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Introduction


As you read this book – you may well start wondering… how ‘real’ is this? Is it based on the lives of the author Chris and his wife Rachel?

Well that’s the fun of it all – and maybe I’ll answer that question one day.

This book is the 20th in my “Hotwife Tales” series of stand-alone Stag & Vixen erotica.  I had fun writing a ‘meta’ book – where a husband and wife who both write naughty erotica give into temptation and ‘research’ the lifestyle in a very hands-on way.

Scenes are written from the point of view of either hubby ‘Nate’, or wife ‘Lara’, so you dear reader can enjoy what is going through their heads as they progress through this exciting journey of discovery.

And of course it’s very explicit and dirty – you’d expect no less from me!

As always, if you do find typo’s, I’m more than happy for you to get in touch and let me know (with hints where you’ve spotted the mistake!).  My e-mail:  contact@authorchrisrider.co.uk.

In a pure co-incidence, my lovely wife Rachel HAS written her first ‘proper’ hotwife book – “Bluebird”, which is available on Kindle Unlimited, eBook, and Paperback.  It’s written almost fully from the POV of the wife – which I think brings an exciting different aspect to it.  Men like me who are into the kink do love to know what the women is thinking.  You can find the book links on our website here; https://authorchrisrider.co.uk/product/bluebird-a-hotwife-awakening-novel/ , or just search for Rachel Rider on Amazon!  If you enjoy it, she also likes feedback; rachel@authorchrisrider.co.uk 


one
The First Email
The Inbox Confession


Nate was stuck, and the damn fucking cursor blinked at him like a smug little bastard. Mocking. Chapter Three of his latest cuckold novel sat there on the screen, lifeless as roadkill. Generic shite: husband watches wife fuck stranger, feels inadequate, gets hard anyway. Bloody formulaic drivel, nothing like the porn-with-a-twist he usually churned out. Ten thousand words of it, and he hated every sentence.

He deleted the last paragraph and rubbed his eyes, the black frames of his glasses digging into the bridge of his nose. The laptop fan whirred loud enough to annoy. Outside the window, Leighton Road murmured with afternoon traffic: a bus groaning past, brakes squealing, some seagull screaming over Kentish Town's rooftops. Ordinary. Safe. Same as the prose spewing onto his screen.

Beside him, Lara hammered away at her MacBook keyboard. Proper flow state, the lucky cow. Christ, it was sexy watching his wife work. That little bite to her lower lip when she was writing something filthy. The way her shoulders hunched forward, making her heavy tits press against that ratty Oasis t-shirt she'd nicked from his drawer. His t-shirt. On her body. His cock stirred in his jeans, interested despite the creative frustration gnawing at him.

She paused mid-sentence, stretched her arms overhead with a soft groan. The movement lifted her tits, pulled the fabric tight across her nipples. No bra. She never wore one at home. Nate's throat went bone dry. He could see the outline of them, the way they hung, soft and full. Forty-eight years old and still the sexiest woman he'd ever known.

"How's yours coming along?" Lara asked, accent soft and musical. Cardiff still clung to certain vowels even after thirty-odd years in London.

He snorted. "Shite, as usual. You?"

"Proper filthy today, mind." She grinned, mischief flashing in those bright green eyes. Freckles scattered across her nose and cheeks like constellations. Still looks like trouble.

"Lucky you." He meant it. Her writing had caught fire lately, that pivot from paranormal romance to hotwife erotica paying off in spades. One book into a series and her page reads and sales climbing. Meanwhile, he was stuck with this one, wondering if anyone still gave a toss.

"Have you checked your reviews yet?" he asked. "For the new one?"

Her smile faltered. "Not yet. Scared to, honestly."

"Lara."

"What if they hate it? What if blokes think I'm just… I don't know, faking it? That I don't understand what gets men off?"

He swivelled his chair to face her properly, knee brushing hers. "You write like you're inside the wife's head. Trust me. They bloody love it – the blokes and the women love that angle."

She bit her lip again, different this time. Nervous. "Maybe."

"Check the inbox," he said gently. "Fan mail always cheers you up."

Lara hesitated, then clicked into their shared Gmail. Her author account, flooded daily with spam; crypto schemes, penis enlargement offers, the occasional creep they deleted without reading. She scrolled past subject lines that made Nate's skin crawl. Then stopped. Her breath caught.

"Oh, bloody hell."

Nate leaned closer, close enough to smell her shampoo. "What?"

She angled the screen towards him. An email from someone called Martin. Subject line: Loved 'His Hotwife's First Time'—You Write Like You Live It?

Nate's pulse kicked hard, thudding in his throat. Male fan. Asking if she lived the lifestyle. His gut clenched, tight and hot and fucking exciting. Not quite jealousy. Not quite arousal. Something hotter, more twisted.

"Read it," he said, voice rougher than intended.

Lara clicked it open, read aloud. Her voice shook slightly, and Christ, that did something to him.

"Hi Lara, just finished 'His Hotwife's First Time' and Christ, it was the hottest thing I've read in ages. You write like you actually live this stuff, not just imagining it. The way the husband gets off on watching his wife, that felt proper authentic, you know? Do you and your husband really do this, or is it pure fantasy? Either way, you've got a new fan. Proper fit writer, I reckon. Cheers, Martin. From Liverpool."

Silence settled over the flat. Just the laptop fans humming and a distant car horn outside. Nate's ears rang.

Lara laughed, brittle and forced. "He's just being nice, isn't he? Probably sends this to every author."

But her cheeks flushed pink, the colour spreading down her pale neck. Freckles standing out stark against the heat. Her hand trembled on the mouse.

Proper fit writer. Some Scouser bloke from Liverpool had called his wife fit.

Nate's cock throbbed hard against his zip, the metal teeth digging into the shaft. Fuck. Heat crawled up his spine. Was he actually jealous? Or just… Christ, he was properly hard now. The waistband of his jeans dug into his soft stomach. He shifted in the chair, tried to adjust subtly, but the ache only got worse.

"Reply to him," Nate heard himself say.

Lara's head whipped round, green eyes wide. "Really?"

He shrugged, playing it casual even though his balls were already aching. "He sounds genuine. Engaging with fans boosts sales, doesn't it? Encourages reviews."

Fair play, that sounded almost convincing. Never mind that he was imagining this Martin bloke sat in some Liverpool flat right now, cock in hand, rereading Lara's filthy prose. Imagining her. Her voice in the words. Her body in the scenes.

"I don't know what to say."

"Just… be yourself. Friendly."

She chewed her lip, thinking. Then started typing, muttering the words aloud as her fingers moved across the keys.

"Thanks so much, Martin! Glad you enjoyed it. My husband and I write what we fantasise about - some of it's inspired by real conversations, but mostly fiction. Appreciate the support!"

Her finger hovered over the trackpad. "That sound all right?"

"Perfect."

She clicked send. Fast – probably before the doubt crept in. "Done."

Something twisted in his chest, hot and sharp. This Martin bloke was probably sat somewhere right now, maybe sprawled on a sofa, reading Lara's books with his cock out. Imagining her. The scenarios she described. Her voice in the prose. Her body bent over, spread open, moaning.

Fuck.

"You could've been flirtier," Nate said. The words tumbled out before he thought them through.

"What?"

"You know. Given him a bit more to work with." He kept his tone light, teasing, even though his cock was rock solid now, pressing insistent against denim.

"Flirtier?" Lara stared at him like he'd suggested she strip naked in Tesco. "With a fan?"

"Why not? Harmless fun. It's just emails."

Just emails. Harmless. Except his mind was already racing ahead - this stranger reading Lara's reply, getting excited, maybe writing back. Maybe asking for more. Photos. Dirty details…

Fuck. Fuck.

"I'm not going to flirt with some random bloke from Liverpool, Nate." But there was something in her voice. Curiosity. A spark in those green eyes that hadn't been there five minutes ago. Her pupils were dilated, dark and wide. She was turned on.

"Fair enough," he said, grinning despite himself. "Next time, maybe."

She laughed, shook her head, turned back to her laptop. But she glanced at the email twice in the next minute. She shifted in her chair, thighs pressing together under her black leggings. Adjusting herself. Those knickers would be soaked through by now, clinging to her wet pussy. He'd bet his royalties on it.

His phone vibrated against the desk, the Samsung screen flashing. Calendar reminder: Pub Quiz—The Pineapple, 8pm tomorrow.

"Quiz night tomorrow," he said aloud, mostly to distract himself from the erection straining against his jeans.

"Mm?" Lara was staring at her screen, distracted.

"The Pineapple. Tuesday. You up for it?"

"Yeah. Yeah, lovely."

She wasn't listening. Still thinking about that e-mail? Nate could see it in the set of her shoulders, the way her breath had quickened slightly. Her chest rising and falling under that Blur t-shirt, tits shifting with each inhale.

He turned back to his own laptop, pretended to focus on his novel. But the words swam, blurred together into meaningless shapes. All he could think about was that email. Martin from Liverpool calling Lara fit. Asking if they lived the lifestyle.

What would she have said if Nate hadn't been there? Would she have been honest? Told this stranger that yes, they fantasised about it constantly? That Nate got harder than granite imagining other men wanting her, touching her, fucking her?

Twenty-five years he'd kept that fantasy in check. Whispered it during sex maybe, dirty talk that made them both come harder. "Imagine another bloke here with us… bigger cock… stretching you open…" But never serious. Never real.

He needed to wank. Soon. Or drag Lara to the bedroom and fuck her.
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Liverpool Comes to Kentish Town

Dinner was a pantomime. Lara twirled carbonara on her fork, Radio 6 filling the silence with some old Arctic Monkeys track Nate couldn't name. Couldn't focus. His cock had been half-hard all afternoon, insistent beneath his jeans, the ache spreading through his balls until standing to clear the plates felt like climbing Everest. Christ, he was fifty-two and horny as a teenager. Pathetic. Lara kept glancing at him, cheeks pink, thighs pressing together when she thought he wasn't looking. They'd stuck on some David Attenborough documentary after, watched shapes move on screen whilst neither absorbed a word. Just white noise against the real noise in Nate's head. Martin's email on a loop. Proper fit writer.

By the time they climbed the stairs to bed, Nate's cock was leaking pre-cum into his boxers.

The bedroom smelt like Lara. Vanilla hand cream, lavender from the wash. Warm lamplight, the duvet already turned down. Her Kindle full of smut, charging on the nightstand. Domestic. Safe. And his cock was rigid at the thought of what they were about to do. Fuck, he loved her.

Lara peeled off her leggings, stood in just her knickers and that old t-shirt, thin enough that her nipples pressed visible through the fabric. God, her tits. Heavy, natural, the kind that filled his hands and then some. That bloke had read about tits like hers. Imagined them. Maybe even come thinking about them.

Nate climbed into bed, cock tenting his boxers, and pulled her close the moment she slid under the duvet. His hand found the curve of her hip, fingers spreading across soft skin, and he kissed her neck just below her ear. The spot that always made her gasp.

She did.

"I've been hard all evening." His lips brushed her throat, beard stubble scraping skin.

She gasped, thighs clenching. "Have you?"

"Since that bloody email."

She turned in his arms, green eyes wide and dark in the low light. "Nate, are you serious?"

He kissed her properly, deep and slow, tasting the Malbec she'd had with dinner. His hand slid down her belly, over the waistband of her knickers, between her thick thighs. The fabric was soaked through, clinging wet to her folds. He groaned into her mouth.

"Fuck, Lara. You're drenched."

"I..." She squirmed against his hand, breath coming faster. "Maybe I couldn't stop thinking about it either."

His cock throbbed, balls tight and aching. He hooked his fingers under her knicker elastic, dragged them down her thick thighs, tossed them onto the floor. Spread her legs wide, slid two fingers into her cunt. Fuck. So wet his fingers glided straight in, no resistance, her inner walls slick and molten. He curled them up, found that spot that made her hips buck, worked it slow whilst his thumb circled her clit. The wet sounds filled the room. Obscene. Beautiful. That e-mail had done this. A bloke sat in his Liverpool home, cock in hand, reading Lara's filthy words.

"Were you thinking about your fan?" His lips brushed her ear.

She moaned, low and guttural. "Maybe."

"He read your book. Got hard reading it, I reckon." Nate's voice was rough, fingers working faster. "Imagined you writing those scenes. Pictured your tits, your arse, the way you sound when you're turned on. Bet he wanked to it. Right there in his flat, cock in hand, reading your filthy words and imagining you."

Her thighs clamped down on his hand, hips rocking hard against his fingers. "Oh god."

"Bet he came thinking about fucking you. Filling you. Making you scream."

She came. Hard, sudden, her cunt clamping down on his fingers like a vice, back bowing off the mattress, a raw cry tearing from her throat. Nate stared. Fuck. She'd never come that fast from fingering. Never. Her whole body convulsed, thighs shaking, pussy pulsing around his fingers. When she finally went limp he withdrew them, slick and dripping with her wetness. Held them up in the lamplight. Glistening.

"Bloody hell, love."

She laughed, gasping for air, face flushed and sweaty. "I don't... what just happened?"

Nate shoved his boxers down, kicked them off, climbed between her thighs. His cock was rigid, pre-cum stringing from the tip, and when he sank into her wet cunt he groaned so loud it bounced off the walls. Christ. Missionary, face to face, her legs wrapping tight around his waist and dragging him deeper. The room stank of sex already. Sweat, her wetness, the musk of arousal. He fucked her slow, savouring the grip of her pussy, the wet slap of skin, the way her heavy tits bounced beneath that thin top. Five inches. Average. Competent. Would Martin's cock fill her better? Thicker? Longer? The thought made him thrust harder. Fuck, he was losing it.

"What if he messages again?" Nate's lips brushed her temple, hips rocking slow and deep. "Asks for a photo. Your tits, maybe. Or your cunt, spread open, dripping wet."

"Nate..." Her voice was strangled.

"Would you send it? Let him wank to you? Come all over his screen imagining fucking you?"

She moaned, nails raking his shoulders. "Maybe. Oh god, maybe."

His balls drew up tight, orgasm coiling at the base of his spine. The idea of Martin seeing her naked, wanting her, stroking his cock to her image, made Nate feral. He thrust harder, faster, felt her cunt grip him like it was trying to milk him dry.

"Fuck, I'm close."

"Wait." Lara pushed at his chest, breathless, eyes wild. "Let me."

He rolled onto his back and she straddled him instantly, sank down onto his cock with a wet, obscene squelch that made them both groan. Her favourite position. Control. Riding him like she owned him. She did. She fucked him fast, chasing another orgasm, heavy tits bouncing, red hair wild and damp with sweat. Nate gripped her hips, watched her lose herself. Eyes squeezed shut, mouth open, moaning. Beautiful. Perfect. And he was average. Cock buried in her whilst maybe she fantasised about a stranger's thicker cock. His balls tightened. Fuck, that was hot.

"Are you thinking about him?" he gasped.

"Maybe."

She came again, clenching hard around his cock, crying out, and Nate followed instantly. His orgasm punched through him, vision whiting out, cock pulsing as he emptied himself deep inside her. He imagined the stranger watching this, jealous and desperate, wanking himself raw to the thought of Lara bouncing on another man's cock. Christ. The thought tipped him over the edge into something transcendent, something that felt like falling and flying at the same time.

When they collapsed together, sweat-slick and panting, Lara curled against his chest. Her fingers traced lazy patterns through his chest hair, still damp with perspiration.

"Did you mean all that?" she asked softly. "About some stranger."

Nate stared at the ceiling, heart still hammering. "I think so. It was fucking hot, wasn't it?"

She laughed, kissed his jaw. "Just fantasy though, right?"

He paused. Too long, maybe. "Yeah. Course."

She drifted off within minutes, her breath evening out, body going heavy and warm against his. Nate lay awake, cock stirring again despite having just come. Insatiable, apparently. Twenty-five years and she still did this to him. His phone buzzed on the nightstand, screen lighting up the dark room. Email notification. They shared the author account on both phones, easier for managing fan mail.

He reached for it, careful not to wake Lara, thumbed it open.

From: Martin Hughes

Subject: RE: Loved 'His Hotwife's First Time'

Thanks for writing back! I'd love to hear more about what inspires you two. No pressure, just curious. And yeah, I definitely got off to your book. Hope that's not too forward. Cheers, Martin.

Nate's cock went rigid, pressing into Lara's thigh. The lad had wanked. Admitted it. Sat there in Liverpool with his cock out, stroking himself to Lara's filthy words, imagining her. He set the phone down, whispered to her sleeping form, "Bloody hell, love."


two
The Escalation Begins
The Reply Box Dare


The email sat there on her screen, daring her.

Thanks for writing back! I'd love to hear more about what inspires you two. No pressure, just curious. And yeah, I definitely got off to your book. Hope that's not too forward. Cheers, Martin.

Lara chewed her thumbnail, staring at the words until her vision swam. The flat hummed quiet around her, just her MacBook's fan and the far-off growl of traffic on Kentish Town Road. Nate had slipped out ten minutes ago, something about milk and coffee beans from Tesco Express, but she'd barely heard him leave. Too busy re-reading this.

I definitely got off to your book.

Her belly dropped, that same swooping feeling from last night when Nate had talked about a stranger wanking to her book, his voice gone rough, then fucked her breathless against the headboard. But now, alone with morning light slicing pale through the Venetian blinds, it felt different. Sharper. Martin from Liverpool had wanked to her book. To her words. Had he pictured her whilst he stroked himself? Or Emma, the faceless hotwife in the story, on her knees in that grubby hotel room? Was there a difference?

Her knickers stuck to her, damp patch spreading. Bloody ridiculous. A couple of emails and she was already this wet. She shifted in her chair, the purple lumbar cushion digging into her spine, and squeezed her thighs together. The ache between them pulsed, low and insistent.

She re-read his message for the fifth time. Friendly, wasn't it? Cheeky, even. "Hope that's not too forward." Polite bloke, trying not to overstep whilst admitting he'd come thinking about her filth. The contradiction made her pulse jump. She could almost hear the Scouse lilt in "Cheers, Martin."

But what the hell did she say back?

Her first attempt sat in the reply box, blinking at her. "Thanks again, Martin. Glad the book worked for you! We write what excites us, fantasy and reality blur sometimes. Hope you enjoy the next one!" She read it, grimaced, and deleted the lot. Too polite, too bloody professional. The sort of thing she'd send some Goodreads reviewer, not a man who'd just told her he'd spunked to her hotwife fantasy. Nate had said be flirtier. But how? She'd been married twenty-five years, hadn't flirted with another bloke since uni in Cardiff. The rules had changed, hadn't they? Or maybe there weren't any rules here.

Her fingers hovered. She tried again.

Hi Martin, honestly? Knowing you got off to my book is really hot.

She paused, teeth sinking into her bottom lip. Too much? Her heart hammered against her ribs, but she kept typing.

My husband and I talk about the lifestyle a lot, fantasise about it constantly, but real life is complicated. We've never crossed that line... yet.

Yet. Three little letters. It sat there on the screen, heavy as a confession. Was that even true? Did she want to cross it? Last night, riding Nate with Martin's name hanging unspoken between them, she'd felt something crack open inside her. Nate's filthy talk, the way his cock had got so hard, how he'd come buckets groaning her name, all of it screamed yes. But wanting it in the sweaty dark with Nate's hands on her hips was different from typing it out in cold morning light.

She added one last line.

Do you live it, or just enjoy reading about it?

Safe enough, curious without sounding desperate. She re-read the whole thing, pulse thudding in her throat. Bolder than anything she'd ever sent a stranger, but not... Christ, she couldn't tell anymore. Her finger hovered over the trackpad, cursor blinking on Send.

Oh God, what had she just done?

She stared at the inbox, watching her message slot into the thread beneath his. Martin would see it soon. Know she'd said it was hot. Know she and Nate wanked over hotwife fantasies together. Know she was curious. Her pussy throbbed, wet heat spreading, and she clenched her thighs tighter. Wetness soaked through the cotton, sticky against her skin.

Right. Focus. She had a bloody book to finish. The follow-up to His Hotwife's First Time, already a week past her self-imposed deadline. She clicked over to Word, scrolled to yesterday's stopping point. Emma, the wife character, was in a pub toilet cubicle, skirt rucked up round her waist, some stranger's fingers buried knuckle-deep in her cunt whilst her husband waited outside at the bar. Filthy fun, easy enough when she was properly turned on and typing fast.

Except she wasn't turned on for Emma. She was turned on for this. For Martin's reply sitting in her inbox like a lit fuse.

She managed one paragraph. Emma gasping against the stranger's hand, thighs shaking, trying to stay quiet. Then her eyes drifted to the Gmail tab. She refreshed it. Nothing. Of course nothing yet. Two minutes had passed. Martin wasn't sitting there refreshing his inbox, was he?

She dragged her focus back to Emma, to the filthy toilet-cubicle scene. Typed another line. The stranger whispering "Such a good little slut for me, aren't you?" right in Emma's ear, his thumb working her clit in tight circles whilst her husband waited at the bar, close enough to hear if she moaned too loud. Lara's cunt clenched. She typed faster, channelling her own jittery arousal into Emma's fictional fuck. The risk of being caught, the wet sounds of fingers pumping, Emma biting her own palm to muffle the scream when she came.

The inbox pinged.

Lara's breath stopped. She clicked the tab so fast her laptop nearly flew off the desk.

From: Martin Hughes Subject: Complicated Can Be Fun

Her pulse roared in her ears, drowning out the traffic noise. She opened it, hands trembling.

Lara, wow, okay, that's incredibly sexy to hear. I'm single, date casually, but I've been into hotwife erotica for about a year now, stumbled onto it by accident and it's my favourite thing to read. The dynamic, the compersion, the confidence of the women... it's just fucking hot. You asked if I live it; not yet, but I'd love to. If your husband's really into sharing, and you're curious, maybe we could chat more? No expectations. Just... conversation. Unless you want more than that. I moved to London a few years ago. Islington. Small world, yeah? Martin

She read it twice, her hands shaking the whole time.

Islington. Twenty minutes on the Northern Line from Kentish Town tube. So no longer safe, other side of the country Liverpool. Here. Real. Close. The shift from theoretical to possible slammed into her like a fist to the chest.

She screenshotted the email without thinking, thumbs fumbling, and opened the web version of WhatsApp. Sent it to Nate, then typed beneath: "He's in London. Says he'd love to 'chat more.' What do I say???"

Three question marks. Panic and excitement knotted so tight in her belly she couldn't breathe. She dropped the phone on the desk, stared at the screen. Nate's typing bubble appeared almost instantly, those three little dots bouncing.

His reply: "Tell him you'd like that. And ask if he has WhatsApp. Let's see how far he'll go. I'm rock hard right now btw."

Lara laughed, breathless and half-hysterical. The sound startled her in the quiet flat. Her lovely, filthy cariad. Of course he was hard. Probably standing in the Tesco Express queue with his cock straining against his jeans, grinning at his phone like a lunatic whilst some poor teenager scanned his oat milk.

Let's see how far he'll go.

The door was open. All she had to do was walk through it.

Her pussy throbbed, slick and aching, and she pressed her thighs together hard enough to hurt. She could feel her pulse everywhere, throat and wrists and clit, a drumbeat of want that drowned out every sensible thought.

She started typing.
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Two Bulls, One Inbox

Lara claimed her corner table at Ginger & White the second she walked in, squeezing past some Lycra-clad cyclist who'd been hovering like a bloody vulture. Hers. Back to the wall, facing the café's blonde wood and vintage tiles, close enough to smell the espresso and warm almond croissants but far enough from the counter that no one could see her screen. Perfect. She dumped her MacBook and bag on the chair, ignored the cyclist's annoyed huff, and settled in.

She'd told Nate she needed air, space to write. He'd kissed her temple, grinned that knowing grin, murmured, "Have fun, love," like he knew damn well she wouldn't get a single word done. And here she was, proving him right. Her manuscript sat open on the laptop, whilst she clutched her iPhone like it might save her life.

Martin's email glowed on the screen. She'd read it a dozen times already, zoomed in, screenshot it, re-read it again. Unless you want more than that.

The café hummed around her - strangers sipping lattes, tapping keyboards, utterly oblivious - and here she sat, knickers soaked through, cunt throbbing over some stranger's vague bloody promise.

She forced herself to look up. Grounding. People-watching. A young couple at the next table, fingers laced together over a shared pastry, whispering and giggling. First date, maybe. New love energy. The bearded bloke in the corner hunched over his laptop, typing like his life depended on it, pausing to chew his pen. Serious novelist, probably. Or some poor sod doing his tax return.

The barista caught her eye. Mid-twenties, strong forearms flexing as he worked the espresso machine, dark hair swept back, easy smile for every customer. Lara wondered if he read erotica. If he'd laugh at a middle-aged Welsh woman writing filth for a living, or if he wanked to Pornhub like half the planet and wouldn't judge her at all. Probably the latter. Everyone's a pervert, deep down.

Her phone buzzed in her hand. WhatsApp notification. Martin.

She'd added his number twenty minutes ago, heart hammering so hard she could feel it in her throat, fingers trembling over the keyboard. Kept it breezy:

Lara: Hi Martin, it's Lara. Thought WhatsApp might be easier than emails. Hope that's okay? X




The kiss at the end had felt ridiculous, daring, thrilling. She'd hit send and shoved the phone in her bag, half-expecting it to burst into flames.

His reply had come within five minutes.

Martin: sound! yeah this is way easier. hows ur day been? still writing filth i hope ;)




She'd laughed aloud, startling the couple at the next table. Typed back quickly:

Lara: Always. It's my full-time job, keeping perverts like you entertained x




They texted back and forth, her Americano cooling forgotten beside her laptop. Martin asked what she was working on. She gave him the vague outline; Emma bent over a grimy pub toilet sink, some stranger fucking her from behind whilst her husband listened outside the cubicle door, hard and aching and desperate.

Martin: fuck me that's hot 🔥 need to read that when ur done. does nate mind us chatting btw?




Lara paused. Her cunt pulsed, wet heat slicking her folds, soaking through her knickers until the cotton clung sticky and uncomfortable against her pussy. She shifted on the hard wooden chair, thighs pressing together, and God, the pressure sent a jolt straight to her clit. The ache throbbed low in her belly, relentless. Did your hubby mind? No. He bloody well shoved me towards this.

Lara: He encouraged me to message you. He's... very supportive x


Martin: lucky you. and lucky him having a wife who writes this stuff. bet ur sex life's mint




Her face burned, heat creeping up her neck and flooding her cheeks. She glanced around, paranoid someone could see over her shoulder. The bearded bloke was still typing. The couple still whispering. The barista still pulling shots. No one cared. She was invisible. Middle-aged Welsh woman in leggings and a cardigan. Completely unremarkable.

Lara: It has its moments x




Another kiss. Easier this time. Her thighs pressed together under the table, and the slippery warmth between her legs intensified. Bloody hell, she was soaked. Knickers drenched, clinging wet and sticky, the smell of her own arousal mixing with the espresso and croissants. She glanced around again, checked no one was watching, and let her hand drop to her lap.

Hidden by the table edge, she pressed her palm against her crotch through her leggings. The pressure was exquisite. She bit her lip hard, stifled a gasp, rocked subtly against her hand. Fuck. Oh, fuck. Martin's words echoed in her head. Proper sexy, you. Her body believed him, even if her brain screamed otherwise. Soft belly, heavy tits sagging under her bra, nearly fifty, stretch marks, cellulite, all the things women's magazines said were wrong, wrong, wrong. But Martin didn't know that. He was imagining her. Creating some fantasy version - confident, gorgeous, dripping sex appeal.

And Christ, it felt good to pretend.

She kept her hand there, subtle grinding motion, eyes fixed on her laptop screen like she was reading her manuscript. The barista glanced over. She froze, face burning hot enough to melt glass. He smiled politely, returned to wiping down the espresso machine. Lara exhaled shakily, pulled her hand away. Too risky. Bloody idiot. But the ache between her legs throbbed harder now, demanding attention.

Her phone buzzed again.

Martin: so what r u up to right now? writing somewhere exotic?




She laughed softly, breathless.

Lara: Café in Belsize Park. Very exotic. Coffee's shite but the croissants are decent x


Martin: belsize parks not far from islington. we are good as neighbours




Her breath caught. Neighbours. Close enough to meet. Close enough to touch, to kiss, to fuck. The thought sent a fresh wave of heat flooding through her belly, pooling wet and slick between her thighs.

Before she could reply, her Gmail notification pinged. Loud in the quiet café. She jumped, nearly knocked her Americano over. A few heads turned. She muttered, "Sorry, sorry."

New email. Different sender.

From: Noah Carter Subject: Your Hotwife Books—Mind-Blowing

Her heart stopped. Just stopped, seized in her chest like someone had grabbed it. She stared at the preview text: "Hi Lara, I've just finished 'His Hotwife's First Time' and I'm absolutely..."

Another one. Another bloody one.

Her hands trembled as she screenshotted the notification - proper shaking now, Christ - opened WhatsApp, sent it to Nate.

Lara: Another one?? wtf is happening?!


Nate: Open it. Let's see what he says. I want to know everything when you get home x"




She clicked into the email, pulse roaring in her ears, drowning out the café noise.

Hi Lara, I've just finished 'His Hotwife's First Time' and I'm absolutely blown away. Your writing's got this authenticity that most hotwife erotica lacks. It's not just the sex scenes (though fuck me, those are incredible). It's the emotional beats, the compersion, the way you write the husband's arousal. It feels real. Which made me wonder… are you a real hotwife, or just a bloody talented fantasist?

I'm Noah, 31, live in Shoreditch. Graphic designer, single, been a bull in the hotwife scene for a few years now. I know you're married to Nate. I've read his cuckold and hotwife stories too, equally brilliant. If you're curious about crossing that line from fantasy to reality, I'd be honoured to help. No games, just honesty. Let me know. —Noah

Lara's cunt clenched so hard it hurt, a sharp pulse of arousal that made her thighs tremble. She locked her phone, slammed her MacBook shut, drained her cold Americano in one gulp. The bitterness coated her tongue, grounding her for half a second.

Two men in London, both interested, both thinking about her right this second. Hard, maybe. Imagining her naked. How she'd sound when she came, moaning their names instead of Nate's. The thought made her pussy throb so intensely she had to squeeze her thighs together, biting back a whimper.

Is this real life? Or have I stumbled into one of my own bloody books?

She shoved her laptop into her bag, grabbed her coat, practically ran for the door. The barista called after her, "Have a good one!" She waved without looking back, face burning, cunt aching, mind spinning.

She needed to get home. Needed Nate. Needed to process this before her brain short-circuited entirely.

WhatsApp pinged again.

Martin: youve gone quiet. everything ok? X




She typed back one-handed, swaying with the train's motion, body pressed against strangers.

Lara: Yeah sorry. Just got another email from a reader. Bit overwhelming. Talk soon? X


Martin: course. im not going anywhere x




She locked her phone, pressed it against her chest, closed her eyes. All she could think was Nate's face when she told him. The hunger in his eyes. The questions he'd ask. The filthy things he'd murmur whilst he fucked her, reclaiming her, making her his again.

Her body hummed, alive and aching and soaked through. Bloody hell.


three
Nate's Dilemma
Bull in the Inbox


Lara burst through the office door, bag hitting the floor with a thud that made Nate's coffee mug rattle. Her phone was already in his face, screen glowing. "Read this. Now."

Christ, she looked wound up. Flushed cheeks, hair dishevelled from the wind, breathing hard like she'd sprinted up Leighton Road. Nate took her iPhone, squinted at the screen. Email. A new name; 'Noah' in bold at the top. His pulse kicked up before he'd read a single word.

He scanned it once, heart hammering. Read it again slower, absorbing every line.

'Are you a real hotwife, or just a bloody talented fantasist?'

Bloody hell. This wasn't fan mail. This was a proposition. Direct, sexual, confident as fuck. 'I'd be honoured to help.' Help her what? Cross the line? Fuck her? Nate's cock twitched against his jeans, filling fast. Not now. Not helpful.

