath: hips, the curve of her arse, the shadow of her knickers.

His breath caught, and his cock stirred, thickening against his pyjama bottoms.

Christ. She wasn't even trying, and she was stunning. The light pouring through the window, turning her hair into a halo, the T-shirt clinging just enough to hint at what was underneath. Mark's finger hovered over the shutter. This was innocent. Domestic. Just testing the camera.

So why did his cock disagree?

"Turn around," Mark said. His voice was rougher now.

Sophie glanced over her shoulder. Raised an eyebrow. "Like this?"

"Yeah. Perfect. Just... look at me."

She turned fully, leaned back against the window frame. The T-shirt had ridden up slightly, mid-thigh now. Her legs were bare, pale, perfect from yoga. The light wrapped around her, soft and warm.

Mark shot picture after picture.

Sophie crossed her arms under her breasts, pushed them up slightly. The T-shirt stretched taut. "You are getting weird on me, Blake?"

Mark lowered the camera, tried for casual. "Just testing the autofocus."

"Sure you are."

But there was heat in her voice. And she hadn't moved.

She held his gaze. "This feels familiar."

Mark's pulse kicked. "What do you mean?"

"You, me, and a camera." A pause. Her voice went quieter. "Like last week. At the club."

The air between them thickened. The unspoken thing, suddenly very spoken.

Mark swallowed hard. "Yeah. I suppose."

Sophie uncrossed her arms, let them fall to her sides. The T-shirt settled back down, covering her thighs again. "You've been weird since then. Quiet."

"So have you."

Silence. They were both circling it. The conversation. The confession in the middle of the night. The thing neither of them had dared mention all week.

Mark cleared his throat. Set the camera down on the coffee table. "Yeah," he said finally. His voice was rough. "I've been thinking about it. A lot."

Sophie nodded. Bit her lip. "Me too."

The admission hung there, acknowledged but not explored. Neither of them knew what to say next.

Mark rubbed the back of his neck. "I should, uh... I should probably test this outside. Proper lighting. Street photography, yeah?"

It was an escape route, and they both knew it.

Sophie laughed, breathless and nervous. "Yeah. Good idea. Go shoot some... bins or something."

Mark grinned despite himself. "Romantic."

He moved towards the bedroom to get dressed. Paused in the doorway, looked back.

Sophie was still at the window, backlit, beautiful. Watching him. Their eyes met, and held, just for a moment.


five
Black and White on the Heath


Mark's thighs burned, lactic acid screaming as he ground up Parliament Hill. Lycra tight across his arse, road bike humming beneath him, and the Heath was already crawling with people. Cycling at nine in the bloody morning. Joggers huffing past, their breath fogging the cold air that smelled of wet grass and dog shit. Some bloke shouting "Rufus!" across the scrub. Families with buggies clogging the path to the café.

He barely saw any of it.

His head wasn't here. It was back in the flat, circling that Nikon Z9 on the coffee table. That gorgeous, overpriced bit of kit Sophie had scraped together money for. Months of Tesco sandwiches and saying no to the pub.

For what? So he could shoot more fucking mugs? More LinkedIn headshots for corporate drones in bad suits?

No. That camera deserved better.

His cock swelled against his shorts, thick and insistent. Christ. Not now. Not here, with pensioners tottering past and some woman letting her poodle shit three feet away.

Mark shifted on the saddle, tried to think about VAT returns, invoicing, the price of bloody printer ink. Anything unsexy. Didn't work. His brain kept looping back to this morning. Sophie at the window, backlit, T-shirt translucent enough to see the shadow of her nipples. The way she'd looked at him when she'd said it.

"This feels familiar."

Like last week at the camera club, when it was other men watching his wife pose in a cheap and tacky outfit, arse in the air, tits swaying.

His breath came faster. Not the hill. The memory.

He crested Parliament Hill, freewheeled down the other side, thighs trembling. London sprawled below, skyline grey and hazy. Canary Wharf stabbing up through the smog. The Shard glinted like broken glass. He'd photographed this view a hundred times, loved the sweep of it, the way light pooled in the Thames.

Today, he saw nothing. Just Sophie's face. Her mouth falling open as he'd fucked her afterwards, as he'd whispered filth about bigger cocks, strange men, being stretched wide and filled and worshipped.

She'd come. Hard. Saying yes.

What if he actually did it? What if he made it real?

Mark's cock pressed thick now, bulge obscene in Lycra. Anyone glancing over would see it. Some bloke in running gear jogged past, didn't look. Thank Christ.

He pedalled harder, thighs screaming, lungs burning. Pushed himself along the path towards Kenwood House, trying to outrun the fantasy building in his skull. It didn't work.

Because now he was imagining it. Not just dirty talk during sex. Actual planning. Actual execution.

Sophie standing naked in the home studio he always planned - sod the spare bedroom, he'd clear it properly. The Nikon Z9 is on its tripod, shutter capturing everything. Every detail. Every moment.

But then she's standing with a male model. Not anyone from the camera club, fuck no, someone younger. Fitter - built for photography. Someone who'd make Sophie look beautiful. Someone who'd fuck her the way she deserved to be fucked.

His cock pulsed - fuck, he was going to come. Right here. Cycling past some family having a sodding picnic, about to spunk in his shorts like a teenage pervert who'd just discovered Pornhub.

He braked hard, pulled off the path. Dismounted. Bent over the bike, pretending to check the rear tyre, breathing hard. Willing his erection down. Think about tax. Lightroom subscriptions. His mum's sixtieth birthday last month.

A couple walked past. Black bloke, white woman, hands linked. Laughing about something private, the kind of laugh that meant they'd probably just fucked. The bloke was tall, broad-shouldered, maybe twenty-five. Gym-fit, the kind of body Mark would never have, even if he cycled every day for the rest of his life. The woman was petite, blonde, glowing in that post-sex way.

Mark watched them disappear around the bend, and his cock pulsed so hard he nearly doubled over.

Black skin. White skin. Jesus, what a contrast. The way a dark hand would look cupping Sophie's pale breast. The way a thick, dark cock would look pushing into her pink cunt, stretching her wide, her wedding ring glinting as she gripped the sheets and moaned… not his name. Someone else's.

Mark straightened, straddled the bike again. His hands were shaking. This wasn't just a wank fantasy anymore. This was a shot. A composition. Art. He could photograph it. Capture it. Frame it. Make it beautiful instead of sordid.

A Black man. Young, fit, respectful. Someone Sophie would actually want. Someone Mark could direct, light, and frame properly. Someone whose cock would make her scream.

His cock throbbed again, but this time Mark didn't fight it. He pulled out his phone, thumbs hovering over the screen.

Can we talk later? About the shoot. And… after.

He stared at the screen. Cursor blinking. Three seconds. Five. Fuck it. He hit send before his brain caught up.

Sophie's reply came thirty seconds later. Might as well have been instant.

Yes. I want to.

Mark's pulse hammered in his throat. Fuck, he could taste it. He re-read the message. I want to.

She'd been thinking about it too. All week. Just like him.

Mark pocketed the phone, gripped the handlebars. His legs went liquid, adrenaline and arousal flooding through him like he'd just mainlined espresso.

Kenwood House. Café, and ‘his’ bench. His body knew the way even when his brain had fucked off entirely. He queued behind some Barbour-jacket prat ordering a soya latte, bought a flat white he didn't want. His hands were still shaking. Found his usual bench, the one overlooking the gardens where the posh twats walked their Labradors. Sat and stared at nothing.

His phone sat heavy in his pocket. Sophie's message glowed behind the screen like a bloody beacon.

Yes. I want to.

Mark took a sip of coffee. Burnt his tongue. Didn't care. He was going to do this. They were going to do this. And it was going to be beautiful.


six
Framing the Fantasy


The shower scalded. Mark stood under the spray, water drumming his shoulders, sluicing away the sweat and that faint dog-shit reek of the Heath. His cock thickened against his thigh, not quite hard but getting there. Just from thinking about it. About what he was going to ask her. How to pitch it without sounding like a complete pervert.

It's just a photoshoot. Artistic exploration. Black and white contrast. Skin tones. Light and shadow. Nothing explicit.

Except it wasn't just that for him. Would she know as soon as he opened his mouth - or just think it's an artistic project? She's probably too innocent to realise the truth.

He towelled off fast, skin pink from the heat, and pulled on jeans and a clean T-shirt that smelled like fabric softener. As he dragged a hand through his damp hair, the bathroom mirror showed him back: eyes too bright, jaw clenched tight. Wired. Like he'd snorted something instead of just cycled fifteen miles whilst fantasising about his wife posing for him, with some stranger's hands all over her pale skin.

He found Sophie in the living room, curled in the mustard armchair with her laptop balanced on her knees. She'd changed her outfit, leggings that clung to her thighs, and an oversized grey jumper slipping off one shoulder, exposing skin and the black lace strap of her bra. Hair still bundled in that messy bun, blonde strands escaping to frame her face. She glanced up when he came in. Their eyes caught.

The air pulled tight.

"Hey," Sophie said. Too casual. Like they hadn't been circling this conversation all day.

"Hey." Mark crossed to the sofa, dropped onto it. The Nikon Z9 sat where he'd left it on the coffee table, matte black body gleaming in the afternoon light slanting through the sash windows. He picked it up and turned it over in his hands. Something to do with his fingers, keep them occupied so he wouldn't just blurt it all out.

Sophie clicked her laptop shut. Set it on the side table beside her half-drunk mug of tea. She wrapped both hands around the mug, lifted it to her lips. Didn't drink. Just held it there like a barricade.

Neither of them said anything.

The silence sat between them like a third person. Mark's fingers moved through the Z9's menu on autopilot. ISO 400. Aperture f/2.8. Shutter speed 1/200. Settings he could've dialled in his sleep, but his hands were trembling, actually fucking trembling, and if he didn't keep them busy, he'd just sit here sweating. He locked his jaw. Willed his pulse to stop hammering in his throat.

Say it. Just fucking say it.

"So." He cleared his throat. "About your text earlier."

Sophie's knuckles went white on the mug. "Yeah?"

Mark still wasn't looking at her. Safer that way. Easier to get the words out if he didn't have to see her face. "I've been thinking. About a new project. A proper one. Not commercial shit. Something that's actually... mine."

He risked a glance. Sophie was watching him, blue-grey eyes steady. Unreadable. Waiting.

Don't make it weird. It's not weird. Photographers do this all the time. Boudoir shoots. Tasteful. Beautiful. Except you're planning to photograph your wife with another man's hands all over her. Christ. That's not tasteful. That's fucked.

Mark set the camera down on his lap and made himself meet her eyes properly. "I want to do a photography series. Black and white. Contrast. Skin tones, light and shadow, all that." He paused. Watched her reaction. Waited for the flinch, the laugh, the are you serious? "And I want to use you as my focus model."

Sophie tilted her head. Curious but guarded, like she was working out where this was going. "Me? Like... portraits?"

Mark shook his head. "More than that. I want to explore visual contrast. The way different tones interact when they're side by side." He was choosing his words like he was diffusing a bomb. Testing each one before he laid it down. "Your skin. Pale. Against..." He trailed off. Let the sentence hang.

Sophie leant forward. The jumper slipped further down her shoulder. More pale skin, and more black lace. "Against what?"

Mark's mouth had gone dry. He swallowed. Tasted copper. "Against darker skin. Another model. A Black male model."

The words landed heavily and just sat there between them; he couldn't take it back now.

Sophie's breath hitched. She set the mug down, hands shaking just slightly, and laced her fingers together in her lap. Her wedding ring caught the light. Silver band, scratched from ten years of wear. "Like... a boudoir shoot?"

Mark nodded too fast. Eager. "Yeah. Exactly. Boudoir shots, artistic and tasteful obviously. Nothing too explicit."

Liar.

"Right." Sophie's voice had gone quiet. Thoughtful. She wasn't looking at him now. Her gaze had dropped to her hands, to that ring spinning round and round her finger. "And where were you thinking? For the shoot?"

Mark's pulse kicked. She was asking about logistics. Practical questions. Not shutting him down. Not laughing. Not asking if he'd completely lost his fucking mind.

"Here," he said. "The spare room. I'd need to clear it properly, shift the junk out, and set up the lights. But the space is good. North-facing window, soft, even light all day. Perfect for what I'm thinking."

Sophie nodded slowly. Processing. "And when?"

"I don't know. Next weekend? Week after? Whenever we can... whenever we find someone."

"What would I wear?" Sophie asked. Still not looking at him. Her fingers kept working that ring, spinning it, spinning it.

Mark shifted forward on the sofa. This was safer ground. Technical. He could do technical. "I'm thinking a massage scene. You are lying on a table, being massaged. Oil, soft lighting. The model's hands on your back, your shoulders." He paused. Gauged her reaction. "It's about touch and the way bodies interact when there's skin-on-skin contact, all the while focusing on the contrast of light and dark."

Sophie's thighs pressed together. Just a fraction. Subtle. But Mark noticed. He noticed everything. His cock thickened against his jeans.

"A massage," Sophie repeated. Slow. Testing the shape of it in her mouth.

Mark nodded. "Yeah. I mean, we'd keep it appropriate. You'd be in underwear, knickers at least. Or a robe… and obviously a towel. Whatever you're comfortable with. We'd set boundaries beforehand."

Sophie's eyes narrowed, obviously working it through. "And the model? What would he wear?"

Mark hadn't thought that far. Bollocks. "I don't know. Boxers? Shorts? Whatever makes the composition work." He was improvising now, making it up as he went, and it showed.

Sophie uncrossed her arms. Leant forward again, elbows on her knees, hands clasped. "Why a black guy specifically?"

Mark was ready for this. He'd rehearsed it on the ride home, cycled it through his head whilst his thighs burned climbing Highgate Hill. "The contrast. Visually, it's striking. Dark skin against pale. Light and shadow. It's beautiful. Powerful. There's an aesthetic purity to it."

He wasn't lying about this part. It was beautiful. The couple on the Heath this morning, their hands linked, dark fingers threaded through pale. The way it looked. Clean. Perfect.

But there was more underneath. The taboo. The transgression. The primal, fucked-up thrill of watching his white wife worshipped by a Black man's hands… or his mouth… his cock...

Sophie nodded slowly. "Okay. I get that." A pause. Her voice dropped. Quieter. "And who did you have in mind? For the model?"

"I don't know yet," Mark admitted, “I'd need to find someone. Maybe ask around at the camera club? See if anyone knows someone suitable?"

He was lying through his teeth. He did have someone in mind. Luke. Luke from Ginger & White café, who had done some modelling for the club. Young, maybe twenty-six, a part-time barista whilst he chased acting auditions. Tall, gym-fit, that easy smile that came with good cheekbones and better skin, and had confided about his modelling and acting work. Broad shoulders that strained his T-shirt when he worked the espresso machine.

Mark had noticed him months ago. Not sexually. Just aesthetically. The way a photographer notices good bone structure, interesting light, and a face that would photograph well. But this morning, cycling home with his cock half-hard and his brain spiralling, the fantasy had crystallised around Luke. Luke's body. Luke's hands on Sophie's pale skin. Luke's cock-

For fuck’s sake, get a grip, man. Do NOT mention that fantasy!

Sophie stood abruptly, moved to the window, and wrapped her arms around herself.

"And you think this would be good?" Sophie's voice was careful. Measured. "For your portfolio?"

Mark stood too. Crossed halfway to her, then stopped. Left space between them. Gave her room. "I think it could be amazing. Something real. Something honest - a new direction for me."

Sophie turned from the window. Faced him. Her expression was hard to read. Nervous? Curious? Both? "Is this weird, Mark? Because... this feels weird."

Mark's heart kicked. "Weird how?"

"Just..." She gestured vaguely between them. "A massage shoot. With another man. Whilst you photograph it." A pause. Her eyes searched his face, looking for something. "That's not just art, is it? It feels sexual. Even if we're calling it something else."

Mark's throat tightened. This was it. The moment. He could backtrack. Laugh it off. Say he'd got carried away, it was just a stupid idea, forget he mentioned it. Go back to photographing mugs and menus and dying slowly of creative boredom.

Or he could be honest.

"Yeah," he said. Quiet. "It's sexual."

Her eyes went wide. Just for a second. She hadn't expected him to admit it straight out. Christ, he'd surprised himself.

Mark pulled air into his lungs. Tried to sound like he knew what he was talking about instead of like some pervert justifying his wank fantasies. "But it’s still art, yeah? It can be both. Mapplethorpe did it. Helmut Newton. Nobuyoshi Araki. They photographed bodies, desire, all that. Made it beautiful." He was name-dropping now, hiding behind references, but Sophie was nodding. She was following. She wasn't running.

"And what would I get out of it?" she asked. Direct. Challenging. "What's in this for me?"

Mark blinked. Good question. Fuck. He'd been so focused on his own fantasy, his own creative vision, he hadn't thought about Sophie's angle beyond will she say yes. What was in it for her?

He thought fast. "Confidence," he said. "Empowerment. Being seen as beautiful. Being the centre of something creative. Being... worshipped."

The last word slipped out before he could stop it.

Sophie's breath caught. "Worshipped."

"Yeah." Mark's voice had gone rough. Hoarse. "Like last week. At the club. You said you felt powerful. Sexy. Desired. This would be that. But more. Concentrated. Intimate. Just for you."

Sophie bit her lip. Looked away. Looked back. "I liked it, you know. Last week. Being looked at like that."

Mark's breath stopped. "Yeah?"

"Yeah." Her voice was soft now. Vulnerable. "Made me feel alive. Sexy. Like I wasn't just 'Mark's wife' or 'Sophie the designer.' I was just... me. Desirable. Like I still had it."

Mark crossed the remaining space between them. Stopped a foot away. Close enough to smell her perfume, faint and floral, mixing with the scent of her shampoo. "You are desirable, Soph. So fucking desirable. You know that, right?"

Sophie's eyes searched his face. Blue-grey and intense. "And this shoot. It would make me feel that way again?"

Mark nodded. "I think so. If you wanted it to."

The pause stretched. Their breathing synced up, shallow and quick. The flat was quiet around them. Just the hum of the fridge in the kitchen, distant traffic outside.

Sophie bit her lip again. "I guess it's just a massage. All I have to do is lie there and enjoy it, nothing more?"

His cock was a fucking rod now, thick and insistent against his zip. He had to shift his hips, adjust himself without making it obvious. Kept his voice level. Calm. Reasonable. "Just a massage. I promise."

Liar. Such a liar. He didn’t want this to stop at a massage. He wanted to see Luke's hands slide lower. Wanted to photograph Sophie's face when those dark fingers found her cunt, when she arched into the touch, when she forgot Mark was even there with his camera and his cock hard enough to ache.

Sophie held his gaze. Seconds stretched into minutes. "Okay. Let me think about it, yeah? No rush."

Mark's lungs emptied in a rush. She hadn't said no. Jesus Christ, she hadn't called him out for being a pervert.

"Of course, no pressure." His voice came out strangled. Hoarse.

One step at a time.


seven
Green Light on Fortess Road
Sophie POV


The flat was too quiet.

Sophie lay on top of the duvet - still in her yoga leggings, once again in Mark's oversized jumper that smelled like his deodorant - staring at the ceiling. The Northern Line rumbled underneath. Fortress Road sirens wailed. Normal Sunday sounds.

Except nothing felt normal anymore.

Mark had left an hour ago. Watching the local football team with Colin, pints at The Pineapple after. He'd kissed her goodbye at the door, his hand warm against her jaw. "You okay?"

She'd nodded, smiled the client-service smile. "Fine. Have fun."

Total lie.

She wasn't fine. Hadn't been fine since yesterday. Since Mark had suggested another photoshoot. Since Mark had mentioned Luke, and she'd realised that she might want this more than Mark. That the idea had made her cunt clench as he'd suggested it.

Her stomach flipped. Nerves? Arousal? Both? She couldn't tell anymore, couldn't separate the dread from the want.

Sophie rolled onto her side and pulled her knees up. The conversation replayed, stuck on repeat. Mark's voice, careful and measured, pitching it like a design brief. Contrast. Light and shadow. Intimacy. All those safe, art-school words wrapped around the truth: he wanted to watch another man touch her.

And she'd said, 'Let me think about it.' Why hadn't she just said no? That it was asking too much, she wasn't a professional model, and that Mark should find someone else to take her place.

Because Mark wanted it. Because she loved him. Because some part of her - buried deep, barely acknowledged - wanted it too, and it was tearing her in two trying to decide.

That Thursday night at the camera club had switched something inside of her. All those men watching her pose in stockings and suspenders and that ridiculous sexy maid outfit from Ann Summers. Their hungry eyes, the charged silence.

The thrill of being seen like that. Desired. Powerful. She'd felt like a bloody goddess. Not a designer in joggers arguing with sourdough starter. A goddess.

And Mark. God, Mark. The way he'd fucked her afterwards, rough and desperate, whispering filth about other men wanting her, sharing her, watching her get taken. She'd cum harder than she could remember – thought she’d pass out.

So why was she nervous now? Because she was scared of what might happen if she posed in front of that camera again? With another man?

Sophie sat up, shoved her hair behind her ears. Her heart was beating too fast, skin too hot. She glanced at the bedside clock. Mark wouldn't be home for hours, she knew Colin would chew his ear off through at least three pints, maybe four.

She had time.

Time for what?

She knew exactly what. And it made her stomach flip.

Her reflection caught in the wardrobe mirror across the room: messy bun, Mark's oversized jumper swamping her frame, bare legs tucked beneath her. She looked like every other Sunday. Normal. Domestic.

Except her pulse was hammering. Except her thighs were pressed together, heat pooling low in her belly.

Stop it. You're being ridiculous.

She stood, paced to the window. Fortess Road stretched below, grey and ordinary. A woman wrestled a buggy onto the pavement. The 134 bus rumbled past, brakes hissing. Sunday afternoon, unremarkable, and here she was standing in her bedroom thinking about-

No. She wasn't going to think about it.

Except she was thinking about it. Had been thinking about it since yesterday. Since Mark had said the word: massage.

It's just a photoshoot. Artistic. Nothing explicit.

Bollocks. She'd seen the look in his eyes when he'd pitched it. The way his voice had gone rough on the word contrast. The way his dick had obviously got hard when she'd asked about the model.

This wasn't art. Or it was, but it was also… something else. Something that made her cunt clench when she pictured it.

Sophie turned from the window, wrapped her arms around herself. The jumper smelled like Mark's deodorant, faintly woodsy, and the scent steadied her. Grounded her.

He wants this. He's been obsessing over it all week.

She'd noticed. The way he'd stared at his laptop late at night, editing those camera club photos. Zooming in on her arse, her thighs, the lace stretched taut. The way he'd wanked in the shower three mornings running, thinking she didn't know. The way he'd looked at her this morning, hopeful, terrified she'd change her mind.

And you told him you'd think about it. Like you're actually considering saying no.

Was she?

Sophie sank back onto the bed, pulled her knees to her chest. Her heart was still going too fast, skin too warm beneath the jumper.

The truth - the bit she hadn't said out loud, not even to Mark - was that she wanted it too. Had wanted it since that night at the camera club, when other men had stared at her like she was the only woman in the world. When she'd felt their eyes on her arse, her tits, the curve of her spine, and her pussy had gone slick with it.

Seventeen strangers. And she'd loved it.

What did that make her?

Her throat tightened. Guilt twisted, sharp and familiar. Good wives didn't get wet posing for strangers. Good wives didn't fantasise about men who weren't their husbands. Good wives didn't agree to let some bloke - some gorgeous, young, fit bloke - put his hands all over them whilst their husbands filmed it.

Except Mark wanted her to. Had practically begged her.

"You're desirable, Soph. So fucking desirable."

She wanted to believe him. Wanted to feel that again: powerful, sexy, seen. Not just Mark's wife. Not just the woman who baked sourdough and designed logos and forgot to return her mum's calls. Someone who made men lose their words. Someone who could make a twenty-six-year-old barista go home and wank himself raw thinking about her.

Luke.

His name sat in her head, heavy and sweet. She'd seen him dozens of times at Ginger & White. Always polite, always smiling, making her flat white exactly how she liked it without her having to ask. She'd noticed him, of course. Hard not to. Tall, broad-shouldered, that easy confidence that came with youth and good looks and a body that didn't need Spanx.

And now Mark wanted to photograph him. Touching her. Massaging her. His dark hands on her pale skin, oil glistening, the camera clicking whilst she-

Sophie's breath hitched.

Stop. Don't.

But her thighs were pressing together again, heat building, and she couldn't stop. The fantasy was already there, vivid and insistent, playing behind her eyes like a film she couldn't pause.

The spare room. The lights are glowing warmly, as Mark is behind the camera, silent, watching. And Luke kneeling beside the massage table, those broad hands slick with oil, reaching for her-

This is wrong. You shouldn't be thinking about this.

Sophie lay back against the pillows, stared at the ceiling. Her pulse was everywhere now: throat, wrists, cunt. The guilt was still there, squirming in her chest, but underneath it something hotter. Hungrier.

Just this once. Just to see what it feels like.

She could stop anytime. Could tell Mark tomorrow that she'd changed her mind, that it was too weird, too much. He'd understand. Wouldn't he?

But she wouldn't stop. She already knew that.

The fantasy pulled at her, insistent, and she was so tired of fighting it. Tired of being the good wife, the sensible one, the woman who apologised for taking up space.

Fuck it.

She stood. Yanked the jumper over her head. It landed somewhere near the wardrobe. Sports bra next. Leggings, knickers. All of it. Then climbed onto the bed. Lay back against the pillows, duvet cool beneath her bare skin. The room was quiet except for her breathing - already fast and shallow.

She closed her eyes and imagined herself going through with it. For Mark…

Luke. Tall. Dark-skinned. That easy, confident smile she'd seen a dozen times at Ginger & White while making her flat whites, chatting about the weather, his weekend shifts, whatever. Always polite. Always warm.

And gorgeous. Objectively, undeniably, unfairly gorgeous.

She pictured him shirtless. Broad shoulders, lean muscle, the kind of body you got from the gym and good genetics and youth. Smooth skin, deep brown, the exact shade Mark obsessed over in his photographs. She imagined running her hands over that skin, feeling the heat, the solidity of him.

Her hand slid down her belly. Between her thighs.

Wet. Already soaked, Jesus. She was drenched, and she hadn't even touched herself. Luke. Just the thought of him and she was - fuck.

Sophie's fingers found her clit, circled it gently. Her breath hitched. Eyes still closed. The fantasy building, sharpening.

Luke. Kneeling beside the massage table, oil glistening on his hands, catching the light. Sophie lying on her stomach, topless, skin bare and waiting.

His hands on her shoulders. Sliding down her spine. Firm, confident, like he knew exactly what he was doing. She arched into the touch, her body responding before her brain caught up. His palms spread across her lower back, thumbs pressing into the muscles on either side of her spine. Lower. Grazing the waistband of her knickers.

Sophie's fingers moved faster. Her hips shifted, chasing the pressure, the friction.

In the fantasy, Luke's hands slipped beneath the lace. Cupped her arse. Squeezed. She gasped - audible, real, not just imagined. Mark's camera clicked, rapid-fire. Luke's voice, low and warm in her ear: "You okay, Sophie?"

She nodded, biting her lip.

Luke's hands moved lower. Slid between her thighs. Found her wet. Soaked. He groaned, breath hot against her neck. "Fuck. You're dripping."

Sophie whimpered. Her fingers pressed harder, faster, her other hand cupping her breast, pinching her nipple. The fantasy lurched sideways, came apart and rebuilt itself.

Luke wasn't beside the table anymore. He was on it. Kneeling between her legs. Naked. His cock - God, his cock - thick and dark and hard, bigger than Mark's, so much bigger. She stared at it, mesmerised, intimidated, aching for it.

He leaned forward. The head pressed against her entrance. She was slick enough, ready, but the stretch - Jesus, the stretch. He pushed. Slow. Careful. Filling her inch by inch, splitting her open, and she couldn't breathe, couldn't think, just felt.

Mark's voice from behind the camera, tight and strained. "That's it, Soph. Take it, every inch."

She cried out. Loud. Her fingers worked her clit frantically, the orgasm building, inevitable, unstoppable, right there-

Luke slammed deep. Bottomed out, hips grinding against hers, that massive cock splitting her wide, and she came.

Hard. Just white-hot and everywhere.

Her back arched off the bed, thighs clamping her hand, cunt pulsing hard around nothing, around the fantasy of Luke's cock, and the orgasm ripped through her like lightning. She heard herself moan - loud, shameless, the neighbours could probably hear through the walls, and she didn't fucking care. The fantasy shattered into light and heat and sensation, her whole body shaking, trembling, alive.

Slowly… it ebbed.

Sophie sank back into the pillows, gasping. Heart hammering against her ribs. Her hand was sticky, slick with herself. The room smelled like sex.

She lay there, panting, staring at the ceiling. Waiting for the guilt. The shame. The what the fuck did you just do, Sophie?

Nothing.

Just her pulse slowing. Her cunt still throbbing, the sex stink of herself on her fingers.

Instead of guilt, she felt... powerful. Fuck, yes. Alive in her skin, her body still singing, still buzzing with it. Like she'd kicked open some door marked Do Not Enter that had been unlocked during that first modelling session.

This wouldn't be cheating. Mark wanted this. He'd asked for it, planned it, pitched it to her like a bloody creative project. And she'd just proved - to herself, at least - that she wanted it too.

Her phone sat on the bedside table.

Sophie reached for it. Hands still shaking slightly - aftershocks, tiny tremors. She unlocked it. Opened Messages. Found Mark's thread.

Sophie: Let's do it. The Luke shoot. I want you to ask him.

Was she really doing this? Yes. Fuck yes, she was. The message whooshed away, no taking it back now. Sophie dropped the phone onto the duvet like it burned her fingers. Let out a short, breathless, slightly manic laugh. What the fuck had she just agreed to?

She rolled out of bed and headed to the bathroom. The shower hissed to life, steam rising, clouding the mirror. She stepped under the spray, let the hot water wash away the stickiness, the sweat, the evidence.

But the thrill remained, buzzing under her skin. In her bones.


eight
The Text Between Pints


The pub smelled like Sunday afternoon. Stale lager and someone's roast dinner gone cold. Mark sat in his usual booth by the fireplace, pint going warm, Colin's voice droning from the other side of the table.

"...absolute shambles, their defence. Biggleswade United carved 'em like a Sunday joint, didn't they? I'm telling you, Mark, if they don't sort it by January..."

Mark made a noise. Agreeing, maybe. He'd stopped listening ten minutes ago.

His phone sat on the sticky table between them, screen dark. He kept glancing at it. Couldn't help it. Sophie hadn't texted back yet. He'd left the flat before she'd got out of bed this morning. Coward's exit. Needed space, needed air, needed to not have those blue eyes on him while he worked through what he'd said last night.

I want to photograph you. With someone else. Someone like Luke.

Colin was still going. Something about Arlesey Town, midtable mediocrity, bloody typical. Mark nodded. Lifted his pint, set it down without drinking.

His phone buzzed.

The noise cut through everything. Colin's voice, the fruit machine, the low Sunday pub hum. All of it just. Gone.

Mark stared at the phone. It sat there, screen lit, message notification glowing.

Sophie: Let's do it. The Luke shoot. I want you to ask him.

His heart stopped. Properly stopped, like someone had reached into his chest and grabbed it. Then it kicked back hard enough to hurt.

He read it again.

Fuck yes!

His Sophie, who blushed when anyone looked at her twice, who apologised for taking up space. That Sophie had just said yes to letting another bloke touch her. To being photographed while he did so.

"Mark? Mate. You with me?"

Colin's voice dragged him back. Mark looked up. He was frowning, pint halfway to his mouth, waiting.

"What? Yeah, sorry, I just..." Mark waved at his phone. "Work thing."

"On a Sunday?" Colin shook his head, took a long swallow. "You need another?"

"No. Actually, I've got to go."

Colin's eyebrows went up. "We’ve only been here twenty minutes."

"I know. Sorry. Something's come up."

Mark was already standing, grabbing his jacket from the booth. His legs felt strange. Too light, or too heavy, he couldn't tell. The pub tilted. No, that was him, leaning on the table. He dropped a tenner by his glass. More than enough to buy his usual round.

"Right then," Colin said behind him, sounding confused. "See you Thursday, yeah?"

Mark waved without turning round.

Outside, the February weather hit him. Cold, wet wind off Fortess Road, that London drizzle that wasn't quite rain but soaked you anyway. The 134 hissed past, brakes squealing. He stood there on the pavement; phone clutched in his hand like stolen goods.

He needed to hear her voice. Needed to know this wasn't a test, wasn't her way of proving something.

He called. Two rings. Three.

"Babe?"

Her voice. Soft, a bit breathless, like she'd been laughing.

"Soph. Christ. Did you mean it?"

She laughed, and the sound went straight through him. Happy. She sounded happy.

"Yes, you idiot. I meant it."

"But are you sure? Because if you're not, we can just forget-"

"Mark." Her voice dropped, went quieter. "I thought about it. Properly. And I want to try." A pause. Water running in the background. In the bathroom, then. "For your project."

He stopped walking. Didn't even realise he'd started. He was outside Oxfam now, bins stinking on the kerb, some bloke trying to squeeze past him. Mark's chest had gone tight again, ribs pressing in, too small for what was trying to get out.

"You're not just doing this for me?"

"No." Another pause. "I mean, partly. But also..." She let out a breath, half-laugh, half-sigh. "God, Mark, I can't stop thinking about it. How it felt to pose in front of a camera. With you watching and taking photos. It's doing my head in."

Heat shot straight to his cock. Right there. Fortess Road, half past two on a Sunday, some woman with a pram pushing past, and he was getting hard.

"Fuck," he said. Couldn't manage anything else.

Sophie laughed again. "Yeah. Exactly."

"When? How do we-"

"You ask Luke. This week. Keep it casual. Just a modelling thing, like you said. See if he's interested."

"And if he is?"

"Then we do it." Her voice went softer. "But you better make me look good with that fancy camera of yours."

He grinned. Couldn't help it. Standing there on the pavement, grinning like an absolute twat.

"You're bloody stunning, Soph. You know that."

"Flatterer."

"Truth-teller."

She made a soft noise, content. "I love you."

"Love you too. So much – I’m coming home now."

The call ended. Mark stood there, phone in his hand, still grinning. A woman walking a terrier gave him a look. He didn't care.

She'd said yes.

He resumed walking, heading home, but his fingers were already moving. Messages. Luke's number, saved from some chat months back about the camera club.

Mark: Hey mate, got a modelling proposition for you. Paid gig, artistic shoot. Are you free to chat this week?

Stared at it. Too formal? Too vague? Luke would think he was taking the piss. Fuck it.

He made it half a block before his phone buzzed.

Luke: Yeah, sounds good. What kind of shoot?

Mark stopped again. Right outside his building now, key in his other hand, heart going like he'd sprinted up Highgate Hill.

Mark: Boudoir/massage concept. Black and white, exploring contrast and form. Tasteful but intimate. Pays £200 for a few hours. Interested?

Luke: Interesting. Yeah, I'm in. Coffee Wednesday to discuss? Ginger & White, say 11?

Mark: Perfect. See you then.

Mark stared at the screen. Three days. Three days until he'd sit across from Luke in Ginger & White and explain what he wanted. What they both wanted.

He pocketed the phone. Stood there on the pavement, heart still hammering, hands still shaking.

He'd just hired another man to touch his wife, and Sophie wanted it.

Mark took the stairs two at a time, footsteps loud in the stairwell. His mind was going. Logistics, boundaries, camera settings. Shallow depth of field, f/1.8 maybe, keep Sophie sharp, blur everything else. But underneath all that technical noise, threading through every thought like a live wire, something else.

He unlocked the door. Sophie was in the kitchen, hair still damp, wearing his old Arsenal shirt and nothing else. She looked up when he came in. Smiled.

"Well?"

Mark crossed the room. Pulled her close, one hand sliding up under the shirt, finding bare skin, the small of her back. Kissed her. Deep. Hungry. Grateful.

"Wednesday," he murmured against her mouth. "Coffee with Luke."


nine
Flat White and Boundaries


Ginger & White smelled the same as always, which meant nothing had changed except him, standing here at ten to eleven like an absolute prat, palms damp, heart doing something arrhythmic against his ribs.

Fifteen minutes from the flat. He'd left early anyway. Sitting at home felt impossible. Sophie had kissed him goodbye at the door, her hand lingering on his chest, blue eyes steady and calm in a way that made his own panic feel even more ridiculous.

Just be honest with him, she'd said. If he's not interested, he's not interested.

Right. Honest. About wanting - Christ, how did you even say it? - another man's hands on his wife. Obviously, he'd make it sound arty.

Mark ordered a flat white and found a table near the back. Window seat, good light streaming through the glass, highlighting the grain of the scarred wooden tabletop. Professional. He set his phone face down, resisted checking it. Luke had said eleven. It was fine. He'd be here.

