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Introduction


THIS IS A VERY ADULT 28K WORD NOVELLA! A dirty cuckquean / bi-sexual wife erotic novel. 


See the trigger warnings at the end of the book – you've been warned!

Book 12 of Lily Corbett's "Taboo Tales" series of very naughty books!


1: The Tagine and the Lie I Told Myself


Istood at the island with my hand on the Le Creuset lid, cold for an hour now. This is what waiting feels like when you've stopped lying to yourself.

The tagine underneath was ruined. I knew it without looking. I'd made it at half six, timing it for Tom's usual train, the one he hadn't caught in seventeen days. Not that I was counting. Except I was absolutely counting, had been since the first Tuesday in October when he'd texted at quarter past seven to say Diana needed something finished before morning. I'd said fine, reheated my own portion, gone to bed at eleven with my chest tight enough that I'd told myself it was indigestion.

Nearly eight on a Tuesday in late October. The kitchen was too bright, every light on, overhead and under-cabinet both. Performing surgery rather than standing here not looking at my phone.

I looked at my phone.

No message. Obviously no message. If there'd been one I would've heard it. I'd had the sound on since six forty-five for exactly this reason. Put it face-down on the worktop. Picked it up. Checked. Nothing. Put it down.

The fridge hummed. The boiler clicked. I opened the fridge, stared at the interior without seeing it, closed it without taking anything. Fine. Completely fine. Just a woman in her own kitchen on a Tuesday night, definitely not thinking about the word Diana, which had appeared in my husband's conversation with increasing regularity over the past three weeks until it had become background noise, always there, always unremarkable, always slightly too frequent to be entirely unremarkable.

Diana thinks we should pivot the approach.

Diana's handling the client dinner.

Diana said something funny today.

Diana.

Always Diana.

I turned to the cork noticeboard by the fridge. The photograph from Porto, two years ago, Tom's arm around my waist, both of us squinting into Portuguese sun, happy in that uncomplicated holiday way where you'd left your actual life at Gatwick. We'd been happy then. Fairly sure we were happy now. Happiness and Diana weren't mutually exclusive yet.

The question was whether they were going to stay that way.

I picked up my phone again. Scrolled through Tom's messages from the past week. All perfectly normal. Updates, logistics, a photo of a dog he'd seen at lunch that he thought I'd like. Nothing incriminating. Which wasn't reassuring either, because people hiding things didn't send incriminating texts, did they. They were careful. They used the work phone. They deleted things.

The spiral again, taking a perfectly reasonable late night and spinning it into full betrayal based on nothing except a name said too often and a feeling lodged in my gut like spoiled food.

I put the phone down.

Seventeen late nights since the start of October. I wasn't keeping a list. Just aware, the way you're aware of things sitting at the edge of your vision that refuse to resolve into clarity. The new aftershave, subtle, expensive, not the one I'd bought him last Christmas. The way he'd said Diana thinks four times during dinner last Thursday, then clearly heard himself and changed the subject. His tiredness on those late nights, not exhaustion but something else. Energy spent somewhere other than spreadsheets.

Or maybe I was completely mad. That was an option. The most likely option, actually. A woman married six years who was now inventing problems because everything was fine and fine was boring.

I lifted the foil on the tagine. Looked at the contents. Put the foil back.

The tagine had given up entirely. Sat there in defeated silence, a meal made for someone who wasn't here. I had a choice now, didn't I. Text him. Call. Or accept that this was what Tuesday evenings looked like now: reheated dinners, too-bright kitchens, going to bed at eleven with the light off on my side before Tom got home.

Or.

I could drive to the office. Deliver the food in person. Thoughtful wife bringing dinner to her hardworking husband. Completely normal. Definitely not the actions of a woman who'd spent three weeks building a mental case file and was ready to cross-examine.

I'm going to the office.

For the tagine.

Obviously.

I went upstairs. Stood in front of the bathroom mirror longer than reasonable. Brushed my hair, which didn't need brushing. Changed out of the leggings and oversized jumper I'd been wearing since getting home from work and into jeans and the navy blouse Tom said brought out my eyes. It did. I hadn't worn it since the practice Christmas party eighteen months ago.

I didn't interrogate why I was doing this. Simply wasn't going to show up at his office looking like I'd spent two hours standing over a casserole dish, even though I had. The kind of detail that mattered when you were about to have a completely casual conversation with your husband in front of his boss, who may or may not be the reason he'd stopped coming home before nine.

Back downstairs. Put the tagine in a container. Then looked at it, a large glass thing with a blue plastic lid that screamed I made this at home and have been waiting for you. Changed my mind entirely.

The M&S Simply Food on the A316 was still open. I bought sushi, the kind in a black plastic tray with paper wrapper, impersonal, the kind of thing you grabbed on the way past because you were thoughtful but also busy. Definitely not something you'd been planning for three hours.

Picked up edamame. Put it in the basket. Took it out. Put it back. Stood in the chilled aisle for a full minute holding a packet of miso soup I had no intention of buying, aware I looked deranged, not caring.

The girl at the checkout smiled at me the way checkout staff smiled at people buying single-portion meals at half seven on a Tuesday. I smiled back. Paid. Got back in the car.

Ate half the edamame before I'd even left the car park.

Fine.

Completely normal woman delivering food to her husband because I was thoughtful and because the M&S on the A316 was on the way and sushi was easier than reheating a tagine that had already died once.

The fact that I'd swapped my home-cooked dinner for something that looked less like the act of a woman who'd been waiting at home for three hours was irrelevant.

I started the engine.

The Golf smelled of vanilla air freshener and edamame and my own rising panic. Not calling it panic. Calling it completely justified curiosity. The radio was on. I hadn't heard a single word since leaving the house. The heating was up too high because I was cold, not temperature-cold but something-is-wrong cold, the kind that came from your chest rather than the air.

Streetlights on the residential stretch slid past, orange on the windscreen, regular and indifferent. I drove at exactly thirty. Three versions of a speech in my head.

Version one: calm, breezy. I was nearby, thought I'd bring you dinner, hello Diana, lovely to finally meet you.

Version two: also calm but with the word Diana three times in the first sentence. Fairly sure that would give the game away immediately.

Version three I absolutely wasn't using because it started with are you fucking her and went downhill from there.

I loved Tom. I wasn't the kind of woman who went through her husband's phone. Except I'd just scrolled through his messages twenty minutes ago. Also, apparently, the kind of woman who drove to his office on a Tuesday evening with a bag of M&S sushi and a speech rehearsed in three versions, two of which were usable.

Both things seemed to be true.

The office car park was mostly empty. A handful of cars near the entrance, the kind belonging to people who worked late because they were senior enough that working late was expected. The building itself was a nineties glass-and-pale-stone block, the kind that filled this part of the City, trying very hard to look modern and mostly succeeding. Ground floor lit, reception desk still manned. The rest dark.

Except the third floor.

Corner office.

One window glowing warm amber against the October evening, glass-walled, visible from here.

Diana's office.

I pulled into a space. Turned off the engine.

The Golf ticked in the silence, cooling. I sat with my hands on the wheel, paper bag of sushi on the passenger seat beside me.

Right. In you go. Delivering food. Completely normal.

My hands were steady on the wheel.

My cunt was not.

Not now. Not over this.

But it was. A low, insistent pulse between my thighs that I absolutely wasn't acknowledging. Knickers damp at the gusset in a way that had nothing to do with justified concern and everything to do with something I didn't have vocabulary for yet.

I pressed my thighs together. Didn't help.

Get out of the car, Sarah.

I got out of the car.
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First Taste of Watching

The lobby smelled like every expensive hotel's attempt at sandalwood, which mostly landed as corporate anxiety in aerosol form. The security guard glanced up, mid-fifties and thoroughly unsurprised by another takeaway delivery at this hour. He waved me through with barely a nod. I clutched the paper bag of sushi like credentials. Harmless wife bearing food.

I took the stairs.

The lift felt too loud, too announcing, like I'd step out with trumpets. The stairwell echoed every footstep back at me in concrete and institutional acoustics, making me sound more deliberate than I felt. I climbed slowly, breath already coming wrong.

Third floor. Speech version one: breezy, casual, not at all confrontational.

Except I didn't feel breezy. I felt nauseous, and underneath the nausea something worse. Something pulsing low in my stomach in time with my heartbeat, something I wasn't ready to name.

I pushed through the third-floor door.

The corridor stretched ahead, dim. Emergency lighting only, recessed strips on their lowest setting. The offices to the left were dark, glass fronts reflecting the corridor back at me like empty mirrors. Institutional carpet, defeated ceiling tiles, the particular staleness of a building at night with the air conditioning turned low.

And at the end of the corridor, Diana's office. The only lit room on the floor.

It glowed. Warm light from within, desk lamp making it look like a stage, a glass box suspended in darkness. I could see them from here. I stopped walking.

My breath caught. The paper bag crinkled in my hand. I stood twenty feet from the glass wall and looked.

Tom leaning over Diana's desk, jacket draped on the visitor chair. The good charcoal wool one he wore to client meetings. Shirtsleeves rolled to the elbow in those neat folds he did when he was concentrating, forearms bare under the desk lamp. Close to the screen. Closer to Diana.

Laughing at something.

I could see his profile, the angle of his jaw, the way his shoulders curved forward. He looked relaxed. He looked the way he looked at home, unguarded, the professional polish stripped away and something easier left behind.

Diana stood beside him. Not behind the desk where I'd imagined her, not separated by the width of expensive wood and professional distance. Beside him. Close enough that their shoulders nearly touched, leaning into the same circle of lamplight, looking at the same screen.

Her hand rested on his forearm.

Not gripping, not performing, just there. Casual. Easy. The kind of touch you didn't think about anymore, the kind you'd done enough times that it had stopped being a decision.

The hand of someone who'd touched him before. Often.

The profile I could see was striking. Strong nose, dark hair cut precisely just past her jaw, going silver at the temples in a way that looked deliberate. The line of her neck. The posture of a woman entirely at ease in her own space, touching my husband's arm like she had every right.

I stood very still.

There it is. The moment. The thing I've been building toward for three weeks.

Except the feeling that was supposed to arrive hadn't arrived.

I wasn't angry.

That was the first wrong thing. I'd come here expecting the sick vindication of being right, the cold clarity of catching him. Instead I felt something warm spreading low in my belly, something that had absolutely no business arriving in this dim corridor while I watched my husband with another woman.

Diana's hand on his forearm. Tom laughing at whatever was on the screen. The ease between them, like they'd spent so many hours together that proximity had stopped mattering, had started meaning something else.

I should leave. I should knock. I should do anything except stand here in the dark watching them through glass like some obsessed stranger.

I wanted to keep watching.

The realisation hit and I shoved it away, refused to examine it, except my body had already decided. Heat bloomed between my thighs, insistent and specific and absolutely not anger. My cunt clenched.

Oh God. No. Not this. Not over this.

But it was there. Unmistakable. A low, insistent pulse of arousal, spreading heat, knickers already damp and getting worse. My body deciding something my brain refused to catch up to.

I pressed my thighs together. Shifted my weight. Didn't help.

Wave. Smile. Deliver the sushi. Get out before you have to explain why you're standing in the dark corridor getting wet watching your husband work late.

I raised my hand. Smiled. Waved through the glass with the paper bag held up like proof of innocent intentions, like I absolutely had not been standing here for thirty seconds watching them with my knickers getting wetter by the moment.

Tom saw me first. His head came up, expression shifting. Surprise, then pleasure, then just for a fraction of a second something else, something that flickered across his face before the pleasure resumed. He straightened. Waved back, already moving toward the door.

Diana turned.

First time I'd seen her face directly. First time she'd looked at me.

Dark eyes, almost black in the lamplight. Steady. The steadiness was what got me, the complete lack of performance. She didn't rush to fill the silence, didn't do the flustered thing I'd half-expected. She just looked at me with an attention that felt deliberate and unhurried and made me feel seen in a way I absolutely was not prepared for.

She knows.

The thought arrived fully formed and mortifying.

She knows I was watching. She knows what I was thinking.

She knows I'm wet.

I couldn't shake it. Those dark eyes holding mine through the glass while my knickers grew wetter and my face stayed neutral and my hand clutched sushi like proof of innocence.

She didn't look guilty. She didn't look flustered. She didn't remove her hand from Tom's arm in a hurry, didn't perform distance or propriety. She just looked at me, held my gaze for a beat longer than comfortable, and then she smiled.

A real smile. Not polite. Not professional. Real, and warm, and knowing.

She said something to Tom. I couldn't hear through the glass, but I saw her lips move, saw Tom's answering nod.

She's not what I imagined. She's considerably more.

The door opened. Tom stepped into the corridor, all familiar warmth and devastating normality. He kissed me, quick and easy, hand settling on my waist like it always did. He smelled of that new aftershave, the woody expensive one I hadn't remarked on, hadn't wanted to ask about.

"You absolute madwoman. You didn't have to do this."

His voice warm, genuine pleasure at seeing me. He took the paper bag, peered inside.

"Is this... Christ, is this the M&S good stuff? You're too good to me."

I smiled. My voice came out perfectly normal, which seemed unfair given what was happening between my thighs.

"I was nearby. Thought I'd drop it off. You sounded busy earlier."

"Diana's got me reviewing the whole comms strategy for the Barker pitch. It's a lot, yeah."

He glanced back through the glass. Diana had returned to the desk, looking at the screen now, giving us privacy that felt deliberate.

"Do you want to come in? Meet her properly?"

No. Yes. Absolutely not. Absolutely yes. I want to go in there with my knickers soaked and shake her hand and smell her perfume and see if Tom's face changes when we're all in the same room.

"I should head home. Let you get back to it."

"You sure?"

I nodded. Kissed him again, tasted nothing but my own panic. My cunt was still clenching, and my knickers were soaked and he was just being Tom, being normal, being pleased to see me, and the split between what I was showing and what I was feeling gaped wide enough to fall through.

"I'm sure. Don't stay too late."

"I won't. Another hour, maybe. Thanks for this, really."

He kissed me once more, squeezed my hand, and went back inside.

I watched through the glass as he returned to the desk, put the paper bag down. Diana looked up. Said something. Tom laughed again, easy and warm and close, leaning back over the desk, back into that circle of light that made them look like the only two people in the building.

Diana's hand returned to his arm. Casual. Comfortable. Like it belonged there.

I turned and walked to the stairs, thighs pressing together with every step, the wetness undeniable now. Not just damp. Soaked.

Don't think about it. Get to the car. Drive home at exactly thirty through the residential streets and pour a glass of wine and be completely fucking normal.

Don't think about how wet you are.

Don't think about Diana's hand on his arm.

Don't think about wanting to stay in that corridor and watch.

I pushed through the stairwell door and took the stairs faster than I'd climbed them, heels loud on concrete, breath coming shallow and wrong. The lobby. The security guard not looking up. The car park, cold air slapping my face and doing absolutely nothing to cool the heat between my thighs.

The Golf sat exactly where I'd left it. I got in, shut the door, sat in the sudden enclosed silence with my hands on the wheel and my knickers wrecked and my heart going too fast.

The vanilla air freshener spun slowly from the rear-view mirror, filling the car with artificial sweetness that did nothing to mask what I could smell now, the specific scent of my own arousal, unmistakable in the small space.

I started the engine.

I was absolutely not going to think about what just happened. I was going to drive home and pour wine and be normal and not examine the feeling sitting in the base of my stomach like a coal.

Warm. Unwelcome. Undeniable in a way that terrified me.

I pulled out of the car park and turned toward home, and with every traffic light I told myself I wasn't thinking about it, and with every traffic light I failed.

My knickers were soaked and Diana's hand had been on Tom's arm as I stood in that corridor and watched them and felt something I had absolutely no right to feel, no vocabulary for, no defence against.

I'd wanted to keep watching.

I'd wanted to see what happened next.

I'd wanted to stay in the dark and see Diana's hand move, see Tom not step back, see what the ease between them turned into when nobody interrupted.

The thought made me clench around nothing, made the wetness worse, made me grip the steering wheel harder and force my eyes on the road.

I made it home in twelve minutes, which was four minutes faster than usual. I parked in the drive. Sat for a moment in the dark, engine ticking as it cooled.

You're going to go inside and pour wine and have a bath and absolutely not touch yourself thinking about your husband's boss's hand on his arm.

You're going to be normal.

I got out of the car. Locked it. Walked to the front door with my thighs pressed together and my knickers ruined and the warm, unwelcome, undeniable feeling following me inside like a ghost.


2: Thoughts in the Dark


The Golf smelled of vanilla air freshener and, faintly, of the edamame I'd demolished at the services. I'd switched the radio off somewhere on the A316. The silence sat heavy in the car, but noise would've been worse; noise would've filled the space I was using to not think about what I'd just seen.

Orange streetlights slid across the windscreen, one after another, regular and indifferent. I kept my speed at exactly thirty through the residential streets, both hands at ten and two. The careful deliberateness of someone who'd just had a shock.

Which I had.

Though not the shock I'd driven there expecting.

Not thinking about it. I was not thinking about it.

The wash. I needed to put a wash on when I got home. Whites, probably. The towels definitely needed doing.

The recycling bin, still full since Thursday. Tom hadn't done it. I wasn't keeping score, but I was definitely noticing.

The vanilla air freshener spun slowly from the vent, catching the streetlight every few seconds. I focused on that. On the road. On the familiar route home that I could drive in my sleep and nearly was.

The recycling. The towels. That dentist appointment I kept meaning to rebook.

Diana's hand on Tom's forearm.

The thought arrived like a slap and I shoved it back down, gripped the wheel harder. The indicator clicked loud in the quiet car as I turned into our road.

I parked outside the house and sat there for a bit, engine ticking as it cooled, before I could make myself get out.

Inside I put all the lights on. Every single one. Overhead in the kitchen, the under-cabinet strips, the small lamp in the hallway that we never normally bothered with. I poured a glass of wine, set it on the island, and didn't touch it.

The washing machine was in the utility room off the kitchen. I actually did need to put a wash on. Whites. I hauled the basket out and started sorting through it, hands moving on autopilot. Powder in the drawer. Fabric softener. Dial to sixty degrees.