"Well?" Lara hovered beside him, thumbnail wedged between her teeth, chewing. Her cheeks were scarlet, hair a mess, eyes wide and glassy. Wired. Terrified. Aroused. All three at once, probably.

Nate cleared his throat, tried to sound neutral. Failed. "'Your writing's got this authenticity that most hotwife erotica lacks.'" He glanced up at her. "Fair play to him, he's not wrong."

"Nate."

"What?" He scrolled down. "'I'm Noah, 31, live in Shoreditch.'" Pause. "Shoreditch. So not far from us?"

"Yeah." Lara's voice shook. "Nate, he's so direct. Like he knows exactly what he wants."

"Wants you, you mean."

There it was. The truth, sharp and hot in his gut. Jealousy and arousal tangling together, inseparable. Nate handed the phone back, swivelled to his laptop, stared at the blinking cursor. Ten thousand words of generic cuckold drivel staring back at him. Husband watches wife fuck stranger. Rinse, repeat. Boring.

But this? This was real. Noah Carter. Thirty-one. Shoreditch. Experienced bull. Messaging his wife.

His cock pulsed, thick now, pressing uncomfortably against his fly.

"What do you think?" Lara sank into her chair, clutching the iPhone against her chest like a lifeline. "About this?"

Nate rubbed his face, exhaled hard. "I don't know. It scares me a bit."

"Me too." Whispered.

"But he turns you on."

Silence. Then: "Yeah."

Fuck.

"Is it bad that I'm hard just reading his email?" He laughed, short and humourless. "Bad's not the word. Confusing, maybe." He glanced at her. "Show me Martin's messages again. The WhatsApp ones."

She unlocked her phone, passed it over. Nate scrolled through the thread, absorbing Martin's eager, lowercase enthusiasm. 'youve gone quiet. everything ok? x' Followed by 'im not going anywhere x'. Sweet. Non-threatening. Playful.

Then he flicked back to Noah's email. Polished. Dominant. Assured.

Two men. Completely different approaches. Martin made Lara laugh, feel powerful, in control. Noah made her wet, made her want to submit. Which one would you rather watch fuck her?

Christ. Was he really thinking that?

"They're different," Nate said eventually, handing the phone back. His voice sounded rough, foreign. "Martin's keen, yeah, but he's not pushy. Noah sounds like he's done this before. Properly. Like he knows more than we do."

Lara nodded, pulled her cardigan tighter. "He said he's been a bull for years. That's experience, innit? Real experience."

Bull.

The word sat in Nate's brain, pulsing in time with his cock. The man who fucks another man's wife. Bigger, better, more dominant than the husband. Everything he wasn't. Fifty-two, greying at the temples, soft around the middle. Five bloody inches when he was rock hard, average girth, nothing special. Noah was probably packing far more.

"Do you want me to reply to him?" Lara's voice cut through the spiral. "Or ignore it?"

Nate hesitated. Safe answer: ignore it. Keep this to Martin. Manageable. Distant. Fantasy.

But his cock disagreed, pulsing insistently. And beneath the jealousy, beneath the fear, there was something else. Curiosity. Hunger. The same compulsion that made him write cuckold erotica for a living, made him stroke himself imagining Lara with other men.

"Reply," he heard himself say. His mouth was dry. "But maybe take it slower with Noah? See where Martin goes first. Martin feels safer, somehow."

Lara's shoulders relaxed. "Yeah. I agree. Martin's playful, you know? Makes me feel confident. Noah seems intense. I'm not sure I'm ready for intense."

"But you're keeping his email."

She smiled, small and guilty. "Yeah. Door open, right? Just in case."

Nate nodded, swallowed hard. Just in case. His balls ached, heavy and full.

Lara stood, crossed to his chair, knelt beside him on the cheap laminate floor. Her hand found his, squeezed. Warm. Grounding. Real. "Love, if you're not okay with this, we stop. Right now. It’s been a bit of fun, but we delete the emails, block them both, pretend it never happened."

"I'm okay with it." Too quick. He paused, tried again. "I am. It's just… the fantasy excites me. You know that. Always has obviously - look at what I write. But real feelings are messier, innit? Two men chatting you up, that's not a story I'm writing. It's real."

"It is." Lara kissed his knuckles, soft lips against rough, ink-stained skin. "We'll keep talking. Check in. Every step, yeah?"

"Every step."

She stood, returned to her MacBook, opened Gmail. Fingers hovered over the keyboard. "What should I say to Noah? Polite brush-off or…"

"Keep him warm," Nate said. Christ, listen to yourself. Encouraging this. "Don't shut him down. But don't encourage him yet either. Something non-committal."

Lara typed, tongue poking out in concentration. Read it aloud: "'Hi Noah, thanks for the message. You're very direct! My husband and I are curious about the lifestyle but taking things slow. We appreciate your interest. Lara.'" She looked up. "That work?"

Nate nodded. "Perfect. Door left open but not flung wide."

Noah wouldn't disappear now. Nate wasn't sure if that thrilled or terrified him. Probably both.

"Martin asked if I'd do a phone call," Lara said suddenly, scrolling WhatsApp. "Just to hear my voice, no pressure. What do you think?"

Nate's cock thickened, insistent now, straining against denim. Voice call. More real than texts. Her voice in Martin's ear, breathy and Welsh, lilting over vowels the way it did when she was turned on. Making him hard. Making him imagine her mouth, her tits, her cunt.

"Say yes." His voice came out rougher than intended. "Pick a night this week."

"When?"

"Friday evening. When we're done with writing." Nate shifted in his seat, cock aching now. "I want to be there, listen in."

Lara's eyes widened, pupils dilating. "You want to listen to me flirt with him?"

"Fuck yes."

She typed rapidly, scheduled it. Showed him the message:

Lara: Friday night works. 8pm? x




Martin's reply came instantly, like he'd been waiting:

Martin: cant wait x




Nate stood, grabbed Lara's wrist, yanked her onto his lap. The cheap Ikea chair protested, wheels skidding on laminate. She straddled him, skirt riding up thick thighs, and ground down hard against the bulge in his jeans. Fuck. He groaned, grabbed two handfuls of her arse through the fabric, squeezed. Soft. Heavy. His.

"You're going to talk to him Friday," Nate said, voice rough against her neck. He could smell her, that mix of perfume and sweat and something underneath, something clean and female that made his cock leak. "Flirt with him. While I'm right there, listening. Make him so fucking hard he can't help himself."

Lara whimpered, rolled her hips again. Her breath hitched. "Is… is that what you want?"

"Fuck yes." He bit her earlobe, gentle, felt her shiver. "Want to hear your voice in his ear. Hear you make him desperate. Then you hang up and fuck me instead."

She moaned, properly this time, and rocked against him faster. Nate's balls tightened, heavy and aching. Two days. Two days until his wife's breathy Welsh accent would pour into Martin's ear, make the poor bastard stroke his cock imagining her beneath him, her tits bouncing, her cunt wet and ready. And Nate would be there. Listening. Hard as iron.

He kissed her, deep and filthy, tongue pushing past her lips. Coffee and mint toothpaste and desperation. Her fingers dug into his shoulders. He could feel his precum soaking through his boxers, sticky and hot.

Friday couldn't come fast enough.

[image: ]

The Stag's Gambit

By eight o'clock they'd eaten dinner - a takeaway curry from Kentish Tandoori that neither of them tasted properly. Both picked at chicken tikka masala and pilau rice, avoiding eye contact. Nate loaded the dishwasher whilst Lara grabbed her leather jacket from the hallway hook. Black, worn at the elbows, smelt faintly of her perfume. He pulled on his old Oasis hoodie, navy blue, fraying cuffs. Comfortable and familiar.

They left the flat and descended the narrow staircase to Leighton Road, stepping out into the March evening. The air bit cold, damp with the promise of rain. Lara slipped her hand into his, fingers lacing naturally. Twenty-five years they'd walked these streets. Same route, same pubs, same rhythm. Tonight's conversation, though? First of its kind. Fuck.

Kentish Town Road bustled with commuters streaming towards the tube station, buses grinding gears, cyclists weaving through traffic. Nate and Lara turned left, heading past the darkened shopfronts; the Polski Sklep with its bright fluorescent lighting, the estate agent windows plastered with extortionate property prices. Neither spoke initially. Lara's breath misted in the chill. She tucked herself closer to his side.

"How are you feeling?" Nate asked. "About Martin. Noah. All of it."

Lara exhaled, her breath misting. "Surreal. Like I'm living in one of my books. Except it's real. They're real."

Nate laughed, short and sharp. "Yeah. I know what you mean."

They walked past the station entrance, commuters streaming around them, Oyster cards beeping at the barriers. Nate guided them left onto Fortress Road. Quieter here. Residential. Victorian terraces loomed on either side, windows glowing warm against the damp evening.

"I've been thinking," Nate said carefully, "about why this turns me on so much. It's not just... you know, the kink of it. The hotwife thing."

"No?"

"No. It's more than that." He paused, searching for words. "It's compersion. Proper compersion. I get off on your pleasure, yeah, but it's deeper. It's pride. Love. Wanting the world to see how fucking amazing you are. How sexy. How desirable."

Lara's fingers tightened around his. "You've always said that."

"And I've always meant it. But this..." He gestured vaguely, encompassing the emails, the phone call, the possibility hanging between them. "This proves it, doesn't it? Other men want you. Young, fit, confident men. And that doesn't make me feel small. Well, it does a bit. But mostly it makes me feel... grateful. That you chose me. Still choose me."

Lara stopped, turned to face him on the pavement. A car passed, headlights sweeping across her freckled face. Her green eyes searched his, serious now.

"Are you scared I'll prefer someone else?" she asked quietly.

Nate's jaw clenched. Honesty. She deserved honesty. "A bit. Yeah. Noah especially. From the tone, and his experience, he's probably..." He trailed off.

"Probably what?" Her voice gentle, probing. "Has a bigger cock? Better in bed?"

Nate winced, nodded.

Lara cupped his face in both hands, leather jacket creaking. "Listen to me, love. I married you. I stay with you. I love you. No one's replacing you. Ever. This is just... play. Fantasy. You're my reality."

His throat tightened, eyes stinging. She meant it. Every word. "You mean that."

"Every word." She kissed him, lingering, her lips cold. "You're enough. More than enough. Always have been."

They started walking again, slower. Grateful, reassured, still anxious but less so. Christ, she always knew what to say. His chest loosened, shoulders dropping.

"My novel's stuck," he admitted after a minute. "Chapter Three. It feels lifeless. I'm writing about this stuff, but I'm not living it. You are. Or you could be. And that's... fucking hot. And terrifying."

Lara glanced at him sidelong. "Why not write about us? What's happening now?"

"What?"

"Our story. The emails. The phone call. If we..." She hesitated. "If we go further. Write it. Our readers would eat it up. 'Hotwife author actually becomes a hotwife.' You could call it research."

Nate laughed. "Too meta. Too real."

"Why's that a problem? You write hotwife and cuck novels. I now write hotwife smut. We market ourselves as a real couple. Why not lean into it?"

He didn't answer immediately. The idea unsettled him, thrilling and uncomfortable all at once. Writing fiction was safe; distance. But this? Their lives, laid bare? Christ. His cock stirred, traitor.

"I'll think about it," he said finally.

Lara grinned, squeezed his arse playfully. "That's my boy."

The mood lightened as they looped back towards Kentish Town Road. Lara joked about her "boyfriends," ranking them like contestants on a reality show. "Martin's ahead on charm. Noah on... confidence."

"And me?" Nate asked, playing along.

"You're ahead on actually being my husband." She giggled, breathless and giddy. "Also, you make great coffee."

She could make him laugh even when his gut twisted with jealousy. Twenty-five years. He was a lucky bastard.

They passed The Pineapple, their local, warm light spilling from the windows onto the wet pavement. Lara tugged his hand. "Fancy a pint? Warm up a bit?"

"Yeah. Good idea."

As they pushed through the door, Nate voiced the thought that had been circling his brain since Martin's WhatsApp. "What if we met one of them here? Martin or Noah? In person?"

Lara paused mid-step, coat half-shrugged off. "You want to watch me flirt with them in our local?"

His cock thickened immediately. "Maybe."

She laughed, disbelieving. "You're serious."

"Dunno. Imagining it, anyway. You. Them. Real-world. Public. How it would feel."

They settled into their usual corner booth near the unlit fireplace, the worn red leather seats familiar and comforting. Nate went to the bar, ordered a pint of London Pride and Lara's gin and tonic, Hendrick's with cucumber and ice. The barman, Pete, nodded recognition but said nothing. Quiet midweek crowd. Few regulars at the bar, couple in the opposite corner bent over phones.

Nate returned, slid Lara's gin across the scarred wooden table. They clinked glasses, the sound sharp and bright. To this insane, beautiful, terrifying thing they were doing.

"To research," Lara said, eyes sparkling.

"Research."

Lara's phone buzzed on the table. An e-mail. She glanced at it, stilled. Showed Nate the screen.

From: Noah Carter

Slow is good. I can be patient. Let me know when you're ready to talk. I'm very good at talking... among other things. —Noah.

Nate's jaw clenched. His cock thickened, pressing against denim, insistent. Among other things. Fucking. Eating her pussy. Making her scream. Christ, why did that thought make him leak pre-cum?

"He's persistent," Lara said quietly, watching Nate's face.

"He's confident. I'll give him that."

She pocketed her phone, sipped her gin. "Does it bother you?"

"Yes. And no. Bothers me he's so sure of himself. Turns me on that he wants you that badly." Nate laughed, short and bitter. "Fucked up, innit?"

"Not fucked up. Human."

They finished their drinks in companionable silence. The pub's warmth seeped into Nate's bones, the hum of voices around them a low buzz. This was marriage. Sitting in their local, planning to share her with strangers. Fuckin' surreal.

Outside, drizzle had started, slicking the pavement. They walked home quickly, Lara tucked under Nate's arm, his hoodie sheltering her from the worst of it.

Halfway down Leighton Road, Nate spoke again. "Maybe after Martin. The phone call Friday. See how that goes. Then... maybe Noah."

Lara tilted her head up, rain dampening her hair. "You're in charge, cariad. I'm just your research assistant."

Nate laughed properly this time, pulled her close, kissed the top of her head. "Best research programme ever."


four
Playing with Martin
Friday Night Booty Call


The emerald silk robe clung to her curves, Nate's favourite, and she'd worn nothing underneath because he'd asked. Ridiculous, Lara thought, perched on the edge of their bed, phone clutched in both hands. Sitting here like some desperate housewife from a bad porno. But God, her nipples were already stiff, dragging against the fabric with every shallow breath, and if she didn't clench her thighs together she'd lose her bloody mind. Her pulse hammered in her throat. Just a phone call. Just a fan of her books called Martin. Except it wasn't just anything, was it? Nate sat in the yellow armchair across the room, the one with the frayed arm she kept meaning to fix, jeans unzipped and his cock straining against his boxers. Watching. Waiting. His hazel eyes tracked every twitch of her body.

He wants this. He wants to watch me get off to another man's voice.

She squeezed her thighs tighter. Already soaked, and Martin hadn't even rung yet.

"You ready, love?" Nate's voice rumbled low, rough-edged with arousal.

Lara nodded, swallowed hard. Her throat felt tight. "Are you sure? Really sure you want this?"

He stood, crossed to her in three long strides, and cupped her face in both hands. Kissed her. Deep, tongues tangling, breathless and possessive. When he pulled back, his pupils were blown wide, nearly swallowing the hazel. "I want to hear you make him hard. Make him beg."

Her cunt clenched, empty and aching. Christ. "Okay, love."

"Be yourself. Flirt. Don't hold back." He kissed her forehead, a tender contrast to the hunger in his gaze, then stepped back to the armchair and settled into it. His hand drifted to his cock, stroking once through his boxers. "I'll be right here. Safeword if you need it."

"Cardiff."

"Cardiff." He smiled, lazy and filthy, and stroked himself again. "Now ring him."

Lara's hands trembled as she unlocked her phone. Martin's number sat in her contacts: Martin L. She tapped it before she could overthink it. The dial tone buzzed once. Twice. Her pulse roared in her ears, drowning out the hum of the radiator and the faint traffic noise from Kentish Town Road below.

"Lara!" His voice crackled through the speaker, warm and unmistakably Scouse, and her stomach flipped. "Sound, this is mint. I wasn't sure you'd actually ring."

She laughed, nerves fraying into something lighter. He sounds young. Eager. Sweet. "I said I would, didn't I?"

"Yeah, but you're proper busy, innit? Famous author and that." He was grinning, she could hear it, boyish and non-threatening. Her shoulders relaxed a fraction.

"Hardly famous. And I'm never too busy for my readers." Flirty. I can do flirty.

"Boss answer." A pause, then his tone dropped, just a shade. Curious. Interested. "So, how was your week? Been writing?"

Lara shifted on the bed, silk slipping open slightly at her thigh. Nate's gaze tracked the movement, greedy. "Distracted, actually."

"Yeah?" Martin's voice softened, rougher now. "Distracted by what?"

By you. By this. By imagining what your voice would sound like when you're touching yourself. She swallowed. "Oh, you know. Emails. Messages. That sort of thing."

He laughed, low and knowing. "Messages from some Scouser who won't stop chatting you up?"

"Maybe."

"Good. I'd be gutted if you weren't thinking about me at least a bit."

Her cheeks flushed hot. God, she loved this, the easy banter, the push and pull. No pressure. Just play. Her thighs shifted, parting slightly without conscious thought. "What about you? Busy week?"

"Work's been mad, yeah. Digital marketing, all deadlines and client bollocks." He paused. "But I've been thinking about tonight. About hearing your voice properly." Another pause, heavier this time. "Is Nate there?"

Lara glanced at Nate. He'd pulled his cock free now, stroking slowly, eyes locked on her like she was the only thing in the world. "He's... listening. Is that okay?"

A soft groan crackled through the speaker, filthy and raw. "Fuck, that's hot. Lucky bloke, your husband."

Nate's lips quirked. Lucky bloke. He mouthed it silently, amused and rock-hard.

"He thinks so too," Lara said, breathless.

"What are you wearing, Lara?"

Her breath caught. Straight to it, then. No more small talk. Her free hand tugged at the robe's tie, loosening it. The silk slithered open, baring her soft belly, the curve of her breasts. "A robe. Silk. Green."

"Anything underneath?"

"No."

Martin groaned again, louder this time, desperate. "Christ, Lara. You're killing me here."

She smiled, emboldened. He wants me. This stranger in Islington wants me. The validation sent a thrill straight to her clit, sharp and electric. She shifted, thighs parting wider, robe falling open completely. Cool air kissed her pussy, slick and swollen. Nate's gaze dropped, saw the movement, and his hand sped up on his cock, pre-cum glistening on the tip.

"Touch yourself," Martin said, voice rough, commanding. Not a question.

Lara's hand slid between her legs before she'd consciously decided to obey. Fingers found slick folds, already soaked, and she gasped. "Oh, God."

"Tell me. How wet are you?"

"So wet." Her voice shook, barely a whisper. "I'm dripping, Martin."

"Fuck." He was breathing hard now, ragged and uneven. "Wish that was my hand. My tongue. I'd lick you so slow, Lara. Make you beg for it."

Her fingers circled her clit, slippery and firm, pressure building like a coil tightening low in her belly. She could see Nate in the chair, stroking himself properly now, mouth slightly open, breathing rough. He's watching me touch myself whilst another man's voice fills the room. The wrongness of it, the taboo, made her wetter. Obscene wet sounds filled the bedroom, sticky and filthy.

"Tell me. What would you do." She surprised herself - bolder than she'd planned. "If you were here right now?"

Martin groaned, long and guttural. "I'd kiss you first. Proper kiss. Taste you. Then I'd push that robe off your shoulders, see your tits. Fuck, I bet they're beautiful. Big, yeah? I'd suck your nipples, bite them just enough to make you gasp."

Lara's free hand moved to her breast, squeezed the heavy weight, pinched her nipple through the silk. Pain-pleasure spiked. "Yes."

"Then I'd go down. Kneel between your legs. Lick your pussy until you came on my tongue. Wouldn't stop till you were shaking."

She was circling her clit faster now, hips rocking slightly, grinding into her own hand. Martin's accent. The filth spilling from his mouth. Nate's eyes burning into me. Too much. Not enough. Her breath came in short, sharp gasps.

"What are you doing right now, Martin?" The question tumbled out, sharp and sudden. Where did that come from?

He stammered, caught off guard. "I'm... wanking myself. Thinking about you."

"Prove it." Her voice, commanding. Confident. Power surged through her veins, heady and intoxicating. "I want to hear you stroke your cock."

A pause. Then the unmistakable wet sound of skin on skin, rhythmic and wet, slick with spit or lube. Martin's groan was further away now, ragged. "Fuck, Lara, you're so fucking sexy."

I did that. I made him desperate. This wasn't submission. This was control. She loved it. Loved the sound of him wanking, the knowledge that her voice, her body, did this to him.

"How hard are you?" she asked, fingers slipping inside herself, two knuckles deep, thumb still working her clit.

"So hard it hurts. Been hard since you said you'd ring. Couldn't focus all day."

"Good." She fucked herself with her fingers, thumb relentless, thighs trembling. The wet sounds grew louder, filthier. "I want you desperate."

"I am. Christ, I am. I'd do anything you wanted. Anything."

Nate shifted in the chair, hand moving faster on his cock, jaw tight, eyes burning. She met his gaze, mouthed I love you. He mouthed it back, nodded, kept stroking, pre-cum dripping onto his stomach.

"Tell me what you'd do if we met," Lara said, voice breaking as pleasure spiked sharp and sudden. "In person. At a pub. What would happen?"

Martin's breathing was ragged, punctuated by the slick, obscene sounds of his hand working his shaft. "I'd buy you a drink. We'd talk. Flirt. I'd touch your hand, your knee under the table. See if you'd let me. Then I'd kiss you. Right there in the pub. Didn't care who saw."

"And then?" God, I'm close. So close.

"Then I'd take you somewhere. Toilet. Alley. Didn't matter. I'd push you against a wall, kiss you properly, grind against you so you felt how hard you made me. Slip my hand under your dress, find out if you were wet for me."

Lara's orgasm coiled tight, vicious and white-hot, building fast. She was finger-fucking herself hard now, thumb grinding her clit, hips bucking into her hand. The duvet bunched beneath her arse, soaked with her wetness. "I would be. I'd be soaked."

"I know. Then I'd fuck you. Right there. Make you come on my cock whilst people walked past."

"Oh, fuck… fuck-" Her back arched off the bed, toes curling so hard her calves cramped. Martin's voice. Nate's eyes. The wrongness. The filth. It slammed into her, vicious and unrelenting, cunt clenching around her fingers as she came with a strangled cry. Her thighs clamped shut, trapping her hand, wetness flooding her palm and dripping onto the duvet beneath her arse. "Martin. Oh, God. Martin."

"That's it, Lara. Fuck, that's it. Come for me."

She rode it out, trembling, phone nearly slipping from her grip. Waves of pleasure crashed through her, radiating from her clit to her toes, leaving her breathless and shaking. Sweat beaded on her chest, between her breasts, slicking the silk robe to her skin. When she could finally breathe again, she laughed, breathless and astonished. "That was... bloody hell, Martin."

He groaned, desperate and raw. "Can I? Lara, please, can I come?"

"Yes. Come for mummy." Mummy? Why the fuck did I say that… maybe cause it felt right?

His breathing hitched, ragged grunts spilling through the speaker. The wet sounds intensified, frantic, then a long, drawn-out groan, guttural and wrecked. "Fuck. Lara. Oh, fuck."

She smiled, satisfaction curling warm in her chest. I did that. Made him lose control. "Good?"

"Best Friday night I've had in ages." He laughed, breathless and happy. "Thank you, Lara. Seriously. That was... amazing."

"Thank you." She glanced at Nate. He was still stroking, slow and deliberate, edging himself. Waiting. His cock leaked steadily, flushed dark and swollen. "Martin, I need to go now. Nate's... he's right here."

"Yeah, course. Nate, mate, you're a legend. Proper lucky bastard."

Nate grinned, shook his head. "Cheers, Martin."

"Right, I'll let you two... yeah." Martin's voice softened, affectionate and spent. "Text you tomorrow, Lara?"

"Please."

"Sleep well, gorgeous. Night, Nate."

"Night, mate."

The call ended. Silence flooded the room, thick with the smell of sex and sweat and Lara's soaked cunt. She dropped the phone onto the duvet, stared at Nate. Her chest heaved, breasts rising and falling beneath the ruined silk. "Oh my God."
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Voice Call Encore

She'd just made another man spunk with nothing but her voice, and she was still here, still his. Christ, Nate needed her. Needed to reclaim her, mark her, prove she belonged to him even when she was getting Martin off only a few miles away.

"Come here," she whispered, voice hoarse from moaning Martin's name, from begging him to imagine fucking her.

He didn’t need asking twice, so crossed to the bed, cock hard and leaking, jeans still tented. Lara sprawled before him, silk robe hanging open, body flushed pink from neck to tits, pussy glistening wet between her spread thighs. Her chest heaved, tits rising and falling with each ragged breath, nipples still stiff and flushed from coming whilst another bloke listened in. Fuck, she was gorgeous. Wrecked and filthy and his.

He kicked off his jeans, boxers tangled with them, nearly tripped over the lot. Didn't care. Climbed onto the bed, weight dipping the mattress, and kissed her. Hard and desperate, all tongue and teeth and mess. She opened for him, tongues tangling, her hands gripping his shoulders, nails digging crescents into his skin. She tasted like herself, salt and sweetness and arousal, and he groaned into her mouth, cock pressing thick and insistent against her thigh, pre-cum smearing her skin.

She broke the kiss, panting, eyes searching his face like she was checking he was still with her. "Did you like it?"

"Fuck yes." He couldn't catch his breath, couldn't think past the throb in his balls. "You were amazing. So sexy. I nearly came just watching you."

Lara smiled, slow and wicked, and wrapped her hand around his cock. He gasped, hips jerking forward, pre-cum slicking her palm. She stroked him slowly, base to tip, thumb swiping the sensitive head, spreading the wetness. "He made me so wet, Nate. Telling me what he'd do, how he'd lick my pussy, fuck me against a wall in some dirty alley." Her hand squeezed tighter, twisted just how he liked. "I imagined it. Imagined him here, touching me, tasting me. But I wanted you watching."

Her words. Christ, her filthy Welsh mouth. His balls tightened, cock throbbing in her grip, and he couldn't form a coherent thought. She'd been thinking about Martin's tongue on her cunt, Martin's cock inside her, and she'd still wanted Nate there, watching, part of it. Fuck, that was hot.

"Lara-"

She shoved him onto his back, climbed over him with that wicked grin he loved, thighs spreading as she straddled his hips. Her wet cunt hovered just above his cock, slick and swollen, and she sank down in one slow, deliberate motion. No resistance. She was soaked, took him easily, her heat swallowing him whole. Nate groaned, loud and guttural, hands flying to her hips, fingers digging into soft flesh hard enough to bruise. Five inches. Average girth. Competent. And she still bloody loved riding him.

Lara rode him slow at first, grinding, hips rolling in lazy circles, watching his face with those dark, hungry eyes. "Did you like hearing me come for him?"

"Yes." He could barely form words, pleasure clouding his brain, every nerve focused on where they were joined. "Fuck, yes."

She leaned forward, palms flat on his chest, tits swaying above him, nipples brushing his skin. "Tell me what you want to hear."

"Repeat it." His voice cracked, desperate. "What Martin said. The filthy bits. All of it."

Lara's pupils dilated, lips parting, and she rolled her hips harder, cunt clenching around him like a fist. "He said he'd kiss me. Touch my hand first, my knee under the table, all subtle-like. Then he'd kiss me properly in the pub, didn't care who saw." She moaned, soft and breathy, and Nate's cock jerked inside her. "He'd take me somewhere. Toilet, alley, somewhere filthy and public. Push me against a wall, grind against me so I felt how hard I made him."

Nate's fingers tightened on her hips, pulling her down harder, meeting her rhythm with shallow thrusts. Martin. Pushing Lara against a wall. Rutting against her like a dog in heat. His chest tightened, jealousy spiking hot and sharp, and then his cock throbbed and he was leaking inside her. Fuck, he wanted that. Wanted to watch it happen.

"More," he gasped.

"He'd slip his hand under my dress," Lara continued, voice dropping, husky and raw like she'd been screaming. "Find out if I was wet for him. And I would be, Nate. Soaked. Dripping. Then he'd fuck me. Right there, still dressed, just his cock out and my knickers pulled aside. Make me come on his cock whilst people walked past, close enough to hear."

"Christ." Nate thrust up into her, harder now, matching her rhythm, bed creaking beneath them, headboard thumping the wall. "You're so fucking perfect."

She picked up pace, tits bouncing with each thrust, hair wild and sticking to her sweaty neck, riding him like she'd die if she stopped. Her cunt gripped him tight, hot and slick, soaked from thinking about Martin's hands on her, wetness running down his cock and dripping onto his balls. The smell of sex filled the room, musky and raw, and Nate could hear the wet slap of her arse meeting his thighs every time she dropped down, hear her breath hitching on little gasps and moans.

Martin had made her wet. But he was inside her now. He'd always be inside her, reclaiming her, no matter how many blokes she fucked. His wife. His vixen.

"You're mine, though," he gasped, thrusting harder, desperate to prove it. "Always mine."

"Always, cariad." Lara's voice broke on a moan, fingers curling against his chest, nails scraping. "Yours. Only yours."

Contradiction and truth tangled together, beautiful and fucked-up and perfect. She'd fuck others. She'd let Martin bend her over in some grotty pub toilet, probably let Noah stretch her wide with a huge bulls cock. But she was always his wife.

Her cunt clenched around him, rhythm faltering, thighs trembling. She was close again, second orgasm building fast, and Nate gripped her hips tighter, pulled her down fully, ground her clit hard against his pubic bone. "Come for me, love. Come on my cock."

She did. Shaking, gasping his name, collapsing forward onto his chest, cunt pulsing around him in rhythmic spasms that dragged him over the edge with her. He came hard, groaning her name into her hair, cock pulsing as he filled her, cum flooding deep inside. His vision whited out, pleasure radiating from his balls up his spine, every muscle locking tight before the release left him breathless and wrecked.

They lay tangled together, sweaty and sticky, breathing ragged. The room stank of sex, of sweat and cum and Lara's arousal, and Nate inhaled it greedily. This. This was what he'd been missing for twenty-five years, this raw, filthy intimacy where nothing was off-limits.

He stroked her hair, damp with sweat, kissed her temple. "I love you so much."

Lara mumbled against his chest, muffled and content. "I love you, too. That was intense."

He laughed shakily. "Understatement of the bloody year."

She propped herself up on one elbow, traced his jawline with her finger, nail scraping lightly through his stubble. "Was it too much? Me talking about Martin like that whilst you were inside me?"

"No." He caught her hand, kissed her knuckles, tasting salt. "It was perfect. Hotter than I expected. Watching you own that power with Martin, making him desperate, making him beg..." His cock twitched inside her, spent but already interested again. Christ, not bad for an old man. "Made me harder than anything."

Lara grinned, eyes bright with mischief. "You're insatiable."

"You made me this way."

Her phone buzzed on the duvet beside them. WhatsApp notification lighting up the screen. She reached for it lazily, still lying half on top of him, his cum leaking from her pussy onto his softening cock. Unlocked the screen, swiped. Her breath caught.

"What?" Nate craned his neck to see, pulse quickening. What now? What did Martin want?

She turned the phone towards him. Martin's message glowed on the screen: "That was unreal. Can we do it again? And maybe... a photo? Just thinking about you is driving me mental. x"

A photo. Of his wife. Tits, pussy, arse, whatever she wanted to send. For another man to wank over, to stare at whilst he stroked himself, imagining sliding into her wet heat. Nate's cock twitched against her thigh, half-hard already despite just coming. He fucking loved it.