Except what if he didn't show? It was his day off from this place. What if he'd Googled massage shoot boudoir and found some seedy forum full of creeps, decided Mark was one of them? Or worse - what if he showed, heard the pitch, and laughed?

The door swung wide. Luke stepped through, rain-spotted jacket, that loose-hipped stride Mark remembered from the camera club. Christ, he was tall. Six-two easy, shoulders broad enough to fill the doorway like he'd been built specifically for that purpose. He spotted Mark, grinned, and raised one hand in a lazy wave.

Mark's stomach went liquid.

Luke crossed the café. Shrugging off the rain jacket as he moved. Black hoodie underneath, fitted enough to show the shape of him; broad chest, defined arms, the kind of body that came from work and hours in a gym. Every step was easy, no wasted motion, and Mark's own body felt like something he'd borrowed years ago and never quite learned to operate.

"Alright, mate?" Luke extended a hand. His palm swallowed Mark's - dry, confident. The kind of handshake that came with proper eye contact.

"Yeah. Good. Cheers for coming."

"No worries." Luke flagged the waitress with two fingers, a young woman, blonde, and her whole face lit when she saw him. "Americano, please, Jess. And whatever Mark's having, on me."

"Luke, you don't have to"

"My shout. I'm owed about a hundred free coffees from this place anyway." Luke sat, stretched his legs under the table. Dark jeans, well-fitted. Clean white trainers. He wore clothes like a model. "So. This shoot you mentioned?"

Mark's throat tightened. Here we go.

"Right. Yeah. It's, uh. A bit unconventional."

Luke's eyebrows lifted. Interested, not wary. "Yeah? Go on."

The barista brought their drinks. Luke thanked her and flashed that grin again, and she actually blushed, ducked her head. Mark watched the exchange, his photographer's brain cataloguing it. Charisma. Luke had it, natural as breathing, the kind you couldn't fake.

When she left, Mark leaned forward. Lowered his voice, though the café was loud enough; espresso machine hissing, Radio 6 playing something indie and forgettable - that no one was listening.

"As I said, it's a boudoir concept - a massage scenario. Your focus is… my wife. You've met Sophie, well, she'd be the model. You'd be playing her a masseur. And I'd photograph."

Luke took a slow sip of his Americano. Didn't flinch. Didn't react at all, actually, just held Mark's gaze, steady. Just nodded along as Mark explained, making it feel easier.

"The real theme of the shoot is contrast. Light and shadow. Skin tones. Yours and hers. Artistic, but... intimate."

"Intimate." Luke's tone stayed neutral, but his eyes sharpened. Then set his cup down, and for a long moment, he just looked at Mark, reading him. Then his phone buzzed on the table between them - a WhatsApp notification lighting the screen. Mark caught a glimpse before Luke could swipe it away: Callback – Friday 2pm.

Luke's jaw tightened, just barely. He popped his phone in his jacket pocket.

"Everything alright?" Mark asked.

Luke laughed, but it came out short, humourless. "Yeah. Just, uh. Got a callback for this film thing on Friday. Should be buzzing, yeah? But I'm bricking it. Proper shitting myself, if I'm honest."

"Nerves are normal, mate."

"Nah, it's not just nerves." Luke rubbed the back of his neck, looked almost sheepish. Vulnerable, suddenly, in a way Mark hadn't expected. "I'm dyslexic, yeah? Scripts take me ages to learn. I can do it; I just need triple the time everyone else does. And these low-budget indie shoots, they don't give you triple the time."

Mark blinked. Hadn't expected that. Luke - confident, articulate, charismatic Luke - struggling with something as fundamental as reading lines. It didn't fit.

"That's rough," Mark said, and meant it. "But you're still getting callbacks. They clearly see something."

Luke shrugged, but his smile went wry and self-deprecating. "Or they just need a Black guy who can look menacing in a tracksuit." His eyes flicked up, met Mark's. "Sorry. That sounded bitter. I am grateful for the work. Just, you know. Wouldn't mind playing someone who isn't a dealer or a gang member for once."

The honesty of it sat between them, raw and uncomfortable. Mark didn't know what to say. What could you say to that?

"For what it's worth," Mark said finally, choosing his words, "I'm not hiring you because you're Black. I mean - Christ, that sounds worse. The contrast thing, the visual, it's real, yeah? But you're not a prop. You're a person, and I know you can play a part. It's also important that it's someone Sophie feels safe with. That's all."

Luke studied him for a long moment, the café noise filling the silence: cups clattering, someone's laugh too loud by the counter. Then Luke nodded, something easing in his shoulders.

"Appreciate that, mate. Seriously."

The tension broke. Luke took another sip, leaned back in his chair, and the easy confidence returned like he'd slipped it back on.

"So. Sophie. She's actually into being your model, working with me? Not just going along because you want it?"

"She texted me first," Mark said. Truth. "Told me to ask you. It's her idea as much as mine. More, maybe."

Luke's expression shifted. Something like respect flickered across his face.

"Alright. But listen - if she's uncomfortable on the day, even a little, I'm out. No hard feelings. Yeah?"

"Agreed. Absolutely."

Luke nodded, satisfied. "And you're cool with it? Watching another bloke's hands on your wife. You won’t go all mental on me?"

Mark's throat went dry as sand. How the fuck did he answer that?

"It's complicated," he said finally. "But yeah. We've talked it through. Extensively."

Luke grinned, just a flicker at the corner of his mouth. "Extensively. Right."

Mark felt his face heat. Christ. He pulled out his phone, fumbled with it, desperate to move past his own embarrassment.

"Look, I've got some test shots. Not of the concept, just - Sophie. So you know what you're working with."

He scrolled to the photos from the other morning. Sophie at their bedroom window, backlit by grey London sky, wearing his old university T-shirt and nothing else. Tasteful. Beautiful. God, she was beautiful. He passed the phone across the table.

Luke took it, studied the screen. Something shifted in his expression, his eyes softening, his mouth going serious.

"She's stunning, mate," he said quietly. "Proper gorgeous. Photogenic as hell."

Mark's chest swelled. Stupid, irrational pride blooming hot behind his ribs. "Yeah. She is."

Luke handed the phone back, then pulled out his own. Scrolled through, turned the screen to show Mark.

A headshot. Professional. Luke in a crisp white shirt, broad smile, perfect three-point lighting. He looked like he belonged on a billboard. On telly. Selling something expensive.

"This is my main one," Luke said. "Cost me two hundred quid at some studio in Dalston. My mum saw it and asked if I was auditioning for a toothpaste ad."

Mark laughed - a genuine, surprised laugh that broke the last of the tension clean in half.

"She wasn't wrong, to be fair," Luke added, grinning now. "I look like I'm about to sell you dental insurance."

"It's a good shot, though," Mark said, still smiling. "Strong jawline. Good light. Your photographer knew what they were doing."

"Cheers. Still didn't get me the Colgate deal, did it?" Luke winked. And just like that, the atmosphere shifted. Warmed. Human.

Mark leaned forward again, professional now, the awkwardness dissolving. "So. Logistics. I'm thinking Saturday afternoon. Two-ish? My flat. Two, three hours max. I'll pay you £200 for your time."

Luke tilted his head, considering. Not greedy, just thoughtful. "Throw in some shots of just me looking moody, and you’ve got yourself a deal."

Mark hesitated, then nodded. Fair. More than fair, actually. "Deal."

They shook on it, sealing it, making it real. Mark's hand trembled, just slightly, and if Luke noticed, he didn't say anything.

"Saturday, then," Luke said. "Text me the address Friday night, yeah?"

"Will do."

They stood. Mark felt lighter, oddly buoyant, like something heavy had lifted off his chest and floated away. This was actually-

An elderly woman struggled with the café door, Waitrose bags cutting red lines into her wrists, her face creased with effort. Luke moved without thinking - didn't even pause - held the door wide, took one of her bags like it weighed nothing.

"Oh, thank you, love," she breathed, relief washing over her features.

Luke smiled, easy and warm. "Margaret, yeah? Almond croissant regular?"

She patted his arm, delighted, her whole face crinkling. "Such a good boy."

Mark watched. Luke knew her name. Knew her order.

When Margaret left, Luke turned back, caught Mark staring.

"What?"

"Nothing," Mark said. But his chest had loosened, something settling into place. This man - this kind, struggling, ambitious man who knew Margaret's croissant order - was going to put his hands on Sophie's skin on Saturday.

And Mark was going to frame every second of it.


ten
Goddess in Black Lace


Twenty-four hours. That's all. Twenty-four hours until Luke Okafor walked through their door, until his hands touched Sophie's skin, until Mark's camera caught every second of it.

Mark stood in the bedroom doorway, mug going cold in his grip, and watched his wife fall apart.

The bed looked like a lingerie bomb had gone off. Black lace. Red silk. Nude balconette bras flung across the duvet. Stockings tangled everywhere, hold-ups and suspenders and sheer and opaque, a fabric rat's nest. Knickers in every style imaginable. French cut, Brazilian, thongs. Sophie knelt in the middle of it all, bathrobe cinched tight, hair damp from the shower, her face doing something complicated between panic and fuck-it determination.

She grabbed the Agent Provocateur set. Black lace, sheer as gossamer, the one he'd bought her for their anniversary two years back. She held it up against her chest. Studied it. Her mouth twitched. She chucked it onto the reject pile.

"Soph?"

She didn't look up. Grabbed red silk instead. Same routine. Held it, frowned, discarded.

"Sophie."

"I look awful in all of these." Flat voice. Tight. "Absolutely bloody awful."

Mark set the mug on the dresser, crossed the room. Sat on the bed's edge, careful not to crush the silk minefield. "You look incredible in all of these. You know you do."

She looked up. Christ, her eyes. Red-rimmed, glassy with unshed tears. Right on the edge. "Do I, though? Really?"

"Yes. Really."

She shook her head, pulled the bathrobe tighter like armour. "I'm thirty-five, Mark. I've got..." She pinched the soft flesh just above her hip, that little curve of her lower belly. "This. This wasn't here five years ago. And my arse-"

"Your arse is perfect."

"It's not. It's-"

"Sophie." He reached for her hands, wrapped his fingers around hers, and stilled the fidgeting. "Stop."

She exhaled. Shaky. Let him hold her. Her pulse ticked against his wrist, too fast.

"What if he thinks I'm ordinary?" The words came out barely above a whisper. "What if he looks at me and just... doesn't care? What if I'm not what you've been building up in your head?"

Mark's chest constricted. Jesus. She actually thought that. Thought Luke would see her and feel nothing.

"Luke's going to take one look at you," he said, voice low, certain as he could make it, "and forget how to breathe. I promise you that."

Her mouth did that sceptical twist. "You're biased."

"I'm a photographer, Soph. I notice things." He squeezed her fingers, her ring digging grooves into his palm. "Do you remember the camera club? My naughty French Maid?"

Wary nod.

"All those men in that room. Every single one of them couldn't take their eyes off you. Derek practically drooled on his viewfinder. Colin definitely went home and wanked, I'd bet money on it. James, quiet and polite James, kept adjusting himself because he was hard the entire bloody session."

Pink bloomed down Sophie's throat. Spread to her cheeks. "You don't know that."

"I do. I watched them watching you. Catalogued every stare, every shifted stance." He leaned closer, needing her to believe this. "And you know what? They're still talking about it. Priya texted me on Wednesday. Said three blokes asked when you'd model again."

Sophie blinked. "Really?"

"Really."

Her shoulders loosened. Just a fraction. Mark pressed the advantage.

"Luke's twenty-six. He's surrounded by models, actresses, and dancers when he's not serving coffee. And tomorrow he's going to see you. You, in your skin, in a studio I’m going to build just for you. And he's going to understand why I can't stop photographing you. Why I'm obsessed."

Her breath caught. "Mark..."

"You're stunning. You know that? Thirty-five isn't... Christ, Soph, you're not some airbrushed twenty-year-old. You're real. Your body's lived. It's laughed; it's done downward dog and kneaded sourdough and let me love it for a decade. That's what makes you beautiful."

Her eyes filled. Brimmed over. She laughed, wet and rough, swiped at her face with the heel of her hand. "Fuck. You can't just say things like that."

"Why not? It's true."

She kissed him. Quick, fierce, tasting of toothpaste and salt tears. When she pulled back, her smile was fragile but there. Present.

"Okay," she said. Breathed it out. "Okay. But what if... What if you hate it? What if you see him touching me and you realise you've made a terrible mistake and-"

"Stop." Mark cupped her face, thumbs against her cheekbones, held her gaze. Needed her to see him, really see him. "If you're uncomfortable, even for a second, we stop. Any time. You say the word, Luke leaves, and we pretend this never happened. You're in control. Always. This only works if you want it."

She searched his face. Looking for cracks, for doubt, for the lie underneath. Found nothing because there wasn't anything to find.

"And you?" Soft question. Almost afraid to ask. "What if you can't handle it?"

Mark considered lying. Brushing it off with bravado, with confidence he didn't entirely feel. But she deserved honesty. Deserved the truth, however messy.

"Then I'll tell you, and we'll stop. But Soph... I've thought about this for months. Years, maybe. And every time I imagine it, you with someone else, I don't feel jealous. I feel..." He paused, searching for the right word, the one that fit. "Grateful. Proud. Like I'm giving you a gift."

Something shifted in her face. The panic bled out, replaced by... what? Affection? Relief? Tenderness?

"You're strange, you know that?"

"I know."

"I love you."

"I love you too."

They sat there, hands locked, her pulse still ticking against his wrist. The bedroom smelled like her coconut shower gel. Outside, a siren dopplered past, twenty-four-seven London soundtrack. Life was carrying on, indifferent to the madness they were planning.

Sophie glanced at the bed. Sighed. "I still don't know what to wear."

Too many choices. She was drowning in them, overthinking every lace edge and silk seam. Mark reached past her, plucked the Agent Provocateur knickers from the reject pile. Black lace, delicate, expensive, perfect.

"These," he said. "You look like a goddess in them."

She took it. Held it up, the sheer fabric catching the bedroom light. The knickers were high-waisted, elegant, classic.

"You think?"

"I know." He paused. "But no stockings or bra."

Sophie blinked. "What? But you love stockings and suspenders-"

"I do. But this is a massage shoot, remember? You'd wear knickers under a robe. Not stockings. It'd look staged. Fake."

Realisation dawned across her face. She laughed, embarrassed, colour rising again. "Right. Christ. I wasn't thinking."

"You're nervous. It's fine."

She placed the knickers aside on the bedside table. Safe. Chosen. "What about the robe?"

"The red silk one. The short one." Mark could see it already. How it'd fall just to mid-thigh, tie loose at the waist, sleeves slipping off her shoulders when she moved. "Classy. Easy to... adjust."

Sophie nodded, filing it away somewhere in that organised brain of hers. Then she looked at him, something tentative flickering in her expression, something she'd been holding back.

"I've been thinking about it," she admitted. Quiet. Almost shy. "Constantly. All week."

Heat shot straight to Mark's groin. Fuck. Just her saying it, ‘constantly’, and he was half-hard. He shifted his weight, kept his voice level. Professional. Like his cock wasn't already giving him away.

"That's good, Soph. That means you want to do it."

"I do." She bit her lip, worrying the soft pink flesh. "I'm just... scared."

"Me too."

Her eyes widened. Genuine surprise. "You are?"

"Yeah. This is... It's big. It's just some photos, right? But it's also not. And I don't know what happens after. If it changes us."

Sophie's hand found his again. Squeezed. Grounding. "It won't. We won't let it."

God, he hoped she was right.

"Practical stuff," Mark said, pulling himself back from the edge, back to logistics. Safer ground. Controllable ground. "Tomorrow. You've got your appointment in the morning, yeah?"

"Ten o'clock. Brazilian wax." She winced, full-body shudder. "Fuck me, that's going to hurt."

Mark smiled despite himself. Despite everything. "Worth it, though."

"For the photos, you mean."

"For the photos."

Neither of them mentioned the other reason. Neither admitted that Sophie's bare pussy, smooth and exposed and glistening under his lights, would be for Luke's benefit as much as the camera's. The thought hung between them, unspoken, electric.

"After that," Mark continued, ticking through the mental checklist he'd been building all week, "you shower, relax. I'll set up the studio. Fold out the massage table, lights, and reflectors. Get the oils ready."

"Oils," Sophie echoed. Faint. Distant.

"Coconut. Almond." He met her eyes, held them. "Luke arrives at two. We'll start slow, just talking and getting comfortable. Then you'll lie down. Damn it, probably a small towel too. He'll start the massage. I'll photograph. That's it."

"That's it," she repeated. Mantra-like. Convincing herself.

"You don't have to act," Mark added, needing her to understand this, needing her to know. "You don't have to perform or learn lines or put on a show. We'll communicate the whole time. You can ask for a break whenever. You're not alone in this."

Sophie exhaled. Long, shaky, like she'd been holding her breath underwater. Some of the panic bled out, replaced by something steadier. Resolve, maybe.

"What do you want from this?" she asked suddenly. Direct. No bullshit. "Really. Not the artist thing. What do you want, Mark?"

He didn't hesitate. Couldn't. "I want to see you feel incredible. I want to watch someone worship you the way I do. I want to frame it, capture it, keep it forever."

Her eyes filled again. Good tears this time. Soft tears.


eleven
Setting the Stage


Mark stood in the spare room doorway, tea mug forgotten in his hand. He stared at the room, ten by eight feet of blank white walls, north-facing window bleeding grey Saturday light through frosted glass. The folded massage table leaned against the far wall. A cardboard box of gear slumped in the corner, lens caps and cables spilling out like guts.

Sophie's wax appointment had probably already started, and Luke would arrive in a few hours. This was now very real; Luke Okafor was coming here - to this room - and Sophie was going to lie on that table, and Mark was going to stand behind his camera and watch another man's hands move across his wife's body.

His stomach lurched. Sick or horny? Both. Probably always both now. Just another shoot. Except his hands were shaking.

Mark dumped the mug on the floor - nowhere else to put it - and rolled up his sleeves. Work. He could do work. He'd done a hundred commercial shoots, set up lights and backdrops until clients nodded, satisfied. This was no different. Technically. If he focused on the mechanics, maybe he wouldn't lose his fucking mind.

He crossed to the massage table, grabbed it by the frame, and dragged it into the centre of the room. The hinges screamed as he unfolded it - loud, grating, absurd. He laughed; flat, bitter, as in a few hours it would be Luke oiling Sophie instead. Slick hands sliding down her spine.

Christ. Focus man!

He cranked the table higher, extending the legs until the thick, padded vinyl surface sat waist-level. Good. Luke wouldn't strain his back. Mark didn't want him to be uncomfortable. Didn't want anything ruining this. Good for camera angles too, he could shoot from above, capture the broad plane of Sophie's body stretched out, vulnerable. Or beside, tight shot of Luke's hands, sharp in focus while Sophie's face blurred softly at the edge. Or shots from below - kneel low, make everything feel monumental.

His cock twitched. Not yet. Time for that after.

The vinyl was cold under his palm when he smoothed it flat, checking for creases. Felt clinical, reminded him of a doctor's table. But it'd look different once Sophie lay down. Once her skin warmed it. Once Luke's hands pressed into her flesh. His dark hands on her pale skin.

He ripped the white seamless backdrop free from its stand, unrolled it with a satisfying crinkle of stiff paper. Fresh roll that he'd bought yesterday. Didn't want stains or creases ruining the shots. Nothing imperfect marring what he was about to capture. He clipped it to the wall-mounted hooks, smoothed it down, and stepped back. The backdrop hung clean and stark, a blank canvas waiting for its stars.

Mark grabbed a sheet from the linen cupboard, hotel-crisp, ironed by Sophie yesterday. She'd been methodical about it, standing at the ironing board in silence, not meeting his eyes. The sheet draped across the massage table. He tucked it tight at the corners, adjusted it twice, smoothing phantom wrinkles that weren't there.

Then he stepped back, framed the setup with his hands. A photographer's habit: fingers forming a rectangle, thumbs touching, eyes narrowing. The composition was stark, too sterile. It needed warmth, texture.

Keep it simple for the first shoot. There'd be times later for elaborate setups. Different oils, props: massage stones, candles, silk scarves draped just so. He had ideas. Too many ideas. But today was about basics. About seeing if this thing they'd agreed to was even possible.

If he could handle it. More importantly, if Sophie could.

Mark dragged the first ring light into place, fingers clumsy on the tripod clamp. He switched it on, and the room transformed; soft, even glow, like a north-facing window light but controllable and consistent. He twisted the colour temperature dial: 5000K. Neutral. Wouldn't wash Sophie out, wouldn't make Luke look muddy. Perfect. It all had to be perfect.

He moved to the second light - the fill light - set it opposite at a lower intensity. Shadows needed to be soft, not harsh. He wanted Sophie to look like a painting, like something Caravaggio might've lit. Dramatic but tender, erotic but reverent. Not a crime scene.

Mark tested angles. Stood where Luke would stand at the head of the table, looking down. Then moved to the side, knelt where he imagined he'd kneel with the camera. Checked sightlines, visualised compositions.

His pulse hammered in his throat. Fuck. He was building the stage for his fantasy, brick by brick, light by light. Soon, Sophie would walk through that door. Luke would follow, and Mark would stand here - camera up, finger on the shutter.

The light caught the table's edge, cast a soft shadow across the sheet. Perfect. He could frame Sophie's face there, half in light, half in shadow, Luke's hands just entering from above. Or shoot overhead - her body a landscape, hills and valleys, his palms mapping her geography. Christ, the possibilities. His cock was hardening now, pressing insistently against his jeans. He adjusted himself through the denim, breathed through it. Focus!

He mentally rehearsed instructions he'd give Luke. Practised authority he didn't feel. Just relax. Touch her like you would any client. Firm but gentle. I'll tell you if I need you to adjust. Would Luke listen? Would he respect the boundaries, or would his hands wander, test limits, push until Mark had to intervene?

And if they did, would he? Or would he keep shooting, keep clicking the shutter, keep documenting the moment his compersion turned into something darker?

He didn't know. Couldn't know. Not until it happened.

Mark yanked the props drawer open; a cheap IKEA unit, four drawers, already stocked. Top drawer: oils. He'd bought them yesterday at a shop that sold crystals and incense, spent twenty quid on organic coconut oil and cold-pressed almond. Expensive, probably unnecessary, but he wanted the best.

He lifted out the coconut oil, unscrewed the cap, and brought it to his nose. Tropical. Sweet. Sophie's scent. She used something that smelled like this every night, smoothed lotion into her skin after showers, and their bed smelled of it - of her, of them, of lazy Sunday mornings and ten years of intimacy. And soon, Luke’s hands would smell like this, too. Would carry Sophie's scent home with him, traces of her lingering on his palms.

His gut clenched. He swallowed bile, tasted coffee and panic. Was this insane? Letting another man touch her, oil her, while Mark stood there with his fucking camera, pretending it was art? But the thought of stopping - of texting Luke ‘actually mate never mind’ - was worse.

He poured a small amount of oil into his palm. Slick. Warm from the room's heat. He rubbed his hands together, let the oil spread, coat his fingers, fill the room with that coconut sweetness. Luke would do this.

His breathing shallowed. He wiped his hands on a towel, dropped it onto the side table he'd pulled next to the massage table. Pulled a small white hand towel from the drawer, folded it neatly, and placed it at the head of the table for Sophie to rest her face on when she lay prone.

Next, Mark retrieved his Nikon Z9 from its bag. The weight of it in his hands was familiar now, comforting. He mounted it on the tripod, positioned the tripod near the foot of the massage table, and attached the 50mm f/1.8 lens. His portrait lens with a shallow depth of field. Perfect for isolating Sophie's face, her body, while blurring Luke into a soft background bokeh. Or vice versa - Luke sharp, Sophie dissolving.

He powered on the camera. The LCD screen glowed to life. He took a test shot of the empty table and reviewed it on the screen; exposure was good. Now it just needed Sophie. Needed her body stretched across that white sheet, needed Luke's hands entering the frame to make it real.

Behind this lens, he could watch without being watched. He could frame, control, distance himself from the madness. Except he didn't want distance. He wanted to drown in it, every nerve alight. The camera was a lie he told Sophie - that this was professional, artistic, that he was documenting rather than indulging. It wasn't. It was compulsion. Obsession. Love twisted into something he didn't have words for.

Mark sat on the floor, back against the wall, staring at the setup. The room looked ready. Professional. Like a real shoot for a real client. But his heart slammed against his ribs. His palms were slick again - sweat, not oil now. He pulled out his phone, opened WhatsApp. Luke's contact sat there, last message from Wednesday: Cheers mate, see you Saturday. Looking forward to it.

He scrolled up, reread Sophie's messages from this morning:

Sophie: On my way to the salon. Nervous but excited. Love you. x

Sophie: Done. Ouch. But worth it. See you soon. Xx

She'd gone through with the wax. The pain, the embarrassment of lying there while some stranger ripped hair from her most intimate places. For him. For this. And he was sitting here, spiralling, thinking about bailing? Pathetic. She deserved better. She deserved a husband who could hold his nerve, who could give her this gift without drowning in his own fucking insecurity.

Mark stood. Shook out his hands, forced himself to move. He adjusted the ring light again - unnecessary, but it gave him something to do. Straightened the sheet on the table one last time.

He dimmed the overhead light, leaving only the ring lights glowing. The room looked like a film set now, waiting for actors.

Mark checked his phone one last time. No new messages, which meant no cancellations. No escape. Good. He was ready.


twelve
Red Silk and Last Chances


Sophie stood at the bedroom window, grey afternoon light pouring through behind her. That red silk robe burned against the pale walls. Glowed like someone had struck a match.

She'd lifted her wine glass, halfway through the second pour, judging by the bottle on the bedside table. Watching the road below. Saturday shoppers and dog walkers. Some bloke loading Tesco bags into his car boot. Normal life carrying on whilst theirs tilted off its axis.

Mark stopped at the threshold. His photographer's eye framing her before thought caught up. Her silhouette, vulnerable and perfect, before everything changed. The robe hung loose at her shoulders, sleeves slipping down her arms. Hem mid-thigh. Bare legs beneath. Her hair was still damp from the shower, blonde waves falling past her shoulders. That coconut body wash again. He could smell it from here, sweetness mixing with the wine.

Christ. Look at her. Forty minutes, and Luke's hands would be on that skin. Those thighs. Touching her where only Mark had touched her for some twelve years.

He had been half-hard all morning since he'd woken, since she'd left for the salon, since he'd assembled the lights and set up the massage table, and it had all become real. Now it pushed full against his jeans. Insistent. He pressed his palm there briefly, exhaled through his nose. Not yet. Stay focused. Stay behind the lens.

Sophie must have felt his eyes because she turned from the window. Their gazes locked across the room. Long beat of silent understanding. Are we really doing this? Her smile trembled, didn't reach her eyes. She lifted the wine glass in a mock toast.

"Liquid courage." Her voice carried that forced brightness he knew too well. "Want some?"

Mark closed the distance between them. "Not for me." His voice came out rougher than intended. "Got to remember every second of this."

Sophie's smile flickered. "Right. The shoot." She turned the glass in her hand, watching the wine catch the light. "I'm absolutely bricking it, babe."

"I know."

"Drinking before two on a Saturday. Classy move."

Mark reached her, took the glass gently from her fingers, and set it on the windowsill. "You're allowed. This isn't..." What? Normal? Everyday? Sane? "It's not every day."

"No." Sophie's voice went quiet. "It's not."

He pulled her into his arms. Her silk-covered curves against his chest, his hands sliding to the small of her back, holding her close like he could anchor them both through touch alone. Sophie melted into him immediately, face pressed to his shoulder, breathing him in. Safety. Love.

They swayed there, barely moving. The flat held its breath around them. Traffic hummed outside. No words needed. Mark's hands traced slow circles on her lower back, feeling her warmth through the thin silk. So soft. So warm. And the robe was so bloody thin he could feel everything. The curve of her spine. The slight dip at her waist. The swell of her arse beneath her sexy lace knickers.

His cock stirred properly now, hardening fully, pressing against her belly through the denim. He couldn't help it. Didn't want to. She noticed, of course, and instead of pulling away, she pressed into it. Her breath caught. Soft hitch that went straight to his groin.

She can feel how hard I am. Good. Needs to know I want this. Want her. Want everything that's about to happen.

Sophie pulled back just enough to look up at him. Hands flat on his chest. Blue-grey eyes wide, searching his face for cracks. Her voice came out small.

"Tell me again why we're doing this."

Mark cupped her face. Thumbs stroking her cheekbones, exactly like last night during her meltdown over lingerie and body confidence. Anchoring her. Grounding them both.

"Because we're adventurous." The words came easier this time, rehearsed but true. "Because you deserve to feel powerful and sexy." He paused; made sure she was listening. "Because I want to see you bloom."

Sophie listened, eyes never leaving his face. Searching for doubt. For the moment he'd realise this was madness. She exhaled shakily. Some of the tension left her shoulders. But Mark could still feel her trembling slightly under his hands. He pulled back, brushed a damp strand of hair from her forehead.

"We need a safeword."

Sophie blinked. "What, like 'pineapple'?"

A surprised laugh escaped him despite everything. "If you want. But something simple. Something you'll remember even if you're..." He gestured vaguely. "Distracted."

Sophie considered, then nodded. "Traffic lights. Red means stop everything immediately. Yellow means pause, check in. And you know what green means."

Mark took her hands, squeezed. "Good girl."

The words slipped out without thought. Sophie's pupils dilated visibly. Flush creeping up her neck. Christ, she liked that. File that away in the memory banks.

Mark stepped back, gestured to her robe. "Show me what Luke's going to see."

Sophie hesitated. Fingers hovering at the belt. Then, slowly, she untied it. The silk fell open.

Mark's breath stopped.

She wore only the black lace knickers underneath. High-waisted, elegant Agent Provocateur, sheer enough to hint at what lay beneath. Her breasts bare; pale and full, nipples hard from cold or arousal or nerves or all three. His gaze travelled down. Couldn't help it. Her flat stomach. That soft curve below her navel she always complained about and he always loved. The knickers sit perfectly on her hips. Her toned thighs, yoga-strong. Bare feet, toenails painted pale pink.

And between her legs, barely visible through the lace. Smooth skin, her pussy waxed clean this morning. Still slightly pink, still sensitive.

For the shoot… or for Luke?

Fuck me, she's perfect. And Luke's going to see all of this. Touch all of this. His hands on her skin. While I watch. While I fucking document it.

His erection strained painfully against his zip now. He didn't bother hiding it. Let her see. Let her know exactly what this did to him.

But Sophie's shoulders curled inward under his stare. She moved to close the robe, pulling the edges together.

"I know I'm not... I mean, Luke's probably used to models, actresses, women who-"

"Stop." Mark's hands caught hers, kept the robe open. His voice came out rougher than he'd intended. Raw. "You're stunning, Soph. Real. That's what makes you beautiful." He gestured down at the obvious tent in his jeans. "Luke's going to be honoured to touch you."

"Mark-"

"Look at me." He held her gaze. "Does that look like I'm not attracted to you? I'm so hard right now, I can barely think straight. Luke's going to lose his bloody mind when he sees you."

Sophie looked down. Saw the proof straining against denim. Bit her lip. The worry melted. Shifted into something else. Power. Desire. That mischievous glint he loved.

She closed the gap between them. Kissed him. Not gentle. Hungry.

Her tongue invaded his mouth, tasting of wine. Mark groaned into her, hands sliding inside the open robe, gripping her bare waist, pulling her flush against him. She ground against his erection through his jeans. Teasing. He nearly came apart right there. His hands moved up, cupped her breasts, thumbs circling her hard nipples. She gasped into his mouth, arching into his touch.

The kiss deepened. Desperate. Both of them clinging, drowning. Need to fuck her right now. Bend her over the bed, bury myself in her before Luke gets here. Reclaim her before she's even been claimed.

His phone alarm shrilled in his pocket. 1:30 PM reminder.

They broke apart, panting, flushed. Sophie laughed breathlessly. "Saved by the bell."

Mark adjusted himself in his jeans. Painfully. Obviously hard. Pulled out his phone, silenced the alarm, and showed her the screen.

Thirty minutes until Luke arrived. The reality crashed back. Sophie retied her robe, but looser this time. Not bothering to cover herself fully. What was the point? She glanced at the mirror on the wall, touched her hair.

"Should I do my makeup?"

"No." Mark's answer came immediately. "Natural. Just yourself. I want Luke to see you exactly as you are."

Sophie nodded. Picked up her wine glass from the sill, drained the rest, topping up her Dutch courage.

"What do you need from me when he arrives?"

Mark exhaled slowly, organising his thoughts. "Just be yourself. Be friendly. Let the conversation flow naturally. Don't perform, don't overthink." He paused. "I'll guide the shoot once we're in the studio. Trust me. Trust the process."

"I do trust you."

"I know."

Sophie worried at her lower lip again. Then asked the question that had been hovering between them since last night.

"When he touches me... are you going to be okay?"

Mark's honest answer came without hesitation. "I don't know. But I want to find out."

They moved into the living room. More bearable than hovering in the bedroom like condemned prisoners. Sophie curled up on the sofa, robe riding high on her thighs, bare legs tucked under her. Mark took the armchair opposite. Couldn't stop looking at her. The room felt charged. Every minute stretching.

Sophie's phone buzzed on the coffee table. She glanced at it, frowned slightly.

"It’s Mum. Asking about Sunday roast plans."

Sunday bloody lunch. Meanwhile, Luke was probably walking up Fortess Road to pose with his wife. Sophie didn't reply. Just set the phone aside, message ignored.

Mark checked his own phone. 1:35. Nothing from Luke. Good sign. Meant he was still coming, hadn't bailed. 1:38. Still nothing. Mark's thumb hovered over the messages, resisted the urge to text ‘You still on for 2?’ and seem desperate.

1:58 PM. The doorbell rang. Harsh buzz cutting through the flat, and both of them froze. Eyes locked across the room.

Mark's heart slammed against his ribs. This is it.

Sophie stood. Smoothed her robe. Took a shaky breath. "Ready?"

Mark stood too. Nodded, but it was a lie. He wasn't ready, but he was doing it anyway.

Sophie crossed to the hallway. Barefoot on the pine floorboards. Mark followed a few steps behind, letting her lead, letting her choose this. She paused at the door. Hand on the latch. Looked back at him one more time.

He nodded. I love you. I've got you. We're doing this together.


thirteen
The Mark of Spades


The door opened, and Luke stood on the threshold, a gym bag slung over one shoulder, grey hoodie zipped halfway, that easy smile already in place. The afternoon light behind him caught the close-cropped edges of his fade, outlined the width of his shoulders. Six-two of him, filling the doorway, solid and real, and Mark's first thought wasn't rational. Wasn't calm.

He's in our flat. He's actually here.

Luke's gaze went to Sophie first. Of course it did. She stood framed in the hallway, backlit by the soft glow spilling from the living room, that red silk robe barely covering her thighs. Bare legs pale against the dark wood floor. Hair loose, no makeup, skin still faintly flushed from the wine. Beautiful. Vulnerable. Nearly naked, and Luke was looking.

Luke's smile warmed. "Sophie, yeah? Good to see you again."

His voice was deeper than Mark remembered from Ginger & White. London accent softened by genuine friendliness. No edge, no swagger. Just warmth. Respectful. Professional. Mark's shoulders dropped half an inch.

Sophie's answering smile was nervous but real. "Luke. Hi. Come in, please."

She stepped aside, holding the door wide, and Luke crossed the threshold. The hallway shrank instantly. Three of them in close proximity, the space suddenly intimate. Mark caught the scent of cocoa butter and something woody, expensive. Luke's skin gleamed under the hallway light, freshly moisturised. Perfect.

Mark stepped forward, hand extended, forcing himself into the moment. "Alright, mate. Cheers for having me."

“Yeah, no, thanks for coming. We, uh. Really appreciate it."

Bollocks. Sounded like a bloody estate agent. Like he was showing the flat to a prospective tenant, not inviting a stranger to touch his wife.

Sophie gestured vaguely towards the living room, tugging at the robe's belt. "Come through. Can I take your jacket? Bag?"

Luke shrugged off the hoodie in one smooth motion. The white T-shirt underneath was fitted. Clung tightly to the defined lines of his chest, his arms. Biceps visible. Solid looking. He handed the hoodie to Sophie, casual, like this was normal. Like he always handed his clothes to married women wearing nothing but silk and lace.

Sophie took it. Clutched it awkwardly. Didn't know where to put it.

Mark stepped in, took the hoodie from her trembling fingers, and hung it on the coat rack with deliberate focus. Gave himself something to do. Something to anchor.

Luke kept his gym bag. "I'll hang onto this. Got my, uh, work stuff in here."