I pressed start.

The drum started turning, water gushing in with that familiar domestic rush. I stood there watching through the glass door, watching the clothes tumble and twist over each other, the motion steady and rhythmic and relentless, and Christ, even the fucking washing machine was making me think about bodies moving together.

I stepped back like I'd been burned.

I was losing it. That was the only explanation. I was actually losing my mind.

I walked back through to the kitchen. The wine was still sitting there, untouched. I picked it up, put it back down without drinking, and went through to the sitting room instead. Turned the television on to some panel show I had no intention of actually watching.

When Tom's key scraped in the lock at quarter past nine, I'd arranged myself on the sofa. Legs tucked under me, throw blanket draped just so, the TV flickering with something I couldn't have named with a gun to my head. When he walked in I was the picture of a wife who'd been home all evening, doing absolutely nothing suspicious, definitely not standing in corridors outside his office watching his boss touch him.

"Hiya."

"Hi." I smiled. Warm, normal, absolutely fine. "You're back."

He kissed the top of my head, smelling of the office and the Tube and faintly of that aftershave I still couldn't place. "Thanks again for the sushi. Diana said to say thank you as well, she had some of the edamame."

Diana had eaten my edamame. Diana had put her hand on my husband's arm and then eaten my fucking edamame.

"No problem. Did you get it finished?"

"Mostly. Another hour or so tomorrow and we're there." He stretched, rolled his shoulders in that way he did when he'd been hunched over a desk too long. "I'm knackered. Going to get changed."

I listened to him move through the house above me. The familiar sounds of a familiar evening. Wardrobe doors opening. Clothes hitting the laundry basket. The floorboard that always creaked outside the bathroom door.

Normal. This was completely normal.

I loved Tom. Tom was my husband. Tom was upstairs taking off his work shirt, and I was down here on the sofa watching a programme I couldn't name and everything was absolutely fine.

I was also still wet. Had been wet since the corridor. Since standing there watching Diana's hand rest on his arm like it had every right to be there.

I pressed my thighs together under the throw blanket.

It didn't help.

We went to bed at the usual time. The ordinary routine of a marriage in its seventh year. Tom's side, my side. The glass of water on his nightstand, the book I wasn't reading on mine. He was asleep within minutes, that slow steady breathing of someone with an entirely clear conscience.

I lay on my back beside him, staring at the thin orange line the streetlamp drew across the ceiling.

Sleep. I needed to sleep. I was tired. In the morning this whole evening would have the decency to look less significant than it felt right now.

The orange line didn't move. Tom's breathing didn't change. The room smelled of both of us, that warm familiar smell of a shared bed. Normally this was the most comfortable smell in the world.

Tonight it was making me think about that glass office lit up warm at quarter past nine, and whether Diana wore perfume, something expensive probably, and what it would smell like if you got close enough. If Tom got close enough.

If he already knew what it smelled like.

Stop.

I pressed my thighs together more firmly.

It still didn't help.

The images came anyway, arriving without permission, and I didn't quite manage to push them back.

The office. That warm light from the desk lamp throwing its amber circle across the surface. Tom and Diana both leaning into it, his jacket over the back of the chair, his shirtsleeves rolled to the elbow. Diana beside him, not across from him, close enough that when she'd turned to look at something on the screen their shoulders had nearly touched.

Her hand on his forearm. Just resting there. The easy familiarity of someone who'd done it before, who saw no reason not to.

What if I hadn't waved?

The thought arrived fully formed and I couldn't take it back.

What if I'd just stood there in the dark corridor and watched? What would have happened next?

Nothing. Probably nothing. They'd been working. Looking at a screen, discussing quarterly reports or client briefs or whatever it was Tom and Diana talked about when they stayed late together seventeen nights in a row.

Except I kept imagining something else. Kept constructing the moment past the point where I'd interrupted it.

Diana turning toward Tom instead of the screen. Her hand sliding from his forearm to his wrist, fingers curling around it. Tom not stepping back, not making the sensible professional distance. Just staying exactly where he was.

Close. Too close, the warm office light catching both their faces.

My hand moved between my thighs before I'd consciously decided to let it.

Stop. I was going to stop. I was going to think about something else, anything else. The recycling. The towels. The bloody dentist appointment I kept forgetting to rebook.

I didn't stop.

I let the fantasy keep going, let it unspool behind my closed eyes. Diana's hand sliding up Tom's forearm, fingers curling around his wrist. Tom's face doing that thing it did when he wanted something, that particular tension in his jaw, the way his eyes went dark and focused. I knew that look. It was mine. I'd watched him get that look for six years and it belonged to me, it was meant for me, and now I was lying here in the dark imagining him giving it to someone else and I was so wet I could feel it soaking through my knickers into the sheet beneath me.

I slid my hand lower, pushed it down between my thighs.

In the fantasy Diana wasn't moving her hand away. In the fantasy Tom wasn't stepping back.

I was soaked, absolutely drenched, could feel how wet I was without even touching myself properly yet. My cunt was clenching around nothing, aching, that hollow desperate feeling of needing to be filled. I pushed my knickers aside and touched myself, fingers sliding easily through the slick heat of my own arousal, and I had to bite down on my lip to keep from making a sound.

In the fantasy Diana was leaning closer. In the fantasy Tom's hand was moving to her waist.

I circled my clit, slow and deliberate, the way I knew worked, the way that made my thighs start to shake. Beside me Tom's breathing didn't change, slow and steady and completely oblivious to what his wife was doing twelve inches away. I kept my own breathing shallow, controlled, silent, even as I slid two fingers inside myself and felt how ready I was, how thoroughly turned on I'd been since that corridor.

Diana's hand moving from his wrist to his chest. Tom's expression shifting, darkening, wanting her. And I was standing outside in the dark corridor watching it happen through the glass.

I fucked myself with my own fingers, slow and then faster, my thumb working my clit in tight circles. The wet sounds seemed obscenely loud in the quiet room, but Tom didn't stir, didn't wake, had no idea what I was doing.

Diana's mouth. I could see it in my mind, could imagine her leaning in, could see the moment before a kiss, that specific charged silence.

Tom not pulling back.

Tom leaning in.

Me watching. Just watching. Standing there in the dark watching my husband kiss his boss and not stopping it, not interrupting, just letting it happen while something hot and wrong and unstoppable coiled tighter in my gut.

The orgasm hit me hard and sudden, my cunt clenching tight around my own fingers, my whole body going rigid as I fought to stay silent. I turned my face into the pillow, mouth open against the cotton, thighs clamped together around my hand as the pleasure crashed through me in waves that made my toes curl. The orange line on the ceiling blurred and I saw Diana's mouth on Tom's throat instead, saw his hands in her hair, saw myself standing in that dark corridor watching it happen, and I came again, a second smaller pulse of it that left me gasping silently into the pillow.

Tom's breathing didn't change. He had no idea.

I lay there afterwards, my hand still between my thighs, sticky with my own wetness, my knickers twisted and soaked and probably ruined. My heart was hammering. The room smelled like sex now, like cunt, like what I'd just done to myself while my husband slept twelve inches away, completely oblivious.

I stared at the ceiling.

Well. That happened.

I was going to have to think about this properly in the morning. Actually examine what it meant. Work out what the hell I was doing lying in bed next to my husband wanking to the thought of his boss putting her hands on him.

I wasn't going to think about it properly in the morning. I already knew I wasn't. I was going to spend every available moment tomorrow thinking about Diana's dark eyes and her unhurried smile and the way she'd looked at me through that glass like she'd known exactly what I was doing standing there in that corridor.

Tom shifted beside me in his sleep, rolled toward me slightly, one arm coming to rest across my stomach. I looked at his profile in the dark. The familiar line of his nose, his jaw, the mouth I'd kissed a thousand times.

I loved him. This was uncomplicated and entirely true.

I was also going to spend tomorrow thinking about his boss. And probably the day after that. And I had absolutely no idea what to do with that information.

I closed my eyes.

Sleep, when it finally came, was thin and restless and full of glass offices and hands I couldn't stop watching.


3: What I Actually Saw, and What I Actually Wanted
Permission


Tom's key scraped in the lock at ten past seven. My stomach dropped. Here we go. Later than he used to be, earlier than he'd been for three weeks, and I was standing at the island with every light blazing. The overhead spots, the under-cabinet strips, all of it. Like I was preparing for surgery, not blowing my marriage apart.

I'd poured myself wine. I hadn't touched it.

Tom walked in still wearing his work shirt, collar open, tie shed somewhere between Bank and home. When he saw me he smiled, that automatic smile, the one that meant my wife, good. Then it faltered. He'd seen my face.

"Hey." He dropped his bag by the door. The good leather satchel his parents bought him when he made senior account manager. "You alright?"

I opened my mouth. "Yes," I said. Then, "No."

Then: "I came to the office last night."

The words sat on the kitchen island between us. I watched him hear them.

He didn't close up. That was the first thing. The thing that mattered. His face stayed open, stayed listening. "I know," he said. "I should've texted when you were on the way. I'm sorry. We were finishing a report for Monday and it ran over."

He was waiting. I could see it. Braced for the argument he thought was coming.

The argument isn't coming.

"I saw you," I said. My voice came out steadier than it had any right to. "In Diana's office. Through the glass."

Tom nodded slowly. He reached for the wine bottle I'd left on the island and poured himself a glass. Didn't ask. Which meant he knew. "Right," he said. "Sarah, look, that was just—"

"You were leaning over her desk. Close. She had her hand on your arm."

I watched him trying to work out what came next. He couldn't. I could see it in his face, the lack of script, the absence of framework. Good. Join the club.

"That was nothing," he said carefully. "It was just work. Diana's like that with everyone, it doesn't mean—"

"I know." I looked at him. Properly looked. "I know it was nothing. Tom, that's not what I'm upset about."

He went still. His hand tightened on the wine glass. "Then what—"

"I'm not upset."

Too fast. I'd said it too fast. I tried again.

"That's what I'm trying to tell you. I stood in that corridor for thirty seconds and I felt something, and it wasn't anger, and it wasn't hurt. I've been trying to find the word for it since last night and I can't." I swallowed. "But it's not upset."

The kitchen went very quiet. I could hear the fridge humming. The boiler ticking over. The specific stillness of a room where something was cracking open.

I watched his face change. Not shock, exactly. Something more careful. The look of someone who'd just realised the conversation they thought they were having was something else entirely.

"Sarah." His voice dropped. Quiet, measured, giving me room. "What did you feel?"

Not defensive. Not reassuring. A genuine question.

I looked at my wine glass. At the cork noticeboard behind him with its dentist card and its photograph from Porto. At anything except his face, because if I looked at his face I might not be able to say it.

"I wanted to keep watching."

The words sat in the too-bright kitchen. My heart was going so fast I could hear it.

"I stood there in that corridor and I wanted to see what happened next. When you came out and I drove home I wasn't upset, Tom." I had to stop. Had to breathe. My chest was too tight. "I was thinking about it."

Pause.

"All night. What would've happened if I hadn't knocked."

There. I'd said it. Out in the open now, under the too-bright lights, sitting next to the dentist card and the Porto photograph and six years of marriage. Out.

Tom put his wine glass down. Very carefully, very deliberately, on the worktop. He looked at me. Properly looked, the way he did when something mattered.

"What did you imagine happening?"

Not the reassurance I'd half-expected and half-dreaded. Not nothing happened, not you've got it wrong.

Oh God. He was actually asking. He wanted to know.

My cunt clenched so hard I had to press my thighs together. The question had bypassed my brain entirely and gone straight between my legs, and I stood there in our kitchen with my husband waiting and my knickers already damp and thought: He's actually listening.

"I—" My voice caught. I took a breath. Tried again. "Her hand. On your arm. I kept thinking about it moving. Further up. And you not stepping back."

Tom didn't move. His eyes stayed on my face.

"And then what?" Low voice. Careful. Giving me permission without saying it.

"I don't know." The lie tasted wrong. I tried honesty instead. "I imagined you leaning in. Her leaning in. Both of you in that glass office under the lights and me standing outside in the corridor in the dark, just... watching it happen."

The pulse between my legs was so sharp I nearly gasped. Heat flooding through me, unmistakable, undeniable, and I stood there and let him see it in my face.

Tom's breathing had changed. Only slightly, but I knew him. I knew every tell. His chest was rising and falling harder than it had been.

"And what did you want to happen then?"

The question hung there. I could stop now. Laugh it off, make it smaller, walk it back. We could pretend this conversation had never quite got where it was getting.

I didn't stop.

"I wanted to watch you kiss her."

Steady voice. Steadier than I'd expected. Clear.

"I wanted to stand there in that corridor and watch my husband kiss his boss, and I didn't want to stop it or interrupt it or make it not happen." My heart was hammering. "I just wanted to watch."

Tom's knuckles went white on the edge of the worktop.

"I've been thinking about it since last night," I said. The words were coming faster now, a dam breaking. "Constantly. At work. In the car. Lying next to you in bed. I can't stop thinking about it and I needed you to know because I can't carry it on my own any further."

Done. I'd actually said it. All of it. The kitchen was so quiet I could hear my own pulse in my ears, and Tom was looking at me with an expression I'd never seen on him before, and my cunt was clenching like I was seventeen years old and I'd just discovered what want felt like.

He stood up. Slowly, the stool scraping back. He came round the island to my side.

When he took my face in his hands, his palms were warm. Steady. He looked at me, and I looked back, and I thought I might actually die from how exposed I felt.

"I love you," he said quietly. "I need you to know that first. Whatever this is, whatever you're feeling, I love you."

I leaned into him. Relief crashed through me, physical and overwhelming, the relief of having said the impossible thing and having him still here, still holding me, not running, not flinching, not telling me I was mad or broken.

He wasn't running. He was holding my face and looking at me like I'd just told him something he'd been waiting his whole life to hear.

My eyes were wet. My cunt was wet. Both at once, and I couldn't have said which feeling was stronger.

"Upstairs."

Not a question. Not a request. Just the next thing that was going to happen, and I nodded, and his hand found mine, and we went.
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The Glass Office Fantasy

The bedroom looked different in lamplight. It always did. The amber glow from my bedside table softened the corners, turned the shadows liquid, made the whole room feel like a place where I could say things I'd never said before. I'd lived here for three years. Right now it felt like somewhere I'd never been.

Tom turned to face me at the foot of the bed. He didn't rush. One hand came up to the hem of my top, fingers sliding underneath, and he paused there. Waiting. I lifted my arms. He pulled the top up, slowly, and it came off and landed somewhere on the carpet, and I stood there in my jeans and my bra and thought, distantly, that this bra wasn't special. Just the navy M&S one I wore most days. Nothing lacy or deliberate about it.

The way he looked at me made it irrelevant.

He was looking at me like he was memorising me. Like he used to look at me, early on, back when we were new and every time we undressed each other felt like the first time. And then life accumulates and you stop seeing each other in that particular attentive way. You love them, you fancy them, but you stop looking like this. And now he was looking at me like that again and I thought: oh. When did this become possible again?

His hands found the clasp at my back. The catch released, the bra went slack, and then it was gone and his hands were on my tits, thumbs circling my nipples.

Already hard. Embarrassingly hard. He'd barely touched me and my body was answering him, nipples stiffening under his thumbs, and when he circled them I made a sound I didn't intend, soft and involuntary, from somewhere deep in my throat.

He bent to my neck. His mouth at the hollow below my ear, the place he knew, the place that always worked, and his hands still on my breasts, thumbs still moving. I got my hands into his shirt, fumbling slightly with the buttons.

I wanted to tell him not to stop. I also wanted to tell him everything I'd thought about last night in the dark, every image I'd carried around all day, and I couldn't do both at once and I was going to try anyway.

I got his shirt open, pushed it back off his shoulders. He let go of me long enough to shrug it away. My hands went to his belt. He reached for the button on my jeans. We undressed each other the way we always had, the familiar choreography of six years together, except this time the room was charged with something new, something filthy and unnamed, and I could feel my pulse in my cunt.

When I wrapped my hand around his cock I found him already hard. Thick and heavy in my palm. I took a breath.

He wants this.

He'd heard everything I'd said in the kitchen and he wanted this, and I could feel the confirmation of that in my hand, solid and throbbing, and it went through me like voltage.

I got on the bed. He followed. I straddled him, settling myself over his hips, and when I reached down between us I was slick. Genuinely, embarrassingly slick. The kind of wet that meant I'd been ready since the kitchen and my body had just been waiting for permission.

I took him in slowly. The thick head pressing, stretching, the familiar pressure and fullness of him, and I sank down and felt myself open around him and I didn't bother being quiet about it.

Full. Stretched. Exactly fucking right.

I stayed still for a moment, just adjusting, feeling every inch of him inside me, my thighs trembling slightly.

Tom's hands settled on my hips. He was watching my face, his eyes dark in the lamplight, pupils blown.

"Tell me what you saw," he said. His voice was low, deliberate. "From the beginning."

I almost laughed. He's asking for it. He's actually asking me to narrate it.

This was already the best sex we'd had in two years.

I started moving. Slowly at first, rolling my hips, finding the rhythm. And I started talking.

"The corridor was dark." My voice came out steadier than I'd expected, though my breathing was already uneven. "Just the emergency lights. Your office at the end, lit up like a box."

Tom's grip on my hips tightened.

"I could see you through the glass. Leaning over her desk. Close." I moved on him, the slow drag and press, slick and obscene. "Too close, except I didn't know what close meant anymore, standing there in the dark. Your jacket was over the chair. Your sleeves were rolled up. You were laughing at something on the screen."

"And Diana?" His voice was rougher now.

"Diana." I said her name deliberately, felt it land between us like a stone in water. "She was standing beside you. Not across from you. Beside. Her hand on your arm."

I could feel every word landing in him. Could feel it in the way his breathing changed, the way his fingers dug into my hips, the way his cock seemed to swell inside me, thicker, harder, which shouldn't have been physically possible and apparently fucking was.