"Should I?" Lara asked, voice careful, testing, giving him the out if he needed it.

He kissed her, grinning against her lips, tasting himself on her tongue. "Definitely."


five
Noah's Dominance Emerges
Seven Inches of Certainty


Three weeks of this. Martin and Lara constantly swapping texts, memes and football banter and flirtation that made her giggle into her phone like a teenager. And Noah on the side-lines waiting. She was giving Noah her number today, like they'd agreed. Nate's stomach tried climbing into his throat, arousal and dread mixing like cheap cocktails that'd make you regret everything later.

His cursor was stalled at the top of another page, the same sentence he'd been faffing with for ten minutes, still reading like absolute shite. He was trying to capture Lara's voice from that first Martin call, the way it'd broken on a moan, those breathy gasps when she'd fingered herself. But the words sat there, lifeless and useless. How did you describe your wife coming for another man? How did you make it hot on the page when the real thing had been so visceral it'd nearly knocked him sideways?

He glanced over. Lara was biting her lip, typing on her iPhone, shoulders shaking with suppressed laughter. Martin, obviously. She giggled aloud, slapped a hand over her mouth, cheeks going pink.

Nate's cock stirred in his jeans. Her happiness makes me hard.

She caught him staring, smiled sheepish. "Sorry, love. Martin sent me a video of Jurgen Klopp proper losing his nut. Brilliant."

"No worries." Nate dragged his eyes back to the laptop, pretended to type. Half-finished chapter glowing at him, but he couldn't concentrate. Not today. Not with Noah about to enter the chat, and maybe shift everything from Martin's sweet, eager charm to something darker. He came across far more dominant. His gut was doing complicated things, anticipation knotted up with jealousy and arousal, proper mess he couldn't untangle.

Lara set her phone down, swivelled the IKEA chair to face him. Again wearing his Blur t-shirt, nicked from his side of the wardrobe, hanging loose and showing one freckled shoulder. No bra. Her nipples pressed against the faded logo, visible and distracting as hell. "I'm emailing Noah my WhatsApp now. Still alright with that, love?"

Nate's throat closed up. He nodded, words stuck somewhere behind his teeth.

She picked the phone back up, and typed something fast, then showed him the simple message before sending: "Hi Noah, here's my number if you'd rather chat on WhatsApp: 07XXX XXXXXX. Hope you're well. —Lara x"

Sent. Done. No taking it back.

Nate exhaled slow, felt his cock thicken. "Keep me in the loop, yeah? Want to know what he says."

"Course." Lara's voice was steady enough, but her pupils had gone dark, thighs shifting under her leggings. She was wet already. Had to be. Nate could read her body like a book he'd been reading for twenty-five years.

They both turned back to their laptops. Pretended to work. Room filled with the usual sounds: keyboard clicks, rain tapping the window, radiator's low hum underneath. But the tension crackled like static, made the air feel thick.

Five minutes dragged past. Ten. Nate typed a sentence, deleted it, typed another. None of it was quite right.

Lara shifted in her chair, purple cushion pressing against her arse, squeezed her thighs together. Nate clocked it. She was dripping, he'd bet his next book royalties on it. Just thinking about Noah's reply had her wound tight.

WhatsApp pinged.

Lara made a sound, sharp intake like breath stopping in her throat. Hand shot out, grabbed her phone, nearly knocked over her coffee. Fingers shaking as she unlocked it. Screen lit her face, eyes wide.

She read it. Colour flooded her cheeks, neck to hairline going scarlet.

"What's he say?" Nate's voice came out rougher than intended.

Wordless, she turned the phone towards him, hand trembling.

Noah: Finally. I've been patient, Lara. Thought you'd never ask. How are you? And more importantly—how wet are you right now thinking about me?




His cock throbbed hard against his zip, pre-cum already starting. Fuck. Direct. Confident. Not asking permission, just assuming her arousal like it was a given, like he already owned a piece of her headspace. Martin eased in with jokes, worked up to the dirty stuff. Noah went straight there.

"He seems to be always like this..." Lara's voice was breathless, caught between shocked and properly turned on.

"Direct?" Nate shifted in his chair, adjusted himself. Uncomfortable. "Yeah. Different from Martin, innit?"

"Very." She bit her lip, staring at the screen. "Martin asks. Noah just... tells."

"Do you like it?"

She hesitated. Then nodded, shy but eager in a way that made Nate's chest go tight. "I think so. It's intense."

Intense. Understatement of the fucking year. Noah was establishing dominance already, claiming space in Lara's head, making her react. And she was letting him. She wanted it. Nate's inadequacies bubbled up, familiar and bitter: five inches, dad bod, greying at the temples. What did he have that could compete with Noah's youth and confidence?

Her love. You've got her love, mate. Cling to that.

"How should I reply?" Lara's fingers hovered over the keyboard.

"Honest," Nate said before thinking it through. "Tell him. He wants to know you're thinking about him."

Lara's pupils dilated further, green nearly swallowed by black. She typed slow, deliberate:

Lara: Very wet, if I'm honest. I've been curious about you for weeks. X




Noah's typing bubble appeared instantly. Nate's stomach flipped. He'd been waiting. Phone in hand, expecting her reply.

Noah: Good girl. I like honesty. So let's be clear—I've read your books, seen your author bio (vague as it is), and I've been hard for you since the hotwife novel. Your husband's a lucky man, getting to share you. Does he know we're talking right now?




Lara's thighs clamped together, whole body going tense like she'd been shocked. Nate saw it, the way she responded to Noah's praise, submissive in a way she never was with him. His cock kicked against his zip. She likes that. Likes being told she's good. Likes him taking control. Something hot and sharp lodged behind Nate's ribs, but his hand was already adjusting his erection.

"He called you a good girl," Nate said, voice gone hoarse.

"I know." Lara's cheeks burned. "Made me... God, made me tingly."

Nate nodded, throat too tight. Noah was testing boundaries, seeing how far he could push. And Lara, his confident, witty wife, was responding like a tuning fork. She wants to submit to him. Craves it.

"Tell him I know," Nate managed. "Say I'm here. That we're very open."

Lara: He's right here. He knows everything. We're very open. X


Noah: Is your marriage really like your books? Or is this all fantasy you're exploring for the first time? I need to know if I'm breaking in a curious couple or joining an experienced hotwife."




Lara paused, looked at Nate. Vulnerable. Searching. Honest answer?

"Truth," Nate said. "Someone like him will smell bullshit a mile off, and it'll bite us later."

She nodded, typed careful

Lara: We've fantasised about this for years, written about it, but never done it in real life. You'd be part of our... research. Does that disappoint you? x




They waited. Ten seconds. Twenty. Nate's pulse hammered in his throat, could hear it in his ears.

Noah: Disappoint me? Fuck no. That's even hotter. I want to be your first. Take that privilege, Lara. Does Nate want to watch, or just hear about it after?




Lara gasped, hand flying to her mouth. Showed Nate the screen, eyes wide.

Be your first. The possessiveness in it. The confidence. Noah wasn't put off by their inexperience; he was aroused by it. Wanted to guide them, shape them, own that first encounter like a flag planted.

Nate's cock throbbed, painful now. "Tell him both. Want to watch you enjoy yourself."

Lara's hands shook while typing:

Lara: Both, probably. He wants to see me... enjoy myself. x


Noah: Good. I want him to see what I do to you. See you come on my big cock. Would you like that?




Lara made a strangled sound, half-gasp, half-moan. Her nipples were rock-hard beneath his Blur t-shirt, visible points straining fabric. She showed Nate without him asking.

See you come on my cock. Not if. Not maybe. Certainty. Assumption. Already decided, just a question of when.

"Say yes," Nate whispered, voice cracking. "Tell him yes."

Lara: Yes. God, yes. x


Noah: That's my girl. Now, I want to see you. Send me a photo, in lingerie, something sexy. And tell Nate to help you pick it out. I want him involved.




Lara's hands trembled so hard she nearly dropped the phone. Looked at Nate, eyes dark with arousal and uncertainty. Waiting. Permission. She needs permission, and Noah knows it.

Nate stood fast, chair scraping laminate. Crossed to her, pulled her up by the hand, kissed her hard. Tongues tangling, desperate and possessive and fuck, he needed this. When he broke away they were both panting.

"The green set," he said, voice rough as gravel. "Silk and lace. My favourite."

Lara nodded, kissed him again quick and frantic, then hurried towards the bedroom. Nate followed, cock straining against denim, pre-cum soaking through his boxers, making a wet patch he could feel.
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Their bedroom smelled like them. That mix of sleep and sex and Lara's vanilla hand cream, familiar enough to make Nate's cock pulse harder. She stripped fast, leggings and his stolen t-shirt and plain knickers hitting the floor, no ceremony about it. Stood there naked. Soft belly and heavy tits and thick thighs, freckles scattered across pale skin like someone had flicked a paintbrush at her.

Nate couldn't swallow. Couldn't breathe properly. Twenty-five years and she still looked like this, curves and softness and fuck, those tits. Beautiful. So fucking beautiful it hurts. His fingers itched to touch her, but Noah wanted a photo first. Noah's instructions now, not Nate's.

She pulled the emerald set from the top drawer. Silk and lace, delicate and expensive, anniversary present from last year. The bra pushed her tits together, deep cleavage, lace barely covering her nipples. Knickers were high-waisted, silk hugging her hips, lace trim framing her arse.

She stood in front of the full-length mirror on the wardrobe, adjusted the straps, smoothed silk over her stomach. "God do you think he’ll be disappointed?"

"You look fucking incredible." Nate's voice was strangled, cock pressing painful against his zip.

"Where should I...?" Vague gesture at the room.

"Here. Mirror." Nate moved behind her, positioned her with hands on her hips. One leg slightly bent, tits pushed forward. "I'll take them."

She obeyed as he adjusted camera angle. He watched her in the mirror, watched himself watching her, this recursive loop that made his balls ache. Her reflection showed everything: curve of waist, swell of arse, lace barely containing her tits. The shot captured her arse in the reflection, the curve of her back.

He tapped the screen. Shutter sound. Again. Three photos, different angles.

"Perfect." Nate's hands squeezed her hips gently. "You're perfect, love."

She turned in his arms, kissed him soft. "Thank you."

They went back to the office. Lara still in the lingerie. She settled into her chair, purple cushion pressing against silk-covered arse, opened the photos. Selected the best one: full-body shot, sultry look, tits prominent. Added a caption.

Lara: Nate helped me pick this. Hope you like it. x




They stared at her phone. Seconds ticked past, agonising and slow. Nate's pulse roared in his ears, drowning out the rain.

Noah: Jesus fucking Christ, Lara. You look incredible. Those tits. That body. I'm rock-hard right now. Your husband's got excellent taste."




…

Noah: My turn.




A photo loaded. What must be Noah, shirtless, bathroom mirror selfie. Broad shoulders, defined chest and abs, light hair trailing down from his navel. Tattoos on his right shoulder and ribs, tribal design, intricate and bold. He was fit. Properly gym-fit, younger, everything Nate wasn't.

Nate's gut twisted.

Then another photo loaded. Close up… Noah's cock.

Had to be about seven inches. But fuck me, the girth. It had to be as thick as Lara's fucking wrist, veiny shaft, cut head flushed dark. Held in Noah's hand, fully erect, intimidating. Caption: "This is what you do to me."

Fuck. Bigger than him. Nate's own five inches might as well have been a kid's toy in comparison. He glanced at Lara. Her eyes were locked on that cock, lips parted, breathing gone shallow and hungry. She wanted it. Wanted that thick bastard inside her, stretching her wider than Nate ever could, filling her more than she'd ever had. His gut did something complicated, twisted up with jealousy that stung like nettles, but his cock leaked pre-cum anyway, soaking through his boxers, wet patch spreading on his jeans.

Fucked up. Properly fucked up, mate. And rock-hard.

Her voice barely a whisper. "He's... big."

"Yeah." Nate's voice cracked. "He is. You want that? He wants you."

Hesitation. Then she nodded, honest and vulnerable in a way that made his chest ache. "Think so. Is that okay?"

Nate pulled her onto his lap, chair groaning under their weight. Kissed her neck, inhaled her scent: vanilla and arousal and silk still warm from her skin. "Fuck yes. Want to watch him stretch you with that monster."

Lara ground against his erection, both still clothed but desperate. "Tell me. What'll it look like?"

"His thick cock pushing into your pink cunt," Nate whispered against her ear, breath hot and ragged. "Stretching you wide. Your lips gripping him, so wet it'll drip down his shaft. You'll moan louder for him than you do for me. Beg him to fuck you harder."

Lara whimpered, ground harder, silk knickers soaked through, dampness seeping onto his jeans. "Nate-"

WhatsApp pinged.

Noah: I want more. Spread your legs, Lara. Show me that pussy. I want to see how wet you are for me.




Lara froze, staring at the screen. Looked at Nate, nerves and excitement showing like it was Christmas morning. Waiting for permission to go further, and they both know it.

Nate nodded, feral and desperate. "Do it. Want to see you do it."

They moved back to the bedroom.
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Lara lay on the bed, grey duvet bunched beneath her, spread her thick thighs wide. Pulled the green lace knickers aside, exposing herself completely. Pink cunt glistening wet, swollen clit visible, folds slick with arousal, practically dripping. Nate knelt beside the bed, held her iPhone, angled it to capture everything: the wetness, the colour, the obscene vulnerability of it.

His hands shook. This is it. The line. Once she sends this, no going back. Ever.

"Take it before I change my mind," Lara whispered, voice trembling, face already burning.

He tapped the screen. Shutter sound. Again. Three photos, explicit and raw and fuck, his cock was leaking so much it was uncomfortable.

Lara's face went scarlet, shame and arousal fighting for dominance. "I've never... God, Nate, never done this. Never shown anyone but you."

"I know." He kissed her inner thigh, gentle and reverent. Tasted salt, felt her tremble. "You're so brave, love. So fucking sexy."

They went back to the office. Lara selected the clearest photo: cunt centre-frame, wetness undeniable, pink and swollen and explicit. No caption needed.

Noah: Fuck me. That's the most beautiful pussy I've ever seen. So wet, so pink, so fucking perfect. I'm going to ruin you, Lara. Make you scream my name while Nate watches.




Ruin her. The word bounced around Nate's skull like a pinball, relentless. Noah was going to fuck his wife, stretch her, make her come harder than Nate ever had. And Nate's cock was leaking so much pre-cum his boxers were soaked through, uncomfortable and obscene and he couldn't stop it.

Noah: Touch yourself. Right now. I want you to finger that wet cunt and tell me how it feels.




Lara obeyed without hesitation. Slipped her hand to her cunt, knickers still pushed aside, still exposed, fingered herself. Two fingers slid in easily, wetness audible, obscene squelching that made Nate's balls tighten. She gasped, typed one-handed.

Lara: So wet. God, I'm dripping. Thinking about your cock. x




Nate watched, stroking himself through his jeans, desperate for release but holding back. Didn't want to come yet. Needed to fuck Lara first, reclaim her, remind her she was his even if Noah's cock was bigger.

Noah: Good girl. Tell me what you're imagining.




Lara's breath hitched, fingers fucking herself faster, thumb circling her clit.

Lara: God, ur cock sliding into me. Stretching me. Taking what you want.




Nate groaned, unzipped his jeans, pulled his cock free. Five inches, leaking, pathetic compared to Noah's monster but it was all he had. Stroked himself slow, edging, didn't want to finish yet.

They sexted for ten minutes, maybe fifteen. Noah describing what he'd do: tie her up, eat her cunt, fuck her hard, make her beg for it. Lara responding with her fantasies, fingers working herself, soaking the purple cushion beneath her arse. Noah sent a video: him stroking his thick cock, saying Lara's name, groaning deep in his chest. Lara came watching it, gasping and shaking, thighs trembling uncontrollably, wetness running down to her arse.

Noah: I'm close. Fuck, Lara, I'm coming thinking about your tight pussy.




Sent another video: him ejaculating, thick ropes of cum hitting his stomach and chest, grunting her name, muscles tensing and flexing.

Lara showed Nate, both mesmerised. So much cum. That thick cock pulsing. I want that inside my wife. Nate's balls ached, drawn up tight, he was so fucking close.

Noah: That was incredible. I can't wait to do that in person. To feel you, taste you, fuck you. Soon, yeah? Let me know when you're ready.




Lara: Soon. We'll talk and plan. Thank you, Noah. That was amazing. Ur cock is amazing!! x


Noah: Good girl. Dream of my cock.




Lara locked her phone and turned back to Nate. He was standing now, cock hard and leaking, jeans and boxers shoved down around his thighs, pre-cum dripping onto the laminate floor.

She stood too, knickers soaked through and ruined, pulled them off. Let them drop. Stood there in just the bra, tits heaving, cunt glistening wet and swollen from fingering herself for another man.

"Bedroom," Nate rasped. "Now."

She almost ran giggling, and he followed, cock bobbing with each step, and the whole flat smelled like sex and arousal and the beginning of something they couldn't take back.
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His Name, Not Noah's

She hit the mattress hard. The impact drove the air from her lungs, but Nate was already on her, weight pinning her down, mouth finding hers. Needed this. Needed her. Their tongues clashed, messy and desperate. He caught her lower lip between his teeth, heard her gasp.

His angry swollen cock pressed against her thigh, already leaking. Christ, he was desperate for her.

Lara wrapped her legs around him, pulled him closer, tighter, like she could merge their bodies. His boxers and jeans bunched around his thighs because there was no time, no patience for ceremony. His cock ached, pre-cum smeared against her inner thigh, left a wet trail on her skin. Not Noah's monster, but hers. Always hers.

She tasted like herself when he kissed her. Familiar. Sweet. Noah could have her body someday, might have it soon, but right now, she was Nate's. Only his.

"I need you," he rasped against her mouth. "Need to be inside you. Now."

Lara didn't answer with words. Just spread her legs wider, arched her hips to meet him. He slid into her easily. She was drenched, soaked from her orgasm minutes ago, from Noah's videos, from the rush of being desired by two men at once. No friction, just heat and slickness and the obscene squelch of his cock pushing deep.

They both groaned.

Nate set a punishing pace. Hard. Fast. Utterly without finesse. Didn't care. Just needed her. His arms bracketed her head, face buried in her neck, breathing ragged against her skin. She smelled like sweat and arousal. She was still wearing the lace bra, but her heavy tits spilled out of the cups, nipples dark and peaked, bouncing with each thrust. He grabbed her breast, squeezed hard enough to make her gasp, then sucked her nipple into his mouth.

"Did you like his cock?" His voice was rough, broken. Between thrusts: "Seeing it? Imagining it inside you?"

Lara's hands clawed at his shoulders. "Yes. God, yes. So big, Nate. So thick. I..."

"Bigger than mine." The words scraped his throat. Fuck, why did that turn him on? Should hurt. Did hurt. But his cock throbbed harder.

She hesitated. Just a fraction of a second too long.

"Yeah, you liked that, didn't you? Thinking about his monster cock stretching your tight little cunt."

"Nate..."

"But you love mine, don't you?" He thrust deeper, angled to hit that spot inside her that made her gasp. Felt her clench around him. "You love your husband's cock. Even if it's not as big. Even if Noah's going to ruin you."

"I love you," she gasped. The ferocity in her voice made Nate's throat close up. She meant it. She loved him. Despite Noah. Despite everything. "I love you, cariad. Your cock is perfect. Perfect for me. Only you..."

He kissed her to shut her up, tongue invading her mouth, claiming her. Jealousy twisted in his gut, sharp and vicious, but fuck, it made his cock harder. Made him desperate to prove something he wasn't even sure needed proving.

He lasted maybe two minutes before the intensity became almost unbearable. Pulled out. She whimpered in protest, then he flipped them. Lara straddled his hips, sank down onto his cock, and her cunt swallowed him whole. She was so fucking wet. His balls were soaked with it, her arousal running down to coat his arse.

Her heavy thighs gripped his hips as she rode him. Her tits still spilling from the bra, bouncing with each downward stroke. Nate watched, unable to look away. Her tits bouncing, her arse jiggling against his thighs, her cunt gripping his cock. Fucking beautiful. He grabbed her arse, pulled her down harder, felt the soft give of flesh beneath his palms. She ground her clit against his pubic bone, chasing another orgasm, her breathing ragged.

"I wanted to obey him," she said, and Nate's cock throbbed painfully at the admission. Christ. "I loved it, Nate. When he called me 'good girl'. When he told me to touch myself. I wanted to do exactly what he said."

Fuck. Fuck, he was close already.

"I want to see that," he said. Meant every word. "Want to watch you obey him. Be his good girl while I watch. Want to see his cock inside you, stretching you, making you beg."

Lara rode him faster, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. "You really want that?"

"Christ, yes. Want to watch his thick cock disappear into your cunt. Want to hear you scream his name."

She came then, sudden and violent. Her whole body tensed, back arching, tits heaving as she gasped his name. "Nate, oh fuck, Nate." That word. His name. Not Noah's. His. Something fierce and possessive surged through him. He held her hips, thrust up into her through her climax, prolonging it, drawing out every shudder and gasp until she collapsed forward onto his chest.

Her weight was warm and familiar. Everything he needed.

He wrapped his arms around her, held her close, and thrust up into her three more times before he came hard – blessed relief as his balls squeezed, cock pulsing inside her, filling her with his cum. He groaned her name against her shoulder, held her as if she might disappear if he let go.

They lay tangled and sweaty in the gathering dusk. Rain drummed against the window, steady and rhythmic. Nate stroked her damp hair, kissed her temple. Whispered things he wasn't sure she heard. "I love you, I love you, I love you." As if repetition might make them truer. More protective.

They lay there, breath slowing. Rain pattered against the window. How long? Five minutes? Ten? Nate couldn't tell. Didn't care. Then Lara stirred. Lifted her head to look at him, her green eyes serious in the lamplight.

"What if you like him more?" Nate hated how small his voice sounded. Pathetic. But true. "What if his cock... what if I'm not enough after?"

She sat up, looked at him properly. Really looked. And Nate felt something in his chest tighten. This was the real risk, wasn't it? Not that he'd lose her physically, but that he'd lose her entirely to this new world they were entering.

"Cariad, you're everything," she said. Her Welsh accent was thick, emotional. She only used Welsh when she meant it. Deep down. "Noah's just... a fantasy come to life. But you're real. You're my husband. My love. That doesn't change. None of this changes that."

"You sure?" He hated how desperate he sounded.

"Completely sure." She leaned down and kissed him, soft and slow, reassuring in ways words couldn't be. "I wouldn't do this without you. I couldn't. You're my safe place."

Nate exhaled. Felt some of the tension drain from him. "So we keep going?"

"If you want to."

"I do. Just... keep talking to me? Keep me in it?"

"Always," she promised.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. Lara reached for it lazily, checked the screen, then laughed. Showed him.

Martin: hey, gorgeous! how's your day been? mine's been shite - work's mental. fancy a call later this week? miss hearing your voice. x"




Nate laughed too, despite everything. The contrast was stark. Martin's sweetness against Noah's dominance. Two men, two completely different energies, both pursuing his wife. Lucky bastard, him.

"With Martin, I feel powerful," Lara said thoughtfully. Like she was reading his mind. "With Noah, I feel submissive. They're different. And neither of them is you."

That helped he realised.

Lara: "Would love a call! Friday night? And my day's been... eventful. I'll tell you about it sometime. x" 




She turned to Nate. "So, we know Noah wants to meet in person eventually. But try a video call first, maybe?"

His cock, already recovering, gave a definitive twitch. Video call. Jesus Christ. She'd be on screen, touching herself, moaning, while Noah watched and wanked. And Nate would watch them both - maybe as cameraman? His cock was hardening again already. Insatiable, apparently.

"Video call," he said hoarsely. "Definitely. I want to see you on camera with him. Want to hear you both."

Lara smiled, slow and knowing. Reached down and stroked his hardening shaft, felt it swell against her palm.

"We've really done it now, haven't we?" she whispered. "Crossed over. No going back."

Nate pulled her down for another kiss, his cock now fully erect, ready to go again. "No going back," he agreed.

Outside, the rain fell harder against Kentish Town.


six
The Writer and The Vixen
Life Before Art


What was happening – why couldn’t she finish this scene? Emma, her perpetually gagging-for-it hotwife protagonist, was meant to be bent over a sink in some grotty pub toilet, stranger's cock splitting her wide whilst her husband pressed his ear to the door outside. Except the words wouldn't fucking come. Every sentence landed flat, dead on the page, like something scraped off the arse-end of a badly-written Literotica submission.

Christ, what's wrong with me? She'd bashed out three chapters this week without breaking a sweat. But today? Today her brain felt stuffed with cotton wool, useless and thick.

And of course, Nate's fingers never slowed on his Dell keyboard beside her, keys clicking like distant gunfire. He was grinning, actually bloody grinning at something on his screen, pausing only to sip cold Americano before diving back in. Shoulders relaxed, posture loose in ways she hadn't seen in weeks. Meanwhile, she was sitting here with her knickers damp from a morning spent writing smut and her protagonist stuck with a cock halfway inside her.

"You're awfully productive today." The words came out sharper than she'd meant. Petulant cow.

Nate glanced over, eyebrows raised behind his black-framed glasses. "Am I? Suppose so. Words are just... coming, innit?"

"Lucky you." She snapped her laptop shut, reached for her green tea. Stone cold. Typical.

"I'm completely stuck. Emma's supposed to be getting absolutely railed in this toilet cubicle, and all I can write is 'he thrust into her.' Riveting stuff, that. Fucking Pulitzer-worthy."

Nate laughed, soft and sympathetic, swivelled his chair to face her. "You've been writing non-stop lately, love. Maybe you're just burnt out?"

"Maybe." She didn't believe it. Felt more like she'd lost her edge, like the experiences fuelling her prose had dried up. Just under a week since Noah's sexting session. Nothing new since then. Just daily texts from him and Martin, keeping warm but not escalating. Sweet messages from Martin about Liverpool matches, Noah's occasional demands that made her thighs clench. But nothing she could sink her teeth into, nothing that made her creative juices flow the way Nate's were doing right now.

"What are you writing that's got you so buzzing?"

Colour crept up his neck. Tell-tale sign. He was embarrassed, aroused, or both. "Remember at the pub? When you suggested I write about us?"

Her stomach flipped. "Yeah?"

"I'm doing it. Properly. Fictionalised enough for plausible deniability, but... it's our story. The emails from Martin and Noah, your first phone call with Martin, the sexting with Noah. All of it."

He's writing about us. About me getting off to other men whilst he watched. Heat flooded her cheeks, spread down her neck and chest, settling hot and heavy between her legs. Her nipples tightened against her bra, sudden and insistent. "Can I read it?"

"Not yet. Want to get further first. But Lara..." His voice dropped, rougher now, and she recognised that tone. Aroused and desperate, the way he got when he was properly worked up. "It's the best thing I've written in years. Maybe ever. Because it's real. I'm not making it up. I'm just... chronicling what's happening."

She was thrilled for him. She was. But something sharp twisted beneath the pride, something that tasted like jealousy. He's found his muse in my experiences. My adventures. My body being desired by other men. Not resentment, not quite, but close enough that her belly tightened even as her cunt throbbed.

"What's it called?"

"'Hotwife Author,'" Nate grinned, boyish and filthy all at once. "Subtitle's 'Vixen Shared with Her Readers.' Bit on the nose, but fuck it. Readers'll love it."

"Very meta."

"That's the point, innit? They'll read it and wonder if it's real. If you're real. If they could contact you."

Men reading about me. Getting hard. More men messaging me. The thought made her thighs press together, wetness blooming fresh in her black knickers, soaking through the cotton. "You're making me bait."

"You're already bait, love. Just leaning into it."

She laughed despite herself, shook her head. Red hair fell across her face and she pushed it back. "Maybe that's why I'm stuck. Nothing new's happened this week. Just texts. I need... I don't know. Fresh material."

Nate's eyes darkened behind his glasses, pupils blown wide. "You need to be fucked by someone who isn't me."

The words hit her like a slap. She gasped, thighs clamping together. Heat flooded through her, straight to her cunt, wetness blooming against already-damp cotton. Oh God.

"Nate..."

"It's true, innit? You've been writing about hotwives for months, but you're still just imagining it. Martin's sweet, yeah, but he's still just a voice on the phone. Noah's intense, but you haven't even video-called him yet." He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, gaze pinning her to her chair. Golden hour light slanted through the Venetian blinds, striping his face in shadow and warmth. "You need the real thing. To be stretched, filled, fucked properly by a stranger whilst I watch. Then your words'll flow again."

Her breath came faster, shallow and ragged. Chest rising and falling beneath her oversized grey cardigan, the one she'd nicked from Nate weeks ago and never returned. He wasn't wrong. Every scene she'd written lately felt hollow because she was still borrowing from imagination rather than lived experience. The phone call with Martin had been electric, yes, but it was still just voices and words, safely distant. Noah's photos and videos had made her come harder than she had in months, but she hadn't felt his hands on her body, his cock stretching her open.

"Maybe you're right."

"I am." Nate stood, crossed to her, knelt beside her chair. His hand found her thigh, squeezed through her black leggings. She could feel the heat of his palm, the pressure of his fingers digging into soft flesh. "We should schedule Noah's video call. Soon. This week, maybe Friday night like we talked about. Let him see you, watch you touch yourself, hear you beg for his cock."

Friday. Four days away. Her pussy throbbed at the thought, wetness soaking through her knickers, making them cling uncomfortably against her folds. She shifted in her seat, tried to ease the ache building low in her belly. Failed.

"Okay. Friday."

"Good girl."

The praise hit her cunt like a switch being flicked. Her nipples tightened further, pressing hard against the lace of her bra, aching. Nate noticed, grinned. "You like that, don't you?"

"Yeah." The word barely made it past her lips. Her voice had gone breathy, Welsh lilt thickening the way it always did when she was properly turned on.

Her iPhone lit up on the desk, WhatsApp notifications stacking. Two messages arrived simultaneously, one from Martin, one from Noah. Lara unlocked the screen, showed Nate.

Martin: alright, gorgeous? seen the footy highlights? liverpool absolutely battered them. proper boss performance. fancy a chat soon? miss your voice. x




Sweet and playful, non-threatening in that boyish way of his. Classic Martin.

Noah: Still thinking about that video you sent. Your cunt dripping, spread wide for me. I want to see it live. Video call this week? I'll make you come so hard you forget your own name.




Absolutely zero fucking ambiguity about what he wanted. Her breath hitched reading it aloud, voice shaking slightly when she got to ‘your cunt dripping’. Nate's hand tightened on her thigh, fingers digging in just enough to make her gasp.

"Two very different blokes," he said, voice rough with arousal.

She pulled back, hands trembling as she unlocked her phone. Arousal or nerves? Both, probably.

Lara: "Hey! Yeah, saw the match highlights, proper brilliant. Let's do a call next week maybe? Swamped with writing this week but miss you too. x"




Warm, affectionate, keeping him close without prioritising him. She hit send, watched the blue tick appear.

Lara: Friday night. 9 PM. Nate will be watching. I want to come for you. X




Her hands shook as she hit send. The message flew into the void, irretrievable. Real. Fuck, it's real. She locked her phone, set it down, exhaled hard.

"Done."

Nate's cock was visibly hard now, tenting his jeans, pressing insistent against denim. He didn't bother hiding it. Never did around her anymore. "Fuck, you're amazing."

"I haven't done anything yet."

"You've scheduled a video call where another man's going to watch you finger yourself whilst I sit in the corner wanking. That's not nothing, love."

She laughed, breathless and giddy. Her cunt throbbed again, insistent, wetness spreading. She wanted to touch herself, wanted Nate to touch her, wanted something to ease the ache building low in her belly. But she also wanted to wait, let it build until Friday when Noah's face would fill her screen and his deep voice would command her to spread her legs wide and show him everything.