They shuffled towards the living room, navigating the narrow hallway. Mark brought up the rear, watching them move ahead of him. The contrast was already stark. Beautiful. Luke's dark skin, Sophie's pale. His height, her delicacy. A photograph waiting to be framed.

The living room hadn't changed in the three minutes since the doorbell rang, but everything felt different now. Charged. Dangerously real. Luke set his bag down by the armchair, took in the room with an appreciative glance. Photography books lined the shelves, Mark's framed prints on the walls. London street scenes, a close-up of Sophie laughing in Lisbon, black-and-white compositions. Creative chaos. Lived-in warmth.

"Nice place. Proper cosy."

Sophie gestured to the sofa, fingers twisting the silk belt. "Sit, please. Can I get you anything? Water? Tea? I've got wine open..."

Luke sat. Sprawled comfortably. Long legs extended, trainers planted wide, arms draped across the sofa back. Easy confidence. No nerves. This was just another job to him. Mark envied him that calm.

"Water's great, cheers. I'm working, yeah? Need to stay sharp."

Sophie nodded. Disappeared into the kitchen. Sounds of her rummaging. Tap running, glass clinking, the fridge door opening and closing. Mark and Luke were left alone.

An awkward silence stretched. Mark's hands itched for his camera, he needed something to hold, something to frame, something to hide behind. He broke the silence first, grasping for small talk. "Journey alright? Did you walk?"

Luke nodded. "Yeah, walked from Gospel Oak. Takes about fifteen minutes. Nice day for it, despite the grey. London in February, you take what you can get."

"Right. Yeah."

Silence again. Luke seemed unbothered. Gaze drifting around the room, taking it all in without judgment. Mark's prints. Sophie's design magazines stacked on the coffee table. The life they'd built.

Sophie returned with a tall glass of water for Luke and a refilled wine glass for herself. Third glass. Mark noticed. Didn't comment. She needed the courage. He understood. Christ, he could do with one.

She sat on the sofa. Close to Luke but not too close. Tucked her legs under her, the robe riding up, exposing her thighs almost to the hip. She adjusted it, but slowly. Not rushed. Aware of Luke's peripheral notice. Was she doing that on purpose? Testing the waters?

"Cheers." Luke took the water, sipped, eyes watchful.

The conversation flowed more easily now that Sophie was lighting up the room. She asked about his week. Any auditions, and Luke mentioned the Friday callback, the script he'd struggled with, and the dyslexia stress. Sophie sympathised, leaning in slightly when he talked, her body language open. Engaged. She was good at this, putting people at ease, making them feel seen. Luke's smile softened when she laughed.

Mark sat in the armchair opposite. The observer, already half-removed, just watching them interact. The way Luke's smile reached his eyes. The way Sophie's bare foot peeked out from under her thigh, toes curling. The way the robe's neckline gaped when she leaned forward. Exposing the curve of her breast, the shadow between. Luke, of course, noticed, who wouldn't?

They look good together.

The thought hit him like a fist. Her pale skin, his dark. The way she smiled at him, relaxed, interested. The way Luke's gaze stayed respectful but aware. Seeing her, no, appreciating her.

Mark's knew his cock was reacting, and he tried to shift to hide it.

The conversation lulled naturally. Luke set his water down on the coffee table, reached for his gym bag.

"Oh, before I forget. Got you something."

Sophie blinked. Surprised. "You didn't have to..."

Luke pulled out a small jewellery box. Black velvet and handed it to Sophie.

"Just a little thank-you. For, you know. Letting me be part of your project."

Sophie took the box, her fingers trembling slightly. Looked to Mark, who nodded.

She pulled out a flash of silver jewellery. A silver chain, delicate but probably sturdy. A small, enamelled charm dangling from it. A spade symbol, like from a pack of cards. The 'Q' inside it clearly visible. Black enamel on white background, elegant, subtle unless you knew what you were looking at.

Sophie lifted it out. Held it up to the light. "Oh. It's... It's beautiful. Is this a bracelet? Might be a bit big."

Luke smiled. Shook his head. "Anklet. Here, let me." He gestured to her foot.

Sophie hesitated. Then extended her leg.

The robe parted and exposed her entire leg from the top of her thigh down. Toned calf, delicate ankle, bare foot with nude-pink painted toenails. Mark's breath caught.

Luke shifted forward on the sofa. Took her foot gently in his large hands.

The contrast was beautifully stark, and a perfect composition. Luke's dark skin against Sophie's pale instep, his fingers wrapping around her ankle, thumb pressing lightly against her Achilles tendon. His touch was careful. Respectful. The first time he'd touched her. The first time another man had touched her in years, and Mark was watching, filming it in his mind.

Sophie watched lips parted as Luke fastened the anklet. The clasp was tiny. Took him a moment; his fingers were dexterous despite their size. The charm settled against her ankle bone.

Luke sat back. Admired his work. "Perfect. Suits you."

Sophie pulled her leg back slowly. Not rushed. Examined the anklet. Turned her foot to catch the light. The charm glinted.

"Thank you, Luke. Really. It's gorgeous."

Mark's mouth was dry. His cock throbbed. He just touched her. Put jewellery on her. Claimed her. Was that what this was? A claiming?

Sophie looked at the charm more closely. Tilted her head. "What's the 'Q' stand for?"

Luke's smile was knowing. Playful. Testing. "Queen. You know. Queen of Spades playing card. It's a... symbol. In certain communities."

Sophie's expression stayed innocent. Curious. "Oh? What kind of symbol?"

Luke glanced at Mark. Checking if he should explain, or back off.

Mark stayed silent, deciding to let Luke navigate.

Luke's response was careful. "It's, uh. Well. It means a woman who appreciates... diversity. In her partners. Thought it fit the vibe for the photos, a nice extra focus spot for Mark?"

Sophie blinked. Processed. Then her cheeks flushed pink.

"Oh. Oh. Right."

Pause. The three of them sat with that knowledge. The subtext now very much headline text. Mark's heart hammered. Would she refuse it, shocked?

Sophie didn't take the anklet off. Instead, she laughed. A little breathless. "Well. I suppose that's... appropriate. For the shoot."

Luke grinned. "Exactly."

Mark's cock throbbed harder. She's wearing his mark now. And she's keeping it on. Christ. He cleared his throat, knowing he needed to steer back to safer ground. "Right. So. We should probably talk through the, uh, the plan. For the shoot."

Luke nodded. Professional again. "Yeah, good shout."

Mark explained the setup: Studio in the spare room, massage table. Lights already rigged. He'd shoot while Luke worked on Sophie. The concept was artistic contrast. Skin tones, light and shadow. Intimate but tasteful.

He was talking too fast. Babbling. Shielding behind the work.

Mark's direction came easier now that he’d started, falling into photographer mode properly.

“Keep it natural, whatever feels comfortable. Start with Sophie lying face down, work on her back and shoulders. See how it flowed from there. No need to overthink it.”

Christ, he was overthinking everything.

Sophie listened, sipping wine, the reality sinking in.

Luke addressed Sophie directly. His tone was respectful. "Just so you know, I'll be stripping down to my boxers. Oil gets everywhere, and I don't want to ruin my gear. That alright with you?"

"Of course. Makes sense."

Luke continued. "And if you're uncomfortable at any point, just say. Seriously. This only works if everyone's happy."

Sophie clearly appreciated the reassurance. "Thank you. The same goes for you. If Mark or I do anything weird or..."

Luke waved it off. Smiling. "Nah, you two are sound. I can tell."

The mutual respect eased the last of the awkwardness. They were all in this together. Consent and communication established. Boundaries clear. Mark felt a surge of gratitude towards Luke. He was good at this, putting Sophie at ease, being exactly what they needed.

Sophie finished her wine, the third glass done, and set the empty glass down with a soft clink.

Mark stood. "Right. Shall we head through? Get set up?"

Luke and Sophie stood too. The moment of truth.

Sophie retied her robe. Fingers fumbling with the silk belt. Then led the way down the hallway into the spare room. Luke followed after grabbing his bag, and Mark brought up the rear. His hands were shaking.

This is it. We're walking into that room, and everything changes.

The transformation from living space was immediate. The ring lights glowed warm amber. The massage table draped in crisp white linen. The backdrop waiting. The air smelled of coconut oil from Mark's earlier testing. Felt like a film set. His studio, transformed.

Sophie stopped in the doorway. Took it in. "Wow. You really went all out."

Mark was proud, despite his nerves. "Wanted it to be perfect."

Luke whistled low. Impressed. "This is professional, mate. Proper setup."

He set his bag down in the corner. Started unzipping it. Pulled out a clean towel, draped it over the back of a chair.

Sophie hovered near the massage table. Fingers trailing over the sheet.

Mark adjusted one of the ring lights. Unnecessary really, he just needed something to do, something to focus on as Luke pulled his T-shirt over his head in one smooth motion.

The reveal was striking: Broad chest, defined abs, dark skin gleaming under the lights. Light dusting of hair on his pecs. He was beautiful - objectively, undeniably beautiful. Mark's photographer's eye catalogued every detail. The curve of muscle, the play of light on skin.

Sophie watched… no, stared, wide-eyed.

Luke was unselfconscious. Comfortable in his body, being used to being looked at. Assessed. Admired. It was part of his job.

He toed off his trainers, pushed them aside. Then hooked his thumbs in his joggers. "Alright if I...?"

Mark nodded. "Yeah. Go ahead."

Luke slid the joggers down. Black Calvin Klein boxers underneath. Supportive - and Christ, he needed supporting. The bulge was significant, a thick outline of cock visible. Mark's throat went dry.

Luke stepped out of the joggers and set them on the chair with his T-shirt. Stood there in just his boxers, an Adonis of lean muscle covered by perfect dark skin. The QoS anklet Sophie wore suddenly felt more than just a symbol. Mark's cock throbbed.

Fuck. Look at him. Look at his body. And that bulge. Jesus.

Luke gestured to the massage table. "Whenever you're ready, Sophie."

Sophie took a shaky breath. Nodded, and her hands went to the robe's belt. Fingers trembling. She untied it, let it fall open. Her expensive black lace knickers on show. Her bare breasts were exposed to their eyes, nipples obviously hard.

Slid the robe off her shoulders. It pooled red silk on the floor at her feet.

God, she was standing there in just the knickers now, and a QoS anklet glinting at her ankle. His wife. Nearly naked.

Luke's gaze was appreciative but respectful. He didn't leer. Just noticed. Professional artist's eye. The same way Mark would notice. "You're stunning," he said simply, just being honest.

Sophie flushed pink as the compliment landed. Genuine and unprompted, and she believed him.

Mark lifted his camera from the tripod, breathed deep to steady his hands, and framed her. The shot of her standing between them. Nearly naked, lit by warm ring lights. Luke standing in the background in just his boxers.

Click.

Sophie moved to the massage table and climbed up awkwardly. She lay face down, with her arms at her sides. Face turned to the left. Towards where Mark would stand, her cheek resting on the small white towel he'd placed there earlier.

Her knickers stretched tight across her arse. High-waisted and elegant. But they left the lower curves of her cheeks exposed. The QoS anklet glinted at her ankle, and Mark zoomed in, framed the shot. Click.

Luke stepped closer, assessing. "Comfortable?"

Sophie's voice was muffled against the towel. "Yeah. I think so."

Luke picked up the larger white towel from his bag. Unfolded it. "I'm going to drape this over your bum, yeah? Protect your knickers from the oil."

Sophie nodded. "Okay."

Luke draped the towel carefully over her arse and upper thighs. The coverage was modest and kept things professional.

He explained he'd start with her shoulders and back, and work his way down just as Mark had suggested. She should tell him if the pressure was too much or not enough.

Sophie agreed and closed her eyes. Mark could tell she was doing her breathing routine to try and relax.

Mark moved into position, deciding to stand at the foot of the table initially, shooting across them. Camera up, he framed the scene. Sophie's pale back. Luke's dark hands hovering. The towel covered her modesty. Beautiful. His setup. His vision. His wife. Fuck.

Mark lowered the camera for a moment. Looked at Sophie. "You still alright, Soph?"

She opened her eyes. Found his. "Yeah. I'm okay."

He looked at Luke. "And you?"

Luke smiled. Calm. "All good, mate. Let's make some art."

Mark nodded. Raised the camera again. Finger on the shutter. Heart pounding. Cock throbbing. This was it.

Luke picked up the coconut oil bottle. Unscrewed the cap. The sweet and tropical scent filled the room as he poured oil into his palms. Rubbed them together - a slick, almost intimate sound.

His hands hovered over Sophie's shoulders. Pausing for one last moment of consent.

Sophie exhaled. Whispered. "Green.", and Luke's hands descended.


fourteen
Exposure Settings


Luke's palms settled on Sophie's shoulders, glistening with coconut oil. No hesitation, just firm pressure spreading across her shoulder blades. Mark's breath caught, as the contrast hit him hard: Luke's skin almost black against Sophie's pale flesh, her body yielding under those confident hands.

His finger found the shutter before his brain caught up. Click.

Sophie's spine straightened fractionally, as tension rippled through her before she forced herself to relax, and Luke felt it. Mark could see him reading her reactions, saw those thumbs adjust mid-stroke, pressing gently into the knots along her trapezius.

"Pressure alright?" Luke's voice was low, professional. "Not too firm?"

Sophie's response came muffled; her cheek pressed into the small towel. "It's... yeah. Good. Perfect."

Breathless already. Christ. Mark zoomed in, framing the point of contact. Luke's thumbs working small circles between her shoulder blades, Sophie's skin dimpling under the pressure, oil catching the light. Each stroke deliberate and methodical. The kind of touch that said he'd done this a hundred times before. Drama school. Acting gigs. Casual intimacy. For Luke, this was work.

For Mark, three feet away with his camera raised and his cock already starting to thicken, it was something else entirely.

Click. Click.

Luke settled into a rhythm. Broad sweeps across her shoulders, down either side of her spine, back up to her neck. His hands moved with easy confidence, and Mark circled the table slowly, shooting from different angles. Overhead first, camera angled down. Sophie's body elongated and vulnerable beneath Luke's ministrations, the white sheet beneath her, the towel covering her arse, Luke's hands owning the frame.

Click.

Side angle next. Sophie's face in profile, eyes closed now, properly relaxed. Lips parted. That flush creeping down her neck, spreading across her chest. Arousal or just the warmth of the room? Mark couldn't tell. It didn't matter; it was gorgeous either way.

Luke's hands travelled lower. Working down her spine vertebra by vertebra, his thumbs tracing the groove on either side of her backbone. Sophie arched slightly into his touch. Unconsciously seeking more.

Luke spoke again, keeping her grounded. "How long've you done yoga? I can tell from your muscle tone."

Sophie's answer came dreamy, languid. "Three times a week. Studio on Leighton Road."

"Makes sense. You're strong. Flexible." His thumb pressed into her right side, just above her hip. "But you hold tension here. Desk work, yeah?"

Sophie laughed softly. "God, yeah. Hunched over my laptop all day. Terrible posture."

"I'll sort it."

The conversation helped. Gave Sophie something to focus on besides Luke's hands on her bare skin. Besides the fact that she was lying nearly naked in their spare room with a man she'd met a few times. Mark appreciated Luke's instinct for it, the way he kept her comfortable even as the situation was anything but normal.

Mark pulled out his phone. Opened the Hive app. Tapped the temperature up from twenty to twenty-three degrees. The heating kicked in with a soft hum. Radiator ticking beneath the north-facing window.

Luke glanced over. "Cheers, mate. Don't want her catching a chill."

Mark nodded, pocketed the phone, and resumed shooting. The small room was already warm, tell the truth, what with the lights, their bodies. But he needed it hotter. Needed to see them sweat, needed the air thick, needed this to feel like the fever dream it was.

Luke poured more oil into his palms, the sound slick and visceral as he rubbed his hands together, warming it, then returned to Sophie's mid-back.

His hands spread wide. Palms covering her ribcage, fingers sliding around to her sides, thumbs pressing into her spine whilst his fingers brushed the outer swell of her breasts.

Sophie tensed. Just for a second. Breath hitching.

Luke didn't linger. Moved past smoothly, professional, respectful. But the touch had happened. Undeniable. His fingers grazing the soft flesh pressed flat beneath her weight, and Mark's shutter clicked rapidly. He'd caught it. That moment of boundary testing. Sophie's slight intake of breath, the fractional stiffening of her body before she forced herself to relax again.

She was okay with it. The touch had been part of the massage. Incidental. Natural. She settled back, breathing evening out, and Luke's hands worked lower. Kneading the muscles along her lower back with deeper pressure now, using his body weight, leaning over her.

His groin pressed close to the top of her head. Unavoidable. He was tall, but still to reach her lower back properly, he had to lean. His boxer's inches from her scalp.

Sophie could sense it, surely? Had to. The heat of him, the proximity. Maybe even feel the slightest pressure if he leaned too far forward.

Mark framed the composition. Luke's body curved over Sophie's. Click.

The room heated up over the next several minutes. Mark wiped sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand but didn't lower the camera. His black T-shirt clung to his back, damp between his shoulder blades. Luke's skin gleamed, a faint sheen highlighting every curve of muscle. The dip of his lower back above the waistband of his boxers. The defined ridge of his shoulders. Beautiful. Mark couldn't stop framing him, the way light played across that dark skin, the contrast when his hands returned to Sophie's pale flesh.

Sophie's skin flushed pink, damp with oil and warmth, her breathing deeper now. Fully relaxed, eyes closed.

The air felt thick. Humid. The scent of coconut overwhelming, mixed with a tang of sweat salt now. Three bodies in a small room. The ring lights added heat, and the radiator still ticked away. Oppressive, yet intoxicating.

More oil, and Luke’s thumbs dug into the tight muscles just above her pelvis. Either side of her spine. Where the towel began. Deep pressure. Kneading. Working the knots there with focused intensity.

Sophie moaned.

Properly moaned, louder than before. An involuntary sound punched out of her as Luke hit something deep, some tight spot that released under his thumbs, and it was the sound she made during sex. That exact pitch. That exact breathless quality. The one Mark heard when he was inside her, when her pleasure overwhelmed her ability to stay quiet.

Mark's cock throbbed hard enough to hurt. He shifted his weight, tried to adjust himself subtly without lowering the camera. She was moaning for him. This was fucking perfect; it was exactly what he'd wanted. To see her like this, pleasured and worshipped.

Luke's hands worked lower. Fingers reaching the edge of the towel now, the fabric draped across her arse, covering her modesty, but his touch was getting closer. Closer to forbidden territory with every stroke.

Luke paused. Wiped his hands on the spare towel draped over the chair. "Towel's a bit in my way. Alright if I adjust it?"

Sophie's voice was thick, dreamy. "Yeah. That's fine."

Luke folded the towel down. Just a few inches. Exposing more of her lower back properly now. The dimples at the base of her spine fully visible. The very top of her arse crack. But the black lace knickers still mostly covered, still modest. Still professional.

His hands returned. Oil spreading across newly exposed skin, thumbs pressing into those dimples, working the tight muscles there. Sophie's breathing ragged now, less controlled, each exhale shaky.

Mark had to adjust himself properly this time. His erection painful, straining. He reached down with his free hand, shifted his cock in his jeans, tried to give it room, but the relief was minimal. He was so hard he felt dizzy.

He moved closer. Knelt beside the table, camera angled low now, shooting upward. Luke's hands. Sophie's face in profile. Eyes closed. Lips parted. Flushed. Lost in sensation.

He could reach out and touch her. His wife and this stranger, inches away. Was this what compersion felt like? This ache? This need? This overwhelming joy mixed with terror?

Luke glanced at Mark briefly. Checking in. Making sure he was alright.

Mark nodded. Almost imperceptibly. Keep going. I'm fine. I'm more than fine.

Luke returned his focus to Sophie. His hands slid to her sides again, this time lingering longer near the outer curves of her breasts. She was face down, they were pressed flat against the vinyl padding, but Luke would feel the soft flesh yielding under his fingers as his palms swept around her ribcage.

Sophie didn't tense this time. Didn't pull away. Instead, she arched her back, only a slight movement, probably unconscious. Seeking more contact.

"That feels amazing."

The wine and pleasure were probably loosening her tongue, dissolving her filters.

Luke smiled. Mark caught it in a shot. Genuine warmth. Pride in his work. "Good. You're doing great, Sophie. Just relax."

Mark's shutter clicked. Clicked. Clicked. Compulsive now, finger moving on autopilot, capturing everything. Every angle. Every moment. Every crossing of invisible lines.

Luke stepped back. Wiped his hands on the towel again. "I'm gonna move down to your legs now, yeah? Start with your calves, work up."

Sophie nodded against the towel beneath her cheek. "Okay."

Luke moved to the foot of the table, where Mark had been standing seconds ago, giving a new shot for Mark's camera. More oil poured, the smell filling Mark's senses.

Then Luke's hands were on Sophie's left calf. Both hands wrapping around the muscle. Thumbs pressing into the back, fingers curling around to her shin. Firm confident grip. The touch possessive in its sureness.

The calf was smooth. Freshly waxed this morning. Everything was smooth - Sophie had prepared for this, and made herself perfect for Luke's hands, and for Mark's lens.

God, those dark hands are moving towards her thighs. Towards her arse. Towards the towel. How far will this go? How far will Sophie let it go? How far do I want it to go?

Luke worked Sophie's calf methodically. Long firm strokes from ankle to knee, his hands sliding upward, oil slick and warm, coating her skin, making it gleam under the lights. He switched to her right calf and repeated the process. Professional maybe, but the intimacy was undeniable.

Sophie's legs parted slightly. Just enough to be comfortable on the table, but Mark noticed. He framed it: the gap between her thighs, and the towel covering what lay between. The suggestion of what was hidden.

Click.

The QoS anklet glinted under the lights every time Luke's hands slid past. That tiny spade charm, the 'Q' barely visible against her skin. Mark zoomed in. Luke's dark fingers so close to the silver chain. Did he notice - was he pausing his hands close to it, to allow the perfect shot? Mark's cock throbbed. His wife, Queen of Spades.

Luke's hands reached higher, reaching Sophie's thighs now, still working below the towel at first, kneading the muscle through the fabric. Firm pressure. Testing. Assessing.

"Your thighs are really tense?"

"Last Yoga session, tough one."

"I can tell. I'll work on that."

His hands pressed into her thighs now through the towel, working the muscle, kneading, but also close. So close to her arse. To the edge of what was appropriate, what was professional.

Sophie shifted. Not pulling away. Just adjusting. Her legs opened a fraction wider. Unconscious invitation? Or just getting comfortable. Mark zoomed in, capturing it all. Luke's hands pressing into her thighs, possibly applying a little pressure outward, maybe encouraging her to spread wider?

The room was properly hot now. All three of them were sweating properly. Mark's T-shirt stuck to his back, his forehead damp. Luke's skin gleamed. Oil and sweat were indistinguishable.

Sophie's forehead damp against the towel, her breathing audible, deep, ragged.

Mark lowered the camera for a moment. Just a second. Wiped his face. Breathed. His hands were shaking.

Luke glanced over. "You alright, mate?"

Mark nodded. Voice rough. "Yeah. Just... warm. It's good. Keep going."

Luke returned to Sophie's thighs.

The fabric bunched where it covered her arse and upper thighs. Luke’s fingers slipped just under the towel's edge. Not removing it, not exposing her. Just accessing the muscle beneath. Professional justification. But charged as hell.

Sophie's breath caught. She could feel his fingers so close to her arse. So close to the lace of her knickers. So close to everything.

Luke's voice was carefully neutral. "Towel's a bit in the way here. Need to get to these muscles properly. That okay?"

Sophie hesitated. Half a second. Then whispered. "Yeah. It's okay."

Luke adjusted the towel again. Folded it up further – making it all but a pointless belt. Exposing the tops of her thighs completely now. The black lace knickers fully visible. Covering her arse but leaving the lower curves of her cheeks exposed. The clinging lace delicate, semi-transparent.

Mark's heart hammered against his ribs. There they are. We've crossed another line. Another boundary gone. And I'm documenting our descent.

Click. Click. Click.

Luke's hands returned to Sophie's thighs. No towel between them; just oil and flesh. His thumbs pressed into the crease where her thighs met her arse, working the muscle there, firm pressure.

Sophie moaned again. Louder this time. Less inhibited. The sound was pure pleasure, unfiltered.

Her hips shifted. Pressing into the table. Seeking something. maybe the relief of some friction.

She's getting turned on. Properly turned on. I can see it in the way she's moving. Fuck. This is what I wanted, seeing her like this as she’s pleasured. Beautiful. Mine and not mine. Shared. Christ.

Luke worked his fingers dangerously close to the edge of her knickers now. Every stroke bringing him nearer. He paused. And glanced at Sophie's face.

"Sophie." His voice gentle. "I'm gonna need to work higher. Your glutes, lower back properly. But the oil's gonna get on your knickers and ruin them."

Sophie's voice muffled. Hesitant. "What do you suggest?"

Luke, carefully professional, gave her the choice. "You could take them off. Totally your call."

Silence of the room, holding its breath.

Mark's camera was lowered now. He'd forgotten to shoot. Just watching. Waiting, his heart hammering so hard he could hear it in his ears.

Sophie lifted her head, and her eyes found his across the room, blue-grey, her pupils swallowing most of the colour. She was asking permission. Not with words, but with that flushed look. Do you want this? Do you want me naked for him?

Mark's cock answered for him, begged for more. He nodded, and with a rough whisper: "Only if you're comfortable, Soph."

Lie. He wanted it. Wanted her knickers gone, wanted Luke's hands on her bare arse, wanted to capture every second of her crossing that line. He was shaking.

Sophie held his gaze for one long agonising moment. Then lowered her head back to the towel, her voice quiet but clear. "Okay. I'll take them off."


fifteen
The Towel Falls


The silence stretched. Thick as the heat in the room, heavy as Sophie's breathing. She'd said yes. She'd agreed to take her knickers off.

Luke stepped back from the table, giving her space. Wiped his hands on the towel draped over the chair. Respectful, even now. He wasn't rushing her, wasn't pushing. Just waiting.

Sophie didn't move yet. Face-down on the table, forehead pressed into the small white towel, breathing deep. Processing, maybe gathering the courage?

Mark lowered his camera. Set it carefully on the tripod because his hands were shaking too much to hold it steady. He wiped his damp palms on his jeans. Christ, he was sweating. The room was stifling now. He'd cranked the heating half an hour ago, and it was working too well. Or maybe it was just him, burning from the inside out.

She's going to do it. She's going to take her knickers off. Fuck, I can't breathe.

Sophie lifted her hips, just a fraction, and her hands snaked down, fingers hooking into the waistband of her black lace knickers. The fabric was damp. Mark could see it even from here, clinging to her skin. She must have known they'd notice; known Luke would see how soaked she was. Either way, she was doing it.

She slid them down slowly. Over the curve of her hips. Her arse lifted higher, thighs parting just enough to manoeuvre the fabric over her knees, past her ankles. The QoS anklet caught briefly in the lace. She freed it with a tug, the silver chain slipping loose, the spade charm glinting under the lights like a promise.

The knickers bunched in her hand. Black expensive lace, Agent Provocateur, the pair Mark had bought her for Valentine's Day two years ago. And they were absolutely soaking. She held them for a second, fingers curled in the sticky evidence of what this had done to her. What Luke's hands had done. What Mark's camera, what this whole mad fucking experiment had done.

Luke reached out. Palm open. "Here. I'll, uh... keep them safe, yeah?"

His voice was rougher now, Mark noticed. He also spotted that Luke's hand trembled slightly as Sophie handed the knickers over, their fingers brushing. The exchange crackled with something electric, something forbidden. Luke's hand closed around the damp lace. He had to feel that moisture, and would know exactly what it meant, but he didn't say a word. Just set them carefully on the chair beside his joggers.

Mark lifted his camera back off the tripod and framed that shot: knickers, black and wet, next to Luke's grey joggers. Such an intimate wrong photo, yet so fucking perfect. Click.

Luke picked up the larger towel from the chair and draped it carefully over Sophie's arse and upper thighs, covering her completely again. Preserving modesty. Professional. Respectful. "There you go," he murmured. "Still got you covered."

Sophie exhaled. Mark watched her forehead press harder into the towel, watched her whole body relax. She trusted Luke's hands on her bare arse. But Mark knew what was under that towel now. Nothing. She was fully naked. Just skin, oil, and heat. His wife, totally bare for another man. Because he'd asked her to be. Because she'd said yes.

He hefted the camera again, his hands steadier now, adrenaline or arousal sharpening his focus. Framed the shot. The towel draped over her. The curve of her arse beneath it. Luke's hands hovering above her lower back, dark against pale. The contrast was stark under the lights. Click.

Luke's hands settled back on Sophie's lower back, continuing the massage. Fuck, they were still calling it that? But everything was different now; the air felt heavier. Every touch carried weight, meaning, intent.

Sophie's breathing filled the room. Deep. Slow. Mark could hear it through the camera, through his own rasping breath. She was trying to stay relaxed, trying to stay still, but arousal was making it impossible. Every exhale came out shaky.

Luke's touch was firmer now. Confident. He knew she was fully naked beneath the towel. Responding to that knowledge, even if he wasn't saying it aloud. His thumbs pressed deeper into the small of her back. Sophie moaned softly.

That sound. Mark's cock pulsed against his zip, the denim cutting in. That fucking sound. The same moan she made when he touched her just right, when he hit that spot inside her that made her legs shake. But this was Luke pulling it out of her. Luke's hands. Luke's touch.

She's naked under there. Completely naked. And Luke's hands are inches away from her pussy. From her arse. And I'm capturing it. This is art. This is love. This is compersion, what I've wanted for years, what I've wanked to alone in the dark, and it's happening. It's real.

Click. Click. Click. The shutter is rhythmic, almost meditative. Anchoring him to this moment, this reality.

Luke's hands slid lower. Working the tops of Sophie's glutes now, under the towel, kneading the muscle, skin on skin. He paused. "Sophie." His voice was softer. Careful. "I need to work your glutes properly, yeah? It's where you hold a lot of tension. Can I move the towel?"

Sophie's response was immediate. Breathless. "Yes."

A beat. Then: "Please."

The please hung in the stifling air. Desperate. Needy. More than just permission. A plea. Mark's cock throbbed so hard he felt dizzy. She said please. She's asking for Luke's touch. Begging for another man's hands on her arse.

Luke dragged the towel down carefully. Respectfully, but so fucking deliberately. It moved from covering her arse completely to sitting just below the curve of her cheeks, barely hiding the lips of her pussy. Sophie's arse was exposed now. Pale white skin, round and firm from yoga, shining with a sheen of sweat under the lights. Everything on display.

Mark's shutter clicked rapidly. Click-click-click. Capturing this. The reveal. The towel almost useless as a cover. Luke's hands poised above her naked arse, fingers spread wide. The moment before contact. The breath before the plunge.

Luke poured oil directly onto her skin, which caught the light, golden and warm, and both Mark and Sophie reacted. Mark's breath caught in his throat. Sophie's hips shifted, pressing down into the table, seeking friction, seeking anything.

Luke placed both palms on Sophie's arse cheeks. Full contact. His dark hands contrasting starkly against her pale flesh, fingers splayed wide. Sophie gasped. Couldn't help it. The sound punched out of her, raw and unguarded. Mark captured it. The way her shoulders tensed, the way her fingers fisted the towel beneath her head. Luke's hands were so large. Mark could see it from here, could see how they dwarfed her, covered her, claimed her. Only Mark, in ten years of marriage, had touched her like this. But this was different. Transgressive. His wife's arse in another man's hands.

Luke began to knead her glutes. Firm pressure. Deep. Working the muscle with the same confidence he'd shown all night, professional technique bleeding into something undeniably erotic. Thumbs pressing into the centre of each cheek, sliding to near her crack. So close to forbidden territory. So fucking close.

Sophie's thighs parted. Just an inch. Involuntary, maybe. Or maybe not. Her body responding, seeking more, seeking everything.

She's spreading her legs. Fuck. Fuck. I'm going to come in my jeans if I don't stop thinking. Just shoot. Just document. Just be here. Be present. Don't miss this.

As Luke worked Sophie's glutes, his hands occasionally slipped lower. Following the muscle down towards her thighs, fingers brushing the crease where her arse met her legs. The towel nudged lower with each stroke, millimetre by millimetre. Professional justification thin now. This wasn't a massage anymore. It was, fuck, what was it? Foreplay didn't cover it. Worship, maybe. Sophie laid out like an offering, and Luke's hands were everywhere.

Sophie's legs were parted enough now that if Mark angled the camera right, he could see the shadow between her thighs. The hint of her pussy. The wetness glistening there, slick and obvious even in shadow.

Luke's fingers crept dangerously close. Working the inner part of her glutes now, near her perineum. His thumbs pressed into tight muscles, and Sophie's breathing turned ragged. Mark could tell she was so turned on she could barely think. Could see it in the tension in her shoulders, the arch of her back. Every touch sent sparks straight to her clit, he knew. Her hips rocked slightly. Tiny movements, pressing herself into the table.

Luke's thumb pressed into a particularly tight spot. Inner glute, near her crack. Sophie moaned. Loudly. And then, without thinking, without filtering: "Oh God, yes, right there."

The words were pure sex. The tone. The desperation. The abandon. The same words she'd gasped to Mark a hundred times, a thousand times, in their bed, in the shower, on the sofa. But now they were for Luke.

Mark froze. The camera hung uselessly in his hands. Yes. She fucking had. Moaned for another man's touch like she was begging for it, like she needed it, like she'd die without it.

Luke recovered first. Kept massaging. Didn't acknowledge it directly, but Mark saw the corner of his mouth twitch. A smile. Or maybe just concentration. Either way, he didn't stop.

Sophie didn't apologise. Didn't take it back. She was past caring. Past modesty. Lost in sensation, drowning in it, and Mark was there for every second.

Mark shifted position. Stood, moved to the side of the table for a new angle, now shooting across Sophie's body towards Luke. As he framed the shot, he saw it. Luke's erection was straining against his boxers. A thick, huge outline pressing against the grey fabric. The shape of the head clearly visible, a wet patch darkening the cotton.

Luke's hard. The outline of his cock pressing through those boxers like it's trying to tear through. And he's about to... what? Keep touching her? Touch her pussy?

Mark zoomed in slightly. Captured it. Luke's bulge, the wet patch, the obscene outline. His hands on Sophie's arse, fingers dimpling her flesh. The composition was pornographic and beautiful, and so far beyond anything Mark had hoped when he'd planned this shoot. His own erection was unbearable now, aching, but he didn't touch it. Didn't dare. He wanted to unzip, relieve the pressure, but he couldn't.

Luke's hands worked lower on Sophie's thighs. The backs of her thighs, where they met her arse. Oil slick and warm, his thumbs so close to her pussy now, Mark could see the tension in Luke's jaw. Working the inner thigh muscles, and any pretence of professionalism dissolved. He could see her wetness. Mark knew Luke shouldn't look, but he also knew - because he could see through the lens - that Luke's eyes were focused exactly there. On Sophie's pussy. On her slick, swollen lips.

Sophie's legs parted wider. Another inch. Maybe two. Her body betrayed her arousal, inviting him closer…

Luke's thumb slipped.

Mark saw it through the lens, the dark pad of Luke's thumb grazing the top of Sophie's slit where it began, slick and pink and so fucking wet.

Sophie gasped. Sharp. The touch electric, her whole body jolting like she'd been shocked.

Luke pulled back immediately. "Sorry, that was... a bit too close, yeah?"

Sophie's voice came out thick. Wrecked. "It's... It's okay."

It's okay

Luke stepped back. Wiped his hands on the towel, fingers dragging through the oil. "Alright, Sophie." He cleared his throat. "I think we've done the back thoroughly, yeah? Want to turn over? I can work on your shoulders, neck, maybe your legs from the front if you're up for it?"

Sophie hesitated.

Mark knew what turning over meant. Sophie, face-up, watching Luke's hands on her tits.

But she nodded. "Yeah." A beat. "Okay."

Luke lifted the towel. Held it up like a curtain, creating a privacy screen whilst she turned. Respectful even now, even after his thumb had grazed her cunt. Sophie rolled over carefully. Onto her back.

Luke draped the towel across her hips and upper thighs. Covering her pussy but leaving her breasts fully exposed. Her nipples were hard and pink, pale against her flushed skin. Rising and falling with her rapid breathing.

Mark's camera captured it all. Her face, vulnerable and clearly aroused, lips parted, cheeks flushed. Beautiful. His wife. Exposed for another man, but also for him.

Sophie was looking up at Luke. He was standing at the head of the table, looking down at her. Their eyes met for the first time since this started.

The eye contact was intense, intimate in a way the back massage wasn't, in a way Mark hadn't anticipated. They could see each other now. Read each other. And Mark was on the outside, watching through the lens, separated by glass and light and his own compulsion.

Luke smiled gently. "Still alright?"

Sophie nodded. Emotions and arousal overwhelming her, written all over her face.