"That's what did it," I said, moving faster now. The wet sound of it was audible in the quiet room, slick and rhythmic and utterly obscene. "Her hand on your arm. Casual. Like she'd done it before. Like it was easy."

Tom made a sound low in his throat.

"I stood there in the dark and I watched her touch you and I wasn't angry." The rhythm was building, my cunt clenching around him with every roll of my hips, slick and swollen and greedy. "I was so wet I thought I'd die of it."

"Christ, Sarah."

I leaned forward, hands on his chest, and the angle changed. Deeper. The pressure exactly where I needed it, right against that spot that made my vision blur.

"What did you want to see her do?" Tom's voice was tight, controlled, the voice of a man holding himself very still. "Exactly. What did you imagine?"

Oh. So we're doing this properly.

"I wanted to see her turn toward you." I was breathless now, the words coming between gasps. "Properly turn. Forget the screen. Just look at you."

"And then?"

"Her hand. Moving." I closed my eyes, seeing it. "Up your arm. To your shoulder. To your neck. I wanted to watch her lean in. I wanted to see you not step back."

Tom's hips lifted beneath me, pushing deeper, and I cried out.

"Keep going," he said. "Don't stop."

I didn't stop. I rode him harder, chasing the pressure, chasing the filthy thread of the fantasy.

"I wanted to see her kiss you. Slow at first, then hungry. I wanted to stand in that corridor in the dark and watch my husband kiss his fucking boss and just... let it happen. Not stop it. Not interrupt. Just watch."

"Fuck."

"I wanted to see her mouth at your throat." The images were coming faster now, vivid and filthy and utterly mine. "Her hands in your shirt. I wanted to watch you touch her back. I wanted to see your face when you wanted someone who wasn't me."

Tom sat up abruptly, both of us still joined, his arms going around my back. His mouth found mine, hungry and unguarded, and I kissed him back and kept moving, kept grinding against him, the angle shifting, deeper still.

When he pulled back his eyes were almost black.

"What else?" he said against my mouth. "What else did you want to see?"

I told him.

"I wanted to see her get on her knees for you."

His whole body went rigid beneath me.

"Right there in the glass office with the lights on. I wanted to watch her undo your belt. I wanted to see her take your cock in her mouth."

"Jesus, Sarah."

"I wanted to stand outside in the dark and watch her suck you. Watch your hands in her hair. Watch your face when she took you deep." I was soaked, could feel it dripping down my thighs, the obscene wet slide of him inside me. "I wanted to see what she looked like with her mouth full of you. I wanted to watch you fuck her face."

Tom's hands were in my hair now, pulling my head back, exposing my throat. His mouth found the pulse point below my jaw and I moaned, properly moaned, loud enough to fill the room.

"I've been thinking about it constantly," I gasped. "All day. At work. In the car. At my desk. I couldn't stop. Every time I closed my eyes I saw her touching you and I got so fucking wet."

"What do you want?" Tom's voice in my ear, rough and wrecked. "Not what you imagined. What do you actually want to happen?"

Everything. I want everything.

The fantasy expanded as I spoke it. Each image generated the next, and I realised with a kind of shocked clarity that I wasn't inventing this in real time. I was excavating it. It had all been there already, full-formed in last night's dark, and I was simply giving it to him now, piece by filthy piece.

"I want to watch her take you," I said. Clear and decided. "Actually watch. Not through glass. In the room."

Tom made a sound that wasn't quite a word.

"I want to be right there. I want to see your face when you're inside her. I want to see her face. I want to watch the whole fucking thing, and I want to be close enough to see everything."

"Say that again."

His voice was wrecked. I looked at him, his face flushed, his pupils blown, sweat beading at his temples.

I said it again.

"I want to watch you fuck Diana."

I had both hands on his chest and I could feel myself getting close, the tension coiling low in my belly, tightening with every thrust, every slick slide of him inside me.

"I want to set it up. I want to choose where. I want to tell her exactly what I want to see." The words were tumbling out now, unstoppable, a flood. "I want her to know I'm watching. I want her to look at me while she does it. I want her to perform it for me. I want to watch her make you come and I want her to know it's for me, all of it, every second."

Tom's hands tightened in my hair, pulling me down, his mouth at my ear.

"If I asked her," he said, each word careful and deliberate. "If she said yes. What would you do?"

Everything. Anything. Whatever it takes.

I came.

Not quietly, not subtly, not anything resembling controlled. I came hard, clenching around him, my whole body seizing, and the only word in my mouth was yes, just yes, over and over, an answer to everything he'd asked and everything he hadn't, yes to all of it, the fantasy and the reality and the filthy dangerous thing we were building between us.

Tom followed me seconds later. I felt him pulse inside me, the hot thick spill of it, and I rode it out, still moving, wringing every last second from both of them until we were both spent and shaking and slick with sweat.

I collapsed against his shoulder. His arms came around my back, holding me tight, and we stayed like that, both of us getting our breath back. The room was silent except for our breathing and the faint hum of the heating clicking on downstairs.

I said those things. Out loud. In this room. To my husband.

And the house was still standing.

And he was still holding me.

And it turned out that the thing I'd been sitting on top of without knowing it was larger and more specific and considerably filthier than I'd even managed to access in the dark the night before.

I lifted my head and looked at him. He looked back. We were both wrecked: sweaty, undone, flushed, the room smelling unmistakably of sex and sweat and me, the sharp-sweet stink of my cunt still in the air.

He was quiet for a long moment. Then he said, carefully:

"I'm going to ask her."

I felt it move through me again, despite everything. A fresh pulse of want in my exhausted cunt.

Good.

I didn't say it yet. I leaned back into his shoulder and closed my eyes and felt his hands settle on my back, warm and steady and completely mine.

The lamp still burned on the bedside table. Downstairs, the washing machine clicked into its spin cycle, oblivious and ordinary, the soundtrack of our entirely normal Wednesday evening.

Except nothing about this was normal anymore.

Good, I thought again, lying there in the warm dark with my husband's arms around me and his words still hanging in the air between us.

Good.


4: The Expensive Knickers Decision
She Might


Tom was already in the kitchen when I came downstairs. Two cups steamed on the counter. He passed me one, black, no words needed. Six years of mornings: my coffee black, his with milk, both of us silent until the caffeine hit.

I took my usual spot at the island. Tom leaned against the counter opposite, still in his work shirt, jacket not yet on. He cradled his cup the way he always did. The radio was on, some breakfast presenter's voice filling the space between us. Grey October light filtered through the kitchen extension. The kind of light that meant drizzle, exactly like the forecast promised.

We looked at each other.

Same kitchen. Different morning. Different us.

I kept waiting for the awkward to arrive. The morning-after cringe, the oh God did we really say those things moment. My brain kept reaching for it, bracing for the embarrassment that should have been sitting on my chest like a stone.

It never came.

"How are you?" Tom said.

Not performing concern. Actually asking.

I took a sip and let myself think about it. How was I? I'd spent half the night awake replaying what I'd said to him. Every filthy word I'd used while riding him. Every explicit image I'd put in his head. I'd catalogued it all, waiting for the shame to arrive and stick.

It hadn't.

"I'm fine," I said. Then, because he was still looking at me with that particular steady attention that meant he wanted the real answer: "I'm not embarrassed. I expected to be and I'm not."

His smile when it came was genuine. Relief in it, warmth, and I realised he'd been waiting to see which version of me walked into this kitchen.

"Good," he said.

The radio presenter laughed at something. The boiler clicked on. Tom took another sip and I watched his throat work. Diana's hand on his forearm. The image arrived uninvited and my cunt clenched in response, a sharp pulse of heat low in my belly.

Stop it. Seven thirty in the morning. Dressing gown. Instant coffee. Not the time.

Except I was getting wet anyway. I could feel it starting, the slick warmth between my thighs, my body responding to a thought I hadn't even finished having.

"I've been thinking," Tom said. "About what you said. About speaking to her."

I went very still.

He wasn't looking away. Six years of practice meant he could read every micro-expression on my face, and he was reading me now.

"I want to make sure you know this is your decision," he said, choosing each word with care. "I'm not pushing in any direction. If you want me to ask, I'll ask. If you want to leave it as a fantasy, we leave it as a fantasy. Both are fine. Both are completely fine."

I noticed what he didn't say.

He didn't say: I don't want to.

He didn't say: this is mad.

He said: it's your call.

Which meant he'd thought about it. Which meant this was on the table for him, an actual option, not just the fevered fantasy of a wife who'd temporarily lost her mind in the dark.

My cunt clenched again and I kept my face carefully neutral, took another sip of coffee like we were discussing bin collection or whether we needed milk from Tesco.

"What's she like?" I said. "Actually like. Not the work version."

Tom considered this. Not performing the consideration, actually thinking about how to describe his boss to his wife in a way that was honest without making this conversation even more dangerous than it already was.

Good luck with that, I thought.

"She's not what people think," he said after a moment. "She's very direct. If she wants something she says so. She doesn't perform. She just is."

She just is.

I filed that away. Saved it for later, for the dark, for the next time I had my hand between my thighs thinking about the woman with the silver temples and the good shoes and the glass-walled office.

"Does she want this?" I said.

The question sat between us in the kitchen. Flat. Explicit. No dancing around it now.

Tom looked at me for a long moment.

"I don't know," he said. Then, quieter: "She might."

She might.

Diana in her glass office with her silver temples and her composed face and her hand on Tom's forearm. Diana might want this. Might have been thinking about it the way I'd been thinking about it, lying in the dark with my hand between my thighs. Might want to fuck my husband while I watched.

My cunt flooded. Just like that. Soaked through my knickers, the damp cotton pressing against me, and I had to put the coffee cup down because my hands weren't quite steady.

"Right," I said.

Tom watched me. He knew. Of course he knew. He could see exactly what those two words had done, could probably see the flush creeping up my throat.

"I need to get ready for work," he said, pushing off from the counter. He disappeared into the hall and came back with his jacket over one arm, work bag in the other hand. He paused at the threshold, looked back at me.

"I'll see how things sit today," he said. "Nothing happens unless you want it to happen. You know that."

I nodded.

He held my gaze a beat longer, then left.

Keys. Wallet. Phone. The morning sounds of Tom assembling himself in the hallway. The front door opened. Closed. His footsteps down the path, fading. The car door. Engine starting. The Golf reversing out of the drive, disappearing up the street toward the station.

I sat alone in the kitchen. The coffee was going lukewarm in front of me. The radio presenter was talking about roadworks on the M25.

I wanted it to happen.

I'd known that since I came in the dark thinking about Diana's hand on my husband's forearm. I'd known it since before I waved through the glass. I might, I suspected, have known it before I even drove to the office, which was an uncomfortable thought I tucked away to examine later and absolutely would not.

I refilled my coffee and went to the window. Tom's garden project stared back at me. Lawn that needed cutting. Border that needed weeding. The whole thing he'd started with enormous enthusiasm eighteen months ago and mostly abandoned by month three.

I was thinking about Diana.

Specifically.

The image that arrived now was more detailed than last night's. I'd had another round of it in the early morning dark while Tom showered, and I'd reached several new conclusions about exactly what I wanted to see.

I wanted to see Diana's composure disintegrate.

That was the specific thing. Not just watch her fuck my husband. I wanted to see the woman who ran a department of forty people and wore her silver temples like armour come completely undone over Tom. In this house. My house. On my furniture, in my bed, while I watched from close enough to see her face when she lost control.

I looked at the Porto photograph on the noticeboard. The two of us on the Ribeira, Tom's arm around my shoulders, both of us sunburnt and happy and utterly unaware of what was coming.

I was going to want this more before I wanted it less. That was already clear.

I left the coffee cup in the sink and went upstairs to get dressed for work.

Upstairs, I opened my underwear drawer and stared at the contents. M&S multipacks. A few decent sets I'd bought with good intentions and never worn. The black Sloggi from John Lewis, expensive, eighteen months in the drawer, worn maybe twice.

I put it on.

Just underwear. Not a statement.

Liar. I knew exactly what I was doing. I closed the drawer and caught myself in the mirror: black lace under my dressing gown, my nipples already visible through the thin cups. I thought about Diana seeing this. About her watching me undress. About her eyes on my body while Tom's hands worked me open.

My cunt clenched hard enough to make me gasp.

I pulled on my work clothes over the top. Plain trousers. Simple blouse. Completely ordinary.

Underneath, the black lace was already soaked through. I could feel my slick against the fabric, could feel how swollen I was, how ready.

I was going to spend the entire day like this. Wet. Aching. Thinking about her.

I picked up my bag and headed for the door.
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Soaked Through at the Surgery

Forty minutes. Twickenham to Richmond, then the 33 to the surgery. I sat on the bus with my thighs pressed together, thinking about Diana's mouth.

Not abstractly. Specifically. What she would taste like. What sounds she would make when Tom's tongue found the right spot. Whether she would be quiet or vocal, whether she would give instructions or let him work her out himself, whether she would pull his hair.

A woman got on at the stop near Kew Gardens with a screaming toddler. I barely noticed. I was imagining Diana on her knees, still composed, always composed, even with Tom's cock in her mouth. I could see her lipstick smearing. Could see the precise angle of her head, the way her silver-dark hair would fall forward, the specific look on Tom's face while it was happening.

God.

My stop arrived. I got off, legs slightly unsteady. The surgery was three minutes away and I spent all three imagining Tom's hands in Diana's hair, the particular grip he would use, the sounds she would make around him.

Inside, I smiled at Clare on reception, hung my coat, checked the diary. Thursdays were always packed. Two locums in today, which meant half the morning spent fielding questions about the printer and where we kept the spare blood pressure cuffs.

Four emails answered before nine. A double-booked appointment rearranged. More headed paper ordered because we were nearly out and nobody else ever remembered to check.

Diana's cunt. The thought arrived while I was updating a referral to audiology, explicit and unavoidable. What she would look like spread open. Whether she kept herself bare or trimmed. How wet she would get for Tom, whether she would soak through the way I did.

Stop.

Her hands next, those long elegant fingers wrapped around Tom's cock, while I made Dr Okonkwo's fourth cup of tea of the morning. He drank approximately nine hundred cups a day and never remembered where he'd left the last one.

The specific sound Tom made when he was close, that low caught-breath groan, and I imagined it happening because of Diana. Because of her mouth, her hands, her cunt tightening around him as she came. I dropped my pen.

It clattered onto the desk. Clare's head came up from reception.

"You alright?"

"Fine." Could she smell me? "Just clumsy."

I picked up the pen. My hand was shaking slightly. I could smell myself. Not strongly, not yet, but enough that I was aware of it, aware that if I opened my legs too wide or shifted wrong someone else might catch it too. I'd been wet since I'd put the knickers on that morning and I was wetter now, properly soaked, swollen and slick and aching in a way that made sitting at the desk a kind of exquisite discomfort. Every shift in the chair pressed the gusset against my clit and I had to work not to react visibly.

Lunch. I had a chicken sandwich from Boots that I'd bought because bodies need feeding. I sat at my desk with the sandwich I wasn't going to eat and my phone in my other hand.

I opened the browser. Cleared my throat even though the room was empty. Typed: cuckquean.

The results loaded. I skimmed the first few. A Reddit thread. A Quora post. Someone's extremely earnest blog about ethical non-monogamy that I closed immediately because I didn't need a lecture on communication and boundaries, I needed confirmation that I wasn't losing my mind.

I found it on the third link. A definition, dry and academic. Then below that, in the comments, women describing the exact thing: the want, the way watching didn't diminish the love but sharpened it, made it almost unbearable. The specific arousal of seeing your partner wanted, taken, thoroughly and enthusiastically fucked by someone else.

Yes. That. Exactly that.

I sat back in my chair. The sandwich sat untouched in its plastic triangle. Outside, someone's car alarm was going off in the car park.

I had a word for it now.

Cuckquean.

I rolled it around in my head. Old-fashioned. Faintly absurd. Completely, perfectly accurate. I was a cuckquean. I wanted to watch my husband fuck another woman, and I wanted it with a clarity that was making it difficult to concentrate on prescription queries and patient complaints.

I closed the browser. Ate half the sandwich because I probably should. Binned the rest.

The afternoon passed in a blur of prescriptions and appointment queries and a particularly difficult conversation with a patient who was convinced her repeat medication had been deliberately withheld as punishment, which it absolutely had not been, we'd just run out and the order was delayed.

I was patient and professional, and I sorted it without raising my voice once.

I thought about Diana the entire time. Diana under Tom. Diana on top of him. Diana bent over her own desk with her skirt rucked up and Tom behind her, inside her, making her gasp.

At half four I checked my phone properly for the first time since lunch. A message from Tom, sent twenty minutes ago.

I didn't find the right moment today. Maybe tomorrow. How are you?

I stared at the message, read it twice. Another day of waiting. The feeling that arrived was complicated, relief and disappointment braided together in a way I couldn't untangle and didn't try to.

I typed back: I'm good. I'm really good, actually.

Send.

Three dots appeared immediately. Then: the slightly raised eyebrow emoji. The most Tom response imaginable.

I smiled, put my phone away, and got my coat.

Good, I thought again, pulling the coat on, saying goodbye to Clare, stepping out into the October cold. I'm good.

I was soaking through the expensive knickers. I was thinking about another woman's hands on my husband, another woman's cunt wrapped around him, another woman making him come. I was going to go home and make dinner and be perfectly normal and then I was going to lie in bed tonight and touch myself thinking about Diana's mouth, Diana's tits, Diana's face when Tom made her come.

I was very, very good.


5: She'd Been Waiting All Along


Same paragraph, five times running.

The book lay open on my knee, but I couldn't have told you what it said. Television on, sound too low to follow properly. Tom in the kitchen, dishwasher clattering through its cycle. Sunday evening. Normal. Domestic.

Completely fucking surreal given what I was about to do.

Diana's voice lived in my head now. I'd never actually heard it, but I could construct it from everything else: low and precise, the voice of a woman who'd never needed to raise it. Who said things once and was obeyed.

I wanted to hear it say Tom's name.

Not in a meeting. Not across a conference table. I wanted to hear it say his name the way I said it when he was inside me, when I couldn't help myself.