Nate stood, returned to his desk, adjusted himself without subtlety. Opened his Word document again, Hotwife Author, the title glowing at the top of the screen in Garamond. "I'm going to write about this. About you scheduling Noah's call. About Martin texting sweet nothings whilst Noah demands you spread your legs."

Lara reopened her MacBook, stared at Emma's unfinished toilet-cubicle scene. Still stuck. The cursor blinked at her, accusatory. But Friday's coming. Real experience. Real cock - well, virtual cock - but closer than I've been before.

"Maybe I'll finish this after Friday. Use what happens."

"Smart." Nate was already typing again, fingers flying, lost in his flow. The rhythmic clicks filled the office like rainfall. "Life first, then art."

She watched him work, watched his shoulders hunch forward, glasses slipping down his nose, face lit by the laptop screen's glow. He's writing about me. About men wanting me. And he's harder than he's been all week. Pride and arousal and something tender wound tight in her chest. This was what marriage looked like after twenty-five years. Not stagnation. Evolution. Growing into kinks you'd only whispered about in the dark, making them real in the daylight.

Her phone buzzed again.

Noah: Good girl. I'll make sure you remember Friday for the rest of your life.




Her cunt throbbed, wetness spreading, making her knickers cling uncomfortably. She crossed her legs, squeezed tight, tried to focus on Emma and the stranger's cock and the grotty pub toilet. The words still wouldn't come. Friday. Just get to Friday. Then everything'll change. She'd have something real to write about, something visceral and raw that would make her prose sing the way it used to.

Nate glanced over, saw her squirming in her chair. Grinned, wolfish and knowing. "You alright over there?"

"Horny. Distracted. Completely fucking useless at writing."

"Want to fuck?"

She considered it. The offer was tempting, God it was tempting, but she shook her head. "No. Want to save it. For Friday. Let it build."

His eyes darkened, cock visibly throbbing against his jeans. She could see the outline of it, thick and urgent, straining against the denim. "Christ, you're going to kill me."

"Good. Suffer with me."

They both laughed, returned to their screens. Nate typing furiously, words pouring out like water from a burst pipe. Lara staring at her cursor, aching and wet and waiting for Friday night when Noah's dominant voice would fill their bedroom and her fingers would finally give her the release she'd been craving all week.

Outside, Kentish Town traffic hummed on, oblivious. Buses rumbled past on Leighton Road, tyres hissing on damp tarmac, a car horn blaring somewhere distant. Inside, two writers sat side-by-side in the gathering dusk. Nate chronicling what had already happened. Lara waiting, aching, for Friday night to give her something real to write about.

Four more days.


seven
Video Call with Noah
Broadcast from Kentish Town


Lara perched on the bed's edge, hands shaking as she fiddled with the lace tops of her stockings. Black silk whispered against her pale thighs. The suspender clips bit cool into her skin. Never worn anything like this. Not for Nate. Not for anyone. Three days ago she'd clicked "buy" on that online shop, Noah's text still glowing on her screen: I want to see you in something that makes you feel like the vixen you are. Her stomach had flipped then. It was flipping now.

She'd chosen this. Bought it with her own money. Her own desire driving the decision, not Nate telling her to. Because she wanted Noah to see her like this. Wanted to feel desirable, powerful, sexy in a way she hadn't felt in years. God. The thought sent a shiver through her. Half thrill. Half terror.

The woman in the wardrobe mirror wasn't her. Couldn't be. Red hair blown out into glossy waves, catching lamplight like copper wire. Smoky eyeshadow making her green eyes look... Christ, sultry? Nude lipstick on her full mouth. The black lace bra shoved her tits up, cleavage so deep she could lose a quid between them. Matching knickers sat low on her hips, barely covered her mound. Sheer enough that the red triangle of trimmed pubic hair showed through if you looked. If Noah looked. The suspender belt framed her soft belly. Not flat. Never flat. But the stockings... bloody hell, the stockings made her thick thighs look elegant. Powerful, even.

Her hands wouldn't stop shaking.

Just a video call.

Except it wasn't just anything. He'd see her. All of her. Judge her body in real time, not through carefully angled photos she could delete and retake. Would he be disappointed? Would her forty-eight-year-old body, soft and lived-in, fall short of whatever fantasy he'd built?

"You look incredible, love."

Nate's voice startled her. She glanced over. He knelt beside the bed, adjusting the stack of books under her MacBook Air, angling the screen to capture her from head to thighs when she lay back. His hazel eyes were dark behind his reading glasses. Hungry and intense. The bulge thick and obvious in his jeans.

"He's going to lose his mind when he sees you." He reached up, cupped her face. His thumb brushed her cheekbone, tender despite the raw need coming off him in waves. "Fucking stunning."

Her throat went tight. The words barely made it out. "You're sure about this?"

He kissed her. Deep, possessive, tongue sliding against hers. Tasted of the red wine they'd shared at dinner. When he pulled back, his voice was hoarse. "Fuck yes. I want to see you submit to him. Want to watch you be his good girl."

The words hit her low in the belly. Heat flooded through her, wetness already gathering between her thighs, making the lace knickers cling. She nodded, tried to steady her breathing. Nate stroked her hair, then reminded her softly, "Safeword's Cardiff. Any time, love. You say it, I'll cut the feed. No questions."

"I know." She hesitated. Then, surprising herself, added, "I want this, love. I really want this."

Nate's eyes flared. His cock visibly jerked against the denim. Hearing her claim it, own it as her desire rather than just fulfilling his fantasy... Christ. His cock leaked pre-cum into his boxers, the wet patch spreading. "Fuck, Lara."

She laughed, shaky, reached for his hand and squeezed. "Nervous though."

"Me too." He kissed her knuckles. "For both of us. For what this means." He grinned, lopsided and self-deprecating. "But mostly just fucking gagging for it."

That startled another laugh from her. Genuine this time. She glanced at the laptop. The screen showed WhatsApp's video call interface, Noah's contact photo in the corner, green dot glowing. Online. Waiting. Her stomach flipped again.

Nate stood and moved to the yellow armchair in the corner. Out of the camera's frame but close enough she could see him if she turned her head. He picked up her iPhone from the bedside table, checked the charge, unlocked it. They'd tested this setup yesterday. Switching the feed to the phone would give Noah close-ups if he asked.

He glanced at the time. 8:28 PM. Two minutes.

"Ready?" His voice was tight, controlled, but she heard the tremor underneath.

She smiled despite the anxiety coiling in her chest. Then, emboldened by something she couldn't name, said, "I chose this, Nate. I want him to see me like this."

"Do it," he said, voice raw. "Call him."

Lara turned back to the laptop. Clicked the green video icon beside Noah's name. The screen filled with a ringing animation, the sound tinny and insistent. Her heart hammered so hard she wondered if the microphone would pick it up. One ring. Two. Her palms sweated, dampening the duvet beneath her.

The screen flickered, then Noah's face filled the display.

Sharp jawline, stubbled. Dark brown eyes. Hair styled with that casual-but-not precision she'd seen in his photos. Shirtless. His chest was lean, muscular, tattoos snaking over his left shoulder and down his arm, black ink stark against tanned skin. He grinned. Slow. Devastating. Teeth white against his lips.

"Fuck me, Lara. You look unreal."

His voice. Deep, confident, that London-Bristol accent curling round her name like a caress. And his face. God, he was gorgeous. Real. This was real. Not a photo she could stare at and imagine. Not a text she could read and reread. Him. Live. Looking at her like she was the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen.

Her breath caught. "Hi."

"Hi yourself." Noah leaned back slightly. The camera pulled back, showed more of his torso. He was sitting on a bed, grey duvet like theirs, a brick wall visible behind him. Shoreditch. Only a short journey on the tube. "You nervous?"

"Yes." Her voice came out smaller than she'd intended. She hated that. Wanted to sound confident, sexy, in control. But honesty won. "A bit."

"Don't be." His tone softened. Gentled. "You're stunning, Lara. Just relax. We're going to have fun, yeah? No pressure."

She nodded. Tried to breathe normally. Noah's eyes flicked to the side of his screen, clearly seeing himself in the preview. "Nate there?"

Lara glanced at the armchair. Nate nodded, lifted a hand into the laptop's frame briefly. Awkward. Endearing. "Yeah, I'm here, mate."

Noah grinned wider. "Cheers for sharing, seriously."

The casual respect in Noah's voice eased something tight in Lara's chest. This isn't a threat. This is play. Consensual. Mutual. She exhaled. Her shoulders dropped slightly.

"How was your week?" Noah asked, shifting the conversation deliberately. Giving her space to settle. "New book going well?"

They talked. His week, her book. Nothing heavy. Noah mentioned he'd bought Nates last hotwife novel, read it in two sittings, loved the pub scene in Chapter Four. He asked about Kentish Town, said he'd been to The Pineapple once for an acoustic gig years ago. She smiled, told him it was their local quiz spot.

The tension dissolved. Warmth crept in. Familiarity. Noah was charming, funny, easy to talk to. She'd almost forgotten why they were on this call when his voice changed.

Deeper. Commanding. The shift was subtle but unmistakable.

"Lie back, Lara. Let me see you properly."

Her stomach flipped. She obeyed without thinking, reclining against the pillows Nate had arranged. The laptop's camera caught her from head to thighs now, the stack of books positioning the screen perfectly. Noah's eyes darkened. His gaze travelled over her body with unmistakable hunger.

"Fucking hell." His voice was rough. Arousal bled through every syllable. "That lingerie. It's so fucking hot on you."

Lara's heart pounded. This is the moment. Claim it. Own it. She wet her lips. Found her voice. Stronger this time. "I bought it for you. Chose it myself. Wanted you to see me in it."

Noah's grin widened. Feral. Delighted. "Good girl. Knowing you picked that out, thinking of me seeing you in it... fuck, that's hot." He leaned closer to his camera. Eyes locked on hers through the screen. "You're taking control of this, aren't you? Not just doing what Nate tells you. This is yours too."

She nodded. Surprised by the truth of it. "Maybe I am."

"Fucking love that." Noah shifted. The camera angle dropped. Now she could see him from the waist down. He wore grey joggers. The fabric tented obscenely over his erection. He hooked a thumb into the waistband. Pushed them down slow, and his cock sprang free.

Her breath caught. Stopped. Fuck. It still shocked her even after seeing it before. Veins ran prominent along the shaft, the head dark and swollen, a bead of pre-cum glistening at the slit. Heavy-looking. He wrapped his hand round it and stroked. Slow. Base to tip. The head flared darker as he squeezed.

Way bigger than Nate. God, would it even fit?

Her cunt clenched. The lace of her knickers was soaked through, clinging to her swollen lips, and she could feel the slickness spreading to her inner thighs.

"This is what you do to me, Lara. See?"

She wanted to touch herself. Needed to. Ached with it.

"Touch yourself," Noah commanded, reading her mind. "Over the knickers first. Slide your hand down slowly. Show me."

Her hand moved before her brain caught up. Trembling as it travelled down her stomach, over the suspender belt, lower. She cupped herself through the lace and gasped. The fabric was soaked. Clinging to her folds. Her clit swollen and throbbing beneath her palm.

Noah groaned. The sound raw, hungry. "You're wet, aren't you? Tell me."

"Yes." The word came out breathy. Desperate. "I'm soaked."

"Good girl. That's my good girl."

The praise. Good girl. Her cunt clenched harder, slick heat stoking her boldness. She pressed harder against herself, hips lifting slightly, seeking more friction. On the screen, Noah stroked himself faster. Eyes locked on her hand. On the wet lace barely concealing her pussy.

"Nate," Noah said, voice still commanding but addressing the room beyond the camera. "Can you film close-ups with the phone? I want to see her properly."

Lara glanced at the armchair. Nate stood. Moved to the bed. Knelt beside her. His cock strained against his jeans, a damp spot visible where pre-cum had leaked through. He held the iPhone above her, angled down at her body. His hand was steady despite the arousal radiating off him.

Noah's screen would now show the phone's feed. Close-up. Her hand cupping the soaked lace. The outline of her pussy lips visible through the sheer fabric. The wet patch darkening the black material.

"Perfect." Noah's breathing was heavier now. Ragged. "Now take off your knickers, Lara."

Nate's hand may have stayed steady on the phone, but hers shook as she hooked her thumbs into the lace waistband. Lifted her hips. Slid the knickers down her thighs. The fabric clung, reluctant to leave her wetness. She pulled them over her knees, past her ankles. The stockings framed her legs beautifully. Nate tossed the soaked knickers aside. Adjusted the phone's angle.

Exposed. On camera. For Noah.

She spread her legs slightly. Instinctively giving him a better view. The stockings and suspenders framed her thick thighs. The phone's camera captured everything now. Her pink pussy, glistening with arousal. Lips swollen, parted. Her clit prominent, aching. The red triangle of trimmed pubic hair above. The pale, freckled skin of her inner thighs.

Noah groaned out loud, the sound almost pained. "Fuck, that's perfect. Spread wider, Lara. Let me see all of you."

She obeyed. Thighs spreading. Knees falling open. Exposing herself completely. Filthy. Powerful. She wanted to obey. Noah's eyes devoured her through the screen. His hand moved faster on his cock. The slick sound of his strokes was audible through the speakers.

"Beautiful. You're so fucking beautiful."

"Finger yourself," he commanded. Voice rough. "Two fingers. Slow. Let me watch."

Lara's hand moved down. Trembling. Slid between her folds. So wet. No resistance as she pushed two fingers inside. She gasped at the intrusion. Her cunt clenched round them greedily. She began to move them. Slow. In and out. The wet sounds were obvious in the quiet bedroom.

Noah stroked himself faster. Matching her rhythm. "Tell me how it feels, Lara. Describe it."

She struggled to find words. Her brain was fogged with arousal. "Wet. So wet. Tight. I... I ache. Want your cock instead of my fingers."

Noah groaned. His cock visibly throbbed in his fist. "Soon, baby. Soon you'll have it. For now, make yourself come for me. Rub your clit. Fuck yourself with those fingers. I want to see you orgasm for me."

Her fingers moved faster. One hand circling her clit. The other thrusting inside. The pleasure built sharp and urgent. Noah's voice filled her ears. Deep. Commanding. Describing what he'd do if he were there. Eat her pussy till she screamed. Fuck her hard against a wall. Make her beg for his thick cock. Stretch her till she couldn't take anymore.

She was close. Gasping. Hips bucking against her hand. She glanced at Nate. He'd unzipped his jeans, pulled his cock out, stroking himself slowly whilst holding the phone in the other hand. His eyes burned into her, watching her pleasure herself for another man.

Noah's voice. His cock on the screen. Nate watching. It was too much. Overwhelming. Perfect. She was going to come. Couldn't stop it.

Her orgasm slammed into her. Back arched, arse lifting off the bed, thighs shaking so hard the stockings trembled. "Oh fuck. Noah. Oh God, Noah." His name. Couldn't help it. His name ripped from her throat as her cunt clamped down on her fingers, pulsing, squeezing, wetness flooding her hand and running down to soak her arse, the duvet, everything. The wet sounds were obscene. She could smell herself, thick and musky, and didn't care. Didn't care about anything except the pleasure crashing through her in waves.

"That's it, good girl, fuck, you're so sexy, keep coming," Noah groaned. His strokes were frantic now. Chasing his own release.

Lara's climax rolled through her. Endless. Her body trembling. Fingers still moving. Drawing out every pulse of pleasure. She heard Noah grunt. Watched through half-closed eyes as thick ropes of cum hit his stomach and chest. His cock jerked in his fist. The camera shook slightly as he shuddered through it.

He'd come for her. Because of her. His cum glistening on his tanned skin. Cock still twitching. Softening slowly in his grip. She'd done that.

Both of them lay panting. Catching breath. Noah grinned at the camera. Boyish suddenly. The dominance melted into something warm, genuine. "Fuck me, Lara. That was incredible. You're incredible."

Lara smiled. Shy now. Post-orgasm vulnerability washed over her. "Thank you. You too."

"You okay?" Noah asked. Concerned. Gentle. "Was it good for you?"

"Yes." She laughed breathlessly. "Really good."

Noah's gaze shifted slightly. Addressing the room beyond her. "You still there, mate?"

Nate look to her, and she could see how much he needed her. His cock was still rock hard but dripping precum. "Yeah. I'm here."

"Cheers for this, mate. Seriously." Noah's voice was respectful. Genuine. "You've got an amazing wife. I'm... honoured you're letting me be part of this."

“Thank you. For making her feel sexy. For respecting boundaries.” He paused. Then added, "That was fucking hot to watch."

Noah grinned. "Glad you enjoyed the show."

A beat of silence. Then Noah, casual but deliberate, said, "I'm in Shoreditch, yeah? You're Kentish Town. We should meet. Grab a drink. See if the vibe's real in person. What d'you think?"

Lara's heart stuttered. She looked at Nate. This is the moment. The line we've been circling for weeks. He nodded slowly. His own heart pounding.

"We'll talk about it," Lara said carefully, turning back to Noah. "But... maybe. Yeah."

"No pressure," Noah reassured. "Think it over. Text me soon. Let me know."

They said goodbyes. Noah promised to message her in the morning. Told them both to sleep well. The screen went dark. Silence filled the bedroom. Thick. Charged.

Lara whispered, "Did we just agree to meet him?"

Nate pulled her close. His cock already hardening again against her thigh. "I think so. Do you want to?"

Lara looked up at him. Honest. Vulnerable. Certain. "I think I do. Do you?"

Nate kissed her. Feral, possessive, full of love. "Fuck yes."

[image: ]


Reclaiming His Vixen

Nate pushed her back onto the bed before either of them could say anymore, no gentle fucking about. His cock ached, balls tight, years of compersion fantasies screaming at him to reclaim her - just like in his books. She'd just come for another man. Now she was his again.

Lara still wore the stockings and bra, black lace framing her pale skin, tits heaving with each breath. Ruined knickers were somewhere on the floor, soaked through. He was fully clothed except for his cock jutting from his unzipped jeans, hard and leaking pre-cum onto the duvet.

He lined himself up, the head of his cock nudging her entrance. Pushed into her in one swift thrust. She was soaking, her pussy swallowing him like she'd been waiting for it. Too easily. Was it Noah who made her this wet, or the idea of being so naughty? It didn't fucking matter did it? Both gasped, her cunt clenching around him, and Nate groaned. Fuck, she felt good.

He'd watched her come for another man, watched her finger herself whilst Noah groaned her name on a laptop screen. And now she was here, beneath him, clenching around his cock.

"Nate," she breathed. Her hands gripped his shoulders through his t-shirt, nails digging in.

He moved, fast and hard, desperate to feel her everywhere. The bed frame creaked with each thrust. His hips slammed against hers, the slap of skin loud in the quiet flat. She moaned, head tipping back against the pillows, red hair fanned out like a halo. The laptop was still on the bed beside them, screen dark now. Noah had been right there. Watching her. Commanding her. Making her his good girl.

Nate couldn't stop himself. Needed to know. "Describe it. Tell me what you felt."

Lara's eyes opened, green and hazy with pleasure. "What?"

"When he told you to touch yourself." He thrust harder, angling his hips to hit that spot deep inside her. Jealousy and arousal warred in his chest, tangled up and impossible to separate. She'd obeyed Noah. Come for him. "When you watched his cock. What did you feel?"

She bit her lip, hesitating. Then, moaning as he ground deeper, admitted, "Turned on. So turned on, Nate. His voice, the way he commanded me, I just... I couldn't help it."

"And his cock?" Nate's voice was rough, strained. His balls were already tight, orgasm building too fast. "What did it look like?"

"Big." She gasped as he thrust again, her stockinged legs falling wider. "Powerful. God, Nate, so thick. Thicker than..."

"Thicker than mine," he finished for her, his cock pulsing at the admission. Five inches. Competent. But Noah? Nate had seen it on screen, veiny and aggressive. "How much thicker, Lara? Tell me."

She moaned, her pussy clenching around him. "Like... my wrist. Maybe more. I don't know, I just... fuck, Nate."

"Do you want it?" He drove into her harder, the bed frame slamming against the wall now. Sweat dripped down his back, soaking through his t-shirt. This should destroy him. Hearing his wife admit another man's cock was bigger, thicker, better. But it didn't. It made him harder, made his balls ache with the need to fill her. "Want to feel it stretch you?"

Lara's hands slid down to his arse, pulling him deeper. "Yes," she whispered, honest and vulnerable. "I want to feel it. Be stretched by it. Feel if it's as good as I'm imagining."

Nate fucked her harder, driven by her words. She wants Noah's cock. And Nate wanted to watch. Wanted to see her face when Noah pushed inside her, see her mouth fall open, hear her scream. Fair play to Noah, the bastard. But she'd come home to Nate. Always.

"But this," Lara gasped, her cunt clamping down on him, "this is you. My husband. My cariad. Noah's just sex. You're love. You're everything."

Nate's chest tightened, throat thick. She meant it. He could hear it in her voice. His hips stuttered, balls drawing up. Fuck, he was going to come just from that. He groaned, burying his face in her neck, kissing her frantically, tasting salt and perfume and sex. "I love you. Fuck, I love you so much."

"I know." Her breath hitched, moans climbing higher. "I'm close, Nate. Don't stop. Please don't bloody stop."

He didn't. Couldn't. Drove into her with everything he had, his cock hitting deep, her wetness coating his balls. She smelled like arousal and sweat, the musk of her pussy thick in the air. This was his. This moment, this woman, this life. Her moans grew louder, higher, desperate. Then she shattered, back arching off the bed, stockinged legs wrapping tight around his waist, cunt clamping down on his cock so hard he saw stars.

"Nate!" she cried. His name. Not Noah's. His.

That was it. He followed immediately, groaning as his orgasm slammed into him. His hips stuttered, cock pulsing as he spilled inside her in thick, desperate pulses. Filling her. Claiming her. His. Always his. He collapsed beside her, both panting, chests heaving.

The duvet was rumpled beneath them, damp with sweat and sex. Lara's bra had twisted, one heavy tit half-exposed, nipple still hard. Nate reached over, adjusted it gently, his hand shaking. She smiled at him, soft and sated.

"Two orgasms tonight," she murmured, voice hoarse. "You're spoiling me, husband."

Nate laughed, breathless. "Pretty sure Noah deserves credit for one of those."

Lara turned onto her side, facing him. Her fingers drew circles on his chest, sticky with sweat. His cum was leaking out of her, slicking her thighs, but she didn't seem to care. "Do you really want to meet him? In person?"

The question hung between them, heavy and loaded. Nate considered lying, saying he needed more time to think. But Lara's eyes were searching his face, and he'd promised honesty. No more secrets.

"I'm terrified," he admitted. "Properly bricking it. What if... what if you prefer him? What if watching in real life is too much?"

"Then we stop," Lara said simply. "Safeword. Cardiff. We stop, and we never see him again."

"But what if you don't want to stop? What if you can't?" The fear sat bitter on his tongue, metallic and sharp.

Lara cupped his face, her thumb brushing his cheekbone. "Then we talk. Like we always do. But Nate, listen to me." Her voice was steady, certain. "I married you. Twenty-five years ago. I chose you. I'm still choosing you. Every single day. Noah's exciting because he's new. Forbidden. But you're my life. My home."

Nate kissed her palm, eyes stinging. Twenty-five years. A quarter century of love, arguments, laughter, sex. She'd stayed. Through writer's block, through money worries, through all the mundane shit that killed other marriages. And now this. "I want this," he whispered. "I want to see you with him. Want to watch you be his good girl whilst knowing you come home to me."

"Then we do it," Lara said, grinning now. "We message him tomorrow. Suggest meeting somewhere neutral. Maybe a pub closer to Shoreditch. Have a drink. See if the vibe's real."

"And if it is?" Nate's cock twitched at the thought.

"Then we decide the next step together." Lara's grin widened. "One boundary at a time, yeah?"

Nate nodded, pulled her close. They kissed, slow and deep, tongues sliding together, reaffirming everything they'd just said. No urgency now. Just love. Trust. The foundation they'd built over a quarter century of marriage.

"I'm knackered," Lara murmured against his lips.

"Sleep," Nate whispered. "I'll clean up."

But Lara was already drifting off, her breathing evening out, body going slack against him. Nate lay beside her for a few minutes, watching. The red hair fanned across the pillow. The faint freckles on her shoulder. The rise and fall of her chest. His wife. His vixen. The woman who'd just admitted she wanted another man's cock but still chose him.

Eventually he slipped out of bed, careful not to wake her. Tucked the duvet around her shoulders. Pulled on his boxers and jeans properly, wincing as his half-hard cock adjusted. The laptop was still on the bed. He closed it, carried it back to the office.

He sat at his desk, opened the laptop. The screensaver dissolved, revealing his novel file. Hotwife Author: Vixen Shared with Her Readers. The document had grown, ten thousand words now, maybe more. He scrolled to where he'd left off earlier. Chapter Five. The protagonist and his wife had just exchanged messages with a dominant bull. Soon there would be the video call.

Nate cracked his knuckles, started typing.

The words flowed, raw and real, barely fictionalised. He changed names slightly, tweaked a few details, but the bones were theirs: Lara in black lingerie, the laptop angled just right, Noah's commanding voice, the way she'd gasped his name when she came. Nate's cock stirred again as he wrote, reliving it through fiction, making it permanent. This was the book. The one that mattered. The one readers would devour because they'd sense the truth bleeding through every line.

He grinned at the screen, kept typing, the scene unfolding in his head like a film reel. Lara touching herself. Noah's thick cock on screen. The way Nate had come just from watching.

And it was only just beginning.


eight
Planning the Meet


Text, Trust, and Trembling

Lara sat at the kitchen table, both hands wrapped around her steaming coffee mug. Black, strong, too bloody hot to drink yet, but she needed something to hold. Her iPhone sat beside it on the scratched white wood, screen dark. Waiting. She could feel Noah's message in there, like a pulse under her skin.

Noah: Sleep well, gorgeous. Let me know about that drink. X




A drink. Just a drink, he'd said, but she knew better. It wouldn't be just a drink. It'd be the first step towards him fucking her, towards Nate watching from whatever corner he chose, towards crossing the line they'd respected for twenty-five years. No, not just respected. Worshipped.

Her stomach clenched, that peculiar twist of dread and hunger she'd been feeling since she woke. Terror, yeah. But also... God, she'd come so hard last night. Twice. Once for Noah, his name on her lips whilst her fingers worked her own cunt, his thick cock filling the laptop screen. Once for Nate afterwards, reclaiming her, his familiar cock sliding home whilst she told him how much she wanted Noah to stretch her.

Filthy. Brilliant. Terrifying.

She lifted the mug, took a careful sip. The coffee scorched her tongue, but she welcomed it. Needed the sharp clarity. The flat smelled gorgeous, rich espresso filling every corner. Nate's Sage Barista Express had been hissing and steaming since half nine, doing what it did best. He'd made hers first, brought it to her without a word, kissed her forehead, retreated to the office. Giving her space.

Lovely man. Her lovely, patient cariad.

Lara glanced at the closed office door. Nate would be writing, probably. Channelling last night into fiction, making it just safe enough whilst keeping every visceral detail intact. She loved that about him, how he processed the world through stories. Same as her, really. Two writers, two perverts, twenty-five years of loving each other.

Her phone buzzed, making her jump, and she reached for it before she could think.

Martin: morn gorgeous! how's your weekend? when we doing that call??? X




Lara exhaled, half relief, half guilt. Sweet Martin. Funny, charming, zero threat. She'd almost forgotten him in the intensity of Noah's dominance last night. Martin made her feel powerful, in control, like she could make him beg with a single photo. Noah made her want to drop to her knees. Different energies, both intoxicating in their own ways. She locked the phone, pushed it away before it could tempt her.

Footsteps. Nate emerged from the office, his own mug in hand. He wore his ratty old Oasis t-shirt and faded pyjama bottoms, hair sticking up at odd angles, glasses smudged. Fifty-two and greying and carrying a bit of a belly, and she loved every single inch of him.

He sat across from her, reached for her hand. His palm was warm, solid. Real. "You okay, love?"

Lara nodded. Unconvincing even to herself.

"Talk to me," Nate said, thumb stroking circles on her knuckles.

She gestured at the phone. "Noah messaged last night. After we... after. Wants to meet for a drink."

"I know." Nate smiled, gentle. "Saw it over your shoulder when it came through."

"Right." Lara bit her lip, tasted coffee. "Haven't replied yet."

"Scared?"

"Terrified," she admitted. The word came out smaller than she meant it. "What if we meet and it's awkward? What if the chemistry doesn't translate? What if-" Her voice caught.

Nate squeezed her hand, anchoring her. "We don't have to do anything you're not ready for. Or me, for that matter." His thumb kept stroking her knuckles, steady and grounding.

Lara exhaled. Some of the tightness in her chest loosened. "What should I say?"

"What do you want to say?"

She considered, worrying her bottom lip between her teeth. "That last night was incredible. That we'd like to meet him. See how it feels in person."

"Then say that." Nate grinned, boyish despite the grey in his stubble. "Keep it casual. No pressure."

They drafted it together, Lara typing whilst Nate watched over her shoulder. His breath warmed her neck, familiar and comforting.

Lara took a breath, hit send, and then she locked the phone, pushed it across the table like it might bloody well explode.

Nate laughed, nervous but warm. "Done now."

"Done," Lara echoed.

The phone buzzed almost immediately.

They both stared at it.

"Bloody hell," Nate muttered. "He's keen."

Lara grabbed the phone, heart hammering. Unlocked it with shaking fingers. Noah's reply filled the screen, confident and direct.

Noah: Brilliant! I'm free next Saturday evening? There's a decent pub near Old Street—The Crown. 7 PM? Let me know. Can't wait to meet you both properly. X




She showed Nate.

"Next Saturday." He said it slowly, like tasting the words. "Gives us a week to prepare."

"Old Street's neutral," Lara added, her writer's brain cataloguing details. "Between Shoreditch and Kentish Town. Not his place, not ours."

"Perfect." Nate's eyes were bright behind his smudged glasses.

Lara typed back, fingers trembling so hard it took her a while.

Lara: Saturday 7 PM works for us. See you then! X




She looked at Nate. "We're really doing this."

He grinned, wide and boyish. "Yeah. We really are."

Another buzz. Martin this time, his message cheerful and oblivious.

Martin: just checking in! hope ur having a lovely sunday. X




Lara showed Nate. They both laughed, the sound edged with nerves.

"Poor Martin," Nate said, shaking his head. "Hasn't got a clue."

"Should we tell him? About Noah?"

Nate considered, took a sip of his too-sweet coffee. "Not yet. Let's see how Saturday goes first. Keep them separate for now."

Lara nodded, typed a quick reply. Morning! Weekend's lovely, thanks. Let's schedule something for next week? Miss chatting too. x

Vague and sweet, deliberately non-committal. She locked the phone, set it face-down on the table. Properly this time.

Nate stood, held out his hand. "Come on. Lounge. We need to talk properly."

They moved to the sofa, it sagged slightly in the middle where they always sat, the cushions holding the shape of their bodies after years of Netflix binges and lazy Sunday mornings. Nate pulled the mustard throw over both their laps, settled into the corner, pulled Lara against his chest. She fit perfectly, always had. Head on his shoulder, his arm around her, his heartbeat steady beneath her ear.

"Rules," Nate said. His voice rumbled through his chest. "We need to establish them now, before Saturday."

"Okay." Lara's voice came out whisper-soft.

"I'm there the whole time. At least at first. No sneaking off without me."

"I wouldn't." Lara twisted to look at him, needed him to see the truth in her eyes. "I'd never."

"I know." Nate kissed her forehead, his lips warm and dry. "Just making it explicit. And the safeword's still active. You say it, everything stops. No questions."

"Same for you," Lara said firmly. "You say Cardiff, we stop."

Nate nodded. "What else?"

"Where after the pub?" Lara asked. Her pulse quickened, throbbed between her thighs. "If it feels right?"

"Here." Nate didn't hesitate. "Our flat. Familiar and safe. We can walk back from Old Street, it's not far. Or we call it off if the vibe's wrong. No pressure."