Luke's hands moved to her shoulders. Resuming the massage from this new position, oil still warm in his palms. But now Sophie must see his cock outline. The bulge in his boxers right there, at the edge of her vision. Impossible to ignore.

She stared. Just for a second. Then her eyes dropped, widened slightly. Then she looked away, cheeks flushing darker. She's looking at his cock. She saw it. She knows he's hard, hard and huge, and she didn't look disgusted or scared. She looked... curious. Hungry. Fuck.

Luke's hands worked Sophie's neck and shoulders from above. His fingers sliding along her collarbones. His cock so close to her face, that if she tilted back just a fraction, she'd brush against it through his boxers. Both of them must be aware, but neither acknowledged it.

Mark angled his camera up her body now. Her towel covering her hips, Luke's hands on her shoulders. His bulge clearly visible in the background of the frame, thick and obvious. He was capturing sex without penetration. Intimacy without fucking.

Luke moved to Sophie's side. Worked on her arms. Lifted her left arm, cradled it in his hands. Massaged her forearm, her wrist, each finger individually. The tenderness is almost unbearable. More intimate than the arse massage somehow, this gentle attention, this worship of her smallest parts.

He switched to her right arm and repeated the process. Her wedding ring caught the light as he massaged her ring finger. Glinted on her hand, Mark's ring, the symbol of their vows. Both Mark and Luke noticed it simultaneously. Mark saw Luke's eyes flick to it, saw him pause for half a second before continuing.

Her ring. She's still wearing her ring. The ring I gave her.

Sophie's eyes closed. Surrendering fully. Trusting completely. Trusting them both.

Luke shifted his line of sight again. "Last bit, yeah? Your legs from the front. That okay?"

Sophie's eyes opened. Found his. "Yeah."

He started with her left foot. Massaged it thoroughly. Arch, toes, heel. The same tenderness he'd shown her hands. Then her calf, both hands wrapping around, sliding up from ankle to knee. Oil slick, his fingers strong. Then her thigh.

This was it, the danger zone. The edge of the cliff.

His hands worked the front of her thigh. Quadriceps. Firm muscle. Sophie tensed slightly, and Mark saw it through the lens. The towel draped across her hips, loose. As Luke's hands moved higher, the fabric shifted, threatening to slip.

Luke's thumbs pressed into the inner part of her thigh. So close to her pussy. Maybe three inches. Maybe less. Mark couldn't measure, couldn't think.

Luke worked even higher, his hands reaching the very top of Sophie's thigh now, where it met her groin. The crease where her leg joined her pelvis, where the muscle blurred into something softer, more vulnerable. The towel couldn't stay in place with this movement. Physics. Gravity. Intent. It slipped. Rode up on one side, exposing the curve of Sophie's hip. The very edge of her pussy visible now. Just the outer lip. A hint of pink. Glistening wet.

The slip. The reveal. The crossing of the final line.

Luke paused. Hand frozen mid-stroke. "Towel's... sorry, let me..."

Sophie's voice cut through. Breathless and decisive. "Leave it." A heartbeat. "It's fine."

Mark's shutter stopped clicking. His finger hovered, paralysed. Luke's hand hung in the air. Sophie breathed, her chest rising and falling, nipples hard, lips parted.

She told him to leave it. She's exposed. Her pussy is visible. And she wants it. Wants him to see. Wants me to photograph.

Luke looked at Mark. Silent question. Is this okay? Do we stop? Do we keep going? You're her husband. You tell me.

Mark met his eyes. Nodded slowly. Once. Permission. Compersion. Trust. Terror and arousal.

Luke looked down at Sophie. "You're sure?"

Sophie's eyes opened. Found his first. Then swung across to Mark. Held him. Her pupils were blown, her lips parted, and she said it.

"Green."

The word Mark had given her. The word that meant yes, more, keep going, I'm okay, we're okay, don't stop. His hand steadied on the camera.

Click.

Luke's hands resumed movement. Slid higher. His thumbs so close to her pussy he could feel the heat radiating off her, Mark knew. Could smell her arousal, sweet and musky and undeniable.

Sophie's hips lifted. Slightly. Seeking. Needing. Desperate for more, for contact, for something Mark couldn't give her, but Luke could.

Mark's camera clicked again. Documenting. Capturing. This moment. This threshold. His wife, legs spread, another man's hands millimetres from her cunt, and Mark immortalising it. Making it real. Making it art.

Luke's fingers hovered, millimetres from Sophie's pussy. Her wetness was visible, glistening under the lights. Her lips swollen, flushed pink, her clit probably aching.

Luke's voice dropped, his professional mask cracking, splintering. "Sophie, I... look, I want to... I want to make you feel good to finish this, yeah? But I need to..." He swallowed. Mark saw his throat work. "I need to know how far you want this to go."


sixteen
Directing Desire


Luke's question floated between them, thick as the heat pouring off the ring lights. How far do you want this to go?

Sophie looked at Mark. Those blue-grey eyes, wine-glazed and hungry. Waiting. She wasn't going to answer – no, she wanted him to say it. Wanted him to tell Luke what to do to her.

Dizzying power flared in Mark's chest. She'd just handed him the script.

Mark lowered his camera, just enough to see her properly over the rim. The words came out gravel-rough. Deeper than his normal voice.

"Touch her, Luke. Properly. Make my wife feel good."

My wife. The words hung there. His, but he was handing her over for now. Telling another man to finger her, make her cum, and he wanted nothing else more.

Sophie's breath hitched. Loud enough to hear over the lights' hum. She'd heard him say it - heard him direct another bloke to pleasure her cunt.

Luke's eyes flicked to Mark, still respecting the chain of command. Then back to Sophie, his voice gentle despite the roughness creeping in at the edges.

"You good with that, Sophie?"

Her nod was frantic. Desperate. "Yes. God, yes. Please."

I just told another man to finger my wife. And she's begging for it.

Luke's hand shifted, closing that last taboo inch. His middle finger grazed the outer edge of Sophie's cunt, bottom to top, barely fucking touching her.

Sophie's hips snapped off the table. A gasp punched out of her, sharp and high. Her thighs shook.

Mark's shutter fired. Click. He'd caught it, that first rule-breaking contact. Luke's dark fingertip against her pink slit, glistening wet - she'd probably been dripping for the last hour. Teased until she was whimpering. And now Luke was finally, finally touching her properly.

Luke's finger traced her outer lips again, firmer this time, so they parted a little. Mark zoomed into a close-up: Luke's finger sliding along her slit, her wetness coating him, glistening under the lights like honey. He could see everything. The swollen outer lips, darker pink now flooding with blood.

Luke's voice came out low, awed. "Fuck, Sophie. You're soaking."

"She's been wet since you started." Mark's voice was breathless but steady, grounding the moment. Grounding himself. "Haven't you, Soph?"

Sophie could only moan in response. A high, needy sound. Her head nodded against the table; hair stuck to her temples.

Mark forced his brain back into photographer mode. He wasn't just some bloke watching his wife get fingered, no, he was directing this. Luke was following his cues, and Sophie was his model.

"Slow, Luke." Mark's voice steadied. Barely. "Tease her. She likes to be built up."

She did. He knew her body better than his own camera; the way she needed the slow climb, the maddening near-touches, before she'd shatter.

Luke followed the instructions without hesitation. His finger continued its maddening journey along her outer lips, circling her entrance but not entering. Sliding up towards her clit but stopping just short, pulling away when her hips lifted to chase the contact.

Sophie's panting frustration was palpable. Her hips pressed upward, seeking, desperate. But Luke pulled back each time, keeping the touch light, careful, controlled. Building her higher.

Mark moved closer, kneeling at the side of the table. Shooting across Sophie's body now. Her face twisted in pleasure and frustration, lips parted, brow furrowed. Her breasts heaved with each ragged breath, nipples so hard they looked painful. Luke's hand between her thighs, dark against pale, his finger tracing patterns that made her whimper.

The room stank of sex now. Coconut oil and Sophie's cunt, musky and sweet. Mark could taste it in the back of his throat. Thick and intoxicating.

Luke's thumb joined his middle finger. Gently, carefully, he spread her outer lips. Exposing her. The inner pink of her entrance and the hood of her clit. All of it on display under the lights.

Mark's shutter was almost continuous. Click-click-click. Documenting every moment for later.

Look at her. Spread open. Luke's fingers on her cunt. And she's so fucking wet for him.

"Tell him what you need, Soph." Mark's tone was firm. Authoritative. He needed to hear her say it. Needed her voice.

Her eyes found his. Pleading, grateful, possibly a little embarrassed, as her face flushed darker. "I need... his fingers. Inside me. Please, Mark. Please let him-"

Fuck her begging... Mark's response was immediate, almost a growl.

"Do it, Luke. Finger her. Make her cum."

Luke's finger slid lower. Circled Sophie's entrance. Once. Twice. Mark watched him test her, feel how soaked she was. How ready.

Then Luke pushed a finger inside.

Slow. So fucking slow. Sophie's back bowed off the table, spine curving like she'd been shocked. A moan ripped out of her throat. Loud. Raw.

"Oh fuck, oh God, yes-

Mark's camera clicked and caught the moment of first penetration. Luke's dark finger disappearing knuckle-deep into Sophie's pink cunt. Her face twisted, mouth open, gasping.

"Good girl, Soph." Mark's voice was breathless, rough. "Take it. Take his finger."

Sophie's pussy clenched around him, tight and wet and hot. He started to move. Slow withdrawals, then pushing back in, curling slightly upward to find the spot Mark knew would make her scream.

Sophie's moans were constant now. Loud. Uninhibited. The sounds she made during sex with Mark but different. Higher. More desperate. Less controlled.

Sweat beaded on Sophie's upper lip. Between her breasts. Her skin gleamed under the lights, slick and flushed pink.

"Add another finger." Mark's voice came out hoarse. "Stretch her."

Luke pulled back. Then the index and middle fingers were working together inside her.

Sophie cried out. Higher pitch and more desperate. Her cunt gripped Luke's fingers, and Mark could hear it now. Wet. Obscenely wet. Squelching as Luke pumped in and out, slick sounds filling the room, mixing with Sophie's ragged breathing.

Fuck. Mark zoomed in. Two dark fingers buried in her pink pussy. Stretching her. Her lips stretched taut around them, clinging. Wetness coating Luke's hand, dripping down towards her arse, soaking the towel.

Luke's fingers inside my wife and she's loving it. Listen to her. Look at her face. She's going to cum so hard.

Mark's arousal sharpened into something focused. Precise. Like adjusting aperture mid-shoot. He could channel this. Direct it.

"Curl your fingers up, Luke. Find her G-spot." His voice didn't shake, which was a fucking miracle. "Firm pressure. Not too fast."

Luke adjusted. Fingers curling upward, pressing into the front wall of Sophie's cunt. Searching.

Sophie's hips jerked like she'd been hit. Her moan spiked, volume cranking up. "There! Oh fuck, right there, don't stop-"

There it was. He'd just told another man exactly how to finger his wife. Given him the map. The secrets. Firm pressure, she needs firm pressure, and she'll scream.

"Keep that pressure." Mark's direction was steady, grounding. "Steady rhythm. Not too fast."

Luke followed instructions perfectly. His fingers moving in a firm, steady rhythm. Pressing against her G-spot with each thrust. His thumb was resting on her mound now, so close to her clit but not touching it yet. Teasing.

Mark moved to the foot of the table. Shooting up between Sophie's parted thighs. Luke's hand working her pussy. Her lips stretched around his fingers. Her thighs trembling. The QoS anklet catching light with every tiny movement. He knew Sophie was building fast. Her moans ragged, her hips grinding against Luke's hand. She was close but not there yet. Needed more.

Mark saw it. Knew her body intimately. Every signal. Every tell.

"Now her clit, Luke. With your thumb. Gentle circles."

Luke's thumb shifted. Found the hard little bud, slick and swollen. Began to circle it with light, steady pressure.

Cum on his fingers, baby. Show me how good he's making you feel.

The words came out before Mark could stop them. Almost casual. "Luke, reach down with your other hand. Tease her arsehole. She loves that."

Sophie's eyes snapped open. Wide. Staring at him.

Mark stared back. He'd just said it out loud. Told Luke one of her secrets. The thing she only let him do when she was gasping, begging, so turned on she couldn't think straight. And he'd handed it to a stranger like it was nothing.

Sophie's face flushed darker. But she didn't say no. Didn't shake her head. Her thighs trembled.

Luke's left hand, still oiled, slid beneath her arse. His middle finger found her tight hole. Circled it gently. Applying the lightest pressure but not pushing in. Just teasing. Promising.

Sophie's moans became incoherent. The dual sensation was obviously overwhelming her.

Mark captured it all. The way her body was displayed. Legs spread wide. Luke's hands on her, in her. His dark skin against her pale flesh. Her face lost in pleasure as she humped herself against those new fingers, eyes squeezed shut, mouth open in a silent scream.

She's fucking loving it. Look at her. She's never been this turned on with just me. And that's okay. That's the point. I'm giving her this.

Sophie's moans climbed higher. Pitch rising. Her thighs shook, muscles jumping under her skin. Whole body trembling on the edge.

"Is it good, Soph?" Mark needed to hear her say it. Needed her voice. "Is he making you feel good?"

His cock throbbed. The question wasn't just dirty talk. He needed to know. Needed confirmation that this was working, that she was loving this, that he hadn't fucked everything up.

Sophie could barely form words. "So good, Mark, so fucking good, I've never-oh God-"

Mark pressed harder. Had to. "Better than me?"

Sophie gasped. Trying to form words. "Different, it's different, I love… I love you, but this is-fuck, I'm so close-"

Different. Not worse. Not better. Different. Mark's chest tightened. Relief? Arousal? Both?

"Cum for us, then." His voice came out rough. Fierce. "Cum on his fingers. Let me see it."

Luke increased the pressure slightly. His fingers pumping faster. Thumb firmer on her clit. Finger pressing just inside the rim of her arse, breaching that tight ring of muscle.

Sophie's whole body went rigid. Her back arching off the table, a scream building in her throat. "Oh fuck, oh fuck, I'm… Mark, I'm gonna-"

"It's okay, Soph. Let go. Cum for him. I want to watch."

Sophie's orgasm slammed through her.

Her entire body seized. Spine bowing, arse lifting off the table, thighs clamping hard around Luke's wrist. Trapping him. A scream ripped out of her. Wordless. Animal. Nothing held back.

Mark's finger mashed the shutter. Click-click-click-click. He was shaking. Couldn't hold the camera steady. Didn't matter. He was getting it. Her face. Eyes squeezed shut, mouth wrenched open. Her cunt pulsing around Luke's fingers, rhythmic clenches Mark could almost see, the way her pussy gripped and released, gripped and released. Wetness flooding out, soaking Luke's hand, dripping onto the towel, dark wet patches spreading.

Luke kept going. Didn't stop. Steady rhythm, working her through it, dragging it out.

Sophie's cries broke into sobs. Ragged. Shaking. Tears streaking from the corners of her eyes, running into her hair.

Beautiful. She was so fucking beautiful. Mark's throat closed. His cock pulsed, untouched, ready to burst. Just from watching. Just from this.

My wife is cumming on another man's fingers. And it's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen. Look at her. Listen to her.

Sophie's orgasm began to ebb. Her body was still twitching. Smaller aftershocks rippling through her. Luke slowed his movements, gentler now. Easing her down. His fingers were still inside but barely moving. His thumb lifted off her overstimulated clit.

Sophie's breathing was ragged. She looked wrecked in the best way.

Mark set the camera on the tripod. Needed both hands free. Crossed to the table. Leaned over Sophie. Cupped her face gently.

"You okay, Soph?"

Her eyes fluttered open. Unfocused and glassy. But she smiled. Radiant. "Mark... that was... I can't even..."

Mark kissed her forehead tenderly. "You were perfect. So fucking perfect."

Luke pulled his fingers out carefully, and Sophie actually whimpered, a small, broken sound. Her cunt clenched on nothing, empty now, grasping.

Luke's fingers were fucking soaked. Glistening. Strings of Sophie's cum stretched between them as he pulled them apart, thick and glossy under the lights. Then Luke brought them to his mouth. Licked them clean, tasting her.

Mark's breath stopped. Luke's eyes closed, savouring her, savouring Sophie's cum. The taste Mark knew intimately, sweet and salt and female musk.

Mark's cock jerked in his jeans. Precum soaking through his boxers now. He was close. So fucking close to cumming just from watching this. Another man tasting his wife's cunt and loving it.

Luke caught himself. Looked slightly embarrassed. "Sorry, that was – couldn’t stop myself. She tastes incredible."

Mark's voice was rough. "Don't apologise. She does taste incredible."

Sophie, still floating, giggled breathlessly. Two men discussing how she tasted. Surreal yet arousing.

Sophie's breathing slowed. Her body relaxed into the table, as the post-orgasm haze settled over her like a warm blanket. Her eyes fixed on the bulge - not Mark's, but Luke's. She stared openly now, no hiding it from Mark, her curiosity obvious.

The outline was fucking obscene. So thick and long. The fabric stuck where the large wet spot had soaked through the black fabric. Sophie licked her lips unconsciously. Mark could tell she wanted to see it. Touch it. Feel the weight of it in her hand - the hunger in her eyes was obvious.

And I want to see her small hand wrapped around that thick black cock. The contrast. The size. Fuck.

Mark's voice cut through the silence. Rough with arousal but framed as artistic direction. Professional. Safe.

"Soph, I want to get a shot. One more for the contrast. Your hand on his cock. Would you... Would you be okay with that? Just holding it?"

Sophie's eyes flew to his. She looked surprised, but also grateful – Mark knew she'd wanted to ask but didn't dare.

"Yes. Please, I want to."

Mark's stomach flipped. Hearing her say it. Hearing her eagerness. It was almost too much.

He looked at Luke. "That alright with you, mate?"

Luke's grin was slightly strained. "Yeah. More than alright."

Mark picked up the camera again. Hands shaking. Back to photographer mode, although he was barely holding on.

Luke's thumbs hooked into his boxers' waistband. He paused and looked to Sophie.

"Ready?"

She nodded.

Luke pushed them down. Slow. The fabric snagged on his erection, stretched, then snapped free.

His cock sprang up.

What a fucking cock!

Mark's camera dipped. Just for a second. He forgot to shoot; he was in so much awe. Luke’s cock was fucking magnificent.

Sophie gasped, a loud, sharp sound.

"Oh my God..."

Nine inches. Easy. Maybe more. Thicker than he thought a cock could be. The girth obscene even against that length. Foreskin pulled back just enough to show the dark purple head, almost angry with blood. Sticky precum slick down half the length, glistening in the studio lights.

The shaft was darker than the rest of Luke's skin. Deeper brown, almost black. Veins running up the underside, prominent, pulsing. Curved upward. Heavy balls hanging below.

Mark's mouth went dry. Beautiful. That was the word. Not pretty. Not attractive. Beautiful. Raw and primal and perfect. A cock designed to fuck. To stretch. To fill.

And Sophie was about to touch it.

Mark's camera lifted. Autopilot. Click. Luke's cock, full frame. Filling the viewfinder. The size undeniable.

Sophie moved on pure instinct. Pushed herself up, sitting now. Legs still spread, legs dangling over the table. She was glowing naked under the lights, and all she saw was Luke's cock. She scooted forward slightly. So her arse was at the edge of the table.

Mark repositioned as Sophie's hand lifted. Her left hand, the one with her wedding ring, shook slightly as she reached for Luke's cock.

She paused inches away and looked at Mark, questioning.

Mark nodded. Probably far too bloody eager. "Touch him, Soph. I want to see."

Her fingers closed around Luke's shaft, just below the head.

She couldn't close them. Her fingers didn't meet. The girth too thick, and Luke groaned. A deep, guttural sound. The first touch after an hour of arousal that must have been almost painful in its intensity.

Sophie's expression was awe and hunger. She looked up at Luke. Then at Mark. "It's... I mean, Mark, look at it. It's so big."

Mark's voice was strained. "I know. It's beautiful. You're beautiful with it in your hand."

Sophie's left hand joined. Both hands now, one stacked above the other, and there was still cock left. Head exposed. Base visible, her small hands couldn't cover it.

Mark's viewfinder framed it. Another perfect composition: pale hands wrapped around Luke's thick, dark shaft. Wedding ring catching light. White gold against brown skin.

Her wedding ring, against his black cock, it's so taboo, so wrong, and so bloody hot.

Then Sophie stroked him, going further than Mark had asked. A slow, reverential exploration. Her hands sliding base to tip, tip to base. Learning him, feeling the weight, the heat. The veins pulsing under her palms.

Luke's head fell back, his eyes closing, jaw locked tight. Trying not to cum if Mark’s own ache was anything to go by. Luke, like himself, had been hard for over an hour. Touching Sophie, fingering her, watching her cum. And now she was touching his cock with both hands.

Precum welled up at Luke's slit. A thick, clear bead, and Sophie stared at it, almost transfixed.

Mark's shutter clicked. As the bead dripped onto Sophie's fingers. Mark's direction was breathless: "Stroke him properly, love."


seventeen
White on Silver


Sophie's hands found their rhythm - both of them wrapped tight around Luke's shaft - and Mark's breath caught in his chest. He watched through the viewfinder, camera trembling slightly despite the tripod, his own pulse syncing to her strokes. She twisted slightly at the top of a stroke, and Luke groaned in response, and his hips jerked forward.

Sophie tried it again. Same response. Her lips curved into this small, satisfied smile that made Mark's cock throb against his zip.

Click. He captured the confidence that was blooming across her face like she'd discovered a superpower. His wife. Discovering her power over this beautiful, massive cock.

Sophie varied the pressure. Tighter on the upstroke, looser coming down, and Luke's breath hitched audibly. His knuckles went white where he gripped the massage table edge, tendons standing out.

Then her left hand dropped. Cupped Luke's balls - heavy, full, drawn tight against his body - and Luke's groan turned into something close to a whimper.

"Fuck, Sophie, that's…please don't stop."

Mark zoomed in. Her small pale hand cradling those dark balls whilst her right kept stroking, and the contrast hit him like a fist to the gut. The tenderness of it. The obscenity.

She's learning what makes him fall apart. My wife is learning another man's body, touch by touch, while I documenting it. Every discovery. Every reaction. Christ, I can barely hold the camera steady.

Sophie looked down at Luke's cock. Then up at Mark, and her eyes were bright, pupils blown so wide the blue-grey was just a rim.

"Mark, it's so hard." Her voice came out breathless, awed. "So thick I can barely hold it." Genuine fascination coloured every word. She meant it. She was marvelling at it.

Mark's response scraped out of him, barely controlled. "You're doing amazing, Soph." His mouth was dry. "Look how much he's leaking for you."

And Luke was leaking. Precum welling constantly at his slit - thick beads, clear and viscous - now covering Sophie's fingers, making the stroking slicker. Wetter. The sounds were obscene in the overheated room. Mark could hear every slippery stroke, every slick slide of skin on skin.

His hands shook. He tightened his grip on the camera, tried to steady himself, framed the shot. Close-up of that leaking slit. Sophie's thumb brushing across it - casual, exploratory - spreading the precum down his shaft. Using it as lubricant.

Beautiful. It's all so fucking beautiful.

"Faster, Soph."

His direction cut through the wet sounds, Luke's groans, Sophie's soft gasps. He sounded wrecked. He was wrecked.

"He's close. Can't you feel how tight his balls are?"

Sophie glanced down. Luke's balls had drawn up hard against his body, and she cupped them again - gently, almost reverently - rolling them in her palm whilst her right hand increased pace. Faster strokes. Twisting at the top.

Luke's groan was desperate now. "Fuck, Sophie, please don't stop-"

Mark's voice again, commanding despite the shake in it. "She won't stop." Rougher now. "Will you, Soph?"

Sophie shook her head, eyes fixed on Luke's cock, on her hands working him, on the way his whole body tensed like a wire about to snap.

"No. I want to see you cum, Luke. Want to feel it."

Mark zoomed in on her face. Capturing the hunger written clearly across it - the focus, the absolute absorption.

She's worshipping his cock. My wife is sitting there worshipping a black cock twice the size of mine, and she's loving it.

Luke's voice broke through, urgent and strained. "Sophie, I'm - fuck, I'm really close, where do you… where should I-?"

Even now. Even teetering on the edge, seconds from orgasm, he was asking. Checking consent. Mark felt this surge of gratitude cut through the arousal, brief but sharp.

Sophie looked up, met Luke's eyes. Her hands never stopped. Never slowed.

Mark interjected, his voice barely recognisable. "On her." The words came out strangled. "Cum on her tits, her face. I want to see it." He was nearly panting. "I want to photograph it."

Sophie's breath hitched - audible, sharp - and the idea clearly hit her like high voltage. Being covered in Luke's cum while Mark watched.

She nodded, eager now. "Yes. On me." Almost begging. "Please."

Luke's hips started stuttering, thrusting into her hands, chasing release with these desperate little jerks. He was seconds away. Mark could see it in every line of his body - the tension coiling through every muscle, the way his jaw clenched, eyes squeezed shut, breath held.

Sophie's hands sped up. Stroking faster, firmer, both hands twisting in opposite directions around his shaft, milking him with this instinctive rhythm she'd found.

Luke's groans became louder grunts. Desperate sounds, no control left.

Sophie leaned forward, bringing her face closer, her breasts, presenting herself like an offering. Luke's whole body went rigid. Muscles locked. Breath stopped. "Please, Luke, I need it, I need to see it…"

Luke's orgasm hit like a fucking detonation.

His cock pulsed - almost violently - and the first rope of cum shot out in a thick white arc. Mark's shutter finger moved on instinct, but his brain was pure static. It landed across Sophie's chest, right breast to left shoulder. Sophie gasped; sharp, shocked. "Oh-"

Mark's shutter clicked, capturing the moment mid-flight. The rope of cum suspended in the air. Sophie's expression frozen - eyes wide, mouth open, this look of surprised pleasure that made his cock leak into his boxers.

He's cumming. Cumming on my wife. Look at it. So much cum. Fuck, it's everywhere, and I'm-

Luke's cock pulsed again.

Second spurt, just as thick, just as powerful. Splattered across Sophie's left breast, coating her nipple, white against pale pink, dripping down the curve.

Sophie moaned - this raw, visceral sound - and she must feel it. Hot. Thick. Dripping down her skin. The third pulse caught her chin, dripped down her throat toward her breasts, joining the mess already there, painting her.

Mark moved without thinking, circling them, shooting from multiple angles. His legs felt unsteady. Sophie's cum-covered chest. Luke's face still twisted in ecstasy. The cock in her hands still spurting, still pulsing.

The fourth rope hit Sophie's neck. Fifth across her collarbone. Sixth back on her tits. Sophie's hands just kept stroking, milking him through it, coaxing every drop like she couldn't get enough. It just kept coming - pulse after pulse after pulse - covering her, marking her, claiming her in this primal way that made Mark shudder.

Finally - finally - Luke's orgasm subsided, and Sophie laughed - breathless, overwhelmed, delighted. "Oh my God!"

There was so much cum. Covering her, dripping down her stomach in thick rivulets, pooling in her navel. Sliding down the underside of her breasts.

Her hands were coated, too. Cum running down her fingers, over her wedding ring, slick and warm and unmistakable.

Mark's voice came out awed, almost reverent. "Jesus Christ, Luke." He couldn't look away. "You've absolutely fucking covered her."

Luke could only groan in response. His body sagged like someone had cut his strings. Knees nearly buckling. He braced himself on the edge of the table, either side of Sophie's hips, arms trembling.

His cock was still hard. Still thick. But hypersensitive now, twitching in Sophie's hands with every aftershock.

Sophie's grip loosened, gentler now, just holding him. Feeling those aftershocks ripple through him, his cock pulsing against her palms.

Luke's breathing was ragged. He looked down at Sophie, covered in his cum. "Fuck, Sophie." Words came hard. "That was... I've never... fuck." Articulation had completely left him.

Sophie grinned up at him; messy, satisfied, powerful. "Good?"

Luke laughed, breathless and disbelieving. "Understatement of the fucking year."

Mark was still shooting. Moving around Sophie like she was a glazed sculpture, capturing her from every angle. His cock was so hard it hurt; he was close to cumming untouched, just from this, just from watching.

Close-ups of the cum on her skin. Thick splatters across her breasts, glistening. Her neck. Her chin. Dripping down her stomach in slow, obscene trails. Her face. Flushed deep pink, lips parted. Eyes bright with a mix of arousal and satisfaction.

Mark's voice was hoarse. Wrecked. "You're fucking beautiful, Soph." He meant it with every cell in his body. "Covered in his cum. So beautiful."

Sophie looked at the camera. Directly into the lens, holding Mark's gaze through it, and the intimacy of that moment punched the air from his lungs.

"Did I do good?"

Mark's response was immediate, fervent, cracking at the edges. "So good. Perfect. You're perfect."

Sophie looked down at herself, taking in the mess. The sheer volume of it. The thickness. It was cooling on her skin now, starting to run in slower trails.

She brought one hand up - the one that had been stroking Luke - now coated in cum. Examined it with this curious expression of wonder. Strings of cum connected her fingers as she spread them. Watching how it stretched between them, thick and viscous and utterly obscene.

Mark zoomed in, capturing the detail. The way it dripped from her fingertips. His hands were shaking so badly the image probably wouldn't be sharp, but he didn't care.

She's looking at his cum. Studying it. Like she's fascinated. Is she going to-?

Sophie, without breaking eye contact with Mark's camera, brought her hand to her mouth. Tentative and curious.

Her tongue darted out - small and pink - licked a slow stripe across her palm where Luke's cum had pooled thick.

Mark's shutter clicked, but he barely heard it over the blood roaring in his ears. She was tasting it. Her eyes widened slightly, pupils blown, processing, and she swallowed. Throat working. No hesitation. No disgust. Then licked her lips, leaving them glossy.

"It's..." She paused, thoughtful. "Salty. Thick."

Her voice was matter-of-fact. Not disgusted. Just honest. Reporting her findings like she'd sampled wine.

Luke watched, mesmerised. His cock twitched in her other hand, and Mark didn’t blame it, not with the dirty show Sophie was putting on.

Mark lowered the camera, just for a moment; he couldn't hide behind the lens. Needed to see this with his own eyes, not through glass. His voice was destroyed. "Soph, you just..." He couldn't finish. "You tasted his cum."

Sophie nodded, that small smile playing at her lips. "Yeah." Simple. "I wanted to." A pause. "Is that okay?"

Mark's laugh came out breathless, almost hysterical. The question was absurd. "Okay?" He shook his head. "It's the hottest thing I've ever seen in my life."

He raised the camera again, hands shaking violently now, but he needed to document the rest. Needed this recorded. Immortalised.

Sophie brought her hand back to her mouth, more confident this time. Licked another stripe across her palm. Sucked her index finger clean, properly, thoroughly, her lips sealed around it.

Then her middle finger. Swirling her tongue around it, visible through her parted lips, cleaning Luke's cum off with this slow deliberation. Her eyes fluttered closed as she savoured it.

"You like the taste?" His voice was barely there. Strangled.

Sophie. Honest. "It's different from yours." A pause, considering. "Thicker, maybe. But yeah." She licked her lips again. "I like it."

The comparison made Mark's head spin. She'd tasted both now. Could compare them. And she was being so casual about it, so matter-of-fact, like this was normal. Like she tasted other men's cum every day.

Luke, still catching his breath, reached for the towel he'd draped over the chair earlier. "Here." Gentle. "Let me help you clean up."

Sophie looked up at Mark. Past the camera, finding his eyes directly.

"Are you okay?" Her voice was soft now, vulnerable, cutting through the confidence. "Was that... too much?"

She needed his reassurance. Needed to know he was still with her, still them.

Mark lowered the camera. Met her gaze head-on. Honest. Raw.

"Too much?" He shook his head. "Soph, that was..." He couldn't find the words. "Perfect. You're perfect. This was everything I wanted."

Everything he'd fantasised about, everything he'd feared she'd reject, everything.

Sophie's smile was relieved. Radiant. She'd needed to hear it. Needed his affirmation to make this real, to make it okay.

Luke watched the exchange, quiet and respectful. Understanding instinctively that this moment was theirs, not his. He was part of this, but he wasn't the centre.

Mark finally nodded toward the towel. Practical, despite everything. "You should clean up now." His voice was hoarse. "Before it dries."

Sophie laughed, breaking the intensity, lightening the air. "Yeah. Probably."

Luke handed her the towel. She wiped her chest, her neck, her hands. The fabric quickly soaked through, cum and oil and sweat. She wasn't thorough. Left some traces. Smears across her collarbone, between her breasts. Not trying to erase it completely. Just practical clean-up.

Mark set the camera on the tripod. Gave himself a moment to breathe. To process. His hands were shaking too much to hold it steady, and his cock was still painfully hard, pressing against his zip like it might burst through.

Luke pulled his boxers back on. His cock was still half-hard, the outline clearly visible, but the immediate, urgent moment had passed.

The three of them existed in this strange intimacy now. Post-orgasm haze. The weight of what just happened settled over them like fog. No one spoke for a long moment. Just breathing. Existing in this shared space. Processing what had just happened.

That happened. That actually fucking happened. Luke came all over my wife. She tasted his cum. Licked it off her fingers like it was honey. And I filmed every second. I have proof. I can watch this again and again. And I'm so hard I might die. I need to fuck her. Need to be inside her. Need to-

Sophie broke the silence, her voice dreamy and content. "That was incredible." She looked at Luke. "You were amazing." Then at Mark. "Thank you. For this. For letting me..."

She trailed off, couldn't quite articulate what she was thanking him for. The permission. The direction. The camera. The love that made this possible.

Luke collected his clothes from the chair. Joggers. T-shirt. Hoodie. Grabbed his gym bag.

Sophie stood, wobbly slightly - post-orgasm and arousal still affecting her balance. She gave him a quick hug. Naked against his clothed body, cum-stained towel still in her hand. The intimacy of it was undeniable but bounded. Contained.

"Thank you, Luke." She squeezed him. "Really."

Luke hugged her back carefully, respectfully. "My pleasure. Literally."

They both laughed, breaking the tension. Warmth between them but not romance. Not a threat.

Mark shook Luke's hand. Firm. Genuine. "Bathroom's second door on the left." His voice was steadier now. "Take your time. We'll, uh, be a while."

Luke nodded, understanding. "Cheers."

He exited the studio, and his footsteps faded down the hallway. The bathroom door closed with a soft click.

Mark and Sophie were alone for the first time in what felt like hours.

The moment Luke was gone, the energy shifted. Contracted. From three-way dynamic back to just them. Husband and wife. Mark and Sophie. The air felt different. More intimate. More theirs.

Sophie turned to Mark, eyes searching his face. "Are you really okay?" Quiet. Vulnerable. "Tell me the truth."

Mark crossed to her, closed the distance in two steps, and pulled her into his arms. The camera was forgotten on the tripod. This was more important.

He could feel the stickiness of Luke's cum still on her skin; smell it, salt and musk mingling with her coconut shampoo, and it made his cock throb harder.

His voice was fierce. "I'm more than okay." He held her tighter. "Soph, that was... I've never been more turned on in my life." True. "Watching you. Seeing you worshipped like that." He kissed the top of her head. "You're so fucking beautiful."

Sophie melted into him, pressed her face to his chest. His T-shirt was damp with sweat, and his heart was hammering against her cheek.

"I love you so much." Muffled against his shirt. "This doesn't change that." She pulled back slightly, looked up at him. "This... enhances it."

Mark kissed the top of her head again. "I know." Soft. "I love you too. Always."

Sophie pulled back slightly, looked down. Saw the obvious tent in Mark's jeans, the now huge damp spot where his precum had soaked through the denim, darker fabric spreading.

Her hand moved to his crotch without thinking. Cupped him through the denim. Felt how hard he was. How wet his jeans were.

"Mark, you're..." She squeezed gently. "You need..."

Mark groaned; he couldn't help it. Her touch was almost too much after being on edge for so long. "I need you." The words came out strangled. "Need to be inside you." Desperate now. "Need to… fuck, Soph, I need to reclaim you."

The word hung between them. Reclaim. Not have. Not fuck. But reclaim. Primal. Possessive in the best way. And they both understood exactly what it meant.

Sophie nodded eagerly. "Yes." Breathless. "Please. I need that too."

Mark, trying to be practical despite his desperation. "Not here." He glanced at the studio. "Bedroom. I want..." He met her eyes. "I want to make love to you properly. In our bed."

The studio was Luke's space now - temporarily, for the shoot. But their bedroom was theirs. Sacred. Where they reconnected. Where they were just them.

She wrapped the towel around herself loosely and followed him.

Sophie paused at the threshold, looked back at the studio. The massage table. The lights still glowing warmly. The chair with Luke's gym bag. The evidence of what just happened, the scent of sex and cum still heavy in the air.