Two days. Two entire days of this want and it hadn't faded, hadn't reduced even slightly. If anything it had got sharper, more specific, more relentlessly present in every waking thought. I could construct, entirely from imagination, the particular sound Diana would make when she came. Didn't know if I was right. Desperately, urgently wanted to find out.

Jeans and a soft grey jumper today. Nothing special. Good underwear underneath, though. Very good underwear. The expensive set I'd put on every morning since Thursday, which was either optimistic planning or outright madness. An audience of nobody. Just me and the constant slick ache between my thighs.

I'd been wet for forty-eight hours straight.

Not constantly, not every second, but often enough that I'd stopped being surprised when I shifted position and felt it, the heat and the damp and the want. I'd stopped being embarrassed about it too, somewhere around Saturday lunchtime. This was just what my body did now, apparently. This was what happened when you discovered something about yourself you hadn't known was there.

I put the book down. Picked up my phone.

Some things were easier typed than said aloud, and this was definitely one of them.

I'd been composing this message in my head for a day and a half. Should be simple. Should be two words: do it. Or maybe three: talk to her. Or possibly just: I'm sure, I'm completely sure, please do this before I lose my mind.

I typed: I want you to talk to Diana.

Looked at it. Deleted to Diana. Too specific? Not specific enough? I want you to talk. Put to Diana back.

Jesus Christ, Sarah. Just send it.

I was stalling. I'd already decided. Had decided on Thursday night when Tom made me come so hard I saw stars, or possibly Friday morning when I put on the good knickers, or possibly, probably, the exact moment I'd stood in that corridor outside Diana's glass office and felt my cunt clench instead of my heart break.

I pressed send.

My pulse kicked hard. Once, twice, a third time against my ribs. The heat between my legs intensified, became impossible to ignore. I was getting wetter just sitting here, just from having done it, from knowing Tom was about to read those words and know I meant them.

This is happening. This is actually going to happen.

The dishwasher clicked off. Silence for three seconds, four.

Then Tom's footsteps on the kitchen tiles. His phone must have buzzed. I could picture it perfectly: Tom standing at the counter, tea towel over his shoulder probably, picking up his mobile, thumbing it unlocked.

Reading.

The quality of the silence changed. Became the specific silence of someone reading something that mattered, that required thought.

Then his footsteps came toward the sitting room.

He appeared in the doorway. Loughborough sweatshirt, the ratty grey one he'd had since university. Jeans. Bare feet. He looked completely ordinary, completely himself, exactly like the man I'd been with for six years and married for three of them.

I loved him.

I'd just asked him to proposition his boss so I could watch him fuck her.

The combination made me want to laugh, slightly hysterically. I didn't. I waited.

He looked at me. Held my eyes. Said: "Yeah?"

God, I loved him.

"Yeah," I said.

He nodded. Crossed the room, sat down beside me on the sofa. Put his arm around my shoulders and pulled me into his side and I went, fitted myself against him the way I'd been fitting for six years. His body warm and solid and familiar. The sitting room too warm, or maybe that was just me, just the want making me feel like I was burning from the inside out.

The television murmured. The central heating ticked. My heart hammered.

The ache between my thighs hadn't dimmed. Worse, actually. Sharper now. I pressed my legs together and felt the slick heat of it, felt how thoroughly soaked the expensive knickers were, and thought: this is real. This is actually going to be real.

"I'll speak to her on Monday," Tom said. His voice steady, measured. The voice of someone making a plan. "I'll be careful. If she's not interested, we forget the whole thing and nobody's the wiser."

I nodded against his shoulder.

Monday. Three days. I could last three days.

Except I wasn't sure I could, actually. Wasn't sure I could walk around for three more days with this want sitting in my chest, in my cunt, making it hard to think about anything else.

"There's something I probably should have told you," Tom said.

The tone made me sit up. Look at him properly. It was the tone of someone who'd been trying to find the right moment and had finally given up waiting for it.

"When Diana first..." He paused. Ran a hand through his hair, which meant he was uncomfortable, which meant this mattered. "When she first rested her hand on my arm. Weeks ago. The first time, not the night you saw it. The very first time." Another pause. "She said something to me. Just a sentence. She said she'd been waiting to see if I was the kind of man who said something first."

I stared at him.

Diana already knew.

The words landed in my head, huge and impossible and absolutely, completely obvious now I thought about it.

Diana had been watching Tom. Had been waiting. Had at some point, weeks ago, made herself available in that composed, deliberate, utterly Diana way I could suddenly see so clearly it hurt. Not a come-on. Not a fumbling proposition. Just a statement of fact, dropped into a moment and left there. I'm interested. If you are.

And Tom, my faithful, careful Tom, had carried that knowledge for weeks. Had held it close and not acted on it and waited for me to catch up to something Diana had apparently understood long before I did.

Oh God.

Oh Jesus fucking Christ.

The sitting room was very quiet. I could hear the fridge humming in the kitchen. The faint tick of the central heating cooling down. My own heartbeat, suddenly very loud in my ears.

My cunt clenched. Hard. A pulse of want so sharp I actually made a small sound, couldn't help it.

Diana, weeks ago, making herself known. Tom carrying it. Faithful. Waiting for permission.

And now I'd given it to him.

The heat went through me in a wave, base of my spine outward, flooding my thighs, my belly, my chest. I was soaked. Properly soaked, the kind of wet that was going to leave a mark on my jeans when I stood up. Didn't care. Couldn't care. Could barely think past the image of Diana's hand on Tom's forearm, the ease of it, the familiarity, and underneath that the knowledge that she'd been waiting.

That she'd looked at my husband and decided she wanted him and then simply... made herself available. Made it known.

Fuck.

I turned to Tom. My voice came out calmer than I felt, which was a minor miracle.

"You'd better speak to her tomorrow," I said. "Not Monday. Tomorrow."

His eyebrows went up.

Tomorrow. Because I can't wait. Because I've been wet for two days straight and if I have to wait until Monday I'm genuinely going to lose my mind.

"I'm absolutely going to die if this goes on any longer."


6: The Elaborate Pretence
Come In, We'll Drink It


The hallway was tidy. Excessively tidy. I'd done it three times in the last two hours, which I was fully aware was unhinged behaviour, and I'd carried on anyway because my hands needed something and the alternative was standing in the kitchen staring at the wall.

The key bowl was centred. The runner rug was straight. I'd lit the Diptyque candle an hour ago, felt immediately ridiculous about it, then left it burning because the house smelled good and I was not apologising for wanting the house to smell good tonight of all nights.

I checked my reflection in the foxed mirror. Fifth time, at least. The navy wrap dress that Tom had once said did something for my eyes was doing what it was told. Hair down, properly down, brushed until it fell the way I'd wanted it to, dark and loose around my face. The black Sloggi set underneath, bought eighteen months ago from John Lewis and worn exactly twice, which was possibly a metaphor for something.

My cheeks were already pink and my pupils looked enormous, like someone had told me something terrible or wonderful. A woman who had been thinking about sex for a fortnight. Yes. That tracked.

Behind me, through the open kitchen door, the table. The good plates. Two bottles of wine breathing, because I'd gone down a twenty-minute rabbit hole about whether you were actually supposed to do that, and apparently you were, and every detail tonight had to be right. The candles, not yet lit. The whole arrangement looked like I was trying too hard, because I was, and I had made my peace with that.

Tom appeared from the kitchen doorway, still adjusting his collar, and I felt the familiar squeeze of wanting him in an ordinary way, underneath all the other wanting, just him in the shirt I liked, the one that fitted him properly across the shoulders. He looked nervous in a managed sort of way, the way he looked before big presentations, jaw set, eyes a little too alert.

He saw me and stopped.

"You look incredible."

"Stop it, I'm trying to stay calm."

"That's why I said it."

I laughed, couldn't help it, and he crossed the hallway and kissed my forehead, slow and deliberate, and I had to close my eyes because looking at him just then was almost too much. Six years and he still did that.

My cunt throbbed.

Diana hadn't even arrived yet and I was already a disaster. The expensive Sloggis were completely wrecked. I'd known they would be. I'd worn them anyway, because some decisions you make with full information and follow through on regardless.

"She'll be here in ten minutes," Tom said, his voice steady in the deliberate way of someone choosing steadiness because they think you need it. I recognised the effort. I appreciated it. I also didn't need it, because I was not backing out. Not after two weeks of thinking about almost nothing else; not after Tom had come home from that Monday morning conversation with slightly wide eyes and told me Diana had said yes, immediately, without hesitation, in that particular composed way he'd described and which had sent me straight upstairs at seven o'clock to lock the bathroom door and come standing against the sink with my hand between my thighs and Tom's voice still in my head.

"I know," I said.

"Are you..."

"I'm fine. I'm not backing out." How to explain this. "I'm nervous in a way that's converted entirely into want. That kind of nervous. The kind that's not actually interested in stopping."

He nodded. He understood. Of course he understood. We'd been married six years and we knew each other's faces.

The doorbell rang.

My stomach dropped clean out of me.

Here we go.

I opened the door.

Diana. Taller than I'd expected, or maybe just the heels, in a dark coat that didn't advertise itself and didn't need to, the silver at her temples catching the porch light exactly the way Tom had described. Those eyes settling on me like she'd already decided something, dark and steady and entirely without the social performance, no performed delight, no bright smile deployed to smooth an entrance. Just a woman looking at me properly, which was somehow more intimate than anything else she could have done.

She held a bottle of wine. She looked at me for a moment that lasted slightly longer than casual, and then she smiled, small and knowing, like we were already sharing something.

"I brought wine," she said. A brief pause. "We don't have to drink it if you'd rather just get on."

That voice. Low. Unhurried. Exactly as I'd been building it in my imagination for weeks, except better, of course it was better, the real thing was always better than the version you'd been carrying around in your head. I felt the voice before I processed the words.

I laughed. A real one, nothing nervous about it, which surprised me.

"Come in," I said. "We'll drink it."

She stepped inside and brought with her a breath of cold October air and underneath it her perfume, warm and restrained and completely specific to her, the kind of scent that costs money and doesn't announce itself, and I stood in my own hallway and thought: I am going to be smelling that in my head for weeks.

The hallway contracted around her. Not because she was performing anything. Because she simply had presence in the way some people do, the specific gravity of someone entirely comfortable occupying space. She removed her coat without asking where to put it and draped it over the hook beside Tom's jacket as though she'd done it a hundred times, easy and familiar, and underneath she wore something dark and beautifully cut, clean lines, good fabric, the ease of someone who dressed well without giving it much thought.

She handed me the wine. Her fingers brushed mine as she passed it over, cool and deliberate, and I felt it everywhere.

"Lovely house," she said, looking around the hallway with that brief, genuinely interested attention. "Tom's described it."

Oh.

Tom had talked to Diana about our house. Had described it. Had built these rooms for her in his mouth in some office I'd never been inside, given her the layout and the foxed mirror and probably the Diptyque candle before she was ever through the door. I was going to be thinking about that for a very long time.

Tom appeared from the kitchen. Diana turned toward him and the shift in her face was minute and devastating, a warmth she hadn't had for me, the particular ease of someone seeing exactly the person they wanted to see, her eyes settling on him like a hand coming to rest on something familiar.

I watched this from two feet away.

Not jealousy. Something that burned hotter than jealousy and had no name I could locate, sitting in my chest like a lit coal.

I was absolutely going to survive this evening. Probably.
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Dinner, it turned out, was an elaborate pretence we all committed to with varying degrees of success, and I committed harder than anyone because performing normality when your knickers are soaked from the moment a woman walks through your front door is quite the undertaking.

I'd put Diana across from me with Tom between us, which was the arrangement I'd chosen because I needed to be able to see her face properly. The candlelight found her cheekbones, softened her jaw, caught in those dark eyes and made them warmer. She knew exactly what candlelight did to her face. I was absolutely certain of it. Diana had been forty-seven years old for most of a year and she'd had decades to notice these things.

We talked about work, briefly. Diana moved the conversation on before it settled, which I suspected was deliberate and smooth in the way of someone used to managing rooms. We talked about a restaurant in Soho she recommended. We got onto something she and Tom evidently disagreed about professionally, an easy, practised disagreement that showed the texture of four years in close proximity: the specific vocabulary they'd built together, the shorthand of people who'd eaten lunch at the same desk and sat through the same bad meetings and knew how the other took their coffee. That was its own kind of intimacy and I was watching it from across my own table and my cunt was doing things I was trying to pretend weren't happening.

Tom laughed at something she said. Diana's hand moved as she talked, the same hand that had rested on his forearm in the glass office, elegant and unhurried, and I watched her fingers and felt the slow, deliberate clench of my cunt under the table as if my body were saying: yes, those hands, specifically those hands, you have been thinking about those hands for two weeks and there they are, four feet away, picking up a wine glass.

Diana turned the conversation to me. Deliberately; this was the shift. She asked about the surgery, about the specific administrative chaos of NHS practice management, and she listened to my answers with the particular quality of attention that makes you feel heard rather than simply waited out. I talked more than I'd intended to. I noticed I was talking more than I'd intended to and I couldn't quite stop.

"Tom talks about you a great deal," she said. "Not the way husbands usually talk about their wives. More like someone who keeps being surprised by the same person."

I didn't know what to do with that. "That's an interesting way to put it."

"I tend to say things precisely." A beat, her eyes steady on mine, not moving. "That's something we have in common, I think."

Oh.

That was it. That was the whole thing, said over a dinner table with Tom between us, said in exactly one sentence. I had the sudden vertiginous sensation of two people recognising something specific and private and completely not for polite company, and my cunt was absolutely ruining the chair and I picked up my wine and said nothing because there was nothing I could add that would improve on that.

She was extraordinary. I'd known this already and it still wasn't enough.

Tom reached for the second bottle and poured without being asked. The conversation moved, easy and adult, all three of us acutely aware of exactly what we weren't saying yet, and that specific awareness, the charged gap of the unspoken thing, was the most erotic experience I'd had without anyone touching me in my entire life.

Diana's long fingers on the wine glass stem. Neat nails, no rings. Tom caught me watching her hands and something passed between us across the table, brief and complete: he was watching me watch her.

I pressed my thighs together under the table, took a sip of wine, and thought: dinner is going to be over very soon.

And it was. Tom collected the plates, nearly dropping the good ones in the process, and Diana glanced at him with what might have been affection, and I thought: she knows him, that particular clumsiness with crockery, and that is not a bad thing, and I have apparently lost my mind completely.

Diana said, "Sit. You've done enough," in that voice that was not a command but somehow operated as one, and I sat.

The lamps in the sitting room were on low. The candles from the dining end threw soft light through the open double doors. Diana settled on the sofa facing the fireplace, crossed her legs, accepted the glass Tom brought her, and looked entirely at home. She'd been in my house for forty minutes and she looked like she'd always been in it. Not threatening. Just comfortable in the particular way of someone who was comfortable everywhere, and I hated that and wanted it at the same time and the two feelings sat on top of each other in my chest doing something complicated and extremely inconvenient.

Tom sat beside her, as arranged. I sat across from them with the coffee table between us. The room contracted into something smaller and warmer and more charged than it had ever felt in three years of us living in it.

The record player was quiet. The room smelled of the Diptyque candle and wine and underneath it, threading through everything, the warm restrained expensive note of Diana's perfume. I had been breathing it for forty minutes and I wasn't going to be able to smell that particular scent ever again without my cunt clenching. Mental note. Don't buy that perfume.

Diana looked at me across the coffee table. She didn't build up to it. She simply said:

"Tell me what you want to happen tonight."

The room went very quiet.

I looked at her. She looked back. Steady. Unhurried. Waiting with the particular patience of someone who knew she was going to get an answer and wasn't in any hurry to rush it out of you.

I'd been answering this question for two weeks. In the shower. In the car. Lying awake beside Tom at three in the morning with my hand between my thighs. I knew exactly what I wanted. I had known for weeks.

I opened my mouth.

"I want to watch," I said, my voice coming out lower and steadier than I had any right to expect. "I want to be in the room. I want to see everything."

Diana nodded once. Didn't interrupt.

"I want to see you want him." The heat in my face. My pulse loud in my ears. "I want you to know I'm watching. I want that to be part of it, not something you ignore."

The words were coming easier now, each one loosening something behind it.

"I want to watch you take him apart." A breath. "I want to see his face when you touch him, and yours when he's inside you. Both at once. I want both at once."

Tom had gone very still beside her. I could feel it without looking at him, the specific quality of a man making himself not move.

"I want you to do the things I imagine you'd do. Without apology. Without..." The word was there somewhere, just out of reach. "...all the internal noise. I want to watch a woman who just takes what she wants."

Diana's expression hadn't changed, exactly, but something had shifted behind the dark eyes. Recognition. Or something warmer than recognition.

She looked at Tom.

"Is that what you want too?"

"Yes." Clear. Immediate.

Diana looked back at me. Held my gaze for a long moment, unhurried as always, as if she had all the time in the world and was choosing to spend it looking at me, and then she smiled, small and deliberate, and stood.

"Alright," she said. "Shall we go upstairs?"

My legs, when I stood, were not entirely reliable.

I stood anyway.
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Tasting the Evidence

The bedroom had never had a third person in it. Seven years of marriage, three years before that, every version of us that had ever existed: this room had been ours. And now Diana stood at the foot of the bed, looking around with the unhurried interest of someone assessing a space she intended to know well. I stood just inside the door, watching her catalogue our private world, and my cunt clenched.

The lamp was on, my lamp, the warm amber one I'd bought from that overpriced shop in Richmond. The overhead stayed off. The room looked the same as it always looked and it was not the same at all.

Diana reached up and took off one earring. Then the other. She set them on the chest of drawers like she'd done it a hundred times, like this chest of drawers was as familiar to her as the one in her Battersea flat. She didn't ask. Didn't apologize for not asking. The casualness of it went through me like electricity, made my nipples tighten under my bra.

She looked up into the mirror above the chest of drawers. Found my reflection. Held it.

"Come here," she said.

Not to Tom. To me.