"Our bedroom?" Oh God. The thought alone made her clench.

"Where else?" Nate murmured. His hand slid lower, rested on her hip possessively. "Want to watch you in our bed. On our sheets, then reclaim you after."

Lara's thighs pressed together, trying to ease the ache building there. "What should I wear?"

"To the pub?"

"And after."

Nate grinned, wicked and knowing. "Something easy. A dress. Nice but not too formal." His fingers tightened on her hip. "And lingerie underneath. Your choice."

"Black or red?" Lara teased, though her voice came out breathy.

"Surprise me." Nate kissed her properly then, tongue sliding against hers, tasting coffee and sweetness and desire. His hand cupped the back of her head, fingers threading through her red curls, holding her exactly where he wanted her.

They broke apart, breathing hard. Lara's lips felt swollen, tingling.

"One week," she whispered.

"One week," Nate echoed.

He kissed her again, slower this time. Deeper. Reaffirming everything they'd just agreed to. Love. Trust. Boundaries. The foundation they'd built over twenty-five years, strong enough to hold this new weight.

When they finally pulled apart, Nate stood, adjusted himself through his pyjamas. His cock tented the thin fabric, obvious and unashamed. "I need to write this down. Outline the chapter."

Lara laughed, breathless. "You're writing about next Saturday already?"

"Planning it." Nate corrected, grinning.

He disappeared into the office, leaving Lara alone on the sofa. She pulled the throw tighter around herself, suddenly cold despite the June warmth. Rain streaked the window overlooking Leighton Road, turning the street grey and blurred.

If it went well, seven days until another man's cock stretched her cunt whilst Nate watched.

Her phone buzzed again. She ignored it, closed her eyes, let herself imagine it. Noah's hands on her body. His mouth. His thick cock splitting her open. Nate's eyes on her the whole time, dark with love and lust and compersion.

God.

She was already wet. Again. It seemed to be her natural state nowadays.


nine
The Longest Wait
Research and Ruin


Lara stared at her laptop screen, at the cursor winking at the end of an unfinished sentence: "Emma's heart raced as she waited for the stranger's text, knowing her husband was watching, knowing she was about to-"

About to what, exactly?

Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, itching to type. She should know this beat by now. She'd written it a dozen times before, almost two books into this series. Protagonist meets the bull, they flirt, she gets wet, standard hotwife progression. Easy.

Except it wasn't easy anymore, was it?

Her phone buzzed on the desk, the vibration rattling loud against the wood.

Lara snatched it up.

Noah: Morning, sexy. Five days to go. Can't stop thinking about Saturday. About you. X




Her breath caught properly, like someone had fisted a hand around her lungs and squeezed.

She glanced sideways at Nate. Headphones on, those big black Sony ones covering his ears, eyes locked on his own screen. The clatter of his keyboard filled the office, that familiar mechanical rhythm she usually found comforting. He looked absorbed, productive, enjoying the creative flow she currently lacked.

Lara bit her lip, squeezed her thighs together. Already damp. Not even half-ten on a Monday morning and her knickers were soaked.

Ridiculous.

She looked back at the phone, at Noah's message glowing on the WhatsApp screen.

Five days to go.

Her stomach gave a sharp twist. Excitement or terror? She couldn't tell. Both, probably. Definitely both.

Her thumbs moved before her brain caught up: Me too. Nervous but excited. What are you thinking about specifically? x

She hovered over Send for five seconds. Deleted the kiss. Added it back. Finally tapped the blue arrow.

Lara locked the screen, set it face-down on the desk, returned her gaze to the Word document.

"Emma's heart raced as she waited for the stranger's text, knowing her husband was watching, knowing she was about to-"

She typed: cross a line she'd only fantasised about.

Deleted it immediately. Shite. Too vague. Too bloody purple.

One minute. He'll reply in one minute. Or maybe he's busy at work, doing normal Monday things. Not obsessing over fucking a married woman on Saturday whilst her husband watches from the corner. God, she was being ridiculous. Desperate.

The phone buzzed. Lara grabbed it with both hands.

Noah: Tasting you. Making you come on my tongue before I fuck you. Watching your face while Nate watches us. Hearing you scream my name. Want me to go on?




The sound escaped before she could stop it, a sharp intake of breath that became a cough halfway through. Christ. She pressed her fist to her mouth.

Her cunt clenched hard, wetness flooding her knickers properly now, soaking through the gusset and probably into the seam of her leggings. She shifted in her chair, the fabric pressing right against her clit, rough and delicious and entirely too much.

Oh God. Oh bloody hell.

Nate paused typing, and slid one headphone off his ear, glanced over.

"You alright, love?"

Heat flooded her face, down her throat, spreading across her chest. She nodded, probably too quickly, definitely too enthusiastically. “Yeah, just… stuck on a scene...”

Nate smiled, the kind of warm, sympathetic smile that came from twenty-five years together, from knowing her rhythms and moods. "Know the feeling. Want tea?"

She shook her head. "I'm fine. Thanks, love."

He replaced the headphone, returned to typing. Lara exhaled slowly through her nose, trying to steady her breathing.

He doesn't know. Doesn't know Noah just described eating her pussy whilst Nate watches. Doesn't know she's dripping, aching, ready to touch herself right here at her desk whilst he works two feet away. Or maybe he does know. Maybe he likes not knowing the details yet, likes her having secrets she'll confess later in bed whilst he fucks her. Christ, this was complicated.

She looked at Noah's message again, re-reading each word.

Tasting you. Making you come on my tongue.

Her fingers trembled as she typed a reply:

Lara: Save it for Saturday. I want to be surprised. x




She hit Send before she could overthink it. Then immediately regretted it.

Was it too boring. He'll think she's not really into this, just playing along for Nate's sake. Fuck.

She locked the phone, shoved it into the desk drawer, slammed it shut hard enough to rattle the pens inside.

Turned back to the document.

"Emma's heart raced as she waited for the stranger's text, knowing her husband was watching, knowing she was about to—"

She typed: let another man touch her for the first time in fifteen years of marriage.

Better. More specific. She saved the document, leaned back in her chair, staring at the screen. She managed three more sentences. Deleted two of them. Re-read the paragraph and hated everything about it. The rhythm was wrong, the voice flat, the arousal forced rather than earned.

Bloody useless.

She closed the document without saving and opened her email instead. Forty-seven unread. Mostly spam. Two fan emails she should reply to. One from her cover designer about the next book's artwork.

She ignored all of it. Her hand drifted to the desk drawer. Pulled it open. Stared at her phone lying face-down.

Don't.

She grabbed it anyway. No new messages from Noah.

One from Martin from earlier that morning.

Martin: Morning, Lara! Hope your Monday's going better than mine (spreadsheets, kill me). Fancy a chat this week? Miss your voice. X




Sweet, safe Martin. He always felt like flirting with a puppy, all eager tongue and wagging tail, nothing that could hurt her. Noah felt like something else entirely. Something with teeth.

She typed a quick reply: Definitely! Wednesday evening? 8ish? x

Sent it. Locked the phone again, then returned to staring at the blank screen.

Fuck it.

Lara opened a new incognito browser tab in Chrome, typed hotwife porn into the search bar.

She'd never used to watch porn. Romance novels, erotica, sure. But video? That had been Nate's territory, late nights when he thought she was asleep, the faint glow of his phone under the duvet giving him away.

Lately though, it was research. Wasn't it? Understanding the visual language of the genre she wrote in, seeing what her readers were probably wanking to whilst they read her books.

She clicked the first result. An amateur upload, grainy but real. Couple in their thirties, maybe. Wife with dark hair, riding another man on their bed whilst the husband filmed, his voice off-camera, rough and encouraging.

"That's it, babe. Fuck him. Show me how good he feels."

Lara grabbed her headphones from the hook on the side of her drawer unit, slipped them on. Adjusted the volume low, just enough to hear the moans, the wet slap of bodies meeting, the husband's breathing getting heavier.

Glanced at Nate, still typing. Headphones on. Oblivious.

Lara's hand slid under the desk, between her thighs. The black fabric of her leggings was already damp at the crotch, the cotton of her knickers beneath soaked through. She pressed her palm against her pussy, feeling the heat radiating through the layers, and began rubbing slow circles over her clit. Barely any pressure at first. Just enough to make her breath hitch.

On screen, the stranger's cock disappeared into the wife's pussy, thick and hard, stretching her wide. The wife's head thrown back, mouth open, moaning louder than she probably ever did with her husband.

Lara imagined Noah.

Imagined his seven inches splitting her open whilst Nate watched from that yellow armchair in the corner, stroking his cock, whispering filthy encouragement the way he did when she confessed her fantasies late at night.

"Good girl. Take his cock. Show me how wet you are for him."

Her breathing quickened, shallow and desperate. She bit down hard on her lip, forced herself to stay silent even as her hips rocked forward into her hand. Pressed harder against her clit, the seam of her leggings creating delicious friction, rough cotton grinding against swollen flesh.

The wife on screen came, crying out, her body shaking and convulsing, the stranger's hands gripping her hips tight.

The orgasm hit Lara fast and hard, pleasure spiking through her clit and spreading hot through her belly. She bit down on the inside of her cheek, tasting copper, thighs clamping around her hand as her cunt pulsed and clenched, wet heat flooding her knickers. The gusset clung soaked to her swollen lips, absolutely ruined.

She closed the browser tab immediately, and yanked the headphones off, set them down with shaking hands.

Sat trembling in her chair, while Nate's keyboard still clattered away, oblivious.

She'd just come. At her desk. Whilst her husband worked two feet away. Watching porn about the exact thing they were going to do on Saturday.

What had she become?

A hotwife. A vixen. And bloody hell, she loved it.

Lara stood abruptly, legs shaky, her chair scraping loud against the laminate floor, making Nate glance over, slid one headphone off. "Lara?"

"Need the loo," she managed.

He nodded, already returning to his screen.

Lara escaped down the narrow hallway into the bathroom, locked the door behind her, leaned back against it. Her heart hammered in her chest, breath coming fast.

Her reflection stared back from the mirror above the sink. Flushed cheeks, bright green eyes glassy with arousal, guilty smile tugging at the corners of her lips. She turned on the cold tap, let the water run icy over her hands. The shock of it grounded her, brought her back into her body.

Saturday. Just get to Saturday.

Five more days of this constant low-level arousal, this simmering anticipation that made her utterly useless for anything productive. She dried her hands on the towel, smoothed her red curls back from her face, straightened her oversized cardigan.

Whispered to her reflection: "You can do this."

The woman in the mirror looked uncertain and excited and terrified and so bloody alive, all at once. Lara returned to their office, settled back into her chair. Pulled the MacBook closer.

Nate didn't look up, still absorbed in whatever he was writing.

She opened the Word document again.

"Emma's heart raced as she waited for the stranger's text, knowing her husband was watching, knowing she was about to let another man touch her for the first time in fifteen years of marriage."

Her fingers hovered over the keyboard for just a moment, then she typed:

"The reply came thirty seconds later. Four words that changed everything: 'I'm on my way.'"

Lara saved the document, smiling to herself.

Maybe she could finish book two after all.
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Say His Name

Nate pushed into her, savouring it. Twenty-five years together and her cunt still felt this good: slick and tight, gripping him, opening around his cock like she'd been made for him. Lara's legs wrapped round his waist, heels digging into his arse, pulling him deeper. Her heavy tits bounced with each thrust, nipples hard and pink against pale freckled skin.

Christ, she was gorgeous.

Boxers shoved down to mid-thigh, couldn't even be arsed to strip properly. Too desperate after she'd kissed him in the hallway outside the bathroom, whispered she wanted him. Now.

This was his. Her pussy, wet and welcoming round his cock. Her face beneath him, flushed and beautiful, green eyes bright with arousal. His wife.

But Saturday, another man would be here. In their bedroom. On their bed. Thicker cock, younger body, dominant energy that made Lara melt in ways Nate never quite managed.

And Nate wanted it. Christ, he wanted it so badly his balls ached.

He slowed his rhythm, nearly stopped. Looked down at her. Lara's brow furrowed, questioning.

"Lara..." Nate's voice came out rough. Fuck, was he really asking this? "Can you... imagine it's Noah? Tell me what it'd be like?"

She blinked. Surprised. Then understanding dawned, pupils dilating further, black swallowing green.

"You sure, love?"

Nate nodded, throat tight. "Yeah. I need to hear it."

Lara cupped his face with both hands, pulled him down for a kiss. Soft. Reassuring.

"Okay. But if it's too much, tell me."

"I will. Promise."

She closed her eyes. Beneath him, her body melted deeper into it, into the fantasy, and fuck, he felt the change. Her breath quickened.

"He'd be bigger." Quiet at first, tentative. "I'd feel the stretch more. You'd see my face, how wide my mouth would open, how I'd gasp when he pushed inside. A stranger taking me for the first time."

Nate groaned, couldn't help it. Thrust harder. His cock throbbed, leaking pre-cum.

"Go on."

Lara's hands slid down to his shoulders, gripping tighter. "He'd fill me completely. Hit deeper than you do." A pause, then softer: "I'd moan louder. Can't help it with a cock that thick. You'd watch him pound me, see my tits bounce, hear the bed creak under us."

His gut twisted, sharp and hot. She was saying it. Noah's cock, bigger, better, making her moan louder than Nate ever could. Should've crushed him. Should've made him pull out, walk away, end this madness.

Instead his cock throbbed harder, leaking pre-cum inside her. Fuck. He wanted to pound her through the mattress, claim her, prove... what? That he was enough? That he wasn't?

Didn't matter. Not now.

He picked up the pace, fucked her harder than he had in months. The bed frame knocked against the wall with each thrust, rhythmic and obscene. Lara gasped, nails digging into his shoulders.

"Would you beg him? Beg for his cock?"

Lara's eyes flew open, met his. Pupils blown wide, face flushed deep red.

"Yes." Breathless, urgent. "I'd beg. Tell him to fuck me harder, deeper, make me his good girl."

His good girl. Noah's phrase. Not Nate's.

Nate's vision blurred. Pleasure coiled tight in his balls, up his spine, ready to explode.

He thrust deeper, adjusted the angle so his pelvis ground against her clit with each stroke. "Say his name. Pretend I'm him."

Lara hesitated. Her body stiffened beneath him, uncertainty flickering across her face.

Too far? Had he pushed too far?

Then she decided. Trusted him. Her body relaxed, opened further.

"Noah."

She said it quiet at first, testing the waters, then louder: "Fuck, yes, Noah." Breathy moans broke up each word. "Your cock feels so good, so thick, stretching me open, filling me, I need it, I need you to fuck me harder-"

Christ.

Nate nearly came. Right there, balls-deep in his wife whilst she moaned another man's name, and his cock pulsed, ready to explode. Had to stop moving, freeze deep inside her, clench every muscle to hold back the orgasm screaming through his body.

She said it. His name. Not mine. And it was the hottest thing he'd ever heard.

Fucked. Completely fucked. Loved it.

Lara must've sensed how close he was, how overwhelmed, because her eyes opened fully, locked onto his face. She pulled him down with both hands, kissed him deep and desperate.

Whispered against his lips between kisses: "But you're Nate. My Nate. My husband. I love you, cariad."

Said his name like a prayer, grounding them both.

"I love you." Nate's voice cracked. "Fuck, I love you so much. This is insane but I love it."

Lara smiled against his mouth, kissed him again. "Me too."

He started moving again, slower now, deliberate. Savouring every inch of her, the way her body responded to his, the sounds she made just for him. This was theirs. Whatever happened Saturday, this remained theirs.

The intimacy of it, the dirty talk layered with reassurance, his cock - not the biggest but familiar, loving, theirs - stroking deep inside her, it tipped Lara over the edge.

She came hard, crying out his name. "Nate, oh god, Nate, yes, cariad, yes-"

Grounding them both, reminding him she was his, always would be.

Her cunt clenched rhythmically round his cock, thighs shaking, back arching off the mattress. Nate followed immediately, couldn't hold back any longer. Groaned into her neck, buried himself deep, and came inside her in hot pulsing waves. Filled her. Marked her. His.

Nate rolled off her, chest heaving, skin slick with sweat. Lara's thigh pressed against his, sticky where his cum leaked from her pussy onto the sheets. The room stank of sex: sweat, her cunt, the musky smell of him inside her.

Quiet now. Just their ragged breathing and the low hum of traffic from Kentish Town Road through the cracked window.

Nate's hand found her belly, rested there. Felt it rise and fall with each breath.

Processing. Trying to make sense of what just happened, what he'd asked for, what she'd given him.

"Was that okay?" his voice came quiet, full of uncertainty. "Did I push too far?"

Lara turned her head to look at him, green eyes soft. "No. It was perfect. Hot." A pause. "Scary but hot."

Relief loosened the tightness in his chest.

"I nearly came when you said his name." Nate laughed, short and self-deprecating. "Don't know what that says about me."

Lara rolled onto her side, propped herself up on one elbow, stroked his cheek with her free hand. "Says you're brave. And honest. And you love me enough to let me explore this."

He caught her hand, kissed her palm. Held it against his chest where his heart still hammered.

"Are you still sure about Saturday?" Lara asked, in her quiet and careful voice.

Nate took a breath. Let himself actually think about it rather than just react.

Terrified? Absolutely. The thought of watching Noah's hands on Lara, his cock inside her, hearing her moan his name for real rather than role-play, it made Nate's stomach twist.

But beneath the fear, beneath the jealousy, there was something else. Excitement. Compersion. The bone-deep certainty that this would bring them closer, not pull them apart.

"Yeah." He met her eyes. "Terrified, but sure."

They kissed again, slow and tender, reaffirming everything words couldn't quite capture.

Lara drifted off quickly after that, sated and safe in his arms. Her breathing deepened, body going heavy and relaxed against his.

Nate lay awake longer, staring at the ceiling, mind racing.

Images flickered behind his eyes unbidden. Saturday. The Crown pub. Noah walking in, shaking Nate's hand, kissing Lara's cheek. The three of them walking back here, to this flat, this bedroom. Noah's hands sliding under Lara's dress. Her gasping. Nate watching from the yellow armchair, cock in hand, stroking himself whilst another man fucked his wife.

Lara moaning Noah's name. For real this time. Not role-play.

His cock stirred again, thickening despite having just come. Greedy bastard.

Nate ignored it. Lara needed sleep, and so did he.
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The Vixen Takes Control

The buzz jolted through her before she registered the screen lighting up. FaceTime. Lara's pulse kicked. She'd been half-draped over Nate on the sofa, some quiz show droning in the background, both in pyjamas, Saturday night domesticity. Then that buzz, and everything sharpened.

FaceTime – Martin Hughes.

Her cunt clenched. Lovely. Martin. She'd buried him under thoughts of Noah all week - Noah's voice, Noah's cock, Saturday looming like a storm on the horizon, but seeing his name lit her up like a teenager.

Easier than Noah. Safer. Bloody fun, too.

Nate grabbed the remote, killed the telly volume. Their eyes met. His held a question, the corner of his mouth quirking.

She nodded, already reaching.

"Answer it," he murmured.

Lara propped the iPhone against a coffee mug, angled it to catch both their faces. Swiped accept before doubt could stop her.

Martin's grin filled the screen, all messy brown fringe and ratty red Liverpool shirt. His whole face transformed when he saw her. "Alright, gorgeous! How's your week?"

That Scouse lilt. Warm honey, fast and charming. Something in Lara's chest loosened.

"Busy," she admitted, tucking auburn behind her ear. "Writing. The usual."

"Research, yeah?" His eyebrows lifted, grin widening. "Nate helping with that?"

Nate smirked beside her, visible in the frame. Lara bit back a smile. "He's very supportive."

Martin laughed, proper belly deep. "I bet he is. Lucky bastard."

They fell into easy chat. Martin complaining about work - some client changing their mind daily on a rebrand, his boss being thick as shit about basic design. Lara nodded in the right places, made sympathetic sounds, but mostly she watched his mouth. The way his accent softened certain vowels. That boyish grin.

Not like Noah.

Noah wouldn't whinge about work. Noah would command her attention, make her wet with a single sentence, tell her exactly what to do and watch her obey. Martin asked. Invited. She could say no and he'd laugh, move on without his ego bruised.

But she didn't want to say no.

"So," Martin said, tone shifting, playful heat threading through now. "Been thinking about me at all this week? When you're doing this research?"

Heat flushed up her neck. Nate's palm settled on her thigh, squeezed gently.

"Maybe," she said, keeping it light. "Once or twice."

Martin clutched his chest, mock wounded. "Only once or twice? I'm gutted, Lara. Proper gutted. I've been thinking about you loads."

Nate leant in, breath warm against her ear. "Take him to the bedroom," he whispered. "I want to watch you tease him."

Her pussy clenched hard. Nate directing her, Noah-style, but it was still Nate. Still safe. Still theirs.

She nodded, subtle.

"Martin," she said, sitting straighter. "Hang on a sec. Just moving somewhere more comfortable."

His grin went wolfish. "Yeah? Sounds promising."

Lara scooped up the phone. Martin's face bobbed on the screen as she walked, Nate's footsteps echoing behind her in the hallway. They slipped into the bedroom. Nate eased the door mostly closed, crossed to the yellow armchair in the corner. Out of frame, watching.

Lara set the phone on the white bedside unit, angled it toward the bed. Sat on the edge, facing the camera.

"Much better view now," Martin said, eyes tracking her even through the pixelated screen.

She smiled. "Thought you might like that."

"Show me more."

Direct now. Bolder. Good.

Lara stood, stepped back so the frame captured her whole body. Grey oversized t-shirt, black pyjama bottoms. Nothing special. Comfortable.

Liar. No knickers underneath. She'd gone commando after dinner. Some filthy part of her had known. Had hoped.

"Just PJs," she said. "Nothing exciting."

"Let me see properly, then. Bet you look gorgeous."

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband, dragged the bottoms down over her hips. Slow and teasing. The fabric whispered against her thighs. Stepped out, kicked them aside. The t-shirt barely covered her arse, and the cool air kissed her bare pussy.

Already damp.

Martin's face on the screen. Eyes wide. Mouth open.

"Fuck me."

Yes. Heat flooded her cunt. Look at him. Stammering. Hard already. She could make this sweet Scouse lad beg with a single photo, and the knowledge sang through her veins like wine.

"Are you...?" He couldn't finish.

She nodded, grinning now, lifting the t-shirt hem slightly. "No knickers. Thought I'd be comfortable."

Martin shifted on his sofa, visible now, adjusting the grey joggers he wore. The outline of his erection clear.

"Lara. Bloody hell. You're killing me."

The t-shirt caught on her breasts as she dragged it upward. She wrestled it free, dropped it. Stood there, completely bare.

Heavy tits, soft belly, thick thighs, the trimmed triangle of auburn between her legs darker than the red on her head. Real and lived-in. His for the looking.

Martin stared. Three seconds of silence. Then:

"Bloody hell. You're... fuck, you're perfect."

That catch in his voice. Sounded so real, not performance. He wanted her. Forty-eight, and this gorgeous lad thought she was perfect.

Lara's nipples peaked hard. She sat on the bed, leant back on her hands, tits pushed forward, thighs slightly spread. Let him look. Drink me in.

"Your turn, Martin. Fair's fair."

He laughed, nervous energy crackling. "Right, yeah. Okay."

Yanked his Liverpool shirt over his head. Slim build, runner's chest, light scatter of hair. Shoved joggers and boxers down in one go.

His cock sprang free. Six inches maybe, hard, lovely thickness. Groomed around his balls.

Lara's breath caught. Different. But God, yes. Not Noah's intimidating girth, but beautiful. Eager. Responsive. Perfect for teasing.

"There," Martin said, wrapping his hand round the base. "Happy now?"

"Very."

She lay back fully, spreading her legs wide. The phone angle captured everything. Her pussy, pink and glistening, folds swollen, wetness visible even on the small screen.

"Touch yourself, Martin. Let me watch."

He obeyed. Immediately. Fist stroking slowly up his shaft, moaning softly.

"You too, Lara. Please."

Noah would command. Martin begs. Both hot in completely different ways, and wasn't that lovely?

Lara slid her hand down her belly, fingers finding her clit. Swollen. Throbbing. She circled it, gasped at the contact. Fuck.

Martin's fist moved faster, eyes locked on her. "That's it, gorgeous. Christ, you're fucking soaked. Can you – fuck - finger yourself? Need to watch you fuck that gorgeous cunt."

The words hit her clit like a lick. He needs it. She slid two fingers inside, gasped at how wet she was, how easily they sank knuckle-deep. The wet squelch audible even through the phone mic.

Filthy and perfect. Her hips lifted, chasing the sensation.

The yellow armchair creaked. Lara didn't need to look. She knew. Nate's eyes on her spread thighs, his cock thick and hard in his fist, watching his wife perform for another man. Watching her glow. Powerful. Sexy. In control.

The knowledge made her wetter than someone else’s voice ever could.

Martin was putty in her hands, literally wanking because she'd told him to. And Saturday, Noah would dominate her, make her submit, fuck her whilst Nate watched. But tonight – tonight - she was the vixen in charge.

"Is this what you want, Martin?" Her voice came out breathy, fingers thrusting faster, the wet sounds filling the room. "Want to watch me fuck myself thinking about you?"

He groaned, fist sliding over his cock, the slick sound of pre-cum easing his strokes. "Yes, fuck, yes. Christ, I wish it was me there. Wish I could taste you."

"Tell me." She commanded it, thumb finding her clit, circling. "What would you do if you were here?"

Martin's words tumbled out, accent thick, breathless, gorgeous. "I'd kiss you. Proper kiss, tongue, tasting you. Then your neck. Your tits. Fuck, I'd suck your nipples till you begged. Then down. Down your belly. I'd kiss your thighs, tease you, make you wait."

Lara moaned, the fantasy building in her head. Not Noah's dominance. Martin's sweet, eager worship.

"Then I'd eat your pussy," he continued, fist frantic now, the wet sounds loud. "I'd make you come on my tongue, gorgeous. Lick every drop. Then I'd fuck you. Slow at first. Deep. Till you begged me to go harder."

"Yes," she whispered, three fingers inside herself now, stretching, the heel of her palm grinding against her clit. "Yes, Martin."

"Come for me, Lara." His voice broke, desperate. "I want to watch. Imagine it's my cock, my mouth. Come."

He thrust into his fist, groaning her name, and thick ropes of cum hit his stomach and chest, his body shuddering, face contorted in pleasure.

Lara watched, mesmerised. He came for me. Called out my name.

Her turn. She glanced at Nate. Just a flicker. He was stroking himself openly, eyes locked on her, lips moving. Come for me, cariad.

That did it.

It detonated. White-hot, ripping from her clit through her belly, down her thighs. Her back bowed off the mattress, legs juddering, fingers buried whilst her pussy clamped and spasmed, gushing wet. She screamed, nothing coherent, just raw animal pleasure tearing through her vocal cords. Martin. Nate. God. Fuck.

The wet squelch of her cunt filled the room, filthy, unmistakable.

Collapsed back, gasping, fingers slipping free, drenched.

Martin's voice, awed, crackling through the speaker. "That was incredible, Lara. You're incredible."

They caught their breath together, the silence comfortable. Easy. Martin mentioned maybe meeting in person someday, casual, no pressure threading his tone. "If you ever fancy a pint. No expectations. Just... yeah."

Lara hummed agreement, vague. "We'll see. I'll text you."

They blew kisses at the screen - ridiculous, sweet, perfect. Martin hung up. The screen went dark.

Lara turned. Nate was already standing, cock in hand, desperate. Crossed the room in three strides.

"Come here, cariad," she whispered.

He pushed her back onto the bed, entered her in one brutal thrust. She was drenched, took him easily, her cunt still fluttering from her orgasm. He fucked her hard, fast, no finesse, just raw need.

"You were perfect," he groaned against her neck, breath hot. "So fucking sexy. In control. I loved it."

Lara wrapped her legs round him, heels digging into his arse, pulling him deeper. "I love you. This is for us. Always us."

Nate came fast, overwhelmed, filling her with hot pulses, groaning into her hair. Collapsed beside her, chest heaving.

They lay tangled together. She could smell herself on Nate, feel his cum leaking warm from her pussy onto the sheets. Her thighs stuck together. Hair plastered to her neck. Filthy.

"How did that feel?" Lara asked quietly, trailing fingers through his chest hair. "Watching that. Compared to imagining Noah."

Nate stroked her hair, thinking. "Different. Less intimidating for me. Easier to watch."

He paused. His hand stilled in her hair.

"Noah... Noah's going to be intense."

Lara nodded against his chest, pressed a kiss to his collarbone. "I know. But we're ready. Aren't we?"

"Yeah," Nate said, voice soft, certain. "We're ready."
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Her breathing deepened, evened out. Nate lay still, cock softening, her thigh draped over his, cum drying sticky on his belly. Waited till he was certain she was asleep. Then, careful not to wake her, he extracted himself from the tangle of sheets.

Padded barefoot to the office. Opened his laptop. The document for Hotwife Author: Vixen Shared with Her Readers glowed on the screen, cursor blinking.

He started typing.

Tonight's video call. Lara's empowerment. Martin's eagerness. The contrast to Noah's dominance, the texture of her confidence, the way she'd commanded that sweet Scouse lad whilst Nate watched from the shadows, cock in hand, falling deeper in love with his wife every second.

The words flowed. Twelve hundred in thirty minutes. Barely fictionalised. Just the truth with names slightly changed, details sharpened.

Nate grinned, saved the file, closed the laptop, then returned to bed. Lara was asleep, peaceful, one hand tucked under her cheek, red hair spilling across the pillow.

He kissed her hair, whispered into the darkness.

"Three more days, love."
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Lace & Lust

The bell chimed as Lara pushed into Lace & Lust, a delicate sound that made her pulse skip. Oh God. She paused just inside, Kentish Town High Street's warmth still clinging to her skin, her heart hammering so hard she half-expected the shop assistant to hear it.

The shop was cool, dim, intimate. Racks of silk and lace lined the walls in jewel tones: emerald, ruby, sapphire, obsidian. The air smelled faintly of roses and something warmer, muskier, expensive. The kind of place that sold armour disguised as underwear.

The woman behind the counter glanced up, smiled. Thirties, dark hair swept into a sleek bun, red lipstick sharp and perfect. Professional, welcoming. No judgment in her gaze.

Everyone can tell, surely. Lara's pulse skittered. Can see I'm shopping for lingerie to wear for another man. To be fucked in by a stranger whilst my husband watches.

The assistant's smile widened, warm and ordinary. Of course she didn't know. Lara exhaled, forced her shoulders down. Relax, you daft cow.

"Take your time," the woman said, voice soft. "Let me know if you need help with sizing."

Lara nodded, mute, crossed to the nearest rack. Black, classic, safe. Her fingers brushed lace, silk, satin. Each piece felt decadent, illicit, like contraband hidden in plain sight. She lifted a balconette bra, held it up. Underwire, delicate straps, scalloped edges. It would push her tits up beautifully, present them like an offering.

The price tag dangled: £45.

Expensive. But worth it. Saturday required perfection.

She draped the bra over her arm, moved along the rack. Matching knickers: high-waisted, full coverage with lace panels at the hips. Elegant rather than slutty, though the effect would be the same once Noah peeled them off. Her cunt clenched at the thought, heat pooling low in her belly.

Stop. Not here.

But her body didn't listen. Sticky dampness bloomed between her thighs. Just thinking about Saturday, about standing in front of Noah in something like this whilst Nate watched from the armchair, made her knees weak, made her breath catch.

"Can I help you find anything?"

Lara startled, nearly dropped the knickers. The assistant had appeared beside her, silent on the plush carpet, still smiling that kind, professional smile.

"Oh. Yes. Sorry." Lara bent, retrieved the knickers, flustered, cheeks warming. "Just... looking for something special. Black, maybe. For a... night out."

The lie tasted thin on her tongue, but the assistant nodded as though it were the most natural request in the world. "Special occasion?"