We're leaving the scene of the crime. Except it's not a crime. It's art. It's love. It's us. And now I'm going to fuck my wife, and it's going to be- fuck, I need to move before I cum in my jeans like a fucking teenager.

As they stepped into the hallway, the bathroom door opened. Luke emerged, face washed, looking refreshed. Still in just his boxers and T-shirt, barefoot.

"I'll, uh..." He gestured toward the living room. "See myself out? Or wait in the living room?"

Mark, breathless. "Living room." He swallowed. "Help yourself to water, whatever. We'll be..." He couldn't finish the sentence.

Luke nodded, respectfully. No judgment, just understanding. "Take your time. I'm good."

Sophie blushed, the reality of Luke knowing exactly what they were about to do hitting her, but she was also too turned on to be embarrassed.


eighteen
Tasting the Evidence


The bedroom door shut and the world outside; the studio, Luke, the last hour's madness - cut away. Just them now. Mark and Sophie, back in their sanctuary.

Sophie stood by the bed and dropped the towel. Naked again before him. Cum-smeared, flushed, her nipples stood hard, deep rose against pale skin, and her thighs gleamed slick – oil and her own wetness.

The QoS anklet glinted silver at her ankle. Luke's claim. She was the most obscene, most beautiful thing Mark had ever seen. Two strides. He didn't think, just had to get to her. His hands framed her face, fingers tangling in her hair; damp, smelling of coconut oil and sweat and sex, and kissed her.

Hard. Desperate. Claiming her mouth like he'd claim the rest of her in about thirty fucking seconds. Sophie moaned into him, grabbing his T-shirt, yanking him closer. Teeth scraped his lip. Her tongue pushed back, greedy, and Mark's world shrank to this: her taste, the heat of her body flush against his, the way she gave and took in the same breath.

Then he tasted it. Salt. Bitter. The unmistakable tang of cum.

Luke's cum. She'd licked it off her fingers, swallowed it, and now Mark was tasting it second-hand, filtered through his wife's mouth, mixed with her saliva and the faint mint of toothpaste.

Should've revolted him. Should've triggered something: jealousy, disgust, that primal male territorial bullshit. Didn't. His cock throbbed all the harder. He broke the kiss. Had to. Needed to see her face, her cheeks were so flushed it was as if she'd been running.

"I can taste him," Mark said. Voice rough, scraped raw. "On your mouth. Luke's cum."

Sophie's eyes went wide. Flash of guilt. Uncertainty. "Is that - is that okay?"

Mark dragged her back into another kiss to show her it was. Deeper this time. Chased the taste of Luke's release on her tongue, in the soft corners of her mouth where it lingered. When he pulled away, his voice came out fierce. Almost snarling.

"It's perfect."

Sophie's breath hitched. Relief flooded her face, followed fast by arousal, love, and need. All of it tangled in those blue-grey eyes he'd been staring into for twelve years.

Mark stepped back. Just far enough. Needed his skin on hers. Right fucking now.

He yanked his T-shirt over his head and threw it; he just needed to be naked. His hands went to his jeans, fumbled the button. Shaking. Actually shaking like some teenage virgin about to get his first fuck.

Fucking hell, get a grip.

Sophie's hands joined his. Tugged his jeans down his hips, took his boxers with them. His cock sprang free, six inches, rock-hard, the head shiny and dripping, slavered in his precum.

She wrapped her hand around him immediately. FUCK! That feels good. The way her fingers knew exactly where to squeeze, how much pressure. Mark groaned, hips jerking forward, shoving into her fist.

"You're so hard, babe," Sophie breathed. Stroked him slow, root to tip. "I can feel you throbbing. You're leaking everywhere."

Mark's laugh came out strangled. "Been hard for over an hour. Watching you. Watching him touch you. Watching you stroke that massive cock with both hands." He swallowed. Throat tight. "Fuck, Soph, I almost came in my jeans. Twice. Just from watching you both."

Sophie's eyes darkened. Pupils dilated further. She stroked him faster, thumb swiping over the head, spreading his precum in slick circles. "I want you inside me. Right now. Please, Mark."

He didn't need telling twice.

Mark guided her backwards. Hands on her hips, walking her step by step until the backs of her legs hit the mattress. She sat. Lay back when he nudged her shoulder, hair fanning out across the white linen.

Mark knelt between her legs. Didn't climb on yet. Needed to look first. Needed to see.

Sophie let him. Trusting. Vulnerable. Her legs parted, just slightly, and Mark's gaze dropped straight to her pussy.

Swollen. Pink. Glistening wet.

Luke's fingers had been there. Inside her. Two thick fingers stretching her open, curling to find her G-spot, making her scream his name while Mark captured every second. He could see the evidence now.

"Look at you," Mark said. Voice hoarse. Wrecked. "You're so wet. So swollen. He opened you right up, didn't he?"

Sophie blushed but held his gaze. "He... Luke made me cum really hard. I couldn't help it."

He wanted to taste her. Bury his face between her thighs, lick her clean, taste her arousal mixed with the phantom of Luke's touch, the coconut oil, everything. But his cock was screaming. Throbbing so hard his vision blurred at the edges. Too close. Been edged for over an hour behind the camera. Needed to be inside her. Needed to fuck her. Reclaim her.

Now.

Mark gripped his cock at the base. Lined himself up; the head nudged her entrance; hot, slick, yielding. He looked at Sophie's face. Needed her eyes on him for this.

"Ready?" Barely got the word out. Throat too tight.

Sophie's legs hooked around his waist. Pulled him closer. "God, yes. Please, Mark. I need you inside me."

Mark pushed in.

The head breached her, feeling her heat, then he slid deeper. Kept going. One smooth thrust and he was buried to the hilt, balls pressed against her arse, cock completely swallowed by her cunt.

Sophie gasped. Back arched off the mattress, tits lifting, nipples hard as stones. Her mouth opened wide - silent scream or prayer, Mark couldn't tell - and her hands grabbed the sheets.

Fuck.

She was wet. Way wetter than usual. So slick he'd glided in with zero resistance. But she was still pulsing around him. Still clenching. Drawing him deeper.

This was home. This was where he fucking belonged. Inside his wife. Reclaiming her. Making her his again - not that she'd ever stopped being his. But layering himself over Luke. Over the memory of those thick fingers. Over everything.

"Fuck, Soph," Mark groaned. Ground his hips, stirring deep inside her. "You're so wet. I can feel what he did to you."

Sophie moaned, hips rolling to meet him. "You feel so good. I needed this. Needed you."

Mark started moving. Not slow or gentle. Hard. Fast. Driven by need, his hips snapping forward, driving into her, the wet slap of flesh filling the room. The bed creaked, protested as he hammered into her. The headboard thumped the wall in rhythm, thud, thud, thud.

Sophie cried out. Hands released the sheets, flew to his back, nails digging in. Her legs tightened around his waist, heels jabbing his arse, urging him deeper, harder, faster.

Mark leaned over her. Braced on his forearms. Caged her in. His face hovered inches from hers, and he could see everything - every flicker of arousal in her eyes, the love shining through, the trust, the need.

"You looked so beautiful," he panted. Thrust hard. "Covered in his cum. Kneeling there. Stroking his massive black cock with both hands like you were worshipping it."

Sophie moaned. Louder now. Shameless. "It was so big, Mark. So thick. I could barely hold it."

Mark groaned. Thrust harder. The dirty talk poured petrol on the fire already consuming him. "I know. I saw. Photographed every second. Your hands. Your wedding ring. Glinting on his shaft while you jerked him off."

Sophie's cunt clenched. Squeezed him. She gasped, nails raking down his back hard enough to sting. "He came so much. All over me. My tits. My face. I could feel it hitting me. Hot. Thick."

"And you licked it," Mark said. Almost snarling now. Feral. "You licked his cum off your fingers. Tasted it. Did you like it, Soph? Did you like the taste of another man's cum?"

Sophie's eyes locked on his. No shame. No hesitation. Honest. "Yes. I liked it." Pause. Beat. Her hands cupped his face, held him. "But I love you."

Mark kissed her. Hard. Possessive. Loving. Poured everything into it; gratitude, arousal, compersion, need. "I know. I love you too. So fucking much. This doesn't change that. This makes it better."

He adjusted his angle. Thrust to hit her G-spot. Sophie cried out, body arching, nails gouging his back. The pain sharpened his pleasure, made his cock throb harder.

"He's so much bigger than me," Mark said. Breathless. Statement, not question. "Isn't he?"

Sophie hesitated. Just a heartbeat. Then honesty won. Always did with them. "Yes."

"How much bigger?"

Sophie moaned as he ground against her clit, circled his hips. "God, Mark - so much bigger. Thicker. Longer. I could barely get my hands around him. He made you look-"

She stopped. Caught herself.

"Say it," Mark urged. Thrust deep. "Tell me."

"He made you look small," Sophie whispered. Eyes wide. Watching for his reaction.

Should've hurt. Should've triggered every insecurity he'd ever had about his perfectly average six-inch cock. Should've made him feel inadequate. Small. Less.

Pride surged through him instead. Hot. Fierce. Undeniable.

His wife had experienced that. He'd given her that. Let her stroke a cock twice his thickness, feel the weight of it, the heat. And she was here. With him. Loving him. Choosing him even as she admitted the truth.

"Did you want it inside you?" Mark asked. Voice strained. Ragged. "His cock. Did you want to know what it feels like?"

Sophie's breath hitched. Caught. "I... yes. I wanted to know." Her hands gripped his face harder. Forced him to hold her gaze. "But not today. Today was just hands. Just touching. And this. You. Always you, Mark."

Mark thrust deeper. Possessive but loving. Claiming. "Good. Because this-" another hard thrust, grinding deep "-this pussy is mine. You're mine."

"Yours," Sophie gasped. Cunt clenching around him. "Always yours. Only yours."

Mark's rhythm started falling apart. Edges fraying. Too close. Been teetering on the edge too long - watching Sophie, tasting Luke's cum on her tongue, hearing her admit she'd wanted that massive cock inside her. The dirty talk. The size comparison. The honesty.

Too much. All of it too fucking much.

"Soph," he panted. Desperate. "I'm close. Really close. Not gonna last.”

Sophie's legs locked around him. Iron grip. Pulled him impossibly deeper, changed the angle so he was grinding her clit with every thrust. "I don't care. Cum inside me. Fill me up. I want to feel it. Claim me."

"Touch yourself," Mark gasped. "Your clit. I want you to cum with me. Please, Soph."

Sophie's hand flew between them. Found her clit. Started rubbing. Fast. Desperate. Her hips bucked up to meet his thrusts, and suddenly the rhythm was chaotic, frenzied, both of them chasing release.

"Oh fuck," Sophie gasped. High-pitched. Breathless. "Mark, I'm - don't stop, I'm so close-"

She came. Hard. Her cunt clenched rhythmically around his cock, vice-tight, pulsing, milking him. She screamed his name - "Mark! Oh God, Mark!" - back arching, tits bouncing, thighs trembling against his hips.

The sound shattered him.

Mark buried himself balls-deep and unloaded in her; His orgasm ripped through him like lightning, whited out his vision, stole his breath. His cock pulsed, jerked, and spilt cum into her in thick hot spurts. Once. Twice. Three times. More. Kept coming. Couldn't stop. Could only feel - her cunt squeezing him, her body shaking beneath him, the overwhelming tsunami of relief and love and need crashing over him, drowning him.

"I love you," Mark gasped. Almost sobbing. Voice wrecked. "Fuck, Soph, I love you so much."

"I love you too," Sophie whispered. Crying. Happy tears streaked down her temples into her hair. "So much. Always."

Mark collapsed onto her. Tried not to crush her, but his muscles had turned to water. His cock was still buried inside her, softening slowly, her cunt still fluttering around him in gentle aftershocks.

Sophie wrapped her arms around him. Held him tight. Her legs stayed hooked around his waist.

They lay tangled together, breathing hard, hearts thundering, sweat cooling on their skin.

Perfect.

Sophie's fingers traced lazy patterns on Mark's back. Feather-light. Her voice came out small. Vulnerable. "Was that okay? Was I... did I go too far?"

Mark's head snapped up. Looked at her. Really looked. "No. God, no. You were perfect." He cupped her face. Thumbs wiping away the tear tracks. "That was everything I wanted. Everything I needed. You were fucking perfect, Soph."

Her eyes were bright. Glassy with unshed tears. Relief crashed over her face. "I needed to hear that. I was scared-"

"Don't be." Mark kissed her forehead. Her nose. Her lips. Soft now. Tender. "You're my wife. I love you. Watching you like that... being worshipped, pleasured, covered in another man's cum... it didn't threaten me. It made me love you more."

Sophie smiled through the tears. Watery. Radiant. "You're insane."

Mark grinned. "Maybe. But you love me anyway."

"I do." Sophie laughed. Soft. "So much."

Mark finally pulled out. Slow. Gentle. His cock slipped free and immediately his cum started leaking from her pussy. Dripping onto the sheets between her thighs, mixing with her wetness, creating a spreading wet patch.

The visual punched him in the gut. His cum leaking from her well-fucked cunt. Proof of his reclamation. Sophie reached down. Touched herself. Fingers came away slick and white. She examined them. Mark's release coating her skin now. Different from earlier with Luke.

"You came so much," Sophie said softly. Almost wondering.

Mark's laugh was breathless. Wrecked. "It's been building up for over an hour, watching you being touched."

Sophie looked down at herself, realising the state she was in for the first time. "I should probably clean up properly. And a shower. Again."

Mark was reluctant. Didn't want to move. Didn't want this moment to end. "In a minute. Just... stay here. With me. Please."

Sophie nodded. Settled back into his arms. The mess could wait. The cum leaking out of her could wait. This - them, together, reconnected - was more important.

They lay together. Mark's fingers traced lazy patterns on Sophie's hip.

"Luke's still in the living room," Mark said quietly.

Sophie's eyes widened. Flash of guilt. "Oh God. We just... left him there. Just fucked off to the bedroom and left him sitting there."

"He's fine," Mark reassured. Kissed her shoulder. "He knew what we needed."

Sophie smiled. Softer now. "He's really respectful. Kind. I like him."

"Yeah." Mark nodded. "He is. I'm glad it was him. For your first time."

Sophie glanced at him. Searching. Careful. "You're already thinking about... more?"

Mark met her eyes. Honest. Vulnerable. Laid bare. "I don't know. Maybe. If you want to." He swallowed. "Did you? Want more?"

Sophie considered. Took her time. Bit her lip. "I... I don't know. It was incredible. But I need time. To process. To make sure we're okay. That you're okay."

Mark kissed her temple. "We're okay. More than okay."

Sophie exhaled. Relieved.

"I'm going to edit the photos tomorrow," Mark said. Casual. Like he was talking about grocery shopping. "When you're at yoga."

Sophie's expression shifted. Curious. Slightly nervous. "Will you show me? When they're done?"

"Of course," Mark said it immediately. No hesitation. "They're ours. Both of us. I'm not hiding them from you."

Mark's hand trailed down Sophie's leg. Found the anklet. Traced the delicate chain. The tiny spade charm.

"You're still wearing it," he said softly.

Sophie looked down. "Yeah. I... I like it." Pause. "Is that weird?"

"No." Mark kissed her ankle, just above the charm. Reverent. "It suits you. My Queen of Spades."

Sophie blushed. But she was smiling. Powerful. Claimed. Marked in the best possible way.

"We should probably put some clothes on," Sophie said. Laughing now. "Before we go back out there."

Mark grinned. "Probably. Don't want to traumatise Luke."

"After what we just did in the studio?" Sophie teased. Eyes sparkling. "I think that ship's sailed, crashed on the rocks, and sunk without a trace."

They both laughed. The intimacy remained, but the intensity eased. Faded to warmth. They were back to being Mark and Sophie. Husband and wife. Best friends who'd just fucked like animals.


nineteen
Symbols and Signals


Sophie pushed through Ginger & White's door at ten to two. Early as usual, she couldn't help it, couldn't stand the thought of Gemma sitting there alone, checking her phone, wondering if Sophie had bailed, and the apologies she'd have to make. Mark always laughed at her about it. Called her a control freak. Which, fair. But also, people-pleasing freak. She was both.

The familiar smell hit her: espresso, almond croissants baking somewhere in the back, that sweet oat-milk steam. Sunlight poured through the big front windows, turning the blonde wood tables golden, making the white walls glow. Half-full. A couple of mums with prams near the counter, an elderly bloke reading The Guardian by the window, a woman with headphones in, laptop open, dead to the world.

Her usual spot - the two-seater by the window - was free. Sophie claimed it, bag and laptop, and nipped to the counter.

"Flat white, oat milk, please."

The barista nodded; young, pierced nose, friendly enough. Sophie paid, pocketed her card, and checked her phone. No new message from Gemma since the one thirty minutes ago; Running a couple of minutes late xx

Those two kisses. Sophie had stared at them for a full minute. A bit overfriendly for a potential client? Or just normal, professional-warm? She'd replied with a thumbs-up emoji and one kiss, just to be safe.

Now, waiting, she caught her reflection in the glass pastry case. She'd dressed carefully this morning. Obsessively, if she was honest. High-waisted jeans, dark blue, tight enough to show off her arse and thighs. She'd turned in the mirror, checked the angle, remembered Mark's gaze lingering when she'd bent to tie her trainers. Silky blouse, cream, one too many buttons undone. No bra. Her nipples showed faintly through the fabric if you looked. If you wanted to look.

Black ankle boots, low heel. Hair down, loose waves, freshly washed. She'd sprayed perfume, but underneath, she still felt like she carried Saturday's heat.

Her flat white arrived. She took it to the table, sat, opened her laptop and left it to boot up. Scrolled through Instagram on her phone whilst she waited. Trying to look casual, trying not to think about the fact that her stomach was doing backflips, nerves about this potentially big new commission thrumming through her.

Gemma's latest post appeared: sunrise yoga on a Cornish clifftop, Gemma in a perfect crow pose, arms straight, body suspended, the ocean glittering behind her. Caption: Finding balance in transition.

Sophie double-tapped. Liked it. Then immediately panicked. Too eager? Too obvious? She locked her phone, flipped it face down.

The QoS anklet sat against her skin beneath the denim. She couldn't see it, but she felt it. Delicate chain, tiny spade charm. Mark had told her she should wear it always. A symbol of their shared, naughty secret.

She'd worn it to yoga on Monday night, and to her client Zoom on Tuesday. To the bloody corner shop yesterday for milk. Every step, she felt its weight. Reminded herself: I'm different now. I've changed. I'm not the same Sophie who spent ten years in beige domesticity.

The café door opened. Gemma.

She walked in like the café had been waiting for her. Five minutes late and somehow making it look intentional. Sophie's designer brain catalogued automatically: athletic build, maybe five-eight, cropped grey hoodie showing off toned arms and a flash of flat stomach when she gestured. Leggings that fit like a second skin. Gold jewellery: hoops, layered chains, chunky watch, all catching the afternoon light. The whole composition was effortless-chic, like an Instagram grid come to life. Honey-blonde ponytail, sharp cheekbones, barely any makeup.

Gorgeous. Fuck, she was gorgeous. Sophie's stomach did something complicated.

Gemma spotted her, waved, and smiled wide. Crossed to the table, leaned down, air-kissed both Sophie's cheeks, warm, her hand touching Sophie's shoulder. Lingering. Her perfume was subtle, expensive.

"Sophie! God, you look amazing. Seriously. What's your secret?"

Sophie's cheeks flushed. Heat crept up her neck; pale skin, always betraying her. "No secret. Just… feeling good lately."

Understatement of the century. I let another man finger me whilst my husband photographed it, and now I walk around with a Queen of Spades anklet like some kind of pornographic secret agent.

Gemma grinned. "I'll grab a cortado. One sec."

Sophie watched her go, noting the confident sway of her hips. The easy way she moved through space, like her body was something she trusted completely, never second-guessed. Sophie felt a flutter low in her belly. Arousal? Curiosity? Just… something. Something warm and liquid and terrifying.

Gemma returned, sat, and wrapped her hands around the small cup. "Needed this. The Tube was a nightmare - a signal failure at King's Cross, everyone crammed in like sardines. Nearly bailed and got an Uber."

"No worries." Sophie's voice came out steadier than she felt. "How's the conference?"

"Honestly? Dull as fuck." Gemma laughed, rolled her eyes. "Panels on 'leveraging social media for wellness brands.' Not exactly ground-breaking stuff. Post pretty photos of sunrises, and people book your retreat. Revolutionary… not! But the networking's been good. Met some solid collaborators. And I extended my trip to see you, so I'll take it as a win."

Sophie's stomach flipped. "I'm glad you did."

Gemma leaned forward, elbows on the table, chin resting on her hand. Her gaze was direct, intense, the kind of eye contact that made you feel spot-lit. "I loved your revised pitch, by the way. The new colour palette; those earthy tones, the calming blues - it's exactly what I couldn't articulate but knew I wanted. You got it."

Sophie felt herself relax slightly. Praise for her work always grounded her. This, she knew. This, she was good at. Hearing it affirmed settled the nerves buzzing under her skin. "Thank you. I just… something clicked when I reworked it. I felt bolder."

Gemma's gaze sharpened. Curious. "Bolder how? Did something change for you recently?"

Bolder because I'd just had Luke's cum all over my skin. Because Mark watched me worship another man's cock and it made me feel like a goddess. Because I'm discovering I'm a completely different person than I thought I was.

Sophie hesitated. How much to reveal? She met Gemma's eyes. Didn't look away. "Just… personal growth, I suppose. Exploring new things. Feeling more confident in myself."

Sophie opened her laptop, pulled up the final branding package. Logo mock-ups, colour palettes, typography choices, website wireframes. Everything polished, professional, ready to launch. Her best work, honestly.

Gemma leaned in, scrolling through the presentation. Her hands gestured expressively, enthusiastically. "This is perfect. I want to launch with this next month. Can you make the deadline?"

Sophie nodded. She'd already planned her schedule, buffered time for revisions, and factored in contingencies. "Absolutely. I'll send you the final files by the twentieth."

They discussed terms. Eight thousand pounds total, fifty per cent upfront, fifty on delivery. Gemma agreed without hesitation, no haggling, just a firm nod. Sophie's heart soared. Biggest contract she'd ever landed solo. Validation of her talent, her newfound confidence, her worth.

They shook hands across the table. Gemma's grip was firm, warm.

"You're going to get so much work off this," Gemma said. "I'll post the rebrand when it launches, tag you, and drive traffic to your portfolio. Your stuff is incredible. You should be charging more, honestly."

Sophie glowed. Career success, financial security, creative pride; it all rushed in at once, a wave she couldn't quite contain. She tried to stay professional, cool, but her grin was too wide, too genuine. "Thank you. Really. This means a lot. You're taking a chance on me."

Gemma's expression softened. Almost affectionate. "It's not a chance, babe. You're brilliant. I can see it. And I think you're just starting to see it in yourself."

Laptop closed, they both pulled back to enjoy their coffee, business concluded. Sophie shifted to get comfy, crossed her legs under the table. Her jeans rode up slightly. Just enough.

The silver chain, delicate, glinting, the tiny spade charm on full display.

Shit.

Gemma's gaze dropped low and locked on. Her face showed recognition, maybe? Curiosity? Her pupils dilated slightly, lips parting just a fraction before she looked back up.

Gemma smiled, a look of knowing. Then, casually, leaning back: "That anklet's gorgeous. Love the charm."

Oh God. She knew. She absolutely fucking knew.

"Yeah. Gift from my husband." Her voice came out steadier than she felt. "It's personal. Sort of a… symbol. Our journey together."

Vague enough.

Gemma's smile deepened. "I like that. Symbols matter. They remind us of who we're becoming." She paused, sipped her cortado, eyes never leaving Sophie's. "I have one too, actually. Nothing as bold as yours - just a plain gold chain.

Gemma extended her right leg slightly, letting her leggings ride up. The plain gold anklet caught the light. Simple, elegant, deliberate.

"I got mine after a… transformative relationship," Gemma said, voice dropping. Intimate. Conspiratorial. "Reminder to stay open. To not shrink myself for anyone."

The subtext wasn't subtle. It was practically neon.

Sophie's brain spun. She knows. She's in the lifestyle. Or she's interested. Or she's just… what? Testing me?

Her pussy clenched. Arousal, nerves, excitement - all of it at once, tangled and messy. She decided to match Gemma's energy. Lean in, not retreat. Be brave. "I love that. Staying open. It's something I'm just learning."

Gemma held her gaze. A beat too long for professional friendship. Just long enough to confirm they were talking about the same thing.

"Good for you, babe. It's brave. Not everyone has the guts."

Gemma's tone shifted again. Still friendly, but warmer now. Edges bleeding into something else... flirtation, maybe?

"You know, Sophie, I have to say - you've got this energy about you. Like you're radiating confidence. It's magnetic. People must notice."

Sophie's cheeks burned. She hated how visible her reactions were: pale skin, always blushing, always giving her away. But also… she liked that Gemma was noticing. That Gemma was affected. "Thank you. I just… I don't know. I feel different lately. More myself, maybe."

Gemma nodded, like she understood perfectly. "That's the best kind of change. When you stop apologising for who you are and just… own it." She paused, sipped her cortado, then added, voice casual but eyes direct: "I went through something similar. After my breakup last year. Ex-girlfriend. It was messy, but necessary. Taught me to stop shrinking myself for other people."

Sophie's stomach dropped. Ex-girlfriend. Gemma just came out. Bisexual. Recently single. And the way she was looking at Sophie right now, the way her gaze lingered on Sophie's mouth for just a second…

"I'm sorry it was messy," Sophie said. "Breakups are brutal. But it sounds like you're in a good place now?"

Gemma grinned. Shrugged. Unbothered, resilient. "I am. And I'm open to… possibilities. Life's too short to overthink things, you know?"

The implication sat between them, heavy and charged. Sophie's breath caught. She didn't know what to say, so she just smiled. Nodded.

They finished their coffees. Conversation drifted back to safer waters: Cornwall's best beaches, Sophie's favourite London design haunts, Gemma's plans to expand the retreat. Safe topics, maybe, but the undercurrent remained, thrumming beneath every word.

When they stood to leave, Gemma touched Sophie's arm. Just above the elbow. Light, warm, lingering.

"This was lovely. We should do it again. Next time I'm in London? Maybe somewhere quieter, where we can really talk, or have a proper drink?"

Sophie agreed too quickly. But she didn't care. Her whole body buzzed. "Definitely. Text me whenever you're around."

They hugged. Gemma's arms around Sophie's waist, Sophie's hands on her shoulders. Sophie smelled Gemma's perfume again, felt the warmth of her body, the firmness of her muscles beneath the soft hoodie.

When they pulled apart, Gemma's face was close. Her eyes dropped to Sophie's lips. Just a flicker. Barely a second, but Sophie caught it.

They parted on the pavement outside. Gemma heading toward the Tube, Sophie walking home.

Gemma called over her shoulder, grinning: "And Sophie? Keep wearing that anklet. It suits you. Really suits you."

She winked.

Then disappeared into the afternoon crowd.

Sophie walked. Slowly. Her mind spun, pulse elevated, pussy wet. She replayed the conversation on a loop - Gemma's compliments, the anklet recognition, the ex-girlfriend mention, the loaded possibilities line, the way she'd looked at Sophie's mouth.

She crossed Kentish Town Road, barely registering the traffic, the buses, the noise.

Pulled out her phone.

Sophie: Client call went amazingly. Got the contract, the full£8K!

Mark's reply was instant:

Mark: Great news on the contract! Knew you'd crush it.

Sophie grinned, slipped her phone back in her pocket.

The possibility stirred something she hadn't fully examined yet. Her bisexuality had always been theoretical - one fumbling threesome at uni, curiosity never properly explored, just a checkbox on a mental list of things she'd tried once and filed away.

But Gemma felt different now. More adult. More daring after what happened with Luke.
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She arrived at the flat just after four. Mark was at his desk, working on his laptop. He looked up when she entered, his smile warming something inside her. She dropped her bag, crossed to him, and kissed the top of his head. Her hand lingered on his shoulder.

Mark stood, pulled her into a proper hug, and lifted her slightly off the ground. "I'm so fucking proud of you, Soph. You're incredible."

She laughed, felt his cock half-hard against her hip. He'd been editing the Luke photos again. She could tell - his cock gave him away.

"Later," she murmured, grinning. "I've got my yoga class soon. But after… we need to talk about Gemma."

Mark's eyebrows raised. Curious, intrigued. "Talk or… talk?"

Sophie bit her lip. "Both, maybe. She's - interesting. And I think she's interested in me. Like, beyond just business."

Mark's cock hardened fully. She felt it twitch.

"Fuck. Yeah. OK. Let's definitely talk later. I know, let's go out and celebrate tonight, my treat!"

Sophie changed into yoga gear. Class at half-five. She needed to ground herself, process everything, let her body work through what her brain couldn't quite compute yet.


twenty
Bubbles and Bulls


The Assembly House hit him the second the door swung shut behind them. Beer. Gravy. Old wood polish soaked into every surface, and underneath it all, decades of cigarette smoke trapped in the upholstery like ghosts that refused to fuck off. Mark breathed it in. Familiar. Theirs. This was their place. Had been for years.

Mid-week, so it was quiet. A few regulars scattered about: old bloke at the bar nursing a Guinness like it owed him money, couple in the far corner sharing a bottle of red, two younger lads throwing darts near the fruit machine, arguing over scores already. The landlord, Dave - fifties, bald, tattooed forearms - nodded at Mark as they crossed to their usual booth, a corner spot, near the fireplace. Unlit tonight, radiators doing the work instead, but still the best seat in the house.

Dark wood panelling, worn leather bench seat that'd cradled a thousand arses over the years, brass light fixtures casting amber pools across the sticky table. Mark shrugged off his coat, hung it on the hook. Sophie slid into the booth first, unwinding her scarf, cheeks flushed from the cold of the walk. She looked radiant. Hair still damp from her post-yoga shower, minimal makeup.

"Usual?"

"Please."

Mark crossed to the bar, ordered their standard round. Pint of lager for him, gin and tonic for her. Dave pulled the pint with his usual complaints about the weather, then poured the G&T with a generous measure of Tanqueray, ice and a slice, and topped it with Fever-Tree. Proper pub. Proper drinks. None of that craft wanky nonsense beer.

"Sixteen quid, mate."

Mark tapped his card and carried the glasses back carefully. He set them down, slid into the booth opposite Sophie, their knees touching under the table. That small point of contact, her knee against his - sent a little jolt through him. She was here. With him. About to tell him everything.

Sophie'd already grabbed the menu, scanning it like she didn't know every item by heart. Burger and chips for him. Fish and chips for her. Mushy peas, tartare sauce, vinegar so sharp it made your eyes water. Comfort food. Routine. Predictable domesticity. Used to suffocate him. Now? Much needed normality.

"Another artisan bakery opened on Kentish Town Road," Sophie said, not looking up. "Near the Tube. Sourdough loaves for six quid. Six bloody quid! For bread!"

Mark snorted. "Gentrification in action. Next, they'll rename this pub The Assemblage House and serve deconstructed Sunday roasts on slate."

Sophie laughed, put the menu down, and met his eyes. Her smile softened. The laughter faded into something quieter, warmer. She reached across the table, took his hand. Squeezed.

"Thank you for this," she said. "For celebrating with me."

His throat went tight. He squeezed back, thumb circling her knuckles, tracing the ridge of her wedding ring. "You earned it. Eight grand, Soph. That's massive. You're brilliant."

Her cheeks flushed again, deeper this time, spreading down her neck. She ducked her head, embarrassed, pleased. "It's just one contract."

"It's validation. It's proof. You're not 'just' anything. Could lead onto more bigger jobs."

She looked up. Eyes shining, glassy at the edges. Nodded. Sipped her gin.

Mark watched her over the rim of his pint. The way the amber light caught her hair and turned it almost gold. The faint freckles across her nose, the curve of her neck where her pulse fluttered. He was hard already. Had been since she'd mentioned Gemma in the flat. The anticipation was fucking killing him.

He leaned forward, grin spreading. "So. Gemma. Tell me everything."

Sophie blushed immediately. Visible even in the dim pub light, her pale skin betrayed everything. She laughed, nervous, delighted, and sipped her G&T like it would buy her time.

"Everything?"

"Every detail. I want to know what she said, how she looked at you, the exact moment you realised she was flirting."

Sophie bit her lip, glanced around the pub like someone might overhear. No one cared. The old bloke was staring into his Guinness like it held the secrets of the bloody universe. The couple in the corner were whispering, oblivious.

Sophie leaned in, voice low, conspiratorial. "Okay. So. She walked in late. Five minutes, not much, but she made it look intentional. Like she'd timed it for maximum impact."

"Go on."

"She looked... I mean, fuck, Mark, she looked incredible. Grey cropped hoodie, leggings that fit like they were painted on, all this gold jewellery. Ponytail. Minimal makeup. Just effortlessly gorgeous. I felt like a mess next to her."

"You're not a mess. You're beautiful."

Sophie waved him off, but she was smiling. "She hugged me when she arrived. Both cheeks, very continental. Her hand stayed on my shoulder. Longer than normal.

Sophie continued, warming to the story now. "We talked business first. She loved the revised pitch. Said it was exactly what she couldn't articulate. She's launching next month, wants the files by the twentieth. No haggling on price. Just agreed. Eight grand, Mark. Like it was nothing."

"Because it is nothing to her. She's got money. And you're worth it."

Sophie's smile softened. "Thank you."

"Then what?"

"Then..." Sophie paused, sipped her drink. Her eyes danced - mischief, arousal, excitement all mixed together. "She noticed the anklet."

Mark's cock went from half-hard to straining against his zip in seconds. He shifted again, adjusting, his hand staying in his lap to press against the ache. "Fuck. What did she say?"

"She said it was gorgeous and asked about the charm. I told her it was a gift from you. A symbol. Our journey together."

"And?"

"And she got this look. Like she knew. Like she recognised it. Then she showed me hers."

Mark's pulse spiked. "Hers?"

"Plain gold chain. Right ankle. She said she got it after a 'transformative relationship.'"

"Christ."

Sophie nodded, eyes wide. "I know. It felt like... code. Like she was telling me, she's in the lifestyle. Or interested. Or at least curious."

Mark's brain kicked into overdrive. Images flooded in, sharp and filthy: Another woman’s hands on Sophie's skin. Their anklets catch the light. Their mouths meeting. Mark behind the camera, framing it, owning it. Documenting every fucking second while his cock throbbed in his jeans and-

"Mark?"

He blinked, refocused. Sophie was watching him, amused, aroused. She knew exactly where his mind had gone.

"Sorry," he said, grinning. "Just... processing."

"Processing what? That another woman might want to have sex with your wife?"

Mark groaned, laughed, and dropped his head into his hands. "Fuck, Soph. Don't say it like that. I'm going to embarrass myself in the middle of the pub."

"You asked for details."

"I did. Keep going."

Sophie leaned closer, elbows on the table, voice dropping lower. "She mentioned her ex. Ex-girlfriend. Said the breakup was messy but necessary. That it taught her to stop shrinking herself."

Mark's eyebrows shot up. "She's Bi."

"Yeah."

"And single."

"Yeah."

"And she was flirting with you."

Sophie hesitated, then nodded. Shy, thrilled, terrified. "I think so. She said she was 'open to possibilities.' And when we left, she winked at me. Told me to keep wearing the anklet. That it really suited me."

Mark stared at her. His cock throbbed so hard he saw stars

"She winked at you," he said slowly. "Soph, that's not a signal. That's a fucking billboard."

Sophie laughed, covered her face with her hands. "I know! I'm rubbish at reading signals, but even I got that one."

"What do you want to do about it?"

Sophie lowered her hands, met his eyes. Serious now. Vulnerable. "I'm intrigued. The threesome at uni was fun but fumbling. We were drunk, it was spontaneous, and no one really knew what they were doing. This feels different. Gemma's confident. Gorgeous. Open. And I've never properly explored that side of myself. Not as an adult. Not with someone I trust."

Something cracked open in Mark's chest. Not jealousy. Not fear. Just... this. Wanting to explore. But wanting him to know, be part of it? Christ. He was so fucking hard. "Do you want to explore it? With her?"

Sophie nodded slowly. "I think so. If she's interested. If you're okay with it."

"Soph, I'm more than okay with it. Watching you with Luke was the hottest thing I've ever seen. Watching you with Gemma?" He trailed off, words failing, cock speaking louder.

Sophie's gaze dropped to his lap, the obvious bulge straining his jeans. Her lips curved. "You're really into this idea."

"Understatement."

"Why?"

Mark considered. How to articulate it without sounding like a perverted arsehole? "Because it's you. Your pleasure. Your curiosity. Your exploration. I get off on seeing you satisfied, Soph. It doesn't matter if it's Luke's cock or Gemma's mouth or... fuck, I don't know, some other adventure we haven't even thought of yet. As long as you're happy, I'm happy. More than happy. I'm fucking ecstatic."