The carpet was very soft under my bare feet. The room smelled of my perfume and Tom's aftershave and underneath it all, the cool dry expensive smell of Diana: something French and woody and utterly her. The combination of all three was the most erotic thing I'd ever inhaled. I'm filing this away for later, I thought. Later I'm going to lie here and remember this exact smell and touch myself and come so hard I see stars.

I went to her.

Diana turned and took my face in both hands. Her palms were warm. Her eyes were very dark, pupils wide. She smelled of wine and underneath that, warm skin and something purely her.

"You're not at all what I expected," she said. "I mean that properly."

I had no idea what to say to that. I opened my mouth and nothing came out.

Diana kissed me.

Brief and deliberate, no asking, and my first thought was oh, and my second thought wasn't words at all, just heat and the shock of her mouth on mine. She kissed the way she did everything else: precise, unhurried, certain. I kissed back before I'd decided to, my lips parting, tasting the wine on her tongue.

I hadn't expected this. I'd constructed the evening with Tom at the centre and myself on the outside watching, and Diana just redistributed the entire arrangement in about four seconds flat.

She pulled back. Looked at me. I was breathing harder than I had been, and she could see it, the rise and fall of my chest, my nipples visible through the thin fabric of my bra.

"I wanted to do that first," she said. "Now I know where you are."

She turned to Tom.

The full attention, the warm proprietary look, and now that I'd been kissed by the woman doing the looking, it landed differently. Deeper. Tom came to her and she reached up, began undoing his shirt buttons with those long capable fingers I'd been imagining for days.

I sat on the edge of the bed, exactly as I'd asked to be. I watched.

Here it was. Here was the thing I'd stood in a dark corridor to feel. And the reality of it, Diana's hands on Tom's shirt, Tom's hands going to her waist, the ease and the want in both of them, was about forty times more intense than the fantasy had prepared me for.

Diana removed Tom's shirt, dropped it on the floor without looking. She put both hands on his chest, looked up at him, and said, to Tom but for my benefit:

"She's watching. She's right there. I want you to remember that."

Tom found my eyes across the room. Held them. Didn't look away.

I was watching my husband look at me while another woman's hands were on his bare skin and I had never, never been this turned on in my life. I pressed my thighs together on the edge of the bed, felt the slickness between them, thought: good. Don't look away. Don't you fucking dare.

Diana stepped back. She reached for the hem of her top, pulled it over her head in one smooth movement. She folded it once, set it on the chair by the window like this was her bloody bedroom and she had all the time in the world. Her skirt followed, the zip hissing down. Black knickers underneath, expensive and simple, the kind that looked like nothing and cost more than my entire lingerie drawer. I knew this because I'd looked at the exact same ones online last month and balked at the price.

She reached back and unhooked her bra, dropped it without looking at it.

Her body. Slim, all long legs and small high breasts with dark nipples already tight, the composed nakedness of a woman who had never needed to perform beauty. She stepped out of her knickers and stood there, entirely naked and utterly unselfconscious, and I couldn't look away.

She was extraordinary. Forty-seven and completely, utterly unguarded, and the confidence of it, the sheer deliberate ease of being naked in a stranger's bedroom, was more erotic than anything I'd ever seen. My mouth had gone dry.

Diana looked at me.

"Take your bra off," she said. "I want you to watch properly."

Tom came to me. He reached behind me, unhooked it with practiced ease. The straps slid down my arms. He took my face briefly, kissed me, and I could taste the wine, the evening, his want. I was shaking.

He stepped back. Returned to Diana.

I was the audience. I was the reason. Diana had established that in the first four minutes and I understood it completely: I wasn't being excluded from this. I was the point of it.

Diana looked at Tom. She reached for his belt, undid it with the same unhurried precision she brought to everything. Unzipped his trousers, pushed them down his hips. Tom stepped out of them, kicked them aside. His cock was already hard, thick and flushed dark, curving up toward his stomach. Diana wrapped one hand around him, slow, and looked up at his face.

"She's been imagining this," she said. Not a question. "Haven't you, Sarah."

I answered anyway. "Yes."

"Tell me what you imagined."

My voice came out lower than I expected, rougher. "I imagined you on your knees."

Diana smiled. She sank down in front of Tom, graceful even in this, her knees on the carpet, her hand still wrapped around him. She looked up at him once. Then she took him in her mouth.

I heard myself make a sound. A small desperate thing.

I'd imagined this. I'd imagined this exact thing with the specificity of a woman who'd spent a week doing nothing else with her spare attention. And the reality of it was: Diana was very, very good at this. The composed, unhurried competence of her extended to everything, and she wasn't performing, wasn't putting on a show. She was simply and completely present in what she was doing, and Tom's hands were in her hair and his face was something I was going to look at for the rest of my life.

Diana's mouth worked on him, slow and thorough, taking him deep and pulling back, her tongue flat against the underside, her hand following. Tom's fingers tightened in her silver-dark hair. His breathing changed. I could see the muscle jumping in his jaw, could hear the wet sounds of her mouth, and my own cunt was throbbing in time with it.

Diana paused. She looked over at me, Tom's cock still resting against her lower lip, shining with her spit.

"Watch his face," she said. "Not me. His face."

She waited until I was looking directly at Tom. Then she continued, taking him deeper, and I watched Tom's expression crack open.

Tom looked at me while Diana sucked him. He kept his eyes on my face, and his expression was undone and grateful, entirely here, and I was right here too, and this was mine in some way I couldn't name but felt completely.

I had my hand between my own thighs and I hadn't decided to do this, my body had just arrived here without consulting me, and I wasn't stopping.

I slid my hand inside my knickers. I was soaked, absolutely drenched, the fabric plastered to my skin. My clit was swollen and aching and I touched it, had to close my eyes for a second because the feeling was too much and not nearly enough simultaneously.

When I opened them, Tom was still watching me. Diana's mouth was working him steadily, her head moving, the wet obscene sounds of it filling the room, and Tom was watching his wife touch herself and I could see in his face exactly how close he was.

Diana stood. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, a gesture so casually obscene I felt my cunt clench around nothing. She looked at Tom, took his hand, turned toward the bed.

"Now," she said. Just that. Now.

She lay back on the bed with a certainty that took my breath away, and Tom moved over her. Diana looked up at him, then said:

"Wait. I want Sarah closer."

She looked at me directly. "Come here. Not to join in. Just come closer. I want you to see this properly."

I moved to kneel on the bed beside them. Close enough to see everything. Close enough to smell Diana's perfume and the warm scent of her arousal underneath it, the smell of cunt and want. Diana looked at my face. Satisfied with what she saw. She nodded at Tom.

I understood, suddenly and entirely, what Diana was doing. She was making me the witness. The acknowledged, included, specific witness. Not a voyeur through glass. An invited presence. The difference was the difference between watching through a window and being handed the key.

Tom positioned himself between Diana's thighs. She was already wet. I could see it, the slick evidence catching the lamplight, and the smell of her arousal was thick in the air now, unmistakable, mixing with the smell of sex that was already in the room. He lined himself up, pushed forward, slow, the thick head of his cock spreading her open, and I watched her cunt swallow him inch by inch.

Diana's face.

I watched Diana's face because Diana told me to and Diana was right: the face was the thing. The composed, self-possessed expression of a woman who kept nothing unguarded: it went. Not all at once, but in degrees, as he filled her, as she accommodated him. The eyes shifting. The breath changing. The mouth opening.

Diana looked at me while this happened. She said, quietly:

"He's very thick. Can you see? This is what you wanted. Look."

I was going to come. I had my hand between my own thighs and I was close, so close, and I was watching my husband inside another woman while that woman talked to me about how it felt, and I was absolutely going to come without him touching me and I'd feel something about this later and right now I felt nothing except want.

Tom began to move. Slow, deliberate thrusts, pulling almost all the way out and then pushing back in, and I could see Diana's cunt stretching around him, the wet slide of it, the way her body took him, the pink flesh gripping him.

Diana's hand went to Tom's shoulder. She said, her voice steady despite everything:

"Tom. Slowly. I want her to see this properly."

Tom slowed. He looked down at Diana and then across at me, and his face was open in a way I'd never seen it, entirely undone, entirely present.

"Can you see?" he said, and his voice was wrecked. "Can you see how good she is?"

"Yes." My voice shook. "I can see."

Diana's other hand went to my wrist. She pulled my hand, the one that had been between my thighs, to her mouth. She licked my fingers, tasted me, her tongue sliding between them. Her eyes stayed on mine the entire time.

"You're soaked," she said. "Keep touching yourself. I want to watch you while he fucks me. I want to see you come before he does."

My hand went back between my legs. I was so wet I could hear it, the obscene slick sound of my fingers on my clit, and I was past caring, I was somewhere past all of it, just the image and the sounds and Diana's voice and Tom's face and my own hand moving faster, harder.

Tom's rhythm built. Diana's breath came shorter, her small breasts moving with each thrust. She kept her eyes on me and said:

"Sarah. Watch my face. Don't look away."

I didn't look away.

I watched Diana's composure fracture. I watched the precise, controlled woman lose the control degree by degree, her breath catching, her mouth opening, a low sound rising in her throat that was the most honest thing I'd ever heard, the sound of a woman actually being fucked, actually feeling it.

"Tell her what you feel," Diana said to Tom, her voice breaking. "Tell your wife."

"She's perfect," Tom said, and his voice was wrecked, completely gone. "She's so tight and wet and I'm not going to last."

"Not yet," Diana said. "Not yet. I'm close. Sarah, are you close?"

"Yes." I could barely get the word out.

"Then come. Now. I want to watch you."

My orgasm hit like a wave breaking over rocks. I came with my hand between my thighs, eyes open, watching my husband fuck another woman who was watching me right back, and I didn't even try to be quiet. I was kneeling on the bed beside them, so close I could smell the sex, the thick musk of it, and I came harder than I had in years. The sound I made was raw and shameless and I didn't care, I was past caring, I just wanted more.

Diana watched me the entire time. When I started to come down, shaking, my hand still moving slower between my legs, she said:

"Good girl."

Two words. I was still shaking, my cunt still pulsing. Good girl. I'm filing this for later too, I thought, the way Diana says it, the specific warmth and ownership of it, and I am definitely going to need this to happen again.

Diana turned her attention back to Tom. "Now," she said. "Come inside me. I want to feel it."

Tom thrust harder, faster, his control gone, and Diana's face went slack as her own orgasm took her, a low keening sound in her throat, her cunt clenching visibly around him, rippling. Tom followed seconds after, his whole body going rigid, a groan torn from his chest as he came, and I watched it all, watched the pulse of his cock inside her, watched Diana take everything he gave.

Afterwards. The three of us in the room, the air transformed, thick with the smell of sex and sweat and Diana's perfume. Tom pulled out slowly and lay beside Diana, breathing hard. I could see his cum sliding out of her, thick and white against the pink of her cunt, pooling on the sheet beneath her arse.

I'd never seen anything so wrong. I'd never seen anything so unbearably hot.

Diana turned her head to look at me.

"Come here," she said.

I went.

She took my hand, guided it between her thighs. My fingers met the slick combination of her and Tom, warm and obscene, wetter than anything I'd ever felt.

"Touch me," she said. "I want you to feel what he did."

I touched her. Slid my fingers through the mess, felt the swollen heat of her, the evidence of my husband still leaking from her body, so much of it. Diana's eyes stayed on mine.

"Now taste it," she said.

I hesitated. Just for a second. Diana waited, patient, certain I would.

I brought my fingers to my mouth. The taste was salt and musk and something underneath that was purely Diana, her particular flavour, and it was filthy and perfect and I wanted more.

Diana smiled. She pushed my head down, gently but deliberately. "Clean me properly."

I flinched. Then I moved.

I wanted to. God, I wanted to. Wanted to taste my husband's cum from this extraordinary woman, wanted to put my mouth on her, wanted to do the thing I'd never done and never imagined doing and now couldn't imagine not doing.

I lowered my face between Diana's thighs.

The scent was overwhelming, the warm musk of her cunt mixed with Tom's cum, thick and immediate and dirtier than anything I'd ever smelled. I paused with my mouth an inch away, thought this is it, this is the actual line, you can still stop.

I didn't stop. I didn't want to stop.

I licked her. Broad, flat strokes of my tongue, tasting everything, the salt, the slick, the particular flavour of her underneath it all. Tom's cum was thick on my tongue, coating my mouth. Diana's hand went to my hair, not pushing, just resting there, a gentle pressure of encouragement.

"That's it," she said, her voice low and pleased. "Just like that. Clean up the mess he made."

I swallowed and licked again, chasing it, my mouth working against Diana's swollen cunt. She was still sensitive from her orgasm and she made a soft sound when my tongue found her clit, her thighs shifting.

"Sarah," Tom said from beside her. His voice was quiet, awed. "Fuck. Look at you."

I looked up without stopping. Tom was propped on one elbow, watching me eat his cum from his boss's cunt, and the expression on his face was something I was going to remember forever.

"You're so good," he said. "You're perfect. Don't stop."

I didn't stop. I worked my tongue deeper, into Diana's entrance, tasting the combination of them, feeling her clench around me. My hand went between my own thighs again without my permission and I was still soaked, still aching, and I touched myself whilst I licked Diana clean.

Diana's hand tightened in my hair. Her breathing changed. "Sarah. Slower. I'm going to come again if you keep doing that."

I kept doing it. I wanted to feel her come on my tongue, wanted to taste that too, and I licked her with deliberate focus until her thighs began to shake, until her breathing went ragged.

"Oh," Diana said, soft and surprised. "Oh, you're going to make me..."

She came against my mouth. I felt the pulse of it, tasted the fresh flood of wetness, and I licked her through it whilst my own fingers worked my clit and I thought: this. This is who I am. This is what I want. This.

When Diana's orgasm subsided I pulled back, my face wet, my mouth swollen, my chin slick with her and Tom's combined mess. Diana looked down at me with something close to tenderness.

"Well done," she said.

I laughed. A real one, surprised out of me. Diana smiled.

She sat up and pulled me toward her, wrapping one arm around me. Tom moved closer on her other side. The three of us on the bed in the warm amber light, and the room smelled of sex and Diana's perfume and Tom's aftershave and my own arousal and the Diptyque candle still burning downstairs, all of it mixing into something I'd never smelled before and would never forget.

I'd done this. I'd asked for this. It had happened and the house was still standing and Tom was on my other side and Diana's arm was around me and I felt, for the first time in perhaps years, completely and specifically myself.

Diana pressed a kiss to my temple. "You're full of surprises," she said.

I leaned into her. "So are you."

"Good," Diana said. She looked across me at Tom. "I think we should do this again."

Tom's hand found mine. Squeezed.

"Yes," I said. Not to Tom. To Diana. "Yes, we absolutely should."


7: What It Turned Out We Were


Diana left maybe twenty minutes ago. Probably twenty. I'd lost track of time somewhere between watching her come on my husband's cock and drinking Sauvignon Blanc in the too-bright kitchen, all three of us standing there in hastily-pulled-on clothes pretending we'd just had a perfectly normal Friday evening.

We hadn't. The house still smelled of sex and wine and Diana's perfume.

Diana found her coat in the hallway. Kissed me goodbye, her mouth soft and certain against mine, tasting faintly of wine and something else, something that might have been Tom. Then she looked at Tom with that particular warmth I now understood completely: four years of working together, one evening of fucking him whilst I watched.

"I'll leave it to you," she'd said to both of us. "Let me know."

Then she was gone. Her heels on the path, the car door, the engine. Tom locked the front door and turned to look at me with an expression I couldn't quite read.

We hadn't spoken. Just went upstairs.

Now we're in bed. Have been for maybe ten minutes, not speaking, Tom propped on one elbow just watching me in the lamp's amber wash. My side of the bed, my lamp, our room. Diana's gone and everything feels like ours again.

The house feels like our house. That was the thing I needed to establish and it was immediately, completely true. Diana was gone and Tom was beside me and I felt entirely fine.

Better than fine. I felt like a woman who'd just done something extraordinary and was still standing.

I told him so.

Tom exhaled. Not quite relief, more like the completion of something he'd been holding since last Friday when he'd come in from the kitchen to find me on the sofa with my phone in my hand and the text to Diana already sent.

"How are you actually?" His voice quiet. "Really."

"Good." I meant it. "Really good. You?"

"I think so. Need a minute."

"Take your minute."

He smiled at that. The smile did something to his whole face and I laughed, couldn't help it, and then he was laughing too, and it felt right, felt like us, felt like the exact register for two people who'd just watched each other do something wildly explicit with a third party.

I reached for his hand. He took it. His thumb moved across my knuckles.

"Ask me," I said.

"Ask you what?"

"Whatever you've been trying to decide whether to ask for the past ten minutes."

He looked at me sideways. "What was it like? For you. Watching."

I thought about it. Wanted to give him the real answer, not the easy one.

"I've never been that present in my body." I needed him to understand. "Every single thing I felt, I felt completely. No static, no part of my brain second-guessing or performing. I was just there, watching you fuck her, wanting it, needing to see every second."

Tom's hand tightened on mine.

"And?" His voice had changed.

"And it was the best thing I've ever experienced."

He went quiet. Then: "I have never in my life been that aware of being watched. Every time I looked up and saw you there..." He stopped. Started again. "It was the most turned on I've been since I was twenty-three."

"I know." I raised an eyebrow. "I could tell."

He looked at me with mock offence.

I'd watched every second of my husband's response to another woman. I had the most comprehensive imaginable picture of exactly how turned on he'd been. The particular sound he'd made when Diana's mouth first closed around him. The way his hands had gone to her hair. The expression on his face when he'd pushed into her, slow and deep, whilst Diana told him to let me see properly.

I'm not going to pretend to find this other than completely riveting.

"Did you know?" I asked. "Before tonight. How she'd be."

Tom thought about it. "I knew she'd be direct. Didn't know she'd make the whole thing about you."

"She didn't make it about me."

"She absolutely made it about you. Half of what she said was for you."

I turned this over. The things Diana had said. Can you see? Don't look away. I want her to watch my face. Watch his face, Sarah. Come for me, I want to see you. Those sentences, every one of them directed at me, navigating me through the evening as though my experience was the primary concern.