Lara hesitated. "Sort of. Anniversary."

Another lie. Easier than the truth. I'm meeting a thirty-one-year-old bull on Saturday who's going to fuck me senseless whilst my husband watches and wanks himself raw.

"Lovely," the assistant said, genuine warmth in her voice. She gestured to the set Lara had been examining. "This is one of our most popular ranges. Very elegant. What size are you?"

"DD cup," Lara admitted, cheeks burning now. "Size sixteen."

No shame in the assistant's expression. Just efficiency. She plucked the bra from Lara's arm, checked the tag, disappeared into a back room. Returned moments later with a matching set: bra, knickers, suspender belt, a packet of sheer black stockings with seams up the back.

"Try these," she said, handing them over. "Fitting room's just through there."

She pointed to a curtained alcove at the rear of the shop.

Lara clutched the bundle to her chest, nodded, retreated on shaky legs.

The fitting room was small, softly lit by a single overhead bulb that cast everything in a warm, forgiving glow. A velvet-upholstered stool sat in one corner. A full-length mirror dominated the opposite wall, tilted slightly forward, ready to judge.

Lara drew the curtain closed, locked the hook, turned to face her reflection.

She looked ordinary: jeans, faded Radiohead t-shirt borrowed from Nate, Converse trainers scuffed at the toes. Hair pulled back in a messy bun, minimal makeup. Just a middle-aged woman shopping on a Thursday afternoon.

Not a vixen, not a hotwife. Not yet.

She set the lingerie on the stool. Trainers off. Jeans peeled down her thighs, bunched at her ankles. Her t-shirt followed, then her everyday bra: beige M&S cotton, comfortable, utterly unsexy. Knickers next, grey with a fraying waistband. She stood naked, pale and freckled under the flattering light.

Her reflection stared back. Soft belly, stretch marks faint across her hips. Thick thighs. Heavy breasts, pink nipples already tightening in the cool air. The body of a forty-eight-year-old woman who'd lived, loved, eaten well, written thousands of words about sex without experiencing half of what she described.

Saturday, Noah would see this. All of this.

The thought made her breath catch, made her cunt clench again, slick and needy. He’s seen it already, and he wants me! The certainty settled warm in her chest, mingling with the arousal thrumming low in her belly.

She reached for the bra.

Hooking it took three attempts. Her fingers fumbled, clumsy with nerves and arousal. Finally, it clicked into place, the underwire settling beneath her breasts, lifting them, presenting them. She adjusted the straps, turned side-on to the mirror.

Bloody hell.

Her tits looked incredible. Full, high, cleavage deep enough to lose things in. The black lace contrasted beautifully with her pale, freckled skin, made her look sexy and elegant rather than desperate. Made her look like a woman worth fucking.

The high-waisted knickers came next. They smoothed over her belly, hugged her hips. The lace panels at the sides showed glimpses of skin, teasing without revealing. She turned, checked the back. Her arse looked fantastic: rounded, soft, the kind of arse built for grabbing, squeezing, slapping.

She rolled the stockings up her legs, careful not to snag the delicate fabric. Sheer black seams perfectly straight up the backs of her calves, her thighs. The suspender clips bit into the stocking tops, held them taut, the sensation sharp and erotic.

She stood, palms sliding over lace and silk, over the curve of her hips, the tautness of the suspenders against her thighs. Faced the mirror.

Oh.

Heat flooded her, wet and urgent between her legs. She looked... God. Powerful. Sexy. Desirable. The kind of woman men stared at, wanted, needed to touch. The lingerie transformed her, turned her soft, ordinary body into something worth coveting. Her tits were glorious, pushed up and framed in black lace. Her legs, sheathed in sheer black with seams running up the backs, looked endless.

This. This was what Noah would see. What Nate would see first when she dressed, then later watch Noah peel off, piece by piece, before sliding that thick cock inside her.

Her pussy throbbed, soaking wet, slickness seeping into the lace gusset, warm and obscene. She could smell herself, musky and ripe. The ache spread through her thighs, made her knees weak. Bloody hell, I'm going to fuck another man in this. And I look amazing.

She turned, checked every angle. The suspender belt framed her arse perfectly, drew the eye. The bra made her tits a work of art.

Perfect.

She changed back quickly, pulse racing, cheeks flushed, cunt still throbbing. Bundled the lingerie carefully, smoothed her t-shirt down, unlocked the curtain. Stepped out into the shop, the cool air hitting her heated skin.

The assistant glanced up as Lara approached the counter, that same kind smile in place. "How did it go?"

"I'll take them," Lara said, breathless, setting the bundle down.

The assistant scanned it all in without comment. "£140 total."

Lara handed over her debit card, waited whilst the machine processed, her heart still hammering. The assistant wrapped each piece in tissue paper, placed them reverently in a discreet black bag with rope handles, the rustle of paper loud in the quiet shop.

"I hope he enjoys the effort," a cheeky knowing smile as she passed the bag across.

Lara smiled, genuinely. "Thank you, I think he will."
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Kentish Town High Street was busy, anonymous, the pavement crowded with afternoon shoppers. Lara clutched the black bag to her chest, walked fast past Pret, past Boots, past the tube station, her pulse still racing, her knickers damp against her swollen folds. The bag felt like treasure, like contraband, a secret visible only to her.

Everyone she passed: the mum with the pram, the teenagers vaping outside Greggs, the old man with his shopping trolley - none of them knew. She was just another middle-aged woman with a shopping bag. Not a hotwife, a vixen soon to be fucked by a stranger whilst her husband watched and came in his hand.

The anonymity made her pulse flutter, made wetness pool fresh between her thighs.

She turned onto Leighton Road, climbed the steps to their building, keys rattling in her shaking hand. Unlocked the flat door. Silence greeted her. Nate's trainers weren't by the door. He'd texted earlier: walking Hampstead Heath again, needed to think, to write in his head before committing words to screen.

She was alone.

Lara went straight to the bedroom, set the black bag on the grey duvet, pulled out the tissue-wrapped bundles. Unwrapped them carefully, reverently, laid each piece out: bra, knickers, suspender belt, stockings still in their packet.

Black lace stark against grey cotton. Beautiful.

She pulled out her iPhone, snapped a photo. Full set, arranged artfully, and then, unable to resist, she stripped again. Put it all back on: bra, knickers, belt, stockings. The fabric felt different here, in her bedroom, layered with meaning. This was where Noah would see it. Where Nate would watch it come off.

She stood in front of the mirrored wardrobe doors, angled her phone. Full-body selfie. Face cropped out at the nose, safer that way. Just her body in lingerie.

She examined the photo, debated. Send it to Nate? Or wait, surprise him Saturday morning?

No. Send it. He'd love the anticipation. The tease. And she wanted his reaction now, wanted to know she'd chosen well, wanted his hunger transmitted through pixels and words.

She opened WhatsApp, selected Nate's chat, attached the photo.

Lara: For Saturday. Do you approve? X




After sending, she sat on the bed and waited, pulse hammering in her throat. One minute. Two.

The phone buzzed, screen lighting up. She snatched it, opened the message, breath held.

Nate: Fuck. Don't wear that until Saturday or I'll come in my jeans just looking at you. You're stunning, love. Noah's going to lose his mind.




Nate: I'm walking home now. Be naked when I get there.




Lara laughed, breathless, aroused, obeyed without hesitation. She stripped off the lingerie carefully, hung each piece in the wardrobe: bra on a padded hanger, knickers and belt folded on the shelf, stockings returned to their packet in a drawer. Ready for Saturday.

Then she lay naked on the bed, grey duvet cool against her back, legs spread. Touched herself. Not trying to come, just staying aroused, ready for Nate. Her fingers circled her clit lazily, dipped inside, came away glistening and slick. She brought them to her mouth, tasted herself, musky and sweet, imagined Noah tasting her Saturday, his tongue thick and skilled between her folds whilst Nate watched, wanked, came hard.

God.


ten
The Meet
Stockings, Suspenders, and Strangers


Nate's laptop lay open across his thighs, cursor waiting at the end of an unfinished sentence in Chapter Eight. In two hours, Nate wouldn't be writing the fantasy anymore. He'd be living it.

Two hours till they walked to The Crown, when Noah would shake his hand, kiss Lara's cheek, and sit across from them in a booth ordering drinks like it was normal. Two hours till fantasy became reality, and Nate's cock had been half-hard since breakfast, aching dully against his jeans, leaking steadily into his boxers.

Every time Lara moved through the flat, his brain supplied images of his wife and Noah fucking on the sofa, the bed… the shower…

Get a bloody grip.

The ensuite door clicked open. Lara emerged wrapped in a white towel, red hair damp and curling against her shoulders, skin flushed pink from the shower. She smelled like vanilla body wash, clean and warm and edible. She caught his eye, and smiled. Nervous excitement radiated off her like heat.

"Still time to back out, love."

"Not a chance."

He confidence was paper thin, he felt terrified and desperate in equal measure. His cock leaked another bead of pre-cum into his boxers just looking at her, just knowing what she was about to do. What they were about to do.

Lara dropped the towel casually; let it puddle on the carpet. She crossed to the bed where the black lingerie sat folded: bra, knickers, suspender belt, stockings. The Lace & Lust haul from Thursday. Nate's breath caught. He'd seen the selfie she'd sent, her face cropped at the nose, body displayed in lace and seams and sheer black nylon. Christ, she'd looked edible then. In person, she'd destroy him.

She'd already shaved her pussy in the shower. She'd mentioned it yesterday, offhand, like it was nothing. "Want to be smooth for him." Those words had made Nate come so hard against her arse he'd seen stars, his cock pulsing between her slick thighs whilst she ground back against him, filthy and perfect.

She’d shaved for another man. Making herself silky-smooth. Even more fuckable.

Nate's hand drifted to his lap, pressed against the bulge straining his jeans. Not stroking.

Lara grabbed a bottle of lotion from the bed. Some expensive rose-scented stuff she'd bought specially. Squirted a palmful and massaged it into her legs, long strokes from ankle to thigh. Her tits swayed with the motion, heavy and pale, nipples soft and pink.

Nate's mouth watered.

Fair play to Noah. Getting to touch that skin. Those thighs. Getting to spread them wide, see her wet and wanting, her cunt framed in black lace.

Lara stood and reached behind her back, hooking the black lace bra into place. Nate's hands twitched, instinct to help warring with the knowledge that this wasn't for him. Not really. This was her ritual, her preparation, and he was just the voyeur getting a front-row seat before Noah got the full show. His cock throbbed harder at the thought, leaking another wet patch into denim.

The clasp clicked. She adjusted the straps, lifting her tits high, cleavage deep and shadowed. Turned to the mirrored wardrobe doors, checked the fit. Cupped her breasts, shifted them slightly. Frowned.

"Does this look okay?"

Christ, yes. Nate's voice came out rougher than intended. "You look stunning, love."

Understatement of the bloody century. She looked like every fantasy he'd ever wanked to, every scene he'd ever written, every hotwife story he'd devoured online at three in the morning with his cock in his hand. And she was wearing it for Noah. A stranger who'd messaged her two weeks ago, sent a photo of his thick seven-inch cock, made her come on camera whilst calling her a good girl.

Lara stepped into the high-waisted knickers, lace hugging her hips, smoothing over her soft belly. The suspender belt next. She fumbled the clips again, brow furrowing in concentration, and Nate remembered her selfie from Thursday. The caption: "For Saturday. Do you approve?" He'd nearly come then, too. Had walked home from Hampstead Heath with his cock leaking, arrived to find her naked on the bed, fingering herself, and fucked her hard and desperate whilst telling her Noah would ruin her.

She rolled the stockings up her legs, slow and deliberate, the sheer black nylon clinging to her calves. The seams ran perfectly straight; she adjusted them, then clipped the tops to the suspender straps. As she smoothed her hands down her thighs, Nate's mouth went bone-dry.

Those seams. Those fucking seams, dark lines running from her ankles up past her knees, framing her arse and thighs like a gift-wrapped present.

Noah's going to peel those off with his teeth.

Nate's hand pressed harder against his bulge. Fuck, he was going to come in his jeans at this rate, sitting here fully clothed whilst his wife dressed herself up for another man.

She crossed to the small dressing table, the unit cluttered with makeup palettes and brushes, and settled onto the stool. Still in lingerie and stockings, suspenders framing her arse perfectly when she leant forward. Patted foundation into her skin with a damp sponge, smoothing away the shower's flush. Mascara next. She leant closer to the mirror, mouth falling open slightly, and brushed the wand over her lashes in careful strokes. Bit her lower lip in concentration.

Nate watched, transfixed.

She wasn't tarting herself up like a porn star. Just enhancing what was already there: the bright green eyes, the dusting of freckles she usually hid, the soft pink mouth Noah would probably kiss in a couple of hours. His gut twisted. Jealousy and arousal, inseparable, feeding each other in a vicious loop that made his cock pulse and his chest tighten.

She's nervous. He could see it in the way her hand trembled slightly when she uncapped the lipstick. Soft pink, understated. Not trying to look like anyone but herself. Beautiful and his.

But nerves or not, she was doing it. For him. For them. For herself. The thought made his chest swell, love and pride and raw lust tangling together until he couldn't separate them. All this time married, and she still made him feel like the luckiest bastard alive.

She blow-dried her hair, the drone loud in the quiet bedroom, and styled simply with her fingers, letting the waves fall loose around her shoulders. Shook her head. Caught his eye in the mirror, smiled. Shy and filthy all at once.

"Nearly ready."

"Take your time."

Christ, no. Hurry. He couldn't take much more. His cock was leaking steadily now, soaking through his boxers, the damp patch spreading against his jeans. If she touched him, he'd come. Embarrassing. Desperate. Fifty-two years old and leaking pre-cum like a teenager. Any second now, he'd detonate.

Lara stood, crossed to the wardrobe, and pulled out the emerald green dress. Knee-length, simple but elegant. She stepped into it, pulled it up over her hips, her tits, adjusted the straps. Smoothed it down with both hands. The fabric clung to her curves: soft belly, wide hips, thick thighs wrapped in sheer black nylon. The stocking tops peeked out at the hem when she moved, seams flashing dark against pale skin.

She looked like a wife. Respectable. Beautiful. Classy. No one at the pub would know she was wearing suspenders underneath. Lace knickers. Stockings not tights. No one except him.

And Noah.

His cock pulsed, straining against denim hard enough to hurt. He crossed his legs, tried to calm down. Failed miserably.

Lara grabbed black ankle boots from the wardrobe floor, low heels, practical but sexy. Zipped them up, stood, checked her reflection full-length in the mirrored doors. Turned side-on, smoothed the dress over her hips. Adjusted her tits in the bra. Finally seemed satisfied.

Perfume next. She spritzed her wrists, rubbed them together, then touched them to her throat. That floral scent Nate loved, citrus and warmth, blooming in the air between them. He inhaled deeply, filing it away.

Noah's going to smell this when he kisses her neck.

Lara turned, faced him fully, hands smoothing nervously down the green dress.

"Well?"

Nate stood. Crossed to her, legs slightly unsteady, cock throbbing with every step. Cupped her face in both hands, kissed her. Deep, slow, reassuring. Tasted her lipstick, her nervousness, her excitement bleeding through.

"You're perfect. He's a lucky bastard."

"You're the lucky one; you get me every night."

Fuck, I love her so much it hurts. The ache in his chest rivalled the one in his cock. She still unmade him with a single smile, still made him feel like he'd won the bloody lottery just by existing in her orbit.

She was dressed. Ready. Beautiful. His wife, preparing to be another man's lover for the night, and Christ, he'd never been more turned on, more terrified, more in love, more alive. Thirty minutes till they sat in a booth, ordered drinks, and met Noah face-to-face. Thirty minutes till fantasy stopped being pixels on a screen and became flesh and blood and sweat and cum.

Lara grabbed her phone from the bedside table, checked for messages, and glanced at Nate. Her eyes were bright, pupils dilated, cheeks flushed beneath the foundation.

"Ready, love?"

Nate smiled. Took her hand. Squeezed, feeling the warmth of her palm, the slight tremor in her fingers.

"Let's do this."
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The Walk of Want

He offered his hand. She took it, her palm warm, trembling slightly, and they started walking toward Kentish Town Road, and the evening wrapped around them. Warm for March, unseasonably so, the sun low and golden, casting long shadows across the terraced houses lining Leighton Road. Lara's heels clicked on the pavement, steady rhythm beneath the distant hum of traffic.

She was walking to meet him. Noah. Some bloke off the internet. This was happening.

They passed The Pineapple, empty this early, chairs still stacked on tables outside. The corner shop where Nate bought milk and coffee, Polski Sklep with its red awning faded by the sun. Kentish Town tube station spilled commuters onto the pavement, heading home or out, laughter and chatter bleeding into the warm air. Life carrying on, oblivious. No one knew where they were going. What they were about to do.

They cut through quieter residential streets, terraced houses with warm light spilling from windows, curtains open, lives on display. Trees lined the pavements, leaves rustling overhead in the faint breeze. Camden Road stretched ahead, nearly empty, Saturday evening holding its breath. A bus rumbled past, red and loud, the diesel fumes sharp in the air.

A young couple walked toward them, laughing. The bloke wore a tight t-shirt, biceps visible, shoulders broad, probably spent half his life at the gym. His girlfriend clung to his arm, blonde hair swinging as she threw her head back at something he said. They passed, oblivious, wrapped up in each other.

Nate glanced down at himself. Dad bod straining against his shirt, belly soft, grey flecking his hair at the temples, lines creasing his face when he smiled. Ancient. Soft. That bloke was probably Noah's age. Fit, confident, probably hung like a bloody stallion. How could he not compare? Noah was younger, fitter, bigger. What if Lara looked at Nate tonight and saw inadequacy? What if after Noah stretched her, filled her, made her scream his name, Nate's five inches felt like nothing? Just... competent. Not enough.

His cock stirred despite himself, half-hard in his jeans. The jealousy fed the arousal, twisted and wrong and fucking intoxicating. He was so fucked up.

His hand tensed in Lara's.

She felt it straight away, glanced at him. "What's wrong, cariad?"

"Nothing. Just thinking."

Lara stopped walking, pulled him to face her under a streetlamp casting warm orange glow across the pavement. "Tell me. Please."

Nate hesitated, then gestured vaguely at himself, at his body, his greying hair. "Just feeling old. And soft. And not enough. Noah's going to be there in a bit. Young, fit, probably makes me look like a bloody relic."

Lara's gaze held his, green eyes bright under the streetlamp. She cupped his face in both hands, palms warm against his stubble, and forced him to look at her. "You're not a relic. You're my husband. The man I love. The man who's brave enough to let me do this. Noah's just a body, love. You're my life."

Her voice, soft and fierce. So bloody sincere. She meant it. Every word. But would she still mean it after Noah fucked her? After she felt what a younger, bigger man could do? After his thick cock stretched her pussy, made her moan louder than Nate ever had? Christ, he hoped so. He needed her to come back to him. Always.

Lara kissed him, slow and deep, right there on the pavement. Someone wolf-whistled from across the road. They ignored it. She pulled back, whispered against his lips, her breath warm, "If you want to turn around right now, we will. I mean it, Nate. I don't need Noah. I need you."

Nate's chest tightened, love and gratitude and arousal knotted together until he couldn't breathe properly. "I don't want to turn around. I want to see you with him. I'm just... processing."

"Process all you want. But don't doubt us. Ever."

He managed a shaky smile, his throat tight. "I won't. I love you."

"I love you." Lara kissed him again, brief and fierce, her teeth catching his lower lip. "Now let's go meet this bloke and see if he's worth all this bloody anxiety."

They walked on, hand in hand, and the streets grew busier as they neared Old Street. Pubs filling up, music spilling onto pavements, laughter and shouting, Saturday night energy crackling in the warm air. Nate's heart thudded against his ribs, his cock half-hard and insistent in his jeans. Nearly there. Fuck. Nearly there.

The Crown appeared ahead, corner pub, Victorian-era brick, big windows glowing warm with bodies visible inside. Someone laughed, loud and brash. A group of lads spilled onto the pavement, pints in hand, smoke curling from cigarettes.

Nate's stomach twisted, tight and sick. His balls ached. Was Noah already in there? Waiting? Watching for them?

Lara saw it, felt his hand tense in hers. She stopped walking, gripped him tighter, her fingers small and strong.

"That's it, isn't it?"

Nate nodded, unable to speak. His mouth was dry.

She took a deep breath, her chest rising, the green dress pulling tight across her breasts. "Okay. We're really doing this."

"Last chance, love."

Lara's voice was firm despite the tremor underneath. "No. I want this. We want this. Let's go."

They walked the final stretch together, and Nate's world narrowed to the sound of Lara's heels on the pavement, the warmth of her hand in his, the glow of The Crown's windows ahead. His pulse hammered in his ears. His cock throbbed, half-hard and aching.

The door loomed closer, dark wood and brass fittings, Saturday night noise bleeding through the glass. Somewhere inside, Noah was waiting. Younger. Fitter. Hung like a stallion, probably. Ready to fuck his wife.

And Nate was walking her to him.

Christ, he was so fucked up. And so fucking hard.

Lara squeezed his hand one last time, her fingers trembling but her grip firm. She looked up at him, green eyes bright and certain despite the fear underneath.

"Together," she whispered.

"Together," Nate echoed.

They stepped toward the door.
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Threshold

The door swung inward, heavy wood and brass catching the low sun, and noise slammed into Lara. Bodies everywhere, packed tight and loud, the reek of beer and vinegar-soaked chips cutting through waves of laughter and shouted conversations. Saturday night at The Crown, and bloody heaving, it was.

Nate's hand pressed into her lower back, steadying her. Grounding. She stepped inside, heart hammering so hard she wondered if he could feel it through the thin fabric of her dress.

Then she saw him.

Noah. Standing at the bar, one elbow propped against polished wood, pint half-drunk in his hand. Tall - God, properly tall, six-one like he'd said - with dark hair swept back and a jawline sharp enough to cut. Black t-shirt stretched across broad shoulders and a chest that made her mouth go dry. Dark jeans riding low on narrow hips. He scrolled his phone, all casual confidence, thumb moving slow across the screen.

Bloody hell. Her stomach dropped. That's him. That's actually him – he came.

Real. Flesh and blood standing twenty feet away, not pixels or a tinny voice through phone speakers. Her cunt clenched. Heat flooded between her thighs, immediate and undeniable. The stockings suddenly felt too tight, the suspenders digging into her flesh, the lace knickers already damp and clinging.

Nate's hand slid to the small of her back, a gentle push forward. She dragged in a breath, forced her legs to move. Her heels clicked on the sticky floor, each step pulling her closer.

Noah glanced up, and his whole face lit. Genuine warmth, no hesitation, no flicker of disappointment. Dark eyes swept over her, head to toe, and his mouth curved into a smile that made her knees go weak. He set his pint down with a soft thud, straightened, and mouthed a single word she could lipread even across the noise.

Wow.

Heat crawled up her neck, flooded her cheeks. She kept walking. They reached the bar and Noah extended his hand. To Nate, not her.

"Nate, yeah? Cheers for coming mate. Seriously, this takes guts. Respect."

He's shaking Nate's hand first. Relief, warm and unexpected, flooded through her chest.

Nate blinked, caught off guard, then gripped Noah's hand. Firm shake, deliberate. "Noah. Good to meet you."

Noah's grin widened, then he turned to her. Leaned in close. The scent of him hit first; cologne, woody and expensive, nothing like Nate's Tesco own-brand. His lips brushed her cheek, warm and soft, lingering just a moment too long to be polite.

Heat flooded her face. Lower, too. A pulse between her thighs, sudden and insistent.

"Lara. Fuck me, you're even more stunning in person. That dress. Christ."

Her face burned. "Thank you. You too. I mean, you look great."

Smooth, Lara. Bloody brilliant, that.

Noah chuckled, low and easy, gesturing toward a corner booth half-hidden behind a pillar. Quieter, less packed. "Shall we sit? I'll grab us drinks. What're you having?"

Nate ordered his usual. "London Pride, cheers."

Lara's throat was dry as sand. "Gin and tonic. Hendrick's if they've got it. Otherwise Gordons is fine."

Noah nodded, already turning toward the bar. "Back in a tick."

Lara and Nate slid into the booth, dark leather cracked with age, the table scarred and sticky beneath her palms. As soon as they settled, Nate leaned close, his voice barely audible over the pub roar.

"Oh my God, he's so..."

She finished his sentence with a strained laugh. "I know."

"Are you okay?"

She nodded, pulse thudding in her throat. "Are you?"

He hesitated, hazel eyes searching hers. Then he nodded, hoarse but honest. "Yeah. Actually, yeah. He was... welcoming. To me."

Something in her chest loosened. "He respects you. I can tell."

Nate's hand found hers under the table, squeezed tight. His palm was damp, trembling slightly. "Yeah. Maybe this'll be alright."

Noah returned moments later, balancing their drinks on a small tray. He set them down carefully, slid into the seat opposite rather than beside her, giving space, not crowding. He raised his fresh pint, grin boyish and disarming.

"To new experiences. And gorgeous women."

They clinked glasses. Lara sipped, the gin sharp and cold on her tongue, cucumber crisp beneath the juniper.

They talked. Easy at first. Work, the commute, Kentish Town versus Shoreditch. Noah asked about their writing, and Lara found herself relaxing, animated as she described the nightmare of Amazon's algorithms and trying to get her books seen. He laughed, self-deprecating about his design clients.

"Lot of hipster startups wanting logos that look like every other hipster startup. All sans-serif fonts and pastel gradients. Pays the bills, though."

His hand rested on the table, inches from hers.

Then, mid-sentence - something about a client demanding seventeen revisions - his little finger brushed hers. Light. Barely there.

Oh.

Her cunt clenched, hard and sudden. She froze, pulse hammering in her throat, and didn't pull away. Neither did he. The contact stayed, skin to skin, electric and deliberate. His smile deepened, just slightly.

He knows. He knows exactly what he's doing.

Heat pooled low in her belly. Her knickers were soaked now, she could feel the wetness spreading, the lace clinging uncomfortably to her swollen folds.

She glanced sideways at Nate. His gaze locked on their hands, breath caught visibly in his chest, lips parted. Then he nodded. Tiny. Barely there.

Yes.

Her heart squeezed. He's letting this happen. Wants it. Wants me to want it.

Noah's finger pressed a fraction firmer, and Lara's pulse roared in her ears.

They ordered another round. Then another. The pub noise became background static, the world narrowing to this booth, this table, these three people navigating something most would never understand.

Noah's hand had moved by the third drink. Not on the table anymore. On her knee. Under the table, hidden from view, his palm warm through the thin fabric of her dress. Lara's breath caught. She glanced at Nate. His eyes were locked on where Noah's hand disappeared beneath the table, his own hands clenched into fists on the scarred wood.

Noah's thumb stroked a slow circle. Just above her knee. Nothing overtly sexual. Yet.

"Everything OK, Lara?" Noah's voice was casual, but his eyes were dark, knowing.

She nodded, not trusting her voice, and his hand slid higher. Just an inch. Then another. Slow, deliberate, giving her time to stop him.

She didn't.

Nate's breathing had gone shallow.

Noah's fingers reached mid-thigh, and Lara had to bite her lip to keep from moaning. The heat of his palm burned through the fabric, and beneath it, he must feel the lace top of her stocking, the suspender clip.

His eyebrows lifted. Just slightly. Stockings. You wore stockings for me.

She nodded, almost imperceptible.

His grin was wolfish now. "Lara, I need to use the gents. Be right back."

He stood, squeezed her thigh once – a firm, possessive gesture - and walked away.

The moment he was out of earshot, Nate grabbed her hand. His palm was soaked with sweat.

"Fuck, Lara. Fuck. Are you okay? Do you want to stop?"

She shook her head, vehement. "No. Do you?"

"No. Christ, no. But I'm..." He trailed off, gestured vaguely at himself. The bulge in his jeans was obvious, straining against denim. "I'm so fucking hard I can barely think."

Lara squeezed his hand. "Me too. I mean, I'm so wet I..."

She didn't finish. Didn't need to. Nate's eyes went glassy.

"When he comes back," Nate said, voice hoarse, "if he suggests leaving... what do you want to do?"

Lara's heart hammered. This is it. The question. The line.

"I want to take him home with us," she whispered. "I want this, Nate. Do you?"

He nodded, Adam's apple bobbing. "Fuck yes."

Noah returned, slid back into the booth. His eyes flicked between them, reading the room instantly.

"Everything alright?"

Lara nodded. "Yes."

Noah leaned back, arm draped along the booth's edge and studied them both. Then he spoke, voice low and serious.

"Mate, I have to ask. Are you good with this? Really? Cause I'm having a great time, Lara's gorgeous, but if you're not comfortable, I’ll stop. No hard feelings."

The question hung in the air. He's checking. Properly checking, not just going through the motions.

Nate's throat bobbed as he swallowed, glanced at her, then back to Noah. "I'm... yeah. I'm good. Nervous, but good. I want this. Want to see her happy." He hesitated, then added, rough but honest, "And you're... you're not being a dick about it, which helps."

Noah grinned, wide and sincere. "Never, mate. This only works if everyone's on board. Lara's your wife. I'm just... lucky enough to be invited."

Invited.

The word settled something in her chest she hadn't realised was knotted. Noah wasn't taking over or pushing Nate aside; he was a guest they'd both welcomed in.

Nate's shoulders dropped another inch. "Yeah. That's... yeah. Cheers."

Noah drained the last of his pint, set the glass down with a decisive clink, and looked between them. His hand found Lara's thigh again under the table, higher this time, fingers brushing above the lace of her stocking top.

"So I have to ask..." He paused, eyes locked on Lara's, then flicking to Nate. "Are we having another drink tonight, or...?"

He left it hanging, the question suspended in the warm pub air.

Lara's cunt clenched. She looked at Nate. Twenty-five years of marriage collapsed into a single glance. His hazel eyes held hers, steady despite the fear underneath.

He spoke first.

"We'd like to... continue this. If you're interested."

Noah's grin could have lit the whole bloody pub. "Fuck yes, I'm interested. Your place? I'm assuming you're more comfortable there?"

Lara opened her mouth to answer, but the words stuck. Her heart hammered so hard she could feel it in her cunt, in her throat, everywhere. This is it. Say yes and everything changes. No going back.

She forced the word out. "Yeah. It's a twenty-minute walk, or we can get an Uber?"

"Let's walk." Noah squeezed her thigh, then released it, stood. "I could use the air. And the anticipation."

He offered her his hand to help her out of the booth. She took it, his palm warm and rough with calluses, and let him pull her upright. Her dress shifted as she stood, fabric clinging to her thighs. She smoothed it self-consciously. Noah's gaze tracked the movement, hungry but not leering.

Nate finished his pint in two quick swallows, stood, grabbed his jacket from the booth.

Outside, the evening stretched golden and warm, the sun low but refusing to set, casting long shadows across Old Street. The pavement bustled with Saturday night energy - groups spilling between pubs, taxis honking, music bleeding from open doorways.

Noah's hand found her lower back as they started walking. Not aggressive. Possessive, yes, but gentle. Guiding.

She leaned into it without thinking. Nate walked beside them, half a step behind, probably watching Noah's hand on her.

They walked in silence for the first few minutes, the weight of what was about to happen pressing down on all three of them. Her heels clicked on the pavement, the only sound cutting through the distant hum of traffic.

Then Noah spoke, voice casual but warm. "What's your flat like? Cosy? Modern?"

She found her voice. "Cosy, I'd say. Two-bedroom. We use one as our writing office. It's... lived-in. Comfortable."

"Sounds perfect." Noah's thumb stroked her lower back, slow circles through the fabric. "I like lived-in. Feels real."

They turned onto quieter residential streets, the noise fading. Noah asked about Kentish Town, and Lara described the markets, the pubs, the scruffy charm. He laughed at something she said, and the sound curled warm in her belly.