Her eyes went glassy. Tears hovering right at the edge. She blinked them away, laughing; soft, embarrassed, loved. "You're ridiculous."

"I'm in love with you."

"I know." She squeezed his hand again

Mark grinned, lifted his pint, and toasted the air. "To Gemma. And to you for being brave."

Sophie clinked her glass against his. "To us being brave."

They drank. The lager was cold, bitter, and perfect.

[image: ]

Dave appeared with their plates, mismatched and piled high. Mark's burger, greasy and perfect. Sophie's fish, battered golden, chips everywhere, mushy peas like radioactive paste on the side. Mark's stomach growled, but food was the last thing on his mind. His cock was still half-hard, jeans tight, brain spinning.

They ate in comfortable silence for a while. Mark's brain churned beneath the surface, appetite for food eclipsed by appetite for something else. He waited until Sophie had finished half her fish before he spoke.

"I've been thinking about Saturday."

Sophie glanced up, chewing, eyebrows raised.

"The Luke shoot," Mark clarified. "I've been editing the photos. They're incredible, Soph. You're incredible. But I keep thinking... what if we did it again, maybe see if it goes further?"

Sophie swallowed, sipped her drink. Curious, not resistant. "Further how?"

Mark set down his burger, wiped his hands on a napkin, and leaned forward. No dancing around it. "I want to see Luke fuck you. Properly. All of him. Whilst I film it."

The words hung between them. Sophie's expression didn't change immediately. She processed, considered, her gaze steady on his. Then, quietly: "I've been thinking about that too."

Mark's cock surged. Heat flooded his groin, his chest, his fucking soul. "Yeah?"

"Yeah. Saturday unlocked something. Luke's size, the way he stretched me even with just his fingers during the massage... I've been thinking about what it would feel like. You know, properly."

Mark's breath came faster. He forced himself to stay still, to let her talk, to not rush her. His cock throbbed, insistent, and he shifted again, pressing his palm against it.

Sophie continued, voice soft but certain. "I'm curious. I want to know. But I need to know you're ready for that. It's a big step, Mark. Are you sure?"

"I'm sure."

Sophie's expression softened. She nodded slowly. "Okay. Let's do it. But we set boundaries first. We talk through everything before he arrives."

"Absolutely. We'll plan it together."

Relief flooded Mark's chest. Arousal chased it immediately, hotter, sharper. He wanted to drag her home right now, fuck her against the hallway wall, make her scream his name whilst he told her everything he wanted Luke to do to her.

But they had time. They had all night.

Sophie leaned back, sipped her gin, casual now. Practical. "Details. Condoms?"

Mark hesitated. He'd thought about this. Obsessively. Wanked to it more times than he could count. "You're on the pill, and I want to see him cum inside you."

Sophie's breath hitched. Just a fraction, but he caught it. "So bareback?"

"Yeah. For the visuals. I want to see his cum leaking out of you. Your pussy stretched, full, dripping-"

"Mark." Her voice was strangled, amused, aroused. "We're in public."

He grinned, unapologetic. "Now who’s embarrassed?"

She bit her lip, considering. Then nodded. "Okay."

Sophie's cheeks flushed; deep, spreading down her neck, disappearing beneath her blouse. She shifted in her seat, thighs pressing together. "I want a say on some of it, too. Not just you behind the camera. I want to say what I need, what feels good. Is that okay?"

Mark's cock throbbed so hard he saw stars. "Fuck yes. That's perfect. You directing, me filming, Luke following orders... Christ, Soph."

She laughed, delighted, powerful. "You really are into this."

"Completely."

They finished their food, plates scraped clean, conversation drifting into logistics. Mark's setup: tripod for wide shots, handheld for close-ups, maybe two cameras if he could rig it. Sophie's preferences: she wanted the lights softer this time, less clinical, more intimate. They agreed on Saturday afternoon again, same time if Luke could make it.

Mark stood abruptly. "Wait here."

Sophie blinked, startled. "What-"

"Trust me. Two minutes."

He crossed to the bar, caught Dave's attention. "Bottle of Prosecco. Coldest one you've got. And two glasses."

Dave raised an eyebrow. "Celebrating something?"

"Yeah. My wife's brilliant."

Dave grinned, disappeared into the back, returned with a chilled bottle dripping condensation and two flutes. "Thirty-five quid, mate. Want me to open it?"

"Please."

Dave popped the cork with practised ease. Soft pop, fizz spilling slightly over the neck. Mark carried the bottle and glasses back to the booth carefully.

Sophie stared. "Babe, you didn't have to-"

"You landed an eight-grand contract. You're brilliant. You're brave. You're about to let another man fuck you whilst I film it. We're celebrating all of it!"

Sophie laughed, shocked, delighted. Her eyes shone, glassy again, tears threatening but held back.

Mark poured two glasses, bubbles rising sharp and frantic, foam threatening to spill. He handed Sophie hers, raised his own.

"To Sophie," he said, voice steady, certain. "My wife, my muse, my fucking goddess. To your talent, your confidence, and your willingness to explore with me. To Gemma's contract – eight fucking thousand quid well earned." He paused, grinned wickedly. "And to future fun. With Luke. With Gemma. With whoever makes you feel as incredible as you are."

Sophie's breath caught. Tears welled, but she smiled through them.

She clinked her glass against his, the sound clear and bright. "To us."

They drank. The Prosecco was cold, dry, bubbles sharp and clean on the tongue. Perfect.

Mark leaned across the table, kissed her. Soft at first, then deeper, tasting Prosecco and Sophie and salt from the chips. His hand cupped her jaw, thumb stroking her cheek. When they pulled apart, his hand stayed on hers, their fingers entwined.

Sophie whispered, voice thick with emotion. "I love you so much. Thank you for this. For seeing me."

"I love you more. And I can't wait for Saturday."


twenty-one
No Turning Back


Thursday morning, half-eight, and the bedroom looked like they'd burgled it. The duvet twisted at the foot of the bed. Pillows everywhere, one on the floor. The fitted sheet bunched beneath him where he'd thrashed it loose. Their clothes from last night formed a trail from door to mattress: Sophie's jeans crumpled inside-out, his jumper, her bra still hooked on the bedside lamp like some sad flag of conquest.

They'd fucked like animals when they got home from the pub. Hadn't even made it past the hallway. Sophie's back against the wall, his mouth on her neck, her legs locking round his waist. Stumbling to the bedroom, laughing, breathless, stupid with it. He'd gone down on her until she came twice, thighs clamping his skull, fingers twisted in his hair hard enough to hurt. Then he'd fucked her. Slow at first, drawing it out, then harder, faster, both of them whispering filth about Saturday, about Luke's cock, about what they were going to do.

He'd lasted maybe five minutes before spilling inside her like a fucking teenager.

Now here they were. Still in bed. Sophie propped against the headboard in his old Westminster uni T-shirt, the neck stretched so wide it hung off one pale shoulder. Bare legs crossed beneath the duvet. Mark beside her in boxers, his phone lay between them on the mattress, screen dark.

The smell of fresh bread drifted from the kitchen. Doughvid. Sophie's sourdough starter bubbling away in its jar on the counter. She'd fed it before they’d gone out, muttering something about needing to bake Saturday morning, keep her hands busy, keep her brain from spinning out.

Mark stared at his phone. The blank iMessage thread with Luke's name at the top. Taunting him.

"Just type something," Sophie said. He could hear the grin in her voice.

"I am."

"You've been staring at it for five minutes."

"I'm composing."

"You're panicking."

Mark exhaled. Laughed despite himself. "Bit, yeah."

Sophie leaned closer, chin resting on his shoulder. Her hair tickled his neck; still damp from the shower they'd shared earlier. Her breast pressed into his bicep, soft and heavy through worn cotton. The weight of it, the heat. His cock stirred, thickening against his thigh. Had been doing that since they'd started talking about texting Luke. On and off, a persistent ache.

"What are you afraid of?" she asked. Voice soft and genuine.

What was he afraid of? Everything. Nothing. That he'd sound like a pervert and tell everyone at the camera club that Mark Blake was some sick voyeur trying to pimp his wife.

"That I'll sound like a creep," Mark said. "That he'll think we're messing about. That I'll- I don't know. Fuck it up."

"He's not going to say no, babe." Sophie's voice was warm, certain. "He loved Saturday. We paid him two hundred quid to get a handjob from a gorgeous married woman. He's hardly going to turn down an upgrade, is he?"

Mark snorted. "An upgrade. Christ, Soph."

"What? That's what it is." She grinned against his shoulder. He could feel it. "Saturday was the starter. This is the main course."

Heat flooded his groin. His cock went from half-hard to proper hard in seconds, tenting his boxers. Sophie noticed, and her grin widened.

"You're impossible," he muttered.

"You love it."

"I do."

Outside, a car alarm wailed, cut off abruptly. Kentish Town was waking up around them, oblivious. No idea what Mark and Sophie were planning in their messy bedroom.

Sophie shifted, grabbed his phone, and unlocked it. She knew his passcode. Same as he knew hers. Opened the message thread with Luke. "Right. Let's do this together. I'll say it, you type."

"Okay. What do we say?"

Sophie chewed her bottom lip. Thinking. "Start casual. 'Hey Luke, fancy another shoot?'"

Mark typed it out. "Too casual. Sounds like we're asking him round for a cuppa."

"Fair." She paused. "Try again. 'Hi Luke, we loved Saturday. Want to come back?’"

Mark typed. Paused. "And then what? 'This time we'd like you to fuck my wife?'"

Sophie laughed, loud enough to crack the tension, collapsing against his shoulder. "Oh my God, don't say it like that."

"How should I say it?"

"More... I don't know. Elegant. 'We'd like to take things further this time.'"

Mark added it. Read it back. "'Hi Luke, we loved Saturday. Want to come back? We'd like to take things further this time.' Still vague."

"That's good, though. Leaves it open."

That made sense. Mark nodded. Added another line. "'Same boundaries, same respect, same pay.'"

Sophie hummed in approval. "Good. Keep going."

Mark's brain churned. His cock throbbed, distracting, insistent. But he forced himself to focus. He wanted this message to be perfect. Not creepy. Not desperate. He typed: "'This time, we're thinking full intimacy. If you're comfortable.'"

Sophie read it over his shoulder, her breath warm against his neck. "Yes. That's it. Send it."

"Wait," Mark added one more line. 'Let us know. Mark & Sophie.'

Sophie's hand covered his. Squeezed. "Send it, babe."

The message whooshed away. Blue bubble. Gone.

Mark set the phone down like it might explode.

"Now we wait," Sophie said. Her voice had gone tight.

"Yeah."

Seconds ticked by. The screen stayed blank. No typing indicator. Nothing.

What if he's horrified? What if he thinks we're using him? What if he blocks us and tells everyone, Christ, what if-

Then: three dots appeared at the bottom of the screen.

Sophie gasped, grabbed Mark's arm. Nails digging in. "Oh my God."

The dots disappeared.

Mark's chest constricted. "Fuck."

The dots came back.

Disappeared.

"He's overthinking it," Sophie whispered.

"Or he's disgusted."

"He's not. He's just... processing."

The dots appeared a third time. Stayed. Then:

Luke: Wow. I’m honoured. Yeah, I'm very comfortable with that. Saturday 2pm? See you then. Looking forward to it.

The breath Mark had been holding punched out of him. He grabbed Sophie's face, kissed her hard, tongue sweeping into her mouth. Her laugh vibrated against his lips, surprised, delighted.

When they pulled apart, both breathless, Sophie was grinning. Radiant. "He said yes."

"He said yes." Mark laughed, high and jagged, ran his hands through his hair. His cock strained against his boxers, obvious, throbbing.

Sophie picked up the phone. Started typing. "I'm replying. Logistics."

Mark watched her fingers move:

Mark: [Sophie here] Perfect. Same studio setup. Bring yourself and that amazing energy. Can't wait x

She hit send before he could stop her. The kiss at the end. Casual. Friendly. Intimate. His cock pulsed.

Luke: Should I bring anything?

Sophie's eyes met Mark's. Mischief danced there, wild and bright. She grabbed the phone again, typed fast, grin widening.

Mark: [Still Sophie] Just yourself. And that beautiful cock.

Mark's jaw dropped. "Sophie!"

"What?" She was laughing now, breathless. "It's true. And he knows we appreciate it."

They stared at the phone. Waiting.

Then: a laughing emoji. Followed by:

Luke: You two are brilliant. Can't wait.

Sophie squealed. Actually squealed. Flung herself at Mark, kissing him again, straddling his lap, the phone forgotten somewhere in the duvet. Her hips ground against his erection, the friction delicious through thin cotton. His boxers, her knickers. Christ, when had she put knickers on? Didn't matter. He groaned into her mouth.

"We're doing this," she whispered against his lips. "Saturday. Luke's going to fuck me. You're going to film it."

Mark's hands gripped her arse. Squeezed. Pulled her harder against him. "Yeah."

"I'm going to take his whole cock. Every inch. Let him really stretch me."

"Fuck, Soph."

"And you're going to watch. Capture it all. See me cum on his cock."

Mark's hips bucked. Involuntarily as his brain flooded with the images.

The phone buzzed against Mark's thigh.

They both froze. Sophie grabbed it, checked the screen. "Luke again."

Mark's heart kicked. "What's he saying?"

Sophie read aloud: "Quick question: condoms? I usually need larger ones, but if you've got a preference, let me know."

The air between them thickened. Charged. This was it. The moment they had to decide.

Mark's cock throbbed. His brain screamed: no condoms, I want to see his cum inside her, I want to see it leak out, I want the full visual, I want-

Sophie met his eyes, her cheeks flushed. "Shall we tell him?"

Mark swallowed. His throat was dry. "Yes, but only if you’re still comfortable."

Sophie nodded. Slow. Decisive. "Okay. Let's do it."

She typed, fingers steady now: We'd prefer bareback, if you're comfortable. I'm on the pill, and Mark says it'll look better on camera. But only if you're okay with it.

They waited.

Luke: If you're sure. I'm totally comfortable with that. Trust you both. This is going to be amazing.

Sophie's hand trembled as she set the phone down. She looked at Mark. Eyes shining. Voice soft. "No turning back now."

"Do you want to turn back?"

"No. I want this. I want him. I want to feel what it's like. All of it."

Mark's hands cupped her face. Thumbs stroking her cheekbones. "You're incredible."

"I'm terrified."

"Me too. But we're doing it together."

They kissed. Slower this time, deeper, their mouths opening, tongues tangling. Sophie's hips started moving again, grinding against his cock. Her wetness soaked through her knickers, dampening his boxers. He could feel it. Hot. Slick.

Mark broke the kiss. Panting. "I need you."

"Now?"

"Yeah. Now. Can't wait."

Sophie grinned. Shifted off his lap. Hooked her thumbs into her knickers, slid them down her legs, and kicked them aside. Straddled him again. Reached between them. Pulled his cock free from his boxers. He was rock-hard, leaking, the head flushed dark and aching.

She positioned him. Sank down. Slow. Both of them groaned as he filled her. She was soaked. Tight. Perfect. Her pussy gripped him, warm and slick, and Mark's vision blurred with the pleasure.

"Fuck," he gasped.

Sophie started moving. Slow at first. Grinding. Her clit rubbed against the base of his cock. Her hands braced on his shoulders. T-shirt was riding up, exposing her breasts, hard nipples, pale pink, begging to be touched.

Mark's hands found them. Thumbs circling. Pinching lightly. Sophie's head tipped back, mouth open, moaning.

"Think about Saturday," Mark whispered. His voice was rough, barely his. "Think about Luke. His cock inside you. Bigger than mine. Stretching you."

Sophie whimpered. Hips moving faster. "Yeah."

"You're going to take all of him. Feel him fill you completely."

"Oh God."

"And I'm going to watch. Take photos, film it, maybe. See your face when he makes you cum."

Sophie's rhythm faltered. Her pussy clenched around him. She was close. He could feel it. The way her thighs trembled. The way her breathing went ragged, shallow.

Mark's hand dropped between them. Found her clit. Circled it. Firm, steady pressure. "Cum for me, Soph. Cum thinking about his cock."

She shattered. Her orgasm hit hard, pussy spasming around him, nails digging into his shoulders, a broken cry tearing from her throat. Mark followed. Immediately. Thrusting up into her, spilling inside her with a groan that scraped his throat raw.

They collapsed together. Sweaty. Sticky. Panting. Sophie's head resting on his shoulder, his cock still inside her, softening.

"That was quick," she murmured. Laughing softly.

"Your fault. All that dirty talk."

"You started it."

"You finished it."

They stayed tangled for a few minutes. Catching their breath. Eventually, Sophie shifted, lifted off him. His cock slipped free. She grimaced at the mess. Cum leaking out of her, dripping onto his thigh.

"Another shower?" she suggested.

"Yeah. Together."

They stumbled to the bathroom. Giggling like naughty schoolkids. Already talking about the coming day, Mark had a corporate headshot shoot to edit. Sophie had logo concepts to sketch for Gemma.

Saturday loomed. Two days away. Luke's cock. Sophie's pussy. Mark's cameras.

Everything Mark had fantasised about, about to become real.


twenty-two
Camera Club Creep 


By three o'clock, the light had died. February did that; it sucked the colour out of everything, left the living room looking like an overexposed photograph. Mark sat hunched at his makeshift desk, the IKEA table he'd shoved into the corner near the window, and edited product shots. Coffee mugs. Again. White background, soft shadows, the kind of work that paid the mortgage but made him fantasise about hurling his Nikon through the bloody window.

Click. Adjust exposure. Click. Crop tighter. Click.

His phone buzzed. Email.

He ignored it. Probably some client chasing an invoice. Or spam; Viagra ads, crypto bollocks, the usual. Mark kept working, tweaking the highlights on a ceramic mug that looked identical to the forty-seven other ceramic mugs he'd shot this week.

The phone buzzed again.

He glanced at the screen. Two emails. Same sender: Derek Thompson.

Derek. Camera club Derek. Bald, late sixties, always reeked of instant coffee and desperation. The bloke who'd leered at Sophie during her first shoot two weeks ago. He’d lingered too long, made too many comments about her being a "natural." That Derek.

He opened the first email.

Subject: Private Shoot Opportunity – Sophie

His jaw went tight. Oh, fuck off.

The email was long. Too long. Derek's writing style matched his speaking voice: fussy, over-formal, trying too hard to sound professional.

Dear Mark,

I hope this message finds you well. I wanted to reach out regarding your wife, Sophie, following her excellent modelling work at our recent camera club session. Her natural poise and photogenic qualities were truly exceptional, and I believe she has considerable potential in the field of artistic portraiture.

As a serious photographer with over thirty years' experience (see my portfolio link below), I am interested in arranging a private shoot focusing on artistic nude portraiture. I would be willing to pay £200 for a two-hour session. This could be conducted with just Sophie and myself, or you are welcome to supervise if that would make her more comfortable.

I understand this is a delicate matter, and I want to assure you of my utmost professionalism. Please find my Flickr portfolio here: [link]. I specialise in natural light studies and have worked with several models over the years.

No pressure whatsoever—just thought I'd put the offer out there. Do let me know if this might be of interest.

Best regards,

Derek Thompson

Serious photographer. Artistic nude portrayal. Utmost professionalism.

Bollocks. Complete bollocks. Derek wasn't a serious photographer; he was a creep with a camera. This wasn't about art. This was about getting Sophie alone, naked, under his lens, probably wanking over the files later. The thought made heat crawl up Mark's neck, made his fingers itch to reply with something properly nasty.

He clicked the Flickr link. Derek's portfolio loaded. Slowly. It was hosted on a server from 1998. The images appeared one by one, and Christ, they were tragic. Blurry landscapes, the horizons wonky, composition shite. A few awkward street shots where people looked properly pissed off at being photographed. One "artistic nude", which was just a poorly lit, grainy shot of someone's arse in a field. No context. No beauty. Just arse.

Mark closed the tab. Deleted it from his browser history like Derek's incompetence might leak through the screen and contaminate his hard drive.

He should reply right now. Tell Derek to fuck off, block his email, and maybe report him to the camera club committee for good measure.

But.

Should he tell Sophie? No, it might poison what they have with Luke if she starts to think of it as a greasy, dodgy experience. No. He'd handle this himself. Polite but firm. Shut it down clean, no drama.

Mark opened a reply.

Hi Derek,

Thanks for reaching out. Sophie only models for projects I'm conceptually involved in from the start. We're not interested in external shoots at the moment. Appreciate the offer, though.

Cheers,

Mark

He reread it. Bollocks. Too polite. Too ambiguous. Not interested at the moment sounded like they might be interested later, like Derek should try again in six months. Mark deleted the last sentence. Added a new one.

Also, she's my wife, not a professional model. Just want to be clear.

Better. Clear. No wiggle room for misinterpretation.

The reply came back within two minutes. Jesus. Derek must've been sitting at his computer, refreshing his inbox like a saddo.

Understood, no offence intended. The offer stands if you change your mind. See you at the club.

Derek

Mark highlighted the email thread. Deleted it. Then went into his settings and blocked Derek's address. Petty? Maybe. Satisfying? Most definitely.

He sat back, exhaled. His shoulders were tense, neck tight. He rolled them, tried to relax. The mug photos stared at him from the laptop screen; bland, beige, safe. He minimised the window. Couldn't face them right now.

The front door rattled. Keys jangling, lock turning. Sophie's voice carried down the hallway; bright, breathless, happy.

"Babe? You home?"

"Yeah. Living room." Mark minimised the mug photos. Didn't need her seeing that soul-destroying shite right now.

Sophie appeared in the doorway, carrier bags swinging from both hands. West End shopping bags - he clocked the logos. Agent Provocateur. Honey Birdette. She was grinning, cheeks flushed pink from the February cold, and Mark felt something unclench in his chest. God, she was beautiful. Even after Derek's creepy bullshit, seeing her smile made everything else fade.

"Productive afternoon?"

"Very." She lifted the bags, eyes sparking with mischief. "Got some new stuff for our next shoot. Want to see?"

"Come on, then." She tugged his hand, pulling him up. "I need water. And you need to see what I bought."


twenty-three
The Altar and the Anklet


The spare room smelled of the fresh paint job, carpet and the faint metallic tang of cold camera gear. Mark stood in the doorway, phone in hand, thumb hovering over the lock screen. 10:03 AM. Sophie's yoga class ran till half eleven, then she was going with Maya for coffee. Home by half twelve, quarter to one at the latest. Plenty of time.

His cock stirred. Christ, already? Just from standing here, staring at the massage table folded against the wall like some innocent piece of IKEA furniture. Pathetic. No, not pathetic - anticipation. Sophie's body will be on that table in three hours. Luke's hands all over her. While his cameras captured every gasp, every arch, every moment she became someone else's.

He dropped the phone on the bookshelf, rolled his shoulders. Right then, focus. This wasn't just another shoot. This was the shoot. The one where Sophie stopped being his wife who'd fooled around a bit and became his hotwife properly. Luke's cock inside her, Mark filming every second.

He hauled the massage table into the centre of the room, same as the last shoot. The vinyl surface squeaked as it unfolded. The legs clicked into place, sturdy, and he tested the height, adjusting the solid steel legs until they locked. High enough for Luke to fuck her standing if he wanted. Or strong enough to take both their weight at once - Sophie on her back, legs wrapped round Luke's waist, Mark circling them with the Nikon, getting the shot.

Mark unfolded the sheet, a fancy one from John Lewis, Egyptian cotton. Sophie had bought it specifically for this. If another man's going to make me cum on camera, she'd said, grinning over her laptop, I want decent sheets. He smoothed it over the vinyl.

Lighting next. He positioned the two ring lights where they'd been, both angled inwards. Soft, even coverage, no harsh shadows. Then he pulled the third light from the cupboard, the new one that had arrived on Wednesday in a battered cardboard box. Smaller LED panel, adjustable colour temperature. He clamped it to a stand, positioned it behind the table. Backlight. When Luke leaned over Sophie, this would rim his shoulders, his arse, and create separation from the background. Depth. Cinema. Mark was directing a fucking arthouse porno in his spare room, and he couldn't stop grinning.

He powered them on, one by one. Warm white. The room glowed amber, intimate, like a Vermeer painting. Or a high-end brothel. He took a test shot with his phone - the empty table bathed in light, sheets pristine, almost bridal. Saved it. Stared at it. Deleted it. Didn't need that cluttering his camera roll when his mum asked to see photos of the flat renovation.

Video. Right. Mark dropped to his knees, unzipped the Pelican case. His Canon 5D Mark IV sat nestled in foam, patient, professional. He'd shot a thousand commercial jobs with this camera - product stills, corporate headshots, restaurant interiors. Now, it was going to film his wife getting fucked by another man. He lifted it out, heavy and solid, and mounted it on the second tripod. The Manfrotto, tank-like, bombproof. He positioned it low, left side of the table. Profile angle. He wanted to capture Sophie's face when Luke entered her. Wanted to see her mouth open, her eyes widen or close or roll back. Wanted audio.

He clipped the mic to the table's edge - tiny thing, barely bigger than a shirt button, black and discreet. The wireless receiver was already fitted on the 5D's hot shoe. He tested it, tapped the table with his knuckle, and checked the levels on the camera's screen. Little green bars spiked, settled. Perfect. He'd hear every moan, every wet sound, every gasp of Luke's name. Maybe Sophie would say Mark's name too. Maybe she'd look at him while Luke fucked her, eyes locked, sharing it. The thought made his cock pulse.

The Nikon went on the main tripod, same spot as last time, head of the table, slightly elevated. He attached the wireless remote, that tiny grey box velcroed to the tripod leg, synced it to the camera body. Now he could trigger the shutter from across the room. Hands-free. He could hold Sophie's hand while Luke fucked her, and the camera would still click away, automated, relentless. Proof.

Props. He jogged to the bedroom, fetched the lube from the bedside drawer - water-based, warming, the expensive stuff from Sh! Women's Erotic Emporium on Hoxton Square. Sophie had requested it. He's massive, babe. I don't want it to hurt. Fair. Mark set it on the small side table, the white IKEA thing that usually held his laptop. The coconut oil sat next to it, practically decorative. Who were they kidding? Luke wasn't coming over to work out Sophie's shoulder knots. He was coming to fuck her. Mark's wife. On camera. And Mark would stand three feet away, rock-hard, living every thrust with her.

Towels. Three of them, folded, navy blue. One for under Sophie's hips to catch the mess, two for cleanup. He arranged them on the table's corner, precise, hotel-like. Then he paused. Frowned. Rearranged them. There. Better.

Wine! Shit, he'd nearly forgotten. He jogged to the kitchen, grabbed the bottle from the fridge - Picpoul de Pinet, crisp and cold, Sophie's favourite. Ice bucket from the cupboard under the sink, half-filled it at the tap, bag of cubes from the freezer, and nestled the bottle in. Two glasses. Proper ones, not the IKEA tumblers they used for weeknight dinners. He carried it all back, set it on the side table. Classy. Like they were hosting a dinner party, not a threesome. Like this was normal.

Mark stepped back, arms folded and let his gaze sweep the room. The lights hummed, a faint electrical purr. The cameras stared, lenses black and waiting. The massage table gleamed under the amber glow, sheets hospital-tight, pristine. It looked like a professional set. It looked like a fucking altar.

His cock was fully hard now, straining against his zip, the denim tight and cruel. He pressed his palm against it, groaning low in his throat. Two more hours.

He tested the cameras again, obsessively, couldn't help it. Picked up the Nikon, framed the empty table through the viewfinder, clicked. Shutter silent, electronic mode. Checked playback - crisp, sharp, the backlight creating a halo effect on the sheet's wrinkles. Beautiful. He set it back, switched to the Canon, hit record. Thirty seconds of nothing. Just the light, the table, the faint hum of the LEDs. He played it back, checked the audio waveform on the tiny screen. Flat line, barely a ripple. Good. The mic would spike when Sophie moaned. When she begged. When she came.

Stop. He powered everything off, hands shaking slightly. Didn't need to drain the batteries before the main event.

Bedroom. He needed to lay out Sophie's outfit. He pulled the lingerie from the drawer - red lace thong, matching bra, both sheer, both obscenely expensive. Agent Provocateur. He'd bought them online Thursday night, express delivery ticked. The thong was barely there, just a scrap of lace that would frame her arse, disappear between her cheeks. The bra was see-through, her nipples visible through the mesh, dark pink shadows. Fuck. He laid them on the bed, smoothed the lace flat.

Stockings next. Sheer black, thigh-highs, silicone lace-top. No suspenders needed, they'd stay up on their own. He laid them beside the lingerie, careful, like he was arranging props for a still-life shoot. Then the heels - red patent leather, four-inch stilettos. Honey Birdette. Sophie had bought those herself on Thursday, texted him a photo from the shop changing room, her foot arched, calf flexed: Too much? He'd replied: Perfect. Wear them when Luke fucks you. She'd sent back a string of flame emojis and a winking face. His cock had been hard for the rest of the afternoon.

The QoS anklet sat in its velvet box on her bedside table. He picked it up, opened it, and studied the tiny spade charm. Queen of Spades. Symbol of a white woman who preferred Black men. Exclusively, some said, though Mark wasn't sure if Sophie wanted that. Luke had given it to her before the first shoot, and she'd worn it ever since. To yoga. To client meetings. To Tesco, for fuck's sake. A secret signal only a few understood.

Did she want that? Exclusively Black bulls? Mark wasn't sure. He'd never asked outright. The fantasy- watching her worship massive Black cock, the visual contrast, pale skin against dark, the taboo thrill of it - he thought that was mainly his kink. But Sophie's desires were hers. If she wanted variety, wanted to fuck a white guy, an Asian guy, whoever, he'd support it. As long as she came home to him after. Especially if he got to watch.

His phone buzzed in his pocket. He fished it out, thumb swiping.

Sophie: Home by 12:30. Miss you. xxx

Mark grinned, stupid and helpless, typed back:

Mark: Studio's ready. Can't wait to see you in red. x

Sophie: Can't wait to feel him inside me.

His cock throbbed, urgent and insistent, and he had to sit on the edge of the bed, breathe through his nose like he was back in yoga class with Sophie, trying not to stare at her arse in downward dog. Fuck. Can't wait to feel him inside me. Those words. From his wife. Typed casually, like she was telling him she'd pick up milk on the way home. She was going to wreck him today, as Luke wrecked her. And he couldn't wait.

[image: ]

12:34 PM.

The front door banged shut. Mark was in the living room, pretending to scroll his phone, actually just staring at the studio doorway, heart hammering against his ribs like it was trying to escape. Sophie's voice rang out, bright, breathless.

"Babe? I'm home!"

"Living room." His voice came out steadier than he felt.

She appeared in the doorway, yoga mat slung over one shoulder, leggings painted on, hair bundled in that post-class mess she never bothered fixing. Her cheeks were flushed. Endorphins, maybe, or anticipation. Mark clocked the brightness in her eyes, the way she bit her lower lip when she spotted him staring. Yeah, definitely big cock anticipation.

"You've got the room ready?"

"Yeah."

"Can I see?"

Mark stood, led her down the narrow hallway to the spare room. Pushed the door open. The lights were off, but grey afternoon sun leaked through the window, enough to see the table, the cameras on their tripods like sentries, the wine bucket sweating condensation on the side table. Sophie stepped inside, turned slow, her gaze travelling - lights, cameras, wine, the massage table glowing under the window's grey light like an altar. Her mouth opened.

She faced him, eyes bright, almost feverish. "It's perfect. You've outdone yourself."

"Only the best for my wife."

She crossed to their bedroom, saw the lingerie laid out on the duvet. Ran her fingers over the red lace, traced the thong's barely-there straps. "Stocking this time?"

"Yeah, you'll look amazing," Mark leaned against the doorframe, arms folded, trying to look casual. His cock was stirring again. "And I doubt there'll be much massage. We all know why Luke's coming over."

Sophie bit her lip, looked at him. Her pupils were blown. "Say it."

"What?"

"Why he's coming."

Mark's mouth went dry. The words stuck, then came out rough.

"To fuck you."

"Yeah." Her voice was soft, thick with lust. "To fuck me. While you watch. While you film and take photos."

Christ. His cock was granite.

Sophie stripped. Peeled off her sports bra, shimmied out of her leggings and knickers. Naked in seconds, pale and curved and perfect. She walked past him - brushed his chest with her hand, skin warm, grinned - and headed to the bathroom. Mark followed, helpless, and watched through the frosted glass as she showered. The outline of her body, the steam rising, her hands moving over her breasts, between her thighs.

She emerged, towel wrapped round her torso, hair damp and darkened, dripping on the tiles. Met his eyes in the mirror, held his gaze.

"Help me?"

Ritual. Mark nodded, throat too tight to speak.

Sophie dropped the towel, stood waiting, arms at her sides. He picked up the thong, knelt, and guided it up her legs. The lace settled against her hips, disappeared between her cheeks, barely there. He stood, held the bra. She slipped her arms through, turned. He fastened the clasp, fumbled it once, then got it. Her nipples pressed through the thin mesh, hard already, dark shadows under red lace.

Stockings. He rolled them carefully, one at a time, up her calves, over her knees, and smoothed the silicone lace bands mid-thigh. His hands lingered, just for a second, on the soft skin there. She didn't move. Heels last. She stepped into them, suddenly taller, legs endless, calf muscles taut.

Mark fetched the anklet from the bedside table. Knelt again, fastened it around her left ankle. The spade charm caught the light, glinted.

"Do you know what this really means?" he asked, looking up at her.

"Queen of Spades." Sophie's voice was steady, sure. "White woman who wants and fucks Black men."

"Exclusively?"

She paused. Met his eyes, held them. Something passed between them, unspoken, electric. "I've always had fantasies. About being used by a Black man. Black men, if I'm honest."

Mark's pulse spiked, a hot rush in his chest, his groin. "Yeah?"

"Is that okay?" Her hand found his shoulder, squeezed. "I'm always your wife, babe. I'll stop the second you say. Our love's the only thing that matters."

"I know." He stood, cupped her face, thumbs stroking her cheekbones. "And yeah. It's more than okay. It's my fantasy too."

She grinned, sudden, mischievous. "Cause it makes for better photos?"

"What?"

"The skin contrast."

Mark laughed, from the joke and relief, tension shattering. "Well, yes, but mainly for their huge cocks."

Sophie cracked up, bent double, and they stood there laughing like idiots, her in lingerie and heels, him fully dressed and harder than rebar. When they calmed, she kissed him. Soft, loving, her tongue brushing his.

"I want this," she whispered against his mouth. "I want him. And I want you to watch."

"I love you so fucking much."

"Show me after. Reclaim me when he's done."

Mark nodded, throat too tight, eyes stinging. Fuck. He was going to cry or cum or both.

His phone alarm rang, shrill and insistent. 1:50 PM. Ten-minute warning.

They returned to the living room. Sat on the sofa. Held hands. Breathed together, in sync, like they'd practised.

"Last chance to back out," Mark said. Always gave her an out. Always.

Sophie shook her head, sure, certain. "No, I want this as much as you."

"I love you."

"I know."

The doorbell rang. 2:00 PM exactly. They froze, eyes locked, the world narrowing to this moment, this threshold.

Sophie whispered, "Here we go."


twenty-four
Threshold


Four heartbeats and Mark's hand hit the latch. His pulse kicked against his throat hard enough to ache, and he opened the door.

Luke stood there grinning, gym bag over one shoulder, dressed like he'd just left the leisure centre: joggers, black T-shirt tight across his chest and shoulders, trainers somehow spotless despite the damp pavement outside. He looked good. Of course he did – his manner confident, easy, ready.

"Afternoon, mate,"

The hallway felt smaller with Luke in it.

"Luke." His voice came out steady at least. "Good to see you."

"Yeah, you too." Luke dropped the bag, straightened, and looked past Mark's shoulder toward the living room. His grin widened. Something flickered in those dark eyes. "Sophie about?"

As if she'd been waiting for her cue, Sophie appeared in the doorway, backlit from the afternoon light from the sash windows, turning her outline soft, blurred at the edges. Red lace bra barely containing her tits, matching thong cutting between pale thighs, black stockings stopping mid-thigh, heels adding three inches. The Queen of Spades anklet caught the light, silver and deliberate against her ankle.

Goddess.

Mark had fastened every clasp, adjusted every strap, his hands shaking the whole time. But seeing her now - watching Luke's eyes track down her body, watching her let him look - made it all totally worth it.

Luke exhaled. "Bloody hell, Sophie. You look incredible."

Pink flooded Sophie's cheeks. She tucked a strand of damp hair behind her ear, smiled that nervous smile Mark knew too well. "Thanks. You… you look good too."

Luke laughed, warm and unbothered. "Cheers. Though I'm a bit overdressed compared to you."

Sophie giggled a high and breathless laugh, and something tight in Mark's chest loosened. They were okay. All three of them standing in his hallway, about to cross a line so far past the massage shoot it might as well be a different city, but okay.