I'd expected to be a spectator. I had been, but Diana had made the spectating something else entirely. She'd included me at every turn, spoken to me, looked at me, made sure I was close enough to see everything.

I'd been the point.

"She's very good at what she does," I said.

"She's extraordinary at what she does." Tom's voice dry. "In several contexts."

I looked at him. "Was she different? Than you expected."

"Yes and no. She was exactly as composed as I thought she'd be. She was also..." He stopped. "Generous. With both of us. That surprised me."

Generous. That was exactly right. Diana had given us both precisely what we needed and done it without performance or hesitation, as though orchestrating a threesome between a married couple and herself was simply another thing she was excellent at, like running a department or choosing wine.

"Which moment?" Tom said.

I knew what he meant. Which moment was the thing for me. The image that was going to stay.

I didn't hesitate. "When you pushed into her. When she told you to go slowly so I could see. And she looked at me whilst you were doing it. Looked right at me whilst I watched you fill her, watched her take you, and I came without either of you touching me."

Tom's breathing changed. I felt it.

"That," I said. "That exact moment. Seeing both of you. The whole fucking thing."

I reached for him under the duvet. Found him already thickening against his thigh.

God yes. I was going to get two evenings out of this and I absolutely deserved both of them.

"Come here," I said.

Tom moved over me. I opened my thighs and he settled between them, his cock thick and ready against my hip. I was still swollen from watching, still soaking, and when he pushed into me we both groaned at how thoroughly wet I was.

"Tell me," he said, low, close to my ear. "Tell me what you saw."

So I did. Told him whilst he moved inside me, slow and deep, exactly what I'd watched. Diana's hands in his hair. The particular angle of her jaw when she'd taken him in her mouth. The way her thighs had opened when he'd moved between them. The look on his face when he'd first pushed into her, the specific expression of a man getting exactly what he wanted.

"You filled her," I said. "I could see it, could see how thick you are, how her cunt had to stretch around you. And she made that sound, that low fucking sound, and I thought: that's my husband's cock. I'm watching another woman take my husband's cock and I'm so wet I can't stand it."

Tom groaned. His rhythm faltered.

"Don't stop." My voice rough. "Keep going. I want to come again."

He braced himself above me, one hand beside my head, and he looked down at me whilst he fucked me and I looked back and thought: This. This is what we are now. This is who we've become.

"What were you aware of?" I asked. "Whilst you were with her. What did you notice about me."

"Everything." Tom's voice rough. "I noticed everything. The way you touched yourself. The sound you made when Diana told you to come. The look on your face when you did. I was inside her and all I could think about was you watching me, you wanting this, you getting off on it."

"I did," I said. "I got off on it so much I thought I might pass out."

"Christ." Tom's hips stuttered. "Sarah. I'm not going to last."

"Good." I clenched around him. "I don't want you to last. I want you to come. Want you to fill me the way you filled her."

He came with a shout, his whole body going rigid, and I felt the pulse of it inside me, felt him flooding me, and I thought about the evening, about Diana, about everything we'd done, and I came again, clenching hard around him, pulling him deeper.

Afterwards he collapsed beside me, arm over his eyes, breathing hard. I turned on my side to watch him.

I love him. This was completely clear. I loved him and I'd just watched him take another woman apart and I'd told him exactly which part of it made me come and then I'd made him come again thinking about me watching, and the whole arrangement was frankly perfect.

"I want to do this again," I said.

Tom didn't move his arm. "I rather thought you might."

"Was that insufferable?"

"Completely insufferable." He smiled without looking. "You're absolutely right though."

I settled against his shoulder. "Next weekend. If she'll come."

"I'll text her tomorrow." A pause. "You're sure."

"I'm sure." I meant every word. "I want Diana back. Want her in this room again and I want to watch you fuck her properly this time. No dinner. No pretence. Just the thing itself."

Tom's arm came around me. "All right."

"All right?"

"All right," he said. "I'll ask her."

I closed my eyes. Tom's lamp off now, just the thin orange line of streetlight across the ceiling. The same line that had been there every night for three years. Tonight it looked different.

I'm not the woman who drove to the City with M&S sushi and three rehearsed speeches. That woman expected grief. Found something else entirely, standing outside a glass office at nine fifteen on a Tuesday: the beginning of something she didn't have language for.

I had the language now.

Cuckquean. Voyeur. Wife who watched and wanted more.

Next weekend Diana would step through that door and this time there'd be no dinner table, no performance of normality, no elaborate pretence that we were gathering for anything other than what we were gathering for.

This time I'd be in the room from the first second. Not at the edges. Not watching from a careful distance.

I'm the one who arranged this. This belongs to me.

I fell asleep thinking about it. Diana's hands. Tom's face. The next time, and the time after that, and all the versions of this evening that were going to follow, each one filthier than the last.


8: No More Edges
The Perfect Circuit


Iopened the door and my cunt clenched.

Diana stood on the step in charcoal grey, lamplight from the hallway catching the silk of her blouse. No coat this time. Just the jacket over black lace beneath, the edge of it visible against pale skin. She's dressed to be undressed. She planned this. Planned me.

Her gaze went to me first. Not to Tom somewhere behind me in the sitting room. To me. That steady, unhurried attention that made heat spike straight between my thighs, made my knickers stick to wet flesh.

"You look different from last week," she said.

"I feel different." I am different. I'm soaked standing in my own hallway and you know it.

"I know." The smallest smile. "I could tell from the text."

She stepped inside. Her hand came to my face, thumb against my cheekbone, three seconds of contact that burned through every nerve ending I possessed. Oh God. Then she moved past me into the hallway.

Her perfume filled the space immediately. That cool, dry, expensive smell I'd been carrying in my head for a week, the one that had made me touch myself in the shower, in bed, at my desk when I should have been working. I closed the door and turned to find her already removing her jacket, hanging it on the hook beside Tom's coat with the ease of someone who belonged here.

Yes. Do that. Claim this space. Claim me.

Different. I was different. I'd been different since the corridor outside her office and I'd spent four weeks becoming this. Standing in my own hallway watching Diana make herself at home, I felt the completeness of it, the rightness. I opened that door. The one I didn't know was there. And I'm never closing it again.

Tom appeared in the sitting room doorway. Diana looked at him, that familiar warmth crossing her face, four years of professional intimacy made personal. But she looked back at me almost immediately. The look at me lasted longer.

"What do you want tonight?"

The same question as last week. I'd been composing the answer for seven days.

"I want to be in it this time," I said. "Not watching from the edges. I want your mouth on my cunt. I want my tongue inside you. I want to watch you take his cock and I want to help. I want him to fuck me whilst you watch. I want all of it."

The words came out clear and direct. No apology. No hedging. Exactly what I meant, crude and specific, and my voice didn't shake once. Look at me. Saying cunt and cock and fuck in my own hallway like it's nothing. Like I've done this before. Like I'm not soaking through my knickers right now.

Diana's mouth curved.

"Upstairs then."

The bedroom door closed behind us. The lamp on my side already lit, the overhead off. Amber light, soft shadows, and Diana in the room, at home in it as she had been last week.

She crossed to the chair by the window, Tom's chair where his jacket usually lived, and placed her own jacket over the back of it. The casual confidence of the gesture made heat spike through me. Claiming the space. My space. Our space. Making it hers too. I watched her do it and felt my cunt pulse, felt myself getting wetter, felt the specific thrill of watching another woman make herself comfortable in my bedroom before she fucked my husband.

Diana turned to face me. Crossed the room. Stopped in front of me, close but not touching.

"Get undressed," she said. "I want to watch."

She sat on the edge of the bed. Waited.

I undressed. Not a performance, not a striptease. Just taking my clothes off under two pairs of eyes that wanted me. The jeans first, unzipped and pushed down over my hips. The top next, pulled over my head. I stood there in the black underwear, the good set, the Sloggi I'd worn every day this week like a talisman.

Being watched is different. I hadn't quite considered this. I'd asked for it and now it was happening, Diana's dark gaze steady on me whilst Tom stood by the door, and I wasn't shy. I'm not shy at all. I'm wet and my nipples are hard and they can both see it and I want them to see it.

The air in the room was cool against my skin. My nipples were already stiff under the black lace, aching points that showed through the fabric. I could feel how wet I was, had been wet since Diana's hand touched my face in the hallway, since before that, since I'd started getting ready hours ago knowing this was coming.

"Leave that for now," Diana said. "Come here."

I crossed to her. She stood to meet me, took my face in both hands, the same gesture as the hallway but slower this time, more deliberate.

She kissed me.

Deep. Her mouth opened against mine and I opened back and her tongue was in my mouth, and I made a sound I didn't plan to make, needy and raw.

My hands went to her waist, to the silk of the blouse, feeling the warmth of her through it. The kiss continued, deepened. Diana's hand at the back of my head, holding me there, and I discovered I liked being held, liked the feeling of being directed, controlled. I pressed closer.

Her mouth. God, her mouth. The taste of her, something clean and faintly sweet, lipstick and wine and the particular taste of a woman I'd imagined and not imagined correctly. The reality was more. This is my husband's boss and I'm kissing her in my bedroom and Tom's watching, and I'm so wet I can feel it running down my thighs and I want this more than I've wanted anything in thirty-two years.

Diana broke the kiss. Looked at me. Small smile.

"Good," she said. "Now we know where we are."

She looked past me to Tom.

"Come here."

Tom crossed to us. Diana put one hand on his chest, one hand still at my waist.

"You're going to do everything I say tonight," she said, looking between us. "Both of you."

"Yes," Tom said.

"Yes," I said.

The alignment. The two of us together, both answering to Diana, and the thrill of it went through me like electricity. We're hers tonight. Both of us. And she's ours. This is ours.

Diana removed Tom's shirt, one button at a time, her gaze on his face. I watched from two feet away, still in my underwear, already breathing faster. I'm watching her undress my husband. I asked for this. I wanted this.

She moved him to the bed. Pushed him back to sit against the headboard.

"Stay there."

She turned back to me.

Reached behind me and unclipped my bra. Removed it slowly, watching my face, then looking down at my breasts.

Her hands cupped them, thumbs brushing over my nipples, and I inhaled sharply.

"He's very lucky," she said. Not to Tom. To me directly.

I feel beautiful. I hadn't felt beautiful in this specific, seen, wanted way in years. Diana was doing it with the full weight of her attention, and it was extraordinary. Her hands on me, cool and sure, my nipples so hard they ached, Diana noticing everything, seeing everything, making me feel like the only woman in the world whilst my husband watched.

She hooked her thumbs in the waistband of my knickers. Pulled them down.

I stepped out of them. Stood naked in front of Diana, who was still fully clothed.

The power dynamic. She could take me apart right now if she wanted to. She's going to. I want her to.

Diana stepped back. Began to undress herself. The silk blouse first, unbuttoned with the same precision she did everything, folded and placed on the chair with her jacket. The trousers next, unzipped and stepped out of. The expensive underwear beneath, black lace, matching.

I watched every movement. Tom watched from the bed. We're both watching her. She knows it. She likes it.

Diana removed the bra. The knickers. Stood naked in the lamplight.

Oh. Naked Diana from three feet away. I'd thought about this, thought about every detail of this, and the reality was better. The high small breasts, dark nipples already tight, the long pale legs, the flat stomach with the slight softness of age that I found unbearably attractive, the neat dark-silver strip of hair between her thighs. Forty-seven and utterly unashamed. This is who I want to be. This, exactly this.

Diana moved to the bed, sitting beside Tom. I stood there, naked, waiting, my thighs slick.

"Come here," she said. "Kneel in front of him. I want to watch you suck his cock."

I crossed to the bed. Knelt on the floor between Tom's legs. He was already hard, had been hard since Diana took my knickers off, and I wrapped my hand around him and felt him throb.

"Slowly," Diana said. "I want to see everything."

I took Tom into my mouth. I knew him, knew exactly what he liked, the rhythm he responded to, the pressure, the way to take him deep. I did it the way I always did it, but I was doing it for Diana's eyes now. For her. Performing for her. Showing her what I can do.

Diana's hand came to rest in my hair. Not directing yet, just there, feeling the movement of my head.

His taste, familiar. The clean-salt taste of him, the weight of his cock on my tongue, the way he always got harder in the first thirty seconds. I know this. I've done this a hundred times. But Diana's hand in my hair makes it new. Makes it a performance. Makes it mine and also not mine. Shared. Offered.

I could hear Tom's breathing change. Could feel Diana watching every movement of my mouth, every slide of my lips.

"Does she always take you this deep?" Diana asked. Her voice low.

"Yes," Tom said. Rough. "Christ, yes."

Diana's hand tightened in my hair.

"Deeper," she said. "Show me how deep she can take you."

I took him deeper, relaxing my throat, taking him until I gagged and my eyes watered and I pulled back gasping.

"Good girl. Again."

I did it again. And again. Diana's hand controlling the rhythm now, holding my head, pushing me down, pulling me up, using me.

I'm being used. I was on my knees with my husband's cock in my mouth and another woman's hand in my hair and I was being used and it was the hottest thing I'd ever experienced. My cunt was clenching around nothing, soaking, dripping, and I made a sound around Tom's cock that was unmistakeably desperate, needy, filthy.

"That's enough," Diana said. "I don't want him coming yet. Come up here."

I moved onto the bed, wiping spit from my chin. Diana lay back, head on the pillow, her body between me and Tom.

"Tom," she said. "My mouth. Sarah. My breasts. I want both of you on me."

Tom moved to kiss Diana, deep, the kiss of two people who'd wanted this for a long time. I watched for a moment, the shape of their mouths together, before Diana's hand found mine and guided it to her breast.

I cupped it, feeling the weight, the softness, the hard point of her nipple. I leaned down and took it into my mouth.

Diana made a low sound, half into Tom's mouth.

The taste of her skin. Clean, faintly perfumed, warm. Her nipple hard against my tongue and I sucked and felt Diana arch slightly beneath me. I'm making her feel this. Me. My mouth on her. She's arching for me.

I lavished attention on Diana's breasts, moving from one to the other, using my tongue, my teeth carefully, learning what made her breath catch, what made that low sound happen again. Tom was still kissing Diana, one hand in her hair, the other moving down her body.

Diana was breathing harder now, her chest rising and falling under my mouth.

She broke the kiss with Tom, looking at me.

"Lower," she said. "I want your mouth lower."

I kissed down Diana's stomach, slow, taking my time, tasting skin. Reached the neat strip of dark-silver hair and paused.

"Don't stop."

I spread Diana's legs. Settled between them. Looked up once, found Diana watching me, found Tom watching both of us. Then I lowered my mouth.

The first taste.

Oh. Oh God.

The taste of her, more specific than I'd imagined. Sweet and salt and warm and slick and utterly unlike anything else. I'd tasted myself on Tom's mouth a thousand times, but this was different. This is another woman's cunt under my tongue, and I want all of it. I want to drown in it.

I licked, explored, learned. Found Diana's clit and circled it carefully. Diana's hips lifted.

"Firmer," she said. Breathless but still directive. "Use your tongue flat."

I did. Diana made a sound, a real sound, unguarded.

Tom was watching from beside her, one hand stroking his own cock slowly, the other touching Diana's breast.

I could feel Diana getting wetter under my tongue, could feel the way her thighs trembled when I did something right. This is power. This is me making this composed, self-possessed, utterly together woman lose her control, bit by bit. I want to take her all the way apart.

I slid one finger inside Diana whilst my mouth stayed on her clit. She clenched around it, hot and tight, and said my name.

She said my name. She said my name whilst I'm inside her.

"Your wife is very good at this," Diana said to Tom, voice breaking slightly. "Did you know she'd be this good?"

"I didn't," Tom said. "Fuck, Diana, look at her."

"I am looking. She's soaking your face, isn't she, Sarah?"

Yes. Yes, she is. I can feel it. I can taste it. I want more.

I added a second finger, crooked them, found the spot that made Diana's breath stop. Kept my mouth steady on her clit, the rhythm Tom had taught me years ago, and felt her getting close, felt her thighs starting to shake.

"Don't stop," Diana said. "Right there. Don't you dare stop."

I didn't stop. I sucked her clit and fucked her with my fingers and felt her climbing, climbing.

Diana came. Her whole body tensed, thighs clamping around my head, one hand fisting in my hair almost painfully, and she made a low, specific sound that was utterly real, not performed, just the genuine article.

I kept my mouth on her through it, feeling every pulse, every clench around my fingers, tasting her pleasure.

Diana's hand tightened in my hair, then released. Her body went slack, boneless.

There. There it is. The composed woman coming undone. The evidence on her face, in her voice. I did that. With my own mouth. I made her come.

I pulled back slowly, wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. My face was wet with her, my chin slick. I looked up at Diana.

Her eyes were closed. Then they opened. She looked at me.

"Come here."

I moved up the bed. Diana pulled me into a kiss, tasting herself on my mouth, and I melted into it, into her, into the filthy reality of it.

She broke the kiss. Looked at Tom, who was visibly, desperately hard.

"Your turn," she said, sitting up. "Sarah, come here. Both of you. On your knees in front of him."

Tom shifted to sit on the edge of the bed, feet on the floor.

Diana and I knelt in front of him, side by side.

This. This is the image I've carried for a week. Two women, one cock. I'm one of the women. Diana's the other. Tom's looking down at both of us and I'm never going to forget the expression on his face. Never.

Diana wrapped her hand around Tom's cock. Stroked him once, twice, her hand expert.

"We're going to share him," she said to me. "Watch me first."

She leaned forwards and took Tom into her mouth, not tentative, not testing. She took him deep in one smooth movement, and Tom made a sound, a groan that came from his chest.

I watched. Watched Diana's mouth stretch around him, watched the way her eyes stayed open and fixed on Tom's face, watched her pull back and lick the underside of his shaft with her tongue flat. Pre-cum leaked from the tip. Diana licked it up.

"Your turn," she said, pulling off.

I leaned in. Took him into my mouth. Tasted Diana on him, faint and strange and thrilling, salt and something else, something that was her. I sucked.