She glanced back once. Nate’s face was tight, flushed, eyes dark. He's hard. Oh God, he's so hard.

Her knickers stuck to her folds with every step, wetness threatening to run down her inner thighs. She clenched, trying to hold it in, but it was useless. She was dripping.

Then Leighton Road appeared ahead, familiar and surreal all at once. Their building. Their home.

Noah's hand tightened on her lower back. "This it?"

She nodded, unable to speak, as Nate fumbled with the keys, metal scraping against the lock. Finally the bolt turned and he pushed the door open.

The hallway smelled like the food they'd eaten hours ago. Normal. Domestic. We're really doing this. Bringing him into our home. Into our bed.

Her pulse roared in her ears.

They stepped inside. Lara first, then Noah, finally Nate. The door clicked shut behind them.

Silence.

Lara stood in the narrow hallway, hands clasped, suddenly uncertain again. Noah leaned against the wall, relaxed but watchful. Nate's pulse hammered visibly in his throat.

Noah broke the silence, voice low and certain.

"So. Where's the bedroom?"

The question hit her like a physical thing. Her cunt clenched, wet and ready, and for a moment she couldn't breathe.
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"Bedroom's... this way." It came out far steadier than she felt, thank Christ. She turned, led them down the corridor. Her heels clicked on the laminate - too loud, each step echoing in the quiet flat. Behind her, Noah's footsteps were confident, measured. Nate's softer, hesitant.

This is happening. Oh God.

She pushed the bedroom door open.

Duvet smooth where she'd changed the cover and sheets this morning. Lamps on either side casting warm pools of light. Venetian blinds half open, last golden streaks of summer evening leaking through. The faint vanilla of her unlit candle hung in the air, sweet and familiar.

Their bedroom. Where she slept wrapped around Nate every night, where they'd made love hundreds of times, where she'd cried and laughed and read paperbacks at two in the morning.

And Noah was stepping inside.

"Nice. Cosy."

His approval eased the knot in her chest. He looked round properly - the Klimt print above the bed, the mirrored wardrobe, the yellow armchair in the corner.

Lara stood near the foot of the bed. Her heart hammered everywhere, throat and cunt and fingertips. She didn't know what to do with her hands. Clasped them in front of her stomach, then dropped them to her sides, then clasped them again.

Behind her, the door clicked. Nate. She didn't turn but heard him move to the armchair, frame creaking as he sat.

Silence stretched. Thick. Heavy with what was about to happen.

Noah crossed to her, close enough she could smell him properly. Woody aftershave - sandalwood maybe - cutting through the vanilla, all masculine heat. His hand came up. Cupped her face. Thumb brushed her cheekbone, tilted her chin until she had to look up at him.

"You're shaking."

Am I? Yes. Her whole body was trembling, thighs quivering beneath the dress.

"Nervous?"

She nodded. Noah let a reassuring smile touch his eyes. "We can stop anytime. You know that, yeah? Say the word and I'm out."

Her throat tightened. He means it. He actually bloody means it.

"I know." Her voice came out rough. "But I don't want to stop."

His smile widened. "Good girl."

The words shot straight to her cunt. She gasped - barely a sound - but he noticed. His eyes darkened, pupils blown.

He leaned in; the kiss started soft. Just lips, warm and firm, testing her. She responded, tentative, and he deepened it. His tongue slid against hers, hand moving to the back of her neck, gripping. Possessive. Claiming her mouth.

Different. The thought flashed hot and guilty. So different from Nate. Hungrier. Rougher. Like he wants to devour you whole.

A moan escaped before she could stop it.

Noah pulled back an inch, whispered against her lips. "You taste fucking amazing."

Her breath stuttered.

"And you look incredible in this dress." His hands slid down her sides, skimming her waist, hips. "But I want to see what's underneath."

Oh Christ.

His fingers found the zip at her back. The sound loud over the breathy silence - zzzzip. Then his hands on her bare shoulders, pushing the fabric off. It pooled at her feet, green material puddling on the laminate.

She stepped out, heels still on. Stood there in the black lingerie set. Balconette bra lifting her breasts impossibly high and proud.

Noah stepped back. His eyes raked over her - slow, deliberate - taking in every inch.

"Fuck me." His voice rough. "You wore this for me?"

She nodded. Suddenly shy despite everything, despite the wet heat between her thighs. "Yes."

He's staring. At all of you. The soft belly, the thick thighs, the heavy tits straining the lace. And he looks hungry. Starving. Oh God, my cunt's clenching so hard it hurts.

But her hands moved before she could stop them. Crossed over her stomach, covering the soft curve that spilled over her knickers.

Stupid. Why are you doing this? But she couldn't help it. Twenty-five years of Nate saying he loved it, and she still wanted to hide. He'll see it. Judge it. Compare you to firmer bodies, younger-

He stepped closer, took her wrists gently. Pulled her hands away from her belly, held them at her sides. His eyes locked on hers.

"Don't."

Quiet but firm. "Don't hide from me."

He released one wrist, placed his hand flat on her stomach. Palm warm, spanning the soft curve. Deliberate.

"This." His thumb stroked through the lace. "Right here. This is fucking sexy, Lara. You're real. Soft. A woman, not some skinny girl. I love it."

He means it. She could see it in his eyes, feel it in his touch. Oh God, he actually means it.

Then he knelt.

Lara gasped. Noah pressed his lips to her stomach through the lace, kissing the part she'd hidden in Spanx for years. His hands gripped her wide hips, thumbs stroking circles into her flesh.

He looked up from his knees. Brown eyes dark, sincere.

"And these hips. These thighs." His hands slid down, squeezed the thick muscle and softness framed by the stockings. "Fuck, you're perfect. Don't ever hide this again. I want to see all of you."

He kissed your belly. Your hated, soft belly. And he meant every word. You can see it, feel it. He wants you. All of you.

From the corner, a soft groan.

Lara glanced over. Nate sat in the yellow armchair, legs spread, hand moving slowly over the bulge in his jeans. His face tight, flushed. Eyes locked on them, watching Noah worship her, say the things Nate had been saying for twenty-five years that she'd never quite believed.

And Nate looked wrecked. Grateful. Aroused beyond words.

Noah stood. His hands slid up her body - hips, waist, cupping her breasts through the lace. They overflowed his palms, heavy and soft. His thumbs circled her nipples and they hardened immediately, aching.

"You're so fucking sexy, Lara." He leaned down, kissed her neck, collarbone, the swell of her breasts above the lace. "Do you know that?"

She shook her head, still disbelieving.

"You should. You're perfect."

He reached behind her. Unclasped her bra with an obviously experienced touch. The straps slid down her arms and it fell away, her breasts freed. Nipples hard, dark pink in the lamplight.

Noah stared. Just stared, openly appreciating, no attempt to hide the hunger on his face.

"Christ, Lara. These tits. Fucking beautiful."

He cupped them, lifted them. Thumbs brushed her nipples and she moaned, head falling back. Then his mouth - hot and wet - closed round one nipple, tongue swirling whilst his hand worked the other. He sucked hard, teeth grazing just enough to make her gasp, then switched sides.

Her knees buckled. She gripped his shoulders for balance, felt the hard muscle beneath his t-shirt.

He released her nipple with a wet pop. Straightened. Looked her in the eye.

"Lie on the bed, Lara. On your back. Legs spread."

The command sent heat flooding through her. She obeyed without thinking. Crawled onto the grey duvet, lay back against the pillows. Spread her thick thighs wide, suspenders pulled taut. Her knickers still on but soaked, a dark patch spread across the black lace.

He can see it. See how wet you are. Oh Christ.

Noah pulled his t-shirt over his head in one smooth motion, tossed it aside. His chest muscular, defined. Light dusting of dark hair between his pecs, abs visible beneath. Not gym-rat ripped but properly fit, the body of a man who worked at it.

Gorgeous. He's bloody gorgeous. And he's about to-

He knelt at the foot of the bed. Hooked his fingers into the waistband of her knickers, pulled them down slowly. Lara lifted her hips, desperate to help him. He tossed them aside - they landed somewhere near the wardrobe - and her pussy was exposed.

Pink. Glistening. Swollen. The air on her freshly shaved cunt made her feel more exposed.

"Fucking beautiful." Noah's voice reverent, almost awed. "You're so wet, Lara. This all for me?"

"Yes." Breathless, desperate. "God, yes."

He spread her legs wider. Gripped her thighs to hold her open. Leaned in close, his breath hot against her.

Then his tongue licked a slow, deliberate stripe from her entrance to her clit, forcing a cry from her lips. Her back arched off the bed, hips jerking towards his mouth.

"Oh fuck, Noah-"

He didn't respond. Just kept licking. Circled her clit, flicked it with the tip of his tongue, then slid down to thrust inside her. She felt him groan against her wetness, the vibration making her clench.

His tongue. Oh Christ, his tongue's inside you. Skilled and relentless and-

He was tasting her, drinking her, and she was drenched. The wet sounds filled the room - obscene slurps and sucks, his tongue working her folds, her cunt dripping. Oh God, you can hear it, Nate can hear it, how soaking wet you are for another man.

Two fingers pushed inside. Thick, curling, finding her G-spot. His tongue focused back on her clit.

"Noah... oh fuck... Noah..."

He didn't stop. He kept licking, fingers thrusting, curling, pressing that spot inside her that made stars explode behind her eyelids. His free hand gripped her thigh, held her open. Tongue circling her clit faster, harder. Building her up, relentless, dragging her towards the edge. She’d never felt anything like it – the skill, but also the hunger.

The orgasm slammed into her. No warning. Pure white-hot pleasure ripping through her body. She screamed - couldn't help it, didn't care - "Oh fuck, Noah, oh God!" Thighs clamping round his head, hands clenching the duvet, sobbing with the intensity of it.

The bastard didn't stop, just kept licking, fingers still thrusting, prolonging it until she was shaking, trembling, pushing at his head.

"Too much... too much..."

Noah pulled back. Grinning like a fool. His face wet with her, lips glistening, and he wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

"You taste incredible. And you're so responsive. I fucking love it."

All she could do was lay there, panting. Trembling. She felt utterly wrecked and they'd barely started.

Christ. You just came on another man's tongue. Screamed his name whilst Nate watched.

Noah stood, and unbuttoned his jeans. He shoved jeans and boxers down his muscular thighs and his cock sprung free.

Oh fuck.

She’d seen it before on screen, but in person… So obviously bigger than Nate's. Properly bigger. Thick enough she wasn't sure her fingers could wrap round it. Veins running along the shaft, it looked beautiful, but angry, leaking for her. A bead of pre-cum glistening at the slit.

That's going inside you. Oh Christ, that huge cock's going to stretch you wide and-

A strangled groan from the corner.

Lara turned her head. Nate had unzipped, freed himself. His cock hard and leaking in his fist - five inches she knew every millimetre of - and his eyes were glued to Noah's massive prick.

He's comparing. Seeing how much bigger Noah is. And he's so fucking hard. Oh thank God, he loves this.

Noah noticed her staring. Smiled. Confident but not cruel.

"Think you can handle it, Lara?"

She nodded frantically. "Yes. God, yes."

His voice dropped. Commanding, dark. "Good. But first... get on your knees. I want that pretty mouth on my cock."

Oh Christ yes. I need to taste it.

She scrambled onto her knees. Stockings be damned, breasts swaying. Crawled to the edge where he stood.

Her hands were shaking. Fingers fumbling. She wrapped one hand round the base of his cock. So thick. Christ, so thick.

The head right there, inches from her face. Leaking pre-cum. It smelled so fucking… male. She leaned in, parted her lips, took just the head into her mouth. Tasted salt immediately. Pre-cum, musky and unfamiliar but arousing. She swirled her tongue round the head, heard Noah groan above her.

"Fuck, that's good. Take more, Lara. Show me what you can do."

She obeyed. Relaxed her jaw, took another inch. Then another. Her lips stretched wide round his girth, and she had to breathe through her nose. Spit pooled at the corners of her mouth, dripped down his shaft.

His hand tangled in her hair. Gripping gently. Not forcing, just guiding. Controlling her movements.

"Good girl. That's it. You look so fucking hot with my cock in your mouth."

The wet sounds filled the room. Slurping, sucking. Her moans vibrating against his shaft. Noah's groans. The creak of the armchair as Nate shifted, watching. She glanced sideways without stopping. Nate stroking himself faster now, eyes locked on her.

He's watching you suck another man's cock. Getting off on it. Oh God, this is so filthy and perfect and-

"Enough."

Noah pulled her off gently. His cock slipped from her lips with a wet pop, glistening with her spit, twitching.

"You're too good at that. I'll come if you keep going, and I want to fuck you first."

He's going to fuck you. Really fuck you. This magnificent man's cock inside your married cunt.

Ever the gentleman, he helped her lie back, positioned her in the centre of the bed. Spread her thighs wide. Stared down at her pussy - swollen, pink, dripping.

Then he reached for his jeans on the floor. Pulled a condom from the pocket.

Something inside her shifted. A need, raw and primal.

"Wait."

Noah froze. Condom wrapper halfway torn. "You okay?"

She nodded, breathless. Reached out, took the condom from his hand. Looked at it for a heartbeat.

Then threw it across the room. It hit the wardrobe, fell to the floor.

Noah's eyebrows shot up. "Lara-"

She looked past him. Found Nate in the corner. His hand stilled on his cock, eyes wide, mouth hanging open.

"I want to feel it." Her voice shook but certain. "Feel you. Bare. No condom. I want to feel your cum inside me."

Nate's cock jerked in his hand, leaking. His face flushed crimson.

Noah looked between them. Serious now. "Are you sure? Both of you?"

Lara nodded. "I'm on the pill. And I want this. Want to feel all of you."

She looked at Nate again. "Cariad?"

Nate's throat bobbed. Then he nodded, hoarse and wrecked. "Yes. Fuck yes. Do it."

Noah's grin slow. Wolfish. Dangerous.

"Alright then. Let's give you what you want."
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Stretched & Surrendered

Nate

Noah knelt between Lara's spread thighs, that massive cock in his fist, stroking himself slow and deliberate. Gotta be at least seven inches, maybe more. Tick, veined and aggressive, the head swollen dark and leaking. No condom. Just Noah's bare skin about to slide raw into his wife.

Just his cock inside her, his cum filling her. Should I stop it? No – she wants this. I think I want it too.

Nate's own cock throbbed in his palm, leaking pre-cum onto his soft belly in steady drips. He'd barely touched himself, just slow strokes to stay hard without tipping over, but watching Noah line up that thick shaft with Lara's pink, wet folds made his balls draw tight and ache.

Noah dragged the head of his cock through Lara's wetness, coating himself, teasing her entrance. She whimpered, hips jerking up, trying to take him in, desperate.

"Please, Noah... please..."

She's begging. Fuck, she's begging for his cock.

Noah's grin was wicked, all teeth and control. "Please what, Lara? Say it. Tell me exactly what you want."

"Your cock. Inside me. Please, I need it, I need-"

He pushed in. Just the head, stretching her entrance wide, and stopped.

Lara cried out, hands fisting the grey duvet, knuckles white.

"More," Noah commanded, voice low and rough. "Tell me you want more."

"Yes! More, please, fuck me, fill me, I can't-"

He thrust in halfway. Slow, deliberate, letting her feel every thick inch stretching her open, forcing her walls to accommodate his girth.

Nate watched, utterly transfixed, couldn't blink, couldn't breathe. Lara's pussy lips stretched obscenely round Noah's cock, pink folds gripping the thick shaft, pulling tight.

So much thicker than mine, and Christ, look how she's stretching. Look how her cunt's taking him.

Lara's mouth fell open, a strangled moan ripping from her throat. "Oh God, oh fuck, you're so... so big-"

Noah withdrew slightly, thrust in deeper. Three-quarters now, balls pressing closer to her arse. Lara's thighs trembled, toes curling in those fuck-me heels, calves flexing.

"You can take it," Noah murmured, one hand gripping her hip hard enough to bruise, the other pressing down on her soft belly, feeling himself inside her. "You're doing so well, Lara. Such a good girl."

Those words appeared to make Lara's cunt clench visibly round Noah's cock. He could see it in her reaction, saw how those two simple words made her wetter, more desperate, turned her into a needy mess.

She loves being told she's good. Loves being praised whilst she's getting fucked. Fuck, why didn't I know that?

One more thrust and Noah was fully buried inside her to the hilt. Balls pressed tight against her arse, his cock disappearing completely into her slick heat, swallowed whole.

Lara sobbed. Actual tears leaked from the corners of her eyes, mascara smudging, but her face was pure ecstasy, mouth slack, pupils blown.

"Oh fuck, oh Christ, so full, I can't-"

"You can." Noah held still, letting her adjust, muscles taut with restraint, then started to move. Slow, rolling thrusts, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in, making her feel every ridge, every vein. "You're taking every inch. Feel how deep I am, Lara? Feel me filling this tight little pussy?"

"Yes, God, yes, I feel it, I feel everything, you're so deep-"

Nate's hand tightened on his cock, pre-cum slicking his palm.

She's never sounded like this with me. Never this desperate, this wrecked.

He’d once have thought that it should've gutted him, should've made him want to leap across the room, drag Noah off her, reclaim what was his, remind her whose wife she was. But he knew better now, and instead his cock leaked another thick bead of pre-cum and he stroked faster.

She loves it. Look at her face. She fucking loves being stretched open like that, loves how Noah's thick cock fills her better than I ever could.

Noah's rhythm increased. Harder now, hips snapping forward, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the bedroom with it’s filthy sound. Each thrust made Lara's big, beautiful tits bounce, pink nipples hard and swollen from his mouth earlier, flushed and sensitive.

The smell of sex thickened the air. Sweat, wetness, musk. Nate could taste it on his tongue, metallic and heady, making his head swim.

Noah's hand came down on Lara's thigh. A slap. Sharp, sudden, the crack loud enough Nate flinched. Not violent. Not brutal. But firm. Deliberate. Skin on skin, loud in the sex-thick air.

Lara gasped, eyes flying wide.

What the fuck?

Nate's hand stilled on his cock, heart lurching. Noah did it again. Same thigh, harder this time, palm print blooming pink on her pale skin.

"Too much?" Noah asked, voice steady despite the exertion, hips still rolling, cock still buried deep.

Lara shook her head, frantic. "No. No, don't stop, I need-"

Another slap. Harder. Her thigh jiggled, flesh rippling.

She moaned. Actually moaned, cunt visibly clenching round Noah's cock, wetness coating his shaft, dripping down to his balls.

Oh Christ. She likes it. She fucking likes being slapped.

Twenty-five years. Gentle touches. Careful lovemaking. Tender fucking, always asking, always soft. He'd never even thought about slapping her, never imagined she'd want rough hands, stinging skin, the sharp bite of pain mixing with pleasure.

But look at her. Fuck, look at her begging for it.

Noah wasn't asking permission anymore. He slapped her other thigh, then reached up and slapped her breast, her soft flesh, making it bounce and jiggle.

Lara screamed. "Yes! Fuck, yes, harder, please-"

She's begging for it. Begging to be treated rough, to be used. And I'd never, could never, but Christ, look at her face.

Noah obliged. Slapped her other breast, then gripped both roughly, fingers digging into the soft flesh hard enough to leave marks, squeezing and kneading without mercy.

Lara's back arched off the bed, head thrown back, red curls wild and tangled against the grey pillowcase, throat exposed, vulnerable. "Don't stop, don't fucking stop, use me, I'm yours, I'm-"

She's his. Right now, in this moment, she's Noah's slut, not my wife.

The thought might have destroyed another man, but not him. His cock throbbed harder, leaking so much pre-cum it dripped down his shaft, pooling in his trimmed pubes.

Fair play to Noah. He knows what she needs. What she craves. And fuck, I love watching him give it to her.

Noah released her tits, pulled out suddenly. His cock glistened with her wetness, thick and hard, coated in her slick arousal.

"On your knees. Arse up. Now."

Lara scrambled to obey, rolling onto her stomach, pushing herself up onto all fours like a bitch in heat. Her arse was pale and soft, thick and round, jiggling slightly as she got into position, heels still on, back arched.

Fuck, she looks perfect like that. Totally gagging for it.

Noah gripped her hips hard, positioned himself behind her, and slammed back in. No warning, no gentleness. Just one brutal thrust that buried him to the hilt, balls slapping against her wet cunt.

Lara screamed into the pillow, muffled but still loud enough the neighbour would definitely hear, maybe he’s even wanking to the sound of her getting fucked. Noah didn't seem to give a shit, he started pounding into her immediately, no slow buildup, just relentless hard fucking, hips pistoning, cock drilling into her. Each thrust made her arse jiggle, made her whole body rock forward, made the bed creak and thump against the wall in a steady rhythm.

The stink of sex was overwhelming now. Pussy, sweat, pre-cum. Nate's mouth watered, cock aching in his hand. Noah's hand came down on her arse. A proper strike this time, hard and loud, the crack echoing in the room like a gunshot.

Lara's scream was unmuffled now, head lifted from the pillow, mouth wide. "Fuck! Yes! Again!"

Noah spanked her again. Same cheek, harder, leaving a bright red handprint on her pale skin, vivid and claiming.

"You like that, you dirty girl? Like having your arse spanked whilst I fuck this tight little cunt?"

"Yes! God, yes, I love it, I love-"

Another spank. Other cheek. Brutal, stinging, perfect.

Lara was sobbing now, gasping for air between moans, her cunt making obscene wet sounds as Noah's cock pounded in and out, squelching and slapping.

Nate's hand was a blur up and down his own cock now, he just couldn't help it, couldn't stop, watching his wife get used like a cheap whore and loving every fucking second of it.

But should I stop this? Is this too much? He's treating her like a slut, like his property, like-

Lara turned her head, just slightly, and Nate saw her face; tears streaming down her flushed cheeks, smudging her makeup. Mouth open, drool on her chin, glistening. Her eyes rolled back, whites showing. She looked destroyed and transcendent, more alive than he'd ever seen her, radiant with pleasure, lost in it.

She needs this. Fuck, she needs this rough treatment, needs to be dominated and used and fucked like a whore, needs things I could never give her.

The realisation settled into his chest, heavy and certain, not painful, just true.

I can't be this for her. I'm not built like that. But I can give her this. I can let Noah do what she needs, watch him wreck her, watch her come alive.

Noah's hand tangled in Lara's red hair, gripped tight, pulled her head back. Arching her spine, forcing her to lift her torso off the bed, tits swinging, throat exposed.

"Look at your husband, Lara."

She did… their eyes met, and he could see the pleasure in her fucked up face.

"Whose slut are you right now, Lara? Tell me."

"Yours!" she gasped, voice wrecked, hoarse from screaming. "I'm your slut, Noah, yours, fuck me harder, please, ruin me-"

His. Right now, she's his. And that's perfect. That's exactly what she needs. Christ, I'm so fucking lucky.
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Lara

The slaps to her arse burned, not only pain but heat, shocking and sudden and perfect. She'd never been spanked during sex. Never imagined she'd crave it. But Noah's hand cracking down on her skin sent electricity straight to her clit, and Christ, she was already begging for more.

"More… please-"

He did it again, harder, same cheek, the sting layering on top of the first. Her cunt clenched around his cock so hard she nearly came right then.

What the fuck is happening to you? You're begging to be hit. Begging to be used. And you bloody love it.

Noah's cock pounded into her from behind, each thrust brutal and deep, hitting her cervix, stretching her wider than she'd ever been stretched. The angle in this position made her toes curl, stars bursting behind her eyelids. She'd had sex on all fours with Nate before of course, gentle and loving, his hands careful on her hips whilst he thrust slow and deep.

This wasn't that! This was being fucked, pounded, used like a toy for Noah's pleasure. And Christ, she was dripping from it, thighs slick with her own wetness.

Another spank, the other cheek this time. Her pale skin must be bright red by now, handprints blooming across her arse like brands.

You didn't know. You didn't know your body could crave this. Rough hands, brutal thrusts, being treated like a dirty little slut.

He yanked her head back, and her spine bowed sharply, tits swinging beneath her, nipples dragging against the duvet. The angle drove him impossibly deeper, and she cried out, the pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

"Look at your husband, Lara."

She forced her eyes open, turned her head as much as his grip allowed. Nate. In the yellow armchair, stroking his cock, face flushed and tight, eyes glassy with arousal and pure lust. He was hard, leaking, watching her get destroyed – and he was wanking to her pleasure.

"Tell him whose slut you are right now."

Oh Christ. He's making you say it. Making you claim it whilst Nate watches.

She should refuse. Should protect Nate's feelings, reassure him, be his loving wife. But the words spilled out, raw and honest, dragged from somewhere deep and filthy inside her. "I'm your slut, Noah, yours, fuck me harder, please, ruin me-"

Nate's hand sped up on his cock. He likes hearing it. Oh God, he needs to hear it.

Noah released her hair and shoved her face back into the pillow, both hands gripping her hips now, brutal and bruising, holding her in place whilst he slammed into her. Her cunt was making obscene sounds, wet and sloppy, squelching with every thrust, dripping down her thighs. She'd never been this wet in her life.

Then Noah's hand slid around, found her clit, rubbed harsh circles.

"Come for me, Lara. Come on my cock. Let your husband hear you scream my name."

Too much. Can't. Going to-

The orgasm detonated, violent and overwhelming, ripping through her body like a fucking explosion. She screamed Noah's name, couldn't stop, couldn't help it. "Noah! Oh fuck, Noah, yes, yes, YES!"

Her cunt clenched rhythmically around his cock, milking him, thighs shaking so hard she nearly collapsed onto the bed. Noah didn't stop, kept fucking her through it, fingers still on her clit, prolonging the pleasure until she was sobbing, begging incoherently.

"Too much, can't, please-"

He pulled out. Her pussy gaped for a second, empty and aching, before clenching weakly. The loss of him felt like she’d lost something of her own.

"On your back. I want to see your face as I fill you."

Fill you. Oh Christ, his cum. Filling you.

She rolled over, weak and trembling, and lay back against the pillows. Spread her thighs wide, pussy swollen and red and dripping. Noah climbed over her, positioned himself between her legs. His cock, thick and glistening with her wetness, pressed against her entrance.

He thrust back in, and the fullness made her gasp. From this angle she could see his face, the intensity in his dark eyes, the sweat on his forehead, the way his jaw clenched with every stroke.

He started moving again, deep rolling thrusts, slower than before but still hard, still claiming. His hand came up and cupped her face gently, thumb brushing her cheek with unexpected tenderness.

Then he slapped her.

Light, just a tap to her cheek, but the shock of it made her gasp. What the fuck?

"Too much?" Noah asked, stilling inside her.

She should've said yes. Should've been horrified, outraged. Instead, her cunt clenched hard around his cock, flooding with fresh wetness, and she heard herself moan. "No. Do it again."

What is wrong with you? He just slapped your face and you're begging for more.

He did it again, harder this time, the sting making her gasp. Her cunt flooded with fresh slickness, betraying her completely.

Oh God. You love it. You love being used, being treated like a dirty little slut.

Noah grinned, triumphant. "Good girl. Such a good fucking girl."

He then reached down and slapped her clit, light but shocking, and Lara screamed, another orgasm building impossibly fast.

"You're perfect," Noah murmured, leaning down to kiss her, tongue invading her mouth whilst his cock pounded her pussy. "So responsive. So fucking perfect."

He pulled back, gripped her thighs, and pushed them up and back, folding her nearly in half. The position opened her completely, let him go impossibly deep, and she could feel him in her belly, stretching her, owning her.

"Watch, Lara. Watch my cock fuck you."

She looked down. Could see his thick shaft disappearing into her, see her cunt stretched wide around him, see the wetness coating his cock and dripping onto the grey duvet beneath them.

That's you. Your cunt, taking all of him, desperate for more.

"Tell me you love it," Noah demanded, rhythm getting erratic now, close to his own edge. "Tell me you love my cock."

"I love it," she gasped, tears streaming down her face from the intensity, from the overwhelming everything of it. "I love your cock, love being fucked like this, love being your slut-"

"And Nate?" Noah's grin was wicked, breathless. "Does he fuck you like this?"

No. Never. He'd never treat you rough, never slap you, never call you a slut whilst his cock splits you open.

She shouldn't say it. Shouldn't hurt Nate like that. But the words tumbled out, raw and wrecked. "No. Never like this. You fuck me better, harder, you make me… oh God, I can't-"

She couldn't finish. Another orgasm slammed into her, smaller but still intense, making her cunt flutter around his cock, milking him, begging him to fill her.

Noah groaned, rhythm shattering completely. "Fuck, Lara, I'm going to come. Where do you want it?"

"Inside," she begged, desperate and certain, beyond shame. "Fill me, Noah, I want to feel your cum inside me, please-"

He buried himself to the hilt, cock pulsing deep inside her, and the warmth flooded her, thick and endless. Noah's cum filled her bare cunt whilst Nate watched, wanking in the corner, and the wrongness of it, the filth, made her sob his name. "Noah, fuck, yes, fill me, oh God-"

Noah groaned her name, body shuddering, cock still twitching and spilling inside her.

Then he collapsed beside her, both panting, wrecked, the room reeking of sex; sweat and cum. Lara lay there, trembling, Noah's cum leaking slowly from her pussy onto the duvet, warm and slick between her thighs.

You've never felt this alive. Never felt this desired. This used. But God, the things you said… Nate!

She turned her head, found Nate in the corner. He was gripping the base of his cock, knuckles white, stopping himself from coming, eyes wet with unshed tears and wild with arousal.

She smiled, weak and fucked-out. Mouthed the word. Okay?

He nodded, fierce and certain. Mouthed back. Perfect.
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After the Bull

Nate

Noah stood, his demeanour suddenly changed from the brute who just fucked her senseless. He scooped his boxers off the floor, and stepped into them. Pulled them up over his hips, that thick cock disappearing inside. Then jeans, tugging them over his arse, button fastened but zip left undone, the bulge still visible.

Nate sat in the yellow armchair, hand clamped round the base of his cock, squeezing hard to keep from spilling. Balls ached, Christ, proper throbbing, tight and swollen like they'd burst. He'd been edging for ages, half an hour at least, watching Noah fucking ruin his wife, hearing her scream another bloke's name.

Noah was leaving. Finally. Thank fuck.

Nate's chest tightened, weird guilty flutter beneath the relief. Noah had been decent, yeah, respectful, made Lara feel like a goddess in ways Nate's knackered five-inch cock never quite managed. But Christ, he needed him gone. Needed his wife back, needed to bury himself inside her stretched cunt, needed to feel her wrapped round him, squeezing, claiming, proving she was still his.

Noah found his t-shirt; black fabric crumpled near the wardrobe. Pulled it on, covering that toned chest, those fucking abs Lara had traced with her tongue whilst moaning like a woman possessed.

Lara propped herself on one elbow, naked and flushed, skin glowing in the lamplight. Red curls stuck to her forehead, tangled and wild from Noah's fists, from being yanked back whilst he pounded into her. Tits still bare, heavy and soft, nipples dark and swollen from Noah's fingers. Thighs pressed together at first, then...

Oh fuck. Oh Christ.

They parted. Just slightly. Enough.

Nate's gaze dropped, locked on. Couldn't look away.

There it was: cum, thick and white, leaking from her swollen cunt onto the bed. Not loads yet, just a slow trickle, but unmistakable. Noah's cum. Another bloke's spunk dripping from Lara's pussy, from inside her, mixing with her wetness, sliding out because Noah had stretched her so wide, fucked her so deep, filled her bare.

No condom. He filled her bare and you watched. Wanked to it.

Nate's cock throbbed so hard it hurt, pre-cum flowing freely down his shaft, over his knuckles, slick and warm. He bit down on his lip to stop the groan crawling up his throat.

Fuck her. Now. Need to feel that stretched, used cunt, still slick with Noah's spunk. Need to add your cum to his, mix it together inside her, fill her up even more. Reclaim what's yours. Prove she's still yours.

Lara smiled at Noah, soft and sated. "You're not staying?"