"Come through," Mark said. He gestured toward the living room. Strange, the three of them moving through his flat like this was normal.

Luke dropped onto the sofa, legs spread wide, one arm draped along the back. Owning the space already. Sophie perched on the opposite arm, knees pressed together, then crossed. The movement made her thighs shift. Stockings caught the light. Luke's gaze followed, lingering.

"Wine?" Sophie half-stood, nerves making her fidget.

Luke shook his head. "Nah, I'm good." He winked. "Big performance ahead."

Sophie sat again. Bit her lower lip. Luke's eyes tracked the movement, went darker. Mark's pulse kicked up. The room felt charged, like before a storm.

Luke's attention drifted down Sophie's body, slowly, appreciative, taking his time. Then stopped.

His eyebrows lifted. "You're still wearing it."

Mark followed his gaze. The anklet.

The spade charm rested against Sophie's ankle bone, silver and deliberate. She shifted her foot slightly, making it catch the light.

"Yeah," Sophie said. Quieter now. "I wear it most of the time. Even when out."

Luke's grin returned, sharper this time. Knowing. "Nice. Suits you."

Sophie's flush deepened, spread down her neck, across her chest. She didn't reply. Just held Luke's gaze, lips parted, breathing shallow and quick.

Mark cleared his throat. The sound broke whatever was building between them. "Luke, mate. Want to get changed? Studio's ready whenever."

"I'll strip in there," Luke said, standing in one smooth movement. "No point getting modest now, yeah?"

"Right." Mark rubbed the back of his neck. Tried for casual. "Actually, quick word in the kitchen first? Just need to check a couple of things about the shoot. Camera settings, angles, that sort of thing."

Sophie's eyes flicked to him. She didn't believe him, but she stayed where she was, legs still crossed, hands folded in her lap. Waiting.

Luke nodded easily. "Yeah, course."

They left her there.

The kitchen felt too small for what Mark was about to say. He shut the door behind them, leaned against the counter. Luke mirrored him, arms folded, relaxed but attentive. Mark's mind raced, words scrambling, refusing to line up. How did you even start this? Luke, I need you to fuck my wife raw and make her beg for it? Christ. But he had to say it. Had to make Luke understand what today was about.

Luke jumped in before he had time to mess it up. "You sure about this, mate? No rubbers, that's… intimate."

"I know." Mark's cock pulsed, hard enough to hurt. "That's the point. I want it real. Raw. I want to see you cum inside my wife."

The words hung there.

Luke exhaled slowly. Nodded. "Alright. If that's what you both want."

"It is." Mark hesitated. Then the rest of it came tumbling out, urgent and unstoppable. "And there's something else. The role I want you to plan… It’s about the race thing. The big black cock kink. Sophie and I talked this morning. She's got fantasies. Being dominated by Black men. Owned. Used. I want you to lean into that."

Luke's expression shifted. Something careful slid into place behind his eyes. "You want me to play up the BBC angle?"

"Yeah." Mark's voice cracked. Heat flooded his face, his chest, his groin. "Make her beg for it. Tell her what she is. White wife desperate for Black dick. Make her earn that anklet she's wearing. I want her wrecked. I want to film her worshipping you, submitting to you, loving every fucking second."

Luke studied him in silence. Eyes dark, unreadable. Mark's stomach dropped. Fuck. He'd said it wrong, pushed too hard. Luke was going to laugh or leave or call him sick and-

Luke grinned. Slow. Dangerous. Amused. "I can do that. Long as everyone's cool with it."

The air came back into the room. Mark's knees felt loose. "Yeah. Absolutely."

"Boundaries?"

"No pain beyond light spanking. No humiliation of me directly." Mark paused. Swallowed. "But her? Make her your slut. Just for the next few hours. Just for the camera."

Luke nodded. Professional again, assessing. "And you? What'll you be doing?"

"Filming. Some stills with the remote. Mostly…" Mark trailed off. Heat crawled up his neck. "Mostly watching. Maybe wanking."

Luke laughed. Genuine. Unbothered. "Fair enough. This is for all of us, yeah?"

"Yeah."

Luke extended his hand.

Mark stared at it for half a second. Then gripped it. Firm. Warm. Deal made. Two men, conspiring to give Sophie the fuck of her life.

They returned to the living room, and Sophie looked up immediately. Eyes wide, searching their faces. She knew. Could read something in the set of Mark's shoulders, the curve of Luke's grin. Her breathing quickened, chest rising and falling beneath red lace.

"Ready?" Mark asked.

Sophie nodded.

Luke nipped into the hallway and came back with his gym bag slung over his shoulder. "Let's do this."

The studio door was open. Lights already on, casting the spare room in soft, even tones. They walked toward it - Luke first, confident and easy; Sophie behind him, heels clicking on the hardwood; Mark last, already watching his wife with her new Black lover.

They crossed the threshold.


twenty-five
First Stretch


The ring lights turned everything warm gold. Mark had spent hours getting it right, obsessing over angles and fill ratios, and now the spare room didn't look like a spare room anymore. It looked like somewhere else. Somewhere holy. Somewhere you could do things you couldn't do anywhere else. The lights hummed. His heart hummed louder.

Luke looked around, nodded, and let out a low whistle. "Mate, you've really set this up properly. The extra light's going to make everything pop."

Mark's hands were already on the Nikon, powering it on, muscle memory taking over. He checked the Canon on the second tripod, made sure the red light wasn't blinking yet. Everything ready. Behind him, Sophie stood beside the massage table, hands clasped at her waist, breathing too fast. She was waiting for him to tell her what to do. Her red lace bra caught the light, making her skin look porcelain. The stockings gripped her thighs, darker where they dug in. The Queen of Spades anklet glinted at her ankle, tiny and obvious and their secret.

"Wine, babe?" Mark's voice came out hoarse, rougher than he meant.

Sophie shook her head. Didn't even glance at him. Her eyes were locked on Luke. "I'm okay." Breathless already. "I want to just… start."

Eager. Nervous. Desperate. All of it bleeding through her voice.

Luke set the gym bag down, unzipped it slow enough that the rasp cut through the humming lights. He pulled out a towel, folded it neatly, and set it on the side table like he was prepping for surgery. Professional. Prepared. Then he straightened, met Mark's eyes across the room. "Mind if I strip now?"

Mark's throat closed. He managed a nod. Managed to rasp out, "Please."

Luke grabbed the hem of his T-shirt, pulled it up and off in one smooth go.

Fuck. Mark's finger found the wireless remote in his pocket, thumb hovering. He should be shooting this. He was supposed to be shooting this. But he just… watched. Luke's torso appeared, muscle by muscle, skin the colour of expensive chocolate gleaming under the ring lights. Broad shoulders, chest carved and smooth, abs you could fucking grate cheese on. Not an ounce of fat. Not a single hair. Just skin pulled tight over all that definition, and Mark's cock gave a vicious throb because this was the body that was going to fuck his wife.

Sophie made a sound. Soft. A gasp that punched straight into Mark's gut.

Luke hooked his thumbs into his joggers, shoved them down. Boxers went with them. One movement, no ceremony, and he was naked.

His cock hung heavy between his thighs. Already half-hard, already thick as Mark's wrist, dark brown with a head a shade lighter. Seven inches soft. Maybe more. It swayed when Luke stepped out of the puddle of clothes, and the movement pulled Sophie's gaze down like she couldn't help it.

Her lips parted. Her hands unclenched, reached halfway towards him, stopped. Dropped.

Mark's thumb hit the remote. The Nikon clicked. He captured her face in profile, eyes wide and pupils blown, mouth open, chest rising and falling too fast. She looked like she'd seen God. Or something close. Awe and hunger and fear all twisted together, and Mark's cock throbbed harder, slick already at the tip.

Luke moved towards Sophie. No rush. Each step deliberate, bare feet soundless on the floor, and he stopped right in front of her. Close enough that she'd feel the heat coming off his cock. Close enough that she'd smell him.

"You look beautiful, Sophie." Luke's voice dropped, gentler than Mark expected. "That red lace is perfect."

Sophie smiled. Ducked her head, shy suddenly, staring at Luke's chest instead of his face. "Thank you."

Luke reached out, traced her collarbone with one finger. So slow. Sophie shivered, goosebumps racing down her arms, and Mark clicked the shutter again. Caught that. Caught the way her breath hitched.

"You nervous?" Luke asked.

Sophie nodded. Swallowed hard. "A bit. You're… you're really big, Luke."

Luke grinned, but a kind smile, like they were talking about the weather. "We'll take it slow. Yeah?"

Her shoulders dropped a fraction. She nodded again.

Mark moved to the Canon, jabbed the record button. The red light blinked on. Video rolling. He stepped back, pressed his spine against the wall because his legs had gone watery. One hand found the remote in his pocket. The other went to his zip. He tugged it down, trying to be quiet, trying to keep it together, but fuck it, his cock was strangling in his jeans. It sprang out the second he freed it, hard enough to ache, average and ordinary and leaking already. He wrapped his fist around it. Just holding it. Just… Christ, he needed this.

He looked up.

Luke's hand was on Sophie's shoulder, guiding her down. “Why don't you start here? Get back acquainted?”

She sank to her knees. The stockings stretched tight across her thighs, and kneeling made her arse curve out, perfect and round. She was eye level with Luke's cock now. It was getting harder, thickening, rising inch by inch until it jutted straight out, thick and dark and so fucking beautiful Mark forgot to breathe.

Sophie's hands moved slowly as she reached for it, treating it like it might burn her. When her fingers made contact, both hands wrapped around the shaft, trying to circle it. The thickness made her hands look like a child's.

"Oh my God." Her voice cracked. "I love touching this cock again. I've been thinking about it all week."

The words hit Mark like a fist. She'd been thinking about Luke's cock. About this. All week. While they were having breakfast, while they were fucking, while she was lying beside him in bed. She'd been thinking about this.

He should've felt… what? Jealous? Hurt?

Instead, heat flooded his chest, his groin, his entire fucking body.

She looked up at Luke, then over at Mark, eyes wide, questioning, asking for permission she didn't need to ask for.

Mark nodded. Could barely get the words out. "Kiss him, Soph. Worship that beautiful Black cock."

The words hung in the air. Charged. Filthy.

Sophie's pupils dilated. She leaned in, pressed her lips to the tip of Luke's cock. Just a kiss. Reverent. Like she was kissing something sacred.

Luke groaned. Deep. Guttural. "Fuck, that's good."

Sophie started licking. Base to tip, her tongue traced the thick vein on the underside, following it slowly and worshipfully. She sucked at his balls, so heavy and hanging low, dark and shaved smooth. Luke's hand slid into her hair; not pulling, just holding.

"Good girl." Luke's voice dropped, rough now. "That's it. Show your husband how much you love Black dick."

There it was. Out in the open. No hiding behind metaphor.

Sophie moaned. An instant and visceral reaction to his words. Her hips shifted, thighs pressing together, and she nodded against his cock. Agreeing. Accepting. Wanting it.

Mark's hand moved on his cock, faster now, pre-cum slicking his palm. His breathing matched Sophie's. Ragged. Desperate.

The camera clicked. He was using the remote, capturing this from across the room, framing it like art even though his brain was melting. His wife's mouth on another man's cock. Her wedding ring caught the light on Luke's thigh, where her hand braced for balance. The red lace bra. The stockings. The heels. The anklet. All of it. Art and porn and love and transgression, and he couldn't tell where one ended and the others began.

Sophie tried to take Luke into her mouth. The head barely fit past her lips. She stretched her jaw, managed an inch, maybe two, then gagged and pulled back, gasping. Tried again. Drool spilt down her chin, glistening, stringing between her lips and his cock. She whimpered, frustrated, determined.

Luke stroked her hair. "You're doing amazing. Such a good little white slut, trying to swallow all this cock."

Sophie whimpered louder, nodding, frantic. She pulled off, gasping, spit connecting her mouth to his tip in a thin strand that broke and fell. "I can't… It's too big."

Luke tilted her chin up, held her gaze. "That's alright, baby. Your pussy will take it. That's what you want, yeah? To feel this big Black cock stretch you open?"

Sophie nodded. Desperate. Pleading. "Yes. Please. Yes."

Luke helped her to her feet, guided her to the massage table. "On your back. Legs spread."

She climbed onto the table, red heels dangling off the edge, and lay back. Her thighs fell open. The red thong was soaked through, a dark wet patch spreading across the lace, and Luke stood between her legs, stroking his cock. The full nine inches now. Fully hard. Thick and veined and perfect.

"Mark, you getting this?"

Mark moved closer. Abandoned the remote, grabbed the Nikon off the tripod, and held it one-handed. His shirt was gone. When had he taken it off? Didn't matter. Cock out, hard, in his other hand. He framed the shot. Luke's dark cock against Sophie's pale thighs. The red lace. Her flushed face, hair mussed, lips swollen and spit-shined. Click. Click. Click.

"Yeah." His voice barely worked. "I'm getting it. Fuck her, Luke. Please. Fuck my slutty wife."

Luke hooked his thumbs into Sophie's thong, dragged it down. She lifted her hips, helping, eager. The thong peeled away, glistening with her arousal, and Luke tossed it aside. It landed near Mark's feet. He stepped on it without noticing.

Sophie's pussy was bare. Waxed smooth. Pink and swollen and slick, lips already parted, and it was the most beautiful thing Mark had ever seen.

Luke leant down, inhaled. "Fuck. Smells amazing."

Sophie whimpered. Full-body shiver.

Luke reached for the lube on the side table, squirted a generous amount into his palm, and slicked it all over his cock. The wet sound filled the room. He then spread some on Sophie's pussy, fingers sliding through her folds, circling her clit, dipping inside. She gasped, hips jerking, chasing his touch.

"You're soaked already, Sophie. Your cunt's begging for Black cock, isn't it?"

She moaned, head thrashing on the table. "Yes. Please, Luke. I need it. I need you."

Luke positioned himself at her entrance. Just the tip. Pressing. Not entering yet. The head nudged her folds apart, spreading them, and the contrast was stark. Dark chocolate against pale, yielding pink. Sophie's hands grasped the sheet beneath her. Mark knelt beside the table, camera aimed at the point of contact, his own cock leaking pre-cum onto the floor. He didn't care.

Luke looked at Mark. "Ready?"

Mark nodded.

Luke stared down at Sophie, cock in hand, tip nudging her entrance. "Beg for it. Tell me what you want."

Sophie's whole body went tense. Then the words spilt out, fast and broken and so fucking dirty, Mark nearly came untouched.

“Please, please fuck me, I need it, I need your big Black cock inside me, I want to feel you stretch me open, I want Mark to see you own me, please Luke, fuck, make me your white slut, I'm begging you.”

Mark's world tilted. Sophie's voice; those words. The obscene beauty of Luke's cock pressed against her sopping cunt, ready to push inside.

This was fucking it. His wife was about to get fucked by another man. A Black man with a cock twice the size of his.

Luke pushed forward. Slow. Deliberate, and the head popped inside.

Sophie's cry tore through the room. Pleasure, pain, shock, everything fused into one raw, animal sound.

"OH FUCK. Oh God. Mark. MARK, he's inside me."


twenty-six
The Full 9 Inches


Luke pushed deeper. Another inch. He used his body weight as he leaned over her, more.

Mark's breath caught in his throat. He watched through the viewfinder as more of that thick, dark shaft disappeared inside his wife. How much more could she take? How much was already buried inside her? Six inches? Seven? Sophie's mouth hung open, soundless, her small hands clawing at the white sheet beneath her, nails catching in the fabric. The massage table creaked under their combined weight, the joints protesting. Her pale thighs trembled where they bracketed Luke's hips, that gorgeous contrast stark and pornographic under the ring lights. Milk-white skin against black. Mark's cock throbbed against his zip. Beautiful. So fucking beautiful.

"Breathe, Sophie." Luke's voice was steady, commanding. Professional, almost. Like he'd done this a thousand times before. Maybe he had. "Breathe through it."

She gulped air, nodded, eyes squeezed shut tight enough to wrinkle the corners. Luke pushed again. Slow. Deliberate. Another inch disappearing inside her, stretching her wider, filling her fuller than Mark ever had. Than Mark ever could. She whimpered, high and broken, and the sound went straight to Mark's balls.

"So full. Oh God, you're splitting me open."

Mark's hand moved faster on his cock. He couldn't help it. Couldn't stop himself. The camera shook in his other hand, the viewfinder blurring, losing focus, but he forced himself to steady it. Professional habit kicking in even now, even with his wife being fucked two feet away. Framed the shot. Luke's thick shaft, two-thirds buried in Sophie, her pussy lips stretched obscenely around him. Stretched impossibly wide. How was she taking it? The lube glistened under the lights, mixing with her arousal, slick and shining. She was dripping. Mark could see it, could smell it, that musky scent of sex filling the small studio.

Click. Click.

"That's it, Soph." His voice was hoarse, ragged, barely recognisable as his own. "Take that big Black cock. You're doing so good. So fucking beautiful."

Sophie's eyes fluttered open, found his across the narrow space. Tears clung to her lashes. Not pain. Not distress. Pure sensory overload. She was feeling things she'd never felt before, and Mark had given her this. He'd orchestrated this. He nodded at her, urgent, encouraging, and she nodded back. Bit her lip. That gesture she did when she was nervous, when she was pushed to her limits. Luke pushed deeper still.

Mark had to slow his hand, or he'd spill right there on the studio floor like a fucking teenager. Breath stuttering in his chest, heart hammering, he zoomed in tighter with the 50mm, capturing the exact moment Luke bottomed out.

Fully inside. Every. Single. Fucking inch.

Luke's heavy balls rested against Sophie's arse, his groin flush with hers, dark pubic hair against her hairless slit, and Sophie's whole body arched off the table like she'd been electrocuted. Her back bowed, breasts thrust upward, red lace bra straining, and her scream tore through the room. Raw. Guttural. So loud, Mark flinched, his finger slipping on the shutter button.

"FUCK. Mark. Babe. He's... I can feel him in my stomach."

Deeper than Mark or anyone else had ever reached. Luke's cock was rubbing against places Mark didn't even know existed inside her, and the visual evidence was right there. Mark could see the slight bulge in her lower belly, the outline of Luke's thick shaft distending her pale skin. Jesus fucking Christ. He clicked the shutter. Had to. Had to capture this moment, this proof.

Luke stayed still. Let her adjust. His large hands smoothed over her trembling thighs, calming, grounding, those long dark fingers splayed possessively across her pale flesh. "You okay?"

She nodded frantically, breath coming in shallow, desperate gasps. Her chest heaved. "Move. Please move. Fuck me."

And there it was. Sophie begging. His wife, his Sophie, is begging another man to fuck her. Mark's cock leaked, a wet patch spreading on his jeans.

Luke withdrew. Slowly. Agonisingly slowly. Mark watched through the lens, transfixed, as Sophie's pussy clung to his shaft. Her pink flesh dragged outward, stretched taut around that dark girth, her inner lips pulling obscenely as Luke pulled back. The visual was filthy. The kind of thing Mark had wanked to on RedGIFs at two in the morning, feeling guilty and aroused in equal measure. Except this was real. This was his wife. Perfect. He captured it, finger hammering the shutter, and then Luke thrust back in.

Hard. No warning. No gentleness. Just pure, animalistic fucking.

Sophie screamed again. "YES! Fuck! Like that!"

Luke set a rhythm. Deep, powerful strokes that made the massage table shudder beneath them, its legs scraping against the wooden floor with each brutal impact. The sound was loud in the small space. Metal on wood, rhythmic and obscene. Sophie's breasts bounced beneath the red lace bra, cups shoved down carelessly, nipples hard and flushed pink. Luke reached down, pinched one between thumb and forefinger. Twisted. She yelped, her whole body jerking, pussy clenching visibly around him, and he groaned low in his throat.

"Jesus, you're tight."

Tight. Stretched around nine-plus inches of thick Black cock, she was still taking him. Mark's brain catalogued the details: the way her toes curled in those red heels. The sheen of sweat on her collarbone. The mascara starting to smudge at the corners of her eyes.

"Feels so good," Sophie gasped. Her voice was wrecked already, broken into breathy fragments. "Luke. Oh God. Don't stop."

Luke didn't. His hips snapped forward, relentless, tireless, and the wet sounds filled the room. The kind of sounds you couldn't fake. Her pussy squelching with each thrust, soaking wet, Luke's balls slapping against her arse with meaty smacks, the table creaking like it might collapse under the force. The Canon was recording it all on the tripod. Audio live. Mark's brain catalogued it even as his cock throbbed, leaking pre-cum onto his fist, making his hand slick.

"This is what you wanted?" Luke's voice was rougher now, the calm professional veneer slipping. There was an edge to it. Dominant. Possessive. "Big Black cock stretching your married white pussy?"

Mark's own wedding ring caught the light as he gripped the camera tighter.

Sophie moaned, nodded frantically, words spilling out between ragged gasps. "Yes. God yes. I love it. I love your cock."

She loved it. She loved his cock. Not just liked. Not just enjoyed. Loved.

"Better than your husband's?"

The question hung in the air, and Mark's breath stopped. His hand stilled on his cock. This was it. The moment. The thing he'd been half-terrified, half-desperate to hear since this whole mad journey started.

Sophie hesitated. Just a second. Just a heartbeat. Her gaze flicked to Mark, blue-grey eyes wide and uncertain, pupils blown with arousal. Asking permission. Seeking reassurance. He nodded. Urgent. Desperate. His whole body was screaming at her.

Tell him. Say it. I need to hear it.

Sophie's face crumpled, pleasure and guilt warring across her beautiful features, and then she surrendered to the truth. "Yes. Bigger. So much better. Filling me so full."

The words should have gutted him. Should have ripped through his chest like shrapnel, left him bleeding and humiliated on the studio floor. Instead, heat flooded through him. His cock pulsed hard in his grip, a fresh bead of pre-cum welling at the tip, and his hand moved faster. Slick. Frantic. He had to bite his tongue to keep from cumming right there.

She was right. Luke was bigger. Better at this. Thicker, longer, harder, everything Mark wasn't and never would be. His average six inches, his decent-but-unremarkable girth couldn't compete. Couldn't come close. And Mark loved her for saying it. Loved her for taking it. Loved her for being honest, for giving him this gift of truth wrapped in transgression. Loved everything about this moment, this scene, this beautiful obscene reality made flesh.

"Good girl," Luke murmured, and something in Mark's chest twisted at the praise. Luke's praise. For Sophie. His wife.

Luke shifted his grip, lifted Sophie's legs effortlessly, and hooked them over his broad shoulders. The angle changed. Deeper. Christ, deeper. How was that even possible? Sophie's eyes rolled back, whites showing, her mouth opening in a soundless gasp that turned into a wail.

"Too deep! Fuck! Don't stop!"

Contradictions tumbling from her lips. Too much and not enough. Mark understood. He could see it in her face, that edge between pleasure and pain, that place she'd never been with him.

Luke pistoned harder. Faster. His muscles flexed under the lights, his abs clenching, sweat gleaming on his dark skin, highlighting every ridge and valley. Mark moved around the table, camera raised, capturing every angle like a man possessed. Luke's face, tight with concentration, his jaw clenched. Sophie's expression was completely wrecked and utterly beautiful. Transcendent. The point where their bodies joined, slick and stretched and perfect. Her swollen, abused pussy lips clinging to his dark shaft on every withdrawal, bulging obscenely on every thrust.

Click. Click. Click.

The shutter was a metronome for Mark's arousal. Each click, another image burned into the memory card, into his brain, into his soul.

"Luke." Sophie's voice cracked, climbing higher. Desperate. "Luke, I need... I need..."

"What do you need, baby?"

Baby. He was calling her baby. Mark should care. Should feel something sharp and possessive. Instead, his cock throbbed harder.

"Different. Change. Please."

Luke slowed, pulled out, and Sophie whimpered at the loss. Her pussy gaped for a second, empty and glistening, before clenching shut. Mark zoomed in. Captured it. That moment of emptiness, of need. Luke's cock stood rigid between them, shining with her arousal, coated in her wetness, and he stroked it once. Slow. Deliberate. Putting on a show.

"On your knees. Doggy."

A command, not a request. And Sophie scrambled to obey.

She flipped onto her stomach, movements clumsy with desire, arse in the air, face pressed to the table. The red heels were still on, straps cutting into her ankles. She looked like a dirty fantasy. A filthy, beautiful, impossible fantasy pulled straight from the darkest corners of his mind and made real.

Luke moved behind her, one hand on her hip, the other guiding his thick cock to her entrance. He lined himself up and slid back in with one brutal thrust.

Balls deep in one stroke. Sophie howled. Head thrown back, mouth wide, the sound ripped from somewhere primal.

Mark moved fast, instinct overriding thought, circling to her face, kneeling so the camera was level with her expression. He needed to see this. Needed to capture this. She was wrecked. Mascara smeared down her cheeks in black streaks. When had she started crying? Drool gathered at the corner of her mouth, glistening, and her eyes were unfocused, glazed with pleasure so intense it looked like she'd left her body.

"Look at me, Soph."

She did. Slowly. Her gaze swam, struggled to find him through the fog of sensation, then locked onto his face. Recognition flickered. Connection.

He captured it all; the moments his wife became a hotwife. The moment everything changed forever. This image would define them. Would rewrite their story.

"I love you," he whispered. Needed her to know. Needed it on the audio track.

She sobbed, the sound breaking into a moan as Luke thrust deep, hitting something inside her that made her whole body convulse. "Love you. Love you so much."

Luke's hands gripped her hips hard enough to leave bruises, fingers digging into pale flesh, and he fucked her with complete abandon now. No pretence of gentleness. No careful consideration. Just raw, primal, animalistic fucking. The table rocked violently, the sheet bunching beneath Sophie's knees, and Luke's voice rumbled over the wet slap of skin on skin, deep and commanding.

"Such a good little slut. Taking Black cock like you were made for it. Your husband's watching you get fucked. You like that?"

"Yes." Sophie's voice was muffled against the table, desperate and needy. "I want him to see. Want him to know I'm yours."

Yours. Not his. Luke's.

"Whose pussy is this?" Luke demanded.

Wrong question. Wrong answer coming. Mark knew it, braced for it, needed it.

"Yours," Sophie gasped.

Luke's hand came down on her arse. Hard.

Smack.

The sound cracked through the studio. Sophie yelped, her whole body jerking forward, and her pussy clenched visibly around Luke's thick shaft. Mark saw it through the lens, saw the way her body betrayed her, responded to the pain-pleasure, and his own orgasm hovered closer. Threatening. He was shaking now, camera trembling despite his best efforts.

Luke spanked her again. Another red handprint blooming on her pale skin, overlapping the first. Creating a pattern. Marking her.

"Who owns this pussy right now?"

Sophie's answer was immediate. Breathless. Filthy. No hesitation this time. "You do. You own it. Black cock owns me."

Black cock owns me.

Mark's vision blurred at the edges. Tears? Sweat? He blinked hard, kept filming, kept his hand working his aching cock in frantic strokes. He was so close. Too close. His balls were drawn up tight, every muscle tensed, but he couldn't cum yet. Not until Sophie did. He needed to see it. Needed to capture it. Needed to witness his wife's pleasure as another man, a better man, a bigger man, gave her what Mark never could.

"Luke." Sophie's voice pitched higher, trembling, breaking. "Luke, I'm close. Don't stop. Please don't stop."

Please. Begging. His wife was begging.

"Cum for me." Luke's rhythm didn't falter, didn't slow, his hips snapping forward with brutal, mechanical precision. Relentless. "Cum on this Black dick. Show your husband how good I make you feel."

Sophie detonated.

Her scream tore through the studio, primal and guttural, a sound Mark had never heard from her before. Not in ten years of marriage, not in twelve years together. A sound he hadn't known she was capable of making. Her whole body went rigid, every muscle locked, thighs clamping around Luke's pistoning hips, and then she convulsed. Violent tremors wracked her from head to toe. Her pussy clenched down hard, rhythmic pulses visible even from where Mark knelt, her inner walls spasming around Luke's thick shaft. Luke groaned, deep and animalistic, struggling to keep thrusting through the vice-grip of her orgasm.

"Fuck. Fuck, you're squeezing me so tight."

Sophie was babbling now, words tumbling out in a broken, incoherent stream. "Oh God oh God oh God Mark I'm cumming I'm cumming on his cock oh fuck oh fuck oh-"

Mark nearly lost it. The camera slipped in his sweaty grip, and he caught it with both hands, barely, his cock forgotten for a crucial second. He steadied the Nikon, hands shaking violently, barely managing to keep the frame. Sophie's face was transcendent. Pleasure so intense it looked like agony, like religious ecstasy, her mouth open in a silent scream, tears streaming freely now, eyes squeezed shut so tight her whole face scrunched. She'd never cum like that with him. Never. Not even close.

And instead of jealousy, instead of shame or inadequacy or rage, all Mark felt was pride.

Joy. Total gratitude towards Luke.

Luke didn't stop. Didn't slow. He fucked her through the orgasm, each brutal thrust prolonging it, dragging out every spasm, every clench, every aftershock, until Sophie collapsed forward. Boneless. Completely spent. Her legs slipped off the table, dangling, red heels scraping against the floor. She was limp, utterly wrecked, a ragdoll in Luke's hands, and Luke pulled out carefully. His cock was still hard, still slick, still ready.

"On your back," he murmured, voice gentle now. Tender, even. "Let me see you."

Sophie whimpered, a soft, broken sound, but obeyed. She rolled over with clumsy, shaking limbs, movements uncoordinated. She sprawled on the table, chest heaving, breasts rising and falling rapidly, thighs falling open without prompting. Offering herself. Luke stepped between them again, slower this time, almost reverent. He entered her missionary, sinking in deep, and Sophie's breath hitched.

"Luke..."

He leant down, braced his large hands on either side of her head, and kissed her.

Mark realised this was their first kiss.

Tongues tangling, messy and open-mouthed, intimate in a way the fucking hadn't been, and the camera in the corner filmed it all. Mark stood cock in hand, balanced on the knife-edge of his own release. When they broke apart, a string of saliva connected their lips, and Sophie's eyes found his across the small space. Found Mark. Sought him out.

"I love you," she mouthed silently. Just for him.

Mark smiled. Nodded. Couldn't speak. Couldn't trust his voice. His throat was too tight, his chest too full.

Luke's rhythm was slower now, but no less intense. Deep, rolling thrusts that made Sophie gasp and cling to his shoulders, her small hands dark against his dark skin. Her legs wrapped around his waist, red heels digging into his arse, urging him deeper, and the wet sounds grew louder. Filthier. Her pussy was soaked, dripping, the obscene squelch of Luke's cock sliding in and out filling the studio. Mark's microphone was capturing it all. Every squelch, every moan, every whispered curse. This would be in the audio file. Permanent. Eternal.

"I'm close." Luke's voice was strained, control finally slipping, his movements turning erratic. "Where do you want it?"

Mark answered before Sophie could. The words erupted from him. "Inside her. Cum inside my wife. Fill her up."

Sophie's head whipped round, eyes locking with his, wide with shock and arousal and love, and she nodded frantically. "Yes. I want to feel it."

Want.

Luke's final thrusts were brutal. Desperate. His whole body tensed, every muscle defined under the lights, and then he stilled. Buried to the hilt. Balls pressed tight against her arse. And he groaned.

Deep. Animalistic. Guttural.

"Fuck. Fuck, I'm cumming."

Mark couldn't look away. He saw the exact moment Luke's cock pulsed inside his wife, thick and twitching, flooding her with his spunk. Sophie gasped, eyes going wide, her small hands flying to Luke's chest, feeling the moment.

"Oh my God. He's cumming in me, Mark. He's filling me."

Filling her. With his potent cum. Another man's cum. Inside Mark's wife.

Luke collapsed onto her, careful not to crush her despite his size, his cock still buried inside, still twitching with aftershocks. They panted together, sweat-slicked bodies pressed close, tangled, and Mark set the Nikon on the tripod with shaking hands. He couldn't hold it steady anymore. His whole body was trembling, adrenaline and arousal and emotion coursing through him. His cock was iron-hard and leaking, the pressure unbearable, painful almost, his jeans soaked through.

He stepped closer. Stared down at where Luke and Sophie were joined, his throat tight, his heart hammering.

"Can I... can I see?"

Luke pulled out slowly. The withdrawal was obscene, his thick cock sliding free with a wet, filthy sound that made Mark's knees weak. And then the flood came.

Cum. Thick and white and endless. It leaked from Sophie's pussy, a river of it, running down the curve of her arse, pooling on the table beneath her, dripping onto the floor. The sheer volume of it made Mark dizzy. How much had Luke cum? How deep had it gone? The Canon was still recording on the tripod, capturing the wide shot, the full debauchery, but Mark grabbed the Nikon. Switched to manual. Adjusted the aperture. And took close-ups.

Sophie's pussy. Stretched. Gaping. Pink and swollen and utterly wrecked, dripping with Luke's cum. Her wedding ring, still on her finger, resting on her heaving stomach, the silver band catching the light.

Click. Click. Click.

Evidence. Proof. A dirty art.

Sophie looked at him through heavy-lidded eyes. Saw his cock straining against his jeans, flushed and desperate and leaking, and her expression softened. Tender. Loving. She reached for him, fingers curling in the air.

"Come here, babe."

He did. Stumbled forward on shaky legs, cock leading the way, and she pulled him close. Guided him with those small, cum-slick hands to her entrance. To Luke's cum dripping from her pussy.

"Fuck me. Reclaim me."

Reclaim. That word. That concept. Taking back what was his. Except she'd never stopped being his, had she?

Mark entered her in one smooth thrust. He slid in so easily. She was so wet, so loose, so stretched open, Luke's cum coating his cock immediately. Slick and warm and filthy. The obscenity of it, the wrongness, the rightness, overwhelmed him. It was perfect. He thrust once, twice, three times, barely, and then he came.

Couldn't help it. Couldn't fucking stop himself.

His orgasm ripped through him, white-hot and blinding, tearing a strangled cry from his throat, and he spilt inside her. Every drop he had. Added his load to Luke's. Mixed their cum together deep in his wife's body, their fluids mingling in her most intimate place. Sophie wrapped her arms around him, pulled him down onto her sweat-slicked body, and kissed him hard. Desperate. Claiming him as much as he was claiming her.

"I love you," she whispered against his mouth, her breath hot and sweet. "Only you. Always you."

Mark was inside her. The woman he loved more than anything in the world, more than photography, more than air. And this mad, transgressive, beautiful, terrifying thing they'd just done had made them closer, not driven them apart. He could feel it. In her kiss, her grip, the way she whispered his name like a prayer, like absolution.

They were unbreakable.

Luke stepped back, giving them space, giving them this moment. Professional again, somehow, despite being naked and still half-hard and covered in the evidence of what they'd done. He grabbed his towel, wiped himself down efficiently, and moved to the far side of the studio.


twenty-seven
Exposure and Reclamation


Silence.

No. Not silence. Breathing. Sophie's breath against his neck, quick and ragged. His own chest heaving, lungs burning like he'd sprinted the Hampstead Hill loop. Somewhere down the hall, the Northern Line rumbled beneath Kentish Town, vibration travelling through the floorboards, through the massage table legs, into his knees where he knelt half-collapsed over her. His cock was still inside her. Softening now. Slipping in the mess they'd made, her cunt loose and hot around him, nothing gripping.

Christ, the mess.

Sweat and cum slicking his thighs, hers, the vinyl table surface squeaking wet beneath her arse where she lay pinned under him. He could smell it. The salt-musk stink of spunk, thick in his nose, and underneath, Sophie. Always Sophie. Her shampoo. Her skin. The scent he'd know blind.

Luke was still in the room. Mark could hear him. Fabric rustling, the soft thud of trainers on floorboards, the metallic zip of a gym bag. Moving. Giving them space. Professional, like this was just another gig. Maybe it was. Maybe Luke fucked married women every Saturday and went home to meal-prep chicken and watch Match of the Day.

The camera was still on. Red light blinking on the Canon, steady little heartbeat in the amber glow. The Nikon perched on its tripod, aimed at them like a third eye, memory card fat with images Mark would edit later. Tonight. Tomorrow. Forever. He didn't care. Let it record this. The aftermath. The bit porn never showed. Sophie's hand in his hair, fingers trembling, her lips pressed to his temple like a benediction. The way her body still shivered under him, aftershocks rolling through her thighs, her cunt clenching weakly around his softening cock.

Luke's cum and his own leaked out of her. Soaking into the fancy sheet, dripping onto the table

Mark's throat tightened. Not tears. Not quite. Just... something. Emotion without a name. Too big for his chest.

Sophie shifted beneath him. Small movement, her hips tilting, and his cock slipped out. The wet sound of it, filthy, loud in the quiet. She whimpered. Soft. Her thighs clamped shut reflexively, trapping the mess, and then her breath was warm against his neck, words vibrating into his skin.