We alternated. Diana, then me, then Diana again. Sometimes our mouths met at the head of his cock, tongues brushing against each other and against him simultaneously, spit and pre-cum mixing, the wet obscene sounds of it filling the room.

Tom's sounds were continuous now, increasingly ragged, desperate.

I could feel his thigh trembling under my hand, could hear the specific sound he made when he was close, the low groan that started in his chest. I looked up at his face and found him watching me, watching both of us, his jaw tight and his eyes dark. He's not going to last. He's not going to last and I want to see it. Want to see him come in her mouth.

"Don't come yet," Diana said. "Not yet. Hold it, Tom."

"I'm trying," Tom said. Strangled. "Fuck, I'm trying."

Diana pulled me back. Both of us kneeling, both of us looking up at Tom, our faces flushed, our mouths wet.

"Take his balls in your mouth," she said to me. "Gently. I'll take care of the rest."

I leaned lower, took one of Tom's balls into my mouth carefully, sucking gently, my hand on his thigh. Diana took his cock back into her mouth and worked him with a precision that was almost cruel in its efficiency, relentless, perfect.

Tom lasted approximately forty-five seconds.

"Diana," he said. "Fuck. I'm going to—"

Diana didn't pull off. She took him deeper, and Tom came in her mouth with a sound that was half shout, half groan, his whole body locking.

I watched from below, my face inches away. Watched his cock pulse in Diana's mouth, watched Diana's throat work as she swallowed, watched Tom's hand fist in Diana's hair. He was coming in her mouth. In Diana's mouth. I could see it, could see the evidence in the way his whole body tensed, could hear it in the sound he made, and my cunt clenched so hard it hurt. Yes. Yes. This. I wanted this. I wanted exactly this.

Diana pulled off slowly. Wiped the corner of her mouth with one finger.

But she hadn't swallowed everything.

She turned to me. Cupped my face with one hand.

"Open your mouth."

I opened.

Diana leaned in and kissed me, deep, open-mouthed, and I tasted Tom's cum on her tongue, warm and thick and unmistakeable, bitter-salt and utterly obscene. Diana pushed it into my mouth, sharing it, and I made a sound and took it, took all of it.

We kissed with Tom's cum between us, passing it back and forth, neither of us swallowing yet, the taste coating our tongues, our mouths.

"Jesus fucking Christ," Tom said from above.

His taste. On Diana's tongue, in my own mouth, the salt-bitter taste of him shared between us like a secret. I'd never done this. Had never imagined doing this. And I want more. I want all of it. I want everything.

Diana pulled back slightly, looked at me.

"Swallow."

We both swallowed.

Diana kissed me again, softer this time, almost tender.

"You're perfect," she said quietly. Just to me. "Do you know that?"

I didn't know what to say. I'm not perfect. I'm a mess. I'm soaking wet and my face is covered in spit and cum and I've never felt more perfect in my life.

Diana didn't wait for an answer.

She stood, pulled me to my feet.

"On the bed," she said. "On your back. I want to taste you properly."

I moved onto the bed, lying back, legs slightly open, heart going very fast. She's going to taste me. She's going to put her mouth on my cunt and I might actually die.

Tom was still sitting on the edge of the bed, recovering, watching.

Diana settled between my thighs. Spread my legs wider, wider than I would have done myself. Looked at me.

"You're soaking," she said. "Look at you. You're dripping on the sheets."

I am. I know I am. I can feel it.

She leaned down and licked, one long slow stripe from my entrance to my clit, and my hips jerked involuntarily, a sound tearing out of me.

Diana's technique was slow, thorough, methodical. She wasn't rushing. She was learning me the way I'd learned her. And being the centre of Diana's attention like this is almost unbearable. Her mouth. Her tongue. Oh God.

Her tongue, firm and flat and exactly right, the pressure perfect, the rhythm building, and my thighs were shaking already and Diana had barely started.

I could feel Tom watching, could feel his gaze on my face, on Diana's head between my legs, and the combination of Diana's mouth and Tom's attention was going to make me come embarrassingly fast.

"Tell me what you need," Diana said between licks.

"More," I said. Breathless. Desperate. "Just. Don't stop. Please don't stop."

"I won't."

Diana slid two fingers into me whilst her mouth stayed on my clit. I cried out, loud, shameless.

She fucked me with her fingers, slow and deep, curling them precisely, hitting that spot, that perfect spot, and I felt the orgasm building fast and unstoppable, a wave rising.

I'm going to come. I'm going to come on her mouth, on her fingers, and Tom's watching and I can't stop it, can't hold it—

I came hard, my whole body arching off the bed, Diana's name torn out of my throat, raw and broken.

Diana didn't stop. Kept her mouth on me through the whole thing, gentle now, easing me down, licking me through the aftershocks.

White noise. Pure white noise. I couldn't think, couldn't speak, could only feel Diana's mouth and the pleasure rolling through me and Tom's hand finding mine on the bed and squeezing.

Diana finally pulled back. Wiped her mouth, her chin wet with me. Looked immensely satisfied with herself.

"Better?" she asked.

I half-laughed, wrecked, boneless. "Much."

Diana stood. Crossed to her bag on the chair. Opened it. Pulled out a sleek, expensive-looking vibrator.

I blinked at her.

She brought a toy. She planned this. She thought about me, specifically, about what I would need, and she brought this. The premeditation of it made my cunt clench all over again.

Diana returned to the bed. Turned the vibrator on. The low hum filled the room.

"Spread your legs," she said. "Wider. I want Tom to see everything."

I spread, shameless now, past caring.

Diana pressed the vibrator against my clit. Not inside, just against, firm and steady.

My reaction was immediate and loud. I was still sensitive from the first orgasm, and the sensation was almost too much, almost painful, pleasure spiking into something sharper.

"Look at her," Diana said to Tom, whilst holding the vibrator on me. "Look at your wife. She's going to come again for me."

"I'm looking," Tom said. Hoarse. "Fuck, I'm looking."

Diana slid the toy lower, teased my entrance, pushed it inside slowly whilst her thumb stayed on my clit.

I was making continuous sound now, helpless and uninhibited, moaning, whimpering, begging.

Diana fucked me with the toy, slow and deep, watching my face the entire time, reading every reaction.

"You're going to come again," she said. "I want to watch you fall apart."

"I can't," I said. "It's too much. I can't—"

"You can. Come for me, Sarah. Come on my toy whilst your husband watches."

I came again, harder than the first time, my hands fisting in the duvet, Diana's name and a string of profanity I didn't remember saying, didn't plan, just raw filth pouring out of me.

Diana turned the toy off. Removed it carefully. Set it aside.

I lay there panting, utterly destroyed, my thighs shaking.

Diana looked at Tom. He was hard again, had been hard again since approximately the moment Diana put her mouth on me.

"Tom," she said. "I want to watch you fuck your wife. Properly. Show me what she looks like when you make her come on your cock."

Tom moved onto the bed immediately, between my thighs.

I was wrecked, over-sensitised, and so turned on I could barely see straight.

"Tom," I said, reaching for him. "Please. I need you. I need your cock inside me."

Tom pushed into me slowly. I was soaking, swollen, and he filled me in one long slide, stretching me.

My sound was low and broken, almost a sob.

Tom closed his eyes briefly, overwhelmed.

"Eyes open, Tom," Diana said from beside us. "Look at her. Watch her take you."

Tom opened his eyes. Looked down at me. Started to move, slow, deliberate thrusts.

Him. Inside me. Familiar and utterly new simultaneously. I could feel every inch of him, the stretch, the fullness, and Diana was right there watching us and I'd never felt so seen, so wanted, so absolutely claimed by both of them.

Diana moved closer. Put her hand on my breast, thumb circling my nipple, pinching slightly.

"Slower," she said to Tom. "Make it last. Make her beg for it."

Tom slowed, the rhythm becoming deliberate, deep, each thrust precise and devastating.

Diana's mouth went to my neck, then my ear.

"Do you like this?" she whispered. "Do you like him fucking you whilst I watch? Whilst I touch you?"

"Yes," I said. "God, yes. I love it."

"Tell him. Tell him what you feel."

"You feel so good," I said to Tom, breathless, my voice breaking. "So thick. I can feel everything. Every inch. Don't stop. Please don't stop."

Diana's hand slid down my body, between my legs, found my clit whilst Tom was still inside me, still fucking me.

I cried out, the dual sensation overwhelming, too much, perfect.

Diana rubbed my clit in small, firm circles whilst Tom fucked me, the rhythm building, both of them working me, using me.

"Come on his cock, Sarah," Diana said. "Let me watch you come whilst he fills you. Let me see it."

I couldn't hold it. I came with Tom deep inside me and Diana's fingers on my clit, and the orgasm rolled through me in waves, endless, catastrophic.

Tom felt me clench around him and groaned, his rhythm faltering.

I was gone. Utterly gone. Coming on my husband's cock with another woman's hand between my legs and it was the filthiest, most perfect thing I'd ever felt, and I never wanted it to stop. Never.

Diana pulled her hand away. Moved back slightly.

"Where do you want to come?" she asked Tom.

"On her," Tom said. Rough, barely holding on. "I want to come on her. I want to cover her."

"Do it," Diana said. "Mark her. Cover your wife in cum whilst I watch."

Tom pulled out. I was still trembling from the orgasm, lying there open and waiting, my cunt still pulsing.

Tom stroked himself twice and came across my stomach and breasts, thick ropes of cum painting my skin, hot and obscene.

I watched his face the entire time, the look of him completely undone, wrecked.

The heat of it on my skin. The evidence. He's marking me, claiming me in front of Diana. And I felt a surge of something I didn't have a word for. Pride and possession and the filthy satisfaction of being exactly where I wanted to be.

Diana didn't wait. She leaned over me and licked Tom's cum off my stomach with her tongue, slow and deliberate, obscene.

I made a low, shocked sound.

Diana worked her way up, licking my breasts clean, took one nipple into her mouth and sucked whilst the taste of Tom was still on her tongue.

Tom watched from above, still breathing hard, visibly stunned.

Diana's mouth on me, tasting Tom off my skin. I thought I might actually die. I thought I might not survive this evening and that was fine, that was completely acceptable. This is how I want to go.

Diana moved up to my mouth. Kissed me deeply.

I tasted Tom on her tongue. Salt and bitter and utterly obscene, the taste of him mixed with the taste of her.

We kissed with his cum between us again, and this time I was the one who pushed it back, who shared it equally, who took as much as I gave.

"I have never seen anything hotter in my entire life," Tom said.

Diana broke the kiss. Looked at him.

"Come here," she said. "Taste yourself on us."

Tom leaned down. Diana kissed him, slow and filthy, giving him his own taste from her mouth. Then I did the same, sharing it with him, the three of us kissing, tasting, the boundaries entirely dissolved.

No edges. No periphery. I'm in it, all the way in, and there's nowhere else I want to be.

We paused. Someone passed water around. There was a bottle on the nightstand. Brief tender moment, all three of us checking in without words, catching our breath.

Diana looked at me.

"One more," she said. "I want one more with you."

I know exactly what she means.

Diana lay back. Pulled me on top of her, reversed, so we were facing opposite directions.

My cunt over Diana's face. Diana's cunt under my mouth.

We settled into it slowly. I lowered my mouth to Diana whilst Diana's tongue found me, and we worked each other in mirror rhythm, giving and receiving simultaneously.

Tom sat back against the headboard, watching both of us, one hand stroking his cock slowly. He was half-hard again, which at thirty-four was impressive and he knew it.

The circuit. The perfect circuit. Giving and receiving simultaneously, Diana's tongue inside me whilst my tongue was inside Diana, and I could hear the wet sounds, could smell sex and perfume and sweat, could feel Diana's thighs trembling against my ears.

This is it. This is the thing I hadn't known I wanted until I had it. Not just watching. Not just being watched. This. Mutual. Equal. Filthy and glorious and mine.

We worked each other for long, slow minutes, building together, climbing together, the pleasure rising.

We came within seconds of each other. Me first, then Diana, our sounds muffled against each other's bodies, our thighs clamping, crushing, our hands gripping flesh, nails digging in.

Tom watched the whole thing and came again, untouched, just from watching us, cum striping the sheets.

All three of us utterly wrecked.

Diana and I separated slowly, both of us boneless. I collapsed beside her. Tom shifted down from the headboard to lie beside me.

All three on the bed, the lamp still on, the room smelling of sex and perfume and sweat and cum and three people who'd just taken each other completely apart.

No one spoke for a full minute.

Then Diana said, to the ceiling, slightly breathless: "That was exactly what I hoped for."

I laughed. Tom laughed. The laughter was the most human thing to have happened in this room all evening and it was exactly right.

I feel remade. I feel like a woman who walked through a door and came out the other side as someone completely different and also completely myself. I did this. I wanted it and claimed it and had it and I'm not ashamed. I'm the opposite of ashamed.

Diana turned her head to look at me.

"Next time," she said, "I want to bring someone else. A friend. Someone I think you'd like. If you're interested."

My brain took a moment to process this.

"A woman?" I asked.

"Yes."

Brief silence.

I looked at Tom. Tom was grinning.

"I'm interested," I said.

"Good."

We lay there in comfortable silence, three bodies cooling, three hearts slowing. Eventually Diana would get up, get dressed, go home to Battersea. Eventually Tom and I would shower and change the sheets and fall asleep in our own bed.

But not yet.

For now, we lay in the amber lamplight, three people who'd discovered exactly what we were capable of when we stopped pretending.

I closed my eyes.

I opened the door. Not just tonight. Four weeks ago, in a car park, standing in the dark with M&S sushi and a speech I never gave. I opened the door and walked through it and on the other side was this: a room that smells of sex, a bed with three people in it, a husband who loves me more now than before, a woman who wants me as much as I want her, and the future, wide open, full of possibility.

I smiled.

I'm never closing that door again.
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Clean Edges, Filthy Centre

We came downstairs half an hour later, all of us dressed, all of us moving like we'd been properly fucked. Which we had. My thighs were still trembling. I could feel Tom's cum still inside me, could feel the specific ache in my jaw from sucking Diana's clit while Tom had fucked me from behind. My lips felt swollen. My cunt felt swollen. Everything felt swollen and used and absolutely perfect.

Tom went to the kitchen. Diana and I stood in the sitting room, the same sitting room where four weeks ago I'd poured her wine and pretended I wasn't imagining her mouth on my husband's cock. She'd been inside this room twice now. She'd been inside me twice now. The symmetry was satisfying.

She looked around properly. Not assessing this time, not cataloguing. She knew this room now the way she knew Tom's cock, the way she knew the sounds I made when I came.

"It's a good house," she said. "You've made it a good house."

I glanced at the window, the garden beyond it barely visible in the dark, Tom's eternally unfinished project. "Tom's garden is either an intention or a cautionary tale. We haven't decided which yet."

Diana laughed, the real kind, the kind that changed her face entirely, softened it, made her look younger and warmer and human in a way her composure usually hid. I'd heard her make other sounds tonight. Filthier sounds. I filed the laugh away with the rest of it, every detail I was never going to forget.

Tom came back with three glasses of red, the wine Diana had brought the first time, the bottle we'd opened at dinner and ignored because we'd been too busy fucking. He handed one to Diana. One to me. Kept the third.

We're having wine now. Post-threesome wine. This is my life.

I wanted to laugh. I wanted to get on my knees again. I did neither. I sipped the wine. It was good. Everything was good.

We stood in a loose triangle in the sitting room. The lamp in the corner was on, the overhead off. The Diptyque candle on the sideboard had burned down to a stub, drowning in its own wax. The house smelled of sex and expensive perfume and the particular animal warmth of three people who'd spent hours taking each other apart.

"I'll need to go soon." Diana, matter-of-fact. Not apologetic.

Tom nodded. "You're welcome to stay."

"I know. Thank you." She sipped her wine, composed, easy. "I like going home."

She does. That's the thing. She has her own flat in Battersea, her own bed, her own morning coffee ritual, and this, us, it's not about replacing any of that. She comes here. She fucks us. She leaves. Clean edges. No complication.

I loved it. I loved the clarity of it. No claim, no blurred lines. She'd fuck my husband, make me watch, make me come, then go home to Battersea in a black cab smelling of sex and satisfied. Perfect. Clean. Mine.

It made the whole thing possible. It made it mine.

We finished the wine standing in the sitting room, talking about nothing important. Diana mentioned a restaurant in Soho she'd been to during the week. Tom asked if it was the one near the theatre. I half-listened, aware mostly of the ease between the three of us, the post-sex ease of people who'd seen each other completely and decided they liked what they saw. Liked what they tasted. Liked what they did to each other.

Diana set her glass down on the coffee table. "Right. I'm going."

No fuss. No prolonged farewell. She moved to the hallway and we followed, all of us barefoot on the cold Victorian tiles, all of us still moving slower than usual, the pleasant ache of bodies that had been thoroughly used.

Her coat was on the hooks by the door, the dark wool one she'd arrived in. Tom lifted it from the hook and held it open for her. She slipped her arms into the sleeves with that easy grace she had, the grace of a woman who'd had her coat held for her many times and accepted it as courtesy, not performance.

She turned to Tom first.

Kissed him on the mouth, brief and warm and easy, the way a woman kisses a man she's just fucked and will fuck again.

God.

My cunt clenched hard enough to hurt. Pavlovian. Utterly fucking reliable. I'd come twice tonight and I was getting wet again just watching her kiss my husband goodbye in our hallway.

Then she turned to me.

She took my face in both hands the way she had when she'd arrived the first time, weeks ago now, though it felt longer. She looked at me properly, those dark steady eyes that missed nothing, that had watched me come apart on Tom's cock earlier while her fingers were still inside me.

"You opened the door this time," she said.

I had.

Not just the front door. The other one. The one I hadn't known was there until I stood in a corridor outside a glass office and felt something shift inside me that I didn't have language for yet. The one I'd been terrified of. The one I'd walked through anyway.

I'd opened it. I'd walked through it. And I was on the other side now, permanently, irrevocably, the woman I'd been four weeks ago already a stranger.

"Yes," I said. My voice was steady. I meant it.

Diana smiled. "Good."