Noah grinned, sat on the bed edge to pull on his trainers. Black Adidas, scuffed at the toes. "Nah. This is your space. Yours and Nate's. Don't want to intrude." He tied the laces, straightened, glanced back at Lara. Then across at Nate. "You were amazing, Lara. Seriously. Best shag I've had in ages."

Noah's voice dropped, went proper genuine. "And Nate, mate, you're a fucking legend. Thank you for sharing her."

Nate's throat tightened, went dry. Legend. Bollocks to that. He'd sat in a chair wanking like a perv whilst another bloke shagged his wife senseless, made her come harder than Nate had … well in ever. Hardly hero material. But the gratitude in Noah's voice was real, no piss-taking, no mockery. Just proper respect, like Nate had done him a solid instead of living out his own filthy fantasy.

"Thank you." Nate's voice came out hoarse, rough from holding back his orgasm for so bloody long. "For making her feel like that."

Lara sat up straighter, leaned over, kissed Noah's cheek. Lingered for a moment, her hand on his shoulder, and Nate watched, cock twitching at the intimacy of it, at how comfortable she looked touching another man.

"Thank you," she murmured, voice still breathy, fucked out. "That was incredible. Will we do this again?"

"Fuck yes," Noah said immediately, no hesitation. "Whenever you want. I'm here." He looked at Nate again, eyebrows raised. "Both of you okay with that?"

Nate nodded. Didn't even hesitate. "Yeah. Definitely."

The certainty didn't surprise him. No second-guessing, no panic. Just yes, this worked, felt right in a way that scared and thrilled him. They'd found something here, something they'd both been craving without knowing it.

Noah grinned, "Text me when you're ready for round two, yeah? No rush. Take your time." He headed for the bedroom door, paused in the doorway, looked back at them both, at Lara naked and wrecked on the bed, at Nate gripping his cock in the chair. Smiled, slow and knowing. "I'll see myself out. You two enjoy."

Winked. Then he was gone, footsteps echoing down the hall.

Nate and Lara stayed frozen, listening. Noah's footsteps, confident and easy, faded down the hallway. Rustle of his jacket being lifted off the coat hook. Click of the front door opening. Then closing, latch catching with a soft thud that echoed through the flat.

Silence. Proper, thick silence, just the two of them breathing hard in the dim bedroom.

The flat felt emptier, quieter. Just the two of them again, the way it'd been for twenty-five years, the way it'd always be. No matter how many other blokes fucked Lara, it always came back to this: them.

Nate's world narrowed, closed in. The bedroom wrapped them in dim warmth, lamplight stretching shadows across the wrecked bed, the scattered clothes, the evidence of what they'd done. The smell thick and overwhelming, coating his throat: sweat, sex, cum, Lara's pussy. Noah's cologne still there, musky and sharp, mixing with the stink of spunk and arousal.

They'd wrecked the bed. Properly wrecked it. Duvet twisted half-off, pillows scattered on the floor, the whole thing looking like a proper, filthy shag had happened. Which it had. A wet spot darkened the grey fabric where Lara had been lying, legs spread wide, arse in the air at one point, taking Noah's cock balls-deep, screaming for more, harder, deeper.

Lara lay back against the pillows, naked and flushed, absolutely stunning. Tits rising and falling with each breath, nipples still hard, still swollen from Noah's mouth. Thighs parted, not hiding anymore, letting him see everything. Her pussy swollen and pink, properly used, stretched, glistening with her wetness and Noah's cum leaking out, coating her folds.

She'd come twice, at least. Screamed Noah's name, not Nate's. Begged for his cock, told him it felt better, so much better, bigger, deeper.

Jealousy flared, hot and vicious, stabbing through Nate's chest like a blade. Then arousal slammed into it, drowned it, turned it into fuel. His cock throbbed, aching so hard he could feel his pulse in it, leaking steadily, pre-cum soaking through his boxers, smearing on his belly, sticky and warm.

She'd done all that, let Noah fuck her raw, and she was still Nate's. Not Noah's. Not some younger, fitter bloke with a seven-inch cock that could wreck her, make her scream. Nate's. His wife, his love, his fucking hotwife.

Christ, how was he this lucky? Fifty-two, greying, soft round the middle, average cock, and he had this. Had her.

Lara stared at him from the bed, green eyes bright, pupils dilated wide, still riding that post-orgasm high. Mouth curved in a small, knowing smile, like she could read every filthy thought racing through his head, every desperate need. She crooked a finger at him, beckoning.

"Come here, cariad." Voice low, sultry, still breathy. "Your turn."

Fuck. Yes.

Nate's cock jerked in his hand, and he stood.
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Sloppy Seconds, Perfect Firsts

Nate kicked his jeans and boxers off, didn't give a fuck where they landed. Somewhere near the wardrobe, maybe. Didn't matter. His cock bobbed in front of him, rock-hard desperation. He needed her. Now.

His wife. His hotwife.

He climbed onto the bed beside her, and the mattress sagged under his weight. She turned immediately, arms wrapping around his neck, pulling him close. Kissed him like she'd die if she didn't, hungry and desperate.

He kissed back, fierce and possessive. Tasted her lipstick, mostly worn off now. Her sweat, salty on his tongue. Faint trace of Noah's sharp, expensive cologne on her skin. Didn't care. She was his.

She pulled back, green eyes bright and wet at the corners. Smiled, soft and trembling.

"I love you, cariad. So much. You know that, yeah?"

Words stuck in his throat. He nodded, managed to rasp out, "I know. I love you too. That was..." He couldn't finish. "Fuck, Lara, that was incredible."

She kissed him again, gentler this time. Her hand stroked his chest, fingers tracing the sparse hair there, the softness of his belly. No judgement in her touch. Just love.

"You were so patient," she murmured against his jaw. "Watching. Waiting. That must have been so hard, cariad. Are you okay?"

Are you okay? The question nearly broke him.

"I'm..." He swallowed, forced honesty. "I'm all over the place. Jealous and aroused, proud but terrified; all of it tangled up in my guts." He met her gaze, held it. "But mostly I'm just... fuck, Lara, I'm so proud of you. Seeing you like that, confident and powerful, taking what you wanted? Hottest thing I've ever seen."

Her eyes filled, threatening to spill over. "You mean that?"

"Every word."

She kissed him again, deeper this time, tongue sliding against his. Then she whispered against his lips, breath warm and damp, "Let me take care of you now, cariad. You've been so good. So patient. Let me make you feel as good as he made me feel."

As good as he made me feel. Those words made his cock throb all the harder, leaking another drop of pre-cum onto his belly.

She kissed down his chest, his stomach, her breath ghosting over his skin. Took his cock in her hand, fingers wrapping around him. He throbbed in her grip, desperate for her touch.

She leaned down, licked the head. Slow and deliberate, tongue swirling around the sensitive ridge. Tasted his pre-cum, salty and familiar, then took him into her mouth. Lips sealed around him, sucking.

He groaned, hand tangling in her hair. Red and wild, still damp with sweat and sex.

"Fuck, your mouth... God, Lara..."

She hummed around his cock, and the vibration shot straight through him. His hips bucked involuntarily. She steadied him with her free hand on his thigh, kept sucking, added her other hand to stroke the base in rhythm.

She knows exactly how he likes it. Exactly how to make him lose his fucking mind.

Her tongue pressed against the underside, traced the vein there, flicked the frenulum. His vision blurred. Balls tightened already, pulled up tight against his body. Too soon. He'd been edging so long whilst watching Noah fuck her, couldn't last long now, but he needed more first. Needed to hear her, know she was still his.

"Lara..." His voice cracked. "Wait. Please."

She pulled off his cock with a wet pop, looked up at him. Lips swollen and shiny with spit and pre-cum. Stroked him with her hand, slow and steady, keeping him on edge.

"Tell me what you need, cariad."

What did he need?

"I need to hear you say it. That you're still mine. That what just happened... that it doesn't change us."

Her expression softened. She released his cock, crawled up his body until they were face to face. Cupped his cheek, forced him to meet her gaze.

"Nate. Listen to me. I am yours. Completely. Forever. What just happened was incredible, yes. Noah was amazing." She paused, voice catching. "But it was just sex, cariad. Just bodies. Pleasure. You? You're everything. My husband. My best friend. My life. Noah could never replace you. No one could."

Relief hit him like a wave, warm and overwhelming. He pulled her close, kissed her desperately, poured everything into it: his love, his gratitude, his possessive need to claim her back.

When they broke apart, both gasping, he held her gaze.

"I need to be inside you. Need to feel you. Need to know you're mine."

She smiled, trembling. "I'm yours, cariad. Always."

She shifted, manoeuvred herself over his cock, started to sink down. Winced immediately, froze.

"Fuck, sorry, cariad. I'm so sore. He was so big, I..."

He was so big.

The words punched him in the chest. Yeah, Noah had stretched her, opened her up, wrecked her in ways Nate never could. His gut twisted, hot and sour. But then Lara's face scrunched, pain flickering across her flushed skin, and the jealousy drained out of him. Fuck. She was hurting.

"We don't have to do this," he said quickly. "If you're hurting..."

"No." Her voice was firm. "I want you inside me. Need you inside me. Just... slow. Gentle."

She sank down carefully, inch by inch. Her face twisted, breath hissing through her teeth, but she kept going. Winced again as she took him fully, until she sat flush against his hips.

Paused. Adjusted. Breathed.

"Oh God, you feel good, Nate. Different from him. But perfect. You fit me perfectly."

Different.

Not worse. Different.

Her pussy still gripped him, hot and slick, but Christ, looser than usual. He felt it immediately, the stretch Noah's thick cock had left behind, the way her walls had been opened, properly fucked. Used. And the wetness coating his shaft wasn't just hers. Thicker. Slicker. Noah's cum mixed with her arousal, slippery and obscene, coating every inch of him as she sank down.

Sloppy seconds. You're balls-deep in another man's spunk, mate. Fuck, this is filthy as hell. And somehow perfect because of it.

She moved on him, slow circles of her hips, grinding down, not bouncing. Too sore for that. Her tits swayed with each roll, heavy and natural, nipples hard. Hands braced on his chest for leverage, nails digging in slightly.

He watched her face. Flushed, biting her lip, eyes closed, lost in sensation despite the soreness.

"Does this feel good?" The insecurity bled through despite himself. "After him, do I still feel good?"

Her eyes snapped open, locked on his. Fierce.

"You feel fucking incredible, Nate. You always have. Noah was different, yes. Bigger. Rougher. But you..." She leaned down, kissed him softly. "You make love to me. You know my body. You know what I need. He was just fucking. You're everything else."

Just fucking.

The words settled something tight in his chest. Noah had wrecked her body, yes. Made her scream, made her come, filled her with his cum. But this, this slow, intimate reconnection, this was theirs. Only theirs.

She ground harder, gasping. Her hand slid between them, fingers finding her clit. Rubbed gently, circles and flicks, whilst still grinding on his cock. Her face twisted, pleasure building again despite exhaustion.

She's going to come. Again. For me this time.

Her rhythm faltered, thighs trembling. Fingers moved faster, desperate. She clenched around his cock, tight and rhythmic, milking him.

"Oh, cariad, yes, I'm close, I'm..."

"Come for me," he urged, gripping her hips. "Come on my cock, Lara. Let me feel you."

She did. Soft and shuddering, not the violent screaming climax Noah had wrung from her. Gentler. Intimate. Her pussy fluttered around him, clenching and releasing, her breath catching in little gasps.

His name on her lips. Not Noah's. His.

That did it. Watching her come, feeling her clench around him, knowing she was his despite everything. He gripped her hips, thrust up into her carefully, buried deep, and came with a groan. It felt so good it almost hurt.

"Fuck, Lara, fuck..."

His cock pulsed, spilling inside her, filling her with pulse after pulse of cum. Not Noah's thick ropes, no, but his. Every spurt marked her, added to the filthy cocktail already inside her womb, his seed mixing with Noah's, staking his claim in the messiest way possible. Mine. She's mine. His hips jerked, grinding deep, wringing out every last drop.

She collapsed onto his chest, both panting, sticky with sweat and sex and cum. His cock softened inside her, slipped out with a wet sound. The combined mess leaked from her pussy onto his thigh: her wetness, Noah's cum, his cum, all mixing together in a filthy, perfect puddle.

Fucking hell. Look at that.

Neither moved.

They held each other, and silence settled thick and warm around them.

Nate's hand stroked her back, slow circles, soothing. His other hand tangled in her damp curls, red silk against his fingers.

"Are you okay?" he whispered.

She nodded against his chest. "More than okay. That was perfect, cariad. You're perfect."

"You were incredible tonight. So brave. So sexy. So... fuck, I don't even have words."

She lifted her head, rested her chin on his chest. Green eyes bright, curious, a little nervous.

"Did you like it?" she asked, voice small. "Really? Watching me with him?"

He didn't hesitate. "Fuck yes." The words came out rough, scraped raw. "Terrifying, yeah. But Christ, Lara, seeing you like that? Confident. Taking what you wanted. I've never been so turned on in my life. Never."

Her smile was radiant, trembling at the edges. "I loved it too. He made me feel things I didn't know I could feel. Made me crave things I didn't know I wanted." She paused, voice dropping. "But coming back to you, this, this is what I need most."

His chest felt too full, fit to burst. Pride in her, love for her, cock already stirring weakly against his thigh despite having just come.

He pulled her up, kissed her desperately, poured everything into it: his love, his gratitude, his possessive need to keep her forever.

When they broke apart, both gasping, he held her gaze.

She bit her lip, hesitant. "Do you... do you really want to do it again? See Noah again?"

He didn't hesitate. "Fuck yes."

Her grin was cheeky, wicked. "And maybe... Martin too?"

His cock twitched weakly against his thigh. Martin. Yeah. He'd be different. Sweeter. Less intense.

"Martin. Yeah. He'd be good for you. Different energy."

"Or..." Her grin widened, dangerous and playful. "Both of them? At the same time?"

Both of them together. Noah and Martin. Spit-roasting her. Or even double-penetration? Using every hole whilst Nate watched and filmed and directed the whole filthy show.

His brain short-circuited. Images flooded him, filthy and overwhelming. Lara on her knees between them. Noah's thick cock stretching her pussy, Martin's in her mouth. Both of them using her, pleasuring her, making her scream. And Nate watching, filming, directing every thrust, every moan, every drop of cum.

Bloody hell.

"You could handle it," he managed, voice hoarse. "You're incredible."

She kissed his chest, lazy and content. "We'll see, cariad. One step at a time."

Just before she fell asleep, Lara murmured against his skin, barely audible.

"Thank you, cariad. For making me a hotwife."

Nate kissed her hair, red curls soft under his lips, smelling of sex and sweat and her coconut shampoo.

"Thank you for being mine."

She smiled, already half-asleep, her body soft and warm and thoroughly used pressed against his.

And Nate lay awake a little longer, holding her, feeling her warmth, her weight, listening to her breathing slow and even.

His wife. His hotwife. His everything.

They'd crossed the line tonight. Smashed through it, really. No going back now. The fantasy had become reality, and it was messier, filthier, more intense than either of them had imagined.

And he couldn't fucking wait for more.

He closed his eyes, pulled her closer, and let himself drift.

Outside, Kentish Town settled into late Saturday night silence. Inside their flat, their bedroom, their bed, Nate and Lara slept tangled together, skin on skin.

The cum leaked slowly from her pussy onto the sheets, evidence of what they'd done, proof they'd crossed the line, and somehow a filthy promise of more.

Tomorrow they'd talk about it properly. Process it. Laugh. Maybe panic a little.

But tonight, they slept sated and changed, but still together. That was what mattered.

Perfect.


twelve
Epilogue – Six Weeks Later
Living the Research


Lara clicked through another five-star review, and the grin stretched wider across her face. His Hotwife's Awakening had gone live a week ago, and bloody hell, readers couldn't get enough. The comments section glowed with praise, each notification making her pulse quicken. She shifted in her chair, the purple cushion pressing into her lower back, and felt that familiar warmth bloom low in her belly.

They love it. Maybe they can actually tell I've lived this now?

She'd smashed out the second novella in two weeks flat after Noah's visit, the words pouring onto the page with a new visceral punch. No more guessing what a hotwife felt when another man stretched her pussy. She knew. She'd gasped and moaned and begged for it.

"Most realistic hotwife story I've read from the wife's POV," one review read. "Lara writes like she lives it."

Because she bloody well did.

Another comment: "Hottest book of the year. My wife and I couldn't put it down."

Lara screenshot the best ones and sent them to Nate. He sat two feet away at their long Ikea desk, headphones clamped over his ears, fingers working at his keyboard. She watched him for a moment, the way his brow furrowed in concentration, the slight smile tugging at his lips. He looked younger these days. Energised. That creative block that had strangled him for months had fucked off the moment they'd started living the lifestyle instead of just fantasising about it.

Six weeks. Six weeks since Noah had first fucked her whilst Nate watched from the yellow armchair, cock in hand, eyes glazed with compersion. Six weeks since she'd crossed the line from fantasy into glorious, filthy reality.

And Christ, she was thriving.

Noah had come back twice since that first night. The second time, a fortnight on, Nate had suggested something different. Take him to the bedroom. Alone. See if that lets you both really let go. I'll stay here and listen. They'd set up one of those baby monitors, the kind nervous parents used, except this was for something far filthier. One unit sat on her bedside table, the other beside Nate's keyboard. She'd been able to hear it crackle to life when Noah pinned her to the mattress, his hand wrapped around her throat. Every gasp, every slap of skin, every filthy command Noah growled broadcast straight to Nate's ears. The thought had made her cunt clench. He's hearing everything. Hearing me beg. Hearing me submit to another man. She'd never come so hard, her voice breaking on Noah's name whilst Nate listened two rooms away, wanking himself raw.

Hours later, after Noah had left, Nate had stumbled into the bedroom, eyes wild, and reclaimed her with desperate, possessive thrusts. She'd wrapped her legs around him and whispered how much she loved him, and he'd buried his face in her neck and groaned like a man possessed.

The third encounter had been last week. Nate decided he wanted to watch again, wanted to film it this time. He'd sat in the corner with her iPhone whilst Noah took her virgin arse, stretching her slowly, whispering filthy praise whilst she whimpered into the pillow. The video sat encrypted on Nate's laptop now. He'd watched it three times already, always ending with his cock in his fist and her name spilling from his lips.

Then there was Martin.

Martin. Sweet, charming Martin from Liverpool with his Scouse accent and boyish grin. He'd turned up invited a week after Noah's first visit, backpack slung over one shoulder, fidgeting in the doorway like he couldn't quite believe she'd invited him. The difference between them had made her mouth water. Noah took what he wanted; Martin asked permission. Noah ordered her to her knees; Martin had stammered out "Can I... would you... if you're okay with it..." before even touching her. She'd felt powerful with Martin in a way Noah never allowed, and God, she'd loved both.

She'd ridden Martin whilst Nate watched, grinding down on his cock, loving how his boyish face twisted in pleasure beneath her. He'd come embarrassingly quick the first time, gasping apologies whilst she kissed him and laughed and told him they had all night. The second round lasted longer. He'd buried his face between her thighs, eating her pussy with enthusiastic determination, learning her responses, adjusting when she gasped or tugged his hair. When he'd finally fucked her again, slower and more confident this time, she'd climaxed calling his name whilst Nate stroked himself in the corner, eyes locked on where Martin's cock disappeared into her slick cunt.

Martin still texted regularly. Memes, football banter, sweet little messages that made her smile. Noah's texts were aways far filthier, more demanding, always leaving her wet and squirming. She juggled both, enjoyed the different energies they brought to her life.

Two boyfriends and one husband who gets off watching me fuck them. Bloody hell, what a life.

Her phone buzzed on the desk. WhatsApp notification.

Noah: When can I see you again? Got some new ideas... x




Heat pooled low in her belly, slick and urgent. New ideas. That meant something kinky, probably involving the restraints or the silk blindfold Nate had bought her last week. Her thighs pressed together under the desk.

She typed back, biting her lip.

Lara: Soon. Nate and I will check our schedules. Behave yourself. X




She clicked into their shared Gmail inbox, the one they used for reader messages. Five new emails since this morning. She skimmed the first three: solo male readers, the usual mix of praise and flirtation. She'd got better at spotting the ones genuinely interested versus the fantasists who'd never follow through, the ones who got off on the chat but would bottle it when she suggested meeting for a drink.

The last two emails made her pulse quicken, and she had to read them twice to be sure. These were from couples reaching out.

The first from Surrey, signed by both James and Emma: We loved your latest book. My wife wants to meet you. Maybe we could all grab a drink? See where things go? x

Her mouth went dry. A wife who wanted to meet her. Not just a bloke looking for a wank, but a woman. A woman who'd read her words and thought... what? That Lara might fuck her husband whilst she watched? That they could swap partners? Her knickers were already damp, and she hadn't even opened the second email yet.

The second came from Camden, closer to home: Your hotwife dynamic is exactly what we're exploring. Would love to chat, compare notes. Maybe more? – Tom & Sarah

Maybe more.

Lara screenshot both emails and sent them to Nate via WhatsApp with the caption: Think we're ready for this? x

His reply arrived instantly, despite him sitting two feet away: Let's talk tonight. But yeah. Could be fun.

She glanced over at him, watched him work, that grin plastered across his face. The creative slump that had plagued him for months had evaporated the moment they'd started living the hotwife lifestyle. Now here he was, finishing his first bloody novel.

"How's the book going, love?"

Nate pulled off his headphones, and she caught the tinny strains of Blur escaping before he set them on the desk. He turned to her, eyes bright, almost manic with excitement.

"Finished the editing. Just tightened the last scene."

"Cariad!" Lara shoved her chair back, the wheels squeaking across the wooden floor, and launched herself at him. She landed in his lap, arms around his neck, and kissed him hard. He tasted like the coffee he'd been nursing all morning, bitter and warm, and beneath that, just... Nate. Her lovely, brilliant husband who'd finally finished his bloody book. She kissed him deeper, tongue sliding against his, feeling his surprise melt into a groan.

"That's amazing!" she said, pulling back just enough to see his face. "When are you publishing?"

He grinned, thumbs stroking her hips where they pressed against him. "Next couple of days, I reckon. Amazon eBook and paperback. Forty-six thousand words. Some of my best work."

Hotwife Author: Vixen Shared with Her Readers.

Bold. Transparently their story, barely fictionalised. He'd changed names and tweaked details just enough for plausible deniability, but anyone who knew them would recognise the truth bleeding through every scene. Noah. Martin. The baby monitor. All of it.

"I can't wait to read it," she said, kissing him again, softer this time.

"You're my muse, Lara. Couldn't have done it without you."

She straddled his lap properly, legs either side of the office chair, and wrapped her arms around his neck. "We did this together, Nate. All of it. The books, the lifestyle. Together."

He cupped her face, thumbs stroking her cheekbones, and the look in his eyes made her chest tighten. "I love you, Lara. So fucking much."

"I love you too, cariad."

They sat like that, foreheads pressed together, breathing in sync. Six weeks since Noah had first spread her legs on their bed. Six weeks since Nate had watched her submit to another man and found he loved her more for it. All the fear and jealousy and white-hot arousal, all the late-night conversations and filthy reclamation sex, all of it had brought them here: closer than ever, writing books about the life they were actually living, and absolutely fucking thriving.

Nate's phone buzzed on the desk. He glanced at it and laughed. "Pete just texted. Quiz night at The Pineapple tonight. Fancy it?"

Lara grinned. The Pineapple. Their local in Kentish Town, the scruffy boozer where they'd celebrated her first hotwife book launch, where they'd nervously discussed the lifestyle over pints before Noah ever walked through their door.

"Let's go," she said. "Celebrate both our successes. Your book, my reviews."

"Deal. Usual booth?"

"Always."

She climbed off his lap, arse brushing against him as she moved, and caught the sharp intake of his breath. Still got it. She returned to her desk, wiggled the mouse to wake her laptop, and opened a new document. Stared at the blank page. The cursor blinked at her, patient and expectant.

The possibilities felt endless now. Third novella? A full-length novel exploring couple swaps? Maybe something kinky with that married pair from Surrey if tonight's conversation went well?

Her phone buzzed again.

Noah: Dream of me tonight, gorgeous. X




She smiled, heat curling through her again. She would. She'd dream of Noah's thick cock stretching her, of Martin's sweet enthusiasm, of Nate's loving gaze as he watched her take her pleasure. She'd dream of the life they'd built together, the one she got to write about and live in equal measure.

A hotwife's life.

And it was fucking perfect.
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Slut Wife Collection: Six Explicit Stories of Shared Wives
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Six couples, six filthy fantasies made real – dive into the ultimate hotwife anthology of temptation, risk, and lust!


Welcome to Slut Wife Collection: Six Explicit Stories of Shared Wives, a brand‑new XXX anthology from British erotica author Chris P. Rider – unapologetically filthy, shameless, and dripping with hardcore hotwife action. This isn’t romance. This is brazen erotica designed for readers who want stuck‑to‑the‑page filth.

Inside, you’ll find six standalone stories, each one pushing wives out of their comfort zones and into beds, beaches, bars, hotel rooms, and alleyways where strangers use them, hard and messy, while their husbands watch – and can’t stop touching themselves.
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Late Night Office Temptation drags another marriage straight under fluorescent light. A London wife is bent raw over her desk by her boss while her husband masturbates at the window – overwhelmed as she screams she’s been “reshaped” by his cock while London watches through fourteen floors of glass.

Hotel Key Swap Seduction pushes a young married couple into the arms of swinging veterans, where the wife is sucked into bisexual play, her first new cock, and even pegging demonstrations that change their marriage forever.

And finally, the anthology closes with the filthiest of them all: Dirty Taxi Home – where a drunk wife in a pink mini‑dress is stripped and fucked over a cab bonnet by a greasy cabbie while her husband films. Then a tramp stumbles in, jerking off, licking her arse, and spraying his cum across her back before the cabbie rams her arse bare. It’s sticky, it’s brutal, and it’s unforgettable.

Every one of these tales contains cum‑dripping creampies, throat‑wrecking blowjobs, brutal size comparisons with husbands’ smaller cocks, exhibition risks, and the kind of shameless acts that mean you’re definitely better off reading this on your Kindle, not in public.

A Marriage Evolved

Amazon: https://amzn.eu/d/fqJYypZ

When Emily Harrington discovers her husband James's hidden desires through his browser history, their seemingly perfect marriage faces a crossroads. Rather than confront him with anger, Emily's curiosity leads her down a path of self-discovery, exploring concepts of love, trust, and personal freedom that she never imagined possible.

As Emily delves deeper into understanding her husband's fantasies, she begins questioning her own desires and limitations. Through careful research and open communication, the couple finds themselves growing closer as they discuss possibilities that both excite and frighten them. Their journey of mutual discovery transforms their relationship, pushing boundaries they never thought they'd cross.

At work, Emily catches the attention of the charismatic Dr. Alexander Thornton, whose confidence and commanding presence awakens something within her. With James's encouragement, Emily begins to explore her newfound freedom, discovering sides of herself she never knew existed. As she embraces her evolving sexuality, Emily finds herself torn between her deep love for James and her growing attraction to Alex.

Their marriage takes an unconventional turn as James discovers joy in Emily's happiness and personal growth. Through their shared experiences, they develop a deeper understanding of trust, communication, and the multiple facets of love. However, their journey isn't without its challenges, as they navigate societal expectations and their own insecurities.

Meanwhile, a darker element lurks in the shadows. Ethan, a skilled student hacker, watches Emily's transformation with twisted fascination, gathering information and plotting to use it for his own devious purposes. His presence threatens to disrupt the delicate balance Emily and James have created.

As Emily continues to push her boundaries and explore her desires, she discovers a community of like-minded individuals who support and understand their lifestyle choices. Through online forums and real-world encounters, both Emily and James find validation and encouragement for their unconventional choices.

This steamy romance novel explores themes of marriage, trust, and personal growth as Emily and James redefine their relationship on their own terms. Their journey showcases how open communication and mutual support can strengthen a marriage, even as it evolves beyond traditional boundaries.

"A Marriage Evolved" is the first book in The Harringtons series, setting the stage for Emily and James's continuing journey of discovery, passion, and love. This novel contains mature themes and is intended for adult readers who enjoy spicy romance with elements of psychological exploration and relationship dynamics.

Private Viewing: A Hotwife Tale

Amazon: https://amzn.eu/d/ftcH3q8

A SPICY HOTWIFE ESTATE AGENCY ADVENTURE

Takes readers into the transformed marriage of Sue and David Maxwell as they discover an unconventional path to professional success and marital ecstasy.

Sue’s faltering career as an estate agent coincides with her husband David’s crippling writer’s block. When David suggests a provocative solution—that Sue should embrace her sexuality to attract clients—neither anticipates how completely this experiment will reshape their lives.

From the moment Sue trades her conservative trouser suits for revealing dresses and stockings, the transformation is electric. Male clients can’t keep their eyes off her, and neither can her formerly disinterested colleagues. As Sue’s confidence grows with each successful viewing, so does her willingness to push boundaries.

David finds himself consumed with lust as Sue returns home with increasingly explicit stories – the client who couldn’t resist kissing her after signing papers, the sophisticated businessman who backed her against the shower door, her boss Jimmy whose wandering hands demanded more than just professional excellence.

The narrative sizzles as Sue details her adventures in their bedroom, turning David’s jealousy into a potent aphrodisiac that reignites their sex life. Each confession becomes more explicit – Sue bent over a kitchen island, taken against floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking London, servicing multiple men while thinking of her husband waiting at home.

When the Harrington brothers, wealthy, dominant property developers, request Sue’s “personal service” for a penthouse viewing, the stakes rise dramatically. Their clinical domination pushes Sue to sexual extremes she never imagined, including being shared by both brothers simultaneously while their cameras record every breathless moment.

Throughout her transformation, Sue maintains her loving connection to David through detailed confessions that fuel both his resurgent writing career and their passionate lovemaking. His novel about a hotwife estate agent flows freely now, blurring the lines between fiction and their new reality.

By the story’s conclusion, Sue has evolved from an overlooked professional to a confident sexual being who leverages her powerful allure to save an entire estate agency. Jimmy’s business thrives, David’s writing career resurges, and their marriage reaches new heights of intimacy through their unconventional arrangement.

Caribbean Confessions:
An Interracial Hotwife Tale

Amazon: https://a.co/d/drUZX6c

Cate and Brandon's marriage may look perfect from the outside – successful careers, luxurious London penthouse, enviable lifestyle – but behind closed doors, their bedroom has grown predictable. Routine. Safe.

When Brandon books a surprise getaway to an exclusive adults-only Caribbean resort, neither spouse reveals their secret: they both harbor forbidden fantasies about Cate exploring pleasure with well-endowed men while Brandon watches.

Paradise Cove promises discretion, luxury, and "bespoke experiences" for discerning couples. The attentive staff – particularly their personal butler Mateo – seem eager to fulfill every desire, spoken or unspoken.

As the tropical heat intensifies, Cate and Brandon discover colored wristbands that reveal guests' preferences and boundaries. White for newcomers. Blue for the curious. Purple for the adventurous. Red for those ready to surrender completely to fantasy.

Their couples massage becomes an unexpected initiation when their therapists offer "enhanced services" that leave them both breathless. Later, at the resort's exclusive nightclub, they witness couples openly exploring fantasies they've only whispered about in the dark.

A private yacht excursion with other experienced couples pushes their boundaries further, while a beachfront masquerade party – where identities remain hidden but desires are fully exposed – transforms their relationship forever.

What starts as a holiday escape becomes a journey of sexual awakening as Brandon embraces his desire to direct and observe, while Cate rediscovers the wild, uninhibited woman she once was during her university days.

Their final night at Paradise Cove culminates in an arranged encounter that fulfills their deepest fantasies – professionally recorded to ensure they never forget how completely they've embraced their true desires.

Will their newfound sexual freedom survive the return to London's conservative society, or will Paradise Cove remain a beautiful yet temporary escape from reality?
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