"Mark." Hoarse. Wrecked. Her voice sounded like she'd been screaming. She had been screaming. "Babe. You okay?"

He lifted his head. His neck barely worked. Met her eyes. Blue-grey, the colour of Kentish Town rain, searching his face with something that looked like fear. Concern. Love. Vulnerability. All of it at once, her pupils still blown wide, lashes clumped with mascara and sweat.

Was she scared? That she'd gone too far? Crossed a line he couldn't uncross?

"I'm..." His voice cracked. He swallowed. Tried again. "Yeah. Fuck, Soph. That was..."

Words didn't exist. He kissed her instead. Deep. Slow. Tasting her. Wine on her tongue. Luke's skin, salt and musk. Her. Just her. She melted into it, hands cupping his face, thumbs stroking his cheekbones, and when they finally broke apart, they were both breathing hard again. Panting. Like they'd run miles.

Luke coughed.

A quiet, polite sound. Mark's head turned, neck stiff, and there he was across the studio. Already dressed. Boxers, joggers, Arsenal shirt. Shoving the damp towel into his gym bag, not quite looking at them. How long had Mark been kissing Sophie? Thirty seconds? A minute? Time felt slippery, elastic.

Luke hefted the bag onto his shoulder. Glanced at them. His grin was easy. Warm. No awkwardness, no smugness. Just... nice. Christ, he was nice. Everything Mark had hoped and feared he'd be.

"Yeah, I'm gonna..." Luke thumbed towards the door. "Head out, yeah? Give you two some time."

Mark pulled back from Sophie. Reluctant. His body didn't want to move, wanted to stay fused to her forever, but he sat up. Legs shaking. Thighs slick. He nodded.

"Thanks, mate." His voice sounded normal. How? "Seriously. That was... You were incredible."

Luke's grin widened. White teeth, that easy charisma that had made Mark pick him at Ginger & White weeks ago.

"Pleasure, bruv." He looked at Sophie, still sprawled on the table, flushed and glowing and thoroughly fucked. "Sophie, you were amazing."

She blushed. Actually blushed. After everything they’d done. After his cock in her mouth, his cum on her tits, his massive dick splitting her open. She blushed and smiled, shy, pulling the corner of the sheet over her chest like modesty still mattered.

"Thank you, Luke. That was... really special."

Luke paused at the door. Looked back. His expression shifted. Sincere. Genuine warmth in those dark eyes.

"Same time next week?"

The question hung. Mark and Sophie looked at each other. A whole conversation in that look. Do we want this again? Was once enough? Can we handle more? Will it ruin us or save us or just... be?

Sophie nodded. First. Decisive. Her blue-grey eyes locked on Mark's, asking and answering simultaneously.

Relief flooded him. Hot. Overwhelming.

"Yeah," Mark said, finding his voice. "Definitely."

Luke winked. "Safe."

And he was gone. Footsteps in the hallway, the front door clicking shut, the sound of his trainers on the pavement outside fading into the Kentish Town afternoon. The rumble of a bus, someone shouting about parking. Normal life, carrying on, oblivious.

They were alone.

The absence of Luke hit immediately. The studio felt different.

Sophie's hand found his face. Trembling fingers stroking his cheek, her wedding ring cool against his overheated skin. Silver band. Simple. Scratched from years of wear.

"I love you." Her voice cracked. "You know that, right? That was... God, it was incredible. But it's you I love. Only you."

Mark's throat closed. Tightened. That nameless emotion swelling again, too big, pressing against his ribs.

"I know." He meant it. Believed it. "I love you too. So fucking much."

More than he'd ever meant anything. Whatever had just happened, whatever they'd done, it hadn't broken them. Hadn't even cracked them. If anything, it had... what? Amplified? Sharpened? Made them more?

Yes. More. Just... more.

He got up, knees groaning, and Jesus Christ, how much cum had they put inside her? It covered the table, some still dripped between her thighs, pooling on the vinyl, and Mark stared. Mesmerised. His photographer's brain automatically framed the shot even as his cock gave a feeble, pathetic twitch.

Impossible. He’d just cum, but his balls still ached, and the sight of her like that, gaping and leaking, pink folds stretched and swollen...

Sophie watched his face. Saw the hunger. The fascination. She spread her legs wider. Deliberate. Offering.

"Do you want to..." Her voice was small. Shy. "I mean." Her thighs shifted, knees falling open. "If you want to see it. Taste it."

Mark's heart kicked. Hard. Then sprinted, blood roaring in his ears.

Taste it?

Luke's cum. Inside his wife. He'd wanked to this scenario a thousand times. Forum threads on Reddit, grainy porn clips, the idea sharp and filthy and impossible. Creampie eating. The ultimate compersion act. Reclaiming her with his mouth, celebrating what she'd experienced, tasting another man's seed and loving it. But those were fantasies. Pixels. Words on a screen. This was real. Sophie was looking at him, blue-grey eyes huge, pupils swallowing the colour, and her pussy was right there. Gaping. Leaking. He could see it. White against pink. Thick and obscene.

"I know you've thought about it," she whispered. Not accusing. Just... knowing.

She did know. She always fucking knew.

Mark nodded. Couldn't speak. Dropped to his knees beside the massage table, legs folding, vinyl cold against his shins. Sophie shifted, propped herself up on her elbows, breath quickening. Watching him. He positioned himself between her thighs, face inches from her used pussy.

The smell hit him.

Fuck.

Not overwhelming. Specific. Sex. Sweat. Cum, thick and musky, the stink of spunk unmistakable, and underneath, deeper, Sophie's arousal. That scent he knew, could identify in the dark, the tang of her cunt after she'd been fucked. His mouth watered. Actual saliva pooling under his tongue, throat working.

He leaned in. One slow, broad stroke. Arsehole to clit. Tongue flat, lapping.

The taste… Salt. Ocean-salt, skin-salt. Bitter at the back of his throat, metallic almost, like sucking a battery. Pennies. Blood? No. Cum. Luke's cum, his cum, that thick coating on his tongue, viscous, clinging to his teeth, and underneath it, deeper, Sophie's sweetness. The tang he knew, had tasted a thousand times, her arousal cutting through the... what? The wrongness?

Except it wasn't wrong.

His cock was hardening again. Impossible. Aching against his thigh, blood rushing south despite his balls screaming empty. He licked again. Deeper this time. His tongue pushing into her entrance, scooping out the cum pooled inside. It coated his tongue, thick and obscene and perfect. He swallowed. Did it again.

Luke's. His. Mixed. Theirs.

Sophie gasped above him. Sharp. Her thighs tensed, muscles jumping under his palms.

"Oh fuck, Mark."

He licked again. His tongue working deep in her cunt, cleaning her, worshipping her, tasting everything they'd done. Sophie's hands found his hair, fingers tangling, gripping tight, and her hips rolled towards his mouth. Chasing. Greedy.

"That's so hot." Her voice shook. Breathless. "Oh my God, babe. You're eating his cum out of me."

Yes. Yes, he fucking was. And it was the most erotic thing he'd ever done. Not humiliating. The forums always made it sound humiliating, degrading, the cuck husband reduced to cleaning up. But this wasn't that. This was intimate. Reclaiming her. Tasting what she'd experienced, what Luke's massive cock had given her, celebrating it with his mouth, his tongue, his devotion.

Mark shifted focus. Her clit. Circling it with his tongue, sucking gently. She was sensitive. Overstimulated from Luke's relentless fucking, and she bucked against his mouth with a strangled cry.

"Careful." Gasping. "I'm so... oh fuck, don't stop."

He didn't. Worked her clit with precision. He knew this body. Knew exactly how much pressure, what rhythm. Clockwise circles, light suction, the flat of his tongue, then the tip. Two fingers slid into her pussy. So easy. So loose. His fingers moved without resistance where normally she'd be tight, clenching, gripping. The physical evidence of what Luke had done to her. How thoroughly he'd stretched her, wrecked her, opened her.

Sophie came with a sharp cry. Smaller than her orgasm with Luke, but intense. Her thighs clamped around Mark's head, trapping him against her pussy as she shook through it. He lapped at her through the aftershocks, drinking her down, cleaning her with reverent strokes of his tongue. When she finally relaxed, panting and boneless, he pulled back.

His face was glazed. Cum and her wetness coated his chin, dripping. He could feel it. Smell it on himself.

Sophie pulled him up immediately. Grabbed his face, kissed him. Fierce. Deep. Tasting everything on his tongue. Luke. Herself. Mark. She moaned into his mouth, low and filthy, and her hand reached down between them, found his cock.

Hard. Rock-hard. Aching.

She laughed. Breathless. Amazed.

"Again? Already?"

Delighted. She sounded delighted.

He nodded. Sheepish but too aroused to care, to think.

"I need you, Soph." His voice was ragged. Desperate. "Need to be inside you again. Please."

Sophie didn't hesitate. Guided him to her entrance, eyes locked on his. Blue-grey fire.

"Then fuck me." A command. A plea. "Reclaim me again."

Mark pushed in. So easy. She was so wet, so open, his cock sliding home in one stroke. He bottomed out with a groan, pelvis flush against hers, and paused. Just feeling. Being inside her. Home.

Tight enough. Warm. Hers.

This fuck was different. Not performative. Not for the camera, though the Canon was still recording somewhere in his peripheral vision, red light blinking, battery dying. He didn't care. He'd edit it later. Maybe keep it. Maybe delete it. Didn't matter. This wasn't documentation. This was them.

Slow. Deep. Intimate. Missionary. Their foreheads touching, eyes locked. He whispered with each thrust.

"I love you." In. Out. In. "Love you, love you, love you."

Sophie's legs wrapped around his waist. Heels still on. Red stilettos digging into his arse, sharp and perfect, urging him deeper.

"Harder, babe." Gasping. "I want to feel you."

Mark obeyed. Picked up the pace. Hips snapping against hers, wet, filthy sounds filling the studio. Squelch of cum, slap of skin. He was already close. Too worked up. Too overstimulated. Too emotionally raw. The whole afternoon had been building to this, and his body couldn't take much more.

"I'm not gonna last," he warned. Breathless. Apologetic.

Sophie nodded. Kissed him hard, tongue pushing into his mouth.

"I don't care." Her words were hot against his lips. "Cum in me. Add to it. Fill me again, your slut wife."

The dirty talk. So casual, so honest. It pushed him over.

Three more desperate thrusts and he was there. Cumming again with a strangled shout, his cock pulsed weakly inside her, spilling what little he had left. Not as much as Luke's massive load. Nowhere near. But it was his. His claim. His love made physical.

Mark collapsed onto her, rolling slightly so his weight settled on the table instead of her body. Both gasping for air. Hearts racing. Sophie's hand found his, fingers threading together, squeezing tight.

They lay there. Tangled. Sticky. Utterly spent.

The Canon's red light blinked off. The battery probably dead. The Nikon on the tripod sat silent.

Sophie giggled.

An unexpected bright sound. Breaking the heavy silence like a stone through glass.

Mark lifted his head. Heavy. "What?"

She grinned. Eyes sparkling with mischief, disbelief, joy.

"We really did that." Breathless laughter. "I just fucked Luke. You watched. You ate his cum. We're insane."

Mark laughed too. Relief flooded him, washing away the last dregs of anxiety, doubt, fear.

"Completely insane." He kissed her nose. "Best day of my life."

They kissed again. Slow. Sweet. Tasting everything they'd done, everything they'd become. They lay side by side on the narrow massage table, hands clasped, bodies cooling.

Sophie turned her head. Looked at the cameras with sleepy curiosity.

"You got everything?"

Mark nodded. "Everything."

She bit her lip. That gesture. The one he loved. "Can I see? Later?"

Warmth bloomed in his chest. Mark squeezed her hand. "We'll watch it together. Tonight. In bed. And then..."

He trailed off. Suddenly shy. Ridiculous, after everything, but there it was.

Sophie prompted, smiling. "And then?"

"And then I'll probably fuck you again."

She laughed. Delighted. The sound filled the studio, bouncing off the white walls. "Good."

They eventually got off the table and stood on wobbly legs. Mark grabbed the towels he’d prepared, which smelt of fabric softener, and normal life. He helped Sophie clean up. Gentle. Worshipful. Wiping between her thighs carefully, seeing her wince.

"Sore?"

"A bit." She met his eyes. Serious. "But in a good way."

A pause. Then, softer: "I'll feel him for days."

Possessive pride swelled in Mark's chest. He kissed her shoulder.

"Good."

Sophie stripped out of the bra, let it fall, and stood in just the stockings, heels, and the QoS anklet. Mark looked at her properly. Photographer's eye and lover's eye simultaneously, both lenses overlapping.

Beautiful.

Flushed. Glowing. Thoroughly satisfied. Hair mussed, lips swollen from kissing, a faint red mark on her collarbone where Luke had sucked. Evidence. Proof.

"You earned that anklet," he said, nodding at it.

Sophie smiled. Lifted her leg gracefully, wiggled her ankle. The little spade charm caught the amber light, glinted.

"I really did, didn't I?"
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They migrated to the bedroom. Left cleaning up the studio for later. The cum-stained sheets, the equipment scattered, the evidence. Tomorrow's problem. Sophie peeled off the heels, dropped them by the wardrobe with a clatter, and flopped onto their bed with a satisfied groan. Mark joined her immediately. Pulled the duvet over them both, cocooning. They curled together. Familiar. Safe. Her back against his chest, his arm around her waist, fitting like puzzle pieces.

"Thank you," Sophie whispered into the quiet.

"For giving me that. For letting me be... that."

Mark kissed her hair. Breathed in the scent of her. Coconut shampoo. Sweat. Sex. Her.

"Thank you. For trusting me. For being brave. For being you."

This was the bit that mattered. Not Luke's cock splitting her open, not the cum, not the camera. This. Sophie's breath evening out against his chest, her fingers laced with his, the room going soft in the dusk light.

Reclamation.

He'd thought it was the fucking. After Luke. Marking her, claiming her, putting his cock where Luke's had been. But no. This was it. The quiet. Her choosing to curl into him, smelling like another man, tasting like another man's cum, and still... still his.

Always his.

The word sat in his chest: Compersion.

Love. Same thing, maybe. Yeah. Same thing.

They dozed. The late afternoon sun slanted through the bedroom window. The blackout curtains were open, forgotten in their haste, painting gold across the bed, across Sophie's hair fanned on the pillow. Outside, Kentish Town hummed. Buses rumbling down Fortess Road. Voices calling to each other. The distant wail of a siren. Normal life. Inside, Mark and Sophie slept. Sated. Safe. Bodies cooling. Hearts entwined.


twenty-eight
Epilogue: Expanding the Frame


Mark collapsed onto the mattress beside her, felt the familiar dip and creak of their bed, and let himself just look. Sophie sprawled on her back, thighs splayed, sheets tangled somewhere near her ankles. Her chest rose and fell, breath still coming fast, and Christ, the flush hadn't faded yet. Pink spread from her throat down between her tits, nipples still hard, and lower, where his cum leaked from her pussy in a slow, wet trail onto the fitted sheet.

Beautiful. Even now. Maybe especially now.

His cock, slick and softening against his thigh, twitched faintly. Give it ten minutes. Maybe five.

Sophie's jaw. That's where his eyes went next. She was working it, flexing slightly, and Mark's brain supplied the image before he could stop it: last night, Luke's thick cock stretching her mouth wide, her lips wrapped tight, mascara running in twin black streaks as she gagged and took him deeper, deeper, eight fucking inches down her throat while Mark filmed every second.

She'd swallowed Luke's cum. Grinned at the camera after, triumphant, like she'd won gold at the fucking Olympics.

Which, in a way, she had.

Mark's photographer brain never switched off. Even post-orgasm, wrung out and sticky, he was cataloguing: the light filtering through the bedroom curtains (soft, diffused, grey London morning), the contrast of her blonde hair against the white pillowcase, the Queen of Spades anklet still on her left ankle, glinting silver where her leg draped over his hip.

She turned her head. Met his eyes.

"You're staring," she said, but she was smiling.

Half awe, half arousal, all love. That's what she'd told him once, describing the way he looked at her during shoots. He hadn't denied it. Couldn't.

"Can't help it."

Her eyebrow arched. "Yeah?"

"You're fucking stunning, Soph."

She laughed, breathless, and stretched like a cat. Back arched, arms over her head, and Mark watched the play of muscle under skin, the way her tits lifted, the soft curve of her belly. Three weeks. Three weeks since Luke had first fucked her properly, since Mark had filmed his wife taking another man's cock and cum harder than she ever had with him, and she still looked at him like he was the miracle.

"You're getting ridiculously good at deepthroating him, you know that?" Mark said. His voice came out rougher than intended, still sex-hoarse.

Sophie's grin widened, smug and pleased. "Practice makes perfect. Three weeks ago, I could barely take the head without gagging. Now?" She stretched again, luxuriating in it. "I can almost take all that beautiful cock."

Mark groaned. His cock thickened against his thigh, the traitorous bastard. "Don't."

"Don't what?"

"Talk about Luke's cock when I'm trying to recover."

She glanced down, saw him hardening, and her laugh turned wicked. "Too late."

"Give me ten minutes," he muttered.

"Promises, promises."

She reached down, traced her fingers along his chest. The light touch sent a shiver through him, and he caught her hand, brought it to his lips. Kissed her knuckles. Her wedding ring pressed cool against his mouth.

They lay there in the tangle of sheets and morning quiet. No clients today. No shoots scheduled. Just them and the muffled sounds of Kentish Town beyond the window. Sunday. Their Sunday.

Mark's hand found her hip, traced the jut of bone, the soft skin just above. She wore the anklet everywhere now. The little silver spade charm that said: I fuck Black men. My husband watches.

The ease between them felt different. After that first proper fuck with Luke, there'd been nerves. Second-guessing. Is this okay? Are we okay? Now? Now it just was. Sophie fucked Luke. Mark filmed. Luke left, and they fucked each other, fell asleep tangled together. Simple. Perfect.

Sophie disentangled herself eventually. Swung her legs over the edge of the bed. Stood. Naked except for the anklet, she padded towards the bathroom, and Mark propped himself on one elbow to watch. The curve of her arse still flushed pink from where he'd gripped her hips. The way she moved, confident, unhurried, like she knew he was watching and didn't mind. Liked it, even.

The en-suite door was open. She paused at the full-length mirror by the wardrobe, angled herself, and studied her reflection. Mark knew that look. Designer Sophie, brain clicking into gear, assessing composition, colour, light.

Flushed chest. Tousled hair. A faint purple bruise on her neck - Luke, Wednesday night, sucking too hard while Mark zoomed in for the close-up.

She smiled at herself. Not the nervous smile from that first camera club shoot where she'd agonised over her body, her stomach, whether she was enough. No. This smile was different. Confident. Owned.

Sophie disappeared into the bathroom. Water ran - shower, quick and efficient, none of the long indulgent soaks she used to take. She emerged minutes later in a cloud of steam, grabbed his Arsenal shirt from the chair by the window, and pulled it over her damp skin. Oversized, hanging to mid-thigh, smelling faintly of his deodorant. No knickers.

Why bother?

She left the bedroom, and Mark listened to her footsteps, bare feet on floorboards, the faint clink of the kettle being filled in the kitchen. He should get up. Shower. Maybe edit more of last night's shoot.

Instead, he lay there, staring at the ceiling, replaying it.

Luke's cock. Sophie's mouth. The way she'd looked up at the camera, mascara streaking, spit stringing from her lips to his dark shaft, and fucking smiled. Mark had nearly cum in his jeans right then. The close-ups he'd got: her throat bulging slightly, Luke's hand fisted in her blonde hair, the contrast of his deep brown skin against her pale face, fuck. His best work. Filthy, beautiful, theirs.

Mark's cock throbbed. He wrapped his hand around it, stroked once, twice. Still too sensitive. He let go, groaned, and rolled out of bed.

The shower could wait.

He pulled on his boxers, headed to the living room. The flat smelled of last night's takeaway; Vietnamese from the place on Kentish Town Road, the containers still stacked by the sink. Sophie was in the kitchen, phone in one hand, coffee mug in the other, scrolling through Instagram with that focused look she got when she was working.

Except she wasn't working. The angle of her head, the way she bit her lower lip. That was her thinking look. Her wanting look.

He grabbed his laptop from the coffee table, settled onto the sofa, and opened Lightroom. The memory card from yesterday's shoot was already loaded. Four hundred and twelve images. He'd edited maybe fifty so far, couldn't stop wanking long enough to finish the rest.

"Look at you," Mark murmured to the screen, stroking the cursor across the image like a caress. Two weeks ago, she couldn't get past three inches without gagging. Now she was taking eight inches like a fucking champion.

"What're you looking at?"

Sophie's voice, right behind him. Mark glanced up. She was leaning over the back of the sofa, peering at the screen, coffee mug still in hand. Her damp hair dripped onto his shoulder.

"Last night," he said.

She stared at the image. Her breath hitched.

"God," she said softly. "Look at me."

"I am." Mark zoomed in, cropped tighter - her stretched lips, the bulge in her cheek where Luke's cock pressed against the inside of her mouth. "You're incredible, Soph.

Sophie grinned, smug satisfaction radiating off her.

He shifted, tried to adjust himself, but Sophie's eyes tracked the movement. That smirk. She knew exactly what she did to him.

"Save it for later," she said, patting his shoulder. "I need more coffee. And I'm texting Gemma."

Mark glanced up, eyebrows raised. "Gemma, huh?"

"Yes, Gemma." Sophie's voice had that defensive edge, the one she got when she was trying to downplay something. "My client. Remember?"

"Right. Client."

She swatted the back of his head lightly, laughing, and moved back towards the kitchen.

Mark watched her go. The Arsenal shirt barely covered her arse, rode up when she reached for the coffee jar on the top shelf. He turned back to Lightroom, clicked through more images. Sophie's throat bulging. Luke's cum streaking her face. Her tongue licking it off her lips, that triumphant grin.

From the kitchen, he heard the kettle boil, click off. The clink of the spoon against the mug. Then silence. Sophie was on her phone, scrolling. He knew without looking.

Mark minimised Lightroom, pulled up his own phone. Checked Instagram out of habit. Luke had posted a story - some behind-the-scenes shots from the short film he’s in, in costume, grinning at the camera. First day on set. Buzzing.

Good lad. Talented, too. So glad he got the part.

"That Gemma?" Mark called out, grinning despite himself.

From the kitchen, Sophie's voice drifted back. "Yeah. Coffee Friday."

"Coffee. Right. That's what you're calling it now?"

A pause. Then a cushion flew through the air, bounced harmlessly off his shoulder.

"Shut up," Sophie said, appearing in the doorway. Her cheeks were flushed. Interesting. "It's professional. Mostly."

Mark turned in his seat, looked at her properly. She was leaning against the doorframe, phone in hand, biting her lower lip. That tell again. The one that meant she was nervous, uncertain, wanting something but not sure how to ask.

"You text her heart emojis, Soph," he said. "That's not professional."

Her flush deepened. "She texted two kisses first."

Mark's grin widened. "You're going to end up in bed with her," he said. Not a question. A certainty.

Sophie's mouth opened. Closed. She looked at him, eyes wide, pupils blown.

"Would you be okay with that?" she asked quietly. "If I... explored? With her?"

Mark's response was immediate. "Soph, if you're asking permission to fuck a gorgeous bisexual yoga instructor while I film it, the answer's yes. Always yes."

Relief and something hotter - arousal, anticipation - flashed across her face. She laughed, shaking her head. "Film it. Christ, of course you'd want to film it."

Mark adopted a mock-serious expression, straightened in his chair. "I'm a photographer. It's my duty."

Before Sophie could respond, Mark's phone buzzed on the coffee table. He glanced at it. Luke's name on the screen.

Luke: Mate! Raindance screening in September. You and Sophie should come. Drinks after?

Mark's chest tightened. Pride, excitement, and genuine happiness for the lad. He called Sophie over, waved the phone.

"Come here. You need to see this."

Sophie crossed to him, leaned over his shoulder. Read the screen. Then she squealed - actually fucking squealed, loud and bright and startled.

"Oh my God, that's amazing! He deserves it."

Mark nodded, already typing a reply. "He does. Talented bloke. We should get him something. Champagne? Bottle for the screening?"

"Definitely." Sophie's eyebrows waggled. "And maybe a celebration shoot?"

Mark laughed, already forming their reply.

Mark: Massive congrats, mate. Buzzing for you. Drinks at Raindance for sure. And yeah, celebration shoot sounds perfect. Sophie's already planning your outfit (hint: there isn't one).

Luke: Ha! Tell her I'm counting on it. Oh - Naomi wants to meet you both properly. Not just post-shoot hellos. Fancy a double date? She's curious about the whole setup. In a good way, promise.

Mark read the message twice. Naomi. Luke's girlfriend. The dancer. Gorgeous, according to Luke. Bisexual, open-minded, into the lifestyle.

He turned to Sophie. Her eyes were already wide, reading over his shoulder.

"Naomi," she said. Her voice came out breathless. Sophie's mouth had gone dry. He could see it; the way she swallowed, the way her tongue darted out to wet her lips.

"She wants to meet us?" Sophie said. "Like... join?"

Mark's voice dropped, careful. He was checking her temperature, watching for hesitation. "Would you want that? You, Naomi, Luke, and me filming?"

Sophie bit her lip. He watched her think it through. Two women sharing Luke's cock. Naomi's mouth on hers, soft and warm and knowing. Mark's camera capturing it all, zooming in on the tangle of limbs and sweat and pleasure.

"I think so," Sophie said. Honest. Uncertain but willing. "If she's interested. If you are."

Mark's cock visibly hardened again beneath his boxers. He groaned.

"Soph, I'm so interested I might die."
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They ended up back in bed of course.

The morning had bled into the afternoon without Mark noticing. The light was softer now, grey clouds rolling in over Kentish Town, rain threatening. The air felt heavy with it. Sophie pulled the duvet over them both as they settled into the familiar tangle of limbs and warmth.

Mark's fingers traced lazy patterns on her hip, circling the anklet absently. The silver chain was warm from her skin.

"Do you ever regret it?" he asked. The words came out quieter than he'd intended. Vulnerable. "Any of this?"

Sophie rolled to face him. Her blue-grey eyes searched his face, and Mark felt the familiar tightness in his chest. She could see right through him. Always had.

"No," she said. "Never. Do you?"

"The opposite." Mark swallowed. His throat felt thick. "But I'm terrified I've unleashed something I can't control. That you'll realise you don't need me anymore."

The words hung between them. Stupid. Needy. But honest.

Sophie's face softened. She rolled on top of him, straddled his hips, and held his face between her palms. Her hands were warm, solid, real. She forced him to meet her eyes.

"Mark Blake. Listen to me." Her voice was fierce, certain. "Luke's cock is huge. Gemma's... intriguing. But you're the one I love. You're the one who sees me. Who permitted me to be this. Without you, none of this exists."

Before Mark could respond, she kissed him.

Deep. Slow. Her tongue sliding against his, tasting of coffee. Her hand reached between them, found his cock. Already hard.

She guided him inside her, sank onto him with a soft gasp. Her body accepted him easily after weeks of Luke stretching her wider. Looser. Different. But still theirs.

They fucked gently this time.

No dirty talk. No performance. Just a connection.

Mark's hands found her hips, guiding her rhythm. Not directing. Just with her. Her forehead pressed to his, breath mingling, the quiet creak of the bed beneath them. Outside, the muffled sounds of Saturday and the first drops of rain beginning to patter against the window.

Mark came fast, wrung out from earlier, from looking at those photos, from the promise of Gemma and Naomi and more, always more. He whispered "I love you" as he spilt inside her, felt her pussy clench around him, milking the last pulses from his cock.

Sophie didn't cum.

Didn't need to.

Mark could tell from the way she moved, the way she kissed him after - soft, unhurried, content. This wasn't about orgasm. It was about them. About the anchor holding steady beneath all the transgression and exploration and newness.

"What's next for us?" she asked eventually.

Mark kissed her hair. He grinned against her scalp.

"Whatever you want, my queen."

Sophie was quiet for a moment. Thinking. Mark could feel the wheels turning in her brain, the way they did when she was planning a design project, mapping out possibilities.

"Gemma," she said thoughtfully. "Naomi. Maybe another guy eventually. Luke's amazing, but variety..."

Mark's cock twitched inside her, still soft but responding despite exhaustion. Fucking hell.

"Christ, you're going to kill me," he said.

Sophie laughed against his chest. "What a way to go."

Her hand drifted to her ankle, fingers tracing the QoS charm. The silver felt cool against her skin, solid, real. A promise. A claim. Mark watched her touch it, watched the small smile curve her lips.

She looked up at him. Met his eyes.

"More," she said.

Not a question. A statement. A certainty.

Mark kissed her forehead, her nose, her mouth.

"More," he agreed.

And meant it.
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Slut Wife Collection: Six Explicit Stories of Shared Wives

Amazon Link

Six couples, six filthy fantasies made real – dive into the ultimate hotwife anthology of temptation, risk, and lust!


Welcome to Slut Wife Collection: Six Explicit Stories of Shared Wives, a brand‑new XXX anthology from British erotica author Chris P. Rider – unapologetically filthy, shameless, and dripping with hardcore hotwife action. This isn’t romance. This is brazen erotica designed for readers who want stuck‑to‑the‑page filth.

Inside, you’ll find six standalone stories, each one pushing wives out of their comfort zones and into beds, beaches, bars, hotel rooms, and alleyways where strangers use them, hard and messy, while their husbands watch – and can’t stop touching themselves.

In Nude Beach Awakening, a shy English wife on holiday dares to strip in public, only to be pulled into the dunes by two hung Spanish strangers who flood every hole while her husband watches from the scrub.

The Wrong Bar takes a nervous London wife into the infamous Obsidian nightclub, where her husband deliberately places her in the orbit of towering black bulls – her first taste of a gangbang, crowned airtight in front of a cheering circle.

In The University Revisit, a posh Lady and her husband walk back into their old Oxford college… ending in her being gangbanged by a room full of sweaty rugby lads, climaxing in the sheer taboo of finally being creampied by the shy scholarship boy who worshipped her all his life.

Late Night Office Temptation drags another marriage straight under fluorescent light. A London wife is bent raw over her desk by her boss while her husband masturbates at the window – overwhelmed as she screams she’s been “reshaped” by his cock while London watches through fourteen floors of glass.

Hotel Key Swap Seduction pushes a young married couple into the arms of swinging veterans, where the wife is sucked into bisexual play, her first new cock, and even pegging demonstrations that change their marriage forever.

And finally, the anthology closes with the filthiest of them all: Dirty Taxi Home – where a drunk wife in a pink mini‑dress is stripped and fucked over a cab bonnet by a greasy cabbie while her husband films. Then a tramp stumbles in, jerking off, licking her arse, and spraying his cum across her back before the cabbie rams her arse bare. It’s sticky, it’s brutal, and it’s unforgettable.

Every one of these tales contains cum‑dripping creampies, throat‑wrecking blowjobs, brutal size comparisons with husbands’ smaller cocks, exhibition risks, and the kind of shameless acts that mean you’re definitely better off reading this on your Kindle, not in public.

A Marriage Evolved

Amazon: https://amzn.eu/d/fqJYypZ

When Emily Harrington discovers her husband James's hidden desires through his browser history, their seemingly perfect marriage faces a crossroads. Rather than confront him with anger, Emily's curiosity leads her down a path of self-discovery, exploring concepts of love, trust, and personal freedom that she never imagined possible.

As Emily delves deeper into understanding her husband's fantasies, she begins questioning her own desires and limitations. Through careful research and open communication, the couple finds themselves growing closer as they discuss possibilities that both excite and frighten them. Their journey of mutual discovery transforms their relationship, pushing boundaries they never thought they'd cross.

At work, Emily catches the attention of the charismatic Dr. Alexander Thornton, whose confidence and commanding presence awakens something within her. With James's encouragement, Emily begins to explore her newfound freedom, discovering sides of herself she never knew existed. As she embraces her evolving sexuality, Emily finds herself torn between her deep love for James and her growing attraction to Alex.

Their marriage takes an unconventional turn as James discovers joy in Emily's happiness and personal growth. Through their shared experiences, they develop a deeper understanding of trust, communication, and the multiple facets of love. However, their journey isn't without its challenges, as they navigate societal expectations and their own insecurities.

Meanwhile, a darker element lurks in the shadows. Ethan, a skilled student hacker, watches Emily's transformation with twisted fascination, gathering information and plotting to use it for his own devious purposes. His presence threatens to disrupt the delicate balance Emily and James have created.

As Emily continues to push her boundaries and explore her desires, she discovers a community of like-minded individuals who support and understand their lifestyle choices. Through online forums and real-world encounters, both Emily and James find validation and encouragement for their unconventional choices.

This steamy romance novel explores themes of marriage, trust, and personal growth as Emily and James redefine their relationship on their own terms. Their journey showcases how open communication and mutual support can strengthen a marriage, even as it evolves beyond traditional boundaries.

"A Marriage Evolved" is the first book in The Harringtons series, setting the stage for Emily and James's continuing journey of discovery, passion, and love. This novel contains mature themes and is intended for adult readers who enjoy spicy romance with elements of psychological exploration and relationship dynamics.

Private Viewing: A Hotwife Tale

Amazon: https://amzn.eu/d/ftcH3q8

A SPICY HOTWIFE ESTATE AGENCY ADVENTURE

Takes readers into the transformed marriage of Sue and David Maxwell as they discover an unconventional path to professional success and marital ecstasy.

Sue’s faltering career as an estate agent coincides with her husband David’s crippling writer’s block. When David suggests a provocative solution—that Sue should embrace her sexuality to attract clients—neither anticipates how completely this experiment will reshape their lives.

From the moment Sue trades her conservative trouser suits for revealing dresses and stockings, the transformation is electric. Male clients can’t keep their eyes off her, and neither can her formerly disinterested colleagues. As Sue’s confidence grows with each successful viewing, so does her willingness to push boundaries.

David finds himself consumed with lust as Sue returns home with increasingly explicit stories – the client who couldn’t resist kissing her after signing papers, the sophisticated businessman who backed her against the shower door, her boss Jimmy whose wandering hands demanded more than just professional excellence.

The narrative sizzles as Sue details her adventures in their bedroom, turning David’s jealousy into a potent aphrodisiac that reignites their sex life. Each confession becomes more explicit – Sue bent over a kitchen island, taken against floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking London, servicing multiple men while thinking of her husband waiting at home.

When the Harrington brothers, wealthy, dominant property developers, request Sue’s “personal service” for a penthouse viewing, the stakes rise dramatically. Their clinical domination pushes Sue to sexual extremes she never imagined, including being shared by both brothers simultaneously while their cameras record every breathless moment.

Throughout her transformation, Sue maintains her loving connection to David through detailed confessions that fuel both his resurgent writing career and their passionate lovemaking. His novel about a hotwife estate agent flows freely now, blurring the lines between fiction and their new reality.

By the story’s conclusion, Sue has evolved from an overlooked professional to a confident sexual being who leverages her powerful allure to save an entire estate agency. Jimmy’s business thrives, David’s writing career resurges, and their marriage reaches new heights of intimacy through their unconventional arrangement.

Caribbean Confessions:
An Interracial Hotwife Tale

Amazon: https://a.co/d/drUZX6c

Cate and Brandon's marriage may look perfect from the outside – successful careers, luxurious London penthouse, enviable lifestyle – but behind closed doors, their bedroom has grown predictable. Routine. Safe.

When Brandon books a surprise getaway to an exclusive adults-only Caribbean resort, neither spouse reveals their secret: they both harbor forbidden fantasies about Cate exploring pleasure with well-endowed men while Brandon watches.

Paradise Cove promises discretion, luxury, and "bespoke experiences" for discerning couples. The attentive staff – particularly their personal butler Mateo – seem eager to fulfill every desire, spoken or unspoken.

As the tropical heat intensifies, Cate and Brandon discover colored wristbands that reveal guests' preferences and boundaries. White for newcomers. Blue for the curious. Purple for the adventurous. Red for those ready to surrender completely to fantasy.

Their couples massage becomes an unexpected initiation when their therapists offer "enhanced services" that leave them both breathless. Later, at the resort's exclusive nightclub, they witness couples openly exploring fantasies they've only whispered about in the dark.

A private yacht excursion with other experienced couples pushes their boundaries further, while a beachfront masquerade party – where identities remain hidden but desires are fully exposed – transforms their relationship forever.

What starts as a holiday escape becomes a journey of sexual awakening as Brandon embraces his desire to direct and observe, while Cate rediscovers the wild, uninhibited woman she once was during her university days.

Their final night at Paradise Cove culminates in an arranged encounter that fulfills their deepest fantasies – professionally recorded to ensure they never forget how completely they've embraced their true desires.

Will their newfound sexual freedom survive the return to London's conservative society, or will Paradise Cove remain a beautiful yet temporary escape from reality?
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