She kissed me, once, on the mouth. Warm and brief and utterly unselfconscious, and I could taste Tom on her still, or maybe I was imagining it, or maybe I just wanted it to be true. Then she let go of my face, stepped back, opened the front door herself.

Cold October air rushed in, sharp and clean.

"Monday," she said to Tom. "I'll text."

"Monday." Tom's voice warm, easy, his.

Diana looked at me one more time. "Next weekend?"

"Next weekend." My voice steady. I meant it absolutely.

Diana nodded, stepped out into the cold October night, pulled the door closed behind her.

The hallway went quiet except for our breathing. I could hear Tom's heartbeat against my back, or maybe I was imagining it, or maybe I was just that aware of every living thing in this house after what we'd done.

The Victorian tiles under my bare feet were cold. The mirror on the wall reflected the two of us, Tom and me, standing in our own hallway in our own house at eleven o'clock on a Saturday night, slightly dishevelled, thoroughly fucked, and absolutely certain of who we were now.

Tom came up behind me, wrapped his arms around me, his chin resting on the top of my head. We stood like that for a long moment. The vanilla air freshener from earlier was still hanging somewhere, faint and ridiculous. The Diptyque stub in the sitting room had finally drowned itself. The house smelled of us, of the evening, of sex and sweat and Diana's perfume and the specific warmth of three people who'd spent hours fucking each other senseless.

"You alright?" Tom asked, his voice quiet against my hair.

"Better than alright." I meant it. "Considerably better than alright."

"Good."

A pause. Then: "She'll text on Monday, I expect."

Already. I was already thinking about it. Already anticipating next weekend. The next configuration. Diana had mentioned a friend, another woman, the thought of which was making me wet all over again despite being absolutely wrecked.

I was the woman who'd stood in a car park four weeks ago with M&S sushi and a three-version speech rehearsed in my head and the entirely wrong expectation of what I was about to feel. I was considerably more than that woman now. I was someone I hadn't known I could be, someone who'd discovered an appetite that had been sitting inside me for years waiting to be fed.

And I was starving.

I turned in Tom's arms and kissed him properly, in the hallway, with the house quiet around us and the street silent outside and Diana already in a black cab heading to Battersea, and the whole arrangement so completely, perfectly, gloriously mine that I thought I might dissolve from the weight of it.

I did not dissolve.

I went to the kitchen, poured two fresh glasses of the wine Diana had brought, handed one to Tom. My hands were steady. I was steady. Steadier than I'd been in years, actually, now that I knew what I was.

He raised his glass slightly. "To tonight."

I raised mine in return.

To next weekend, I thought. I didn't say it. I didn't need to. Tom was already smiling, and I could see in his face that he was thinking exactly the same thing.

We drank.

The wine was good. Everything was good. I was standing in my kitchen in my Twickenham house at half past eleven on a Saturday night, barefoot and thoroughly satisfied and absolutely certain of who I was, and the future stretched ahead of me full of possibility and want and the woman I had chosen to become.

The woman I'd always been, underneath the sensible practice manager surface. The woman who wanted to watch. The woman who got wet watching her husband fuck another woman. The woman who'd opened the door and walked through it and claimed every filthy thing on the other side.

I set my glass down on the island and looked at Tom.

"Upstairs," I said.

He blinked. "Again?"

"Again."

He laughed, warm and surprised and already moving toward me. "Christ. Alright then."

We went upstairs together, leaving the glasses on the kitchen island and the lamp on in the sitting room and the whole evening behind us. Ahead of us: the bed we shared, the sleep we'd eventually get, Monday when Diana would text, next weekend when she'd return.

The door I'd opened. The woman on the other side of it, who was also the woman who'd just come on my husband's cock while I watched. Mine. All of it. Every filthy second.

I was absolutely certain now.

I was never closing that door again.

THE END
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Daddy’s Team: The Old Men’s Breeding Ground

"Some girls are made for nice boys and safe futures. Lacey Morgan was made for this."

Book 9 in Lily Corbett’s “DADDY ISSUES” series of hardcore age-gap and very taboo erotica.

FIND ON AMAZON

Welcome to the filthiest corner of Beeston Rangers FC, where nineteen-year-old Lacey Morgan’s boredom with useless young lads is about to be spectacularly cured by seventy-two-year-old groundskeeper Malcolm Hewitt. This isn’t your typical age-gap romance – this is raw, degrading, and absolutely unapologetic about what it is: a breeding obsession story where the girl begs for exactly what society says she shouldn’t want.

Lacey’s sick of boys who can’t make her cum. She’s been watching rougher porn, craving the intensity she sees on screen, fingering herself to fantasies of older men who know what they’re doing. When Malcolm corners her with upskirt photos he’s been collecting for weeks, offering her a choice that isn’t really a choice, Lacey discovers the truth: she walked into his trap willingly. She’s been waiting for someone like Malcolm, someone who’ll treat her like the slag she’s desperate to become.

Malcolm’s no amateur. He’s got a black leather book documenting fifty years of women he’s corrupted at this club, each one catalogued with photos and explicit details. Lacey’s just the latest entry, but she might be his masterpiece. He introduces her to cucumbers from his allotment, teaches her to deep-throat on her knees in his equipment shed, marks her with his piss on the centre circle at midnight. Every degrading act makes her wetter, proves she’s made for this.

Then there’s Liam Scott – a cocky left-back who finds Lacey’s phone and sees everything. Her texts with Malcolm, the photos, the proof of what she’s become. Liam thinks he can blackmail his way into her cunt, force her to service him and his mates Connor and Elliot. He films it all, thinking he’s in control. But Malcolm’s been playing this game since before Liam was born, and he’s got leverage of his own: photos of Liam stealing club kit, evidence of hidden injuries that could end his career.

The physio room gangbang is where everything collides. Lacey on the reinforced treatment table, Malcolm and Dennis double-penetrating her cunt whilst Liam fucks her mouth, all of it captured on camera for mutual assured destruction. Ryan’s celebrating promotion in the bar directly overhead, completely oblivious that his little sister’s being filled by six men one floor below. It’s brutal, explicit, and Lacey cums harder than she ever has; because the danger, the wrongness, the risk of discovery makes it perfect.

The Lactation Consultant: A Hucow Training Story

When desperate relief becomes total surrender, some treatments transform you completely.

Book 3 in Lily Corbett’s “TABOO TALES” series of hardcore and very taboo erotica.  ADULTS ONLY HUCOW FILTH!  

FIND ON AMAZON

Maya Chen’s body started producing milk at nineteen – spontaneously, painfully, relentlessly. No pregnancy. No explanation. Just swollen, leaking breasts that got her fired from her retail job and made every doctor she saw dismiss her as psychiatric case. By the time she found the Hartwell Lactation Specialists online, she was desperate enough to believe anything.

Richard and Diane Hartwell run a private clinic for women with conditions like Maya’s. What starts as a legitimate-seeming medical appointment quickly reveals itself as something far darker. These aren’t licensed physicians. They’re collectors, fetishists who’ve built an entire operation around exploiting young women with lactation disorders, turning desperate patients into permanent milk-producing hucows.

The first examination crosses every professional boundary. Richard’s hands on her swollen breasts, testing her production, making her come on the table while Diane documents everything. Maya knows it’s wrong. But the relief is overwhelming, and she hasn’t felt this cared for in years. When they offer her a residential weekend to “optimize her treatment,” she accepts.

By Saturday morning, Maya’s stripped naked and restrained while they drain her together: Richard’s mouth on one breast, Diane’s on the other, both feeding from her while she writhes between them. They don’t hide their arousal anymore. They discuss her milk production like farmers evaluating livestock. They photograph and video everything, cataloging her as “Subject 23” in an archive of twenty-two previous women they’ve conditioned exactly the same way.

The breeding protocols come next. Dr. Marcus Matthews – a distinguished physician who serves as the couple’s breeder – examines Maya’s naked body while Richard and Diane watch. He tests her fertility, evaluates her hips, tastes her milk. Then he fucks her on the examination table while Richard and Diane nurse from her breasts, all three of them using her body simultaneously. Matthews fills her pussy with his come while promising to impregnate her, to swell her belly and triple her milk production.

Maya signs a permanent residency contract. Two thousand dollars monthly to live with Richard and Diane, producing milk and serving their needs. She agrees to breeding protocols: multiple pregnancies with different men for genetic variation and comparative data. She consents to complete documentation including her face and full name. She accepts restraints, pump training, network presentations where other collectors will taste her milk and evaluate her potential.

The corruption is total. Maya goes from virgin to bred hucow in three weeks. Her body transforms, breasts enlarging, production increasing from twenty-eight ounces to over sixty daily. She orgasms every time they drain her now, conditioned to associate milk extraction with sexual pleasure. She calls herself their cow without shame. She begs Matthews to breed her again immediately after the pregnancy test comes back positive.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl

"Some skills can only be taught by experienced hands."

FIND ON AMAZON

When twenty-year-old Aisha Khan takes an apprenticeship at Marshall & Sons Garage, she's desperate to escape her family's arranged marriage plans. What begins as a strategic rebellion quickly shifts gears when garage owner Tony Marshall offers her a dirty deal: submit to his "special training program" or lose the job that's her only route to freedom.

Trapped between her conservative Pakistani heritage and her growing desire for independence, Aisha makes a calculated decision. She'll endure whatever these older men demand—for now. But as Tony insists she call him "Daddy" during their private "lessons," Aisha discovers her body's traitorous response to his degrading commands.

Soon, her "training" expands to include Tony's business partner Keith, wealthy clients like distinguished Mr. Winters and Indian businessman Raj Singh, and eventually even Tony's reluctant son Matthew. Each encounter pushes her further from the dutiful daughter she once was.

With each forbidden act in the inspection pit, storage room, and across every surface of the grimy workshop, Aisha finds herself transformed. The gold anklet that once symbolised her cultural heritage now adorns her naked body as she kneels before these men, her conservative upbringing deliberately desecrated with every filthy fluid they share.

While her family searches frantically for their missing daughter, Aisha's new skills earn her more than just mechanical knowledge. Her "special services" secure enough cash for a flat of her own—and the freedom to become the garage's prized Pakistani princess.

As her final "certification ceremony" approaches, Aisha must decide: return to her family's expectations or fully embrace her new identity as Daddy's Garage Girl, serving the needs of every man in the workshop. The engine's running hot, and Aisha's about to redline in ways her parents never imagined.

Will she put the brakes on her descent into depravity, or accelerate into a life where she calls all the shots about who uses her body and how? In the end, Aisha discovers the most powerful tool in the garage might be her own newfound thirst for submission.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl is the first instalment in the taboo-shattering "Daddy Issues: Forbidden Taboo Mentors" from Lily Corbett, where forbidden desires meet cultural rebellion in the gritty underbelly of working-class Britain.

FIND ON AMAZON

Daddy's Garage Band: A Taboo Backstage Romance


FIND ON AMAZON

Her mother left, but she stayed with Mum's ex-boyfriend - now the heat between them is about to ignite a forbidden passion!

During the hottest summer on record, 21-year-old Chelsea Daniels can't stop fantasising about her mother's ex-boyfriend Jake. After her mum ran off with a younger man two years ago, Jake let Chelsea stay in his house. Now she's developed an obsession with his mediocre garage band, Steel Dogz, and with Jake himself.

When Chelsea starts attending band practice in the sweltering converted garage, the temperature isn't the only thing rising. Dressed in her most provocative outfits, she captures the attention of all four middle-aged rockers, including her reluctant guardian Jake.

As the heat wave intensifies, so does Chelsea's determination to seduce the man she calls "Daddy"—not by blood, but by choice. Jake's resistance is crumbling, and his bandmates are more than eager to welcome their curvaceous new "mascot" into their world.

What begins as innocent flirtation quickly transforms into a series of increasingly taboo encounters. Chelsea discovers power in her sexuality while exploring sensations she never imagined possible with men three times her age.

For these ageing rockers who never quite made it big, Chelsea represents a second chance at the rock-and-roll fantasy. For Chelsea, they offer experience, validation, and the forbidden thrill she's been craving.

As boundaries shatter and inhibitions melt away in the scorching heat, Chelsea must decide how far she's willing to go to become the ultimate band groupie—and whether Jake will finally accept his desire for the young woman he was supposed to protect.

The sweat-soaked rehearsal space becomes a pressure cooker of lust, pushing everyone involved toward acts they can only justify in the throes of passion. When the temperature peaks, so will their depravity.

FIND ON AMAZON

Marrakech Descent: A Naïve Young Woman's Taboo Journey

Book 1 of Lily's Descent: An Erotic Taboo Foreign Education.

FIND ON AMAZON

Her gap year adventure becomes a forbidden education when a naïve English girl falls into the skilled hands of Marrakech's most powerful men. A semi-autobiographical taboo tale of age gap and interracial lust.


Starting her gap year before university, Lily Matthews steps off the plane in Marrakech with nothing but a backpack full of sensible clothes and a carefully planned itinerary. Armed with her trusty travel blog and dreams of cultural enlightenment before university, this sheltered British young woman is woefully unprepared for what awaits her in the ancient city's labyrinthine medina.

When disaster strikes and Lily finds herself alone, phoneless, and completely lost in the twisted alleyways, panic threatens to overwhelm her. That is, until Karim, a distinguished, middle-aged fabric merchant, offers her shelter and assistance with grandfatherly concern that dispels her initial wariness.

Behind his shop's ornate façade, Karim introduces Lily to a side of Moroccan hospitality never mentioned in her guidebooks. His experienced hands and silver-tongued explanations of "cultural customs" awaken sensations the inexperienced young woman never imagined possible, leaving her confused, ashamed, and undeniably aroused.

As days pass, Lily's options narrow while her experiences expand. Introduced to Karim's circle of business associates, including the intense Fayez and the enigmatic brothers Malik and Jamal, she finds herself passed between these powerful men, each with their own desires and methods of "education."

In luxurious riads and ancient hammams, Lily receives lessons in submission and pleasure that shatter her proper English upbringing. Each boundary crossed makes the next easier to breach, each forbidden experience more intoxicating than the last.

While her family receives carefully crafted emails about Moroccan architecture and local cuisine, Lily descends into a world of sensual awakening where her pale skin and innocent blue eyes make her an object of fascination and desire among men accustomed to taking what they want.

The crimson carpets of Karim's back room, the steam-filled chambers of a private hammam, the silk-draped bedroom of a luxury riad, each setting becomes another scene in Lily's rapid transformation from naïve tourist to willing participant in her own corruption.

Most disturbing of all is Lily's growing realisation that part of her doesn't want to escape. As her body betrays her with responses she can't control, she begins to wonder if these men have simply uncovered desires that were always lurking beneath her proper façade.

When the brothers announce that Lily's "education" will continue in the isolated Sahara with their cousin Ahmed, she faces a crucial decision. Return to the safety of her planned itinerary and the future that awaits her at university, or surrender completely to the dark thrills of this new path.

"Marrakech Descent" marks the first instalment in the provocative "Lily's Descent" series, chronicling one young woman's journey from innocence to experience against the exotic backdrop of North Africa, where cultural differences provide the perfect cover for the systematic dismantling of Western inhibitions.

FIND ON AMAZON

Tribal Initiation: Bred by the African Tribe

Book 2 of Lily's Descent: An Erotic Taboo Foreign Education.

FIND ON AMAZON

Tribal Initiation: Bred by the African Tribe is the second book of Lily Corbett’s notorious erotica series, and it takes the corruption further than ever before. If Marrakech Descent stripped away Lily’s virginity and illusions, Book Two leaves her raw, branded, and bred.

Alone in the Congo Basin, nineteen-year-old Lily is handed into the keeping of a remote tribe. She expects anthropology, note-taking, and cultural ritual. Instead, she is paraded naked, mocked by jealous wives, and forced to embody the “fertility rites” she once studied in textbooks.

This isn’t romance. This is hard, unapologetic extreme taboo erotica. A wide-eyed English girl bent, spread, shared, and turned into a vessel for an entire village. Readers will watch her transform from “guest” to Mbala—the tribe’s whore, bitch, and breeder.

The men are older, darker, bigger, and utterly unashamed. Warriors drag her into the dirt, filling her throat, her cunt, and her arse. The chief—a scarred man in his sixties—seals her fate by taking her in front of the tribe, planting his seed in her teenage body.

And it isn’t only the men. The women of the tribe—jealous, mocking, predatory—force Lily’s tongue between their thighs, ride her face, and humiliate her in acts of sapphic domination. There is no solidarity here; they despise her softness, and so make her crawl.

The old professor who brought her here does nothing to protect her. He watches. He records. He asks Lily to write down descriptions of every cock that splits her, every smear of seed across her, every word they force from her lips. Her humiliation becomes his “field notes.”

What follows are graphic gangbangs, outdoor rituals, cum-drinking ceremonies, throat training, anal initiations, whipping chants, and the final baptism of her pale English body in a tribal fertility bowl brimming with seed. This is Lily at her lowest—and her most shamelessly aroused.

By the book’s climax, Lily no longer recognises the girl who left Manchester. She is Mbala now, waisted with beads, dripping cum daily, renamed as the tribe’s fertile wife. She begs to be filled. Shame is gone. Only submission and hunger remain.

Readers who crave the extremities of interracial, age-gap, exotic breeding porn will find this book the rawest experience yet. Where Book One was her “initiation,” Book Two is her breaking-in—and the marks are permanent.

This is not for the faint-hearted. This is taboo erotica at its filthiest: gaping holes, leaking seed, power abuse, ritual filth. Lily is gone. Mbala remains. Do you dare follow her to the point of no return?


Trigger Warnings


Content Warning: This book contains:

Explicit sexual content throughout, including graphic descriptions of sexual acts

Cuckqueaning and voyeurism (wife watching husband with another woman)

Threesome and group sexual scenarios

Bisexual sexual content between women

Age gap relationship (15 years, all adults)

Dominant/submissive power dynamics

Graphic language and sexually explicit dialogue

Extramarital sexual activity (consensual arrangement)

Use of sex toys

Oral, manual, and penetrative sex described in explicit detail
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